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I have enjoyed taking pictures since my 
early twenties. Over the years I have used a 
variety of cameras, film, and equipment. When 
I purchased my first i-Phone, I became a much 
more active photographer. I have shown my 
work at The Circle Cinema in Brookline, Bentley 
University and the Tubac Center for the Arts in 
Arizona. I seek candid shots of people, human 
interactions, abstracted designs in the natural 
and human-engineered worlds; serendipitous 
and humorous moments. This approach results 
in “The Way I See It.” 

	  
John Cloninger
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Unexpected kindnesses are magical.  They 
please the benefactor as much as they delight the 
recipient.  There is a wide range of unexpected 
kindnesses.  Someone holds a door open for you.  
Someone else waits for you with door held open, 
when you are only halfway down the hall.  A 
stranger lets you share her umbrella in the rain.  
When you get a flat tire on the highway, another 
stranger pulls up beside you and helps you put on 
the donut spare tire.  And, when you don’t have 
a car, a friend drives you up to northern Maine to 
visit your sick mother.  

And unexpected kindnesses materialize 
throughout life.  A boy in the fourth grade volun-
teers to carry a girl’s books.  A girl suddenly kisses 
a shy boy on the cheek.  A teenage guy throws 
unexpected kisses up to a gal at the window.  A 
young woman’s friends throw a surprise engage-
ment shower for her.  A middle-aged woman 
delights her husband with a party for his fiftieth 
birthday.  Several grown children pool funds to 
present their parents with a ticket to Rome.

Now we come home to Carleton-Willard.  
Residents and staff here have bestowed many 
unexpected kindnesses.  We go to a nursing unit 
to cheer up an ailing friend.  And the staff treat her 
with countless kindnesses.  We bring tulips for a 
friend’s birthday.  We call a friend we haven’t spent 
time with in ages, asking him to join us for dinner.  
Not only are our friends grateful—we get the won-
derful feeling of having done something of value.

 Mary Ella Feinleib
	 Happenings Editor
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Christopher J. Golen 
President and CEO

A small act of kindness can change the course of an entire day, even if it only lasts a few 
moments. One experience that has recently stayed with me happened during a particularly 
stressful week when everything seemed to be challenging all at once. My work responsibilities were 
overwhelming, I was worried about family issues, and exhausted from trying to balance everything. 
That week, I felt emotionally drained and disconnected from the people around me.

One morning, I got a call from my wife that her tire pressure light came on and was dropping 
rapidly. It was a hot summer morning, and she was on her way to bring our dogs to camp for the 
day. I advised her to pull over as soon as she could. Luckily, she was close to a convenience store and 
gas station. She walked into the store and asked the clerk if there was anyone working there that 
might be able to help her and look at her tire. As luck would have it, one of the patrons said, “I will 
look at it.” He proceeded to his car and took out a tire repair kit and said, “I can help you out.” It was 
almost 90 degrees out and I am on the phone with my wife, and she is describing how much he is 
sweating trying to get the nail out. Sure enough, after 15 minutes he gets the nail out and patches 
the tire so she can drive again. I asked her how much money she had on her and she replied, “sixty 
dollars,” I then said, “give him all of it” and when she went to pay him, he refused the sixty but took 
twenty to replace his supplies. He said, “I am glad I could help.”

What made the moment so meaningful was not just the tire repair, but the kindness and effort 
behind it. The stranger did not know anything about the situation, yet he noticed someone who was 
in distress. He probably had somewhere to be or something else to do, but instead he chose to assist 
someone that needed it. This proves that compassion and kindness still exist in everyday life. 

Looking back, that stranger’s generosity brightened my day during a difficult time and taught 
me an important lesson about empathy. It showed me how powerful human connection can be,  
even between people who may never meet again. The fact that I knew my wife and dogs would not  
be stranded on a 90-degree day made all the difference. 

Kindness does not always need to be dramatic or life-changing to matter. Often, the briefest 
exchanges are the ones that stay with us the longest.

From the President and CEO
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United in Kindness

On September 11, 2001, we Americans expe-
rienced an enormous and shocking event 

with the destruction at the World Trade Center, 
the Pentagon, and a field in Pennsylvania. We 
remember it well, and we remember where we 
were when we heard the news. No one could 
comprehend the horror.

What followed was an outpouring of kindness 
from every corner of the country. First respond-
ers rushed to the scenes to help, risking their 
own health. People read posters of hundreds 
of loved ones who were still to be located and 
identified. All hearts were broken, and everyone 
looked for a way to be kind and help. The Salva-
tion Army and Red Cross had teams in place 
for months, giving aid to those who struggled 
through the wreckage for any signs of life.

Helpers and rescuers were bolstered in spirit 
by the unity of Americans everywhere to express 
our horror, and also the outpouring of those 
who wanted to help. We even flew flags from car 
windows as witness of our concern.	

If only we can remember and repeat this 
outpouring of kindness! That could be the inher-
itance from all those lost. Can we unite again to 
provide help and hope to those struggling today? 
We have proved that we can be kind to each 
other; how can we repeat this?

We need to take seriously the wish to MAKE 
AMERICA KIND.

Sonja Strong

An Unexpected Joy!

As my 80th birthday approached, we discussed 
possible ways to mark this milestone. Flying 

to the west coast: Who would come? When would 
be the best time? Where should we go when we 
got there? Who did we want to see, and who 
would want to see us? It was complicated! Would 
it be easier to find a destination closer to home? 
We needed accommodation for fourteen people 
aged 4 to 80, and activities to satisfy everyone. 
I’m a history buff – would anyone come with 
me to the museum I’d chosen? Would we rather 
swim or climb a mountain? Covid was still lurk-
ing around, and none of the four members of the 
unofficial planning committee was interested in 
getting on a plane. In the end, my three daugh-
ters decided to have a “staycation” at my house 
in Arlington and, for something to do, they 
would clean out my basement!  

It was a small house, with two bedrooms, 
one bathroom, a screened porch, and lots of 
stuff tucked in the corners. The basement was 
full. There were cartons of books that had al-
ready been moved twice since we sold our fam-
ily home in central New York after my husband 
died. There was a room full of spinning wheels, 
a loom, and boxes and bags full of not only raw 
wool, but also the too-good-to-throw-out re-
mains of a wardrobe that had seen me through 
interludes of work including school teacher, 
sales and marketing, travel agent, nursery school 
director, and volunteer activities as varied as Girl 
Scout leader and church elder. There were family 
heirlooms and genealogy materials, souvenirs 
from around the world, my grandchildren’s toys, 
and the camping gear we still used every sum-
mer…. It would be a challenge! 

The day arrived, and so did Barbara, Audrey, 
and Nancy. They planted me in the 50-year-old 
basement Lazy Boy and began to work through 
their four-day project. “Which pile should this go 
in? Keep it or not? WHAT IS THIS?” We laughed, 
argued, and compromised. We threw out a lot, 
and it was wonderful to do this with my daugh-
ters. The things we were looking at were a part 
of each of us. We took a picture of the three of 
them, snuggled under the ugly lap blanket their 
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great-grandmother had knit so carefully. We 
saved books that were my childhood favorites. 
We threw out pictures of unknown long-lost 
relatives. We went out to eat every night, and 
laughed ourselves silly.

In the end, we filled a junk truck to the brim. 
When I got the letter of acceptance from Carleton- 
Willard, I called the realtor first. His first words 
were, “Is the house ready to show?” “Yes!” I 
replied. Then I called my family. It was the best 
birthday present ever!

Marian Smith

Buddy, Can You Spare a Dime?

I had spent the night with a friend in Boston, 
leaving my car parked on the street. In the 

morning it was gone, with no obvious sign indi-
cating it was parked illegally. This had happened 
before; I knew the drill. I walked to the closest 
police station and paid the fine; the officer gave 
me the address of the lot where it had been 
towed and the amount of the towing fee. 

I counted my money. I had enough to cover 
the ticket and the fees, but not the subway fare, 
to get there. This was the 1970’s, long before cell 
phones or ATMs. I debated taking a subway to my 
bank in Brookline to get more cash, but it would 
take an hour or more and I was already late for 
work. How hard could it be to find someone to 
give me the quarter I needed?

It was not a busy street, and I approached the 
first person I saw, asking politely if he would give 
me a quarter to help me out. He brushed me off 
and continued on his way. A woman I approached 
looked at me as if I had the plague, said not a 
word, and crossed the street to get away from 
me. It took a while to get up the courage to ask 
anyone else, but I finally approached a man in a 
business suit carrying a briefcase. I started in on 
my story. He rolled his eyes. “Really!” I said. In 
desperation I showed him the cash in my wallet. 
“I actually have what I need except for 25 cents! 
I’m telling the truth.” He clearly didn’t believe 
me, but threw a quarter onto the street anyway. I 
guess he didn’t want to risk touching my hand.

My humiliation was complete. But I grabbed 
the quarter, headed for the subway, got to the 
tow lot, paid my fine, and drove to work. I  
explained why I was late, but not about the quarter. 

I vowed then and there that I would never 
treat a panhandler with such disrespect, whether 
I was able to give them something or not. I 
vowed that if someone came to me with a hard 
luck story, I would listen, without judgement.

No one did, until about 45 years later. We 
were in Waltham, heading to a restaurant to 
meet friends. I dropped JR off and parked the 
car. A young man approached me. He needed to 
get to Maine, but did not have enough money to 
buy gas. All he needed was $5. He had enough 
to put some gas in, but not enough to get all the 
way home. He pointed out his very used car with 
Maine plates. His story was so detailed; he asked 
for a very specific (small) amount, and he was 
clearly distressed. He said something like,  
“I know this sounds weird, but it’s the truth,” 
and looked so pathetic. 

In hindsight, I expect he must have thought 
me a lunatic. Who was this old woman giving 
him $20 when he asked for $5, who wouldn’t 
stop grinning? I told him that of course I be-
lieved him; something similar had happened to 
me once. 

Was his story true? Who knows? I chose to be-
lieve him and that keeps me smiling to this day.

Renel Fredriksen
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The Real Star

She appeared in the fading light of a late No-
vember afternoon, in a huge parking lot at the 

Burlington Mall. Short, middle aged, curly gray hair, 
faded denim jacket, with a big patchwork bag on her 
arm. “Can I help?” she asked. “I saw you walking up 
and down over here… Do you need help?” 

“My car’s gone. I can’t find it, and I know I 
parked it right here… opposite the M in Nord-
strom…” I pointed to the huge sign over the store 
entrance. I was proud of my forethought. I had 
been careful to notice exactly where I parked. 

She glanced at the sign and nodded. “It’s so 
easy to get confused in these places. I’ll help you 
look. What kind of car? What color is it?”

“Green Subaru”
“I’ll go this way, You start that way.” She 

headed off, without hearing me say I had already 
been up and down that line of cars. I did what 
she said, although I knew I wouldn’t find my car. 
I knew exactly where I’d left it. Now it wasn’t 
there. I couldn’t have made a mistake. Could I? I 
kept walking, feeling increasingly hopeless. The 
light was fading. I was getting cold. With every 
step, I became more and more sure that my 
Subaru had been stolen. 

She reappeared. “It’s not down there,” she 
said, “but I’ll keep looking on the other side.” 
She was gone again, trudging down another row 
of cars in the gathering gloom. As I watched 
her go, my despair grew deeper. I was sure I had 
parked halfway down the row opposite the M in 
Nordstrom. I needed to report a stolen car! 

I would have told her that I was going inside, 
but she had disappeared in the gathering dark-
ness, and I was frantic. I went into the store and 
told the first person I saw, a clerk leaning on 
a counter in Menswear, that my car had disap-
peared. He yawned, pointed to another counter 
and said, “Go see Max.” Max was equally unex-
cited by my news. “Okay,” he said, “I’ll tell the 
office,” and he walked off. I stood at the counter 
by Mens’ Neckties and waited.

A familiar figure came rushing toward me… 
somewhat out of breath, still clutching her big 
bag. “Oh there you are,” she said. “I’m glad I 

found you. I’m so sorry. I have to go home, but 
I wanted to let you know. I hope you find your 
car… I’m so sorry I have to leave!”

I forgot about my car and how cold and tired 
and upset I was. This woman, this complete strang-
er, had walked up and down rows of cars in the cold 
and dark to help me, and now she was apologizing 
for having to go home to make dinner! She hadn’t 
wanted to leave me alone. I thanked her over and 
over. She’d felt my panic. She’d cared. 

Around the corner from where we had 
searched for my car was another lot facing 
another entrance with another big sign saying 
Nordstrom. Half way down the row opposite the 
M in Nordstrom, was my green Subaru right 
where I’d parked it. If I had left the store through 
the same door I entered, I would have found my 
car, but I’d gone out a different door. 

When my mistake was revealed, I was re-
lieved and embarrassed, but the driver of the 
Mall Police car reassured me, “People lose cars 
around here all the time!” I wish that I could tell 
the real star of this story how it turned out. 

Betsy Campbell

The Fishing Rod

I had to have hip 
surgery when I 

was twelve years 
old. The knob 
on top of my left 
femur had slipped 
out of place. The 
surgeon put a big 
nail in my hip to 
secure the knob. 
I remember lying 
in the hospital after the operation, with a heavy 
bandage from my waist to my knee. It was a hot 
July and the hospital was not air-conditioned. I 
was very uncomfortable. To make matters worse, 
a sadistic nurse would flip me over roughly when 
she made the bed. It hurt! I wasn’t a complainer, 
but I finally told my parents. They alerted the 
doctor and the problem got solved.
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Clothes Make the Man?

The biker was 
wearing a 

polished chrome 
helmet and a  
black eagle jacket.  
I was wearing  
my Sunday 
worst and on my 
way to buy the 
NY Times. As we 
were entering 
the convenience 
store, I was 
astonished as 
he reached out 
ahead of me saying, in a cultured English accent, 
“Please, let me.” I thanked him.

Clothes make the man!
My origins are Scottish and Irish, mostly. I 

grew up in an insular family with strong beliefs 
and prejudices. Males of our clan could be easily 
identified by white bucks, chinos, Oxford blue 
button downs and, of course, Bermuda shorts!

Clothes make the man!
One very busy night, I was walking in the 

NYC theater district. The streets and sidewalks 
were jammed. At one point, walking towards me, 
came a large man dressed in a yellow suit and 
hat! Instinctively I stepped backward, aside, off 
the curb and toward oncoming traffic! In a flash 
he grabbed me and pulled me back! He said, in 
effect, “This is NY, be careful.” I thanked him.

Clothes make the man!
Kindnesses and courtesies are often un-

planned and unexpected. However, for all our 
differences, we share a common care for one 
another.

Clothes make the man?

Tim Martin

After I got out of the hospital, I had to be 
on crutches for a year. That didn’t bother me 
too much. I enjoyed being different from other 
kids. Besides, I could go to school in the fall only 
when I felt like it, since my classes were up four 
flights of metal stairs.

That August, my parents and I went to a ho-
tel in the Berkshires, on a hill overlooking Pon-
toosuc Lake. With my impaired mobility, there 
wasn’t much I could do to amuse myself. Then 
my father had an inspired idea. Although he had 
never gone fishing in his life, he thought to buy 
me an unexpected gift: a fishing rod. This turned 
out to be the perfect answer to my boredom. My 
father and a friend would make a “chair” out of 
their arms and carry me down to the lake ev-
ery morning. I sat on the dock all day long and 
fished in the lake. The only thing I had for bait 
was bread. But I managed to catch some – rather 
unimpressive – fish. I would pose for a picture 
with my captive fish and then I would throw it 
back into the lake. I was blissful. 

At the end of that year, as the slipped bone in 
my hip returned to its correct position, it pushed 
the head of the nail into my thigh muscle. This 
was excruciating. So I had to have a second opera-
tion to remove the nail. I missed most of the sev-
enth grade, but my teachers didn’t hold me back.

My experience at Pontoosuc Lake started 
my fishing “career.” I loved to fish. When my 
husband and I lived on a lake in Michigan, I’d 
fish almost every day, using worms or cute 
salamanders, which I was willing to murder for 
bait. I caught mostly bluegills, which make good 
eating. I’d gut them and saute the filets for our 
supper.

Later, when we’d go backpacking, I carried a 
collapsible fishing rod attached to the outside of 
my pack. I actually caught trout—a big improve-
ment over the freeze-dried food I carried. And I 
owed the pleasure of catching those trout to my 
father’s brilliant, thoughtful idea of buying me 
my first fishing rod.

Mary Ella Feinleib 
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An Unexpected Gift  
– that changed a life

In my high school class of about 75 students, 
there were some whose families were relatively 

well-off, many in the middle, and some who 
barely had the necessities of life. From one of 
the most impoverished families came my friend 
Merle Potter. I never saw Merle’s home, know-
ing him only as one of the top students in the 
college-prep courses that we both took. I learned 
Merle’s story only later, probably at one of our 
rare class reunions. 

Merle was one of many children in a family 
that lived “out in the country,” away from the 
center of our small town (a suburb of Grand 
Rapids, Michigan). Merle’s family grew most of 
their own food, adding to the garden produce 
by hunting and fishing. Merle brought in extra 
money for the family by trapping muskrats and 
selling the pelts, which were made into fur coats. 
Decades later, Merle wrote a children’s book, 
“What Did Grandpa Eat?”

In the last months of our senior year, some of 
us were making plans for college. My resourceful 
parents had learned of colleges in other parts of 
the country, and I was headed to Swarthmore, in 
Pennsylvania. No one from my high school had 
ever gone to a college outside of Michigan until 
then. College Board tests were not required for 
students going from (presumably accredited) 
high schools to Michigan colleges or universi-
ties, so there was a last-minute scramble to 
find where and when I could take the test in my 
senior year. Others of my classmates were going 
to local colleges or to one of the two state uni-
versities. 

One of our teachers asked Merle what his 
college plans were. “College?! There’s no money 
in my family for college,” responded Merle. There 
was no such thing as a guidance counselor, but 
the teacher took the initiative and somehow 
found a scholarship for Merle. I don’t know what 
college he attended, but that was only the first 
step. Thanks to that first step, and his abilities and  
strengths, he proceeded to get a PhD in Physics 
and spent his career as a professor of physics. 

Along the way, he wrote at least 40 books – most-
ly physics texts. He married and had children, 
grandchildren and great-grandchildren. 

Merle and I seem 
to be the only surviv-
ing members of the 
Grandville Class of 
‘54. We had a delight-
ful phone conversa-
tion recently, compar-
ing notes about our 
blessed long lives.

Virginia Steel

A Lesson in Kindness 

Through my life I have been guided by a lesson 
in kindness given to me when I was 12 years 

old. Born in 1933, I was 12 at the end of the sec-
ond World War in 1945. During the war I became 
interested in identifying planes flying overhead. 
This led me quite naturally to the construction 
of model airplanes.

At the time, you could buy kits of balsa and 
tissue paper with construction plans for as little 
as 15 or 25 cents, depending on how big the 
model was. In no time at all I became quite ex-
pert at making these planes.

In fact, I think I was the only kid in the neigh-
borhood doing this. So, one day I was approached 
by an adult neighbor, asking if I would help him 
build a balsa-tissue paper model airplane. Of 
course, I said “Yes.” Given that I am now 93, it’s 
no surprise that I can’t recall exactly what we 
built, but I do remember that it was a success!

My neighbor was so pleased that he gave me 
a gift – a model airplane kit priced at $25. I was 
overwhelmed. When I protested that I could 
never pay him back he said something like, “I 
know that. I’m only asking you to, sometime in 
the future, pass this kind of surprise to someone 
else, without expecting any return for yourself.”

This kind of thinking i.e., “Pass on kindness, 
with no strings attached,” became a guide for 
the rest of my life.

Frank Horrigan
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It was a stalemate and there was a sense of hope-
lessness and abandonment for the children who 
would, in the end, lose five years of education.

On Sunday I went to church with the Millers. 
Dean Moss had advised me that if the Millers took 
me to church I should go only if I went not out of 
curiosity, but for my own peace of mind and for the 
fellowship I would find. I did not really find peace 
of mind, although a very welcoming fellowship.

I took the bus back to school, grateful for the 
hospitality I had been shown, shaken by the situ-
ation I had witnessed, and deeply affected by the 
kindness of strangers for whom I could do noth-
ing. I knew I could not write about what I had 
seen and heard, even though it would have made 
a good article for our school paper. I realized that 
I had been able to witness a traumatized commu-
nity from the inside and it would help no one for 
me to abuse that privilege.

Anne Schmalz

Marking this Day 

Inside the front door 
	 the forsythia is on the table. 
	 It’s a smaller vase than when you were here.

Take a look at the Great Room; 
	 You might like the color. 
	 We often talked of 
	 ending the always white.

A woman helped me choose – 
	 no, not a decorator, 
	 A colorist.

You were with me at every hue.

What would he think? 
	 I’m going to do it on my own. 
	 She’s helping. Just pick a color.

Just do it. 
	 I must, I can, 
	 I did.

And now what about the floors?

Mimi Collins

Finding Kindness in  
Prince Edward County

In January of 1961 I was a junior at Sweet Briar 
College in Virginia. For various reasons, I had 

come south from Massachusetts to go to college. 
Little did I anticipate that I would find myself 
with a front row seat for the cultural upheaval 
then taking place in the South. In response to 
the 1954 Brown v. Board of Education ruling, 
the Commonwealth of Virginia had enacted a law 
allowing counties to close public schools.

Because of past involvement with the Ameri-
can Friends Service Committee, I became aware 
of what was happening in Prince Edward County, 
Virginia. Since 1959, the county had closed its 
public schools rather than integrate them racially.  
The AFSC had opened learning centers and tried 
to support the colored population who were 
without public schools.

I decided that I would enroll for a weekend 
Leadership Institute. It was one way the AFSC 
tried to bring the colored community together 
for morale and planning. I would be an inter-
ested observer – naively ignoring the fact that, as 
a young white woman, my presence might raise 
any concern. I was a sociology major and this 
would be a great experience.

Helen Baker, the AFSC organizer in Farmville, 
the county seat, said that I would be welcome 
and could help sort books (people in Long Island 
had donated a trailer load!) and join the weekend 
Institute on its trip to Williamsburg. It was she 
who found me a place to stay with a Dr. and Mrs. 
Miller. I don’t remember that it even occurred to 
me whether this might be awkward for them, as 
leading members of the colored community. Their 
nice apartment was over his dentist office on the 
main street. They could not have been kinder.

Over the next few days, I spoke with Dean Moss 
of Longwood College who was a lone white voice of 
opposition to closing public schools; the editor of 
the Farmville Herald and militant segregationist, 
J. Barrey Wall; and Rev. Francis Griffin, the cen-
tral inspiration and ‘lonely leader’ for the colored 
people in Prince Edward County. I listened to the 
women I met through the AFSC and the Millers.  

••••••
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Billy and Aunt Jo

Mary Ann was my father’s first secretary in his 
medical practice in Lakewood, Ohio. She 

became a close family friend. When I was eleven, 
Mary Ann died giving birth to her fourth child. 
Christened William, the baby survived. Her husband 
John was left with children aged five, four, two, and 
newborn. Within hours of the birth and death, my 
mother was at the hospital holding Billy and giving 
him his first bottle. A few days later he came home 
to our house, and my sister Anne moved to the attic 
so that Billy could have a room close to my mother.  

For the next three years Billy lived with us.  
At our parents’ behest, my sisters and I called 
them Aunt Jo and Uncle David so that Billy would 
learn those names. The names stuck for years. 
Billy saw his father and siblings most weekends 
when they descended on our house, or we on 
theirs. John had hired a live-in housekeeper for 
the other children, but Billy stayed with us. 

We all helped. During the messy-eater toddler  
years, part of the chore of setting the table 
became spreading newspapers on the rug under 
Billy’s baby-tenda. I used to come home from 6th 
grade and take Billy out in the buggy or stroller 
for a long walk. Altruism? Well, no. The boy I 
liked had an afternoon paper route, and I knew I 
would run into him if I went out then. Billy pro-
vided a convenient excuse, but I knew my mother 
was grateful. One day I found my little sister 
Florence shedding guilty tears because she had 
realized she was jealous of Billy. My oldest sister 
Liz came home once, bursting with indignation, 
and reported that a woman in the supermarket,  
assuming Billy was Liz’s child, had made a 
pointed remark about teen pregnancy. 

My sister Florence, just seven when Billy 
arrived, recalls her confusion about why we sud-
denly had to call our parents by different names. 
Our mother worried for many years that her four 
girls would be afraid to have children because of 
Mary Ann’s death. Not so. Each of us had two. 

When John remarried shortly after Billy’s 
third birthday, the routine reversed. Billy began 
spending weeks with his own family and week-
ends with ours. After that gradual transition, 

he became part of his own family, and we saw 
them some weekends and every holiday. Eventu-
ally Billy and his family moved to Connecticut, 
and our visits were less frequent, mostly in the 
summer. But when my parents could not pick 
me up at the end of my freshman year of college 
because of my older sister’s college graduation, 
it was 8-year-old Billy and his stepmother who 
fetched me. 

Only as a mother myself, did I come to grasp 
fully the extraordinary thing that my parents had 
done. My mother cared for that little boy like her 
own for more than three years and then gave him 
up when the time came. Even now, considering 
her situation brings tears to my eyes. 

It was inexplicably difficult to get a good pic-
ture of my beautiful mother, Aunt Jo. Uncle David 
always said you had to put a baby in her arms.

Susan Adams
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Growing Coffee Beans  
on My Patio

Yes, you read the title correctly. I have a 
forty-year-old, 5-foot-tall coffee plant on my 

patio. Several times during the year small white 
flowers appear through its bright green leaves. 
After the flowers fade, five or six bright red cof-
fee beans appear. I harvest the coffee beans, not 
enough to roast coffee, but in New England, even 
this is quite a feat. What could be the story here?

Over forty years ago, my husband and I 
traveled every winter to Fort Lauderdale to see 
Larry’s mother in her retirement community. 
Every morning while at Rose’s condo, I took a 
walk outside of the complex to explore the busy 
neighborhood. Honking cars, noise from cafes, 
crying babies, it was all part of my exploration. 
One day I passed a small florist shop. In the 
window glowed a charming dish garden with 
four small plants. On impulse I went inside and 
bought it. What was I thinking? Whenever Rose 
visited us in our Lexington home, the minute she 
had dropped her suitcase she’d wail, “Oh Brenda, 
you have to get rid of all these house plants.” 

“But Rose, Why would I do that? I love car-
ing for my plants.”

“They bring in insects, disease. Get rid of 
them.”

When I returned to the condo, with hesitation 
I offered Rose the bag. “It’s a gift for you, Rose.” 
Rose lit up and reached out her hands for the 
bag. When she drew out the dish garden her face 
fell. She gestured to the balcony.  “Oh put it out 
there.” Oh well, I knew this was a ridiculous idea.

The visit came to an end and we flew home. 
A few weeks later, to my surprise, Rose called 
me and announced with much excitement, “Oh 
Bren, you know that little plant you left, the one 
with the striped leaves. It’s getting bigger. Now 
what fertilizer should I be using?” I began to 
hear frequent reports on the dish garden. One 
grand day, Rose ventured out with her cane onto 
the very busy street to find the same florist shop 
I had discovered. Soon plants started arriving to 
her patio. More small tables had to be bought. 
Eventually, hooks had to be installed to hang 

plants on. Plants began climbing up the walls 
and hanging over the balcony. A seed was grow-
ing in Rose. The city woman from Brooklyn had 
learned the joy of caring for living things.

Then, we got an unexpected phone call from 
Rose’s cousin Leah. Rose hadn’t wanted to tell 
us about her surgery. She had said, “I don’t want 
to bother them. I’ll tell them after the surgery.” 
Amid the tears we heard, “Rose died today. She 
went into surgery to have a stent put in. Her 
heart just stopped. They couldn’t revive her. She 
told me not to tell you, Larry.”

Rose and I could not have had more different 
backgrounds. My ancestors fought on the battle 
green in Lexington and my ancestor William 
Eustis Russell was the Commonwealth’s Gov-
ernor from 1891-1893. None of that mattered 
between us. What did matter was knowing what 
made her laugh, what foods she loved to eat. 
I knew she couldn’t miss a day of her beloved 
soaps. We watched them together. We’d sit on 
the couch and she’d reach out to hold my hand 
for a minute. She’d tell me I was the daughter 
she wished she’d had.

We cleared out Rose’s small apartment. I left 
a sign on the community board saying all the 
plants on the balcony could be shared. All but 
those original plants. How could I walk away 
without them? “Larry, I know it’s wrong, but I’m 
smuggling those four dish-garden plants back 
with me. That’s all I want. They connect me to 
Rose.” This was long before security inspections 
of suitcases. Rose’s plants came back with us to 
New England. Eventually three died, but one has 
continued to grow and has survived many pot 
transplants. In the coolness of fall, I’ll bring the 
coffee plant back inside. We’ll continue to age 
together until one of us no longer can.

Brenda Prusak
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Two Plays
In mid-June, the CWV Thespians presented two 
plays. The first, by A. R. Gurney, was Darlene, 
featuring a complex and subtle interaction 
between a suburban husband and wife. The 
story hinges on a mysterious note about the 
titular Darlene. Then the Thespians shifted 
gears, presenting the second act of Neil Simon’s 
famous play, The Odd Couple. The two men 
in the title are visited by two English women 
who live upstairs. The interplay among the 
four actors featured lots of funny dialogue and 
prolonged loud weeping! The large audience 
was enthusiastic about both plays.

English for Speakers of Other Languages
Recently, sixteen employees in Carleton-
Willard’s ESOL program celebrated completion 
of the current 22-week program.  Each session 
included instruction by an English teacher 
from the International Institute in Lowell, MA, 
followed by working with Carleton-Willard 
residents and At Home volunteers who 
reviewed lesson material and conversed with 
the students. On this Graduation Day, the 
students’ efforts were celebrated.  President 
and CEO Chris Golen, Chief Human Resources 
Officer Kim Ianiro, and the students’ CWV 
job supervisors congratulated them for their 
effort, their commitment, and their progress in 
improving their English-language skills. And 
everybody thanked the volunteers, who were 
presented with flowers.

Ensemble Aubade: American Album
The chamber group, Ensemble Aubade, treated us 
to a concert entitled American Album: Chamber 
Music Celebrating America 250. Peter H. Bloom 
was on flute – he has been coming to the Village 
for over twenty years! Francis Grimes played 
the viola and they were accompanied by pianist 
Steven Sussman. The ensemble played four pieces 
by relatively little-known 20th century American 
composers: Leo Sowerby. Ernest Bloch, Robert 
Russell Bennett, and Eduardo Angulo. Ensemble 
Aubade’s program delighted the Carleton-Willard 
audience.

A Flurry of Birds
The Concord Traveling Players visited Carleton-
Willard in early June. The play, titled A Flurry of 
Birds, enacts the town’s reaction to April 1775 and 
the coming of the British Regulars. It includes 
a lively series of short scenes, music, and songs. 
The author, David Fielding Smith, joined us for 
this performance. His prize-winning play was first 
performed fifty years ago for our country’s 200th 
anniversary. The Concord Traveling Players range 
in age from 70 to 97, and have been performing 
together for about twelve years. They treated us to 
an intimate, charming production.

WordsMove Theater
This June was a rich month for theater at 
Carleton-Willard Village. One of the features was 
a program by the WordsMove Theater, which 
presented 5 Short Humorous Plays. Members of 
the group performed staged readings of excerpts 
from Nora Ephron’s essays, in addition to short 
plays by Peter Floyd, Robert Luxford, and Paul 
Rudnick. Founded in 1998, the group includes 
actors from surrounding towns who have 
performed locally in a wide range of productions. 
On this occasion, they provided a great deal of 
amusement for our appreciative audience.

Village
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Happenings
Garden Tour
Even the weather cooperated for a magical day of 
flowers in the Village! Flowers were everywhere, 
from the wonderful gardens outside to the flower-
themed artwork in the galleries. There were slides 
of the gardens being shown in the Auditorium, 
and tables in the Victoria Café had sweet flower 
arrangements to enjoy. Those on the waiting list 
for admission and members of Carleton-Willard 
at Home were treated to a garden tour organized 
by the Marketing Department. The tour included 
residents’ gardens and offered Jitney service to 
help get around the Campus.  

Voices in the Village
The Thespians introduced a new program dubbed 
Voices in the Village, consisting of short stories 
and poems by resident participants.  Each piece 
was a maximum of five minutes long. They varied 
from laugh-out-loud funny, to heartrendingly 
poignant. The enthusiastic audience response 
convinced the Thespians to adopt this format 
for future shows. The next Thespian event, in 
September, will be a series of skits, most of which 
were written by residents. These new Thespian 
events are a welcome addition to our repertoire.

The Peruvian Amazon
In a program sponsored by the Green Team, we 
learned about Camino Verde, a non-profit whose 
mission is to restore the forest landscapes of the 
Amazon by strengthening forest communities,  
partnering with local farmers and native communi-
ties to regenerate forests and improve livelihoods. 
Founding Director Robin van Loon presented a 
fascinating illustrated lecture about Amazonian 
forest restoration and biodiversity conservation.  
Camino Verde operates chiefly in Peru’s 
Tambopata river basin where their “living seed 
bank” contains over 400 native plant species. We 
learned that ten percent of all animals live there, 
along with sixteen thousand species of trees.  Our 
speaker loves his work!  

Mount Auburn Cemetery Outing
Founded in 1831 to solve a city burial 
problem, Mount Auburn Cemetery trans-
formed the way Americans bury their dead. 
Mount Auburn became the model for the 
American “rural” cemetery movement. Its 
beautiful landscape and well-tended grounds 
welcome visitors.  We were treated to a 
docent-led tour of the grounds by bus, with 
three stops to enjoy certain areas more closely. 
Of particular interest were some rare trees and 
a butterfly garden, as well as the memorial to 
Mary Baker Eddy - which includes handwork 
by imported Italian stone carvers - and a 
memorial to Isabella Stewart Gardner.
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Mexican Hospitality

During our two decades of RVing in Mexico for 
three months each year, my wife Pat and I 

continued to be surprised, impressed, and grateful 
for the generosity of many of the local people we 
encountered throughout the country. During each 
trip, we experienced the kindness and the selfless 
giving of many Mexicans who were total strang-
ers to us. The nation-wide phrase of “Mi casa es su 
casa” proved to be practiced wherever we went.

One example of unexpected kindness hap-
pened when we drove from Puerto Vallarta, up 
to the mountain town of San Sebastian with our 
friends Dean and Diana Elliot. I brought along my 
mountain bike which was lashed to the Elliots’ 
RAV4 so that I could ride back down to Puerto Val-
larta the following day. Upon arrival at San Sebas-
tian, we spent a delightful time wandering around 
the town and enjoying an evening meal.

After dinner, I was still full of energy and 
wanted to keep exploring the local scene. For me, 
the night was still young, and Mexico really comes 
alive after dark. Pat, Dean, and Diana were tired 
and decided to go back to the hotel without me.

I ambled around this quaint Spanish colonial 
town and was impressed with the architecture 
and overall charm. Wandering down a random 
street I heard music coming over the wall that 
surrounded one of the large houses. Standing 
in front of the iron gate at the entrance to that 
house, I was the proverbial outsider looking in. 
There I saw a large gathering of people having a 
wonderful time. I could not see it, but off to one 
side there must have been a mariachi band. The 
music I heard was definitely live. 

As I stood there, a man inside saw me peer-
ing through the gate and came out to talk with 
me. After a brief chat, he invited me to come 

in and join the festivities. I accepted the invita-
tion. When I walked in, I was greeted warmly by 
everybody I met. I was asked to sit down and was 
served food and drinks by various family mem-
bers. It turned out that one of the family was to 
be married the following day and the wedding 
party had gathered at this house to celebrate. I 
was lucky enough to be invited to stay awhile and 
soak up classic Mexican hospitality. 

When there was a pause 
in the music, someone asked 
me in Spanish if I had a favor-
ite mariachi song I wished to 
request. I had memorized the 
names of several songs for such 
an occasion, so I asked for a 
tune that would be well known 
to the people in this region. I 
could tell by the looks on the 
faces of some of the guests that 
they were impressed that I knew 
to suggest this specific song.

When it was beginning to get late and I hadn’t 
returned to the hotel, Pat decided to come out 
looking for me. The music led her to the house 
where I was. She stopped outside the gate just as 
I had done, and peered in. Imagine her surprise 
when she saw me right in the thick of things, eat-
ing and drinking with my newfound friends and 
having a wonderful time. Knowing that I was okay 
and enjoying a classic Mexican fiesta, Pat chose to 
go back to the hotel for the sleep that she needed.

Later, when I reluctantly left the party, I was 
invited to attend the wedding the next morning, 
which was going to be held at the local church. I 
was encouraged to bring my wife and friends to 
the ceremony as well as the feast that was going 
to take place afterwards in this very house. I po-
litely declined the invitation as we had made plans 
to return to PV. Looking back on this later, I wish 
I had changed plans and accepted the invitation 
to participate in a traditional Mexican wedding 
celebration. Thankfully, I had an exhilarating bike 
ride down the mountain the next morning — 
leaving the festivities and memories of the previ-
ous night behind in San Sebastian, a night when  
I was the recipient of unexpected kindness. 

John Cloninger

San Sebastian

Getting ready 
to descend the 
morning after
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Writing Class at the Billerica 
House of Correction

It’s called “expressive writing.”
Six of us sit at the plastic table.
Troy, Phonn, Bill, Emmanuel, Dominique,
All from Cell Block A,
All dressed in beige jumpsuits
BHOC stenciled in bold black letters on their  
	 backs.
Old-before-their-time bodies, but with still  
	 young eyes.

For today’s class they are asked
To write a letter to anyone, living or dead.
“Write for ten minutes, then we’ll read aloud,”  
	 I say.
Their given names have become given prison  
	 numbers.
They move in groups. But for now they become  
	 individuals 
Digging in with their stubby yellow pencils
to what makes them unique, human.
Off they go into their lives for a short journey
To visit pain or guilt.
Or even a happy memory of a cool car, a sexy  
	 girlfriend.
 
“Dear Son, I’m sorry I can’t be with you
on your 15 birthday…..Dear Laura, I’ve written 
so often but you never write back. Are you still 
there for me?....Dear Dad, where were you?”
We nod knowingly after each reading.
Dom, called Black, spins out a rap about driving  
	 with his buddy – 
Nothing written down. He ends, leaning back  
	 with his big easy smile,
and we enjoy, for a moment, his pleasure.
 
They touch for just a moment
Some kind of past which might yet be retrieved.
But for now, class is over.
They line up and wait for the guard to escort  
	 them to their cells.

Al Rossiter

The Sitooterie By the Brook

What in the world is a sitooterie? That’s the 
Scottish word for “a place to sit out,” a quiet 

haven in the garden for contemplation or a noisy 
party! And for me, it was indeed that – especially 
during Covid! Family and friends would gather 
for conversation and fun while keeping their 
physical distances. It was my favorite part of the 
property at 72 Dover Road.

How lucky I was to win that little stone cot-
tage by Fuller Brook in Wellesley, when it ap-
peared on the market in 2012 with an invitation 
for silent bids! The cousins of the deceased Welles-
ley College classics professor who had lived there 
showed me around and, by chance, told me the 
professor had graduated from Bryn Mawr College. 
The proceeds from the sale would be donated to 
Bryn Mawr.

My enthusiastic offer the next day included a 
note explaining that I, too, had graduated from 
Bryn Mawr and wanted very much to buy the  
archetypal cottage for myself and benefit our  
college as well. We all won!

By spring of 2021, I had decided to move to a 
CCRC and began the hard work of cleaning out 
the accumulated stuff from attic to basement, in 
order to put my renovated cottage on the market.  
In May, I made the commitment to Carleton- 
Willard Village and the cottage was for sale in June.  

My fairytale cottage with its sweet sitooterie 
sold in three days!

Lee Carpenter
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Fishing for Donuts

Who doesn’t like really fresh – I mean right 
out of the fryer fresh – cake donuts? I spent 

most of my first 14 summers at my parents’ lake 
cottage in Vermont. Once I passed my mother’s 
rigorous swimming test, I was free to solo cruise 
the lake in our 5 HP flat-bottomed fishing boat. 
The lake was my oyster! I would often go fishing 
right after first light, and without fail, I returned 
to the cottage with one or two yellow perch, and 
sometimes a rainbow trout. These made for a 
delicious breakfast, but more importantly, the 
fish became bartering capital. 

A quarter mile from our cottage lived Lena 
Haskell, a widowed farmer’s 
wife whom my parents had 
known for decades. We used 
Lena’s party-line telephone on 
occasion and used her address 
for our forwarded mail. Early 
on (I might have been seven or 
eight years old), while picking  
up the mail, I observed Lena 

had a pattern of specific days of the week she 
baked: Monday and Thursday were bread, Tues-
day was pie, etc., but on Wednesdays, she made 
donuts! Yes, this is a fish story. Early on, I made a 
habit of showing up on her farmer’s porch on do-
nut days under the guise of getting the mail. Lena, 
with her distinctive cackling laughter, invited me 
into her kitchen. Her normally skittish cat cau-
tiously remained nearby. Her wood stove firebox 
was ablaze with boiling oil atop the stove. Lena, 
ever the generous person, would offer me one or 
two donuts, still too hot to eat. I felt indebted to 
Lena for her weekly generosity, so I decided to 
reciprocate by showing up on her porch with a 
freshly caught and cleaned, perch or trout, neatly 
wrapped in waxed paper. This bartering exchange 
continued for nearly a decade. Fish for donuts. 

Even when I was into my 20’s, when periodi-
cally staying at the cottage, I would often fish and 
bring one to Lena, even if it wasn’t donut day. It 
was a memorable tradition. 

Fast forward thirty-five years. My five-years-
older cousin, Austin, knew Lena quite well and 

knew the story of his younger cousin’s swapping 
fish for donuts enterprise. On this day, while Aus-
tin and I were driving past Lena’s old farmhouse, 
Lena long gone, Austin dropped the following on 
me: “Will, you never knew that Lena absolutely 
hated fish. Any fish. She fed all your piscine of-
ferings to her damn cat!” No wonder that skittish 
cat stayed in the kitchen when I appeared. 

Will Wright

Kindness
I read this in the Globe Reflections of the Day:

“Kindness in words creates confidence.
Kindness in thinking creates profundity.
Kindness in giving creates love.”

Lao Tzu

Pondering on kindness,
I think of the mountain goddess, 
And clouds and rain love,
Her Eros, like Gail’s, is imbedded with kindness.
Lao Tzu, like that goddess, impassioned my kind-
ness,
Conjuring it out of a secret cave of mine,
Where I have known it only as a shadow.

This conjuring makes me think that kindness
Is quite different from love.
Shadowy, I must have muddled it with love.
This muddle denatures my kindness.
I must let kindness glow in my mind
Like the mermaid’s tear, her pearl,
And follow where it leads.
Bringing a shadow into life
Cannot be simple, effortless.
A shadow is not a creator.
I need to be a sea-venturer like the Greeks;
Consciousness is my vessel, the moment my sea.
Inspired, my senses open,
I feel empowered
To discover the islands where kindness manifests 
its work,
There to build on each a shrine, a poem. 

Hadi Madjid
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Welcome
New Residents

Elizabeth Hett

from Lexington

Marian Brunck

from Eastham

Patricia “Pat” McCabe

from Mashpee

John Patterson and Michele Demarest

from Lexington

John Cupples

from Jamaica Plain

Richard “Dick” Taylor

from Bedford

Toshiko Norimoto

San Jose, CA

PROFILES
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In Memory

In Memory

Bradford Conant	 4/24/2026

Carol Schnell	 5/4/2026

John Butler	 5/9/2026

Susan Ebbs	 5/15/2026

Emmalyn Grillo	 5/19/2026

Joan Larsen	 5/22/2026

Charles Woodward	 5/22/2026

Apollonia “Paulee” Koss	 6/12/2026

Irving Michael	 6/15/2026

Audrey Fletcher	 6/15/2026

Sherrell “Sherry” Downes	 7/1/2026

“Second hand books are wild books, homeless 
books; they have come together in vast flocks of 
variegated feather, and have a charm which the  

domesticated volumes of the library lack.”
– Virginia Woolf
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“Libraries are the mainstays of democracy...So keep them, find them,  
embrace and cherish them.”  David Baldacci

Kindness is the name of the game here at Carleton-
Willard Village. Personal warmth permeates the 
atmosphere and gives us great comfort. Members 
of the administration, the staff and the general 
employees greet us by name and with a smile, and 
our fellow residents are now our friends. We are 
very fortunate to be here.

Many residents have expressed appreciation of our 
library, making note of the newspapers and puzzles 
that are put out every day and the wonderful new 
books that are added every month. They are grateful 
for the help that is available when they feel the 
need, and they enjoy the comfortable and peaceful 
environment.

There are several particularly popular areas in 
the hall outside of the library. There are shelves 
of magazines and paperback books, donated by 
residents and available for the taking. There is also a 
bulletin board where we post copies of the covers of 
the most recent new books.

Every Thursday, a staff member returns books to 
the Bedford Public Library and picks up books that 
have been ordered online or by telephone. This is a 
wonderful service, particularly for residents who no 
longer drive.

It is easy to see why our library is so appreciated and 
full of kindness. Volunteers are always needed and 
suggestions are always welcome.

Katherine F. Graff 
Chair, Library Committee

Kindness
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Among the Newest 

Kin by Tayari Jones 
Two young Black girls growing up together in 
Louisiana follow different paths as adults. In time their 
lives converge while they navigate the complexities of 
being Black women in the American South.

View from the East Wing by Jill Biden 
The former first lady reflects on her time in the 
White House, offering a unique perspective of the 
presidency and her own work and advocacy.

Trudeau & Doonesbury:  A Biography:   
The Cartoonist Who Turned News into Art  
by Joshua Kendall 
The title says it all.  Based on archival materials 
and interviews with Gary Trudeau, illustrated with 
cartoons and images.

Blunt Instrument by Amy Bloom 
An English professor turned PI investigates the 
murder of a faculty member at a Connecticut 
university. Who bludgeoned him with a bronze bust 
of Nathaniel Hawthorne?  Is that a clue?

Land by Maggie O’Farrell 
An historical novel set in Ireland in 1865.  A 
father and son are working on a British Ordnance 
Survey intended to map the country. The father is 
determined that his maps will be a record of the 
disaster caused by the Great Hunger.  

The Glass Eel by J.J. Viertel 
On an island off the coast of Maine, a woman 
struggling to survive discovers her ex-husband’s 
cache of baby eels and is drawn into the world of 
criminal enterprise.

The Ending Writes Itself by Evelyn Clarke 
A group of writers are invited to a retreat at an estate 
off the coast of Scotland.  They are in competition to 
write the ending of a mystery by a successful author 
who died before finishing it.  Or did he?  Deaths ensue.

London Falling by Patrick Radden Keefe 
An account of a family devastated by the sudden 
death of their nineteen-year-old son, only to discover 
that he had created a secret life which drew him into 
a dangerous criminal underworld.

Whistler by Ann Patchett 
A chance meeting in a museum unlocks a long-closed 
door in a family’s past.  A reflection on the impact of 
decisions made and relationships affected.

This Vast Enterprise by Craig Fehrman 
Told from different perspectives, this new history of 
Lewis and Clark presents a world of blood, sweat, and 
negotiation with the land and native people.

Wolvers by Taylor Brown 
A thriller exploring the battle between man, wolf, and 
nature.  Men can have a change of heart, wolves can 
elude capture, and nature plays its role in the hunt.

Two Ships: Jamestown 1619, Plymouth 1620, and the 
Struggle for the Soul of America by David Reynolds 
Two ships arrive in America.  Royalists on the White Lion 
land in Jamestown.  Puritans on the Mayflower land in 
Plymouth.  They set the tone for the areas.  It was North 
versus South, but more deeply, it was about whether 
social hierarchy was the natural order of things.

Villa Coco by Andrew Sean Greer 
An archivist takes up residence in a decaying Italian 
villa to catalog its art and antiques.  He is caught up 
in a mad tangle of houseguests, handyman, and other 
quirky characters.

Regime Change: Inside the Imperial Presidency of 
Donald Trump by Maggie Haberman & Jonathan Swan 
Maggie Haberman and Jonathan Swan bring us behind 
the scenes of a presidency that has transformed the 
culture, turned the Justice Department into an agent 
of retribution against the President’s enemies and the 
office itself into a brazen vehicle for profit.

Daughters of the Sun and Moon by Lisa See 
The story of three Chinese women of different 
backgrounds whose unexpected friendship helps 
them survive and, despite the odds, thrive, in the 
turmoil of post–Civil War Los Angeles.  

A Murder in Springtime by Martin Walker 
The next installment of the Bruno Chief of Police series.  
A murder takes place at the home of one of his friends, 
and Bruno is the only one who can solve the crime.

Nancy Goodwin 
	 Library Committee
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Recent Library Acquisitions
(* indicates Large Print)

Autobiography/Memoir
Baker, Theo	 How to Rule the World
Burden, Belle	 Strangers
Ferrer, Ada	 Keeper of My Kin
Novic, Sara	 Mother Tongue (*)
Pare-Poupart, Simon	 Trash!: A Garbageman’s  
	      Story
Phillips, Jayne Ann	 Small Town Girls
Van Dyke, Dick	 100 Rules for Living to 100

Biography
Kendall, Joshua	 Trudeau & Doonesbury
Lutz, Deborah	 This Dark Night
Sherman, Gabriel	 Bonfire of the Murdochs (*)

Current Affairs
Biden, Jill	 View from the East Wing
Haberman, Maggie 	 Regime Change 
     & Swan, Jonathan
Sarah, Aziz Abu	 The Future is Peace

Essays
Sedaris, David	 The Land and Its People

Fiction
Alameddine, Rabih	 The True Story of Raja the  
	      Gullible (*)
Andrews, Mary Kay	 Road Trip (*)
Baldacci, David	 Hope Rises
Barnes, Julian	 Departure(s) (*)
Benedict, Marie	 Daughter of Egypt
Bloom, Amy	 Blunt Instrument

Brown, Taylor	 Wolvers
Charles, Janet S.	 The Parisian Chapter (*)
Clarke, Evelyn	 The Ending Writes Itself
Coban, Harlan &	 Birds of Prey (*) 
     Box, C. J., Eds.	
Comey, James	 Red Verdict
Connelly, Michael	 Ironwood
Elston, Ashley	 Anatomy of an Alibi
Enoch, Suzanne	 Better than a Duke (*)
Gaylin, Alison	 Robert B. Parker’s  
	      Booked (*)
Greer, Andrew Sean	 Villa Coco
Hall, Lori Inglis	 The Shock of the Light
Johansen, Iris	 Wait and See
Jones, Tayari	 Kin
Kiernan, Denise	 Obstinate Daughters (*)
Lanchester, John	 Look What You Made Me Do
Maurer, Sara	 A Good Animal
McFadden, Freida	 The Divorce (*)
McGovern, Cammie	 The Last Letters of Sally and  
	      Walter (*)
McGuire, Ian	 White River Crossing (*)
O’Farrell, Maggie	 Land
Patchett, Ann	 Whistler
Patchett, Ann	 Whistler (*)
Patterson, James	 Rocket’s Red Glare
Penny, Louise &	 The Last Mandarin 
     Fung, Mellissa
Penny, Louise &	 The Last Mandarin (*) 
     Fung, Mellissa
Perry, Anne &	 Death Times Seven 
     Zackheim, Victoria
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Fiction (Cont.)
Perry, Thomas	 The Tree of Light and  
	      Flowers
Richardson, Kim 	 The Mountains We Call  
     Michele	      Home (*)
Sandford, John	 Revenge Prey
Scottoline, Lisa	 This Changes Everything (*)
See, Lisa	 Daughters of the Sun and  
	      Moon
Silva, Daniel	 Ransom (*)
Straub, Emma	 American Fantasy
Strout, Elizabeth	 The Things We Never Say
Stuart, Douglas	 John of John 
Stuart, Douglas	 John of John (*)
Szalay, David	 Flesh (*)
Todd, Charles	 A Day of Judgment
Viertel, J. J.	 The Glass Eel
Walker, Martin	 A Murder in Springtime
Yamashita, Karen	 Questions 27 & 28 
     Tei

History
Clavin, Tom	 Vengeance (*)
Crytzer, Brady J.	 The National Road
Fehrman, Craig	 This Vast Enterprise
Gage, Beverly	 This Land is Your Land
Gage, Beverly	 This Land is Your Land (*)
Keefe, Patrick	 London Falling  
     Radden
Reynolds, David S.	 Two Ships
Talty, Stephan	 The American School of  
	      Spies
Tablor, James M.	 Lightning Beneath the Sea

Katherine F. Graff 
	 Chair, Library Committee
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Researchers who were studying whale communication in 
the eastern Caribbean received a huge unexpected gift 
when one of the whales near them gave birth. The last time 
the birth of a sperm whale was observed was decades ago, 
before modern technology was available.  This time they 
had drones and audio equipment. The newborn was held 
up to the surface by various members of the family group. 
One was the calf’s grandmother, but not all were closely 
related. They held the calf up until it could swim reliably 
and breathe independently. The scientists were deeply 
moved to have witnessed the whales cooperatively giving 
the newborn this life-saving gift.
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