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August 2019 
A Message from Ellen 
 
It has been an awesome summer at Forest Ridge thus far, and it’s not over yet!  We’ve enjoyed cook-

outs, concerts, a play, a cruise, an ice cream social….the list goes on and on!  There is never a dull 

moment at Forest Ridge and our August calendar continues the fun opportunities, including our third 

annual resident picnic!  This year we will feature grilled chicken by the great Regency chefs and a 

polka band to entertain you – you don’t want to miss it! 

 

A huge thank you to the staff and residents of Forest Ridge for your outpouring of support for Hunger 

Task Force with a whopping cereal collection.  Your generosity will help families in need and Wimmer 

Communities is overwhelmed by your display of caring – thank you! 

 

A few updates to report on:  window washing will be scheduled for September and you will receive 

information on dates and preparation.  Fish Window Cleaning has provided this service to Forest Ridge 

for years, and the staff are familiar with our property and the special needs of seniors.  They are 

respectful and efficient.  The schedule is such that the demolition of the Forest View Medical Clinic 

will have been completed and the dust settled. 

 

Speaking of the medical building, demolition will occur sometime in August.  Information will be 

distributed to you regarding areas surrounding the building which will be “off-limits”.  I’ve seen 

buildings being demolished and it is quite interesting and entertaining, so no doubt some of you will 

want to watch this project.  Please be mindful of the directions to be distributed for your personal 

safety.  The tentative schedule for construction of the new wing is in late 2020.  Information regarding 

this expansion will be shared as it is confirmed and available.  To quash a few of my favorite rumors 

going around – no, there will not be a swimming pool and no, the new wing will not have its’ own 

kitchen!  What it will provide is lovely apartment homes similar to our Epoch units, with expansive 

gathering spaces and beautiful décor.  It will blend in perfectly with the rest of our community! 

 



 

 

Welcome! 
So many new faces at Forest Ridge!  All our open 
staff positions have been filled and we are so 
happy to welcome the following to our team: 
 
  

Alejandra (Ale) Terrones-Schwartz: Front Desk (3rd shift) 
 Elethia (Lea) Starks:  Front Desk (3rd shift) 
 Kim Spata:  Dining Services & Housekeeping 
 Visiliki (Becky) Lisowski, RN:  Care Supervisor, Health Services 
 Shatai (Shay) Gee:  Resident Care Assistant, Health Services 
 
Delfina Keno, our third shift front desk receptionist, will be transitioning to her new role as Resident Care 
Assistant. Delfina previously held this position and we are excited to have her positive energy once again 
providing care to our residents receiving assisted services. Val Laureano, our first shift front desk receptionist 
has added Resident Care Assistant to her list of areas she works in at Forest Ridge – truly a jack of all trades, 
working at the front desk, dining services, and now health services! 
 

Please extend a warm welcome to the new team members! 
 

 

MISSING 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Flower Pens 

Our pens keep disappearing! 

Please leave the flower pens 

at the front desk/sign up 

sheet shelf.  

Are you a Veteran? 
 

If you enjoy trading war stories, or simply 
enjoy the company and friendship of other 

veterans, please join us for the first 
Veterans Club meeting. This is a great 

opportunity to get out of your apartment 
and meet your neighbors! Refreshments 

will be provided. 
 

RSVP to the front desk by  
Monday, August 5th. 

From the Suggestion Box 

Request for a bench near the bank to allow residents to sit while reading the activity display screen. 

 Done, please do not move this bench 

Consider removing the stoves from apartments when a resident reaches a certain age. 

 This is a well-intentioned suggestion received after the minor oven-fire we experienced; however, age 

does not determine the resident’s ability to live safely in their apartment.  A notice asking all residents to 

remove any items stored in their ovens (and refrain from doing so) was sent out and based upon the feedback 

received, we think residents have complied with this request. 

 



 

 

CAN YOU HELP? 

 

We are looking for a volunteer to 

read the newsletter to residents in 

need each month. Coffee and 

cookies will be provided. 

Please call Courtney at 414-425-

1148 if interested. 

Enjoy a variety of treats at this month’s socials… 

 

Wednesday, August 7th……...Wine Down Wednesday 

Friday, August 9th…………...Root Beer Float Social 

Thursday, August 15th………August Birthday Party 

     Entertainment by 

     Broadway Baby 

Friday, August 23rd…………..Snow Cone Social 

Thursday, August 29th……….Forest Ridge Annual Picnic 

     (Sign up required) 
 

Heating and Cooling  

Not Included 

We’ve noticed some residents 

leave their apartment door 

open…this disrupts our heating 

and cooling of the 

hallways.  Please keep your 

apartment door closed and use 

your unit’s heating and cooling for 

your comfort.  Thank you for 

your cooperation! 
 

Moth Madness: The Magical 
Misunderstood Moth and Me 

Presented by Wehr Nature Center Speaker Howard April 

Friday, August 30th at 1:30 Dining Room 

Think moths are nocturnal, drab, and pesky? – NOT!  Moths 
are stunningly adaptable and demonstrate a beauty that 
rivals their butterfly cousins.  Often overlooked, scientists 
are just now devoting efforts to study one of the most 
successful yet secretive animals on the planet. Learn how 
one naturalist’s perception of moths changed from 
ambivalence to admiration and how Wehr Nature Center 
participated in a world-wide program to promote moth 
conservation.  We will also share a moth monitoring project 
in Milwaukee with shocking results. 

 

Writer’s Club 

 

Each month we include the creative 

prose written by members of the Forest 

Ridge Writer’s Club.  They are eager to 

welcome new members, so if you have 

an interest, please join them on Monday, 

August 19th at 3:00pm.   

 

If you have an interest in writing but 

don’t necessarily want to join the club, 

resident Donna Gorrel has agreed to 

serve as editor of written submissions for 

inclusion in our newsletter.  Due to space 

constraints, not all submissions can be 

included each month, but we will strive 

to include a guest article at least once per 

month.  We request that submissions be 

no longer than one page in length with 

no more than 2 pictures included.  Thank 

you! 

 

Forest Ridge Annual Picnic! 
 
This year’s picnic will be held on Thursday, 
August 29th. Regency chefs Alan and Roberto 
will be grilling delicious bbq chicken. 
Entertainment will be brought to you by the 
Tom Brusky Polka Band.  
 
Enjoy cold drinks and  
dancing on a beautiful  
summer day! Sign up  
for the meal through  
the weekly menu.  



 

State Fair Cream Puffs! 

Order Forms are due Friday, 

August 2nd! Cream Puff 

delivery will be on Tuesday, 

August 6th from 9:30-10:30. 

The newspaper in 

the dining room 

is for community 

use. Please don’t  

remove it. 

Thank you! 

Unfolding the Map of the Philippines 

with speaker Nate Hunt 
Tuesday, August 20th at 1:30 Dining Room 

 
The stunningly pristine beaches complete with vibrant white sand and crystal blue 

water looked just like a postcard. The Philippines boats some of the most impressive 
and captivating beaches the world has ever seen. Exploring destinations away from the 
average tourist trail awarded us with views we once could only dream of, relentlessly 

enticing us to return. Island hop with us as we visit some of our favorite places in the 
Philippines. 

See you in The Philippines! 
 

 

 

 

 
Thursday, August 8th Petty Kings (The 

Music of Tom Petty) 

Thursday, August 22nd The Jimmy’s 

(Put on yer Dancin’ Shoes) 

Final Request for Parking Designation 

 

Beginning in September we will be issuing 

outside parking permits for resident vehicles 

using the surface lot as their primary parking 

space.  There will not be numbered parking 

spots, but this will help identify resident 

vehicles versus visitors which will be 

particularly helpful when cars need to be 

moved snow-plowing.  Each resident vehicle 

will be assigned one parking permit, either 

for a designated underground parking spot or 

a surface parking spot.  Those with 

underground parking spots may not leave 

their vehicle outside overnight.  If you choose 

to park on the surface parking spots only, 

please notify the front desk and we will 

release your underground parking spot for 

another resident’s use.  Thank you. 
 



 

 

Looking for somewhere new and exciting to go? 

Try one of these warm-weather outings, typically only scheduled during summer! 

 

 

 
Old World Wisconsin 

Tuesday, August 27th at 1:00 

 

Enjoy a scenic ride out to Life on the Farms. 

Guests will receive exclusive access to 

buildings, meet heritage animals, taste 

historic foods, and more. The tram tour lasts 

approximately 75 minutes. Tickets are 

$10.00. Please sign up at the front desk by 

Tuesday, August 13th. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ride the Hop! Downtown 
Milwaukee Food & Shopping 

Thursday, August 8th at 12:00 
 

Ride the Hop in downtown Milwaukee. 
The new streetcar is FREE to use. Enjoy 
shopping and dining in the Historic Third 

Ward, Cathedral Square, and along 
Wisconsin Avenue. 

Please note: You are responsible for 
boarding the Hop and navigating your 

stops. There is a considerable amount of 

walking from Hop stations to stores 
and/or restaurants. Courtney will provide 

route maps and time schedules, as well 
as a list of activities in the area. 

Boerner Botanical Gardens 
Thursday, August 22nd 

 
Enjoy the lovely  
scenery at Boerner  
Botanical Gardens. 
In season flowers  
and plants include  
daylilies, lilies,  
phlox, perennials,  
annuals, roses,  
begonias, herb,  
and trial garden.  
There’s also a beautiful selection of local, 
handmade, and unique gifts at the Gift Shop. 
 

Lunch & Shopping in Cedarburg 

Tuesday, August 13th at 12:00 

 

Home to the Annual Strawberry Festival and 

Cedar Creek Winery, Cedarburg boasts 

many unique shops and famous restaurants. 

Enjoy shopping at over 45 boutiques and 

specialty retail spots in downtown 

Cedarburg, Wisconsin. Choose from nearly 

40 restaurants in the area for a bite to eat. 

 



 

 

Ted Talks:  

 

What are they? 

Ted Talks are educational, inspirational, and often impactful talks about a variety of topics. 

They are held all over the world with famous authors, professors, scientists, and experts 

delivering compelling speeches. Many of these speeches are recorded and uploaded to 

ted.com, where you can watch them for free. At Forest Ridge, Courtney selects a few 

different topics each month and we watch them via the computer and projector located in the 

3rd Floor Epoch Lounge. Come check it out on Tuesday August 27th at 3:00pm! 

 

This month’s topics: 

 

The Secret Life of Dogs by Julia Espinosa 

Some think dogs love us just like we love them; others see them as collections of instinctive 

behaviors incapable of complex feelings. The truth, according to animal behaviorist Julia 

Espinosa, lies somewhere in the middle. In this talk, she and her canine guest star Loki 

explain how (and why) we should challenge our assumptions about animal behavior and, in 

doing so, transform our relationships with them. 

 

Brain Magic by Keith Barry 

First, Keith Barry shows us how our brains can fool our bodies -- in a trick that works via 

podcast too. Then he involves the audience in some jaw-dropping (and even a bit dangerous) 

feats of brain magic. 

 

My daughter, Malala by Ziauddin Yousafzai 

Pakistani educator Ziauddin Yousafzai reminds the world of a simple truth that many don't 

want to hear: Women and men deserve equal opportunities for education, autonomy, an 

independent identity. He tells stories from his own life and the life of his daughter, Malala, 

who was shot by the Taliban in 2012 simply for daring to go to school. "Why is my daughter 

so strong?" Yousafzai asks. "Because I didn't clip her wings." 

 
 

Potluck Lunch 
Friday, August 16th at 1:00pm 

 
Put on your aprons! It’s time for another 

potluck lunch! This event is free of charge, 
but you must bring something to 

contribute. You must sign up at the front 
desk with your dish idea (entrée, side, 

dessert) by Friday, August 9th so we can get 
an accurate count on how many to cook for. 
 

Hot Diggity Dog! 
 

Our second hot dog grill  

out of the summer! Let’s  

cross our fingers for nice  

weather! 

 

Tuesday, August 13th at 12:30 

Pay at the door. Lunch includes  

hot dog, chips, cookies, and drink for $4.00 



 

 

 

 

Lorraine Schuster took her bag 

to Wyland Gallery in Laguna 

Beach, California! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Double the Brunch! 
 

August will hold two brunch 
specials. 

Tuesday, August 6th & 
Tuesday, August 20th. Sign 

up via weekly menu. 

Card Players Groups 
 

What  When   Where 

 

Canasta Monday @ 1:00   Dining Room  

 

Sheepshead Tues/Thurs @ 6:30 Billiards Room 

 

Sheepshead Weds. @ 2:00 Dining Room 

Cribbage 

King’s Corners 

Poker 

 

Am I missing your group? Drop off a note at the 

front desk with the game, time, and location of 

your group. 

Where will you take your Forest Ridge bag? 

Next time you go on vacation, bring along your Forest 

Ridge reusable bag. Snap a photo showing off your bag 

in an exciting location. Submit your photos to Courtney 

to be featured in the newsletter. 
 



 

From the Writer’s Club… 
 

Self-Expression by Mary Jo Canar 

 

At the Forest Ridge June birthday party, I became increasingly aware of the many ways we were expressing 

ourselves within the group. Included were singing, playing the guitar, telling stories, dancing, tapping fingers, 

tapping toes, rolling eyes, laughing, eating (or waiting to eat), drinking, smiling, listening, silence, etc. How 

were you involved? How did you contribute to the fun? 

 

 
Mr. Tom by Laurie Boswein 

 
Growing up in a small town in the Upper Peninsula, we had pets—either dogs, cats, or both. My dad always said he didn’t 

care for cats, but I don’t think that was really true.    

The neighbors across the street from us always had outdoor cats but did allow the cats into the garage during the winter 

months. One spring one of the feral females had her kittens in the garage attic. All died but one male, a yellow tabby. He 

had no name and would allow you to pet him as his mom would never allow you to get anywhere close to her. Even the 

neighbors could not touch her but understood she was afraid of humans. We will never know if someone hurt her and that 

caused the trust issues.        

The tom started to come over to our house when he was outside. Mom said he was not going to be living in the house, but 

she was giving him some cat food in the garage. It wasn’t that he couldn’t find food, he had teeth and claws to catch his 

own meals, but it sure was easier to have food in a bowl.  

This went on for a few weeks until one day after school the cat had graduated to being in the house. When my brother and 

I got home, the cat was sleeping on the couch. Every night it was my job to take the cat back across the street and open the 

side garage door and shove him in the door to spend the night at his “home."  

I’m not sure how long that went on but my dad finally said “Enough.”  As long as the cat was here all day he may as well 

spend the night too.  We now had to decide on a name. He was a tom cat so was christened Mr. Tom and always called 

Mr. Tom.   

Dad told my mom to make an appointment at the vet to get him neutered. Mr. Tom did have his operation but still came 

home scratched and bitten from fights with other males. We would nurse him back to health after each fight episode.  

Mr. Tom lived to a ripe old age in a home with people that showered him with food, conversations, and love.   

 
Summer Heat by Mary E Redlinger  

 
Mid-summer always brings memories of days at Druid Lake just the other side of Holy Hill. My brothers and I spent 

every summer swimming, water skiing, and sunbathing. The fact that we live in bathing suits all summer long lent itself to 

some very dicey conversations and some embarrassing moments!  

There was a time when we changed in the small room that abutted the double-seated outhouse.  Mother was very explicit 

that we take our bathing suits off in that room and hang them outside on the fence to dry. All seven of us understood  that 

we put our clothes on before exiting and putting the suit on the fence—till our 3-year-old sister busted out of the changing 

room buck naked, running to the fence, depositing her suit, and racing back to the changing room! Our relatives laughed 

at her literal interpretation!  

The wedding we attended was of our lake neighbor's son. We were all commenting and joking how different it was to see 

each other in clothes. One guest who did not know our lakeside life asked if we belonged to a nudist colony! We all 

looked at each other in shock till finally the groom's mother told them no we live in our swimsuits and know each other by 

its color!!!  

Every neighbor had a refrigerator with a beer tapper in it, lending to many tipsy evenings around the bonfire pit.  Not safe 

by any means. But our friends thought they would dry clothes by hanging them over the fire—only to have them fall into 

the pit and burn! That left them wearing swimsuits for the drive home. They got stopped for speeding! Nowadays it would 

be no big deal but back in the 60s it was very embarrassing! And they ended up in jail overnight because they were DUI! 

The best thing about the lake life was at the end of summer we had a boat parade. We always had a theme and it was fun 

digging around for items to decorate the boat with. My favorite was the year we did Hawaii. We had grass skirts, but the 

best was the volcano. A cousin of my dad's sat inside it making things erupt from it. Only he didn’t have a bathing suit, so 



 
he just sat in it in his skivies! Needless to say, he had hit the rapper—even I was little tipsy—and the volcano came down 

around him—exposing him in his tidy whites!  

The coups degras came when one evening my parents heard loud splashing coming from the neighbor's pier. They got 

flashlights and snuck carefully over to catch the trespassing people in the act! Well when the two figures came up the 

ladder onto the pier, my parents spotted them in the light! Oh oh, it was Roy and June, the people who lived there, and 

they were skinny dipping!!! My dad yells: you are 60 years old! Now I wish I had their chutzpah!!!! 

 

My Walk by Donna Gorrell 

 

For whatever reason, I need to walk, get out before breakfast, wake up physically and mentally. It’s not a 

question of age—I’ve been doing this for many decades. Some people say they admire my dedication. I tell 

them it’s not dedication, it’s the way I start my day. 

 

It’s more than exercise. I may work on a current writing project. I may review events from the day before. I may 

decide whether I’ll get my hair cut this week. I take in the current state of my surroundings. Sunshine? Nice. 

Wind? Depends. Partial moon up in the sky. I note whether the ducks are in the stream, whether the stream is 

running. What birds are out this morning and where they are, and which ones are singing. I meet other people 

out walking: "Have a good day!" 

 

Of course there are some mornings when I can’t walk outside. The wind chill is too low, the surfaces are too 

icy, there’s a thunderstorm. That’s about all that keeps me in. So then I walk the halls indoors (which happens 

many days in the winter).  

 

P.S. I also walk in the afternoon every day. Today I had a groundhog run in front of me. 

 

The Yellowstone Park Hospital: A Memoir by Mary Jo Canar 

 

I worked as a Registered Nurse at the Yellowstone Park Hospital four summers from 1959 to 1962.  

 

You, the hospital, were a three-story stone structure built in 1911 by the United States Army for the use of 

soldiers, civilians, and travelers. You were placed at Mammoth Springs, Wyoming, the headquarters of the 

National Park Service in Yellowstone, year around. Later you were leased by the Park Clinic, Livingston, 

Montana. Vestiges of military life remained. I'll never forget the wide, open staircase that led to the third floor 

nurses quarters with patient rooms on the first and second floors. 

  

The staff included medical doctors, senior medical students, nurses, cooks, and cleaning and maintenance 

personnel. Many were strangers each year but soon developed camaraderie as we cared for patients ranging 

from births to major accidents and elective surgeries. 

 

 I remember feeling like we were living in a natural zoo! On the night shift, oftentimes a mother bear and her 

cubs would be standing on their hind legs washing their bellies in the 24-hour sprinkling system. Then she 

would send them up a tree, following to nurse them. Periodically, we would find a midsized, brown bear in  our 

car when we forgot to roll up the windows! And, as fall approached, deer would appear on the lawn. 

 

I remember the earthquake! It was August 17, 1959, at 11:30 pm. I was in bed when the room began to shake 

with items flying off the dresser and someone shouting "Everybody downstairs—it's an earthquake!" After 
checking on the safety of patients, we gathered in the kitchen for support. With each aftershock, we lined up 
in the doorjambs for safety. Later, we found a large hole outside the back door in the parking lot. The 
aftershocks continued to do their damage; eventually your foundation cracked and you were condemned. 
 
 



 

In Memoriam 
 
I never told you what you meant to me. You were what I needed 
—a place where I found the person inside the Nurse. A place of 
caring and teamwork. A place of history, beauty and fun! 
 
When you were condemned, I couldn't believe they would destroy 
you. But they said that you were no longer safe. 
 
And so it happened. You put up a great fight! I'm glad I wasn't  
there. They said the wrecking ball tried to knock you down— 
without success. Then they tried burning out the wooden floors  
and set a charge of dynamite inside—and still you stood. Finally 
the wrecking ball ended your stand. 
 
Today, grass covers your basement now filled with sod. Some 
day archaeologists will wonder about what happened there. We'll 
know some of it! Thanks for the opportunity and thanks for the 
memories! 
 
Author's note: I took a writing class at the Wilson Park Senior Center in 2009. Each of the class members had a 
piece published in a booklet; this article was my contribution. 
 
Friendly Fire by Mike Mucklin 

 

The Indian Ocean was as smooth and peaceful as a lazy northern Wisconsin lake on a hot August evening when 

even a skittering water bug seems to leave a tiny wake as it speeds past. My ship, the large, grey USS 

SURIBACHI, never sped anywhere, but this afternoon it was producing a mile-long white trail on the calm blue 

water. In my twenty years in the Navy, ten of those serving on various ships around the world, I'd rarely seen 

such a glassy ocean. I found it very quiet and relaxing while standing on the flight deck taking a mid-day break 

from my hectic office routine. No one else was around, enabling me to enjoy the peace and solitude of the 

moment. 

 

Fortunately, in my entire military career, I'd never been on a ship that had fired a shot in anger. My current ship 

was an auxiliary ship designed to carry weapons to the fighting ships of the line in times of need. We carried a 

considerable load of weapons and ammunition, and I had always been told by our knowledgeable gunners mates 

that, if we were to explode, there would be a huge hole in the ocean and no surviving life in a twenty-mile 

radius of the hole. With our main mission being supply, we rarely, if ever, were required to go seriously very far 

into harm's way. Although we'd recently left the Persian Gulf, we did not expect to become a target of the 

Ayatollah even though the USS VINCENNES had just shot down an unarmed Iranian airliner. While we were 

transferring more missiles to the VINCENNES a day later though, the thought did enter my mind that he might 

choose us as a target because we were relatively defenseless and carried almost the exact number of people as 

had died on the airliner. However, such violent thoughts were totally out of place in this peaceful setting as I 

took in some deep lungfuls of crisp sea air and bathed in the luxurious early-afternoon sunshine. With no 

discernible wind, the gliding ship provided only minimal gentle airflow over the flight deck. I was thoroughly 

enjoying the peaceful interlude. 

 

While looking at the above-mentioned trailing white line stretching almost to the horizon, I suddenly saw a 

similar line pointing directly at me from a twenty or so degree angle to our wake. When I realized that the line 



 

was growing and coming right at me, just the terrible thought of witnessing a torpedo striking an ammunition 

ship struck fear deep into my heart. I knew instantly that I was about to die. Time slowed so much that I started 

to consider options as the torpedo continued its relentless path directly at me. I could jump now and hope to 

survive the initial explosion of the impact, but the big one would surely kill me a short while later. I could lie 

down on the deck and hope to be blown farther away from the ship with the first explosion, but the next blast 

would still leave my vaporized ashes in the middle of a giant hole in the ocean. While such thoughts were 

coursing through my mind I noticed a second and parallel white line also coming right at me. Now no option 

seemed plausible and I dropped to my knees and began my last confession and asked God to forgive all my sins. 

This prayer didn't last long though, for as I stared at the now very near white line, suddenly, at about fifty yards 

away, an orange bubble popped up from the ocean and the line stopped. While I now recognized with great 

relief that this was the tip of a practice torpedo that was now harmlessly bobbing up and down, the second line 

was still steaming hard right at me, and I could only hope that the "stop" mechanism functioned as well as the 

first shot had. It did. And, in spite of my great sense of relief, a growing anger was developing because, 

believing to be near death, I might have jumped into the water, or even died of a heart attack. I went directly to 

the bridge and asked the Officer of the Deck why he didn't pass the word that we had been serving as target 

practice for some submarine. He said that he didn't even know that we were! Apparently those friendly 

submarines have their fun shooting at friendly targets without even telling them! 

 

Giving Myself Permission by Lorrie Greco  

I don’t know when I made up my mind to give myself permission to act a little crazy and just be myself. I think 

it was a gradual process. But do you remember Kay (Baxa)? She figured out that I was a free spirit! Wow!    

Those of you who know me know that I love to get up and dance. I have been shown some dance steps, but 

basically I don’t enjoy or learn too well from dance classes. Instead, I was a kid who liked to wear a full skirt, 

turn on some lively music on the radio, and twirl around the front room—happy feet style. So, now I give 

myself permission to listen to the music and do what the music tells my body and my feet to do. I do get ideas 

from watching other dancers—Gene Kelly comes to mind, and I did learn a few movements from the Hawaiian 

dancers that performed for us here.    

I have been criticized, too. Did I tell you about the time I danced with the Pope? We were having Polka Mass 

during our parish festival two years ago. We have a life-sized corrugated cardboard figure of Pope Francis with 

his hand raised in blessing. I went there early, walked up to the Pope, and asked him, “Your Excellency, would 

you like to dance with me?” He responded avidly that he’d love to.  

Well, the polka band had started to play in church. So, with my left hand resting on his cardboard right hand, he 

led the way into church and up the aisle.  Around and around we went. All at once we heard laughter. There 

were a lot of people in the pews waiting for mass to begin, and they enjoyed seeing me dance with the 

pope. They laughed and clapped all the while we were moving, until we went down the other aisle and out into 

the hallway.       

But then I was asked not to do that again. It wasn’t quite appropriate. Well, I decided I’d dance with the Pope in 

the hall when Vern and the Originals were playing during our fish fry.    

Oh, and did I mention that my husband Tony was playing with the Polka Mass Band at that mass.    

But yes, I have begun to give myself permission to do a few things that I wasn’t supposed to do from a very 

early age. Sometimes I tease and cajole people to dance or to break into song. Sometimes I invite other people 

to behave as outrageously as I do. Do I apologize? Sometimes! It just depends . . . 



 

Wanted: More Writers, More Stories 

Tell your story in writing for the next 

newsletter. Send to dgorrell@stcloudstate.edu 

or the box outside Epoch W221, or come to next 

month Writers Club, Monday August 19, 3:00 pm 

at the Epoch lounge, 2nd floor, southwest end 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Welcome to our new residents! This list contains new residents who have moved in July.  

We are delighted you have chosen Forest Ridge as your new home and we wish you many 

years of happiness! 

 

 

Patricia Luther W118 

Coletta Van De Boom W213 

Beverly Draws W215 

Jerry & Mary Gorski W325 

Al Labott 214 

Barbara Moore N101 

Robert Wendorf 116 

Evelyn Benkowski 311 

Bridget Winston 337 

Mary DeBona S209 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


