
 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

October 2019 
A Message from Ellen 

 
We are headed into my favorite time of the year!  Autumn brings us comfortable temperatures 

outside, beautiful color changes, football, and anticipation of the holiday season.  Make sure to 

spend time outside while we still can and take part in some of the fun activities Mrs. Rosseter 

has planned! 

 

With the changing of the season also comes changes within the Forest Ridge team.  Clare 

Hamalainen is moving to Wichita, Kansas, with her partner Jeff for a great promotion he 

received.  Clare has been an important part of Forest Ridge for the past year and a half and will 

be dearly missed.  Please join us for a farewell gathering on Friday, October 4th at 2pm in the 

dining room.  Cake, beer, wine and soda will be served, along with a few fun surprises for 

Clare! 

 

Recruiting efforts have been underway to fill the Resident Services Coordinator position.  This 

important role has responsibility for all resident accounting, processing all purchase orders and 

maintaining supplies, managing the front desk, handling resident issues, and being on-call after-

hours for staffing needs, among many other things.  While we recruit, I, along with support 

from our Forest Ridge team and the corporate office, will be covering the role.  Your patience if 

some requests take a bit longer is appreciated!   

 

We welcome Alissa Flores to our dining services team!  Alissa will be providing service in our 

dining room on a part-time basis while she continues her education.  Welcome Alissa! 

 

On Saturday, October 12th, I, along with my sister, will be hosting a wine tasting event to 

benefit the Mary T. Wimmer Endowment for Breast Cancer Research.  October is breast cancer 

awareness month, and there are very few of us who have not been affected by someone 

important to us having breast cancer touch their lives.  An invitation is included in this 

newsletter and if you are interested, please be sure to purchase a ticket as they are limited to 20.  

My sister is traveling from western Wisconsin to help me with this event and we are excited to 

offer a fun, informative experience featuring great wines and extravagant food pairings!  100% 

of the ticket price is going to the endowment! 

 

 

 



 

 
 

 

They Are Not for Decoration 

When you see these signs, it means the floor has recently been mopped 

and it is wet!  Please avoid these areas when the signs are posted or 

make certain the flooring is dry.  Your safety is our primary concern – we 

don’t want to have any falls due to residents ignoring these signs! 

 

 

 

 

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. 

Isn’t She Lovely!  Courtney and 

Nick exchanged their wedding vows 

on 9/21….join Courtney on October 

3 for more photos and tales from her 

Hawaiian Honeymoon! 



 

Yes, We’re Going to China Lights!  

What: China Lights is a breathtaking display of handmade Chinese lights shown at the 

Boerner Botanical Gardens. Walk through an interactive exhibit, two stages for Asian folk-

culture performances, a marketplace, and dining areas offering a variety of Asian and 

Western cuisine.  

When: Thursday, October 10th at 6:00pm 

Cost: $14.00, sign up at the front desk by Monday, 

October 7th 

Note: This is an extremely popular event, so expect 

crowds. There will be an extensive amount of walking 
on grass at this event with limited time/room for rest. 

Please come prepared! 
 

 

Smoking Rules 

Please be mindful to only light-up in the designated outdoor smoking areas.  These areas are: 

• Covered area across from the Legacy entrance 

• Bench to the west of the east Founders wing, along the service road 

• Bench at the far end of the Epoch parking lot 

We have received complaints of smoke entering apartment windows due to the lighting of 

cigarettes prior to reaching the designated areas.  Please be respectful of our community and 

only light-up AT the designated area. 

 

From the Suggestion Box… 

• Next year please bring back Rupena’s chicken meal for FR picnic!! 

We heard nothing but positive feedback with our lunch menu at this year’s picnic and we will 

continue with this menu.  We will look to plan a few trips to Rupena’s with our bus so residents 

can purchase their chicken dinner and do other shopping – their store on 76th & Beloit is a fun 

place to shop! 

• Several notes were received regarding the request last month to refrain from placing 

magazines, newspapers, books, pamphlets and other items on the tables in the common areas 

of the Epoch wing.  As a compromise addressing opposing opinions from many residents, we 

will purchase and place decorative baskets on these tables to place these items in; let’s see 

how this works for a few months with the goal of allowing sharing but preventing a cluttered 

look. 

• A note was received requesting a reminder about designated smoking areas; an article is 

included addressing this issue. 



 

Lights of the Lakes Presentation by speaker Phillip Block 

Friday, October 18th at 2:00 Dining Room 

Lights of the Lakes is an original narrated slide show accompanied by music and sound effects. 

It consists of over 200 photographs, including striking portraits of over 60 different Great 

Lakes lighthouses. Other images include shipwrecks and 

historical subjects depicting iron and copper mining and 

lumbering activities in the 19th and early 20th centuries. 

The importance of these industries during this period 

necessitated the construction of many of the lights seen in 

the show, to help facilitate shipping of mineral and timber 

products to distant markets. 

The program optionally concludes with a tribute to the 

Great Lakes ore carrier Edmund Fitzgerald. The speaker’s 

photographic interpretation of this mysterious shipwreck 

produces a memorable conclusion to the program. 

 

 

 

Open Enrollment begins October 15th! 

 
Learn about medicare coverage and ask 

your questions at the Medicare Info 

Session on Friday, October 25th at 

1:30pm in the 3rd floor private dining 

room. 
 

 

 

The Forest Ridge 2019 Annual Craft Fair has 

been scheduled for Saturday, November 

23rd! Share with your family and friends. 

Registration is now open! Forms are available 

at the front desk and are due by November 

15th.  

 

 



 

Dining Services 
Our numbers have steadily been growing for lunch and dinner!  We implemented an alternate meal  

selection- of- the- week for both meals, thus providing a choice of two menu items at lunch and dinner.  
Having an alternate of the week (versus a different alternate each day) allows you the opportunity to enjoy 

the alternate some time during the week without conflict with your personal appointments.  This has proven 
to be a popular improvement many residents are taking advantage of.  If you haven’t had a meal in our dining 

room in some time, be sure to look at the weekly menu that is distributed and considering giving yourself a 
day off from cooking!  Remember to turn in your meal selections each Monday by 3pm (along with payment) 

to the front desk. 

 

Ellen in Evergreen, CO! 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

From the Writers Club 
 
My Hip Story, by Laurie Boswein  

 

My hips were bad for over 15 years. Walking was not easy, and I could never stand and get to the phone before 

it stopped ringing. I knew I most likely needed to have both hips replaced because the pain was bad and the hip 

joints on both sides wouldn’t easily rotate.  

 

At that time I was working for a durable medical equipment dealer as the Medicare biller. I knew something 

was wrong at the company. I did the Medicare billing, we billed a lot to Medicare, and we were getting 

paid. One problem was that our health insurance premiums were hit or miss, and many times we thought we had 

insurance but didn’t. It wasn’t long before the company was in bankruptcy and I was out of a job. I was almost 

60 and knew billing, but at that time we were in a recession and at my age getting a job wasn’t that easy. I was 

on unemployment over a year, so that shows just how bad the recession had gotten.  

 

My cousin Sandy was living in San Antonio and then New Braunfels, a town about 40 minutes from San 

Antonio. I had visited a few times in the spring and loved the idea of no snow. In 2013 my house in Milwaukee 

was put up for sale and I packed and moved down to Texas. At that time my hips were really bad and the 

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! 
 



 

thought of buying a house scared me. I could not do yard work or even house work without help. Since Sandy 

had an extra bedroom, the two dogs and I moved in there with her and her husband, Wayne.  

 

I had no insurance but 2014 was the start of Obamacare. I applied and was accepted into the PPO Blue Cross 

Blue Shield of Texas plan. In January of 2014 I saw my orthopedic surgeon and started the road to replacement 

surgery. My first stop was radiology, where the radiologist injected a steroid into the hip joints. I could hardly 

get on the table but could move after the injections to get off. Such joy. I could move for about one month. Then 

back to the surgeon and with what my x-rays were showing the only thing I could do was to have replacement 

surgery. In May of 2014 I had my left hip replaced. What joy. I could almost move, except for the right hip 

anchor. I asked the surgeon how soon I could get the other side done. He replied he felt at least 3 months so that 

the left side could be reasonably healed before I did the right side. In August of 2014, I had the right side 

replaced. I was so happy to be able to walk, move, and stand without pain.  

Many people felt Obamacare was terrible but for me it was a God-send. I would have had to wait until 2017 

when I became eligible for Medicare to have the surgeries. Walking wasn’t a real option so I may have had to 

start using a manual wheelchair until I could have the surgeries. My hips were really bad when I had the 

replacements and waiting the additional years would have been a living hell. I know I was lucky to have been 

on the Obamacare rolls in the first two years. After that the plans became more expensive for the insurance 

companies and for the policy holders. I can only say I am so happy to have had the insurance I needed at the 

time I really needed it.   

 
Charlie, by Robert J Kotlowski 

 

No more clicking nails on our kitchen floor. 

No more licking hands as I come home through the door. 

No more eye drops and ear drops and trips to the vet. 

No more treats for being "such a good boy," and yet 

We've lost him, we know. 

Oh God, I miss him so. 

 

No more walks to the field where the tall grass revealed 

His bark and his bounce. 

No more emergency baths and fluffy towel drying. 

Oh God, I can't stop the crying. 

Some day I will, I know, 

But now, Oh God, I miss him so. 

 

No more rabbits to chase all over the place. 

No more tail that wagged in delight. 

No more water dish to fill, and 

No more pal to sleep with through the night. 

 

He walked the halls and shared the rooms. 

He played with the mops and nipped at the brooms. 

His face I see and won't forget. 

From puppy to now, the time flew by, somehow. 

 

Oh God in heaven, You must have him. 

Please hold him and care for him and tell him to wait. 

And when my time comes, whisper to him 

That I'll meet him at the gate. 

 



 

Our Story Is Different, by Delores Kallenberger 

 

Our story is different from that of most grandparents of a child with Down syndrome. Our grandson is adopted. 

Our son talked to us about him and his wife adopting a baby boy who was going to be born with Down 

syndrome and would need heart surgery. He wasn't sure if he was ready to adopt a child with special needs. His 

wife grew up with a girl with Down syndrome and so she had no problem with adopting. She also has a nephew 

who had open heart surgery. I asked him what he would do if they were expecting a baby and were told of a 

similar situation. He said they would keep the child.  I said, “Then you know the answer.” That baby's parents 

changed their minds about choosing our son and his wife. Then our son and his wife learned that another baby 

boy was going to be born with the same diagnosis. They did not hesitate in saying yes to this child. Our son, his 

wife, and their other adopted son welcomed their new son, Everett, into their family. 

 Everett was diagnosed with Down syndrome and the heart condition Tetralogy of Fallot. They were told that he 

would be in the hospital for some time. He was so healthy that they took him home in only a couple of days. His 

heart surgery was able to be put off until he was six months old. 

Jerry and I were able to learn about Down syndrome before our grandchild was born.  I read stories on-line 

about it. I talked to our daughter-in-law about his condition and what to expect. 

 After Everett was born, we went to Down Syndrome Awareness meetings for grandparents. We talked with 

other grandparents, shared our stories, and shared pictures of our grandchildren. We still go to the meetings. We 

have speakers sometimes. We have had four young adults with Down syndrome talk with us about their lives. 

We see a great future for Everett in hearing from them that they are living independently and have jobs.  

 I am aware, through our grandparent meetings, how difficult it can be to hear the news after a baby is born. 

Most doctors tell parents that they are sorry their child has Down syndrome. It is not bad news and certainly 

nothing to be sorry for but it isn't what is expected. A child with Down syndrome is no different than a typical 

child other than reaching goals a little later. Yes there are health problems that arise, but a typical child has 

health problems also. Everett is three years old now and wearing glasses and has ear tubes. He is also talking, 

running, climbing, and riding a bike!  

Everett goes to school  now and is in a typical classroom. He is graduating from physical therapy in November, 

as his muscle tone is within the normal range. Having Everett has taught us to enjoy every minute and wait for 

him to reach his goals at his pace. We enjoy Everett so much and he continues to amaze us with his 

determination to reach all his goals.  

  

Halloween Fun, by Angela Glowacki 

 

Five Pumpkins 

Sitting on a gate 

The first one said 

My it's getting late 

The second one said 

There are ghosts in the air 

The third one said 

I don't care 

The fourth one said 

Let's run, let's run 

The fifth one said 



 

It's only Halloween fun 

Then PUFF went the wind 

And out went the lights 

Out rolled the pumpkins 

On Halloween night. 

 

 

AWOL, by Anonymous Old Salt  

 

There is a very beautiful bridge in the harbor of Sydney, Australia. It majestically spans a busy body of usually 

calm water cluttered with a wide assortment of ferry boats, water-taxis, fishing boats, and pleasure craft. On this 

day the light baby blue February sky provided a perfect backdrop to enhance the harbor scene, and at the foot of 

the bridge rested the world-famous Sydney Opera House completing a classic picture forever etched in my 

memory.  

 

 Having arrived by U.S. Navy ship a few days earlier, today was my first opportunity to go ashore and 

experience the wonders of “Down Under.” I stood on the pier for a few moments and appreciated the scene 

described above before turning and heading for town when I was instantly overwhelmed by an even more 

sensational picture of some of the spectacular beauties of Australia. Walking right toward me was one of the 

most beautiful women I’d ever seen, and I recalled that I’d seen her two days before when the ship had been 

open for public tours. She had by far provided the highlight of all the 300 or so visitors who had graced the 

decks that day and I’m certain that every sailor who’d seen her would remember the sight fondly. She had been 

wearing a light blue skirt down to her knees and a well-fitted deep green blouse that complemented her bright 

yellow hair and gently caressed her shapely torso.    

 

 Well, today the shapes were even more spectacular as she approached in the full-frontal view. She had on tight 

white slacks and a white wide-knit sweater that did little to cover her perfectly tanned body. No tan lines 

distracted my appreciation of her prominently protruding parts as they peeked between the wide knitting of the 

prettiest sweater I’d ever seen. I stopped cold in my tracks and watched intently as she proudly passed on her 

way to the ship I’d just left. I wondered what her mission could have been, but obviously she hadn’t been 

returning to see me. So I continued into downtown Sydney for my less stimulating sightseeing.  

 

 The next morning after roll call, I got the report of a sailor who was missing. He’d been last seen leaving the 

ship the previous afternoon with a gorgeous blond dressed all in white. Almost all of us immediately thought 

that he was a very lucky guy, even if being absent without leave would cost him a fine and, because we were in 

a foreign country, a more serious punishment like reduction in rate. Then next morning his absence continued, 

and the next, and the next. Now it was time to leave Sydney and missing the ship’s movement is a way more 

serious offense, and, in a foreign country, consulates and embassies get involved with senior Navy officials to 

begin an investigation of the circumstances surrounding the situation of a missing U.S. sailor.  

 

 Well, we proceeded to Melbourne for a pleasant and uneventful week of showing U.S. goodwill to a valuable 

ally. We continued the same mission in Launceston, Tasmania, for another week, then on to Albany, Australia, 

for four lovely days. However, the upper-level message traffic about the AWOL sailor continued to flash 

around the 7th fleet, Australian law enforcement, and eventually to the Pentagon. No news at all had come to 

light regarding the whereabouts of the sailor or even whether or not he was still alive. With each passing day the 

seriousness of the situation increased and many of us on the ship thought there might even have been some foul 

play involved because he had not even been in touch with his closest shipboard friends.  

 

 We had traveled the southern coast of Australia from Sydney in the east to Perth on the west coast, and were 

only scheduled to be there for two days before we left Australia behind and continued to Indonesia. Leaving 



 

behind a sailor in a foreign country would be very detrimental to his future in the Navy, but we all hoped that he 

was still OK and enjoying all the free time with his stunning companion. 

 

As we made preparations for getting underway from Perth, with a pilot onboard and tugs alongside, we were 

about to raise the brow and free up all lines when a big chauffeur-driven limousine came right up the pier and 

out jumped our AWOL sailor and his girl friend, who looked fabulous again. Many cheered wildly as they 

kissed one last time and he jumped aboard and she waved at us all before getting in the car.    

 

 I haven’t been privy to the stories he may have told his closest buddies, but I did have to handle all the 

paperwork connected to the punishment imposed by the Captain, and he did suffer a big fine and a reduction in 

rate, with a further stipulation that he would be confined to the ship for the remainder of the cruise. This meant 

that he probably wouldn’t need much money as he sat aboard ship while the rest of us had more great times 

throughout the South Pacific as we visited various ports. So I asked him simply after he was fully aware of the 

consequences of his violations, “Was it worth it?”    

 

 He smiled and said, “It certainly was.” 
 
Finding Sarah King, by Carol Higgins 

After reading Mary Jo's story in our September newsletter about researching her Irish family history, I thought 

about how the genealogy bug bit me in 1991 before I dreamed of owning a computer. I learned quickly to 

patiently search, and search, and search again all the resources available to me at the time. Sarah King, my 

paternal great-grandmother, died away from home and was not buried with her husband and parents. So, 

FINDING SARAH KING became an obsession.  

The year was 1992; the search looked easy because her daughter, my grandmother, wrote her mother's death 

date, January 28, 1913, on a copy of a Beloit Wisconsin obituary. Sarah King went to Beloit from her home in 

Monroe, Wisconsin, to help her daughter-in-law who was ill after the birth of her baby who did not 

survive. While there, Sarah also died; the obit said her burial was in a Beloit City Cemetery. But which 

cemetery? I could not find a record of the baby's burial.  

From 1992 to 1995, I wrote to five people who might help me. After letters and phone calls, we determined the 

Beloit cemetery was Oakwood; from additional records, we found that Sarah and the baby did not die in 

January 1913, but in January 1914.  Still, no burial records were found. Finally, the Account Clerk for the City 

of Beloit Cemeteries wrote me in 1996, after I informed her the year of the deaths was 1914, that other records 

were also missing for that year. She continued the search for 1914 burials and found a small book separate from 

all the other Oakwood records entitled POTTER'S FIELD. And there listed were Sarah, my great-grandmother, 

and her infant grandchild. (I surmise that my grandmother knew where her mother was buried but was too 

proud to record that the family was too poor to transport Sarah from Beloit to Monroe for burial.)  

The clerk wrote me that my persistence proved beneficial to me and to the cemetery. Sarah died January 28, 

1914 (my birth month and day), and the baby January 19, 1914, both buried in Potter's Field. The burials were 

recorded January 20, 1914, for Pauline King, age B, grave 35, and January 30, 1914 (my marriage month and 

day), for Mrs. Sarah King, grave 37. The family respectfully placed a stone on Sarah's grave in 2002.  

After the purchase of a computer, "finding" family was faster but less personal and less rewarding. I met people I did not 

know who were willing to help and share in the success of FINDING SARAH KING.  

 

 



 

Tar Gum, by Mary E Redlinger 

 

My friend Jeannie and her sister Kathy and I were walking along Granville road one October Saturday 

afternoon. It was a warm day and the air smelled of fresh street tar. It looked melted and pliable so I 

remembered how my mother said they chewed tar when they were young back in the thirties. My friends were 

amazed at the fact this stuff was chewed—by our mothers no less!  

 

We plucked and plied up a good gob of the stuff each and proceeded to chew away. It was difficult! We spit it 

out and talked on how could our mothers stand this stuff! Our teeth were coated and blackened. We walked on 

to our homes and I snuck into the bathroom to brush my teeth. It was difficult but the stuff came off and my 

brush looked a little worse than before but not too noticeably worn. 

 

It was a little after 7 pm when my mother came yelling my full name! “What did you tell those girls to chew 

street tar for? Their mother called and said they ruined every toothbrush in the house! [They had eight kids, we 

were seven.] And she wanted me to buy all new brushes!” 

“Well,” I said, “you said you chewed tar when you were a little girl, Mom!"  

“Mary Elaine, I meant we chewed tree tar or sap with sugar in it not the stuff they put on the street!” 

 

“You didn’t say that, mom.” 

 

Pals, by Donna Gorrell 

 

Girls growing up had autograph books. These were little 4-by-5 inch loosely bound books of 50 or so pages 

with the title Autographs stamped on the cover. Girls would take them around to their friends to get 

commemorative inscriptions, and most of us would hope for the opportunity to do the same for our friends. We 

memorized little keepsake verses for use when it was our turn to write. Those inscriptions fell into a genre all 

their own that was based on the familiar archetype: 

Roses are red, 

Violets are blue, 

Sugar is sweet, 

And so are you. 

No one used this one, of course; it was too commonplace. As if they all weren’t thoroughly—though often 

amusingly—trite.  

 

The archetype was closely followed in variations such as this one: 

 Roses are red and 

 Violets are blue, 

 I’m all wet and 

 So are you!  —Your loving sister Charlotte 

Count on a sister to say it like it is. 

 

I am touched, however, by the entry signed “Your pal, Doris Adams” and dated February 14, 1944. In each of 

the four corners of the page she wrote “for,” “get,” “me,” “not.” She addressed the Valentine verse to “Dear 

Donna,” which in itself was touching given that I was trying hard to drop the “Jean” from being part of my first 

name. Her verse reads: 

 Leaves may scatter, 

 Friends may die, 

 Some may forget you, 



 

 But never will I. 

Not a notable verse, but anyway it’s the thought that counts.  

 

She lived down the street from us in what struck me as a dysfunctional family, and for a couple of years, until 

they moved away, she was a somewhat close friend. We’d walk to school together, and sometimes in the 

summer we’d hang out in her back yard and discuss who we liked best: Bing Crosby or Frank Sinatra, Van 

Johnson or Tom Drake. I was a voluble Bing and Tom person, but I never convinced her. Actually, I realized 

that Doris would never be accepted among the popular crowd of girls in our class. I realize now with chagrin 

that my friendship too was provisional.  

 

Contrary to what the verse says, she has probably forgotten me. Or maybe not. The next year, in the graduation 

book, she wrote again to “Dear Donna”: 

The seas are deep, 

The skies are high, 

 Remember me as time goes by. 

Again signed “Your Pal, Doris Adams.” I like having been known as a “pal.” Her family moved away not long 

after she’d inscribed the verse, and—of course—I’ve forgotten. 

 

Wanted: More Writers, More Stories 

Tell your story in writing for the next newsletter.  

Or interview someone  and write up that story. 

 Send to dgorrell@stcloudstate.edu, or the 

box outside Epoch W221, or come to next month 

Writers Club, Monday October 21, 3:00 pm, 

at the Epoch lounge, 2nd floor, southwest e 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

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

September.  We are delighted you have chosen Forest Ridge as your new home and we 

wish you many years of happiness! 

 

W311 Charlie & Gen Ziesemer-Timlin 

W314 Elaine Kanter 

S105 Diane Felch 

W210 Audrey Bierman 

E202 Pam Schambow 

W113 Craig Chapleau & Lila Nurmi 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We mourn the loss of the following residents: 

 

Lawrence Mautner 

Margot Gavel 

 

May the Lord grant peace and comfort to their loved ones. 

 

 



 

 

 

 
 

 

Special Wine Tasting Event 

Hosted by Ellen Mutter & Julie Nutting 

Saturday, October 12 

4:00pm until 5:30pm 

Forest Ridge, 3rd Floor Private Dining Room 

 

Benefiting the Mary T. Wimmer Endowment for Breast Cancer Research 

Ticket cost:  $50.00 

100% of the ticket fee goes to the endowment; please make your check payable to  

   “Mary T. Wimmer Endowment” 

Tickets limited to 20!  Tickets are tax deductible 

 

Please join me for this very special wine tasting event!  I have selected four wines for tasting, 

and my sister and I have created a menu of small bites to accompany each wine!  We will 

enjoy a Chardonnay, Pinot Grigio, Sauvignon Blanc, and Rose 

 

Information about each wine will be discussed, and you will receive a fun gift along with a 

$100 voucher for wine purchases through Nakedwines.com! 

 

One guest per resident is welcome to this event!  This would be a great Mom and Daughter 

treat! 

 

 

 
 

https://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&ved=2ahUKEwi6l8irxOzkAhUHKK0KHZayAoEQjRx6BAgBEAQ&url=https%3A%2F%2Fsanfranciscowineschool.com%2Fproducts%2Fintro-to-blind-tasting-1&psig=AOvVaw3ZhhgtXGA9bULrhX2V6Pql&ust=1569520141703562

