
 

 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

November 2019 
A Message from Ellen 
 
We are wrapping up some building projects as we enter the colder months ahead.  Have noticed 
the new soffits and fascia on the Founders portion of our community?  What is that you may 
ask?  Think of it as the trim around the building along the roof line- the forest green panels have 
been replaced due to age and its sort of like a new frame for a photo, at least that is the way I 
look at it!  We also had some interior attic work completed in the Legacy wing as the final 
phase of winter preparation.  And of course, you likely shared my surprise at how quickly the 
Forest View Medical Clinic building came down!  Running those excavators looks like hard 
work, but I bet anyone of us to could run it with a little training – what fun that would be! 
 
Looking forward to November I want to be certain you aware of the date change for our annual 
Holiday Craft Fair and Open House – Saturday, November 23rd.  We received quite a few 
comments the past couple of years that shoppers would like an earlier date to aide in their 
Christmas shopping – we hope this date change is welcome by all.  Those of you new to Forest 
Ridge will want to mark your calendars for this event – we have a hot dog sale along with the 
dining room filled with tables of crafters and other vendors offering excellent items for sale.  I 
had to have Al float me a loan last year as I didn’t plan appropriately and ran out of cash – so 
many things I just couldn’t pass by! This event is open to the public and we offer tours of Forest 
Ridge – a great opportunity for folks from the community to do some shopping, pick up some 
home-baked treats, grab a quick lunch and check out Forest Ridge. 
 
I wish you and your families a very Happy Thanksgiving and thank our team who will be here 
working that day to ensure all are taken care of  I am thankful for you! 
 



 

Payment Methods for Forest Ridge 
 

Effective immediately, cash will only be accepted in the Country Store and for photocopies.  Please plan 
accordingly to write a check for the following: 

• Rent (or use the on-line payment option or automatic payment through your bank) 

• Assisted living and respite fees   

• Meals 

• Activities requiring payment 

• Housekeeping and laundry service 

• Stamps 

• Gift certificate purchase 

• Any other incidental fees incurred 

We are unable to accept cash as payment for these fees.  Thank you for your cooperation! 
Please note:  This does not pertain to the beauty salon, nail service, or Stamping craft class. 
 

The Forest Ridge 2019 Annual Craft Fair 
has been scheduled for Saturday, November 

23rd! Browse a variety of crafts and gifts, enjoy a 
hot dog lunch and purchase some baked goods! All 
proceeds from the hot dog and bake sale will go 

to our Senior Prom 2020 budget. Share with your 
family and friends! Registration is now open! 

Forms are available at the front desk and are due 
by November 15th.  

***If you would like to donate your baked 
goods to the bake sale, please turn in your items 

to the front desk no later than 12:00pm on 
Friday, November 22nd. No refrigerated items will 

be accepted. Please label your items.  
 

 
    We’re looking for 2-3 individuals who 
     would like to join a New Year’s Eve 
   party planning committee! If you would 
 like to help plan a spectacular New Year’s 
     Eve party, please contact Courtney. 
 



 
Update on Epoch II from Ellen 
 
With the demolition of the medical clinic across the road many residents are asking about our expansion project.   
A note received in the suggestion box stated there are many rumors going around and the request was made for 
an update.  Did you know you can read all about it on the Wimmer Communities website?  
www.wimmercommunities.com has a New Development tab which includes information about Epoch II.  Some 
highlights from the website: 
 
Epoch II leased residences will feature granite island counter, in-home washer/dryer, stainless steel appliances, gas 
fireplace, 9-foot ceilings, ceramic foyer, extensive woodwork including 4-panel doors and luxury built-ins, walk-in 
closet organizers, and bathrooms with marble vanity tops, glass shower enclosure and Kohler fixtures.  Additional 
features include underground parking, wide corridors, elevator service, central heating and air conditioning, and 
emergency pull cord system located in bedrooms and baths. Choose from 1 bedroom/1 bath or 2 bedroom/2 bath 
apartments from 761 – 1,296 square feet of open concept living space. 
 
 
Construction is planned for late 2020 and of course is subject to change.  Some rumors I can dispel: 

• No, a swimming pool is not in the plans 

• Epoch II does not include plans for “its own” separate kitchen 

Additional information: 

• Epoch II will be connected to our campus; exactly how and where is to be determined  

• 126 additional units will be added on 4 floors as the plans currently stand 

 

As I receive confirmed information, I will share with you.  My time and energy is spent running our community 
and the design and planning for Epoch II is handled by the great development team of Wimmer Communities!  
I’ve shared some insights for consideration with this team and I know the result will be apartment homes that 
are highly regarded and desired by seniors seeking a move. 
 
 

 
From the Wimmer Communities website – a 
rendering of Epoch II 
 
 
 
 
 
 

http://www.wimmercommunities.com/


 

Meet Our Team! 
 
Michele Mick, Resident Services Coordinator 
 
I’m excited to get to know all of you at Forest Ridge!  I grew up in  
Greendale, near the Botanical Gardens, and graduated from Greendale  
High School.  My parents still live in the house that my sister and I grew  
up in.  I attended college at UW-Whitewater with a BBA in Marketing.   
I spent 12 years in the Madison area after college and came back to the  
Milwaukee area in 2011.  I’m a huge fan of learning about different  
cultures and have done some travel abroad.  My sister is married and  
lives in Elm Grove with her husband and three children; Luca – 10,  
Sienna – 9, and Liam – 6.  I live in a duplex in East Tosa with my two  
adopted cats; Grizzy (black) and Gesar (white).  In my free time, I love  
hiking and getting out in nature.  I enjoy live music and spending time  
with friends and family.  Please feel free to ask me anything you would  
like to know.      
 
 
Shatai Gee (Shay), Resident Care Assistant 
 
Hello all. My name is Shatai Gee, some know me as “Shay”. I wanted to  
introduce myself to the neighbors who don’t know me but might see me in  
passing. I started at Forest Ridge back in July 2019. I’m a mother of three  
young ladies, 15, 19, and 20. I have two grandsons (I still can’t believe it).  
I would like to thank you all for welcoming me to the Forest Ridge family!  
It’s an honor and privilege to be around great people. Thank you. 
 
 
 
Kim Spata, Dining Services 
 
Hi, I’m Kim Spata and I have been working here at Forest Ridge for  
3 months now. I live here in Hales Corners with my daughter who is 16.  
I have been in food service for 21 years, since I was a freshman in high  
school. I enjoy my job very much and am pleased to be working with all  
of you! Thank you! 

 
The Senior Medication Seminar & Drug 

Take-Back has been rescheduled for 
Wednesday, November 13th. Call the Hales 

Corners Health Department to register! 
(414) 529-6155 

 

 
Enjoy a trip to Rupena’s for their classic 

carry-out chicken dinner! 
Wednesday, November 6th at 4:00 

 



Community Bingo for Operation Christmas Child! 
 
Operation Christmas Child is a program that sends shoeboxes full of toys 
and other goodies to children in need all over the world. We’re hoping to 
beat last year’s donation of 60 boxes!  
To promote this charity drive, we will be playing community bingo in 
November! To participate, visit the front desk and purchase a bingo card. 
Cards will be sold for a $10.00 donation to fill an Operation Christmas Child 
shoebox OR you may receive a card when you turn in your full shoebox. You 
must get your card by Friday, November 15th. Get your cards early so you 
can start playing right away! We will have prizes for up to 9 winners! 
 
How Community Bingo works: 
Every day in November we will be drawing 2-3 bingo numbers. We will play 3 rounds, with a 
maximum of three winners each round. Each day you can find the numbers and the round number 
on the TV screens and at the front desk.  
Round 1: 5 in a row, any direction 
Round 2: 2 lines of 5 in a row, any direction  
Round 3: Blackout 
Each person can win a maximum of 2 times 

 
Attention Epoch Residents:  Please be sure to secure all the locks on your windows each 
time you close them; your windows have a “memory” seal that forms to the lock for a 
secure seal; failure to lock while in the closed position causes this seal to loose it’s 
“memory” and thus effectiveness.  Gosh, if retaining our memory was as easy as locking a 
window! 
 

 
November is American Diabetes Month 
Written by Tammy Burns, RN 
 
Diabetes is one of the leading causes of disability  
and death in the United States.  It can cause  
blindness, nerve damage, kidney disease and other  
health problems if it’s not controlled. One in 10  
Americans have diabetes, that’s more than 30 million  
people. The good news?  People who are at risk for  
diabetes can lower their risk by making healthy changes.  
Examples of healthy changes include eating healthy,  
getting more physical activity and losing weight. Talk  
to your doctor about the risk of diabetes and what tests 
 should be done to make sure you don’t have diabetes. If you do, follow your doctor’s 
orders to cut down the risks of complications. Take charge of your own health!  
 



 
 
 

 
Wanda was busy last month! Ark Encounter in Williamston, 
KY; Creation Museum in Petersburg, KY; The Biltmore in 
Asheville, NC; Welcome Center in Wayne County, IN. 
Thanks for sharing Wanda! 
 
Courtney was in Hawaii on honeymoon! (Kauai & Big Island)  
Hapuna Beach on Big Island 
 

 
 
 

Vi Mazner bowled a 300 game on Mon, Oct 28th!  
                                                    Great job Vi! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
From the Writers' Club 
 

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. 
 



The Opening of the West, by Mary Jo Canar 
 
Recently I bought some beautifully artistic postal stamps commemorating the 150th anniversary of the 
Transcontinental Railroad, and was reminded of Luther. 
 
I was a young RN working at Fort Harrison VA Hospital outside Helena, Montana, in the early '60s. One of the 
patients on my assignment for cares was Luther, a handsome elderly man with bright blue eyes, white long hair, 
and a full white beard. He had been injured in a bar room fight and didn't want to be in the hospital!!! He was 
articulate in describing his thoughts and feelings through a string of constant swear words! But— 
 
I liked Luther—somehow connecting his independent nature to mine. I asked him to refrain from the cuss 
words while I was caring for him—and he tried! 
 
I still remember Luther telling me of his experiences as an engineer working for a railroad company at the turn 
of the 19th-20th century. As he laid railroad track through the mountains—from his vantage point he could see 
stagecoaches coming in the distance— 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Homestead, by Doris Nadolny (with daughter Pam) 
 
The Nadolny clan spent the weekend cleaning out the 65-year-old homestead to prepare her for sale. So many 
memories made in that house: ice skating in the backyard with homemade hot chocolate afterward, 4th of July 
celebrations complete with fireworks (sometimes under your chair, thanks to Dad and Uncle Henry), jarts and 
baseball games in the field, so many birthdays celebrated with chocolate chip cake and butter cream frosting 
(Grandma Lily's specialty), Mom at the sewing machine making flower girl dresses with a juice glass of cold 
beer next to her due to no AC, summer nights of Kick the Can (sorry for the broken birdbath, Mr. Roy), trick or 
treating as tigers, gypsies and clowns in Mom's hand-made costumes, Christmas mornings with bikes and 
games by the tree that Mom and Dad stayed up all night to assemble, waking up to Dad grabbing our toes to 
shovel yet more snow teasingly saying: "It's a winter wonderland, girls," Paul Harvey's voice coming from the 
radio in the morning, so many dinners at the table with so many glasses of spilled milk (Mary and I got the 
special table because 10 people didn't fit at the big one), the smell of toast at midnight as Mom and Dad sat at 
that table late at night after Mom got home from a playing job, roller skating in the basement, sitting with 
Grandpa Jake watching All Star Wrestling and the Bowling Game, napping on the couch while Dad and Mom 
stayed up for the news or MASH, swinging on the swing set in the backyard, enjoying the best apples ever from 
Engebeitzen's tree (sometimes with permission, sometimes without), running to turn off the TV as fast as 
possible when Mom pulled up in the driveway, watching the Brewers with Dad in his screen house in the 
backyard. 
 
These are just a few of the memories I will forever cherish. Time for a new family to build memories of their 
own. Thank you for a childhood to remember, old girl. You will be missed. 
 
Chocolate-Covered Ants, by Mary E. Redlinger 
 



Raising a family without much money, my parents improvised on ways to teach and entertain. Our Trivial 
Pursuit game was Dad reading fun facts out of magazines that he got free somehow. He did subscribe to Popular 
Mechanics and Popular Science because in the '50s those magazines were cheap. So he would read fun facts out 
of these magazines and later quiz us on them. Sometimes it was just FYI. Which was the case of the chocolate-
covered ants. Dad read aloud out of a travel magazine about the scrumptious delicacies from around the world. I 
was only three, my brother John was four, brother Bill was six, and sister Connie was eight. We all listened 
intently, but when it came to France and the chocolate-covered ants John hatched a plan to get on those the next 
day. 
 
We awoke about 7:00 am. John told me to go grab a Hershey bar and make sure Mom didn't see me. We went 
outside, and though it was early the ants were busy on the sidewalk in front of the house. How to get chocolate 
on them? Well, our neighbor friend Craigie had a magnifying glass and he learned that when sunlight shines 
through the glass it melts things, therefore it could possibly melt the chocolate. 
 
So for what seemed like hours John and Craigie took turns holding the magnifying glass over the chocolate bar 
over the ants in the hope of creating a delicacy from France! We would bring the savvy of the world to us! Too 
bad the ants were too small and quick! It was not working. I finally told them it's not working and the ants are 
eating the chocolate!!! We gave up. 
 
Mother, who thought it was a relief to have her two ADD children quiet and busy, came out to find a mess on 
the front sidewalk!! She gave us soapwater, bucket, and rags to clean it up! But when Dad got home, he 
received an earful! So after supper he sat us down and asked why we made the chocolate mess in front of the 
house. We explained his fun fact about France! He got out the magazine and further read that the ants were 
from Africa and were two inches in length and were raised on a special farm for the making of that delicacy! 
Poor Craighy wasn't there to learn that, so I hope we told him later! 
 
Thanksgiving, by Angela Glowacki 
 
A time for us to give thanks. What are you thankful for? 
 
…I am thankful for my grandparents, who came to this country with my mother. They were immigrants from 
Europe. 
…I am thankful for my father, who also was an immigrant from Europe. He met my mother and courted her. He 
serenaded her during the courtship. 
…I am thankful for my three brothers and one sister, who in one way or another influenced my life. 
…I am thankful for my aunts and uncles, who were my role models. 
…I am thankful  for my husband of 59 years. He was my only love, friend, and hero. We had many adventures 
together. I miss him dearly. 
…I am thankful for my only child, a son, my only grandson, and my daughter-in-law who helps me in so many 
ways and keeps me happy. 
…I am thankful for nieces and nephews who help me and keep in touch. 
…I am thankful for my many teachers from kindergarten through college who were responsible for my 
education. 
…I am thankful for my many friends for their friendship. 
…I am thankful for my religion, which instilled in me a certain spirituality. 
…I am thankful to God, who has led me along the way through thick and thin into my eighties. 
 
Happy Thanksgiving. 
 
We Amused Ourselves, by Donna Gorrell 
 



For us kids growing up in the 1940s in Midlothian, Illinois, the street was our playground. The gravelly road in 
front of our houses was a place for neighborhood kids to get together, get some exercise and fresh air, and give 
the parents some quiet in the house.  

After school in the winter, my sisters and I would have battles with the Fox boys across the street. Having  
accumulated several inches of snow, we’d all don our winter clothing: wool coats, hats, mittens, boots, and 
those ugly, baggy, scratchy wool, flannel-lined leggings that ballooned out and made our legs look fat. But we 
stayed warm—too warm, too itchy. We four Ketelboeters—Charlotte, June, Dolores, plus me—would build a 
snow fort on our side of the street, and the Foxes plus Shirley Luebke would build one on their side. Both sides 
competed to see who was the better builder; then we’d stock up on ammunition and the battle would begin.  

You might think that the numbers were a little unfair—three on one side against the four of us—but the other 
side had two kids who could throw! (Terry later pitched for the Milwaukee Braves, then the Detroit Tigers.) We 
never knew who won or lost those battles anyway, we’d just end by cheerfully knocking down what was left of 
the forts and going in to eat our supper and dry out all those snow-covered, sweaty clothes, laid out and 
steaming on radiators all over the house. 

Sometimes we’d put all those clothes on, get out the sled, and take turns doing belly-flops out on the road. Or 
getting and giving rides on the sled. Or we’d put on ice skates and skate out there. Most of the time in the winter 
our road was rutty and ice-covered because as a side street it was seldom plowed. The snow was just mushed up 
by the traffic until it was worn out or frozen hard. It was less than perfect condition for skating, and I remember 
sore ankles from trying to stand up and move on those rough surfaces. Skating was better at Shedd’s Pond. 
We’d sometimes go over there, maybe once or twice a season, a few of us walking together, galoshes on our 
feet and skates hanging around our necks.  

Most winter evenings were spent in the living room, playing cards or working a jigsaw puzzle, listening to the 
radio that stood in the corner of the room. Gabriel Heatter would tell us the latest news on the progress of the 
war, and then we’d tune in to the network comedies or dramas. Our mom and dad favored “Mr. District 
Attorney,” so that was on every week. And of course “Fibber McGee and Molly” was a regular. We kids would 
try for the hit parade on Saturday nights to hear the latest Bing or Vaughn Monroe tune. Then too there were 
Bob Hope, Red Skelton, Jack Benny, and Edgar Bergen and Charley McCarthy (it didn’t even seem odd 
listening to a ventriloquist and his puppet on the radio).  

The next day we’d be out on the street again, ready for school, again wearing those coats and hats and scarves 
and leggings, all those woolly things. We’d trudge the rutted road, the uncleared sidewalks, the open fields 
where our boots left evidence that we’d walked the half mile or so to school. Our elementary school didn’t 
have school buses, and most families had only one car, the one the dads drove to work in Chicago, so kids 
walked. But even this could be amusing. A couple of boys might get in a fist fight in the field, we might race 
someone to the next street corner, we might test the snow’s consistency for making snowballs. That sort of 
thing. 

Our amusements probably weren’t much different from those of most kids back then. We amused ourselves, 
and we grew up. 

You Are, by Robert J. Kotlowski  
 
Of all the vast and splashed beauty, you are my rhymes and my reasons. 
Of all the near and very dear, you are my years' four seasons. 
Of all the wakes that history makes, you are my constant star. 
Of all the nights that never shine bright, you are my light from afar. 
Of all these things and countless more, you are my path and my way. 
Of all the power that has been created, you are the end of my day. 



Of all the masses I've seen about, you are the one for my wife. 
Of all these things I say to you, you are my breath and my life. 
 
Perfect Mates, by Robert J. Kotlowski 
 
My love for you is nothing new. 

It began a long time ago. 
  

Remember our first kiss? 
   On that night of dreamy bliss. 
It was then that I began to know. 
 

It was built on a dream, 
   Which did at last come true 
On that other night when you 

First said "I love you." 
 
I love you for many things 
Your charms, your passions, 

And your hates. 
 
From all that I can give, 

I'm happy we are perfect mates. 
 
 
The Dance of Life, by Dolores Gill 
 
The Dance of Life is always a movement. 
It is a letting go of self—a movement toward another. 
It is a wanting to share—to live life fully. 
It is not going it alone. 
It is wanting unity—oneness. 
It is Love! It is Heaven itself! 
 
The Day We Met Hugo, by Delores Kallenberger 
 
Our son Joe and his wife Melinda were adopting their first child. Through the adoption agency, a young couple chose 
them to raise their child. The couple wanted an open adoption. Joe and Melinda felt they wanted to adopt this child so 
they agreed. A healthy baby boy was born on Oct. 14, 2012. Upon seeing their child, the young couple’s love for him 
tugged at their hearts. They were now considering raising this newborn boy. The wait was on! 
On Nov. 9, we were sitting at home when Joe pulled into the driveway, not unusual for a Friday at lunch time.  I looked 
outside and said to Jerry, "Joe is here." Then I saw Melinda get out of the car and I said, "Melinda is here too," that was 
not the norm. They got something out of the back seat and I said, "They have a baby." When they came in the door I 
asked, "Are you babysitting?" Melinda said, "For the rest of his life." The tears started rolling down our cheeks. They told 
us he was the first child that they were chosen for. At his age 3 weeks 5 days we met Hugo for the first time. 
 Two days later, Nov. 11, was my birthday. We were expecting family so we had Hugo sleeping in our den. Our son went 
to get him and surprised the uncles, aunts, cousins, great-aunts, and great-uncles. Seeing everyone welcome him to our 
family was the best birthday present I could get. 
 We are so blessed to have Hugo. We had to wait six months for his adoption so he could have our Kallenberger name, but 
he had our hearts from that first day. We love Hugo. 
 
OK! by Mike Mucklin 



I had a great roommate in college who, for all practical purposes, lived at home in New Orleans. He was a 
lifelong resident of the city and a local high school sports hero. Being well educated he was quite capable of 
speaking standard English, but, like all of his local associates, he was fluent in the Nawlins vernacular. His 
name was Owen Joseph Lameaux, but almost everyone simply called him OJ.  

 One lovely Spring afternoon while I was relaxing in my (our) air-conditioned dorm room after a particularly 
difficult Spanish class, the phone rang. We didn’t get many phone calls since all my friends lived right there in 
the dorm, and OJ was almost never around. Thinking it must be important, I struggled out of my recliner and 
ambled across the room to the phone, picked it up and said, “Hello.”  

 The caller apparently recognized my Yankee accent from one word, and he must have been surprised to hear it 
because his immediate come back was, “Who dis?”  

 I’d been around Nawlins long enough to know the correct response to “Who dis” is “Who dat?” So I shot it 
back at him, and he properly shot back with an instant, “Who dis say who dat?”  

 I could have said, just to keep the dialog flowing, “Who dat say who dis?” But not knowing who dat was, I 
simply answered in my Yankee accent, “This is Mike,” which apparently was totally meaningless to the caller. 
His response: “Who dat?”  

 I then explained in standard English that I was OJ’s college roommate and the phone he’d called was in the 
dorm and not OJ’s home. Well now we both had a better grasp on reality, so he simply said to me, “Tell OJ AJ 
called.”   

 I said, “OK,” to which he immediately said, “No, OJ not OK.”  

 I responded with, “OK, AJ, I’ll tell OJ you called.”  

 He said, “OK” and hung up. Sometime later that week I finally saw OJ and told him that AJ had called. He 
said, “Yeah, I know, he told me he had a great conversation with you.”  

There is a misconception that obedience interferes with freedom. Let's see if that is true. 
  
 OBEDIENCE      DISOBEDIENCE 
People trust you.     You can't be trusted to do what's right. 
You don't need supervision.         You always have to be supervised. 
People are comfortable with you.       You make people uncomfortable. 
You are given more opportunities.          You aren't trusted with any new 
         new opportunities. 
You can grow and learn with the new experiences.   Your growth is hampered. 
You are eligible for special favors. (Advanced classes    You don't qualify for many  
       in school, honor positions, advancement at work,      advantages that others have. 
       admission to better college programs, better 
       employment, etc.)  
You will be attractive to a higher caliber of future mate.          Your mate will be 

rebellious                   like you.    
 You will be able to set a good example for your    
children and grandchildren.       Embarrassment 
 You will qualify for a higher paying career.         Supervised jobs Never bothered 
by law enforcement agencies.             Watched!  



Freedom to go where you want when you want.      Prison      
Happy, productive life.                 Misery 
  
Written by Linda Lukens 
 
Wanted: More Writers, More Stories 

Tell your story in writing.  
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 November 18, 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 
October.  We are delighted you have chosen Forest Ridge as your new home and we wish 

you many years of happiness! 
 

Tom Krumplitsch  N102       
 Mary and Dean Rockstad  W121   

Pat Nakamura  N208      
Betty Kukowski  E121 (Internal Move) 

Marjorie Hudson  E319 (Internal Move)  
 
 
 

 
 


