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A Message from Ellen       
 
Welcome to February and leap year!  Still the shortest month of the year, we are getting closer to 
spring and so far, the winter has not been to harsh on us!  Shay Gee is fully on-board as our new 
Lifestyle Coordinator and has a great month of activities scheduled for Forest Ridge!  You can 
look forward to some new things to try this month and going forward.  Daily exercise class is 
running Monday through Friday at 10am in our dining room.  Shay has incorporated some new 
things to get everyone pumped up, you should give it a try!  Your old favorites remain, such as 
Wine Down Wednesdays and shopping and restaurants. I encourage you to try something new 
on the calendar, or new to you.  Might I recommend joining us for “Ted Talks” on the 3rd floor 
of our Epoch wing?  These videos cover a variety of topics and are educational, entertaining, and 
often enlightening! 
 
One of the many advantages of life at Forest Ridge is the convenience of our on-site services.  
Check out the Country Store, which is open Monday through Friday from 1:00pm – 2:00pm.  
We have been adding new items, focusing on single-serve items for a quick grab-n-go meal.  
Please stop by and see what is available and be sure to let us know other items you would like to 
see in the store.  Also, please consider giving us an hour of your time as needed to be a back-up 
cashier; our Country Store is staffed by a great group of volunteer residents, but they do need a 
day off from time-to-time.  If you might be interested in helping us out please stop by the store 
and talk with a volunteer resident to learn about the position – training is provided and I promise, 
if you can operate a calculator, you can operate our cash register! 
 
In December we held a luncheon to thank our volunteers for all they do to support Forest Ridge 
throughout the year – I just want to reiterate how much your time and talent is appreciated!  And 
those of you who aren’t “officially” volunteering but jump in to help when you see a need – 
thank you!  You have helped me clear tables, move chairs, set out refreshments, pick up trash, 
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and show new residents where activity areas are – these are true acts of kindness and they warm 
my heart.  I love the display of neighbor helping neighbor and I see this so often at Forest Ridge! 
 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
THANK YOU, residents who are using your underground, assigned parking, thus leaving our surface lots 
accessible for snow removal!  We really appreciate your heeding our request! 
 
 

  
 
The Flu Season Continues……Take Steps to Protect Yourself 
According to the Centers for Disease Control & Prevention, it is not too late to receive a flu 
vaccination.  In addition to this important recommendation, following are things you can do to 
protect yourself during the flu season as well as what to do if you are sick to prevent others 
from contracting illness: 

• Try to avoid close contact with sick people. 
• While sick, limit contact with others as much as possible to keep from infecting them. 
• If you are sick with flu-like illness, CDC recommends that you stay home for at least 24 hours 

after your fever is gone except to get medical care or for other necessities. (Your fever should be 
gone for 24 hours without the use of a fever-reducing medicine.) 

• Cover your nose and mouth with a tissue when you cough or sneeze. After using a tissue, throw it 
in the trash and wash your hands. 

• Wash your hands often with soap and water. If soap and water are not available, use an alcohol-
based hand rub. 

• Avoid touching your eyes, nose and mouth. Germs spread this way. 
• Clean and disinfect surfaces and objects that may be contaminated with germs like flu. 

We have hand sanitizing dispensers by all our elevators and pay special attention to address all hard 
surfaces, such as handrails, when cleaning our common areas during this time of the year.  Please do 
your part to prevent the spread of flu in our community.   

 

 Welcome back two former team members to 
Forest Ridge: Alissa Flores rejoins our dining team and Donna Siettmann is back in health services!  

 

https://www.cdc.gov/handwashing/
https://edrianthomidis.blogspot.com/2011/07/keep-germs-to-yourself-sneeze-in-your.html
https://edrianthomidis.blogspot.com/2011/07/keep-germs-to-yourself-sneeze-in-your.html
https://edrianthomidis.blogspot.com/2011/07/keep-germs-to-yourself-sneeze-in-your.html
https://edrianthomidis.blogspot.com/2011/07/keep-germs-to-yourself-sneeze-in-your.html
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/3.0/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/3.0/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/3.0/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/3.0/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/3.0/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/3.0/
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Just for fun…………. 

One minute you’re young and fun, the next minute you are turning down your car radio to 
see better! (thanks to Patty Doss for the Facebook Post!) 
 
 

 
The Founders laundry rooms on each floor receive a lot of use.  Please be a 
good neighbor and make sure you are timing the wash cycle and promptly 

moving your clothes to the dryer.  In turn, also time your drying cycle and 
promptly remove clothing.  Please do not remove other’s clothing from machines; if 
you feel clothing has been forgotten in a machine, let the front desk know and we will 
remove it.  Please be responsible for proper and timely use of the machines. 
 

 
3,527…………….This is the number of work orders completed by 
our maintenance team in 2019!  Thank you, Al and Robert, for 

meeting the thousands of needs of our building, grounds, 
apartments, and residents!!! And maybe a few staff requests😊😊 

  From the Suggestion Box 
 

• Please advertise the next Fireside Theater trip now. 
o Done!  Flyers have been posted for Guys & Dolls in April! 

• The Country Store is in a veritable shambles!  Upper management should do something about this! 
Anonymous 

o I requested specific concerns I can address as I don’t know what “shambles” refers to – still 
waiting for a response���� Ellen 

• Schedule shopping at Brookfield Square; schedule shopping at Trader Joe’s 
o Already scheduled!  We typically schedule a mall or shopping center trip each month and rotate 

the destinations, same with some specialty shops – check out the February calendar! 
• Do a trip to a holiday light show 

o Several trips occurred in December to view holiday lights – we hope you enjoyed them! 
• Could we have an atlas and some other maps put in the library? 

o We sure can!  Do any residents have an atlas or maps they no longer use that we could add to 
our library?  If so, please give them to Shay.  If needed, we will purchase these items. 

 
Please keep the suggestions coming!  We appreciate respectful suggestions and requests and will respond in-
kind! 
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Congratulations to the following Forest Ridge team members on 
their work anniversaries!  
 

      
 

      
 

 
Current Events Brainstorm, by Lorrie Greco 
Have you noticed that we have the wonderful opportunity here at Forest Ridge to attend an event called "Current 
Events" every third Thursday of the month at 2:00 pm in the Private Dining Room, third floor. It's a truly 
wonderful event, in my opinion, and an opportunity to share our experiences and to refresh our brains. 
 
Please give us your ideas. You can do this by attending the next session, or by handing a description of those 
ideas to an attendee, or by finding your own way of sharing your suggestions. We need and appreciate your ideas 
and your participation—men and women, by the way. 
 
Here are some of my ideas for topics: 

An update on the fire damage to Australia and the post-hurricane struggles in Puerto Rico. 
The cost to our budget for early child care and education. 
Taking the money factor out of politics. Can we? Should we?    

Lisa Walters, Director of Community Services, 1 
Year     Lisa has ensured our community has remained 
near full occupancy for the past year.  She has provided 
over 100 tours and assisted prospects in making the 
important decision to move to a senior community.  In 
her spare time, Lisa and her husband enjoy the outdoors, 
hiking, camping (even in winter!), water activities, and 
overall living a healthy lifestyle.  Lisa also makes our 
day when she brings her rescue dog, Maisy, to work 
with her!  Thank you for a great year Lisa! 

Patty Doss, Resident Care Assistant, 10 Years    Patty 
provides support and care to our residents with assisted 
living services.  Underneath her quiet demeanor you will 
find a deeply caring and compassionate member of the 
Forest Ridge team, much beloved by residents and co-
workers alike.  Patty received special recognition at the 
December Wimmer Communities Holiday Party in 
December, where Tammy Burns honored her with 
beautiful comments and presented her with a rose-gold 
watch.  In her free time, she loves checking out resale 
and vintage shops.   Thanks for your tireless dedication 
Patty! 
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Calendar Highlights for February – check out some new things in February! 
 
Super Bowl Sunday, Feb. 2:  Even though the Pack won’t be playing, get together with your friends and 
cheer on your favorite team!  5:30pm in the dining room – please, no early arrivals as residents will be 
finishing up their dinner.  Bring a snack to pass – we will provide soft drinks. 
 
February 3 – 20:  Paczki Orders!  See order form to order these tasty delights – a Fat Tuesday tradition! 
 
February 4th: Lunch out – Hale House; you absolutely must try their cheese curds, they are pillowy 
pouches of fried goodness! (personal recommendation from Ellen) 
 
February 7th:  U BREAK I FIX – our sponsor of our February birthday party cake….Kristen will give a brief 
overview of the services offered by this locally owned franchise; there is hope for your electronic needs! 
 
February 11th:  Discovery World – Shay will join you for this fascinating museum visit sure to please! 
 
February 13th:  Just in time for Valentine’s Day – pampering and make-over session with Mary Kay 
products 
 
February 14th:  Step in back in history with a fascinating look back at the Civil War 
 
February 14th:  Introducing our new Karaoke Machine!  Fight off the winter blues with our evening 
Valentine Dance party!  (thank you Wii Bowlers for rescheduling!) 
 
February 18th:  Fish Fry dining is back!!   
 
February 21st:  Warm up with a hot cup of cocoa and hanging out with your friends! 
 
February 25th:  Pick up your Paczki order in the Founders Lobby – 9am – 11am 
 
February 27th:  Broadway Baby  - another fun night of evening entertainment! 
 
February 28th:  Another chance to pamper yourself, this time with Shay! 
 
February movies will be highlighting Black History Month; watch for the flyers with descriptions:   
 Harriet 
 42 
 Selma 
 Malcolm X 
 Hidden Figures 
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Party Like its 2020! Wow, the rumors are 
true – nobody knows how to party better than Forest Ridge residents!  Special thanks to 
Vi and Mary, Shay and Myong, and James, for making this party a fun time for everyone! 
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      We extend our deepest condolences to Val Hinsenkamp (W126) on the loss of her 
husband Tom in late December.  May the memories you hold dear and the love of family and 
friends bring you peace.    

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

• Exercise class will be held in the 
dining room 5 days per week at 
10:00am!   We will keep you 
posted on the yoga and Zumba 
restarting later in spring! 

Remind … 

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 Shay to be featured in the 
newsletter.  You can email your 
photo to: 
sgee@wimmercommunities.com 
 

Welcome Home!  Warm greetings 
and salutations to our following 
new neighbors: 
Mary Formankiewicz : Legacy 113 
Edward Brook:  Legacy 221 

We look forward to getting to 
know you! 

 

Exploring the Reds Wine Tasting Event 
Our next wine tasting event will occur in 
May; scheduling difficulties prevent us from 
offering this event in February as hoped. 
Stay tuned!  Ellen 
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From the Forest Ridge Writers Club – February, 2020 Edition 
 
 
 
Fond Memories, by Linda Rice Lukens 
 
I grew up on a farm in Northern Iowa in the 1940s and 1950s, the eldest of five children—three girls and two boys. We 
raised crops of corn, soybeans, oats, and alfafa. We also raised a variety of animals: dairy cows, pigs, beef cattle, chickens, 
a horse or two, sometimes turkeys and sheep, but always hives of honey bees. That assortment of livestock meant lots of 
chores to be done each morning and evening. It did not allow us to take vacations, or even to be gone overnight. 
 
My creative father desired to give his family opportunity to explore beyond our farm setting. He planned Sunday activities 
to expose us to as much of the world as we could reach in one day—and be back to milk the cows. Our usual summer 
Sundays included going to church, then to a park by a lake where we'd enjoy Mother's picnic lunch (usually fried chicken, 
potato salad, home grown fresh fruit, and Mother's rhubarb crunch). Then we would enjoy playing in the lake, hiking, 
building sandcastles on the beach. 
 
A few times each summer he had other plans. Without a computer or the Internet, I don't know where he gathered 
information, but he planned adventures for us. We explored several state parks in Iowa and Minnesota. We toured the Iowa 
State Capital Building, museums, and other places of historical interest. We explored flower gardens, caves, rocky trails, 
and the shores of the Mississippi River. He always selected an area church that we attended before we had our picnic 
lunch. We changed out of our church clothes and into play clothes for whatever was coming next. 
 
We visited the Iowa State College campus in Ames, exploring the horse barns and other facilities. Eventually most of us 
children attended Iowa State University for some time, with two of us graduating there. 
 
Sometimes relatives (grandparents, aunts, uncles, and cousins) joined us in our adventures. Once a year the whole group, 
with extended relatives, met at a state park for a family reunion. That was a good way to become acquainted with our 
family history. As I research our family history now, I am touched by how many of those ancestors I personally met as a 
child. 
 
Near the end of the afternoon, Dad announced that it was time to head home. We were later than usual for tending to the 
milk cows. As we drove into the yard we could hear them calling us to relieve them of their loads of milk. 
 
Even though we did not take extensive trips, traveling in airplanes or on ships, we enjoyed our family time learning much 
about the world around us. And we grew closer as we packed all seven of us into a sedan and even sang fun songs together. 
I am grateful for parents who used imagination and effort to give us wonderful, memorable experiences. 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------  
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My Grampa Dietz, by Donna Gorrell 
 
My grandfather, Christian Dietz, left Germany when he was 16 years old, sailing on the SS Friesland from Antwerp on 
May 27, 1899, arriving in New York on June 6. Additional travel took him to Warren, Ohio, where he took up residence 
with a family named George Dietz, probably relatives. As nearly as I can tell, he did not live with his sister Rosine, who 
had left Germany about 12 years earlier, married, and was raising a family in Ohio.  
 
Christian made his living as a house painter and contractor. On December 3, 1903, he married Grace Peterman, a young 
American woman of “Pennsylvania Dutch lineage.” They had eight children: Magdalena, Olive Louise, Anna Rosina, 
Henry, Delbert Christian, Marguerite Edna, John Jacob, and Christian Leo Jr. Henry died at birth, and Marguerite died at 
the age of nine. Anna Rosina, my mother, was named after her two grandmothers, Anna Lissa Peterman and Rosine Dietz. 
Christian's mother had called him Christian, but Grace called him Christ. That’s with a short letter i rhyming with “mist.” I 
think all the other people he knew in Ohio called him Christ too. The name under the picture in his published obituary says 
“Christ Dietz.” 
 
I have no idea why my grandfather (Grampa) decided to leave his home to begin a new life across the ocean. I suppose he 
thought he would be better off, would have more opportunities. But why then? And did he regret leaving his mother alone 
to manage house and property? Perhaps he did. Then again, what 16-year-old can anticipate aging and illness and drought? 
Evidently both Christian and Rosine sent money at times. And his mother, though in her 60s, was healthy and well situated 
when he left. On good years she had income from the family-owned orchards and fields, where cherries, pears, and other 
fruit and vegetables were regular crops. This area of Hohenzollern/Württemberg was noted for its fruit, particularly 
cherries and grapes, and for its characteristic wine.  
My grandparents lived most of their lives in Warren, Ohio, later in Leavittsburg. For a few years—late ’20s, early ’30s—
they had an apartment in Chicago, long enough for my mother to meet my father, Ray Ketelboeter, who had migrated there 
from Currie, Minnesota. When the Dietzes moved back to Ohio, my parents stayed in Illinois, so I never knew my 
grandparents well, seeing them only on occasional visits. I remember my grandfather as a cheerful man who enjoyed life 
and appeared to have many friends. In later years he sometimes relaxed by taking his fishing pole down the bank of the 
Mahoning River behind their Leavittsburg home to “drown some worms.” He was still working in 1953 as a house painter 
the day before he died of a heart attack at age 71. 
 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
 
 
 

Earth’s Moon, By Angela Glowacki 
Haiku 

An unrhymed Japanese verse form usually about five lines. 
 

Earth's Moon 
On a late fall evening 

In the early Eastern sky 
Appeared a bright shiny disc 

Earth's moon glowing 
In its glorious beauty. 

 
 
 
 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
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Number Three True Story "Arrangement with God," by Robert J Kotlowski 
 
The weather was perfect. The day was blue. The breeze was warm and light. I was on my way to visit the dog track for the 
very first time. I had with me two of my dearest friends, who had been to the races before, and so I was excited but not 
worried as to what to do once we got there. 
The parking lot was filling up as we made our way to the entrance gate. There were clumps of people milling here and 
there and everywhere. We located empty seats in the grandstand area and began to peruse our programs that we picked up 
along the way. My friends explained the contents of each page which showed all races for the day. The dogs' numbers and 
the odds for placing, showing, and winning on each animal were a lot to comprehend in a short time. There were 14 races 
scheduled for this outing, and by the end of the third race I started to understand how this process works. 
I was told by my guys to study the next race in the program and pick out a dog by number, go up to the window for wager 
placement, and tell the person the amount (like two dollars) on the number of the dog to either win, place, or show. I did 
this successfully and returned to my seat to watch the excitement. My men told me about the odds-board in the center of 
the track and how to read it. They also explained the different types of wagering like betting to win, place, and show and 
the combo type bets like trifecta, quinella, daily double, and the various combinations of cross-betting to cover more 
numbers, increasing your chances of winning something. 
After my race, I took note of the people around me tearing up tickets and tossing them on the floor. I did the same after I 
realized it was fruitless to clutter my pockets with souvenirs. 
The boys and I were not doing too well until the seventh race. I thought I'd try a trifecta. Picking three dogs that must finish 
in  the exact order was more difficult than selecting only one, but the payback was much, much more depending on the 
odds. I noticed that the payouts on earlier raced tri's was in the high hundreds and two of these races paid over a thousand 
bucks. 
So here I went and picked numbers 4, 1, and 3 and gave the cashier two dollars for the trifecta in the seventh race. I felt 
like a school kid, holding my treasure in hand and eagerly getting back to my seat to show my friends that I am a 
knowledgeable player. 
The race began and would end extremely fast, so fast that it was hard for me to see and tell what dog was leading let alone 
the positioning of the other dogs. At the final turn on the track, it became possible to see most of the running order and how 
they were going to come in. 
Here we go. Number 4 was leading the pack out of the final turn and easily won first place. Number 1 was the closest dog 
to him and came in second. Where is number 3? Number 6 was blocking our view as the rest of the dogs came to the finish 
line. On the inside and up against the rail was a dog that was running right along with 6. As they ran past us we could now 
see both dogs finish in third position. A photo finish, and now we must wait for a picture to be developed and the 3rd place 
finisher to be announced. It was number 3 that was hidden from our sight by the number 6 dog. My friends saw me 
jumping around and asked if I had something going. I showed them my ticket with a bit of pride. And they wished me good 
luck. 
It took about five hours to come up with the final positioning. Thus far it was 4 in first with 1 in second and either 6 or 3 in 
third. This was nerve-racking and I had no fingernails left. The five hours became four minutes during which time I looked 
up at the ceiling of the structure we were sitting in and made an "arrangement" with God. I said that if number 3 came in, I 
would go to church every Sunday for the remaining years of my life. I told my friends of this promise and they just winked 
at me. 
Oh yes, it was number 3 that came up with the final positioning. And bless his nose because that is how he won. The tri 
paid $785, and I stumbled all  the way up to the payout window. 
This event occurred about 25 years ago. I have not missed a Sunday. 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



11 
 

In the Name of Love, by Mary E Redlinger  
 
It was the year when St. Catherine’s on 76th and Brown Deer road opened the new school. I was nine and was anticipating 
the birth of my mother's eighth child. We were supposed to be readying for the feast of St. Valentine, which is something 
the nuns had previously fluffed over. Barely a mention had been made about the saint other than his horrible demise. Or the 
arrows throughout his body until the final arrow to his heart caused his death. That and the Italian nuns teaching the St. 
Valentine’s Day massacre in Chicago. In the name of history! Hearts and flowers and candy were not mentioned at all!  
This all changed when our lay teacher Mrs. Hepp decided we were going to celebrate this feast day with love and cards to 
one another!!! She was eight months pregnant, had a loving family, and yes even though it was the 60s she didn’t have to 
quit before her ninth month. In some ways we were a progressive school. She taught us that we were Christian and should 
show some outward sign of love for one another. We were to bring cards—Valentine cards—for everyone in the class. We 
would write them out in class and hand them out in the last class of the day.  
All was going well. We anticipated our sharing of our cards and maybe a hug or two. We may have been progressive but 
they still kept boys and girls separated! We had no history of eighth-grade pregnancies and they wanted to keep it that way. 
The time to hand out cards came fast and we were all in flutter because there was an equal number of boys and girls—my 
classmate Theresa surmised we would each have a love of our own!  
After dismissing her comment I proceeded to hand out my cards, not singling out anyone in any order, when Wham!!! I am 
being French kissed (before I knew what one was) by a male classmate, after which he proclaimed I was having his 
baby!!!! It was a saliva schmeard chaotic so disgusting event that I hauled off and clobbered him!! He cried it was in the 
Name of Love and I was sent to the principal's office. It didn’t matter that I wasn’t sure if I was indeed going to have his 
baby! After all, sex ed was years away!!!  I still to this day view that feast day as one to prepare for an onslaught of 
something—of what nature I can never be sure—but done in the name of Love!!! 
 
 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
 
 
In Our Little Corner of the World, by Mary Jo Canar  
 
I moved to Grand Forks, North Dakota, to team-teach a Foundations of Nursing course in their new College of Nursing in 
1979. I lived in an apartment, in the corner of two buildings, behind a dumpster but next to an indoor pool—so appreciated 
in those long North Dakota winters.  
A black lady from Harlem, New York, Shirley, was one of my neighbors. She too was a Registered Nurse (RN) with a 
Master’s degree and was another new member of the Nursing faculty; about my same age. Though I was from Wisconsin 
and she from New York, we found much to share about the steps, challenges, and incentives which brought us to being 
RNs and on the Nursing Faculty in North Dakota. Amazing! She said that when she flew into Grand Forks she was so 
surprised to find the wide open spaces and kept asking herself, “Where are all the people?”  
I kept wondering who would be my new neighbor in the empty apartment next door. For three months I wondered! Then 
one day I came home to find two unknown men in the parking lot—one a very tall person with dark skin, a turban, and full 
beard; the other, a short, stocky person of apparent oriental ancestry. Yes, the tall person, Nanak, was to be my next door 
neighbor for six years; the other person did not live there.  
As I continued my teaching position and enjoyed living in my new apartment, I learned that Nanak was from India. He had 
just graduated from the University of Illinois with his doctorate in Mechanical Engineering, was unmarried, and was 
beginning his life as an educator.  
The person who lived in the apartment between Shirley and me was Olive, an older woman who was the widow of a man 
who had been Superintendent of Schools in a North Dakota city.  
Gradually, we recognized one another as being neighbors through our interactions in the building. I was interested in 
learning more about these neighbors so invited them for a potluck meal in my apartment. And it was an interesting 
feast! Shirley brought her soul food, Nanak brought his Indian food, Olive baked for us, and I being from Wisconsin added 
meat, potatoes, and gravy!  
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Over the years, we repeated the potlucks periodically, and they grew as more people were added. Nanak found other Sikh 
and Hindu friends at the Student Union—his apartment became the gathering place for many—and I added new friends.  
I learned about arranged marriages in India as friends went home to marry and returned with wives dressed in beautiful 
saris. I was always amazed at the women who came to a new country having known their spouse for such a short time 
period—usually about 30 days—though the marriages were often arranged by family members who knew each other.  As 
they said, “We learn to love each other.”  
I also learned that we had differing values in some areas. Nanak, the name of one of the Sikh Gods, maintained many of the 
Sikh values, being the only person we knew in this city with a turban and full beard. Other Sikh men cut their hair and 
shaved their beards. Nanak was used to walking ahead of us women and seemed uncomfortable with women outside his 
apartment; I was uncomfortable with this situation in this city of mainly “white” people. Shirley lived her life in ways 
similar to mine with similar clothing, food, cleaning materials, furniture, and religion. However, over the years I found that 
Shirley was less trusting of “white” people—often asking about “games people play.” This wording was unfamiliar to me 
until later, when, through interactions, I came to better understand. Communication is complex, often imperfect, and so 
important!  
Here are some other memories that last:  
—Learning new foods and ways of cooking;  
—Nanak had lived in a small village in northern India and shared a bedroom in their home with his     grandfather. His 
aunt, on her way to Temple at 4:00 am, would knock on the window of their bedroom so he could get up to study;  
—Nanak showing me the Sikh “holy book”—similar in values with the Bible but without Jesus;  
—Nanak knowing three languages: the language of their village, the State, and English;  
—Nanak’s desire to be of help to students any time of the day or night;  
—Nanak’s comment about his students: “They all look alike with their white skin, blond hair, and  blue    eyes”;  
—Nanak receiving the “Teacher of the Year” award in this University of 10,000 students;  
—Learning about turbans—varying colors, long length of material, the care of;  
—Learning about rolling full beards under the chin for “neater” appearance;  
—Nanak eating with his fingers, using pita bread as tool for gathering food when eating at home;  
—Nanak and friends—both Hindu and Sikh—in his apartment without apparent physical conflict on the day that Indira 
Gandhi, a woman Hindu leader, was killed by a Sikh man—though these religions have a history of conflict. 
And so, over six years we lived and learned from each other—behind the dumpster in our little corner of the world. This 
experience was very humbling as I realized the differences in growing up in different areas of the world, and it helped me 
be more grateful for what I have received. It has added much richness to my life and I am thankful for it.  
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 
             TELL YOUR STORY IN WRITING 
Or interview someone and write up that story. 
Send it to dgorrell@stcloudstate.edu, or use the 
box outside Epoch W221, or come to the next 
Writers Club, Monday February 17, 3:00 pm, at 

Epoch lounge, 2nd floor, southwest end. 
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Paczki Order Form 
 
Drop order form off, with your check made payable to Forest 
Ridge, at the Front Desk.  Order forms taken from February 3 – 
20th; Delivery is Fat Tuesday, February 25th from 9am -11am in 
the Founders Lobby. 
 
 

Quantity  
 
____________                  Raspberry 
 
_______________            Prune 
 
_______________            Plain 
 

Total:__________X $ 2.50 ?=   $__________ 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


