Saturnalia 2006-7

Friends, etc:  

I haven’t done a Yearly Letter in a number of years now.  The reason was “time.”  I keep busy enough that it is harder for me to try each year.  The main problem was the number of people I was sending it to; over a hundred and fifty the last year or two that I sent one.  

The letter itself isn’t much of a hassle these days because my Internet Service Provider (ISP) has given me quite a bit of “free time” over the last week or so.  Apparently, I must have been some kind of “bad.”  Anyway, Yahoo (the ISP in question) has blocked my “Compose” and “Lists” functions so that I cannot send e-mails except replies and forwards; and, I have to enter each respondent separately.  One of my lists has over fifty people on it and another has about thirty.  

It has greatly impaired my hell raising ability!    

So! A few years catch-up:  
The last I left you I was working at Triangle, President of our neighborhood association, teaching “Read and Feed” with Margaret at Matty Joe’s, and had attended Southeast Michigan Council of Governments (SEMCOG) visioning sessions for rapid transit for Detroit.  Oh, yes! I was still attending BWMT national conventions back then. 
Our neighborhood group had built a playground in a bad spot on the theory that we needed to clean up that corner anyway.

New Center North Neighbors (a twenty-seven block enclave between New Center Commons and Boston Edison) took five years to clean up the drug house next to the playground.  Problem solved?  Nope!  Instead of one drug house a block and a quarter away we now “had” six to eight spread over two blocks.  The “had” part refers to a beautiful house across the street that was fire-bombed a couple of weeks ago.  The owners—who had fixed it up wonderfully from the proceeds of the late husband’s business—had spent the month before moving and selling furniture.  I suspect that they either hoped for insurance money or had mortgaged it in time for the big move.  I do not know if the Mayor is on the take.  I am pretty sure the cops are!  The insanity of it is that our neighborhood and another a few blocks north of us are the only two that are a mess between the Detroit River and Highland Park.  If the city concentrated some resources to clean up those two neighborhoods they would cut the city into two parts and then could start cleaning up neighborhoods one at a time on either side of our central corridor.  Too many politicians are too greedy to do something like that.  The rest seem to be too dumb!  Of course, there are always a very few actually honest/intelligent politicians whom the earlier groups view as fun to play with.  My personal bet is that the Mayor can’t win now that Jackie Curry is gone.  I believe that her “thousands” of votes were all he needed to win.  I got a kick out of it the last time he ran and “won(?)”:  He said it was “the Youth Vote” that saved him.  Everyone knows that the “youth” don’t vote in off year elections.  And, little old ladies and men who are tired of street lights being off and sewers being blocked are notorious for voting.  My favorite was an elderly lady who got up off her death bed to vote!  She was tough enough to singe the sin off the soul of any man that was stupid enough to cross her.    

I still go to Triangle on Mondays to do dishes left from the weekend.  I am usually late enough that Henry has already done those so he can have space to cook.  And, these days the kitchen is torn up while they remodel it so I am getting a vacation.  

Margaret is long gone!  Thus, so is Read and Feed!  The results of that experiment:  One little monster is “a gentleman” these days!  He was so bad one day that I asked Margaret to take over the other kids while I took him home.  He was fine until we got onto Hazelwood.  Then, he began to twist and turn his arm to get loose.  Finally, he said, “You’re going to break my arm!”  I said, “I’m not going to break your arm.  You are!  All I am doing is holding it!”  He was gentle as a lamb as we continued down the block to his house.   

His oldest sister was “always bored”!  She once showed me a paper she had written on the problems her mother had raising her and her siblings.  It turned out later that the mother had helped her write it.  That is one of the reasons I admire the mother.  One of the others is that when the state presented her with lemons in the form of withdrawal of welfare she made lemonade with it in the form of getting a job and sticking at it.  
The younger sister had a problem with reading.  She was nervous!  I could sense that she was afraid of making a mistake.  So! I committed the mortal sin of teaching!  I put my hand on her shoulder to help gently calm her.  And, instead of haranguing her with, “You made a mistake!” I let her make her mistakes!  And, she did exactly what I expected her to do:  She corrected her own mistakes!  Today, she is a poised young lady!  She was on TV the other day with regard to an incident at her school.  She presented herself very well.  

I started sending the family a subscription to the National Geographic.  I have kept it up until this year.  This year I am dropping the NG for both myself and for their family.  The reason is simple:  The National Geographic ran an atrocious article on President Hugo Chavez and Venezuela.  It was as bad an example of Yellow Journalism as I have ever personally seen.  Instead, I will be sending them “The Michigan Citizen” which I consider the only newspaper in Detroit worth reading.  Even the old “alternative” “Metro Times” is straining to become mainstream to the point of being a third rate version of the actual mainstream.  

Another family had some kids who would run over to our house on summer mornings—still in their pajamas—to get their two cookies for the day.  One sister was the most beautiful child I have ever seen.  She had a good deal of trouble learning to read.  So, I had her reading over and over her favorite book about a Koala Bear and its mother.  She finally got to the point where she was able to go to her mother one day bursting with pride told her mother that she wanted to read her book to her mother.  The child was killed by a drunk driver one night as she rode her bike.  At her funeral her mother had her other children gather around her as she played a guitar and they all sang.  

Another of the families is Muslim.  Teaching the kids to respect each others religions was a privilege.  Watching all of the kids grow has been a pleasure.  One day a group of kids were on the other side of a wooden slat fence while I was working.  I heard one ask another:  “Who is on the other side of the fence?”  I got a kick out of the reply:  “It’s the cookie man!”  

On Mayor’s Clean Up Day we have teams of kids cleaning the alleys on our block.  Then, it is off to a big house in Boston Edison for a picnic across from Voight Park.  

A year and a half ago I went to Pittsburgh for a BWMT Convention.  Since they were close I spent a little over a week in Alliance, Ohio and three days in Union Town, Pennsylvania checking out my mother’s family history.  It was fascinating.  

I took quite a few pictures and checked out all of the sites of family farms around Alliance.  I went on Ameritech’s Smart Pages and looked up mother’s maiden name.  I found four hits.  The one that answered my letter turned out to be a fifth cousin.  His great-great grandfather and mine were brothers.  We pooled our information so that now I have quite a bit.   I will be scanning it and e-mailing the material and the pictures of the present day sites to the family when I get a chance.  
The cousin lives kitty corner to the school house on the plat I had.  It is a Mennonite church now.  And, it is about a hundred yards down the road from where the Fairmount Friends Meeting House stood.  The building is gone, but the cemetery is still there.  Somewhere amongst the papers (if my recollection is right) Gramps had written that the people in Alliance called it “Hell on the Hill.”  I went looking for Hell on the Hill and I found it!  Standing where the meeting house had stood I looked across the road at countryside that would have looked the same then.  

The Meeting had changed its name from Fairmount Friends Meeting to Fairmount Friends Progressive Meeting.  My cousin Carolyn says that our ancestors were Hicksite Quakers.  Apparently Mr. Hicks taught that divinity resides within people.  It sounds pretty Agnostic to me.  And, that is what most claimed that Grandpa was.  For that matter, I often spend the time that we recite the Creed on Sundays wondering what I actually do believe about Christ and God.  I am reminded of a comment made by Bishop James Pike as told by Norman Pittenger about the Creed:  “I’ll sing it, but I won’t sign it!”  

Whatever their “doctrine” the Alliance ancestors were certainly practicing their faith:  There were two extended families that made up the meeting with a smattering of nuclear families.  My third great grandfather was a member of the Board of Directors of the “Western” (i.e. Ohio) Abolitionist Society.  His son married the daughter of the patriarch of the other extended family.  Her father ran an Underground Railroad Station.  And, the son wrote long (probably boring) open letters debating the Gold standard versus the Paperback.  The son was “for the gold!”  

I consider me a genetic result of them!  

LOOKING BACKWARD IN 2006: 
Last January I attended the World Social Forum in Caracas, Venezuela.  I went because I wanted to see what all of the fuss was about Hugo Chavez.  

What I found was wondrous!  I traveled with was Global Exchange.  The focus of the group that I was part of was the social programs that the Chavez government has instituted in Venezuela.  

There were a half dozen or more medical facilities on our agenda:  
The first was a hospital/clinic that was part of a complex that was built between four barrios (about four hundred thousand combined populations) above Caracas.  It was on land that had belonged to the national oil company.  Along with the hospital there was a small information building manned by handicapped people, a supermarket that was subsidized (prices are about half of what they are in the city) which can be used by anyone.  The catch is that they have to be willing to go into the barrio to get to it.  There were two factories (shoes in one and clothes in the other) and down a hill side behind the later was a garden where senior citizens produced fruits and vegetables for sale.  All of this was arranged around a sports/entertainment/meeting complex with covered seating rising on one side.  

There were two medical schools.  The first was a college in Caracas.  The second was part of a clinic in one of the western states.  That one had a dental clinic attached.  We also visited a second dental facility that was part of a complex in the western state (Lara) which included an enclosed meeting/entertainment building at its center, a radio station and TV station run by kids, a computer building for teaching the kids.  And, an intake building along with a second building at which neighborhood associations were registered and coordinated.  

After finishing their schooling in Venezuela itself the students are sent to Cuba for more advanced training.  Eventually, they will be replacing the Cuban doctors.  It should be understood that Venezuela has a surplus of its own doctors.  The problem is that they are descendants of Europeans and unwilling to go into the barrios out of fear and/or prejudice.  The barrios never had a doctor!
My favorite was visiting a clinic in a barrio which was staffed by a Cuban doctor.  Before seeing the clinic we spent a couple of hours visiting with the members of the committee that runs the clinic.  They are all residents of the barrio.  Before they were able to get their doctor the committee had to get the building and do all of the ground work setting up the clinic.  The clinic itself consisted of two small rooms and central room that was about double the size of the others.  The outer room had chairs and a TV set on a shelf above for people waiting to be served.  The central room was the clinic proper.  All of the medicines and medical equipment came from Cuba as part of the “Oil for Doctors” program that Chavez and Castro had put together.  The small room at the back had a large table that was used for minor operations.  Any major health problems were transferred to a hospital.  What actually stunned me was that the committee that set up and runs the hospital takes turns staying up all night in order to keep “their clinic” open 24-7.  They take care of minor problems.  In the event of a more serious problem they wake the doctor.    

After touring the clinic and the barrio’s school we returned to the home of the Chairperson of the Hospital Committee for supper followed by an hour-long discussion with a second committee dedicated to neighborhood concerns.  I got to ask the last question:  What is the one problem your committee has not been able to solve.  The answer was “Rubbish!”  I could understand that.  One of the jobs I had in our own neighborhood organization was sending letters to people who put their trash out before bulk pick up day.  The first time I did it there were thirty piles in the twenty-seven blocks.   

Education:  Besides the medical training facilities we visited the entire spectrum of schools.  One was a high school (with a grade school attached) that had been in use before Chavez took over.  I asked our teacher/guide how many students the school had.  As I recall the answer was about eighteen hundred.  I asked how many students it had before Chavez.  The answer was four hundred.  I was surprised to find a mother with a baby in one class.  Seated next to the mother was her own mother.  

One of the techniques Chavez has used to turn the literacy rate from one of the lowest in Latin America to a 100% literacy rate is teaching grandparents to read so that they can teach their grandchildren.  

There was also a school dedicated to people who had not finished school previously.  It was a wonder to behold the spirit of the students.  They had prepared us “pasties like” pouches made of cornmeal and filled with meat.  We were able to eat while they put on a program explaining their school followed by entertainment.  Several of the young ladies did gyrations that would have given the nuns at Saint Al’s heart attacks.  One of them pulled this old fool out onto the dance floor.  

I am not as adept as I was in high school!  The other kids used to form circles around my dance partners and myself.  Sr. Mercita would look at me with an expression that said that she wasn’t sure whether or not it was bad enough to stop.  Indeed, I was kicked off a dance floor in Washington, D C during our senior class trip for doing the Chicken before it was even called “Funky”.  

The town of Sonare in Lara state even had a “store front” building for “hippie” youngsters to use for meetings and social/political action.  It was (and, in my opinion “is”) considered to be a part of the education process.     

Venezuelan law guarantees education through college!  

Our trip to Lara state was to visit a farm where citizens from the barrios around Caracas are trained in farming.  Cuban Agronomists helped design and set up the farm.  Local farmers are hired on a part time basis to help train the “students.”  

Venezuela is a fertile country.  It should be able to feed itself.  However, when the Spanish took over they “claimed” almost all of the best land.  Today, Venezuela has to import approximately seventy percent of its food.  Chavez is determined to correct that problem.  First, he used state land.  He also made it clear that land that was being kept fallow for speculation would be expropriated at the going rate.  As long as land was being used productively he would not do so.  But, he said that Venezuela could not afford to have a lot of fallow land.  

The farm we visited had another surprise for me.  The method being taught was Organic Farming.  There were three large buildings devoted almost entirely to composting.  And, there was a fourth building for worm culture.  A tractor with a large scoop in front was delivering compost to a field where “students” were planting potatoes.  The farm was high on a mountain side and there were coffee plants, and coffee beans spread out to dry.  Before we left we were able to taste some of the best yogurt I have ever had.    
Most Venezuelans lived in the rural areas until the Oil boom of the 1970’s!  Many moved to the hillsides above Caracas at that time in hopes of benefiting from the boom.  The elite who “owned” Venezuela at that time used minimal handouts as a method to keep the Afro-Indigenous population under control.  When oil prices went too low (Venezuelan oil is difficult to get to so that it requires a price of at least $30 a barrel to make it profitable) the bottom dropped out of the welfare system.  As consequence the people in the barrios could not get work in the city and did not have the resources to return to the rural areas.  

The “student” farmers are not “just given” a farm.  They have to do all of the work setting it up.  A person who wants a farm has to join together with a hundred other people (families) who want a farm.  They are given land to build on and materials to do the building.  Only after everything is in place are they given start up money.  

The same method is used for people who want a house.  Land, materials, and then money for start up once the roads, other infrastructure, and houses are in place for a community of twenty families.  

Participatory Democracy:  

In my opinion Venezuela’s democracy is superior to ours!

Here we have corrupt political parties either doing or allowing fraudulent elections.  And, I include attacks on the Black, Latino, Polynesian, and Native American citizens’ ability to vote as part of that fraud.  We even have corporations that “own” the machines that produce and count the votes without the individual being allowed to know what is happening inside those machines.  

Indeed, we go to war with nations so that we can impose our corrupt system of what we call “Democracy” on those nations.  We even have “Foundations” (a fig leaf name to imply “Private”) that are funded by our government in order to influence countries to try to impose “our kind of Democracy”) in still more countries.  We invaded Haiti with an army of hooligans we trained and armed because we did not like the guy Haiti had chosen as its President.  We supported a Coup in Venezuela that failed because the poor came down from the barrios to support “their President.”  And, we backed a strike designed to cripple the oil production that Venezuela depends on.  In Chile we supported a Coup that murdered its President!  The only reason we did not kill Aristide and/or Chavez is that after Allende was murdered the governments of Latin America said that they will not recognize a government in which the President is killed.   

The United States tries to claim that Venezuela is “Undemocratic” because “our guys” don’t win!  That is silly nonsense!  The reason the so-called “our guys” don’t win in Venezuela is that there are more poor and “colored” people than there are rich and/or “white” people in Venezuela.  And, those poor and “colored” people are both encouraged and allowed to vote in Venezuela in contrast to here where impediments are placed in the way of poor and “colored” citizens in order to keep them from voting in order to control the United States and its economy.  

Venezuelans are required to “participate” if they want anything from their government!  They have to form working committees for any programs they have.  And, they have to do the actual work required on the same pattern as Habitat for Humanity.  We call it “sweat equity”!  They call it “Participatory Democracy”!  I call both versions “good”!   

THE EPISCOPALS!:  


Some of you may not know that I had “resigned” from Matty Joe’s a few years ago.  They had held a parish discussion after breakfast and between Masses (I had pushed for such for years) about “The Breakfast Program.”  The discussion lasted a half hour.  Every gripe about the “Street People” that anyone can imagine.  The following Wednesday the Vestry voted to stop the program.  

I sent my letter of “resignation”!  Then, I sent a second letter to all of the parishioners explaining that they did not have an obligation to go out onto the streets to drag in Street People, but that once they were there it was wrong to kick them out.  As I phrased it:  Jesus said, “It will be worse for Matty Joe’s than it was for Sodom.”   

Earlier this year one of the members mentioned that the parish had a discussion group going.  So, I joined the discussion group.  That was all I had really asked for and wanted to begin with.  Besides, some subversive parishioners had been paying for breakfasts for some of the poor folk all along.  Indeed, Margaret kept sending money from California to “buy breakfasts.”  And, along came a priest that reinstated the “Breakfast Program.”  

In order to understand the “Breakfast Program” you need to go back to when the merger took place between St. Matthew’s and St. Joseph’s parishes.  St. Matthew’s had been having Sunday breakfast since at least 1929.  Old Mr. Dunning had told me that he had had breakfast at St. Matthew’s every Sunday since then.  I suspect that it was started to make sure the parishioners had at least one good meal a week during the Depression.  At the time of the merger the combined Vestry decided to invite the clients from the AFC homes in the neighborhood to come to Mass and join us for Breakfast.  When Father Walker and Deacon Bob Christman went to the AFC homes to invite them, the owners and managers told them that more food was the one thing that the patients didn’t need.  They explained that the patients tended to be overweight already, and that coffee could interfere with their medication.  The parish went ahead with the Program because it was felt that the AFC clients needed the Fellowship that would take place.  

Such went along well for ten or fifteen years until one of the AFC clients met a Street Person one day and said, “Come to Matty Joe’s on Sunday!  They have free food!”  Free food is the clarion call of the Homeless World.  They came!  They saw!  They ate!  And, most of the AFC clients switched to the 11 O’clock Mass with its Coffee Hour because they didn’t want to be bothered by the riff-raff from the streets.  

In the meantime, I decided to take a one sheet two-sided paper to Columbus, Ohio for the Episcopal General Convention.  When I got there I discovered that the Convention Hall had two large hotels attached.  The bishops didn’t have to go outside where I could hand them copies.  Bishop Walker suggested that I try “inside.”  Once inside I was stopped by throngs of volunteers who each explained that such was “against fire regulations” and that I could put a few copies on the literature table.  

Once I was back outside Bishop Walker came out to show his empathy for me.  I told him, “Don’t worry!  I’ll mail it to them!”  

The paper explained the versions of homosexual displayed by Paul, Mark, and John!  Paul confessed to “carnal acts” that he “did not understand.”  Everyone understands heterosexual acts, thus I reasoned that Paul was confessing to homosexual acts.  Mark was very closeted (Gnostic) but performed homosexual “marriage(?)” rites as explained by Morton Smith in “The Secret Gospel of Mark.”  And, John used the symbol of the “Tree of Life” (a phallic symbol) to indicate approval of homosexual genital acts.  

What I was doing was explaining the good bishops to themselves:  As I have often worded it, “Entrance to a seminary is a homosexual act in and of itself.”  Before anybody becomes upset:  I was not saying that  seminarians—and/or priests—all practice homosexual genital actions.  What I was saying was that it is the homosexual side of their nature that leads them to choose the religious life.  For practical purposes they are like hairdressers or Interior Decorators.  The only real difference is that they “decorate” the minds and souls or their parishioners.  

When I got home I added another one sheet two-sided paper that explained that it might be OK for politicians and businessmen to hold conventions in such protected “cocoons”, but that it did not look good for bishops to so hide from their flocks.  

Before I was able to mail it the Archbishop of Canterbury released his recommendation suggesting that the Episcopal Church should be given second class status for Ordaining a Gay Bishop:  I added a third sheet two sided reply to him which ended by asking whether or not the Episcopal Church should send missionaries to England to “convert” their seminarians and liberal clergy.  

I added a personal note to the Archbishop on a sheet of typing paper with one of my cartoons at the top:  It showed a group of doctors surrounding an operating table with someone laying on it.  One of the doctors was saying, “Just start cutting and see what happens!”  

I received a note from the new Presiding Bishop thanking me for her copy and accepting my offer to send her a copy of another paper I had written that seemed to have helped the Bishops at the time of the Indianapolis Convention.    

I also received a thank you from the new President of the House of Deputies for her copy.  She and I have been friends for some years now.  

One bishop sent me a thank you note addressed to “The Reverend John Kavanaugh.”  Another bishop sent me a note addressed to “The Almost Reverend John Kavanaugh.”  He knew me better than the first gentleman!    The second gentleman and his wife had once asked me which parish I was attending after leaving Matty Joe’s.  I told them I wasn’t!  I had thought about it!  But, I loved Matty Joe’s and wanted them to start talking so I could go home!  I am as happy as a puppy getting its tummy rubbed!     
       

LOOKING FORWARD TO 2007:   
I do not expect anyone to listen to a “probable Commie” like me!  But, I do think we should quit picking on Venezuela and Chavez!  

So, I’ve paid the way for five Roman Catholic Bishops and a photographer to go to Venezuela to see for themselves.  I hope that they agree with my assessment of the situation there and that they come back and say so in order to help stop our attacks on that people and “their nation.”  But, I do not insist that they do that.  I did not give the money to get my way.  I gave it to get their honest opinion.  

I am not rich!  I was a factory worker earning hourly wages.  However, I did save some money.  I invested those savings and Bill Clinton provided a long enough period in the 90’s so that I have a reasonable nest egg now.  I tend to be somewhat stingy with myself.  So, that has given me the ability to do a bit of “mini philanthropy” these days.  

A second trip I intend to finance will be to take ten to twelve people to Boston in order to compare their Light Rail and Bus Rapid Transit systems.  If we have time I would also like to check out their new Electric Rapid Transit system.  LR costs ten times as much as BRT!  Detroit could cover the entire metropolitan area for the same amount as it would cost to build two LR lines.  

I asked one gentleman who worked on the BRT issue what the difference in time would be for BRT versus LR.  His answer was “About six minutes!”  Six minutes is not worth twenty billion for LR as opposed to the two billion BRT would cost.       

Instead of taking “high falutin” folk I intend to take some of the leaders of organizations (Michigan Welfare Rights Organization and neighborhood associations such as Warren Conner or Brightmore) along with a couple of City Council members who I consider “people oriented”.  I also would like to include someone from the Program Director’s office of SEMCOG because they are the ones that conducted the visioning process that led me to convert from an LR person to a BRT fanatic.  I want to have one of our most effective people (MWRO’s Maureen Taylor) contact counterparts in Boston to meet with us.  I will try to arrange to have someone from the BRT line (The Silver Line) in Boston also join the discussion.  

And, when we get back to Detroit I want to try to import the main staff person from the Democrat (either Chair or Ranking Member) of the Senate Committee that deals with funding issues for experimental rapid transit projects.  I will either rent or arrange for the space and open the meeting to the general public.  In particular, I will be inviting everyone who deals with transit issues.  I will ask that the first part of the meeting be devoted to BRT (and, maybe, ERT) because they are the least understood systems.  I will suggest a brief comparison with LR.  Finally, I would want to open the floor for questions with, perhaps, a few people with technical knowledge able to be given the opportunity to participate in the answering process.  

A MODEST GIFT:  

Finally, as a simpler form of “mini philanthropy” I have bought some structures to be placed on the playground for toddlers so that a mother doesn’t have to hold her smallest child while she watches the older ones play on the swings and slide.  One of the toys is a geodesic dome monkey bars on a tot scale.  The other has a smaller slide with a box like structure to either sit on or crawl through.  Finally, there is a play “house” that they can go into and look out the window.  

Come next spring I plan to have a two foot fence put in to contain the “tot lot” and its “inmates” so that the mother can relax for a few minutes.  

“ODDS(?)” AND ENDS:

Indeed! Next spring should be a full schedule for me:  That is when I hope to do the Boston trip!  

Spring at our house is beautiful.  Years of planting bulbs, plants, and ornamental trees have resulted in a beautiful yard that culminates when the Catalpa bursts into a mountain of blooms.  Summer is relatively tame by comparison, and Fall is better in front than in back.  Mike’s Smoker dominates a patio at the back of the property and its products provide our holiday meats.    

Right now the house is moderately tastefully decorated.  I did not have the energy to do as much as last year.  Besides the tree, a splash of color in the foyer, and an abbreviated porch treatment we haven’t gone anywhere near crazy.  Last year the place looked like a Victorian Department Store with garlands of greens, cranberry colored beads, and bows covering most of the woodwork including the “East Window” on the stairwell and the banisters as well.  

I’ve published “Welcome to the Gay Age” since I last “wrote with” you.  I contend that it was the best book written in the last century (perhaps Millennium) and may end up the best published in this century (etc.).  I call it “beyond brilliant!”  That is not because I am a snob.  Indeed, I am a slow person!  What I mean is that a genius could not have written the book because they cannot slow their brain down enough to pick their way through all of the details the work required.  It took me forty years of study to sort through all of the arguments and facts to the point where I could build a case.  

Aquinas and his “Summa” are the only equivalent I can think of.  I chose his “Thomas” as my Confirmation name.  I also relate to his nickname when he was a kid; we were both “dumb Ox’s”.  Nit picking through arguments was his style.  In my case, I may have forgotten what I had for breakfast, but I can remember esoteric Theological arguments from the Middle Ages.  
The original version of the “Gay Age” was forty-some pages.  At that time Margaret wanted to know if I could get it down to four pages.  

[Margaret is a good friend who took Gay Lib into her home when we were kicked out of old St. Joe’s.  She has since lived in California and now lives near Seattle.  She recently sent me a picture of her and her new boyfriend.  He is 82.  She is a mere child of near eighty.  She also happens to be the daughter of Walter Bergman.]

I answered:  “Margaret, I have rewritten history, philosophy, the Constitution, and God!  And, you want me to get it down to four pages?”   

I’ve done a second book (it only took a week or so) called “Cain Today”.  I want to get it released on the Internet—preferably overseas—so that if they get me they don’t “get the book.”  Yes! It is that Bad (meaning “Good”)!   
Mike is working on an MBA!  He graduated Magna Cum Laude last July.  He also works full time as a guard at Ryan Road Prison here in Detroit.  He is hoping that the prisons open up teaching facilities in their kitchens again and that he can get a job training prisoners for jobs in restaurants.  In fact, he would like to open his own Soup and Sandwich Shop some day and hire prisoners he had trained himself.     

Mike and I are really good friends!
  We are considerate of each other.  We do our best to not wake one another.  We share tasks in the house without arguments. And we split expenses evenly.  

Me?:  I will have been busily retired for fourteen years come February 1st!  I turned 54 at the end of that month.  I’ve enjoyed every minute of it.    

We are down to five cats!  Occasionally the four kittens’ mother is allowed to visit for some food despite her snarling at her “dear ones” lest they start biting on her again.  I think that the only reason Minnie has adopted them is that I did not let them near her food for a month or so.  Between picking them up by the scruff of their necks and depositing them on the floor, and using my arm to guard her table, she got the idea that they weren’t a threat.  Today, they sleep in either the box of hay under the table on the back porch surrounded by a plaster board back, boxes, Plexiglas, and a heavy rug to block the wind, or in the cardboard box of hay outside the kitchen window to get the heat from the house.  Cats are incredibly sensitive to temperature.  They add up to a multicolored pile of fur sharing warmth!
One is a bright orange so I call her Scarlet O’Cat.  The mother, obviously, thus became Hattie McCat.  Her runt sister is a funny bundle of fur with a little crooked tail.  I named her Butterfly McCat.  The black and white brother became Rhett Cat.  Finally, the all black cat with a touch of white on his neck was named by Mike.  He called it “Herman” after an AFC patient who occasionally comes for coffee or ice water from me;  and, for a dollar from Mike on Mondays.  

We caught and released (in a woods) twelve or thirteen possums this year.  I am hoping that is the last of them.  But, we aren’t throwing out the cage.  

The pheasants that walk the ally (and, our yard once we start feeding the birds) and the squirrels are welcome.  I don’t even mind the pigeons that pick up the seeds from the feeders that the smaller birds drop.  And, it seems that more Cardinals show up each year.  

May you share our joy,     
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