Introduction

Initially, this book was titled Grandfather Used to Say.  Chapter 2 is filled with Grandfather’s sayings, and much of the book hinges around that chapter and what other wise elders used to say.  Embedded within those wise sayings is the belief that Every Town Needs a Castle.
Final work on this book is taking place in 2010, as the world peers at bushwhacked economies that has billions peering into a looming cyclone of recessions or depressions.  People are cost consciously seeking to build and care for their homes and communities, get along with others, have old-fashioned fun, and even recycle.  All old stuff to Rubelian Pharmers. 

Consequently, methinks that for those who read between the lines herein, this is a timely book, for:

Michael’s grandfatherly upbringing would often lead him to say, 

“This is how people live when everything goes wrong.”

And sur’nuff, lots seems to have gone wrong out in the real world that surrounds the gated, well-fortified, and moated Castle of Rubelia.  Yet, inside that Rubelian gated citadel an exemplary community developed that got along with everyone, lots of old fashioned phun was had, and our recycling rate was like 98.28%.

Michael would also often say, 

“Of course, there’s something wrong with me.”

But fer’certin it wasn’t Michael’s lifestyle, spending habits, or philosophy that today has so many outside the Rubelian Pharmland planting gardens of tearful onions and vision enhancing carrots, for fear they may soon be picking grapes of wrath.

For those who: 

· Fiddled at the Pharm a lot,  

· Enjoyed working on the Castle a bit, or 

· Undertook Quixotic Rubelian ventures sometimes, 

MCR would, with a smile and puff of his pipe, echo Grandfather with, 

“There must be something wrong with him.”

Michael’s memories were filled with deeds by old timers and characters who: 

· Worked hard, 

· Fixed mechanical, electrical, physical, and radio things,

· Recycled by nature, 

· Relied on inventiveness to “Make do” through recessions, depressions, and wars, amidst an abundant, and once resource rich America and California – where yanks made things that worked simply, long, and well for themselves and others.

· Found time for friends, and

· Had little time for twits or twittering through or about the nonessentials in life.  

These points might be reasons enough to give this book to someone you’d prefer not twitter through life.  On the other hand, you might not want to read this book for it may tilt you, or those you give it to, toward “different.”  And if you become “too different,” people will say, “Something’s something wrong with…” and then, where oh’ where will you fit in?
Yes, Michael’s upbringing made him different.  It attracted people to him.  Perhaps, by extension, those who hung with Michael were strange, too engaged, or became estranged.  Nonetheless, led by a different man, the strange, engaged, and estranged stone-buggied hundreds of tons of rocks, cement, and junk into a Castle far from Europe’s 16th century Renaissance. 

Michael gave many of us pharmers, and may give you, a glimpse of how the experiences, wit, and sayings of the old and wizened are not always wasted on the young.  
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For some of us lucky ones, many Pharm mornings would start with Breakfast with Michael.  Gargantuan portions of oatmeal and brown sugar or honey, with side slices of Pharm oranges and avocadoes would be followed by eggs, potatoes, meat, whatever vegetable was left over from previous meals, and toast (usually with way too much butter).  In the winter months, the stuff was boiled and fried on one of the many cast iron skillets over the wood burning stove by the big guy in flannel shirt and blue denim overalls.

When heaping portions were distributed to all in attendance, Michael would then sit to eat – and finish before the rest of us.  Before, after, and during his cooking sojourns, we all loved soaking in Michael’s stories with his sumptuous food.  

Then, long before Mortensen (Three Cups of Tea), Michael would push more than three gargantuan cups of kettled tea to all.  Filled with loose tealeaves, honey, and milk -- Chai, in the sweetest sense, was pushed on all of us.  Chatting would ensue, punctuated with good humor and its guffaws, laughter, smiles, and talk of pursued projects or the pursued, undertaken on Pharm land and/or in the world outside.  It’s the kind of tea drinking that Mortensen learned long after MCR that builds peace and understanding everywhere. 

During one of these now much-missed breakfasts, I first discovered the black notebook filled with Michael’s recollected scribbled sayings.  During the tea drinking portions of breakfast, often when Michael was trying to stoke up his pipe during a conversational interchange, Michael would remember something that “Grandfather used to say,”  or the GUTS of stuff that directed Michael’s life.
Michael would often add the GUTS of his grandfather’s life to his stories or conversation, and then ask one of us to pass him that black notebook, into which he’d bend his left arm and record grandfather’s words for posterity, his own memory, and to build that little book, Grandfather Used to Say, which was the initial title to this book.

This is not a traditional book.  Hopefully, you will figure out how to read and enjoy its visuals.  Hopefully, some of you will capture the spirit of a nontraditional man and the unorthodox projects that gravitated from and revolved around him.  

The world needs more straightforward, sensible, revolutionary Michaels.  It needs more people to live and spin the stories he spun.

After the glendoran magazine ran one of my Pharm stories, Michael summed up why there are a number of pictures scattered throughout this book.

Dear Dwayne,





September 15, 1992    

We really like your story…  With pictures to help the reader comprehend these things is essential, we think.  It is totally incomprehensible to the reader without some graphics, and even then?

…Keep up the wonderful work – you may prove certifiable soon with these tales from our past.  

[image: image2.jpg]


 MYK

As a pictorial starting point you, a reader, might want to keep this picture in mind.  From somewhere around this recycled Bottle House in the middle of this reservoir, a kid named Michael, a Castle of Junk, and many phunny buildings and people magically grew up.

“It is a perfect project.  It has everything against it.”

While growing up differently, Michael and some of the Pharmers moved around quite a bit.  Several of the Pharmers, and particularly Michael, also didn’t seem to consume the right books that would properly inculcate them into America’s Consumer Society.  While moving around in the world, Michael lived in many different environments.  Even in his 2.5-acre domain, he lived in many different environments.

In the 1960’s, Michael lived in one of the refrigerators in the Tim Palace, a.k.a. Packing House.  The wooden refrigerators had been used by Singer Sewing Machine and farm owner, Al Bourne, to cool his citrus.  By the 1970’s, as the Castle started rising from the one-time irrigation reservoir, one-time frog farm, one-time emptied but silt-bottomed reservoir turned plastic-sheeted cucumber garden, Michael moved into less comfortable quarters in the under construction, messy castle building area.  His new residence became known as the Troll’s House. 

The Troll’s House had a single bed, a 1930’s vintage gas range that always needed the kiss of a match to go into heat; an aged, chipped, beat-up sink; a 1940’s finicky-handled refrigerator; another of the Pharm’s typically wonderful four legged porcelain tubs; and a single guest chair.  Upon visiting, Michael used to refer to Thoreau, repeating something from Walden’s Pond about one chair being all a man needed to entertain true friends.  

Oh, yes, next to the chair and bed was the warmth source, a wood-burning stove.  

Why Michael choose to live in the Troll’s House probably had something to do with whatever it was he learned by living in the Bottle House during his early building-the-Pharm and escaping Mother Dorothy’s party phase. 

Whatever it was Michael learned made him make … 

· Me live in the Bottle House (BH) while building my rail road-tied house… 

· Some woefully selected others rough it in the 6’x8’ Bottle House with only one chair… 

· All of us BH residents stuff the tiny pot bellied stove each night to gain no more than a few hours of warmth... 

· All of us sleep on a lumped-beyond-comfort loft mattress squeezed under an intimately touching and sometimes heat crackling tin roof… 

“Living there will inspire you to get your house built quicker,” opined the King of Cemented Rocks, Creosoted Beams, Grandfatherisms, and Tortuous Logic.

Therein must have been a twisted mix of what Michael Clarke Rubel learned from his travels amidst Emerson, Thoreau, American Consumerism, and the world.

As Michael built the Castle higher and higher, he elevated himself to the second and third floors, and many more rooms, recycled chairs, and used furniture.  His kitchen got bigger and better, even adding a hand pumped source of sink water.  The stove got bigger and older.  It was, however, still romanced by a match, but it could also cook, both food and the room, by filling its ironed caverns with lots of wood.  
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Michael’s travels and grandfather had taught Michael how to keep the wood cooking portion of that old stove fueled, while recycling old world fuel.  At the foot of the staircase leading to his more upscale and upstairs Castle accommodations, Michael always had a huge stack of wood.  Metal buckets hung around the stack, awaiting ascension from a human’s touch.  And humans wanting to rise to the occasion were in abundance.  

So, Michael altered Thoreau’s rule and added four or five old chairs along with several crate stools to his back deck view.

The result?  It seemed that lots of Rubelia knowing American consumers wanted to climb the stairs to ruminate and cast their eyes upon the expanded Walden Pondish Castle of Salvaged Junk.  

In climbing those stairs, they would often hear the MCR Thoreau imposter saying, 

“Would you bring up a bucket of wood with you?”

As you will learn in reading Chapter 2, this sounded a lot like Grandfather saying,
“Put wood by the outhouse and carry a stick in.”
First, a little about Grandfather…

When Grandfather’s Colorado mining work hit a shaft of bad luck, he, instead of going west, went east.  He piled his family into the back of a friend’s new 1914 truck, paid his friend 2/3rds of what it cost to buy a gallon of gas today ($2.00), and got out near the Lamola River.  Friendly Vermonters helped keep inflation in check by offering his family an abandoned trailer, collecting and storing fire woods for the looming winter, and giving them some sickly pigs.

Grandfather’s Colorado’s mine-shafted luck was followed by Vermont’s flooded-out luck in 1915.  From page 842 of RDI (Rubel’s Diary, I believe), the results were described this way: 

“The Lamola River would rise with warm weather and then freeze again --- then flood and freeze with the ice backing onto itself in great layers tipped this way and that making the river appear like some small mountain range.  Hardwick’s townspeople were resolved, however, when an unusual warm spell created a flood making this river of mountainous ice rush down stream.  In its path, it carried away Hardwick’s pride.  Three bridges, numerous houses, a new gas station, and the one and only Cafe.

“Grandfather’s family survived to the spring with their little gypsy trailer, firewood, and a stout 300-pound pig, named Hungry Pig in good spirits.

“Grandfather said that living in that tiny trailer with no wheels was one of the happiest periods in his life.  The family pulled together in those cramped quarters and his wife kept them neat and spotless with a cheer that warmed his heart.”

That tranquility was bumped on a particularly cold Spring day when grandmother was in the woods collecting fire wood with a push cart, the kids were in school, and grandfather’s pride, Hungry Pig, became ill.  Before searching for a neighbor who might know what to do for Hungry Pig, grandfather used boards to push the pig into the warmer trailer and then corralled the pig with some chairs.

Upon returning from his search for the neighbor, grandfather joined a sobbing grandmother’s sitting in front of the trailer.  While he was away searching for pig health care, the sick pig revived and, “tore the whole place apart  --- shitting and pissing on everything and then up and died in the middle of the floor.”

Like so many hard working Americans of the early 20th century, the Deuels took the setback as a dueling opportunity.  After some discussion with his helpful neighbor, grandfather’s pork laden tragedy became a pork feeding opportunity.  

Grandfather, his helpful neighbor, and family quickly issued tight-lipped invitations to “friendly” neighbors.  In a nearby field, a slowly turned and well-hung, spitted Hungry Pig was eaten all day by a gathering of friends.  Much like, I reckon, our Rubelia’s pig-roastings were eaten around Glen Spear’s built railroad-tied circular pig pit (now torn down) near the gas pumps.  The Hungry Pig trailer disaster and ensuing celebratory feed led grandfather’s family: 

“Down the road to an old house that was available for $1.00 per month.  The roof needed work as well as everything else, however, with a lot of work it could be made livable.  Grandfather moved in with the promise that the dollar would he forthcoming when he got one.

And so those who had been at the feed and other family and neighbors chipped in to…

”Put the place in order.  The firewood that was up the road by the trailer was hauled with the pushcart down to the new place and the cardboard was layed thick to be placed in the window-holes.  The prize in this old place was the large kitchen stove, which Grandmother made shine and which brought the whole house alive. 

And grandmother’s “prize,” the large wood burning stove, probably looked a lot like the wood burners Michael had on the Pharm and in the Castle for the flavor, memories, and toastiness they added to all eating or sitting near.  

Not too many of us pharmers probably knew or thought much about the genesis of the slow eating, slow cooking, gummy building, and good talking that was so much a part of Rubelia.  Methinks, however, that the genesis of all this healthy phunny community building sprouted from grandmother’s warm genes that worked around   the “prize.”

Michael probably used some of his pipe puffing time to remember the “prize” his grandmother made shine.  Michael probably often imagined the warmth that came with friends and neighbors gathering for coffee, pig, and food amidst the warmth of a wood fired stove and pig pit, because he replicated such warmth in his Pharmer’s Castle.

“Neighbors began to stop by for coffee around the old stove and drop a penny in a can near the door as they left to help compensate.  Then Grandmother would sometimes serve something with the coffee and to the family’s delight at the end of the day find nickels and au occasional dime.  Gradually and imperceptibly, the old house became a social center with dinners and luncheons being served with the can near the door, where louder and louder noises would be heard as the coins got bigger and bigger, Grandfather explained that that old can became1the conscience of the area for everyone knew what you had for lunch or dinner and what the sound in the can should be to be right.  There was never a mention of how much should be charged per plate - - simply a sense among the patrons that kept things in line.”

As noted elsewhere in this book, Michael had an aversion for inspectors and for garnering too much public attention.  The aversion seemingly ran in the family tree.

“Problems were to follow, however, with the ever increasing popularity of the place.  Grandfather said it all started when they painted a big cardboard sign and hung it under the porch to keep it dry.  The sign read in big white letters, “THE HUNGRY PIG”

“Even in these early days of American History there were health inspectors.  Some like in Hardwick, Vermont, self-appointed and with no salary to speak of.  Their general compensation being free meals at any Cafe in their territory - - being that Cafe owners were not really sure as to what these inspectors really could do or not do.  

“The first order to be given with great solemnity and authority was that the back door had to be fixed to keep the baby pigs out of the house.  My Grandfather was amazed at how badly his wife took this.  She waited calmly until the inspector left and then flew into a rage.  She claimed that people were paying for their meals and giving the leftovers to the piglets on the floor with great joy and this in turn increased their profits.  How many times, she raged, have you seen a man holding a piece of meat to his mouth, looks into those begging eyes of the piglets and decided to lower his fork to the floor.  Food (would be) lost with the pigs left outside.  No one is going to go outback and share their paid for dinner.  An outrage that someone can walk into their house and tell them what to do.  She would quit cooking before she would put those beautiful little pigs out hack during lunch and dinner. ”

Aha, said I after reading this.  Here, I figured, was where MCR got his idea to train all pharmers and guests to put their plates of food on the floor for the bevy of politely waiting Pharm dogs, Yes, the Pharm dogs got the last lick at all lunches, dinners, parties, and even breakfasts, which sits perfectly with his contently smiling and crocheting  grandmother sitting on some heavenly cloud above. 

“Breakfast was out.  Pigs in the house early in the morning offended Grandmother.

“Grandfather was perplexed and confused.  They had such a good thing developing and now it may all end.  The things Grandmother said were serious and when she said she would not cook without pigs in the house, that was exactly what would happen.  She was mule headed and nothing would change her mind, no matter how wrong she was.” 

As this book hints, Michael was often “perplexed and confused.”  He believed his Castle was a “good thing developing” but always worried, “it may all end.”  He knew he needed an early warning system that went beyond radar, trip alarms, motion detectors, concertina wires, etc., which lined the Castle’s walls.  Michael built his early warning system with his network of people, who liked visiting and hanging around Michael’s “prize” and would warn him of attacks by the likes of inspectors.  A large part of Michael’s realization that he needed such a good alarm network came from grandfather’s stories that often ended up in his RDI (Rubelian Diary).

“Talking the problem over with the patrons, who feared the closing of the best place in the region, they set up a system whereby everyone in the township would help notify Grandfather as a pre-warning system to the arrival of the health inspector.  People took this task with a seriousness that startled Grandfather and his wife.

“Even the policeman would help out.  A code system was developed with car horns from neighbor to neighbor with periodic breaks of shotgun blasts or bells.  People were so excited over this new form of communication that there were town meetings over the possibility of adapting this system for the county volunteer fire department.  Grandfather stated that there was absolutely no way the inspector could get within two miles of his Cafe without him knowing.  That even with the one attempt by the inspector to hide in the trunk of a car to get to the Hungry Pig without detection, the warning sounded more vigorous than ever.  The inspector was furious and stamped in one day to announce that no Cafe in his territory would be allowed to operate with holes in the floor.

“A new floor was out of the question.  The Cafe was doing well, but not that well, and all their earning had been plowed back into dishes and sinks and a big hot water system and glass for the windows and countless other things necessary for a Cafe.

“My Mother came home from school and filled up one tiny hole with some chewing gum she was chewing.  Grandfather’s eyes lit up and exclaimed that he would simply put free chewing gum by the door and ask everyone to stick it in a hole when they left.  A little sign read, “Free Gum1 Chum.  Leave Gum When Done.”  The projects of the various groups amounted to great engineering feats.  The larger holes took the co-operation of many people to chew and pool their resources and slowly, over a period of weeks, fill in a hole.  Then1 those who had managed a particular fill would forever take credit for their hole.  Children began to come by leading the way to selling candy and pop from a table.  The house had to have a room added for dinning.  And when the winters came and the gum got cold --- dropping out of their holes, Grandfather was able to put in a new floor and add a room out back for the two dishwashers who once worked out of tin tubs amongst the trees.

“And our family became prosperous because Hungry Pig died in our trailer in 1916 or thereabouts.”

First Memories

By

Michael C. Rubel

One of my first memories was when I was five or six years old sitting in the principal's office on a hot afternoon listening to my mother explained to my teacher and principal that I was really all right.  My mother told them that the reason I talked funny was that the milkman was Italian;  Her late husband spoke German in the house and the cleaning lady spoke French.  Mother's best friend was from Hungary and all day long the boy (me) spent his time running about in the orchards where only Spanish was spoken.  The mailman stuttered badly and my best friend, Klaus, had not learned English yet since arriving from Germany.  The radio was always on some shortwave band with code beeping since my father was an avid "HAM" Radio operator.

My mother went on to explain that it was only after my father died that the boy (me) stopped going around beeping in Morse code.

I remember how they looked at me.  My mother began to talk in French with my teacher who had been to Paris and the principal yelled out the window to the grounds man with instructions in Spanish.

Mother forgot to mention that the trash men only spoke Armenian.

And they wondered why I played with ants all the time. 
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Golden Pecks

“When I was about ten years old, I used to go up to the Pecks to work for Papa Peck hauling rocks, for he was building his house.  In his kitchen, which was finished, he had, I think it was two quart jars of gold nuggets.  Filled to the top with gold nuggets.  And men would stop by once in awhile and ask him where would be the best place to pan for gold, or which canyon would be the most promising, and some of those kept staring at those bottles (Laughs).  And they’d say, ‘Where did you find those?’  

“And he said, ‘Well, I found them in Heaton Canyon near such and such a place.’

“Well, they’d be off like a shot.

“Well, one morning I got there and he sez, “Someone came last night and stole all our gold nuggets.”

“I said, ‘Oh my goodness...’ because there was no theft in those days and I was just, you know, devastated because I thought that was their life savings, you know.

“And he sez, ‘Would you come help me, we need to make more.’  (Laughs).

“And I said, ‘How do you make gold?’

“He said, ‘I’ll show ya.’

“I said, ‘Does anybody else know?  Because it’s so valuable.’  ” (Laughs)

“ ‘Well, let me show ya.’  ”

“So we got the big Bunsen burner, which I now have in the big machine shop.  And we heated up this big cast iron bowl and put this plumber’s lead in it.  You know, they used to use lead in drain systems.  Anyway, he put a bunch of this lead in there, and we melted it, and put a bucket of water next to it, and I took a big spoon and spooned the molten lead into the water, and it would explode almost, scattering.  And after we’d made a whole bunch of nuggets with the lead, he threw them out on a towel, dried ‘em, and then we put some gold paint, and spread ‘em around on it.  Let ‘em dry and then put them in the quart jars, filled the quart jars full of water, put the caps on, and put ‘em back on the shelves.”
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Michael saves the day

Michael started kindergarten and elementary school somewhere in the mid-40s.  Along about the time he was in the third or fourth grade, Michael was sent to Harding Military Academy.  With the postwar political climate and the Korean conflict on horizon, the cadets were receiving a lot of indoctrination as part of their education.

The lessons that most impressed Michael were the films about fighting off attacking invaders...

As a boyhood activity, Michael used to go off camping in the hills above Azusa Canyon.  He would take a shotgun, pistol, and fishing pole with him and stay up there for days and even weeks at a time, hunting for his food.  He ate a lot of squirrel and fish.

When he was about 12, Michael was on one of his camp outs.  He had been out for the better part of a week when one day while he was out looking for food, he looked up and saw parachutes coming out of the sky.

He knew that he was, in fact, witnessing an invasion.  With his "training and expertise" in antiwar intruder tactics he took it upon himself to go thwart these scoundrels.  With his shotgun and pistol locked and loaded, he went to the clearing where he saw the paratroopers landing.

As he came upon the soldiers, who by then were getting out of their harnesses, he loudly yelled with the best authority he could muster, "Stay right where you are!"

Imagine the surprise of these professional military men at the sight of this young lad, shot at and pistol at the ready, demanding their surrender.  The truth was that they were American paratroopers on a survival training mission and they were unarmed...

"It's okay, kid...  We’re American."

"I don't believe you."

"No, really we’re on a training mission.  Just take your finger off the trigger of that shotgun and unlock the pistol."

"No!  It's not a double action pistol...  Put your hands up!!!"

"Kid, look at our uniforms...  They're American."

"You could’ve stolen ’em."

"Believe me...  We're just out here on a survival training mission and we’re all pretty hungry.  How ’bout you?"

About this time, young Michael caught sight of the sea rations and their equipment...  "Are those the kind with the noodles in them?"

"They sure are."

“I'd really like to have some noodles.  Want to trade for some squirrel meat or fish?"

"C’mon kid, let's just sit down and eat, huh?"

"Why do you guys have to do all this survival stuff, anyway?  Follows Camp is just over the ridge.  Flo Flo is the cook over there...  she used to cook for Eisenhower..." 

And so goes the story of how Michael became a hero that day, single-handedly warding off the great Azusa Canyon invasion of 1951 (...  Or was it 1950?...  Whatever...)

4- 29- 04 (Michael’s notation)

Recently Bill (a.k.a. Blanchard) Crawford visited Kia and myself.  He is 92 years old and lived at Williams Camp in the 1950s.  He told of his memories of this event with the Air Force, and I asked him to write it down for us.

Some who visited    

Rubelia as it morphed from Phunny Pharm to Castle included:
Dwight and Mamie Eisenhower in 1962 after MCR’s friends Papa and Flo-Flo Peck took them to a Church of Open Door reception.

Bob Hope had a blast as Dorothy Rubel’s guest at the 1964 Party for the Birdbath, powered by the 7-ton steam engine hooked up to squirt 8 inches of water, while flushing the neighbors toilets…
Sally Rand, the original Fan Dancer, was best of friends with Mother Dorothy.  One of her dances ushered in an awakening for some at Scott Rubel’s 10th birthday party, and headaches for MCR.

Frequent ‘60’s visitors included that “Dirty Rat Edward G. Robinson, Comedian Jack Benny, Producer Alfred Hitchcock, and Keystone Cop Frankie Walrus.

In between wedding scenes filmed at the Lavern Presbyterian Church in 1966, an old dusty red car plated as “Dusty” led the “Graduate” to visit.  That's Dustin Hoffman, for those who don’t know where “plastics” came from.  He came bearing no crosses…
Newsman Harry Reasoner snuck through a closing gate in pursuit or Michael’s ancient and bouncing Volkswagen.  In time, “George, the Janitor” quit dodging his filming requests until, over tea, Reasoner’s personality won Michael over.  Not so lucky was Barbara…
Barbara Walters, and her bodyguard, followed up after Reasoner’s Castles in the World show with a visit.  Her hopes to do another Rubelian show for her network were waylaid by Michael feigning his idiot act, which he was so capable of when he wanted to camouflage Rubelia from the outside world. 

Two who rode up in anything but a dusty old red car were Prince Philip and the Archbishop of Canterbury.  In the Prince’s 1983 “Secret State Visit,” more than a few neighbors noticed more than the Pharm’s peacocks strolling through their neighboring yards and roadways.  The Queens’s hubby and friends brought M16, who backed off when confronted with RTTF, Rubelian Tunneling Security Forces.
Another revolutionary State Visit came when a helicopter landed in 22 acres of weeds near Palm Drive.  There, Henry Kissinger stepped out of the whirly bird and downed three cups of tea with Flo-Flo in the Pharm’s Big Kitchen.  It noticeably sweeten his heavy accent, which many believed moved Peace Talks forward.

So, it was said

 “But Dorothy, he’s the most interesting kid on the block…

“You’ve raised two very successful children.  Let’s have fun with this one.”
Grandfather Deuel

I’ve learned...

That the best classroom in the world is

at the feet

of an elderly person.

I’ve learned...

That just one person saying to me, “You’ve made my day!”

Makes my day.

Andy Rooney’s Thoughts on Life

From one of MCR’s 2001 large envelop mailers
“Yes, (I) lived in one of Mr. Bourne’s refrigerators.  If we latched the doors, we’d suffocate.”   MCR to a reporter











