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Book Review: The Story of More (How We Got to 

Climate Change and Where to Go from Here)  
  by Hope Jahren, is an essential pocket primer on cli-
mate change. In concise highly readable chap-
ters,  Jahren shows the implications of our key inven-
tions – from electric power to large-scale farming to 
automobiles.  Even as they help us,  they release 
greenhouse gases into the atmosphere which threaten 
our existence.  She lists projected consequences of 
global heating —from superstorms and wildfires to 

rising sea levels—and the actions we can take to fight back. 
 
The first chapters set the stage, addressing global population growth and 
the true cause of poverty as “the rapacity of man” and not the inadequa-
cy of nature.  Since the turn of the century, "the doubling of global pop-
ulation has been accompanied by a tripling of grain production, 
a tripling in fish production and a quadrupling in meat production"— 
facts not generally known.  Jahren states: "Most of the want and suffer-
ing we see in the world today originates not from Earth’s inability to 
provide but from our own inability to share…it is because so many of 
us consume far beyond our needs that a great many are left with almost 
nothing”.  The enormous consumption of food and fuel by 10% of us is 
resulting in what many scientists call “overshoot”, resulting in the cli-
mate crisis in which we now find ourselves. 
  . 
We must ask ourselves how do we want to build a civilization, what we 
value, what shall we choose to do differently. Now is the time to imag-
ine a world in alignment with our values. The author’s message is 
clear: Avoiding chaos and upheaval will require a transformative ap-
proach rather than the incremental changes. Choose to Use Less and 
Share More.  Curbing consumption will be the ultimate trial of the 
twenty-first century, the biggest challenge we will ever face.                                                                         
Book Price: $7.50  Bargain at Alibris  Reviewed by Sylvia Diss  
Next Carbon Footprint Meeting Monday Jan. 17, 1:30 Multi-
Purpose Room 
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 Hello, my name is Kristina Wheeler and I am the new Activities Assistant. I was 

born in Yokosuka, Japan on July 4th, 2000. My father was deployed in the Navy 

most of my life, so my mother raised me alone in Japan, England, California, Flori-

da, Maryland, and Virginia. My father is from Texas, and my mother is from Italy, so 

some might call me a spaghetti western. I know how to dance a Texan two-step 

and live a country life, but I also know how to cook Italian food and speak the 

language with my mother. I enjoy films like Casablanca, and books by Ernest 

Hemingway and F. Scott Fitzgerald. I love listening to past stories and telling them, 

so feel free to grab me in the hall to tell me about an old boyfriend or girlfriend 

from forty years ago. It’s been a pleasure being here!  

 

          

Meet Our Chesterbrook Professional Staff 

Kristina Wheeler  

Activities Assistant  

Ornament 

  Painting 

 

 

 

As we are carefully navigating 

the evolving precautions for 

Covid, we are also anticipating  

great things for the new year! 

These are some of the major 

events planned and there’s 

more to come. Check your 

monthly calendar for more 

scheduled events,  and make 

sure to read the daily sheet for 

the most updated information.  
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      A Spirituality to Grow Old By 

By Joanie Coolidge 

S 
OME  OF  YOU  MAY KNOW MY DOG CALI, THE  FLUFFY  WHITE  LABRADOODLE WHO    

eagerly seeks your undivided attention.  She’ll nudge you with her nose for a pet or extend 

her paw for a shake. At eleven, she’s an “old pup”, but how she still brings the JOY!  Cali and 

I visited with our dear friend Dick Bowling on the front veranda during Covid and met many 

Chesterbrook residents.  

 

More recently, I visited Chesterbrook with nine teenagers and my young colleague from the near-

by high school where I work.  The students scurried through the building delivering homemade 

Christmas cards and then helped prep some arts and crafts.  On our way out, I asked Dick, who 

greeted us coming and going, if he had any wisdom to impart to our open-hearted teens.  He 

paused lowering his eyes, and we waited.  During Advent we wait, and if we wait long enough, we 

are often rewarded with an insight or two.  Then, Dick looked up and took in each one of us in the 

circle surrounding him.  He smiled.  Slowly he said, “I am 87 years old, and so I’ve lived a lot of 

years, and I have a lot of memories.  The Lord is telling me to stop looking backwards, but to in-

stead look forward, to Him.” I grinned. Dick the priest never disappoints to dispense a pearl or 

two.   

 

Walking toward our minibus, I pondered how although I am a couple of decades younger than my 

friend, I also often slip into the past, losing myself to nostalgia, to what-ifs, and into the unwelcome 

grief from unexpected life turns.  My fellow teacher must have been captured by Dick’s thought 

too as he laughed about how his students made him feel old.  And how at that moment how ridic-

ulous that seemed. “Just last week,” he said, “a student teased me, ‘Mr. Z, you’re twice as old as 

me.’”  Then across the pavement I heard two of our female freshmen students joking to each oth-

er, “Wow, I’m young, but I still feel old.  I remember when I was 7, running around just playing, so 

carefree.”  From teenagers to a young parent, and from a parent with grown children to a wizened 

elder, we each have the capacity to look backwards…and forwards.  Which is the better way?  

  

Fr. Mike Schmitz, in his Advent podcast, spoke that while reveling in the past can kindle warm 

memories, living in the past can too often lead us into depression.  Looking forward can bring hope 

about the promise of what’s to come, but it often gives us anxiety as we worry about the un-

known.  So, what does living in the present bring?   Peace, especially when we bring our whole selves 

to the gift of the present moment.   

 

“At 87, I have more past than future, but the Lord is waiting for me,” Dick ex-

plained.  The future looks bright!  Witnessing Dick’s faithful walk with God has 

taught me that a future with Christ, can be now. I merely need to invite God’s 

friendship every day.  Isn’t that what Christmas is all about, Emmanuel, God with 

us?  In 2022, let us embrace this Good News for today, and for the Kingdom still 

unfolding.  
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Drawing in Memory 
 

I am drawing in memory a table at the window 

and a little boy at the table 

this is the first table in his life 

mother serves a plate 

 

the food is not quite kosher 

so the boy looks out of the window 

is father coming 

because the father shouldn't know 

 

the table is gray and so is the window 

even the plate is filled with grayness 

there is no color or light in this recollection 

 

the father did not come 

he remained outside the window 

mother served everything and left 

to die on her own 

independent as always 

 

I can’t make her look at the window 

I draw and draw but to no avail 

stubbornly she turns her face away 

barely visible in the gray shade 

 

but I feel her eyes at the table 

when I serve that favorite dish 

 
 

    Henry Grynberg 

Photo by: Joy Wagner  
niece of our resident  

Mary Dracoulis). 
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Don't stick your elbow out so far  
It may go home in another car.  

Trains don't wander all over the map  
cause nobody sits in the engineer's lap.  

She kissed the hairbrush by mistake;  
she thought it was her husband Jake.  

Don't lose your head to gain a minute  
you need your head, your brains are in it.  

Speed was high, weather was not,  
tires were thin, X marks the spot.  

  The midnight ride of Paul for beer  
  led to a warmer hemisphere.  
 
    No matter the price, no matter how new,  
  the best safety device in the car is you.  

  A guy who drives a car wide open  
  is not thinking, he's just hopin.  

  At intersections look each way- 
  a harp sounds nice but it's hard to play.  

  Car in a ditch, driver in tree  
  the moon was Full and so was he.  

  Brother speeder let’s rehearse  
  all together : “Good morning, Nurse.”  

  Around the curve lickety-split  
  beautiful car, wasn't it?  

      A Bit O’ Fun 
With Bill Mc’Shea 
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Del Newell   Jan 2 

Dick Newell  Jan 3 

Dick Orndorff  Jan 4 

Harry Burke  Jan 9 

Marianne Blum  Jan 12 

Isabel Kulski  Jan 13 

Barbara Bayus  Jan 16 

Gert McKenna   Jan 21 

Barbara Hiebert Jan 21 

Dorothy Kottler  Jan 25 

Mary McElhaney Jan 28 

January 9            Chunqing Xu 

January 11           Santigie   Tarawalie 

January 15           Marcelina Amor 

January 17           Mona  Ghuman 

January 18           Sonia   Palacios 

January 20           Rosario  Quijano Aroni 

January 21           Zainab  Koroma 

January 21           Zerihun Kidane 

Color-

ing 
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ELLO MY NAME IS: HUNG LEE LIN. I  was 

born the fifth of August, 1939 on the 

beautiful island of Taiwan and lived 

there until I was 26 years old. Taiwan is a little 

bit larger than the state of Maryland and the 

same longitude and climate as Hawaii. My 

parent’s names were Mau Shi Lin and 

Wu Show. When my parents were 

growing up, there was no public educa-

tion for children.  

 

Living in Taiwan, I found my life circum-

scribed for the most part by my home 

where I spent my time reading many 

books. As an only child, my mother and 

I developed a very close relationship. I attend-

ed Minzu Grade School in Chiayi, Taiwan. I be-

came friends with a number of kids in my 

neighborhood; we played ball together and 

went swimming as often as we could. Howev-

er, our parents were afraid of us swimming 

and forbade us to do so; but like many chil-

dren, we sneaked off and did it anyway.  

 

I attended the National Taiwan University and 

received a B.A. in Chemistry.  When I was 

about 21, I began dreaming of immigrating to 

the U.S. where I could earn a scholarship and 

continue my studies in chemistry. 

 

I flew to United States when I was 26 years 

old and went to the University of Chicago and 

received a Master’s degree and a PhD in 

Chemistry. I met my wife Clara at my office at 

AT&T in 1965; we married and lived in Chica-

go for 13 years. My wife was a chemist.  We 

have two daughters and four grandchildren. 

One of my daughters is named Charrisse and 

the other is named Cathy.  

Although my degrees are in chemistry, I 

worked most of my life for AT&T as an Intel-

lectual Property Manager;  AT&T held patents 

for much intellectual property. In this job, I 

brokered between companies in China,  Japan, 

Korea, Germany, Sweden, the UK and other 

countries who were interested in pur-

chasing intellectual patents from AT&T. 

I was instrumental in helping these 

companies purchase patents for use in 

their countries.  

 

Very much of my job included travel-

ing to these various countries. To pre-

pare myself for this, I spent a number 

of years studying languages here in the U.S; 

For instance I spent four years studying Ger-

man. I enjoyed this traveling very much. Of all 

the places I visited, my favorite place was Chi-

na. 

 

When I was ready to retire, I was hoping to 

move to China, but that didn’t work out so 

my daughter who lives here in Arlington dis-

covered Chesterbrook and helped me to 

move here. I’ve lived here at Chesterbrook 

now for two years and I am very comfortable..  

I find the food much to my liking and the staff 

friendly and helpful.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Resident’s Interview 

 

View of Taiwan  View of Region of Taiwan 

Zhongsan Road, Chiayi County 

                       Taiwan 
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Gingerbread Home Building 
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Last issue, I described Pearl Harbor and the effect World War II had on me. I also described  

some of the songs such as “Der Furhrer’s Face” by Spike Jones and his City Slickers.  DB  

Kathleen’s Stay in Bardstown: Dad had to keep on working and Mom was still in 

the hospital; so, he took baby Kathleen out to Bardstown and asked Mom’s brother 

Richard and his wife Nora if Kathleen could stay with them.  They were thrilled; Mom 

had told him how desperately they wanted children of their own, but couldn’t have 

any. Kathleen stayed with them for almost 20 months before Dad brought her back 

home. Unfortunately, when Dad left her there he didn’t make it clear to Richard and 

Nora that her stay would be temporary; had he told them this from the beginning it would have 

saved them so much heartache when he took her away.  

 

Ruby Boone: After Dad took Kathleen to Bardstown, he took the train to New Haven and bar-

gained with Ruby Boone, a widow lady he knew, to come look after us; she agreed. But it wasn’t 

very long before he had second thoughts about engaging her; for Ruby immediately began making 

a list of all our misdeeds while he was away on one of his railroad trips. Imagine how long such a 

list became with a house full of little boys. No sooner would Dad get home, she’d whip it on him 

before he even had a chance to sit down. Strangely he never punished us for anything on her list; 

this came as a welcome surprise to us. Of course, Mom never bothered to mention any of these 

naughty behaviors to him which I’m sure was a great relief to him.  

 

Egg Gravy: Mom used to make us Egg Gravy, one of our favorite breakfasts. The way she made it,  

she mixed eggs and flour together with some milk, stirred it to bright yellow and cooked it.  We 

kept begging Ruby to make us some and she finally agreed.  Trouble was she didn’t know egg gravy 

from turnip soup; so she cracked a bunch of eggs into last night’s skillet of leftover chicken gravy, 

stirred it up and cooked it. Unfortunately, the gravy having set out overnight had by morning 

turned into a thick paste with the grease oozing out. Never again did we ask Ruby for Egg Gravy! 

The New Radio: Dad usually pinched his pennies so tight he nearly choked Old Abe to death; so 

cheap as to be downright miserly.  Yet at times, he was extraordinarily extravagant with money. 

One morning not long after we moved to Louisville on his way home from 

one of his trips, he decided to take a detour downtown and put in an order 

for a floor-model radio/Victrola combination. When it arrived we all wanted 

to touch it; it was a beautiful piece of furniture. It had a dropdown door that 

covered the push-button radio compartment. Imagine push-

buttons! No fiddling with dials, just push a button, you got 

WHAS; push another, and you got WAVE. Ours came already 

tuned to these local stations. Later on when a station began 

to drift and didn’t come in so clear, I discovered a little screw behind each button, 

I stuck in a small screw driver and tuned it back. Though our radio had four or five 

buttons, it was a long time before Louisville had more than the two stations I 

mentioned.  

Growing Up in the South End        
 Excerpted from the book by Dick Bowling 

Dick Bowling 


