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A Loaded Name 
by Ethelwyn Bowen 

 

I could never pass as a Southerner. My paternal 
Grandfather’s name was George B. McClellan Clark. 
 
McClellan was beloved by his troops, among whom one 
must have been my great grandfather, an Irish escapee from 
the potato famine of 1849. Maybe they loved him for his 
timidity that kept them out of battle in the Peninsular 
Campaign. Certainly he could not take credit for Antietam 

where dead Union soldiers piled up three deep in the Bloody Lane and where 
Lincoln finally fired him and used the occasion to proclaim black people free. 
What price being named for him? 
 
George B. M. Clark was no prize either, a butcher by trade and by 
avocation a drunk. In his old age in the ‘30s, he sent occasional 
postcards from some poorhouse in Pennsylvania signed “Joe 
Palooka.” My father would send him a couple of scarce bucks. 
 
It makes me wonder about namesakes. Might he have turned out better if he’d 
been named William Tecumseh Sherman Clark? 

 
Well, there are other dangers in genealogy. My husband had an aunt 

who wanted to join the D.A.R. and she researched for an ancestor who 
had fought in the Revolutionary War. She found one. But he had worn a 
red coat and marched up Bunker Hill. 
___________________________________________________ 

 
 

Board Member Su Su Davis and 
Vice President Fran Wallace 
helped to get the word out about 
ICL at the First Annual Earth 
Day Celebration at Crane Creek 
Vineyards in April. Board 
members Randy Brown and 
Norm Bennett also spent some 
time manning the ICL table. 
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SCHOOL NEVER 
ENDS FOR ICL 

Things Disappear 
 

by Eleanore McDade 
 

 I cannot remember when it all began…  We all lose track 
of things now and then…it’s part of life from the time we were 
kids and misplaced our favorite toy. 

   Then it advanced to not finding the other 
shoe…buried deep in the recesses of the closet. A lost 
sock.  That can be quite annoying, especially when the 
only ones I am able to match up have a hole in the heel 

or toe. 
 It wasn’t much fun in high school when I misplaced my 

homework. The assignment I had spent three hours completing.  I 
did find it a week later…under the reference book I had been 
using.  Oh, yes…things eventually do show up, at least back then 
they did. 

 When I began my first (real) job, it was 
very important that I file “things” like important 
documents such as: who the foursome was for 
Saturday morning golf at the country club.  I had 
better not misfile that! 

 Actually, my boss had become paranoid over the filing 
system prior to my arrival on the scene.  His previous secretary 
filed everything…never to be found again.  The only thing he 
asked me under job qualifications was “Can you set up a file 
system?” 

 A “Yes” got me that position.  I’m still pretty 
good at it, however, I am only human and occasionally 
I do misplace some paperwork in the ominous file 
cabinet. You know, it couldn’t be something simple 

like the paid electric bill. No!  It’s the credit card bill which, if I 
don’t find it on time, I’ll be paying a $20 late fee! 

 When I got married, everything was wonderful!  I can’t 
remember misplacing anything. Then babies came and grew into 
little kids who screamed when they lost their 
rubber ducky in the tub…or their “Meme”. 
Translation: totally worn out crib blanket attached 
to my child’s mouth and fingers.  Other children 
call it different names, but they’re all the same…the little blanket, 
soft toy or piece of cloth they cannot live without until they were 
three or four. 

 Kids grow up, but in between, it’s “Mom! Where’s my 
this, where’s my that!”  I can’t find this, I can’t find that… Thank 
God they finally become responsible for their life and their 
“things!” 

 I’m older now, the kids are gone and I’m alone.  Yet, the 
strangest things keep happening to me.  Things disappear!  I just 

cannot understand it!  I know I put that book on the 
shelf the other day…but, it’s gone now!  I’ve looked 
everywhere for it!  I’d use my flashlight, but that too is 
not where I left it!  At least, I thought I’d left it on the 

shelf by the door.  Well, hmmm, I think I’ll make some tea.  Now, 
where did I put the tea bags?  Oh yes, of course, in the cabinet.  
Well, will you look at that!  My flashlight is on the shelf next to 
the box of tea!  Now, how did that get there? 

I push the panic button when I can’t find my car 
keys! I do have a spare in my wallet…but what if I forget 
that I have it there?  ?  I think I should write myself a note 
that tells me where my spare car keys 

 
 continued to right 

 

 

 

 
 

 

June 21 marks the first day of summer, but for many 
summer starts the moment the school year ends. For ICL 
members, school never ends! Our excellent selection of courses 
is offered throughout the year. During this summer term, we 
have the additional benefit of having several faculty members 
of Young Harris College share their expertise on a variety of 
interesting topics. We appreciate all our course leaders taking 
time out of their busy schedules to be with us. Summer courses 
continue through July 23. You can register on the first day of a 
class if space is available, which it usually is. Please join us! 

In September, the nominating committee will be 
developing the slate of candidates for ICL Executive Board 
Members. I urge you to consider serving ICL in some capacity. 
If you are interested in the Board, please contact me before the 
end of August. If you would prefer to serve on a committee, 
call the Chairperson directly at any time. All the names and 
phone numbers are listed on the front page. 

Thanks to all of our enthusiastic ICL members, our 
membership and the number of courses offered have increased. 
Please continue to give us your feedback on courses that would 
be of interest to you and also the names of potential course 
leaders. ICL endeavors to be responsive to your suggestions for 
future courses. 

Have fun this summer learning, traveling, visiting, or 
simply relaxing. Be sure that Bob Langenbacher has your 
current e-mail address, home address and phone number. We 
want you to stay current on all the ICL happenings wherever 
your summer adventures take you! 

�
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are, but then, what if I forget where I put my note? 
I mislay my cell phone once in a while in the house.  It can’t 

fool me!  I know how to find it real fast!  I just dial up its number!  
Now, where did I write down that number? 

 Things seem to disappear faster than before.  There 
are little gremlins playing with my mind.  I know they are 
not mean. I think they just want to test me. 

 Things disappear!  I try not to let it bother me…for 
you see, after all these years, I’ve come to realize that with patience, 
these little lost articles will tire of hiding from me and they will re-
appear. 

 It’s kind of like a game now in my life.  Where 
are my slippers? Those little rascals!  Oh, there you are, 
right by my bed!  Hmmm   I think I’ll just take a nap. 
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by Julia Beeman 
 

Our government cannot get it right. None of us are happy with tax juggling in the U.S. 
Congress, neither the collection nor the spending of taxes. We, the people, continue to fight over 
respective self-proclaimed rights, while denying responsibility and obligations.  The following 
solution may appear as, essentially, anarchy. In order to free ourselves from taxes, however, as well 
as inept and corrupt politicians and bureaucrats, we must pay the price in other ways.  

If we abolish government, we will eliminate the daily aggravations of politics and politicians, 
automatically removing all taxes. Ipso facto, no funds for the services we all take for granted.  
Consider first, no laws, no law enforcement, no judicial system. One frightening consequence is 

obvious - the second amendment becomes everyone’s driving force. Gun manufacturers, dealers, 
smugglers and others will take advantage of demand. Anyone unlucky or foolish enough not to have 
a weapon already at hand will need lots of cash to buy one. When someone messes with you, just 
shoot the bugger. (Target practice and a bullet-proof vest may come in handy, if you are prone to 

mess with others yourself.) 
Another priority will be burial plans for the entire family. The mortuary business will be prime job and 

investment opportunities, and cemetery real estate will be scarce. Insurance companies, incidentally, will go 
bankrupt, if not become extinct - one positive outcome of the mayhem. 

A non-fatal injury may not be a blessing. Health care, already beyond the means of many, 
without even the possibility of insurance, will revert to the primitive system of dealing directly 
with doctors and hospitals - a quaint procedure unknown to all but our elders. While this can 
lead to further need for cash, we should have more, what with no taxation. The wealthy will, as 
usual, have much more “more” than the rest of us, who will simply be resigned to grasping 
whatever we can afford. Even longer spells in the waiting rooms (especially emergency, if you 
can even get there through the unmanaged traffic [no police, remember] headed in that 
direction, and forget parking), with crowds bleeding - not dead yet, because their shooters had 
bad aim, ran out of ammunition or were only mildly irritated.  Those arriving with plenty of 
dough may have little left after bribing doctors to take them ahead of others; those who have the bad luck to be in line 
for an ethical physician (highly unlikely, so not to worry) could easily expire before receiving attention.  Rudeness 
and arrogance in line may inspire a fellow bleeder who still has a weapon, whereupon your need for care can be 

dismissed. 
Since our preoccupation with money has only been exacerbated, it will not be a welcome 

result that Social Security, Welfare and all other financial assistance (from a non-existent 
government) no longer exist. Perhaps churches will step into the breach, or there may still be 
a bank or two with some funds hidden away and available for robbery. Caution: haste will be 
critical, as professional and experienced criminals have the upper hand. Desperation may 
suggest a treasure trove in a firearms store, where there could be much to gain from any guns 
remaining for the black market. This might prove, as most other frantic enterprises, fatal. 

Ultimately no services formerly rendered possible through taxation will be of any use in light of the above chaos, 
so there is little point in discussing them.   

Dreadful scenarios abound, but what a surefire (hmm) way to solve our most basic problem - the cancerous 
population growth of Homo sapiens. Not only will few people live to be elderly and dependent, many will not live to 
need the lapsed services. 

The author confesses to the merging of two borrowed ideas in this flight of fantasy: Jonathan 
Swift’s answer to a famine situation in an earlier century, which he was sensitive enough to call 
“modest”, and the scientific experiment wherein the number of rats in a confined area was 
increased to the point of such furious competition for space, food and sex that they began killing 
and eating each other (forget sex). 
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by Bobbi Tower 
�
Greetings from one of my favorite places in 

the world – my deck.  My summer view of trees 
and flowers and sky are perfect.  I hope you’re 

enjoying your favorite spot too. And I hope you enjoy our area’s many 
festivals, parks and special events.  Aren’t we fortunate!! 

Rod Chamberlain writes that the economy has lessened his and 
Betsy’s travel, but they have a frequent visitor – a bear!  More 
interesting, Rod says even when living in downtown Atlanta he never 
had to buy firewood.  This year Paul Teryl contributed not only the 
wood of a dying and fallen white oak, but also the log splitter Rod used 
after cutting, then hauling and stacking next winter’s worth.  All that at 
the age of..…amazing!! 

Patti Kay was honored recently with a Leadership Award from 
the Towns County Retired Educators Association and the Georgia 
Retired Educators Association Community Service Award was given to 
Rachel Windsor for her many volunteer hours at the Chatuge Regional 
Hospital. 

Our own Eleanore McDade has been commissioned to do the 
artistic rendering of the Veterans Monument in Plant City, FL.  Quite 
an honor!  Read about it at www.veteransmonument.com and then click 
on her name. 

Nancy & Walt Shumway will be RVing this summer, visiting 
family, a rally and then Michigan’s beautiful UP (Upper Peninsula for 
non-Michiganders). 

Jan Roberts has had one carpal tunnel surgery as of this writing 
and plans to do the other wrist when this one heals.  Speaking of 
medical, I had never heard of injecting cement into a vertebra until I 
slipped and got a compression fracture.   The improvements we’ve seen 
in medical science in our lifetimes are truly amazing! 

Here’s something that goes along with that.  Charlie Odom’s 
family is investigating their origins by having many of the men take a 
DNA test.  They’re finding close matches in far away states.  One of 
Charlie’s ancestors was a Revolutionary War summer soldier, buried in 
Hawkinsville, GA.  Jeanne also claims that she and Charlie share 
responsibility for stopping Florida’s drought this year.  It started 
raining as soon as they left and has hardly stopped since! 

Bob Wolfersteig played a recital at Living Grace Lutheran 
Church in Atlanta this spring.  He’s on the adjunct staff of Tri-County 
Community College and is organist at St. James Episcopal Church in 
Clayton, GA.   How wonderful to have a skill like his to share! 

I was so impressed with the TV pictures of the Presidential 
Inauguration, especially the crowds reaching back the length of the 
Mall.  I was even more impressed, though I couldn’t find them in the 
crowd, knowing that Frank & Michelle  Maloney were THERE!  What 
an experience that was. 

Bim & Clay Scofield and Mike Hall  have granddaughters who 
have just graduated from the same high school.  Small world, isn’t it? 

Several members of ICL have had a difficult and painful bout 
with Shingles.  It can be a debilitating and very serious disease!  
PLEASE talk with your doctor about the advisability of having the new 
immunization.  

Many thanks to all who have sent me tidbits for this column.  
Have a great summer! 
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by Joan Crothers   
 

Editor’s Note: This article was prepared for a local magazine, but was 
not published before the magazine ceased publication. 

 
“You can’t teach an old dog new tricks.” This is an adage 

we’ve all heard, but it isn’t true. You can teach an old dog…and 
an older person…new tricks. 

That’s what ICL is all about - Institute for Continuing 
Learning is for adults, with no age limitations, who are lovers of 
learning. 

ICL is the brainchild 
of Frances Evans, now 
deceased, and Young 
Harris College Professor 
Dr. John Kay. They both 
had attended Elderhostels 
and thought something 

similar would work in this largely retirement area. They worked 
closely with Jim Verschueren, Director at that time of Elderhostel 
Institute Network, and in 1991 the Institute for Continuing 
Learning was born. A partnership with the college blossomed into 
an adult education program with the logo ICL@YHC that has 
surprised even the founders. Membership has been 400 - 500 each 
year after that first year’s dues-paying membership of 192. 

Offering a new series of subjects every quarter, January, 
April, June, and September, ICL has held courses ranging from 
aerobics to writing and everything in between. In addition to 
classroom courses, there have been many field trips to study 
opera, church organs, the spectacular fall foliage, and spring 
wildflowers. Classes usually meet for two hours once a week for 
four to eight weeks with seminars and summer term classes on a 
shorter time frame. 

Volunteers are the secret element that has made ICL work so 
well. Many of the courses have been led by retired educators who 
have become members and enrich their classes with their teaching 
and learning experiences. Then during Young Harris College 
vacations, many of the faculty members lead ICL’s adult ed 
classes. 

The institute’s Curriculum Committee is continually 
expanding the curriculum according to members’ interests and 
suggestions. Included with the hundreds of non-credit courses 
offered are friendships with new people of similar interests. The 
committee works diligently to find knowledgeable people who can 
lead a course or just lecture at a Saturday seminar.  

If you are interested in becoming an ICL member or can 
offer to teach a class or lead a seminar, please contact the ICL 
office at 706-379-5194 and leave a message. Visit the ICL web 
site, www.iclyhc.org, or email icl@yhc.edu. Dues are $20/person 
and tuitions range from $7 to $20/course depending on the format. 
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Picasso’s Weeping 
Woman 

 
 

by Bob Grove 
 

In popular vernacular, the term “psychotic” is often bandied about inappropriately. With some whimsy, it is often used 
as an epithet for someone whose musical taste we question or with whose political affiliation we politely disagree. 
Clinically, the term designates a psychological break with reality. And while psychosis does certainly affect interpersonal 
relationships, in some instances it can also generate enormous creativity. Enter the schizophrenic, whose concept of 
reality exaggerates normal bounds. 

Schizophrenic art is exhibited by its intensity and is often displayed with stark and brazen 
imagery, characterized by bold strokes, radical use of lighting and dark silhouettes. The 
schizophrenic painter isn’t confined by normal expression, often bending and angling subjects, 
rendering in high-contrast colors. Notable examples are the works of Ralph Albert Blakelock (1847 
-1919) and more recently by Jean Dubuffet (1901-1985).  

While some observers are tempted to include the works of notable 
modern impressionists like Pablo Picasso and Salvador Dali, we must admit 
that just because art is imaginative doesn’t mean that it was executed by a 
deranged mind! Nor should we confuse schizophrenic art with purposeful, 
highly-imaginative expressions found in much Flemish religious art of the 1400s -1500s.  

Two of these early luminaries include Flemish painter Hieronymus Bosch, 
whose bedtime viewing of The Garden of Earthly Delights, and Matthias 
Grunewald’s Temptation of St. Anthony, can keep you awake at night, listening for 
strange sounds and watching the ceiling for moving shadows! Somewhat more 
whimsical are the religious satire works of Pieter Bruegel (1525 -1569). 

Some critics suggest that the Flemish post-Impressionist Vincent van Gogh 
(1853 -1890) was schizophrenic, and while there’s some evidence for this, his 

mood swings are generally considered to be more bipolar (formerly called manic depressive). 

To further confound the issue of what constitutes rational renderings, we now have schools of 
fanciful expressions which include visionary, psychedelic, surrealistic, and fantasy art! For a 
fascinating history of visionary art, visit this informative website, 
http://beinart.org/info/essays/laurence-caruana-manifesto.php.  

If there’s a lesson to be learned here, perhaps it is that art is an expression, a creative work of the mind, and not all 
minds think alike! The success of an artist’s work depends as much on its acceptance by the observer as it does on the 
skill of the artist. If you want to start a hot discussion in your next social gathering, ask “Just what is good art?” 
_________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

May I Sing You a Song? 
 

by Rod Chamberlain 
  

Only in this country town. 
  
Sitting in the supermarket parking lot 
thinking how nice it would be 
if a poem came. 
An old car, gray with flecks of rust, 
as battered and as ugly as an oyster, 
pulled in facing me. 
A gray bearded man got out, 
walked into the store. 
  
The young woman, round faced 
and round shaped 
got out of the car, 
and walked toward me. 

  
Would you like me to sing you a song? 
she asked. 
What spirit told her that nothing could please me 
more? 
  

The afternoon sun shown on that sweet round face. 
Her voice, so sweet, so round, told a sweet, round tale. 
Her roundness, her purity, were a luminous pearl . 
  
She sang of the humble worm, slithering along the ground 
when the Lord reached down and changed him 
into a butterfly, a beautiful, regal butterfly. 
Verse on verse, the simple melody repeated 
And filled out this simple tale. 
  
She finished just as the gray bearded man returned. 
How did you know that this is the most precious gift I could 
receive? 
I asked her. 
 
Gray bearded man wryly said, 
She does this all the time, singing my songs. 
  
Back in the old gray car flecked in rust, 
they drove off. 

Blakelock’s Mondlicht 

 

Grunewald’s 
Temptation of St. 

Anthony 
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Young Harris College Breaks Ground on New 

Recreation and Fitness Center   

New facility features state-of-the-art fitness center and multiple basketball courts  

Young Harris College broke ground 
April 24 for a new 57,000 square foot 
Recreation and Fitness Center designed 
to serve the entire YHC Campus 
population.  

The complex will include a fully 
equipped fitness center, an elevated 
track, a foodservice area/juice bar, three 
intramural basketball courts plus two 
multipurpose rooms that will be used for 
yoga, dance and aerobics.  It will also 
include an NCAA regulation-sized basketball and volleyball court, locker rooms and office space for 
athletic coaches and staff.  

Young Harris College is pursuing United States Green Building Council’s Leadership in Energy 
and Environmental Design (LEED) certification for the project. 

Construction of the $15 million dollar project is expected to begin in July and be completed by 
August 2010.  

The Recreation and Fitness Center is the second of three major construction projects for the 
college.  A new 200-bed residence hall will open in August.  Later this year YHC hopes to break 
ground on a new Campus Center that will include a new library, student center and dining 
facilities. All of the construction is part of the college’s master plan to support the transition to a four-
year institution.   

ICL SUMMER NEWSLETTER  


