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The TJC Advance was like "coming home" for a unique group of
people; a community in the finest sense of the word. Once again we

were able to enjoy the rarefied air of our own "Camelot". Perhaps
t may sound too idealistic to some, but, being there with TJC
E e, sharing thoughts, memories, catching up on what has

transpired in your life was so stimulating, so exciting!

I couldn't help but compare other school reunions with that so-
called school spirit (Rah! Rah! Sis-Boom-Bah!) with Jefferson. At
TJC th-re was a genuine feeling of togetherness, a community come
back tu life. Yes, the years had brought changes but they were
mostly external and concerned with adjustment to making a living,
raising a family, etc. That same quality that distinguished and
brought you to TJC -- "daring to be different," learning without
wal or restrictions, searching for answers, interchange of ideas
and concerns, and above all, "caring", was still very much a part
of you.

Some discussion took place about starting a college patterned after
TIJC so that others might enjoy the same spirit, the same
interchange of ideas, the same freedom to learn and be part of a
caring community. A suggestion was made to start a fund in memory
of our own Bud Haggard, whose tragic death and that of his family
was so deeply felt by all. It could be called the "Bud Haggard
Memorial Fund for Alternative Education" and offer a scholarship to
a student who was interested in pursuing this type of learning.
Many details would need to be worked out. What do you think?

I do want to thank President Lubbers, Nancee Miller and Mary Neal
of the GVSU Alumni Office for making this ADVANCE possible. Nancee
and Mary invested a lot of time and energy on this project and
probably worried -~ 1lot about this MOST UNTRADITIONAL COLLEGE
REUNION. I do b ieve they enjoyed it! The college, through
President Lubbers, gave it their blessing and spent more and did
more than was planned originally. We do owe them a special vote of
thanks.

My 1love to all of you. I can still feel the warmth of your
greetings, the hugs, the joy at being reunited. Thomas Jefferson
College was one of the most exciting, stimulating and broadening
experiences of my life - being part of TJC and getting to know all
you beautiful people will always be a treasured memory.

Mary TePastte

2249 Wyoming, SW
Wyoming, MI 49509
(616) 532-7817
























Feel free to use the following impressions of our 1990 TJC
Advance.

Initially being bombarded by recognition, faces, names and
hugs. People I had forgotten, things I had forgotten, as well as
annd friends still dear after years of separation. The sensation
( whelming, too much to grasp all at once. I believe I had a
¢ ,.1d grin on my face all night.

Later on, after music, chanting, slides, we walked the
campus, over the bridge in the fog past two mammoth sculptures
(one of which makes quite a good percussive sound) down the path
past Lake Huron Hall and resting on a bench next to the library
pond (which is bogging up in good style). I recognize that I feel
no more alien now, as an alum without alma mater, than I did years
ago as one of those hippy kids from that weird Thomas Jefferson
College. Nothing has changed!

LHH, as much as we loved our enthusiastic selves and
therefore our adopted roof and walls, was never ours, never us.
We tried to infuse our spirits into LHH by painting the walls,
dancing in the halls, sitting on the floor in circles, but LHH
snapped right back after we were gone (with a sigh of relief!)
Our gathering this summer proved to me that whatever we were, is
still alive. (Our bonding is more that of war survivors than
college students)

I suggest that our next TJC Advance follow the pattern of the
earliest advances. Let us pick a joyous place where we can be
free to be ourselves. 1 see pine trees and cabins. I see us
there for longer than overnight. I see. . . <classes. . . think
of all we might share about what we have learned since 1980 Do
you suppose the State of Michigan would fund some follow up nfo
gathering of the TJC experiment? No matter, in 5 years or so this
entity would welcome such a vacation. Sorry GVSU, thanks for your
generous accommodations but your campus is still barren in Earth
and Fire and Water and Air.

At Johnson Park on August 11, I so enjoyed hearing Dan
Andersen ramble on like the waves of the lake about the past,
about the beginnings, like an old warrior recounting the battles
and myths. I had forgotten about the paranocia. I had completely
forgotten "them" saying over and over "But will they (us) be able
to make a living" (I’ve become an artist/actress so I hear that
guite a bit). Yes, indeed, that is what "they" worried about. We
were seen to be having too much fun in the 1970s. "They" and even
"we" worried that what we did wasn’t valid, wasn’t useful. They
have us an inch and we took 3.1416... kilometers! Scary! Some of
it was useless. Other things were mighty in their broad
application. In my case, lessons for a lifetime, books I
regularly reread. "They" saw us celebrate but they didn’t see the
struggle that led to the celebration. We were in agony with
life’s paradoxes. We were young and angry exploding with our
personal needs (same as all young people). The TJC experience
cannot be touched by some bland required curriculm. What we
gained would be difficult to measure.




































The people I work with are fun, and the work is the most rewarding
“- —2 since Jefferson College closed in 1980. I hope I can keep
3 it a long time. My immediate goals are to keep learning
/thing I can about this new field and to contribute as much as
ible myself. Finally, I didn't have to move and still get to
bicycle to work!

Susan and I managed also to take trips to Washington, D.C.,
Virginia, and North Carolina, to Southwestern Colorado, to the
Amazon (on a cruise which began at Manaus and ended at San Juan,
Puerto Rico), and to family in Kansas City and Dallas areas. 1In
other recent news, all we coastal area-code 213 communities have
been tapped to be in a new area-code 310 (but not until early 1992;
phone stays the same).

I would love to hear of your news. Meanwhile, we are very happy
together and, given the about and everything else in our lives,
have much to be thankful for.

Paul Corneil
210 The Village #304
Redondo Beach, CA 90277

Joyce Jenkins Poetry Flash

5488 Taft Avenue 1454 Sixth Street
Oakland, California 94618 Berkeley, CA 94710
(415) 428-9197 (415) 548-6871

Editor and Published of Poetry Flash, the Bay Area's Poetry Review
& Literary Calendar, a complete literary calendar for Northern
california, with significant coverage for Southern California, the
West Coast, and the New York area.

Circulation: 15,000. ©Poetry Flash is a 16 to 24 page newsprint
tab, with photographs, submission and trade information for poets
and writers, interviews, reviews, poems, essays. Currently
operating at a $75,000 annual budget, with all grant writing and
fundraising conducted by the Editor/Publisher, as well as all
general management of editorial content, distribution, public
relations. Successful grants have been written to the San
Francisco Foundation, the cCalifornia Arts Council, the City of
Berkeley Arts Fund, the L.C. and Mary Skaggs Foundation, and the
Fleishhacker Foundation. (since 1978, an editor, since 1980,
Editor/Publisher)
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Dear TJC,

I’'m sorry that I won’t be able to come to the next TJC
Advance and I’m sorry for waiting so long to tell you. At
any rate, the enclosed will tell you what I’m up to. You
won’t know the people, and you might not know the
terminology, but you will recognize the passion.

I have Norman Lerchen’s address. He couldn’t come
either.
Norman Lerchen
Omega Institute
RR#2 Lake Drive
Rhinebeck, NY

Love,
John Warren

Preliminary Dance Tests

The best moment was at the start of the Swing Dance ~ stood with Kristina at the far end of
the ice and remembered the first time I had stood so. It was the same rink, even the same end of the
rink. I had stood with Joan, at the Greenfield show, the first year we were in it. Ilooked at all that
great expanse of ice that I was expected to fill, and I panicked. I turned fearfully to Joan and saw
the same panic in her face.

Now, I gazed at that same expanse and realized that it was all mine, and I smiled eagerly.

The second best moment occurred halfway through the same dance. Kristina said, softly,
“You're doing fine.” I broke into a happy grin that lasted through the rest of the dance. The judge
wrote, “Good expression.” I don’t think the judge was referring to the look on my face, but it makes a
cute joke to say she was.

Iliked all the comments on the judge’s sheet. Most pleased me, some surprised me, and some
spurred me to more effort. I am especially proud of the comments that suggest gracefulness:
Dutch Waltz: “Nice rolls; good flow.”
Canasta Tango: “Good flow and expression,”
Swing Dance: “Good flow and expression,” again.
The things that Kristina pushed-me on, repeated, demanded, drilled — the things I had the most
trouble with when I was learning the dances - drew praise:
Dutch Waltz: “Good pattern.” .
Canasta Tango: “Nice unison and tracking; nice cross rolls.”
The things Kristina told me that I promptly forgot, also showed up:
Swing Dance: “Some wide stepping of chassés; close to partner.”
And one thing that Kristina has pushed repeatedly that I still haven't got:
Canasta Tango: “Rushed a couple of times.”
Swing Dance: “Swinging through early on rolls.”
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In fact, most of the time through all the dances, there wasn't anybody but the two of us. The
only times I was aware of being judged were when I stumbled the first time around on both the
Dutch Waltz and Canasta Tango, at the far corner of the end pattern. The rest of the time, we were
Jjust skating, with the ice to ourselves. The judge never mentioned the stumbles.

I was surprised when the smal) group of spectators applauded, the first time because I didn't
know such a thing was going to happen, but again after each dance, having forgotten that anybody
else was there.

I must have felt the same solitude in each dance, because I find it in my memory, but I was
aware of it at the time only in the Swing Dance. There was something special about doing the Swing
Dance. It may have something to do with the dance itself, and the way I have learned to do it. It is
danced in the waltz position, face-to-face with my partner, and I have learned to give my full
attention to her. Even on the end pattern where we open to a side-by-side position, I gaze at her.

The result of this training I gave myselfis that I dance this dance for my partner, and the rest of the
world fades away.

Partly, it's the way this dance starts, with a clear view all the way down the ice. The other two
start facing across the ice, so I don't see the full expanse available to me. Part of the excitement of
this time was the change in the way I saw that view: What had once been a space too large for me
had become a space large enough for me, even as it had expanded. The judge could not know that
that change had occurred; she criticized the things she could see, and I am happy to have the

criticisms because they will help, but I am absolutely thrilled with the change that happened in my
heart.

Those things are part of it, but there was something additional. It's that we had the ice to
ourselves. There was something wonderful about being out there on the ice, the pair of us, the only
two on the ice, the only ones there because that was the way it had been planned. We were alone on
the ice not by some happy accident where all who had been there had left and those who were to
come had not yet arrived, as sometimes happens for a few magical moments at public sessions. We
were alone on the ice because that was the schedule. We had the ice by design, by pre-arrangement.
I had come to the beginning of the levels where I am given the ice and the opportunity to show what
Ican do with it.

1 was so happy when Kristina said, “You're doing fine.” It's not just pleasure at being praised,
even praised by a hard task-master whose judgment I trust without question and whom I hold up as
the ideal of what I am trying to achieve. When she said, “You're doing fine,” it seemed that she was
saying, “John, the ice is yours.”

And it seemed as if it went on forever, without limit in possibility.

John Warren
March 24, 1990
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Faith

As you come out from inside
yourself--toward me--

I wonder who you are.

I wonder why you travel

So alone, along those trails and
Why you stand under the trees
Just out of sight.

If I said you didn’t need to fear
You’d vanish.

Yes, I know.

I know the sky is a guillotine.

I know the earth is a grave.

I know that hillsides are the
Heaped-up ashes of mutilated armies.
I know the air is full of

Flames, and that the smell of burning
Bodies hurts your eyes.

I know, I know those ribbons
Wilting in your hair

Your sticky hands, your face--
Your filthy face--and yet
Somewhere yet in the gravel pit
Where you sit and look for spiders
There, somehow I know

Into your hands

Will come a pearl.

~~Bobbie Hill Monroe

RR#6

Box 7

Carbondale,

IL 62901
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Ketchikan
Daily News

Ketchikan Daily News, Ketchikan, Alaska, Tues., Sept. 13, 1988, page 4

Point of view

Celebrate your freedom to read

By MARK C. GONIWIECHA

Would you call Huck Finn a
racist? Would you call Mother
Goose a bigot? Would you
whitewash The Color Purple?

It's shocking - but children’s and
young adults’ classics are among the
books challenged or banned in U.S.
schools, public libraries and
bookstores recently.

Mark Twain's Adventures of
Huckleberry Finn is questioned
frequently as a racist novel. Recent
complaints about Huck Finn were
filed in libraries in Springfield, 1ll. in
1984; the State College, Pa. Area
School District in 1983; Houston,
Texas in 1982; and other locations.

Mother Goose: Old Nursery
Rhymes was challenged at the Dade
County, Fla. Public Library in 1983
because of an alleged anti-Semitic
verse.

Because of its sexual and social
explicitness,”” The Color Purple by
Alice Walker was moved in 1987 to
the school's professional library
accessible only to teachers at
Ferguson High School, Newport
News, Va. Walker's novel was
questloned in a Palmer, Alaska high
school elective literature class in
1986; in Hayward, Calif. schools in

1985; and in an Oakland, Calif.
honors class in 1984.

The Sisters Impossible by James D.
Landis was challenged unsuc-
cessfully at Pennell Elementary
School Library, Eielson Air Force
Base, Alaska in 1988. Because it uses
the word "hell’” seven times, the
children's book was first removed
from, then returned to the shelves at
a Sillisaw, Okla. elementary schoo
library in 1985-86. :

“Open Books for Open Minds" is
the theme for Banned Books Week
‘88, which is being observed during
the week of September 24-October 1.
Banned Books Week is co-sponsored
by the American Library Association,
the Association of American
Publishers, the American Booksellers
Association, the American Society of

Journalists and Authors, and the.

National Association of Collegs
Stores. Members of these organizs-
tions believe that information re-
straints on a free people
more danger than the ideas ex-
pressed in books and magazines.
This year, the event highlights the
importance of access to ideas and
intormation for young people.
Censorship of young minds cripples
the ability to think critically and
creatively.

ose far

Open books lead to open minds,
But a large and vocal group of
Americans wants to restrict what
others may read or view. Not able to
trust their own children, would-be
censors feel the need to limit access
to information and ideas to other
people’s childien, too, and to other
adults, when possible.

Arguments that attempt to ratio-
nalize restricting access to some
materials to minors miss the point.
The point is-that ideas found in
books and other media need not
validate the greater social system. It
is in books - in the school, the
library and the bookstore - that
young people and other readers can
discover knowledge previousl{, un-
known. Surely it is an overly
generalization for the law to treat
everyone under the age of 18 as too
immature to deal with the realities of
life today. A book which some
people might consider harmful to
minors might be exactly what some
troubled 15-year-old needs to help
make some sense out of life.

.When books, movies or music
recordings are banned, the result is
always the same - everyone's right
to read, view or listen is abridged or
denied. Book challenges are the

road -

result of intolerance - objections
related to religious fundamentalism,
objections based on socio-sexual
references, and other arguments
stemming from ignorance and fear, .

Some legislators, district attorneys,
and judges, even some U.S. Supreme

“Court judges, would limit minors’
' access to some materials deemed. as

harmful. Were it not for our First
Amendment rights, booksellers, - li-
brarians and teachers might -be
considered potential peddlers of
smut to minors. -~

But the First Amendment gives
special protection to the freedom of
speech and freedom of the press. In
a democratic republic, the ability -to
think critically and creatively. .is
crucial in individual and societal
development. This ability requires
the right to read, access to a wide
variety of - ideas and exposure to
other points of view and values. .

Today and every: day, 'celebrate
you freedom to read - open a book
and open your mind!

{Mark Gonlwiecha is assistant pro-
fessor of library science at Rasmuson
Library, University of Alaska Fair-
banks and serves as president of the
Alaska Library Association.)












Strive to be happy".

The "powers that be" know how deeply I was moved via our TJC
Advance=--all inclusive.

Due to my injury symptoms, I often need to write things down
to be able to recall clearly--especially when my emotions are in
overdrive. I don’t choose to leave anyone out; all were and are
important to me.

Did you see Anson Ward’s little one? He looks so much like
papa! What a joy!

And David Mars. . . When he chooses to become involved, his
eyes sparkle, they dance, they sing beautiful songs and they are
so full of life.

Bruce Goldfarb. As you talked with me, more barriers went
down. Yes, yes, I remember. You talked the same statements with
me when we were students!--your work with Lubbers, etc. Thank
you. My memory did need that boost.

We were great, weren’t we?! I have not had as many warm hugs
and touches in my past six years! Adrienne Alm, my roommate, we
were a good match. Mary TePastte let me "wind down" in her home
for an hour or two before returning me to the bus station and, the
Jewish miss from out east--who’s name I never did get--stroked my
work impetus well. I am on an incline again.

DelRae Finnerty
112 N. Foster Avenue
Lansing, MI 48912

49












	I Remember The Bull Frog Pond
	ScholarWorks Citation

	tmp.1714395962.pdf.cvzQo

