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NEW RESIDENTS 
2016 

 
June                      Frances Hefner                                     365 AL 
                              Jane Johnson                                         219 W 
                              Harry & Claire Nelson                          353 E 
                              Norman Bird                                          338 AL 
 
 
July                       Maureen Murphy                                 322W 
                              Leo & Lillian Fitzpatrick                       259 AL 
                              Eleanor Moore                                      201 W 
   Lois Gagnon         342 AL 
 
 
 
 
 

THIRWOOD CENTURY CLUB 
 

                              Mary Hanley                          May 29, 1915 
                              Virginia Ostberg                    July 28, 1916 
 
 

MEMORIAM 
 

                              Mary McEnroe                       May 3, 2016 
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SOME WILL REMEMBER 
Janice Dorchester 

 
     On Valentine’s Day the CAPE COD TIMES had an article that asked 
“Who is Going to Remember Them?” This article said that there’s a new 
genealogical group, now starting on the Cape, whose members intend to 
learn about and remember their ancestors’ history. What is remarkable is 
that in this new group, the people seem to be from all parts of the 
country. Here on the Cape and Islands we have genealogical societies and 
organizations which have been doing this sort of thing for a very long 
time. The group I belong to, based in Falmouth, has already completed 
the history of our colonial ancestors. 
 
     In our family on special holidays, our elders always paid tribute to our 
colonial ancestor – Pastor John Robinson – whom I won’t forget and those 
who share that same kinship with me won’t forget either. Every 
Thanksgiving, my father would give the Blessing and at the end would say, 
“Let us not forget John Robinson, Pastor to the Pilgrims.” Earlier he had 
told us as much as he knew about Pastor Robinson. The “Lord’s free 
people” worshipped in Scrooby, England, with John Robinson. (In 1971 we 
visited that town.) These people were often taken to prison because they 
were not worshiping as the King did, but had their own rules and small 
meeting places. Finally, they talked about leaving England and fleeing the 
persecution. They eventually settled in Leyden, Holland. 
 
     After the discovery of America, some of the parishioners in Leyden 
made the decision to emigrate to the new world. Pastor John decided to 
remain in Holland with the largest part of his congregation. The rest 
boarded the “Speedwell” on July 21, 1620, and left from Delfshaven, 
Holland, for North America. But the “Speedwell” didn’t fare so well and 
the passengers eventually were forced to disembark at Southhampton, 
England, which was the original rendezvous point for meeting up with the 
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“Mayflower”. On September 6, 1620, twenty of the congregation 
transferred to the “Mayflower” for the voyage across the ocean. On 
November 19, 1620, they anchored in Provincetown Harbor. Pastor 
Robinson died in 1625 at 50 years of age. His son, Isaac Robinson, came to 
America in 1632, but none of the other Robinson children did. So I will 
now concentrate on Great, Great Grandfather Isaac Robinson. He arrived 
first in Scituate and then moved to Barnstable. 
 
     He finally ended up in Succanesett (Indian name for Falmouth). Not 
long after that, Governor Prence asked Isaac to take part in opposing the 
Quaker and Baptist churches. There were many persecutions of these 
people up until 1672. However, Isaac liked these people. He didn’t want 
to harass them and refused to make trouble for those who were 
worshipping as free people. Finally, Governor Prence took away Isaac’s 
right to vote and made his life miserable. He ran a tavern and that was 
closed by the authorities. So he packed up his young family and moved to 
Tisbury on Martha’s Vineyard. 
 

     His first wife, Margaret Hanford, had died and the older children 
eventually went to southern Connecticut. The children of his second wife, 
Mary Elizabeth Faunce, were the ones who settled in Tisbury and 
Chilmark on the Vineyard. Some of these eventually went to northeastern 
Connecticut. My father grew up in Windham County, Connecticut. I 
remember how thrilled he was when he discovered that his part of the 
Robinson family had settled on the Vineyard. We had just built a house on 
the Lagoon in Oak Bluffs, Martha’s Vineyard. 
 

     Isaac had one daughter who lived in Barnstable and, when he became 
elderly, he left the Island and went to live with her. He became a member 
of her Congregational Church and is buried in its cemetery. 
 

     Living here on Cape Cod just reminds me of where my father’s family 
began, and I wanted to share that with you. 
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ARTISTS IN THE SCENE        
                                                                                                                                   Interview by Pat Loan 
 

     Denise Apel was born in Langres, France – her mother a native of 
France and her father Irish American. So she began life as Denise 
Murphy. Denise was 3 ½ years old when the whole family, including her 
three younger sisters, moved to Buffalo, New York. Once the girls were 
old enough to go out walking around town, some of the local boys used 
to call out, “here come those four French Murphy girls”, and they 
would chuckle as the girls passed by. 
 
     During Denise’s high school years, it was her Aunt Dorothy who first 
recognized that she had a beautiful singing voice. Her dad was musically 
inclined as well, and began investigating voice training options that 
might be available for her. She was attending the same high school that 
a current Metropolitan Opera singer – Rose Bampton – had attended a 
few years earlier. Rose recommended her voice teacher – Seth Clark. 
Denise continued with voice lessons throughout high school. After high 
school, she attended the Eastman School of Music in Rochester, New 
York. (Eastman is one of only two top rated music schools in the 
country.) At this time Rose Bampton’s parents introduced Denise to 
another renowned voice teacher – Clyde Miller – who also had a 
successful professional career as a baritone. A year and some months 
later, Denise and Clyde married and she became Mrs. Miller. 
 
     Already fluent in her first two languages – French and English – she 
now added Italian and German to her repertoire of languages through 
exposure to and study of the great operas of the world. 
 

     In 1950, Denise gained recognition for her talent at the “Young 
Artists Concert Series” put on by the Rochester Opera Company. One 
newspaper article noted: “It was a happy beginning, for Mrs. Miller is  
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an unusually talented singer. She presented with equal musical 
perception songs ranging from the Richard Strauss meditative ‘Morgan’ 
through the passionate ‘Nebbie’ of Respighi to the Rossini in sparkling 
‘La Danza’.” Also, “as an encore, Mrs. Miller offered a humorous little 
number by Leonard Bernstein, ‘I Hate Music – But I like to Sing,’ which 
gave full sway to one of her greatest assets as an artist – her personal 
charm.”               [Note: Quotes from Rochester Times Union article, Nov 8 1950, by G.H.K.] 
 
     In addition to performing, Denise also taught voice at Keuka College, 
a women’s college in Keuka, New York. Denise once auditioned for 
Frank La Forge at his New York studio. Mr. La Forge was famous for his 
accompaniment of great artists in the field of music. Denise asked him 
what he wanted to hear. He said, “Sing me something in German.” She 
did. When she finished he said, “You are the first American singer I’ve 
heard that sounds like a German!” She answered, “Well, I’ve had great 
German teachers.” He offered her a scholarship, but Denise turned 
down the offer because she was married and didn’t want to move to 
New York City. 
 
     After moving to Cape Cod, she sang at the Chatham Congregational 
Church and the Methodist Church in South Yarmouth. She is so grateful 
for the life she has lived due to this gift she received at a young age, 
and very respectful of the hard work, dedication and effort that the 
great opera singers of the world put into their craft to reach perfection 
and gain recognition. 

 
 

                                   Note: Denise became Mrs. Apel on December 1, 1990. 
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Women in music 
By MARGARET MAXWELL * 

 

 
       Denise Miller started out by saying, “Well, I was born in France.” Visioning romantic 
sounding if unpronounceable French  syllables,  we continued prodding with, “And your 
maiden name was…?” “Murphy,” said the young singer matter-of-factly. There’s no 
doubt about it, Denise Miller has a sense of humor as well as a clear and warm soprano 
voice. Her Irish and French background keeps popping up when she talks, with quick 
wit and observations. 
 
     The Murphy family came to Buffalo when Denise was only 3. She grew up in that city 
and attended the public schools. Like many another singer, she didn’t know she had a 
professional singing career ahead of her until well along in high school. Singing voices 
frequently don’t develop until the singer is in the late teens, and then there is always so 
much to learn in so little time. 
 
     After winning a Chautauqua scholarship, however; Denise began to take her singing 
more seriously. She auditioned before Rose Bampton when the latter visited Buffalo, 
and Miss Bampton sent her to Rochester to study with Clyde Miller. The young singer 
not only studied with the teacher Miss Bampton suggested. She married him. 
 
     But marriage was the beginning not the end of a career for Denise Miller. Deciding 
she needed a formal musical education, she attended and was graduated from the 
Eastman School of Music, at the same time continuing her voice study with her 
husband. 
 
     In the last few years Denise Miller’s name has been appearing frequently on concert 
programs. Two years ago she sang the role of the Countess in “The Marriage of Figaro” 
at the Eastman Theater. Last Winter her program included the soprano roles in two 
oratorios, Hayden’s “Creation” and Handel’s  “Messiah.”  The former was done on just a 
few days notice, but Denise Miller sat down and learned the whole score in that time. 
She has been soloist at the Fourth Church of Christ, Scientist, in Rochester for the past 
four years and is a member of the voice staff at Keuka College. 
 
     Both the Millers have a keen interest is singing and in study. Several times each year 
they pack up and head for New York for a series of lessons with J. H. Duval, a noted 
voice teacher, whom they greatly admire. 
 
     Here again is another happy husband and wife combination of professional musical 
talents. 
 
                                     *Column sourced from the Rochester Times Union  (Circa 1951) 
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FIREMEN FROM HEAVEN               
Ellie Hynna 

 

     During my 31 years as secretary to five superintendents of schools in 
Patchogue, Long Island, New York, I was a member of Professional 
Secretaries International (PSI) (now known as International Association 
of Administrative Professionals). As the name indicates, this is an 
international association, composed of local chapters, and state and 
provisional divisions. When I first joined, I attended Queen Anne 
Chapter which met in Bay Shore, NY. In time it was decided that a new 
chapter should be formed to serve secretaries who lived and worked at 
the eastern end of Long Island. Therefore, I was chosen to chair a 
committee to form Twin Forks Chapter. 
 
      One trip in 1979, to attend the New York State Division meeting of 
PSI,  turned out to be quite eventful. Our chapter president, Sarah, was 
going to be our delegate. Another member, Mary, and I also would be 
attending. Sarah’s husband, Wallie, offered to drive us to the meeting, 
which was held in Painted Post, New York (near Corning, New York). We 
were to leave Friday afternoon for the weekend meeting, with the plan 
to stay overnight in a motel on the way. I asked Sarah if she had made 
reservations at a motel, and she said it wasn’t necessary since there 
were many motels along the way. Wallie and Sarah picked up Mary and 
me and we were off. As we were driving along the Long Island 
Expressway, I started to smell gas in the car. I didn’t say anything since I 
was sure everyone else in the car, especially the driver, was aware of 
that too. This was a brand new car! 
 
     When we were driving on the Cross Bronx Expressway (CBE), the car 
began to slow down and then came to a stop. There was smoke coming 
from under the hood. I said to Mary, “We have to get out of the car.” 
She said, “We can’t, there’s too much traffic” (it was rush hour). But, of 
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course, we did manage to get out as  Wallie took our luggage out of the 
trunk. At this part of the CBE, there were high walls on both sides. We 
stood with our backs close against the wall, and I prayed that someone 
looking down would see our predicament and call the fire department. I 
no sooner said this little prayer, when a ladder came down next to me 
with a fireman climbing down holding a fire extinguisher. He 
extinguished the fire promptly, and a tow truck came to take the car 
away. Fortunately we were near an exit ramp, so we were able to 
follow the tow truck to a nearby garage. We learned later that the 
reason the fire truck was there so quickly was because it was returning 
from a false alarm, and the firemen saw the smoke coming from our 
car.  
 
     Unfortunately, this garage could not take the car, and sent Wallie to 
a place that would be able to handle the needed repair. In the 
meantime, he told us to rent a car and then come and pick him up. I 
used the phone book to look up a car rental. The only one I could find 
nearby was a Budget Rent a Car, so I called and told them that we 
wanted to rent a car, and would be there shortly. The girl snapped that 
they closed at 6 p.m. It was now 5:45, and I asked her to please wait for 
our arrival since we definitely needed a car. The next problem was to 
find a taxi. Well, this was the Bronx, not Manhattan, and cabs were not 
going by. We were standing on the curb looking forlorn, when who 
should drive by but our friendly fire fighters. When they heard of our 
problem, one of the men said he would get his car and drive us, when 
suddenly, he pointed out a ‘gypsy cab’ trying to pull out, but could not 
do so because the fire truck was blocking the way. I ran over to the cab 
to ask if he would take us to Budget Rent a Car. He said he wasn’t sure, 
when this deep voice behind me said, “Of course you can.” It was one 
of the fire fighters, so he didn’t hesitate, and we climbed in and 
reached Budget Rent a Car just in time. 
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     Sarah should have been the one to rent the car, but she didn’t have 
her credit card and I did, so I rented the car. Sarah got in to drive to the 
place we were to pick up Wallie. As we were going, I read the form I 
had signed, which said that only the person who signed the form was 
permitted to drive the car. Well, I just prayed that nothing would 
happen while Wallie was driving. Then we decided to get a motel 
because it was getting late. We stopped at a Howard Johnson’s but 
they had no rooms, so we just had dinner, and then continued along 
the way. We saw no motels, so we stopped to ask directions. We were 
sent up a hill where there was a motel, and we were able to get the last 
two rooms they had. By now it was very late, and, of course, dark. We 
had no idea where we were, but the next day we awoke to a beautiful 
morning and saw that we were indeed in a lovely motel. After breakfast 
we continued on our way. Wallie was familiar with the route, so we 
arrived safely at the conference center in Painted Post. We wondered 
why it was so hard to find a motel, when we learned that it was 
Parents’ Weekend at the nearby colleges, and all the motels were full. 
 
     On our way back, we had to return the car, so that Wallie could rent 
a car on his own credit card. We had to go to JFK airport, where the 
transaction was finally conducted. 
 
     This is one trip none of us will ever forget. 
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FIREMEN TO THE RESCUE 
 

 
 
 

Drawing by Lou Lange 
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Note to fellow residents: 
 
     The following short story is written posthumously for my late 
husband, C. Edward Walton. We moved to Thirwood Place in April 2015 
and he passed away at the Cape Cod Hospital in late October 2015. The 
topic is his model of the Bluenose Sailing Ship, and in deference to 
Frank Hynes’ beautiful model, that Ed greatly admired, which is 
currently on display in the Board Room here at Thirwood. I have 
written the story as Ed might have presented it – a man of few words. 
 
                                                                                                                     Priscilla Walton 
 

MY BLUENOSE SAILING SHIP 
 

      When a small boy, my family and I spent part of each summer in 
Nova Scotia, where my mother’s roots were from. We would visit all of 
the relatives who still lived in Nova Scotia and visit all of the shipping 
ports and sailing fishermen’s vessels. Among those ports was Lunenburg 
which is located on the southern coast. I believe Lunenburg was the 
home port of the Bluenose, a sailing vessel constructed for the fishing 
trade. Also, among its history are the annual races held for the fishing 
schooners from the area and included those from Gloucester, which the 
Bluenose won every year. Yes, it was a fast ship! 

 

      Back to the story of my model. One day when I was a young lad, 
my father and I were visiting the port and came across a shop with a 
hand carved model of the Bluenose. It is my understanding that it was 
carved by a sailor while at sea in the lull of their fishing endeavors. As a 
small child is wont to do, I begged and begged my father to buy it – and 
he finally relented. This is one of the most vivid memories I have of him, 
as he was killed in an airplane crash when I was only five. 

 

     As is the fate of many toys, it was put in the attic and forgotten for 
many, many years, until my adulthood. During that time I had become  

 
12 



very interested in model radio-controlled sailboats, first in Needham 
with my son and then on Cape Cod where my wife and I had moved in 
1986. There is a club on Cape Cod which sponsors races in Hamblin 
Pond in Marston Mills on Wednesdays and Saturdays. It is mostly made 
up of retired sailors of big boats who can no longer handle a spinnaker. 
The winters were spent by all in constructing a new boat for the next 
sailing season, hoping it would be a “winner.” But they all sure had fun. 

 

      I dusted off my model, painted the hull, fixed the on-deck sheds 
and shallops, added some spars and sails and rigging. Believe it or not, 
it does sail as a “pond” sailboat, but most of the time it has been on 
display and presently can be seen on a console outside of our 
apartment door. I would love to have you come and admire it. 

 

 
 

“Bluenose” 
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NAME DROPPING:   JOHN DENVER 
                                                                                             Interview by Pat Loan 
 
 

     After graduating from Kent State University with a master’s degree in 
Speech Pathology and Audiology, Maggie Schilke moved to Colorado for 
a position with the Colorado State Education Board. Her degree had 
prepared her for work in a clinical setting, but she wanted to work with 
school children. In order to become accredited for this, she had to do a 
practicum in a school system. She was fortunate to secure one in 
Colorado. Maggie was assigned to cover 13 different schools traveling 
from one to another each week throughout the school year. So she 
settled in Glenwood Springs, Colorado. 
 
     She quickly became immersed in life among the “locals” as they all 
welcomed her as “one of them.” In her travels to the various schools, 
her Friday schedule always brought her to Aspen, Colorado, where she 
stayed over the weekend. She and her new friends frequently met at 
the Red Onion Bar for lunch each Friday. They invited her to join them 
one evening at another local bar to hear a popular singer there. This 
was how Maggie came to know John Denver. 
 
     Since she was new to the group at the bar, John came over to 
introduce himself. She remembers that he complimented her on the 
outfit she was wearing that day. (It was one of her favorites.) From then 
on she became one of the gang of friends with whom he socialized. 
Whenever he had the time he would join them for dinners, or skiing 
and other activities they all enjoyed doing together. It was an exciting, 
fun time for Maggie as a recent transplant in this new environment. 
Before moving to Colorado, Maggie had not heard of John Denver or his 
music and was totally unaware of his popularity outside of Aspen. He 
was just one of her local friends. 
 

14 



     Not until after the school year had ended, and she was on her way 
back home to Pennsylvania, did she become aware of his great 
popularity. She was waiting for a travel connection when the song 
“Leaving, on a Jet Plane” began to play on the sound system. Everyone 
in the place knew the song and began singing along. This gave Maggie 
new insight into how special a person John Denver was. Not only was 
he very personable and comfortable to be with, but he never spoke of 
or alluded to his celebrity and his status in the music world in all the 
time she had spent in his company. As Maggie remembers, “He was just 
my friend and a great human being.” 
 

 
           “Take Me Home, Country Roads” 

                         “Sunshine on My Shoulders” 

    “Rocky Mountain High” 

             “Annie’s Song”               “Fly Away” 

                              “Thank God I’m a Country Boy” 

           “Calypso”                  “Goodbye Again” 

      “Poems, Prayers and Promises” 

                             “The Eagle and the Hawk” 

            “Follow Me” 

 

 
Note:   See Maggie’s hallway display on the back cover. 
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BEHIND THE SCENE IN FEDERAL COURT      
Joe Garon  

                

     The judges in the Federal Court system are some of the finest jurists 
in the country. They are all excellent, from the Supreme Court, down 
through the Circuit Courts and finally the District Courts located in 
every state across the country. 
 

     The District Court in New York is particularly busy. As a result, the 
judges there sometimes have to seek the help of senior practicing 
attorneys to act as Special Masters and try complicated/scientific cases. 
These are then subject to approval by the judge involved. One such 
case involved me and related to a very important but complicated 
patent controversy. As you probably know, patent laws give the 
exclusive rights to inventors of new developments. Thus Thomas Edison 
had the exclusive right to make light bulbs. 
 

     As part of our nation’s defense capability, Texas Instruments 
developed a TOW – “Tube-launched, Optically tracked, Wire-guided” –
weapon system for the army that would be effective against enemy 
tanks. This involved a missile which could be fired at a tank and 
maneuvered to follow the tank as it tried to escape. This invention was 
extremely successful in combat and became a staple in armies around 
the world. Because Texas Instruments had the patent on this weapon 
system, they supplied it under U.S. control to many countries. 
  
     Due to the high demand, an Israeli company began competing with 
Texas Instruments to supply this weapon to foreign countries. Texas 
Instruments filed a patent infringement suit in the Southern District of 
New York which was assigned to Judge Joseph McLaughlin (later to 
become Chief Judge of the Court of Appeals). While Dean of the  
Fordham Law School, Mc Laughlin had appointed me as a professor of 
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patent, trademark and copyright law. Remembering this, he called me 
and asked if I would help him out as a Special Master to try the case 
because he had no knowledge of the complicated scientific issues 
involved in patent cases. With trepidation, I accepted the honor. I tried 
the case from the court bench with counsel for both parties, whom I 
knew well, presenting their cases through witnesses over three weeks. 
Traditionally, the norm is to show honor and respect toward any judge 
during trial in a court room. Nevertheless, I was quite surprised when 
my peers treated me with this same reverence. 
 

     During the trial I learned much about the Israeli company and its 
officers, but had to judge whether what they did was wrong and, if so, 
was it intentional. Israeli companies are well known for their high 
degree of technical and commercial ability. This company was no 
exception, thus creating a very difficult weighing of the evidence. The 
guidance system for the TOW was a complicated arrangement of 
electronics. The defendant had designed a different electronic 
arrangement in an attempt to avoid infringement. Each side’s expert 
scientific witnesses . . . testified one way or the other. With their help I 
was able to see no real difference in the two systems and, therefore, 
there was infringement. 
 

     One rather amusing issue that arose during the trial involved court 
security. As everyone knows, entrance to public places and particularly 
Federal locations are controlled by strict entrance requirements.  
Searches and x-ray screening of people and bags are among them. One 
such scene appeared in the movie “Airplane,” where TSA employees 
descended on a nun and almost strip searched her as three terrorists, 
wearing uniforms and carrying automatic weapons and bombs, easily 
passed through in the background. This reminded me of an event in my 
own case. I believed it necessary to have an actual missile in court so I  
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arranged this through security. The scene was similar to the “Airplane” 
movie. In our case lawyers, personnel, witnesses, and the public were 
strictly searched and x-rayed by security, while in the background four 
burly soldiers and I carried in an 8 foot missile without any security 
check. 
 

      After all testimony and evidence had been presented and while I 
was in the midst of considering a motion to hold the president of the 
defendant company personally liable, by coincidence – possibly – he 
wound up in a first class seat next to me on a flight to Los Angeles. He 
bragged about how charitable he was, but did not discuss the case. In a 
90 page opinion, I held him personally liable for the $12 million 
judgment. There was no appeal. 
 
 

 
 

TOW 
Photo sourced from Wikipedia. 
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PROOF ???       
Mary Scanlan 

 

      I was born in New York City during the early 1920’s. In those days, 
doctors  came to the house to deliver babies. In my case, it was a very 
premature birth. I weighed in at approximately 2 lbs. (My mother told 
me that my dad could hold me in one hand.) Due to these 
circumstances, I suspect that the attending doctor delayed registering 
my birth in the city records, and then forgot altogether. So I grew up 
without having a birth certificate. 
 
     However, this didn’t seem to present any problems. We moved from 
New York City to Port Washington, Long Island, around the time I was 
to start school, and a birth certificate wasn’t needed. This continued all 
through grammar school as well as high school. 
 
     It was when I was in my twenties and first applied for a passport that 
my difficulties began. They rejected my application because I didn’t 
have a birth certificate to certify where and when I had been born. They 
instructed me to select a non-relative who could verify proof of my 
birth. My grandfather worked in a hat factory in Danbury, Connecticut, 
and had a man working for him who agreed to do this. This man 
happened to have what was then called “Mad Hatter’s Disease”, which 
was really mercurial poisoning from working in the hat industry. More 
to the point, it was discovered that he was not a citizen, so he was 
disqualified. Then my neighbor, Mrs. Murphy, said she’d be willing to 
verify my birth. She qualified, so I was able to get a passport, but I still 
didn’t have a birth certificate. 
 
     Not until I was eligible to receive Medicare benefits did this problem 
arise again. It wasn’t because I wanted to start collecting monthly Social 
Security checks at this time, for I was still working. It was for Medicare, 
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only, that I was making this inquiry. In fact, I specifically told the agent I 
didn’t want to receive monthly Social Security checks quite yet. The 
agent was taken aback by this request because no one he’d interviewed 
before had ever declined this benefit. 
 
     As part of the eligibility process I had to produce a birth certificate. 
This time my age as well as my birth had to be authenticated. New York 
City couldn’t help me as I knew they didn’t have a record of me. The 
only other place that might have records was the grammar school I had 
attended in Port Washington, Long Island. Their school department did 
have a record of me attending the 1st Grade at the age of seven. By 
backtracking from the verification of my 1st Grade age, they could 
certify the year in which I had been born, although they couldn’t verify 
the exact day and place of my birth. 
 
     There was one other strange complication that occurred with my 
Medicare enrollment. As noted above, I had refused monthly Social 
Security checks at that time, even though I was eligible. The following 
month, however, the Social Security Office sent me a check anyway. I 
called them and told them I was sending it back. The agent said, “No, 
no, don’t do that. We have no process in place to handle that 
situation.” Alas, it required many official letters back and forth between 
the Social Security Office and me before they finally took back that first 
check. There were no further complications when I finally was ready to 
actually begin receiving my monthly Social Security benefits. However, 
as strange as it may seem, to this day I still don’t have a birth 
certificate. 
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Summertime  


