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After receiving several tonsof political propaganda in themail from both parties over thelast few weeks, I was pleasedto come into contact with someregular, down-to-earth folks.Let me tell you about two suchpeople:Recently, Cathy and I spentsome time in Bay City, Michi-gan… and no, I did not see theScottish rock band, the BayCity Rollers. Bay City is a smallcity located at the mouth of theSaginaw River and Lake Huron.Cathy and I had stopped ourwalk while in downtown BayCity and we were standingacross the street from a storecalled “Soul Sister,” a businessthat sells hand-crafted pottery.We were staring at Cathy’sphone as she scrolled throughthe internet searching for agood place to grab a bite to eat.After discussing the possibili-ties for about 10 minutes, westill had not reached a decisionand continued to talk whileCathy read out loud the namesof the restaurants and the re-views from customers.Suddenly, a woman of about50 years old with dishwaterblond hair exits Soul Sisterwhile wearing an apronsmeared with bits of dried

brown pottery. She walks to-ward us and as she gets closerI notice she is massaging a ballof dark brown clay. As she ap-proaches us, she introducesherself as Becca, the ownerand head pottery-maker atSoul Sister. Becca explainedthat she had observed usthrough the front window ofher shop and, since she knowsalmost everyone in Bay City,she correctly surmised that wewere from out-of-town andmay be lost or looking forsomething.After telling Becca our story,she gave us detailed reviewson several restaurants and of-fered us her own recommen-dation. We thanked herprofusely and mentioned toBecca that it was awfully kindof her to notice two strangersneeding assistance and inter-rupting her work to walkacross the street (while stillmanipulating a soon-to-be pot-tery piece) and provide help.Becca thought nothing of itand we learned from Beccathat she and her husband havelived in Bay City three differenttimes and they keep comingback because of the quality ofthe people… and she addedthat it is also nice that the cost

of living in Bay City is relativelyinexpensive and the manylakes in the area are an addi-tional benefit.Becca told us of how down-town Bay City is becoming re-vitalized with several shopsthat cater to artists and retailbusinesses, as well as restau-rants. She told us about herfamily, two grown childrenwho live nearby and a husbandthat tolerates her late-careerdecision to open a potterystore. Becca told us that herstore sells pottery but also of-fers classes on pottery-makingand encourages groups offriends to come in for anevening adventure to learn thecraft of potter-making.Becca was the type of per-son who seems genuinely in-terested in others and shequizzed Cathy and me on ourown personal history. Aftersharing tidbits from eachother’s lives for 15 minutes orso, Becca gave us her phonenumber and went back intoSoul Sister, but not beforetelling us to call her if weneeded anything during ourstay in Bay City.The second example of ahelpful person is named Joe.Joe is a master automotive

Around 1959, the Re-view was located down-town, on the south side ofWest Sale Street, where, Ibelieve, the accountingfirm of LWH is now lo-cated. The walls were cov-ered in greatly enlargedpress photos. And also inyears of grime, dust andcigarette smoke residue,back when people smokedin offices.One of my first odd jobsas a young teen that yearwas cleaning the walls ofthe Tuscola Review of thatgunk. The Assistant Editor,Bob Hastings, landed methe gig of cleaning thewalls, which I did by rub-bing them with a fist full ofclay, kneading it every fewwipes.The editor/owner at thetime was Bert Quacken-bush. Helen, his wife,taught fifth grade at the oldSouth Ward school. Shewas very nice and so wasBert. Bert soon sold his in-terest in the paper to Bob.From there I developeda close relationship withBob, primarily in baseballwhere I played for him inAmerican Legion and EIleague ball. Later, Bob wasinstrumental in getting meelected Douglas CountyState’s Attorney in 1976.When Bob became illaround 1990, and could nolonger write weekly edito-rials, I wrote in his ab-sence. I wrote over 200editorials for his paper, be-fore his sons (first Randy,then Craig) assumed thatrole.It was a privilege towrite for Bob and for Tus-cola. I had been bitten by

the writing bug in the 80s,inspired by Phil Deaverwho had by then acquirednational literary acclaim.Phil also got his writingstart with Bob’s TuscolaReview during summerbreaks from college. Be-sides some basic reporting,Bob let Phil write the “So-ciety” column.Phil confided to me thathe sometimes just madestuff up, stuff like “Boydand Bernice Kerouac wel-comed their son, Jack,home. He’d been “on theroad,” all over America,traveling with his friends.”He did it to see if anyonewas reading this section.He said no one ever said athing, although I knowpeople in town loved toread about what everyoneelse was doing. When I re-layed this story to Bobmany years later, I thoughthe’d have a heart attack.The paper was wonder-ful, a local treasure thatpeople used to line upearly, on the night it cameout, in the stores where itwas sold, to snag a hot-off-the-press copy. They didn’twant to wait for it in themail.After Bob died, his wifeBev and his family keptThe Review going. Until,eventually, Bev sold her in-terest to the News-Gazette.The News-Gazette wasbuying up all the smalltown weeklies, which wereonly too willing to sellgiven the deterioratingbusiness model of smalltown newspapers. Adver-tising—the life blood of anewspaper—was dryingup as retail business had

moved to the cities and ad-vertising had moved to theinternet. Bev knew it wastime.But the News-Gazettedid not follow in the Hast-ings' tradition of a friendlylocal paper that celebratedthe town and its citizens,especially its children. TheNews-Gazette wanted big-city hard-hitting dirt. Plusthey purged staff andsalaries. The qualitydropped.Bev, being Bev, had seenenough and moved into ac-tion. She reopened a com-peting newspaper underthe masthead of “The Tus-cola Journal,” another cen-tury-long weekly that hadfolded up a few years ear-lier.The News-Gazette pri-vately mocked her newpaper and proclaimed thatBev could not possibly out-duel the massive News-Gazette conglomerate.They didn’t know Bev andthey didn’t understandTuscola loyalty and theamount of goodwill for theHastings family. The News-Gazette soon closed upshop.A few years ago, theJournal sold again. But theold name “The Tuscola Re-view” was not being used.Enter Dave Porter, whohad earlier worked as a re-

porter for Bob on the Re-view back in the 80s. Hewanted to start anotherTuscola weekly, just likethe good old days when wealways had two weeklies.The Hastings gave himtheir blessing to use theReview masthead.Dave called me for myadvice which I gave alongwith my promise to dowhatever I could to helphim out.I made that promise toDave for many reasons.First, he was a died-in-the-wool Tuscolian, graduatedTCHS class of ’83, withdeep family roots andmore local relatives thanhe can possibly remember.I knew his heart would bein the right place.Secondly, David wasborn to write, to be a re-porter, and to manage anewspaper. When you cuthim, printer’s ink flowsfrom his veins. (Or is thatcigar smoke?) His printpedigree involved servingas an important executivewith the Illinois Press As-sociation, owning twoother papers, as well asgiving lectures and draft-ing “how-to” manuals con-cerning the news industry.And we’d worked to-gether before, with Bob.And I knew he’d carryforth the Hastings tradi-

tion. Which he has.The Tuscola Review isgone, once again, probablyfor good. There’s still theJournal and other area pa-pers for which Dave hascommitted to work for awhile, and I wish him thebest.Soon, retirement, or anew adventure—whoknows? Dave says—awaitsDavid and Jennie—whohas loyally supported himin every way throughoutthis newspaper “labor oflove.” I say “labor or love,”because there certainlywasn’t any profit in theventure.The business model fornewspapers in general isabysmal. Even large dailypapers have either closedor downsized. Look at theNews-Gazette that sold itsprinting machines, lefttheir shiny big buildingdowntown and moved intomuch smaller digs.CBS’s “Sixty Minutes”program ran a special afew weeks ago about thedeath of newspapersacross the national land-scape. Especially trouble-some is the elimination oftrained, qualified inves-tigative journalists whoused to be paid to do“deep” research and helpus uncover—just for onefamous example—the Wa-tergate scandal that led tothe resignation of Presi-dent Nixon.Our nation’s founders,by Constitutional design,guaranteed freedom of thepress, knowing that only afree and flourishingpress—the “Fourth Es-tate”—could keep the citi-

zens adequately informedand make public corrup-tion and skullduggeryharder to engage in.As the Fourth Estatemorphs from print to theless impressive (to me)digital world, I fear a voidin the performance of pro-tecting and informing thepublic. I certainly don’tthink our elected leaderscan be trusted to serve thatcritical function. Clearly,our government officialsdon’t want anyone awareof their goofs. They proba-bly welcome the end ofdeep prying eyes.To me, the death of anysmall town weekly is atown tragedy. As a chroni-cler of the best of smalltown life, a celebration ofbirths and deaths and liveswell lived, as a body of richand evolving history, as atradition that binds us cul-turally, and so much more,small town weeklies likethe Review are preciouscommunal assets. Perhaps,but too late, people will re-alize what has been lost inour culture with the de-mise of print newspaperswith their local and ac-countable reporters.I will not write for any ofthe other papers Dave willbe involved with since theyare not owned by Dave. Ifeel I’ve fulfilled my prom-ise to him.Thank you David for let-ting me write for yourpaper. It was fun. Sorrythat, once again, this pieceis too long.Best of luck to you andJennie. Now get somesleep. You deserve it.
mike carroll
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technician at Ford. I had heardsome strange noises comingfrom my car and had tried(quite humorously) to dupli-cate these noises by makingweird sounds with my lips as Itried to explain to Joe howthese noises sounded. Joewisely decided he wouldrather ride with me and listento the noises himself. As wewere driving, Joe quickly iden-tified what he thought was theproblem, and after putting thecar on the lift and conductingfurther examination, he diag-nosed my issues as somethingto do with ball bearings andthe transmission.When I told him how im-pressed I was that he was ableto figure out my car’s issues soquickly, he explained that he

was a master technician andhad completed 550 hours ofautomotive repair schoolingand was required to pass mul-tiple certification exams inorder to become a master tech-nician. Joe was justifiablyproud of this accomplishmentand he asked me if I would liketo see the plaques that he hadearned by becoming a mastertechnician. Of course, I said“Yes,” and Joe took me into theinner sanctum of his workshopwhere he had an assortment oftools and a work desk, a placewhere customers are not usu-ally allowed.Joe opened up a deskdrawer and gingerly pulled outa variety of plaques bearing hisname. These plaques were gor-geous, and were made of pol-

ished wood affixed to a metalstatute of an automotive tech-nician with inscriptions etchedin bronze, highlighting the factthat Joe had successfully com-pleted copious hours of train-ing to be awarded the title ofmaster technician. It made mesmile to see the look on Joe’sface while he showed me hisplaques. I had no doubt thatJoe was qualified to examinemy car and make the correctdiagnoses.When looking back at myinteraction with Becca andJoe, I realized that not oncedid we talk politics orwhether or not we were De-mocrats or Republicans.Rather, these encounterswere just decent human-be-ings… one shop owner whoobserved two people in ap-parent trouble and offered tohelp. The other was a guywho wanted to assure a cyni-cal customer that he reallywas qualified to help diag-nose a problem with a car.I’ll admit that I am a skepti-cal person and too often thinkthat people are only lookingout for themselves. It’s nice toknow that I am usually wrongand that most people are likeBecca and Joe.
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