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Clubhouse

May 2020 

Newslet t er

Happy Spring, Everyone, and welcome to the 
May 2020 Vail Hopkins Clubhouse 
Newsletter!  As with last month's newsletter, 
we've had a great number of colleagues 
contributing to the creation of this newsletter.  
It's inspiring to see so many members  
getting involved with the various projects, 
groups, meetings, and work opportunities 
that make virtual Vail as real of a connection 
as it can possibly be. 

But there's one thing missing.  YOU!  We 
want to connect with all of you, in one way or 
another.   And the meetings and groups that 
are listed on the May calendar are a super 
easy way for us to connect.  You DO NOT 
need to have a computer or the internet to 
take part.  You can simply use your phone 
and call the number listed on the back of the 
calendar.  Any staff person and many 
members will be happy to assist you if you 
need any help or encouragement.  We miss 
you and want to hear from you!

On the Reachout front, staff have made a lot 
of reachout calls but soon there will  also be 
member to member reachout calls 
happening.  Yay!  Staff and members have 
been leading and co-leading many different 
group activities as well. Monday afternoon's 
Creative Wellness group and Friday 
afternoon's Variety Hour are two that come to 
mind. (See Amber's article about the Variety 
Hour in this newsletter).  Mailings have gone 

out and the Radio Hour is a big hit.  You can 
call the zoom line on Tuesdays at 3:00 to 
listen to it.  Again, no computer required!

As we settle into something of a groove, 
creating a clubhouse community "virtually," 
we want to continue generating new ideas 
and getting more and more of You connected 
to each other and your VailPlace community. 
Hopefully this month's newsletter will do 
some of that.  Enjoy!---Julie

Photo of 9 Mile Creek 
by Robin H
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Wag of  the Week
-with reporters Benson H. and Zoe H., straight from the News-couch of Channel K-9

Benson : Hi there, sniff, it 's me, 
Benson again, with my 
colleague Zoe, back here on the 
news couch at channel K9.  I 
want to send a special bark-out 
to our friend Barry A.  It was 
great to hear from you! I went 
to one of those "tutoring" 
sessions myself, oh, several 
years ago now, and I remember 
being a litt le sore for a few 
days. Hope you're feeling 
better dude. Now to our 
on-going reports of our ever 
changing world in this midst of 
this, as our colleague Barry 
refers to it, "bologna" virus.

Zoe: Ever changing?  What do 
you mean? Suppers come, 
suppers go, and I still haven't 
been to Starbucks in like longer 
than forever.

Benson: Well, I haven't been on 
the bus in many breakfasts 
either. I really miss that, then 
getting off and taking my 
human up to the light pole so 
she can touch it, make it talk, and then give 
me my treat.

Zoe: Oh, I remember those! Treats downtown 
on the way to work. And I miss my three beds 
in my office at Target Field, too.

Benson: Three beds?  You have three beds at 
work?

Zoe: Well, lots of people love me there.

Benson : Well, lots of people love 
me when I go to Vail too, but I've 
only got one, in my den under the 
reception desk.

Zoe: No, there are two dog beds. 
The other one is down under the 
window in hospitality, remember?

Benson : Oh, that 's right!  
Sometimes our humans put them 
there, side by side, so we can  
listen to them practice with the 
rest of the Renovators on Tuesday 
evenings.

Zoe: They're getting pretty good 
too. If my stomach wasn't so 
worried about going home for 
supper, I would probably enjoy 
the music more.

Benson: Speaking of music, 
there's a really strange thing that 's 
happening more and more these 
days. My human and I had been 
practicing our music together 
most days, but lately I've had to 
sing from quarantine in the den. I 
don't even think she can hear me.

Zoe: Well, not with the door closed she can't, 
but I can. You're getting better and louder 
every day.

Benson : But then why is she accompanying 
"Croaky" instead of me? How can she prefer 
playing flute with a bunch of instruments - 
guitars, drums, and keyboards- to 
accompanying...Me?
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 Zoe: I dunno.  You're much better. Things are 
certainly getting strange these days.

Benson: Strange for sure! Hey, we'd love to get 
some bark-backs from all of you out there 
about whatever changes are happening in 
your world. Until then--

Zoe: Keep wagging!

Wag of  the Week  
(cont ...)Cat 

Chat

by 

Hoshi H.

Morning. Hmmm. Time to begin a new day. I hear birdsong through the window. Makes me think about breakfast. 
Could be tasty? I?m a huntress, after all. But, as usual, I?m stuck inside. Doors and windows all closed to my careful 
scrutiny. So, I must resort to plan B. That means it?s time to wake the dogs .Get them in line with the breakfast 
protocols! Cats rule, you know! Oh, didn?t I say? My name is Hoshi- it means ?Star? in Japanese, and I AM a star. After 
all I?m a CAT. An almost six year old cat. A beautiful, green-eyed female cat. A gorgeous, black and white cat. A 
HUNGRY cat! Since I can?t get outside to get the breakfast of MY choice, I must resort to other means for my nutrition 
needs. Fancy Feast!Yum! That means first, I must go into Black Lab Benson?s room! There he is, up on the bed. He likes 
to sleep with his human. Pssst?  phsssst! Wake up, Dog- Benson! Rub that human of yours awake! Get started! Rub, 
rub, rub that human! Wake her up! I?M HUNGRY. That?s it. Bet you?re hungry, too, right? Good dog. Get her moving.

(Humans make such awful sounds when they wake up. And they say cats have bad language!)

You keep working on her, and I?ll go to my good friend, Yellow Lab Zoe?s room and start rousing her. Come on, Dog- 
Zoe! Phssst! Wake up! Off that bed of yours on the floor! Time to wake up your human! Go start nudging her under the 
covers. That?s it! Push the covers off! (Good thing I don?t understand Human.I don?t think that sounded very nice, 
either!) That?s it, get her up! We need both humans up to attend to MY?  er?  our needs. It goes faster when there?s 
two of them serving ME?  er?  us! Humans yawning and stretching. What?s taking them so long? I?m STARVING! Up, 
up, up! That?s an order! Cats rule you know!

Those humans have certainly been sleeping in later and later recently! Don?t know what?s up with them! At least 
weekday mornings USED to be predictable. Sometimes they?d even get up before me. Then they?d get busy, getting 
ready to go?  out! (After they fed ME, of course!)

So, this is a big MEOW to all you other cats out there! What can I do to hurry up this wake-up process! Seems like I?m 
close to STARVING every morning lately! Any suggestions?

And maybe you can tell me?  is your staff?  the humans, you know?  acting any differently lately? It?s nice having 
more laps to sit in, more scratches behind the  ears, more (well deserved) attention, but also, less chances to sneak  
outside.(When I try, out comes this nasty little bottle, and I get squirted down into the basement.) Things have 
certainly changed. Not sure it?s for the better. I LIKE having my three level townhouse all to myself.I love them, but the 
humans have really been getting under-paw a lot of late. Working from home? Shelter in place? Social distancing? 
What is this supposed to mean?

Would love to hear any thoughts from you fellow feline rulers out there! Cats rule, you know. And dogs do drool! (At 
least Benson does?  Zoe not quite so much!)



 

Howdy, human friends! Barry Andress here with the 
monthly quarantine report. Yeah, there?s been quite a bit of 
plot development around here, if I do say so myself. We 
moved into the guest bedroom for the month, because my 
parents are trying to pretend that 
every day isn?t exactly the same. The 
good news on that front is that now 
I?m no longer sleeping in the kennel 
and so I can freely paw at my dad?s 
face around 5:30 or 6 a.m. each 
morning when the sun comes up to let 
him know it?s time to get up! 
Sometimes he just grumbles and rolls 
over, but I know deep down he 
appreciates it a lot.

Oh! Also! I had my birthday a few 
weeks ago!  I turned one!  And I got to 
eat a whole hot dog for dinner. My 
parents put a candle in there, but I was 
told I couldn?t eat that. I was supposed 
to blow it out or something, but I 
found that?s kind of hard to do when 
you don?t have lips. It seemed kind of 
biased from a human perspective, but 
I didn?t complain, because, well, I was 
too busy scarfing a hot dog. Freedom is a complex thing, 
you know?

The biggest bummer these days is that we haven?t gone to 
the dog park in like two months. As someone who gets to 
know people best by getting a real good sniff right up in 
their butt, I feel like by comparison my parents are already 

pretty ?socially distant,? so I?m not 
sure the reluctance to go into a place 
like that, but I don?t get a lot of say in 
the matter since I haven?t yet figured 
out how to drive a car or even 
understand spatially how one of those 
things operates. Maybe next year when 
I?m a big two-year old!

Hmm, what else can I say? It?s been a 
lot of fun to watch Spring come to life. 
The grass outside is coming up so fast, 
I can?t eat it fast enough and I?m 
having a great time trying to catch 
bumblebees and rabbits. It?s not ideal 
to be inside as often as we are, but it?s 
good to get out when we can. I hope 
the same for all of you these days! 
Even if it feels like a drag, just put 
yourself on a leash and take yourself 
for a walk ? gotta take advantage of 
that sunshine!

Cheers,  Barry

Updat e f r om Bar r y  t he Dog
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We had our very f irst  Price is Right-Zoom Edit ion for our very f irst  Variety Hour on May 8th. 
Li lly was the all-t ime champion, over Nate, who should have had an advantage as many of the 
items were for kids,  and we know how much of a kid he is. We had great  conversat ions about  
the items that  were being bid on. We were really hoping that  Jonathan would purchase the 
bargain items that  were found. Who knew that  the makers of a f idget  pen could make more 
money considering everyone?s bid was over the actual retail price? Pet  hoodie carriers were the 
craze, except  for the point  that  was brought  up that  you wouldn?t  want  to put  your dog in it  i f  
they have been t raipsing in the mud. 

We are really hoping to have more people join us for future Variety Hours. Some 
recommendat ions that  have been made are Jeopardy, Trivia,  and more of The Price is Right . 
Please let  Amber or someone else know if  there is an act ivity you would like to do on Fridays 
from 3-4pm. You can access this fun and games via the Zoom app or by calling in. The more 
people that  join,  the less likely Nate is to win!  We do love you Nate, despite all of  the joking.

Var iety Hour : Fr idays at  3:00
by Amber  D.



At  a Nat ure Cent er  Dur ing Pandem ic
by Jef f  H.
April 29, 2020

During this 2020 quarantine, I get sick of 
stepping out into my neighborhood to walk the 
same boring streets each and every day. I?m 
lucky to have a car. It allows me to drive to 
nature centers to take walks. I put on my mask 
to navigate the halls of my apartment building 
and go out into the parking lot to my car. I drive 
to the nature center on the fuel I bought this 
morning, that probably came from North 
Dakota or Louisiana, that ultimately came from 
decayed leaves deep underground, the 
remnants of a mass extinction of plant life eons 
ago. The car runs by a highly refined and 
processed fire? the burning runs the motor, 
which runs the car, which gets me to the nature 
center.

Signs in the driveway there remind me to social 
distance, to keep my six feet from other 
humans. I am happy that there are not too 
many cars in the parking lot. Perhaps such 
distance will not be difficult to keep. I walk the 
asphalt trail to the woodchip trail in the woods. I 
hug the edges of the trail to keep away from 
some other people there. On either side of the 
wood chip trail is mowed grass and weeds. I 
remember about 9 months ago, before the 
pandemic and before winter, I walked these 
trails to the annoying cadence of a whirring 
motor. It grew louder as I walked the trail up a 
hill and around a bend. A small tractor had an 
arm that reached out beyond the trail and was 
mowing the growth at the edges. The tractor 
operator lifted the mower at an elbow so I could 
walk by. I saw the vicious, rotating blades. I 
thought of the litt le critters, the mice and moles, 
it must kill or at least scare, all so that I and my 
fellow humans have a safe trail to walk. They 
may cut back the weeds to lessen the possibility 
of getting ticks, and thereby lyme disease. 
These woods are a convenience to us humans.

Indeed, all wilderness has become a 

convenience to human beings. What is a wildlife 
refuge, after all, but a demarcated place on a 
map, where humans are ordered to stay away 
for the most part, except, perhaps, for 
backpackers and scientists? But the very fact 
that wilderness is now demarcated as a place to 
be protected means there is no wilderness in 
the strict sense. The whole earth has become a 
zoo, existing for our human convenience, with 
trails through wilderness where we can go to 
enjoy the flora and fauna: I recently read that 
there are now more tigers in captivity, in zoos, 
than in the ?wild.?

But there is a price to making the earth our zoo. 
Knowledge is small and flimsy, a midnight streak 
of lightning that shows only enough to reveal 
how much we will always be incapable of seeing. 
We may demarcate wilderness, but we still don?t 
know what lurks in our zoos. The coronavirus is 
said to have come from wild animals brought to 
market in the city. The virus is not new to the 
wilderness where it originated; it is new to the 
human body. With globalization, with the fires of 
carbon-based fuels and electricity, it flies about 
the whole earth as its human carriers go.  

And we go fast. But we can't outrun nature.  Any 
civilization is a mere form nature can take.  And I 
am reminded as I walk this trail in these slightly 
manicured woods, hearing the chunk of a 
woodpecker on a hollow tree, that humans are 
way off the trail, and ill-equipped to move 
through a forest where we cannot read the trees 
and rocks as markers of where we are located, 
as our ancestors did who actually lived here. 
Instead, we today mark our place by houses and 
yards and other buildings. We need a 
maintained trail to get through the woods, 
unless we?ve had special training, a kind of 
training that treats the forest not as home but as 
a place that must be demarcated, 
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conceptualized, and known. Today, we ?know? 
our way through the forest. Formerly, it was 
simply home.

And there is so litt le we know. And so much that 
can get us. There have been pandemics before. 
There was the black plague in Europe. Probably 
the greatest was the one that decimated the 
native populations of the Americas in the 16th 
through 19th century, some of it intentionally 
caused, biological warfare. Each civilization who 
experienced one probably thought it was the 
end of the world, or at least close to it. This one 
doesn?t feel like the end of the world to me. 
Many will die, but eventually we will come to 
herd immunity, either through infection or 
through vaccination. But something is more 
deeply unsettling. This pandemic seems to have 
come because we have simultaneously known 
too much and too litt le. And this seems to be 
the state of the current human culture, one that 
has become worldwide. We are way off the trail, 
bushwhacking through a wilderness we have 
categorized and conceptualized but cannot ever 
fully know, exposing ourselves in our 
heedlessness to what lurks there. And we are 
learning that we are way off the trail even in 
malls and office buildings and meat packing 
plants. We stay six feet from each other and 
wear masks. We have made a zoo of the planet, 
and it has come back to get us.

It does so blindly, of course. When I climb a hill 
in this nature center I grow winded: I am 
reminded that with each breath microbes and 
bacteria are inhaled and killed by my immune 
system. But I do this without conscious intent. 
The microbes and bacteria die because they are 
sucked into my biological system that 
eliminates them. Of course, we humans don?t 
get sucked into wildernesses where novel 
viruses lurk. We go there for food or for 
scientific discovery or for recreation, to places 
we dominate with our knowledge yet don?t 
know at all. And the ecological systems there 
produce viruses hostile to us, that thrive on us 
and eliminate some of us.

I hope to see wildlife as I walk this wood chip 
trail. I?ve seen deer here many times before. 
They usually eye me warily, then go about their 
business. Humans, they know, usually stick to 
the trails and leave them alone. But I see nothing 
living today other than a few squirrels and small 
birds. Instead, I see a dead duck in the middle of 
the trail. It had bled out from the neck but was 
not yet decayed. I imagine a raptor, perhaps a 
hawk or eagle, had attacked and killed it, then 
dropped it before eating. A park ranger will 
probably clean it up. A few steps later, a 
middle-aged couple walks toward me and lines 
up against the far edge of the trail as I hug the 
edge of my side. We smile and say "hi," moving 
quickly, six feet apart.

 The virus started halfway around the earth. The 
couple I met on the trail probably drove a 
car? burning fossil fuel? to get to the nature 
center. They, like me, probably wanted a break 
from the drudgery of the quarantine and turned 
to manicured nature to provide it. They are 
afraid of my being infected and showing no 
symptoms. I, too, am afraid of them.

Last year we had record rainfall in Minnesota, 
probably in part because of global warming. 
The ponds in the nature center are swollen: I 
walk a long bridge above a portion of the trail 
that formerly went between two ponds and 
now remains underwater. I am close to the 
asphalt trail that takes me back to the parking 
lot. I will get in my car in time to get back to my 
apartment for a zoom meeting, all of which is 
dependent on processed fire, in the form of 
internal combustion engines and electricity. 
Most of humanity will make it through this 
pandemic. So will civilization. But I can?t help but 
see it as a harbinger of greater challenges, ones 
that question exactly how our small concepts of 
nature leave us, ultimately, vulnerable and not 
at home.
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 N ate O 's  Bake Energy Bites

Recipe Round-Up
Hi everyone~

When the Stay at Home order 
first started, I was eating a lot of 
foods that I normally try not to 
eat. I didn?t care. But my blood 
sugars started going up a bit, 
high enough to where I needed 
to take a look at what?s going on 
here and make some 
adjustments. I don?t want to feel 
deprived so I?m trying to turn 
recipes that I love into something 
that I still love but won?t feel like 
I?m hurting myself or depriving 
myself. I love peanut butter 
cookies and I decided to try to 
make some healthier ones, by 

using truvia instead of sugar.

I did an experiment with making 
both kinds of cookies; one batch 
with sugar (photo on the left) 
and one with truvia (photo on 
the right) I thought the truvia 
cookies were pretty good. My 
friend loved them and he?s a 
picky eater. I am sharing the 
recipe with you if you?d like to try 
to make them too.

My next adventure is making 
bread or chocolate chip cookies. 
I'm looking for new recipes so I?d 
love to hear from you.    

 Sharon B.

Peanut Butter Cookies with truvia

Sharon's Sugar -Free 
Peanut  But t er  

Cook ies

Ingredients:

- 1 Cup sugar free peanut 
butter

- 1 Egg
- 1/3 Cup plus 2 

Tablespoons plus 2 
teaspoons Truvia

Preheat oven to 350 degrees

Mix ingredients and roll into 
balls; place on cookie sheet; 
press down with fork;  Bake 
about 6-7 minutes or until 

they look done.  Enjoy!

Note: the amount of truvia in 
this recipe is equal to 1 cup of 

sugar

This No-Bake Energy Bites recipe is easy to make, 
full of feel-good ingredients, and so delicious!

1 cup old-fashioned oats

2/3 cup toasted shredded coconut (unsweetened or 
sweetenend)

1/2 cup creamy peanut butter

1/2  cup ground flax seed

1/2 cup semi-sweet chocolate chips

1/3 cup honey

1 Tablespoon chia seeds (optional)

1 teaspoon vanilla extract

·St ir everything together Stir all ingredients 
together in a large mixing bowl until thoroughly 
combined.

·Chill Cover the mixing bowl and chill in the 
refrigerator for 1-2 hours, or until the mixture is 
chilled.(This will help the mixture stick together 
more easily.)

·Roll into balls Roll mixture into 1-inch balls.

·Serve Then enjoy immediately! Or refrigerate in a 
sealed cont.ainer for up to 1 week, or freeze for up

 to 3 months

Peanut Butter Cookies 
with sugar

https://amzn.to/37E82pN
https://amzn.to/37E82pN
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A Taste of  Spr i n g
by M ar y M

The weather is warming up. The sun is 
staying out longer and is br ighter day by 
day. Darkness comes later in the day. The 
birds are singing and chirping longer 
each day. New flowers are spr inging up 
from the ear th and the trees are showing 
small buds bursting for th.

What?s really going on here?

Ended is the darkness and quiet of 
winter. Gone are the  snowflakes and the 
black ice on the roads. Snow covered 
roofs and snow laden fences that 
sur round the building. Removed are the 
bundled up children in their bulky 
snowsuits, playing outside and throwing 
snowballs at one another, while

sliding down the steep hill.

Now the grass is getting green from the 
gentle rains coming from the heavens 
above. The sunshine hence bursting for th 
afterwards, creating a beautiful rainbow 
across the sky.

You can hear the robins, sparrows, 
cardinals, and crows calling in the 
distance. They are seeking their mates to 
come to them, make nests and lay eggs.

Nature is waking up and showing signs of 
breathing new life.

And this we call Spr ingtime.
Tulip Photos by Calynn H 

and Robin H



.........And Now.......Deep Thoughts......

- The face of a child can say it all,  especially the mouth part of 
the face.

- As the light changed from red to green to yellow and back to 
red again, I sat there thinking about life.  Was it nothing more 
than a bunch of honking and yelling?  Sometimes it seemed 
that way. 

- To me, it's a good idea to always carry two sacks of something 
when you walk around. That way, if anybody says,"hey can 
you give me a hand?" You can say, "sorry, got these sacks."

May 2020- Page 9

Th e Smel l  of  Rai n
by  Jul i e K

Wh o doesn't  l ove t h e smel l  of  r ai n?  Th e f eel i ng I  get  i s i ndescr i babl e wh en 
t h at  scent  h i t s my  ol f act or y  or gans (ak a; nose).  Even bef or e t h e r ai n comes 
t h at  l ovel y  ar oma f or et el l s i t s ar r i val .  Have y ou ever  wonder ed wh y  t h i s i s?  
Wh y  r ai n smel l s?
Wel l , I  consul t ed a f ew sour ces on t h e i nt er net  and h er e i s wh at  I  f ound.

Tur ns out , we h ave ch emi st r y  t o t h ank .  Reader 's Di gest  not es: " Soi l -dwel l i ng 
bact er i a cal l ed St r ept omy ces secr et e a mol ecul e cal l ed geosmi n. Wh en r ai n 
h i t s t h e soi l , t h e r ai ndr ops t r ap ai r  bubbl es cont ai ni ng  geosmi n. Th e bubbl es 
move t h r ough  t h e r ai ndr op and bur st  out  of  i t  as  aer osol s, even smal l er  
par t i cl es di sper sed t h r ough  t h e ai r . Once t h e  geosmi n get s of f  t h e gr ound 
and i nt o t h e ai r , we ar e abl e t o smel l  i t  because h uman noses ar e ext r emel y  
sensi t i ve t o i t .

Appar ent l y  t h i s pl easant  scent  i s k nown as Pet r i ch or .  Th i s t er m, accor di ng t o 
t h e di gest , was coi ned by  a pai r  of  Aust r al i an r esear ch er s i n 1964 wh en t h ey  
di scover ed t h at  some pl ant s secr et e oi l s dur i ng t i mes of  dr ough t  t h at  ar e 
r el eased i nt o t h e ai r  wh en r ai n dr ops h i t  t h em. 

Al so, l i gh t eni ng pl ay s a r ol e. Th e Di gest  not es t h at  a bol t  of  l i gh t eni ng can 
spl i t  oxy gen and ni t r ogen, wh i ch  may  r ecombi ne t o f or m ni t r i c ox i de, wh i ch  
i s needed t o mak e ozone.  Th ese mol ecul es ar e k nown f or  t h ei r  st r ong cl ean 
scent . 

So t h er e y ou h ave i t !   Ch emi st r y  wi ns t h e day .  Wh at ever  t h e r eason f or  t h i s 
spect acul ar  bouquet , r ai n soot h es my  soul .  Does i t  do t h e same f or  y ou?  And, 
accor di ng t o t h e week end f or ecast , i t  appear s as t h ough  some soul  soot h i ng i s 
i n si gh t .  Enj oy ! !
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Member Artwork

.

"11t h  a n d  Ma in "

b y  

D eb b ie  J

Mental Illness, My Illness

by Teal G.

We shall flirt with disaster

Go beyond that which anyone knows

few seldom care to behold

?Why are they so bent on destruction??

the onlookers from the sidelines calmly observe

the girl turns and replies

I have released a demon deep

within that, forgive me not, no taming knows 
she?s a wild and wooly

woman with burly thistles between her toes she 
is a demon

a power out of control
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Car t oon by  Robin H ; 
Insp ired  by  a conversat ion 

at  t he club about  
allig at ors wit h Richard  W .
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Thanks to Amber D. for  creat ing a 

Vail Word f ind!



Need Assist ance?
Call: 

Julie- 612-790-8107
Samantha- 952-406-9284
Jonathan- 952-300-5378
Jamie- 952-529-0392
Nathan-952-529-1166
Lilly- 952-529-1009

Most Staff are available Mon-Fri from 8-4:30p 
and Nate is available 1-5p. If you are having a 
mental health crisis, please call COPE at 
612-596-1223.

Week ly Clubhouse Meet ings

All groups on Zoom  t elephone or  video except  where not ed

May Bir t hdays

Happy Birthday to....
Who worked on t he 

Newslet t er  t h is Mont h?
Zoe, Benson, Hoshi, 
Robin H and Calynn H

Barry and Jonathan A

Jeff H

Amber D

Mary M

Sharon B

Nate O

Debbie J

Teal G

Julie K-R

If  you'd l ike t o cont r ibut e in any way t o 
t he Newslet t er , cont act  Julie. 

The Vail  Voice

Robin A
Emery C
Katrina C
Eula D
Byron I

Jay J
Don L

Marianne M
Dean M

Richard W
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Mondays: 10:00 Week at a Glance Meeting

12:00 Isaac Asimov Super Quiz

1:00 Creative Wellness 

Tuesdays: 10:00 Fresh Air

12:00 Super Quiz

1:00 History Theater

3:00 Radio Show Listening Hour

Wednesdays: 10:00 Communication Meeting

12:00 Super Quiz

12:25 Meditation

2:30 Clubhouse Philosophy with Uptown (Uptown 
Zoom)

Thursdays: 12:00 Super Quiz

3:00 Suggestion Hour

4:00 Hopkins MICD (call Julie's phone)

Fr idays: 10:00 Book Club

12:00 Super Quiz

3:00 Variety Hour
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