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By James Ponder

Tea & Trinkets, an afternoon of high tea
and high fashion to benefit Loma Linda

University Children’s Hospital, will be held
from 4:00 to 7:00 p.m. on Sunday, October 10,
2010, at the elegant Seheult Estate Gardens,
11362Walnut Street in Redlands.

The event is sponsored by the Big Hearts for
LittleHearts Loma LindaGuild.

According to guild president Catherine
Grinnan, Tea&Trinkets offers an afternoon of
food, fashion, and fun.

“This promises to be a wonderful opportunity
to get together and watch a fashion show, do
some shopping, enjoy a delicious high tea, and
raise awareness for the life-saving work of Loma
Linda University Children’s Hospital,” Ms.
Grinnan observes. “We are so excited to be able

High tea and high fashion at Seheult
Estate Gardens in Redlands

Leigh Anderson, Valerie Lewis, and Catherine Grinnan recently got together at
Ms. Anderson’s home in Redlands to try out some tea and pastries in advance of
Tea & Trinkets, an annual fundraising event for the Big Hearts for Little Hearts
Loma Linda Guild. The event will be held on Sunday, October 10, 2010, from
4:00 to 7:00 p.m. at the elegant Seheult Estate Gardens, 11362 Walnut Street in
Redlands. Reservations are available by calling (909) 558-3154.

PHILANTHROPY

to host it at the Seheult Estate Gardens.”

The fashion show will feature clothing and
accessories—ranging from the very casual to the
very formal—presented by The Carved Horse
of San Juan Capistrano. Other vendors whose
items will be on sale at the event include Bijou
Jewelry, Fabulous Fifties Stuff, Frugal Frigate,
Haven Home Collectibles, Kissui Baby and
Children, Vickie Ludder’s Jewelry, andmore.

Currently the schedule calls for boutique shop-
ping from 4:00 to 5:30 p.m. The high tea
begins at 4:00 p.m. and the fashion show runs
from 5:30 to 7:00 p.m.

Reservations are available at $85 per person and
premier tables are available for $1,000, but Ms.
Grinnan warns that interested parties should
call soon before the event reaches capacity.

For reservations or additional information,
contact the Big Hearts for Little Hearts Loma
LindaGuild at (909) 558-3154.

The Big Hearts for Little Hearts Loma Linda
Guild was founded in 1994 to raise awareness
and support for Loma Linda University Chil-
dren’s Hospital. Loma Linda University Chil-
dren’s Hospital provides life-saving care for
critically ill or injured children.

Michael Rettig: From
Vietnam to the Silver
Star…

low,Michael climbed onto the barge and tended
the soldier’s leg wound.

Michael had first felt like keeping low, not
leaving his barge. He had been sighing hard, his
heart throbbing in his chest. Then he had
jumped off his barge, and gone to the soldier.

After the fire quit, a helicopter picked up the
soldier. The medical report returned to
Michael; it said the bullet in the leg had an
exploding tip, just a movement away from being
triggered.

The veterans center opened in 1979. I was the fifth
person through those doors when it opened. I was
tired of losing jobs. I wanted to figure out why I was
losing jobs, so I went to group counseling and indi-
vidual counseling with a PhD psychologist.

The ground rumbled. It was rolling. Bomb
flashes in the mid-morning sky. It was the
second time Michael saw them. And he felt
them. And he saw the tree debris fly and a huge
dust cloud hovering. All at once there were
many. And the bombs were from his side, from
USB-52s, but he could see them from far away.
And he could hear them, like thunder, just
roaring from far away.

In his unit, he was the only conscientious
objector. The soldiers would tease him. They
would get close to his face and mutter nasty
things, and Michael would pray. He prayed to
Christ that he would act like Christ, and that
they would be touched by this. And even so,
despite their acts, Michael always felt part of
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them, because they had a roundabout way of
making him feel part of them.

They treated me different than others, and I was let
go from that nursing position. But at a hospice, I
did well, and I would do private duty, one-on-one
in homes. People eventually gave recommendations
for me. At a later point, the jobs stopped coming. I
applied for a veterans administration position. I
couldn’t do well at that.

In August, Michael’s unit moved to land. At
their first post, an accident occurred. They shot
off their howitzer barrel gun, and its projectile
failed to launch. The projectile exploded in the
chamber, blowing up the howitzer. Michael
tended the soldiers wounded. One lost an arm
from the blast. Another was about to die, he
was so close to death. Michael stabilized the
dying soldier, joining him on the helicopter.

Although the soldier lived, he wouldn’t have
without the helicopter. Michael remained
distressed. He went through a phase of depres-
sion. Other soldiers reached out to him, and
soon he regained stamina for combat.

At the veterans center, they told me I had post-trau-
matic stress disorder, PTSD. And they were
compensating for PTSD. But the first time I went,
they told me I had PTSD but I had jobs, so I didn’t
get any compensation. I made an appeal. In the early
’80s, I received a 10 percent rating for compensation.

Michael, with half his unit, would stay awake 24
hours. The soldiers would then sleep six hours,
stay awake eighteen hours, sleep, and repeat.
They were on guard duty while the others slept,
all exceptMichaelmanning their guns.

It was dark and silent. A huge explosion burst
into flames. Loud explosions, Katyusha rocket
fire. The rockets penetrated, then they
exploded. A fire started, and it grew and
continued. Twenty feet away in black night,
walls of flames. The unit’s ammunition
bunker was hit, its rounds bursting. Katyusha
fire kept hitting.

After the first explosion, before the flames in
night, a soldier stood still. He was frozen in the
flame light. Michael approached him and called
out, “Let’s get out of here!” The soldier said
nothing. He just stood paralyzed in shock, the
shadows flickering over him. Michael fastened
his hands onto the soldier’s shoulders, guiding
him to a bunker.

Two more explosions hit as Michael guided the
soldier. Everyone soon awoke, but Michael’s
unit, and all six units at the post, didn’t fire one
shot that night.

Michael didn’t know how it happened that
way. Michael’s captain didn’t understand
why it happened that way.

I kept losing jobs. I put in an increase for PTSD

compensation. It was the late ’80s. They turned
me down again. I turned to a service officer, and
appealed again with him as my representative.
We got an interview. I was up to thirty percent
compensation.

The units had just finished chow, along either
side of a road. Three gun positions were
manned on one side of the road, three on the
other. The sun was still up, when fifty yards
away a round of mortar hit.

The second hit was closer. A soldier was sent
flying into a rice paddy. He wasn’t noticed—so
many others were wounded. Michael kept
hustling from one wounded soldier to the next,
to each gun position. There were about fifteen
wounded.

Machine gun fire, sniper fire, two mortar posi-
tions. Mortars kept landing, shot from a barrel
out in balls landing on the ground and
exploding in shrapnel pieces of metal cutting
through the air.

“Doc!” cried a wounded soldier, “after you get
done with me, you need attention.” Michael
looked down to his sleeve. Covered in blood, his
uniform dripping blood to the ground. Michael
kept hustling from one soldier to the next,
tending himself last.

“Doc!” called out a wounded soldier, “Doc, you
treated me, but I thought we would pick up

pieces of you. That mortar landed right behind
you. I thought you were mutilated, Doc. I
thought we’d pick up pieces of you.”

The units performed counter-mortar positions.
U.S. Huey Cobra helicopters arrived, aiding the
attack. After the firing, with almost everyone
evacuated, a nose count was done before finding
the soldier in the rice paddy.

He was sinking in and out of consciousness. It
was dry season. If it were wet season, he
would’ve drowned in the paddy. Michael recog-
nized the soldier as the same one who was
frozen before the flames.

Michael was sent to the base camp because of his
injury. Shrapnel metal had shot through his arm,
just missing an artery, bone, and nerve. Tending
the wound, medics put a metal rod through his
arm and cut it open. The wound was left open
for three days to prevent infection; he would
receive the PurpleHeart for the wound.

In 1996, I was initially denied fifty percent
compensation. But the Secretary of Veterans
Affairs under Clinton, Jesse Brown, heard about
my case. He was coming to Portland and planned
to meet me, but at the last minute, it didn’t work
out. Still, he got my file and increased me to fifty
percent.

Later, I met him and took pictures with him. He
was a Marine Vietnam Veteran, and he told me
that if I ever needed total one hundred percent

Michael Rettig: From Vietnam to the Silver Star…
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By James Ponder

Loma Linda isn’t usually mentioned in the
same breath as DeathValley, but when this

year’s weather conditions are the subject of
discussion, the analogy doesn’t seem so
farfetched. Bluntly put, 2010 has been a
scorcher around here!

For starters, on July 16, the Los Angeles Times
reported that 2010 is the hottest year on record
worldwide. To prove the point, an all-time new
heat record of 113 degrees Fahrenheit was set in
downtown Los Angeles on September 27. In
Loma Linda, the temperature that day regis-
tered 116 F. It was, as many locals exclaimed,
“just plain too hot!”

According to the National Weather Service
(NWS), the excessive heat results from a ridge
of high pressure over theWest, which keeps the
Pacific Ocean’s moisturizing and cooling influ-
ences at bay.

However, the high-pressure ridge was some-
where else at the beginning of summer.
Throughout most of June and continuing into
early July, it felt like an icebox, not a heat wave
in this part of the world. In fact, the NWS
reported that an 84-year-old record for coolest
July daytime high was broken on Friday, July
9, when the mercury at Los Angeles Interna-
tional Airport rose to an anemic 67 F and
stayed put. The previous record July daytime
low was set in 1926.

The cooler-than-usual weather the first part of
the month is known as June Gloom. Also called
May Gray (when it starts too early) or Summer
Bummer (when it stays too long), June Gloom
occurs when an offshore marine layer of stratus

Warmest greetings from Loma Linda
or stratocumulus clouds moves inland, draping
the region under a blanket of fog and drizzle.
The phenomenon occurs along the west coasts
of continents in such geographically diverse

PERSPECTIVE
locations as Australia, Namibia, Peru, and
Southern California.

As if May Gray, June Gloom, and Summer
Bummer weren’t enough, July Fry assaulted the
region the second half of the month. As temper-
atures soared to well over 100 and humidity

A monsoon thunderhead drifts over the campus of Loma Linda University the afternoon of Thursday, August 26, 2010.
With several news agencies identifying this as the warmest year on record worldwide, 2010 is living up to its reputation in
Loma Linda where temperature and humidity measurements held steady at uncomfortable levels for most of the summer
and into the early days of fall.

approached sauna proportions, Southern Cali-
fornians headed to beaches and mountains to
find relief.

There wasn’t any in Loma Linda: the
Anderson Street thermometer registered 110

Continued next page
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disability, I should be sure to get social security
along with it. I didn’t know I could get that before.

On December 8, Michael returned to the field.
Christmas was his last day there before recuper-
ation. The unit had a Butterball turkey dinner,
and each soldier received a shot of Jack Daniel’s
whiskey.Michael gave his shot to a friend.

The next day, Michael headed to base camp.
He then took R&R, rest and recuperation—or,
as some soldiers called it, intoxication and inter-
course. But Michael spent his R&R his own
way, during a weeklong visit to Sydney,
Australia.

He was booked in what seemed a luxurious
hotel. He didn’t have bathing facilities in
Vietnam, so he took lots of showers. In the
morning he would take a shower, and then
again after lunch and once again before bed.

Later that January, Michael returned to base
camp, shortly before Tet 1969. Throughout
that February, close to midnight, the base
camp would suffer intense mortar fire, night
after night.

Michael worked with the base camp doctor to
treat soldiers wounded from the attacks. During
the attacks, one soldier became frenzied. He
said he didn’t want to go to the front lines. The
soldier got drunk and started firing off weapons
in protest. The doctor gave Michael orders to
inject the soldier with a medication, and the

soldier was set at ease. The night attacks
continued.

Michael was ordered to stay in the room
alongside the soldier. Mortar hit at night. The
doctor ran. Michael guided the sedated soldier
to a bunker.

The soldier never saw the front lines again. He
received counseling, but couldn’t recover. He
was sent home.

Things crashed down again in 1998. And I had
been in the counseling system pretty much continu-
ally since 1980. I decided to go for one hundred
percent compensation. They turned me down. I
met with my service officer again. He remembered
me, and got me one hundred percent veterans
compensation. At the same time, I applied for
social security disability.

That March, Michael called his brother, and
told him not to tell their parents that he was
coming home on an earlier flight. He wanted to
surprise them.

Michael saw his dad open the door. And he saw
for a moment his dad looking as if he was casu-
ally wondering who could be at the door. Then
the dad saw Michael, and cried. Tears dropped
down his big smile. Michael, six feet two inches,
weighed 145 pounds.

The next week, his dad called the Spokane
newspaper, and reporters interviewed Michael.
He was featured on the cover of the Friday issue

and in the Sunday commentary. He went to his
home church Saturday, and his parents
surprised him with a large potluck at the home
of family friends. They talked war stories
among other topics. Michael shared his stories
as if letting go of them and, with these people,
moving on.

I continued rehab for my PTSD. I had one
hundred percent compensation, but I didn’t want
to just sit around. I told them my educational
background and asked if I could be supported to
study legal nursing. The representative said it
was a good idea, so I went to Portland Commu-
nity College for a two-year associate’s degree. I’ve
worked as a legal nurse consultant, not a full-time
employee, ever since. And now I also have my
own business through Amway Global. I’m really
enjoying that.

After finishing his two-year tour in the Army,
Michael got a job at St. Luke’s Hospital in
Spokane as a respiratory therapist. He attended
community college and excelled in his courses.
He knew he wanted to be a nurse, and he
wanted to attend Loma Linda.

One day after work, he walked past a girl at the
hospital. She said she needed a ride, and he
accepted. On the way home, she found out he
was a veteran. She jeered. “Chauvinist,” she said,
“You baby-killer!”

Michael explained he was a combat medic and
conscientious objector. “Sure,” she rebutted,
“you patched up all the young men killing the

Vietnamese!” Michael, calm, dropped her off at
her destination and drove home.

No matter how cerebral you get or what you experi-
ence, there’s always an emotional side. And when
you have feelings about something, you have to deal
with the issues. I’m a cerebral person, but I have
feelings too that I wear on my sleeve.

I am proud that I have PTSD as a side effect of
my Vietnam experience. To me, it shows how
committed I was over there with the help of my
Lord. As a Seventh-day Adventist medic, I
brought the Lord with me to the battlefield, to
provide this world an example. That was my
purpose, and it’s beautiful.

The helicopter landed. Michael stepped out
with the brigadier general. The doctor had
told him he would be given awards that day.

Then Michael saw the familiar faces. He was
back in the field a final day with the ninth
infantry division, the “Old Reliables,” and with
them, here, the brigadier general of his division
pinned on him the Bronze Medal of Valor, for
his acts the night of the ammunition bunker
fire, and the Silver Star, for his acts along the
roadside under mortar fire.

He said, “Son, you’re making quite a haul here
today.”

When you get that from someone like that, it’s
something you never forget. It’s heartwarming, and
it’s deep.

Continued from previous page

The thermometer on Anderson Street in Loma Linda makes one thing perfectly
clear: 2010 has been one hot summer in Loma Linda! The photo was taken a few
minutes after 4:00 p.m. on Thursday, July 17, 2010.

Contributed report

Former vice president for financial affairs
Jack W. Blacker died at Linda Valley Villa

on September 27, 2010.

He started life in a cold and bleak Canadian
village 97 years ago, but achieved an enviable 40
years of service as a church administrator,
publishing house expert, and a financial wizard.

Pastor Blacker, in his 97th year, lived a peaceful
retirement life in a small but snug apartment in
a local senior center in Loma Linda, the Linda
Valley Villa.

During his active career, Pastor Blacker
served not only in the United States and
Canada, but also in two overseas countries,
always in the employ of the Seventh-day
Adventist denomination.

Earlier in his career, he responded to an invi-
tation of his Church’s international headquar-
ters in Washington, D.C., to go overseas. He
and his wife, Etta, first went to the Philip-
pines, but soon were shifted to Singapore,
where he served as a finance officer of the
church for the Pacific Rim region. He has
always prized that section of his life when he
was able to work overseas.

When the Blackers returned from their over-
seas service, they went directly to North
Dakota, where he was secretary-treasurer of
the church’s conference. Two years later he
transferred to the state of Iowa and then to
northern California. He was then tapped to
become secretary-treasurer of the Church’s

FORMERADMINISTRATOR

Former LLU vice president for financial
affairs passes away

Pacific Union Conference in Glendale, Cali-
fornia, a post he held for nine years,

His experience was needed in the state of
Washington when the church headquarters in
Seattle asked him to become president of the
Washington Conference, a post he held until he
became general manager of Pacific Press
Publishing Association andmoved toMountain
View, California.

It was at a time when Loma Linda University
needed a strong hand in financial matters that
the university’s board asked him to become
vice president for financial affairs, a post he
held for the next five years. He retired from
active full-time service in 1977. He and his
wife lived comfortably in this area until Etta’s
death in 2008. It was then that the veteran
church official decided to move into the local
senior center.

Jack W. Blacker

degrees Fahrenheit at 4:00 p.m. on Thursday,
July 17, and temperatures remained above 100
degrees most of the rest of July.

August initially brought a few days of cooler
weather before returning to high heat and
humidity.

Despite another much-needed cooling trend
the final week of that month, temperatures
again exceeded 100 the first few days of
September.

That, apparently, was merely the prelude—or
more appropriately, the warm-up—to the
record highs of September 27.

As this edition of Today goes to press, the fore-
cast for early October calls for highs in the mid-
90s followed by a drop to the mid-80s as the
high-pressure ridge finally moves on.

According to the National Oceanic and Atmos-
pheric Administration, 2010’s weather legacy of
hot tamale highs and drenching humidity is the
legacy of the El Niño weather system. The El
Niño disruption in the ocean-atmosphere system
of the tropical Pacific brings chaotic weather
around the world. On the average, El Nino
conditions only occur every five years, but can
recur in as few as three or asmany as seven years.

Like it or not, 2010 just happens to be one of
those years.

Continued from previous page
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CHILDREN’S HOSPITAL

Contributed report

Fall is in the air when children once again go
back to school. To celebrate this time of

year, the members of Big Hearts for Little
Hearts (BHLH) Guild at Loma Linda Univer-
sity Children’s Hospital decorated the lobby on
September 15, 2010, and welcomed patients
and youthful visitors to their annual Fall Into
Reading event.

Large WELCOME lettering decorated the
main desk in the lobby entryway and greeted
visitors as they passed through back-to-school
decals on the sliding entry doors. The
autumn/back-to-school theme was evident in
other vignettes around the lobby.

Red tablecloths and back-to school center-

Fall Into Reading kicks off the autumn season at Loma Linda
University Children’s Hospital

pieces covered two large round tables set up
in the lobby to assist in creative endeavors.
Lots of paper, stickers, and craft items were
spread around on the brightly decorated
tables where patients and visitors could sit
and create fun projects.

Several BHLH members greeted the smiling
and excited young patients as the child life
specialists brought them down from upstairs
to take advantage of a fun outing in the
hospital lobby. Also in attendance were many
grateful parents and a group of LLU Chil-
dren’s Hospital volunteers who helped the
children assemble some very creative projects.

Missing from the day’s fun was the hospital’s
very own mascot, Luke the Lion, who was
unavailable for the event as he was on another

Youthful patients and visitors found plenty of colorful art supplies awaiting
them when the attended the Big Hearts for Little Hearts Guild’s annual Fall
Into Reading event on Wednesday, September 15, 2010, at Loma Linda
University Children’s Hospital (LLUCH). The children colored, cut, pasted and
created a variety of art projects with help from members of the Guild and LLU
Children’s Hospital volunteers.

special assignment. Though missing in person,
Luke’s face smiled from the cover of his Fall
Into Reading with Luke the Lion Activity Book
that each child received. Luke’s activity book
contained coloring pages, a word scramble,
word searches, and a find the schoolhouse maze.
Several kids chose to color a page or two.

More than a dozen youthful hospital patients
enjoyed their time at the event in the lobby.

Before they left, the patients selected books
from a cart to read later in their hospital rooms.
Several youngsters took extra books to share
with their friends upstairs who weren’t able to
enjoy the event.

Many thanks go to BHLH Guild board
member Bonnie Adama, who purchases with
donated funds the books that BHLH shares
with hospital patients and visiting children, as
well as to the LLU Children’s Hospital volun-
teers, child life specialists, and BHLH Guild
members who helped tomake Fall Into Reading
a happy and successful event for the children of
LLUChildren’sHospital.

Soon-to-be centenarian remembers Ellen White…

nized as the first Seventh-day Adventist. Mable
chronicled his life in the bookWilliam and His
Twenty Two [children].

Mable was first and foremost an elementary
school teacher for the Seventh-day Adventist
denomination for nearly 40 years. It was here
that her life’s impact was felt most.

She routinely hears from students she has
influenced over the years, many of whom give
her the credit for their success in life. The late
Jerry Pettis, a United States congressman
from California’s 33rd congressional district,
credited her with stabilizing his life, which
enabled him to pursue the many things he
accomplished.

Mable deeply cared about and loved each one of
her students—never playing favorites—and
always coming to the aid of the child in need.

In the early 1970s, she was part of a special
committee formed by the General Conference
department of education to revise the Bible text-
books for the first four elementary grades. Their
aim was to show children the true character of
God and the Seventh-day Adventist Church.

Mable’s vivid memories of many past church
Mable Miller

… remembers Grandma White

leaders and her clear view of Ellen White, as
well as her considerable literary gifts, made a
huge contribution to the project.

As Mable celebrates her 100th birthday, she
still sparkles the brightest when she is in the
presence of children, especially her six grand-
children and nine great-grandchildren.
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