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Motherôs Day ! 
 

Motherôs Day is in May ï and this is June.  But if you 

think about it, every good day is an occasion for remember-

ing a Mom, for being a Mom, for mothering.  And for that 

matter, most bad days need more mothering. 

 

This issue features the three messages delivered from the 

IUCC pulpit by three different Moms on May 10
th
 (on 

Motherôs Day).  Turn the pages to enjoy!   

  

Turn the pages also to see much more news from around the 

congregation; to see notices of upcoming events; to see 

news from here and there that may be worth noting in light 

of our shared interests.  Turn to find Rev. Ernie Fowlerôs 

latest poetry, and to find Historian Suellen Roweôs History 

Corner.  Turn to find a spotlight on one of our members! 

 

Turn, turn, turn, as Judy Collins once sang ï and welcome 

back to a newsletter via the Internet, this one for June ô09. 

 
 

      Important: 
If you, or someone you know, wishes to receive this 
News & Notes but cannot access the Internet, please 
do either of the following:  [a] let the church office 
know at (949) 733-0220, and we can mail a printed 
copy; or [b] just pick up a printed copy in the narthex 
on a Sunday morning. 

 
 

 

 

Pastorôs column 

Notes from Pastor Paul 

 
 
    Yesterday (May 31) was 

the longest and most fascinat-

ing day I have ever spent in 

church, and I noticed that 

many of you were right in 

there with me to the end.  We 

began first service with a clip 

from the Living the Questions 

curriculum on the death penal-

ty, featuring Helen Prejean.  I 

vaguely remember preaching 

at some pointéand after the 

worship service, I went out to 

the patio to find this lovely 

womanðfull of energy, 

humor and intellect, waiting 

to come up to my office and 

talk through our day together.  

Sister Helen Prejean is a 

remarkable person.   
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    She clearly loved being with us and was in the moment 

through Steve Harrisonôs hilarious final stint as worship 

leader, and eight year old Dylanôs off-the-cuff, textbook 

explanation of EXACTLY what Pentecost meant during the 

time with young people. 

    Her energy never stoppedðshe has a passion for her 

subject, and she spoke at the 10:45 service, at lunch, and 

again from 2:00-4:00, signing books in-between with great 

good nature.  Thinking she would be tired, we suggested 

that she go back to the hotel for some rest, but Sister Helen 

had other plans.  She heard that Lt. Daniel Choi was speak-

ing at IUCC after her, and she wanted to stay.  Lt. Choi is 

the gay Arabic-speaking linguist dismissed from the Army 

National Guard under the ñdonôt ask, donôt tellò policy after 

coming out earlier in the spring, and speaking about it on 

MSNBCôs Rachel Maddow Show. 

   

 
 

L to R:  Lt.  Daniel Choi, Robinmarie McClement, 
Sr. Helen Prejean, Pastor Paul Tellström 

 

  Working with the Orange County Equality Coalition, a 

group IUCC has been nurturing so that it might establish 

itself as a voice for GLBT civil rights in Orange County, we 

were able to host this last event of the day.  In a surprise 

appearance, the Corona Del Mar High School cast of ñRentò 

assembled on our wheelchair ramp in the sanctuary and 

sang, ñSeasons of Loveò from the score.  This is the high 

school production that drew so much controversy, even 

inviting the protestors from Fred Phelpsô so-called 

ñWestboro Baptist Church.ò  I introduced Sister Helen by 

telling the group about her remarks in church making 

parallels between Prop 8 and the death penalty (ñIf you can 

dehumanize people, you render them as objects you can 

remove rights from or dispose ofò).  Dan Choi spoke with 

great passion, and we all 

retired to Plumer Hall for a 

reception, and then to dinner. 

 

     Letôs keep this kind of 

energy going!  Please join me 

at University Synagogue this 

Thursday (June 4) at 7:00 for 

a special interfaith service in 

the aftermath of the Supreme 

Court decision upholding 

prejudice.  Come to church at 

either service this Sunday 

(June 7) and hear noted UCC 

preacher and lecturer, Michael 

Dowd, speaking on how faith 

and evolution can co-exist.  

There will be a ñMinistry 

Faireò that day so that you can 

learn more about our various 

ministries at IUCC.  Michael 

Dowd will also give a special 

lecture on Tuesday night 

(June 9) during our regular 

Bible study time in Plumer 

Hall.  This will pre-empt our 

normal study, so come join us 

and meet some of the people 

you only see fleetingly on 

Sundays. 

    Look for some Pastor-

Potlucks in the near futureða 

chance to sit down, meet some 

like-minded people and break 

bread together.  The 

playground will be open for 

kids, and weôll meet outside in 

the back of the preschool. 

    Finallyðkeep the search 

committee(s) in your prayers.  

Somewhere, just the right new 

associate pastor is waiting for 

a call to help us expand our 

ministry and assist me in 

looking to the needs of a 

growing congregation.  Addi-

http://www.msnbc.msn.com/id/26315908#29807116
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tionally, just the right interim music director is in the wings 

waiting to fill in for the seven months that Rob will be away 

from us on leave in 2010. [See page 17 ï ed.] 

 

Faithfully Yours, 

Pastor Paul 

 

 

 

 

announcements 
 

meetings     activities     meetings     activities     meetings     activities      

 

 

  A Ministry Faire  is 

set for Sunday, June 7, on 

the patio.    Find out a bit 

about how we are organ-

ized at IUCC.  Much more 

importantly, find out how 

you can get engaged, offer 

your energy and talents. 

 

Make it a point! 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 In a Bon Voyage 

Concert, the IUCC Tour 

Choir will perform the 

program that it will be 

taking to France.    
  When: Sunday, June 14,  

7 PM. 

   Where:  IUCC sanctuary 

   Advice:  Donôt miss it! 

 

  Tip:  Hear a sample 

of the IUCC Choir in 

performance at:  

http://iucc.org/music

_ministry.html   

 

X  Please see a story 

about the Tour de France 

below, at page 17 ï editor. 

 

 

 HELP WANTED:   It 

would be nice to share the 

fun of putting together a 

monthly News & Notes.    

 

Are you interested in 

newsletters? 

Ready to volunteer? 

 

Just let me know at 
keith.boyum@gmail.com 

 

 

 HELP WANTED:   

Seeking Project Chair for a 

New Church Photo Direc-

tory. Position requires good 

administrative and compu-

ter skills along with some 

layout and editing experi-

ence.  The company we last 

used has a very well de-

fined guide for the project 

and we already have sev-

eral volunteers for handling 

appointments and assisting 

with layout. Glenda Rynn, 

our last project chair, will 

be available as a consultant. 

Our target date for photos is 

sometime in August, with 

September ï October 

reserved for layout and 

editing.   For further details 

please contact: 

Randy Romine 

(949) 378-9032 

RWRomine@aol.com. 

 

 Feedback on the news-

letter is cordially welcome.    
  

Send your opinions to 
keith.boyum@gmail.com 

 

 Forward this email! 

Please send News & Notes 

to others outside of our 

congregation who should 

know about the strong and 

progressive voice that is 

IUCC.  

 

 

http://iucc.org/music_ministry.html
http://iucc.org/music_ministry.html
mailto:keith.boyum@gmail.com
mailto:RWRomine@aol.com
mailto:keith.boyum@gmail.com
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Motherôs Day Talks 
 

 

Editorôs Note:  On May 10
th
, Motherôs Day, Pastor Paul invited three Moms in our congregation 

to offer their thoughts.  All of them were great!  And all were worthy of reprinting.  So, for your 

enjoyment and reflection, here they are. 

 

Mother the Noun and Mother the Verb 

By Susan Sim 

 

Most of you know that Iôm mom to Rowan Elliott, the little girl who comes screaming up here 

every Sunday and who Robinmarie calls ñBoo.ò  

 

Drawing on a distinction that Paul has been has been making over the last several weeks, Iôd like 

to talk about ñmotherò the noun and ñmotherò the verb. 

 

Mother the noun is like a job title. Itôs static. Once you give birth, adopt, foster, or marry into a 

child, you are given this label. It does not say anything about how, or even if, you fulfill any of 

the duties of the position.  

 

 
Rowan and Susan 

 

Mother the verb is an action that needs to be performed over and over. Itôs a process that needs to 

be sustained on a daily basis. You do this by caring for and nurturing someone, by paying close 

attention to their emotional, physical, spiritual, and intellectual needs. 

 

Some of us have a mother (the noun), who isnôt very good at mothering (the verb). Maybe they 

were too young or immature when they had us. Perhaps they may were struggling with their own 

demons of mental illness or addiction. Or they were in need of a mother themselves. For people 

like us, Motherôs Day can be awkward and bittersweet. 

 

Some of us have people in our lives who are good at mothering, but arenôt necessarily mothers 

(the noun). We may have had a relative, teacher, or neighbor who looked after us when we 

needed it. Men can mother too. The stay-at-home dad in my family is proof of that. 
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For me, I have always found mothering easy, but felt conflicted about becoming a mother (the 

noun). For a long time, I was ambivalent about having children. I had already been mothering for 

a long time and looking after people was a burden and a responsibility. Eventually, my biological 

clock forced a decision, and you all know how that turned out. I had a terrible pregnancy. My 

labor was 28 hours long. I developed post-partum depression. All this took a toll on my career. 

Needless to say, this did not help my ambivalence.  

 

Despite this struggle, and perhaps because of it, I grew into the role of mom. There was no magic 

moment, no epiphany, just the daily grind of looking after and paying attention to Rowan, doing 

laundry, undergoing sleep deprivation, and changing diapers. But a change was happening inside 

me. I canôt tell you when it happened, but I have two realizations that I can explain to you after 

the fact.  

 

One realization was this: if the building were on fire, I no longer knew whom I would rescue first. 

Before Rowan was born, there would be no question that I would save Jeff, my husband. But 

now, there is a question and itôs painful to answer. The reason was that my heart had grown. 

 

The second realization was that finally becoming a mom allowed me to forgive my mother for all 

her failings as a mom. The experience gave me new insight into the role. I think us children tend 

to see a mother as a fully formed grown up who appeared on this Earth solely to be at the center 

of our universe. Becoming a mom to Rowan allowed me to see how young, hopeful, and anxious 

my mother was, and I understood why she made herself (and us) so miserable while trying to live 

up to expectations.  

 

Motherôs Day recognizes both people who mother (the verb) and mother (the noun). They can 

happen separately, and we are grateful to the people in our lives who are either one. But when 

they come together in one person, thereôs nothing else like it, not just for the children, but for the 

parents as well. To the mothers out there, on behalf of your children and me, Iôd like to say thank 

you. The house might be untidy, you might not be a good cook, there might be lots of dirty 

laundry, you might yell and get mad sometimes, and money might be tight, but thatôs not what 

itôs about. Thanks for the unconditional love, care, and concern.  

 

Thanks for being Mom and for doing mom. 
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A Personal Story 

By Yvette Hill 

 

In the dawning hours of April 20, 1985, I was awakened by the mournful cry of sirens threading 

the still morning air.  Not realizing that the bell was tolling for me, I turned over and fell back into 

sleep ï the last time in 23 years Iôve been able to do so easily. 

 

Those sirens signaled the passing of my only sister from this life. They were headed down 

Laguna Canyon Road to retrieve her from the wreckage of her car.  I received the call from my 

mother a couple of hours later.  Her grief was palpable, clutching me through the phone. And 

even though I was not yet a mother, I knew her terror, her fragility, the horrific pain of having a 

living, breathing piece of her heart fiercely wrenched away. 

 

What I did not know until some weeks later was that my 3 day old daughter was enfolded in my 

womb at that very moment, a precious gift issuing straight from God that would eventually salve 

the raw wound of grief.  As with many gifts, though, the greater my love for her became, the 

more I feared losing her.  There seemed to be some debt I owed the universe for bequeathing me 

this wondrous life at almost the very moment another mother ï my own ï had one snatched away. 

 

Thus began years of low-grade anxiety; a dull, background beat of worry that never entirely 

receded. Each unanswered phone call, late arrival, or forgotten check-in spelled doom ï it seemed 

every happenstance in life was that bell tolling again, this time ringing quite distinctly for me.  I 

spent hours and hours wheedling ridiculous bargains with God to keep my only child safe.  I 

promised to trade any number of years of my own life to add to hers.  I thought that as long as I 

kept up a conversation with the Creator, I was holding Kali at bay.   

 

These conversations, pleadings with a Spiritual Being I had not publicly acknowledged since 7
th
 

grade, were really the only form of prayer I engaged in for over two decades.  It became the line 

that connected me to a higher realm, a deeper kind of consciousness.  And though I was never 

granted a substantive answer or a firm guarantee that heartache would not befall me, I did find 

comfort in prayer.  It brought me to a place of still ness, and acceptance, just a step beyond worry. 

 

Rhiannon, my precious daughter, is now 23, perfectly poised in age between my sister and me 

that fateful April day.   I have been reflecting much upon that lately.  That while every day many 

of us die too young, others are, perhaps unknowingly, nurturing the seed of new life.  That for 

every mother welcoming a new life into her arms, another clutches her divided self in grief.  The 

wheel of life is forever turning, bringing forth while carrying away, spiraling destruction and cre-

ation round and round in a never ending waltz. 

  

The choice to become a mother is momentous.  It is to decide forever to let your heart go walking 

around outside your body.  Mother love makes a woman more vulnerable than any other creature 

on earth.  Surprisingly, the majority of us learn to be okay with that.  Somehow we learn to let go, 

both of those who remain with us, and those who go ahead.   
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Rhiannonôs middle name is Lorraine, who was, is my baby sister and my motherôs third child.  

Lorraine continues to hold a place within our family ï we speak of her often; now my mother is 

much more likely to laugh than cry when she is recalled. 

 

  As for me, each day I listen less for the siren signaling my daughterôs departure, and pray more 

in gratitude for our existence together in the here and now.  There is not a day that goes by that I 

donôt give thanks for her skin, her eyes, her hair, her lilting laugh, her shimmering radiance.  For 

me, she will always be the embodiment of lifeôs promise to eventually assuage our sorrow with a 

new chance at joy.  And no matter which one of us if fated to leave first, I will always be a 

mother, her mother ï that truth is an unending, unchanging gift from God that can never be 

rescinded.. 
 

 
 

 

 

Ponderings ï Some Lunatic! 

By Laura Long 

 

What I experienced 26-years ago, the moment I held my first-born child, Katie, is, I know, 

practically universal ï but that is why it is so unspeakably powerful. As I peered into the wide 

eyes of that little creature, a tsunami swept over me ï a gripping love that would not let me go. 

During pregnancy, I had read every child development book I could get my hands on, but I still 

felt completely unprepared for the untold responsibility of motherhood. I could bumble through 

my own life, but now, with a child?  At home in our apartment, as Katie slept in her bassinette, I 

fretted about what I possibly had to teach her. What did I know for certain? What was my 

philosophy of life, the universe and everything? I re-read old journals from high school and 

college essays; I delved into the moral questions of religion and philosophy, trying to formulate 

some set of principles that would guide my parenting.  
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Laura L ong 

 

Brain dead and sleep deprived, I put that search on hold, finally realizing that I had a few years 

before my baby would be asking me why the sky is blue or who is the man in the moon or if there 

really is a Santa Claus. Slowly, I began to learn to love the sweet daily moments of each day, and 

to revel in the joy of childhood. 

 

By the time my second daughter, Beth, was born four years later, I was hooked on the miracle of 

early human development. Children learn so much so quickly and so naturally that it seems that 

all of human evolution plays out in the first three years of life. I loved watching ï spellbound ï

their accomplishments ï stepping off hearth for the first time, inventing a family of make-believe 

friends, writing a ghost story. In the joy of being with my little children, I found a new vocation ï 

I went to graduate school, and ever after I have worked for high quality programs and policies for 

young children and their families. 

 

As they have grown up, my children have taught me never to let life pass us by while we are 

waiting to figure things out. In 26 years, I never have quite returned to that primer on life, the 

universe and everything that I felt so compelled to map out as a brand new mother, for the eternal 

and existential questions were not the ones I was asked to answer. I was too busy figuring out 

how to make a French braid, tie a passable Girl Scout knot, and sew a unicorn costume. Forget 

philosophy and theology, I needed to find a source for Petri dishes for a science project, plan a 

family camping vacation and make Christmas come.  

 

Everyone said ñEnjoy your children while they are young because they grow up so fast!ò Up to 

my elbows in soggy diapers, I thought that was the biggest lie. But then, before I could dry my 

hands, when Beth went off to college, and I couldnôt believe how the years had gone. Alone in an 

empty house, save for the dog, panic set in as I began to question my own efficacy. My children 

were out there in the night on their own, and I surely had failed to prepare them with all they 

might need. I should have taken the time to teach them to hem a skirt, to use the sewing machine, 

to live on a budget, to balance their check books, to carry their keys in their hand in dark parking 

lots, to turn off the water when the toilet is overflowing, to check their oil, always to refrigerate 

chicken, feed a cold, starve a fever, buy low and sell high ï the list went on and on! Suddenly a 

lame-brained solution dawned on me: ñWeôll have a mother-daughter retreat and Iôll teach them 

all the things I forgot to get around to.ò  
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Fortunately for all of us, my lunatic midnight ponderings tend to disappear in the saner full light 

of day. But distilled from the experience is a lesson Iôm still trying to learn ï we do not own or 

control our childrenôs lives and there are limits to a motherôs toolkit. For someone like me who 

could use a 12-step program for control freaks, this is a hard drill.  

 

No matter how good a mother we might be, we are sometimes like the Great Wizard of Oz, who 

is really just a little person behind a curtain with the no magic solutions. Our children have to find 

their own way ï which in the end is a truth they usually have to teach us over and over again 

through many years of growing up and growing with each other.  

 

So ï whatôs left for the very earnest mother to do? The very thing that we started with the 

moment each of us gazed at her newborn child ï the thing that surely springs from the very heart 

of God ï to hold them and to be held in that same gripping love that will not let us go. 
 

 

 
 

 

 

News Around the Congregation 
 

 

 

 

IUCC is growing!    Here are thumb-

nails about these newest members, 

who joined our congregation in April 

and in May.  Be sure to introduce 

yourself to them! 

 

April New Members 
 

Steve and Carolyn Stantonðhave four 

grown children and seven grandchildren, and 

spend much of their time now enjoying 

family.  Carolyn is a retired social worker, 

and is currently designing and fabricating 

jewelry.  She was born in Los Angeles and 

raised in Montebello. 

 

 
 

Steve worked in education for forty years as 

a principal and teacher, primarily in middle 

school.  He was raised in Los Angeles, and 

both Steven and Carolyn come to us from the 

Christian Reformed Church tradition, and 

were members of the Crystal Cathedral. They 

have grown most comfortable with a progres-

sive Christian message. 
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Bil and Anne Aulenbachðalso have 

children and grandchildren with 

whom they spend their time.  Bil is 

from Detroit and Philadelphia and 

served in the Marines in Hawaii. He is 

a retired Episcopal priest, and psycho-

therapist.  Bil is the author of several 

books, and he and Anne have recently 

moved nearby.   

 
 

Anne was born and raised in 

Glendale, and later moved to Marin 

County and Santa Barbara.  She is a 

retired elementary school teacher, and 

met Bil at work.  Bil and Anne are 

former Episcopalians. 

 

Bil  offered well-received sermons at 

IUCC on Maundy Thursday, and on 

May 24
th
. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

May New Members 
 

Joni Bakerðis a friend of Pat Sauter, and 

came to IUCC because she wanted to sing 

with a good choir, and she blesses us with a 

beautiful voice in return.   
 

 
 

Joni is a Program Director with OCARC, a 

non-profit that provides services to develop-

mentally disabled adults.  She was born in 

Washington, but raised in Orange County in 

the LDS church. 

 

 

 

John Emersonðwas born and raised 

in East Los Angeles and Whittier.  He 

is retired from a career in Human 

Resources, where he once worked 

with John Carson.   
 

 
 

John is most familiar with the Metho-

dist church, and is new to our 

tradition. 

 

http://rs6.net/tn.jsp?et=1102565929921&s=141&e=001vOJQKSmEr7lxU7VUlG2DeX82tZ9Y4YQXsyq8V1Oemmv_U8DDwGDd1_vRl0EShf0udUqBnlet8ZKVWRZz66g8rW2jsD7wT3xCYe9ZI7Lff7w=


11 

Rogene & Vernon Fieldðwere both raised 

in Chicago, and come to us from the Presby-

terian Church.  They have two grown 

children, Scott and Aishala.   
 

 
 

Vernon is a retired Mechanical Engineer, and 

enjoys sailing. Rogene is a retired High 

School librarian.  She has had some seminary 

training, and helped establish a nursery 

school.    
 

Janice Gatelyðcomes to us from the 

Lutheran tradition, and was born and 

raised in Torrance.   
 

 
 

Janice lives in Laguna Hills and 

enjoys reading and music.  She found 

us through Susan Lang.   

 

Edwin McCrory ðEd was born and raised 

in Bay City, Michigan.  He is retired and 

after the loss of his wife, he moved in a new 

direction.  Ed comes to us from the Reform-

ed Church in America, where he was very 

active at the Crystal Cathedral for many 

years.   
 

 
 

Ed is a graduate of a Ministry Associate 

Training program, and is attracted to our 

progressive Christian theology and our 

music. He has joined our choir, where Ed 

sings baritone. 

 

Jennifer & Matt Mirmak ðJenny and 

Matt are here with their daughter, Katie.  

Jenny also has a son name Sean.  Matt 

works in the field of Financial Services, 

grew up in a military family and lived in 

many places.  He went to a Lutheran 

college in Minneapolis, and met Jenny, 

who was a member of Plymouth Congre-

gational Church there.  Jenny was 

baptized Catholic in Philadelphia, but 

raised in Minnesota.   

 

 
 

Katie now attends Sunday school, and 

the whole family enjoys spending time in 

theme parks.  They found IUCC through 

the Eve of Justice Event after Prop 8 

passed. 

 

Robert WoodsðRob lives around the cor-

ner and found us on Easter morning.  He was 

raised in the countryside in Pennsylvania.  
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Baptized in the Brethren tradition, he grew 

up Southern Baptist.  Rob works as a 

massage therapist.  
 

 

 
June Birthdays! 

 

 

             JonatHan Trout 

                KatHarine Villacorte 

         William ZAne 

              Lilly K Aplan 

            Jake CamPbell 

        Rianne CamPbell 

        Howard EmerY 

 

                      Lois Jaeckle 

                              Jeanne Villacorte 

                              Joseph Villacorte 

                     Cara RUiz 

                      Eric RyaN Lutz 

                                ShirlEy Lorenz 

                            Don WEir 

 

        Emily WetherBy  

                               Bruce McDonald 

                        MelI ssa Gaskill 

                Carl WhI dden 

   Reefa HanenbeRger 

                         GRetta Silva 

                   LesTer Ricks 

            Joan THompson 

                     Danny Samuelson 

        Jackie Ala 

               SYlvia McDonald 

                Sara McComb 

 
See answers, p. 18. 

 

June Youth Events 
 

June 7
th 
ï All Youth Event : Ruby's Lunch 

and Youth Games and Prizes ! 
After Church the Youth Group will be 

walking across the street to our favorite 

50's style diner to have a big tasty lunch 

followed by some great youth games 

with prizes to go along after we make the 

trek back to Church from the restaurant.  
 

Don't forget to bring 10-15 dollars for food.                           

12:30pm ï 3:00pm 
 

June 14th ï Rockreation! 
 

After Church the Youth Group will be 

making the trip up to Costa Mesa for  

a two hour session at Rockreation,  

the indoor rock climbing extravaganza! 

See http://rockreation.com/ 
 

 

http://rockreation.com/
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Don't Forget to bring 20 

dollars for the climbing 

session, and a sack lunch.  

12:30pm ï 3:30pm  

 

June 21
st
ï Fathers Day ï No Youth Group  

 

 
 June 28thï Root Beer Float Sale ! 
 

After Church the Youth will be making and 

selling root beer floats to our members after 

the service. All the proceeds will go to help 

South County Outreach.  

 
 

 

Spotlight: 

 

Kanwal Yodh 
 

The daughter of a Presbyterian minister in 

what was British India and now is Pakistan, 

Kanwal came to IUCC because she "needed 

to hear something different from the standard 

beliefs and creeds." She was fortunate to be 

invited by Glenda Rynn to attend seminars 

on who wrote the Bible offered by Pastor 

Emeritus Fred Plumer. As might be expected 

her favorite activities at IUCC are discussion 

groups, and as a first service attendee she 

enjoys and participates in the teaching 

moment. This is the time when anyone can 

ask questions on anything on oneôs mind and 

hear what others think. 

 

 

 

Kanwal has had an interesting life and lived 

in many places. She received a MS in zool-

ogy from Punjab University and taught for a 

couple of years before coming to the Univer-

sity of Chicago on a fellowship. There she 

finished her Masterôs in Education and met 

her husband Gaurang, who had just finished 

his PhD in physics and was going to Stanford 

University as a postdoc for two years. In 

1956 they went to Mumbai, India, and she 

was able to find a job in a slum area of Mum-

bai at a Teacher Training Institute with the 

Mumbai Municipality. The language of in-

struction was Urdu, Kanwal's mother tongue. 

Not being able to do research there, they de-

cided to return to the States on an immigrant 

visa in 1958. They settled in Pittsburgh, 

where two of their three children were born, 

and then moved to College Park, MD, where 

Gaurang secured a tenured position at the 

University of Maryland. They lived in Mary-

land for 27 years. Kanwal worked in the 

school system in Montgomery County, MD, 

for 15 years after the children were older. In 

1988 Kanwal and Gaurang came to Irvine. 

He was a professor at UCI teaching physics 

and astronomy until his recent retirement. 

Among his other interests is music. IUCC 

was privileged to hear him play the sitar. 


