Rudy Musich

S
. HE=

i ==
>} ==

i

My pilgrimage to our 50th reunion is by way of free verse because that is what is dealt my
wife, Helen, and I at this time. Considering that we had to miss her 50th reunion at
Dearborn’s Fordson High this August, we were so hopeful to attend the primary one at
Southfield but, alas, having just moved this August from Tucson, Arizona after 30 years there,
to a Phoenix suburb, Laveen, Arizona, It would be an unwise decision for us.

While working at GM Photographic immediately after graduation, I met my future wife, Helen
Haddad. At GM I delivered her mail, and for the past thirty some years, after getting a bit
wiser, I decided to deliver her roses. Not a bad idea guys. We married when I was early
discharged from the U. S. Army in 1962 for asthma, my life long Achilles Heel.

By the time we had our four children, two boys and two girls, I was an industrial electrician at
Fords Rouge plant. My trade served us well because it became the catalyst in support of our
move to Arizona in 1976 for both my wife’s and my health. In 1979 I got a job at IBM and
thought that that would give me a reasonable 25-year tenure for retirement. But social
breezes set desert sand in motion on what my meager curriculum could provide me; within
seven years, offshore and outsourcing became contemptible terms for me, the company sent
me on trips to South Bend, Indiana and Los Angeles, California for ‘new’ and ‘exciting’ career
opportunities for which I had no qualifications, nor the desire to learn, and refused the job
offers. What I experienced, and my children watched closely as they were in/or leaving
college, was the rapid societal change of corporate goals. They saw the rise of a clear
changing pattern, that ones future rested not necessarily on those learned classroom skills,
but, rather, more so on the ability to change, to be portable, to be flexible to the degree that
their generation must, under the misused term of ‘being self-reliant’ be both in the ‘game’ and
ready to fold and move on.

Regarding Southfield High, Simon and Garfunkel had a line in one of their songs that I'll
paraphrase here: ‘As I look back on all the crap I learned in high school, it’s a wonder I can
think at all.” It's a catchy tune and sardonic too; they were making a point but could not have
had SHS for their reference. As I see the results of the values driven ‘education’ imposed in
public schools today I am of firm conviction that our class is of the remnant of scholastic
education.

But, hey, its just a sojourn here, we're merely on a pilgrimage, and am hugely thankful the
world is not made up of a bunch of little Rudys, as should you. I need to reach about 143
years to atone for my life’s errors and death does give one cause to pause. As well noted,
some of our classmates and some of our classmate’s spouses have crossed through that
gossamer, that ethereal veil in death, and I now add many more names to a long list of souls I
pray for. We Catholics do things like that, praying for the repose of souls. You must
remember us, we're the ones who had jam, or jelly, or peanut butter, or cheese, or tuna fish
sandwiches up on the gym bleacher seats on Fridays at lunchtime.



