PILLSBURY BAPTIST BIBLE COLLEGE
50TH ANNIVERSARY MEMORIES

By Randy L. Miller

It is difficult to compress a quarter century of memories into just a few pages.  Like the card catalog in a library gives but a mere glimpse of the contents of the volumes on the shelves, these thoughts are just a random smattering of the flood of memories I have about my alma mater, Pillsbury Baptist Bible College.
Early connections  My connection with Pillsbury began long before I started as a student in the fall of 1975.  As I was growing up, my family attended Normandale Baptist church in Bloomington, a Minnesota Baptist Association (MBA) church.  Pillsbury students came each weekend as part of their required “extension” ministry.

Although Pillsbury was sixty miles away, Central Baptist Theological Seminary was just down the road on the north side of the Twin Cites.  Many Pillsbury graduates went on to study at Central and served in our church during their seminary years.  Several of our pastors were either Pillsbury graduates or served on the Pillsbury or MBA boards.  Our church supported the college financially.  I grew up hearing about and reading about Pillsbury.

Dr. Rammel brought the entire Pillsbury choir to our tiny church building one Sunday morning.  They filled the choir loft and spilled out along the sides.  We had a fellowship dinner afterwards.  As a teenager, I enjoyed being with all of those students.

Dr. Rammel said after your salvation decision, the choice of where you go to college is probably the most crucial decision you will ever make.  There you will likely meet your life’s mate, decide on and train for your life’s work, determine what you believe, and make friends who will last a lifetime.  For me, he was eventually proven correct on all counts.

When I was sixteen, two Pillsbury professors, Ernie Schmidt and Dell Johnson, came to our Bible camp, Camp So-Be-Ac in southwestern Minnesota.  Ernie was the best preacher I had ever heard.  I dedicated my life to some type of full-time Christian service.  I thought at the time, “anyone can do secular work, but only God’s children can serve Him.”

I think the Lord moved very specifically in my heart in not limiting my “call” to a pastoral ministry.  At the time, I was open to being a pastor and for years I have done interim pastoral work.  But in reviewing my life, I clearly see a senior pastorate was not exactly the path the Lord had for me.
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First contacts It was summertime when my father first brought me to the Pillsbury campus.  The campus was empty.  I was impressed with the towering Old Main building and the beautiful 14 acre campus.  I could never have imagined in just a few years I would have my own office on the third floor when I became manager of Pillsbury’s radio station, KPRC.  The station had not yet started.
In the basement of Old Main, Academic Dean Russell Dell was in work clothes remodeling the “Dipper,” Pillsbury’s snack shop.  Russ Dell had spoken at my home church and his brother attended there so he was a friend of my father’s and always seemed like “family” to me.  
As an aside, there were lots of “star” themes at Pillsbury.  Minnesota is the “North Star” state, and the MBA paper is called the North Star Baptist.  The snack shop was the “Little Dipper” although it was usually abbreviated to just the “Dipper.”  The sports teams were the Comets.  The yearbook was called The Northern Light.  In later years, I would serve as its photographer, student editor and eventually a faculty advisor.  Our short-lived student newspaper was The Orbit.  

Grace Baptist of Owatonna was still downtown on the corner of Main and Elm, just a few blocks from campus.  We stopped to see Ernie Schmidt who was their pastor.  Later, I would make a campus trip specifically to sample pastorology classes and a chapel service.

Our church youth group would usually bring a bus to Harvest Home in the fall and College Days in the spring.  I can’t remember a time when I didn’t look forward to attending Pillsbury.

In my junior year of high school, I started attending Fourth Baptist Christian School.  The huge Fourth Baptist building on Fremont Avenue North housed the church, the Christian school, and Central Seminary.  It was seventeen miles from my Eden Prairie home and I drove my siblings to school each day.  I appreciated my dad working two jobs so my brothers and my sister could attend there.  
The college for Minnesota Baptists  My two years at Fourth Baptist high school strengthened my connections with Pillsbury.  It was just expected in our circles, regardless of your career choice, that everyone should attend at least one year of Bible College.  And, of course, that college should be Pillsbury.  Dr. Clearwaters, the long-time pastor of Fourth, was the founder and he promoted the school heavily.

Paul Fosmark was the senior high youth pastor at the time, and Al Potter (who would later become a Pillsbury president) was the junior high youth pastor.  Both were Pillsbury alumni.  
So it was just the accepted and expected norm for teens to go on to Pillsbury.  Of the 28 students in my Fourth Baptist graduating class, 21 attended Pillsbury.  Looking back now, that seems like an unusually high percentage.  But at the time, it was just what young people did.

In many families I knew all of the children went to Pillsbury.  My siblings all graduated from Pillsbury.  Six of the children in my wife’s family attended.  I think of other families with multiple students like the Jansmas, Allens, Newtons, Odens, etc., who attended with me.  
Eventually, there were “second generation” families where mom or dad graduated and eventually so did their children.  By now, there are probably even a few third generation students.
Pillsbury’s Presidents Many Bible Colleges are known as the “lengthened shadow of a man.”  Rarely is the school mentioned without naming their famous founder.  In Pillsbury’s case, while our presidents certainly made an impact, to me the school always was always much more than a “one-man” ministry.

The churches of Minnesota had a strong influence on the college, particularly through the representation of the Board of Trustees elected by the messengers at their annual meeting.  However, the unique impact of each leader should not be minimized.  I feel privileged not to just have known, but to have had a personal relationship with, each of Pillsbury’s Presidents.
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“Doc” Clearwaters  Dr. Richard Volley Clearwaters was the founder and first President of the College.  I was privileged to attend each of the educational institutions “Doc” Clearwaters founded.  I graduated from Fourth Baptist Christian School, attended Fourth Baptist Bible Institute, graduated from Pillsbury, and went on to attend Central Baptist Theological Seminary.  I also worked for a time at WCTS-FM, the Central Seminary station.  

I enjoyed listening to Doc preach and all of the historical allusions he included in his messages.  Because of this influence, I became a history minor at Pillsbury.  To be honest, since many of the courses required for a minor were already required in the general education core, history was perhaps the easiest major or minor to earn.  I imagine many of my fellow students studied history for these two reasons like I did.
Doc would come up to the radio studio at Fourth Baptist and I would run the control board to record his Bible and Poetry program.  I was amazed by all of the poems he knew.  Doc and I enjoyed chatting through the years.  
He came to a graduation party held in our first little apartment on Vine Street.  When he kissed my infant daughter, I told her in his hearing that one day I would tell her she had been kissed by one of the great leaders of fundamentalism.

Doc was born in 1900, so it was always easy to remember how old he was.  When I would give library tours and show his portrait I would just “do the math” to compute his age.  He was already 75 years old when I started college.

When Doc eventually retired and spent his last years in a nursing home, I would often go visit him until he passed away in 1996.  Pillsbury named their annual spring semester meetings the R. V. Clearwaters Bible Conference in his memory.
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Dr. Parker  Dr. John Monroe Parker, or “Monk” Parker as he was affectionately known, was also a fantastic preacher.  While Doc would preach expository messages without notes, Dr. Parker had what seemed to me to be elaborately crafted and polished sermons.  He was a wordsmith, and I loved to hear him preach with his unique oratorical voice with just a hint of a lisp.

Like Pillsbury itself, I was born in 1957.  So I was just an infant when he became the college’s first resident president in 1958.  But I got to know him years later when he returned to the college to preach.

Dr. Parker had served on the administration at Bob Jones University, and much of our early handbook, policies, and procedures were similar to theirs.  Our fall evangelistic meetings were named in his honor, the Monroe Parker Evangelistic Meetings.  After leaving Pillsbury, until his death, he served at Baptist World Missions.
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Dr. Cedarholm  Dr. Blaine Myron Cedarholm was the Pillsbury president I knew the least.  We once spoke at the same Christian educator’s conference and chatted at lunch.  
Dr. Cedarholm was quite a “people” person.  He was very well known across the country.  He seemed to readily remember every person he had ever met.  When I first remember meeting him, I was surprised he knew who I was and addressed me by name.

I didn’t realize until much later my father had interviewed with Dr. Cedarholm to teach at Pillsbury but that did not work out.  Faculty at the time ate in the Dining Hall as part of their salary package.  My dad didn’t think that was very conducive to family life.  I imagine the Telloyan children probably hold the record for the most years of eating Pillsbury College Dining Hall food, between their “faculty kid” and student years.

From my perspective, it seemed of all the Pillsbury presidents, he and his wife Thelma probably worked the most closely together in the ministry of the college as a husband and wife team.  
I realize there was a lot of controversy over the “Maranatha split” in 1968.  My favorite picture of Dr. Cedarholm is one of him and Dr. Clearwaters smiling together for the camera at the ground-breaking for one of the dormitories.  I had a copy made and framed for the Alumni House display.  I like to believe since both of these men are now in glory they once again are smiling broadly and enjoying one another.
In 1985, the two men were together one last time at a meeting of the Fundamental Baptist Fellowship held on campus.  Ed Cunningham took a photo of the four Pillsbury presidents to that date using Old Main as the background.  It was good to hear Dr. Cedarholm preach again, but the effects of his diminished memory were beginning to show.

Dr. Joseph A. Rammel  After Dr. Cedarholm left for Watertown, Wisconsin and founded Maranatha Baptist Bible College, Dr. Clearwaters resumed the presidency of Pillsbury.  Dr. Joseph A. Rammel, a former school superintendent from Indiana, became Executive Vice President in 1970.

He served in this capacity until 1975, when Dr. Clearwaters became President Emeritus and Dr. Rammel assumed the Presidency.  Under Dr. Rammel’s leadership, Pillsbury grew to its largest enrollment.  When I graduated in 1979, we had 790 students if I recall correctly.  
Under Dr. Rammel’s leadership, our teacher education program began.  Pillsbury graduates soon taught across the world in the rapidly growing Christian school movement.

Dr. Rammel had the longest tenure of any Pillsbury president, serving for seventeen years.  1n 1972, Jefts Hall was renovated to become the college library.  The new Pillsbury Hall was built, replacing the Academy era dormitory of the same name.
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Dr. Rammel hired me for all three of my main college positions.  I was Pillsbury’s photographer in 1976-77.  From 1978-84, I worked for KRPC radio as an announcer, program director, and eventually manager.  In 1984, I became the Library Director, a position I held until 1999.  
Through the years, I had many other responsibilities.  I was the web manager for a time, and wrote the weekly Pillsbury Updates which were sent via email.  I taught speech, photography, and philosophy courses, including apologetics.  I also taught a course in basic law for pastors.
Dr. Rammel and I became very close.  He recorded the Pillsbury Update radio program in our studios, and I enjoyed our weekly sessions.  The program aired on our campus station and WCTS-FM.
Dr. Rammel was very proud of some of the noteworthy individuals we had on campus.  He would often brag about “our very own former White House Photographer,” Ed Cunningham.  There was also former Olympic wrestler, Jim Hazewinkel.  And Dr. Rammel was proud of “our very own Indiana band director, Tom Lawson.”  Dr. Rammel had come from Indiana and thought the state produced the very best band directors.

Dr. Potter  After Dr. Rammel resigned, Pastor Don Odens served as interim president for the spring semester of 1987.  In the fall of 1987, Dr. Alan Potter became the first Pillsbury alumnus to serve as President.  Alan Potter had married the former Patricia Hall, daughter of past Pillsbury staffers Harold and Martha Hall.  
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Al and I first met when he served as the junior high youth pastor at Fourth Baptist church and would speak in school chapels.  For many years, he was the successful pastor of a rapidly growing church in Lancaster, Pennsylvania.  While there, he received an honorary doctorate from Calvary Baptist Theological Seminary of Lansdale, Pennsylvania.  

Of all of Pillsbury’s presidents, Al Potter was my closest personal friend.  His wife worked for me as our periodicals librarian.  He believed “leaders are readers” and he scheduled time each Friday morning to come into the library to stay current with various professional journals.  He built a strong library collection in his Lancaster church’s Christian school, and under his leadership we greatly increased our collection.
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He was a fantastic preacher, and very popular with the student body.  He taught practical pastorology classes for the “preacher boys” studying for the ministry.  Under Dr. Potter we made the first concerted push for recognized accreditation.  I served as the Self-Study Editor under Academic Deans Dr. Charles Baker and Dr. Paul Ague.
It was important to Dr. Potter to be very “scriptural” in whatever he did.  He really stressed the Baptist distinctives, starting with “the Bible as our only rule for faith and practice.”  In each area of campus life and theology, he tried to look at the scriptural principles involved.  One example that comes to mind was his standards for student dress.  
He said according to the Bible clothing should be modest, not draw undue attention to itself, and be appropriate for the situation.  He used Bible passages to support each of his points.  I remember him talking about Peter fishing in the boat with his shirt off and then pulling on his coat when he came to shore to see Jesus.  He said there were times when blue jeans were appropriate for a particular situation.  If you were out jogging you could wear sweat pants; but there are also appropriate times to dress up.  
I could give many examples of ways he caused me to think deeply.  He challenged me to godliness personally, spiritually, and professionally.  He was a tremendous mentor to me in my parenting, pastoring, preaching, and leadership.  Currently, he pastors the Cornerstone Baptist Church of Ames, New York.  
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Dr. Carlson  When Dr. Potter left after graduation in 1994, Pastor Chuck Johnston of St. Paul was the interim over the summer until Dr. Gerald Carlson came in the fall.  Dr. Carlson was also a Pillsbury graduate.  I had known him since he was pastor of Faith Baptist Church in St. Paul.  Our Twin Cities Baptist churches combined for regular teen roller skating activities and his church hosted the evangelistic rallies which followed.  
His ministry just prior to coming to Pillsbury was at Maranatha Baptist Bible College.  I stopped by his Watertown, Wisconsin home when I was on vacation that summer to tell him I looked forward to his coming to Pillsbury.  Dr. Carlson only served one year as president and currently works as the Finance Director for Positive Action for Christ.  These years were a time of some instability and transition.  I’m glad stability has been restored over the past decade.
Dr. Matteson  Dr. Earle Matteson, who for years pastored Beth Eden Baptist Church in Denver, Colorado, was our interim president in the 1995-1996 school year.  He also served many years as the director of the New Testament Association of Independent Baptist Churches.  Although Dr. Matteson was in his 80’s at the time, he always seemed remarkably youthful to me.  As a much younger man, he was Dr. Clearwater’s youth pastor at Fourth Baptist.  I had known him before he became interim, since he had previously taught short term module classes at Pillsbury.

I was very impressed with Dr. Matteson’s wisdom and sense of humor.  I was also impressed with how he had learned how to use computers and utilized them in his ministry.  Now in his 90’s, we still stay in touch.  He recently sent me a copy of his latest Biblical novel as he continues his writing ministry.  I have helped provide library research for several of his projects through the years.
Dr. Crane  Finally, we come to Pillsbury’s current President, Dr. Robert Crane.  Before he came to the college, I knew him as Pastor Crane. 
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He had served on both the MBA and Pillsbury Boards so many in the state were already well acquainted with him.  He pastored in Farmington, Minnesota for several years and also International Falls.  For a time he taught at Valley Baptist Theological Seminary in the Twin Cities. We drove with the Pillsbury handbell choir up to his church in International Falls and I preached one Sunday morning.
President Crane had been a Marine and studied engineering at LeTourneau College.  The Lord called him into the ministry later in life and he graduated from Central Seminary.

When President Crane assumed the presidency, the enrollment had dropped to its lowest point ever.  I believe the school started in 1957 with more students than the 115 enrolled that year.  Some of the seniors had studied under four different presidents and there were questions about the school’s viability.
By God’s grace, with Pastor Crane’s business and pastoral background, along with some severe belt-tightening and a lot of hard work, I am pleased the school has really begun to flourish again under his leadership.
President Crane really enjoys rolling up his sleeves and working on physical projects.  I recall him chopping trees when an ice storm killed some of them and his working on various building projects.  He rides his bicycle a lot, and recently had a Bike-a-thon to raise funds for the Library.
At the Faculty Christmas Party held at the Hubbell House in 1998, I asked him not to issue me a contract for the upcoming year.  He was somewhat taken aback.  “I thought you’d be a “lifer” here,” he said.  
“I always thought so too, but I feel the Lord calling me to do something new.”  I appreciate Dr. Crane and the leadership he is currently providing to the College.

A day in my life as a Pillsbury student When I first started as a student, most of the academic day happened before noon.  First hour class started at 7 a.m.  I have always been a “late night” person rather than an early riser.  
I often humorously complained, “There were no first hour classes before Adam’s fall” and “first hours were never part of God’s original plan.”  I got up early and went to breakfast for about the first week of my freshman year.  My mother had told me, “You need to go since you’re paying for those meals.”  
Well, perhaps I was, but it didn’t take me long to choose to sleep in a bit longer and perhaps grab a “Dipper roll” to tide me over until lunch. I would rush over at the last minute to my first hour class on those cool mornings.  This was often before the sun arose during our long Minnesota winters.

In the chilly dark, you could see someone coming over from the dining hall carrying a freshly baked tray of doughy delights.  Dipper rolls were a circle of baked dough with a dollop of custard or raspberry jam in the center.

Second hour class began at 8 a.m., followed by chapel at 9:00 a.m.  Third and fourth hour classes began at 10 and 11 a.m.  There were a few fifth hour classes after lunch, and eventually there was even a sixth hour.  But most students were free in the afternoon and many held jobs in Owatonna businesses.

When I was dating Wendy, we took Christian Home class together one semester right after lunch. Dr. Larry Pettegrew taught about dating and establishing a Christian marriage and family.  

We would kind of look knowingly at one other during the class and just smile.  After we got married, we were often thankful for the practical principles we had been taught.  It was one of the few classes I took which met in one of classrooms on the first floor of the boy’s dormitory before they built the new Pillsbury Hall.

I had many wonderful teachers through the years.  Doug Bookman was without a doubt my favorite Bible teacher, although I also enjoyed Sam Telloyan, Ed Glenny, Ray Pratt, and Larry Pettegrew.  
I developed my appreciation for speech from Mrs. Jackie Glenny.  She graduated from Pillsbury and taught me at Fourth Baptist in my junior and senior years of high school.  Then she and her husband moved to Owatonna for my freshman year at college.  
Years later, I taught freshman speech.  One year I even taught advanced speech courses when they were short-handed on speech professors.  I encouraged one of my speech students, John Katsion, to pursue more work in the field.  He taught for a time at Pillsbury and recently earned his doctorate in communications.  It is always exciting to see someone take what you taught them and go farther than you did.  
I learned all about photography from Ed Cunningham.  Larry Soblotne taught me radio broadcasting.  
As a professor, I used to say I was like “type O blood” – the universal substitute.  I would often fill in for various classes if professors needed to be gone.
For years, many downtown Owatonna businesses were directly connected to Owatonna Public Utilities steam pipes for their heat.  You could always tell the path of the steam pipes as the ice and snow melted over them via lost heat.

The town steam whistle blew at 8 a.m., noon, 5 p.m., and for the 10 p.m. curfew.  We had a history class in Room 100 right next to the bookstore in Old Main.  About ten minutes before noon, someone would imitate the town steam whistle and the professor let us out of class early.  This went on for several days, until the teacher caught on to what was happening.

Chapel was a high point of the day.  It was held Monday through Friday, except for Wednesdays.  Each Monday, we would fill out our Christian work reports on our extension ministries.  There were spaces to note which church you attended, how many tracts you distributed, lessons taught, messages preached, and souls saved.  Mr. Raymond Pratt was the Director of Extension when I was a student.

Students were required to attend church as well as have permanent extension ministries as part of their practical training.  I worked on our church bus route, taught junior church, led singing and spoke in Sunday afternoon rest home services.

We had a tremendous assortment of great chapel speakers through the years.  For a time, we had a group of students in Room 100 downstairs watching via video camera.  Then, when the new Pillsbury Hall was built, we had a video overflow over there.

For a time, chapel was held in the gymnasium each day.  Because of the difficulty of setting up and taking down chairs, we sometimes just sat on each side of the bleachers with the speaker under the basketball hoop on the east end of the gym.  Several commented it seemed almost like Moses preaching at the Red Sea after it had parted.

We usually had some congregational singing, chapel announcements by the Academic Dean, special music and then our speaker.  I particularly enjoyed Dr. Jim Mercer.  Other memorable speakers included Glen Schunk, Ron Comfort, Joe Mark, Dr. James Threlfall, Bill Hall, Bud Hunter, and Jerry Sivinsky.  And our own Pillsbury faculty members through the years also had great chapel sermons.
Each Wednesday, while the faculty had faculty meetings, we alternated society, student body, and class meetings.  Since the student body was so much larger when I was a student, these groups provided additional leadership opportunities so more students could serve in a leadership role.  Each group elected a president, vice-president, secretary, pianist, sergeant-at-arms, and chaplain.

I was in the Riley Society, named after the late Pastor W. B. Riley of the First Baptist Church of Minneapolis.  Our sister society (which Wendy belonged to) was the Lydian society.  We were a very active society.  The brick Riley grill we built outside Koinonia for cookouts and the Riley bell on the athletic field are still standing.
We would occasionally have brother and sister society activities.  We once held a cookout at Mineral Springs Park with its pretty waterfall and the statue of Princess Owatonna.
The officers from the societies got together for planning purposes and were called the Pan Society.  Another part of our society events was an active intramural program.
Lunch was served buffet style.  When I first started college, evening meals were served by waitresses.  Men had to wear suit coats to supper.  Some of the guys only owned one suit coat which they wore every night.  We would all walk in and sit at our assigned table.  If you missed supper you received demerits.  

Mrs. Peggy Briggs was the dining hall hostess.  A bell would chime and a student would say grace for the meal and give any announcements.  When the bell rang again, you sat down and the food was served.  Occasionally, a waitress would drop a stack of dishes and get embarrassed.
Today’s students are used to a variety of choices, but in my time we just ate whatever was served.  Usually, you got one piece of the main meat entrée, but you could have all of the bread, potatoes, vegetables, etc. you wanted.  
My good friend, Franco Minutillo, worked in the dining hall under Max Reeves.  Franco was a fantastic Italian chef who made everything from scratch.  In later years, I also appreciated Dennis Burggraff’s cooking.
Missionary prayer bands met after supper and were led by our Missions professor, Sam Telloyan.  There were five prayer bands each having a student leader; European, African and Middle Eastern, Latin American, Far Eastern, and North American.  In the fall and in the spring there were missionary rallies with guest speakers.
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Students had to be back in the dorm by 10 p.m.  We would have weekly floor meetings and dorm prayer meetings where several rooms would combine for prayer with a prayer captain.  A few times per year we had entire dorm meetings, but those were rare.

“Lights out” was at 11 p.m. and your floor monitor would come by to be sure your lights were extinguished.  Sometimes they would carry a yardstick to slide under the doorway to make sure someone didn’t block it with a towel.  
When we wanted to study late, we would sometimes pull the covers over our head and use a flashlight.  One time, we covered our windows with plastic garbage bags so the night watchman wouldn’t see the light outside.  Then we put a board on the back of our door to block the light to the hallway, but far enough back from the opening so the monitor couldn’t detect it with their yardstick.
Besides studying, we sometimes had late night Rook (or so called “Baptist poker”) parties.  Regular playing cards were not allowed, but Rook cards were.
Our annual calendar  Each school year began with a week of evangelistic meetings with a special guest speaker.  I can still remember my first week of school.  I was sitting in the fold-down theater style seats in the back of Kerux (the Greek word for “preaching”) Auditorium in Old Main.  It was very hot outside and even hotter inside.  (Although several leaders through the years have talked about raising funds to air condition Kerux, it hasn’t happened yet.)  

The huge hall had radiators connected via underground tunnels to the huge steam boiler in Pillsbury’s Power House.  I heard what I thought was someone banging on the radiator pipes.  
I thought, “Who’s fooling around?”  Then, as I listened more carefully, I noticed the “banging” was far too consistent and followed the melody.  There were many students blocking my view, but looking up front, I saw Mrs. Brallier playing the marimba, accompanying the congregational singing.
That sermon was the first of many challenging messages I would hear in that stately old auditorium.  But besides messages, I was there for concerts, recitals, Bible conferences, VF coronations, plays, and other special occasions.  As often as I was actually in the auditorium, I was up in the third floor studio monitoring and recording the sound.  We had lots of special events during the bicentennial year and the lieutenant governor, Rudy Perpich, came to campus.

In the archives there is a photo of the Old Main auditorium back in the early days when the round stained glass window could be seen.  When they lowered the auditorium ceiling and put in the stage in the late 1950’s, they covered this “rose window.”  Recently, they have backlit it so at least you can see this beautiful window from outside. 
Even though a salvation testimony was required for admission, there were usually a few students who accepted Christ each year.  Others would “get their hearts right” or make other spiritual decisions.  

At the end of September was the annual Harvest Home, including an alumni chapel, alumni reception, Friday evening concert, and then an alumni banquet.  On Saturday, we enjoyed football and soccer games.  It was a great homecoming time and the bleachers were packed.  It was truly a “homecoming” day for Minnesota Baptists.
I wasn’t involved too much in Pillsbury’s sports program so I’ll leave that to another writer.  I was never much of a sports fan.  On normal weekends, I usually left for home and a weekend job as soon as classes were done on Friday.
Each year we would have the annual fruitcake hunt.  This tradition dates back to the first year of the college.  I don’t know why they chose to hide a “fruitcake” rather than something else.  The fruitcake was not really a fruitcake, but rather a small engraved board.  There were specific rules as to where it could be hidden.

For instance, if I recall properly, it couldn’t be inside a building, more than 10 feet in the air, it couldn’t require digging to find, etc.  Each day in chapel they would give cryptic clues which would only vaguely point to its location.  Usually it was found after several days of clues.
During my student days, we would have Rake Day.  This was a day with no classes where we would rake all of the leaves on campus and at nearby faculty homes.  Some societies would have other duties, like cleaning and changing windows, or replacing screens with the glass windows for winter.  
Later, they started doing something else with the leaves.  So this day became Community Service Day, and we would do various service projects around the community.

Each fall, we had a large missionary conference coordinated by Sam Telloyan.  We were regularly exposed to missionaries and leaders from the fundamental Baptist mission agencies.  We were challenged to consider missionary service and also to pray regularly for those who served on foreign fields.  Al Potter would later comment, “the sun never sets on Pillsbury graduates.”
We had the annual Christmas concert before students headed home for the holidays.  I think for the first year or two we started school after Labor Day, would leave for Christmas vacation, and then have to come back afterwards for a couple of weeks to take our final exams.

This created several problems.  A few students just never came back and thus lost credit for the semester.  Even those of us who did return spent our vacations dreading the finals awaiting us.  If you weren’t returning second semester, you had the expense of coming back for just a couple of weeks.
I was glad when we started a bit earlier in August and had the semester end right before Christmas vacation.

We had “white glove” inspection right before Christmas vacation to make sure our rooms were clean.  In later years, they started Christmas open houses in both dorms and invited community residents to enjoy the room decorations and some goodies.
Each spring, we would have a Christian worker’s conference and principals would come and recruit teachers for their schools.  Over spring break, the choir would go on tour to various churches. 
College days were in various years held in both fall and spring semesters.  Usually there was a spring concert and an ice cream social on Thursday evening.  During our largest years, we had a variety of musical groups, including the Concert Choir, Women’s Chorus, Chamber Singers, Symphonic Wind Ensemble, etc.

College Days visitors attended classes and chapel on Friday and then had organized recreation on Friday afternoon.  Friday and Saturday evenings were often play performances.  We would usually perform a classical or Shakespearean play one semester and a Biblical play the other semester.

Our Valentine Formal (VF) was the big social event of the year.  We would crown a VF queen.  Usually there was a drama program and a theme for the evening.  
One year they did Brigadoon.  Another time, they transformed the gym into a farmyard scene, complete with bales of hay everywhere.  A farmer came from Westbrook with apples and squeezed apple cider.  It took months to get all of the straw and hay dust out of the ventilation system, but it was a wonderful evening.  

Another memorable VF was when they built a ship in the middle of the dining hall for a nautical theme and served a seafood dinner.
For one VF they tried cooking steaks on the grill for everyone down in the gym, but it took a lot longer than they expected.  Chad Prigge’s girlfriend, Sara Schrauner, was named Valentine Formal queen.  Knowing he would receive a fine, he pulled out a ten dollar bill and waved it in front of the crowd and then gave her a smooch.  Pretty much everyone laughed although a few leaders didn’t find it very funny.
Graduation week was always a big event.  We had speech and music contests, the faculty-senior breakfast, an award ceremony, baccalaureate, and then the commencement event.
I entered the speech contest in my freshman year.  A group of us had gone to the Country Kitchen restaurant for breakfast and I wrote out the speech I would give a few hours later on the back of a napkin.

Wendy was in that little group but didn’t realize I was interested in her.  A few hours later she pointed me out on stage as I spoke to her brother Jeff sitting next to her.  I was pleasantly surprised to win first place in the contest and thus made a good first impression.
Four years later, in 1979, our graduating class presented a portrait of Dr. Rammel to add to the display of presidential portraits in Jefts Hall.  Graduation then was held at the end rather than the beginning of May.  It was tremendously hot in the gymnasium and the speaker went exceedingly long.  My wife was expecting our first child.

I determined if I was ever asked to speak in a graduation I would keep it short.  While people tend to remember the overall day, they rarely remember the speaker’s topic.
Over the summer months, some students were usually involved in the Missionary Apprentice Program (MAP).  Others served as “preacher boys,” camp counselors, or on the Vacation Bible School teams.  Usually there were a couple of tour groups who spent the summer promoting the college and ministering in churches.  Of course, the vast majority had to work to earn money to be able to come back.
Registration  In the days before computers, registration for your classes was a tedious and totally manual procedure.  We lined up in the gym, snaking through lines and repeatedly filling out our names and addresses on carbonless grade cards.  There were multiple copies.  In the days before today’s student data privacy laws, our grades were mailed to our parents whether we wanted them to be or not.

The top copy was for midterm grades, then one for the final grade, and one for the registrar’s office.  There were holes punched in the top of the cards and by inserting rods in the wires, the office could sort the cards by the course number.  

There were other lines for financial arrangements, registering your car, getting your mailbox combination, etc.  It seems there were very few parents present during this process.

Today, many of what I call “helicopter parents” hover around their children and walk them through each step.  I recall students being much more independent in those days.  When we were eighteen, one of our major goals was to get away from home and become more independent.  Today’s parents seem more involved in their children’s education. I know it is a much larger investment than it ever used to be.
It is important for parents to give their college freshman children two things – roots and wings.  The “roots” are their family’s faith and heritage.  But every child also needs to try out their “wings,” and experience some independence.  I can’t think of a better place for a student to “spread their wings” than the controlled freedom of a Bible college like Pillsbury. 
Taking attendance  Professor Dell Johnson would take attendance by reading through the grade cards for the first class of each semester.  He would stop at each name and make some comment about the student’s hometown, ask what their father did for a living, or ask if they went to a certain Baptist church in the town, or if they were related to someone with the same last name.  

For many years, I followed the same practice when I became a teacher. It was a way to get to know my students and allow the rest of the class get to know each other.

But I stopped doing this one year during the late 1990’s.  I asked one student what her father did for a living.  
She responded, “I really have no idea.  My father left us when I was two and my mother raised me.  What my father does really has no relation to who I am.”  She didn’t say it disrespectfully, but with a tinge of sadness.

That was the last time I took attendance that way.  Our society, even within our fundamental Baptist circles, has changed so much in the past quarter century.  Divorce and single parent families, once very rare, are now becoming far too commonplace.

Pillsbury Hall  The original Pillsbury Hall was built in 1886 as a dormitory.  It was closed by the time I arrived as a student.  I did have the opportunity to go inside and take some photographs right before it was razed.  Some wished this stately old structure could have been restored, but the interior rooms were far too small and structurally it was no longer in good shape.  What we really needed was more classroom space.
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Salvage workers tried to remove as much useable materials as possible from the site.  We had a little excitement one morning.  During chapel, when Dr. E. Robert Jordan was preaching, a fire broke out in the walls.   Workers were removing old radiators with blowtorches and a spark escaped.  A brand new Owatonna fire truck pulled up, but only a dribble of water came out so another truck had to be quickly summoned.  Dr. Rammel made a joke about “keeping the chapel platform hot.”
We had “slave days” in the community where students auctioned off their services with all proceeds going to the building project.  This was the time when Jim Hazewinkel jumped up and landed with both feet planted on the Kerux pulpit to rally the troops to volunteer.  The only remnant of the old building is the original headstone made into a bench in front of the new structure.

Dating at Pillsbury  My writing has all been from my male perspective.  Of course, I don’t know first hand what it was like to be a female student, but I sense it was a little more difficult.  Female students had to wear dresses and nylons all of the time, even if they were walking downtown in Minnesota’s frigid winters.  Years later they made some accommodations and allowed slacks if the temperature dropped below zero.  

Dormitory signs originally said “boy’s dormitory” and “girl’s dormitory.” Eventually these were updated to say the “men’s” and “women’s residence halls” to reflect more modern terminology.  

There were various jokes about female students coming to campus just to find a husband.  For instance, there’s the old joke about the guys coming to get their bachelor’s degrees, while the ladies came to get a bachelor.  Or, you might say a coed was working on her “Mrs.” degree (in other words, to become a wife.)  
Many of my fellow students really “dated around,” dating many others before finding the right one.  I had only been on two dates before I asked my wife-to-be, the former Wendy Holm, out on our first date.  She worked each evening at the Pamida department store out by the Cedar Mall.  We went bowling and took her sister Ann and one of Ann’s friends along as chaperones.  

We took a small bit of pride in the fact we never sat in the dating parlor even though it was the common practice.  Since we both lived in the Twin Cities and went home each weekend for our extension ministries, we would often see each other on weekends.  You weren’t allowed to date on extension, but we went to separate churches and each of us had our own responsibilities.
Neither single dating nor “unchaperoned” double dating was allowed at any time.  You had to have at least one more female than the number of couples.

Here’s a funny story.  Wendy and I got engaged over Christmas break in 1977.  There was a jeweler in downtown Minneapolis who gave a good deal to Pillsbury students so we decided to order our wedding rings there.  Since Wendy was coming from north of the city and I was coming from the southwest, we drove separately (which the rulebook required since we didn’t have a chaperone).

You were allowed to be in public places together, but were not allowed to be alone in a car or in an “unfrequented” area.  So we took separate vehicles and had secured the proper dating passes listing where we were going. 
After leaving the jeweler, in the elevator on the way down, in a tender moment of passion, I reached out and grabbed her hand and just smiled at my fiancé.  That was all.  We didn’t kiss or do anything else.  It wasn’t a long elevator ride.

When the door opened, there was a female Pillsbury faculty member and her mother, the wife of one of the trustees.   We didn’t feel particularly “guilty” but hand holding was not allowed even though we were engaged.

We were turned in and had what was called a disciplinary “special” with red slips in our mailboxes on Monday morning.  This meant we had to meet with the discipline committee on Monday afternoon.

They met with us separately to compare our stories.  Since we basically followed the correct procedures, you could say they “went easy on us.”  Mr. Pratt, the Dean of Students, warned us to be careful not to get too physically involved, but I also think he found the whole matter a little humorous.  We each received 50 demerits for our “offense.”

You might think this would bother me, but actually I was kind of glad for the dating rules, even if we didn’t always religiously follow them.  It was a bit tense when the committee was deciding our fate, but I think the strict rules were helpful.
Couples would talk for hours and really get to know each other as friends.  Wendy and I would talk on the phone each weekend late into the night.  When we started college, there was only one phone on each dormitory floor.  We tried using wireless intercoms and CB radios to talk to one another, but nothing worked real well.  Students later had fundraisers to be able to equip each dorm room with its own phone.  Today, dating couples often have cell phones or can send instant messages via computer.
Married student life  Married male students belonged to the Clearwaters society, but I can’t remember ever attending one of their society meetings.  I do remember lying in my second floor bedroom on Academy Street and looking out over the campus and just chuckling.  I could hardly believe I was married and looking out over the campus I once strolled with my girlfriend.  

All four of our children were born in Owatonna.  Our first apartment was on Vine Street.  Eventually, we started living in “faculty housing” owned by the college as part of our compensation package.  We lived in two homes on Academy Street, two on Rice Street, and our final Owatonna home was on Main Street.  

Owatonna was a wonderful place to raise children.  We attended Grace Baptist and I was a deacon, served on the school board, was their AWANA chaplain, and taught the young married’s Sunday school class.  Our kids all attended Owatonna Christian School, often taught by former Pillsbury students.
To me, Pillsbury was a place to belong, a place to become, and a place to believe.  It was a caring community where the professors knew me personally; I made lifelong friends and met my life’s mate.  Eventually, I became a professor and a librarian with students of my own to mentor.

After attending Mankato State and other large institutions, I really appreciate the smaller circle where you get to know your professors and fellow students more personally.
At Pillsbury, I grew in my Christian walk and was discipled by those sharing a similar worldview.  Pillsbury was where my parent’s faith became my own, as the Scriptures were taught, preached, and lived out in daily life.  Although I no longer live in Owatonna, Pillsbury Baptist Bible College is still very much a part of the person I have become.

At this point, I thought I would write about a few of Pillsbury’s specific historical areas I have been involved with through the years.
KRPC Radio  As I first came to Pillsbury, they were in the initial stages of developing a college radio station.  Larry Soblotne was a former commercial broadcaster who had accepted Christ and come to Pillsbury to study for ministry.
Assisting him, particularly in the technical areas, was another former Pillsbury student, Dennis Whitehead.  Dennis was the manger of our “sister” station, Central Seminary’s WCTS-FM.

Our studios were located on the third floor of Old Main.  Starting in 1975, we had what was called a “carrier current” station.  This was a low wattage transmitter broadcasting at 530 on the AM band using the wiring system of the dormitories as the antenna.

Initially, students in both dormitories could receive the station, but legally the signal could not extend beyond the campus.  If you tuned it in on your car radio, by the time you drove out of the parking lot, the signal disappeared.
Later we went city wide with the station, broadcasting at 10 watts of effective radiated power at 90.5 FM.  For a year before we went off the air in 1984, we were at 100 watts at 90.1 FM.

We had a library of music which met the college’s conservative music standards.  Many of our phonograph records had come from WCTS after they had transferred them to tape.  The songs on the record which “didn’t check” (meet the college music standards) were covered with tape to keep announcers from playing them.

We created a lot of our own programming, since we didn’t air a lot of programs produced elsewhere.  I produced a program called Songs of the Faith where I would tell a hymn story and then play the song.  I also created other news and information programs.  Bible faculty members would record Bible studies.  Dean of Men Marvin Johnson recorded Person to Person and gave practical advice on a variety of subjects.  We had a program called Woman to Woman for our female listeners.  We aired sermons recorded in chapels and evangelistic meetings.
Besides playing music records, our programs were recorded on reel to reel tape which had to be threaded on the tape decks and “cued up” to the proper spot before the program was to air.
Never the Same  In the 1976-1977 school year, Dr. Rammel wanted to shoot a full-length 16mm motion picture promotional film for the college.  Never the Same was the result.  Missionary filmmaker Don Ross was the director and professor Jackie Glenny was the assistant director.

Rather than just being a campus tour like many promotional films, this 45 minute film actually told a story about four young people who came to Pillsbury.  One of this group eventually accepted Christ in the film, and all of their lives were “never the same” after spending four years here.  
The budget for the film was around $10,000.  With today’s portable video equipment, films are a lot easier to shoot.  We were shooting with actual photographic film which then needed to be developed.  We recorded the sound separately on a professional reel-to-reel recorder using a clapboard so they could eventually synchronize the sound and picture in the editing studio.
I was the assistant cinematographer.  Ed Cunningham was the still photographer.  Larry Soblotne assisted with the sound.  Student Mark Sheppard was our electrician, running long extension cords for the bright movie lights we needed.  I still love watching this film, since it is a “motion picture yearbook” for my student years.
Photo lab  I was Pillsbury’s photographer for only one year in 1976-77.  Ed Cunningham felt led to explore youth ministry.  He had established a nice photo lab in the basement of Old Main right next to Wayne Deckert’s science labs.

Eventually, he would develop his own studio as well with professional backdrops.  We had complete color processing capability.

After a year, I discovered I enjoyed photography as a hobby and not a career.  Ed felt the same way about youth ministry and I was glad he took his position back.
Ed developed an entire crew of student photographers and darkroom technicians to cover campus events.  When high school tournaments were held on campus we offered “action photos” that no other schools could offer.  

Campus negatives were stored along with proof sheets showing what was on each frame.  Ed used a similar system in the White House.  These photos were used for our yearbook and other school publications and archived for historical purposes.  We trained many professional photographers through the years.  Various historical books have taken advantage of this rich photographic resource.
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Tom Lawson  I really appreciate my good friend Tom Lawson.  He came to Pillsbury in the fall of 1976 so he now ranks as the faculty member with the longest tenure in the history of the college.  His wife Kathy used to teach organ.  In addition to being a music faculty member, he originally maintained the college’s audiovisual equipment.  Dr. Rammel recognized his leadership potential and asked him to serve as Pillsbury’s Director of Communications.

As such, he was the editor of the college Bulletin.  He has served as the official media spokesman for the college.  When KRPC was on the air, he oversaw the station and so for several years was my supervisor.  Tom had a regular radio program, Great Moments in Sacred Music.  He also oversaw the photography lab and eventually our web presence.

For several years, we would use multi-media slide presentations to promote the college.  Tom would usually write the script and eventually synchronize the photos with the soundtrack; Ed Cunningham would provide the photographs and I would record the audio.  

In later years, he took an active role in the various promotional videos the college would produce for the admissions department.  He would work closely with Sonlight Productions on editing the videos.  Most recently, he took on another responsibility as head of Financial Aid.

In my last year at the college, Tom and I drove cross-country to Pennsylvania to promote Pillsbury at Calvary Seminary’s annual leadership conference.  We held an alumni and friends reception and it was good to see several alumni I had not seen for years.  I enjoyed spending many hours with this good friend.

Although there have been many changes in the college and her leadership throughout the past three decades, Tom has been a loyal, faithful and stabilizing influence.
Pillsbury’s Library  I always thought Jeft’s Hall, which housed the library, was one of the most beautiful buildings on campus.  During the military academy days, it served as the dining hall.  Right when you walked in the front door, you were looking at a beautiful mounted clock with the date 1911 embossed in gold leaf.

I have seen photos of the academy cadets lining up to march in.  There is also a photo of the students doing the “bunny hop” during an academy dance.  (Just in case you’re wondering, it has now been we;; over 50 years since there has been a dance on campus.)

There were large ornate chandeliers which were beautiful for a dining hall, but would have provided insufficient light for the reading room of a library.  In 1972, soon after Dr. Rammel came, they dug out the cellar and cut a hole in the floor and installed stairs to allow access to the basement level.  On the stairway on the way down hung the sword in a velvet sheath that was passed down each year from the senior class president to the junior class president at graduation.
Because of the limited weight-bearing capability of the main floor, the reference collection was housed there on half-height stacks.  The main circulating collection was placed downstairs.  The chandeliers were replaced with suspended fluorescent lighting.  Durable and modern looking dark walnut furniture was purchased.

By the time I left in 1999, we had greatly expanded the collection.  Originally, there was quite a bit of spare space in the basement and faculty meetings were held there when I was first invited to them in the early 1980’s.

Eventually, we purchased additional used library shelving and expanded the collection to about 50,000 volumes and pretty much filled the basement with books.  We also retrospectively converted all of the old catalog cards to a machine readable digital format.  

In recalling the history of the library through the years, Mrs. Ervin Butler was the librarian during the earliest days.  Mrs. Cedarholm served as librarian during her time here.  When I first started visiting Pillsbury as a teenager, Dr. Rammel’s mother-in-law, Mrs. Ocella Letherman was the librarian.  Marlys Erickson, Pat Passig, and David Espenscheid were other professional librarians who served before my tenure.  

I became librarian in 1984 and served the longest in that post until 1999.  Mrs. Marlys Fisher, Anna Kroll, Heather (Post) Brownewell, and Laura (Johnston) Peterson were some of my assistant librarians.

Mrs. Nancy McGuire succeeded me, and has made the transition from a totally print-based collection to an online public access catalog and electronic journals.  The green carpet installed in 1972 was only meant to last 10-15 years but was actually in place for over 30 years until it was recently replaced.  The floor plan was adjusted to allow for computer terminals.
Accreditation  I was closely involved with Pillsbury’s accreditation efforts.  Accreditation was becoming more and more of an issue with parents and students.  Students in accredited schools were eligible for student grants and loans.  In addition, being accredited was helpful in transferring credits to other colleges or admission to graduate programs.  Pillsbury had long been recognized by the Veteran’s Administration for G.I. benefits, but not regular student financial aid.

For a time, Pillsbury operated under what was known as the “three letter” rule.  If three accredited institutions would certify they unconditionally accepted three Pillsbury students, than our students were eligible for financial aid.  This exemption was later revoked.  
In the mid 1980’s, the college investigated the possibility of being accredited.  There were strong concerns the college might need to compromise in some way in order to receive what was considered by many to be “governmental” approval.

Actually, accreditation is a peer-review process where schools evaluate each other.  The government does not actually accredit schools, but merely approves accrediting agencies.
There were several choices, including the secular regional North Central Association of Colleges and Schools (NCA), the American Association of Bible Colleges (AABC) and the Transnational Association of Christian Colleges and Schools (TRACS).

Regardless of the accrediting body, there are similar criteria for accreditation.  Basically, institutions need to have an appropriate mission, have the resources necessary to accomplish the mission, have a process in place for regular evaluation, and demonstrate the capability to continue accomplishing their mission.

The accrediting associations don’t tell a school what to do, but rather certifies they are performing professionally according to their own established goals.  As a fundamentalist institution, the college initially preferred not to join either an existing secular or evangelical accrediting association.  So they formed their own.  It was a new college division for the existing fundamentalist American Association of Christian Schools which was called the American Association of Christian Colleges (AACC).

Pillsbury and Pensacola Christian College went through the accrediting process they established.  Perhaps you recall reading in the Pillsbury Bulletin that Pillsbury was “accredited” in the mid 1980’s.
While this was technically true, the government body which recognizes accrediting associations (the Council for Higher Education Accreditation or CHEA) refused to recognize this new group, believing they duplicated existing organizations.  So technically, Pillsbury was accredited, but by an unrecognized group.  Thus they gained none of the benefits of accreditation.


During Dr. Potter’s administration, efforts toward accreditation resumed.  Since regional accreditation had more universal acceptance by all colleges, public and private, and since it didn’t involve joining with an evangelical religious group, the board initially approved applying to NCA.

The first step toward candidacy status was writing a comprehensive Self-Study of the institution.  I served as the Self-Study editor and traveled to the annual NCA meetings held in Chicago to represent Pillsbury.
We have always offered excellent education and had a qualified faculty so that was not really an issue.  But our fluctuating enrollment created questions for the evaluation teams.  It would not be until after I left that the college was finally granted full recognition and accreditation by the Association for Biblical Higher Education (ABHE) which had replaced AABC.

Military Academy Days  The college established an archives collection on the third floor of the library in 1976 as part of our bicentennial activities.  I was the college archivist for a time, and became acquainted with many of the Pillsbury Military Academy alumni.

Pillsbury Academy was started by the early Baptists in the state of Minnesota.  It went from being a co-educational academy to a military academy in 1920.  Many wonder why we have a cannon on the corner of Main and Grove, but it is a relic from those military academy days.  Old photographs show the main campus lawn being used as parade grounds by the military cadets.
A court case, led by Dr. Clearwaters, determined the Minnesota Baptist Association (then Convention) owned the Owatonna property and could do what they wanted with it.  Thus, after the 1956-1957 school year, Pillsbury Academy ceased to exist and Pillsbury Baptist Bible College began.  
Years later, Dr. Rammel made overtures toward the academy alumni and invited them back to the campus for several alumni reunions.  I worked with the small remnant of alumni who met monthly at Fort Snelling in Minneapolis and searched the old records to provide names of former students for them to contact.
The academy alumni have had several reunions in Owatonna.  For their first reunion they invited Hilaire du Berrier who had been dismissed in 1924 from the academy but went on to an exciting life as a soldier of fortune.  The academy alumni awarded him an honorary diploma.

Their last reunion was in 2004 and they have one planned for 2007, but since the college has now been in existence for 50 years, the group is gradually diminishing as their former students age.  
Some of the Academy alumni were rather upset at what seemed to them to be the “takeover” of their campus.  Particularly upset were those who were juniors in the spring of 1956 who never were able to graduate and called themselves “the class that never was.”

Others expressed appreciation.  “After the Vietnam War, so many of the military academies shut down,” one graduate said to me.  “If the Bible college hadn’t taken it over, I really doubt there would still be a military academy operating today.  I just think it’s great this campus has been maintained so we can come back and see things much the way they were.”

He continued, “Our graduates are very patriotic.  We appreciate that Pillsbury is not like so many secular campuses.  You are disciplined here.  You guys still have demerits when kids mess up, just like we used to. You have an appreciation for the military and a love for our country.”  I thought that was a nice compliment.
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When Pillsbury erected the Andres and Gunaikes (the Greek words for men and women) dormitories, the College donated the Dunnell House which had stood on Main Street to the Steele County Historical Society (SCHS).  The Academy Alumni have some rooms in this mansion with a variety of academy era memorabilia.

I served on the SCHS  Board and was their President for a couple of terms.  The SCHS operates the Village of Yesteryear near the Steele County fairgrounds.  They have a Pillsbury Academy room in this main Dunnell House “mansion” in the village.

Several of the older buildings on campus were registered in the National Register of Historic Places as the Pillsbury Academy Campus Historic District.  Many have commented on the beauty of our compact 14 acre campus.  Each of the campus buildings holds many memories for me.
