[image: Cover: My Salary Retired By George P. Zimmar]


My Salary Retired

The American Dream and the Social Revolution

George P. Zimmar

Austin Macauley Publishers

2026-11-06



Table of Contents

	Cover

	Title Page

	About the Author
	Dedication
	Copyright Information ©
	Acknowledgment
	Preface
	Introduction
	I Barcalounger
	II Every Day Is Saturday
	III The Cultural Revolution
	IV Michael, Row the Boat Ashore
	V Jimmy
	VI A Mind of Their Own
	VII Human Sexuality 101
	VIII Demise of Liberal Education
	IX Briarcliff
	X Margot
	XI The Winding Way of Art
	XII My Beautiful Cousin
	XIII House of David
	XIV Levendis
	XV The Best Things in Life Aren’t Things


Guide
	Cover
	Title Page
	About the Author
	Dedication
	Copyright Information ©
	Introduction
	Preface
	Start of Contents

List of Pages
	Page 1
	Page 2
	Page 3
	Page 4
	Page 5
	Page 6
	Page 7
	Page 8
	Page 9
	Page 10
	Page 11
	Page 12
	Page 13
	Page 14
	Page 15
	Page 16
	Page 17
	Page 18
	Page 19
	Page 20
	Page 21
	Page 22
	Page 23
	Page 24
	Page 25
	Page 26
	Page 27
	Page 28
	Page 29
	Page 30
	Page 31
	Page 32
	Page 33
	Page 34
	Page 35
	Page 36
	Page 37
	Page 38
	Page 39
	Page 40
	Page 41
	Page 42
	Page 43
	Page 44
	Page 45
	Page 46
	Page 47
	Page 48
	Page 49
	Page 50
	Page 51
	Page 52
	Page 53
	Page 54
	Page 55
	Page 56
	Page 57
	Page 58
	Page 59
	Page 60
	Page 61
	Page 62
	Page 63
	Page 64
	Page 65
	Page 66
	Page 67
	Page 68
	Page 69
	Page 70
	Page 71
	Page 72
	Page 73
	Page 74
	Page 75
	Page 76
	Page 77
	Page 78
	Page 79
	Page 80
	Page 81
	Page 82
	Page 83
	Page 84
	Page 85
	Page 86
	Page 87
	Page 88
	Page 89
	Page 90
	Page 91
	Page 92
	Page 93
	Page 94
	Page 95
	Page 96
	Page 97
	Page 98
	Page 99
	Page 100
	Page 101
	Page 102
	Page 103
	Page 104
	Page 105
	Page 106
	Page 107
	Page 108
	Page 109
	Page 110
	Page 111
	Page 112
	Page 113
	Page 114
	Page 115
	Page 116
	Page 117
	Page 118
	Page 119
	Page 120
	Page 121
	Page 122
	Page 123
	Page 124
	Page 125
	Page 126
	Page 127
	Page 128
	Page 129
	Page 130
	Page 131
	Page 132
	Page 133
	Page 134
	Page 135
	Page 136
	Page 137
	Page 138
	Page 139
	Page 140
	Page 141
	Page 142
	Page 143
	Page 144
	Page 145
	Page 146
	Page 147
	Page 148
	Page 149
	Page 150
	Page 151
	Page 152
	Page 153
	Page 154
	Page 155
	Page 156
	Page 157
	Page 158
	Page 159
	Page 160
	Page 161
	Page 162
	Page 163





About the Author

George Zimmar is Emeritus Professor of Psychology at Pace University and an Archon of the Ecumenical Patriarchate. He is married to Doulie Pappas Zimmar and they are the parents of Sofia Mihalas and Peter Zimmar, and grandparents of five grandchildren.





Dedication

To my father, Παναγιώτης (aka Peter)


You are the master neither of your property, nor of thyself; you and your estate, all these things belong to family; that is to say, to your ancestry and to your posterity.

Plato, Laws XI






Copyright Information©

George P. Zimmar 2026

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, write to the publisher.

Any person who commits any unauthorized act in relation to this publication may be liable to criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages.

All of the events in this memoir are true to the best of author’s memory. The views expressed in this memoir are solely those of the author.

Ordering Information

Quantity sales: Special discounts are available on quantity purchases by corporations, associations, and others. For details, contact the publisher at the address below.

Publisher’s Cataloging-in-Publication data

Zimmar, George P.

My Salary Retired

ISBN 9798897898114 (Paperback)

ISBN 9798897898121 (Hardback)

ISBN 9798897898138 (ePub e-book)

Library of Congress Control Number: 2026920982

www.austinmacauleyusa.com

First Published 2026

Austin Macauley Publishers LLC

40 Wall Street, 33rd Floor, Suite 3302

New York, NY 10005

USA

mail-usa@austinmacauley.com

+1 (646) 5125767





Acknowledgment

Now Barabbas was a publisher attributed to Lord Byron, implying less than noble qualities of the publishing industry. Austin Macauley, the publisher’ s editorial team, belies that assertion. They are a group of highly trained and ethical professionals who helped render My Salary Retired into a fine book.

Joining the editors at Austin Macauley Publishers is Joanne Freeman, my longtime editor of everything I have published and my lifelong friend.

My seven-year-old granddaughter, Vivian, was the only family member to ask what the book was about.





Preface


Like a vase

Porcelain or clay

Dropped on a stone floor—

The shards of a life

Scattered in memory

Gathered in verse


~ Shards, David Hicks

Thinking about one’s life’s passage, a cascade of memories comes to mind. I first encountered the idea of a retired salary in 1980 in the Rockefeller University office of Dr. Neal Miller, an eminent founder of neuroscience, who had just retired from the university.

Actually, Miller and I met each other 15 years previously at a scientific conference. I had completed my doctoral research and was seeking a post-doctoral research position in neuroscience. My dissertation professor suggested that I meet with his colleague and show him the findings of my research. Research results in hand, I cornered Miller after a session and breathlessly showed him my findings.

“Your results are striking and unambiguous, and this line of research deserves further study, but I am leaving the university and unable to support a fellowship. However, this work is in line with the work at Dick Solomon’s laboratory at U Penn. I suggest that you contact him,” Miller said.

Solomon was at the conference, but for some unknown reason, I decided not to meet with him, but to continue the research on my own, wherever I went to teach. Accordingly, I ended up teaching and doing research in Iowa at Grinnell College. The post-doctoral fellowship was to follow later at MIT. Thus began my career as a college professor, and the people I met in Iowa which is the substance of this book.

Miller had become an emeritus professor when he said that his salary had retired, but he had decided to work gratis at Yale University as a research associate. He continued to do so until he died in 2002. So, I had time to reflect on my own retirement that would be forthcoming in 2020. The shards of consciousness I share with you in this volume brought me back to my life voyage, which began in Iowa as a psychology professor.





Introduction

Retired, But Still Working.

Over Saturday evening dinners when our children were young, my wife and I would turn on the radio and listen to Garrison Keillor’s Prairie Home Companion, which related the lives of the residents of Lake Wobegon, a mythical town somewhere in the heart of America. When he introduced ‘The News from Lake Wobegon’ segment, Keillor would intone that it was a place ‘…that time forgot and decades failed to improve, where all the women are strong, all the men are good looking, and all the children are above average.’

Garrison’s tales of that wonderful place and its people, like Pastor Ingqvist and the Kresbach family, establishments like the Chatterbox Cafe, institutions like the Church of Perpetual Responsibilities, and the town’s way of life, were something more than an amusing and enjoyable caricature of Mid-America. Most of the stories of Lake Wobegon reverberate with the Christian virtues of hard work, frugality, modesty, and self-restraint, which are also the pillars of the mythic midwestern agrarian value system. To my mind, it was a portrait of the soul of America.

In 1933, President Herbert Hoover laid the cornerstone of the National Archives Building in Washington, D.C. He told those assembled, ‘…this temple of our history will appropriately be…an expression of the American soul.’ Twenty-nine years later, on 10 August 1962, he was honored at the dedication and opening of his presidential library at his birthplace in West Branch, Iowa.

Hoover spent his formative years in Iowa; it left a deep impression on his life of accomplishment as an engineer, entrepreneur, philanthropist, humanitarian, and public servant. In his West Branch homecoming address, Hoover said, “I have every honor to which man can aspire. There is no place on the whole earth except here in America where all sons of man have this chance in life. Here alone is human dignity, not a dream but an accomplishment.”

Appropriately, landlocked Iowa is the touchpoint for the life passages of this book. The individual characters—some real, some fictional, some living, many dead—lived in Iowa, which lies almost in the center of America. The state is very much at the center of American culture and values and embodies the striving for the American Dream.

The Mississippi River forms the eastern boundary of Iowa and the Missouri River its western boundary. The state is shaped roughly like a rectangle, with Minnesota to the north, Missouri to the south, and its capital of Des Moines roughly in the center. Advanced manufacturing, finance/insurance, and agriculture/livestock are Iowa’s chief economic drivers.

Iowa has been selected in the past as the best U.S. place to live and, along with Wyoming and Idaho, was among the first to select its political candidates through a caucus system. Every four years since 1972, Iowa has headed the competition for the U.S. presidential nominations.

During my years of living in Iowa, I found it to be one of the most peaceful places to reside, despite the clamor of the social revolution and the challenge to the American Dream. The profiles of a dozen Iowans as they reach for the American Dream make up the core of this book, with their names changed. All attended college in those turbulent times, and many, like me, are retired today.

In some stories, I threw myself into the stream. The period encompasses the 1960s to roughly the present, a time of change in social mores and a time of trial for the American Dream.

The term American Dream was coined, ironically, at the start of the Depression, by author James Truslow Adams in his book The Epic of America (Little Brown, 1933). Like President Hoover, who fought but failed to thwart the Depression, Adams believed the American Dream was a spiritual concept, embodying the idea that in America, each person can strive to achieve their full potential. Adams defined it as ‘a dream of a social order in which each man and each woman shall be able to attain to the fullest stature of which they are innately capable, and be recognized by others for what they are, regardless of the fortuitous circumstances of birth or position’.

For Hoover and Adams, the American Dream was rooted in spiritual, not material, values and based on the ideal of equality for men and women as they strove for happiness.

Over time, the American Dream has become associated with upward mobility and enough material success to lead a comfortable life, but it actually has its roots in the inalienable rights conferred by the Creator. Paradoxically, we look to ourselves to achieve the American Dream, to the neglect of God as the source of all that is good in life. An aim of this book is to contrast the American Dream of previous generations with the views of retired Americans in contemporary times, as we explore the lives of persons in this book.

So much has been written, discussed, filmed, and proclaimed about the sexual revolution of the 1960s and 1970s. Is it possible that the sexual revolution was not a revolution but a redefinition of personal identity? Varied sexual practice is a constant of human nature. What changed in the 1960s and 1970s was how we identified ourselves through our sexual orientation, which refers to our emotional and physical attraction to others, whether same sex, opposite sex, or both.

In short, we became lesbian, gay, straight, bisexual, trans, or hetero, when in previous times, we were merely men or women. Our sexual preference defined our identity. The lives of this book reflect this consequential societal change in the personal identity of men and women from their college days through retirement.

President Hoover spoke of American history as the ‘expression of the American soul’. Most of the baby boomers in this book led lives that were self-centered, not soul-centered. Polls reveal that for 95% of respondents in that generation, a comfortable retirement was most important. For them, financial security and home ownership constitute the American Dream and not liberty, equality, and personal achievement.

Is the ‘American soul’ contained in those lives? Perhaps so. What can be said is that the boomers led their lives and sought an American Dream in ways unlike that envisioned by the founders of America.

In the years since my salary retired, I have dedicated time to reading and learning about things that a civilized man should know, reflect upon, and write. According to author and professor Nassim Nicholas Taleb, ‘Writing is the art of repeating oneself without anyone noticing.’ And, like a river flowing, I continue to write.





I Barcalounger

There is no intermediate between ice and water, but there is one between life and death: employment.

~ Nassim Nicholas Taleb

My first encounter with a retired person who achieved the American Dream was my landlord, a mid-level railway executive, who retired after 43 years with the Chicago, Rock Island and Pacific Railroad. Henry would wave to me from his Barcalounger roost, a copy of the Des Moines Register or the Bible on his lap. He was seated at the open door at the end of the entry hall in his and his wife’s home, in which I had an upstairs apartment. This exchange from Henry’s reclining position persisted over the four years of my residence in Grinnell, Iowa.

Their house was a stately center hall colonial, built in 1868 on a large corner parcel at the entrance to Grinnell. Henry and Minnie had been together for 51 years. He was never with another woman; she was never with another man. They played by the book and did not question the rules. Once their daughters had grown to be handsome young women, married, and left home, Henry and Minnie divided the upstairs house into two comfortable rental apartments to augment Henry’s pension from the railroad.

Henry and Minnie lived on the main floor. Another professor and I lived on the second floor. We each had a one-bedroom apartment and shared the second-floor bathroom. The other resident was Minnie’s mom, who occupied the front parlor on the first floor that had been converted to a bed/sitting room. Through her front window, Granny kept watch on our comings and goings and any guests, male or female, that might drop by for a visit.

Henry’s work as a cashier in the Rock Island and Pacific freight office kept him at Grinnell from 1912 until his retirement in 1955, a decade before my apartment residence. Henry was a joiner and active in civic affairs, a former member of the Grinnell City Council and mayor for several terms. He was also a member of the Grinnell Volunteer Fire Department, masonic organizations, and the Reformed Church of Christ.

A man of faith, Henry was for many years involved in the church’s annual conference to elect representatives and guide them in their missions. He believed in God, body and soul, and prayer upon waking, before retiring, and at meals. He and Minnie raised their children to be God-loving and to serve Christ in charity, good works, and the mission of the church. During his life, Henry’s faith was challenged, but like the biblical Job, he remained a man of God.

Henry and Minnie lives were not without tragedy. Their only son, Gary, was killed on Guadalcanal in World War II. Gary, who grew up in Grinnell, was a serious student, a fine athlete, and popular with his classmates. He endeared himself to his family and those who knew him—an all-American boy in many respects. As soon as war was declared, he joined the Marines and was enrolled in the officer corps as a second lieutenant. He received the Navy Cross for extraordinary bravery in the island war. The family kept Gary’s memory alive through regular memorial services each year. Despite the tragic loss of his only son, Henry’s faith in God and Christ was unwavering.

Around noontime each day, Minnie would come into the living room and announce, “Lunch is ready, Henry.” On many days, it was tomato soup and a grilled cheese sandwich. Henry would get up from a reclining position and tread into the kitchen for lunch with his wife once prayers were offered.

They would chat for a while about the weather, aches and pains of old age, and from time to time about a newsworthy event like Martin Luther King coming to town for a convocation at the college. One of their daughters was the college president’s secretary. Henry would finish his lunch and return to his recliner for an afternoon nap.

Such was my introduction to the vicissitudes of a life in retirement when I was in my mid-20s. No way, I told myself, would I end up in a reclining chair in my retirement. This was vanity. However, had I prepared for retirement as Henry had prepared himself?

# # #

As Henry approached the mandatory retirement age of 65, he engaged in an assessment of his time ahead of not working. His health and Minnie’s were good, but he contacted his insurance broker about health coverage. Henry’s cousin and his cousin’s wife had developed cancer and needed to have radium treatments. Outpatient insurance was not available before Medicare, which was to come a decade in the future. However, physician costs were modest, and the local doctor made house calls well into the 1960s. Henry also gave thought to his and Minnie’s finances.

Built in 1914 by Louis H. Sullivan, ‘father of the American skyscraper’, the Poweshiek County Bank was one of a number of ‘jewel box’ banks that Sullivan built in small Midwestern communities, among them Grinnell. Henry entered the bank’s stunning architectural interior, also designed by Sullivan, to meet with Charles, the bank president, a tall, lanky man with a sharp eye for making deals. Henry and Charles had a working relationship through the Rock Island and Pacific Railroad’s finances, including loans and mortgages on the railroad’s properties.

Henry explained that he was approaching retirement and wanted to make sure that his and Minnie’s financial situation would carry them through the years of not working; the pension from the railroad, plus social security and savings, would cover most of their needs, but some added income would be a big help.

Charles reflected on Henry’s quandary. Their daughters were married with families of their own to care for. He pointed out that Henry and Minnie would reach an age when climbing up and down stairs to their bedroom would become a burden. His suggestion was for them to arrange
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