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Greg Schwem: Is touching 
still legal in this country?
“Do you mind if I touch 

you?” I asked my wife one 
evening after dinner.

“Not at all,” she replied 
with a soft giggle.

“You’re sure?”
“Yes, I’m sure.” But the 

giggle had disappeared.
“There will be no negative 

ramifications or consequences if 
I place my hand anywhere on 
your body?” I asked, extending 
my hand toward her waist.

She slapped it away. “WHAT 
is going on?”

I recounted the story that 
played out on a recent business trip to New Orleans. After saying goodbye to 
a college friend who happened to be in town, I decided to have a nightcap at 
one of the dozens of bars dotting Bourbon Street. There was nothing special 
about the establishment; it featured two levels, the lower containing dozens 
of patrons in various stages of inebriation. I opted for the top floor.

I found a lone couple sitting at the bar. “Perfect,” I thought. “Maybe a 
chance to engage in some quiet conversation.” Chatting up strangers at bars 
is a pastime I sorely missed during quarantine. For starters, I am a standup 
comedian by trade and some of my best ideas, which later become comedic 
bits, germinate during bar conversations. Not all comedians write material 
this way, but it works for me.

More importantly, people in general fascinate me. I talk for a living, but 
I’m also an excellent listener. To me, there is nothing worse than seeing a bar 
full of customers engrossed in their phones, oblivious to their surroundings. 
Everybody has a story to tell if given a chance.

The bartender seemed to be taking an inordinately long time mixing the 
woman’s drink. I turned to her companion. “What’s she having?”

The bartender replied instead, naming some oddly titled New Orleans 
drink that I have since forgotten. I do know it wasn’t a Hurricane.

‘Well, it looks amazing,” I said to the man. Placing my hand on top of 
his shoulder, I added, “I think I’ll have one too. I’ve still got an hour before 
curfew.”

Without laughing or even smiling, he turned to me.
“Don’t ever touch me again.”
I should note, he added an unprintable word between ‘ever” and 

“touch.”
Then he took his hand, and not so gently shoved the side of my head. 

Without bothering to ask me if I liked being touched.
While his companion stared sullenly at her now completed drink, the 

man got off his stool and began to pace. I didn’t know if he had been 
overserved, for doing so would have required making eye contact. What if 
he didn’t like being stared at either?

The bartender, sensing a situation, intervened. Turning to me, he said, 
“Sir, why don’t you head downstairs?”

I took the hint.
“That sounds horrible,” my wife said. “Did he think you were hitting on 

him?”
“I put my hand on top of his shoulder. I didn’t try to kiss him,” I said.
“Can’t you just keep your hands off people?” she inquired. “What if he 

had a gun?”
How sad, I thought, that a simple gesture of friendship or inquisitiveness 

could end with gun violence.
“I won’t be touching anybody’s possessions either,” I said.
“Why not?”
Two days after returning from New Orleans, I was sitting in a traffic jam 

while heading to Chicago for a meeting. The Honda CRV, creeping in front of me, 
contained a decal to the left of its license tag stating, “Don’t Touch My Car.”

What frightened me wasn’t the command but the two-stick figure 

artwork accompanying it. One figure was crouched on its knees, its head 
being held down by the second figure, whose free hand contained an 
upraised stick. The message? Touch this particular Honda and get beaten 
over the head. Maybe it was the owner’s way of saying, “No Tailgating.” Or 
maybe the owner just returned from New Orleans. Regardless, I changed 
lanes.

I pondered the fact that I now fear the consequences of exhibiting a 
friendly gesture or inadvertently bumping a cheap vehicle. Our nation’s 
anger is manifesting itself in strange ways, in strange locations. Now, two 
years after quarantine forced everybody inside, I’m still not comfortable 
venturing outside, for who knows? I too might become angry at the slightest 
provocation.

I guess I’ll just stay indoors and watch TV. Oh, look, another Jan. 6 
committee hearing is about to get underway.

(Greg Schwem is a corporate stand-up comedian and author of two books: “Text 
Me If You’re Breathing: Observations, Frustrations and Life Lessons From a Low-
Tech Dad” and the recently released “The Road To Success Goes Through the Salad 
Bar: A Pile of BS From a Corporate Comedian,” available at Amazon.com. Visit 
Greg on the web at www.gregschwem.com.

You’ve enjoyed reading, and laughing at, Greg Schwem’s monthly humor 
columns in Senior Living News. But did you know Greg is also a nationally 
touring stand-up comedian? And he loves to make audiences laugh about the joys, 
and frustrations, of growing older. Watch the clip and, if you’d like Greg to 
perform at your senior center or senior event, contact him through his website at 
www.gregschwem.com)

Greg Schwem is a corporate stand-up 
comedian and author.

by Greg Schwem
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Broom Hilda By Russell Myers

Animal Crackers By Fred Wagner

Willy Muffi  tt By Bill Brewer

Gasoline Alley By Jim Scancarelli

MINION ALLEY - It’s good to be a Minion
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“The two most important days in 
your life are the day you are born and 
the day you find out why.” - Mark 
Twain.  If you ask Joyce Clark about 
her life’s purpose, she lights up with 
enthusiasm and gratitude for a career 
well spent. Until recently, Clark was 
the CEO and owner of Achievis Senior 
Living Associates. She has been a 
trailblazer in Oklahoma’s senior living 
sector. Clark developed and opened six 
assisted and memory care communities 
in the state. All of them have thrived 
and made significant profits for their 
owners. “Most importantly,” said Clark, 
“each of the homes have blessed people 
with great care, helping hand services, 
and rewarding jobs.”  During the past 
26 years, Joyce has traveled the nation 
assisting long-term care providers 
with strategic planning, feasibility 
analysis, marketing, budgeting, and 
other consulting. “If I should die 
today, I would go knowing my work 
improved the lives of thousands of 
people,” said Clark.

Last year Joyce left her company 
behind and took the reins at Saint 
Ann Retirement Center. She is the 
Executive Director of the independent 
and assisted living campus and its 
attached convent. It is the perfect 
spot for someone who has spent two 
decades guiding senior living owners 
and operators to success.  “I have 
always admired Saint Ann Retirement 
Center and viewed it as a premiere 
option for assisted and independent 
living,” said Clark. “It is the most fun 
and friendly place I have ever been.” 

Saint Ann Retirement Center is 
a ministry of the Archdiocese of 
Oklahoma City. Catholics love Saint 
Ann for its daily Mass and related 

Joyce Clark, Executive Director of Saint Ann Retirement Center in 
Oklahoma City.

Clark Takes Reins at Saint 
Ann Retirement Center

SPECIAL TO SNL

amenities but people of all faiths are 
welcome and happy with the center’s 
many attractions. Amenities include 
savory meals, 24-hour concierge, 
paid utilities, free wifi and basic 
cable television, chauffer rides to 
appointments and shopping, full-time 
Chaplin, and more. Life enrichment 
calendars are packed with things to 
do ranging from art, choir, parties, 
interesting speakers, and games to 
concerts, dancing, and exercise classes. 
Additional levels of care were just 
added to the assisted living service 
menu. Around the clock staff are 
available there to assist with personal 
care and medication administration. 

“People often tell us they are 
surprised Saint Ann does not charge 
an expensive buy-in fee to live 
here,” said Clark. “Residents pay a 
simple all-inclusive monthly rent.” “It’s 
affordable and only a month-to-month 
commitment.”  

This year is Saint Ann’s 20th 
anniversary, which has been celebrated 
with a fair, talent showcase, volleyball 
tournament and luau, big band 
dance, reception, and an anniversary 
Mass with Archbishop Coakley and 
Archbishop Beltran. On November 12, 
Saint Ann is planning a craft show 
and Fall festival for residents and the 
public. 

Saint Ann’s location on Britton 
Road between Rockwell and Council 
appeals to people from all regions 
of the state. A nursing home with 
the same name is conveniently located 
next door but is not owned or operated 
by the Archdiocese of Oklahoma City. 

Joyce Clark added: “I have 
dedicated my professional life to 
creating facilities that focus on the 

well-being of their residents, families, 
and employees.” “Saint Ann Retirement 
Center exemplifies that philosophy and 
I am so fortunate to be a part of this 

exceptional ministry.” 
For more information about Saint 

Ann Retirement Center, visit https://
www.saintannretirementcenter.com/

https://www.saintannretirementcenter.com/
https://oklahomacityok.mobilitycity.com/
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