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EDITORIAL

In summer, we scatter like little birds in flight,
searching for adventure and new surroundings.
In winter, we draw inward, close to the fire,
friends and family. We shake off the snow,
warm ourselves with comfort foods, sink deeply

into our chairs with feet to the hear

the portdé or steaming
drift into streams of consciousness conversation,
telling our stories, waxing philosophical. Even-
tually we trundle off to dream and drift under
fat quilts and a moonlit sky reflected in a world
of white and lacy shadows. May all of us take
comfort and rejoice in the beauty of the season,
the intimacy of comradery and the pleasure of
immersing ourselves in good books. To every-
thing there is a season. Enjoy the gifts of winter.

Ann Dwyer

WRITING OUR STORIES

Winter is upon us in earnest, and while there
are many activities provided for us, there are
still a good many hours in the day when we are
left to our own devices. Here is a suggestion to
help fill them. Just for your own enjoyment, or
for publication in Woodland Reflections, write

FIRESIDE STORIES

about your own childhood.
dramatic or earth shaking. Times were very differ-

ent way back then, and you will be amazed at how
fascinated your children or grandchildren will be

at the stories you have to tell. | enclose a tale of a
mundane event in my life d it was important to me

and has given a chuckle to my offspring. R
t h. We oOpass

mufgizabeh foxs pi ced cider and
A BIRTHDAY SURPRISE

As little girls, through spring and summer, au-
tumn and winter, there was always something to
occupy my sister and me. Perhaps because my
birthday is in May, spring was ever my favorite
season, and still is. There were purple violets to be
gathered in the meadow adjoining our house and if
one found a white one it was considered a treasure.
There were also tiny white flowers called Quaker
Ladies, which grew in abundance, but in our
grubby little hands none of them lasted long, even
though our mother put them in water when we
presented them to her.

One fine day on my birthday, perhaps my sixth
or seventh, when | had come home from school for
lunch, | spied Mr. Diver out in the back yard dig-
ging some holes. Tall and spare, and a taciturn
continued on page 2
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yankee, though always kindly and good na-
tured towards me , he
hired man, general factotem, and when a jacket
and cap were added, her chauffeur. On this
particular day, when | asked the reason for the
holes, he said they were for some shrubbery to
be planted. Satisfied with his answer, when |
returned at 3:30 the first thing | did was to in-
spect the new shrubbery, but lo and behold,
wonder of wonders, instead there was a large
wooden frame with a swing attached. There
were thick ropes of hemp and a wooden seat
wide enough for two little girls, but it was MY
swing, my birthday present from my grandpar-
ents, and | spent many a happy hour on it, sit-
ting or standing, pumping my hardest and
dreaming great dreams.

Elizabeth Fox

THE DINNER

It had snowed all night. However, the roads
had been cleared and in the early afternoon our
guests managed to arrive from Thetford, Bur-
lington and Washington D.C. (My sister.) | put
the turkey in a moderate oven and brought out
the relish trays. An hour later, the power
fail ed. Usually a <co
actually turned this bit of misfortune into a
rather jolly occasion. Tom kept bringing up bot-
tles of wine from the cellar to go with the
munchi es. We were alll
seen each other for a very long time and had
much to talk about. Then, two hours into this
gay little gathering around the fireplace, the
lights came on and | made a rather giddy bee-
line for the kitchen. | opened the window,
turned the exhaust fan to high and set the oven
up to incinerate. A half hour later we opened
the oven door to a billowing cloud of smoke,
and carefully retrieved a very black turkey.
After picking off the cinders, we marveled at
the beautiful mahogany skin on our bird. The
setting sun coming through the dining room
windows turned the Waterford wine goblets
into a light -show on the walls and ceiling. We
enthusiastically cut into that long -anticipated

turkey, took a first bite and pronounced it the juici-

w aest, most flaygpnfubwe chadoeveh eateri sWe named
Il nterrupt |

the recipe OPower
key, 6 but never had t he
Ann Dwyer

WINTER ON THE GREAT PLAINS

When | was a boy my family lived in Norfolk, Ne-
braska out on the Great Plains where summers were
blistering hot and winters were bitter cold. My
mother came from northwest lowa and old timers
told about the great blizzard of 1888. People who
got lost before they could get home, or who got lost
between their house and their barn, froze to death.
One relative said their mailman in the early 1900s
had no hands because they were frostbitten in the
Blizzard of 688.

One of my earliest memories is being awakened
on winter mornings by my father starting a fire in
the furnace down in the basement. He used the
shaker to drop the ashes from the grate, shoveled
them and the clinkers into a battered old metal gar-
bage can to be carried out when full and then built a
new fire with coal shoveled from the coal bin. Be-
fore breakfast he bundled up and carried a kettle of
boiling water out to pour into the car radiator to

o kngek thewas ingt.t Aften iregkiast e burdled uyw to

go to work and hand cranked the car to get it
started. Your arm can be broken doing that if you
are not careful.

0 d)ng Wirfnér {hg tgn%ératu\fyehdﬂappgdatodsﬂ %etlow

and Norfolk was snowbound for three days. Trucks
and trains could not get in and food supplies ran
low. The snow drifted up to the crossbars on the
telephone poles at the end of our block. My father
had bad bronchitis and his doctor had advised him
to move to a warmer climate. On an especially bitter
cold morning my mother went downstairs to see
when my father would have a fire going. He told
her, OFor five cents,

into her apron pocket, pulled out a nickel, and
handed it to him. My father found a job in Clearwa-
ter, Florida through a magazine ad. When April
came we loaded up the Essex with everything it

Continued on page 3
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could hold and headed for Florida. Years later
when | The &Gwapesd Of Wrath , somet
about that movie seemed vaguely familiar.

Tom McKenna

COMEDY ON ICE

For years | belonged to the Stowe Skating Club
which no longer exists. It consisted of people,
young and old, who enjoyed skating. There was
also an instructor for those who wanted to learn
to figure skate. At the end of each season, there
would be a show, which | thoroughly enjoyed
being a part of. The first few years | was in-
volved, | had a young lady for a partner and we
did the OFourteen
dance best known because it was done by the
oold smoothiesd in the
show we did | teamed up with one of the men
and performed a comedy routine. | was dressed
as a woman, complete with bosom and grey wig
styled by a local beautician. My partner held a
rope and | skated a wide perimeter around the
rink. After | picked up speed and let go of the
rope, | ended up going over the boards, being
caught just in time. However, | did lose my wig,
revealing who it really was.

Nick Paris and secretary Eleanor Paris

Nick Paris on left

THE NIGHT TRAPPS BURNED

The night of December 28, 1980 is one that will
stay in my memory a long time. For one thing, it
was a crystal clear night and bitter cold. Len
Shetler, who owned the Logwood Inn on Edson
Hill Road, had invited all his fellow motel inn-
keepers over to kick off the upcoming ski season.

Step. o6

1979 had been a bad one for all of us. Bill and |
lwalkedy home after the party as our motel was
nearby. Around one a.m. a phone call awakened
us and said oOLook out
sky had an eerie glow. Trapp Family Lodge was
on fire. The old lodge made of wood created quite
a blaze. Luckily, only one guest was killed. No
sleep after that! Everyone rallied round collecting
blankets and clothes for the people left homeless.
In time a new, beautiful lodge was built. Many
new things have been a
children, Sam and Christina, are involved with the
running of the lodge. So the Von Trapp dynasty

your

dded

lives on. Pat Moore
This iActivtieswal tz type
|l ce CalHRDENsTALENT®Se | ast

Phil Hamel is full of surprises. He treated us to a
large exhibit of his wonderful drawings. He does
not remember when he first began to draw. His
mother always did drawings and encouraged him
to do the same. With her guidance and instruc-
tion from a neighbor, he developed his own style.
He made a number of drawings in his teens and

entered them in high school art contests. For
many years after that he di
ago picked up his pencils and started again. He

uses graphite pencils, charcoal and colored pen-
cils. To help raise money, he has donated pieces
to the Lamoille Area Cancer Walk, Belvidere Old
Home Days and Waterville Town Hall Renovation
Project. He has submitted entries for a couple of
years at the Lamoille County Field Days crafts and
has won blue ribbons. He finds drawing a relax-
ing and enjoyable way to spend time.

Pat Moore

Phil and some of
his drawings

Photo by
Cathy Wright
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A IS FOR APPLES

On a beautiful fall morning, Cathy drove Eliza-
beth, Prue and me to the Shelburne Apple Farm.
We found many kinds of apples as well as cider,
cider doughnuts, pumpkins of all sizes and beau-
tiful mums. There were several souvenirs deco-
rated with apples. After driving around the Farm,
we left for the Bistro Sauce in Shelburne Center
where we had a delicious lunch. A good day was
had by all.

Sylvia Nichols
THE ROUND BARN
Cathyds trips are al ways

October, Lucille, Pat Moore, Ann Dwyer and | em-
barked on another one & destination, the art show
at the Round Barn in Waitsfield. We stopped for
lunch at the Big Picture Theater and Cafe featur-
ing modern, light cuisine which satisfied all our
different tastes. Then on to the barn, over the cov-
ered bridge to the outskirts of Waitsfield. It was
an eclectic show, containing beautifully executed
examples of Impressionism, Cubism and Pointil-
ism, representing many Vermont artists. It also
contained a whimsical
other similar works composed of tiny pieces of
fired clay & extremely labor intensive. The mas-
sive barn was built by the Shakers who were fa-
mous for (among other things) their innovative,
efficient simple designs. As on many early Ver-
mont farms, the barn was connected to the nearby
beautiful house, which is now an Inn. We ad-
mired the unusual plantings including ornamen-
tal cabbage and many others whose names we did
not know. The owner of the Inn recognized Cathy
as an old acquaintanced does she know everyone
in Vermont?

On the way home we stopped at the Red Hen
bakery, its name of course deriving from the nurs-
ery rthyme. A charming verse and a wonderful
name for a bakery. We bought several examples
of their fragrant output. One more brief stop for
cider doughnuts in Waterbury Center, and so on
home & a grand outing! Elizabeth Fox

ol
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A SPECIAL CONCERT

It was an honor for us to welcome two re-
nowned artists for a concert on October 8th.
Raquela Sheeran, Operatic Soprano and David
Shimoni, concert pianist, performed for one hour
with full professional style and introductions.

Sheeran sang with full soprano range from
Humperdi nckds OHansel
Strauss0d6 oDie FI

other presentations. As an American, Sheeran
has performed extensively throughout the
United States and Europe. As a finalist in Placido
Domingods competition,
ner of a Belvedere Competition prize (held in Vi-
enna). On the side, she works full time as the
Head Swim Instructor at the JCC in Manhattan,
specializing in her aquatic program and teaching
music to infants and young children.

i Rignist Pavigd Shimgni hagyperfprmgdsthyogiah-, 4
out the United States as both soloist and collabo-
rator. Born in Chapel Hill, NC, attending the
North Carolina School of the Arts and later the
Juilliard School, he was the first-prize winner of

t he National Federation
Artists Auditions which sponsored two years of
recitals throughout the United States. Also Shi-
moni is on the teaching staff of the Juilliard
School, Brooklyn College.

These outstanding artists came to us through
the Piatigorsky Foundation in New York City.
This is a non-profit organization whose mission
is to make live classical music part of the fabric of
everyday life for communities throughout the
United States. We are so fortunate to have these
marvelous artists come and perform for us in our
orelaxed informal
lands.

Florence Taylor

i _ eder mausao
ciAf88edLanBohRMmebN a®dr lo¥so
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THE o1l NTI
THE VERMONT STATE

On November 17t Vermont State House cu-
rator David Schitz gave an illustrated talk
about the history, renovation and preservation
of the Vermont State House and its contents.
He was accompanied by Arthur Williams, Ann
Wi | | i ams én-lav,rwho Wwoeked on the
restoration. When the 1837 state house burned
in 1857, only the large portrait of George Wash-
ington and a bust of a former governor were
saved. The granite columns on the front of the
building were the only part of the old structure
usable in the new state house, which was com-
pleted in 1859.

Over the years, especially in the mid-
Twentieth Century, the building was modern-

MATE G R A Nl@mgogerr Samgrof us head for Maine in our search

fqﬁlt@ DR ig year, Wallie Festa Hammer brought
the sea to us. In her little cottage in Guilford, Con-
necticut, she creates art inspired by her close rela-
tionship with the sea. It has been a joy to walk down
our exhibit hall ramp facing the colors of old buoys
and lobster pots, treasures that have washed up on
shore and that Wallie has collected and turned into
sculptural constructions. Then there are the shore
birds and the woodcuts. Birds in flames, birds in
snow, five congregated at a beach, 11 standing in a
row; a Raven and a gallows, a caged bird, a sleeping
bird, birds in swirling constellations. There are masts
and sails and spars and a shipwreck superimposed
on faded text from the National Park Service. All the
above have been created with ink, plaster, cloth,
shellac, acrylic, linoleum, latex, cloth and ink. At the
very end of the exhibit are two whimsical sculptures

ized and many of the historic interior furnish- created with ofound objects
ings were removed or replaced. Starting in d' i1 ftwood that just beg for
1979 a survey was conducted to determine Woman, 6 her languishing root
what could be done to reverse many of the Wo0o0d: a oKing of the Worldo
changes which were no longer considered im- clgs), his spreading arms welcoming us as he sits on

his oOthrone. 6 Thank vyou, Wa

provements and which had altered the charac-
ter and appearance of the building. Money was
raised, historic furniture and fixtures were rein-

stalled or found and repaired and our state
house was restored to its former grandeur. For
example, former gas light fixtures were refur-
bished and wired for electricity. New carpet

manufactured in the original 1859 colors and
patterns was installed.

you to the coast and all its treasures.

Ann Dwyer

Today, in its 1500 year, the state house is the
third most popular tourist attraction in Ver-
mont . (Ben & Jerryos i S
Farms and Museum is #2.) It is the oldest state
capitol building in the nation which is still used
as a working place for the legislature. Our leg-
islators sit at desks originally installed in 1859.

ﬁlt’}llie Faeﬁaqﬂamﬁgr %Ad Ba%{inase

Photo by Cathy Wright

Intimate (Grandeur

Vermont's State House at 150

Tom McKenna

Cover of ol ntii

GIFT FROM THE SEA

In our little valley here, surrounded by moun-
tains, we enjoy some of the most beautiful scen-
ery in the country. But once in a while, we feel

A book by David Schutz and

Nancy Price Graff
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NECESSITY IS THE FATHER OF
INVENTION

Since mands very begi
tools to make life a little easier. From primitive
devices for grinding, cutting and transporting,
to the age of electricity and batteries, we have
inherited the ingenious creations of innovative
people. Our own Phil Hamel recently set up an
exhibit of his collection of Early American tools
and explained their uses. The exhibit ran the
length of several large tables, and this repre- DAME AGATHA CHRISTIE COMES
sented only half his collection! There were TO VERMONT!
various hammers, truing planes, jack planes,
smoothing planes, beading and molding
planes, bevel squares, levels in many sizes,
shaped screwdrivers and starters, ratchets,
chisels, glaziers knives, mallets, routers, augers,
drawknives, rules, calipers, reamers, draw-
shaves, drills, ripsaws, finish molding keyhole
and coping saws, files for sharpening, gouges,
spoke shaves, folding rules, marking gauges,
chisels and scrapers. Each of these came in
many different configurations according to
need.

Phil shows some

ofhis Arftidué fbols
Photo by Cathy Wright

On a very warm day, a tall woman in a dark dress
with touches of mauve and lime green, carrying a
walking stick and wearing a large hat, put in an
appearance in Morrisville. Invited by OSHER, she
was none other than the British crime writer of
novels, short stories and plays and, most famously,
for her 80 detective novels featuring Hercule Poirot
and Miss Jane Marple. She revealed that she also
wrote romances under the name Mary Westmacott.
Dame Christie told us that she was born in 1890,
that she had a ohappy, happ)
Philds interest in Earjoite tdyMA d HodbNshel never went b &ehdon
as a child when he inhegmigt Q,vqisthaim@mgf_andfsahtehqroﬁ\,sed S v
blg truing plane. He now has a collection of at sea in Devon, Eng|and’ reading Dickens and
least 100 tools and he still uses some of them. French novels. She had a Sister, Madge, whom she
The earliest is over 100 years old. His favorites idolized and a brother, Monty, who was charming
are the block planes, spoke shave and draw  and never fulfilled expectations. Her father never
knife. When asked what he would like to add  worked and quickly exhausted the family inheri-
to his collection, he radel ifeldo Aglhd @ BRe cdrePof el ndothdr.z € d
clamps. o She worked in a hospital pharmacy and developed
On the lighter side, Phil asked us, @ great interest in poisons. She had a disastrous
OWhich came first, the Mgrage to Ayghibald {Christig, Am gyeatore gnd
Al so, OWhich is better :9aye bilyteagaighte, Rgsalind, Afer theg di-n g
hole or a round peg in “Woho&ndamd emigs | AT RAYbBHhe and
calls you a osquare pe g'93hg disgppgargd, mygteriqugly from ger logs,

sider it a compliment. The round peg is much for 11 days, causing a massive manhunt, followed

more slippery and less reliable. Phil suggested PY much specul ation. Years
a visit to Bilings Farm and Museum near | radé6 where she met and marr
Woodstock for an intriguing view of life in an _arChanlogISt 14 years he
early America. Thank you, Phil, for this de- ™Mating, o6 that lasted wuntil h
lightful and informative exhibit, and your hard 85. A good sized crowd enjoyed this visit, conver-

work in setting it up. Applause, applause! sation and tea time with Dame Christie.

Ann Dwyer and Tom McKenna Ann Dwyer
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BLIZZARDS, FOLIAGE, FLOODS OPERA NEWS
AND MUD OQur Opera viewers emRigemyed \

It was a pleasure to join the Vermont Histori- letto, The Ballet Nut Cracker Suifea concert by
cal Society in a conference titled Blizzards Foli- ~ Charlotte Church, soprano, and Amahl and the
age, Floods & Mud. Cartoonist Jeff Danzigger Night Visitors. We welcome new residents to at-
kept us laughing as he illustrated the finer tend and want to reassure you all are welcome to
points of Vermont weather through the wit and attend. Operas are shown twice a month on Mon-
wisdom of the Teeds, talking cows, and life days at 7:30 pm and shown in the Conference
around the woodstove. Roemog ¢ 4 flogf.There is not
much news in Vermont fi just weather. Florence Taylor

Farmer story-teller Burr Morse regaled us
with tales of Weather in the Woodsmailboxes A large group attended the COMMEMORA-
versus winged snowplows, taking a vacation TION OF PEARL HARBOR DAY . Many of the
and | eaving EIIliot in ®apahoghave liveddntae Woaotlangs wgrg in
all!6), having to mil k WglgWarliandtheplivespergnewepauite the o
scratch out a |living. AL ajtey that day. NICK PARKS dgd theggwuptine r
and 5% man. 6 recalling some of the stories from that momentous

time in our history. Thank you, Nick, for making

Roger Hill runs Weathering Heights Consult-
ing Forecasting. He counts The GratefulDeadas
one of his clients. He shared winter stories ° Ann Dwyer
some true, some doubtful: snow in June, river
ice in August, frost every month for a year,
freezing the horns off steers, Joseph Smith
leaving for a better climate, ghost-writing con- Nick Paris at the Pearl
tests and suicides. Why Vermont has great Harbor Talk
writers and music, but no oats for horses. In
100 years Vermont will look like Virginia.

this possible.

Photo by Cathy Wright

Ann Dwyer

ANY DUMB YID CAN BUILD | [ THIS SNOW SCULPTURE
A SNOWMAN, BUT IT TAKES | | TRANSCENDS CORPOREAL
A GENWS LIKE | | LIKENESS TO EXPRESS CONFIRMS THAT THE ARTST Er‘
ME TO CREATE || DEEPER TRUTHS ABOUT THE /| HAS DRUNK DEEPLY FROM THE ’;71,
HUMAN CONDITION! THIS CUP OF LIFE! THIS WORK @-
SCULPTURE S ABOUT B g | SHALL ENDURE AND INSPIRE
FUTURE GENERATIONS!
w

ONE 100K AT THE TORTURED | .
COUNTENANCE OF THIS FIGWE ‘ O
N/
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