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WHERE IN THE WORLD? 
 

    “I have walked that long road to freedom.  I have tried not to falter:  I have made missteps along 
the way.  But I have discovered the secret that after climbing a great hill, one only finds that there 
are many more hills to climb.  I have taken a moment here to rest, to steal a view of the glorious 
vista that surrounds me, to look back on the distance I have come.  But I can only rest for a moment, 
for with freedom comes responsibilities, and I dare not linger, for my long walk is not ended.” 
                                          Nelson Mandela 
                

   In this issue, we  asked  for your “Where In The World” stories — Where were you born, where 
have you lived, where have you travelled, and how did you come to live at Copley Woodlands?  It is 
our hope that we can become better acquainted with our fellow neighbors by reading their stories.  

                         Gale Martin 
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OUR HISTORY, OUR STORIES 

“Travel, in the younger sort, is a part of education: in the elder, a part of experience.”  Francis Bacon 

THE GIFT OF TRAVEL 

   The year  was 1955.  We were five girlfriends 
who had just graduated from a boarding school 
in India, and a gift from our parents was a trip 
across Europe on our way to college in the 
United States.  We had an adult couple as chap-
erones, but other than giving us our instructions 
on where and when to meet, we were on our 
own.  We arrived by ship in Italy and made our 
way by train from city to city until we reached 
England.  Catching the fast-moving trains was 
an adventure in itself, as we were carrying eve-
rything we owned, including a cello!  Every day 
brought new wonders.  Every country was the 
most beautiful—until we reached the next one.  
Every city was most exciting until we reached 
the next .  Finally we boarded the ship, the 
United States, and sailed to New York.  There we 
bade farewell to each other and made our way 
to our various colleges.  My mother saved all my 
letters, and reading them is a trip in itself.  Once 
again, we are at the opera in Italy, the ballet in 
Paris, bicycling in Holland and Switzerland.  
The gift that our parents gave us lasted a life-
time.  We will be forever grateful to them.    

                                                                   Ann Dwyer 

Ann (Workman) Dwyer is at the far left 

      FROM THERE TO HERE 
 

   I was born in Brooklyn on October 21, 1929.  
I grew up on Long Island (Baldwin.)  My 
mother died when I was eleven months old.  I 
have one sister and two brothers.  I spent nine 
summers at camp and love sports.  I gradu-
ated from a fashion-merchandizing college in 
New York City.  I was married for fifty-seven 
years until my husband died in 2009.  I have 
two sons, two daughters, seven grandchildren 
and one great-granddaughter.  I have had 
many dogs. 
   I have lived in New Jersey, Pennsylvania 
and Vermont.  After my children went to col-
lege I worked into my seventies having three 
stores and an antique business until I was un-
able to drive anymore. 
   We traveled a lot to Cape Cod, Vermont, 
Maine, Florida, California, Colorado, Wyo-
ming and the Tetons.  I also went to Italy - my 
favorite - and Scotland, England, France and 
Jamaica. 
   I moved to Copley Woodlands in 2012 when 
my daughter Cindy took a job in Burlington.             
      
                             Carol Fuller 
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“The world is a book, and those who do not travel read only a page.”  Saint Augustine 

OUR HISTORY, OUR STORIES 

   TWO MODERN MAGELLANS 
 

   “…You can choose Dar es Salaam or around 
the world.  You must always fly in the same 
direction—never backtrack.” 
   It didn’t take my husband, Norm, and me 
long to decide what we wanted to do.  We im-
mediately headed to the luggage department 
at the store where we both purchased a suit-
case about 12 x 12 x 8 inches.  We decided we 
would each do our own laundry, and I would 
be responsible for finding lodging and Norm 
would take care of the finances.  The exciting 
adventure of planning our trip had begun.  
TWA would be our home for the next few 
months. 
   A generous neighbor offered to take our 
dog, Schnaps, to play with their dog while we 
were gone. 
   We flew into Spain, France, Greece and Is-
rael.  When we arrived in Israel we noticed 
that the airport was surrounded by machine 
guns.  We were immediately taken off the 
plane and led to impromptu stations for cus-
toms checks.  This delayed me, and I almost 
did not make the flight. 
   On to China and the Star Ferry.  In China, 
after giving a clever Chinese tailor samples of 
size and color, Norm had two suits made and 
shipped home.  Unbelievably, the suits were 
made overnight. 
   We then began our homeward journey, but 
because of a bad typhoon in Taiwan, we were 
forced to begin our long journey flying over 
water.  This was the part of the trip that I had 
dreaded.  In the plane I found myself seated 
between Norm and a man who was the Chief 
Financial Officer of a sugarcane company, 
whom I kept asking questions in order to 
keep my mind off of what was below.  Never 
had this man had such a rapt audience.   
   We finally landed in Guam and then on to 

Hawaii, where our troubles were not over.  
Northwest Airlines was on strike.  Every 
day, for five days, at 5:00 in the morning, we 
walked to the airport, suitcases in hand, to 
see if we could get out.  If we were unable to 
fly out, we would head back to our hotel, 
have breakfast and then go to the beach for 
the day.  On one day, we took a tour of a 
pineapple plantation.  We were given sam-
ples at the end of the tour.  It was delicious - 
nothing like the canned variety.  Finally, on 
the fifth day, we were able to get a flight to 
California on TWA, provided the couple be-
fore us got further delayed in customs.  We 
were lucky (they – not so lucky) and were 
able to board and fly to California, where 
our benefactor Kim (Bittermann) met us. 
   We had a couple of days to tell about our 
trip, and we then headed home—our REAL 
home—not just an airport.     Ann Bittermann                                                                                                          

Ann Bittermann’s  

“TWA Round The World Club” Certificate 



OUR HISTORY, OUR STORIES 
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“If my ship sails from sight, it doesn’t mean my journey ends, it simply mean the river bends.  Enoch Powell 

   A TOUR OF THE UNITED STATES 

   When our kids were six, eight and ten years 

of age, we decided to take them on a six week 

tour of the United States.  It was real together-

ness as we stayed in single rooms at motels 

with two twin beds and a cot.  We started on 

the northern route driving through Chicago 

and St. Louis, where we saw the Gateway Arch.  

We went to Hannibal, Missouri and celebrated 

Tom Sawyer and then on to Abilene, Kansas 

where we toured the Eisenhower Library.  Our 

most western destination was the Air Force 

Academy at Colorado Springs as Nick’s brother 

was stationed there.  While there, everyone ex-

cept myself, who stayed behind to catch up 

with laundry, drove up to Pike’s Peak.  We en-

joyed a chuck wagon dinner at the “Garden of 

the Gods.”  Then on to Fort Worth, Texas where 

we lived when we were first married.  The 

highlight during that stop was at Six Flags Over 

Texas, a large amusement park.  Starting back 

home, we saw the Great Smoky Mountains and 

also stopped at National, Tennessee to see An-

drew Jackson’s home, “The Hermitage.”  After 

that it was on to Virginia where we stopped at 

Thomas Jefferson’s house, “Monticello” and 

Mount Vernon.  We did a great tour of Wash-

ington, D.C. while trying to take in all of the 

highlights.  Back home in Connecticut we were 

still a happy family and grateful to be home.          

                              Eleanor Paris            

FINAL REFLECTIONS ON LIFE 

      I was born in Bath, Maine near Small Point 
where I spent my childhood and youth every 
summer.  At age one, our family moved to Balti-
more, Maryland where I attended several ele-
mentary schools and junior high.  At the age of 
fourteen I attended St. George’s Boarding School 
in Rhode Island. After graduation I began at-
tending Bowdoin College in Brunswick, Maine 
   During my sophomore year at Bowdoin, I felt 
the tug to join our military forces at war in 
Europe.  There I served as an ambulance driver 
for the French Army for a year and a half. 
   Upon my return home I attended Bowdoin 
College for two more years, graduating around 
1950 with a BA degree in English.  When I left 
college, I began teaching junior high school in 
New York and later in Connecticut and then 
Vermont.  While teaching in Connecticut, I met 
the woman who would become my wife and we 
moved to Vermont permanently. 
   Hanne and I had three children, two sons and 
a daughter and we raised our family mostly in 
Fayston, Vermont.  When my children were 
growing up, we spent every summer in Small 
Point, Maine, just as I did during my own child-
hood. 
   After my teaching position in Vermont I be-
came director of the Vermont State Arts Council 
in Montpelier where I helped restore the Ver-
mont State House.  I served in that capacity for 
twenty years. 
   During most of my adult life I enjoyed playing 
polo with my friends in the Mad River Valley in 
Vermont.  Upon my retirement, I did some 
painting and began writing my memoirs. 
   After my wife died, I moved to Copley Wood-
lands.  It was a good choice, for my sister-in-law, 
Ann Williams, was already here, and my sister 
Anne Winter, recently joined us.                                                            
       

                   Arthur Williams 
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“No one realizes how beautiful it is to travel until he comes home and rests  

 his head on his old familiar pillow.”  Lin Yutang 

OUR HISTORY, OUR STORIES 

work and stayed with them after school while 
Sewall and I explored our surroundings.  We 
spent weekends with the children going to the 
Lido and many famous places around Rome.   
   At Christmas, we went to Florence, Pisa and 
Venice.  It was a fascinating time with many 
wonderful memories.  
   In the spring we went with friends to Milan 
and enjoyed an evening at La Scala. 
   In May, our thoughts turned to home and so 
we went touring in our little Fiat to Austria, 
Switzerland and France to our destination, La 
Havre, where we boarded the ship United 
States, and back to our home in Vermont.                                               
                             Ann Williams 

WHERE DID I LIVE? 

   We were lucky to find a piece of land up-

stream from where we lived on the Ipswich 

River in Topsfield, Massachusetts.  When we 

had the fields plowed to improve the soil for a 

better hay crop, we discovered a large quantity 

of Indian artifacts, mostly arrowheads.  A his-

torical map of the town showed an Indian vil-

lage on the site.                                     Ellie Carter 

A YEAR IN ITALY 

   In 1961, my husband Sewall and I decided to 
take our then, three children, and travel in 
Europe.  We settled on Rome, Italy.  In Sep-
tember we sailed from New York City on the 
Leonardo daVinci.   
   Arriving in Naples, we took the Rapido to 
Rome.  While staying at the hotel, we found a 
wonderful woman named Aida who looked 
after the children while we looked for an 
apartment.  Our new home was on Piazza Bo-
logna near an Italian school run by an order of 
German nuns where our children, ages nine, 
seven and five years old, attended. and learned 
to speak Italian.  Aida helped them with home-

The Indian Village Site on the land Ellie owned 

Ann, Sewall and family in Rome 
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“As you walk and eat and travel, be where you are, otherwise you will miss most of your life.”  Buddha 

OUR HISTORY, OUR STORIES 

CLIMBING KILIMANJARO 

   In July of 1987, Ann and I joined ten other 
people on a trip to Africa to see the wild ani-
mals and then to climb Mount Kilimanjaro, the 
tallest free-standing mountain in the world.   
All of the other tall mountains are part of 
mountain ranges. 
   After a 40 hour trip from Colorado, we flew to 
Zanzibar, an island in the Indian Ocean.  We 
waded in the ocean just to say we had.  A few 
days later we were on safari in Tanzania.  It was 
exciting to see the big herds of elephants, gi-
raffes and zebras in the wild.  A highlight was 
watching a pride of lions eating a freshly killed 
zebra.  While on safari, we did not stay in 
lodges, but camped under canvas, which pro-
vided an “in tents” African experience.  Every 
morning, in front of our tents, we found a four 
foot high tripod of sticks suspending a canvas 
“bowl” for each tourist.  The “bowls” were 
filled with hot water for our morning wash up.  
One morning, Ann came out of our tent to find 
a monkey sitting in her bowl. 
   Next, it was on to a five day climb on Kili-
manjaro.  We started on a trail through the jun-
gle with monkeys in the trees and would con-
tinue on heath and moorland to semi-desert 
and eventually to the summit, covered with 
snow and ice.  Our first night was spent in 
Mandara Hut at 9,000 feet.  We expected to hear 
lions roaring and elephants trumpeting that 
night, but all we heard was the “zip-zip” and 
“rip-rip” of our fellow climbers using the zip-
pers and Velcro on their sleeping bags.  The 
next day we reached the Horumbo Huts at 
12,000 feet.  They were A-frames where we 
would stay for a day of rest, getting used to the 
altitude.  The fourth day, we went to the Kibo 
Hut at 15,200 feet.  Ann wisely decided to ac-
company me part way and then turn back to 
the Horumbo Huts. 
   At Kibo Hut, we were awakened at midnight 

and after a cup of hot tea and a couple of 
“bisquits” (cookies – this used to be British East 
Africa) we started up a steep trail in the dark.  
One porter with a lantern was leading the way 
and another brought up the rear.  At dawn, we 
reached Gilman’s Point, where we signed the 
summit book and could say we made it to the 
top.  However, some of us wanted to push on to 
Uhuru Point, the highest point in Africa and 
one of the seven highest mountain tops in the 
world.  It was cold and windy when we started 
up over snow and ice.  I was starting to feel the 
altitude and should have turned back.  That 
would have been the wise and prudent thing to 
do—but I pushed on to the top.  The view was 
spectacular.  We were at 19,340 feet – so high 
we were above the clouds and could see the 
curvature of the earth.  After someone took my 
picture, I headed back down – alone.  I soon re-
alized I was suffering from altitude sickness 
and was walking alone on scree (loose rock 
chips) along the edge of a drop off to thousands 
of feet below.  So I prudently (finally) sat down 
on a rock to wait for some others to walk with.  
After a solid nap at Kibo Hut, I was able to con-
tinue down with the group to Horumbo Huts 
where Ann met me.  The next day we went the 
rest of the way down and were taken to our ho-
tel where Ann and I enjoyed what we both 
agreed was the best hot shower we ever had.    
                                                            Tom McKenna       

Tom and Ann in front of Mount Kilimanjaro 
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“It is good to have an end to journey towards;  but it is the journey that matters in the end. “  Ursula LeGuin 

 

ADOPTING ALEXANDER 

   My grandson Alexander will graduate from 

high school in June.  When Alec was fourteen 

months old, my younger daughter and I went 

to Russia to get him.  Cindy and her husband 

were adopting him.  Cindy and I stayed with a 

family in Moscow.  We flew over Siberia half-

way to Beijing to Krasnoyarsk.  Cindy stayed 

for a week to get to know Alec.  Alec under-

stood Russian, but no English.  The three of us 

then stayed for a week in Moscow.  In Russia, 

at that time, they would not let you keep his 

records and would throw them away so you 

could never try to find his parents who were a 

young couple who felt they could not raise 

him.  To this day I bless them and pray for 

their happiness.  They must have been very 

healthy and very smart because Alec is healthy 

and smart.                            Gretchen Dale

OUR HISTORY, OUR STORIES 

Gretchen and Cindy in Moscow’s Red Square 

ACTIVITIES 

BIRDS OF VERMONT MUSEUM 

Margaret Schiffert, Jane Lowe, Bill and Mary 

Jakes and Gretchen Dale standing in front of ex-

amples of life sized bird wing spans at the  Birds 

of Vermont Museum 

Jane Lowe as a “wise owl” at the museum 
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Living (and traveling) is like tearing through a museum.  Not until later do you really start absorb-
ing what you saw, thinking about it, looking it up in a book, and remembering—because you can’t 

take it in all at once.”  Audrey Hepburn 

ACTIVITIES 

Margaret Schiffert, Ann Williams and Gretchen 

Dale at the Shelburne Museum for a once in a 

lifetime viewing of the 3 Wyeths Pat Moore and Pat Watson 

Who are these Babes at our Halloween Party? 

Anne Winter as a “bag lady” and 

Ann Williams as a pumpkin 

Gretchen Dale, Ann Williams, Margaret Schiffert, 

Pat Watson and Anne Winter out for a day of art at 

the Robert Paul Galleries 
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If there is one thing I have learned on this incredible journey we call life, it is this: 

The sign of a truly successful individual is humility.”  Naveen Jain 

ACTIVITIES 

Our Wassail Party was special this year with a 

large turnout and John Cassal at the piano    

Above: Agnes Lintermann enjoying the wide     

variety of cookies 

Two good buddies at Sarducci’s in Montpelier  

Pat Watson and Jane Lowe 

Linda Adams holding “Runway” during 

North Country Animal League’s visit here 

in December.                          

Please join us on February 12th at 2:00 p.m. 

in the living room when NCAL brings        

another pet to share with us 

Gingerbread 

House 

made by 

Chef Steve 
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“Good company in a journey makes the way seem shorter.”  Izaak Walton 

              

ACTIVITIES 

Lamoille Union High School Tri-M Music stu-

dents came and sang Christmas carols ~ What a 

treat they were and so much energy! 
Christmas Tea                            

A nice turnout ~ the only requirement was to 

wear Christmas colors                                

Talented Magician Bill Congleton 

regaled us with his special magic 

The Whip ~ Nothing like lunch with friends on 

a winter’s day 

Left to right:  Ann Williams, Jane Lowe,  

Ann Dwyer, Pat Watson and Gretchen Dale 
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WE COME AND GO 

“Don’t tell me how educated you are.  Tell me how much you’ve travelled”  Mohamed 

ANNE WINTER lived in West Palm Beach for forty years.  A widow for eleven years and tired of 
living alone, her brothers and sister-in-law have lived here and loved it.  She looked at other retire-
ment places and Copley Woodlands seemed to have everything she needed.  It not only had her 
family here, but she enjoys walking into town and there are many activities like bridge and mah 
jongg that keep her busy.                                                                                                              Ann Williams 
 
LINDA ADAMS moved here from Morgan, Vermont at the end of September 2013.  She came to 
Stowe as a ski-bum around 1966.  She met her husband and worked at TopNotch and StoweFlake.  
They had a daughter, Stacey.  She remarried and moved to Nebraska Valley and then Moscow, Ver-
mont where she and her husband owned a boarding kennel.  She worked within the Stowe school 
system and then retired for medical reasons.  Linda lived in Morgan with her husband for six years 
before moving back to Stowe into Copley Woodlands.                                                            Ann Williams 

 

SUE BERESFORD known as “Sue B”, was born in Denver, Colorado in 1931.  Following the death 
of her parents in her early teens, she moved east to live with her aunt and uncle only to return to 
Colorado at age 17, where she later graduated with a state scholarship enabling her to attend the 
University of Pennsylvania where she majored in economics and was one of the first female students 
allowed at the Wharton School.  Another scholarship allowed her to study at the Graduate Institute 
of Economics in Geneva, Switzerland. Upon returning to the United States, Sue returned to Denver 
and picked up a prior romance with Richard Beresford.  Richard, already a lawyer, and Sue ended 
up on Long Island where he was in charge of the North Shore Neurology teaching department.  
Soon he was also asked to teach at the University of Rochester Medical School. Sue has a home in 
Ophir, Colorado outside of Telluride, which she designed using her talents in 3D Design, alternative 
architecture and ceramics, which is a work of art. She calls it her “last site sculpture” and it was 
equipped to also be a graduated care house.  Unfortunately the altitude there became too much and 
she developed some health problems.  Her son and adopted daughter convinced Sue to return east 
and settle near them in Vermont.  Sue B has a Masters Degree in Learning Disabilities and Fine Arts.  
She taught first through graduate school in many different educational settings. Sue B is a fun, lively 
conversationalist and we thoroughly enjoy her.                                                                             Pat Moore 
    
BILL AND MARY JAKES   Bill was always the silent one but Mary more than made up for that.  
She was very talkative and we heard many times how Bill had a big band and Bill really had a band 
in High School.  He played the saxophone and believe me, he could also play a mean piano which, 
after some coaxing, he would play for us after dinner.  They are now living happily with their 
daughter here in Stowe.  I really miss them both.                                                                  Pat Moore                                                        
                                     
LUCILLE HAMPTON   Very small and very chic, she would often come to dinner in one of her 
many long skirts.  She was always dressed to “the 9‘s”.  Lucille was also famous for winning  out-
standing costume award on Halloween.  She is now living close by in a cozy one bedroom apart-
ment with her cat for company.  Ann Williams and I had lunch with her and will continue to get to-
gether in the future.  She may have been tiny but she has left a big hole at Copley Woodlands.                                                                                                                                                  

                                                                                                                                                                                                                         Pat Moore                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                



MADDIE MILSARK (short for Madelyn) is our newest waitress.  She attends Stowe High School 
where  she is on the honor roll and active in drama.  She also holds a black belt in karate.  Her 
mother (Mary) is known to many of us as she is a physical therapist with Lamoille Home Health and 
has helped many of us with our therapy.                                                                                    Eleanor Paris 
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LOIS NICHOLS came to live at Copley Woodlands to be near her only child, John.  She was 

brought up on Lake Michigan where her father was a sea captain.  Her married life was spent in up-

state New York where she was a professor “teaching teachers how to teach”.  She qualified for this 

as she had a doctorate in teaching.  In her early nineties, health problems arose and to achieve more 

care she moved to a friend’s house where someone is with her twenty-four hours a day  Eleanor Paris                    

“Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—I took the one less travelled by...”   Robert  Frost 

WE COME AND GO 

OUR DINING ROOM STAFF 

IN MEMORIUM OF ARTHUR WILLIAMS 

Arthur was very special as most of you know.  He was interested in everybody and everything.  He 

wanted to help anyone that needed it.  He was a great father, husband, grandfather and a fantastic 

brother.  He had a wonderful sense of humor.  He never had a bad word to say about anyone.  I per-

sonally admired and adored him as not many twenty-three year old men volunteer to take part 

guardianship of their thirteen year old sister (me.)  I am so glad that I moved to Copley Woodlands 

and was able to spend Arthur’s last three months with him.  I know he was happy that I was here.  

We had a grand time talking about the fun old days we spent together.  I only wish I had come here 

sooner.                                                                                                                                               Anne Winter  

Paul and Becky Griggs, Ann Williams and Margaret Schiffert enjoying last of the season  

creemees during a scenic fall drive with Cathy 
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Snow Geese 
By Mary Oliver 

 
Oh, to love what is lovely, and will not last! 

What a task 
to ask 

of anything, or anyone, 
yet it is ours, 

and not by the century or the year, but by the hours. 
One fall day I heard 

above me, and above the sting of the wind, a sound 
I did not know, and my look shot upward; it was 

a flock of snow geese, winging it 
faster than the ones we usually see, 

and, being the color of snow, catching the sun 
so they were, in part at least, golden. I 

held my breath 
as we do 

sometimes 
to stop time 

when something wonderful 
has touched us 

as with a match, 
which is lit, and bright, 

but does not hurt 
in the common way, 

but delightfully, 
as if delight 

were the most serious thing 
you ever felt. 

The geese 
flew on, 

I have never seen them again. 
Maybe I will, someday, somewhere. 

Maybe I won't. 
It doesn't matter. 

What matters 
is that, when I saw them, 

I saw them 
as through the veil, secretly, joyfully, clearly. 

“Does the road wind up-hill all the way?  Yes, to the very end.  Will the day’s journey  

take the whole long day?  From morn to night, my friend..”  Grantland Rice 

POETRY CORNER 



Woodlands Reflections                                                              January 2014                                                                                  Page 14     

Co-Editors  - Gale Martin and Cathy Wright 

Gale Martin—Publisher 

Photographers—Gale Martin, Cathy Wright and Ann Williams 

On the Internet via copleywoodlands.com 

I would like to take this opportunity to extend a huge “Thank You” to Ann Dwyer who has been our editor for 

the past 3 1/2 years.  She and her husband Tom McKenna put numerous hours and much thought into making 

each issue special.  I would also like to thank everyone who contributed to this issue with their stories and in-

terviews: Ann Bittermann, Ann Dwyer, Carol Fuller, Eleanor Paris, Arthur Williams, Ann Williams, Ellie 

Carter, Gretchen Dale, Pat Moore and Tom McKenna.  Your stories are wonderful and I have learned more 

about all of you.  Also a special thank you to Cathy Wright for her help with editing and organizing.  I hope 

that you enjoy this issue!                                                                                                                     Gale Martin 

NONAGENARIAN RESIDENTS 

Front Row:  Eleanor Paris, Sylvia Nichols, Ellie Carter and Ann Bittermann 

Back Row:  Estelle McAndrew, Agnes Lintermann, Bill Fine and Margaret Schiffert 

Absent from picture is Nick Paris 


