
A Community Newsletter by and for the residents of Copley Woodlands                                                                        September 2017 

EVERY PICTURE TELLS A STORY 
 

   Do you recall the last time you were able to get together with your family for a reunion and a 
round of group photos?  It’s been over thirty years since my Scottish family last had a reunion with 
a group photo.  We rectified that this past 4th of July. The pictures not only put you in that moment 
of time, but they also capture that which will never be again. 
   Nine of the forty clansman and women travelled from Scotland to attend, with young children in 
tow.  Young nieces, previously known only through updated batches of photographs, became real 
people. It was lovely to finally meet them in person. 
   It is still a marvel to this day how much photography has changed our world and permitted us to 
look beyond our personal borders.  You can appreciate though the apprehensions some indigenous 
peoples’ had in photographies infancy, believing the image stole one’s soul. 
   We are all too familiar with photography, but like the internet, twitter and tweets which have 
changed communication, so did photography change the recording of time.  Although now, at 
“warp speed,” smartphones send photographs instantaneously and around the world! ! 
   Prior to photography, people “sat” for a painting and not always comfortably so either.  Winston 
Churchill so hated his 80th birthday portrait, commissioned by members of both Houses of Parlia-
ment, and painted by Graham Sutherland, it was never exhibited.  Later, Lady Churchill had it 
burned as it vexed them so.  Although not the original, the “studies” for Sutherland’s Churchill 
painting can be seen thanks to photography and the internet! 
   So, preserve those photos of family, keep albums current and always name and date for posterity 
as they help to tell your story.                                                                                                       Cathy Wright 
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FROM THE EDITOR’S DESK 

 
   1839 is the year which is generally accepted as 
the birth of photography after a few crude at-
tempts using pin-hole cameras and chemicals 
such as silver nitrate and silver chloride. 
   In 1884, George Eastman (Eastman Kodak) 
invented a new development technique.  His 
flexible roll film replaced photographic plates 
and toxic chemicals.  The first Kodak camera to 
go on the market using this new technique was 
in 1888. 
   In 1991, Kodak started using digital media in-
stead of film.  This major advancement lets us 
not only to delete unwanted pictures (saving us 
lots of money,) but also to edit photos.  Just 
plug your memory card into a computer and 
make changes to your photos.  No more red 
eyes - just click on the red.  Picture too dark?  
Just brighten it!  Crop them, resize them, press 
one button and instantly send and share your 
photos with others, etc…the possibilities are 
endless.   
   It is through these technological advances that 
I am able to put together our Woodlands Re-
flections newsletters using your photos.  I can 
plug your memory cards into my computer and 
save the pictures or I can take your old photos 
and scan them onto my computer and then 
Voila! -  just  plug them into the newsletter.   
New pictures, old pictures – the present and the 
past – make for an entertaining newsletter. 
   Photography – still a modern marvel!                                                              

Gale Martin 

“Photography is a way of feeling, of touching, of loving.  What you have caught on film is captured 
forever...It remembers little things long after you have forgotten everything.”  Aaron Siskind 

OUR STORIES 

WHY I’M “KINDA FONDA”  
HENRY FONDA 

 

   When I was old enough I joined the Boy 
Scouts and went to the local Boy Scout Camp 
(Camp Soule on Lake Chautauqua in Safely 
Harbor, Florida) every summer for the next 
three years.  I was already a good swimmer 
but took the swimming lessons held every af-
ternoon.  I also learned how to paddle a canoe 
and row a boat.  Every morning I went on the 
nature walks and learned how to safely catch a 
big rattlesnake and how to tell a harmless Scar-
let King snake form a deadly Coral snake.  All 
this was useful knowledge for a boy growing 
up in Florida. 
   Summer camp lasted four weeks and cost 
$10 a week.  I always stayed all four weeks.  
Campers who were going to stay another week 
and campers who just arrived Sunday after-
noon both ate their Sunday evening meal in 
the mess hall – a log building that had already 
served several generations of Boy Scouts.  
Every Sunday after dinner there was a movie 
shown in the mess hall.  The movie was al-
ways the same black and white movie pro-
jected on a big screen.  It was Henry Fonda in 
Drums Along The Mohawk, because that was 
the movie the Pinellas County Boy Scout 
Council owned.  I saw the movie twelve times 
during my three years of attending Boy Scout 
camp for four weeks every summer. 
   In that movie, when the big bell in the log 
fort rang, it was the signal to the pioneers liv-
ing nearby that the Indians were on the war-
path and all the settlers in that area should 
come to the safety of the fort with all their 
valuables.  There was a poignant scene in the 
movie where, before going into the fort, the 

(Continued on page 3) 



 

(Continued from page 2) 
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“The best thing about a picture is that it never changes, even when the people in it do.”  Andy Warhol 

OUR STORIES 

pioneer couple paused to take a last look at their log cabin, built with so much effort by the hus-
band, and furnished with the wife’s furniture brought from her parent’s home.  They saw their 
home was already on fire – burned by the Indians. 
   That scene resonated with me because my maternal grandfather was born in a log cabin built in 
northwest Iowa by his father and uncle.  The uncle kept a journal describing what they accom-
plished each day, how hard they worked and how much it cost for tools, materials and skilled labor 
which they sometimes needed to hire.  Luckily, that cabin was never burned by the Indians, which 
was a real threat because pioneers in that area remembered the “Spirit Lake Massacre” only a few 
mile north of them when a band of Wawpetuke Dakota warriors attacked a pioneer settlement 
around Lake Okoboji.  They killed thirty five to forty men, women and children and took four 
women captive. 
   Many decades after Boy Scout Camp, in 1966, I was a major in the U.S. Army and on a division 
Staff in Augsburg, Germany.  U.S. troops were being withdrawn from Europe and sent to Vietnam 
to increase the U.S. commitment there.  That summer I got orders sending me to Vietnam for the 
normal one year tour.  My wife was sent home at the same time and spent the year living with her 
parents in Kansas. 
   Our involvement in Vietnam tore America apart.  There was a strong support for trying to save 
South Vietnam as an independent nation, and also strong support for getting completely out of 
Southeast Asia.  Since it was President Lyndon Johnson and other elements of our national govern-
ment that continued to increase our commitment to South Vietnam, strong opposition to our Federal 
government in general developed and resulted in anti-government riots and demonstrations. 
   In Vietnam, I was assigned as the deputy senior advisor in Bac Lieu Province, the next to the last 
province south in Vietnam.  The only province south of us was Camau Province, a swampy jungle 
full of Viet Cong (the indigenous Communist forces) and big snakes. 
  Everyone serving in Vietnam at that time could go on two one-week R & R’s (Rest & Recuperation) 
leaves during their one year tour in Vietnam.  About a month after I arrived in Bac Lieu City, where 
our headquarters was located, the Senior Advisor left on one of his R & R’s to meet his wife in Hong 
Kong, leaving me in command of the advisory team.  Shortly after the Senior Advisor’s departure, 
the famous actor Henry Fonda arrived in Bac Lieu.  He was escorted by a second lieutenant, whose 
main responsibility was to arrange their flights and lodging, but he carried a Polaroid camera to take 
photos of Henry Fonda talking to soldiers.  Henry Fonda would then sign the photos and give them 
to the soldier with who he had been talking. 
   Using the maps mounted on our office walls, I briefed Henry Fonda on the current situation in the 
Mekong Delta, what we were trying to do and what we were trying to get the South Vietnamese to 
do.  I told Henry Fonda how much I liked Drums Along The Mohawk and that I had seen it a dozen 
times.  He seemed pleased by that. 
   Henry Fonda served as a U.S Navy officer during World War II and he was still a patriotic, loyal 
American who supported the U.S. Government, it’s effort to save South Vietnam and the members 

(Continued on page 4) 



OUR STORIES  
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“Photography takes an instant out of time, altering life by holding it still.”  Dorothea Lange 

    EXPERIENCING THE  
WORCESTER, MASSACHUSETTS  

TORNADO  - JUNE 9, 1953 
 

   5:00 P.M.  Not a very eventful day.  Some 
fun, some problems.  Another day, another 
dollar as we used to say.  As I left the building 
I noticed newspaper headlines about torna-
does in the Midwest and thought “thank God 
we don’t have those here.”  I’m sure it wasn’t 
my first mistake that day, but it was a whop-
per.  I soon learned that New England had 
recorded about fifty-one tornadoes since the 
late 1770’s.  Nevertheless, no one expected a 
tornado that day. 
   I don’t recall ever writing any of this down 
before.  It involves my family of five people:  
my wife Hazel, 32, our daughter Betty Jean, 8, 
our son Bob, 7, all three of whom had one ex-
perience together.  I was 33, and Hazel’s sis-
ter, Barbara Fogg, 20, was living with us at the 
time while attending Clark University.  She 
and I had a very different experience. 
   Hazel and the two children were home 
alone that afternoon.  I was at work at my of-
fice and sister Barbara was at Clark Univer-
sity. 
   All was normal, but was it?  The minute we 
got together after the tornado, my wife told 
me she had had a premonition that there was 
going to be a very bad storm.  She had always 
been very sensitive to weather signals.  She 
called the children in and started to close up 
the house.  In the process, she was going up-
stairs with the children close beside her.  All 
of a sudden she heard the ROAR OF THE 
TORNADO.   She described it as the noise of 
one hundred freight trains or a bunch of 
eighteen wheelers.  That changed her mind.  
She decided to head to the cellar instead for 

(Continued from page 3) 

(Continued on page 5) 

of our military services who were fighting, and 
dying, to accomplish that. 
   However, Henry’s actress daughter, Jane 
Fonda, was active in the anti-war, anti-
government movement.  She even visited Hanoi, 
the Communist North Vietnamese capitol, 
where she expressed support for their Commu-
nist government, condemned the U.S. Govern-
ment, and had her picture taken sitting in the 
gunner’s seat of an anti-aircraft gun that was 
used to shoot down American aircraft.  After 
that, she was derisively called “Hanoi Jane.”  
Years later, in an autobiography, she said that 
photo was the thing she regretted most about 
her life.                                                Tom McKenna        

Tom McKenna (left) with Henry Fonda 

Jane Fonda in the  

Gunner’s seat in Hanoi 
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“Taking an image, freezing a moment, reveals how rich reality truly is.”   Anonymous 

OUR STORIES 

   (Continued from page 4) 

(Continued on page 6) 

safety.  Besides, she had forgotten to close the back door, and they could do so on the way.  As they 
descended the stairs, she felt such a painful pressure on her ears that she changed her mind once 
again, took the children upstairs, and huddled with them in front of a closet that was between them 
and the tornado.  There they stayed until the tornado was over while glass and debris flew by them 
on either side.  They could feel the house moving, but it stayed up, was tilted and, as we later 
learned, was off its foundation. 
   Immediately after the tornado, Mr. Senior from the house immediately below came to check on 
Hazel and the children, as did Al Burt from the house across the street.  Neither of their houses re-
ceived any damage.  The house in back of us was on its side.  Across the street, a three-decker was 
completely blown away with nothing left but the foundation. 
   My sister-in-law, Barbara and I had a very different experience of the tornado than my wife and 
children.  Our concern was not for our welfare, but for theirs.  Of that, we had no way of knowing.  
We were panicked with concern for our loved ones. 
   This is our story:  I picked up my riders, including my sister-in-law Barbara.  About a third of the 
way home, everything got very dark.  The sky was as black as could be.  Then came unbelievably 
heavy rain which was immediately blown sideways by a tremendous wind.  It seemed to last only a 
few seconds.  I definitely remember the storm being over and the sun shining as if nothing had hap-
pened. 
   I dropped off two of my riders in the vicinity of their homes.  The road ahead was blocked by 
fallen trees.  I took a side road that ended briefly in front of a house on which a tree had fallen.      
Finally accepting that there had been a tornado, I was panicked with worry over the safety of my 
wife and two very young children.  I imagined Barbara was also panicking. 
   Knowing I could get no further with my car, I pulled it over to the side, told Barbara that I was go-
ing to run home as fast as I could and she should follow me.  As I started running, someone hollered 
and warned me that the downed wires could still be alive and dangerous.  I hollered my thanks for 
the warning and told them I would be careful. 
   Damage, wires, debris was everywhere.  Making forward progress was very difficult.  Although it 
seemed to take forever, I finally reached our church with only one more street to go.  All I could do 
was to keep on running and keep on praying even though I was running out of breath. 
   As I ran past our church, I noticed the second floor of the parish hall and the back wall of the 
church were both gone.  By now, I had reached the top of my street where most of the houses looked 
like tremendous doll houses that you could see directly into the bedrooms and bathrooms.  They 
had no fronts. 
   Finally, I came to the crest of the hill and I could see the peak of my house.  I realized it was still 
standing.  With a few more steps, I could see my wife and two children standing in front of a very 
large maple tree that was lying across the road.  They looked unharmed.  I made the remaining steps 
with remarkable speed.  Barbara joined us soon after. 
   What a most joyful reunion that was.  I was amazed and grateful to realize that all three seemed to 



OUR STORIES 
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“A camera doesn’t make a great picture anymore than a typewriter wrote a great novel.”  Peter Adams 

(Continued on page 7) 

(Continued from page 5) 

have taken things in their stride.  Of course we were all in a state of shock.  As time went on how-
ever, none of us seemed to have problems with major storms as we well might have had. 
   The storm had moved on to other areas ending in Framingham at 5:40 P.M.  It had started at 
Quabin Lake at 4:30 P.M.  In an hour and ten minutes, 92 people had died and 1,310 people were in-
jured.  Area hospitals were completely overwhelmed.  Property damage was estimated at 
$60,000,000.  A total of 10,000 people were suddenly made homeless.   My family and I had lots of 
company, but no one in our family died or was seriously injured.  We had much to be thankful for. 
 

NATURE DOES IT’S WORST AND THAT CAN BE UTTERLY DEVASTATING. 
 

HUMANITY MOBILIZES ITSELF TO ALLIEVIATE THE DAMAGE AND THAT CAN BE  
AMAZINGLY WONDERFUL.  EVERYONE WANTED TO HELP. 

 
   Construction equipment from both government and private job sites were immediately sent to tor-
nado sites searching for victims.  Colleges and other institutions and hundreds of private homes 
were taking in the homeless.  Contributions poured in and in a few months almost $1,800,000 had 
been raised for tornado victims.  Our church got financial help from sister churches and others all 
over the nation. 
   Extremely good moments as well as lighter moments were about to come.  We would not know 
the full horror of the tornado for a few days. 
   As I ran home, I had spotted fires on streets before and after Fales Street where my home was lo-
cated.  Fearing the fires might spread or get out of control, I suggested we get out of the area and 
seek shelter for the night.  My wife agreed, adding that she had to go back in the house to change 
her clothing.  I explained it wasn’t safe to go back in.  But we did go back in, she changed her cloth-
ing, and we were soon climbing over the maple tree headed down the hill. 
   Halfway down we ran into church friends who were out looking for us.  Through them, we were 
able to contact my boss. He assured me that all arrangements had been made for our family.  We 
were to stay with them until another officer of the company and his family moved to their summer 
home giving us the use of their winter home until we found new accommodations.  This was most 
overwhelming.  We had become very close friends with our original realtor and his family.  He was 
also planning to help us and did.  It all worked out as planned. 
   The next morning, someone helped me retrieve my car and I went back to the house to check on 
things.  I had no trouble getting past the National Guard since some of them were from the com-
pany.  Shortly after I got to the house, a large flatbed truck appeared with a crew of men.  The driver 
was on the same scale as the truck.  They told me they were putting my furniture and things in the 
three car garage of the house where we were to stay. 
   I had an old piano that was in terrible condition and which I didn’t want.  The driver asked me to 
get a couple of guys for one end, and he would grab the other end and they would take the piano 



OUR STORIES 
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“The best images are the ones that retain their strength and impact over the years,  

regardless of the number of times they are viewed.”  Anne Geddes 

out.  I told him it wasn’t any good and that I 
couldn’t have anyone getting hurt.  He finally 
gave up and the piano stayed, but only until 
the city cam along with a crane to tear the 
house down.  The crane operator told me not 
to worry, he would put a sling around the pi-
ano and set it on the sidewalk.  I protested, 
but he didn’t listen.  (I had a picture of the pi-
ano on the sidewalk, but unfortunately cannot 
find it.) 
   Along came a news reporter man with all 
the news not fit to print and he captioned the 
picture: “LOOK WHAT THE TORNADO 
DID: TOOK THE PIANO OUT OF THE 
HOUSE AND PUT IT ON THE SIDEWALK.”                                                      

Bob Neilson 

   IT’S A SMALL WORLD 
 

   Seventy years ago, when I was thirteen, my 
mother died.  My parents had been living apart 
and divorced for a long time.  My father took 
my three much older brothers and me on a 
cruise to South America to help us recover from 
the loss.  My father invited my boarding school 
English teacher to go along.  He said it was as a 
caregiver for me, but we all thought it was be-
cause he thought she was beautiful and very 
nice too.  After three or four days into the 
cruise, my teacher, Lorraine McFarland, became 
very ill and was taken to the ships infirmary.  
We watched her being removed from the boat 
to an ambulance when we arrived back in New 
York.  My father never mentioned her again to 
me although I know he was very concerned 
about her.     

(Continued  on Page 8) 

Left to right:  Sewall Williams,  Lorraine 

McFarland,  Jack Williams,  Annie’s father, John,    

Arthur Williams, and Annie Williams Winter 

   About sixteen years ago, my brother Sewall, and 

his wife Ann, moved into Copley Woodlands.      

Bob’s sister-in-law was married in this 
church eighteen days after the tornado.  The 

back wall of the church which was destroyed, 
was covered with a canvas blanket. 

(Continued from page 6) 
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“You can look at a picture for a week and never think of it again. 

You can also look at a picture for a second and think of it all your life.”  Joan Miro 

OUR STORIES  
R and R times in Hawaii.  Joy still has the grass 
skirt, (see picture below) but the doll is no 
longer with her childhood memorabilia. 
   Fast forward to college days and Joy is in very 
different attire while attending a formal ball 
with future husband, David. 
   Yes, every picture tells a story.  If several are 
viewed together, they can tell the story of a par-
ticular life’s journey; viewed individually, they 
evoke memories of special moments.  How 
wonderful to have our memories preserved for 
recollection of winged’ times past. 

Joy and Dave Richards 

(Continued from page 7) 

A few years after that Penny Davis was show-
ing an apartment in Copley Woodlands and 
happened to mention that the one across the 
hall was owned by a Sewall and Ann Wil-
liams.  It was my teacher and her husband 
who were looking and my teacher, of course, 
thought it was Sewall and me.  She told 
Penny that she knew a Sewall and Ann Wil-
liams a long time ago.  The word got back to 
Sewall and eventually to me.  They did not 
buy the apartment which is now Janet Clears, 
but I never forgot wondering what happened 
to my teacher.  A few years ago, I mentioned 
this to Cathy Wright and she said she knew 
my “old” teacher’s family and would try to 
contact them.  We did, and it’s been sixty-five 
years since I’ve seen my teacher and we think 
we might have a meeting again.  She says she 
remembers Sewall and me and would like 
that too.  It’s a small world!            

Annie Winter                                                                                        

I MISS YOU DAD 
 

   Joy Richard’s father, Frank, was called to 
active duty immediately after the attack on 
Pearl Harbor.  He was in the early Navy Avia-
tion Reserve in the 1930’s flying the bi-wing 
two-seaters.  By December 1941, Frank was a 
Chief Naval Aviation Ordinance Man and 
was destined to spend the entire war flying 
combat missions over the Japanese held is-
lands in the Pacific.  When Joy was about one 
year old, she and her mother were able to 
move from Brooklyn to housing near the Ala-
meda Naval Air Station in California.  When-
ever Frank was able to manage stateside 
leave, he would always bring gifts from his   

Joy Richards with her Hawaiian doll 

Dave and Joy at their college formal 
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“Photography is the story I fail to put into words.”  Anonymous 

MOTHER’S DAY FRIENDSHIP 

 
“It’s friendship, friendship, just a perfect 

blendship; 
When other friendships have been forgot, 

ours will still be hot.” 
Cole Porter, 1939 

 
   Copley Woodlands resident, Joy Richards 
enjoyed Mother’s Day Tea at The Manor with 
former long term Copley Woodlands’ resident 
Eleanor Paris.  Their friendship developed 
when the Richards moved to Copley Wood-
lands and were close “neighbors.”                                                                                                   

Dave Richards 

ACTIVITIES 

with “Scarf Dance” and “Fur Elise” and Em-
manual Lemelson playing “Rockin On” and 
“Caravan.”  Lane Dreslin rounded out the per-
formance with “Doctor Gradus ad Parnassum”, 
Prelude in C#minor op. 3 #2” (Rachmaninoff) 
and “Hungarian Dance #5” (Brahms).  As the 
students advanced in age, so did the difficulty 
of the pieces they performed.  Paula does a 
marvelous job conveying to her students the 
feeling and emotion in each piece.  We look for-
ward to their return!  Our thanks to Paula and 
the parents for getting the children here for our 
entertainment.                                    Cathy Wright 

(Continued on page 10) 

Joy Richards and Eleanor Paris enjoyed  

tea and friendship at The Manor. 

PIANO RECITAL 

 

   On a pleasant sunny Sunday afternoon on 
June 4th, local pianist and teacher Paula Ennis 
shared the talents of her students with us.  The 
younger students, Sofia and Nina Lemelson, 
started the performance and each was accom-
panied by Paula Ennis on their duets, “Mister 
Bluebird” and “Russian Sailor Dance” respec-
tively.  Also performing were Lolly Dreslin 

ON THE REC PATH AT LAST 

 
   I started to visit my son, Bob, in Stowe in the 
early 1970’s.  I had always heard a lot about 
events on the Stowe Rec Path such as ski races, 
other races and walking dogs on it. My son’s 
family took their dogs on it, but they never took 
me on it.  So when I saw the sign-up sheet for a 
walk on the Rec path, I thought this was my 
chance at last.  I signed up, as well as Joy and 
Dave Richards and Annie Winter.  The path 
was beautiful and wonderfully maintained 
with wildflowers galore.  I found walking on 

Performers use the baby grand piano  which        
was donated by former resident Rebecca McNeil 
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“Photography is the language that can be understood anywhere in the world.”  Bruno Barbey 

ACTIVITIES 

the pavement difficult for me and my progress 
was made by proceeding from bench to bench 
with gratitude for each one.  But I was on the 
Rec Path at long last!                          Bob Neilson 

  NOT OVER ‘TIL IT’S OVER 
 

   If you had been present to enjoy Derrick 
Boulay, Bob Neilson, Joy Richards, Gale Mar-
tin, Janet Clear and Cathy Wright playing a 
game of croquet, you would have been certain 
the game belonged to Joy.  First to complete 
the round of wickets, Joy became “poison” 
and was in the process of eliminating other 
players.  But, a “sticky wicket” quickly devel-
oped.  Derrick stealthy proceeded to reach 
“poison,” eliminated Joy, and caused the de-
mise of the rest of the field.             Joy Richards                                              

(Continued from page 9) 

(Continued on page 11) 

THE FLEDERMAUS TEA HOUSE 
WAS WORTH THE TRIP 

 

   On June 23rd, Jane Lowe, Ann Williams, Dave 
and Joy Richards and Cathy Wright enjoyed an 
afternoon tea at the Fledermaus Tea House in 
Johnson, Vermont.  The post and beam building 
was erected by the owner and has some very 
interesting architectural features.  The grounds 
are landscaped to allow outdoor seating with 
beautiful views.  Unfortunately, the weather 
was dark with heavy rain, so we were indoors.  
However, the rains did not dampen the delica-
cies or service.  The choice of tarts, tea cakes, 
biscuits, clotted cream on scones, etc., were 
enough to belay anyone’s dietary intentions.  
Owners Renata and Glenn Callahan could not 
have been more gracious.  Several other cus-
tomers were ‘to tea’ on this rainy day, proving 
the reputation of the Fledermaus Tea House.  It 
is definitely on our return list.           Joy Richards 

Ann Williams, Jane Lowe and Joy and Dave  

Richards enjoyed tea at Fledermaus Tea House 

Dave Richards, Bob Neilson and Cathy 
Wright watch as Derrick Boulay eliminated 

the rest of the players 

DEBBIE CARRIES A TUNE 
 

   Actually, Debbie Yacovone carries many a 
tune and carries them well!  She has “been 
playing and singing music since grade 
school” singing first for her family, later in an 
all girl’s trio called “Girl’s Night Out” and 
now singing for us.  When Debbie starts to 
sing, she encourages the audience to sing 
along and takes requests.  She knows all the 
old songs from “show tunes, country, folk, 



                                                                

Americana and spirituals from many eras.” 
   Debbie sang and played her guitar and auto-
harp here in June to a healthy crowd and she 
was so enjoyed we had her to come back for 
another pleasant afternoon of singing in Au-
gust.                                                    Cathy Wright                                                                                              
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ACTIVITIES 

not have tried.)  They enthusiastically shared 
all of their experiences of the week and were 
genuinely excited about what they had learned 
about food. 
   Several of the students grew basil plants and 
left some for residents as well as copies of the 
different cookbooks which they had used at 
camp. 
   We look forward to seeing them again next 
year when they share their next adventures at 
Humanities Camp.                             Gale Martin                                                              

STOWE MIDDLE SCHOOL  
HUMANITIES CAMP 

 

   Approximately twenty Stowe Middle School 
students and their teachers, Cathy Davis  and 
Jennifer Echarte, who had spent a week at   
Humanities Camp, came to Copley Woodlands 
on Friday, June 30th for a presentation called 
“Food For Thought.” 
   During the week spent at the Humanities 
Camp, the students studied the connection be-
tween foods and different cultures around the 
world.  They explained to the residents how 
they had experimented with different herbs 
and spices and made different sauces,  had 
tried different ethnic foods from area restau-
rants (which some said they ordinarily would 

OUTDOOR GAMES 
 

   Unlike croquet, which often gets a little rau-
cous once someone has gone the route and 
becomes poison, toss games such as Bean Bag 
Toss and Ladder Ball seem to be much more 
friendly.  Everyone cheers the players on.  
Who knows what they are really thinking, 
however?  Those playing on the afternoon of 
July 10th were Gale Martin, Cathy Wright, 
Derrick Boulay, Jane McCauley, Janet Clear, 
Louise Ames and myself, while Ann Williams 
cheered everyone on from the sideline.  We 
were treated to cookies and iced tea and lem-
onade after the rousing games.      

Bob Neilson                                    

“Photography opens doors into the past, but they also allow a look into the future,”  Sally Mann 

(Continued from page 10) 

Debbie Yacovone entertained us playing the 

autoharp, guitar and with sing-a-longs 
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“There is one thing the photographer must contain, the humanity of the moment.”   Robert Frank 

ACTIVITIES 

ENJOYING THE BLOOMS  
OF SUMMER 

 

   On Sunday, July 9th, the Stowe Vibrancy 
Committee sponsored a garden tour around 
Stowe.  The tour included the gardens at the 
Jewish Community of Greater Stowe (JCOGS), 
the gardens at the Trapp Family property, gar-
dens on Dewey Farm Road, Tabor Ridge Road, 
Pleasant Street, Sunset Street and several oth-
ers.  Each garden had its own special and 
magical effect ranging from cascading waters 
to medieval wattle fencing and espaliered ap-
ple trees.  The tour included a tea party, a table 
by Master Gardener Charlie Nardozzi and 
Master Gardeners consultation, floral arrang-
ing by Trapp Family head gardener Kim Ear-
ley, and a silent auction.  Resident Joy Rich-
ards and several local friends enjoyed this in-
formative and colorful afternoon – another ex-
ample of activities available to residents at 
Copley Woodlands.                            Joy Richards 

Gale Martin and Janet Clear played a  
competitive  game of  Ladder Ball 

Derrick Boulay and Ann Williams watch as 

Bob Neilson tosses his bean bag in hopes of       

hitting the hole! 

Louise Ames tries her hand at Bean Bag Toss 

One of the gardens showcased in the             

Stowe Garden Tour  in July 



                                                                TRIP TO HERITAGE MILL 
 

   It was a windy, rainy day – the kind of day 
that this recent Floridian transplant would have 
very happily remained curled up in a cozy bed 
with a good book.  But, as luck would have it, I 
was signed up for a Woodlands Friday outing 
(which at the end of the day, was far more en-
joyable than any book in any bed on any day!) 
Our trip, on Friday, July 14th, was to the Cham-
plain Mill with lunch at Waterworks, all located 
right on the Winooski River in, surprise, sur-
prise, Winooski! 
   A little history:  The mill operation, per se, 
ceased in 1954 due to economic reasons, and 
then, during the 1980”s and 1990’s, the building 
was occupied by a number of retailers and res-
taurants.  Most recently, the historic structure 
went, again, through a transition and is now 
home to a wonderful Mill Museum and the Wi-
nooski Historical Society Museum.   

Kai Winter 
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ACTIVITIES 

“Taking pictures is like tiptoeing into the kitchen late at night and stealing Oreo cookies.”  Diane Arbus 

Annie Winter, Jane Lowe and Kai Winter      
enjoyed dining at Waterworks Restaurant      

at the Winooski Mill 

Kai Winter  tried out the loom at the                   

Winooski Mill Museum                                 

while Jane Lowe looks at exhibits 

CULMINATING SHAKESPEARE 
DISCUSSION 

 
   On Friday, July 21st, some participants in the 
two discussion session on Shakespeare, his life, 
times and theatre, enjoyed a visit to the High-
land Center for the Arts on Hardwick Street in 
Greensboro, VT.  The 300 seat theatre is de-
signed to look like the Globe Theatre in Lon-
don, which held over 3000 people.  The seating 
design does convey the feeling of intimacy 
which actors and spectators enjoyed in Shake-
speare time, but one doubts the same public 
display of approval or disapproval of the act-
ing will be allowed.  Following a self guided 
tour of the theatre and lobby participants had 
lunch in the café followed by a short trip to the 
famous Willy’s Country Store.  Shakespeare 
devotees included Dave and Joy Richards, Jack 
Clark, Cathy Wright and discussion guests 
Debra Anfield and Susan Lowe.    

Dave Richards 
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“Taking pictures is savoring life intensely , every hundredth of a second.”  Marc Riboud 

ACTIVITIES 

Dave Richards checked out the new Globe 

Theatre at the Highland Center  for the Arts in 

Greensboro, VT on July 21st 

HERE’S THE SCOOP ON  
THE ANNUAL ICE CREAM SOCIAL 

AT COPLEY WOODLANDS 

 
   Let us first return to yesteryear for a brief, 
very much condensed history of ice cream.  A 
kind of ice cream was eaten in China about 
200BC.  The treat was a mixture of milk and rice 
formed into a ball and frozen in snow.  Another 
version called “cream ice” appeared at the table 
of Charles I in the 17th century.  The treat be-
came available to the general public about 1660 
and was then called ice cream. 
   Enter Thomas Jefferson, who discovered the 
flavor in France and brought it back to the 
United States.  Jefferson wrote a recipe for va-
nilla ice cream which is now in the Library of 
Congress.   
   Fast forward to Monday, July 24th, a very cool, 
rainy, almost dreary day.  But not to worry!  
The dismal weather did not dampen the spirits 
of sixty-seven plus residents and guests who 
gathered  in  the  dining  room  to  enjoy Copley  

Woodlands’ annual ice cream social.  The citi-
zens of 200BC China, the table of Charles I, 
and even Thomas Jefferson would be amazed 
if they could see the array of ice creams and 
toppings available to satisfy the most demand-
ing culinary sweet tooth.  Sundaes, banana 
splits, hot fudges, cherries, nuts and whipped 
creams were all available, plus much more.  
Mix in the social interaction of residents and 
guests and you have the recipe for a delightful 
afternoon.  Site Manager Penny Davis was able 
to provide three tours during the event which 
is a very important adjunct to the socials held 
at Copley Woodlands.  Next up is the Apple 
Festival – ice cream on top anyone? 
   Sincere thanks to the kitchen staff, office staff 
and to Steve Hemenway’s daughters, Veronica 
and Vanessa for making the annual ice cream 
social another successful celebration.  Looking 
forward to next year!                      Dave Richards                                      

Veronica and Vanessa Hemenway helped 

their dad, Steve, at the Ice Cream Social 

Jane McCauley 

and her guest 

enjoyed the 

many topping 

options at the 

Ice Cream      

Social 
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“A photograph is the pause button of life.”  Anonymous 

A PICNIC IN THOMPSON PARK 
 

   On a lovely sunny day in late July, we went 
for a picnic in Thompson Park, a recreation area 
on the Rec Path here in Stowe.  This particular 
park has a memorial plaque honoring the 10th 
Mountain Division, of which my late husband 
Sewall, was a member. 
   Dave and Joy Richards and Jane Lowe went in 
the van with Cathy Wright, and I arrived 
shortly after with Kate Neilson.  We found a 
picnic table near the river in the sun.  Joy went 
for a stroll on the Rec Path, which was very 
busy with bikers and walkers, while the rest of 
us sat and visited. 
   We all brought our own picnic lunches but 
shared a gift of deviled eggs from Joy, and 
Cathy brought drinks and assorted lemon and 
apricot fruit bars to share. 
   We enjoyed a day of camaraderie and conver-
sation with our Copley Woodlands community 
and had a very enjoyable time.                                                          

Ann Williams 

ACTIVITIES 

Dave and Joy Richards, Jane Lowe, Ann    

Williams and Kate Neilson enjoyed a picnic 

lunch on the Rec Path in July 

WE MEET SWEET PEA 
AND BRAVE LITTLE FINN 

 

   Author and illustrator John Churchman 
welcomed Pat Watson, Dave and Joy Richards 
and Cathy Wright to his farm in July.  John 
and his wife, Jennifer, became best- selling au-
thors of children’s books with the publication 
of The Sheepover.  This gentle tale of Sweet 
Pea, an orphan lamb, is reminiscent of the 
story telling of Mr. Rogers and is a delight to 
read to young children.  Their second book, 
Brave Little Finn, is a delightful story of 
friendship and courage.  Both books are read 
when Stowe kindergarten students visit   
Copley Woodlands for a reading activity.   
   During the visit, farmer John pointed out 
Sweet Pea, Finn,  Sunny, Prem, Violet and 
many other sheep, Laddie the sheepdog, and 
other animals used and pictured in the stories.  
In a publication world replete with novels fea-
turing violence and mayhem, it is interesting 
to note that five major publishers entered a 
bid for publication rights and CBS sent a crew 
to the farm for interviews and filming.   
   Thank you, John, for taking time to welcome 
Copley Woodlands and showing us around.  
As with all Friday outings, it included lunch, 
enjoying the fare at Grinders in Williston.  We 
look forward to John and Jennifer’s next book 
featuring the alpaca they have at the farm.                                           

Dave Richards                                                                                           

Sweet Pea 



                                                                

ACTIVITIES 
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“A photograph shouldn’t just be a picture, it should be a philosophy.”   Amit Kalantri 

   Bob Neilson enjoyed meeting “Sport”, a 
Walker Hound who came to socialize at   
Copley Woodlands in September. 
  North Country Animal League (NCAL) 
brings a dog (or, occasionally a cat) to visit 
with residents on the second Wednesday of 
each month at 2:00 p.m. 
   If you want to see a wagging tail, and per-
haps receive a sloppy kiss, please plan on  
attending the next time they come to visit. 

Gale Martin 

BIG RED BARN ART SHOW 
 

   On August 4th, a gorgeous sunny morning, 
Cathy drove Annie Winter, Derrick Boulay and 
me to Waitsfield where we were going to see the 
Big Red Barn Art Show which is an event of the 
Vermont Festival of the Arts.  Since it didn’t 
open until afternoon, we first went to lunch.  We 
had looked at a couple of menus and went to the 
restaurant of choice which unfortunately was 
not open for lunch.  So, onto the next choice, The 
Blue Stone, where we had some really good food 
and enormous servings.  Derrick and I chose to 
split an eight ounce burger and a huge salad.  
Cathy and Annie made their choices with which 
they were pleased.  We were more than ade-
quately fed!  So off to the Art Show we went.  
There were at least forty-two artists displaying 
their work in a multitude of medias – oil, water-
color, pastel, wood panels, Ceramic mosaics, 
welded steel sculpture and even some political 
cartoons in pen and ink that were timely.  It was 
well worth attending.                             Pat Watson                                                                      

Derrick Boulay, Pat Watson and Annie Winter   

enjoyed eating at  The Blue Stone Restaurant in 

Waitsfield in August 

NCAL 



Woodlands Reflections                                                          September 2017                                                                                 Page 17             

 ACTIVITIES 

“Life is like a camera.  Focus on what’s important, capture the good times, develop from the        

negatives and if things don’t work out, just take another shot.”  Anonymous 

LIKE THE CAISSONES, 
THEY WERE ROLLING ALONG 

 

   Copley Woodlands’ residents had front row 
seats for the Antique Car Parade as the cars 
came down Depot Street on Saturday, August 
12th.  Some of the very old cars had to turn right 
at the bottom of Mountain Road for fear of 
overheating, but a sufficient number completed 
the mapped parade route as it wound past the 
facility, ending at the show site.   Several resi-
dents watched at the bottom of one of two 
driveways or from balconies.  It’s always fun to 
remember owning certain models, particularly 
those built in the late forties and fifties.  Unfor-
tunately, the weather caused the cancellation of 
the Saturday night street festivities and the car 
display on Main Street in Stowe village.  Resi-
dents Annie Winter and Dave and Joy Richards 
have enjoyed the evening’s street activities sev-
eral times.  We always meet friends on the 
street, as well as some staff members, and enjoy 
a close look at the cars on display.  Oh well, 
there’s always next year and hopefully front 
row seats again for the parade.      Dave Richards                           

The car parade as seen from Copley Woodlands 

A CELEBRATION OF DEPARTURES 
 

   At first blush, it may seem odd to say that 
residents gathered on Sunday, August 13th to 
celebrate the departures of residents Dave 
Kamien and Janet Clear.  However, the word 
farewell means a separation of two or more 
people and a separation is an act of separating 
one thing from another.  Ergo, we did not 
gather to bid farewell, for we have no desire 
to be separated.  Indicative of this desire was 
the very special gift of celebration - a framed 
photograph of Copley Woodlands residents 
to remind Dave and Janet of good friends and 
good times.  The social gathering was typical 
of what the residents do for special events – a 
variety of good food and treats and various 
drinks.  The weather was ideal for being on 
the screened porch and a good time was had 
by all.   
  Dave and Janet enjoyed every aspect of be-
ing a resident at Copley Woodlands and are 
only leaving to be nearer to family; Dave to 
Missouri and Janet to New York.  God speed, 
Dave and Janet as you depart on another ad-
venture.  We celebrate our friendships and 
having you as part of our journey.                                          

Dave Richards 

Dave Kamien and Janet Clear each received a 
group photograph of  residents at their party 



Residents and staff members congregated for 
a group photo which then given to Dave 

Kamien and Janet Clear as a remembrance of 
their friends at Copley Woodlands 
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ACTIVITIES 

FLOATING BRIDGE  
BROOKFIELD, VERMONT 

 

   Pat Watson, Dave and Joy Richards and Jack 
Clark had a delightful trip with Cathy Wright, 
as both driver and tour guide, to the Floating 
Bridge in Brookfield, Vermont on Friday,    
August 25th.  The bridge is a unique Vermont 
attraction dating back to 1820.  The original 
wooden bridge closed in 2008 and was           
replaced in 2015 by a “modern design” due to 
the failure of the floatation system. 
   The main surface of the original bridge was 
wood which was under two to three inches of 
water and bathed the vehicles tires while 
crossing.  The wooden structure would creak 
and groan while being used and did not in-
spire confidence that you were going to make 
it across.  The new bridge, made of steel and 
cement, still floats, but does not dip down far 
enough to wet your tires. Floating in conjoined 
sections, it is very stable as you cross over.  
This feature may disappoint some as it sits 

well above the water line making it difficult to 
see it as a floating bridge. This said, it is still 
worth seeing as the location is very pretty and 
there is a small park adjoining the bridge 
which made for a good rest stop. 
   In addition to seeing this unique piece of 
Vermont history, the drive both ways was very 
enjoyable.  From Stowe, we picked up I-89 
south for about twenty miles in a gradual 
climb to exit 5.  We then took VT Route 64 
down to Route 14.  Route 64 is a unique drive 
as it is a very steep descent with many curves 
and with some areas having up to an 11% 
grade.  This road is posted as not recom-
mended for trucks!  Route 14 was beautiful in 
that it is almost canyon like as it follows the 
valley to Route 65.  Route 65 has some un-
paved sections but took us directly to Brook-
field and the Floating Bridge.  Upon leaving, 
we took Stone Road back up to I-89.  Stone 
Road was mostly a dirt road passing by small 
farms and great views – quintessential Ver-
mont.  We then took I-89 north to Montpelier 
and had an excellent lunch at Sarducci’s.  From 
Montpelier, we returned to Stowe via Route 12 
to Morrisville and then Route 100 back to   
Copley Woodlands.  It was a great trip com-
bining a little Vermont history with a scenic 
drive.                                                        Jack Clark 

“It’s true that a picture is worth a thousand words,  

but it’s also true that a word is worth a thousand pictures.”  Marty Johncox 

Pat Watson, Jack 

Clark  and Dave 

and Joy Richards 

stand in front of 

the floating 

bridge in      

Brookfield 
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“No place is boring if you’ve had a good night’s sleep  

and have a pocket full of unexposed film.”  Robert Adams 

ACTIVITIES 

POT LUCK LUNCH 
 

   Something about a Pot luck Lunch reminds 
me of traditions from years ago.  The commu-
nity of sharing or “breaking bread together”  
helps to unify and bond people with not just 
food but conversation and laughter.  We had a 
beautiful day on August 28th for our final Pot 
Luck Lunch of the summer season – warm 
enough that a large group enjoyed the fresh air 
on the screened in porch. 
   There was too much food, as usual.  The gen-
erosity of residents and friends is always re-
markable for this event.  Penny and Gale al-
ways provide the hamburgers and hot dogs.  
Peggy brings her now famous ambrosia salad 
and Steve was flipping burgers at the grill. (Bill 
had to hold down the proverbial fort, but man-
aged to grab a burger.)  It is a real collaborative 
venture for staff and residents. 
   I know everyone enjoys the food and com-
raderie, but as I looked over the tables of people 
and add up the number of years we’ve held this 
event, I realized the importance of and the 
meaning behind “Pot Luck Lunch.”  Until next 
summer…                                           Cathy Wright 

Residents and staff lined up for oodles of    

delicious food at the Pot Luck Lunch 

TRIP TO THE ABBAYE 
 

   On August 31st, Cathy Wright drove Dave 
and Joy Richards and myself to Quebec to the 
Abbaye St. Benoit-du-Lac.  We left Copley 
Woodlands at 8:15 a.m. as planned.  We 
crossed the Canadian border without any 
problem and arrived at the Abbaye just in time 
for the tour we had planned.  A very nice 
guide led us through the monastery explaining 
what parts of the Abbaye were in use for mass 
and private quarters.   One wing of the Abbaye 
is living quarters where all the monks have 
their own cells.  Every Monk has a role in help-
ing to sustain the Abbaye.  Some work in the 
orchards and some make cheese to sell in their 
cheese shop. We were able to hear some of the 
chanting which the Monks do at mass, and 
later some organ music. 
   About 11:30 a.m., we drove to Magog, Que-
bec for lunch at Peches de Pinocchio which 
was wonderful.  We all had Lac Brome Duck 
which looked as delicious as it tasted.  Every-
thing on the menu was in French, but our wait-
ress was patient in explaining it to us so we 
knew what to expect. 
   After lunch we returned to the Abbaye.  We 
were privileged to hear Judith St. Aubin play 
the organ for us.  She is the only person out-
side of the Abbaye who is permitted to play 
the organ.  It was lovely.  We then went to the 
basement store where the Monks sell the 
cheese they make on the premises.   We bought 
several kinds of cheese as they all looked too 
good to resist.   
   Joy and Dave’s friend, Susan Low, who 
joined us at the Abbaye,  introduced us to the 
Abbott, a personal friend of hers.  It was a rare 
treat to meet him.  He is a very charming and 

(Continued on page 20) 



ACTIVITIES 
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(Continued from page 19) 

“Though a new picture gives you a picture of how old you are,  

when you see the old pictures, you remember the young you.”  Ernest Agyemang Yeboah 

and interesting man. 
  It was a very successful trip and we returned 
to Copley Woodlands about 4:30 p.m. 

Annie Winter 

The Abbott, Annie Winter, Dave and Joy     
Richards and Susan Low at the Abbaye St.     

Benoit-du-Lac in August 

BRIDGE TO FRIENDSHIP 
 

   As a youngster, I loved to sit on the foot 
bridge across the creek in our front yard.  As a 
young adult, I remember my first drive across 
the Chesapeake Bay Bridge…after having 
driven the car onto the old ferry that crossed 
the Bay for many years.  Nearly a decade has 
passed since son Mason got married in Flor-
ida and we drove across miles of bridges to 
reach Key West. 
   In recent years, I have discovered a bridge 
to friendship.  When we first visited Copley 
Woodlands, we had dinner with Pat Watson 
and she asked if I played bridge.  Well, Gosh!  
I had played bridge more than fifty-five years 
earlier when I was in college, but I had not 
played a hand in the intervening years.  It 
didn’t take long after we moved in for Pat to 

invite me to play with the Copley bridge ladies 
on Thursday morning.  Thank goodness she 
gave me a copy of “Some Bridge Rules To Live 
By.”  Written by Pat herself, this little two page 
guide got me through many challenging mo-
ments.  In fact, I found great comfort in just 
having it, sight unseen, tucked into my pocket 
as I played those early games.  And for sure, I 
needed all the help I could get. 
   As time passed, I came to know the bridge 
ladies who live at Copley Woodlands.  Of 
course, the doyenne of the crew is Pat Watson.  
She is a player extraordinaire who brings much 
joy to the game.  In addition, there are another 
five of us who come to the Copley Woodlands 
bridge table.  There is Annie Winter, the lady 
from Palm Beach who takes beautiful photo-
graphs of Manhattan, but hates to play one no-
trump.  Gail McCain raised three sons, built 
multiple businesses in Waterbury Center with 
her husband and still had time to hone her 
bridge playing skills.  She is always on the look-
out to bid and make slam.  Jane Lowe is a quiet 
player who deftly bids her contract and seems 
to make all the finesses.  Our newest bridge 
player is Bette Bywater, and I’m hoping that 
she will join our bridge crew. 
  The opportunities to play are legion.  Four of 
us regularly attend the Monday noon lunch and 
afternoon game at the Sunset Grille.  This fif-
teen to twenty person group usually plays three 
tables of bridge for “high stakes”…a dime a 
round to each winning team member!  Then 
there is a four or five table group that plays on 
Tuesday evenings at the church in Waterbury 
Center.  Three of us are pretty regular with that 
group.  From May to October, a duplicate 
group plays at the Country Club of Vermont on 

(Continued on page 21) 
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“Looking at old photographs inundates you with a flood of nostalgic emotions!”  Avijeet Das 

Wednesday afternoons.  Pat and Gail have been 
a team in this group for many a year.  Then on 
Thursday morning from 10:00 a.m. till 12:00 p.m. 
we have a table of four in the game room at 
Copley Woodlands.  This same table hosts an-
other foursome every Saturday morning from 
10:00 a.m. till 12:00 p.m.  So, if you can get all 
your errands done on Friday and Sunday, you 
can play bridge five days a week! 
   Through bridge, I have gotten to know fifteen 
or more new friends.  I have found the game to 
be both relaxing and vexing.  I have learned to 
temper my competitive desire to win in all are-
nas.  I have put a bridge app on my phone and 
love to play at the odd moment.  I am still a con-
servative bidder.  I don’t like to open with 13+ in 
high card points. 
   But the game itself is a bridge – a bridge to 
friendship here at Copley Woodlands.  We are 
always open to and looking for new players.  
Who knows?  Pat tells me that at one time, the 
Copley weekly group played two tables regu-
larly.  Perhaps a two-table-Thursday is in our 
future.  Please consider joining us…we’d love to 
bridge with you!                              Margery Adams 

Pat Watson, Margery Adams, Gail McCain and  

Joanna Caswell enjoying a game of bridge  

SUMMER DINING  
ON THE PORCH 

 

   Executive Chef, Steve Hemenway, and 
Sous Chef Bill Small, take orders from resi-
dents enjoying lunch on the porch. 
   One of the delightful summer perks is din-
ing on Copley Woodlands’ enclosed porch.  
Residents and guests may enjoy lunch or din-
ner while viewing the total vista of the lovely 
courtyard.  Some residents have been heard 
to remark, “It’s a long winter, let’s take ad-
vantage of the porch.”  When the weather is 
appropriate, dining on the porch provides a 
totally different ambience.  Thank you, Steve, 
for providing this “summer perk.”  We will 
store the memory for recall on winter eve-
nings.                                              Dave Richards 

Steve Hemenway takes lunch orders on the porch 

RECENT BOOK DONATIONS  
RECEIVED 

 

   Dave Kamien donated copies of books 
written by his sister, Rose Kamien, who 
writes under the pen name Marcia Rose.  
Rose wrote several best-selling novels, in-
cluding Nurses and Songs My Father Taught 
Me. 

(Continued on page 22) 

(Continued from page 20) 
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“”Songs can be like photos—they hold a memory, a moment,  

and thoughts that keep you warm inside.”  Judy Moore 

(Continued from page 21) 

   Resident poet, Bob Neilson donated a copy of 
one of his collection of poems, Hiyou’s Poems: 
About This And That And Other Things Too. 
Bob was a regular participant in the bi-monthly 
poetry group long before he became a resident 
of Copley Woodlands.  His poems range from 
the humorous to serious and no subject is off 
limits to his wit and satire. 
   Librarian attendant, Joy Richards accepted the 
donations on behalf of all residents.  Many 
books have been donated to the library over the 
years and are appreciated.  The library has been 
arranged by large print, mystery, general fiction, 
biography and history.  New selections are ar-
riving frequently, so browse the library for a 
good read.                                           Dave Richards 

Dave Kamien and Bob Neilson present their 

book donations to Joy Richards 

INVISIBLE MAINTENANCE,  
VISIBILE RESULTS 

 

   A facility such as Copley Woodlands re-
quires constant maintenance – some projects 
quite obvious and some very important, but 
unnoticed. 
   Heavy rains this spring and summer 
proved the need for improving water flow 
from the high slope, leading the water 
around the back driveway.  Very high rain-
fall after the causeway was created showed 
water no longer cascaded over the drive-
way. 
   Penny Davis, Site Manager, determined 
replacing conventional fluorescent light 
bulbs with LED lighting would result in 
savings over the long term.  Over a period, 
fluorescent bulbs were replaced with LED 
bulbs and plug in ballasts that do not re-
quire turning off power to replace. 
   Due to signs of lessening structural integ-
rity, the main pipe for the sprinkler system 
was replaced. 
   Monthly inspections of all deck rails con-
tinues to be carried out to insure the safety 
of residents and guests. 
    Maintenance at Copley Woodlands is on-
going, never finished, and when one task is 
completed, another turns up.  Within the 
parameter of the budget, Penny Davis and 
Dana Severance, Head of Maintenance, have 
the task of determining what gets attended 
to and in what priority. The work, while not 
always visible, is appreciated. 
   A sidebar, dear reader…this resident 
writer has nothing to do with maintenance, 
but is always intrigued with construction 
and how it works.  I must have inherited 

(Continued on page 23) 
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Photographers are violent people.  First they frame you, then they shoot you, then they hang you on 
the wall.  But, if you’re real good, they’ll scrapbook you.”  Author Unknown 

(Continued on from page 22) 

construction genes from my father, a builder by 
trade.  When I see something going on, my curi-
osity is piqued.                                   Dave Richards 

 

Improving water flow in the back parking lot 

Paving of the back and side parking lots and 

the side driveway completes the second phase 

of the paving project.  (See the January 2017 

edition of the Woodlands Reflection          

newsletter for a brief history of macadam.) 

WE COME AND GO 
   Shirley Apperson had lived here for about 
thirteen years, but when her daughter and son-
in-law moved to North Carolina this summer, 
she decided to leave and go also.  Shirley is a 
very thoughtful person.  The day I moved in, 
there was a wreath and a welcome card on my 
door.  I think she did the same for many others.  
She also repaired several pieces of jewelry and 
altered them, for example making a double 
necklace into a single long one and using the 
extra beads to make drop earrings – very clever.  
When Steve and Iwona were married, she made 
all their floral pieces and she made many 
wreaths both for sale and as gifts.  For several 
years, our dining room centerpieces were done 
by her.  Although Shirley was very gregarious, 
she did not join in on community get-togethers, 
but preferred to spend most of her time in her 
condo where she worked on crafts, read, en-
joyed watching TV, etc.  We miss you and wish 
you the best in your new home.          Pat Watson                                                                                                     

(Continued on page 24) 

Dave Kamien came to live here about three 
years ago from New York City because his 
daughter and her husband moved to 
Waterbury and he wished to be near them.  We 
welcomed him gladly as he was a pianist and 
our Friday night “Woodland Warblers” group 
sure needed him.  We were to find out that he 
had a long musical career in Europe in opera, 
theater and in conducting.  We were all inter-
ested in hearing about his time in Cologne, Ger-
many and his trips to other parts of Europe 
while working there.  He proved to be a very 
interesting person and was well liked by all.  
Alas, all good things must end as he left us to 
follow his daughter and son-in-law to Spring-
field, Missouri.  We held a goodbye social for 
him and we will all miss his presence. 

Pat Watson 



WE COME AND GO 
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“The camera is to the Photographer what the pen is to the Writer: a tool to express a vision.” 

Myriam Leforestier 

   We were delighted when we heard that the 
Nuttings would be joining us here at Copley 
Woodlands.  Don and I have known John and 

Ramona Nutting for well over forty years.  I 
can’t remember where or when we actually met, 
but we have children that all went to Harwood 
Union High School in Duxbury back in the early 
1970’s.  Vicky and Steve Nutting graduated the 
same years as our son, Don and Gunner McCain.  
In such small surroundings, it’s hard not to 
know all the kids and most of their parents. 
   John, of course, was known in all of Washing-
ton County for his years in the ministry.  He had 
many friends in the area and still keeps in touch 
with a large number of them.  And Ramona, 
though she has had many careers in and around 
Waterbury, is still best remembered in the office 
of Harwood Union.  I have heard quite a few of 
the kids who attended Harwood comment on 
how well liked and respected she was.  Our boys 
are two of their biggest fans. 
   We have missed having them in Vermont for 
the past few years, but are very glad to have 
them back with us.  We both feel that their being 
here will be a great asset.  John’s sense of humor 
will keep everyone on their toes and Ramona’s 
quiet persona will add a nice calming effect to 
John’s joking. 
   Welcome again from all of us here.  Enjoy!!!    

Gail McCain                                                  

   Janet Clear came to Copley Woodlands from 
Glens Falls, New York to be nearer to her 
daughter Shelly, who lives in Morrisville.  In 
that time, I have come to know her as a person 
with a great sense of humor.  Janet brightens up 
any occasion whether she is going shopping in 
the van, playing poker, attending North Country 
Animal League visits, playing croquet or at meal 
time with her sharp wit.   Janet can be seen 

walking her dog, a Pekingese named Jazz, 
faithfully at regular times during the day.  I 
always know if I look out my office window 
at 10:00 a.m. and 2:00 p.m., I will see them.  
When Janet isn’t busy walking Jazz, she loves 
to read, and do puzzles of all kinds.  Quite 
often, while waiting for other residents to 
finish their grocery shopping, we will both 
sit on the bench in the store and work on the 
daily Jumble and Sudoku puzzles from the 
Burlington Free Press.   
   Recently her brothers’ wife passed away, 
and true to Janet’s caring ways, she has de-
cided to move to his house in Hudson Falls, 
New York to be a companion to him.  I, as 
well as other staff members and residents 
will truly miss her and we wish her the best 
in New York.                                    Gale Martin                                                                                  

NEW WAIT STAFF 
 

   DARIAN DUBIE was born in Burlington, 
VT.  She lives in Morrisville and is a junior at 
Peoples Academy.  She has three brothers, 
two older and one younger.  Her favorite 
subjects are Anatomy and English because 
she has an interest in the medical field and 
enjoys writing.  Her favorite movie is The 
Longest Ride.  Her favorite sport to watch is 
ice hockey and her favorite sports to play are 
soccer and ice hockey.  Her favorite food is 
macaroni and cheese and her favorite dessert 
is tapioca pudding.  Her personal motto is 
“You miss 100% of the shots you don’t take.”  
She wants us to know that she really enjoys  
travelling and that she loves children.  She 
took this job because she “heard a lot of good 
things about working here and wanted to 
have a job where I was able to interact with 
others in a close knit community.”   
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“Photos may give insight into our lives, but memories of those times is what keep them alive.”  Anonymous 

POETRY READING 
 

   In the education system, as well as in life, ac-
tivities ebb and flow (as in come and go) and 
poetry seems to be one of those items in the 
curriculum that falls out of favor.  Certainly 
the majority of students no longer are required 
to commit poems to memory and recite to the 
class.  However, this past winter I watched a 
“poetry slam” on public television that was 
quite an eye opener and contradicts my previ-
ous statement!  These contestants, all local Ver-
mont high school students, could recite poetry 
with real conviction and emotion like pros.  
They were totally into their poems and had re-
hearsed mightily.  It was quite an entertaining 
performance. 
   We too, here at Copley Woodlands, have 
stuck with poetry, meeting twice a month.  We 
read selected poems to the circle of like-
minded residents gathered to keep poetry 
afloat in our lives. 
   Some poetry samples follow: 
   Oakes Ames read a poem written by his 
mother, Evelyn Ames, entitled “Trumpet 
Vine.” (see poem) 
   Derrick Boulay recently read Edgar Allen 
Poe’s “The Raven” and  e. e. cumming’s 
“Impression IV” which has beautiful imagery 
(“the hours rise up putting off stars and it is 
dawn.”) 
   Ann Williams has introduced us to Mattie 
Stepanek (a terminally ill young man who is 
far wiser than his years,) poems “Peace of 
Color” and “Life.”  Mattie counted among his 
friends former President Jimmy Carter, who 
helped publish posthumously, Mattie’s book, 
entitled “Just Peace.” 
   Dave Richards shared Antonia Machado’s 
poem, “Traveler, your footprints.” (“There is 
no road”)…which may be that we make our 
own way.  Machado is ranked among Spain’s 

greatest 20th century poets. 
   Bob Neilson, who often reads poems which 
he has personally written, read Edmund 
Vance Cooke’s poem “How Did You Die.”  It 
is a poem that examines how one lives. 
   Annie Winter, who loves a good laugh and 
joke, shifted gears a little and read poems by 
Jamaican poet, Claude McKay – “After the 
Winter” and “The Tropics in New York” 
about a man’s lament for home. 
   Louise Ames chose to read a New Yorker 
poem entitled “Son,” by Greg Leicher.  It was 
a sad poem of a young son trying to arrange 
some time with his father who had remarried 
and moved away. 
   Following every poetry reading, we come 
away with new insights, new poems to look 
up and new perspectives on life.   

Cathy Wright 

POETRY CORNER 

TRAVELER, YOUR FOOTPRINTS 
 

Traveler, your footprints 
are the only road, nothing else. 

Traveler, there is no road; 
you make your own path as you walk. 

As you walk, you make your own road, 
and when you look back 

you see the path 
you will never travel again. 
Traveler, there is no road; 

only a ship’s wake on the sea. 
 

Antonio Machado 
Submitted by Dave Richards 



POETRY CORNER 
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“Our dreams are made of real things, like a shoebox full of photographs.”  Jack Johnson 

SERENADE 
 

I, too, once came to serenade my love 
In her living room since she had no balcony. 

The sounds I achieved were certainly not dulcet tones, 
But more like mournful, painful groans. 

 

No wonder her dog joined in as though inspired from above 
To accompany me in horrible, howling cacophony. 

Good thing my sister sold my sax, 
Before my loved one gave me the axe. 

 

Bob Neilson  9/19/1996 

FEATHERLESS BAY 
 

The light on the sea cast a shadow, 
The breakers turned sullen and grey 

As they pitched over rocks in the stillness 
On their way to Featherless Bay. 

 

I observed from a branch of beach treacle 
How the glitter wasps drank from the sea 

And the foaming sand hissed at their swarming 
Then washed to the color of scree. 

 

Believer vines clung to still tree trunks 
As the sentinel swords watched the bay. 
The wind brought an odor of freedom 

Yet came but could not go away. 
 

The digger trees moaned in the forest, 
On the bluff grew the dry swizzle grass. 

Below me red sand slipped its fingers 
Through roots of dark sea scroll and ash. 

 

I remember how time kept its silence, 
How no other bird happened my way 
As I sat on a branch of beach treacle 

As I lived in Featherless Bay. 
 

Derrick Boulay 

TRUMPET VINE 
 

What lovely news does it proclaim 
With its vermilion cry? 

From lifted horns, what sounds of flame, 
What fanfares fill the sky? 

 

Out of each curving, petalled brim, 
From myriad honeyed throats, 

There swells a festive summer hymn 
Of such enchanted notes. 

 

That it evokes from heaven knows where 
The proof of what was heard, 

And conjures out of quivering air 
An emerald humming-bird. 

 

Evelyn Ames 
Submitted by Oakes Ames 
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“We take photos as a return ticket to a moment otherwise gone.”   Katie Thurmes 

WE CELEBRATE 
 

   Congratulations to Tom McKenna.  His 
book, Kontum: The Battle To Save South Viet-
nam, was referenced in a pictorial review of 
the Vietnam War.                            Dave Richards 
 
 

   Congratulations to Sara Hoadley, daughter 
of Bob And Teresa Hoadley.  Sara graduated 
with honors from Lamoille Union High School 
in June and was awarded the Alfred M. Per-
sico, Vermont Land Steward, Vermont Land 
Trust, Vermont Community Foundation and 
Stowe Rotary awards.  Sara will enter the Ver-
mont Technical School in Randolph this fall.              

Dave Richards                                                                           

THE LIGHTER SIDE 
 

THIS SENIOR CITIZEN HAS A “SENIOR 
MOMENT” AND COMES TO A  

HILARIOUS REALIZATION 
 

Recently, I was diagnosed to A.A.A.D.D. – 
Age Activated Attention Deficit Disorder 

 

This is how it manifests:  I decide to water my 
garden.  As I turn on the hose in the driveway, 
I look over at my car and decide it needs wash-
ing.  As I start toward the garage, I notice the 
mail on the porch table that I brought up from 
the mail box earlier.  I decide to go through the 
mail before I wash the car.  I lay my car keys 
on the table, put the junk mail in the garbage 
can under the table, and notice that the can is 
full.  So, I decide to put the bills back on the 
table and take out the garbage first.  But then I 
think, since I’m going to be near the mailbox 
when I take out the garbage anyway, I may as 
well pay the bills first.  I take my check book 
off the table, and see that there is only one 
check left.  My extra checks are in my desk in 
the study, so I go inside the house to my desk 

where I find the can of Pepsi I’d been drink-
ing.  I’m going to look for my checks, but first 
I need to push the Pepsi aside so that I don’t 
accidently knock it over.  The Pepsi is getting 
warm, and I decide to put it in the refrigerator 
to keep it cold.  As I head toward the kitchen 
with the Pepsi, a vase of flowers on the 
counter catches my eye – they need water.  I 
put the Pepsi on the counter and discover my 
reading glasses that I’ve been searching for all 
morning.  I decide I better put them back on 
my desk, but first I’m going to water the flow-
ers.  I set the glasses back down on the 
counter, fill a container with water and sud-
denly spot the TV remote.  Someone left it on 
the kitchen table.  I realize that tonight when 
we go to watch TV, I’ll be looking for the re-
mote, but I won’t remember that it’s on the 
kitchen table, so I decide to put it back in the 
den where it belongs, but first I’ll water the 
flowers.  I pour some water in the flowers, but 
quite a bit of it spills on the floor.  So, I set the 
remote back on the table, get some towels and 
wipe up the spill.  Then, I head down the hall 
trying to remember what I was planning to 
do.  At the end of the day: the car isn’t 
washed, the bills aren’t paid, there is a warm 
can of Pepsi sitting on the counter, the flowers 
don’t have enough water, there is still only 
one check in my check book, I can’t find the 
remote, I can’t find my glasses, and I don’t 
remember what I did with the car keys.  Then, 
when I try to figure out why nothing got done 
today, I’m really baffled because I know I was 
busy all the damn day, and I’m really tired.  I 
realize this is a serious problem, and I’ll try to 
get some help for it, but first I’ll check my e-
mail….  Do me a favor.  Forward this message 
to everyone you know, because I don’t re-
member who the hell I’ve sent it to.  Don’t 
laugh – if this isn’t you yet, your day is com-
ing! 

Submitted by Gale Martin 



    In the January 2016 issue of  Woodlands Reflections, I noted that it was our biggest issue ever at 22 pages.  
Since then we have surpassed that twice with 24 pages in each of the September 2016 and January 2017 issues.  
This issue has a grand 28 pages which is a true testament that we have  a multitude of interesting activities to 
do thanks to Cathy Wright.  It is also a testament that we have residents who truly love living here and getting 
involved and who have lived interesting lives which they write about.  We look forward to the eleven new resi-
dents who will be joining us in the next couple of months and hopefully they love to write also! 

   Many thanks to those who contributed to this issue with their personal stories as well as writing about ac-
tivities, interviewing new residents, writing about those who have, or are going to be moving away, as well as 
things which in general, just interest you.  A big shout out to: Tom McKenna, Annie Winter, Dave Richards, 
Joy Richards, Bob Neilson, Kai Winter, Ann Williams, Pat Watson, Margery Adams, Gail McCain, Oakes 
Ames and Cathy Wright for your articles.                                                                                          Gale Martin 

Happy Reading! 

 

Co-Editors—Gale Martin and Cathy Wright 

Publisher—Gale Martin 

Photographers—Gale Martin, Cathy Wright 

Annie Winter and Dave Richards  

On the Internet via copleywoodlands.com 
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NOT SPONTANEOUSLY GENERATED 

 

   Ancient Egyptian belief in spontaneous generation was widely held.  After the Nile River would 
flood its delta, large numbers of mice would plague the country.  Not knowing that meadow mice 
had two to six litters a year and each litter producing six to thirteen young, the ancient Egyptians 
believed that the mice arose directly from the soil.  The mice were simply leaving the flooded delta 
in search of dry nesting sites. 
   It is difficult to think anyone would believe the Copley Woodlands newsletters are spontaneously 
generated.  It does behoove us, however, to consider the work generated in producing our wonder-
ful newsletter.  It is not necessary to enumerate the several steps necessary for submission of articles 
to become a formatted newsletter such as the one you are now reading.  It is incumbent upon us, 
however, to pause after enjoying a particularly issue and thank those responsible for bringing every-
thing to “a wrap.”  So, thanks to Gale Martin and Cathy Wright, your efforts are greatly appreciated.   

Dave Richards 


