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CELEBRATING FALL 
 

     The first days of school our teachers asked us to tell or write about what we had done that summer. 
There were road trips—on two-lane highways—to visit cousins. We drove past fallow cornfields and 
vegetable stands. We camped, fished, and paddled in ponds.  

     But perhaps what we remember best are the games we played with friends before there were televi-
sions, elaborate toys, and playgrounds. This wonderful Winslow Homer painting, Crack the Whip, was a 
wild romp on a fall day. There were many similar games such as Swing the Statue, Squeaky Sprinkler, 
Horse Basket Ball, Red Light, Green Light, Red Rover, Hoops, Double Jump Rope, Murder in the Dark, 
Catch the Shadow, Sardines, Flashlight Tag, Kickball, Kick the Can, Tops, Marbles, Jacks, Mumbly Peg, 
Four Square Ball, Hopscotch, Capture the Flag, and King of the Hill. We put on Punch and Judy puppet 
shows, skits and plays, mock weddings, elaborate funerals for dead animals found in the woods, and pet 
shows. We may no longer be up to bicycle races and cartwheels, but we can still celebrate the golden 
days of fall. Enjoy!                                                                                                                                     Ann Dwyer 

“America has the best politicians money can buy”  Will Rogers  
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OUR STORIES 

“Don’t go around saying the world owes you a living.  The world owes you nothing.  It was here first.”  Mark Twain 

MARK TWAIN'S "ROOM" 

     Mark Twain spent his summers in Elmira, NY, 
his wife Olivia Langdon's hometown. On the 
Langdon family farm, in the middle of a field, his 
in-laws built a small, octagon-shaped building 
for him. It was a quiet, private "room" where he 
could be alone and write without distractions or 
interruptions. This structure is still standing but 
it is now in the middle of the Elmira College cam-
pus. It has become a tourist attraction.  

     Mark Twain, his wife Olivia Landon Clemens, 
and other members of the Clemens and Langdon 
families are buried in Woodlawn Cemetery in 
Elmira. Over a hundred years after his death, his 
enjoyment of cigars and whiskey is still remem-
bered by his fans. Some of them apparently want 
to share a cigar and a glass of whiskey with their 
favorite author. They leave boxes of Mark Twain 
brand cigars—some half-smoked— and bottles of 
Old Crow whiskey—some half empty—at his 
grave. The people who leave cigars usually leave 
matches also, so the author can light the gift ci-
gars. The Chemung County Historical Society 
collects all the items left at Mark Twain's grave 
and displays them in a case near the front door of 
the museum.                                          Eleanor Paris 

Mark Twain’s “Room” 

Photo by Eleanor Paris 

MY PROUDEST MOMENT 

     Sewall and Arthur Williams sailed for Europe in 
1944 where Sewall served with the 10th Mountain 
Division in Italy and Arthur served as an ambu-
lance driver with the 4th Moroccan Mountain Divi-
sion of the 1st French Army. Both brothers volun-
teered at age 18 to go to Europe during the Second 
World War. 

     The above photo shows Arthur escorting his 
brother Sewall to Grand Central Station in New 
York City from an army hospital where he was re-
cuperating from a severe case of polio contracted in 
the northern Italian mountains of Italy while fight-
ing with the famed 10th Mountain Division. 

     On the way to Grand Central Station during 
rush hour in NYC, a policeman saw Sewall on 
crutches swinging two useless legs across 42nd 
Street and immediately stopped all traffic to let the 
soldier go across the street. Not a horn blew and 
not a word was called out from taxis and cars 
when they saw the severely injured soldier trying 
to cross the street. It was my proudest moment—to 
be with my brother, going home at the end of the 
war.                                                       Arthur Williams 

Arthur and Sewall Williams 

(Left to right) 



 

BOB LENTZ RESIGNS AS A TRUSTEE 

OF WARREN ACADEMY 

 
     Bob Lentz has resigned as a trustee of Warren 
Academy in Woburn, Massachusetts. In their let-
ter accepting Bob's resignation, the trustees said: 
 

     "The Trustees of Warren Academy accept your 
resignation as Trustee with regret. We express 
our grateful thanks to you for your remarkable 
44 years of volunteer service and your devotion 
to our purpose of granting scholarships to quali-
fying college-bound Woburn Memorial High 
School Students. Your leadership as President for 
24 years further demonstrates your commitment 
to the mission of serving Woburn's youth. 
 

     We will miss your input and assistance." 

     The residents of Copley Woodlands congratulate you, Bob, 

and thank you for your many years of volunteer service to such 

an important cause. 

“Politics has got so expensive that it takes lots of money to even get beat with nowadays.”   Will Rogers, 1931  

OUR STORIES 
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GUESS WHO 

 

     Back in the early 1930's, the Curtis Publishing 
Company hired individuals to sell their maga-
zines. This resident had a magazine route and 
delivered the weekly Saturday Evening Post each 
Saturday afternoon to his customers. He rode his 
bike and carried a bag over his shoulder on his 
route. He saved his money and occasionally 
treated himself to a five - cent ice cream cone at 
Mackey's drugstore. He also won prizes from the 
company through his sales.  

     One cold, rainy Saturday night, he was deter-
mined to deliver the issue to a special customer. 
Due to the weather, his mother drove him in the 
car to make this delivery. His customers were 
always impressed with his reliability in bringing 
them their magazine each week.   

     A family friend, Mrs. Hannah Walker, was an 
artist. She thought he looked so cute with his 
curly red hair, sailor cap, blue jeans, and maga-
zine bag that she wanted to paint his portrait. He 
posed for her several times after school. She al-
ways treated him with lemonade and cookies for 
being still while she painted his picture. 

     A few years ago, this portrait was shown in an 
art exhibit in honor of "Miss Hannah" Walker. It 
was among approximately 50 of her pictures that 
were brought together from various family and 
friends. It was a thrill for this resident to stand by 
his portrait during the show. 

     Can you guess who he is?   

 

 

GUESS 

WHO 



 

bastards grind you down!" A friend of mine who 
is a Classics professor at UVM includes at the 
bottom of his emails, "Pellem anguinam ubi 
videris, tollito et condito, ne quaeras cum 
opus siet." ("When you see a snake skin, pick it 
up and save it so you won't have to hunt for one 
when you need it.") Wisdom from Ancient Rome! 

     Miss Kelly was not my favorite teacher and I 
was not her best student. That honor went to one 
of my classmates—and a girlfriend—Ann H. 
Miss Kelly told Ann, "You major in Latin in col-
lege and then come back and take my job when I 
retire." Ann did that but when she returned with 
a BA in Latin, Miss Kelly told her, "I'm not ready 
to retire yet." Ann needed a job and finally found 
one in Eustis, a small town in the flat, hot, muggy 
interior of Florida. Some years later Miss Kelly 
did retire and Ann got her job. She said it was an 
interesting experience to call roll on the first day 
of school and have the children of her own class-
mates now in her own high school Latin class.  

     Ann H. had a somewhat tragic life. Her father 
was a drunkard and her mother favored her 
older sister in every way. Ann married and had 
three children, was widowed at 30, remarried, 
had another daughter, and died at 45. In 1986, 
her mother came to my mother's funeral and in-
vited me to visit her while I was in town. In her 
home I admired a beautiful and unusual small 
table and Mrs. H. said, "When Miss Kelly died, 
she left that to Ann."                           Tom McKenna                          

OUR STORIES 
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“Age is matter of mind over matter.  If you don’t mind, it doesn’t matter.”  Mark Twain 

THE LATIN TEACHER 

     September reminds me of school and school 
reminds me of teachers—sometimes one particu-
lar teacher. 

     Our tenth-grade Latin teacher at Clearwater 
(Florida) High School, Miss Martha Kelly, was a 
tall, stern looking spinster, who seemed very old 
to her students. She had a crusty exterior but, as 
we eventually realized, a heart of gold. I took 
Latin only because it was required but later con-
sidered it one of my most useful high school 
classes.  

     Miss Kelly taught us the Latin root words and 
the prefixes and suffixes. Trying to find some fun 
in it after memorizing a lot of Latin irregular 
verbs, some of us learned, "Mica, Mica, parva 
stella; Miror quaenam sis tam bella." (Twinkle, 
Twinkle, Little Star.) If Miss Kelly came into her 
classroom late, she would often find some bad 
boy (Not me! Honest.) had written something like, 
"Latina est morta lingua," on the blackboard. She 
would smile and patiently explain why Latin was 
not a dead language and how it was still very 
much alive in modern American English. Know-
ing the Latin "root" words, we could recognize the 
many modern English words that were derived 
from Latin. Many of the formal or scientific names 
of our diseases, our plants, and our body parts are 
in Latin. Although we may call him, "Rex," even 
the family dog is, "canus familiarus." When I lived 
in Naples for a year I spent many weekends stroll-
ing around the ruins of Pompeii and Hercula-
neum. At the entrance to one ruined ancient Ro-
man villa there was a mosaic depicting a ferocious 
chained dog and the warning, "CAVE 
CANEM" (Beware of the dog!) 

     When I was in the army, if we wanted to en-
courage a friend suffering under a bad superior -
or two—we would advise him, "Illegitimi non car-
borundum!" We interpreted that as, "Don't let the 

Cave Canem 



 

   SUMMER CAMP 

     When I was only seven years old, my father—who at that point was a bachelor and probably wanted 
his summer alone so he could spend it with women of his choice—sent me off to summer camp in Maine. 
The camp was on a beautiful lake where we went swimming, sailing, and canoeing.  We lived in big tents 
that slept eight of us and had canvas sides that could be rolled up or down depending on the weather. 

     There was a rule that you had to stay a month. I was miserable, cried myself to sleep at night, and 
wished I could go home.  At last my month was up and I could go back to my grandparents' home on 
lovely Long Island.  I was too young for camp. 

     When I was ten my father remarried and I decided to give Camp Mudgekeewis one more try. What a 
difference a few years make! This time I stayed the whole summer and took full advantage of all the camp 
had to offer: swimming, sailing, canoeing trips, tennis, Sunday night music, , and mountain climbing. It 
was here that I fell in love with horseback riding. To this day I remember my happy summer at Camp 
Mudgekeewis on the shores of beautiful Lake Kayser in Maine. I wouldn't have missed it for the world.                                                                                                                                                              

Pat Moore 
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“Everything is changing.  People are taking their comedians seriously, and the politicians as a joke, 
when it used to be vice versa.”  Will Rogers  

OUR STORIES 

NORTH COUNTY ANIMAL LEAGUE PET MENAGERIE 

     NCAL volunteers bring dogs and cats and puppies and kittens for us to enjoy the second Wednesday 
of  each month at 2:00 PM.   So far  this summer we’ve seen Abner, Oz and Paul, Ingrid and Bumble, who 
we hope have all been successfully adopted.  We look forward to their next visit on Wednesday, October 
10th. 

Left:  Lois Nichols 

with “Abner” 

 

Right:  Marion Festa 

with “Oz” 

 

Photos by Gale Martin 
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“It is better to remain silent and be thought a fool than to open one’s mouth and remove all doubt.”  Mark Twain  

MORE NCAL PHOTOS 

Shirley Apperson with “Ingrid” Pat Moore with “Bumble” 

Photos by Gale Martin 

Ralph Perry with one of the two turkeys 

he bagged this summer 

Photo by Alice Perry 

Cathy Wright , Tom McKenna, Ann Dwyer and Ann 

Williams enjoyed a picnic on the Rec Path one beau-

tiful day this summer! 
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his documentary. One of the tunes for the Mark 
Twain story sounded familiar to me because I 
learned it in grade school. It's Sweet Betsy from Pike, 
an 1849 American folk song about the pioneers 
headed west. There are many verses but here's one I 
remember: 

Do you remember sweet Betsy from Pike, 

Who crossed the wide prairie with her husband Ike. 

With two yoke of oxen and one spotted hog, 

A tall Shanghai chicken and an old yellow dog. 

                         

                                                Tom McKenna 

                                          

“Be careful about reading health books.  You may die of a misprint.”  Mark Twain 

A MARK TWAIN DOCUMENTARY 

     In August we watched a Ken Burns docu-
mentary about Mark Twain, one of America's 
most famous authors. His real name was Sam-
uel Longhorn Clemens but after trying a few 
other pen names he assumed the nom de 
plume "Mark Twain." That was what the men 
who cast a lead weight on a line to measure the 
depth of the Mississippi River called out when 
it was two fathoms (12 feet) deep, a safe depth 
for river boats.  

     Twain is best known for his two novels Ad-
ventures of Tom Sawyer and a sequel Adventures 
of Huckleberry Finn, which were set in his home-
town of Hannibal, Missouri. One of the com-
mentators in the documentary was Ron Pow-
ers, a current Vermont author who grew up in 
Hannibal, Missouri. My favorite Mark Twain 
book is Life on the Mississippi, about his training 
and life as a riverboat pilot. Kaiser Wilhelm of 
Germany liked that book so much that, when 
Twain was on his European tour, the Kaiser 
invited him to come to dinner to discuss his 
book. The Mississippi pilots had to memorize 
exactly where every bend, sandbar, and snag 
was located along 1,200 miles of the river, learn 
it in both directions, and learn how it would 
look at night or in winter—and the river was 
constantly changing its course. Life on the Mis-
sissippi describes this difficult learning process 
and also contains some good yarns.  

     Ken Burns showed us that Mark Twain was 
a complex man. He was a humorist, a wit, and 
a cynic. He was a poor businessman and re-
peatedly spent himself to the brink of bank-
ruptcy. He was also a reluctant but popular lec-
turer and needed to return to the lecture circuit 
again and again to rescue himself from  finan-
cial ruin. 

     As usual, Ken Burns chose appropriate back-
ground music to describe the period covered in 

ACTIVITIES 

TEA AND READ 

     This was our first Tea and Read and the after-
noon was lovely for us as we enjoyed the screened 
in porch and sipped tea and munched on cookies.  
We took turns, going around the circle reading or 
discussing the articles or books we each had chosen 
to share. 

     Marge read an article on the benefits of aging 
well.  The article pointed out that people over 50 are 
generally happier than younger people.  They also 
handle their emotions better and are less likely to 
agonize over loss.  The article went on to say that 
among air traffic controllers, the older controllers 
are better at their jobs—probably due to the afore 
mentioned traits. 

     Lois is enjoying the Fiery Trial: Abraham Lincoln 
and American Slavery, the Pulitzer Prize for History 
winner about Lincoln's dealings during the Civil 
War and the impact and transformation the abolish-
ment of slavery had on the economy of the South.  
Lois, a Northerner and a lover of history, is finding 
the book most interesting and gives it high marks. 

                                                  (continued on page 8) 



     Tom, also a lover of history and all things 
Civil War, is reading the series on The Vicks-
burg Campaign by Edwin Bearss, noted author-
ity on the Civil War.  The story reveals the 
strategic importance the Mississippi River and 
the city of Vicksburg had to both the North 
and the South and the conflicts to control 
them.  

     Marcia shared three quotes on love. This 
simple four-letter word, often bandied about, 
but which has incredible power and meaning, 
is “The work for what all other work is but a 
preparation”, was well received and gave us 
something on which to reflect.   

     Pat brought a treasured book made by her 
daughter about the family’s special retreat, 
Monehegan Island, Maine.  Pat’s husband's 
family purchased the island (less than 1 mile 
long and ½ a mile wide) in 1777. Other Copley 
Woodlands residents knew about the island 
and had gone by ferry to vacation there. 

     Jane feels inspired by the author Van Jones’ 
book titled “Rebuilding the Dream”.  His phi-
losophy is that we can all share in the dream 
through hard work and playing by the rules. 
You can live with dignity, you can prosper, 
care for your loved ones, and pave the way for 
a better life, while also caring for the more vul-
nerable among us.  So simple a concept, one 
wonders, yet so hard to achieve in reality. 

     Florence shared General George Washington 
by Ron Chernow and was struck by how par-
ticular Washington was with his attire.  He 
had his clothes tailored in England, which is 
ironic in that this fledgling country was at war 
with England, but it seems he would have it 
so. Florence also said that although he never 
had children of his own, Washington was a 
very generous man and a loving father to his 
wife Martha’s four children from a previous 

 

ous marriage.  Florence said the book was over 
800 pages of history. 

     It would appear that the bulk of our reading 
leans towards the historic.  We all had a good time 
and we plan on continuing with the monthly “Tea 
and Read,” so everyone should be thinking of 
their next piece to bring and share with the group 
at “Tea and Read.”        

Cathy Wright                                                                                                                                                  
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“This country has gotten where it is in spite of politics, not by the aid of it.  That we have carried as 
much political bunk as we have and still survived shows we are a super nation.”  Will Rogers  1932 

TEA AND READ (CON’T) 

THE PLANTS IN OUR  
RAISED PLANTERS 

   You have probably seen and appreciated the beautiful 
flowers in the raised planters. Agnes Lintermann wrote 
the following description so we can identify them. 

   In the center of the planter are deep yellow and 
lemon colored marigolds with pretty pom-pom 
like flower heads and trailing nasturtiums. Ann 
Bitterman planted these. 

   My crazy-quilt flower garden has in the center a 

big multi-colored coleus, which looks kind of pom-
pous; on the left a bouquet of pink cosmos and on 
the right and spread in between, white cosmos. I 
like cosmos because they have pretty, fern-like 
leaves.  

   Around the coleus are also long-stemmed, blue-

violet ageratum.  

   To fill in empty spaces I planted Beard Tongue, a 
dainty plant with small dark-green leaves and 
dainty hanging, multicolored blooms that look like 
miniature snapdragons. 

   Then to the left there is a taller plant called pen-

stemon. It has a straight stem with hanging, pin-
white, trumpet-like blooms. 

   To the right are two bushy plants called an-

geloma which have lots of daisy-like, white  
blooms with a bit of dark blue in the centers. 



 

 

   Around the edges are a number of small white, 
yellow, and orange zinnias.  

   Some small dahlias in different colors did not 
survive because of slugs. They were replaced with 
yellow/orange mums and white mums.  

   I wanted this little spot to be a kaleidoscope of 
color to enjoy. 

Agnes Lintermann 
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“A person who won’t read has no advantage over one who can’t read.”   Mark Twain 

RAISED PLANTERS (CON’T) 

Agnes Lintermann’s Flower Garden  

Ann Bittermann’s marigolds and nastursiums 

One of many of Marion Festa’s tomatoes 

Pat Moore’s sunflowers 

Photos by Gale Martin 
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“If you tell the truth, you don’t have to remember anything.”  Will Rogers  

HOW TO AVOID FALLING 

 

     An accidental fall can have serious consequences. You may remember a childhood fall on your bicy-
cle that left you with painful scrapes on your knees or elsewhere and maybe even a broken arm. As we 
grow older, our bones become weaker and more prone to breaks at the same time our muscles and bal-
ance are also weakening. A bad combination! So we need to learn and practice ways to avoid falling. 

     Ann Dwyer, who had two falls resulting in broken bones in August, advises; "Focus, focus, focus on 
one thing at a time. Concentrate on what you are doing and move slowly."  

     If you are lying down and want to stand to walk or move to a walker or wheelchair, first move to a 
sitting position with your feet on the floor. Before you stand, be certain you are confident with sitting 
and ready to stand. Then before you walk or start moving to a walker or wheelchair, be certain you are 
confident about that move. This is especially important at night if there is reduced lighting and you may 
be sleepy. Be certain you are oriented as to where you are and where you want to go. Eleanor Paris says 
she wiggles her toes to be certain her legs and feet are awake. This is also recommended by a physical 
therapist who advises; While sitting or standing with support, lift your toes while keeping your heels on 
the floor. Alternate between your left and right feet and do it for 15 repetitions. It's good for the circula-
tion!  

     Florence Taylor has worked out a system to move from her living room chair to her scooter or a 
wheel chair and back by, "Always supporting each foot with a hand." She places a hand on the wheel-
chair or living room chair before lifting her corresponding foot. Florence also has a set of strong hand-
rails on either side of her bed. They are connected by a bar running between her mattress and springs. 
This provides a solid, stable handhold when getting in or out of bed.  

     With the possible exception of falling onto your bed, there is no good place to fall. Two of the most 
dangerous places to fall are your kitchen and your bathroom because they both have slippery floors and 
hard-surface counters and fixtures. So be especially careful there and use the grab bars in your bath-
room.  

     Some other measures you should keep in mind are: 

 

     Don't walk or go up and down stairs while wearing your reading glasses—or while reading. 

 

     Have adequate nightlights so you do not stumble in the dark. 

 

     Ordinary socks slip on smooth floors so wear something that will not slip on linoleum floors. 

 

     Move or remove entirely any rugs you might trip on. 

 

                                                                                                                                                                Tom McKenna 
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“Coolidge made less speeches and got more votes than any man that ever ran.  (William Jennings)  Bryan 

was listened to and cheered by more people than any single human being in politics, and he lost.  So there is a 

doubt just whether talking does you any good or harm.”  Will Rogers,  1928 

POETRY CORNER 

A SENIOR’S GARDEN OF VERSES—COURTESY OF BURMA SHAVE 

Every shaver now can snore 

Six more minutes than before.  

 

Does your husband misbehave 

Grunt and grumble, rant and rave?  

 

Are your whiskers when you wake 

Tougher than a two-bit steak?    

 

The answer to a maiden’s prayer  

Is not a chin of stubby hair. 

 

Within this vale of toil and sin 

Your hair grows bald, but not your chin. 

 

He had the ring, he had the flat, 

But she felt his chin and that was that.  

 

Pity all the mighty Caesars.  

They pulled each whisker out with tweezers. 

Cutie invited to varsity hop 

Guy full of whiskers, party a flop.  

 

Whiskers long made Samson strong 

But Samson’s gal— She did him wrong.  

 

His tenor voice she thought divine 

Till whiskers scratched Sweet Adeline. 

 

The whale put Jonah down the hatch 

But coughed him up because he scratched . 

 

If Crusoe’d kept his chin more tidy 

He might have found a lady Friday.  

 

Ben met Anna, made a hit  

Neglected beard, Ben-Anna split.   

 

       

Submitted by Harriett Irwin several years ago 



 

 

IN MEMORIUM 

   Ruth Berry Cunningham, who formerly lived in 
Copley Woodlands, died peacefully on Thursday, 
August 20, 2012 at The Manor in Morrisville. 

   She was born in Boston, Massachusetts on Novem-
ber 21, 1917.  Her parents were Fred and Eleanor 
Ellis.  Ruth graduated from Bryant and Stratton Sec-
retarial School and worked as a secretary for Mon-
santo, also for Myron E. Wing Realtors, and was 
working in the school superintendent’s office in 
Reading, Massachusetts when she retired. 

     She lived in Stowe for the past few years and was 
a member of the Stowe Community Church where a 
celebration of Ruth’s life was held on Saturday, Sep-
tember 8, 2012. 

     Ruth Cunningham will be greatly missed by all 
Copley Woodlands residents who knew her. 

 

Tom McKenna 
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“We cuss Congress, and we joke about ‘em, but they are all good fellows at heart, and if they wasn’t in Con-
gress, why, they would be doing something else against us that might be even worse.”  Will Rogers 

Bridge Social 

At Copley Woodlands 

Friday, October 12th 

1:30—3:30 PM 

Call 253—7200 to reserve seats 

for you and your partner  

By October 8th. 

FLU SHOTS 

A FLU SHOT CLINIC 

WILL BE HELD AT COPLEY WOODLANDS 

ON MONDAY, OCTOBER 15TH 

1:00  - 2:00 PM FOR RESIDENTS 

2:00—3:00 PM FOR THE PUBLIC 

Ruth Cunningham at our Halloween Wine Party 



OUR NEW DINING ROOM STAFF 

 

ABBY BOURNE 
 

     Abby Bourne lives in Morrisville, is 17 years old and in the 12th grade. She likes running, dancing, and 
any kind of art.  

     Abby says, "I want to go to college and become a graphic design artist." 

 

 

 

TRISTAN PIERCE 
 

     Tristan lives in Waterbury, is 16 years old and in the 11th grade. He attends Harwood Union High 
School. He likes working and hanging out socially with friends. 

     Tristan says, "I want to be a nurse or a physician's assistant." 

 

 

 

DIAMOND RAE BEGIN 
 

     Diamond is 17 and a senior at Stowe High School. She lives with her mother, father, and sister on a 
farm full of calves. Her favorite color is green. 

     She would like to go to Dartmouth to study childhood development. 

 

 

 

LEESA GRAVEL 

 

     Leesa is 16, lives in Wolcott, and attends Peoples Academy.  She has a younger brother who attends 
Stowe High School. 

     After high school, Leesa would like to attend Georgia Southwestern State University.  She wants to be 
a physical therapist when she is older. 
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“I don’t think either one of them knows what it’s all about, to be honest with you. 

Both sides are doing nothing but just looking toward the next election.  Will Rogers, 1935 
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Ann Dwyer—Editor 

Gale Martin—Publisher 

On the Internet via  copleywoodlands.com 

EDITORIAL 

     The editor of the Woodlands Reflections, Ann Dwyer, is in Berlin Health and Rehab where she is re-

covering from a hip replacement and other broken bones caused by falls.  We wish her a speedy recovery. 

     Special thanks to the following who contributed their stories, wrote articles, loaned illustrations, did 

proofreading, or helped in other ways so we could produce this issue of your newsletter:  Gale Martin,  

Ann Dwyer,  Tom McKenna, Marge Sands, Bob Lentz, Pat Moore, Ann Bittermann, Eleanor Paris, Arthur 

Williams, Florence Taylor, Cathy Wright, Rosie Arnold, Agnes Lintermann and Alice Perry 




