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     The first snowflakes are barely visible as they murmur and float and disappear into the still-warm 
earth.  But during the night the temperature plummets, and the first light of day parts the dawn with 
an unaccustomed brightness.  Under cover of darkness the snow has stealthily fallen––veiling, cover-
ing, sliding under open windows, seeping through chinks in the barn siding, drifting wherever win-
ter‘s fingers can reach.  The house is warmed by a sun that seems reluctant to take on the task.  It rises 
late and departs early, dipping out of sight behind the hill soon after the yellow school bus has thrown 
its bright reflection back at the western sky. 

     Before daylight the plows are out clearing the accumulation of soft snow.  The heavy trucks lumber 
along the road swirling white dust across their yellow beams. While we sleep, tucked under down 
quilts, the orange light blinks briefly on the bedroom wall, and the sound of the plow fades into the 
approaching dawn.                                                                                                                                  Lilias Hart 

“Oh winter, I crown thee king of intimate delights, fireside enjoyments.”  William Cowper 
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ALLEY CAT 

     A woman came to me and told me about a 
kitty.  The kitty was alone all winter.  She had 
no one to help her.  All winter she took care of 
herself.  I had to come up with something won-
derful.  She was needy.  The more I thought 
about it, I knew I would like to have her.  I 
named her Alley Cat.  I didn‘t know how much 
this kitty would mean to me.  She loves me so 
much. She goes to bed with me at night.  She 
wants to go to bed early.  In the morning she 
jumps out of bed. She communicates with eve-
ryone. She loves everybody.  She is beautiful.  It 
is difficult for me to express my feelings for this 
kitty.  This was meant to happen.         

                                                       Ruth Cunningham                                                                             

DOWN MEMORY LANE ~ OUR STORIES 

“Winter came down to our house one night—and we were children again.”   Bill Morgan Jr. 

Ruth’s kitty — “Alley Cat” 

A TRIP TO REMEMBER 

     A few years ago my two sisters-in-law, An-
nie Winter and Hanne Williams, and I took a 
trip to Hanne‘s birthplace, Copenhagen, Den-
mark.  It was a delight for everyone.  Copenha-
gen is a busy, colorful  city with almost every-
one riding bicycles or walking. With the help of 
Hanne‘s family we saw many places of interest 
including the fabulous museum ―Louisianna.‖ 
We took a train to Odense, the home of Hans 
Christian Anderson.  It was charming and col-
orful, with many restaurants serving delicious 
meals in Tivoli Gardens and by the sea. 

     We then traveled to Stockholm, Sweden. 
Hanne was an excellent guide and spoke the 
language, which was a great help. Stockholm is 
a very cosmopolitan city, more formal than Co-
penhagen.  We took an archipalago tour boat to 
see the different islands. We visited Djurgan-
den with its museums and aquarium, and  Juni-
backen, a children‘s paradise with Pippi Long-
stockings.   

     This was a trip to remember, with many spe-

cial thoughts of Hanne.                    Ann Williams  

 

―Sisters—In –Laws‖ 

Left:  Hanne  Williams 

in Copenhagen 

Below:  Ann Williams 

and Annie Winter 

during their trip to 

Denmark and Sweden 



 

AN UNUSUAL CHRISTMAS 

     The year was 1946, the month December.  We 
were in San Francisco, excited as we prepared to 
board the troop ship Marine Lynx.  We were  re-
turning to China along with other Americans 
who had left that country at the beginning of the 
Japanese occupation.  Some families were to be 
reunited with relatives and friends who had 
spent the war years in internment camps.  Our 
parents were delighted to see old friends again.  
We gathered last minute supplies in a San Fran-
cisco drugstore.  While I focused on a stuffed 
monkey for sale, mother placed a tin wash basin, 
hand towels and bath soap in my arms—to be 
my responsibility on the trip.  Our quarters were 
the typical bunks, three deep, in the hold of the 
ship.  There were many children, much to our 
delight, and also a canteen that sold Hershey 
chocolate bars.  I told one new friend that my 10th 
birthday was on the 22nd, then discovered that we 
would be crossing the international dateline on 
that day and it would be ―lost.‖  Would I have to 
be nine years old for another year?  After much 
worry, I awoke on my ―missing‖ birthday to find 
chocolate bars dangling from red yarn tied to the 
bunk above, and— best of all— a stuffed monkey 
whom I promptly named ―Jocko. ― The ship had 
taken on bushels of California oranges—a rare 
treat—and playing ―chase the oranges‖ as the 
ship rolled became a wild game.  It was an excit-
ing Christmas, leading up to a new chapter in all 
our lives.  I never felt deprived, with so many 
new friends in high spirits, and my fuzzy, hug-
gable Jocko.                      Ann Dwyer 
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“I count it as a certainty, that in paradise, everyone naps.”  Tom Hodgkinson 

DOWN MEMORY LANE ~ OUR STORIES 

Ann Dwyer 

RUFUS RULES THE ROOST 

     The Paris family had an English bull dog who 
ruled the roost.  He did just as he pleased, even 
sitting in the antique velvet chair.      Eleanor Paris                                           Rufus on the antique velvet chair 



DOWN MEMORY LANE ~ OUR STORIES 
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“A day without a nap is like a cupcake without frosting.”  Terri Guillemets 

HOW I SPENT MY SUMMER IN 1953 

     In June of 1953 a friend and I went to France for 
six weeks. Since we were in the army we could 
hitch rides on air force aircraft that had empty 
seats. We started from Westover Air Force Base, 
Massachusetts, where we were fortunate to meet 
the crew of a C-47 going to a U.S. base in Rabat, 
Morocco. They had two six-man rafts and there 
were only 10 of them so they could take two pas-
sengers. This was a WW II era two-engine air-
plane that had to refuel at least twice while cross-
ing the Atlantic. First we landed in Goose Bay, 
Labrador and then in Narsarsuak, way up a fiord 
in Greenland. There were steep sides to the fiord 
and a low ceiling of clouds above so it was like 
flying into a tunnel.  

     The next stop was Reykjvik, Iceland. We went 
to a local dance that evening and when we came 
out it seemed like mid-afternoon. It was actually 
about 1:00 AM.  On to London, where the pilot 
had married a British girl during WW II. He in-
tended to spend a week with his in-laws so we 
caught another hop to Paris. We bought a used 
Vespa motor scooter for two with the agreement 
that we could sell it back for 75% of the sale price. 
After acquiring some saddlebags and big black 
Basque berets, we headed south to the Rhone Val-
ley. With a limited (pauper's) budget we had to 
stay in the cheapest hotels available. We bought 
bread, cheese, and cold cuts at village stores and 
had picnics under trees beside the road.  At first 
we split a half bottle of wine at lunch. By the end 
of the trip we were splitting a whole bottle.  After 
following the Rhone River to the Riviera we went 
to Monaco and the Italian border, then back west 
along the Mediterranean to the medieval city of 
Carcasonne, along the top of the Pyrennes to Bair-
ritz, and back to Paris via Bordeaux. 

     We sold back the motor scooter and went to the 
airfield to catch a hop back home. We finally got 
on a navy plane going to Port Lyautey, Morocco. 
After two days there another navy plane stopped 

to refuel during the night and took us to a navy 
base in Rhode Island. 

     During our six-week trip we drove 3,700 kilo-
meters (2,312 miles) and spent a total of $125 each! 
(Remember, this was 1953––and we traveled very 
frugally.)                                                Tom McKenna 

Tom McKenna and his French friend 

THE BITTERMANN BRIGADE 

     My husband Norman and I enjoyed working 
outdoors and felt very industrious on a nice fall 
day.  We decided to burn some leaves and trash. 
The air was calm.  Then just as the blaze grew, a 
wind came up.  Our job became more exciting 
than we had anticipated.  As this picture shows, 
we managed to extinguish the fire and felt very 
satisfied with our efforts.              Ann Bittermann                                                                        

 

 

Norm and Ann 

after the fire 

was put out 



   OPERA NEWS 

     Our opera viewing is held every other Mon-
day at 7:30.  Starting in October we saw Verdi‘s 
Rigoletto, Puccini‘s La Boheme and Madame But-
terfly. Then we ―attended‖ the Metropolitan 
Opera House production of Biset‘s Carmen with 
Don Jose Carrerras and the specials for the holi-
days: Ballet The Nutcracker; Christmas at West-
minster Abbey, London; Radio City Christmas 
Spectacular for the 75th anniversary of ‗The 
Rockettes‘ and The Three Tenors Christmas, 
filmed in Vienna with the Vienna Symphony 
Orchestra and Children‘s Chorus.   

      In January we showed Mozart‘s Opera Die 
Entfuhring aus Dem Serail, the Royal Opera 
House and Chorus.  These presentations of-
fered great enjoyment to the season.     

Florence Taylor 
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“A kind word can warm three winter months.”  Japanese proverb 

A CHILD’S CHRISTMAS IN WALES 

     It was with great pleasure that we welcomed 
dear friend and thespian, Jim Leahy, to join us fire-
side in December. It was a cozy evening with the 
group gathered to hear Jim read Dylan Thomas‘ A 
Child’s Christmas in Wales, the story poem that 
ranks among the great expressions of the English 
language. Jim‘s vivid performance captured the 
seaside town with its sights, smells and sounds of 
that long-ago Christmas. The warmth we felt that 
night came, not just from the fire, the words, warm 
cider and cookies. It was about a beautiful literary 
evening shared with a dear friend and each other. 
Let‘s make this an annual event.              Ann Dwyer                            

ACTIVITIES 

Jim Leahy with Florence Taylor and Marge Sands 

Patty and “Huck” from NCAL  

with Shirley Apperson 

Photo by Gale Martin 

NORTH COUNTRY ANIMAL 

LEAGUE 

Staff from North Country Animal League will be 

coming once a month  to share their pets with us. 

Jane McClaskey and Marion Festa at our Annual 

Halloween Wine Party—Photo by Ginger Jaret 



REEVE LINDBERGH 

     A few weeks ago Reeve Lindbergh was our 
OSHER speaker.  She is the youngest of the 
eight children of Charles and Ann Morrow 
Lindbergh.  Reeve is without a doubt the most 
outgoing member of the Lindbergh children –– 
the others prefer to be reclusive and to live in 
out-of-the-way places.  As the daughter of fa-
mous parents, Reeve has had many opportuni-
ties to use her training on how to handle pub-
licity.   

     She suffered through a brain tumor, which 
she called ―Alice.‖  Coming out of surgery, she 
was greeted by her husband Nat Trip with, 
―Alice doesn‘t live here anymore." It was a 
huge shock to his family when they discovered 
that their father Charles had also fathered not 
one, not two, but three families living in Ger-
many and Switzerland.  Charles was always 
tight lipped.  He never spoke about the kidnap-
ping of their first child or his famous flight to 
Paris.  Reeve‘s mother felt that emotion was not 
something to be talked about, but could be 
written about in her diaries.   

     Anne Morrow Lindbergh wrote Gifts from 
the Sea, a proto-feminist book, which raised a 
few eyebrows.  Reeve wrote two books; Under a 
Wing, about her upbringing by a controlling 
and confounding father, and No More Words, 
about her mother‘s last year after a series of 
small strokes left her nearly speechless.  

     Reeve‘s father died at age 72.  Her mother 
died at age 94.  Polygamy and other family 
matters are riotously chronicled in Reeve‘s new 
book, Forward from Here - Leaving Middle Age 
and Other Adventures. 

     Reeve lives in a log cabin in Vermont with 
her second husband, Nat Trip, who is also a 
writer, and with two peacocks, a horse, a pony, 
six sheep, and some chickens.  They both love 
animals, silly puns, and Vermont.   

OSHER HIGHLIGHTS 
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“A good laugh and a long sleep are the best cures in the doctor’s book.”   Irish proverb 

     As a child, I knew Reeve‘s family – our grandpar-
ents were best friends - so it was a gift to me to fi-
nally meet her.  She is an interesting and amazing 
woman.                                                             Pat Moore      

Reeve Lindbergh 

LOONS IN VERMONT 

     Who in Vermont hasn‘t paused to listen to the 
call of loons by a tranquil lake?  Biologist Eric Han-
son of the Vermont Loon Recovery Project wants to 
make sure that experience will always be available 
to us.  Twenty-five years ago there were fewer than 
ten nesting pairs statewide.  Conservation and vol-
unteer efforts have brought the numbers back to 
over 60 pairs. 

     Loons cannot walk or stand on land, so must 
build their nests right on the shoreline.  Most nests 
are on islands or marsh edges where there are fewer 
predators.  Both the male and female share in rais-
ing their chicks.  The chicks are able to swim almost 
immediately, but ride on their parents‘ backs for 
rest and protection.  In the fall the chicks learn to fly 
and the parents leave.  Chicks that remain on fresh 
water in winter take a risk of the lake freezing over.   

     Threats that still exist to the loon population in-
clude human disturbance of nest sites, loss of nest-
ing habitat, lead poisoning from fishing gear, entan-
glement in fishing line, the swallowing of baited 
lures, mercury contamination, and loss of trees and 
shrubs along shorelines.  With human care, we hope 
to always hear loons in Vermont as they call to their 
mates.                                                      Ann Dwyer                                                                                              



HAVILAND SMITH ON THE  

MIDDLE EAST 

     Retired CIA officer Haviland Smith gave an 
overall description of the countries in the Mid-
dle East, their histories, and their religious and 
government structures. Twenty percent of the 
world‘s crude oil passes through the straights of 
Hormuz, so if that flow was blocked it would 
create economic chaos in the rest of the world –– 
chaos like $15-20 a gallon gasoline. So when Iran 
recently threatened to close the Straights –– and 
the U.S. warned them not to try it –– tensions 
started rising. 

     Smith explained why attacking Iran would be 
both dumb and dangerous.  Iran is the 
18th largest country in the world, has 77 million 
people, and a standing army of over 500,000 
backed by an active reserve of over 
600,000.  Their military is well equipped and 
well trained.  Iran has nearly 40% of the regional 
Muslim population.  This is a Shiite majority 
country.  The other Shiite Muslim majority 
countries in the region are Iraq, Azerbaijan and 
Bahrain, homeport of the US Fifth Fleet.  Shiites 
constitute significant portions (20% or more) of 
the population in Lebanon, Yemen, Kuwait, Tur-
key, Pakistan, and Afghanistan.  In a war with 
Iran, many of those countries would side with 
Iran, at least diplomatically.  So with Iran threat-
ening to close the Straights and the U.S. and 
other oil-dependent nations threatening to keep 
them open at any price, we are between a rock 
and a hard place.                               Tom McKenna                                                                           
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“A little song, a little dance.  A little seltzer down your pants.”  Anonymous 

quest to discover the remaining rustic homes dat-
ing back to the 1800‘s started by railroad tycoon 
Dr. Thomas Clark Durant.   

     Durant called his 18 yr. old artist son, William 
West Durant, home from his studies in Egypt to 
assist in the family railroad venture.  The Du-
rant‘s owned 6,000 acres of land in upstate New 
York and had the ability to lay the rails needed to 
bring people in-land to explore and play in the 
vast wilderness of New York.  The idea to build 
wilderness estates attracted many elite Society 
people including Vanderbilt‘s, Rockefellers and 
the Havermeyer Webb‘s of Shelburne, VT.  W.W. 
Durant assisted in the design and construction of 
many of these great homes lovingly called 
―camps‖, the first camp owned by his father 
named ―Pine Knot‖, was later lost in a card game 
to Collis P. Huntington of the Transcontinental 
R.R.  The second camp ―Uncas‖ was later pur-
chased by J.P. Morgan. 

      An interesting architectural note, the camps 
had many separate dwellings on the compound 
for various purposes or activities.  The kitchen, 
bedrooms, game rooms and dining room were all 
separate from one another, with some camps 
connecting the various buildings by covered 
walk ways. 

     Due to the intense mosquito and black fly sea-
son, the camps were used only in July-August 
and sat idle through the long snowy winters.  As 
some families lost interest or their fortunes 
changed, the camps were allowed to fall into dis-
repair and return to nature. Some were actively 
destroyed by the state of New York  following in 
their belief to let nature reclaim herself and leave 
no human trace. 

     Fortunately New York has changed that atti-
tude and is trying to preserve some of the re-
maining camps allowing for visitors to tour the 
grounds.  One of the grandest is Camp Santanoni 
owned and built in 1892 for Robert and Anna 
Pruyn of Albany and in its glory was visited by 
Theodore Roosevelt and other prominent guests.  

THE GREAT CAMPS OF THE  

ADIRONDACKS 

     David Schütz, State Curator for the State of 
Vermont, provided a wonderful informative lec-
ture and slide presentation November 16th for 
the benefit of those who attended.  His interest 
in Adirondack architecture started on a personal 
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“We could certainly slow the aging process if it had to work its way through Congress.”  Will Rogers 

 Camp Santanoni  sits atop a mountain over-
looking private Newcombe Lake in a 1,200 
acre preserve accessible by horse and wagon 
or a good 12 mile hike (one way). 

     If you are interested in more Adirondack 
information go to www.aarch.org or drive to 
Blue Mountain Lake and tour the Adirondack 
Museum.  The museum offers examples of 
Adirondack architecture as well as furniture 
galore that is still as popular as ever and made 
by contemporary artists using similar tech-
niques and tools from the 1800‘s to create fur-
niture fit for anyone's camp.          Cathy Wright                                                             

Ann Dwyer and Marion Festa talk with 

David Schütz after his presentation 

Photo by Gale Martin 

Nick Paris and Ralph  playing a game of checkers 

Photo by Ginger Jaret 

Cathy, Marion, Ann W., Jane M., Marge, Prue and 

Ruth C. decorating the Christmas tree in the Living 

Room—Photo by Gale Martin 

Musicians from Lamoille Union High School 

entertained us in December and the 

Notchbrook Players entertained us in January 

Photos by Cathy Wright 
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“If people were meant to pop out of bed, we’d all be toasters.” 

BEDTIME SUGGESTIONS 

   William Shakespeare called it “Sleep that knits up the raveled sleeve of care, sore labor’s bath, balm of all hurt 
minds, great nature’s second course, chief nourisher of life’s feast.” Here are some of your suggestions for get-
ting a good night‘s sleep.  

―Have a cup of hot milk with a teaspoon of honey.‖  

―A small glass of milk with a graham cracker should do the trick.‖   

―Don‘t use a top sheet!  It cramps your toes and tangles with your feet.  Use a light, warm comforter in a 
―duvet,‖ a washable comforter cover.‖   

―A doctor once told me that it takes 5 hours to ‗decompress‘ before going to sleep.  She said, ‗Stay home 
and be quiet and get off all committees that meet at night!‘‖   

―My grandfather swore by a bowl of milk-toast: leftover buttered toast with milk, sugar and cinnamon.‖   

―Keep your bedroom dark and cool and don‘t use it for pillow fights.‖    

―Try to go to bed and get up at the same time each day.  Don‘t take naps.‖   

―Take naps if you need them.  Feeling exhausted is not healthy.‖  

―If you sleep with another person, the movement of shared covers will prevent  you from sleeping 
soundly.  Replace your double comforter with two single comforters.  Get rid of the top sheet and use 

comforter covers. If you don‘t like the way this looks in the daytime, cover everything with a double bed-
spread.‖  

―Get a rocking chair and use it in the evening.  We put our babies and toddlers to sleep in rocking chairs.  
Now it‘s your turn.‖ 

―My father wore a warm, soft knit cap to bed in winter.  He claimed that, when your head is cold, your 
whole body feels cold.‖ 

―I try to get some exercise in the morning.  No matter how small, it helps me sleep at night.‖  

―I like to sit in the light in the afternoon.  I think it helps relax me.‖  

―I take my time getting ready for bed, relaxing my body, stretching for my slippers, breathing deeply.‖   

― I read that the light from a TV or computer makes it difficult for your brain to wind down.‖   

―I like to make a list for what I want to accomplish the next day.  Then I don‘t worry that I will forget 
something.   It feels good to cross things off the following  night.‖  
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POETRY CORNER 

“The Snowstorm” by Ralph Waldo Emerson 
 

Announced by all the trumpets of the sky, 

Arrives the snow, and, driving o‘er the fields, 

Seems nowhere to alight: the whited air 

Hides hills and woods, the river, and the heaven, 

And veils the farmhouse at the garden‘s end. 

The sled and traveler stopped, the courier‘s feet 

Delayed, all friends shut out, the housemates sit 

Around the radiant fireplace, enclosed 

In a tumultuous privacy of storm.   
 

“Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening” by Robert Frost 
 

Whose woods these are I think I know. 

His house is in the village, though; 

He will not see me stopping here 

To watch his woods fill up with snow. 
 

My little horse must think it queer 

To stop without a farmhouse near 

Between the woods and frozen lake 

The darkest evening of the year. 
 

He gives his harness bells a shake 

To ask if there is some mistake. 

The only other sound‘s the sweep 

Of easy wind and downy flake 
 

The woods are lovely, dark and deep, 

But I have promises to keep 

And miles to go before I sleep, 

And miles to go before I sleep.   

“There’s no hope of civilization which starts each day to the sound of an alarm.” 



                                                                

Ted Kole and granddaughter Sandi Schlosser  
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“There was a young lady named Bright, Whose speed was faster than light, 

She set out one day in a relative way, And returned home the previous night.” 

WASSAIL PARTY 

Isabel and Matt Strong performed for us 

Members of the Bittermann family 

enjoying tasty treats at the  

Wassail Party 

Photos by Cathy Wright 

Florence Taylor’s daugther Ruth Matthews 

holding Florence’s great-granddaughter Lily 

Grace Handwerger.  Son-in-law David is seated Iwona and Veronica Hemenway 
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“Life isn’t tied with a bow, but it is still a gift” 

Ann Dwyer —Editor 

Gale Martin —Publisher 

On the Internet via copleywoodlands.com 

EDITORIAL 

     There‘s much to be said for the power and 
beauty of winter in Vermont.  And aren‘t we 
fortunate to be so well cared for in our warm 
and festive Woodlands?   We have tried to cap-
ture this feeling in this issue of  Woodlands Reflec-
tions.   Virtually all of you have contributed to 
this issue in one way or another.  Thank you for 
your participation.  Special mention must go to 
Gale, our talented publisher, and Cathy, photog-
rapher, social director and right-hand woman.  
Also, thanks to Tom McKenna for scanning your 
photos, proof-reading and protecting your edi-
tor from computer calamity.  Thank you to Ann 
Bittermann, Ruth Cunningham, Eleanor Paris, 
Ann Williams and Tom McKenna for your sto-
ries; to all of you who shared your sleep sugges-
tions; to Pat Moore and Florence Taylor for your 
special reports.  Just think — the next time you 
will receive a newsletter, it will be spring!                                    
Ann Dwyer                                                                                               

 

WE COME AND WE GO 
     Although we have said farewell to JANE 
MCCLASKEY, she isn‘t far away.  She has 
moved to Converse Home, 272 Church St., #312, 
Burlington, 05401.  Her phone is (802) 734-9414.  
Jane has been important to life here at Wood-
lands.  She and Art were part of  the ground-
breaking crew before the building began! We 
hope to visit her this summer.  

     We also welcome AGNES LINTERMANN 
who will soon be moving in.  We will tell you 
more about Agnes in the Spring issue.  

     It is a pleasure to welcome ARTHUR WIL-

LIAMS to the Woodlands.  We feel that he is an 
old friend.  He is the brother-in-law of Ann Wil-
liams, and brother of the late Sewall Williams.  He 
has visited us  with David Schutz, curator of the 
Vermont Statehouse, when they gave a talk about 
the amazing historic restoration they have under-
taken together to bring that wonderful building 
back to its former beauty.   

 

Jane McClaskey 

And 

daughter Molly  

at our Wassail Party 

 

Photo by Cathy 

Wright 

     IN MEMORIAM:   We were saddened by the 
death of our dear friend and neighbor Harriett 
Irwin.  She was petite with an infectious smile, 
pink and white complexion and a twinkle in her 
eye.  She had a great sense of style and loved her 
big earrings.  It‘s hard to believe that years ago 
she drove alone cross country with her three 
young sons and thought nothing of it.   

                                                                   Eleanor Paris 

 

One of the wreaths 

from our  

“Whose Door Is Whose” 

contest this fall 

Photo by Gale Martin 




