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   What words do you live by to make your life more inspired, not only for you, but to also, hope-
fully, inspire others?  Maybe you’ve never actually thought about the exact words that help shape 
your daily actions, but it may be we are innately guided by the examples handed down, observed or 
stated, by parents and or grandparents.   For many, the formative college years were a time of great 
inspiration, through numerous new life experiences, reading material, and friends.  These experi-
ences help to shape, guide and support fresh ideas and thoughts about how to live and treat one an-
other well.  Every day on my way to attend classes, I passed through the arched stone entry.  Above 
it was the phrase, “Bind Up the Testimony and Seal the Law…” (Isaiah 8:16 KJV).  It took a while for 
the power of this quote to divulge itself but has become a guide post by which to live life and treat 
others. 
   A very vivid visual memory for me comes out of a 1960’s T.V. commercial.  The image on the 
screen showed an empty glass. As we watch, it is filled half way with water.  At this point a voice 
asks, “Do you see the glass as half full or do you see the glass as half empty?” This imagery became 
a symbol or metaphor for what kind of a person you were, depending on your response to the ques-
tion.  We use the phrase to this day, “I am a glass half full type of person” when questioned about 
ourselves and how optimistic we see ourselves. 
     Learning to be impeccable with your word (one of “The Four Agreements” by Don Miguel Ruiz) 
is another example or outlook by which to live life.  Words hurt when we speak ill of others but 
those same words also hurt the speaker as well.  Remember, “Where your thoughts go, so go your 
energies” is another phrase to inspire us to think good thoughts towards ourselves as well as others. 
President Abraham Lincoln remarked, “When I do good, I feel good; when I do bad, I feel bad.  That 
is my religion.”  Good inspirational words to live by at any age.                                        Cathy Wright                                                                                                                                                                           

WORDS TO LIVE BY 
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FROM THE EDITORS DESK 

 
   Words To Live By is the theme for this edition 
of our newsletter.  There are hundreds of 
quotes to inspire people.  Religion aside, the 
biblical phrase “Do unto others as you would 
have them do unto you” is at the top of my list.  
Right now, with the current situation of the 
USA recently having fired the largest non-
nuclear bomb in history, I am worried about 
this world we live in.   I would like to imagine a 
world where everyone was kind, helpful and 
thoughtful, where all people and all countries 
got along.  I would like to imagine a world 
without crime, hate and war.   If we all lived 
placidly on this great planet of ours, imagine 
how peaceful we could be!   
   Max Ehrmann, in his book, “Desiderata,” 
wrote “Go placidly amid the noise and haste, 
and remember what peace there may be in si-
lence…”  Perhaps he, way back in 1927, (when 
life was nowhere near as hectic or stressful as 
now), had a vision of what the world could be 
like if people “did unto others.”   
   John Lennon hungered for world peace as is 
evident in his song, “Imagine,” when he wrote 
“Imagine no possessions - I wonder if you can - 
no need for greed or hunger - a brotherhood of 
man. Imagine all the people sharing all the 
world.  You may say I’m a dreamer - but I’m 
not the only one.  I hope someday you’ll join us 
- and the world will live as one.” 
   I may be a dreamer, but if we all “did unto 
others,” perhaps the world could live in peace 
and as one. 
  We can all start somewhere in this quest for 
world peace, and in our own little corner of the 
world at Copley Woodlands, we can make a 
difference by following the words of Moses.                                                                                                                            

Gale Martin 

“The purpose of life is a life full of purpose.”  Robert Byrne 

OUR STORIES 

THE NATURAL RHYTHM  
OF OUR LIVES 

 
   Noel Coward wrote in a verse that “when I 
have fears as Keats had fears,” he had remem-
bered laughter.  When I have fears, regrets or 
concerns about my life, I try to remember that I 
am subject to the same natural forces that give 
us the seasons, the moon, the stars and the sun.  
Even earth, our home, will experience the 
natural unfolding of birth to death; it is the 
way of all things.  The following words speak 
to the natural forces that unfold our lives and 
for me are words to live by: 
 

For everything there is a season, 
and a time for every matter under the sun: 

A time to be born and a time to die; 
A time to plant, and a time to  

pluck up what is planted; 
A time to kill and a time to heal: 

A time to break down and a time to build up; 
A time to weep and a time to laugh; 

A time to mourn and a time to dance; 
A generation comes, and a generation goes; 

but the earth remains forever. 
For everything there is a season, 

 and a time for every purpose under heaven. 
(Ecclesiastes) 

 
Dave Richards 



 

SONNET 116 – SHAKESPEARE 
 

   First read in college literature, Shakespeare’s Sonnet 116 comes back to me occasionally.  I still 
cherish the sonnet as Dave and I approach our 59th wedding anniversary.  It has been a wonderful 
journey.  Shakespeare described for me the cement that has held the foundation together. 
 

(excerpt from Sonnet 116) 
 

“Let me not to the marriage of true minds 
Admit impediments: love is not love 
Which alters when it alteration finds, 

Or bends with the remover to remove. 
Oh no! it is an ever-fix‛ed mark 

That looks on tempest and is never shaken; 
It is the star to every wandering bark, 

Whose worth’s unknown although his height be taken” 
 

Joy Richards 
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“Actions speak louder than words, but not nearly as often,”  Mark Twain 

OUR STORIES 

THE TWILIGHT ZONE  
 

   Remember the Twilight Zone and Rod Serling?  Many of us do; some were scary, time travel ad-
ventures both past and future, and many other plots that were interesting and thought provoking.  
It was not unusual for some plots to have a surprise ending.  In one episode, a man has spent his en-
tire life searching around the world for the formula to life, success and happiness.  At the end of the 
program he is asked if he has found the “secret.”  Now a much older man, he produces a wrinkled 
paper on which is written the following: 
 

“Thou shalt have no other gods before me.” 
“Thou shalt not make unto thee any graven image.” 

“Thou shalt not take the name of the Lord thy God in vain.” 
“Remember the Sabbath day, to keep it holy.” 

“Honour thy father and thy mother.” 
“Thou shalt not kill.” 

“Thou shalt not commit adultery.” 
“Thou shalt not steal.” 

“Thou shalt not bear false witness against thy neighbor.” 
“Thou shalt not covet.” 

 
Dave Richards 



OUR STORIES  
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“Honesty is the first chapter in the book of wisdom.”  Thomas Jefferson 

called me and asked if I would fly down to 
New Orleans where the Yamaha company was 
having a major sales meeting.  I thought about 
it and decided why not do it, it could be really 
informative. 
   Yamaha sent me airline tickets and I flew to 
New Orleans where a Yamaha representative 
met me and took me to the business meeting.  
The Vice President of Yamaha whose name was 
Yosheyana, was at the meeting and I was intro-
duced to him.  He was a very friendly person 
who told me that Yamaha International was 
very anxious to hire me because of my back-
ground in the ski world. 
   The offer they made me was excellent.  They 
would supply me with a new car, an expense 
account that included credit cards and a salary 
of $14,500 to start – and this was in 1972!  I ac-
cepted the job and went to work opening ac-
counts with Yamaha skis and poles on the east 
coast.  I found my gift.  I had no problem open-
ing the accounts with ski shops and sporting 
good stores. 
   I used my gift of being good to the shops and 
it worked wonders for me and the business.  I 
got into the Yamaha ski program.  I helped 
them sell the skis by training their sales people. 
   In 1973 I arranged for Yamaha to supply the 
U.S. Ski Team with skis. Yamaha allowed me to 
set up a test ski area so the racers could try the 
skis.  They really liked them, so I got six women 
ski racers to use the skis in all of their races.  I 
also got six young men to race on Yamaha skis.  
I gave them a contract that gave them $10,000 
for using the skis and $100.00 for all their racing 
points.  They were with Yamaha skis for twelve 
years which included three Olympics; the 1976 
Olympics in Innsbruck, the 1980 Olympics in 
Sappora, Japan and the 1984 Olympics in Platts-
burgh, New York.  

POPE FRANCIS  
AND THE GOLDEN RULE 

 
Pope Francis on his first visit to our country, 

Which he referred to as the home 
Of the brave and the free, 

Gave Congress, men and women 
Words to live by in reminding them 
To live and work by the Golden rule. 

 
Bob Neilson 

(Continued on page 5) 

WORDS TO LIVE BY  
WHICH MY PARENTS TAUGHT ME 

 
   I will always remember what my mother and 
father told me and my brother Lawrence.  They 
both would tell us, “Boys, always make sure you 
remember and do what we really want you to 
do when you are with friends, family and peo-
ple you meet and what you want them to think 
of you.  Be good to everyone, never be mean or 
nasty to anyone, do your best to understand 
who they are and what their life is all about.  Al-
ways smile and let them know you are a person 
who really thinks well of them.” 
   What a gift that was.  The return to us was 
really excellent.  Let me tell you what that phi-
losophy of life did for my brother and me.  Law-
rence, my brother, had a very successful insur-
ance business.  After teaching for six years, I de-
cided to try the business world and it was a 
blessed move. 
  In 1972, a friend who owned a ski shop in 
Stowe told me that Yamaha International was 
interested in hiring someone with a ski back-
ground to sell and represent Yamaha skis in the 
eastern United States.  My friend contacted Ya-
maha International in Los Angeles where the 
company was located.  A few days later Yamaha 
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“He who speaks without modesty will find it difficult to make his words good.”  Confucius 

OUR STORIES    (Continued from page 4) 
   I was with the company for eighteen years.  
When Yamaha decided they were not going to 
make skis anymore, they gave me a six month 
notice. 
  My time with Yamaha Corporation was defi-
nitely the result of always being good to them 
and letting them know it was the best thing I 
ever did.   Thanks Munny and Daddy for teach-
ing me to be good to everyone and everything.  
It worked for me!                                   
                                                                   Bob Quinn                                            

RESIDENT AUTHOR QUOTED BY 
DARTMOUTH COLLEGE 
 PRESIDENT EMERITUS 

 
   James Wright, Dartmouth College President 
Emeritus and professor of History Emeritus at 
Dartmouth, is the author of Enduring Vietnam:  
An American Generation and It’s War. It is de-
scribed as a book about what it was like to 
serve in Vietnam and the veteran’s reception 
upon returning home.   The author inter-
viewed many who served and describes not 
only the cruelty of the war but many acts of 
quiet courage.  Professor Wright describes how 
the Hanoi government launched a major multi
-front offensive in South Vietnam which was 
called by Americans the “Easter Offensive” be-
cause it commenced just before Easter week-
end.  Beginning on March 30, 1972, the North 
Vietnamese divisions crossed the demilitarized 
zone and attacked in the Central Highlands 
and moved toward the provincial capital, Kon-
tum.  The plan to withdraw American troops 
was almost complete and only military advi-
sors remained.  Resident Tom McKenna, LTC 
USA (retired) was an American Military Advi-
sor to the South Vietnamese troops at the bat-
tle of Kontum.  His Colby award winning 
book, Kontum:  The Battle to Save South Vietnam, 
is used in Professor Wright’s book and Tom’s 
remarks about the battle are quoted.  I highly 
recommend both books.  Tom donated a copy 
of his book to the Copley Woodlands’ library.                                                      

Dave Richards 

The 1976 Olympic Ski Team in Innsbruck 

Copley Woodlands 

Resident Author 

Tom McKenna 



LOYALTY….THY NAME IS DOG! 
 

   Of all the species we take as pets, I venture 
to say the canine exhibits the most obvious 
sign of loyalty and devotion.  How often we 
are in a parking lot and the next space will 
have a car or truck with a dog staring intently 
at the store awaiting its owners return.  Now 
that warmer weather is returning and we 
keep the blinds to our deck open, Ziggy, our 
pet Schnauzer, stares out at the dining room 
awaiting our return.  So intently does she 
stare that we can come quietly into our unit 
and approach her before she realizes we are 
back.  Some try to tell us it’s her instinct.  Nay, 
nay say I, there are too many true stories of 
exceptional feats of loyalty by dogs and other 
pets.  They are friends whose loyalty and de-
votion bring us joy and pleasure.      

Dave Richards                                                                                                             
 
“With eye upraised his masters look to scan, 

The joy, the solace, and the aid of man: 
The rich man’s guardian and the poor man’s 

friend, 
The only creature faithful to the end.” 

 

George Crabbe 

OUR STORIES 
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“Step with care and great tact, and remember that Life’s a Great Balancing Act.”  Dr. Seuss 

PARKINSON’S DISEASE:   
COPLEY WOODLANDS 

HOSTS “WHAT’S NEW IN VERMONT” 
 

   Parkinson’s Disease is becoming more and 
more prevalent, which is the bad side, but the 
good side is that it’s for this reason that more and 
more doctors and researchers are busy trying to 
discover how to best deal with it or actually cure 
it. 
   Some of my family had “Essential 
tremor” (which is not Parkinson’s but has simi-
larities,) so I was not surprised when I was found 
to have it also.  But last year I was also diagnosed 
with Parkinson’s Disease.  There is little help for 
Essential tremor, but my neurologist confirmed 
that there are many possibilities for managing 
Parkinson’s Disease (P.D.)  over a long period in 
many cases.  This was good news and I set about 
trying to understand how to proceed.  I quickly 
realized that specialists are not immediately 
available, that they are each different in some 
ways and that I was totally ignorant in the nature 
of the disease as well as the possibilities of care. 
   I had just moved to Copley Woodlands and 
there were others there who also had P.D.  They 
all had their different doctors and each had dif-
ferent methods.  I started to look for someone 
who could answer my questions and who was 
extremely competent.  I found her in the person 
of Charlotte Gowen, Program coordinator at the  
UVM Frederick C. Binter Center for Parkinson’s 
Disease and Movement Disorders in Burlington.   
   I spoke with Charlotte for a good twenty min-
utes and then spoke with Cathy Wright about in-
viting her to Copley Woodlands to discuss P.D. 
and what the Center offers to Vermonters.  The 
talk was scheduled and well attended not only by 
in house residents, but others in the area who 
were also looking for insight and support.  It was 
a very informative talk.                      Derrick Boulay 

Ziggy Waits At The Door 

ACTIVITIES 



ACTIVITIES 
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“Words mean more than what is set down on paper.   

It takes the human voice to infuse them with deeper meaning.”   Maya Angelou 

“BRIDGING GENERATIONS” 

 
   About two times per year a youthful and 
energetic group of Stowe High School per-
formers from the “Bridging Generations” club 
entertain our residents.  This club is student 
generated and was started by people who 
love to sing and perform.  The current “lead” 
student, Laura Glans, would call and ask if 
there was a time in our busy schedule to coor-
dinate with their busy schedule as they would 
like to come and perform.   This club recently 
took on more significance as resident Jack 
Clark’s grandson is a member of the club.  
Many in the club are seniors and will be 
graduating this year in the traditional “spring 
turnover” of students.  This last visit included 
Laura’s brother, Adam, who performed “Pick 
a card - any card” tricks and was a real hit!  
Performing runs in the family.          Cathy 

between the end of winter and the start of mud 
season.  The sun is only a milky sheen and the 
snow is only present in angry piles. 
   Heading south on Route 100, we turn left into 
Waterbury Center and Cathy, at the helm, asks 
what we’d like to see.  We finally settle on just 
following our noses and seeing where we land.  
Slowly, we start to perk up.  Cathy presents us 
with roads and we give instructions on direc-
tions.  Of course, we end up on dirt roads and 
soon we’re way out in fields and woods and 
nobody knows where we are.  Well, we do 
know that we’re on dirt roads along the west 
side of the Worcester Range and that we’re hav-
ing some fun pointing details out and enjoying 
the ride. 
   However, the muddy road is getting worse 
and worse but we still decide to see where we 
will end up.  At this point there are no signs of 
civilization anywhere (oh yes, one man and his 
dog) and we’re in a tremendously vast valley.  
Just as we get to an enormous puddle literally 
blocking the road we realize that it’s there be-
cause the road ends exactly there!  We have 
“made the scene” but will we be able to turn 
around or will we have to walk back out to 
Waterbury Center?  We all watch intently as 
Cathy expertly turns us slowly around.  We of 
course have not thought to bring boots! 
   We turn back on our tracks, cut through a 
part of Waterbury Center and immediately take 
more dirt roads until we end up back in Stowe 
Hollow, then pass the Elementary School and 
we’re back home. 
   Really, that was one great scenic drive!        

Derrick Boulay                                                     

Pick a card ~ any card! 

SCENIC DRIVE:   
“MAKING THE SCENE” 

 
   On Friday, March 3rd at 1:00 P.M., Ann Wil-
liams, Anne Winter, Pat Watson and myself, 
Derrick Boulay, all bundled into the van for a 
scenic drive.  Unfortunately, this early after-
noon is not scenic in any way as we are caught 
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“The greater our knowledge increases, the more our ignorance unfolds.”  John F. Kennedy 

 ACTIVITIES  

READING TO KIDS 

 
   What a great way to spend a cold wintery 
day.  This program of spending time and read-
ing to the Stowe kindergarten children marked 
its fifth year at Copley Woodlands, but this was 
my first time participating as a reader.  Dave 
and Joy Richards, Janet Clear, Terri Griffin and 
I met in small groups of five or six youngsters 
and read two books.  The children changed 
reading places, rotating to new readers and dif-
ferent books until we had met with every 
group.  The kids were all adorable and quite 
attentive and well behaved.  I found the stories 
new to me, but most of the children knew them.  
It made me think my education was lacking.  
Today’s storybooks are all very colorfully illus-
trated and the stories are interesting with most 
having a little moral message.  The children cer-
tainly enjoyed the time spent here, especially 
the cookies and lemonade which were served 
afterwards!  I’ll look forward to doing this 
again next year. 

Gail McCain 

FAITH AND BEGORRA,  
DIDN’T WE CELEBRATE! 

 
   On Friday, March 17th, residents gathered in 
the living room to celebrate St. Patrick’s Day 
by the “wearing of the green.”  St. Patrick’s 
Day is a global celebration of Irish Culture on 
or about March 17th, the traditional death of St. 
Patrick (c. AD 385—461.)  It remembers St. Pat-
rick, one of Irelands’ patron saints, who minis-
tered Christianity in Ireland during the fifth 
century.  The wearing of the green was 
thought to make one invisible to leprechauns, 
who are fairy creatures, and who could pinch 
anyone they could find not wearing green.  
The leprechauns would not have found any-
one to pinch at Copley Woodland’s celebration 
– the wearing of the green was on bright dis-
play by almost 100% of the residents.  Thanks 
to the kitchen for providing a delightful cheese 
platter to go along with drinks provided by the 
participants.                                         Joy Richards 

The wearing of the green with Dave Kamien, 

Gail McCain, Pat Watson and Don McCain 

Janet Clear 

Reading to the  

Kinder Kids 

 

Dave Richards 
with his group 

of attentive     
listeners 
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“You never know when a moment and a few sincere words can have an impact on a life.”  Zig Ziglar 

SPRING FLING 

 
   On Friday, April 7th from 11:00 a.m. – 1:00 
p.m., Copley Woodlands held its 1st “Spring 
Fling.“ After a long winter we invited resi-
dents and prospective residents to “kick the 
cabin fever blues away and to come taste 
what we are about.”   The building was fes-
tively decorated for Easter and the buffet table 
was crowded with delectable luncheon items 
such as:  cheddar ale soup, asparagus and 
ham encrut, egg salad sandwiches, quiche, 
Asian chicken crostini, horseradish cream 
cheese roast beef rolls, ham salad sandwiches 
on pumpernickel, cucumber rounds, fresh 
fruit, white chocolate macadamia nut cookies 
and maple canolis.       
   Fifteen people who were interested in learn-
ing more about Copley Woodlands came and 
enjoyed eating lunch with some of our resi-
dents.  Penny then gave them tours of the fa-
cility.  We received many compliments about 
the facility, and it was obvious that everyone 
enjoyed the food as they came back for sec-
onds and thirds!                                Gale Martin                                                                           

ACTIVITIES 

Everyone enjoyed the Spring Fling! 

VISUAL FUN AND CULINARY  
DELIGHTS AT EASTER 

 
   Easter activities began on April 7th with a 
class on card design and making taught by our 
own Cathy Wright.  The class included making 
delightful place cards since many residents 
were inviting guests for Easter dinner. 
   On April 11th, participants enjoyed a work-
shop to make whimsical Easter bonnets to wear 
in our annual ‘Easter Parade.”  The numbers 
were down this year because several of the 
usual participants were away, so a special 
thanks to those who did take part. 
   On Saturday morning, April 15th, Alice Perry 
had prepared an Easter egg hunt for grandchil-
dren, great-grandchildren and children of 
friends.  Thank you Alice for a fun activity for 
the children. 
   On Saturday evening, April 15th, as residents 
were seated for dinner, Annie Winter, Derrick 
Boulay, Joy Richards and Ann Williams 
(represented by McKenna Montminy,) paraded 
through the dining room to the accompaniment 
of Easter Parade, played by Dave Kamien on the 
piano.  Residents voted on their favorite bonnet 
and Annie Winter won for the second straight 
year.  Was there a rabbit’s foot in your bonnet 
Annie? 
   On Easter Sunday, dinner was a near capacity 
celebration with residents and many guests.  
The meal was served buffet style because of the 
turnout.  Lamb, ham, many sides, salads, a des-
sert display to bedevil any diet, and a variety of 
drinks – what a veritable feast!  Each table was 
festooned with eggs filled with delights and a 
basket holding treats of all kinds.  Guests and 
residents alike raved about the tables, displays 
and particularly the food.  Thank you Steve 

(Continued on page 10) 
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“Even if you are on the right track, you will get run over if you just sit there.”  Will Rogers 

ACTIVITIES 

Hemenway, Executive Chef, Bill Small, Sous 
Chef and all others who worked to provide a 
wonderful Easter at Copley Woodlands. 

Dave Richards 

VISITING NORTH COUNTRY  
ANIMAL LEAGUE 

 
   On the morning of April 19th, Janet Clear, 
Cathy and I went to the North CountryAni-
mal League (NCAL) to visit with the cats and 
dogs waiting to be adopted.  Their love of 
dogs took Cathy and Janet on the trip and the 
same for me and my love of cats.   My cat, 
Maddie, came from NCAL three years ago.   
   The visit turned out to be very sad and de-
pressing for Janet and Cathy as they had both 
recently lost a dog and Janet hated seeing 
those sad little faces looking out  of the cages.  
In the meantime, I went to play with the cats 
in their large “playpens” and had a wonderful 
time.  Three of them were all over me trying 
to convince me they should go home with me.  
They were hard to resist but I am a one cat 
mother. 
   After about forty-five minutes, we met up in 
the lobby.  Cathy and Janet dried their tears 
and I brushed off the cat fur and we headed 
for lunch at Thompson’s Flour Shop in Mor-
risville.  Cathy and Janet had wonderful, large 
BLT’s and I had the best spinach-bacon salad 
ever! 
   All in all, in spite of sad memories, we had a 
very nice trip.  We are lucky to have a place 
like NCAL so nearby, and the animals there 
are lucky to be there while they wait for their 
forever homes.                                 Annie Winter                                                                           

Joy Richards and Derrick Boulay  
making Easter Cards 

Annie Winter, Derrick Boulay, Joy 
Richards and McKenna Montminy 

(posing with Ann Williams hat) 

A fabulous Easter Buffet 

(Continued from page 9) 

Annie Winter with one of 

the cats at NCAL 



                                                                

NOON MUSIC IN MAY 
 

   This is the 41st season for the Stowe Perform-
ing Arts and it began with a fabulous piano 
performance by Diane Walsh.  It included mu-
sical choices  from Mendelssohn, Schubert, 
Chopin and Franz Listz ending with his 
Grande etude de Paganini No. 3 “La Campan-
ella” (the little bell.)  This brought everyone to 
their feet with hands clapping and cheering.  It 
was a marvelous beginning to the month of 
May.  As an added special enticement, the 
Green Mt. Inn generously offers vouchers for 
20% off a meal (one ticket per person at each 
performance) during the month of May which 
makes an already special outing even better! 
                                                             Cathy Wright                                                                                                                  
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ACTIVITIES 

at noon and were promptly waited upon by a 
charming young woman.  We asked her about 
the programs and the number of years to ac-
quire various degrees of expertise.  We were 
interested to hear that there were three pro-
grams – nine months, 2 years and three years.  
We saw several other staff and cooks in the 
kitchen busily working.  After reviewing our 
menus we ordered lunch.  Jane and I are very 
fond of fish and chips and were pleased to see 
that it was offered with a glass of beer for a 
sale price!!! It was delicious.  Annie and Cathy 
had soup and quiche which they enjoyed also. 
   Jane, having lived in Montpelier, thought the 
gallery might be at the Vermont College Cam-
pus – so, off we went, but couldn’t find it.  
Cathy stopped beside a UPS delivery truck 
and asked the driver for information.  When he 
mentioned a street name, Jane immediately 
said she knew where that was – and so we did 
end up finding the T. W. Wood Gallery and it 
was well worth it.  The paintings, some of 
which were replicas of “old masters” were 
very well done.  As we entered one gallery, 
there appeared to be a painting of multiple 
white shoes, but upon nearing it, we found it 
to be real shoes – all different shapes and sizes 
– apparently glued within a frame and then 
spray painted white.  Another unusual one 
was a pair of vivid red stiletto pumps as seen 
from the rear!!!  Cathy discovered a painting of 
her house in a watercolor of Waterville. 
   There was so much more, so go see for your-
self if possible.                                      Pat Watson  

   Monty (pictured above) came to visit us in 
April.  Once a month North Country Animal 
League brings a pet to share with us at Copley 
Woodlands.  While it helps to socialize the ani-
mals, it also brings much pleasure to the resi-
dents.  If you have a love of animals, please 
join us on the second Tuesday of each month 
at 2:00 P.M. in the living room.         Gale Martin                                        

TRIP TO THE T.W. WOOD GALLERY 
 

   Annie Winter, Jane Lowe and I met with 
Cathy in our lobby at 11:30 a.m. on Friday, 
April 26th to drive to Montpelier where we 
were first going to have lunch at NECI (New 
England Culinary Institute.)  We arrived right 

Annie Winter, Jane 

Lowe and Pat        

Watson enjoyed 

dining at NECI 

“We are masters of the unsaid words, but slaves of those we let slip out.”  Winston Churchill 



                                                                FATHER RICK 

 
   For the past four or five years on the first 
Thursday of every month at 3:00 P.M., Copley 
Woodlands is visited by Father Rick Swanson 
of St. John’s in the Mountains Episcopal 
Church.  He leads many of us in spirited dis-
cussions on all sorts of topics.  Everyone is 
welcome and no subject is off limits.  It’s a 
stimulating afternoon for all of us.                                              

Jane Lowe 
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“In every walk with nature, one receives far more than he seeks.”  John Muir 

ACTIVITIES 

enjoyed an outing to the Fleming Museum of 
Art on the University of Vermont campus.  The 
visit to the Fleming was to view the newly in-
stalled (1/17/17) “Gallery of Asian Art.”  The 
objects and paintings on display are intended 
to show the many influences that helped shape 
the diverse cultures of East, South, and South-
east Asia.  We were then fortunate to view the 
exhibition “Imbibe – Drinking  in Culture,” 
which closes May 21, 2017.  This exhibit shows 
the many ways humans have shared the bever-
ages they drink and how that has transformed 
ourselves and experiences. 
   From the Fleming, we went to lunch at what 
has been described as the best kept secret in 
the Burlington area, the Waterman Manor, 
which is located in the Waterman building on 
the UVM campus.  It is a wonderful dining 
area, and when the deck is open, allows great 
views of Lake Champlain.  It was another en-
joyable outing and typical of the many activi-
ties available to the residents at Copley Wood-
lands.                                                        Jack Clark 

A WELCOME GIFT 

 
   Don and Prue Webb (former residents) loved 
ping pong and they brought a table and pad-
dles for their own pleasure and have left it 
now for us.  When Annie and Louise said they 
were having so much fun playing, I started out 
as ball girl just to see, and of course ended up 
joining them.  None of us had played since we 
were kids which is what we want to tell you; It 
is our best time for laughter – really silly, con-
tagious laughter – and it’s precisely because 
we’re not good! 
   So we invite all of you who love to laugh 
(think about it!) to come up, start to play and 
see for yourselves.  Come anytime from 9 a.m. 
to 5 p.m. If you’d like, you can watch us, the 
“experts” from 5 p.m. to 5:30/5:45 p.m. and by 
the way, we have made up our own rules – 
you should too! 

Derrick Boulay, Annie Winter and Louise Ames 

FROM ASIAN ART TO AMERICAN 
CUISINE 

 
   On Friday, May 5th, Bob Neilson, Jack Clark, 
Joy and Dave Richards and Cathy Wright 

Jack Clark at the 

“Imbibe” Exhibit at 

the Fleming Museum 

 

Jack Clark, Joy and 

Dave Richards and Bob 

Neilson enjoyed lunch 

at the Waterman 

Manor 



                                                                BOURBON TASTING 

 
   On Saturday, May 13th, my granddaughter, 
Melody,  and I went to Smugglers’ Notch Dis-
tillery for a sample of their products.  There 
were seven bottles of liquor to try: two bour-
bons, two gins, one vodka, one rum and a bour-
bon that had maple syrup in it.  I tried one 
bourbon which was much too strong for me, 
but the second one was very good.  I also sam-
pled the vodka and one of the gins which were 
fine.  Melody tried the bourbon with maple 
syrup and said it was very good.  She also tried 
both gins and the vodka.  NO, we did not get 
inebriated!  The four tastings did not exceed 
one jigger of booze.  There were also cookies to 
sample that were made with some of the vari-
ous liquors.  I had one shortbread type cookie 
that had gin in it and it was delicious.  Melody 
tried a couple other cookies and said they were 
also excellent. 
   When we left, we were presented with a small 
jar of maple syrup and a box containing five 
sample bottles – about 6 ounces each of vodka, 
gin, two kinds of bourbon and one rum.  I can 
continue to enjoy all but the rum which I gave 
to Melody.  It was a fun experience and a 
thoughtful gift from my granddaughter.              

Pat Watson 
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ACTIVITIES 

“Kind words do not cost much.  Yet they accomplish much.”  Blaise Pascal 

two through teens.  The entire production 
from costume design, sets and props, to music 
and more, was amazing and entertaining.  Un-
der the artistic director, Alexis George Owen, 
the talented students presented an outstanding 
performance, attested to by a sold out house 
on Saturday and Sunday.   
   Residents have a particular attachment to the 
Lamoille Valley Dance Academy;  Executive 
Chef Steve Hemenway has a daughter at the 
Academy and also helps to manage backstage 
activity;  Renee Brown, costume design and set 
design, is one of several ladies who hold their 
bi-monthly luncheons at Copley Woodlands.  
Our Site Manager, Penny Davis, seems to 
know everyone, so she and daughter Sarah at-
tended.  We look forward to next year’s pro-
duction and any other excuse to visit Spruce 
Peak. 
   How could I resist such an obvious segue to 
mention once again how fortunate we are at 
Copley Woodlands to be so near to so many 
venues of entertainment, shopping, the post 
office and library, walking and bike paths and 
many more,  We do not reside in a “frozen” 
residence but one full of opportunities and en-
joyable adventures.  See you in the neighbor-
hood!                                                 Dave Richards                                                                          

ENJOYING “FROZEN” BUT NOT 
FROZEN 

 
   Several residents went to the Lamoille Valley 
Dance Academy’s annual spring production at 
Spruce Peak Performing Arts Center on Sun-
day, May 7th.  The production this year was 
based on the popular Disney movie “Frozen”, 
with spectacular dancers and gymnasts ages 

 

Veronica Hemenway   
dressed in her costume 
for her role in “Frozen” 



                                                                
     

NATURE NOTES 

 
   Last spring a pair of mourning doves, also 
called turtle doves, built a nest on top of the air 
conditioner outside of Steve’s office.  Resi-
dents, especially Annie Winter, who had a 
“bird’s eye” view of the nest watched as the 
couple raised three batches of chicks.  
   The couple returned this spring to use their 
nest again and the first batch of  turtle dove 
fledglings were recently spotted and have been 
carefully monitored.  On May 3rd they were 
discovered on the ground, tucked in the corner 
below their nest.  We worried that they had 
fallen out of their nest and were vulnerable.  
When our intrepid nature photographer, Gale 
Martin, positioned herself precariously out a 
window to snap a picture, one flew off to the 
birch tree.  They’re not so helpless after all! 
   Did you know?  Mourning doves tend to 
mate for life.  Their mournful cooing is the 
male trying to woo a female.  They almost al-
ways lay just two eggs and incubation takes 
just two weeks.  They have been clocked flying 
up to fifty-five mile per hour! 
   Dauntless walker, Louise Ames, is constantly 
observing nature on her daily outings or from 
her apartment window which overlooks the 
trees and wetland on the opposite side of the 
road.  She readily updates the “Nature Notes” 
list in the hallway and adorns it with drawings 
and vulture feathers.  She recently added a 
sketch of the dead tree with upwards of ten 
holes made by a Pileated Woodpecker 
(Dryocopus pileatus.)  The Pileated is the sec-
ond largest woodpecker in North America.  
This crow sized bird normally inhabits decidu-
ous forests in Eastern America, the Great 
Lakes, the broad forests of Canada and parts of 
the Pacific coast. 

Cathy Wright, Louise Ames and Gale Martin 
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“Knowledge is of no value unless you put it into practice.”   Anton Chekhov 

The first batch of turtle doves of the summer 

REMEMBRANCE OF WINTER PAST 

Whose car? 
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“The oldest, shortest words—’Yes’ and ‘no’ - are those which require the most thought.”  Pythagoras 

  Always thinking is a good description of 
ANN DWYER.  Whether she was working as 
editor of the newsletter for Copley Wood-
lands or had an activity to suggest, a movie to 
watch, a poem to recite, a story to tell, or a 
thoughtful and insightful response, she was 
mulling things over.  I often felt it must have 
been her years abroad living in China and In-
dia as a child that had given her that contem-
plative, peaceful air.  Her stories of her fam-
ily’s life in these exotic places were always 
appreciated by those around her. 
   Ann faithfully walked the halls in winter for 
exercise, but in good weather, as I’d drive in 
to work, I would see her returning from her 
early morning walk looking about for signs of 
nature or things of interest to talk about later. 
   Although Ann has recently moved to the 
Manor for health reasons, her legacy here 
lives on through the activities and ideas 
which she generated over the years as an in-
volved resident.                              Cathy Wright                                                                                                
 
 
 
 
   Always together, holding hands, HUGH 

AND ELEONORE CAMPBELL would walk 
up for their mail, to dinner, or just out walk-
ing for exercise.  Exercise (hiking) had been a 
component of their younger years as well as 
fly fishing for Hugh.  He was an avid fisher-
man to the point that he wrote and illustrated 
a young persons’ book about it with a won-
derful moral ending.  Always smiling and 
generous, Hugh was kind enough to present 
me with a copy of my own. 
   They recently moved to Northfield, VT and 
of course, together, hand in hand.  We wish 
them well in their new home.                                                                        

Cathy Wright 

WE COME AND GO 

   For as long as I can remember, my oldest 
daughter KAI WINTER, has wanted to move 
back to New England.  My husband and I had 
raised our three children, all girls, in Con-
necticut, but moved to Florida before they 
reached adulthood.  I moved north three 
years ago as a widow.  Kai’s two sisters had 
married and moved north also.  Kai, now a 
divorcee with her cat Cleo, (her daughter!) 
decided it was a good time for her to move as 
the bookstore at Hanley Addiction Recovery 
Center where she worked as a longtime man-
ager was soon to be closed and  she gave no-
tice to her accounting clients around West 
Palm Beach.  After visiting me at Copley 
Woodlands, she thought this would be the 
perfect place to relocate and so she rented 
Unit #415 from Gretchen’s daughter. She can 
be a great help to me with bookkeeping, 
banking and driving, etc., and at the same 
time get involved with the recovery commu-
nity. 
   The move wasn’t easy as she had spent the 
last ten years in the same apartment and our 
family had four storage rooms near her that 
had to be cleaned out and moved with her 
also.  She arranged for a van to pick up all the 
things in storage and the contents of her 
apartment.  In the meantime, she sold her car, 
was given another one and gave away mine 
that I left in Florida.  The van left Florida with 
Kai still there with last minute details to work 
out and to prepare her cat for the trip.  The 
movers called two days later and said the con-
tents of the van were too heavy and they had 
to get a second van! 
   Kai started out with Cleo the cat and spent 
one night in a motel.  The second day out the 
car started acting up and she found a Ford 

(Continued on page 16) 



                                                                

Continued from page 15 
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“You’ve got to go out on a limb sometimes because that’s where the fruit is.”    Will Rogers 

dealer in North Carolina to check it out.  Long 
story short, it needed transmission work which 
meant five more days in a motel.   
   Meantime, the van arrived at Copley Wood-
lands without Kai.  Kai’s sister, Liza, drove up 
from Massachusetts to help me move everything 
into Kai’s apartment and a storage unit in 
Waterbury. 
  Every time my phone rang, I was sure that 
there was a new problem.  I began to think she 
would turn around and go back to Florida.  Cleo 
was fed up with the travels too.  Finally, after 
ten days of anxious waiting, they arrived at 125 
Thomas Lane.  I can now sleep at night and quit 
worrying.  Cleo purred her way out of the cage 
and Kai is very happy to be home. Cleo hopes 
she never sees the inside of a car for the rest of 
her nine lives!                                       Annie Winter                                                                                                   

IN MEMORIUM 

 
   DEBBIE LOWE was everyone’s daughter.  It 
was a natural fit; she was the right age for the 
many mothers and fathers residing here, but it 
was also her nature to accept all of us for who 
we were and to generously share her time and 
conversation and infectious laughter.  Let’s also 
remember Debbie as our librarian which was 
apropos as she never went anywhere without a 
book or two.  Generally dressed in something 
pink, as the more nimble traveler on trips, she 
would unflinchingly accept the back seat in the 
van, buckle up and pull out a book.  Listening 
was difficult in the back seat, so she would qui-
etly read until we’d reached our destination.  
   Debbie had also lived abroad, once as a Peace 
Corps volunteer and again as a missionary 
working both times in Africa, a country needing 
people like her.  Boston had been her home dur-
ing her adult years where she worked at Mt. Au-
burn with the surgical team and later in the 

medical section of Boston University.  She 
was a staunch Red Sox fan and a lover of cats.                                                                                                     
 
 
    
 
 
 
 
 
 
    
 
 
   Recently, longtime resident ELEANOR 

CARTER, better known to all as Ellie, passed 
away very peacefully in her home.  She 
moved to Copley Woodlands from Greens-
boro, VT.  She had previously lived in Con-
necticut and New Hampshire. Ellie had lived 
here longer than anyone – a grand nineteen 
years!  She had a beautiful apartment with a 
view of the trees and her deck was always 
adorned with flowers in the spring and sum-
mer.  Golf was her game and she would 
watch it faithfully year round.   
   As her eyesight began to fail, we all mar-
veled at her recall for dates, names and fig-
ures.  Ellie was a strong woman who was very 
committed to her family and friends and will 
be missed by her many friends here.      

                                Cathy  Wright                  

Debbie Lowe 

Ellie Carter 



                                                                

SONNET FROM THE PORTUGESE – NUMBER 45 
By Elizabeth Barrett Browning 

 

How do I love thee?  Let me count the ways. 
I love thee to the depth and breadth and height 

My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight 
For the ends of being, and ideal grace. 
I love thee to the level of every day’s 

Most quiet need, by sun and candle-light. 
I love thee freely, as men strive for right; 

I love thee purely, as they turn from praise. 
I love thee with the passion put to use 

In my old griefs, and with my childhood’s faith. 
I love thee with a love I seemed to lose 

With my lost saints.  I love thee with the breath, 
 smiles, tears, of all my life; and should God choose,  

I shall but love thee better after death. 
 

Submitted by Joy Richards 
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A PROLIFERATION OF PENNYS (IES) 

 
From heaven to trade for sunshine and flowers, 

A lost one put Beethovan into a rage. 
To make a band, Red Nichols had five, 

While the value of penny stock is hard to gauge. 
Brecht put three in his opera of yore, 

I don’t give a tuppence-ha’penny if you can’t follow the score. 
From childhood we’ve known of Henny Penny’s great fear, 

And the widows search for a lost one so dear. 
Some thoughts can be had for simply just one, 

And one awaits Dana when his day’s work is done. 
But we consider them all and finally conclude, 

With heartfelt thanks, to all we’ll allude: 
The very best Penny is the one at Copley Woodlands! 

 
Thank you Penny for all you do for us. 

 
On behalf of all ~ Dave Richards 

POETRY CORNER 

“One ought, every day at least, to hear a little song, read a good poem, see a fine picture 

and, if possible, speak a few reasonable ones.”  Johann Wolfgang von Goethe  



                                                                
   THE DAFFODILS 

 

By William Wordsworth 
 

I wandered lonely as a cloud 
That floats on high o’er vales and hills, 

When all at once I saw a crowd, 
A host, of golden daffodils; 

Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

 

Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the Milky Way, 

They stretched in never-ending line 
Along the margin of a bay: 

Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 

 

The waves beside them danced, but they 
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee: 

A Poet could not but be gay, 
In such a jocund company: 

I gazed – and gazed- but little thought 
What wealth the show to me had brought. 

 

Submitted by Ann Williams 
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POETRY CORNER 

“Every speaker has a mouth: An arrangement rather neat.  Sometimes it’s filled with wisdom.  

Sometimes it’s filled with feet.”  Robert Orlen 

 

A PSALM OF LIFE 
 

WHAT THE YOUNG MAN SAID TO THE 
PSALMIST 

 

Tell me not, in mournful numbers, 
Life is but an empty dream! 

For the soul is dead that slumbers, 
And things are not what they seem. 

 

Life is real! Life is earnest! 
And the grave is not its goal; 

Dust thou art, to dust returnest, 
Was not spoken of the soul. 

 
Not enjoyment, and not sorrow, 

Is our destined end or way; 
But to act, that each to-morrow 

Find us farther than to-day. 
 

Art is long, and Time is fleeting, 
And our hearts, though stout and brave, 

Still, like muffled drums are beating 
Funeral marches to the grave. 

 
In the world’s broad field of battle, 

In the bivouac of Life, 
Be not dumb, driven cattle! 

Be a hero in the strife! 
 

Trust no Future, howe’er pleasant! 
Let the dead Past buy its dead! 
Act,-act in the living Present! 

Heart within, and God o’erhead! 
 

Lives of great men all remind us 
We can make our lives sublime, 
And, departing, leave behind us 
Footprints on the sands of time; 

 
Footprints, that perhaps another, 

Sailing o’er life’s solemn main, 
A forlorn and shipwrecked brother, 

Seeing, shall take heart again. 
 

Let us, then, be up and doing, 
With a heart for any fate; 

Still achieving, still pursuing, 
Learn to labor and to wait. 

 
Words by Longfellow 

Submitted by Bob Neilson 
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“Always and never are two words you should always remember never to use.”  Wendell Johnson 

NOVEMBER NIGHT 
 

You could hear from indoors the great river of wind – 
Warm, from the Southwest, stripping last leaves 

Which it plastered and wedged into soft, sodden masses 
in the roots of the hedges, in gutters and eaves; 

 

And then, contrapuntal, two girls’ voices shouting, 
The whinnying of horses, a dog’s brittle bark; 

Half over the sill, I called into the torrent: 
“What are you doing out there in the dark?” 

 

I called and they answered, their words as substantial 
As stick or leave swept by a stream to one’s feet” 

“We’re walking the mares – they were shut in all day…” 
But the rest of the words were carried away. 

 

With the whinnies, the barking, the wind – all together. 
Oh, they had to be out in that onrushing weather – 

Blow with its wind and swim in its waters – 
The mare and the leaves and the long-legged daughter! 

 

Poem by Evelyn Ames ~ Submitted by Oakes Ames (Evelyn’s son) 

POETRY CORNER 

AND SO… 
 

And so…all those many years ago 
as stood before love’s holy altar, 

We spoke the words that pledged our troth, 
entwined our lives, bespoke the psalter 
As love from Eros to Psyche did flow. 

 

And so…traversed the years and came to know 
we’d crossed the rubicon with ne’er wish to slow. 

We had and held for better or worse, 
drank betters’ wine and toasted each curse 

As one we braved life’s ebb and flow. 
 

And so…together still we await the ‘een 
which surely comes at end of day, 

And know that then we’ll pledge again 
love’s holy troth and start the way, 

Having lived the troth with no word schriven. 
 

Dave Richards 



THE LIGHTER SIDE 
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QUESTIONS WITH AGING 
 

When did my Doctors begin to look like they should still be in medical school? 
 

Why can I remember my sixth birthday party but sometimes not where I put my glasses? 
 

Who is this graying, balding person looking back at me in the bathroom mirror? 
 

How did I enter the last stage in the Riddle of the Sphinx? 
 

If I increase the telephone rings to 10 or so before the answering machine kicks in, will callers wait 
that long? 
 

Does an elf go into my sock drawer at night and mismatch the pairs? 
 

Did I really grow up in a better time or am I being subjected to selective memory? 
 

Why have I still not learned not to worry about things over which I have no control? 
 

Is it only my generation that believes Cole Porter’s song “Anything Goes,” has even more relevance 
today? 

 

Do I tell my wife often enough that when I look at her I still see the college coed I met and courted 
61 years ago? 
 

Dave Richards 

LIGHTER WORDS TO LIVE BY 

   During our April 18th poetry session, Bob Neilson, our resident poet, read a poem in which the poet 
said he is not old, but “geriatrically gifted.”  How I love it!  None of us here are the elderly or aged -
we are the geriatrically gifted.  Cannot wait to tell our grandchildren.                                Dave Richards 

Dedicated to all the men at Copley Woodlands who project a serious exterior,  

but especially to Bob Neilson for setting an example of “bursting out!”          Dave Richards                                                        

“To be able to look back upon one’s life in satisfactions, is to live twice.”  Khalil Gibran 



WE CELEBRATE 

 
   David and Joy Richards celebrate two graduations in May:  granddaughter Taylor Beidler gradu-
ates from Boston University and grandson Joshua Richards graduates from high school and has 
been offered a full scholarship to the University of Central Florida. 
 
   Jack Clark celebrates the high school graduation – with honors – of his grandson John Mitchell 
Clark III.  John will enter Johnson State College in the fall. 
 
  Chris and Penny Davis  celebrate the high school graduation of their daughter, Sarah Davis.  Sarah 
has been accepted into the athletic training program at UVM which has limited enrollment. 
 
   Congratulations to the following wait staff upon their high school graduation:  Alex Ferland, 
Shaley Ferland, McKenna Montminy, Allison Fitzgerald, Jamie Barrett, James Tisdell, Katelyn 

Shaw and Wynter Mindnich. 
 
  Veronica Hemenway, daughter of Steve and Iwona Hemenway, had two dance roles in the 
Lamoille Dance Academy’s production of Frozen at the Spruce Peak Performing  Arts Center on May 
6th and 7th. 
 
   I recently attended the “Celebration of the Life” of John Roth, a lifelong friend from the Valley 
with whom I happened to share a birthday.  The family provided a venue for talking, sharing laugh-
ing and crying with all of his wonderful friends to celebrate a life well lived.                                                                                                                   
                                                                                                                                                          Ann Williams 
 
   Acadia Moeyersoms, my brother Arthur Williams’ grand-daughter, and my grand-niece, gradu-
ated with lots of honors on Saturday, May 20th from the University of Vermont.  She was a member 
of the Phi Betta Kappa Society.                                                                                                     Annie Winter 
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“In the course of my life, I have often had to eat my words, and I must confess 

that I have always found it a wholesome diet.”   Winston Churchill 

WORDS TO LIVE BY 

   Life isn’t fair, but it’s still good.  Your job won’t take care of you when you are sick: your friends 
and parents will: stay in touch.  You  don’t have to win every argument: agree to disagree.  Make 
peace with your past so it won’t screw up the present.  Don’t compare your life to others: you have 
no idea what their journey is all about.  Over prepare, and then go with the flow.  Be eccentric now: 
don’t wait for old age to wear purple.  Frame every so-called disaster with these words:  In five 
years, will this even matter?  What other people think of you is none of your business.  Your chil-
dren only get one childhood.  If we threw our problems in a pile and saw everyone else’s, we’d grab 
ours back.  Envy is a waste of time.  You already have all you need.  No matter how you feel, get up, 
dress up and show up.  Life isn’t tied with a bow, but it’s still a gift. 

Written by Regina Brett, 90 years old ~ Author of “God Never Blinks” 
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     I would like to thank the following people for their time, stories and pictures for making this another won-
derful issue:  Dave Richards, Joy Richards, Bob Neilson, Jane Lowe, Gail McCain, Pat Watson, Derrick Bou-
lay, Jack Clark, Annie Winter, Ann Williams, Oakes Ames, Louise Ames and Cathy Wright.        Gale Martin                 

 

Co-Editors—Gale Martin and Cathy Wright 

Publisher—Gale Martin 

Photographers—Gale Martin, Cathy Wright 

and Dave Richards  

On the Internet via copleywoodlands.com 

“There is something infinitely healing in the repeated refrains of nature—the assurance that dawn 

comes after night, and spring after winter.”  Rachel Carson 


