
A Community Newsletter by and for the residents of Copley Woodlands                                                             September 2014                         

   This issue is dedicated to “Family”, be it our immediate family or others we may have “adopted” 
along the way,  thereby extending and expanding on the dictionary version of “parents and children 
living together in a household.”  We realize the necessity and benefits found in the connectivity with 
others, we nurture and cherish these relationships as they enrich our lives as well as theirs.  
   Through  travel, either home or aboard, working in foreign lands, touring for pleasure or follow-
ing some calling, as  travelers and sojourners trekking around the globe,  it is probably safe to say 
many of us can include other people into this category of “family”  even though they are not of our 
“household.” 
   Maybe as a foreign exchange student you stayed with a family and they too became sister, brother, 
mother or father.  Maybe you in return, hosted a student becoming their family staying connected 
over the years with periodic visits, unending bonds and feelings of kinship. 
   In 2014, the definition of family it seems, is being redefined along with societal changes. The unit 
we call family is morphing into something else, sometimes looking nothing like the dictionary ver-
sion quoted earlier, but just as  devoted to family none the less.  So what is Family today?  
   Several residents have had their summer vacations centered around family reunions, others will be 
joining up soon making memories and sharing life, if only for a few brief summer days of sun and 
fun, others for more extended visits.  Some, unable to join up with family, will reflect and cherish 
memories from past family gatherings, reliving fondly of time well spent with beloved family mem-
bers and friends.  This issue, through the tales that follow, honors all manner and shape of family 
with the sharing of those memories.  Read on, enjoy, and welcome to the family.             Cathy Wright 

FAMILY 
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OUR FAMILY STORIES 

“The love of family and the admiration of friend is much more important than wealth and privilege” 

Charles Kuralt 

OUR COUNTRY STORE 

   Running the country store was really a very 

fun time of my life.  We knew everybody in 

town.  We had a real old fashioned store com-

plete with wood stove and a pickle barrel.  No 

checkerboard – but people would come in and 

stand around and talk. This store was in Short 

Falls, New Hampshire.  Where is Short Falls, 

New Hampshire?  It is near Concord in a very 

rural area.  We were a 4th class Post Office.  Bill 

and I were postmaster and postmistress.  It was 

a real trial sometimes especially at Christmas 

time.  This was our life for thirteen years.  By 

then, Bill became a teacher and we moved to 

Kingston, New Hampshire.                    Pat Moore 

modern.  They found aged utensils that had 

lain unused for years, cleaned and painted 

them, and put them back to work — a tall, thin 

woodstove, kerosene lanterns, the magnificent 

coffee grinder, some big old glass jars, even 

some of the ancient signs advertising products 

which haven’t been available for half a century.  

One reads “Dr. B. J. Kendall’s Pectoral elixir — 

for coughs, colds, and all lung troubles.”  An-

other urges you to read the “Leading family Pa-

per in New England — Mirror and Farmer — 

Manchester, N.H.”  There’s always a pot of cof-

fee bubbling on the stove, and sharp cheese — 

to nibble or buy a wedge.  Bill is postmaster for 

the Short Falls section of Epsom, which is a tre-

mendous boon from a business point of view.  

The townspeople drop in to wait for the mail 

truck which comes up twice a day from Route 

28, and buy while the letters and packages are 

being sorted.                                                                                                    

Our Country Store 

The following article and picture was featured in 

Down East Magazine 

   One sign says “4 Corners General Store.”  A 

second reads, “U.S. Post Office, Short Falls, 

N.H.”  When Bill and Pat Moore bought the cen-

tury-old place a few years back, they chose to 

recreate the old atmosphere rather than going 

 

Bill Moore  at the coffee grinder  
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“You don’t choose your family.  They are God’s gift to you.”  Desmond Tutu 

OUR FAMILY STORIES 

WHEN FRIENDS BECOME FAMILY 

   I completed high school in India.  After say-
ing farewell to my parents, I sailed to the 
United States to attend college in Albion, 
Michigan.  I arrived knowing no one.  But that 
changed when another student, Ron Kallin-
ger, introduced himself and his girlfriend, 
Mary Lou to me.  This initiated a relationship 
that has lasted a lifetime.  They graduated, 
married and moved to Fort Collins, Colorado.  
I married, and after my husband completed 
his medical training, we too moved to Colo-
rado.  We were kept busy raising our families 
and being involved in the community.  After 
our oldest son left for college, my husband 
asked me for a divorce and left for Florida, 
taking our other son with him.  I was alone 
and devastated.  Mary Lou and Ron Kallinger 
and their children took me in, loved me and 
helped me begin a new life.  I met Tom 
McKenna who was also recovering from a di-
vorce that he had not initiated.  He and I have 
now been together for twenty-seven comfort-
ing years.  Our dear friends, Mary Lou and 
Ron, moved to Vermont and with their en-
couragement, we followed them here.  They 
are now in Utah with their children.  We will 
remain in Vermont, but we stay close to our 
dear ones with a friendship that feels like 
family and lasts a lifetime.                Ann Dwyer                                                                        

  This picture shows my family in the 1960’s - my 

husband, five kids, and myself.  The older man 

is not Grandpa – He was our butcher at our 

country store for years!  This picture was taken 

at my mother-in-laws in Kittery, Maine on a 4th 

of July.                                                        Pat Moore                                                       

Our friends, the Kallingers 



OUR FAMILY STORIES 
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ALONG CAME EMMA                                                                                                              

   Ten Years ago on my 69th birthday I told my 
three daughters that on my 70th birthday I 
wanted to take them to Bermuda.  Their 
spouses said it would be fine with them for the 
four days we would be gone and they would 
stay home with the other kids and mind 
houses.   
     I made the plane reservations, all of us leav-
ing from different states and reserved a two 
bedroom, two bath cottage at Arial Sands 
where my husband and I had stayed many 
years before.  I got a very good price because it 
was a year in advance.  The cottages had a pool, 
tennis courts and dining room for meals, or we 
could cook in our own little kitchen.  We 
planned what we would wear, play in and 
where we would eat. 
   Our plans went along perfectly until ― Katie, 
my youngest, called to say that she could only 
come if she could bring a brand new baby!  
Baby due in August for an October 7th fly date!  
Of course I was thrilled to know that I was get-
ting a sixth grandchild, but I wasn’t sure how 
Katie’s sisters would feel about sharing this 
much looked forward to vacation.  They said 
“fine.”  Seven weeks old is probably the best 
age to travel with a baby. Katie planned on 
nursing and another 21 inch, seven or eight 
pound person shouldn’t take up much space as 
diapers would be the largest clothing need.  
Arial Sands said “okay” and they would add a 
crib for “No Charge.” 
   Emma arrived on schedule on August 23rd fit 
to travel.  Delta Airlines said “okay.”  We were 
then five females ranging in age from seven 
weeks to seventy years!  As a baby present, I 
gave her a new Graco stroller that turned into a 
bed.  It took the place of her luggage on the 
plane.  She didn’t eat, drink or rent a bike.  She 

cost me nothing.  She went to the beach, on long 
walks and to the tennis courts and never com-
plained.  It was one of our most fun vacations as 
a family. 
   Next year will be my 80th birthday.  I’ve told 
my same three daughters I’d like to take them to 
Hawaii where my mother was born in 1900.  Her 
father was an Ambassador there at the time. 
  I’m not expecting any extras, but you never 
know!                                                    Annie Winter 

“The family is the nucleus of civilization.”  Will Durant 

  DRIVE-IN OR DRIVE HOME?  

   Our neighbors and friends had told us what 

fun it was to take the family to the drive-in.  We 

decided to try it.  We fixed the back seat of the 

station wagon so the kids would be comfortable.  

They were six, four and three at the time.  The 

first half hour was fine -  everyone watched the 

movie.  At this point, Michael decided he 

wanted to go to sleep, which was fine.  Annie 

was standing in the back with her head between 

Nick and me and keeping up a steady stream of 

idle chatter.  Janie decided she wanted to sit in 

my lap but then proceeded to stand up and flop 

over into Nick’s lap.  She found this great fun so 

continued to do it.  After about another half 

hour we decided we had had enough and de-

cided we would be better off at home.  The kids 

could be in their beds and we could quietly 

watch TV.  So much fun – a night at the drive-in!                                                                                                                          

Eleanor Paris 
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OUR FAMILY STORIES 

they remark, "Will you fancy that now, the two 
of them buried together in the same grave." 

     Two of my great great-grandparents, John 
and Sarah Doyle, were married in Ferrisburgh, 
Vermont in 1848 and their first child, Bessie, 
was born there in 1849. A couple years later 
that family moved from Vermont to Tipton, 
Iowa, where Federal land was only $1.75 an 
acre. John died there but it took me years to 
find his grave. Finally, in the DAR library in 
Washington, DC I found an alphabetical list of 
every grave in that graveyard. "Doyle, John" 
had an asterisk in front of it and the note said, 
"John Doyle is buried under the driveway." 
When a paved driveway was run through the 
graveyard it apparently went over his grave 
and they left his body there. However, when I 
visited there I found his tombstone had been 
moved 15 feet aside. The inscription was illegi-
ble but, as you can see in this photo, it shows a 
carved hand with the forefinger pointing to-
ward heaven as if to say, "John Doyle went that 
way."                                                  Tom McKenna 

GRAVE MATTERS 

"John Doyle Is Buried Under The Driveway" 

     If you get into genealogy, which can be ad-
dictive, you will soon get into graveyards. 
There is something especially moving about 
finding the grave marker/tombstone of an an-
cestor. His or her name―perhaps your own 
name if you were named after that per-
son―their birth and death dates, and often 
some other information about them will be en-
graved on their tombstone. To find it, you 
probably traveled to where they lived when 
they died and may also find the family farm or 
home. Other relatives may be buried nearby 
and married couples frequently share a tomb-
stone or even a grave.  

     There are many interesting stories about 
graveyards. My paternal grandfather's brother, 
George McKenna, lived out on a farm in north-
west Iowa when he was a young man and dur-
ing a blizzard one of his legs was so badly frost-
bitten it had to be amputated. The doctors came 
to his farm to do it and his leg was buried there. 
When George died in town in 1916, my father 
and two of his cousins were sent out to the farm 
to dig up that leg, probably just a bone by then, 
and bring it into town to be buried with the rest 
of George. My mother remembered where his 
grave was and led me to it. I questioned his full 
name, "George Washington McKenna" and my 
mother said, "Look at his birth date." It was 
February 22nd.  

     In Armagh in Northern Ireland there is a 
graveyard around a big cathedral in the center 
of town. A busy sidewalk runs through the 
graveyard and past the enormous tombstone of 
a lawyer. It lists all his degrees, honors, and ac-
complishments and has the epitaph, "A lawyer 
and an honest man." As the Irish walk past it 

“You don’t have to give birth to someone to have a family”   Sandra Bullock 

John Doyle’s Gravestone 
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“A family is a place where minds come in contact with one another.”   Buddha 

OUR FAMILY STORIES 

OUR TRIUMPH 

Did we fight as brothers? 
you the curly headed younger brother,  

I the older, bigger one. 
I do remember instead a different  

kind of touching. 
The day we fought the other brothers 

To the end - muscle, sweat and bloody 
teeth – looking like  broken cups. 

The neighbors gathered round and cheered. 
Some ran down to warn our mother, 
and we struggled through the long 

Battle together – crying. 
I cried from pain, you from fear, 

But you stayed, thin arms punching, 
Striking; my arms hitting finding a face. 

They bled into their shoes, our feet 
Squashing in the blood. 

Did you hear it?  The victory cheer! 
Did we laugh, light-headed, sweaty 

But whole when we finally reached victory. 
I remember that now, I don’t think 
I’m wrong.  I remember the blood, 

The cut was deep and the pain almost 
gone but you weren’t. 

You were there, bearing my weight.  That’s 
why I  

Laughed, and cried, and laughed. 
I was safe, looking down at all that 

Big-curly hair. 
I knew you’d get me home.  I still have 

The scar, over fifty years later. 
It throbs somewhere deep inside. 

I’m glad it’s there reminding me of our day, our 
triumph!  I leaned 

On you, You leaned on me. 
Our boyhood brother lover never failed 

Nor does it in the present tense. 
I never told you, did I, that I 

Remember your scares, your swinging fist 
Finding the mark, and mine. 

That I remember your determination and mine. 

I remember it’s time past time 
But I remember – I do. 

 
Then Years when time went by 

For all, and finding life consumed us. 
Life’s changes drew us apart 

No plan, just fate. 
Why did we get so different? 

You the curly-haired one, me the older. 
How did we get so different? 

Until my eighteenth year our bed was 
the same. 

We heard the same voices, our parents pupils 
Two together 

Our common thread – our past. 
Why do we get so different? 

We set forth to comb the world and  
time arrived in age, I looked 

up to see your face, shaped like mine 
Our eyes are closely shared 

and solid brown. 
We look alike, no longer dark 

and subtle after age. 
I thought this is the little 

Brother who carried me in the fight. 
A memory that pleases me, 
An image I created out of 

Fact and fantasy, the way it should be. 
You were the younger after all. 

Did we fight fist to fist? 
In competition, but never dis-love! 

I don’t remember! 
Our battles were a different sort, 
Fiercer than flesh, a struggle of 
Souls fighting desperately for 
Separateness, while being one. 

That day I came to get you 
I saw the little boy – I cried – 

Who bore my weight, curly-hair 
Dipping in the might, tear 

Drying on his face, muscles straining, 

Continued on page 7 
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“Other things may change us, but we start and end with the family.”    Anthony Brandt 

OUR FAMILY STORIES 

Front row: Tyler’s parents, Gladys and John and 
Aunt Dorothy 

Middle row: Robbin and Carden 
Back row: Molly, Rand, Betsy, Tyler and John 

OUR TRIUMPH—CONTINUED 
 

Dragging both of us home. 
That’s the struggle I remember 
Our slow walk home together. 

I feel your arm around me. 
I feel it now, I always will! 

 
Then the day I came to get you 
In another part of our country 

your manhood shattered by that curse 
It trampled you down. 

I bore you home, but now 
another kind of weight 

I bearing up your struggle. 
It almost worked but  

Curse endured. 
It allowed us time to 

Renew and mend – but time ran out. 
The final touch arrived.  You 

Struggled for life in your final hour 
I saw it in your eyes. 

Your look will never leave me. 
Your final touch. 

Then the body silent but warm 
Now I bore your weight and suffered 

Your sweetness. 
Did we fight as children? 

Oh ! Yes!  Of course we did, 
Holding each other up that day, 
As in your final moments.  We 
made it home…and yet for me 

I still survive  
the walk,  but then will 

Be home again!  In Our triumph. 
 

Dedicated to the sweetest 
Man I ever met.  My brother 

 
Robert F. Quinn 

 

MY FAMILY ~ THE KOHLERS          

EVER SO SWEET 

John Bywater playing Ping Pong in our solar-

ium with his grandchildren, Oliver, Annaliese 

and Owen 
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“The family—that dear octopus from whose tentacles we never quite escape, nor, in our  inmost 
hearts, ever quite wish to.”       Dodie Smith 

OUR FAMILY STORIES 

FAMILY REUNION 

   While reminiscing about a past or future place 

I like to visit, or people I like to meet, in the 

forefront is my family and the city of Berlin – 

now again the capital of Germany.  I moved to 

Berlin in 1941.  I was 19 years old and had fin-

ished high school and one year at an Interna-

tional Language Institute in Leipzig, majoring 

in English – interpretation and translation of all 

kinds of subjects in business or daily life.  It was 

a very intensive program taught by Oxford in-

structors.  I found a job as a bi-lingual secretary 

in a big pharmaceutical company in Berlin.  I 

became known as “the kid” among the senior 

staff watching out for me.  Coming from a com-

paratively small industrial town and a large 

family, working in the metropolis of Berlin was 

a dream.  There were theatres, universities, eve-

ning schools to finish my education leading to a 

BA in business, parks and beautiful lakes, and 

in general a vibrant life that shaped me into the 

person I have become.   

   The destruction of the city at the end of WW 

II in 1945 forced me to leave Berlin and join 

thousands of refugees leaving the East and 

heading West going home.  “Home” was a 

vague concept – my family was scattered.  The 

war had claimed two of my brothers and the 

house where I had grown up.  My parents had 

moved to our little country home in the Black 

Forest where they were safe.  My younger 

brother was a prisoner of war at that time in 

France with no indication when he would be 

released.  My older sister who had found refuge 

with friends in the city of Cologne, welcomed 

me on my return from Berlin.  Both of us found 

good jobs in Cologne.  My job came with the 

offer of an apartment in the near future.  There 

was “Hope” on the horizon for a new existence 

and the help we could give our family.  Over 

many years, the city of Berlin has slowly recov-

ered and continues to rebuild.  Some of my 

family has moved to Berlin. My desire to see 

the city of my youth has never died. 

   In September 2013, my daughter Barbara and 

I flew to Berlin.  We spent a wonderful week 

exploring the partially rebuilt city – but above 

all to meet our family – a family my daughter 

had only met as a child.  We arranged to get to-

gether on our last weekend.  To my surprise, 

my brother and his wife drove to Berlin from 

Cologne to be with us.  It became an unforgetta-

ble family reunion – we talked and talked – 

some in German, some in English.  We laughed 

and had a lot of fun.  We shared many episodes 

in our lives and with a little wine it lasted until 

the early morning hours.  This was the high-

light of our trip.                          Agnes Lintermann                              

Agnes at the Brandenburg Gate in Berlin 
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OUR FAMILY STORIES 

“Families are like fudge—mostly sweet with a few nuts.”   Author unknown 

Agnes Lintermann and family in Berlin, Germany 

ACTIVITIES 

CADY’S FALLS NURSERY 

   Just five miles out of Morrisville, our van 

passed the Lamoille River and Cady’s Falls.  

We entered a dirt road, and then a parking lot, 

little knowing the special place we were about 

to experience ― Cady’s Falls Nursery.  The 

nursery is unlike any other.  It offers the soli-

tude and beauty of woodlands and water.  We 

wandered with the butterflies from garden to 

garden.  There were benches where we could sit 

quietly and listen to the sound of falling water 

while breathing in the fragrance of blossoms.  

How fortunate we are to have this place of 

great beauty such a short distance away.      

                                                                 Ann Dwyer                                                                        

Pat Watson at Cady’s Falls Nursery 

ACTIVITIES 

ESSEX, NEW YORK TRIP 

   On Friday, August 1st, Cathy took us on a trip 

to Essex, New York.  It was a beautiful day to 

take the ferry.  Cathy picked out a little lakeside 

café for lunch and we were able to get a table 

outside for the five of us.  After lunch we drove 

to Main Street and parked so we could shop at 

the charming little stores, which we did.  It was 

after that when we were ready to leave for 

home that Cathy discovered we had a dead bat-

tery in the Copley Woodlands van.  It took 

awhile for AAA to rescue us, but we were lucky 

to find benches in the shade across the street 

and we were able to catch the ferry back to the 

mainland.  All in all, it was another fun day trip 

with Cathy.                                         Annie Winter 

 

Annie Winter, Pat Watson, Debbie Lowe and 

Jane Lowe  on the dock waiting for the ferry 
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“Love your family.  Spend time, be kind and serve one another.  Make no room for regrets.  Tomor-
row is not promised and today is short.”  Author unknown 

ACTIVITIES 

BURLINGTON FUN 

   One rainy Friday in July, several of us trav-

elled with Cathy in the van to Burlington, VT.  

Our first stop was Barnes and Noble.  We all 

agreed to meet again in forty-five minutes and 

then we scattered.  There were so many areas 

to explore:  New books, Bestsellers, Sports, 

Mysteries, Biographies, Games, Calendars, etc. 

that it was hard to settle in one place and really 

look.  The store is huge.  When we all met up 

again we agreed that we really needed a lot 

more time in the store, but we were hungry, so 

our next stop was at Healthy Living.  At the 

back of the store there is a little cafeteria and 

salad bar with tables where we ate our 

lunches.  Most had soup or salad, but I had 

chicken, rice and spinach.  It was delicious.  It 

was hard to pull away from Healthy Living 

because it is a store as well as an eatery.  Spe-

cial breads, organic lotions, soaps and all sorts 

of “healthy” items were available to buy.  We 

were all tired by the time we reached the 

newly opened Trader Joe’s, so the store did not 

seem as exciting as advertised.  One thing it is 

famous for is a $2.99 bottle of white wine that 

you would not feel ashamed to offer to com-

pany.  In Boston, people buy whole cases.  I 

bought a bottle of Italian soda made with 

blood oranges and a packet of three little dark 

chocolates for $1.79.  We do have to go back 

one day because there are all sorts of intrigu-

ing foods from countries around the world.  

Satisfied with our purchase, we arrive back at 

Copley Woodlands for a well deserved rest.

        Debbie Lowe 

THE OLD MEETING HOUSE 

   We drove through a forested dirt road to Cen-

ter Road in East Montpelier, turned right at a 

revolutionary war house and made our way past 

the red one-room school to the church-like struc-

ture called “The Old Meeting House.”  There, 

David Schütz, the State House curator, met us to 

take us through the history of this lovely old 

church which was built in 1823.  We sat in the 

original pine box pews under coved ceilings.  

The raised pulpit and choir loft oversaw the con-

gregation.  Two wood burning stoves sent 

warmth overhead to the parishioners.  The 1855 

bell graces the entryway.  This building, as a 

whole, is considered one of the finest examples 

of early Vermont architecture.  The Shelburne 

Museum would like to move it to their museum 

grounds,  but the request was politely refused.  

The church is admired and beloved right where 

it stands.  It has a thriving congregation and has 

overseen many weddings, christenings and me-

morial services.  Christmas services are packed.  

This year there will be “Story-telling for a Win-

ter’s Eve” on December 23rd at 3 p.m.     

Ann Dwyer 
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ACTIVITIES 

ROKEBY MUSEUM 

   In July, a group of us went to the Rokeby Mu-

seum in Ferrisburgh.  The exhibit chronicles the 

stories of Simon and Jesse, two fugitives from 

slavery who found shelter at Rokeby in the 

1830’s.  Rokeby was part of the famous 

“Underground Railroad.”  Their hosts were the 

Robinson family who were Quaker abolition-

ists.  There were many historic texts, images 

and documents bringing Simon and Jesse’s 

flight to freedom to life, a great part of the Un-

derground Railroad. The tour was capped off 

with lunch at the popular and busy restaurant,                                                                                     

Three Squares in Vergennes.                  Jane Lowe 

”Treat your family like friends and your friends like family.”   Proverb 

 

Rokeby Museum 

Stowe Middle School Presentation of the Middle Ages 

On July 16th we had a picnic on the Rec Path     

Those attending (from left to right) were Debbie 

Lowe,  Gretchen Dale, J. Stein, Linda Adams, Pat 

Moore, Carmen Campbell, Marge Sands and An-

nie Winter.  Photo by Cathy Wright 

NCAL PET MENAGERIE 

Debbie Lowe (sitting) with Big John. 

Join us the second Wednesday of each month 

at 2:00 p.m. in the living room when NCAL 

brings pets to share with us 
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ACTIVITIES 

“The strength of a family, like the strength of an army, is in its loyalty to each other.”  Mario Puzzo 

ST. ANNE’S SHRINE 

   We have had a busy summer touring the state 

following our “theme” of historic places in Ver-

mont.  Our most recent visit took us to Isle La 

Motte, part of the string of Champlain Islands, 

to visit St. Anne’s Shrine.  Though not a perfect 

summer day, the rain held off as we strolled the 

grounds.  The origin for the site dates back to 

1666, then a fort and chapel under the protec-

tion of St. Anne, mother of the Blessed Mother, 

guarding Montreal and Quebec from attacks by 

the Iroquois.  The mood now is far more tran-

quil – people meander the grounds viewing the 

12 Stations of the Cross, visit the outdoor 

chapel and breathe in the lake air.  It has a very 

restive quality and is a pilgrimage for many.  

On our way south and home we stopped by the 

historic Hyde Log Cabin, built in 1783, and oc-

cupied by the Hyde family for 150 years.  The 

cabin is so tiny it is difficult imagining it servic-

ing a family settling the wilderness and estab-

lishing a farming community.         Cathy Wright 

The Chapel at St. Anne’s Shrine 

Jane Lowe, Barb Percy and Pat Moore at one of 

our two Pot Luck Lunches we had this summer 

Agnes Lintermann preparing her own sundae at 

our Ice Cream Social which was held in July 

Annie Winter and Debbie Lowe  playing croquet 
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ACTIVITIES 

“When everything goes to hell, the people who stand by you without  

flinching—they are your family.”  Jim Butcher 

Annie Winter, Jane Lowe, Debbie Lowe 

and Pat Watson enjoying lunch at 

Chez Len and Ray in Essex, New York 

One of the watercolors by  

Letty Annis, our newest artist 

whose show at Copley Wood-

lands Art Gallery runs 

through  October 

Bob Moeck—aka—”Master Grill Meister” 

cooks up a batch of hamburgers and hot 

dogs for our Pot luck Lunch in August 
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“Happiness is having a large, loving, caring , close-knit family in another city.”  George Burns 

POETRTY READING 

   The first and third Tuesdays of each month a group of poetry enthusiasts meet in the living room.  

We even have a local man who is a poet, who comes and delights us with his poems.  Garrison Keil-

lor’s poems are often quoted as are Caroline Kennedy’s poem collections.  Caroline’s are my favor-

ites.  Here is one from her book, My Favorite Poems For Children.                                            Eleanor Paris 

FIRST FIG 

My candle burns at both ends; 

It will not last the night; 

But ah my foes, and oh, my friends - 

It gives a lovely light. 

Edna St. Vincent Millay 

WE COME AND GO 

   We are very happy to have a new resident, JUDITH TREADWELL.  Judith moved into Margaret’s 

old apartment - #404.  She came to us from Greensboro.  Her husband, John, will be joining us at a 

later date.  They have two lovely daughters and six delightful grandchildren.  Judith is a joiner.  She 

has already attended the movies and played Bingo.  Before she moved here, she volunteered in a li-

brary and may help us out here in ours. Welcome Judith!                                                Annie Winter

              

DEBBIE LOWE came to Copley Woodlands in mid-April and is sharing a unit with her mother,  

Jane.  She has become an active member of our community, joining the exercise class, participating 

in various trips, playing Bingo, etc. and has become our librarian.  Debbie graduated from Dickinson 

College in Carlisle, Pennsylvania with a B.A. in International Studies and then joined the Peace 

Corps.  She was assigned to work in Niger, West Africa as a Pediatric nutritionist.  When her time 

was over, she returned to the U.S. and attended the University of Kentucky in Lexington, Kentucky 

and graduated with a M.A. in International Economics and Third World Development.  Debbie was 

then sent to the Congo (was Zaire) in Africa by the United Methodist Church where she was the Di-

rector of a 150 bed rural hospital for the next three years.  She came back to the U.S. and decided to 

make Boston her home.  For the next fifteen years, Debbie was employed at the Mt. Auburn Hospital 

in Cambridge as an Administrative Assistant.  Her next position was at Boston University School of 

Medicine Cancer Research Center where she worked for the Director for 8 ½ years.  Debbie has been 

on medical leave since that time.                                                                                                     Pat Watson 
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WE COME AND GO 

Our new residents, HUGH AND ELEONORE CAMPBELL, are a very interesting couple.  Eleonore 

is one of the famous Von Trapp family.  Hugh met Eleonore at the old singing summer camp in 

Moscow, VT.  They raised seven daughters in Waitsfield, VT where they lived before moving here.  

Talk to Eleonore and you will find her very conversational and willing to share her story.  We wel-

come the Campbells to Copley Woodlands.                                                                                

If you have noticed a small, smiling woman in the dining room lately, that’s JUDY MCLEOD, one of 

our new residents who has been here for about a month.  A major fact about Judy is that she was 

born, raised and lived in Beverly, Massachusetts just about all of her life.  She will be missing the 

ocean, one of the few things we don’t  provide at Copley Woodlands.  Judy has one son, David Fos-

siano, three grandchildren – Nicole, Kelly and Tucker, three great grandchildren and another one on 

the way.  Her son, David, lives nearby as do Nicole and Tucker, while Kelly lives in Norwood, Mas-

sachusetts.  Judy graduated from Lasell College in Newton, MA and then worked for a couple of 

years in the office at Cable Memorial Hospital in Ipswich.  She then went to work at the Salem Sav-

ings Bank, where she eventually became Assistant Treasurer, and continued to work at the bank 

through many acquisitions, mergers and names until her retirement.  That bank, where she worked 

for thirty-six years, is now called Eastern Bank.  After Judy’s retirement in 2000 she continued to live 

in Beverly with her husband, Robert “Bruce” MacLeod who passed away in 2012.  For now, Judy 

wants to take it easy after having been very active in business associations and charities in Beverly 

for so long.  Her favorite local restaurant was The Partridge Inn, which is now O’Grady’s Pub.  We’ll 

have to get her out to some of the new  places so she can enjoy eating out in Stowe again.                       

                                                            Debbie Lowe 

DAVID KAMIEN was born in Mechanicville, New York in 1928.  Mechanicville is 15 miles north of 

Albany on the Hudson River and is due west of Bennington, VT.  After graduation from Mechanic-

ville High School he went to the Eastman School of Music in New York City.  During his time at 

Mannes he became a piano entertainer country wide.  He met his wife in Wisconsin and they were 

married.  He was awarded a Fulbright Scholarship and they were off to Germany so David could 

study conducting and composing.  While there, his daughter, Judi, was born in 1963.  He and his 

wife and daughter lived in Germany for twenty-four years, and he was kept busy coaching, con-

ducting, composing and arranging music.  The family returned to the United States in 1981.  In New 

York City again, he did conducting, composing and coaching.  Around that time he and his wife di-

vorced.  Dave became a “temp” and also started to do graphic design work, which he continues to 

do for various corporations, very successfully.  Dave moved to Waterbury, VT with his daughter 

Judi and son-in-law Roy, two years ago.   He decided to move to Copley Woodlands          (continued) 

“The love of the family, the love of the person can heal.  It heals the scars left by a larger society.  A 

massive, powerful society.”   May Angelou 
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“The great gift of family life is to be intimately aquainted with people you might never even intro-

duce yourself had life not done it for you.”   Kendall Hailey 

WE COME AND GO 

because he would have more room for his graphic design work and his prize possession, a Steinway 

Baby Grand piano.  When he gets enough practice he will be happy to entertain us.  We are looking 

forward to that event.  Welcome to Copley Woodlands Dave!!!                                              Cliff Johnson 

   SUE BERESFORD, better known as Sue B., came back East from Colorado.  A talented and intelli-

gent person with a lively sense of humor, Sue longed to return to her beloved home in Ophir, CO.  

She had specifically designed the home, set high in the mountains, all on one level to accommodate 

her as she aged.  As Sue’s health improved here in Vermont, she made the decision to return to 

Ophir and her special home.  We all wish her continued good health and happiness.       Cathy Wright 

 

 IN MEMORIUM 

   ANN BITTERMANN – Ann was born and brought up in Illinois.  She graduated from the Univer-

sity of Illinois where she met her husband Norm.  He was a civilian member of the U. S. Army as an 

engineer.  They lived in many places around the United States but ultimately settled in Montpelier 

where she taught languages at the high school level.  They had three children, a daughter who be-

came a state senator but died of breast cancer, a son who was an attorney who died of a heart attack 

while playing basketball, and a son, Rusty who is a professor of history at the University of New 

Brunswick in Canada.  Rusty is about to retire to Prince Edward Island.  She is also survived by six 

granddaughters and one great grandchild.  Ann played the piano for Woodland Warblers and was 

an ardent sports fan.  She never missed a Red Sox or March Madness game.  She would have been 

94 years old in July, but time ran out in June.                                                                             Eleanor Paris 

   TYLER KOHLER – A great friend to us all, a man of many talents who entertained us with his 

singing ability and array of songs, his travels, and his riding career.  We miss you Tyler and remem-

ber you with much love.                                                                                                              Ann Willliams 

    PAUL GRIGGS and his wife Becky moved to the Woodlands in August 2013 from Cape Cod to 

be near their daughter Penny and her family.  Paul had two passions in life (three if you count 

chocolate ice cream).  Starting early in high school and throughout college he exercised thor-

oughbreds for Steeplechase and always loved to talk about horses.  Later, during his twenty-five 

years as a dentist and into retirement, he became an avid sailor.  Paul was a good dad, had a great 

sense of humor and was always the gentleman.  Paul was lovingly cared for by Becky and passed 

away on June 11, 2014.                                                                                                                   Cathy Wright 
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DINING ROOM STAFF 

 MCKENNA MONTMINY is one of our new wait staff.  She is a sophomore at Peoples Academy, a 

native Vermonter who has always lived in Morrisville.  McKenna loves school even if she has “piles 

and piles” of homework.  She also is obsessed with soccer and enjoys running and plans to be on the 

track and field team.  McKenna has donated twelve inches of her hair to “Locks of Love.”  She says 

she has enjoyed working here at the Woodlands this summer and getting to know the people who 

live here.  Though she loves Vermont, she hopes someday to explore other places and one day 

would like to become an author and a teacher where she can perhaps make a difference in some-

one’s life.  Maybe someday there will be news of her achievements – so keep reading the papers.  

                Pat Watson                

HANNAH WYKOFF is another new member of our wait staff.  She is also the granddaughter of for-

mer residents, Bill and Mary Jakes.  Hannah is a junior at Stowe High School where she plays field 

hockey and lacrosse.  She also enjoys hiking, skiing, mountain biking and working here.  After 

graduation, she plans to go to college in Boston and have a career in the medical profession. 

                                                         Debbie Lowe 

CAITLYN DUFF was born in Stowe 16 years ago and has lived here all of her life.  She lives with 

her mom (Ann Marie), dad (Jim) and younger sister Victoria.  Her mom is a caregiver here at Copley 

Woodlands.  Caitlyn is a junior at Stowe High School and hopes to continue her studies after 

graduation and become a teacher.  In high school, she participates in the field hockey and lacrosse 

programs, and she enjoys downhill skiing.  In June, 2014, Caitlyn attended the Rotary Youth Leader-

ship Award (RYLA) program at Lyndon State College.  She has been trained for wait staff.  Welcome 

Caitlyn!!                                                                                                                                             Cliff Johnson 

 

BRIAN PEPE was born in Sleepy Hollow, New York, 17 years ago.  He moved to Morrisville, VT 

with his mom (Kristine) and dad (Charles) 3 years ago.  He has a 19 year old brother who is attend-

ing UVM.  Brian is a senior at Peoples Academy.  He would like to go on to college next year, but 

has not made a final decision.  Brian’s duties may vary at Copley Woodlands as he has been trained 

both for  wait staff and utility work.  Welcome Brian!!                                                              Cliff Johnson 

                                                               

“If you cannot get rid of the family skeleton, you may as well make it dance.”   George Bernard Shaw 
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On the Internet via copleywoodlands.com 

     Wow ~ I think this is the biggest issue to date!  It is apparent by the number of stories that I re-

ceived about your families, that our families mean a lot to us.  By sharing your stories, both residents 

and staff get to know more about you, our “Copley Woodlands Family.” 

     I would like to thank the many people who contributed  stories, wrote articles , did interviews 

and shared your photos:  Tom McKenna, Ann Dwyer, Eleanor Paris, Annie Winter, Betsy Kohler, 

Bob Quinn, Agnes Lintermann, Pat Moore, Debbie Lowe, Jane Lowe, Pat Moore, Pat Watson and  

Cliff Johnson.   Your contributions have made this a very successful edition. 

     I would especially like to thank Cathy Wright for all of her help with this issue - from the front 

page article to photographing the many activities, proofreading and most of all for her kind support 

during the finalization of this issue.                                                                                               Gale Martin                                 

AGNES LINTERMANN’S GARDEN 


