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 Writing about “This ever changing world we live in” sounded simple at first, but, as it turns out, 
nothing is simple anymore, especially this phrase. It is loaded with possibilities and creative inter-
pretations, personal thoughts and ideas.  My first thought  turned to the idea of a simpler life-style. I 
have often felt I was born too late, wanting life to slow down, not accelerate at hyper-speed (warp 
speed to you “Trekkies”), not drive so fast or rush too much. Technology today just will not let that 
happen and we all move forward, though some more reluctantly than others.  
   Most of you reading this introduction will acknowledge that your generation has witnessed mas-
sive amounts of changes, from penicillin and x-rays to smart phones, and iPads, from segregation to 
the first Black President of the United States of America. So much has taken place and you have had 
a front row seat.  We look forward to reading your stories and the changes you have witnessed first-
hand.  Thank you for your contributions and as always, good reading!                               Cathy Wright 

THIS EVERCHANGING WORLD WE LIVE IN 
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OUR STORIES 

“All great changes are preceded by chaos.”  Anonymous 

THE SAME VACATION ENJOYED 

TWICE – OR, LIFE BEFORE SELFIES 

   There was a time when preparation for fam-
ily vacations included a purchase of pre-paid 
Kodak film mailers.  While on vacation, each 
time a roll of super-8 movie film, slide or snap-
shot film was completed, it would be put into 
a mailer and sent to Kodak.  The developed 
film would be mailed to our home by Kodak 
and be there upon our return.  After being 
home from vacation for several days — getting 
back into “reality” — we would spend an eve-
ning enjoying the same vacation a second time. 
     The portable screen would be taken out of 
the closet and opened.  This operation itself 
provided entertainment as Dad would per-
form many gyrations before the screen was fi-
nally up and ready.  A table would be found 
for the super-8 film projector and carousel 
slide projector.  As the movies or slides were 
projected, sighs of fond memories or excited 
exclamations could be heard.  “Ooooh….I 
loved that place!”  “I know I stayed up on wa-
ter skis longer!”, etc., etc., etc.  Often it seemed 
the home viewing of the vacation was as much 
fun as the real thing. 
      The many rolls of super-8 movie film and 
several carousels of slides were long ago trans-
ferred to compact discs.  Now, with little 
bother and the touch of a button, we can watch 
family vacations any time we wish.  No look-
ing for extension cords, no moving of furni-
ture, no need to turn off the lights.  Just sit 
back and push “play.” 
   And yet…..moments of nostalgia overtake 
me at times and I miss digging in the closet for 
that rollup movie screen.  Even the directions 
seem to linger in the mists of memory. 

“Holding the unopened screen assem-
bly upright, push the thumb latch at 
the top of the folded legs and let ex-

pand down – push on the legs until 
you hear a snap -  raise the exten-
sion bar and turn clockwise to lock 
in place – (to raise extension bar, 
remove the red screw at the top of 
the outer bar – you will need a Phil-
lips head screwdriver – you will 
need the red screw to relock the ex-
tension bar in place when lowered) 
– turn the screen case 90º to the 
right exposing the screen handle – 
lift the screen and attach to the 
hook at the top of the extension rod 
– (the hook is recessed in the exten-
sion rod – push on bottom to re-
veal) – lock the handle of the carry-
ing case to the larger support rod to 
prevent the screen from accidently 
falling – reverse the procedure to 
store your glass-beaded, day-glo 
satisfaction guaranteed home 
movie screen.” 

   You know what?  The devil take nostalgia.  
I’m going to push “PLAY”!        David Richards 
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     “The world has changed far more in the past 100 years than in any other century.  The reason is 
not political or economic but technological—technologies that flowed directly from advances  

in basic science.”   Steven Hawking 

OUR STORIES 

FROM OUTHOUSES TO 

 OUTERSPACE 

   The theme, “Our Changing World,” reminds 
me of my own mother, Bessie McGuire 
McKenna, who during her 84 years, saw our 
country go from outhouses to outer-space. 
  She was born on a farm in Northwest Iowa in 
1902.  Her father, Wade McGuire, was born in 
a one-room log cabin which his father, Patrick, 
and his uncle James built in 1871.  Patrick and 
James had walked clear across Iowa from Tip-
ton in eastern Iowa to Lyon County in the 
northwest corner of Iowa.  They had to dodge 
hostile Indians, bears, and wolves on the way.  
In  Lyon  County t hey  bought  land  from  the   
U.S. Government for $1.25 an acre and re-
ceived a deed signed by President Ulysses S. 
Grant.  James wrote to a friend back in Tipton 
to tell him he had used the money the friend 
gave him to buy land for him but he would 
need to bring not big work horses, but several 
yokes of stronger Oxen to break the hard prai-
rie sod for the first time and added, “Also, if 
an ox dies, you can eat it.”   
   Patrick returned to Tipton in 1874 to marry 
Bessie Doyle, who was born in Ferrisburg, Ver-
mont in 1849.  Patrick and Bessie had three 
boys while living in that one-room cabin with 
James.  They were John Edward, Jesse James 
(who was the Lyon County Sheriff for many 
years) and Wade Richard, my grandfather.  
When the boys were older, they slept in the 
loft.  My grandfather said some mornings the 
boys would awake to find snow had blown in 
through the cracks between the logs and they 
were covered with snow.  To celebrate the Bi-
centennial in 1976, the local Kiwanis Club 
moved that cabin, just a pile of logs by then, 
into the city park and restored it.  It is the only 
surviving pioneer cabin in Lyon County. 

   Because she was the first of five children, my 
mother, named Bessie after her grandmother, 
who died in 1899, helped to care for her four 
younger siblings which is probably one of the 
reasons why she was such a good mother to 
me.  Her last sibling, and the only other girl, 
Genevieve (“Gen”) was born twelve years after 
my mother.   
   Doctors were scarce out on the frontier, so 
children were born at home, sometimes with a 
midwife attending and sometimes not.  Proba-
bly because so many died in childbirth, the av-
erage life expectancy for young women on the 
American frontier was around 27 years.  Home 
remedies were popular and shared among pio-
neer women.  For example, a glass of whiskey 
was supposed to be good for snakebites.  (The 
men may have popularized that remedy!)  Den-
tists were equally scarce.  In one area, the local 
blacksmith used his smaller tools to extract rot-
ten teeth because nobody else could or would 
do it.  He charged ten cents a tooth.  If a child 
had rotten tonsils that really needed to come 
out, the father might sharpen the edge of a 
spoon and cut them out himself.   
   There was no indoor plumbing so every farm 
had an outhouse in the back yard.  Without 
modern toilet paper, dry corn cobs and the 
pages of old Sears and Roebuck catalogs were a 
popular substitute. 
   My mother learned to do all of the usual farm 
chores, like pumping the water, milking the 
cows, slopping the hogs, killing and plucking 
the chickens, and churning the butter, which 
she especially disliked because it made her 
arms hurt. 
   Farm life out on the Great Plains in the late 
19th and early 20th centuries was hard in many 
ways.  Many of those pioneers were immigrants 
from Germany, Ireland and Scandinavia.  The  

(continued on page 4) 
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(Continued from page 3)    

lure for them was owning their own land, 
something they could never achieve in Europe.  
Most of them came from sturdy European peas-
ant stock and they led healthy lives.  They ate 
food they grew themselves, got plenty of exer-
cise, and breathed clean air without the pollu-
tion of the big eastern cities.  However, farmers 
were, and still are, at the mercy of things be-
yond their control, like the markets for their 
products and the weather.  My Aunt Gen said 
she saw her parents standing on their back 
porch hugging each other and crying as they 
watched hail destroy their entire corn crop.  
Summers were broiling hot and winters were 
extremely cold.  My grandfather wore a buffalo 
robe in the winter.  People there still talk about 
The Great Blizzard of 1888, also known as “The 
Children’s Blizzard,” because so many children 
died while walking home from school that day.  
My grandfather shot a wolf on their farm and 
they had to be aware of roving bands of thiev-
ing gypsies and hostile Indians.  In 1857, a band 
of Wahpetuke Dakota Indians had attacked 
white settlements north of the McGuire farm, 
killed 35 – 40 men, women and children and 
kidnapped four young women. 
   My mother attended a one-room school house 
called McGraw School because it was named 
for her mother’s father, Dan McGraw, who do-
nated the land to build it on.  After graduating 
from high school, students had to go into town 
for a verbal examination by the three-man 
school board before they received their diplo-
mas.  One of the questions was always, “Name 
the 99 counties in Iowa, in geographic order 
starting with Lyon County and going from west 
to east and then back and forth.  After high 
school she was sent to a girl’s boarding school 
for two years and then, after taking a summer 

“The world hates change, yet it is the only thing that has brought progress.”  Charles Kettering 

course for teachers, she became the teacher at 
the McGraw School.  She grew tired of walking 
through knee-deep snow to get to the school, 
so she went to “beauty school” and opened the 
“La Vogue” Beauty Shop in Rock Rapids. 
   She met Paul McKenna from nearby Sheldon, 
Iowa at a dance in Alton, Iowa in 1922.  They 
were married on New Year’s Eve in 1927.  On 
“Black Thursday” October 24th, 1929, the stock 
market on Wall Street crashed.  That was fol-
lowed by “Black Tuesday” on October 29th.  
The Depression had started.  Businesses were 
closing, millions of men were out of work, and 
to add to the misery, the Dust Bowl days soon 
started.  In December 1941, the United States 
entered World War II.  Factories soon con-
verted from making cars and tractors to mak-
ing tanks and airplanes.  Most of the eligible 
men were in our armed forces so women were 
hired to do what had been “man’s work.” A 
poster of ‘Rosie the Riveter” was used to re-
cruit women for factory work.  Poor blacks 
from the south went north to take any avail-
able factory job which was a lot better than 
share cropping.  The American economy 
started recovering from the Depression and 
the big dust storm subsided. 
   My mother was working as a dental assistant 

when Florida passed a law allowing dentists to 

hire licensed hygienists to clean teeth while the 

dentists, knowing “the more you drill, the 

more you bill” could spend their time on  the 

more profitable drilling and filling.  She gradu-

ated first in her class from the Eastman Dental 

School and spent the rest of her working career 

as a dental hygienist.                                               

   In July 1969, she watched on television as an  

American astronaut walked on the moon. 

(continued on page 5) 
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friend called down, but they had to sit in the 
living room.  All female dorms had a dorm 
“Mother”, usually an older retired lady, and 
she would occasionally walk through the living 
room to monitor behavior. 
   Curfew for female students was 10:00 P.M. 
except 11:00 P.M. on Saturdays.  Staying out 
past the curfew was a very serious offense.  
Many students were out-of-state and great dis-
tances from home; for short holidays, some 
would choose to visit with another student 
whose home was closer to the college.  This re-
quired written permission from the girl’s par-
ents, the permission being very specific about 
the dates and times.  A long distance phone call 
to the dorm Mother would not suffice so the 
girls had to plan well in advance to avoid 
spending a holiday in a lonely dorm. 
   I cannot recall any female student with a car.  
It may have been allowed, but was very rare.  
None of the rooms had a telephone.  All dorms 
had a pay phone for outgoing calls.  Calls to the 
dorm were answered by the girl on duty.  This 
was a duty every girl had to fulfill on a rotating 
basis — answer the phone, and receive visitors. 
   Student dress was definitely another age ago.  
There was no “dress code”, but students 
dressed well and respected the limits of “good 
taste.”  Major department stores across the 
country would hold a “back to college” fashion 
show presenting what to wear around campus 
in the coming school year. 
   My female friends and I were just as excited 
and enjoyed college as much as the female stu-
dents at college today.  There have been many 
changes in social norms over the years, but 
some things never change.  See you around 
campus! (But only up to 10:00 P.M.)                                                                                                                               

Joy Richards 

(continued from page 4) 
 

  When she was dying in October 1986, I sat be-
side her bed and asked, “What was the happi-
est time of your life?”  She replied, “When you 
were a little boy.”  I was a bit surprised and 
said, “But it was during the depression and the 
dust storms.”  She said, “I know.  But we man-
aged.  It was the happiest time of my life.”  
Then she died.                                  Tom McKenna 

“Throughout the centuries there were men who took first steps 

down new roads armed with nothing but their own vision.”  Ayn Rand 

Tom’s mother 

Bessie McGuire 

Age 5 

COLLEGE DORMITORY LIFE  
FOR GIRLS 

BEFORE LIFE IN TODAY’S WORLD 

 
   Dormitory life for girls is another example of 
how life is so different in today’s world.  My 
college dorms were all female and no male was 
allowed past the first floor living room.  A fa-
ther would go up to another floor if an an-
nouncement was first made over the intercom, 
“Man on floor!”  A male could have his girl-
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“One child, one teacher, one book, and one pen can change the world.”  Malala Yousafzai 

OUR STORIES 

YES, WE HAVE NO BANANAS —THE 

IMPORTANT ROLES OF TWO  

CHIMPANZEES, HAM AND ENOS, 

IN THE DEVELOPMENT OF  

ORBITAL SPACE FLIGHT 

“No matter that the life was a chimpanzee’s.  In 
those last minutes, all that mattered was getting him 
home safely.  I don’t remember thinking of him as a 
chimp.  He was my responsibility as much as any 
astronaut would ever be.”          

Chris Kraft, NASA Flight Director                            
 
   In today’s world, communication in every 
mode is worldwide, instantaneous and virtu-
ally flawless.  Telecasts from space station Mir 
are clear and live, including some space walks.  
Cell phones, smart phones, hands free car 
phones – the options are many and all put any 
part of the world within easy reach.  Computer 
technology has created a world today almost 
unimaginable just fifty years ago. 
   Consider this — in the early space program 
known as Project Mercury, Mercury Control 
used Teletype operators to transmit major com-
munications to the manned net work tracking 
stations in outposts across three continents and 
oceans.  A present day inexpensive fax machine 
is twenty times faster than those used by Pro-
ject Mercury. 
   Mercury Control did not have computers; 
tracking sites would send radar tracking infor-
mation to computers at the Goddard Space 
Flight Center in Greenbelt, Maryland for proc-
essing.  The processed information would then 
be sent to the plot boards in Mercury Control.  
As advanced as the computers were at the time, 
they filled several large rooms, easily exceeded 
in speed and processing capacity by today’s 
desktop computer. 

   Working within the parameters of available 
technology at the time, dedicated men and 
women would develop a space program that 
would land a man on the moon and return him 
safely to earth.  The challenge to reach that 
goal was given by President Kennedy in an ad-
dress to a joint session of Congress on May 25, 
1961: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   America did commit itself and did achieve 
the goal on July 20, 1969 at 9:56:20 UTC when 
Neil Armstrong stepped onto the surface of the 
moon. 
   Others, however, were also committed to 
space programs.  On October 4, 1957, Russia 
had launched Sputnik, the first orbiting satel-
lite.  One of the many responses was the Na-
tional Space Act of 1958 and the creation of the 
National Aeronautics and Space Administra-
tion, or NASA.  The Soviets were ahead in the 
“space race” and would remain in the lead for 
some time, but the clock was ticking. 
   After many successes and failures in space 
flight, NASA was ready to launch a chimpan-
zee in a space capsule.  On January 31, 1961, 
the chimpanzee, Ham, reached zero gravity for 
six minutes and proved he could survive the 
extremes of forces and still function.  The stage 
was set for human space flight. 
   Then, in April, 1961, Russia announced the 
flight of Yuri Gagarin, surviving a full orbit of 
the earth and returning safely.  The Soviets re-
mained ahead in the space race.  However, the 
space program in Russia was an arm of the 
military and not openly covered by the news 

   “I believe this nation should commit 
itself to achieving the goal, before this 
decade is out, of landing a man on the 
moon and returning him safely to 
Earth.” 

(continued on page 7) 
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“You must be the change you wish to see in the world.”  Mahatma Gandhi 

OUR STORIES 

media; little is known about the sacrifices made 
to achieve this momentous flight.  A closed soci-
ety witnessed only success! 
   On May 5, 1961, Project Mercury was ready to 
lift the first American astronaut into space.  A 
Redstone rocket would lift a two ton capsule into 
space for fifteen minutes.  Alan Shepard would 
reach an altitude of 100 miles, have five minutes 
of weightlessness and feel a crushing 11.g force 
entry, landing 260 miles from the launch pad.  All 
of this was watched worldwide on live television 
despite the many risks involved.  All systems 
were now go for orbiting the earth several times 
with a manned spacecraft. 
   One final test remained.  An orbital animal 
flight was necessary to study exposure to weight-
lessness and high .g forces for longer periods of 
time.  A second chimpanzee, Enos, completed 
more than 1250 hours of training for the mission 
at the University of Kentucky and Holloman Air 
Force Base.  Enos flew into space on board Mer-
cury Atlas 5 on November 29, 1961.  Enos’ flight 
was a full dress rehearsal for the next Mercury 
launch on February 20, 1962, which would make 
Lt. Colonel John Glenn the first American to orbit 
the Earth. 
   The 5 ½ year old, 37 ½ pound chimpanzee or-
bited the earth twice at speeds over 17,500 miles 
per hour.  Enos proved he could still function af-
ter the force of blast off and weightlessness.  He 
received banana pellets and sips of water when-
ever a task was completed successfully. 

   Three hours and twenty-one minutes after 
blast off at Cape Canaveral, the decision was 
made to bring the capsule down.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 

 
The capsule landed south of Bermuda and 
was picked up by the USS Stormes DD780. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   On board the Stormes, Enos expected to be 
rewarded with bananas.  Unfortunately, the 
Supply Officer, LTJG David Richards had not 
ordered bananas.  A quick radio call to Cape 
Canaveral put LTJG Richards back in the 
good favor of Enos when the on board veteri-
narian was told to give the chimp an apple 
and an orange periodically.  However, it was 
sometime before LTJG Richards could enter 
the Norfolk Navy Officer’s Club without be-
ing welcomed with the refrain “Yes, we have 
no bananas!”          (continued  on page 8) 
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“Man is a creature of hope and invention; both of which belie the idea that things cannot be changed.” 
Tom Clancy 

(continued from page 7) 

   The rest of the story, as they say, is history.  
But regardless of what the next chapter in 
space exploration reveals, we should never for-
get that the first chapter included two chim-
panzees — Ham and Enos.  Thank you, 
chimps!  You “boldly went” where no chimp 
had ever gone before!                   David Richards    
 
References: 
Failure Is Not An Option,  Gene Kranz, former 
flight director, NASA 
Flight, Chris Kraft, first flight director, NASA 
Unclassified Naval Message from Com-
mander, Destroyer Squadron 32 to Com-
mander, Destroyer Flotilla 4 dated 01, Dec. 61 
Personal experiences of LTJG DAVID RICH-
ARDS, SC, USNR aboard USS STORMES 
DD780 

appointed a police officer.  The family now had 
some money.  It was not much - $35.00 per 
week, but my mother and father made it work.  
He worked three different shifts.  He didn’t like 
it but he had to do it. 
   I remember how carefully the family had to 
live.  How about this – in 1936 I went to my first 
movie, which starred Shirley Temple.  The ad-
mission was ten cents for two movies and the 
globe news.   There was no television.  For five 
cents you got a large bag of candy that would 
last for four hours in the movie house.  
   The car had no heat or air conditioning.  In the 
winter we had to have a blanket when we went 
to grandma and grandpa’s.   
   I remember that there was no supermarket.  
Our neighborhood only had a small grocery 
store and a bakery where we got bread and rolls; 
bread was nine cents a loaf and rolls were three 
for five cents. A layer cake was about fifty cents.  
There were many other goodies including 

CHANGES I HAVE SEEN 

   I have thought about the world and my 
country and how it has changed during my 
life.  The changes have been significant, some-
times very positive, but also very negative. 
   Having grown up in the 1930’s and 40’s, the 
world we live in has changed dramatically and 
of course the changes in the United States are 
so different, it is easy to ask why did it happen 
and what caused it. 
   I am a depression era baby and all the world 
and the United States were involved in the 
Great Depression which began mainly in the 
1930’s.  Money was very tight and I mean 
money went away. 
  First, my father had an excellent job with 
Consolidated Edison.  He was a surveyor and 
architect.  The depression hit big companies 
very hard.  My father got laid off – no money 
was available.  Dad luckily passed the New 
York City Police Department exam and was 

Bob Quinn as a child in NYC 

(continued on page 9) 

OUR STORIES 
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“No matter what people tell you, words and actions can change the world.”  Robin Williams 

OUR STORIES 

(continued from page 8) 
cheesecake.  There was a vegetable store for 
fruit and vegetables.  I can still remember the 
sign on the tomato shelf – 2 pounds for nine 
cents.  There was a meat store.  Ham was 
about fifteen cents a pound, chicken and steak 
were nineteen cents a pound.  I remember be-
cause I did the shopping for my mother be-
cause my brother was only a baby.  The candy 
store had booths where you could sit and  
have an ice cream soda or an ice cream sundae 
for ten cents.  Again, for five cents you could 
get a large bag of candy. 
   I will always remember how we had to dress 
for school.  We had to wear a shirt and tie with 
knickers until the 6th grade, then long pants 
and a shirt and tie.  We walked to school – 
there were no school buses.  The streets of 
NYC were very safe in the 1930’s. 
   We played stick ball in the street – a broom 
handle was our bat and we hit a rubber ball.  It 
was fun and all the guys on my block were in-
volved.  We played roller skate hockey in the 
same street and the puck was a piece of 2 x 4 
wood.  The sewer cover was the goal. 
   I could go on for pages, but I will end by say-
ing things have changed completely.  It was a 
different world and we truly enjoyed it be-
cause we kids made it happen and we enjoyed 
the grand old days.  No TV, no computers – 
only the radio for news and stories.  I guess the 
changes have been important and things will 
continue to change, but the Thirties and Forties 
were our world.                                    Bob Quinn 

RECYCLING WORKSHOP 

   The Recycling Workshop which many of us 
attended in the living room on June 8th was in-
teresting and worthwhile.  The good attendance 
shows that the residents and staff here want to 
do the right thing.    
   Ann and I moved to Montpelier from Colo-
rado where the only recycling program was 
free collection of Christmas trees from the curb 
on the second Monday in January.  The trees 
were fed into a chipper and the city used the 
chips around it’s trees and also gave them to 
residents for their own trees.  The slogan for 
this program was, “Let’s win one for the chip-
per,” which was derived from Ronald Reagan’s 
movie role about injured football player George 
Gip, whose team vowed to ‘Win one for the 
Gipper.” 
   In Montpelier we lived in the woods with a 
500 foot long “L” shaped, crushed slate drive-
way which did not meet Casella’s requirement 
to have our two large garbage and recycling 
cans out on the road by 7:00 AM, especially 
when there was snow on our driveway.  There 
were too many bears and free-range dogs to 
risk putting them out on the road the night be-
fore, so we took our own garbage and recycla-
bles to Casella’s transfer station on Route 2 
every third Saturday.  We had boxes on our 
mud porch for the required breakdown of 
newspapers, magazines, junk mail and cans 
and bottles.  At the transfer station the big 
dumpsters were marked with what went into 
each one so it was easy to comply with their 
breakdown.  It was a bit of a jolt when they 
went single stream on recyclables and another 
unwelcome surprise when they started charg-
ing $1.75 a bag to accept recyclables. 
   The Copley Woodlands residents and staff 
receive a lot of the things we use by UPS or the 
United States Postal Service.  Corrugated or 

ACTIVITIES 

Continued on page 10 

Bob 

Quinn 
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“Education is the most powerful weapon which you can use to change the world.”  Nelson Mandela 

Continued from page 9 

boxboard boxes are easily recycled or used in 
other ways.  The state should ask all of the 
product shippers to use packages no larger 
than necessary and packing material that can 
be recycled.                                      Tom McKenna 
 
Editors Note:  If anyone has questions about what 
can be recycled, please speak with someone in the 
front office. 

BILLINGS FARM AND MUSEUM 

   In June, David, Joy, Annie, Cathy and I went 
to Billings Farm and Museum in southern Ver-
mont. It is a large estate that has lots of animals 
and many scenic spots. We spent the largest 
part of our time there in the Billings farm 
house. It had been restored from the original 
one built in the 1890’s. The woodwork and the 
furnishings were beautiful. The property in-
cludes an operating dairy farm and tree planta-
tion. The estate is now a part of our National 
Park system.  
   After our tour we went for lunch at Simon 
Pearce in Quechee. A delightful day! 

Jane Lowe 

LUNCH AT THE TROUT CLUB 

   On a cool but lovely day in early June, a 
group of ten of us from Copley Woodlands 
met for lunch at the Trout Club, at Cliff John-
son’s invitation. 
   We enjoyed sitting on the deck before lunch 
overlooking the lake and the gorgeous sur-
roundings. 
   The Trout Club is a private club initially 
founded around the turn of the century for fly 
fishermen, a rustic throwback in Adirondack 
style. 
   At the sound of the conch shell we went in 
for lunch in the dining room and were seated 
family style.  We were offered grilled chicken 
sandwiches accompanied by various salads – 
potato, beet, lettuce and lovely tomatoes.  The 
meal was topped off by a delicious coconut 
dream bar for dessert. 
   After lunch we headed down to the dock and 
enjoyed the sunny afternoon.  A lovely time 
was had by all.  Thank you Cliff!                                                                   
                                                            Ann Williams 

Agnes Lintermann, Dave and Joy Richards and 

Jane McCauley at the Trout Club 
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“Every great dream begins with a dreamer.  Always remember you have within you the strength, the 

patience, and the passion to reach for the stars to change the world.”  Harriet Tubman 

   FLEMING MUSEUM 

   In June we visited the Fleming Museum at the 
University of Vermont in Burlington. There was 
an interesting exhibit of black and white photos 
of post WWII Europe, taken by Dr. Herbert 
Durfee. After Dr. Durfee’s death his son Lee 
found the photos and prepared the exhibit. The 
photos were stark and showed the devastation 
and poverty the war had created.  
   Across the hall was a Picasso exhibit, but time 
ran short and  I was not able to visit.  
   In its main collection, the Fleming has a lot of 
very good landscapes. There were many which 
I really liked including “Winter Streams” by 
Thomas Curtin. Later I saw more of his paint-
ings at the Bryan Gallery. If you have $4,000, 
you can buy one! There were paintings of 
Mount Mansfield by Charles Louis Heyde. He 
used to be a very popular Vermont painter. 
   It was a great visit to the Fleming Museum 
and I’d like to go again.                      Debbie Lowe 

“Mount Mansfield” by Charles Louis Heyde 

“Winter Streams” by Thomas Curtin 

STOWE MIDDLE SCHOOL VISIT 

   On June 26th, about twenty-two young teen-
agers, mostly boys who were very bright and 
enthusiastic, came to Copley Woodlands to 
present their summer school projects.  Their 
teacher, Amy Marshall, had successfully ap-
plied for a Council  on Humanities grant for 
teaching photography with an emphasis on 
“Pictures That Changed The World.” 
   The students had previously visited the 
“Kodachrome Memory: American Pictures 
1972—1990” exhibit by Nathan Behn at the 
Shelburne Museum. 
   Their pictures were mostly of nature, very 
lovely, and sensitive to feelings and light.  The 
majority of the students used smart phones or 
iPads and were proud of what they had done 
and justly so, to think this is an interest that 
will last with them.  We were all very im-
pressed.                                               Anne Winter 

USE TODAY’S TECHNOLOGY TO SOLVE A YESTERDAY TRIVIA 

   In the silent movie version of the Phantom Of The Opera, what piece is the Phantom playing at the 
organ when the diva pulls off his mask?  (Still a very scary scene, without computer enhancement.)                                                                                        

Dave Richards 
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ACTIVITIES 

“Never believe that a few caring people can’t change the world.   

For, indeed, that’s all who ever have.”  Margaret Mead 

POT LUCK LUNCHES 

   Summertime is a great time to eat outside 
(al fresco sounds so divine) enjoying the 
warmth of the long awaited sunny days. 
   During these days of summer, we like to 
plan Pot Luck Lunches where residents, staff, 
family and friends can share in the gastro-
nomic event.  Freshly grilled hotdogs and 
burgers are expertly cooked by grill master 
Bob Moeck and many side dishes are made 
and donated by participants. 
   Our latest Pot Luck Lunch on August 26th 
was very successful with a large turnout of 
people and great dishes.  Many gathered on 
the screened porch or ventured out onto the 
lawn to eat at the picnic table.  The traditional 
potato salad, deviled eggs, garden salads, 
baked beans, macaroni salad, Peggy’s special 
Pistachio pudding salad, (aka “Green Stuff”) 
slices of tomatoes, cukes and fresh fruit 
rounded out the summertime bounty.  This 
hardly does justice to the variety and scope of 
foods laid out for all to sample.  And did I 
mention dessert?  Whatever the food, eyes are 
bigger than stomachs and many “sign off” for 
dinner as everyone is so sated from the lunch 
repast.   
   Thanks to everyone for making these 
lunches such a success.                  Cathy Wright 

TEA AT NELLIE MAYS 

   On July 10th at 1:00 P.M. the van, with Cathy 
driving, and passengers Dave and Joy Richards, 
Gretchen Dale, Debbie Lowe, and I took off for 
Jericho.  It was a lovely day for a scenic drive 
and we cut up through Smuggler’s Notch.  We 
arrived at the home of Diane St. Cyr who 
greeted us at the door and welcomed us to 
Nellie May’s Tea Room.  We were brought into 
the dining room and saw that the beautifully 
appointed table with family China was set for 
the six of us.  Lemon cake, sugar cookies in the 
shape of teapots, scones and jams and dishes of 
candies adorned the table. 
   Nellie May’s Tea Room was named after 
owner Diane St. Cyr’s grandmother.  The home 
is filled with photos and memorabilia from her 
time.  Diane was a gracious hostess for Tea lov-
ers.  If you wish to relax and chat with friends 
over tasty treats, it is a real treasure of a find.                                                                                               

   Ann Williams 

Ann Williams, Debbie Lowe, Diane St. Cyr, 

Dave and Joy Richards enjoying tea at Nellie 

May’s Tea House in Jericho 
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“Has the world ever been changed by anything save the thought and its magical vehicle the word?” 
Thomas Mann 

ALL HANDS ON DECK!  
OR, COPLEY WOODLANDS 

RESIDENTS GET THEIR SEA LEGS 

 
   With apologies to Melville, my name is not 
Ishmael.  I do, however, offer a chronicle of 
a voyage upon the waters of “significant” 
Lake Champlain. 
   On Friday, July 17th, a clear sunny day, we 
boarded the Spirit of Ethan Allen for a very 
enjoyable cruise.  There was “water, water 
everywhere,” but unlike the ancient mari-
ner, we did have drops to drink with no fear 
of “how the boards shrink,”  Going aft, we 
found table and chairs approximately mid-
ship, in-board or outboard.  Refreshing 
drinks and victuals were enjoyed as we 
passed the many sights or lazily basked in 
the sun.  All too soon, we were back in port 
and heading to the mess (known as Shanty 
On The Shore by landlubbers) for lunch. 
   Wonderful grog and a hearty meal fla-
vored with “sea yarns” and good humor 
added to a wonderful day out.   As usually 
happens, the trip to and from was every bit 
as enjoyable as the destination.  Back roads 
define Vermont!  We enjoyed what others 
travel many miles to see.  Add a stop at a 
local farm stand to what was already a per-
fect day and you have a day the participants 
will fondly remember. 
   Mariners for the day were Jane Lowe, Jane 
McCauley, Debbie Lowe, Dave and Joy 
Richards and Commodore Cathy Wright.  
Patti Soper (outside exercise participant) 
and her husband Ed Billings met us on the 
Spirit Of Ethan Allen.                 Dave Richards 

ACTIVITIES 

Jane McCauley and Jane Lowe enjoying some 

spirits aboard  The Spirit Of Ethan Allen 

Debbie and Jane Lowe waiting for the cruise 

Dave and Joy Richards on the upper deck 



“Vision without action is merely a dream.  Action without vision just passes the time.   

Vision with action can change the world.”  Joel A. Barker 

   PICNIC ON THE REC PATH 

 

   It was a cool day for July 22nd and not real 
sunny, but Joy Richards, Jane McCauley, Deb-
bie Lowe, Janet Clear and I pushed off and set 
out on our annual Rec Path Picnic. 
   Every summer now for probably twelve years 
or so we have braved the elements and settled 
into the lovely picnic spot on Stowe’s scenic 
path.  We were flanked by the path itself and 
the many bikers, walkers, joggers and dogs us-
ing it and by the babbling Little River on the 
opposite side.  A man very generously pointed 
out ducks basking in the sun on logs by the 
river’s edge so we could see. 
   Upon arriving, several ladies – Joy, Debbie 
and Jane, wanted to enjoy a walk first, so Janet 
and I set about prepping for lunch.  We had 
iced tea and lemonade (for Arnold Palmers), 
finger foods, cheese, sandwiches, fruit and 
sweets to indulge ourselves — a fairly proper 
mix of healthy with less than healthy — but 
there’s the fun in eating. 
   The sun decided to shine after all and we 
were able to relax and digest our lunches.  It is 
such a simple pleasure and so easy ~ we can 
recommend wholeheartedly that everyone give 
it a try.                                                 Cathy Wright 

 VON TRAPP BREWERY   

   In July, we lunched at the brewery at the 
Trapp Family Lodge. The brewery was started 
by Johannes von Trapp. The brewmaster is J. P. 
Williams. We were offered four beer samples. 
The first was a Helles which is the German 
word for bright. This seemed to be the favorite 
for the group. The others were a Pilsner, a Vi-
enna Style Lager and a Dunkel which was the 
darkest one. 
   It was a lovely day. The view from the brew-
ery porch (and even from the parking lot) was 
gorgeous!                                                 Jane Lowe                                                                                                   

ACTIVITIES 
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Debbie Lowe, Joy Richards, Jane McCauley and 

Janet Clear at the Picnic on the Rec Path 

ICE CREAM SOCIAL 

   What is summer without ice cream?  I think 
everyone has cranked an ice cream churn han-
dle a time or two during summer family reun-
ions. 
   Our Ice Cream Social which was held in Au-
gust, was quite different.  The ice cream, store 
bought of course, was scooped out of tubs ex-
pertly by Gale and Cathy.  A choice of choco-
late, vanilla or both was offered with a full ar-
ray of toppings – M & M’s, walnuts, bananas, 
crushed Oreo cookies, strawberries and cara-
mel and chocolate sauces with the quintessen-
tial whipped cream and cherries. 
   It was a great way to spend a summer after-
noon sharing ice cream with friends.  There 
was a good turnout because as we all know… 
“I scream, you scream, we all scream for ice 
cream.”                                                Linda Adams 
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“The old days were the old days.  And they were great days.  But now is now.”   Don Rickles 

A VISIT TO  

PERENNIAL PLEASURES 
 

Perennial:  lasting an indefinitely long time 
Pleasure: a source of enjoyment, amusement, 

diversion 
 

   Our trip to Perennial Pleasures in East 
Hardwick definitely provided enjoyment and 
amusement that will last an indefinitely long 
time.  Judith Kane and her daughter Rachel 
have created gardens in a corner of the North-
east Kingdom that are a wonder to behold.  
We walked through the gardens and were 
treated to many varieties of plants and sculp-
tures.  Of particular interest were the many 
varieties of phlox.  An annual phlox festival is 
held at the gardens each year and gardeners 
come from many miles to learn about and buy 
phlox. 
   The gardens are also well known for after-
noon or high tea.  Judith is from England and 
serves a tea that is in the best English tradition 
—scones, jams, jellies, and clotted cream —all 
served in a garden setting.   
   The Woodlands travelers, Debbie Lowe, 
Jane McCauley, Ann Williams, Joy Richards 
and Cathy Wright enjoyed a day that truly 
was a “perennial pleasure.”            Joy Richards                           
 
Sidebar:  The trip to Perennial Pleasures was a 
particular pleasure for Joy.  In addition to the gar-
dens and teas, Judith Kane operated the Brick 
House Bed & Breakfast for many years.  Before 
moving to Vermont, Dave and Joy Richards would 
stay at the Brick House whenever they visited the 
northeast Kingdom.  The Kane family became good 
friends – a friendship that became even closer 
when the Richards moved within a short distance 
from the gardens.  Rachel remembered babysitting 
for the previous owners of the home the Richards 
purchased.  Reality really is more interesting than 
fiction! 

ACTIVITIES 

Phlox at Perennial Pleasures 

Ann Williams, Cathy Wright, Joy Richards,  

Debbie Lowe and Jane McCauley  at  

Perennial Pleasures Nursery 

Dave Richards working in his flower bed 
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“Progress is impossible without change and those who cannot change their minds cannot change anything.”  
George Bernard Shaw 

COPLEY WOODLAND’S  

BRIDGE SOCIAL 

   We had twenty-four guests arrive at Copley 
Woodlands to enjoy an afternoon of bridge and 
social interaction.  Excellent refreshments were 
enjoyed by all and only a few crumbs were left 
on the cookie plate by the end of the afternoon!  
Many comments were made about the resi-
dence, all complimentary, and a few of the la-
dies were heard to say that they would cer-
tainly give a thought to living here in the fu-
ture.  Perhaps we will host another Bridge So-
cial next summer.                                  Pat Watson                                            

ACTIVITIES 

forward to the colors of fall.   
   The tea was hosted by Joy and David Rich-
ards with questionable help from Ziggie.  The 
Richards thank all who came and ensured 
“tea on the lawn” was a wonderful success.  

Joy Richards                                                                                                                         

TRIP TO BRYAN GALLERY 

   Cathy drove Debbie, Gretchen and me to Jef-
fersonville on a beautiful day in late July.  We 
went through Smuggler’s Notch which always 
offers such spectacular scenery.  As usual, the 
gallery did not disappoint us — the large col-
lection of paintings was beautiful to behold.  It 
is marvelous that there are so many people ca-
pable of such wonderful art.  We were there for 
nearly one hour and then hunger struck!!!  An 
excellent lunch was consumed at 158 Main — 
always good food!!!  Naturally, we had to stop 
for “creemees” on the way home or the trip 
would not have been complete.          Pat Watson  

TEA ON THE LAWN ~ A FAREWELL 

TO SUMMER 

   The last afternoon of August, Monday the 
31st, was weather perfect for tea on the lawn 
with friends.   Fourteen residents enjoyed a 
summer breeze, clear skies and ample shade 
from the sun’s warmth.  Iced tea and lemonade 
were served along with tempting sweets.  As 
always, when with friends, conversation was 
the highlight of the gathering.  Oh, if summer 
could ever be thus….but we know there is a 
time for changing of the seasons and we look 

Residents enjoyed tea on the lawn  

in between the flower beds 
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“People are always talking about the good old days.  I say why don’t you say the good now days.” 
Robert M. Young 

SHELBURNE MUSEUM 
   In early August I rode with others halfway 
across Vermont to Shelburne Museum. The 
Museum was featuring “American Moderns, 
1910-1960: From O’Keefe to Rockwell” organ-
ized by the Brooklyn Museum. There were 
two paintings by Georgia O’Keefe, one by 
Norman Rockwell and many other American 
paintings. The first painting we saw when we 
walked in was “2 Yellow Leaves” by O’Keefe 
which I particularly liked. And I was thrilled 
to see an original Anna Mary Robinson, aka 
Grandma Moses. It was a winter scene remi-
niscent of one of those old Dutch paintings 
with many little people and activities. 
   Then we went downstairs to “Rich and 
Tasty: Vermont Furniture to 1850. The 1850 
end date was due to the fact that after 1850 
most furniture was made in factories.  It was 
interesting that different towns in Vermont 
had different styles. 
   Leaving there, we strolled down to the 
Webb Gallery which featured highlights of 
the Museum’s American painting collection, 
including paintings by Andrew Wyeth, Wins-
low Homer and William Matthew Prior. Mr. 
Prior was famous for his folk portraits in the 
mid-1800’s.  
   Then came the best part – the gift shop!                                                                   

Debbie Lowe 

“2 Yellow 

Leaves” by  

Georgia O’Keefe 

1928 

“Summer Clouds and Flowers”                     

by Marsden Hartley 1942 

Left:  Marge Sands and “Maddie” are getting  

acquainted  at one of North Country Animal 

League’s (NCAL) monthly visits to  

Copley Woodlands 

 

 

Please join us on the second Wednesday of each 

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

NCAL brings another pet to socialize with us  
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CHANGES AT COPLEY WOOLANDS 
 

   It is with sadness that we bid farewell to 
David Vinick, our Sous Chef here at Copley 
Woodlands.  David has accepted the position of 
Director of Nutritional Services at Copley Hos-
pital, a position that we know he will excel in.   
We wish you the best David!               Gale Martin 

ST. ALBANS HISTORICAL SOCIETY 
 

   As summer winds down, we are still trying to 
see as many sights as possible.  Our latest ad-
venture for Debbie and Jane Lowe and Joy and 
Dave Richards was to venture north, just below 
the Canadian border to the town of St. Albans.  
The Historical Society sits above the main street 
on the edge of a beautiful tree strewn green fac-
ing out towards Lake Champlain and the train 
yards that made the prosperous town what it 
was. 
   The people of St. Albans have joined together 
to create a wonderful array of artifacts and dis-
plays about the town and its Civil War claim to 
fame — the Northernmost Land Action of the 
Civil War.   The town was raided by a group of 
confederate soldiers coming down from Can-
ada under the command of Kentuckian Bennett 
H. Young.  Canada was still part of the British 
Empire and fairly neutral during the war and 
the Confederates were safe to hatch their plan.  
Once in St. Albans, they proceeded to rob three 
banks in hopes of offsetting some of the huge 
deprivation the South was experiencing due to 
the War.   I  won’t give away all the details; it 
really is worth the drive (and, of course, lunch 
at Jeff’s Seafood) to this lovely Vermont town.  
The gorgeous homes built up on the surround-
ing hills are well worth a leisurely drive around 
town and you will witness the revitalization 
taking place among the many fine homes of 
yesteryear.   
   This piece of little known history is well docu-
mented at the St. Albans Historical Society but 
there is so much more to share.       Cathy Wright 

“In every age ‘the good old days’ were a myth.  No one ever thought they were good all the time.  

For every age had crises that seemed intolerable to the people who lived through them. 

Brooks Atkinson 

ACTIVITIES 

Dave and Joy Richards and Jane Lowe at 

the St. Albans Historical Society 

Joy and Dave Richards and Jane and Debbie 

Lowe enjoying lunch at Jeff’s Seafood 
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POETRY GROUP 

   For some, the term “poetry group” may conjure images of staid individuals laboring through long, 
virtually unintelligible passages striving to find the “holy grail,” ergo, what the poet was trying to 
say. 
   Hearken, dear readers!  The poetry group at Copley Woodlands is far afield of that description.  
Rather, we find that poetry, like all the arts, keeps us in touch with the world through our senses 
and imagination.  Poetry speaks to us in the midst of today’s mayhem and daily onslaught of violent 
images and speaks strongly to wanton violence and destruction, ergo Flanders Field. 
   At the poetry group gatherings we share poems that may be favorites of the reader, poems that are 
new to many, original writings and some that are read just for fun.  Discussions are far ranging and 
lively — never dull or staid. 
   Residents and friends are invited to participate in the meeting by sharing or just listening.  We 
think you will find thought provoking discussions and leave being reminded there is still beauty in 
the world and laughter in crying. 
   Please join us.  Gatherings are always listed on the Activities calendar with times and dates.  We 
hope you will find, as the walrus said, “the time (sic) to talk of many things, of shoes and ships and 
sealing wax, of cabbages and kings.” (Lewis Carrol) 
 

Reflections Upon Woodlands Poetry Group Whilst Musing An Ode To A Vermont Urn 
(Apologies, dear Shelly!) 

 

No starving poets we 
Who strive to share the written word; 

For high above the lively clamor 
From leader Cathy, with never a stammer 

The long awaiteth call is heard… 
For sooth! Partake! Cookies, coffee, juice or tea 

 

Dave Richards 

OUR DINING ROOM STAFF 

   Welcome to HOLDEN SOUTHALL as a member of our dining room wait staff.  He will be here 
only on weekends until soccer season is over and then will probably come in some weekdays.  Hol-
den is a very personable and charming young man who characterizes himself as a “Sports Kid.”  
College is in his future – maybe Castleton, but he is also considering a gap year.  His fields of study 
would include Sociology, Sports Science and Physical Therapy.  Best wishes in your future endeav-
ors.                                                                                                                                                        Pat Watson 
   ALEX (ALEXANDRIA) and SHALEY FERLAND have been added to the wait staff to serve din-
ner to the residents of Copley Woodlands.  They have been on the job since July.  They are identical 
twins, born in Berlin, VT on May 21, 1999.  They live in Hardwick with their parents and attend 
Hazen Union High School.  They are sixteen years old and are juniors in high school.  Welcome Alex 
and Shaley!                                                                                                                                        Cliff Johnson 

“Change is the law of life.  And those who look only to the past or future are certain to miss the future”  

John F. Kennedy 
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HISTORY OF VETERANS DAY 

   In 1921, an American soldier — his name “known but to God” — was buried on a Virginia hillside over-
looking the Potomac River and the city of Washington, D.C.  The burial site of this unknown World War I sol-
dier in Arlington National Cemetery symbolized dignity and reverence for America’s veterans. 
   Similar ceremonies occurred in England and France, where an “unknown soldier” was buried in each na-
tion’s highest place of honor (in England, Westminster Abbey; in France, the Arc de Triomphe.) 
   These memorial gestures all took place on November 11, giving universal recognition to the celebrated end-
ing of World War I hostilities at 11:00 a.m. on November 11, 1918 (the 11th hour of the 11th day of the 11th 
month.)  The day became known as Armistice Day. 
   Armistice Day officially received its name in America in 1926 through a Congressional resolution.  Con-
gress made it a national holiday in 1938. 
   If the hope had been realized that World War I was “the war to end all wars,” November 11th might still be 
called Armistice Day.  Sadly, shortly after the holiday was proclaimed, World War II broke out in Europe and 
shattered that dream.  Of the 16 million Americans who served in the armed forces during World War II, more 
than 400,000 died, 
   Raymond Weeks of Birmingham, Alabama, organized a Veterans Day parade for that city on November 11, 
1947, to honor America’s veterans for their loyal service.  Later, U.S. Representative Edward H. Rees of Kan-
sas proposed legislation changing Armistice Day to Veterans Day to honor all those who have served America 
in all wars. 
   In 1954, President Eisenhower signed the bill proclaiming November 11th as Veterans Day, and called upon 
Americans to rededicate themselves to the cause of peace.  He issued a Presidential Order directing the head of 
the Veterans Administration (now the Department of Veterans Affairs) to form a Veterans Day National 
Committee to organize and oversee the national observance of Veterans Day. 
   In 1969, Congress moved Veterans Day to the fourth Monday in October.  However, it became apparent that 
the November 11th date was a matter of history and patriotic significance to a great many Americans.  As a 
result, Congress formally returned the observance of Veterans Day to its traditional date in 1978.                       
 

Submitted by Jane McCauley from the American Legion Magazine 

   Many thanks to all our contributors for making this another very interesting and successful issue.  

Through your stories, I feel that your fellow residents, as well as our staff get to know you better, an 

opportunity which otherwise might be missed.                                                                          Gale Martin 


