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 Writing about òThis ever changing world we live inó 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 òTrekkiesó), 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  

òAll great changes are preceded by chaos.ó  Anonymous 

THE SAME VACATION ENJOYED 

TWICE ð 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 ñ getting 
back into òrealityó ñ 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.  òOooohé.I 
loved that place!ó  òI know I stayed up on wa-
ter skis longer!ó, 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 òplay.ó 
   And yeté..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. 

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

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

   You know what?  The devil take nostalgia.  
Iõm going to push òPLAYó!        David Richards 
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     òThe world has changed far more in the past 100 years than in any other century.  The reason is 
not political or economic but technological ñtechnologies that flowed directly from advances  

in basic science.ó   Steven Hawking 

OUR STORIES  

FROM OUTHOUSES TO  

 OUTERSPACE 

   The theme, òOur Changing World,ó 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, òAlso, if 
an ox dies, you can eat it.ó   
   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 (òGenó) 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 òThe 
Childrenõs Blizzard,ó 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 ð 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 motherõs 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, òName 
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 girlõs boarding school 
for two years and then, after taking a summer 

òThe world hates change, yet it is the only thing that has brought progress.ó  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 òbeauty schooló and opened the 
òLa Vogueó 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 Yearõs Eve in 1927.  On 
òBlack Thursdayó October 24th, 1929, the stock 
market on Wall Street crashed.  That was fol-
lowed by òBlack Tuesdayó 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 òmanõs work.ó A 
poster of ôRosie the Riveteró 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 òthe more you drill, the 

more you billó 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 
òMotheró, 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 girlõs 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 ñ answer the phone, and receive visitors. 
   Student dress was definitely another age ago.  
There was no òdress codeó, but students 
dressed well and respected the limits of ògood 
taste.ó  Major department stores across the 
country would hold a òback to collegeó 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, òWhat was the happi-
est time of your life?ó  She replied, òWhen you 
were a little boy.ó  I was a bit surprised and 
said, òBut it was during the depression and the 
dust storms.ó  She said, òI know.  But we man-
aged.  It was the happiest time of my life.ó  
Then she died.                                  Tom McKenna 

òThroughout the centuries there were men who took first steps 

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

Tomõs mother 

Bessie McGuire 

Age 5 

COLLEGE DORMITORY LIFE  
FOR GIRLS  

BEFORE LIFE IN TODAYõS WORLD 

 
   Dormitory life for girls is another example of 
how life is so different in todayõs 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, 
òMan on floor!ó  A male could have his girl-
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òOne child, one teacher, one book, and one pen can change the world.ó  Malala Yousafzai 

OUR STORIES  

YES, WE HAVE NO BANANAS ñTHE 

IMPORTANT ROLES OF TWO  

CHIMPANZEES, HAM AND ENOS, 

IN THE DEVELOPMENT OF  

ORBITAL SPACE FLIGHT  

òNo matter that the life was a chimpanzeeõs.  In 
those last minutes, all that mattered was getting him 
home safely.  I donõt remember thinking of him as a 
chimp.  He was my responsibility as much as any 
astronaut would ever be.ó          

Chris Kraft, NASA Flight Director                            
 
   In todayõs 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 ð 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 ñ 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 todayõs 
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 
òspace raceó 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 

   òI 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.ó 

(continued on page 7) 
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òYou must be the change you wish to see in the world.ó  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.  Enosõ 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 Officerõs Club without be-
ing welcomed with the refrain òYes, we have 
no bananas!ó          (continued  on page 8) 
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òMan is a creature of hope and invention; both of which belie the idea that things cannot be changed.ó 
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 ñ Ham and Enos.  Thank you, 
chimps!  You òboldly wentó 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 didnõt like 
it but he had to do it.  
   I remember how carefully the family had to 
live.  How about this ð 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 grandpaõs.   
   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 1930õs and 40õs, 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 
1930õs.  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 ð 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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òNo matter what people tell you, words and actions can change the world.ó  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 ð 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 6 th grade, then long pants 
and a shirt and tie.  We walked to school ð 
there were no school buses.  The streets of 
NYC were very safe in the 1930õs. 
   We played stick ball in the street ð 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 ð 
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 8 th 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 itõs trees and also gave them to 
residents for their own trees.  The slogan for 
this program was, òLetõs win one for the chip-
per,ó which was derived from Ronald Reaganõs 
movie role about injured football player George 
Gip, whose team vowed to ôWin one for the 
Gipper.ó 
   In Montpelier we lived in the woods with a 
500 foot long òLó shaped, crushed slate drive-
way which did not meet Casellaõs 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 Casellaõs 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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òEducation is the most powerful weapon which you can use to change the world.ó  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 1890õs. 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-
sonõs 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 ð 
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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òEvery 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.ó  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. Durfeeõs 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 òWinter Streamsó 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 Iõd like to go again.                      Debbie Lowe 

òMount Mansfieldó by Charles Louis Heyde 

òWinter Streamsó 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 
òPictures That Changed The World.ó 
   The students had previously visited the 
òKodachrome Memory: American Pictures 
1972ñ1990ó 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 TODAYõS 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 


