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OUR HISTORY, OUR STORIES 
 
    “When I tell people about how we could revive an interest in history, I tell them that history is just stories, 
and humans of all ages need stories.  It’s built into us.  The best teachers and writers understand this.  I say 
bring back the dinner-table conversation.  Growing up, every night we sat down together and every night we 
talked.  My grandmother and father differed greatly in their opinions about FDR.  He felt he was the worst 
thing that ever  happened to this country.  And my grandmother’s view—that, except for Jesus Christ, no 
more miraculous mortal had ever walked the earth.  Their dialogue was memorable, particularly because 
they were both hard of hearing, so the decibel level got pretty high. But we learned a lot about the New 
Deal.”                                                                                                                                                        David McCoullogh 
           
   In this newsletter, we have asked for your small stories—bits of history from your past.  Read on and enjoy 
the people and events that not only informed us, but also shaped our lives and made us who we are today.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                        

                                                                                                                                                                              Ann Dwyer 

Gristmill in Weston, Vermont 
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OUR HISTORY, OUR STORIES 

“Neither a wise man nor a brave man lies down on the tracks of history and waits  

for the train of the future to run over him.”  Dwight Eisenhower 

THE FLOOD 
 

    In 1948 we lived in Fort Worth, Texas, as Nick was attending Texas Christian University. The Trinity 
River that flows through the town overflowed and flooded a large portion of the city. We were not 
even able to get home that first day. Nick was recruited to sandbag the river trying to hold it back. Be-
cause of this, the University excused him from all final exams that semester. Eventually everything re-
turned to normal.                                                                                                                                 Eleanor Paris                                                                                                                

                                                                 
 

     Miss Marley was our high school Latin teacher.  She descended from Mt. Olympus (her apartment 
on the third floor) each morning in her tweed suit and a cloud of English lavender. A tall, handsome 
Anglo-Indian woman, she would stride through the door, rap on the desk and warn, “All right, my 
dears, tempus fugit––tempus fugit!” (Time flies.) 

     She would announce loudly, “Omnes Gaulae in tres partes dividus est.”  (All Gaul is divided into 
three parts.) We were duly launched into a no-nonsense, translate-as-you-can direct reading of Cae-
sar’s commentaries on the Gallic wars, including his battle tactics, his letters to Rome, and his engi-
neered encampments. We ended the day by singing, “Adeste fidelis, laeti triumphantes!” (Come, all 
you faithful, joyful and triumphant.”) 

    Miss Marley knew what we were capable of accomplishing and she expected us to deliver. She 

prodded us along the boulder-strewn path of adolescence with wisdom and concern and the re-
minder that she would not always be around but, “UP THERE someday—playing the harp.” 

     At our 50th Reunion we found her moss-covered grave. With scrub brushes, we uncovered the 
poem created for her by her dearest friend, Miss Frances, "There is no death. This is my song! / And 
when I fall / In true obedience to love's call / I'll find a work more lov'lier still." Teary-eyed, we 
wished her, "Requiescat in pace. Sit tibi terra levis."  Rest in peace. May the earth be kind to you.                                                                                             

                                                                                                                                                                 Ann Dwyer 

MISS MARLEY 
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“If history were taught in the form of stories, it would never be forgotten.”  Rudyard Kipling 

OUR HISTORY, OUR STORIES 

A MOMENT FROM THE PAST THAT CHANGED MY LIFE FOREVER 

     My lifelong fascination with radio started as a Cub Scout when I built a crystal radio receiver to fulfill 
one of the advancement requirements. This shaped my entire education, culminating in my Ph.D.E.E. 
degree in 1949 from Northwestern University, after two years in the Navy as a radar maintenance offi-
cer.   My doctoral thesis was concerned with radiation from dielectric tube waveguides.  
     After graduation I joined AT&T Bell Labs in Holmdel, New Jersey and spent the next decade doing 
research on microwave antennas and propagation. I then enjoyed an exciting two years as Project Engi-
neer designing and operating the Bell Labs station for participation in Project Echo, the first successful 
satellite communication experiment bouncing microwaves from coast to coast off an orbiting 100-foot 
diameter balloon.  
     Shortly afterwards, I was promoted to Department Head at Bell Labs to "do something sensible about 
mobile radio," in the words of John R. Pierce, of the Labs. This led to intensive studies of propagation, 
antennas, and systems to characterize and cope with the hostile mobile radio environment. Many im-
portant discoveries and contributions were made by me and my team over the next eight years, most of 
which are described in our book "Microwave Mobile Communications," published in 1974 (still pub-
lished today on amazon.com!). The cellular concept, invented earlier, was extensively analyzed and 
many important parameters and their inter-relationships were established. All of this work helped to 
lay down the basic physical and system principles which make possible our present cellular systems.  
     In 1971, I was promoted to Director of the Radio Transmission Laboratory in North Andover, Massa-
chusetts, responsible for development of microwave radio relay systems, and eventually became the 
Director of the Transmission Terminals and Radio Laboratory.  I retired in 1987. 
     And all of this because of a simple crystal set!                                                                                    Bill Jakes                       

THE THANKSGIVING PUMPKIN PIE SONG 
 

     The origin of the song is lost in the mist of time, but the song is still vivid in our minds. 

     After a full rendition of “Come Ye Thankful People, Come,” Norm starts us out with the presenta-
tion of the turkey, which he has been roasting on the Weber grill in the garage.  It is triumphantly de-
livered to Warren, who has brought his own knife from home (our knife not being sharp enough.)  
Karen is at the stove stirring gravy and making the stuffing, and I, responsible for the mulled cider and 
the traditional green bean casserole, while Susan produces the display of pies, including, of course, the 
pumpkin pie. 

     After everyone has finished their meal, the Pumpkin Pie Song is finally rendered in a half-spoken, 
half-chanted way: 

“Oh the pumpkin pie is king of all pies that ere was ever made.  

It throws the mince, the apple and the cherry into the shade 

The good ol' pumpkin pie, the glorious pumpkin pie, makes a feller smack his lips (tongue be-
tween lips) to think of pumpkin pie.” 

 

     After the song is done, this page in our family tradition is complete for another year. 

                                                                                                                                                           Ann Bittermann  



OUR HISTORY, OUR STORIES 
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“History is a vast early warning system.”  Norman Cousins 

“WHISKERS,”  
MY CHILDHOOD DOG 

 

     Whiskers was a Scottie-Schnauzer mix, part 
canine aristocrat and part bum.  I grew up in 
Evanston, Illinois, where every dog was allowed 
to go free but had to have a license tag and wear a 
muzzle.  

     After breakfast every morning, and after he 
was certain my father had left for work, Whiskers 
would head out to our back yard.  There he would 
spend a great deal of effort removing his muzzle 
with his front paws.  Oh, happy day when he 
would finally have it swinging free from under 
his chin.  Mission accomplished, he’d leap over 
our fence and was off for the day to visit his lady 
friends.   

    Late afternoon would see a strikingly different 
“Beau Brummel” panting up the driveway to our 
house, where he would slink away for a restora-
tive nap and not reappear until evening. Once 
dinner time came, he would sit perfectly still in 
the most well-bred manner directly behind my 
father’s chair at the head of the table.  At my fa-
ther’s signal, “Want a walk, Whissie?” Whiskers 
would fly through the house to the back hall 
where the leash was hung, grab it with his teeth 
and pull the leash down, march back to my father 
and drop the leash at father’s feet. There followed 
the exquisite solemnity of, “Whiskers the Bum,” 
head held high and dignified, leading my father 
through the house and down the front steps out 
into the evening dusk.   

    I will never forget either one of them.                                                                               

                                                                       Mary Jakes 

JOURNEY INTO THE PAST, 1913 - ? 

 

     My mother’s parents lived in Savannah, Georgia 
and each year she returned to visit them.  My 
brother and I happily accompanied her.   

     The great excitement stemmed from the means 
of travel.  The first years we drove into NYC and 
boarded a steamship headed for Savannah and 
traveled several days on the ship enjoying shuffle-
board and other deck games, tea time and meals in 
the dining room, etc. 

     After steamship travel ceased we would take the 
train from NYC and enjoy the sights from the win-
dow of the plush passenger car, meals in the dining 
room complete with white linen tablecloths, silver, 
real flowers and a waiter taking our order.  Then 
off to bed tucked into a cozy roomette.   

     We would arrive each time of course happy to 
see our grandparents, but with great expectations 
of the return trip ahead.                         Ann Williams                                                                                                   

 

A likeness of “Whiskers” 

LIFE ON THE GREAT LAKES 

 

     Our family lived in New York State, but my 
father, George Kroening, was the chief engineer 
on ships on the Great Lakes, so he was the traveler 
and adventurer in our family and had many sto-
ries to tell.                                                   Lois Nichols  
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SEWALL & ARTHUR:  

GUARDIANS OF ANNE 

     Mother died of heart failure in 1949 at age 49. 
Anne was 13 at the time. Sewall was 23 and Ar-
thur was 22. Dad had remarried and lived in 
New Mexico. In mother's will Anne was left to 
Aunt Camilla, who was a couple years younger 
than mother and her only sister. Aunt Camilla 
was kind but distant. She was married to Walter 
Edge, the governor of New Jersey, who was 25 
years older than she. They were grandparents 
and hardly expected to be raising a teenager 
again. Aunt Camilla was busy being the gover-
nor's wife, running the governor's mansion, and 
looking out for her four married children and a 
stepson.  

     Anne was in boarding school when mother 
died in May. That summer Anne went to spend 
the summer with Aunt Camilla in Small Point, 
Maine, just down the road from her former home 
where her brothers, her former cook, Icle , and 
the housemaid Gertie lived. It was an old but 
lovely little house called "The Gun Club." At her 
Aunt Camila's summer house, Anne slept on a 
cot on the third floor with Sophie, the maid. 
Every morning, after wishing her aunt a good 
morning, Anne got on her bike and rode it 
"home" for the day where she could be with her 
brothers and everyone else at her own home. Se-
wall and Arthur understood this and in the fall 
they asked Anne if she would like to live with 
them all the time. Neither of them were married 
but they dated a lot. Of course Anne said, "Yes! 
Yes! Yes!" So they went to Aunt Camila and she 
and uncle Walter both said, "Yes." Then they 
went to court and the judge said, "Yes," too. 

     Anne moved back home but continued going 
to boarding school. Sewall moved to Mad River 
Glen in Vermont and built Ulla ski lodge in 1947, 
something he had started with his mother's help 
before she died. Anne spent her vacations at the 

“Books are the carriers of civilization.  They are the keepers of all history and knowledge.”    Barbara Tuchman 

OUR HISTORY, OUR STORIES 

ski lodge in Vermont and her summers in their 
old house in Small Point, Maine. Arthur was 
teaching school in Connecticut. Two years later 
Sewall married Ann Sparrow and sister Anne was 
very happy. When guests at the ski lodge learned 
that Sister Anne was coming for the holiday they 
expected a nun. What a shock! 

     Anne lived with Sewall and Ann or Arthur un-
til the year Arthur married Hanne and they intro-
duced Anne to Ed Winter, whom she married.  

      Now, after 64 years, Sister Anne feels she is 
home again here with Ann and Arthur. 
                                        Anne Williams Winter 

Arthur , Anne and Sewall  Williams 

Agnes Lintermann’s flowers in the raised bed 

Photo by Gale Martin 
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“Memory is history recorded in our brain.  It is a painter of pictures.”  Grandma Moses 

OUR HISTORY, OUR STORIES 

HOW I MET A DEEP SEA MONSTER 

     When I was a young teenager growing up in 
Clearwater, Florida most of my friends and I had 
small sailboats that would hold only two or three 
of us. Mine wasn't even a proper sailboat. It was a 
14-foot rowboat with a mast, sail, centerboard, and 
rudder added. It came with one oar––used to fend 
off from docks when about to bash into one or to 
shove off from sand bars when grounded on one. I 
paid $10 for that boat. 

    Clearwater Bay was formed by offshore islands. 
One was Clearwater Beach and it was connected to 
the mainland by a causeway. South of that was an 
uninhabited island called "Dan's Island." In be-
tween those two islands was a pass out to the Gulf 
of Mexico and all the deep sea creatures inhabiting 
the ocean. My parents rules were that I could sail 
alone but must be home for meals and––above all–
–never get swept out to sea through that pass by 
the outgoing tide. When you live on the coast you 
become very familiar with the daily tide tables, 
which were published in our newspaper.  

   One afternoon I was sailing alone and thinking it 
was time to head back to Magnolia Street dock, 
where I could tie up my boat only four blocks from 
home. Suddenly one of the brass gudgeons broke 
and my rudder flopped uselessly. It was urgent 
that I head back toward the dock before I was 
swept through the pass by the outgoing tide. I was 
a strong swimmer so I looped the 12-foot bow line 
across my chest and, after stowing the rudder and 
lowering the sail, I jumped overboard, swam ahead 
of the boat, and started swimming toward the dock 
and towing my boat. Swimming the side stroke 
worked best but every so often I'd check to be cer-
tain I was headed toward the dock.  

      While swimming on my side I heard a big, wa-
tery wheeze just in front of me and turned to see a 
large, slimy looking reptile head with a sharp beak 
and reptile eyes staring into mine. In a matter of 
seconds I was back the length of the bow line and 
the boat and climbing in over the stern to safety. 
The sea monster disappeared. Later I learned it 
was a loggerhead sea turtle, the world's largest 

hard-shelled turtle. They can weigh up to 1,000 
pounds, are omnivorous, and have large, power-
ful jaws for ripping apart their prey. Fortunately, 
this one was not hungry for a teenage boy and 
may have been as scared of me as I was of it.                                               

                                                                 Tom McKenna 

A Loggerhead Sea Turtle Head 

Pat Watson with her family — daughter Anne, 

granddaughter Melody and twin great-

grandchildren Rebecca and Sheldon 

Photo by Cathy Wright 
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“History is a cyclic poem written by time upon the memories of man.”  Percy Shelley 

 

   On a Thursday afternoon in May, artist Paul 
Griswold set up his easel and demonstrated 
how a painting is produced. Step by step we 
watched as he put on layer after layer of paint 
and slowly, sky and clouds appear, then moun-
tain peaks and trees, working slowly and magi-
cally to a finished landscape with a river and 
riverbank. It was magical and a great treat to 
see firsthand how a painting is produced. My 
appreciation of  painting grew ever greater af-
ter his demonstration.                      Ann Williams  

POETRY DAY 

   Every other Tuesday at 2:30 a group meets to dis-

cuss and interpret poetry, its past and its future.   

On warm summer days the group gathers on the 

porch to enjoy the sounds of summer and voice.  

We bring our own poetry books and poems familiar 

to us from our youth or just-learned poems to read 

and share with one another, taking turns reading 

around the circle.   A week ago, we had a guest 

from Waitsfield, Ann Day, who is a published poet.  

She read some of her poems acting out the poems 

with sound effects and gestures to our great delight.  

A fun and memorable day with gifts from Ann of 

her poetry calendar book for all in attendance.  A 

fellow poet and regular visiting member to our 

group, Bob Neilson of Stowe, frequently shares his 

poems, humor and insights as he has been writing 

verse for many decades.  Meeting over poetry has 

sparked several to attempt writing poems of their 

own and reading them for the group.  We all have a 

favorite poem or two but writing a poem makes one 

realize the difficulties of creating, be it two sen-

tences, one poem or enough poems to fill a book.                                                      

                                                                     Ann Williams 

 
Here is an example of a limerick written by  

Eleanor Paris 

There once was an old man from Stowe, 

who told of his life of woe. 

His wife ran away one bright sunny day  

with a man she didn’t even know. 

ACTIVITIES 

Stowe Middle School students presented us 

with their Egypt projects in June 

Photo by Gale Martin 

Jane Lowe and Margaret Schiffert enjoying 

lunch at the Ice House during a recent outing. 
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“A people without knowledge of their history is like a tree without roots.”  Marcus Garvey 

ACTIVITIES 

Jane Lowe, Becky and Paul Griggs,  

Lucille Hampton and Pat Watson dined at  

Rainbow Sweets during a recent trip to Plainfield 

NORTH COUNTRY ANIMAL LEAGUE PET MENAGERIE 

NCAL brings pets to share with us on the 2nd Wednesday of each month at 2 PM 

Please join us next month on September 11th for some “Pet Therapy.” 

Pat Moore, Lucille Hampton, Ann Williams, 

Tom McKenna, Ann Dwyer and Bill and Mary 

Jakes enjoyed lunch on the Rec Path 

Photos by Cathy Wright 

 

Left:  Bill and Mary Jakes 

with “Cadence” 

Right: Margaret Schiffert 

holding “LaLa”, who is a 

miniature version of her 

cat “Oreo.” 

Photos by Gale Martin 
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“We cannot change past history, but we can influence future history.”  Dalai Lama 

ACTIVITIES 

Gretchen Dale and Ann Williams enjoyed tea and a 

luncheon at Inky Dinky Oink Ink in July 

Arthur Williams and Ted Kole  with their sundaes 

at our Annual Ice Cream Social in August 

Photo by Ann Williams 

Doris Stevenson from the Piatigorsky Foun-

dations entertained us on May 29, 2013 

Photo by Gale Martin Photo by Cathy Wright 

Gretchen Dale, Lucille Hampton, Pat Watson and 

Ann Williams recently toured the Round Church in 

Richmond with Cathy 

Photo by Cathy Wright 
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“History has shown us that courage can be contagious and hope can take on a life of its own.”  Michelle Obama 

POETRY CORNER 

      The Wayside Inn, built in 1716 on the Boston Post Road, still welcomes guests.  Little has changed, but the 
addition of electricity and running water help it to attract guests today.  My children and I spent a day and 
night there, exploring the country roads on foot.  My children still swear they heard ghosts in the night. 

     In 1863, Henry Wadsworth Longfellow wrote a book-size poem, Tales of a Wayside Inn  to commemorate 
the inn.  It sold out in one day.  Below is part of the prelude.  The poem continues with the tales of the guests. 

                                                                                                                                                                              Ann Dwyer 
 

One Autumn night, in Sudbury town,                                                                       

Across the meadows bare and brown, 

The windows of the wayside inn 

Gleamed red with fire-light through the leaves 

Of woodbine, hanging from the eaves 

Their crimson curtains rent and thin. 

As ancient is this hostelry 

As any in the land may be, 

Built in the old Colonial day, 

When men lived in a grander way. 

A kind of old Hobgoblin Hall, 

Now somewhat fallen to decay, 

With weather stains upon the wall, 

And stairways worn, and crazy doors, 

And creaking and uneven floors, 

And chimneys huge, and tilted and tall. 

A region of repose it seems,  

A place of slumber and of dreams, 

Remote among the wooded hills. 

Noon and night, the panting teams 

Stop under the great oaks, that throw 

Tangles of light and shade below. 

From the parlor of the inn 

A pleasant murmur smote the ear 

Of laughter and of loud applause, 

And, in each intervening pause, 

The music of a violin….. 
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WE COME AND GO 

     HALLIE BOWSER passed away just as we were going to press for this newsletter.  The news of her 

death was stunning, as we wrote of her arrival in the last newsletter.  In the short time she was among 

us, she made many friends, joined in many activities and sought out people to visit with.  She will be 

missed.                                                                                                                                                       Ann Dwyer 

      CHET CUYLE  passed away on August 31, 2013.  He served his country in the South Pacific during 

WWII.  He was a kind man who enjoyed a quiet walk with his dog Shiloh.  He will be  sorely missed by 

his wife Marge. 

     FLORENCE TAYLOR passed away on September 2, 2013.  She was our main opera diva who al-

ways appreciated the arts with a rare sensitivity. 

 

DEPARTURES 

     Our good friend, BOB LENTZ, left us recently to live near his daughter.  He will be missed. 

 

OUR NEW NEIGHBORS 

     PAUL AND BECKY GRIGGS come to us from Cape Cod where they enjoyed sailing and gardening 

and Paul exercised race horses.  He is a dentist by profession.  Becky owned a retail shop.  Paul and 

Becky have a daughter, Penny, who lives on a farm with her husband and their boys.  Their son Ben is a 

journalist living in Connecticut with his wife and three children.  Paul and Becky have five grandchil-

dren. 

     MARGARET SCHIFFERT comes from Hyde Park, Vermont.  She has five children and eight grand-

children.  The family lived in Nutley, New Jersey where she was an illustrator and photo journalist with 

a degree in art.  Her profession has taken her to many interesting places around the world.  Her hus-

band was a teacher. 

     JOHN AND BETTE BYWATER were already residents of Stowe, but have come to us by way of 

France and England.  It is a pleasure to have them back. 

     GRETCHEN DALE is a professional dietician who has worked and used her expertise in many 

places.  This is her second time at the Woodlands.  She has added another dog to our canine commu-

nity.  Molly is our first basset hound. 

     BILL AND MARY JAKES  are an interesting couple.  Bill is a scientist and musician.  He had a big 

band in his earlier years, and can still ‘tickle the keys.”  While he was inventing new technology for the 

Bell Company, Mary was busy being wife and a mother to Elizabeth and Bobby and volunteering in 

various capacities. 

“Yesterday is history.  Tomorrow is a mystery.  Today is a gift.”  Joan Rivers 
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Ann Dwyer—Editor 

Gale Martin—Publisher 

On the Internet via copleywoodlands.com 

OUR DINING ROOM STAFF 
 

     ABBY LANPHEAR has joined our staff.  She lives in Stowe, attends Stowe High School, and is a sen-
ior. She will be going to college to become an RN. She received her LNA (Licensed Nursing Assistant) at 
Green Mountain Tech in Hyde Park.  

 

     KAITLYN JONES has left us to enroll at the University of Vermont.   

 

     ABBY BOURNE will be leaving us to study art at Lyndon College.    

     A big “thank you” to these folks whose contributions have made this newsletter such a success:  

Ann Bittermann, Tom McKenna, Arthur Williams, Lois Nichols, Eleanor Paris, Bill Jakes, Mary Jakes, 

Ann Williams, Ann Winter, Cathy Wright and our fabulous publisher and expert, Gale Martin, who 

makes this all possible.                                                                                                                          Ann Dwyer 


