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   The ability to recall moments with incredible accuracy may be partially due to the heightened 
awareness of that moment or event making even the smallest of nuanced information highly         
enhanced, and therefore, easily relived or remembered. 
   Maybe it was the first time  you saw or met your (now) spouse and you just knew that he or she 
was “it” and without knowing it at the time, your memory stored little observed treasures away. 
You might remember what you both were wearing, the temperature on that day, the song on the  
radio—now claimed as “our song.”  Maybe it was memories of your child’s first steps or saying  
“Momma“ or “Dadda” for the first time.  What is locked away is so highly personal and yet          
universal too, as humans we are so connected by our memories.  This issue is about that connectivity 
of the human experience.                                                                                                              Cathy Wright 

WHERE WERE YOU WHEN? 
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FROM THE EDITOR’S DESK 

   On November 22, 1963, I was six years old 
and in the 1st grade.  Both of my parents picked 
me up after school that day which was a rarity, 
as normally only my mother picked me up. 
They had dramatic news to report – President 
Kennedy had been assassinated.  I assume they 
were very shaken by the news that day and 
wanted to be together in their grief.  I remem-
ber exactly being next to the Morrisville       
Centennial Library when they told me the 
news. Every time from then on when I hear 
about President Kennedy, I picture exactly 
where I was that day in my mind.  I don’t      
remember much else about being six years old, 
but that is a very vivid memory, one that I’m 
sure will stick with me for the rest of my life. 
   Ironically, on April 30, 1975, as a senior in 
high school, I was in my current events class 
when I heard the news that the Vietnam war 
had ended.  I’m sure that the significance of  
remembering that was due to having friends 
whose older brothers were in Vietnam at the 
time, and I felt such relief for them. 
   Fast forward to September 11, 2001.  I was at 
work behind my desk here at Copley        
Woodlands when a resident approached and 
told me to turn the news on.  I went up to the 
conference room and watched on television as 
the devastation of the day unfolded.  Although 
more recent, it is another example of remember-
ing exactly where I was and what I was doing 
when I heard the awful news. 
   These recollections are sometimes called 
“flashbulb memories.”   Psychologists Roger 
Brown and James Kulik first proposed the 
“flashbulb memory” in 1977.  This phenomenon 

is caused because the event, (usually an impor-
tant historical event) captures our attention as 
something significant which results in a strong 
impassioned feeling.  Brown and Kulik liken it 
to taking a picture and having the flashbulb go 
off in a part of the brain that controls emo-
tional memories, called the amygdale, and 
freezing forever a moment in time as accu-
rately as a photograph.    
    I am sure that this topic will bring up many 
emotional historical memories for you and I 
look forward to reading where you were and 
what were you doing when….?       Gale Martin 

911: A CHANGE IN PLANS 

 
   Early on Monday, September 11th in 2001, 
Ann and I were driving to the Burlington air-
port to fly to Paris, where we would join 
friends already there and use a rented “You 
Drive It” cabin-cruiser to travel down a canal 
and the Loire River to Southern France. 
   We were using our usual driving arrange-
ment, with Ann driving and me reading the 
map to get from our home in Montpelier to 
Burlington.  We had started our relationship 
with me doing all the driving and Ann trying 
to read the map ― but that had not gone well.  
There were frequent warnings from Ann that 
the driver was going to get a speeding ticket 
and some insinuations from me that 
“somebody” could not read a map.  We 
achieved a harmonious relationship by switch-
ing positions.  So on that September morning, I 
was responsible to get us to the airport and 
was also in charge of entertainment.  I 
switched on the radio news and we heard that 
a big airliner had crashed into one of the two 
World Trade Towers. 

(Continued on page 3) 

OUR STORIES 

The pessimist sees difficulty in every opportunity. 

The optimist sees the opportunity in every difficulty.”  Winston Churchill 



 

(Continued from page 2) 
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“History, despite its wrenching pain, cannot be unlived, 

but if faced with courage, need not be lived gain.”  Maya Angelou 

OUR STORIES 

   I told Ann what I remembered from a lecture about life insurance.  In late 1945, as a pilot, a U.S. 
Army Air Corps captain (there was no U.S. Air Force until 1947) took off early one morning from 
Mitchell Field on Long Island to fly a two-engine B-25 bomber to the west.  His only crew was a      
co-pilot and a navigator.  The tower warned him there was heavy fog over the Hudson River and 
New York City.  He responded that as soon as he was airborne, he would go almost straight up to 
clear the tall buildings in Manhattan.  He hit the top floor of the Empire State Building killing every-
one in the office which he hit.  What was left of the B-25 fell to the sidewalk below, but did not hurt        
anyone.  The moral of that story, and the point of the lecture, was that when he enlisted in 1941, the    
pilot designated his mother as the recipient of his $10,000 G. I. Life Insurance Policy, but during the 
war he had married and had two children, who received nothing when he died.  So, when your   
family changes, reconsider who is your designated life insurance beneficiary.  I thought crashing 
into one of the tall Trade Towers must have been because of fog. 
   Ann parked in the parking lot in front of the terminal, (This was before they built that five-story 
parking garage.) and we went to the United Airlines check-in counter.  While we were there a 
United employee came to tell the ones at the counter that a second airplane had just hit the second 
tower.  I remarked, “Those two crashes were not an accident”, and we went upstairs to eat breakfast 
in the top floor restaurant.  We had just ordered breakfast when I was paged on the loud speaker 
and told to return to the United check-in counter.  When I got there, they told me all flights were 
cancelled and to take away both bags ― anything left there would be destroyed.  So I took both bags, 
went back upstairs to eat my breakfast and then we returned home. 
   The U.S. Secretary of Transportation ordered all airlines to cancel all flights and to land all aircraft 
then in the air at the closest airfield that could take them.  Big jets full of passengers were landing in 
towns that did not expect them and, in some cases, did not have places to house and feed them.    
Local churches and civic clubs found places, sometimes private homes, for them to stay in and to be 
fed.  A lot of new friends were made and some of them had reunions on September 11th for years to 
come.  The Vermont Air National Guard was able to get a pair of jet fighters in the air over New 
York City faster than any other organization.  In the next issue of Flying magazine, there was a color 
photo of a fighter jet with “Vermont” on the tail and the remnants of the Trade Towers still smolder-
ing below. 
   Back home, I told Ann I was going to the Post Office to pick up our mail and tell them to resume 
delivery.  Ann told me to go ahead and pick up any mail they had but to leave the hold on all mail 
because we had arrangement to be gone for a month so this would be a good time to visit the        
Canadian Maritime Provinces.  With our mail still on hold and our bags still packed, we left for  
Canada the next morning.  Across the border, every Canadian flag on public buildings, private 
homes and boats in the harbors and rivers was a half-mast.  Handmade American flags saying 
things like “God Bless America” and “We are with you, America!” were in many windows.  It was a 
moving experience. 
   We found a good B & B and that evening after dinner the woman running the B & B said she heard 

(Continued on page 4) 



OUR STORIES  
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“Continuous effort, not strength or intelligence, is the key to unlocking our potential.”  Winston Churchill 

THE GREAT NORTHEASTERN 
BLACKOUT OF 1965 

 
   On Tuesday, November 9, 1965 at 5:27 P.M., 
Ontario, Connecticut, Massachusetts, New 
Hampshire, New Jersey, New York, Rhode 
Island, Pennsylvania and Vermont were put 
into an electrical blackout that lasted as long 
as thirteen hours, covered eighty thousand 
miles and affected thirty million people. 
   The blackout was traced to the tripping of a 
230 kilovolt transmission line near Ontario, 
which caused several other heavily loaded 
lines to fail.  This caused a domino tripping of 
lines that eventually caused the breakdown of 
the entire Northeastern transmission network. 
   The blackout occurred at the height of the 
rush hour, delaying millions of commuters, 
trapping eight hundred thousand people in 
New York’s subways, and stranding thou-
sands more in office buildings, elevators and 
trains.  Unable to get home, thousands spent 
the night in hallways, hotel and train station 
lobbies or wherever a space was available. 
  During the blackout, there were no television 
or radio stations broadcasting.  Cell phones 
did not exist and very long lines prevailed at 
any pay phone station.  People were truly ‘in 
the dark’ for any information concerning the 
power failure. 
   I was engaged in some graduate work at 
Columbia University 120th Street campus 
when the blackout occurred.  What was nor-
mally a very quick subway ride to the Port 
Authority at 34th Street became quite a       
journey.  A lot of walking combined with a 
few hitched rides found me outside the Plaza   
Hotel at 58th Street.  What a sight!  It seemed 

(Continued from page 3) 

on the radio that the President of the United 
States would address the nation that evening 
and Canadian TV would broadcast it in Canada.  
The President, as you may remember, was 
George Bush II, a.k.a. “George the Second” or 
“Shrub” (The little bush.)  During his talk, he 
named our allies, like France, and even included 
Mexico, but not Canada.  The Canadians were 
justifiably hurt.  Our president was not the 
brightest bulb in the chandelier. 
   Our trip through the Maritime Provinces was 
very interesting and we ate well, but we were a 
bit disappointed by Prince Edward Island which 
was too commercial.  Too many “Anne of Green 
Gables” museums and restaurants, etc..  At one 
intersection I looked down the street and saw a 
fake, ancient Egyptian temple half way down 
the block.  It was time to go home.                                                            

Tom McKenna 

A fighter jet with “Vermont” on the tail flew  

over the smoldering towers on September 11, 2001 (Continued on page 5) 
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“All the great things are simple, and many can be expressed in a single word:  

Freedom, justice, honor, duty, mercy, hope.”  Winston Churchill 

OUR STORIES 

   (Continued from page 4) 

hundreds of candles were glowing throughout 
the Plaza.  I could not resist entering and being 
a part of such a surreal atmosphere.  After a 
brief sojourn watching people in the Palm 
Court order by candlelight, I left and finally 
reached the Port Authority.  I got the last seat 
on the last bus out and a bus seat never felt so 
good.  Since I had not been able to contact Joy, 
who had also been in the dark with two young 
boys who thought eating by candlelight was 
great fun, it was good to be home and know all 
was well. 
   Many articles and commentaries have been 
written about the spirit of goodwill and coop-
eration that prevailed in New York during 
those dark hours.  I experienced firsthand a 
spirit of community and cooperation.  Strangers 
were helping strangers in many ways and no 
major crimes were reported.  The angels of our 
better nature were hovering over all that night.   
   We have been assured due to safeguards    
installed following extensive investigation that 
such a blackout could never occur again.  
Really, Mr. Murphy?                        Dave Richards 

Commuters lined up to use pay phones at Penn 

Station during the November 9, 1965 blackout 

SEPTEMBER 2, 1998 

 
   I remember this date very well as it was a 
very tough day for both me and my wife 
Jeanne.  I had the day off from work, but I got 
up early and made a cup of coffee and turned 
on the television to very disturbing news!  
Swissair Flight 111, on its regular flight to 
Switzerland had crashed into the Atlantic 
Ocean just off the coast of Nova Scotia.  All 
two hundred-fifteen passengers and the crew 
of fourteen were lost and there were no        
survivors. 
   Jeanne had now come downstairs, took one 
look at me, and asked me what was wrong.  I 
just pointed at the television and told her that 
Swissair Flight 111 had crashed and there were 
no survivors.  Jeanne started crying while we 
just hugged each other trying to understand 
what happened. 
   This event was significant to us as two weeks 
earlier we had taken this flight to Switzerland 
for the third time.  It was always a great flight 
and the start to vacations we enjoyed very 
much.  Every time I think about Switzerland I 
remember this tragedy and say a private 
prayer for those who lost their lives. 
   An event like this makes one realize what a 
gift life is.                                                 Jack Clark 

 

A granite memorial 

was erected for the 

passengers and crew of 

Swissair Flight 111 at 

St. Margarets Bay in 

Nova Scotia following 

the crash. 



OUR STORIES 
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“If we ever forget that we’re one nation under GOD, then we will be a nation gone under.”  Ronald Reagan 

(Continued on page 7) 

GROWING UP IN WASHINGTON, D.C. 
 
   There was an old joke that began with the line, “Where were you when the lights went out?”  In 
this issue of the Woodlands Reflections newsletter, we were invited to think back to where we were 
when events of note took place.  In a slight twist on the phrase, I realized that by growing up in 
Washington, D.C. I had a unique window on many different events. 
  As a young child, my mother was always reminding us of what a great country we lived in and the 
importance of giving service to your country.  She spoke of my great grandfather, James M. League, 
who was born in Annapolis, Maryland in 1853.  He joined the Navy and was serving as a Warrant 
Officer on board the U.S.S. Maine when it exploded and sunk in Havana Harbor, Cuba on February 
15, 1898, killing all 260 men onboard.  Eventually, the ship was raised and the metal that was         
salvaged was used to produce 1,000 memorial plaques designed by U. S. sculptor, Charles Keck in 
1913.  Each family who lost a member on the U.S.S. Maine received one of these plaques. That 
plaque and the last letter my great grandfather sent home in 1898 were on prominent display in our 
home.  Today, that plaque hangs on the wall of our dining room here at Copley Woodlands. So, 
while “Remember the Maine!  To Hell with Spain!” was a rallying cry for many, and for many an 
endorsement of President Teddy Roosevelt,  in my home it was a celebration of my great grand-        
father’s life and my grandfather’s decision to serve in the U. S. Navy. 
   My mother also loved to recount the story of sitting on the steps of the reviewing stand for the   
inaugural parade of Calvin Coolidge on March 4, 1925. She was a youngster at the time, and          
received the invitation through her father’s service at the Navy Yard.  For me, no matter which     
Inaugural Parade we are watching, I am always thinking of an 11-year-old girl who sat in awe of 
“the beautiful first lady, Grace Coolidge.” 
   By the late 1930’s, my mother was a musician studying in New York City, a member of the Cosmos 
Club in Washington D.C., and she often sang with the Washington Symphony Orchestra at         
Constitution Hall.  She received two invitations to sing at the White House for Franklin Delano    
Roosevelt.  After her second appearance, she found herself in the same parlor car of the train going 
from Union Station in Washington D.C. to New York City with Mrs. Roosevelt. They talked briefly 
and the next day my mother received a hand-written note from Mrs. Roosevelt complimenting my 
mother on her “lovely singing voice.” And so, in our house, the Roosevelt presidency was one of  
appreciation for the arts.  
   Soon, I began to collect my own memories of various events.  On January 20, 1949, Harry S.       
Truman was sworn in to a second term of office.  It was the first televised U.S. presidential inaugu-
ration and the first with an air parade.  Although we did not yet have a television, my aunt and    
uncle who lived in Hyattsville, Maryland did have one of those new-fangled devices.  They invited 
the whole family over to see this historic occasion.  The screen was tiny, the picture was snowy, and 
most of the adults were discussing how a haberdasher from Missouri had become president of the 
great United States of America.  My uncle, who was a photographer for Bradford Bachrach and had 
photographed Winston Churchill, urged the family to give “the new man” a chance. 



OUR STORIES 
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“No matter what sort of difficulties, how gainful experience is,  

if we lose our hope, that’s our real disaster.”  Dalai Lama 

(Continued  on Page 8) 

(Continued from page 6) 

   For my mother, that chance did not last very long.  President Truman’s daughter, Margaret, was 
studying voice and had given several concerts.  In December of 1950, Miss Truman gave a concert at 
Constitution Hall and a friend of my mothers, Paul Hume who was the Music Critic for The       
Washington Post newspaper, wrote a review stating, “Miss Truman is a unique American phenome-
non with a pleasant voice of little size and fair quality.  She cannot sing very well and is flat a good 
deal of the time, more last night than at any time we have heard her in past years.  She has not      
improved in the years we have heard her and she still cannot sing with anything approaching     
professional finish.” 
   The same day this review appeared in print, The White House sent the following letter to Mr. 
Hume. 
“Mr. Hume: 
     I’ve just read your lousy review of Margaret’s concert.  I’ve come to the conclusion that you are 
an ’eight ulcer man on four ulcer pay.’  It seems to me that you are a frustrated old man who wishes 
he could have been successful.  When you write such poppycock as was in the back section of the 
paper you work for it shows conclusively that you’re off the beam and at least four of your ulcers 
are at work.  Someday I hope to meet you.  When that happens, you’ll need a new nose, a lot of beef-
steak for black eyes, and perhaps a supporter below!  (Westbrook) Pegler, a gutter snipe, is a gentle-
man alongside you.  I hope you’ll accept that statement as a worse insult that a reflection on your 
ancestry.  H.S.T.” 
   The President’s letter appeared on the front page of newspapers across America.  My mother’s 
strong statement to my brother and me was simple:  “Margaret Truman can’t sing worth a lick and 
reviewers should be truthful…. not nice, because her father is president.” Thus, in our home, Paul 
Hume was a hero for his review of Miss Truman’s concert! 
   Time marched on and another president entered our home as I became enthralled with the       
campaign of “I Like Ike!”  I made a notebook tracking the electoral vote for each state and the popu-
lation of that state.  I was prepared for election night to track each vote as it was reported on the   
radio.  My mother stated that I fell asleep somewhere shortly before 11 PM and did not know of 
Ike’s victory until the next morning. 
   My mother had purchased a Girl Scout autograph book as a Christmas gift for me that fall of 1952.  
She sent the book off with a letter to President-Elect Eisenhower requesting an autograph for her 
daughter.  The autograph book was returned to my mother.  The first page in the book was written 
on, in her very distinctive turquoise ink, “To Margery T. Hughes I send my best wishes.  Mamie 
Doud Eisenhower. 1952.” A letter accompanied the book.  It was dated November 26, 1952 and it 
read: 
“Dear Mrs. Hughes, 
     Thank you so much for your nice letter.  I was much amused by your story of Margery’s first real 
election experiences.  She was one of our very youngest campaigners, and it is heartwarming to 
know that her support was so very fervent. 



Woodlands Reflections                                                            January  2018                                                                                    Page 8              

OUR STORIES  

(Continued from page 7) 

   I am returning her Christmas autograph book with my signature.  However, the General’s duties 
are so heavy at this time that, although he would very much like to, he is unable to find any time at 
all to devote to correspondence and the autographing of pictures and mementos.  I do hope you will 
understand this and will accept my own signature as an expression from both of us of our              
appreciation for Margery’s enthusiastic support of our crusade. I send my best wishes to you and to 
Margery!” And with this letter we received a second, turquoise-inked signature of Mamie              
Eisenhower. 
   Eisenhower was elected to a second term and was ultimately succeeded by another new young 
man, John Fitzgerald Kennedy.  Communications had become more rapid, national in focus and   
voluminous in sources as newspapers, radio and television expanded and competed for 
‘readership.’  We all remember where we were when the shot rang out in Dealey Plaza on             
November 22, 1963 and the August 8, 1974 resignation of Richard M. Nixon.  Washington D.C. was 
no longer the small-town environment I had grown up in.  Communications transmitted by radio, 
then radio and television and now radio, television and streaming internet seem to increase           
exponentially.   With each transmission we now receive a veritable plethora of editorial interpreta-
tions.   
   I make no comment or assessment of these changes.  Rather, I note the passing of a certain period 
of time in history.  To answer the original question, where was I when the lights went out, I was    
living in Washington D.C. where the going on and off of lights for changing presidencies had a         
personal impact on many residents of this small southern town.                                      Margery Adams 

“Come what come may, time and the hour run through the roughest day.”  William Shakespeare 

ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI AND BLESSING OF THE ANIMALS 

 
   On October 4th, the feast day of St. Francis, Reverend Monsignor Peter A. Routhier, pastor of 
Blessed Sacrament Church in Stowe, performed the ancient blessing of the animals.  This ancient  
service is performed in many parishes and is a particular favorite of children.  The service recog-
nizes the love St. Francis had for all of God’s creations and he believed all creatures were part of his   
brotherhood.  St. Francis was born into a very wealthy family in Assisi, Italy.  As a young man, he         
enjoyed the good life and the pleasures that wealth and position afforded.  At some point in his    
indulgences, he felt the call to help the poor.  He gave away all of his wealth and belongings and 
helped where he could.  There are many stories about his encounters with animals such as the wolf 
and the townspeople.  The wolf became the pet of the town and was given plenty to eat.  St. Francis 
died in Assisi on October 3, 1226. 
   In the yard of Blessed Sacrament Church, a variety of dogs, cats and birds gathered with their 
owners.  After singing the prayer of St. Francis, Father Routhier gave a blessing to each animal and 
even to some birds that were hovering overhead.  It was pretty amazing to watch the mixture of   
animals become calm as the blessing was invoked.  Dave and Joy Richards were in attendance along 
with their dog, Ziggie.   It was a wonderful way to give thanks for our pets who are our friends and 
bring us so much joy in life.                                                                                                         Dave Richards 

OTHER STORIES 
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“A good head and a good heart are always a formidable combination.”  Nelson Mandela 

OTHER STORIES 

Joy and Ziggie at the Blessing of The Animals 

A dollhouse built by Dave Richards  

ANNUAL STOWE FIRE  
DEPARTMENT SENIOR DINNER 

 

   The annual dinner for senior citizens which 
is sponsored by the Stowe Fire Department 
was presented on the evening of December 7th 
at the fire house hall.  A veritable cornucopia 
of culinary delights awaited all attendees.  
Mix in the jovial personalities of the firemen 
and volunteers, season with the festive time of 
year, and we had an evening that warmed the 
spirits of the young and young at heart alike.  
Copley Woodlands residents Bob Neilson, 
Jack Clark, Annie Winter,  Joy and Dave  
Richards joined the festivities and thoroughly    
enjoyed the evening.  This dinner is open to 
all seniors in the community and                
transportation is available if necessary.  Thank 
you Stowe firemen for hosting this annual 
event.                                               Dave Richards               

Annie Winter, Jack Clark, Bob Neilson , 
Dave and Joy Richards enjoyed the senior 

dinner which was put on by the                 
Stowe Fire Department 
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“You must not lose faith in humanity.  Humanity is an ocean; 

If a few drops of the ocean are dirty, the ocean does not become dirty.”  Mahatma Ghandi 

OTHER STORIES 

CHRISTMAS AT THE MANOR 
 

   On December 19th, Tom McKenna and Dave 
Richards visited The Manor.  Tom had arranged 
with the program director for Dave to do a    
reading of A Child’s Christmas In Wales by     
Dylan Thomas.  This had been started at Copley   
Woodlands by Ann Dwyer who is now a resident 
at The Manor.  In the spirit of taking the moun-
tain to Mohammad , the reading was a birthday 
gift to Ann and open to all Manor residents at the 
same time.  Ann and four other residents were 
present.  It was a joy to watch Ann during the 
reading.  It’s one of her favorite writings and she 
can still recite much of the story.  The visit was 
deeply rewarding.  That night, “I got into bed. I 
said some words to the close and holy darkness, 
and then I slept.”                                 Dave Richards                        

Jan’s unusual spiraled Christmas tree 

NATURE NOTES 

BENJAMIN BUNTING 
 

   Recently, the weather turned particularly 
vicious and torturous with extremely cold  
(-20º to -30º) temperatures for much too 
long.  But, one day as I gazed out at the                                                                                                 
frozen tundra that was my backyard, a 
bright spot caught my eye.  Sitting quite 
still was this daring rusty colored bird I’d 
never seen before, looking for food.  My 
husband, Robert, asked his FaceBook 
friends for help, and a cousin from Scot-
land quickly responded that it was a Snow 
Bunting.   
   Although not uncommon in the northern 
climates of the mid-west, this bird is an  
arctic dweller.  Its natural down parka   
covers its ankles to the base of its bill, mini-
mizing exposure to arctic weather.  When 
cold weather air arrives, they bury them-
selves into snowdrifts for warmth!  Because 
he stayed with us for so long, he had to 
have a name and hence, Benjamin Bunting 
was given.   
   We recently experienced much warmer 
air and with that, Ben was gone.  Hopefully 
he is meshing with a flock of Buntings 
somewhere – safety in numbers!              
                                                       Cathy Wright 
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ACTIVITIES 

“Difficulties mastered are opportunities won .”  Winston Churchill 

FALL FESTIVAL 
 

   On Friday, October 20th, Copley Woodlands 
hosted a Fall Festival for residents and            
prospective residents.  Many delicious apple and 
pumpkin delicacies were made by Executive 
Chef, Steve Hemeway, Sous Chef, Bill Small, as 
well as Penny Davis, Gale Martin and Cathy 
Wright.  Penny gave three tours during the festi-
val.  As you can see from the pictures, it was 
well attended and no one left hungry!                                            
                                                                  Gale Martin 

Residents, staff and guests enjoyed sampling 
apple and pumpkin treats at the  Fall Festival 

MANDALA COLORING 
 

   Perhaps you have heard of the activity, 
“Adult Coloring,” and wondered why in the 
world any intelligent, well–adjusted adult 
would sit, with a group of similar intelligent, 
well-adjusted adults filling in images with 
colored pencils?  Well, believe it or not, there 
is a lot more to this than (literally) meets the 
eye. 
   Here at Copley Woodlands, we color a spe-
cific type of image – termed a “mandala.”  In 
the Hindu and Buddhist faiths, a mandala is a 
spiritual symbol representing the universe.  
For those of us here at Woodlands, (and in 
many other both group and individual        
settings,) the mandala offers “the colorer” the 
opportunity to rest and relax away from the 
stressors of life and “play” with color.  The 
actual process is very individualistic – it can 
be slow, methodical and meditative, or simply 
time spent engaging a different part of your 
brain with no particular agenda, or result in 
mind.  Either way, when we, intelligent and 
well-adjusted adults get together to do     
Mandala coloring, it is always a nice time 
spent with friends.                              Kai Winter 

Joy Richards, Cathy Wright, Betty LeRoy, Kai 
Winter and Bette Bywater coloring Mandalas 
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“You may not control all the events that happen to you, 

but you can decide not to be reduced by them.”    Maya Angelou 

ACTIVITIES 

   Some of this quarter’s activities may be a 
stretch for the memory bank, but, the mind is 
flexible, so this may turn into an exercise for    
improvement! 
   In mid October, we took a drive north to look 
for the elusive moose with a dinner at 158 Main 
in Jeffersonville as a bonus at the end.  In years 
past, we knew that Belvidere Bog would produce 
for us.  This spot in the Northeast Kingdom was 
perfect for spotting one, two or three moose at a 
time.  Out of state visitors were guaranteed that 
the four legged bog creature would emerge   
magically and run in front of the car only to van-
ish into thin air on the other side.  But, alas, these 
magnificent animals are suffering due to climate 
changes.  They do not like warm temperatures, 
preferring 23 degrees and lower.   The warmer 
climate has allowed ticks to move in and Game 
Wardens are finding moose loaded with ticks 
causing illness and a decline in numbers due to 
anemia.  So, although we saw no moose that 
night, there is a story here and it is one we all 
should be aware of for the future.                                                                     
   Take Halloween, think back to the late October 
wine party.  Think witches, pirates, gorillas,    
lobsters and hippies.  After some wine and finger 
foods, the vote for the best costume was taken 
and the “King of the Jungle,” the mighty gorilla 
(Jack Clark) won.                                  Cathy Wright     

Jack Clark 

aka 

King of The Jungle 

MURDER ON THE ORIENT  
EXPRESS – A REVIEW 

 
   Several weeks ago a few of us signed up to 
go to the Essex Cinema to see Murder On The 
Orient Express on a Friday afternoon.  I did 
not recall ever having seen it several years ago 
with Ingrid Bergman and a superior cast, and 
was really looking forward to the excursion.  
However, on that Friday morning, The      
Burlington Free Press ran their weekly review 
of current films being shown in the area.  
What a surprise!  They gave the movie one 
and a half stars out of a possible four in rat-
ing.  They also ran a half page article about 
the film.  They gave a great review of Kenneth 
Branagh for his role as Hercule Piorot and 
pretty much panned the rest of the film. 
   I must say that we (The Copley Woodlands 
audience) totally disagreed with this review.  
We all enjoyed it immensely.  The cast was 
fun and the photography was spectacular.  
The entire movie was a pleasant experience 
and certainly to be recommended.  It was fun, 
interesting, and well played, not to mention 
Piorot’s many layered mustache.  That was 
amazing in itself.  All in all, I would             
encourage any movie goer looking for a few      
amusing hours to see this movie.  Gail McCain                                  
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ACTIVITIES 

“The truth is incontrovertible.  Malice may attack it, 
Ignorance may deride it, but in the end, there it is.”  Winston Churchill 

   Meeting in the living room, we studied 
Winston Churchill and his influences 
throughout WWII.  He did not always have 
successful ventures as a younger man, but as 
Prime Minister, his addresses to the British 
people rallied them, gave them the resolve to 
withstand air raids, deprivation, isolation and 
the backbone to defy Hitler almost single 
handedly.     
 
   With “a little help from my friends”  we got 
Copley Woodlands decorated and the trees 
trimmed in time for the Wassail Party.  The 
tiny lights add a special  atmosphere, but the 
real glory came at the Wassail Party which 
was not only well attended by families and 
friends with plenty to eat, but also live music 
to sing along to carols  Many gathered around 
the piano to sing, accompanied by  Judith St. 
Aubin, a marvelous piano player which 
added a very festive air to our yearly party.              

 Cathy Wright                                     

Cathy Wright, Penny Davis, Jane Lowe,   
Gina Blood and Joy Richards proudly stand 

in front of the trimmed tree 

Joy Richards’ winter wonderland village can 
be seen each Christmas season in the hall    

outside of  Unit #313   

LUHS TRI-M SOCIETY 

   Students from Lamoille Union High Schools 
Tri-M Honor Society entertained us again with 
carols.  This is a large group that brings a   
marvelous energy and vitality to our living 
room.  They sang, they played instruments 
and at the end of the performance all residents 
received a “Thank You,” and a card as the 
group broke up and moved among the        
residents to chat.  Of course, Steve had cookies 
and lemonade to share with them as a thank 
you from us.                                      Cathy Wright 
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“Humor is tragedy plus time.”  Mark Twain 

ACTIVITIES 

BURLINGTON SHOPPING 
 

   While many shop on-line these days, we are 
more “hands on” and so, we drove towards 
Burlington to do some last minute shopping for  
gifts for Christmas or necessities.  A carefully 
orchestrated and timed plan is set—we give 
ourselves forty-five minutes to an hour in the 
required shops before hopping into the van to 
move on to the next store.  We’re like an army 
and very efficient in our maneuvers and       
purchases—we have purpose!         Cathy Wright  

VOICES FOR ALL SEASONS 
 

   On Sunday, December 17th, the choral group 
Voices For All Seasons performed at Copley 
Woodlands.  A capacity attendance of         
residents and outside devotees of the group 
enjoyed a program of traditional Christmas 
carols and holiday favorites.  There were also 
several sing alongs for all to enjoy.  Voices For 
All Seasons, under the direction of Judith St. 
Aubin, performs throughout the area and has a 
large following.  The programs are well        
attended and the donation for each perform-
ance is contributed to a charity.  We were very 
fortunate to have the group perform at the 
Woodlands during its busy performance 
schedule.  Judith St. Aubin was a professional 
choral director, performing world-wide with 
the National Children’s Choir which she 
founded.  Judith provided music during our 
annual Wassail Party on December 3rd, which 
greatly enhanced the festivities.  Thank you 
Judith and members of Voices For All Seasons 
for bringing your very uplifting program to 
Copley Woodlands.                            Joy Richards 

NORTH COUNTRY  
ANIMAL LEAGUE (NCAL) 

 

   There are few things, in my opinion, that can 
turn a frown upside down like a puppy can and 
so I was delighted when NCAL came to visit on 
December 13th.  I was having an “out of sorts” 
day when the rescue league caregiver placed, 
on my lap, this wonderful four-legged creature 
whose soft furry body and big soulful eyes 
melted my heart! 
  NCAL comes to Copley Woodlands on the 
second Wednesday of each month, indulging us 
(residents) in about an hour of “puppy love.”  
These animals are rescues who are waiting to 
be adopted.   Apparently their wait isn’t very 
long as there is a steady demand in Lamoille 
County. 
  Keep an eye on the Copley Woodlands’ Sched-
ule of Events monthly calendar so that you, too, 
might enjoy this special time.!              Kai Winter                                                      

Kai Winter and 
Oakes and Louise 
Ames enjoyed the 

puppy which 
NCAL brought to 

visit 

Judith St. Aubin  and her group , Voices For All 
Seasons entertained a large crowd at Copley 

Woodlands on Sunday, December 17th  
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“You must be the change you wish to see in the world.”  Mahatma Ghandi 

ACTIVITIES 

ICE SCULTPURE TOUR 
 

   On a day with the temperatures finally in 
the 30 degrees, a group of us lunched at The 
Whip in the Green Mountain Inn.  We all en-
joyed the mussels, soup and salmon cake 
sandwich, and a special egg order (very      
accommodating to us.,) and then we headed 
out to observe the ice carvers at work!  The 
Golden Eagle had a marvelous skier flying 
through the air, Topnotch had a cute moose, 
StoweFlake had an Olympic style torch and 
the Gables Inn had a dragon looking into a 
crystal ball.  It was very cool to see them     
being carved—Live action at its best!                               

Cathy Wright 

SUSAN BULL RILEY 
 

   We have a wonderful treat this winter with 
the arrival in early November of Susan Bull   
Riley’s splendid show of beautiful watercolors.   
   Susan is a native of Vermont.  She started out 
as a musician, but later realized that her passion 
was painting, and in particular, painting the 
Vermont landscapes and birds she loves so 
much and does so well.  In her talk with us on 
January 9th, she told us of her slow but          
thorough start in painting and of the effect she 
wants.  The results come alive with soft areas of 
suggestive background that change to detailed 
subjects, leading our eyes carefully through all 
the beauty that she sees. 
   As she talked, she was as careful in answering 
our questions as she is when painting, and at 
times with considerable laughter.  Her talk was 
extremely well attended by both residents and 
outsiders. 
   Susan is a skier and said she will be starting a 
series of paintings of Mount Mansfield, one of 
her favorite places.  Sadly, the show will be 
leaving at the end of January.        Derrick Boulay 
 
   If any one wishes to contact Susan, she can be 
reached at susanbullriley@gmail.com. 

Pat Haslam and Derrick Boulay                      

with Susan Bull Riley at the Artist Talk 

An ice carver at work 

A finished ice skier sculpture 
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“Success is not final, failure is not fatal; it is the courage to continue that counts.”  Winston Churchill 

   JANE YOUNG originally came from Farmington, Connecticut where she lived for about forty-five 
years.  She was married and had three children.  The marriage ended in divorce.  Jane subsequently 
met and married a professor at Harvard University who embraced her children as his own.  Unfor-
tunately, in his later years her husband became a victim of Alzheimer’s Disease and passed away 
seven years ago in March.  Jane spent most of her adult life as a wife and mother, but at age fifty-
seven, she began to work as the head housekeeper at the Holy Family Monastery and retired at age 
sixty-five.  She continued to live in her home, but found it lonely and too much with which to cope.  
Her son came and lived with her for a short while, but that was not the answer.  Her daughter told 
her about Copley Woodlands and they came to tour.  She was delighted with it, picked out a unit, 
made a deposit and began to do all things needed before she could move in.  Unfortunately, the best 
laid plans sometime go awry and she fell and broke her hip prior to moving.  Once recuperated 
from surgery and rehab, Jane moved in on November 3rd.  She is very pleased with her new home 
here and enjoys making new friends.                                                                                             Pat Watson 
 

 

   Welcome back JANET CLEAR!  Janet moved out of Copley Woodlands at the end of September to 
help out her brother in New York.  Shortly after arriving back in New York, the house which  she 
owned in Glens Falls was sold.  Janet then decided she would like to return to Copley Woodlands.  
We welcomed her back on December 1st.  It’s good to see you again Janet!                            Gale Martin                                                            
 

 

   NICKIE BENOZE was born in New York and moved to Stonybrook in Stowe with her husband.  

She spent many years working as a realtor.  Her husband was very involved politically.  They had 

no children.  After his death, she moved to Copley Woodlands.  Her living room is filled with well 

maintained souvenirs of their life together.  She is very involved in activities and social affairs.  She 

loves to play poker.  She regularly attends Osher Lectures.  She is very interested in local businesses 

and keeps on top of things going on in the Stowe Community.  Anyone interested in local history 

should go visit Nickie.  Just ring her doorbell first so that her cat, Voncie, doesn’t escape!                            

                     Jane McCauley 

    

   BETTY LEROY has recently joined our community at Copley Woodlands.  She and her two be-
loved dogs, Tico and Sami, have settled in very quickly and Betty says that she missed her home 
much less than she expected.  Betty was born and grew up in Newport, Vermont.  She graduated 
from Middlebury College and taught Latin and French at Peoples Academy in Morrisville, and later, 
at North Country Union High School.  During this time she married and raised her two daughters, 
Karen, who lives in Florida, and Linda, who lives in Vermont.  Betty was principal of North Country 
Junior High School for the last nine years of her career.  She is passionate about teaching.  For      
thirteen years, she made an annual school trip to France with a group of students.  She says it was 
wonderful to watch her students discover the magic of Paris and to rediscover her own love of the 
city through their eyes.                                                                                                                  Bette Bywater 
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WELCOME NEW RESIDENTS (CONTINUED) 

“...The brave man is not he who does not feel afraid, but he who conquers that fear.”  Nelson Mandela 

New resident, GINA BLOOD (Virginia Harris,) grew up in the Boston area of Jamaica Plains and 
Roslindale, Massachusetts.  Like many women of her generation, she went to work “for the war    
effort” at the Sturtevant Plant, one of the largest fan manufacturing plants in the world.  It was there 
she met her future husband, Jim Blood, a WWII hero returning from active duty working as a       
mechanical engineer for Sturtevant. (This is another story for the next issue!)  The couple frequently 
visited Jeffersonville, Vermont, home to Jim’s parents, to vacation and ski.  They eventually moved 
with their four children to the town of Waterville, Vermont where Gina raised her children.   She  
became an excellent cook and baker, talents which she continues sharing with her family to this day 
by inviting them over for her homemade meals.                                                                       Cathy Wright 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
PAT HASLAM joined us in October, 2017. She has lived in Stowe for many years.  Pat is a native of 
Michigan and graduated from Michigan State College with a B.S. in interior design and decorative 
arts.  I first met Pat when we were both living in Montpelier.  We were both members of the     
American Association of University Women (AAUW.)  According to Wikipedia, “The AAUW        
officially founded in 1881 is a non-profit organization that advances equity for women and girls 
through advocacy, education and research.” Pat took two graduate courses in library science at the            
University of Vermont.  She is a Historian and Certified Genealogist and is the author of many 
books including Ski Pioneers of Stowe, Vermont: The First Twenty-Five Years., The Annotated 
Cemetery Books, Stowe, Vermont, the Stowe, Vermont: Stowe Historical Society as well as co-
authoring Stowe,  Vermont History and Genealogy.  It is great having her here with us at   Copley 
Woodlands.  Pat is currently spending the winter months in Vero Beach, Florida, and we look for-
ward to her return in the spring.                                                                                                        Jane Lowe                                                                 
 
      
LUCIEN LANCTOT, a quiet, private individual, moved into Copley Woodlands on December 8, 
2017.  Self reliant, and a hard worker with a good sense of humor, Lucien lived in Hyde Park,      
Vermont before moving here.  Welcome Lucien!                                                                      Cathy Wright 
                                                                                                                                    

Gina and Jim Blood on a skiing 

adventure in Vermont 
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WELCOME NEW RESIDENTS (CONTINUED) 

    
   The two ladies with whom I typically lunch had already informed me that they would not be hav-
ing the lunch meal that day, so I was surprised to see two places set at the dining room table.  
Hmmmmm, so much for that hour of solitary reading time, I thought to myself.  Well, to my 
(pleasant) surprise, the second place setting was for our new resident TOM BOESCHENSTEIN 
(pronounced ‘Besh-en’stein’.)  He frequently has lunch here at Copley Woodlands, as I do, so I have 
had the opportunity to have conversations with him about the most extraordinary of subjects.  He 
has extensive experience in the area of astronomy and the design of scientific instruments.  A lover 
of books, he says he can’t see his television screen because of the stacks of books in the way.          
Another of his interests is fishing, especially “fly fishing” I learned.  My lunch companions and I 
have enjoyed some pretty funny tales about fish, oh - and stories from the butcher shop which Tom 
used to frequent!  It is wonderful to have, yet another, “seasoned traveler” with us here at Copley 
Woodlands…welcome Tom!                                                                                                             Kai Winter 
 
 
 
 
   We are happy to welcome JAN deRUITER to Copley Woodlands.  Jan, who came from Iowa, 
joined us in August.  His was a long and adventurous journey.  Jan was born in Holland and at the 
age of seventeen, joined the Dutch Navy.  After about a year and a half, he moved with friends of 
the family to New York City in 1957.  Time there was brief and they all opted to move to California.  
Again, his stay there was fairly brief and he decided to move to Iowa to stay with an aunt who lived 
there.  That was probably the best decision of his young life.  In Iowa, he met and married          
Rosemarie, who had migrated from Germany.  He also went back to the occupation of being a      
pastry chef, which he had learned while working on a passenger liner at the age of seventeen.  He 
wasn’t sure about making a lifetime career as a baker and took a break to work in a feed store.  It  
became obvious that baking was a much better choice and so he started his own bake shop.  In the 
meantime, he and Rosemarie raised their two children and enjoyed Iowa.  When a large chain of 
grocery stores opened down the road, Jan realized that he would be better off working for them and 
took over a franchise in one and worked for them for forty-one years.  He and Rosemarie were    
married for sixty years.  During the last eighteen months of her life, Jan took care of her at home 
while she struggled with Alzheimer’s disease.  After Rosemarie’s passing, his children convinced 
Jan that it was time to down-size and move on.  He looked at many places in the state of            
Washington where his son lives, and liked the physical layouts, but decided to keep looking.  The 
next choice was Vermont where his daughter lives and she found Copley Woodlands for him.  He 
has spent time travelling around New England and is looking forward to taking his motor home to 
Washington for a fishing trip in the spring.  His plan is for a four to six week trip, but he will be    
returning to Vermont.  We wish him a safe and happy trip with his delightful Golden Retriever, 
Charlie, and will look forward to seeing him back here afterward.  His pleasant personality and 
great  sense of humor is a great asset.                                                                                           Gail McCain                                                                                                                                                      

“Courage is what it takes to stand up and speak;  

courage is also what it takes to sit down and listen.”  Winston Churchill 
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“We shall draw from the heart of suffering itself the means of inspiration.”  Winston Churchill 

WELCOME NEW RESIDENTS (CONTINUED) 

   DAVID AND RENEE WAHLER became residents of Copley Woodlands this past November hav-
ing moved from their wonderful property in Wolcott.  The Wahler’s came to Vermont from Mill   
Valley, California in 2003, leaving family and friends behind to pack a lifetime of adventures into a    
fifteen year stewardship of their land.  An 1850’s English barn was restored through the support of 
the Vermont Historic Preservation program; they also placed one hundred-forty acres of forest in 
conservation with the Vermont Land Trust.  With a planting frenzy, they established a twenty-five 
bush blueberry patch.  Over the years and being heavily influenced by the food-to-table endeavors 
of their parents, Dave and Renee became strong supporters of the Northeast Kingdom (NEK)        
organic farm venture and participated in the  Consumer Supported Agriculture (CSA) program – a 
weekly supply of organic, seasonal, farm fresh vegetables, plus locally grown and produced staples 
and meats. 
   Dave was a native of California, born in Long Beach, and grew up in Whittier with two older 
brothers.  He and his family lived on half an acre of land that his parents developed into a memora-
ble paradise of fruit and nut trees, vegetable and flower gardens and raised chickens, ducks, geese 
and a goat.  After high school, Dave moved to Colorado for a year to work as an apprentice to an  
Interior Designer and Architect.  He returned to California to study Industrial Design at Chouinard 
Art Institute in Los Angeles (the school was based on the Bauhaus program in Germany.)  After 
graduating from Chouinard, Dave spent time with two creative architects, plus a short stint with 
CBS television designing sets for some of the early television shows.  Soon after, he began working 
at Victor Gruen Architects in Los Angeles.  By that time, he was married with one daughter when he 
was asked to transfer to Gruen’s Detroit office in 1956.  He and his family stayed in Detroit for four 
years during which time he and his former wife had two sons.  The family returned to southern 
California in 1960 and subsequently moved to northern California and settled in Mill Valley, just 
north of San Francisco.  In the early 1980’s Dave established his own design office specializing in  
designing large corporate office spaces and medical building planning in the Bay Area and Marin 
County.  He retired at age seventy, passing on the business to his long-time associate. 
   Renee’s family moved many times over the years due to her father being transferred as a window 
designer for an east coast women’s clothing chain.  Her earlier years were in Pittsburgh,              
Pennsylvania where life revolved around close connections to extended family of both parents.  She 
could walk to her mother’s parents house and was immersed in the Italian way of life of her grand-
parents with vegetable and flower gardens, chickens living under the house, and pasta noodles dry-
ing on the backs of kitchen chairs.  Her father’s parents also lived close by.  Renee grew up thinking 
that all grandparents must live “over the river and through the woods,” as she and her siblings sang 
that song each time they went to their house.  Before moving to Denver, Colorado in the early 
1950’s, her family lived for a year in Binghamton, New York and one year in St. Albans, West       
Virginia.  Renee was nine when her parents decided to move to Colorado.  It was a true westward-
ho adventure.  Four children were packed into the back seat of the DeSoto with household           
possessions towed behind in an open bed U-Haul trailer. 
      After high school, Renee received an education degree from Colorado State University and,    

(Continued on page 20) 
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“Never in the field of human conflict was so much owed by so many to so few.”  Winston Churchill 

subsequently taught junior and senior high school for a number of years while living in Boulder.  
During those years, she and her former husband began remodeling old houses.  She also became an 
avid organic vegetable gardener.  Renee’s first move away from the core family was to Northern 
California in 1979 – this time in a closed U-Haul truck!  After settling in Marin County, the sailing 
bug hit and she traded in her pitchfork for winch handles and raced competitively for eight years on 
the San Francisco Bay and ocean racing. She also began working as an Administrative Manager for 
the University of California in their east Bay headquarters – this time swapping her sailing gear for 
rapid transit commuting which was far from the excitement of having forty-five knot winds at her 
back! 
   After Dave and Renee met in the mid 1980’s, their relationship deepened and they soon married.  
They enjoyed gardening together, spending time with a large circle of friends, playing Bocce for 
many years and traveling, including many trips in the early 1990’s to visit one of Dave’s sons in   
Vermont.  With grandchildren entering the world, the decision was made to move closer – actually, 
right across the road!  And that’s how they ended up in Vermont.                       Dave and Renee Wahler 

IN MEMORIUM 

 
     HONORE WALSH of Stowe, built her dream house, raised standard poodles and collected      
antiques.  Coming to Vermont from Manhattan, Honore, or Rae to her friends, loved the quiet of 
Vermont and enjoyed watching the birds from her apartment. 
 
  Longtime Stowe and Copley Woodlands resident, LINDA ADAMS, passed away quietly at The 
Manor with her family and friends around her.  Linda was admired by so many for her strength of 
character and sunny smile.  While living here, we also got to know her devoted caregivers who 
quickly meshed in with all of us.  She loved the sunny weather and was often out with her          
caregivers “catching a few rays.”  Her optimism and graciousness is missed by those who remember 
her. 
 
   At the end of this summer, much of the southern portion of our world was affected by Hurricane 
Irma.  It was because of Irma that we got to briefly meet and get to know NANCY STONE.  She 
grew up in the land locked mid-west of Wayne, Indiana, (horse country) riding to hounds for fifteen 
years as the “whipper in” of the hounds.  She and her husband Bill Stone, who passed away in 1972, 
lived in the Caymen Islands in the 1960’s.  Nancy’s sister, Cathy Farrell said Nancy became a         
talented journalist documenting their stay on the Island.  She eventually made her way to Marathon, 
Florida – part of the Florida Keys where it was warm and sunny and she was active in her condo-
minium community.  When Hurricane Irma threatened, her son, Mac, moved her to Stowe, where 
he used to live and she then made her way to Copley Woodlands.  She was quite frail, but still a 
force, and she soon joined the ladies on the Monday Bridge sojourn.  Nancy fell ill and fairly quickly 
passed away. Cathy of Washington, D.C said “the last six weeks she loved being here,” and she is 
thankful for that.                                                                                                                             Cathy Wright 
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“If you want to make peace with your enemy, you have to work with your enemy. 

Then he becomes your partner.”  Nelson Mandela 

 WE CELEBRATE 

 
   Congratulations to Jack Clark for winning the Halloween Costume Party. 
 
   Congratulations to Jane Lowe for winning the Christmas Trivia game for the third time in a row. 
 
   Congratulations to Pat Watson on her 90th birthday surprise celebration on December 23, 2017. 
   
      Late last year on November 4th, Jane Lowe’s second great-granddaughter was born.  Her name is 
Alesie Ruth Miles and she lives with her parents, Bonnie and Tim, in East Montpelier.                   
Congratulations great grandmother! 

Resident Jack Clark (Unit #412) developed his demanding culinary tastes at an early age. 

                                                                                                                                                       Dave Richards 



      Many thanks to the following residents who have contributed to this issue with your stories, articles, pic-

tures and interviews.:  Tom McKenna, Dave Richards, Joy Richards, Jack Clark, Margery Adams, Gail 

McCain, Kai Winter, Jane Lowe, Derrick Boulay , Jane McCauley, Dave and Renee Wahler, Bette Bywater 

and Pat Watson.  Your contributions help to make for a successful and interesting newsletter that is not only 

read by residents of Copley Woodlands, but also read on-line on our website by people who are interested in 

learning more about us.  By reading the newsletter, these interested people get a sense of who we are and what 

we do, and they also can see that we are a very caring community.  What a great marketing tool!                    

   I would also like to thank Cathy Wright for helping to organize this issue and for her contributions.  Until 

spring, happy reading!                                                                                                                         Gale Martin 
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Annie Winter and Dave Richards  
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Residents and staff had a fun time cleaning up the flower beds at Copley Woodlands last fall 


