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   Summer is cooling down finally as today is the first day of fall and the temperature has dropped a 
little.  The leaves are turning and wrapping us up in their beauty and beckoning travelers to our 
state. 
   This was a summer of travel personally for my family and me. The mid-west —Iowa to be exact — 
called us to visit family too long unseen.  We had a  splendid time reminiscing with my two aunts 
and uncle. 
   The mighty Mississippi, still high and running from spring flooding, reminded me of a childhood 
story about my father and his sister – two strong swimmers in their club who swam that river in 
their youth! 
   As we traveled “on the ground” by car playing the license plate game, (we got 42), and covering 
over three-thousand miles, we realized the mid-west is corn and trucks – semis that is!  We hope 
you enjoy the well-told stories that follow and may they spark a memory or two of your own. 

Cathy Wright 

SUMMER ADVENTURES...PAST AND PRESENT 
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FROM THE EDITOR’S DESK 
 

   As summer winds down, we often reflect on 
the adventures we had during this season.  
Summertime is time for adventures whether 
they be traveling, camping, hiking, biking, 
kayaking, etc.  Personally, my adventures this 
summer revolved around spending a lot of time 
with my grandchildren.  Any outing or activity 
with children is always an adventure!  We 
spent hours this summer swimming, fishing, 
hiking, picnicking, floating down the river and 
S’mores by the campfire.  Not outrageous nor 
expensive adventures, but many happy 
memories for them as well as for me.   
   Whatever your adventures were this summer, 
I hope you have many happy memories that 
you will share in this edition of the newsletter.                                                

Gale Martin   

“To travel is to live.”  Hans Christian Andersen 

much more to remember!  
   I keep a deeply heartfelt, mental scrapbook of 
these nostalgic journeys into yesteryear.  On 
this 14th day of September in 2019 I take one out 
to share with you.  It is called “A Summer at 
Silver Bay.” 
   I was 18 that spring of 1958 and planning my 
first summer on my own.  I had worked the 
previous two summers at my father’s motel, 
mostly as desk clerk. It was a very real, hard-
work job, as I suspected the next one, 
sandwiched between my freshman and 
sophomore years at college, would be.   
   My job?  I was hired as a soda fountain jerk in 
the general store at Silver Bay, a YMCA 
Christian Conference Center on the shores of 
Lake George, the lake between Lake Champlain 
and the water course that is the genesis of the 
Hudson River.  It’s a gemstone sitting in a 
verdant bowl amidst the Adirondack 
Mountains…just over the western Vermont 
border in New York. 
   “Lake George is without comparison the most 
beautiful water I ever saw,” Thomas Jefferson 
said in 1791, admiring its island-dotted, crystal 
clear water, and forested mountain landscape 
broken by rocky precipices.  More than 225 
years later, it remains one of the world’s 
clearest, cleanest glacier-etched lakes, with 
steamboats taking visitors along its irregular 
coastline of scenic bays, peninsulas and 
secluded coves. 
   As soon as my parents left me at Silver Bay--
and I had checked out my room above the 
store—I began exploring the center’s 700-acre 
campus.  There was a rambling Victorian 
vintage hotel, plus numerous quaint guest 
cottages, a rustic recreation hall for employees 
only, a lovely stone chapel and stone library, an 
impressive auditorium, and a boathouse and 
docks. In addition to its soda fountain/food 
counter where I would work, the red shingled 
store housed a book shop, clothing, camping 
supplies, sports equipment, crafts and other gift 
shop items. 
   All this was surrounded by raw nature in all 
its spectacular splendor, set in the Adirondack 
State Forest. Mountains on each side of the lake 
began their ascent almost at water’s edge, the 

REMEMBERING THE SILVER BAY 

SUMMER… 

~ By Rosemary E. Bachelor* 

   Nostalgia.  For some folks these powerful 
glimpses into our past are negative.  Perhaps 
the good ole’ days weren’t so good for them. 
Maybe these backward glances are painful.  
Others, looking back from a differing 
perspective, take comfort and inspiration from 
their joyous mountaintop experiences and 
regularly give thanks for having had them.   I 
belong to the latter group. 
   Nostalgia seems to be more frequent and 
powerful as I chalk up more years.  There is so 

SUMMER ADVENTURES 

(Continued on page 3) 
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“No matter what happens, travel gives you a story to tell.”  Jewish Proverb 

SUMMER ADVENTURES (Continued from page 2) 

guest cottages set on a slope among trees backed by untamed forest.  The beach sand continued 
under the water for several yards, but at the main dock’s end, by peering down through four feet of 
water, one could clearly distinguish the sharp outlines of the multi-colored pebbles on the bottom.  
No pollution. 
   What a shame to be here to work!  But, wait.  That disappointment soon ended.  I only had to work 
from 9:30 a.m. to 3 p.m. five days a week.  We each also had two four-day weekends off during the 
summer.  I made a trip to Montreal with two friends. There was plenty of time to swim, canoe, play 
tennis or ping pong, socialize with other college students at the rec hall, listen to 4 p.m. chamber 
music in the chapel, or attend the evening entertainment: lectures, concerts, plays, musicals. 
   Each employee not experienced in supervising children’s summer recreation programs, or 
teaching various sports or crafts at varying levels for all ages, had been selected because they had 
something else to contribute to the center and its programs.  I played trombone in the dance band. 
We also furnished the music for the three musicals performed during the summer. 
   My work could be hectic, but it was both enjoyable and satisfying.  The first customers were 
people who slept too late to eat in the main dining room.  I worked with a Canadian student at an 
American university, and a Korean engineering student at New England’s best college for that 
specialty.  Both had worked here the year before. Then there were us three newbies.  The “oldies” 
taught us how to cook eggs, get the toast done and serve up ham or sausage.  It could be hectic if 15 
or more hungry latecomers in a hurry arrived close together. 
   Soon we switched to light lunch fare—mostly sandwiches.  The afternoon comers wanted slurpy 
sodas, loaded sundaes or ice cream cones.  Some of them were college students who worked other 
hours…in the big dining room, at the conference center, beach or boat house, or in other recreation 
areas. 
   I made many friends that summer and kept in touch with four of them for many years.  The 
highlight for my father was that it was a wholesome dating atmosphere and he hoped four years of 
college would eventually get me hitched to a capable young man with prospects for a bright future.  
For mother, the highlight of the summer was that I arrived home with a pair of men’s dress shoes in 
my suitcase…my friend Jim had to hitch-hike back to Florida and not weigh down his backpack. 
   It took me years to realize what a boost from teenager to adult that first venture out into the work 
world alone provided.  At the time I hadn’t realized what a transition I was undergoing as I earned 
my keep, plus extra dollars, swam, boated and hiked in one of the nation’s most beautiful regions, 
and met people of all ages and many interests on my own in an environment that supported an only 
child acquiring social skills and the inception of lasting friendships. 
   Many years later, the boy whose shoes were in my suitcase visited my New Jersey home with his 
wife and four children.  Decades later, we lunched together when I was in Boston while my father 
underwent surgery and treatment midway through his lengthy terminal illness.    
   I have returned often to Lake George during the intervening six decades.  I love taking the 
steamboat cruise up the lake, or staying at The Sagamore resort.  In fact, last summer Joanna and I, 
with a friend of ours, rented a cottage tucked among trees on an embankment at water’s edge.  It is a 
stone’s throw from Silver Bay.  The owner’s niece worked at Silver Bay when she was a college 
student. 
   Finally, there is the important Copley Woodlands connection. John and Linda Keenan, friends of 
ours in Newport, Vermont, know the Wahlers and told us how much Dave and Renee like it here.  
We investigated in March of this year and here we are! 
 
   P. S. Linda Keenan also worked at Silver Bay when she was a college student. 

 
  (Continued on page 4)                                                  
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“I’ve been to almost as places as my luggage.”  Bob Hope 

   *Rosemary and her partner, Joanna, joined our Copley Woodlands community in July of this year.  
Following her university graduation, Rosemary was a newspaper reporter, then feature writer and 
editor. She was part of a team of journalists that won a special Pulitzer Prize for the Gannett Group 
of newspapers for their series of Civil Rights era articles titled “On the Road to Integration”.  In 
1971, Rosemary moved to the northern Maine coast to found Pentref Press, a genealogical 
publishing company which subsequently produced dozens of issues of four newsletters and three 
magazines.  Later, the firm published both history and genealogy books.  Rosemary also founded, in 
1988, the first business incubator in the state of Maine.  It consisted of more than 50 start-up 
businesses.  Since her semi-retirement in the 1990s, Rosemary has authored several books and 
articles. 

SUMMER ADVENTURES (Continued from page 3) 

Annie Winter’s granddaughter, 
her husband and their baby on 

the beach in Maine this summer 

Pictures of Silver Bay on Lake George, NY  

and the Victorian Hotel at the YMCA Christian Conference Center 

Dana’s son got married this summer! 

Left to right:  Dana, Jenna, Nathan and Penny Severance 
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“No man needs a vacation as much as the man who has just had one.”  Elbert Hubbard 

SUMMER ADVENTURES 
THE ENCHANTING CANADIAN MARITIMES 

From the welcoming dinner in Halifax, 
To the farewell dinner at Digby Pines, 

Nothing could be finer. 
Our twelve day coach tour 

Of the beautiful Canadian Maritimes, 
Included three provinces 

With lasting memories you may be sure. 
 

Nova Scotia, with its rockbound shore, 
Gave us the rocky cliffs of St. Margaret’s Bay, 

The lighthouse of Peggy’s Cove, 
Who would not wish to stay? 

Artists at their easels, 
And so much more. 

 

The immaculate public flower gardens, 
The lonely graves of one hundred souls and more, 

Once passengers of the Titanic, 
Victims of Atlantic’s icy grave, so tragic! 

 

To stay awhile, to ponder 
The meaning of lives lost 

And what they meant 
To those who loved them best. 

 

But other wonders beckoned, 
So we traveled on, 

The robust grandeur of Cape Briton, 
The rugged beauty of the Cabot Trail, 

A box lunch with new friends 
Alex and Florence, tour members from British Columbia, 

A couple so politically astute, 
We looked forward for times to talk and sail! 

 

A stop at the Gaelic College, 
To hear a few words spoken by Scots, 
A reminder of values from the past. 
The demonstration of wearing a kilt, 

Howard’s good-nature provides a memory that will last! 
 

(Continued on page 6) 



(Continued from page 5) 

 
 

So let’s continue, 
To Cape Breton island 
And a stop near Truro, 
An enlightening visit 

With indigenous people, 
Keeping alive the language 

And culture of the Mi’kmaq heritage. 
 

Then to board a sailboat, 
And enjoy the quiet peace 

Of the sparkling waters of Bras d’ Or Lake. 
A pleasure to savor for all time sake. 

 

A night-time fall, 
An X-ray to confirm 
Three broken ribs! 

Do we return to home or soldier on? 
She said ‘I’ll not turn back now, 

Let’s keep going.” 
And so we did to the very end. 

A stalwart lass. 
“In time it will mend!” 

 

Now it’s on to Charlottetown, 
In the beautiful province of Prince Edward Island, 

A long awaited destination for many, 
A place that sparkled like a newly minted penny. 

It was here we relived the famous story, 
Or were inspired to read “Anne of Green Gables.” 

To visit the farmhouse where the story began. 
And later to attend the lovely theater 

With Richard and Joann, special new friends, 
The delightful musical featuring “Anne and Matthew,” 

A highlight for all, to be sure you’ll meet her. 
If you have but one province to visit, 

Make it Prince Edward Island. 
 

(Continued on page 7) 
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“We need to develop a “vacation attitude” everyday by being focused  

on what we need to accomplish by the end of each day.”  Catherine Pulsifer 
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“Take a vacation from your stressful thoughts by changing your thoughts.”  Debasish Mridha 

   (Continued from page 6) 

New Brunswick, our third province, 
Offered insight on a mystery, 

And a unique lunch aboard a lobster boat. 
The mystery was the tides of the Bay of Fundy. 

From low to highest 
In the world every twelve hours! 

And watching the lobstermen 
Tend their traps, 

While learning from them 
How to extract that delicious meat, 

What a treat! 

 

A long and comfortable ferry, 
Crossing the Bay of Fundy to the Pines Resort, 

Once again we enjoyed talking, laughing, discussing 
So many topics with Judy and Graeme, 

World travelers from Australia. 
 

Thus, from St. John to Digby 
In the province where our wonderful coach tour began, 

We celebrated a farewell dinner of scallops, 
And hearing these haunting words: 

“Farewell to Nova Scotia, ye sea bound coast, 
Will ye ever breathe a sigh or a wish for me?” 

 

On the twelfth day, some twenty-two hundred miles 
From where we began, 
We returned to Halifax 

With warm “goodbyes” and many smiles. 
A second X-ray told it was safe to fly, 
So we boarded our flight to Montreal, 

As high as the sky. 
 

Jim and Verna Grant 

July 13 – 25, 2019 
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ACTIVITIES 

“Blessed are the curious for they shall have adventures.”  Lovell Drachman 

   On Friday, June 7th, Cathy, accompanied by Annie Winter, Anne Parke and Ruth Ginn enjoyed a 

tour of the Cabot Creamery and the Cabot Artisan’s Gallery . 

   Residents enjoyed a concert by the students of Paula Ennis on Sunday, June 9th.  Above left is 

Emily Ames, granddaughter  of residents Louise Ames and Peter and Marian Wagner. 

Stowe Middle School  

students  gave us a 

presentation on their 

Egypt Project in June.      
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AN UNSOLVED STOWE MYSTERY 
 

   As Copley Woodland residents, we can now claim Stowe as our “hometown” and we are 
welcomed to engage in everyday life in this vibrant community.  Most of us would confess that, 
other than hearing an occasional story such as the saga of Emily’s Bridge, we know little of Stowe’s 
past.  Thanks to Pat Haslam, our long-term Stowe resident, Vermont historian, author and 
genealogist, we heard an enlightening talk on June 11th about a mysterious mid-1800’s painting that 
hangs in the Stowe Free Library. 
   Pat’s mission to research this large “primitive” oil painting of Stowe in the mid-19th century began 
in 1975.  Prompted by her participation in a bicentennial celebration committee, this noteworthy 
painting became a subject of much study and curiosity.  Her primary goal was to learn the 
authenticity, name of the artist, and date.  Careful study had already confirmed that it was a realistic 
depiction of the village of Stowe and surrounding countryside during the mid-1800’s.  
Coincidentally, the Fleming Museum at the University of Vermont in Burlington had an interest in 
including the painting in their publication about “Vermont Landscape Interpretations 1776 -1976.”  
As part of that effort, the frame was removed and alas; there was no signature.  Thus, the mystery 
really stirred the need for further research. 
   Pat spent considerable time and effort sketching the scene of the painting and walking the streets 
of Stowe to confirm the locations of existing properties.  She delved into the Stowe archives and 
found evidence of the painting being gifted to the town by Robert H. Tuttle of Minneapolis through 
correspondence sent to Harry G. Smith, Chairman of the Stowe Board of Trustees in 1929.  Then in 
1982, Pat was able to meet with representatives of respected appraisers from Sotheby, Parke-Bernet.  
While no additional information was learned, they stated the pigments and their condition were 
consistent with the mid-1800’s primitive paintings of the type.  The library was also willing to allow 
Pat to share a life-sized copy of the painting as a backdrop for her talk. 
   Recently, Pat helped the Stowe Free Library move the painting from their vault where it had been 
carefully placed during the renovation of the library because of a flood in the building due to a 
sprinkler malfunction.  Arrangements had been made to again remove the frame in order for Ward 
Rice to perform digitization of the painting as part of the continuing study. 
   And so, the mystery remains, but all the curiosity and revelations, along with authentic 
provenance, continue to incite interest and thanks to Pat’s willingness to share her valuable research, 
there seems to be a revitalization of sleuthing among people who share fascination for the history of 
our fascinating village.  One of Pat’s fondest wishes would be to go to Antiques Roadshow for 
evaluation.  Anyone know if they will be in New England anytime soon?  In the meantime, make sure you 
take some time to gaze upon this intriguing work of art found in the periodical room at Stowe Free 
Library. 
   Never ceasing to enchant us, Pat also shared tidbits about some very distinguished celebrities who 
came to Stowe in earlier times.  Among those were Ralph Waldo Emerson,  Thomas Edison, Henry 
Ford, Presidents Chester Arthur and Theodore Roosevelt and many others wanting to visit this 
unique community we call home.                                                                                                Donna Russo 
 

Post Script: Just this past weekend, on July 6th, I had invited the daughter of our camp neighbors to 
 (Continued on page 10)  

ACTIVITIES 

“Travel makes you modest.  You see what a tiny place you occupy in the world.”  Gustav Flaubert 
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take a look at a print of this painting for any information she could add.  She is twenty-four years 
old and has a degree in fine art.  She is presently working at Skinner Auction House in Boston, and 
hopes to get back to her first job with Christies in London.  With her young eyes, she discovered 
three initials of the artist which we had missed in all these forty-four years!  D.E.B, D.F.B or even 
D.E.S which show VERY faintly in the lower right hand corner of the painting.  I have several ideas 
of how to investigate these initials, but it will probably be a wild goose chase.                      Pat Haslam                                             

ACTIVITIES (Continued from page 9) 

Pat Haslam explained her research of the mid-19th century primitive oil painting of Stowe . 

Karen Winslow, who recently had her painting on display in the Copley Woodlands’ Art Gallery, 

gave an Artist Talk  and demonstration of how she paints. 

“I have found out that there ain’t no surer way to find out whether 

you like people or hate them than to travel with them.”  Mark Twain 



Woodlands Reflections                                                         September  2019                                                                                  Page 11             

ACTIVITIES 

“Remember that happiness is a way of travel—not a destination.”   Roy M. Goodman 

TRIP TO MUD CITY 
 

   On a muggy overcast day in July, Cathy took three of us on a scenic ride to Mud City. 
   First of all, it’s not a city, but a “destination,” and second, there was no mud!  On our way out of 
town, we could see the Worcester Mountain range.  Elmore Mountain was shrouded in clouds in the 
distance.  Cathy took us to see the Lepine Farm which was run by three old sisters known for their 
farming.  Besides the Lepine “girls” love for Vermont, they taught school, traveled extensively and 
worked for President Lyndon B. Johnson in their lives.  All three ended up back on their Sterling 
Mountain Farm with their Jersey cows. 
   Our next stop was Thompson’s Flour Shop for lunch.  I had been told they had good soups so I 
ordered Chicken Vegetable.  To be honest, Steve and Bill make better soup! 
   Then off we went for the scenic ride.  We turned on and off so many roads with no sign posts that I 
was sure we were going to be lost and there was no GPS in the van! 
   Soon we saw familiar landmarks and we knew we would be back at Copley Woodlands and our 
home. 
   Thank you Cathy for the tour!                                                                                                     Jane Werner 

Left: Chefs Steve and Bill prepare the set up for our Annual Ice Cream Social on August 26th 

Right:  Jane Lowe, daughter Barbara and great-granddaughter Alessia enjoyed the Ice Cream Social 

Joy Richards, Renee Wahler, Bette Bywater, 

Lorraine Sweetser, Rosemary Bachelor                 

and Ernie Lapierre decorated the raised bed for 

fall.  Many thanks to them for their hard work 

and artistic talent! 
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WE COME AND GO 
 

   BOB AND SANDY BENSON were both born in Baltimore, Maryland. They met on a blind date 
that was arranged by mutual acquaintances. They spent most of their early lives there until 1976 
when Bob joined the Foreign Service.  He dealt with immigration issues and problems faced by 
Americans who were arrested, ill or destitute, and the protection of all Americans living abroad.  
Sandy taught elementary school in Washington, D.C.   
   Before Bob joined the Foreign Service, he and Sandy had traveled to Bermuda, Iceland, Mexico, 
Canada, England and Scotland.  When Bob joined the State Department in Washington, D.C., they 
traveled and lived in Mexico, England, Curacao, the Netherlands, Antilles Coast, Puerto Rico, 
Canada, Haiti, and Sarajevo.   
    In 1974, frustrated with the economic downturn, they resigned their jobs and planned to take a 
bike trip through Europe.  They did not think they could have any children.  When Sandy found out 
she was pregnant, her physician told her to go anyway, saying “You’ll never get another chance,” 
BUT no biking! Instead  they bought a Eurail Pass.  They sailed from Montreal to Southampton, 
England and traveled throughout Northern and Western Europe.  They took in the Edinburgh 
Festival in Scotland, ferried to Norway, Sweden, Denmark, attended the Octoberfest in Germany 
and followed the sun south to Northern Italy and southern France.  There were occasional stops for 
pregnancy checkups along the way. They returned to London for the ship back to Montreal in early 
November.  North America looked and felt great!  (We have more sun in the winter than Europe!)   
   They have two sons:  one lives in New York City and has a son and daughter who are adolescents 
and their other son lives in Burlington, VT.   
   They became aware of  Copley Woodlands from a packet they received in 1999 when they moved 
to Craftsbury, VT.  Since then the maintenance  of their house and grounds became an increasing 
problem and they made the move here in August.  Welcome Bob and Sandy!  
 
      ERNIE LAPIERRE is from Greensboro, Vermont, but has also lived in New York City, Hartford, 
Connecticut, Orlando, Florida, Birmingham, Alabama, Washington, D.C and Lambertville, New 
Jersey.  He has traveled to Canada, Edinburg, Scotland, Panama Canal Zone, Botswana and South 
Africa.   
   He was in the U. S Army and is a Registered Nurse and Nurse Practitioner who worked in the 
psychiatry field for forty-seven years.   
   He has three stepsons, three step daughters and two grand stepdaughters.   
   He loves his spiritual family and every night, no matter where he is, he calls his eighty-seven-year-
old friend and they say their prayers together.   
   He moved to Copley Woodlands to live in a place where he could close his door and be in his own 
space which he made his own.  Then he could open his door and be with wonderful friends doing 
wonderful things. 
   He is looking for a place to build a “Laughter Museum.”  Any ideas folks? 
 
   JANE  LOWE recently left to move in with her daughter in Montpelier.  Jane was an active 
resident who played bridge, bingo, and attended many outings and events.  We will miss her.  She 
plans on returning to visit and play bridge and bingo. 

“With age comes wisdom.  With travel, comes understanding.”  Sandra Lake 
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WE COME AND GO 

“In matters of healing the body or the mind, vacation is a true genius!”  Mehmet Murat IIdan 

   ROSEMARY BACHELOR AND JOANNA FOUST are new residents who reside in unit #414.  
    Joanna was born in North Carolina and has lived in New York City and Long Island as well as 
Atlanta, Georgia, Florida, Illinois, Maine and Quebec City.  She has traveled to Iceland, Europe, 
South America, Canada, Alaska and the Caribbean Islands.   
   Rosemary was born in Michigan and has lived in Maryland, Indiana and Florida as a child, but 
was mostly raised in Pennsylvania.  As an adult she has lived in New York and New Jersey, in 
Maine for twenty-two years and in Quebec City, Canada for twenty-four years.  She moved to 
Vermont from Florida in 2017.  She has traveled to the eastern Canadian provinces, parts of France, 
Germany, Italy, Switzerland, Austria, Hungary and Czechoslovakia as well as the Bahamas, Chile 
and Argentina 
   They met in 1984 through a mutual friend when Rosemary lived on the northern coast of Maine 
and Joanna lived on the southern coast of Maine. 
   Rosemary is a retired journalist and newspaper editor, genealogical publisher, author of five books 
and a published poet. She also owned two businesses. 
   Joanna  was a biology professor at Georgia State  University and the University of Southern Maine 
and was a Biological Research Project Director at Emory University.    
   Joanna has six children, eight grandchildren and five great-grandchildren. 
   Rosemary was an only child who never married and has few living relatives. 
   Joanna is now pursuing her life-long interest in art and painting with a focus on watercolor 
painting. 
   Rosemary is an accomplished skier who began skiing at Mt. Mansfield seventy-seven years ago.  
She enjoys writing and still pursues it as a hobby.  She is looking for fellow scrabble players here at 
Copley Woodlands. 
   They were told by a mutual friend that Dave and Renee Wahler liked living here, came to 
investigate and subsequently bought a unit. They moved here in July of this year.  They like Stowe 
and have some friends here.  Welcome Rosemary and Joanna! 
     
LORRAINE SWEETSER was raised in a wonderful area on a farm in Centerville, Vermont with her 
parents and eight siblings – two brothers and six sisters.  In 1948 when the farm sold she and those 
left at home moved to Morrisville where she graduated from Peoples Academy in 1953.  After 
graduating, she had a summer job in Waterbury, Vermont attending her niece and nephew and met 
her husband on a blind date which was set up by her sister and her future husband’s mother. He 
joined the Army, so it was letter courtship. They married in 1954 and remained in the area moving 
to Johnson around 1960 -1961.  They had three boys, one girl and three grandchildren. 
   She took various courses at CCV and her career centered mostly at the legal level working for 
various attorneys in the area, but mostly at the Courthouse in Hyde Park where she was clerk of the 
County Superior Court.   (She said she should have become an attorney!) 
   Her parents came from Canada and she frequently went there with them.  She has also visited 
California, Tennessee and Seattle, Washington where her sons live.  

 

   (Continued on page 14)                                                                                                                                       
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WE COME AND GO  (Continued from page 13) 

“The world is a book and those who do not travel read only one page.”  Augustine of Hippo 

   She says her life as a whole has been very eventful mostly because of the era when she was born.     
She has wonderful memories growing up and being married and raising a family that she is proud 
of.  She and her daughter had some wonderful years in working and showing their horses. 
   Her husband passed away in 2012 and she remained in her home for seven years until it became 
very stressful for her in many ways.  She moved to Copley Woodlands mostly under the influence of 
her daughter and then by her sons.    She said her children “won out” and even though she was a 
“bit” stubborn about the move, she is very happy that she made the move here! 

POETRY CORNER 

WHAT DOES MOTHER NATURE TEACH? 

 
Sitting on my deck, I watched the leaves all grouped together 

While I listened to the forecast for the weather. 
All leaves were green, not one bragged about its hue; 

The trees each one stood straight and tall and waved a bit, 
There was no contest, none attempted to be the best. 

While on the news politicians called each other names 
And tried to put their fellow humans to shame. 

On the ground beneath the trees bright plants revealed their hues 
And reveled in their neighbor’s reds, pinks, yellows and blues. 

Mother Nature watched silently and said not a word to interfere, 
No tweets interrupted the quiet of the natural sphere. 

The silence of the peaceful woods reigned over me, 
And Mother Nature had taught me to be free. 

 
Betty LeRoy 
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“Travel is the only thing you buy that makes you richer.”  Anonymous 

REMEMBER WHEN…?  By Jim Grant 
 

Remember when shore birds could fly, 
Unencumbered by the weight of oil 

Spilled by a tanker passing by, 
Feathers too heavy to try? 

 

Remember when nature’s creatures 
Could roam among lush green plants and trees, 

And indigenous peoples called Brazil’s Rain Forest home, 
Before cruel fires were set, 

That kills all in its path without warning, 
And threatens to increase global warming? 

 

Remember when song birds too numerous to count, 
Drank from an environment poisoned by pesticide that kills, 

Leaving the earth without their splashes of red, blue and yellow, 
Their glorious trills that keep us mellow? 

 

Remember when fish and all sea animals could swim joyously, 
Without entrapment and ingestion of 

Lethal plastics that were dumped needlessly, 
So helpless creatures washed onto shores 

Of every ocean, stream or lake indiscriminately? 
 

Remember when the massive Arctic ice cap 
Supported wildlife in abundance. 

When polar bear, walrus, sea turtles flourished, 
Before our cars and trucks and factory smokestacks, 

Without regard to greenhouse gases despoiled the environment, 
Causing glaciers to melt, oceans to rise, climate to change. 

The profound changes to the earth, our global family? 
From shore to shore, and every mountain range! 

 

What now can be said, what now can be done, 
To save our earthly home, our future? 

The precious creatures, given to us to care for and nurture. 
Can this be saved, this home of ours? 
Are we wise enough, strong enough, 

Brave enough, humble enough, caring enough? 
The questions now above us tower. 

 

We are stewards of the earth. 
It is ours to protect and for which to care. 

There is so little time, 
No time to spare! 

POETRY CORNER 
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   Many thanks to our contributors for this issue:  Rosemary Bachelor, Joanna Foust, Annie Winter, 
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and Cathy Wright. 

NEW KITCHEN EMPLOYEES 

   LANDON DUBIE was born in Burlington, VT and lives in Morrisville where he is a junior at 
Peoples Academy.  His favorite subject is science because he enjoy it.  He has three siblings.  His 
favorite movie is Night School.  Hockey is his favorite sport to watch and to play.  He is a huge 
Pittsburgh Penguins fan.  His dogs are named Sidney and Crosby after one of their players.  Pizza is 
his favorite food.  His personal motto is “Just do it!  He took this job to earn money and also because 
his sister Darian, and his brother Avery, both worked here.  

 

   ISABEL MASI was born in Morrisville and lives in Wolcott.  She has two older siblings, Zach and 
Emma. She attends Stowe High School where she is a senior.  Her favorite subject is science because 
it’s hands on and it gets her outside and thinking.  Her favorite movie is Hunt for the Wilderpeople.  
Her favorite sport to watch is hockey. She likes to play soccer and hockey.  Her favorite food is 
burritos and her favorite dessert is ice cream.  Her personal motto is “Laugh it off.”  She would like 
us to know that she loves the outdoors and she wants to go into Natural Resources after high school.  
She took this job because she likes talking to people. 
 
   DYLAN HASKINS was born in Golfito, Costa Rica and lives in Morrisville.  He has one sister. He 
is a sophomore at Peoples Academy.   His favorite subject is English because he likes to write.  His 
favorite movie is The Blind Side.  His favorite sport to watch and play is soccer.  His favorite food is 
fried red grouper and his favorite dessert is apple pie.  His personal motto is “Go with the flow.”  
He took this job because Ryan Fish recommended it to him.  He would like us to know that because 
he is from Costa Rica he really doesn’t like winter! 


