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EVERY PICTURE TELLS A STORY

Do you recall the last time you were able to get together with your family for a reunion and a
round of group photos? ltds been over thirty ye
a group photo. We rectified that this past 4th of July. The pictures not only put you in that moment
of time, but they also capture that which will never be again.

Nine of the forty clansman and women travelled from Scotland to attend, with young children in
tow. Young nieces, previously known only through updated batches of photographs, became real
people. It was lovely to finally meet them in person.

It is still a marvel to this day how much photography has changed our world and permitted us to
look beyond our personal borders. You can appreciate though the apprehensions some indigenous
peopl esd had in photographies infancy, believing

We are all too familiar with photography, but like the internet, twitter and tweets which have
changed communication, so did photography change the recording of time. Although now, at
owarp speed, 6 smartphones send photographs insta

Prior to photography, people o0satdé for a painti
Churchill so hated his 80th birthday portrait, commissioned by members of both Houses of Parlia-
ment, and painted by Graham Sutherland, it was never exhibited. Later, Lady Churchill had it
burned as it vexed them so. Al t hough not t he
painting can be seen thanks to photography and the internet!

So, preserve those photos of family, keep albums current and always name and date for posterity
as they help to tell your story. Cathy Wright
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FROM THE EDI

1839 is the year which is generally accepted as
the birth of photography after a few crude at-
tempts using pin-hole cameras and chemicals
such as silver nitrate and silver chloride.

In 1884, George Eastman (Eastman Kodak)
invented a new development technique. His
flexible roll film replaced photographic plates
and toxic chemicals. The first Kodak camera to
go on the market using this new technique was
in 1888.

In 1991, Kodak started using digital media in-
stead of film. This major advancement lets us
not only to delete unwanted pictures (saving us
lots of money,) but also to edit photos. Just
plug your memory card into a computer and
make changes to your photos. No more red
eyes - just click on the red. Picture too dark?
Just brighten it! Crop them, resize them, press
one button and instantly send and share your
photos with others,
endless.

It is through these technological advances that
| am able to put together our Woodlands Re-
flections newsletters using your photos. | can
plug your memory cards into my computer and
save the pictures or | can take your old photos
and scan them onto my computer and then
Voila! - just plug them into the newsletter.
New pictures, old pictures 0o the present and the
past d make for an entertaining newsletter.

Photography 0 still a modern marvel!

Gale Martin

OPhotography is a
forever . .. It
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When | was old enough | joined the Boy
Scouts and went to the local Boy Scout Camp
(Camp Soule on Lake Chautauqua in Safely
Harbor, Florida) every summer for the next
reeggars. | was already a good swimmer
but took the swimming lessons held every af-
ternoon. | also learned how to paddle a canoe
and row a boat. Every morning | went on the
nature walks and learned how to safely catch a
big rattlesnake and how to tell a harmless Scar-
let King snake form a deadly Coral snake. All
this was useful knowledge for a boy growing
up in Florida.

Summer camp lasted four weeks and cost
$10 a week. | always stayed all four weeks.
Campers who were going to stay another week
and campers who just arrived Sunday after-
noon both ate their Sunday evening meal in
the mess hall 8 a log building that had already
served several generations of Boy Scouts.
Every Sunday after dinner there was a movie
shown in the mess hall. The movie was al-
ways the same black and white movie pro-
jected on a big screen. It was Henry Fonda in
Drums Along The Mohawk , because that was

e t ctieet movie they Bigellap iCpunty jBeys Scotr

Council owned. | saw the movie twelve times
during my three years of attending Boy Scout
camp for four weeks every summer.

In that movie, when the big bell in the log
fort rang, it was the signal to the pioneers liv-
ing nearby that the Indians were on the war-
path and all the settlers in that area should
come to the safety of the fort with all their
valuables. There was a poignant scene in the
movie where, before going into the fort, the

(Continued on page 3)
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pioneer couple paused to take a last look at their log cabin, built with so much effort by the hus-
band, and furnished with the wifeds furniture b
home was already on fire d burned by the Indians.

That scene resonated with me because my maternal grandfather was born in a log cabin built in
northwest lowa by his father and uncle. The uncle kept a journal describing what they accom-
plished each day, how hard they worked and how much it cost for tools, materials and skilled labor
which they sometimes needed to hire. Luckily, that cabin was never burned by the Indians, which
was a real t hreat because pioneers in that area
mile north of them when a band of Wawpetuke Dakota warriors attacked a pioneer settlement
around Lake Okoboji. They Kkilled thirty five to forty men, women and children and took four
women captive.

Many decades after Boy Scout Camp, in 1966, | was a major in the U.S. Army and on a division
Staff in Augsburg, Germany. U.S. troops were being withdrawn from Europe and sent to Vietham
to increase the U.S. commitment there. That summer | got orders sending me to Vietnam for the
normal one year tour. My wife was sent home at the same time and spent the year living with her
parents in Kansas.

Our involvement in Vietnam tore America apart. There was a strong support for trying to save
South Vietnam as an independent nation, and also strong support for getting completely out of
Southeast Asia. Since it was President Lyndon Johnson and other elements of our national govern-
ment that continued to increase our commitment to South Vietnam, strong opposition to our Federal
government in general developed and resulted in anti -government riots and demonstrations.

In Vietnam, | was assigned as the deputy senior advisor in Bac Lieu Province, the next to the last
province south in Vietnam. The only province south of us was Camau Province, a swampy jungle
full of Viet Cong (the indigenous Communist forces) and big snakes.

Everyone serving in Vietnam at that time could goontwoone-week R & R®&6s ( Rest
leaves during their one year tour in Vietnam. About a month after | arrived in Bac Lieu City, where
our headquarters was | ocated, the Senior Advisor
Kong, |l eaving me in command of the advisory teal
the famous actor Henry Fonda arrived in Bac Lieu. He was escorted by a second lieutenant, whose
main responsibility was to arrange their flights and lodging, but he carried a Polaroid camera to take
photos of Henry Fonda talking to soldiers. Henry Fonda would then sign the photos and give them
to the soldier with who he had been talking.

Using the maps mounted on our office walls, | briefed Henry Fonda on the current situation in the
Mekong Delta, what we were trying to do and what we were trying to get the South Viethamese to
do. | told Henry Fonda how much | liked Drums Along The Mohawk and that | had seen it a dozen
times. He seemed pleased by that.

Henry Fonda served as a U.S Navy officer during World War Il and he was still a patriotic, loyal
American who supported the U.S. Government , It 0 s

(Continued on page 4)

0The best thing about a picture is that it neve
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(Continued from page 3) EXPERIENCING THE
of our military services who were fighting, and WORCESTER, MASSACHUSETTS
dying, to accomplish that. TORNADO - JUNE 9, 1953
However, Henryds actress daught

:00 P. M Not a veeryr eventfu‘? day Some
fun, some problems. Another day, another
dollar as we used to say. As | left the building
| noticed newspaper headlines about torna-
does in the Midwest and
we dondt have those here
my first mistake that day, but it was a whop-
per. | soon learned that New England had

Fonda, was active in the anti-war, anti-
government movement. She even visited Hanoi,
the Communist North Vietnamese capitol,
where she expressed support for their Commu-
nist government, condemned the U.S. Govern-
ment, and had her picture taken sitting in the

gunner 86s s e aaircrafodun thah was n t
used to shoot down American aircraft. After

that, she was derisivel Pecorgeg pRoy Hfty %n?l tornagoes sinee the

Years later, in an autobiography, she said that
photo was the thing she regretted most about
her life. Tom McKenna

ate 1770 . Nevert hele
tornado that day.

I dondt recal | ever wri
before. It involves my family of five people:
my wife Hazel, 32, our daughter Betty Jean, 8,
our son Bob, 7, all three of whom had one ex-
perience together. I W ¢
ter, Barbara Fogg, 20, was living with us at the
time while attending Clark University. She
and | had a very different experience.

Hazel and the two children were home
alone that afternoon. | was at work at my of-
fice and sister Barbara was at Clark Univer-
sity.

All was normal, but was it? The minute we
got together after the tornado, my wife told
me she had had a premonition that there was
going to be a very bad storm. She had always
been very sensitive to weather signals. She
called the children in and started to close up
the house. In the process, she was going up-
stairs with the children close beside her. All
L _ of a sudden she heard the ROAR OF THE

Jane Fonda in the TORNADO. She described it as the noise of
' Gunner 0s s eat omenhurdr@d fbeight trains or a bunch of
eighteen wheelers. That changed her mind.
She decided to head to the cellar instead for

) (Continued on page 5)
OPhotography takes an instant out of time, alt
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safety. Besides, she had forgotten to close the back door, and they could do so on the way. As they
descended the stairs, she felt such a painful pressure on her ears that she changed her mind once
again, took the children upstairs, and huddled with them in front of a closet that was between them
and the tornado. There they stayed until the tornado was over while glass and debris flew by them
on either side. They could feel the house moving, but it stayed up, was tilted and, as we later
learned, was off its foundation.

Immediately after the tornado, Mr. Senior from the house immediately below came to check on
Hazel and the children, as did Al Burt from the house across the street. Neither of their houses re-
ceived any damage. The house in back of us was on its side. Across the street, a thredecker was
completely blown away with nothing left but the foundation.

My sister-in-law, Barbara and | had a very different experience of the tornado than my wife and
children. Our concern was not for our welfare, but for theirs. Of that, we had no way of knowing.
We were panicked with concern for our loved ones.

This is our story: | picked up my riders, including my sister -in-law Barbara. About a third of the
way home, everything got very dark. The sky was as black as could be. Then came unbelievably
heavy rain which was immediately blown sideways by a tremendous wind. It seemed to last only a
few seconds. | definitely remember the storm being over and the sun shining as if nothing had hap-
pened.

| dropped off two of my riders in the vicinity of their homes. The road ahead was blocked by
fallen trees. | took a side road that ended briefly in front of a house on which a tree had fallen.
Finally accepting that there had been a tornado, | was panicked with worry over the safety of my
wife and two very young children. |imagined Barbara was also panicking.

Knowing | could get no further with my car, | pulled it over to the side, told Barbara that | was go-
ing to run home as fast as | could and she should follow me. As | started running, someone hollered
and warned me that the downed wires could still be alive and dangerous. | hollered my thanks for
the warning and told them | would be careful.

Damage, wires, debris was everywhere. Making forward progress was very difficult. Although it
seemed to take forever, | finally reached our church with only one more street to go. All | could do
was to keep on running and keep on praying even though | was running out of breath.

As | ran past our church, | noticed the second floor of the parish hall and the back wall of the
church were both gone. By now, | had reached the top of my street where most of the houses looked
like tremendous doll houses that you could see directly into the bedrooms and bathrooms. They
had no fronts.

Finally, I came to the crest of the hill and I could see the peak of my house. | realized it was still
standing. With a few more steps, | could see my wife and two children standing in front of a very
large maple tree that was lying across the road. They looked unharmed. | made the remaining steps
with remarkable speed. Barbara joined us soon after.

What a most joyful reunion that was. | was amazed and grateful to realize that all three seemed to

(Continued on page 6)

o0Taking an i mage, freezing a moment, reveal s
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have taken things in their stride. Of course we were all in a state of shock. As time went on how-
ever, none of us seemed to have problems with major storms as we well might have had.

The storm had moved on to other areas ending in Framingham at 5:40 P.M. It had started at
Quabin Lake at 4:30 P.M. In an hour and ten minutes, 92 people had died and 1,310 people were in-
jured. Area hospitals were completely overwhelmed. Property damage was estimated at
$60,000,000. A total of 10,000 people were suddenly made homeless. My family and | had lots of
company, but no one in our family died or was seriously injured. We had much to be thankful for.

NATURE DOES I T6S WORST AND THAT CAN BE UTTEI

HUMANITY MOBILIZES ITSELF TO ALLIEVIATE THE DAMAGE AND THAT CAN BE
AMAZINGLY WONDERFUL. EVERYONE WANTED TO HELP.

Construction equipment from both government and private job sites were immediately sent to tor-
nado sites searching for victims. Colleges and other institutions and hundreds of private homes
were taking in the homeless. Contributions poured in and in a few months almost $1,800,000 had
been raised for tornado victims. Our church got financial help from sister churches and others all
over the nation.

Extremely good moments as well as lighter moments were about to come. We would not know
the full horror of the tornado for a few days.

As | ran home, | had spotted fires on streets before and after Fales Street where my home was lo-
cated. Fearing the fires might spread or get out of control, | suggested we get out of the area and
seek shelter for the night. My wife agreed, adding that she had to go back in the house to change
her c¢cl othing. |l explained it wasndt safe to
ing, and we were soon climbing over the maple tree headed down the hill.

Halfway down we ran into church friends who were out looking for us. Through them, we were
able to contact my boss. He assured me that all arrangements had been made for our family. We
were to stay with them until another officer of the company and his family moved to their summer
home giving us the use of their winter home until we found new accommodations. This was most
overwhelming. We had become very close friends with our original realtor and his family. He was
also planning to help us and did. It all worked out as planned.

The next morning, someone helped me retrieve my car and | went back to the house to check on
things. | had no trouble getting past the National Guard since some of them were from the com-
pany. Shortly after | got to the house, a large flatbed truck appeared with a crew of men. The driver
was on the same scale as the truck. They told me they were putting my furniture and things in the
three car garage of the house where we were to stay.

I had an ol d piano that was in terrible conditd.i

get a couple of guys for one end, and he would grab the other end and they would take the piano
(Continued on page 7)

OA camera doesndt make a great picture anymor e
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out . Il told him it was nSafentydybays ago0when | avastthirteeh,anty |
coul dndt have anyone g e imbthended My parents hadbeen fivindiapartl y
gave up and the piano stayed, but only until and divorced for a long time. My father took
the city cam along with a crane to tear the my three much older brothers and me on a
house down. The crane operator told me not cruise to South America to help us recover from
to worry, he would put a sling around the pi- the loss. My father invited my boarding school
ano and set it on the sidewalk. | protested, English teacher to go along. He said it was as a
but he didndot I isten. Caregiverfér m@ bup wecall thdught itowlas be-h e
ano on the sidewalk, but unfortunately cannot cause he thought she was beautiful and very
find it.) nice too. After three or four days into the
Along came a news reporter man with all cruise, my teacher, Lorraine McFarland, became
the news not fit to print and he captioned the very ill and was taken to the ships infirmary.
pictur e: 0LOOK WHAT T H#e wakchdd Neh Befdg removed from the boat
DID: TOOK THE PIANO OUT OF THE to an ambulance when we arrived back in New
HOUSE AND PUT I T ON THE Y&k vy ¥hdr Keved mentioned her again to
Bob Neilson me although | know he was very concerned

about her.

. - s

Bob 0 s -is-lavswas married in this

church eighteen days after the tornado. The

back wall of the church which was destroyed,
was covered with a canvas blanket.

Left to right: Sewall Williams, Lorraine
Mc Far |l and, Jack Will i ams.
Arthur Williams, and Annie Williams Winter

About sixteen years ago, my brother Sewall, and
his wife Ann, moved into Copley Woodlands.

(Continued on Page 8)

0The best Iimages are the ones that retain th
regardless of the number of times they a
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A few years after that Penny Davis was show-
ing an apartment in Copley Woodlands and

happened to mention that the one across the
hall was owned by a Sewall and Ann Wil-

liams. It was my teacher and her husband
who were looking and my teacher, of course,
thought it was Sewall and me. She told
Penny that she knew a Sewall and Ann Wil-
liams a long time ago. The word got back to
Sewall and eventually to me. They did not
buy the apartment which is now Janet Clears,
but | never forgot wondering what happened

to my teacher. A few years ago, | mentioned
this to Cathy Wright and she said she knew

my ool dé teacheros family
contact them. We dfived, and
years since | dve seen my te

we might have a meeting again. She says she

remembers Sewall and me and would like

t hat t oo. |l tds a s mal
Annie Winter

| MISS YOU DAD
Joy Richardodés father

active duty immediately after the attack on
Pearl Harbor. He was in the early Navy Avia-
tion Reserve in

Chief Naval Aviation Ordinance Man and
was destined to spend the entire war flying
combat missions over the Japanese held is-
lands in the Pacific. When Joy was about one
year old, she and her mother were able to
move from Brooklyn to housing near the Ala-
meda Naval Air Station in California. When-
ever Frank was able to manage stateside
leave, he would always bring gifts from his

ook
ook

can |
al so |

oOYou

You can

t hewing1 9308s f
two -seaters. By December 1941, Frank was a

R and R times in Hawaii. Joy still has the grass
skirt, (see picture below) but the doll is no
longer with her childhood memorabilia.

Fast forward to college days and Joy is in very
different attire while attending a formal ball
with future husband, David.

Yes, every picture tells a story. If several are
viewed together, they can tell the story of a par-
ticular | ifeds journey;
evoke memories of special moments. How

wonderful to have our memories preserved for
ecti

recol | on of wingedd t

Joy and Dave Richards

I wor

Joy Richards with her Hawaiian doll
Frank Wy ' t'ed to

Dave and Joy at their college formal

week an
second

at a
at a

picture for a
picture for a
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MOTHERG®S DAY FRI ENDWYHhPOScarf Danced and o0
manual Lemel son pl aying
0ltdés friendship, frieagsahapanj st LangedDirest i n
blendship; formance with o0Doctor Gr ¢
When other friendships have been forgot, Prelude in C#minor op. 3
ours will still beam&dtoBungarian Dance #5060

Cole Porter, 1939 students advanced in age, so did the difficulty

of the pieces they performed. Paula does a

Copley Woodlands resident, Joy Richards marvelous job conveying to her students the

enjoyed Mot herds Day T e éeeliagtand®rhotion M aaclopiecew\Ve Idok for-
former long term Copl ey wivdto théiraatuchs Our thanksitodPaulatand
Eleanor Paris. Their friendship developed the parents for getting the children here for our
when the Richards moved to Copley Wood- entertainment. Cathy Wright
|l ands and were close oOneighbors. o

Dave Richards

Performers use the baby grand piano which
was donated by former resident Rebecca McNeil

ON THE REC PATH AT LAST

s

Joy.Richards and Ieanor Paris enjéyed

) _ | started to visit my son, Bob, in Stowe in the
tea and friendship at The Manor. early 19708s. | had al v
PIANO RECITAL events on the Stowe Rec Path such as ski races,
ot her races and wal king
family took their dogs on it, but they never took
me on it. So when | saw the signup sheet for a
walk on the Rec path, | thought this was my

younger students, Sofia and Nina Lemelson, chance fat last. | signed up, as well as Joy and
started the performance and each was accom- Dave Richards and Annie Winter. The path

panied by Paula Enni s OW?‘S tb_ﬂaHtiifUIr ang uwgr}desrfylly 6“&%5“%”?% r
Bluebirdo and oRussi an Y widipwersgalge, dJ found walking on_

tively. Also performing were Lolly Dreslin (Continued on page 10)

On a pleasant sunny Sunday afternoon on
June 4h, local pianist and teacher Paula Ennis
shared the talents of her students with us. The

oPhotography is the story | fail to put



