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ALL THINGS FLOW 
by Charlotte Spencer 

A few years ago as I was going 

through my bookshelves looking for 

something else, I came across a small 

yellowing paperback called Listening 

to Your Life by Frederick Buechner. 

There was a bookmark stuck in part 

way, marking the fact that I had not 

made it more than about halfway. 

The time may not have been right 

just then to start listening, but now, at 

ninety, I think it is. Where have I 

been? Where did I come from? What 

made me who I am? What have I 

done with this gift called life? We all 

tend to have these questions. Let’s 

listen and see whether we can hear 

anything. 

Buechner is something of a local 

boy, Lawrenceville, Princeton, and, a 

little later—the shell cracked enough 

to let in some light—Union 

Seminary. Now in his nineties, he is 

a gentleman cleric, whose ministry 

has been as an author of memoirs, 

novels, and graceful parables. I have 

always taken seriously what he has to 

say. 

Most of us have brought with us to 

Pennswood Village eighty to ninety years 

of life, well worth listening to: who we 

are and where we have been all this time. 

We all have stories to tell. Novelist 

Anthony Trollope usually finishes off his 

insightful sagas of English Victorian life 

with a chapter entitled “Conclusion.” 

There he ties up loose ends, allowing us 

to catch a glimpse of the future of his 

characters. His people always have a 

future. We all know that we are in the 

midst of the “Conclusion” chapter of our 

own stories. Village Voices is full of 

memories, what we have left of our lives 

now that there is so little left to go on.  

When Herb and I moved to Pennswood 

Village from New London, New 

Hampshire, ten years ago, we got rid of 

stuff. A lot of people dread downsizing, 

can’t do it, cherishing stuff, not knowing 

what to do with all the loose ends of their 

lives. But I rejoiced in it. I had begun to 

feel like some form of snail, slowly 

lugging around an increasingly heavy 

load of the past on my back. We gave 

away or sold truckloads of that past: an 

early nineteenth-century map of New 

Hampshire, furniture from Granny’s attic 

which she had given me when I married,  
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more useful household goods to the 

Lutheran Refugee Resettlement 

project in Concord. I began to feel 

hundreds of pounds lighter, ready for 

whatever the years ahead might have 

in store for us. We lightened up for 

the next chapter. 

Sometimes when we eat in the Main 

Dining Room, I look around at all 

our white heads nodding cheerfully 

together, and I can’t help thinking of 

who we all are, where we’ve been, 

and what we’ve done. So many 

stories to tell about our times. 

Unedited oral history on the hoof, so 

to speak. Let’s tell those stories. 

The beginning of the story is what I 

think of as knowable DNA—

ancestry. My family, Woodburys, 

Reeds, Holts, and so many more. The 

Flanders, the only ones to go West 

with their hopeful New Hampshire 

neighbors, a lawyer and his young 

family, to the new state of Wisconsin 

in the 1840s. And John Eliot, Apostle 

to the Indians of seventeenth-century 

Massachusetts. These early migrants 

tended to be strong enough to take 

care of themselves. Once they had 

made up their minds to venture out of 

whatever made the old life no longer 

bearable and set sail into the 

unknown with awesome bravery, 

they were born again into a life in the 

new Israel of seventeenth-century 

New England or the developing 

upper midwest, land of promise. 

Maybe they all felt lighter, too.  

Some of them also must have listened to 

their lives as they looked back on the 

journey. Just so, life began for me in 

Bedford, New Hampshire. Ninety years 

ago, the town was by no means the 

Bedford sprawling all over the place that 

it is today in its latest phase, a 

developer’s dream. It was a simple old 

New England town. At the center were 

the Town Hall, the Presbyterian Church, 

the cemetery, and a scattering of 

dwellings for a variety of townspeople. 

These houses were pleasant, 

unpretentious places, maybe a little 

untidy by today’s suburban standards, 

but comfortable enough without being in 

any sense smart. There were a general 

store and gas station, the old New 

England version of Wawa, just below the 

church.  

We lived two or three miles away from 

this center on ancestral land down by the 

river, the eastern boundary of the town. 

The place was called Coldstream, a nod 

back to some Scots ancestry and to the 

water that ran through the property. 

Bowman’s Brook emerged from the 

woods on its way to the river, restrained 

by three mill dams. The one beside our 

house formed a pond for swimming or 

skating, depending on the season. It’s all 

gone now, of course, although a real 

estate firm took the name Coldstream 

and advertises in the Manchester Airport 

to newcomers. When Granny died and 

we were divvying up her things, the only 

thing I really really wanted was a small 

painting that hung in a corner of her 

dining room. It was by a little-known 

New Hampshire artist of the late 
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nineteenth century. He clearly 

admired the Hudson River School, 

painting the American pastoral idyll, 

the unspoiled dream. The story is that 

he moved around the state painting 

scenes that appealed to him, such as 

our dam’s waterfall and pond on a 

summer afternoon, hoping to sell, I 

suppose, to the tourists who had 

begun to discover picturesque New 

Hampshire. My great-grandparents, 

or whoever originally bought the 

painting for their house, could not 

possibly have foreseen what would 

become of that scene a century on. 

The artist had set up his easel on 

what was a country roadside; now 

it’s the main road leading to an 

interstate interchange, malls, 

shopping centers, a popular motel. 

That painting, still with me here at 

Pennswood Village, is a treasure I 

still happily carry around with me, 

my Eden, my lost Paradise, my 

golden summer memory. 

Years ago, when we were leaving a 

family vacation spent on New 

Hampshire’s Squam Lake, we 

decided to stop and see how the old 

place was. Both my parents had been 

dead for some time, and we knew 

very well that everything was long 

gone, but I wanted to have a look 

back anyway. We left the interstate 

and drove, crawling along in the 

heavy traffic of today, down the old 

road, now obscured by fast-food 

enterprises and box stores, suburban 

sprawl. The house where I grew up 

had been turned into a bank. We 

turned right, up the driveway, around the 

house, through the laundry-drying yard, 

across my mother’s garden onto the 

asphalt parking lot that now covers the 

lawn where, on my wedding morning, I 

watched the caterer’s men erect the tent 

and set up the tables and chairs for our 

reception. The bank had saved a few feet 

of grass at the edge of the pond and put 

out a couple of picnic tables, presumably 

for the use of employees at lunch time. It 

was a hot Labor Day weekend, not a 

business day—that tells you how long 

ago this nostalgia trip was, a time when 

businesses routinely closed tight on 

holidays. There was no bank traffic, but 

lying on a blanket on the grass by the 

side of the pond was a young woman in a 

bathing suit reading a paperback, 

sunbathing, no radio but a loaf of bread 

at her side for feeding the ducks who live 

there now.  

We piled out of the car and stood looking 

across the water to Granny’s. Everything 

seemed smaller than in my memory, 

compressed by all the new building. The 

Japanese bridge over the dam, built by 

my grandmother to connect her house to 

ours, was gone. It had rotted away years 

ago, but the dam itself remained as it had 

for centuries, the water still crashing 

down to the spillway. When I put on my 

emotional blinders and dimmed my 

hearing to reduce the traffic noise, it was 

all almost recognizable. I wondered 

whether the daffodils, my eagerly 

awaited sign of spring, planted along the 

bank of the pond by my aunt fifty years 

or so before, still bloomed there. We 

stood together, my next generation 
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family and I, on the grass, telling our 

tales, remembering. 

As we did, we caught the attention of 

the sunbather with our stories of real 

life in that place: weddings and 

children’s games and all the people 

of time past. Those people must have 

seemed as remote to her as actors on 

the stage of once-upon-a-time. She 

told us that she had discovered the 

pond by chance one day and had 

made the strip of grass next to the 

parking lot her own special place, her 

secret retreat from a busy world. She 

said she liked to ride her bike over 

from the city to this small area of 

peace. She loved feeding her bread to 

the ducks and daydreaming. Now she 

had our stories to dream about, too. I 

loved her then, I still love her and 

wonder where she is. 

Granny, in my childhood the owner 

of it all and the bedrock of our 

family, was always comfortable 

about change. She gave us a sense 

that it was the way of the world to 

move ahead, for us to hand on to 

others what had been ours, of our 

moving on and others moving in. The 

dead get buried or set in amber. In 

her library over the fireplace, hung a 

small wooden plaque made for her by 

my father’s brother. On it, beautifully 

carved, Πάντα ρει, all things flow. 

Heraclitus, pre-Socratic thinker, gave 

us this truth to make our own. 

Granny would have loved knowing 

about the sunbather and her 

protective, possessive love of our 

place, now hers. I remembered that all 

things flow like the water, through the 

pond, over the waterfall, over more dams 

and on to the river. All things flow. 

We said good-bye, returned to the car, 

and resumed our trip away.  

***** 

FOND MEMORIES 
by Betty Aptaker 

If you’d lived in Atlantic City, as I did in the 

1930s, you could expect that your house 

would be your home only nine months of the 

year.  

When summer came, that house that you’d 

lived in became inhabited by some 

vacationing family—usually folks from 

Philadelphia.  

The rent they paid us for those three months 

largely sustained us through the rest of the 

year.  

So where would we go while they were 

living in our space?  

In our case we were lucky. Also in 

Atlantic City, my grandmother had a 

boarding house—a very large house with 

a basement spacious enough to hold a 

room for the four of us, one for my 

grandparents, one for my uncle, and a 

laundry room and bathroom as well.  

The house itself, filling the entire corner of 

the block, held eleven guest rooms, a 

restaurant-sized dining room and kitchen, 

and some living-room areas as well.  
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It was a wonderful old place—oak-

paneled walls, a staircase that led to 

one hall and then to another, a 

“secret” back stairway to be used as 

my imagination chose, and lidded 

window seats in which treasures 

could be hidden.  

What did I take from that house? 

Memories—recollections of my 

grandmother and how hard she 

worked to keep the place going, the 

sight and scents of the delicious food 

that she prepared three times daily for 

the eleven families who were her 

boarders. Memories so strong that I 

still frequently dream of that house—

picture the forsythia shrubs in the 

yard and the stone fence on which my 

cousin and I danced a wooden-

soldiers routine we’d devised. In my 

mind, I rock in the rocking chairs on 

the wraparound porch and see, 

hanging from the porch railing, the 

large American flag that my 

grandfather set out every morning.  

Crowded as that house was in the 

summertime, it was left only to the 

family when “the season” was over, 

and it was then that the whole 

wonderful place became mine to 

explore.  

***** 

 

 

 

 

 

A SUMMER RESPITE  
by John Wood 

The partial parasol of a river birch 

And a hint of breeze across the brow 

The only guardians against 

The summer sun’s relentless rays. 

The park bench, allotted to hoi polloi, 

Without a tab or fee, a favored seat 

For the alfresco stage. 

Two butterflies perform 

Their St. Vitus agitated dance, 

With hip-hop flits and stops; 

And no rest for the weary. 

Not to be outdone, 

Frenetic flapping of four wings gossamer 

Speeds the darning needle, 

Across the well-lit stage, 

In ceaseless darts and dives and dashes. 

No call for time out or a pause. 

The source of all this energy 

Occult, unless the sun.  

Solely the speckled thrush  

Seeks respite from time to time 

In the bough of bank-side ash 

When he has had enough. 

 

And so, or so it seems to me, 

It is in keeping with Nature’s rule of  

thumb 

That the need for rest to recharge  

Runs in lock-step with ascending order 

Of Noah’s cargo list 

(Yes, a cynic might suggest this but a  

sophist’s sop 

To justify a bent for summer indolence in 

the observer.) 

***** 
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AT PENNSWOOD 
by Henry Martin 

 

“I trust all is safely gathered in—the grill, 

the garden hose, the patio furniture—ere 

the winter storms begin.” 

***** 

AN ALMOST-

SUCCESSFUL FAKE 
by Gaby Kopelman 

In my years of restoring old master 

paintings, my brushes with almost-

successful fakes were rare but 

memorable. A case in point was the 

Grunewald “St. Catherine” sold to 

The Cleveland Museum of Art in the 

early ’80s. Grunewald paintings are 

rare, and Cleveland considered the 

purchase a great coup. 

Shortly after its debut in Cleveland’s 

galleries, however, I started to hear 

rumors that the painting was not 

autograph, perhaps a copy, maybe even a 

fake. But no one really knew any hard 

facts. 

At the time, I had been restoring 

paintings for the Toledo Museum of Art, 

and on one of my trips to Ohio, I visited 

the Cleveland Museum. While I was at 

lunch with their paintings curator, she 

asked me whether I had time to see Dr. 

Sherman Lee, the director. Of course I 

had time! Lee was not only a great 

director and a very nice, likable man, he 

was also very handsome—that never 

hurts. 

I called Lee, and at his suggestion, we 

met in front of the Grunewald. “What do 

you think?” he asked.  

It did not look convincing to me, but the 

painting was behind glass, which was 

some inches away from the painting. I 

told Lee there was really no way for me 

to look at it under magnification unless it 

were taken out of its frame. Good man 

that he was, Lee at once had the gallery 

closed and the painting unframed.  

Unfortunately, the quality of the painting 

did not improve on seeing it in the flesh, 

so to speak. Artistically, it was of low 

quality and certainly did not look 

autograph. Looking at the surface 

technically, I also noticed the canvas was 

slightly wavy, usually a sign that a 

painting has been transferred from its 

original support to a new one. Not a rare 

procedure—wooden panels sometimes 

deteriorated, with consequent damage to 

the paint layers. “Has this painting been 

transferred?” I asked. 
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Lee assured me that it had not, that 

his conservation laboratory had made 

no mention of such a possibility. 

Since he had not asked me to look at 

the painting just to pass the time, I 

felt I had to be brutally honest and so 

regretfully told him that in my 

opinion the painting was most 

probably a fake. 

I explained that one of the difficulties 

in making a fake is producing the 

crackle that the passage of time and 

the movement of the support impart 

to the paint surface. The most 

efficient way to fake this crackle is to 

take a painting on canvas and then 

roll this canvas, thus cracking the 

paint. After this, the crackled paint 

layer is transferred to a panel. It 

seemed to me, that this had been 

done in this case—the paint surface 

did not look normal. Aesthetically 

and technically, the painting bore all 

the earmarks of a fake.  

Lee sighed, but did not argue the 

point. We shook hands and I left. 

As I found out later, it had been 

Konrad Oberhauer, a noted art 

historian, who’d first cried, “Fake!” 

Konrad was much respected both 

here and in Europe, and his 

attributions were rock-solid. In my 

opinion, he had an unfailing eye, and 

I was happy to be on his side.  

Others soon joined the chorus of nay-

sayers, and Cleveland finally sent 

paint samples of the “St. Catherine” 

to the Brookhaven Nuclear 

Laboratory, where it was found that the 

paint was ground too fine to have been 

ground by hand in the 16th century. That 

was the nail in its coffin, and Cleveland 

classified the painting as a forgery. 

For Sherman Lee, the discovery that he’d 

fallen for a fake, was a blow.  

But he was a man of integrity, and to his 

everlasting credit, he then wrote a full 

account of the “Affair Grunewald” to the 

Art News, where it was published 

October 13, 1986.  

Here are some of Lee’s thoughts: 

Sleepless nights followed as the now re-

doubled scientific analysis proceeded 

until there was no doubt about my error.  

Disillusionment there was. Reflection 

bred education.  

The fake hangs in the conservation 

laboratory of The Cleveland Museum of 

Art. The memory hangs on a prominent 

hook in my mind. The memory influences 

all of my subsequent confrontations with 

newly seen works of art—all confirming 

Guglielmo Ferrero’s wonderful 

statement:  

“What makes good judgement? 

Experience.  

“What makes experience? Bad 

judgement.” 

Sherman E. Lee  

Chapel Hill, North Carolina  

***** 
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HE GOT MY GOAT 
by Elaine Ferrara 

Finding no one home for the billy 

goat’s appointment, I decide to 

check a little further. Moseying 

toward the back of the property, I 

find a cyclone fenced-in yard with a 

closed gate.  

“Well, come on in!” resounds, clear 

as a bell. I search for the source of 

this welcome, with a smiling Mr. 

Goat staring me straight in the face. 

And I smile, too, realizing that he is 

the only person in the yard.  

Once I am inside the gate, he gives 

me a tour of his field, leading me 

inside his abode, a regulation-sized 

yellow school bus! Well, the stench 

is dumbfounding! (You see, billy 

goats have scent glands in their 

foreheads, which produce an odor 

as powerful and as offensive as a 

skunk’s.) Being the perfect 

gentleman, he invites me to take a 

seat for some conversation! Well, 

there is no way I would sit on a 

bench that reeks with irremovable 

goat fumes!  

“I am very busy this afternoon. I 

have many appointments,” I think, 

breaking the news to him gently.  

“Okay,” he responds. “Let’s get to 

work,” gleefully descending the 

steps of the bus.  

Continuing to use my thoughts, I 

let him know the reason for my 

visit.  

“I know,” he says with his thoughts, in 

perfect English.  

“I need to get some equipment from 

the car.”  

“I know,” he informs me.  

Upon returning, I hold an electric 

clipper in one hand, with its plug in the 

other, looking for a socket. He gently 

nudges the clipper out of my hand.  

I explain, “For the blood sample, I 

need to clip your fur, so I can see the 

vein.”  

He pulls closer, extending his neck. 

Discovering that the vein is a huge 

one-inch in diameter, I nod in 

agreement, “No clipper!”  

As I review each step of the 

procedure with him, he keeps 

announcing, “I know. . . I know. . .I 

know. . . .” followed by, “They do 

this every year.”  

It is a thoroughly uneventful blood-

letting in action, but remarkably 

eventful from a communication aspect. 

And, his thoughts are speaking 

English! I guess my thoughts are 

speaking caprine, that is, goat 

language. We are sharing the same 

universal language, a first for me!  

Closing the gate, I kneel and bow 

deeply to Billy in thanks for the 

education, with tears of joy rolling 

down my face. Likewise, kneeling and 
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bowing, he accepts my honor. We 

part as life-long friends. . . .  

***** 

BECOMING ONE    
by Judy Toohey 

I was always “two” from the time in 

the womb until the day I moved into 

Pennswood. As an identical twin, I 

shared my life and my space. I was 

always part of two. My twin sister 

and I were referred to as “The 

Twins,” never Judy and Joan, as in 

“The Twins are coming to the party.” 

We were dressed exactly alike as 

small children, not unusual in those 

days, and continued the practice until 

the day I married. Every morning of 

our high school years, we took turns 

deciding which skirt and sweater to 

wear. For four years, we wore 

matching dresses to the prom. 

People invariably (and annoyingly) 

asked, “What’s it like to be a twin?” I 

really had no answer to this but to 

think, “What is it like not to be a 

twin?” Other annoying questions: 

“Did you switch places in classes to 

fool the teacher?” or “Did you switch 

places on dates?” No, we did not!!  

Growing up through the years as an 

identical twin was not all annoyance, 

though. It was filled with interesting 

and often fun experiences. When we 

were thirteen, as we were leaving our 

table in a New York restaurant, we 

were stopped by the famous figure 

skater Sonja Henie. “Are you twins?” 

she asked, before conversation started. 

Such a neat experience for two young 

teenagers—just as if we were the 

celebrities! Those were the days of the 

Revlon advertising promotion “Which 

twin has the Toni?” At the time, I wasn’t 

aware that our mother had been asked to 

allow us to become “Toni twins.” Mother 

said, “No.” Too bad—I think that would 

have been great fun. 

Through the years, Joan and I went 

everywhere together, shared friends, and 

literally held onto each other when 

beginning new experiences. Whenever 

we moved and had to enter a new school, 

whether high school or college, where we 

knew no one, we always had each other. 

I was with my sister the day I met my 

future husband. Two Harvard men came 

on campus to “look around,” a common 

practice in the ’50s. One connected with 

my sister. Happily, the other—Bill—and 

I began a relationship that lasted for the 

next sixty years. When Joan and I 

transferred to a university, a local 

newspaper printed a piece featuring twins 

entering the new fall class. We were 

included as one of three sets—again that 

emphasis on twoness. 

Three years after meeting Bill, we were 

married, and I left my sister. I continued 

to share a room and my life, now with a 

husband instead of a twin sister. My 

sister married two years after I did and 

wore my wedding gown. We each had a 

family, and our children were close to 

their cousins. Though we never lived in 

the same part of the country, we were 

always in close touch, talking on the 
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phone daily and often sharing family 

visits—summers at the Jersey Shore, 

some Christmases at each other’s 

homes, and trips together to see our 

mother in California. 

It was only after my husband passed 

that I faced a new challenge—that of 

becoming an individual, not a part of 

two. I was actually one! But still I 

was identified as “Bill’s wife” or 

“Bill’s widow.” And then, a few 

years after losing Bill, my sister 

became ill, and I faced a loss once 

again. At that time, I was making 

plans to move to Pennswood. 

When I entered Pennswood, I knew 

no one. It was the first and only time 

I had ever moved into a new home 

alone. Dorm rooms, first apartments, 

and several houses had always been 

shared. At first, it was an unfamiliar 

and rather uncomfortable feeling. No 

one knew me as “twin” or “wife.” 

Now I am “one” for the very first 

time. I am enjoying the journey. 

***** 

MIDSUMMER 
by Steve Schnur 

We have named them all. 

They know they are safe with us. 

Our patio weeds. 

***** 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SAVE THE DATE 
 

Poetry & Prose, an evening of readings 

by residents, will be 7 p.m., October 22, 

in Penn Hall. 

 

To read, contact Paulina Wilker. To 

enjoy, put the date on your calendar.   

 

The Editors 
 
. 

Publication of 

Pennswood Village Residents 

Association 

Founder and Editor Emerita:  

Paulina Brownie Wilker 

 Managing Editor: Anne Baber 

Contributing Editors: 

Kathy Hoff, Jane Perkinson,  

and Kay Silberfeld 

Typists: Sarah Pollock, Joanne Brown, 

and Maria Eisner 

Proofreading: Sally Burkman 

Distribution: Gerry and Don Abell  

Layout: Dick Piccolini  

Contributors: 

All Pennswood Residents 

Email your contributions to 

RJPICCOLINI@STARLINX.COM 

or place typed hard copy in our open 

mail box. Past copies of the  

Village Voices are in the Pennswood 

Library on shelf 21. You are welcome  

to read them (and leave them) there. 
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