
HENRY ARNOLD’S 
LIFE & LANDSCAPE 

Excerpt  
Edited by Anne Baber 

I am extremely grateful for a career 
that made the landscape of trees, 
parks, and urban spaces a lifelong   
focus. My career as a landscape archi-
tect gave deeply felt satisfaction     
because it influenced lives. As an 
artist working in two dimensions, my 
work continues to touch others in   
another way. 

You probably have seen some of   
Henry’s watercolors in various 
Pennswood art exhibits. His memoir 
(available in the Resident Authors 
section of the Pennswood Library) 
shows examples of his art. It also tells 
this story of his work on the Vietnam 
Memorial.   [Editor’s Note] 

In 1980, a national design competition 
was announced for a memorial to the 
veterans of the Vietnam War. The 
client specified the site as Constitu-
tion Gardens, the park that I designed 
as consultant to SOM (the architects 
of the National Mall). The mandatory 
criteria for the competition . . . the  
design should harmonize with the  

National Mall, display the names of 
all 58,000 war dead, and make no   
political statement. The competition 
winner, Maya Ying Lin*, asked me to 
serve as her landscape design consul-
tant. My firm was, coincidentally, one 
of 14 runner-up award winners out of 
1,400 entries.  

This commission gave a relatively 
unknown landscape architecture firm 
wide recognition. Maya hired me at 
David Childs’s recommendation. We 
worked under the advisory architect, 
Kent Cooper, whose experience on 
the Washington Mall gave the design 
team broad technical background in 
carrying out the project. He was key 
in arriving at a good selection of black 
granite for the wall and getting gov-
ernment approvals. We worked with 
Maya on the grading, drainage, and 
planting that were critical to the      
design. 

I was one of the many designers who 
testified before the Fine Arts Com-
mission in heated discussions with 
competition losers like the sculptor 
Rick Hart. He supported the angry 
army veterans who opposed the min-
imalist abstract design, insisting on 
realistic statues of warriors. The Fine 
Arts Commission capitulated to the 

  Volume 15 Number 134                                                                             June 2021 



public outcry by recommending that 
the disgruntled opponents be allowed 
to display their life-sized statues of 
armed soldiers and an American flag 
above the apex of the two-wall sec-
tions, so the warriors would dominate 
the memorial instead of allowing the 
wall to be seen as “a tribute to those 
who lost their lives.” 

Kent and I were able to deflect the 
impact of statues that glorified war-
fare by recommending they move the 
statues away from the prominent apex 
at the top of the wall to a grove of 
trees just beyond the approach to the 
wall’s east flank. This simulated com-
bat approach appealed to the military 
and satisfied the opponents, who 
dropped their opposition. The discred-
ited wall could be seen as a monu-
ment to heroism, not just an anti-war 
statement. When the wall with 58,000 
engraved names of the dead soldiers 
was completed, its remarkable visual 
impact immediately changed the pop-
ular conception of the design. The 
heartrending message converted even 
opponents who could appreciate the 
artist’s intent. The brilliance of the 
work of art lies in the ambiguity and 
compromise that allows it to be       
accepted by both pacifists and the   
violence-prone. Maya’s inimitable 
monument to the folly of war would 
not be overshadowed by statues glori-
fying violent conflict.  

This experience on a world-changing 
place of commemoration taught me 
something about the vicissitudes of 
perception and how a great work of 
public art can engage the soul. The 
view that opponents of Lin’s design 
saw as elitist was completely reversed 
by a powerful, visual symbol of      
abstract art.  

*Maya Lin’s mother, Julia Lin, a pro-
fessor, author, and scholar of Chinese 
poetry, came to Pennswood in 2005 
and lived here until her death in 2013. 

FINDING MY WAY 
by Kay Silberfeld 

I was wearing a gray wool suit that I 
thought was appropriately sophisticat-
ed for a young woman going to work 
as a secretary at The Museum of 
Modern Art in New York. The date 
was April 15, l958, the day of the fire. 
By the end of that day, my suit reeked 
of smoke, but I kept wearing it to 
work as long as the building smelled 
of smoke. No amount of cleaning 
could get rid of the fire smell, so I had 
to get rid of the suit. 

As for the fire, it had broken out mid-
day in a stairwell. A painter, presum-
ably on his lunch break, had dropped 
a lighted match or cigarette on a 
paint-filled drop cloth. At that time, I 
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was in the public restroom on the top 
floor and had begun to wonder why I 
was the only person in there. I opened 
the door to find billows of smoke and 
a staff member directing people to the 
elevator. Without thinking, I joined 
them. As we descended, the elevator 
ominously began to fill with smoke. 

Once on the street, I joined the huge 
lunchtime crowd watching the horri-
fying sight of firemen on ladders, 
hacking at the walls of the museum. 
Smoke poured out of the openings 
their axes made. Those who had been 
trapped inside could now escape and 
be helped to climb down a ladder to 
safety. No one was hurt in the fire. 

At some point, I saw the head of the 
board of trustees, Nelson Rockefeller, 
a helmet on his head, racing through 
the door of the burning building. 

Later that afternoon, staff were        
allowed back into the museum and 
could rescue their abandoned, not yet 
mailed-in, tax returns. Along with the 
director’s secretary, I helped to send 
telegrams to lenders to let them know 
their paintings were safe. I also helped 
with the unglamorous job of removing 
ashes from office surfaces. 

At that time, MOMA had a major 
exhibit of Seurat paintings. Included 
was his well-known “A Sunday on La 
Grande Jatte,” belonging to the 
Chicago Art Institute. Ironically, when 

it had been given to Chicago, it came 
with a stipulation that it could be lent 
out one time only—and this was that 
time! 

Thanks to the work of the staff, many 
paintings were moved to safety, and 
the only total loss was a Monet paint-
ing of water lilies. However, there 
was much minor damage to other art, 
and the consequent work of MOMA’s 
conservation staff received a lot of 
publicity. For many people, myself 
included, this provided an introduc-
tion to the art restoration field. 

A year or so later, deciding that my 
life would be more interesting if I had 
a profession, I was trained and went 
on to spend the next 30 years as a 
painting conservator. Fortunately, 
none of the other museums where I 
worked caught fire. 

 

BIG MISTAKE 
by Deidre Crumbley 

I never expected life to be fair 
Not really 
But I did expect it to be sane 
And therein lies the rub 
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GLACIER NATIONAL PARK, 
BRITISH COLUMBIA 

by David Cuff 

Needled trails pamper my feet 
The views arrest my eyes 
But water abounds 
And all its sounds 
Please my ears 

Rolling their stones, rivers rumble 
From mosses, rivulets trickle 
Falls smash and thunder 
As streams chuckle under 
Log bridges 

Summer drought meant 
Water should be quiet 
But rain’s not the last word 
Glacial melt is what I heard 
This year 

PAINTED TURTLE 
by Elaine Ferrara 

Greetings! I am a painted turtle, a 
fresh-water turtle. I can be seven 
inches long when full-grown. This is 
my story. 

I look funny because I was hit by a 
car and lost one-third of my top shell. 
And, the area that was injured was 
filled with maggots! Does anyone 
know what maggots are? They are lit-
tle white worms laid by flies. Maggots 
are nature’s healers. They remove 

dead and infected tissue, allowing the 
flesh underneath to heal. 

Some LOVING people found me and 
brought me in to see Doc Elaine. 

Doc Elaine examined me, turning me 
on all sides. I felt like I was topsy-
turvy flying! I did not like that at all. 
So, I bit a nice chunk out of the tip of 
one of Doc’s fingers! Even though she 
was mad, she turned me to face her 
and said, with LOVE, “You’re gonna 
make it, girl!” She knew I was a girl 
because of my pink eyes. 

She got a cage ready for me with 
rocks and water. HOPE continued to 
surge in me because she knew I was a 
water turtle. She let me rest until the 
next morning. 

The first thing Doc did was wash 
away the maggots. She found a giant 
hole that was lined with healthy pink 
tissue, strong like skin. She saw that 
I’d lost one lung. But she couldn’t tell 
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if any other organs were damaged  
because the pink tissue covered them. 

Over the course of the next five 
weeks, she put me on antibiotics. To 
keep the pink tissue moist, she applied 
a soothing ointment and bandages. 
And, because I was not eating, she 
force-fed me with a metal tube. Oh, 
the staff had such a great big celebra-
tion when I had my first pee and 
poop! Doc knew my kidneys and    
intestines were working just fine. 

As I started to feel better, my HOPE 
surged even more. And, I began to 
have FAITH in Doc’s continued 
LOVE and ACTIONS. 

Eventually, the entire hole filled with 
the strong pink tissue. And Doc Elaine 
talked to me with her mind. She told 
me that I was ready to return to the 
water. She told me that she had a boat, 
a kayak, which is a covered boat. And 
she told me that in fixing up her 
kayak, she had learned skills that she 
was going to use on me to make me 
whole. 

The next day, she showed me some 
fiberglass cloth and a liquid called 
resin which she would use to soften 
the cloth to form it around me. Her 
mind told me that there would be a lot 
of pain until the resin hardened; and, 
she counted how long the pain would 
last. I had been through much worse 
pain with my accident. I was ready. 
She held my eyes in hers until the 

pain was gone, sharing the pain with 
me. 

Next, Doc sanded and polished. She 
fed me one last time, telling me that 
by sun-up tomorrow I would be free. 

I was so excited as I heard the water 
splashing against the kayak and felt 
the kayak bobbing side-to-side and up 
and down. Frantic with exhilaration, I 
ran around inside the bottom of her 
boat. 

She stopped paddling, picked me up, 
and put me on the shore of the lake in 
a safe area. I was gone, under the   
water. Then I heard her thought, 
“Hey! I didn’t get a chance to say 
‘goodbye’!” I surfaced. Our eyes met 
with LOVE and thanks, my thanks for 
her knowledge and skill, her thanks 
for my FAITH in her and for my heal-
ing skills. 

I didn’t see her again . . . until ten 
months later. After a winter, a spring, 
and a summer, I saw the familiar pat-
tern of Doc’s boat and paddle. I swam 
frantically toward her with glee in my 
eyes, watching her mouth and eyes 
open wide in surprise. Our thanks this 
time were much deeper than the last 
time we said “goodbye.” You see, we 
learned that LOVE, HOPE, FAITH, 
and ACTION allowed each of us to go 
far beyond our original goals. 
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THE RAILROAD 
ON THE FARM 
by Stanley Wright 

I grew up on a farm in Connecticut. 
The most amazing thing about the 
farm was that it had a railroad on the 
property. This was not a simple, pri-
vate installation. It was a full-service 
working rail line that carried passen-
gers and freight for 24 miles between 
Derby and New Haven. Orange was 
in the middle of the run and had two 
stations. 

The railroad was chartered by the 
Connecticut General Assembly in 
1864. Construction started in 1868, 
and service began in 1871. The cost 
was covered by issuing bonds. How-
ever, the cost of the Orange Center 
Station was funded by public sub-
scription. The line ran through our 
property between Grassy Hill Road 
and Ridge Road. The right of way was 
probably purchased from my great 
grandfather Leverett Treat, who 
owned the land and was farming it. 
Because he was a farmer and import-
ing horse manure from New York City 
to fertilize his fields, he made a deal 
to have a spur line installed for his 
use. 

Shortly after train service began in 
1872, land speculators arrived and 
two developers proposed a metropolis 
of 2,000 home sites on 175 acres. 
They built a railroad station, a few 

roads, and foundations for grand man-
sions for the two developers, Philan-
der Ferry and Samuel Halliwell. They 
named the project Tyler City after the 
president of the railroad, Morris Tyler. 
Even with the inducement of the     
12-mile distance to New Haven or 
Derby and free railroad tickets, the 
offer did not seem to catch on. A pub-
lic auction sold a few lots, but not 
enough to proceed further. Mr. Ferry, 
though, was able to complete his 
mansion. 

Passenger service ended in 1925, and 
freight service from Orange to New 
Haven stopped in 1932. Freight ser-
vice to Orange from Derby continued 
until 1941, when it was abandoned. 
Up until that time, the railroad had 
been used to deliver materials for the 
construction of the Wilbur Cross 
Parkway. 

When the railroad was abandoned, the 
right of way was offered to the adja-
cent land owners; our mother bought 
it. The last thing to be removed was 
the Western Union telegraph line. And 
for us, abandoned railbeds became a 
great riding trail after all the ties and 
rails were removed. We could go all 
the way to Route #1 in West Haven. 
Going west was impossible because 
of the High Bridge over the 
Wepawaug River.  

I remember numerous fires along the 
tracks ignited by sparks from the 
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steam engines. Since we lived         
between the firehouse and the Turkey 
Hill access to the tracks, we usually 
were aware of the destination when a 
fire truck passed by. 

I remember the beautiful view from 
our grandmother’s house. From her 
back porch, you could see through the 
cut off Turkey Hill Road. The cut was 
a major excavation challenge. It is 
now totally overgrown with vegeta-
tion which blocks the view of what 
used to be the track bed. 

But my fondest recollection of all was 
seeing the train coming through the 
farmland announced by the puffs of 
steam emanating from its stack. 

THOSE FLOWERS 
by Kathy Hoff 

Cotton candy—that’s what they look 
like, those flowers. Those flowers 
over there called . . . darn, I can’t   
remember. I think I had some once up 
in the country, but they didn’t do too 
well. Cotton candy, yes. Pink and 
fluffy on their stalks. Not sticky, 
though. That’s the trouble with cotton 
candy; at least, I imagine that’s the 
trouble. I never had any—or ever 
wanted any, even when I was a little 
kid. I could see other little kids with it
—pulling bits away from the stick 

with their fingers, nasty dark pink goo 
all around their mouths. Yuk. I hate 
sticky—can’t stand it. Must be genet-
ic; my son and my grandson are the 
same way. We have to wash our hands 
right away if they feel sticky. No, I 
never wanted any of that cotton can-
dy. Not that my parents indulged me 
with treats anyway, so it’s a good 
thing I didn’t want it. Nasty stuff—
cotton candy, that is, not the pink 
flowers. I don’t imagine they are 
sticky; they just remind me of cotton 
candy. But that doesn’t help me with 
their name. That’s a problem these 
days—remembering names. I mean, 
ordinary flowers—daisies, roses, pan-
sies—no trouble. I can give you plen-
ty of flower names—marigolds, zin-
nias, violets. See? I’m not totally    
out of it. Tell you the truth, though, it 
scares me. I know my knees are      
going, my eyes are going, my ears are 
going—and I’m okay with that—not 
that I like it, understand, but I accept 
it. What scares me and I don’t accept 
is if my brain goes, if all those little 
wires up there don’t send the mes-
sages out of the storage rooms. My 
friends say the same thing. We pre-
tend not to notice when one of us 
can’t remember the name of a movie, 
an author, or somebody we used to 
know. Sometimes someone else tosses 
out the missing name real quick, so 
it’s kind of like we have a group 
brain. We even joke about senior  
moments or talk about how we’ll        
remember some name we forgot in the 
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middle of the night when we can’t 
sleep. With me, I’ve got what I call 
senior delay—it’s kind of a senior 
version of that delay they do on 
broadcasts to bleep out curse words so 
they don’t get in trouble with the 
FCC. Twenty seconds or so and the 
name I can’t think of pops into my 
head—especially when I’m sure what 
letter it starts with. When I get all    
serious and worried about this, my 
friends say I’m lucky I can remember 
my own name. So far, so good, I tell 
them. Fingers crossed! But those cot-
ton candy flowers? Not even a first-
letter clue. Just keep walking. Use it 
or lose it, my doctor tells me when I 
complain about the knees and she 
worries about the hips. Just keep 
walking. Look at other flowers farther 
along. Maybe this is just an extra-long 
senior delay. I think I saw flowers like 
the cotton candy ones in those fancy 
gardens we visited in England. This 
one garden belonged to a woman with 
literary connections and some sort of 
a scandal attached to her; I don’t     
remember . . . ASTILBE! There it is! 
I’ve got it. Where did that pop up 
from? I didn’t know I even knew that 
name, but I’m sure that’s it. I’ll look it 
up when I get home to make sure. If I 
can remember it until I get home, that 
is. Those memory books give you 
tricks to help remember stuff. Starts 
with A. Not so good. I’ll remember 
aster, amaryllis, asphodel, asafetida. 
No, that’s silly. I’m getting into book 
names I don’t even know the meaning 

of. Astilbe/trilby. A rhyme, that’s bet-
ter. Not many rhymes for astilbe, I 
bet. That’s something to think about 
when I can’t sleep . . . bilby, cilby, dil-
by . . . like that, alphabetical. But 
what’s a trilby? A hat? a character? 
I’ll look up trilby, too, when I get 
home. I think that trilby has some-
thing to do with Svengali, but I’ll 
check that out. Svengali isn’t too use-
ful for remembering astilbe, though. 
But then maybe it is—it has the same 
three syllables with the accent on the 
middle one. So . . . if I can remember 
trilby for the rhyme and Sven-GA-li 
for the beat, I’ll have it. A-STIL-be.  
A-STIL-be. A-STIL-be. I can walk to 
that beat ’til I get home. Then I can 
look it up and write it down. See? I’m 
not losing my mind. I’m not. I can 
even tell you the words my doctor 
gave me to remember at my checkup 
last week. You know, those brain tests 
they give you to see if you’re losing 
it? Garage/pickle/squirrel; garage/
pickle/squirrel; garage/pickle/squir-
rel/astilbe. See? I haven’t lost it at all. 

THE RABBI MEETS 
THE ANGEL OF DEATH 

(Adapted from a Talmudic tale) 
by Steven Schnur 

The Plague finally reached Jerusalem.   
A few traders had already brought sto-
ries of affliction and death in Cairo 
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and Damascus. The traders them-
selves may have also brought the 
Plague to Jerusalem. 

Uriah lost his skullcap as he rushed to 
the door of his neighbor, Rabbi Ger-
shon, the Great Rabbi of Jerusalem. 
Uriah knocked urgently on the door 
with his cane. “Rabbi, you must come 
right away! My wife is covered with 
boils and wailing with pain. Please 
come pray with her!” 

The rabbi’s wife took him aside and 
pleaded in a whisper: “Please, Ger-
shon, my dear husband, you may die 
as well if you go to her! I beg you not 
to go!” Rabbi Gershon hesitated for 
not more than two breaths.  “I must 
go, Abigail. Rachel is suffering.” 

Even before the Sabbath had time to 
arrive, Rabbi Gershon began to feel 
sick. The Angel of Death, looking 
down on the rabbi, decided it was 
time to take him. The Angel entered 
the room while the rabbi was lost in 
his morning prayers. Could not the 
Angel of Death interrupt even a pray-
ing Jew? After all, the Angel had quite 
a list of Jews to visit that morning, 
and no time to waste, not even for the 
Great Rabbi of Jerusalem. But a man 
as great as Rabbi Gershon, Lord 
knows, might not go easily. He might 
even try to negotiate the terms of his 
surrender, complicating life for the 
Angel of Death. 

The Angel tapped Rabbi Gershon on 
the forehead. “It’s your time, Rabbi.”  
“Really? My time? Right now? Can’t 
you see that I’m busy? Can a Jew not 
finish his prayers first?” . . . No reply . 
. . . “Fine, I’ll go with you, but I must 
tell you, your big, gleaming knife 
scares me. Let me carry it for you. I 
promise to give it back to you.” So off 
they went together to the Pearly 
Gates, the rabbi still in his night-
clothes and stocking cap, but carrying 
the gleaming knife of the Angel of 
Death. 

When they arrived at the Pearly 
Gates, the rabbi had another request. 
“One more thing. Before you go any 
farther, Mr. Angel of Death, could you 
cup your hands together like this?” 
The Angel was puzzled. He looked at 
his watch. He was getting annoyed 
already. “And why in Heaven’s name 
do you ask such a thing, Rabbi?” The 
rabbi explained, “If I put my foot 
there, you could boost me up so I can 
peek over the wall into Paradise.” 
Rabbi Gershon had always been a 
man of great integrity, an upright and 
honest man, for all his many years. He 
wasn’t asking much, just a modest last 
wish. So the Angel of Death cupped 
his hands together. He boosted the 
rabbi up to peek over the wall, when, 
faster than you can say the word 
chutzpah, the rabbi leaped into Par-
adise. 
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The Angel of Death was mortified. He 
had never experienced such a turn of 
events. The good Rabbi Gershon was 
in Heaven, where he belonged, but he 
hadn’t died yet! The rabbi could even 
go back and forth freely now, between 
Heaven and Earth, like Elijah the 
prophet! And the rabbi still had the 
Angel’s gleaming knife!! 

As the Angel of Death realized what a 
mess he had gotten himself into and 
that he was far behind schedule, the 
Angel’s gleaming knife came flying 
over the wall to land at the Angel’s 
feet. The rabbi had kept his word.  

Now life could go on. 
 

Calling All Pennswood Poets 
  

The September issue of Village Voices 
will be devoted entirely to poetry. If 
you are a poet, we encourage you to 
participate and submit a poem or two. 
All kinds of poems are fine—from 
doggerel to sonnets to prose poems. 

After our regular July issue, the Vil-
lage Voices editors will go on vaca-
tion. As we emerge from the pandem-
ic and return to our schedule of ten 
issues a year, we will not publish   
August or December issues.    
  
                              The Editors 
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