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NEW RESIDENTS 
2016 

 
February              Clifton Ellis                                            206 W 
                              Arthur Bullock                                      240 E 
                  
March                  Marie Canniff                                        221  W 
 
April                      Janice Dorchester                                367  AL 
                              Virginia Wilson                                      252  E 
                              Ted Sheridan                                         264  AL 
                              Norma Pelosi                                         368  AL 
                              Patricia Archibald                                 141  AL 
                              Jane Johnson                                         219  W 
                              Frances Hefner                                     365  AL 
 
May                      Patricia Bridge                                       227 W 
 
 

THIRWOOD CENTURY CLUB 
 
                              Mary Hanley                           May 29, 1915 
                              Virginia Ostberg                     July 28, 1916 
 

MEMORIAM 
                              Genevieve Cormier               March 2, 2016 
                              Terry English                           March 22, 2016 
                              Lawrence J. Oberg                 March 29, 2016 
                              Grace Dunkley                        April 3, 2016 
   Jane Handrahan   April 17, 2016 
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AROUND THE WORLD IN 26 YEARS 
Frank and Evelyn Morris 

 
     Our passports show that we have traveled to all seven continents 
and 108 different countries - with the exception of Egypt, Jordan and 
Israel where we could not have our passports stamped as they were in 
their usual state of bickering and would not accept each other’s stamp.  
We have been above the Arctic Circle and down to Brown’s Station in 
Antarctica. We have seen Inca ruins, the pyramids in Giza and the 
tombs in the Valley of the Dead; Frank has had his cannoli in Sicily while 
Mt. Etna was erupting and we were showered with ash. We visited the 
Church of the Nativity in Bethlehem, Petra in Jordan, temples in 
Cambodia, the tunnels in Ho Chi Minh City, Vietnam, and the plains of 
the Serengeti in Kenya and Tanzania. We also enjoyed the Blue Footed 
Boobies of the Galapagos Islands off Ecuador. We have traveled by 
jeep, junk, camel, elephant, donkey, horse, canoe, gondola, plane, ship, 
and dogsled. Our trips were educational, joyful, frustrating and 
exhausting, but we were fortunate in traveling when we did without 
any major mishaps. It brought forth to us how blessed we are to be 
living in our United States and as Dorothy said in the “Wizard of Oz” – 
“There’s no place like home!” 
 
     Our first trip outside the States was to Kenya, Africa. We loved it so 
much that through the years we took 3 other trips to Africa – Tanzania, 
Botswana and South Africa. We also explored the Kalahari Desert and 
Lake Victoria. Our trip to Kenya was sponsored by the Field Museum 
and our leader was fluent in the native languages, so that when she 
didn’t want us to know what was being discussed with the native 
guides she would speak Kikuyu. When on safari, we were on the plains 
looking for game from early morning to late afternoon or visiting native 
villages. The Masai are very, very impressive and some of the group 
wanted to take the Masai spears home. That was stopped by gentle 
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reminders of U.S. Government and airline rules! One day we were on a 
trail when an elephant appeared out of the bush about 20 feet in front 
of us, trunk swinging back and forth violently and ears flapping fast – 
this was one angry beast so our guide put the jeep in reverse and we 
broke all speed records retreating. When we returned to camp each 
night after a dusty and elating learning experience, we got adjusted to 
having a few Tusker beers to quench our thirst while talking over the 
days sightings. 
 
 

 
Masai Huts, Kenya 

 

 
Lioness awakening from nap 

(photos by Frank Morris) 
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     Cardiff Wales is Frank’s ancestral home. We arrived there late in the 
afternoon and after dining at out lodging we inquired if there was 
anything exciting going on. “Yes,” was the answer – “the Welsh 
Tattoo!” (a tattoo is a military exercise with drums, bugles and 
trumpets played at night with lots of action). So off we went to find the 
Tattoo, arriving to find it completely sold out. However, the officer on 
duty with the barricades, upon reading Frank’s name tag and Frank’s 
telling that his grandfather had had a milk route in Wales, opened the 
gates. We were escorted to the reviewing stand and given the best 
seats. We left to cries of “Come back, our American cousins!” 
 
     Our next trip was to Spain, and before leaving we decided we had to 
see a bullfight. After all, it is part of their culture and this was the way 
the knights in medieval times were trained. In Seville, we located the 
bullring and got seats in the main area. Bull fighting is a festival day and 
all the locals were dressed in beautiful colorful attire. Two rows in front 
of us were seated some U.S. Navy sailors, who apparently had decided 
beforehand to root for the underdog – the bull! After about 15 minutes 
of the Navy rooting for the bull, down came the police with rifles 
drawn, stopped in front of the sailors and shook their heads back and 
forth slowly – No! The sailors went silent. 
 
     We left Moscow for a cruise on the Volga up to St. Petersburg. Since 
we were on a Russian ship, our first lesson was to learn the name of our 
ship in the Cyrillic language in case we got lost! We stopped at small 
villages along the way and were invited to enter the local homes. We 
found ourselves tossing down homemade vodka (which tasted like raw 
turpentine) with black bread and jam early in the morning, with various 
salutes to the U. S. and Russian relationship. Each time we landed at 
another village we were greeted with the local band attempting to play 
the Star Spangled Banner. 
                                                                                         (Continued on page 19) 
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CAPE SENIOR LEAGUE BASEBALL (1989 – 2009) 
Phil Lukens 

 
 
 
 

     I began playing baseball in the Cape Senior Softball League in the 
Spring of 1989, after a friend suggested that I try out for the team. 
Previously, I had only played Sandlot games as a teenager. Later, having 
been blessed with four sons whose teams I managed, baseball became 
one of my great interests. 
 
     The league had been formed in 1988. For the final 10 years of my 
career, I was the oldest member. On two separate occasions I played in 
the nationwide Senior World Series (over 70 years of age) in Orlando, 
Florida and Warm Springs, California. My last time actually playing was 
at age 92 in a “pick-up” game in Ashland, Oregon. I could still hit, but 
my running and fielding the ball were just OK. The end of my playing in 
the league came for me in 2009 when an unfortunate accident 
happened. A runner who weighed at least 50 pounds more than I, ran 
into me sending me “ass over teakettle,” resulting in a detached retina 
in my left eye. I tried to continue playing after this, but chasing pop flies 
while playing second base gave me trouble. 
 
     Now that I’ve stopped playing, I am unhappy that my “mitt” has 
gone missing, which I had faithfully kept soft with shaving cream. So, 
unless I find it, I can’t play catch with my beloved granddaughter, 
Eileen. She did, however, give me her mitt to use. I used to play catch 
with other Thirwood residents such as Walter Hahn, who purchased a 
mitt so he could play catch with me. He’s now deceased. Is there 
anybody out there who’d like to play catch? Call me. 
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Phil and his teammates 
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ARTISTS IN THE SCENE 
                                                                                              Interview by Pat Loan 
 

     CAROL BURNS’ interest in art began in junior high school in an art 
class she elected to attend. The teacher was especially talented in 
conveying the principles, styles and mediums used in executing a piece 
of visual art. The principle of perspective, (the representation of 
receding lines in a painting) in particular, caught her attention and 
fueled her interest in art. 
 
     However, after high school, her energy was focused on preparation 
for a career. She first attended Boston University’s College of General 
Education, and then transferred to Western Michigan University for the 
study of Occupational Therapy. From there she entered the military as 
an Occupational Therapist until her retirement in 1979. 
 
     It wasn’t until after retirement that Carol again took up the study of 
art. She took private lessons in Maryland and then moved to Cape Cod. 
Here she took classes at the Cape Cod Art Association in Barnstable. 
She also became a member of the Yarmouth Art Guild. This 
organization held outdoor art shows. One summer day, Carol had set 
up a sampling of both her oil and watercolor paintings for display and 
sale. A tourist couple approached looking specifically for watercolor 
works. They found two they especially liked and quickly handed her 
$800 in cash for the ones they had chosen. You can see some of Carol’s 
seascape and landscape paintings on our hallway walls. 
 
     Today, Carol has become resigned to the fact that her access to the 
art world has been greatly diminished due to recent issues with vision 
and the lack of transportation. She has somewhat appeased this 
frustration by focusing on her dog Topper. Having him helps ease this 
loss. Her painting, on page 9, is of an earlier pet named Mandy. 
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                                                                                                                    Paintings by Carol Burns 
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ARTISTS IN THE SCENE 
                                                                                          Interview by Pat Loan 
 

     JANET CROSBY has always had a love for nature. This may be 
because she grew up in Wichita, Kansas, and visited her grandfather’s 
farms in Western Kansas during the time of the great Dust Bowl 
disaster – from 1932 to 1940. By 1942, 220 million trees had been 
planted throughout the Great Plains creating a “Shelterbelt” of 
windbreaks as prevention against future dust storms and to help 
protect the soil from erosion. Therefore, Janet was present during the 
time when hundreds of these trees were growing on the borders of her 
grandfather’s farms, and this left an indelible mark on her.  
 
     She also enjoyed writing poetry. It was an endeavor she found 
relaxing and it gave her a way to express the thoughts and ideas 
running through her mind. Even before her years as a teacher of 
English, she reveled in the semantics of rhyme, rhythm and verse. 
 
     Prior to Janet’s birth, her parents had been missionaries in Brazil. 
Later on, her father, a Presbyterian Minister, was called to the West 
Side Church in Wichita. So she and her brother grew up in the 
parsonage as “Preacher Kids.” Sometimes discussions at home would 
include topics such as philosophy, ethics, principles and values. As a 
child in that family, she couldn’t help but absorb some of that 
substance. 
 
     It’s easy to understand, then, how she would eventually come to 
write a poem such as “I am a leaf.” Here she combines her appreciation 
of nature, a love of drawing and poetic verse, and the influence of her 
family environment to formulate this specific emotional response to life 
and its meaning. 
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                                                    Janet Crosby                     

 11                                                   



 
 

 
 

“TAKE ME OUT TO THE BALLGAME” 
John Shinas 

 
 

     “Why is a Brooklyn Dodger fan living in Newark, New Jersey?” For 
many years I was asked that question. The answer that I gave was 
always the following: while growing up in one of the neighborhoods of 
Newark where most of the youngsters were baseball fans, it came to 
pass that we were each to adopt a Major League team as a “totem.” 
During the melee that ensued, with shouts and threats, the sixteen 
teams, (eight in each league, the National and American) were 
distributed among us. Everyone wanted the New York Yankees because 
they were always winning. After all the shouting and pushing had 
subsided, the Brooklyn Dodgers would be the only team not chosen 
due to the fact that they had not won a pennant in fifty odd years. 
However, that was the exact reason I preferred them. I was always in 
sympathy with the “underdogs” or the perennial losers. Therefore, by 
not participating in the “melee” of choosing, I got my “first choice.” 
 
     The Brooklyn Dodgers continued to go on losing year after year, so 
that I remained satisfied and content until the year 1941. In that year, 
lo and behold, the Dodgers won the National League pennant. I did not 
know whether to be joyful or sorrowful due to this turn of events; so I 
chose to revel in this dilemma. I can still recall the players of that 1941 
pennant winner: Dolph Camilli on first base, Billy Herman on second 
base, ”Pee Wee” Reese at shortstop, Arky Vaughan at third base, 
“Frenchy” Bordagaray in right field, Pete Reiser in center field, Joe 
Medwick in right field, Mickey Owen as catcher, Whitlow Wyatt  as 
pitcher with “Fireman” Hugh Casey as the prime relief pitcher and, last 
but not least, Leo Durocher as the manager. 
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     The main attraction that the Brooklyn Dodgers had for me was that 
whether winning or losing, they would do so in the most unorthodox 
and unusual manner. As an example, where else in either league would 
you see the following: a fly ball to left field, “Frenchy” Bordagaray, 
coming in for the catch, his cap comes off, he runs back to pick it up 
and then proceeds to make the catch; a fly ball to center field, Pete 
Reiser in attempting to make the catch smashes into the center field 
wall, breaking his ribs, not once but twice. Then there was the  
manager, Leo Durocher, in a disagreement with a ruling by the umpire, 
comes out of the dugout and smacks the umpire in the face with a wet 
towel and is ejected from the field. The most inconceivable of all, 
however, was that the Radio Broadcaster of the Brooklyn Dodgers 
games was Walter Lanier (Red Barber), who spoke with a strong 
Southern accent. 
 
     There also was the atmosphere of the ball park itself, Ebbets Field, 
which had one of the smallest seating capacities of any of the other 
major league ball fields. However, there was always a capacity crowd 
present either at a weekday or a Sunday double header. There was also 
the melodic strains of organ music as Gladys Gooding played popular 
songs during the entire ballgame.  At the end of the game, as the 
crowds were departing we could hear the melodic strains of “Twilight 
Time” – “Heavenly Shades of Night are Falling, it’s Twilight Time….”  
And, in many instances it was indeed well past twilight time when we 
departed, especially those days when “double headers” were played. 
Those were the days of Double Headers, Double Feature Films at the 
Movies, and Double Dip ice cream cones. 
 
     Getting to Ebbets Field from Newark was an entire day’s excursion. 
We would board the bus in Newark, paying the five cent fare, and 
disembark at the last stop, Exchange Place in Jersey City. Then by 
exiting from the rear door, we would avoid paying the extra zone fare.  
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We then “Duck Walked” under the turnstile of the Ferry Boat which 
took us across the Hudson River to Manhattan. We would also “Duck 
Walk” under the turnstile of the subway, the “Brooklyn and Manhattan 
Transit” (BMT), arriving at Ebbets Field to stand in line for one to two 
hours in order to buy a bleacher seat for sixty cents. It was a long day, 
especially when double headers were scheduled, and many times one 
or both games went into extra innings. We always brought along an 
adequate food supply. The return trip to Newark was just as arduous as 
the morning’s. Many times we’d arrive home twelve to fourteen hours 
from when we had started. 
 
     Some might inquire, was it worth all that trouble and time? My 
personal response is an adamant “YES.” The memory of those years 
were so pleasant and satisfying that it would be difficult to experience 
today. 
 
     A sorrowful endnote to this beautiful remembrance was that the 
Brooklyn Dodgers were relocated to Los Angeles, Ebbets Field was 
demolished, and on its site was built an apartment complex. My anger 
at this development was so severe that I vowed never to see another 
Major League baseball game again, either at a ballpark or on television. 
And I haven’t. The “Heavenly Shades of Night are Falling, it’s Twilight 
Time,” became for me an Eternal Night of Darkness. 
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LETTER TO DAD: BRIDGEPORT YEARS 
                                                       (To Don Whitney from his son Richard) 

 
Dear Dad, 
     Now, as to why I am typing this letter: You have mentioned to me a 
couple of times that you are having trouble with your long term 
memory. The thought occurred to me that perhaps I can help by 
putting things down on paper. You once did me a similar favor by 
writing a series of letters about family history, which I have saved, and 
will pass on, so I thought I would return the favor. In addition, this is 
not entirely a selfless act, since my own long term memory is rather 
spotty, and will doubtlessly get spottier as time passes, and I will 
probably find it useful to save these recollections on my computer. Of 
course, I will still have to remember that I did this and figure out where 
on my computer I saved it, but no scheme is foolproof. 
 
     I liked our house in Bridgeport, Connecticut, because there were a 
lot of kids around. I was best friends with a boy named Tracy who lived 
down the street, whose main attraction was that he had his own swing 
set. There was a woman next door named Mrs. Henderson. She had 
some cats and Mom didn’t like them coming over into our yard, so I 
thought I would help by kicking them. That got me into trouble with 
Mrs. Henderson but not so much with Mom, who wasn’t that fond of 
cats. I haven’t been able to reconcile that fact with the fact that, when I 
was really little, we had a cat named Tigger. 
 
     I was quite a good reader at an early age and went through a huge 
dinosaur phase in 1st and 2nd grade. I joined the Junior Audubon Society 
and saved enough dinosaur stamps to send away and get some real 
fossils. And so it was in Bridgeport that I set up my very own museum in 
the cellar. I spent a lot of time there. It was cool and had a distinctive 
musty smell. I really worked on the museum and was quite proud of 

 
15 



 
 

 
 

the displays I made. I remember that Uncle Dave and Aunt Nell came 
down there to visit the museum. Mom was a bit aghast that I tried to 
charge them admission but they were favorably impressed. Come to 
think of it, I must have got the idea for the museum because I’m sure 
you took me to the American Museum of Natural History to see the 
dinosaur skeletons even way back then. I know we went there more 
than once but one of them had to be during the big dinosaur phase. 
 
     You were quite good at doing the “take the kids to the big venues” 
dad role. In addition to the Museum of Natural History, which was a 
huge one for me, you took me, Eileen and David (at least – maybe 
Sheila, too) to the Bronx Zoo and Freedomland, which was quite a 
major amusement park for a few years before it went belly up. I’m sure 
by today’s standards the Bronx Zoo would be considered backwards, 
but at the time it was quite a famous attraction. All I really remember is 
seeing some bears, some elephants and having a very impressive tuna 
sandwich, with a whole lot of tuna packed in between the bread. 
Freedomland was really great. I remember a “Tornado” ride in which 
you were on a track and you actually went inside of a mock-up of a 
tornado. If you look up “Freedomland” on-line, you can see some pretty 
good descriptions and photos of the attractions. 
 
     Then there were the ballgames. Even at that young age you took me 
to at least one New York Mets game and one New York Titans game 
(the football Titans of the old AFL, before they became the Jets), at the 
old Polo Grounds, before Shea Stadium was built in 1964. This was 
when the Mets were an expansion team and the joke of baseball, 
setting a record for the most losses, but the fans loved them even then. 
Old Casey Stengel was the manager of the “Amazin’ Mets” as he called 
them, and they had the legendary Marv Thornberry, who allegedly once 
got so flustered that he ran from home to third base, instead of first, 
after getting a hit. The Mets in those days also had some of the former 
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stars of the old Brooklyn Dodgers in their twilight years, like Duke 
Snyder and Gil Hodges. I remember Duke because I distinctly remember 
him hitting a home run in the game we went to at the Polo Grounds. 
And of course, I remember you buying me hot dogs, which always 
tasted better at the ball park than anywhere else. I also remember you 
teaching me how to hit when I was little, slow pitching to me while 
teaching me to “keep your eye on the ball.” Clearly, baseball stardom 
was never in my genes but I credit you with helping me achieve a basic 
level of competence. 
 
     During the Bridgeport years, you took a commuter train to the City 
every day, so it was a big thing to go to the train station every evening 
to pick you up. Today, of course, my love of trains is largely political 
(e.g., train travel is much more energy efficient than other modes of 
transportation), but I’m sure it began with the thrill and wonder of 
seeing that big light in the distance gradually turn into this loud, 
gigantic metal monster rolling down the tracks before coming to a stop 
and disgorging – Dad! Trains were associated with Dad coming home, 
so of course they were great. 
 
     I’m pretty sure that you were working for Columbia Records during 
this time and you would frequently bring home records. For a time, we 
got into the “Sing Along With Mitch” craze, singing along with Mitch 
Miller records and also his TV show. I remember that when I was five or 
six I was really into the song, “She Wore A Yellow Ribbon.” I also really 
liked early Johnny Cash and Johnny Horton. Mom had a favorite album 
of Irish songs sung by Maureen O’Hara, so I kind of liked that one, too. 
 
     I’m sure other memories will be jogged by all this but I think I more 
or less captured the highlights of the Bridgeport years. I may fill in some 
other blanks in later letters, but in my next one I will try to focus on the 
Greenwich years. I do hope you enjoy this. 
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NAME DROPPING:    A CHANCE ENCOUNTER 
Sue Day 

 

     The year was 1939. I was eight years old and the Post Family was on 
our way to the World’s Fair, but first we had to stop to visit Aunt Caroline 
and Uncle Craig in Princeton, New Jersey. Aunt Caroline was my father’s 
youngest sister who had married a man twenty years older than she. They 
had four beautiful daughters: Sally, Elizabeth, Emily and Caroline. I 
thought they were so lucky because they lived in a huge house with too 
many bedrooms, too many bathrooms, a dining room that was at least a 
mile long, a living room with fireplaces at both ends, two cars (how 
strange because Aunt Caroline never learned how to drive) and a 
chauffeur named Captain. Captain’s wife was named Martha. Martha was 
in charge of the huge kitchen and everything that happened there. 
Captain and Martha lived in their own apartment in the house during the 
winter and traveled to Grindstone Island in the St. Lawrence River with 
the family every summer. Once at “The River” Martha took over in the 
kitchen and Captain took over all the boats and their unending care. Such 
a wonderful life for a child and we were visiting them in Princeton. One 
day Aunt Caroline sent Uncle Craig and me on an errand. As Captain drove 
and Uncle Craig and I sat in the back seat of the too long car (the jump 
seats were folded), Uncle Craig asked Captain to stop the car and back up 
because he wanted to say hello to the old man we had just passed on the 
country road along side the golf course. The old man had a lot of white, 
messy hair, looked as if he had slept in his clothes, and I was sure he 
hadn’t bathed in a long time. I had heard about “hobos” and the man 
walking along the road was my idea of a “hobo.” I was frightened. Uncle 
Craig asked me to get out of the car with him. He spoke to his friend 
saying “I would like to have you meet my wife’s niece.” After we all shook 
hands, the two men talked briefly, and as we got back into the car Uncle 
Craig said, “What do you think?  I want you to remember this day because 
you have just met Albert Einstein” and that was that. I remember nothing 
else about that day. 
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(Continued from page 5)         AROUND THE WORLD IN 26 YEARS 
 

     The Taj Mahal by moonlight in India was exquisite and this 
monument to love is unforgettable. Our lodgings in India were former 
palaces. However, we were always aware of the abject poverty we saw 
surrounding us. We had our first elephant ride in India as we were 
heading north to Nepal where we would be looking for tigers. The 
elephants would be walked up to a high wall and we would be on the 
wall ready to get into the saddle (howdah) which holds two people. 
These gentle creatures feel with their toes and we got quite used to 
seeing our ride dip his toes daintily in the water before entering it.                      
Just before the border, we made a stop to visit a mosque. We had to 
take our shoes off before entering and Evelyn had to be covered in a 
burka, a hot heavy costume covering her from the top of her head to 
her toes. We never did get used to the hot curries of India. 
                                                                                             
     Our tour in China took us from the Great Wall to Hong Kong. We 
brought balloons with us to give to the children, who with their 
parents, would greet us each morning outside our lodgings. Frank was 
in charge of blowing up these balloons and he would hand them to the 
parents, first, to then give to the children so as to not undercut their 
parental authority. One evening we went to hear a Chinese Opera. As 
we were seated, it was announced in our honor that the orchestra 
would play a quaint American folksong. We stood and never cracked a 
smile as “Jingle Bells” was played. Our guide spoke perfect English as he 
had learned it from listening to the Voice of America while on a 
previous job working on a pig farm. After so many pigs had passed on, 
he was transferred back to Beijing and given the job of guiding English-
speaking tourists. On our last night with him, he gave us a present of 
singing “Country Roads Take Me Home.” There wasn’t a dry eye as we 
left him. 
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     Australia is a large continent where most of our travel took place in 
short air hops. On all our flights we were given tea and fruitcake and 
learned every stanza of Waltzing Matilda. Ayer’s Rock was awesome 
and Alice Springs was the last town before we entered the Outback. In 
Canberra, the capital, we found a monument dedicated to the service 
men and women of the U.S. Armed Forces, who had served in the 
Pacific Area in WWII, saving Australia from Japanese invasion. In all our 
travels, this is the only monument of its kind we have ever seen. 
 
     We were on a special ice-cutter suited for Antarctica exploring. We 
had stopped at the Falklands, and went around the Cape in a rough 
crossing. From five miles away, you could smell all four species of 
penguins - Adelies, Chinstrap, Gentoo, Emperor. Before walking among 
them, we had to put on sterile suits and boots so that we would not be 
bringing human germs onto their habitation. We walked on glacier ice 
and saw remains of old whaling shelters. 
 
     In Columbia, South America, we spoke with some of the emerald 
miners who asked us why America doesn’t come down and administer 
all the aid we send them, as it never reaches the poor and ends up in 
the politicians’ pockets. We had no answer. In Cusco, the center of Inca 
culture, we boarded a train to take us part of the way to Manchu 
Picchu. We walked on the old Inca Trail to the ruins. What an out of the 
world experience on beholding these ancient buildings! We had the 
same feeling at Stonehenge. The next day we drove to Lima, Peru, 
where we checked into our embassy to find that the very same train at 
the same time we had taken the previous day, had been blown up by 
the Shining Path, a terrorist group! We had missed it by only 24 hours. 
In Buenos Aires we took in a hot tango show. It was so hot in fact, that 
Frank wound his camera the wrong way and it jammed losing all the 
pictures we had taken of Buenos Aires. The next day we retraced our 
steps and retook pictures of the area.                           Adios Amigos  
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Go Red Sox! 

 
December 14, 2015 at Thirwood Place 

Red Sox World Series Trophies 
2004, 2007, 2013 


