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A SUMMER ROMANCE
Phil Lukens

Between the ages of 6 and 18, I spent most of my summers with my
mother in her cottage on Chase Street in Dennisport. The cottage had
been built by Nathaniel and Marian Wixon who had three daughters. At
one time he was the Mayor of Dennis. I loved meeting and listening to
many of the older people like “Than” Wixon, his wife, and Lester
Edwards. One year during the polio epidemic in Boston, my mother
enrolled my oldest brother Bob and me in the Dennisport School. My
first grade teacher was Sue McHenry whose friendship I enjoyed until
her death at the age of 101. I also met Arthur Fiedler when I was
working for the Postmaster, Mr. Murphy. Mr. Fiedler was the Director
of the Boston Pops Orchestra. He would come into the Post Office
immaculately dressed and looking distinguished with his two Dalmatian
dogs, and I would hand him his mail.
I spent a lot of time at the beach, picking beach plums in season to
make jam and gathering pond lilies in a nearby pond to earn money. I
also earned money by selling home grown vegetables and tree fruits for
a man named Sage. I pushed a large two-wheeled wagon around
peddling my wares. In those early years, my mother and I became
friendly with the Price family who also owned a cottage near the beach.
One daughter, Gwendolyn, was age 12. We became good friends and
spent many delightful days enjoying summer fun on the Cape. Our two
families often went to the beach together. Little did I know that this
friendship would one day turn into a fairy tale for me.
For several summers, I signed on to serve as a “crew member” for
Bert Baker, a boat owner who operated out of Herring River in
Dennisport. He took fishing parties out in Nantucket Sound. I hoisted
sail, baited hooks, took fish off the hook, and dropped and hauled
anchor. I don’t remember ever getting paid.
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At 26, I married Helen and we had 4 sons - John Jr, David, Carl and
Frederick. This union ended in divorce after 30 years. Gwen, as well,
married and had two daughters – Judy and Joan. Her husband, Peter
New Kirk, had passed away during those intervening years.
In July 1977, Gwen decided to bring her girls to Cape Cod so they
could see where she had spent summers in her youth. While showing
them where the Lukens had lived, we by chance met again. I happened
to be at the cottage that day and remembered Gwen. We quickly
renewed the friendship that had begun so many years earlier. Some
months later, Gwen and I married. We spent 30 idyllic years together.
We took 24 Elderhostel trips, 4 Holland America cruises, and spent 8 to
10 winters in Bradenton, Florida.
After coming to Thirwood Place in 2005, Gwen suffered 3 heart
attacks and developed dementia. She later went into a coma and died
in 2007. She is buried in Dennisport next to my mother and my second
son David. I will join them there when my time comes.
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LIFE AS A MINISTER’S WIFE
Janice Dorchester

In June of 1948, Doug Dorchester was ordained as a minister in the
Methodist Church and Doug, Janice and baby Diane (called Dee Dee)
moved into the parsonage of the Methodist Church in Westerly, Rhode
Island. It was an old church with a big Victorian parsonage. My motherin-law, a Methodist minister’s wife, gave me some advice. “You won’t
have a very private life. It will be like living in a goldfish bowl.” In no
time at all, I found she was telling the truth. A former minister’s wife in
Westerly told me not to wear shorts and that slacks were frowned
upon. It was summer and I was wearing them in the parsonage. The
doorbell rang a few times and the person on the other side of the door
said, “Is your father home?” I knew I had made a mistake.
This former minister’s wife took it upon herself to give me all kinds
of advice regarding the upkeep of the parsonage. “The front stairs off
the entrance hall, should be thoroughly cleaned every week – no black
marks on the risers.” “Before fall, all curtains must be cleaned.” The
next time I saw my mother-in-law, I complained about this other
minister’s wife who visited regularly with all kinds of suggestions.
Doug’s mother gave me some answers. “It is an unwritten law that
former preachers’ wives must leave the town where they served.” Ah
Ha! “You know you must not make a special new friend of any of the
parishioners for jealousy will occur. And don’t ever be a fashion plate
and wear expensive jewelry.” With Doug’s salary of $2,150 a year, that
wasn’t going to happen. Another one. “Don’t ever take a leadership
role in the church.” With an eight-month old baby girl, that wasn’t
going to be a problem, either.
The church itself had no telephone, so after a meeting the ladies
came in the kitchen door, went through the kitchen and crossed the
floor to the living room and to the phone. A few months later, two of
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the ladies complained we were wearing out the living room rug. Many
women found their way to that kitchen door. If they saw me in the
kitchen, they wanted to help with the baby, or teach me how to cook.
What they really wanted to do was walk up those back stairs to the
minister’s study and ask a few questions of Doug. “First door on your
left,” I said as they left me. Doug called them “The volunteers,” I called
them the “troubled ones.” They were weekly visitors for quite some
time.
Let me tell you about the organization in the church in which I would
be involved. There was the Ladies Aid Society. I knew from the church
in my home town that, that term was a very old fashioned word for
their women’s group. Then there was the Girls Club. I thought they
would be women my age but they were twice my age and some had
grown-up children. They seemed to know everything going on in the
parish. They were in charge of some very special events. There were
occasional meetings of these women with others in another town or
state. I seldom got left behind. When we were inside a church, I was
always introduced this way: “This is our minister’s wife, but she doesn’t
act like one.” This puzzled me. I thought I was acting very normal – just
me, but maybe I just wasn’t religious enough.
There was to be a rummage sale. A woman was ironing in my
kitchen. I had just finished making a new skirt and it was folded on the
counter top. When she left, I noticed my skirt was gone. I explained to
someone I had just lost my skirt. Then I noticed a woman going out the
church door with it and I ran after her. I paid the $2.00 she’d spent in
buying my skirt. I learned to be more careful on sale days.
Across the street in a fine home lived Mrs. Maxson. She was quite
friendly and invited me over to her house for tea. Doug looked out the
window as her guests were arriving and said, “It looks pretty formal,
better put on your Sunday best.” When I rang the bell, a maid
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answered the door. I stood in the hall and noted these women had put
cards in a silver tray there in the hall. Well, I didn’t have any calling
card. These women talked about trips abroad, and I wasn’t able to add
much to the conversation. They did invite me to come to their next DAR
meeting and I decided to go along. I was introduced to the President. I
noted she had many silver medals pinned to her ample bosom.
Inquisitive me, I asked what they were? Taking her right hand to her
chest and moving it with a lot of pride, she said, “These are my
ancestors – from here to here.”
The ministers in Westerly took turns speaking on the radio
Wednesday mornings. All I remember was that it was April and I had
been to two more of Mrs. Maxson’s parties. Doug’s message that April
day happened to fall on the 10th anniversary of the time Marion
Anderson, the black operatic and concert star, had been denied an
opportunity to perform in the DAR’s Constitution Hall in Washington,
D.C. She was asked to sing outdoors and it was to 75,000 people at the
Lincoln Memorial. Doug does not hold back and reminded the audience
that such discriminations would never be tolerated again anywhere.
Well, I was never invited to another tea party at Mrs. Maxson’s or a
DAR meeting. Truthfully, I didn’t care. I knew my ancestry.
Doug didn’t mince words and everywhere said what he believed.
Yes, he upset some people but he took it in stride. One day, the front
door bell rang. I went to the door, opened it, and was looking at a very
angry man. He reached for the screen door handle and our new dog,
Penny, began to growl. We had gotten a cocker spaniel just a year ago.
That man wasn’t coming in her house. I told the man to telephone
Doug later because he wasn’t at home now. He made a gesture and
Penny began to jump around and bark. The man quickly turned and
went down the steps.
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Nearly three years had gone by and in 1949 I had a lovely baby boy,
Jim, and was as busy as I could be. The Ladies Aid had given me a baby
shower. One day someone in the Girls Club thought I looked pregnant.
Happily, I heard them and spoke right up. “I love children!” Mrs. Green
said, “You have a boy and a girl and why do you need more?” Mrs.
Champlin then made this remark: “One of our minister’s wives had
several children and when this question was asked of her, she replied,
all of my children were conceived in the attitude of prayer.” Silence. By
their grins, I knew they wanted an answer so I said: “I can’t top that
one.” Let it be known that the men in the church gave me a wonderful
gift – a black and white Garrod television. Now my children could see
“Howdy Doody.” A few months later we moved to Cranston, Rhode
Island, when Doug became Executive Secretary of the Conference
Board of Education.

8

ARTISTS IN THE SCENE
Interview by Pat Loan

JEAN DALRYMPLE’S love of art probably began when she first picked
up a brochure for the Colorado College she chose to attend after high
school. She says, “It had a spectacular view of Pike’s Peak.” This was
why she chose that particular college to attend for study in their
medical program.
It was her eye for perspective and composition at work before she
was even aware of what those concepts meant in the world of art. Not
until she and her husband Chet retired and moved to the Cape did she
develop an interest in art. There was a Sandwich Arts and Crafts
Association in town which offered numerous classes conducted by very
talented and knowledgeable teachers. Jean, now having time for
whatever met her fancy, began to take classes. After continuous study
and effort, she discovered an ability to visualize in picture form the
scenes she saw around her. From those pictures she then was able to
capture on paper what she saw in her mind.
As time went on, the Art Association invited her and other students
to present their pieces at the art shows they sponsored. Eventually, her
art began to sell. Some clients even requested her to do special pieces
on assignment. One example was a request for her to do a specific Cape
Lighthouse. The daughter of a man who had been the keeper of that
lighthouse made the request. They were quite pleased with Jean’s work
when they came to pick up the painting.
Jean has two mediums she prefers to use – water color or colored
pencil. Her landscapes most frequently are in watercolor and her still
life pictures are typically done in colored pencil. In either case the
perspective and composition are clearly evident, as is her eye for detail.

9

ARTISTS IN THE SCENE
Interview by Pat Loan

GREG MOSCATT’S interest in art began when he was 4 years old and
tried his hand at drawing a bus. The problem he encountered was that
he couldn’t draw the wheels. This early deficiency in drawing may have
led him in later years to the occupations of architectural designer and
draftsman. He also has designed hand-painted silk fabrics. Today, Greg
is Thirwood’s private gardener.
He went to art school in Australia during the mid 60’s. But it was the
60’s, and the hippie culture of the time competed for his attention to
school studies, so he left school to explore and travel for a time around
Australia with a fellow classmate. By the late 60’s he was finally ready
to devote his attention to the 5 year course of study at the Sydney
College of Art. During this period it was deemed important for young
Australian artists to move to London to become exposed to a more
diverse group/society of established artists. So after graduation, he
moved there and became immersed in their art scene.
Greg had his first show in New South Wales, Australia in 1976. Since
1993, he has lived on Cape Cod and has shown his works at the artists’
co-op in Dennis, the Provincetown Art Association and Cape Cod Art
Association shows. He has received many awards at these showings.
During the intervening years between 1976 and 1993, in addition to
London and Australia, he has lived and worked in Hong Kong, New Delhi
and Kathmandu where he met his wife Constance.
Greg considers himself a “color-in-ist” design artist, meaning he
designs art works and then carefully colors in the appropriate spaces to
reveal the pattern that best expresses the vision he has in mind. He’s
given up drawing bus wheels, entirely.
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“Moscatt’s work is, quite literally, scintillating. This requires a kinetic
art technique. He painstakingly lays down a fine grid by hand, and then
fills in with colors carefully selected for their capacity to interact, move,
and attach the attention of the observer, creating an optically – vibrant
effect.”
Constance Wilkinson (Greg’s wife)
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A SEARCH THAT ENDED WELL
Sylvia Marble

Early in our marriage, my husband, Ralph, went to Windsor, Ontario
and returned to Nantucket with eighteen registered Holsteins to start a
dairy farm.
One of the “girls” had the unlikely name of Tortula Tulip Pickaway.
We called her Inga, and she did her job well. She also had other talents
such as opening the door to the grain room for an extra meal or two.
One afternoon as I stopped by the barn after school, Ralph said, “See if
you can find Inga, she didn’t come in the barn with the others.” At that
time, we were renting a barn on only sixteen acres with a paved road
and a few houses close by.
I drove up the road both ways, as well as on a track on one side of
the pasture before stopping again at the barn. By that time, two boys
who liked to be around after school showed up. The boys got in the
backseat and we looked some more. There was one small house across
the road from the barn. As we passed it for the third or fourth time,
one of the boys said “I think I see her.” I stopped the car and backed it
up a few yards.
There she was lying down and looking at us. I rolled down the
window and said loudly, “Come on, you fool.” With that she hunched
up her shoulders and tried to get up. The boys got out of the car to see
what the problem was. It turned out that her hind legs were down in a
shallow hole recently dug for a new well.
After we reported this to Ralph, he drove over with rope and hauled
her out. Inga then walked across the road and into the barn to be
milked. Of course, she ate her supper too.
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SUNDANCE, ARIZONA AUGUST 18, 1887
Jim Loan

On a hot cloudless day a grizzled old prospector -- he looked like Phil
Lukens with a scraggly beard -- came into town pulling his old mule. He
had been up in the mountains for months searching for the gold he
never found. He needed a drink. As he was tying his mule to the
hitching post in front of a saloon, a gun slinger -- he looked like Jim
Norman - - came out of the swinging doors with a drink in one hand and
a six shooter on his hip. He told the old prospector to dance for him.
The old prospector said he didn’t know how to dance. The gun slinger
told the prospector once again to dance. The old prospector said no
again. Being irritated, the gun slinger drew his six shooter and shot
between the old prospectors feet making him dance to get out of the
way of the bullets. The gunslinger did this until his gun was empty. By
the time the shooting was done a small crowd had gathered and was
shouting and laughing at the old prospector.
When the noise and laughing stopped, the gun slinger turned and
started to go back into the saloon. As he reached the swinging doors,
he heard CLICK, CLICK -- he knew the sound. He then slowly turned
around and looked down at the barrel of a double barreled 12 gauge.
The old prospector asked the gun slinger if he had ever kissed the back
side of a mule. The gun slinger said, “No, but I always wanted too.”
This story was told to me by the woman who owned the saloon
across the street and she looked like Dot (Rusty) Simpson. She was on
the deck of her saloon sitting in her rocking chair with a double
barreled 12 gauge in her lap. I asked her why she needed the 12 gauge.
She said it was because “I don’t want to dance for no gunslinger.”
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SATURDAY MATINEE AT THE METROPOLITAN OPERA
John Shinas

At the Robert Trent Grammar School in Newark, New Jersey, we had
music classes every year during the Sixth, Seventh, and Eighth grades.
During these years only Classical music was heard and studied,
especially Opera. We listened to recordings of most of the famous
Operas, which we were later required to recognize. We also learned to
differentiate the various instruments and how they were being used.
We had two music teachers, Miss Simmons and Miss Sternwald, who I
could visualize as a “walkure” in a Wagnerian Opera.
At the time, my mother would keep my sister and me at home every
Saturday afternoon in order to listen to the “Texaco Opera on the Air,”
which broadcast the Saturday matinee performance direct from the
Metropolitan Opera. My mother’s justification for so doing was, “Since
all educated people listen to Opera, so should you.” Thus, between the
music classes, and the Saturday afternoons of Opera, I became quite
proficient in my knowledge of Grand Opera. However, in later years I
realized that I still had much more to learn when, unexpectedly, I was
presented with the opportunity to acquire a Saturday matinee
subscription at the Metropolitan. I was overjoyed! Subscriptions were
difficult to obtain, and those that were in circulation were usually
passed down from one generation to another.
My subscription was obtained by an offer from a neighbor, Mrs.
Gertrude Bambach. She and her husband Otto were both Opera
enthusiasts and had purchased subscriptions for the Saturday matinee
performance in the Family Circle, which was the fifth tier of the Opera
House. The subscription price was $1.50 per performance for eleven
performances. With the untimely demise of Mr. Bombach, his wife
offered me his subscription. In this way, I attended eleven
performances each year at the Metropolitan for eleven years. I saw and
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heard the best Operas that the Metropolitan would mount, because
the performances were being broadcast nationwide and always had the
best vocalists. However, my Opera education did not stop there. The
Family Circle at the Metropolitan, as previously mentioned, was the
“fifth tier” of the Opera House and the entrance was via a side door.
We had to walk up five levels of wooden stairs in order to reach the
Family Circle. The stage was somewhat distant but the acoustics were
superb.
Seated throughout the Family Circle were scores of elderly Italian
gentlemen, who, armed with a flashlight and a copy of the musical
score were following every note of the performance, both vocal and
instrumental. If it was sung or played badly, they would voice their
dissatisfaction with a loud “Bronx Cheer.” And they never applauded
upon the raising of the “Golden Curtain” which, unfortunately, appears
to be the practice today! During the period of time between acts, these
gentlemen would discuss among themselves, their praise or objections
of the preceding performance. I would listen with admiration and
respect at the extent of their knowledge of Opera.
For me, those 11 years were the apex of my interest and knowledge
of Grand Opera, thereby enabling me for many years thereafter to
appreciate and enjoy the magic of Grand Opera.
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A MULTI-CULTURED LIFE
Lou Lange

My story begins in Tianjin, China. I was born there in 1925, and was
registered at the German Consulate General as a German citizen. We
lived in the German Concession in Tianjin. There were nine such
Concessions or enclaves in this city, each ceded to a foreign power; a
quasi colonial setup granted long ago by the rulers of Imperial China
and left undisturbed after China became a democratic republic in 1911
under its first president, Sun-Yat-sen.
Later, in the 1920’s, long after Sun Yat-sen’s death, there was a split
in the Republic, mainly between Chiang Kai-shek who held sway in the
coastal and southern areas of China, and Mao Tse-Tung, a communist
faction that retreated into the northwest area of China. The rivalry
between these two leaders intensified over the years, but both sides
resisted the Japanese invaders who had occupied much of China and all
of Manchuria since the 1930’s.
The largest part of the German community lived in the German
Concession. There was a German school (K through 12), a church, a
club, a very nice restaurant and bakery and a cemetery. The
architecture of the homes and buildings was very reminiscent of that in
the homeland and quite modern. The community was comprised of
about 150 families, all families of business people and quite well-to-do.
My dad worked for an export company that exported, among other raw
materials, goat skins used in the leather industry. At the business level
the foreigners, of course, had close relations with Chinese business
people, some of them quite influential.
For western foreigners, life in the Concessions was very
cosmopolitan. We were also free to mingle with the Chinese
population, so I did learn to speak some Chinese. However, it was
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common to hire Chinese household help who did much of the
necessary shopping and dealing with shopkeepers and vendors.
One important instance when knowing some Chinese was helpful
happened in 1942. A group of five German friends and I had an
interesting experience on a hike through the countryside from Beijing
northward toward the Great Wall. We ran into a Communist Chinese
patrol scouting the area for the presence of Japanese soldiers. They
held us captive and wanted to know who we were. Answering them in
Chinese, we told them we were Russians and fortunately they believed
us and let us go. Had they known we were German, I might not be here
to tell this story.
Like all other German children, I attended the German school
beginning with kindergarten. The curriculum was structured like a
typical German school at home in Germany. In 1934, I was 9 years old
and showed some talent for drawing and painting, so my mother
encouraged me to pursue it further by enrolling me in a private art
school run by a Russian artist in Tianjin. There I learned a good deal
about portrait painting. However my real career would lay elsewhere:
in the world of science, specifically in chemistry and physics. During
that time (the middle and late 1930’s) my homeland Germany was in
the grip of a dictatorship that went berserk, but life for the German
community in China continued in a fairly normal fashion. I graduated
from high school in 1944 and went on to college at the Catholic
University in Beijing majoring in chemistry. Lectures in chemistry were
given by German professors and delivered in English, which the Chinese
students (at least a hundred in the lecture hall) had no difficulty
following. For physics and calculus, the tables were turned, so to speak.
We had Chinese professors lecturing in Chinese, but I could follow since
in whatever language, equations are equations.

17

In the fall of 1945, when I was about to begin my sophomore year,
conditions changed abruptly for me. Due to financial problems I had to
quit school. My dad had already retired. I wasn’t going to lean on him
for support, so I struck out on my own with the resolve to return to my
homeland, Germany, as soon as living conditions in that war torn
country had sufficiently recovered. In the meantime, I spent 2 years in
Tsingtao (a former German colony) where I had the opportunity to
meet a large number of U.S. Marines who were sent to China from
Japan. U.S. Marine Corps units and U.S. Navy personnel were stationed
in port cities like Tianjin and Tsingtao to prevent Mao Tse-Tung’s
Communists from reaching the east coast and posing a threat to
Taiwan. Chiang Kai-shek’s troops weren’t of much help to stem the
advance of the Communists. He, himself, fled to Taiwan in 1949.
During my stay in Tsingtao, I made many memorable and lasting
friendships with both U.S. Marine and U.S. Navy personnel and their
dependants. I supported myself doing odd jobs and selling my artwork.
After 2 years in Tsingtao, I moved on to Shanghai and from there
boarded a French ocean liner that sailed to Europe via the Suez Canal. I
had $200 in my pocket when we landed in Marseilles, just enough to
pay for the rest of my trip to Germany. I arrived in Stuttgart and
secured a job with American Express Company. It was in Stuttgart that I
met my future wife, Christina. We married in Ludwigsburg (“which is
my kind of town …”) and the following year the two of us decided to
take advantage of an opportunity to emigrate to Canada. It was 1951.
In Montreal I found a job as Technical Illustrator for Canadair Ltd. an
aircraft manufacturer. The Technical Illustrators produced artwork for
user manuals using blueprints. At the time, the Korean War was on and
we used the blueprints of the F-86 Sabre jet fighter manufactured by
the North American Aviation Corp. It was also time for me to pick up
my college education where I had left off in Beijing. I enrolled in night
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school in a physics program at a newly established 4-year college in
Montreal. I stayed with the program for 4 years to obtain my Bachelor’s
degree in math and physics. My physics professor who had previously
done research at Birmingham University in England, suggested I could
go there to work toward a Master’s degree in nuclear physics, a
promising field at that time.
After completing my Master’s, my wife and I returned to Montreal
and I took up teaching physics at the college level. In 1964, I accepted a
teaching offer at Broome Community College which was part of the
New York State University located in Binghamton N.Y. My wife and I
settled there for good. I taught mainly physics at Broome for more than
30 years. My wife Christina and I and our son Robert became U.S.
citizens in 1971. The next and final move came after retirement. We
settled as “wash-a-shores” in Thirwood Place in 2003.

(Baby Lou Lange sitting on his Mother’s lap)
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MEMORIAM

Charles Walton

October 23, 2015

J. Samuel Slicer

October 29, 2015

Douglas Dorchester

November 1, 2015

Barbara McCormack

November 6, 2015

Louise Cirrone

January 20, 2016
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