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Randolph Remembers
Warren Craig Malick
By Jean Malick

Craig Malick, 66, of 175 Durand Road, Randolph,
NH, passed away suddenly on Tuesday, August 31,
2010 at home. He was born in Trenton, NJ on September 2, 1943, the son of Warren and Margaret
(White) Malick and grew up in Morrisville, PA.
Craig spent many of his summers in Seaside Park,
NJ on the Barnegat Bay sailing with his grandfather
where he developed a deep love of sailing and the
ocean; a love he rekindled over the past few years
with his brother, Guy, at his shore house. He attended Pennsbury High School and graduated from
Kutztown University of Pennsylvania in 1965. After
6 years of teaching mathematics and coaching football at Steinert High School in Trenton, NJ, Craig
and his family moved to Randolph and he began his
34 year teaching career at Gorham High School.
Early on he coached skiing and baseball for GHS
and when his own children, Michael and Holly, were
old enough, as a parent, he coached them through
whatever they were doing - soccer, field hockey,
skiing, etc. Craig's very first computer was a Commodore PET and as his students’ enthusiasm for
computers grew his quadrupled. His love of learning and teaching blossomed when he became part
of the governor's initiative for bringing computers
into schools and he started teaching computer and
programming classes along with math. Mr. Malick
is perhaps best remembered by his students for his
"life lessons" as he tried to teach living and reasoning in math and in everyday life. He also taught
adult computer classes for School for Life Long
Learning and was part of the original North Country
network of computer nerds. Once computers became word processing machines and were moved
to the business department, Craig began his move
into video and film making, a field he thoroughly
enjoyed until his retirement in 2004. After retiring

Photo provided by Jean Malick.

Craig would frequently play his
students' videos
and once again
feel
enjoyment
and pride in their
combined accomplishments.
Craig loved traveling, sailing adventures
and
kayaking in the
Baja, but many of
his finest moments were spent
with his wife,
Jean, and family
and
friends
around the dinner
table over lively
conversation.

Members of his family include his wife Jean (Palm)
Malick of Randolph, NH; a son Michael Malick of
Keene, NH; a daughter Holly DePalma and her husband Paul of Philadelphia, PA; his grandchildren
Andrew, Emily and Eve Malick of Columbus, OH,
Norah and Eloise DePalma of Philadelphia, PA; his
twin sister Judy Baldwin and husband Jay of PA;
brothers Guy Malick and wife Becky of PA and Michael Malick and wife Kathy of VT; and many
nieces, nephews and cousins. Craig was totally
embraced and adored by Jean's family.
His
mother, Margaret, was an inspiration to him in living
life to its fullest.
A celebration of Craig's life was held on September
4, 2010 at the Randolph Town Hall. Donations in
his memory may be made to the Randolph Foundation, P.O. Box 283, Gorham, NH 03581.

“Peg” Post
We in Randolph are saddened to learn of the passing of our lovely Margaret “Peg” Post who died unexpectedly on November 11 in her Hanover, New Hampshire retirement residence. Her husband Avery and
his daughters are preparing a tribute to be published in the April, 2011 edition of the Mountain View.
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Eleanor C. Crary
By family

Eleanor Collier Crary, whose family has been a part
of the Randolph community since 1948, died October 25, 2010 in Hanover, N.H., at the age of 94. She
was the widow of Stephen T. Crary, who died in
2006.
The daughter of Dr. and Mrs. G. Kirby Collier, Eleanor was born in Sonyea, N.Y., on January 8, 1916,
and raised in nearby Rochester. Her father was a
psychiatrist noted for his work with epilepsy and alcoholism.
She attended the Columbia School in Rochester
and went to boarding school at St. Agnes School in
Albany, NY. She received her B.A. from the University of Rochester. Following college, she worked
briefly at the Hartford Retreat, and then moved to
New York City where she lived and worked at the
Church of All Nations on Manhattan's Lower East
Side. She earned a Master's Degree in religious
education at Columbia Teachers College, where
she met Steve while he was attending Union Theological Seminary. They were married in June 1939
at St. George's Church in Manhattan. Steve gave up
the Traveling Fellowship that he was awarded by
Union Seminary to marry Eleanor and move to St.
Clair Shores, Mich., as pastor of the local Presbyterian Church.
When war was declared, Steve enlisted as an Army
chaplain and shipped out to the Pacific theater with
a unit of doctors from Yale University to be part of a
team setting up an army hospital in New Zealand.
Eleanor and their daughters, Ann and Sarah, moved
back to Pittsford, N.Y., to be near her parents. Eleanor lived there for three years while Steve was in
the Pacific, working on projects supporting the war
effort and planting a Victory garden.
She was an expert at sewing and made many
dresses and outfits for her young daughters during
this period. Ann remembers a dress made with
smocking, a difficult and dying art. Eleanor was especially accomplished at knitting and needlepoint
throughout her life.
When the war ended, Steve became chaplain at the
University of Rochester. Both Eleanor and Steve
were deeply involved in the ecumenical movement,
in the Student Christian Movement and in efforts
promoting peace. In 1948, the family moved to New
Haven, Conn., where Steve began work on his
Ph.D. at Yale. There were soon five children - with
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three sons born after the war. The house was full,
and Steve and Eleanor often had foreign students
living in their home. Jim Robinson, later founder of
Crossroads Africa and a classmate of Steve's at Union, was a frequent visitor, as were theologians such
as Reinhold Niebuhr and Paul Tillich.
In 1951, Steve became chaplain at Smith College
and the family moved to Northampton, Mass. For
Eleanor, these were years of raising children, being
a faculty wife, and teaching Sunday school at the
First Congregational Church. Steve eventually gave
up the chaplaincy to become a professor in Smith's
Religion Department. Both Steve and Eleanor were
active Democrats, and were involved in the unsuccessful 1952 campaign to elect Adlai Stevenson as
president.
After six years in Northampton, Steve was invited to
Brown University to set up a Department of Religion. The next 13 years were busy ones for Eleanor.
She helped Steve host gatherings for Brown faculty
and students at their home, was a frequent volunteer driver on her sons' field trips from school,
played an instrumental role in securing passage of
Rhode Island's first fair-housing legislation, and still
found the energy to become certified as a school
librarian, enabling her to work (and read her beloved
children's books) at the Lippett Hill Elementary
School in one of Providence's inner-city neighborhoods.
Virtually every summer, and for Christmas vacations
after their Randolph Hill home was winterized, the
family would make the long drive up to Randolph,
where Eleanor savored hiking and other outdoor
adventures, and enjoyed lasting, multi-generational
friendships as well as the camaraderie of the many
cousins in the Mudge and Horton clans. As one of
her son Sandy's oldest school friends wrote in appreciation, "She was the kind of parent that teenagers always hope to be when they become adults."
In 1971, Steve and Eleanor moved from Providence
to Lyme, N.H., where they built a home on a hill
overlooking the Connecticut River and Vermont. For
the next 30 years they enjoyed the Upper Valley,
the Dartmouth community, and their neighbors and
relatives in the area, while traveling frequently to
foreign destinations ranging from Kenya to India to
China. Steve became active with the Institute for
Lifelong Education at Dartmouth, and Eleanor assisted him in research and paperwork for the
courses that he taught on the Crusades and the Balkans. She remained active in politics, supporting
Continued next page …..

Page 8

Mountain View

“Eleanor”, continued …...

Democratic candidates in New Hampshire and nationally.
For many years, Eleanor led the effort to expand
the town library in Lyme. Books were always her
great love - a passion she shared with her own children as well as others during many a story hour.
She was instrumental in establishing the Lyme
Foundation which is now a part of the New Hampshire Charitable Foundation.
In her late 80's, Eleanor began to develop Alzheimer's disease which she fought against valiantly
and bravely. She passed her last driving test at the
age of 89, but soon after relinquished the keys to
the car. Her love for Steve was all-abiding. Two
weeks before his death in 2006, Ann observed the
loving glow on Eleanor's face as she looked up at
him. For the four years following Steve's death, Eleanor was cared for at Kendal at Hanover by many
wonderful and caring people. She was always responsive to everyone around her in spite of her diffi-

Edith H. Edwards
Edith Edwards, 61, a
longtime resident of Hartford, died Friday November 12, 2019 at Avery
Heights in Hartford. Born
in New York City, NY, on
February 22, 1949, she
was the daughter of the
late Rev. Robert L. Edwards and the late Rev.
Dr. Sarah Alexander EdPhoto provided by family wards. In recent years
Edith has resided at Immanuel House – founded by her father when pastor
at Immanuel Congregational Church in Hartford. In
2010 she moved to Avery Heights. She is survived
by her brother, the Rev. James Edwards of Fort
Gratiot, MI, and her nephew Lansing Edwards of
Brookville, OH. She was especially close to her
cousin Linda Alexander of Hartford, CT. Her uncle, Prof. Heywood Alexander and his wife Bea of
Hanover, NH, her cousins, aunts and uncles, and
several close friends also survive her. Edith was a
graduate of Hartford Secretarial School, certified in
medical and business shorthand, and was employed by several doctors in the Hartford area.
She later discovered the beauty of poetry and con-
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culty in forming thoughts and finishing sentences.
She retained her dignity and uncomplaining manner
until the end..
She leaves behind five children, Ann Crary Evans
of New York City, Sarah Crary of Amherst, Mass.,
Alexander Crary of Washington, D.C., Jonathan
Crary and David Crary of New York City, as well as
five grandchildren.

Steve and Eleanor Crary at Salroc Falls. Provided by the family.

sidered it one of God’s gifts to her. As an adult student at Hartford College for Women, she graduated
class of 1982, with an Associate Degree in Art History. She was a student speaker at graduation and
read one of her original poems. Over the years
she actively volunteered her talents to the American Red Cross. She also developed a talent in
scrapbooking and collecting inspirational mementos. Edith truly felt blessed to have had a good and
fulfilling life. She would be honored if others would
do acts of kindness in her memory. She requested
that special thanks be given to her caretakers who
provided excellent care while she was a resident at
Avery Heights Station One Sub acute unit. She
would also like to thank Vitas Hospice of Glastonbury for their caring and love. Donations in her
memory may be made to Immanuel Congregational
Church United Church of Christ, 10 Woodland St.
Hartford, CT 06105 or Avery Heights, Development
Office, 705 New Britain Ave. Hartford, CT 06106.
Edith’s life was celebrated with a memorial service
in the chapel at Immanuel Congregational Church
on November 17th. Edith will be interred next to her
parents in Randolph, NH. Online messages of remembrance
may
be
made
at
www.molloyfuneralhome.com
Provided by Heywood and Bea Alexander
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Musical Highpoints in 2010
By Susan Ferré

Music hit highpoints in Randolph during the summer of
2010. In addition to the usual excellent playing at the
Randolph Church organized by Heywood Alexander,
the community was treated to three concerts sponsored
by Music in the Great North Woods, a new non-profit
organization formed to support classical concerts in the
North Country.
With the Art Show as a backdrop, the inaugural concert
of the season took place in Randolph's Town Hall with
65 persons attending. Flutist Andrea LeBlanc joined
Susan Ferre, harpsichordist, and Charles Lang, cellist
and viola da gamba player, on a hot summer afternoon
for works by LeClair, Telemann, Rameau and
Bach. Almost $500 was raised for the sponsoring organization from donations at the door.
Collage by Angela Brown.

SKIFABS at Great Glen Trails:
a cross country ski class for Fabulous Women!
Monday mornings beginning January 10 for
five weeks, through February 7.
These weekly ski classes for women emphasize technique instruction and fun. Each week
the class focuses on a different cross country
ski skill, such as balance on skis, downhill control and skate skiing.
Several Randolph
women joined this class last year and had a
wonderful time. For more information about the
class and costs, contact Sue at Great Glen
Trails: 466-2333 or sue@greatglentrails.com.

As the Mountain View went to the printer,
we learned of Bill Knight’s passing on November 3, 2010. A memorial service is
being planned for the spring.

On a beautiful Sunday afternoon in August, Peter
Sykes, one of the country's leading organists, presented
a concert at the Randolph Church on the Ruggles organ. Sponsored by the Randolph Church in association
with Music in the Great North Woods, this concert delighted the audience with outstanding programming, musicianship and comments from the artist.
Labor Day Weekend, the traditional end to the summer
season here in Randolph, brought the second annual
Big Moose Bach Fest back to the Randolph Church.
Christa Rakich played an all-Bach program for about
sixty listeners who also enjoyed spirited singing of the
chorale tunes in traditional Randolph fashion. In addition to Christa’s concert in Randolph, the Bach Fest
brought the music of Bach on period instruments to St.
Paul Lutheran Church and St. Barnabas Episcopal
Church, both in Berlin.
All three programs garnered standing ovations and
were offered without charge, with donations collected at
the door. For a peek at the entire series of 14 concerts
offered in 2010, along with scrapbook photos and reports, Music in the Great North Woods can by followed
on
Facebook,
or
through
their
website: www.musicgnw.org. The group is already hard at
work with plans for more music in 2011.
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A Cross Journey Around the World; Part II
Prepared for publication by Laurie Archambault
This is a continuation of the letter written by Daphne
Cross to her grandson Chris detailing her journey on
1st British Airways Concorde with her husband Hersh
in 1989. This excursion, hosted by William F. Buckley
Jr., made twelve stops as it proceeded westward round
-the-world.

Tahiti…From the air these volcanic isles are
lovely. The encircling reef is marked by white,
foamy water and the interior lagoon is a marvelous
pale green. All that is needed is a mermaid on a
rock. The habitable land is very limited, the
greater part of the island being steep pinnacles
shrouded with dense vegetation. Tahiti is almost
totally dependent on tourists with copra a poor
second, economically. Houses are small but relatively tidy looking. We were told that a small garden plus fishing will easily support a family. …
Further, the reef has not yet broken the surface on
the east side of the island because the prevailing
wind and currents “slowed the growth of the coral
twice as fast”.
From Tahiti one looks across the water to mistshrouded Moorea – the Bali H’ai of the movie
South Pacific. We sailed across on the Wind
Song, the much touted French vessel with is computer controlled sails. I think I should put “sailed”
into those quotations marks since I doubt those
sails were much more than cosmetic. Moorea is
picturesque. It might be worth a visit if one could
enjoy heat and high humidity. This woman is not
attuned to tropical isles I discover. Oh my! Another set of romantic notions shattered! I’m very
glad to have been there – lots of fine memory pictures – but I do not ache to return.
Saturday/Sunday saw us off to Christchurch, New
Zealand. We crossed the international dateline at
9.23 Sat. a.m. and, lo, it was Sunday. Every road
near the airport was lined with cars. The arrival of
Concorde was an EVENT. We were taken to the
Town Hall where we had a traditional Maori
(pronounced may-ree) welcome. While we stood
in a half circle, a big bellied Maori chief appeared
with threatening spear. After much cavorting,
grunting and sticking out of tongue he placed a
feather on the ground and backed off a bit. Our
tribal “leader”, WFB, picked up the feather and
assured the chief that we came in peace. We
then went inside to be greeted by the Deputy
Mayor. We were treated to a performance by a

girls’ chorus from the Maori College. Their traditional costume was charming and their singing
exceptional. The College is only open to Maori,
but the faces ranged through all ethnic types from
Scots/Irish to Aborigine. We took advantage of a
slow moving reception line to skip the dignitaries
and corner some of the girls. They were as eager
to ask questions of us as we were of them. Conversation without a language barrier has great advantages!
Then we trooped up the double staircase to a
large hall where we were treated to beautiful little
tea sandwiches, wine and fruit lunch. One had to
be impressed with the effort involved. An informal
chat with the deputy mayor revealed that N.Z. is
about to go to far greater local control of schools.
And we were able to complement him on the outstanding architecture of the building itself.

The Tale of the Tail: Great for the media;
of little moment for the rest of us.
Between New Zealand and Australia we heard a
thump, not too shocking in our seat #6, but quite
noticeable in the rear. In half a minute or so the
Captain came on the intercom and reported that
they didn’t really know what had happened but
could find absolutely nothing amiss on all the
cockpit instruments. Subsequently, as we slowed
for landing and passed through Mach 1, the plane
shuddered for a minute. Before we could work up
to a good fret all was quiet again and we went in
for our usual featherlike landing. I did rather wonder why there seemed to be fire equipment and
more officialdom than usual but put it down to the
novelty of a Concorde and Australia’s unionriddled airports. It was only as we walked away
from the plane that we looked back and saw the
nibble out of the tail. We heard later that the pilot
was informed by the tower that he had lost a piece
of the rudder. The upshot was that we spent an
extra day in Sydney while British Airways flew
over a replacement; it was installed and appropriately painted. It was most fortunate that the mishap occurred when it did since Sydney is the
home base for Quantas Airlines and has extensive
machine shops – and, I guess, painting facilities.
And that’s the tale of the tail. I discovered on our
return just how much publicity we had received –
almost notoriety in fact. I could have done without
it!
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…The Ferndale Wildlife Park, visited on Thursday,
was interesting, informative and quite worth while
despite a drizzly day and hounding cameras. I had
never realized how many marsupials exist on our
planet. This park is privately run and is active in
breeding Koalas. The latter are very tame and are
offered to eager visitors to “pet and cuddle”. Each
one clutches its stuffed counterpart which is decidedly damp. Koalas apparently have weak bladders
or this is an instinctive protective move. I was
warned not to walk under a tree where sat a Koala.
So I’ll leave all cuddling to others.
Our hotel was near the famed opera house and directly opposite an extensive park and botanical garden which hugs the shoreline from the opera house
to Mrs. MacQuarries Seat. The latter, whose name
I have no doubt misspelled, was the wife of a Viceroy and liked to sit on this promontory overlooking
the harbor, so she had a “chair” carved in the ledge.
Yes, we walked – beautiful! The Opera House is
just as striking as its pictures. So many buildings
today are so mundane; it is indeed wonderful to see
an exhibit of a soaring imagination. It sits at the water end of a small point and is exciting from any direction, including a boat in the harbor.
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Sydney itself is an attractive city with a modern and
quite graceful city center. The facades of some of
the old government buildings have been carefully
preserved which makes for pleasant relief among
glass and steel. However, trying to travel from
downtown to out-of-town takes you through a seemingly endless sprawl of suburban neighborhoods of
all ilks. Traffic, traffic! HC said once on a previous
trip that all cities are becoming homogenized; if you
look out of the window of a hotel similarity is more
apparent than individuality.
Next Issue: The last legs of the trip and notes from Hersh
Cross (HC)
Historic Flight of Wealthy Americans
Concorde Loses Chunk of Its Tail
April 12, 1989|From Times Wire Services
SYDNEY, Australia — A British Airways
supersonic Concorde airliner carrying 100
wealthy Americans on a round-the-world
trip lost a section of its tail while traveling
at nearly twice the speed of sound 47,000
feet above the Tasman Sea but landed safely
here today.

Town Positions - Open
The following positions are open for the March Town
Elections.
The Town Meeting is on March 8, 2011.
The filing period is Jan 19- 28, 2011 with the Town Clerk
There is no filing fee.
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
2

Selectman
Treasurer
Auditor
Auditor
Trustee of Trust Fund
Cemetery Trustee
Cemetery Trustee
Planning Board
Library Trustee
Board of Adjustment

3yr
1yr
1yr
2yr
3yr
3yr
2yr
3 yr
3yr
3yr

Appointed positions:
1 North Country Council
1 AVRRD Rep
1 Emergency Management Director
2 Conservation Commission
1 Forest Committee
Anyone interested in an appointed office should make
their interest known to Selectmen.

Town Bonfire & Chili Social
Saturday, March 12, 2011
4 PM sledding and snowshoeing off Pasture
Path Road
5 PM Chili and Bonfire at the end of Pasture
Path Road
Bring your own beverage & lawn chair
Sponsored by Friends of Randolph Library
Contact: Sarah Clemmitt 723-3222
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A Wild Pursuit
By Scott Lang
Scott Lang, a former Jefferson resident and a member
of RMC, writes essays based on hiking and life in northern New Hampshire. This is part 2 of an essay that
placed in the top 10 at the Annual Walterman Fund Contest.

Yet, we cannot escape the fact that as humans, when we enter a wild place we are, in a way,
an intrusion. Perhaps you have noticed what happens when we get started on a trail or begin a
bushwhack. The natural inhabitants of these areas
give us a wide berth. Why? Because they have
their own definition of wild and it does not involve
us. No need to be disheartened though. Such wild
locations are an inviting experience to us. When we
place our boots firmly on unknown ground we are
accepted with a silent consent. I know this is true
as I had the opportunity to experience it myself. As
if it were not enough to have the woods as my
home, the intrepidness of youth often beckoned me
into the deep reaches of its realm. Like I had done
countless times before, this time a September
morning, I gave in to that call. I decided to go into
the woods surrounding our home and just hike as
far as I could. With nothing more than a day’s worth
of snacks and fluids, I took up my linen snapsack,
slung it over my shoulder and went out the front
porch door. After jumping off the porch, I descended the gravel bank and I was off. I had a
choice of using one of two of our logging roads to
start. One veered almost due east in the direction
of our spring. I was more intent on the other. It
started with a straighter line. It had three nice
bumps in it at the start, perfect for a mildly fast sled
ride. Between this log road and the other lay our
sugarbush. A small feeder path connected the two.
A faint groove could still be seen, the result of
countless steps upon a thinning snowpack making
their impression every year when spring seemed in
its infancy. Obviously, it was much easier to follow
in the winter than any other time of year. Keeping
Hardwood Ridge to my east, I took a southern
course. I knew that if I remained true to it I would
end up exiting on either the Cog Base Road, or
Route 302, maybe go all the way to Bretton
Woods. To my far west was Cherry Mountain
Road. Surely, I surmised, what was truly wild would
lay somewhere in between. As far as I knew, and
had gathered, there had never been any type of
settlement there and the oldest of maps indicated
that no trails ever existed. I followed our logging
Part 2

road to our harvest cuts and halted. I stood at the
boundary of my own personal frontier. The road
ended here like an alpine river emptying into vast,
borderless sea. Beyond here was as wild an area
as I had ever known. Beneath each step, nothing
more than the countless bounty of endless autumn
harvests. I walked for hours. First, point to point,
but then I let myself be guided by inner sense.
When those senses finally told me I had gone far
enough, I acquiesced. I untied my snapsack and let
it fall to the ground. I followed shortly behind it. I
stretched out my legs before me, clasped my
hands together and placed them on my lap. I was
content, my back against the rough yet satisfying,
welcome support of a spruce. I felt the moisture of
the ground slowly, but inevitably, seep into my wool
pants and press softly against my skin. The only
warmth coming from a repressed mid-afternoon
sun, haphazardly falling through the dwindling canopy above, to fall in random spots of my body.
I do not know if I actually slept or had merely accomplished the silent peace of a wild place. The
first to acknowledge me were the always stirring
chickadees. When the harkening call of the jays
also faded, along with the chattering of a red squirrel, I felt alone. When I heard the nasal twit of a shy
nuthatch and the resumed activity of an until then
unrevealed downy woodpecker, I knew I had
reached a oneness with both the forest and its inhabitants. I was a self-muted observer in a natural
setting. In a uniquely simple way I could feel the
ground as if it was alive and watched as earth’s
creatures traced routes along high branches and
the forest floor, paths that were known only to
them. I am not sure how long I reposed like this, it
really did not matter. I was free of care in a wild
place.
Instinct eventually told me that, regrettably, I would
have to return. For a day that many would consider
uneventful, it was exactly what I was looking for. I
knew I would not be able to retrace my steps exactly in this uncultured place, but that is one of the
benefits of such an endeavor. In a place that one is
not familiar with it is all too easy for our eyes to
play tricks on us. Combined with shadows and
waning light the effect is very surreal. Add to this
the fact that you are alone and no one knows
where you are, you have another element that
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chews away at your mind. It was obvious I had
veered from my initial course but how far was indiscernible. What I did not think possible was about to
give me a great surprise.
To be continued…

Dark-eyed Junco Photo by D. Aube 09

Left: Doug uses ropes to climb Concordia. Right: Doug Mayer reaches the top of the Concordia.
All Concordia photos provided by Doug Mayer

Building Permits
September 27, 2010 Russell Havens new roof & skylights
October 11, 2010 Joan Rising new garage
October 11, 2010 Scott & Marcy McKnight put foundation under
existing building
REMINDER
Randolph property owners are responsible for ensuring that they
or their builders receive any necessary permits before beginning
any construction. Building permits must be approved by the
Selectmen. The Selectmen need time to review all permits, so
please remember to submit them early enough to allow that
process
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Peace and joy of the season to you and your family
The staff of the Mountain View
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