
This is a picture of John Abel  taken  during his formative years. It
was during this period that he started  to develop his strong love of
the stock market and his desire to work on Wall Street.
Unwavering, he majored in Finance at Adelphi College, and
headed to New York City in 1966 upon graduation. He succeeded
in finding a job on Wall Street  at Tri-Continental Corp. in an
office adjacent to a large empty space slated  to become the World
Trade Center.
John, who grew up in Oceanside on Long Island, started the daily
commute and became, in the local parlance, a “Dashing Dan”,
that is, a commuter. He married his wife, Karen, in 1966. By

1971, John and Karen were well on their  way, with two children, to becoming
suburbanites.  Then one day they took stock.  John, in is own words: “I looked at the
Dashing Dans…the 40 year olds looked like they were 60”. They decided that New
York was not the place to bring up the children or John.
     After John and Karen visited an old friend in Rutland, Vermont, they decided they
wanted the Green Mountains. John methodically began
the search for a job and by January of 1972, he was sitting
behind a desk in the Trust Department of Vermont
National Bank. He then began a career of managing
clients’ assets in a department that grew from $22 million
to  over $1billion when he left in 1999 to co-found the
Trust Company of Vermont.
     John has never wavered in his love of the stock market.
But he gave up his dream of working on Wall Street and
willingly moved to a very different culture. There were many things different about
Vermont in the early seventies. For one thing: rust!  Rust seemed to dominate our lives
back then. We battled with trying to save our newly purchased vehicles, and,  in spite
of annual oil undercoats, we were losing.
     John Abel arrived  in a brand new BMW. Beemers in those days weren’t called

Beemers. They were relatively inexpensive ($1,800), and had yet to
be associated with any socio-economic group. John loved his model
1600, and we watched as he desperately tried to save her. Bondo
and then duct tape marked her steady decline. The day finally
arrived when even his libertarian garage owner wouldn’t inspect

her, and John began the painful transition to used station wagons.
 John is generous of spirit and thrifty in  nature. It’s in his nature to protect and
preserve, and that is why he is ideally suited as our portfolio manager for those clients
who are  inclined toward long-term prudent growth strategies. And long term it is. He
is still managing assets for clients who established relationships with John  30 years ago.
     One more child, and two grandchildren, constant renovating of an old cape they
bought in 1975, all that time enduring stock market fluctuations, and all of a sudden
it is 31 years later. But something’s wrong with the picture. John and Karen haven’t
changed; they look exactly the same as when they arrived. We think that sometime
prior to leaving Long Island, John and Karen made a bargain. It couldn’t have been  a
Faustian bargain of the  “Dorian Gray”  variety. There’s no deal with the devil here,
simply because family, commitment and community are the focal points of their lives.
We  simply cannot account for why the two have not aged.
     Rumor has it that in an effort to find out,  someone searched his attic and , despite
reservations, even looked for the Dorian Gray “painting”. Allegedly,  there it was…the
painting.. a rusted…decrepit  BMW model 1600. They gave up the Beemer for a life
of eternal youth and beauty.
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