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THE VALUE OF HUMOR 

   We all know or have heard how important laughter is in our lives — it’s “the best medicine” after 

all!  When you visualize yourself or someone laughing, you probably in your mind’s eye see the 

shoulders jumping up and down, holding onto your sides, mouth open wide in what my family 

would call a “full belly laugh.”  A good laugh is so much more than a response to a funny story or 

joke; it is now proven to be healthy and very good for you.  It can reduce stress, pain and tension, 

relax muscles in the face and body and rebalance your mind, reconnect you, inspire hope and 

lighten your burdens as well as repair bonds with people.    

   It has not always been so.  According to Psalms 2:2—5, “The Lord who sits enthroned in heaven 

laughs them to scorn;” and, although Aristotle thought wit a valuable part of conversation, he 

agreed with Plato that laughter expresses scorn and felt it mocked people.  Through history, humor 

has had to take a back seat to science, religion, medicine or other so-called higher, more meaningful 

callings.  Now, science and medicine are extolling the virtues of laughter/humor and lauding its 

benefits.  As humor evolves and is understood, it is seen and accepted as therapy, with Laugh Yoga 

Studios cropping up instructing people how to laugh big air exchanging guffaws, their goal is to 

help us breathe, relax and heal.  Laughter can turn your day around, making a “not so good day” 

into a super day.  An extra side benefit of laughter is its ability to attract like-minded people to you, 

surrounding you in a circle of loving, laughing, stress free friends.                                      Cathy Wright                                                                      
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OUR HUMOR STORIES 

 

THE SILLY SONGS OF MY YOUTH 

   When I was a teenager in Florida we sang during bus rides, at birthday parties, and around the fire 

at picnics or weenie roasts in the woods or on the beach.  The glee club members would usually start 

it with the songs they sang at assemblies, such as “Shenandoah” or “Way Down Upon The Swanee 

River.”  Then we’d sing songs we heard on the radio but some of the jokers (not me, of course) 

would change “A sleepy lagoon, a tropical moon, and two on an island, to “A sleepy baboon, a 

tropical moon,…”  Heartaches, heartaches, my loving you meant only heartaches,” became 

“Heartburn, heartburn, you said salami would give me heartburn.”  Eventually we’d sing “On top 

of Old Smokey, all covered with snow, I lost my true lover for courting too slow.”  (It took me a few 

more years to figure out what that was about.)  Then the girls would sing their own version while 

smiling at the boys, “On top of Old Smokey, all covered with dust, not one boy in a thousand a poor 

girl can trust.  They’ll hug you and kiss you and tell you more lies, than cross ties on a railroad or 

stars in the skies.”         

   Years later, in the early 1950’s, I discovered Joe King’s German-American Rathskeller in an 1895 

building on Third Avenue at 17th Street in New York.  The “EL,” an elevated train on steel truss 

supports, ran above Third Avenue in front of Joe King’s.  This restaurant was where young people 

in their twenties gathered on Friday and Saturday evenings.  It was not especially known as a place 

to pick up a date but a lot of flirting went on there.  Joe King’s had blue and white-checkered table-

cloths and there was a basket of pretzels on every table.  Before long, enough tables would be 

shoved together to make a big table for a dozen or more revelers and pitchers of beer would be 

added.  We’d sing all the college songs we knew from “Bulldog! Bulldog! Bow-Wow-Wow! Eli! 

Yale!” to “Roar Lions roar and wake the echoes of the Hudson Valley,” (Columbia).  There would be 

choruses of “On Brave Old Army Team” and sometimes, “I’m a rambling wreck from Georgia Tech 

and a hell of an engineer,” which was usually followed by a young woman singing, “I’m a hotsie tot 

from Agnus Scott and I dated a boy from Tech.  He took me off the campus but he said we’d only 

neck.”  The remainder of this song should not be revealed in a respectable publication like the  

Woodlands Reflections.  We’d recognize everyone at the table in turn by clapping and singing, 

“Here’s to Betty ‘cause she loves to do the Hula Ha, hula, hula, hula ha.  Here’s to all of us, and the 

Hula Ha, hula, hula, hula, ha.”  While we sang, the “honoree” would stand and try to imitate a Ha-

waiian hula dancer. 

   It’s all gone now:  Joe King’s Rathskeller, the EL, and my youth.  All gone.  However, the memo-

ries of the fun we had singing those songs are good memories.                                           Tom McKenna 

“He who laughs, lasts.”  Mary Pettibone Poole   
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“Humor is mankind’s greatest blessing”   Mark Twain 

OUR HUMOR STORIES 

PAPA WORKMAN’S CHICKENS 

   My grandfather, whom we called "Papa 
Workman," was asked to supervise his 
grandchildren, Jimmy, John and Walter one 
afternoon. Papa, a retired Methodist 
minister, was also scheduled to perform 
“visitation” — calling on the church “shut-
ins” that day.  So he planned an exciting pro-
ject to keep the boys busy while he was away.  
He took them to the workshop at the back of 
the garden and showed them how to build 
little paddle-wheel boats from scraps of wood 
and rubber-bands.  The boys loved the pro-
ject, and it did keep them busy.  They built the 
little boats, then decided to paint them green.  
Meanwhile, Papa’s Rhode Island Red Chick-
ens were running under the workbench get-
ting splattered with green paint.  In their at-
tempt to cover their mistake, the boys painted 
the chickens with entire coats of green.  This 
was a favorite family story about “Papa 
Workman’s Rhode island Green Chickens.” 

Ann Dwyer 

VOICES 

   It was a hot, moonless summer night.  Dad was 

sitting on the porch swing and Mom was already 

in the house getting ready for bed.  Suddenly 

Mom appeared in the doorway clad in her night-

gown and housecoat saying, “I heard your melo-

dious voice and thought I would come out to join 

you.”  Mom thought it was her beloved brother, 

Fred, so she plopped herself down between Dad 

and the owner of that melodious voice.  The si-

lence was deafening.  Nobody spoke a word.  Dad 

had always assumed his wife was slightly shy, 

and so he was surprised at her rather brazen con-

duct.  Mom was expecting to hear from her be-

loved brother, but when she finally looked up, 

much to her great embarrassment, she found it 

was the new football coach for the high school.  

He had dropped in to talk over school matters 

with Dad, who was the school principal.  Mutter-

ing apologies, Mom fled into the house, vowing to 

be more cautious in identifying melodious voices 

in the future.                                       Ann Bittermann 

Joe King’s Rathskeller 

A “Rhode Island Red Chicken” in natural color. 



OUR HUMOR STORIES 
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DESCRIPTION OF A  

   GRANDMOTHER  

Submitted by Kate Davis Quesada, a 3rd grader and 

printed in the January 20, 1987 edition of Northern 

Light magazine in Fryeburg, Maine.                                                                    

   A grandmother is a lady who has no children 

of her own.  She likes other people’s little chil-

dren.  A grandfather is a man grandmother.  He 

goes for walks with boys and they talk about 

hunting and fishing.  Grandmothers don’t have 

to do anything but be there.  They are old, so 

they shouldn’t play hard or run.  It’s enough if 

they drive us to the market where the pretend 

horses are, and have plenty of dimes ready, or, 

if they take us for walks, they should slow 

down when we walk past pretty leaves or cater-

pillars.  They should never say “hurry up.”  

Usually they are fat, but not too fat to bend over 

and tie your shoe.  They don’t like cookies be-

cause they’re always trying to give them away.  

They wear glasses and funny underwear.  They 

can also take out their teeth and gums.  They 

don’t have to be smart, only answer questions 

like why do dogs hate cats?  They don’t talk 

baby talk like visitors do because it’s hard to 

understand.  When they read to us they don’t 

skip, or mind when it’s the same story again.  

Everybody should try to have one, especially if 

you don’t have television, because Grandmas 

are the only grown-ups who have got time.      

Ann Williams                                                                                                                       

THE CAMERA 
 

   Back in June of 1958, before I was married, my 
fiancé and I were the attendants at the wedding 
of good friends with whom we  had attended 
high school.  After the reception we took them 
into New York City where they would spend the 
night and catch a plane to Bermuda the next 
morning for their honeymoon.  We dropped 
them off at their hotel, unloaded their luggage 
and bid them goodbye. 
   Soon after we got back into New Jersey, we no-
ticed their camera on the back seat of my car.  
We turned around and headed back to the city 
thinking that the hotel desk personnel could 
give the camera to our friend when they checked 
out in the morning.  We were anticipating our 
wedding night and didn’t want to intrude on 
them.  I went to the desk and explained that our 
friends were newly married, that I didn’t want 
to disturb them, and could they give them their 
camera in the morning. 
   The desk person told me they couldn’t do that.  
They told me to call their room and inform them 
that their camera was being delivered by a bell-
boy.  I was very hesitant to make the call, but 
did, and the camera was delivered. 
   Upon their return from Bermuda, I received a 
call thanking us for finding and delivering their 
camera.  I was assured that my call had not in-
terrupted anything! 
   They got some great pictures. 

Cliff Johnson 

“The man with the real sense of humor is the man who can put himself in the spectators place and 

laugh at his own misfortunes.”   Bert Williams 
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ACTIVITIES 

READING TO THE KINDERGARTEN 

CHILDREN 

   Last month I had the privilege of reading to 
the little children from Stowe Elementary 
School. They walked to Copley Woodlands as a 
group and split into pairs.  There were about 
four of us residents reading and the kids moved 
around to us two by two.  The kids were ador-
able and I know we all enjoyed it.    
   The book I chose to read was “The Kissing 
Hand.”  It was the story of a mother raccoon 
and her son.  The little raccoon didn’t want to 
go to school because he would miss his mother.  
Mommy raccoon kissed the middle of his hand 
and then held it to his cheek.  She told him that 
whenever he missed her, to hold that hand to 
his face and he would feel his mother’s love. 
   The last page of the booked showed a hand 
with the two center fingers folded down.  This 
is the sign that deaf people use to say “I love 
you.”  I told the children that I have a deaf 
grandson and he showed me the sign.  I also 
showed them how to sign “Mother” and 
“Father.” 
   Hopefully when they got home they showed 
their families what they learned from Annie. 

   Anne Winter 

SNOWFLAKE BENTLEY EXHIBIT 

   “No Two Snowflakes Are Alike.”  This discov-
ery was made in the small rural town of Jericho, 
Vermont by Wilson A. Bentley.  He would go 
on to capture more than 5,000 snowflake pic-
tures (not finding any two alike.) 
   The “Snowflake Bentley” exhibit is a perma-
nent collection housed in the Old Red Mill, a 
historic site and home to the Jericho Historical 
Society.  The Old Red Mill is one of two remain-
ing mills out of the eight that were once sited 
along the Brown’s River.  The Mill offers a 
“community store” that features many of 
Snowflake Bentley’s prints.  “Snowflake Bent-
ley” died of pneumonia after walking home six 
miles in a blizzard. 

Gretchen Dale 

“A pun is the lowest form of humor, unless you thought of it yourself.”  Doug Larson 

Some of Snowflake Bentley’s snowflakes 
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“What soap is to the body, laughter is to the soul.”  Yiddish Proverb 

ACTIVITIES 

OUR TRIP TO ADAMANT 

   We celebrated the last of mud season with a 
trip over the hills and through the woods to the 
tiny village of Adamant.  The co-op, the oldest 
in the state, welcomed us with a woodstove and 
homemade baked goods.  Adamant was origi-
nally Sodom, a cluster of homes on Sodom 
Pond.  The name was changed to Adamant in 
1905.  In summer it  gathers some of the world’s 
most accomplished and respected pianists as 
students and instructors, in modest practice 
cabins.    To attend a piano concert in Waterside 
Hall overlooking the pond is an exquisite ex-
perience.  This school is now in its 73rd season.  
A walk in the sculpture garden, following the 
dam to the falls below leads to a perfect place 
for a picnic.  The community itself attracts tal-
ented artists to join in creative activities such as 
this country’s only Black Fly Festival, Mud Sea-
son Cream Teas and evenings on the pond in 
beautiful dresses for picnicking in canoes.  The 
village also hosts an experimental theater in an 
old granite quarry.  If you would like to visit 
this magic place in our state, their website will 
tell you everything you need to know. 

  Ann Dwyer 

STATE HOUSE TOUR 

   This past month we were lucky enough to visit 
our Vermont State House.  I had heard rave re-
views from friend but was not prepared for 
what I saw.  Vermonters can be really proud of 
their State House.  It is truly a beautiful build-
ing.  We were lucky to have as our guide, David 
SchÜtz, who is the curator of the State House.  
He was elected to that post thirty-five years ago 
by our own dear Arthur Williams.  He was also 
my private wheelchair chauffeur extraordinaire.  
   We started our tour on the second floor (the 
first floor being all offices.)  The first room we 
entered was named the Cedar Creek Room.  
This was a lovely, restful room with soft mauve 
walls and dark woodwork.  One whole wall was 
covered with a mural depicting the Battle of Ce-
dar Creek in which many Vermonters are fea-
tured.   The walls were hung with portraits of 
past Governors.   
   Both the Senate and the House were still in 
session, so we went on to the cafeteria which 
was another surprise.  You could get anything 
from a salad to a full meal.  After lunch we were 
able to get into the House Chambers.  This room 
is done completely in reds.  The carpet was a 
swirly mass of gold and red.  The seats were red 
as were the drapes.  Then on to the Senate.  
Their room, which was much smaller, was all in 
green; a green carpet with a beautiful design, 
green chairs and green drapes. 
   It was a long day but a wonderful one for me 
as I had never been to the State House before.  

Pat Moore                                                                                                                              

WEST BRANCH GALLERY 

   Four of us drove to West Branch Gallery on a 
pleasant morning and enjoyed the current ex-
hibit by Tom Cullins and Rebecca Kinkaid 
which was delightful and colorful.  We then en-
tered the new gallery wing, titled “Landscape 
Tradition” with its interesting range of styles 
and subjects. 
   We then rode on to the Von Trapp main build-
ing and enjoyed a delicious lunch and topped 
off the visit by going to the bakery. All in all—a 
very special day.                                 Ann Williams              
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“A person who knows how to laugh at himself will never cease to be amused.”   Shirley McClaine 

ACTIVITIES 

Game Of  “Name That Tune” 

The two Annettes—one classical,  

the other,  modern.  Together, Winners! 
One of the ice sculptures we saw on our tour 

Agnes Lintermann, Gretchen Dale, Anne Winter and Ann Williams enjoying lunch at the Asian Bistro 

North Country Animal League 

Left:  John Bywater holding Indie 

Right:  Marcia Stearns holding Indie 

Join us on the second Wednesday of each month at 

2:00 p.m. in the living room when NCAL brings  

another pet to share with us. 
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“Humor is a spontaneous, wonderful bit of an outburst that just comes. 

It’s unbridled, it’s unplanned, it’s full of surprises.”  Erma Bombeck 

ACTIVITIES 

J. Stein, Linda Adams and “Duncan” enjoying a 

warm spring day 

Ralph bagged a turkey 

We enjoyed watching the fox family 
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WE COME AND GO 

CLIFF JOHNSON became our latest new Copley Woodlands resident when he moved into Unit 

#303.  He was born in New Jersey and lived there until 1997 when he moved to Stowe.  Cliff gradu-

ated from the New Jersey Institute of Technology with a BS in Civil Engineering and was employed 

by the Town of Stowe as Director of Public Works for eight years until he retired in 2006.  his wife 

passed away in 2007.  Cliff has three children and seven grandchildren. 

Two former Woodlands residents, ESTELLE MCANDREW and MARGARET SCHIFFERT moved 

away to be nearer to their families.  Even when we realize it is best for them, we are always sad to 

see our friends depart.  We wish them well. 

Tom McKenna 

POETRY CORNER 

“A well developed sense of humor is the pole that adds balance 

to your steps as you walk the tightrope of life.”  William Arthur Ward 

THE LAST LEAF 

I am lucky enough to have a beautiful lilac bush outside my bedroom window. 
Each spring and early summer I am treated to a profusion of white and lavender blooms plus their 

incredibly sweet perfume. 
Come fall it loses its leaves and becomes a bare and brown bunch of twigs reaching skyward.  This 

year it lost all its leaves except for one lone leaf. 
This leaf has survived wintry November winds, December, January and February snowstorms  

and March gales. 
It is now April and still it clings.   

Here’s to my lone leaf. 
Here’s to Spring in Vermont. 
P. S. The leaf is finally gone. 

 
Pat Moore 
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“Like a welcome summer rain, humor may suddenly cleanse and cool the earth, the air and you.”   

Langston Hughes   

              
POETRY CORNER 

The afternoon was beautiful, the long awaited sun shown in the big windows for which we were all 
most grateful.  It prompted us to make up a poem, totally impromptu, initiated by the sun itself, and 
by going round the Poetry Reading group, each person added a line or phrase (hence Round Robin.)  
What follows is  our poem, composed in less than five minutes!                                                                                                                     
Cathy Wright 

 

“ROUND ROBIN” POEM 
 

It’s Spring, hear the birds sing, 
A ring - a—ding - ding! 

The buds in the trees are popping, 
all the kids are hopping 
for there is no stopping 

and soon our brows we’ll be mopping. 
 

The rain drops do fall, 
they hit one and all, 
but we do not care 

we’re not going anywhere 
and Spring is in the air! 

 
Copley Woodlands’ Poetry Group 

 
 

‘THIS SIMPLE FACT OF LIFE IS HARD TO COMPREHEND’ 
 

I look at the wrinkles on the back of my hand, 
or the wrinkles on my wife’s face and I understand 

we’re not the same as were fifty years ago. 
It’s such an obvious point, so blunt and simple, yet 

so hard to comprehend, to understand.  Why is 
growing old so difficult to embrace? 

It happens to all of us and,  
despite all out efforts, there’s  
nothing we can do to stop it. 

 
Written by David Budbill 
Submitted by Pat Moore 
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HUMOR 

“A good laugh is like manure to a farmer—it doesn’t do any good until you spread it around.” 

Michael Pritchard 

PASTOR VISIT 

   A new pastor was visiting in the homes of his parishioners.  At one house it seemed obvious that 

someone was at home, but no one came to his repeated knocks at the door.  Therefore, he took out a 

business card and wrote “Revelation 3:20” on the back of it and stuck it in the door.  When the offer-

ing was processed the following Sunday, he found that his card had been returned.  Added to it was 

this cryptic message, “Genesis 3:10.”  Reaching for his Bible to check out the citation, he broke up in 

gales of laughter.  Revelation 3:20 begins, “Behold, I stand at the door and knock.”  Genesis 3:10 

reads, “I heard your voice in the garden and I was afraid for I was naked.” 

 

CHURCH BULLETIN BLOOPERS 

Bertha Belch, a missionary from Africa, will be speaking tonight at Calvary Methodist.  Come hear 

Bertha Belch all the way from Africa. 

Irvin Benson and Jessie Carter were married on October 24th in the church.  So ends a friendship 

that began in their school days. 

The rosebud on the altar this morning is to announce the birth of David Alan Belzer, the sin of Rev-

erend and Mrs. Julius Belzer. 

At the evening service tonight, the sermon topic will be “What is Hell?”  Come early and listen to 

our choir practice. 

For those of you have children and don’t know it, we have a nursery downstairs. 

Ladies, don’t forget the rummage sale, It’s a chance to get rid of those things not worth keeping 

around the house.  Don’t forget your husbands. 

The choir will meet at  the Larsen house for fun and sinning. 

Pastor is on vacation.  Massages can be given to the church secretary. 

This afternoon there will be a meeting in the south and north ends of the church.  Children will be 

baptized at both ends. 

The ladies of the church have cast off clothing of every kind and they may be seen in the church 

basement on Friday. 

Remember in prayer the many who are sick of our church and community. 
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Co-Editors  - Gale Martin and Cathy Wright 

Gale Martin—Publisher 

Photographers—Gale Martin, Cathy Wright and Ann Williams 

On the Internet via copleywoodlands.com 

I would like to thank those of you who contributed articles to this issue and shared your humorous stories: 

Ann Bittermann, Cliff Johnson, Gretchen Dale, Tom McKenna, Ann Dwyer, Ann Williams, Pat Moore, Anne 

Winter, Cathy Wright and the Copley Woodlands’ Poetry Group.  I hope that you enjoy this issue on 

“Humor” and found some within. 

Gale Martin 

Don Mitchell, author of “Flying Blind” gave a presentation on his book on May 12th. 




