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EDITORIAL     

  Since the publication of our last newsletter, the state of Vermont has endured two major floods, and we 
never cease to be impressed with the determination and strength of spirit of the people — our people.  
One Vermonter, many years ago, expressed this eloquently. 

   “I could not look upon the peaks of Ascutney, Killington, Mansfield and Equinox without being moved 
in a way that no other scene could move me.  It was here that I first saw the light of day; here I received 
my bride; here my dead lie pillowed on the loving breast of our everlasting hills.  I love Vermont because  
of her hills and valleys, her scenery and invigorating climate, but most of all, because of her indomitable 
people.  They are a race of pioneers who almost beggared themselves to serve others.  If the spirit of lib-
erty should vanish in other parts of the union and support of our institutions  should languish, it could 
all be replenished from the generous store held by the people of this brave little state of Vermont.”                                                
                                                                         Calvin Coolidge in response to the flood of 1927                                                                                                                       

“The work goes on, the cause endures, the hope still lives and the dream will never die.”  Bobby Kennedy 
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MY GREAT GRANDFATHER 

     My great-grandfather, Dr. Michael Steck, was 
a medical doctor first, then an Apache Agent for 
10 years before President Lincoln appointed him 
Superintendent of Indian Affairs for the terri-
tory of New Mexico.  He also served under 
presidents Filmore, Pierce and Buchanan. 

     Dr. Steck, at the time of our Civil War, was in 
a bitter controversy with General James H. 
Carleton over the humane treatment of the Na-
vajo.  Dr. Steck parlayed with Cochise and 
Magnas Colorado and many other Indian lead-
ers.  The peace pipe that he smoked with 
Cochise is now in the Governors Palace in Santa 
Fe, his office during that period.  When I was a 
child, the pipe was always on my grandfather’s 
desk, and we could pick it up to look at it.  Now 
one has to wear gloves to hold this relic of our 
country’s history.      Elizabeth Steck Arthur Kohler                                                                                                                                                        

                                      

THE “YALE MAN” 

     When I was a kid in New Haven, Connecticut I 
was a paper boy on a corner that was in the middle 
of Yale University.  The boys were friendly and 
soon took me under their wings.  I would join them 
on a bus going to the movies, eat at team training 
tables and always, a ticket for the football games 
was under the blotter on Friday night.  One summer 
one of them sent me to St. Paul’s prep school’s camp 
in New Hampshire.  Eventually I was declared the 
official mascot of the class of 1933.  This class boasts 
of Robert Wagner, mayor of New York City and Pe-
ter Grace, whose father owned Grace Shipping 
Lines.  When Eleanor and I were going together 
they included me in their 25th reunion and I was 
wined and dined as one of them.  I remained very 
friendly with one man, Marshall Dodge.  We usu-
ally visited him in Florida in the winter until his 
death about ten years ago, at age 90+.         Nick Paris                                                                                          

                                                                            

OUR FAMILY STORIES  

“He was at his best when the going was good.”  Alistair Cooke on the Duke of Windsor 

Remember paraprosdokians - a figure of speech in which the latter part of a sentence is surprising or  

unexpected?  Here are some more gems. 

Betsy Kohler holding a peace pipe which her 

Great grandfather smoked with Cochise. 

QUOTATIONS 

Nick & Eleanor on the wedding day                    

September 6,  1948 



 

THE RUNAWAY BOY 

     My grandmother, Nana Workman, kept dia-
ries while her children were growing up.  They 
contain many entertaining stories.  Here is one 
about my father, George.  Daddy was the young-
est of five children, and often felt put-upon.  One 
morning at the breakfast table he announced that 
he was going to run away from home.  There was 
no response. He hurriedly finished his breakfast 
and marched to the kitchen.  Much banging 
around was  followed by the slam of the screen 
door.  He passed by the dining room window, 
carrying a stick over his  shoulder, and dangling 
from the stick was a package.  No one followed 
him.  Benton, Arkansas was a small town and 
people looked out for each other.  The five 
preacher’s kids were well known. That evening 
as they sat down to dinner, the screen door 
slammed. Daddy marched in and sat down.  No 
one spoke or looked at him.  The dog walked 
over and put his nose on  Daddy’s lap.  To break 
the ice, the runaway boy said, “I see you still 
have the same ole’ dog.”  In the picture of the 
Workman family, George the Runaway Boy is 3rd 
from the left, and Nana, the mother and diarist is 
second from the right, holding her new baby, 
Lucibelle.                                  Ann Workman Dwyer   
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“There but for the grace of God—goes God” - Winston Churchill 

A WALK IN THE SUGAR BUSH 

     “A Walk in the Sugar Bush” captures a moment 
in Eden, Vermont.  Art and I moved to the rural, 
“one store” town of Eden in 1978.  Having raised 
our four children in a congested New Jersey sub-
urb, Eden was a dramatic and long awaited 
change of pace and scenery for us.  Our vision 
was to live closer to nature and appreciate the 
world around us, which is exactly what we did. 
 

     Our stories revolve around glorious garden-
fresh eating with family and friends, learning to 
cross-country ski, daily snow-shoeing and walk-
ing in the woods, heating with wood, all kinds of 
fun with Will and Emily as they sailed off the 
snowy deck on their sleds into deep snow drifts, 
watching moose and deer lumber casually 
through our field, bird and star gazing, and fes-
tive birthday and holiday gatherings.  One story 
especially illustrates our change from city to coun-
try.   

     One fall our son, Charlie, was visiting and we 
embarked on a walk in the woods.  We thought a 
hike to our neighbor Mert’s sugar bush might be a 
perfect way to show Charlie the Vermont we had 
come to love.  We walked through our woods to 
the McClaine property along a path leading to a 
stand of autumn maples.  As we stood knee high 
in lush ferns among the glowing leaves of the 
sugar maple giants Art spread his arms and ex-
claimed, “Look at this, isn’t it spectacular?”  To 
which Charlie responded, “Yes, but where is the 
sugar bush?”  

     Charlie, being an inexperienced Vermont visi-
tor, didn’t know we were standing in it!  He was 
expecting a special bush, a “sugar bush;” perhaps 
something low growing and adorned with sugar 
or berries.  Once explained, we had a good laugh 
and continued on our way.   

             Jane McClaskey, captured by Molly McClaskey                                              The Workman Family 

OUR FAMILY STORIES 



OUR FAMILY STORIES 

Woodlands Reflections                                                            September 2011                                                                                             Page 4                                                            

“She looks as though she‟s been poured into her clothes and forgot to say „when‟.”  P.G. Wodehouse 

AUNT ELEANOR 

     She was large, she was loud, and she was my 
“courtesy” Aunt Eleanor.  She and my mother 
were friends at the boarding school they attended 
in New Jersey.  Subsequently, Aunt Eleanor’s fa-
ther came to my ancestral town in Connecticut to 
run a small factory.  Aunt Eleanor invited my 
mother to a house party, introduced her to my 
father, and the rest is history, as the saying goes.  
Some years later, after my sister and I were born, 
and I was still a babe in arms, Aunt Eleanor vol-
unteered to care for us over a weekend to give our 
parents some respite from their daily duties.  Ap-
parently it was instant bonding between Aunt El-
eanor and me — as long as she lived she was de-
voted to me, and I probably took her too much for 
granted in my early years, as young people are 
apt to do.   

     She married a widower with four children, but 
never had any of her own.  She drove a car with 
great abandon, traveling up and down the East 
Coast, visiting her many friends along the way.  
She enjoyed a myriad of interests and assumed 
that everyone was as hospitable as she, which was 
not always the case.   

     As the years went by our paths crossed less and 
less, but we kept in touch with long letters.  Mine 
were always answered promptly, but I fear that 
she sometimes waited many weeks to hear back 
from me.   

     There were infrequent visits, in Washington, 
D.C. during World War II, at the beautiful farm in 
Virginia where she and Uncle Windham retired, 
and finally in Florida, where as a widow she lived 
in a retirement home.   

     I never heard her say a harsh or critical word 
about anyone, and though there were many sad 
and challenging times in her life, she was forever 
cheerful.  She was generous to those whom she 
loved, and they were many.   

     She died many years ago now, but I still cher-

ish her memory and appreciate more and more 
the love and devotion she bestowed on me.   

                                                                   Elizabeth Fox    

(Editor’s note: Elizabeth wrote this for us just before 
she died.)  

IN THE WAKE OF IRENE, AND A 
HARD SPRING 

     Because I’m a market grower, justice of the 
peace and I work for High Mowing Seeds, I offer 
my thought: an analogy of farming and marriage.  

     Farming is a love and relationship with the 
land.  The ties are sweet and sacred.  For most of 
us growers these days, it is a life style choice but 
also an act of great courage, a statement of pro-
found love and of a belief in the capacity to earn a 
living doing what we love.  This love will trans-
form us so we begin to see ourselves not only as 
individuals but also as essential parts of a larger 
thing — of something that reaches beyond the 
boundaries of ourselves.  One hopefully feeds and 
nourishes not only ourselves but also community 
members.  It is joyful in concept and very very 
hard to accomplish and we attempt it only be-
cause we believe in our love.  We commit to it and 
we labor hard to succeed, even after crop failures 
and devastating weather.  Farming is honorable, 
but should not by any means be entered into 
lightly, but reverently and with sincerity.  

     And so, not knowing exactly what is before us, 
we plan, till, sow more seeds and have hope, faith, 
and continue to do what we love—grow!  Keep 
planting, having faith, and doing the good work 
you believe in.  GROW!  

                     Sarah Ann Schlosser, Ted Kole’s daughter 



   WHY MY GRANDSON IS 
NAMED JESSE JAMES MCKENNA 

     My maternal great grandfather, Patrick 
McGuire, was born in County Fermanagh, Ire-
land in March 1839.  While he was still a baby 
the McGuire’s emigrated to Canada.  The voy-
age from Ireland on a sailing ship took eight 
weeks and all the babies except Patrick died.  
When they died the parents wrapped them in 
their little blankets and dropped them over-
board.  The McGuire’s joined relatives in Co-
bourg, Ontario where they had four more chil-
dren.  In 1866 Patrick and his brother James mi-
grated to Tipton in eastern Iowa, where Patrick 
married Bessie Doyle, who was born in Ferris-
burgh, VT in 1849.  (She became my great-
grandmother but one of my seventh-generation 
Vermonter friends says that does not make me a 
fourth-generation Vermonter.) The McGuire 
brothers bought land in Lyon County in the 
northwest corner of Iowa where they built a log 
cabin, cleared the land, and used oxen to break 
the sod for the first time.  They planted the first 
crop of corn grown in Lyon County.   

     While living with James in a small log cabin, 
Patrick and Bessie had three children, all boys.  
The youngest became my grandfather.  The 
middle boy was named after the outlaw Jesse 
James, whose first train robbery was in Adair, 
Iowa.  Robbing the hated railroads made him 
somewhat of a folk hero.  As an adult, Jesse 
James McGuire spent most of his working life as 
the Lyon County sheriff.  He said the most diffi-
cult years of his life were during the depression 
when he had to evict friends and relatives from 
land and homes the banks had repossessed.  The 
McGuire cabin is now in the Rock Rapids, Iowa 
City Park.  

     My oldest son—fascinated by the fact that his 
great great-uncle was a “western” sheriff— 
named his first son Jesse James McKenna.                

                                                             Tom McKenna 
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“If I could just say a few words - I‟d be a better public speaker.” - Homer Simpson 

IT TOOK A LONG TIME TO GET HERE 

     I, Rosemary, “Rosie” Anne Small (Anne after my 
mother, Allene’s favorite book— Anne of Green Ga-
bles), was born in Vermont in 1963 — Randolph Road 
in Morrisville to be exact. But my earliest Vermont 
ancestor, William Small IV, had to walk the 150 miles 
from Amherst, NH in 1810.  He bought 200 acres of 
land with his cousin Levi, and in 1813 William III 
moved in to the farmhouse that’s there today.  My 
Grampa, William Small VII, gave all his children a 
plot of land when they got married, so all seven fami-
lies lived side by side.  He had 24 grandchildren, and 
we all pitched in to do chores.  The little kids had the 
little chores, and the older you got, the harder the 
chores.  My mother’s father, Allen Titus, worked for 
Mansfield Dairy and got my dad, Winford Small,  a 
job there.  When I was 10, Dad bought the dairy and 
we moved to Stowe.  My favorite job was to put the 
milk bottles in the wooden crates after they were 
capped. Since then, I have never strayed far from my 
Vermont home.   

                                                                          Rosie Arnold  

               (Check the rest of Rosie’s history in “Our News.”) 

OUR FAMILY STORIES 

   The McGuire Cabin 



     HOW I LEARNED MY YIDDISH 

     I was born in the Bronx, a borough of New 
York City.  My family lived in a small apart-
ment — my brother had a cot in which he slept, 
my younger brother was in a crib and I slept 
with my grandmother in the bedroom facing 
the backyard.  My grandmother had long gray 
hair that she tied in a bun behind her head and 
which I untied for her every evening when she 
came to bed.  She always smiled when I 
brushed her hair and she always spoke in Yid-
dish.                         Ted Kole 

OUR FAMILY STORIES 
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“I‟ve had a perfectly wonderful evening, but this wasn‟t it.”  - Groucho Marx 

AS A FIVE YEAR OLD IN THE 
1927 FLOOD 

     Yes, I remember being in the 1927 flood 
when I was five years old.  My family and I had 
been visiting relatives in Northfield, Vermont 
and were leaving for Long Island, New York 
where we lived.   

     Heading down Route 12 we came upon a 
bridge that was out and the road had been 
closed.  So literally my father knocked on the 
door of the nearest house and asked if they 
could put us up.  Fortunately for us, they could.  

     So  my Father, Mother,  two older brothers 
and I were put up and had to stay two nights 
before the road was open.  We headed back 
north and over to New York state to drive 
home.   

     What I remember is that I did not want to go 
into their bed because it wasn’t my bed.  The 
things you learn when in an emergency and 
you are only a child.                   Florence A Taylor 

SWEPT AWAY 

     Hurricanes are rare in Vermont but recently we 
have been hit by Irene.  Stowe was lucky to escape 
with little damage.  But our neighbors to the south 
were not so lucky.  Thirty-two bridges and many 
roads were washed out, homes and businesses de-
stroyed.  

     This made me remember the hurricane of 1938 —
place QuoQue, Long Island, time late September.  
My Grandmother, our handy man Nelson and I 
were still at our summer home planning to leave for 
New Jersey the next day.  That day was grey with 
torrents of rain.  I was invited to a party but was not 
allowed to go, which was lucky.  All who attended 
the party were swept out to sea and drowned.  Our 
house, which we christened “The Ark” sat high on a 
large dune.  Closer to the beach was our beach 
house where we washed off the salt water after our 
swims.  In those days we had nothing but a radio to 
keep in touch with the outside world.   

     Being ten years old I became bored and went up-
stairs just in time to see our beach house being 
swept out to sea by a huge wave.  With Nelson’s 
help I convinced Grammy the time had come to 
leave.  We were the last car across the bridge, the 
only way to the mainland.  We spent the night with 
friends and luckily the ark was not damaged.   

     One thing I will never forget was after the storm 
had gone by we had the most brilliant night I have 
ever seen — bright stars and even a lovely moon.  
Nature can be very fickle and not to be fooled with.                                                                                          

                                                                          Pat Moore 

Vermont‟s  

Flood of 

1927 

Vermont’s 

Flood of  

2011 



TRIP TO ESSEX, NEW YORK 

     On a perfect summer day, our group boarded 
the ferry in Charlotte, Vermont.  Ushered out by 
cormorants and seagulls, we slowly plied the 
waters of Lake Champlain, making  our way 
towards the distant Adirondack Mountains.  
Our destination was the historic village of Essex, 
New York, nestled around an inviting harbor 
with an interesting name.  Grog Harbor was 
seized by British soldiers  during the Revolu-
tionary War, and a bateau-load of rum was 
spilled.    

     In the late 1700's  Judge Heirn and his wife (a 
“dusky daughter of the West Indies”) settled on 
the land west of the harbor and proceeded to 
erect a gracious manor, barns and tenement 
houses in the English style.  The village lies in 
the shadow of Boquet mountain, one of the most 
symmetrical and impressive mountains in the 
county.  Boquet River flows through the center 
of town.  The settlement developed around 
broad  piazzas, lawns  of many acres, splendid 
elms and fruit trees.  It derived its name,  Essex, 
after places in England. The beautiful old build-
ings still remain, and the township contains 
some of the finest farms on Lake Champlain.   

     After touring this lovely place, we had a deli-
cious lunch on a shady  porch overlooking the 
harbor, then boarded the ferry to begin our jour-
ney home.  This seemed a perfect summer idyl 
of rustic beauty, peace and contentment.  We 
gave it five stars.                                     Ann Dwyer  
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ACTIVITIES 

A dress on display at Shelburne Museum 

“I sleep eight hours a day and at least ten at night.” 

HIGH FASHION AT THE  

SHELBURNE MUSEUM. 

     An eager group of Woodlanders made a spe-

cial trip to the exhibit In Fashion: High Style 1690  -

2011  held at the Shelburne Museum.  The eye-

popping main display was  beautiful dresses of 

many eras on oversized mannequins on raised  

platforms that were very well lit. It was what one 

would expect to find in New York, Paris or Lon-

don. A great deal of research and hard work was 

required to put the show together.  Some stu-

dents from the Fashion Institute of Technology in 

New York took part in it.  The presentation, de-

sign and workmanship of the dresses, vests, 

shoes, hats and even fans was most impressive 

and everyone seemed happy to have made the 

trip.                                                      

Pat W., Arlene 

and Ann D. 

aboard the  

Charlotte Ferry 

Photo by Cathy 

Wright 



ACTIVITIES 

OPERA NEWS 

     The September 10th New York Times announced 
that James Levine, conductor for the Metropolitan Op-
era orchestra, is withdrawing from the Fall Season.  
Having suffered a fall while on vacation in Vermont, 
he damaged his vertebrae and is suffering from spi-
nal stenosis and several spinal surgeries that have 
curtailed his activities.  The guest conductor, Fabio 
Levine will conduct the Fall Season.  

     We recently saw James Levine conduct Manon — 
Lescant by Puccini. In June we studied the life of 
Richard Wagner through his biography.  This was 
followed by a production of Der Ring — Das Rhein-
gold.  Also this season, we saw Humeresque, involving 
a concert violinist played by Joan Crawford, and 
Puccini’s Turandot.                                   Florence Taylor 
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“You can always count on him to do the right thing after he has tried everything else.” 

ART IN THE MOUNTAINS 

     If you are out for a drive, possibly to see the 
fall foliage, may I suggest the road through 
Smugglers Notch before the snow flies and it 
is closed.  You may enter this road on the 
Stowe end, right by the Mt. Mansfield ski area, 
and finish in the quaint town of Jeffersonville.  
From the road, Jeffersonville doesn’t look like 
much but it does have two fine art galleries — 
the Varnum House and the Bryan Gallery.  A 
few weeks ago, Jane Lowe, Ann Dwyer, Pat 
Watson, Cathy and I were lucky enough to 
visit the Bryan Gallery.  The trees were not yet 
robed in fall color, but the drive through the 
Notch is always spectacular.  

     The Bryan Gallery was opened in 1984 by 
Alden Bryan in memory of his wife.  Today it 
runs as a non-profit supported by a large 
group of volunteers.  Mickey Myers is now its 
executive director.  The gallery exhibits over 
200 artists in revolving shows throughout the 
year.  The gallery is set up in wide open spaces 
that allow the art to be seen from different an-
gles.  I hope you will take the time to visit this 
remarkable gallery.  Also allow time for a bite 
to eat at 158 Main which is a cafe conveniently 
located right next door.                        Pat Moore 

Arlene, Ann W. and Pat M. at  

Cadys’ Falls Nursery 

Photo by Cathy Wright 

Jane L. and Pat M. at Inky Dinky Oink Ink 

Photo by Cathy Wright 
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“I didn‟t say it was your fault, I said I was blaming you.” 

ACTIVITIES 

Jane L., Pat W. and Marge 

At Dog Mountain Chapel in St. Johnsbury 

Photo by Cathy Wright 

Ann Dwyer and Pat Moore at the Round 

Barn Art Exhibit—Photo by Cathy Wright 

Summer Tea Party On The Porch 

Photo by Gale Martin 

Poker Night 

Left to Right: Chet, Pat W., Ralph, Bill and Ted 

Photo by Bob Hoadley 
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OUR NEWS 

LOIS NICHOLS, OUR NEWEST 
RESIDENT 

     Lois comes to us from New York State, and 
we owe her son John for bringing her to this 
community.  Lois was born and raised in Tona-
wanda, New York.  She attended college in Buf-
falo.  Her husband, John, was a pilot in WWII.  
His job was searching for submarines, and he 
was stationed in Pensacola, and later South 
America.  Both Lois and John were teachers.  
Lois taught children and adults studying to be-
come teachers.  She was later principal at  the 
training school connected to the University at 
New Paltz.  John died in 1988.  Their son John 
lives in Stowe.  He has given Lois four grand-
children and three  great grandchildren.  Lois 
especially enjoys needlework— both her own 
projects and helping others with theirs.  It is a 
pleasure to have you in our community, Lois.  
Welcome!                                                Ann  Dwyer                                                                                                                  

“I used to be indecisive.  Now I‟m not sure.” 

 14 ON THE 14TH 

     On September 14th Marge and Chet celebrated 
their fourteenth anniversary.  They had been in the 
same high school class, but not dating each other. 
Actually, she was dating Chet’s best friend.  

     After graduation, Marge entered St. Luke’s 
School of Nursing in New York City and Chet be-
came a sailor in the U.S. Navy.   

     For many years they went their separate ways, 
meeting again at the class’ fiftieth high school re-
union.  They were both single again and a friend-
ship blossomed, culminating three years later in an 
outdoor wedding on a gorgeous September day.        

                                           Marge Sands and Chet Cuyle 

OUR NEW HEAD OF WAITSTAFF 

     Rosemary (Rosie) Arnold comes to us with a 
great deal of experience.  She has worked at the 
Commodores for 5 years, The Whip for six years 
and Gracies for 10 years.  In her “free time” she 
works at the Golden Eagle during breakfast, and 
volunteers at Copley Hospital and Second 
Chance.  Her caring spirit and healthy sense of 
humor make her a pleasure to have in our 
Woodlands dining room.  She is married to 
Randy Arnold and they have a son, Brandon, 
who is 19 and attends Vermont Tech to study 
computer engineering.  Husband Randy works 
at Trapp Family Lodge.  They live on Stancliff 
Road where Sylvia Nichols used to be their next 
door neighbor.  Welcome, Rosie.  We feel so for-
tunate to have your presence at the Woodlands. 
(For Rosie’s early history, read It Took a Long 
Time to Get Here, Our Family Stories.)       

                                                                  Ann Dwyer Marge and Chet at their wedding 14 years ago 



                                                                

   Isabel and her grand-daughters, their husbands, 
great-grandchildren and Foxy pose for a picture 
in the courtyard.                  Photo by Gale Martin                                                                         

OUR NEWS 
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“Nostalgia isn‟t what it used to be.” 

THE UNITED NATIONS OF  

COPLEY WOODLANDS 

     Nick Paris inspired our interest in exploring 
our families by interviewing all the residents and 
staff of Copley Woodlands, asking about their 
families of origin.  He learned that our ancestors 
came from Lithuania, Germany, England, Can-
ada, Russia, France, Poland, Ireland, Nova Scotia, 
Scotland, Greece, Holland, Sweden, Czechoslova-
kia, Columbia, Ecuador, Romania, Finland, Jor-
dan and Portugal.  Thank you, Nick, for putting 
together this part of our history.   

     This offers a challenge for us.  Why not be-
come the ancestor that every genealogist dreams 
of?  It is never too late to begin to write about our 
own memories and stories.  Someday, one of our 
descendants will find them and they will become 
treasured artifacts of our family history.  Let us 
all be “keepers”-- those people whose calling is to 
tend the family tree and ensure that not one of its 
branches ever falls off.  All history begins with 
family, then community.  Every great war was 
fought by individual soldiers.  Every President 
was someone’s son.  Every story, no matter how 
epic, began at dining tables and family reunions.  
If writing is difficult, enlist a friend, caregiver or 
family member to help record your own family 
stories.                              Nick Paris and Ann Dwyer  

Stowe Middle School summer students  

shared their projects with us. 

Photo by Cathy Wright 

Right:  A sculpture at Dog Mountain Chapel in 

St. Johnsbury.     Photo by Cathy Wright 
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POETRY CORNER 

Let’s face it— English is a crazy language.  There is no egg in eggplant nor ham in hamburger; neither 
apple nor pine in pineapple.  We take English for granted, but if we explore its paradoxes, we find that 
quicksand can work slowly, boxing rings are square, and a guinea pig is neither from Guinea nor is it a 
pig.  And why is it that writers write, but fingers do not fing, grocers do not groce and hammers don’t 
ham? Doesn’t it seem crazy that you can make amends but not one amend?  If you have a bunch of odds 
and ends and get rid of all but one of them, what do you call it? 

AN ODE TO THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE 

We’ll begin with a box, and the plural is boxes, 

But the plural of ox becomes oxen, not oxes.  

One fowl is a goose, but two are called geese, 

Yet the plural of moose should never be meese.  

You may find a lone mouse or a nest full of mice  

Yet the plural of house is houses, not hice.  

 

If the plural of man is always called men,  

Why shouldn’t the plural of pan be called pen?  

If I speak of my foot and show you my feet,  

And I give you a boot, would a pair be called beet?  

If one is a tooth and a whole set are teeth,  

Why shouldn’t the plural of booth be called beeth?  

 

Then one may be that, and there would be those,  

Yet hat in the plural would never be hose.  

And the plural of cat is cats, not cose.  

We speak of a brother and also brethren,  

But though we say mother, we never say methren.  

Then the masculine pronouns are he, his and him,  

But imagine the feminine: she, shis and shim!   

 

If teachers taught, why didn’t preachers praught? 

If a vegetarian eats vegetables, what does a humanitarian eat?  

Sometimes I think all the folks who grew up speaking English  

Should be commited to an asylum for the verbally insane.    (Continued on next page) 

“A clear conscience is usually the sign of a bad memory.” 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In what other language do people recite a play and play at a recital?  

We ship by truck but send cargo by ship. 

We have noses that run and feet that smell.  

We park in a driveway and drive in a parkway.  

And how can a slim chance and a fat chance be the same,  

While a wise man and a wise guy are opposites? 

  

You have to marvel at the lunacy of a language 

In which your house can burn up as it burns down,  

In which you fill in a form by filling it out,   

And  an alarm goes off by going on.   

 

And if Father is Pop, how come Mother’s not Mop???? 

 

Author unknown 
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MANY THANKS to all of our wonderful writers and technicians who have made this such an interest-
ing newsletter: Betsy Kohler, Pat Moore, Sarah Ann Scholsser, Ted Kole, Jane McClaskey, Molly 
McClaskey, Florence Taylor, Elizabeth Fox, Nick Paris, Tom McKenna, Elizabeth Kohler, Rosie Arnold, 
Marge Sands, Chet Cuyle, Eleanor Paris, Cathy Wright, Gale Martin and Bob Hoadley.  Thank you for 
the generous loan of your  precious family photographs, and to those of you who became photogra-
phers during recent events.                                                                                                                   Ann Dwyer  

“We never really grow up.  We only learn how to act in public.” 

FLU SHOTS 

A Flu Shot Clinic 

will be held at Copley Woodlands 

on Thursday, October 13th 

1:00—2:00 PM for residents 

2:00—3:00 PM for the public 

Ann Dwyer—Editor 

Gale Martin—Publisher 

On the Internet via copleywoodlands.com 






