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“Pastor’s Pen” 

 
I saw them tearing a building down,  

A group of men in a busy town, 
With a hefty blow and a lusty yell,  

They swung with zest and a side wall fell. 
 

Asked of the foreman, “ Are these men skilled? 
The kid you would hire, if you had to build 
He looked at me and laughed, “No indeed! 

Unskilled labor is all I need. Why they can wreck in a day or two  
What it has taken builders years to do.” 

 
I asked myself, as I went my way, 

Which of the roles have I tried to play? 
Am I a builder with rule and square, 

Measuring and constructing with skill and care? 
Or am I the wrecker who walks the town, Content with the business or tearing 

down? 
Author Unknown 

 
As I read this article, I began to wonder am I a builder or a wrecker as we con-
tinue our journey together at CCC. We need to work together to all be build-
ers.    Psalm 127 vs.1 says “Unless the Lord builds the house its builders labor 
in vain. My prayer is that together we can RE -build CCC.  
 
Encourage others to join us as we work to rebuild our church, to increase our 
attendance to continue to seek god in all we say or do. A good time to do this 
is on February 18th,  bring a friend to Church Day.  Invite someone to come to 
church…... Young, old, men, women, children.  
 
We come to church. We are in need of God in our lives, Please Join with me to 
begin anew at our Church. 
 

God Loves You and So do I, 
 

Pastor Curt 
 

Cortland                  

    Christian    
    Church 

“Follow  the  Bells” 



Our Worship Leaders 

 

February 4    Amy Seger and Amy Popichak 

February 11  Sharon Hopkins and Carol Robinson 

February 18  John Molnar and Bob Johnson 

February 25  Linda Swauger and Jeff Byler 

 

Deacons:                  Captain: Judene Ainsley—330-637-993 

Brenda Byler, Chuck Corbet, Bob Baradford,  

Joyce Hall, Betty Evans, Ron Miller 

Deaconess:    Linda Chagnot 

Organist:       Jonathan Gallo 

 

 

The Church Office is open on Monday-Thursday  

8:00am.-Noon   Phone: 330-637-4611 

  

 If you have anything you would like to 

see in this Church Bell,  feel free to call  

or email it , or text it to me, 

Recipes, cute stories, jokes, recipes , 

thank you notes. Etc.  Anything you 

think would be of interest. 

 

February 
Coffee Hour Hostesses 

 
February 4   

Bob and Betty Evans    

February 11 

Diana Martin and  
Carolyn Sparhawk 
 

February 18 

New Members and Bring a 

Friend 

February 25   

Karen miller and  

Sharon Hopkins 



“Happy Birthday to All” 

 

February 1     Brenda Byler  

February 1      Kay Payne 

February 3      Ronna Nazarini 

February 5      Bob Johnson 

February 5      Celena Oriti 

February 10    Vera Kidd 

 February13    Chuck Corbet 

February 13    Heather Lowery 

February 20    Tony Niemi 

February  28   Grace Wagner 

“Happy Anniversary” 

February 14    Gail and Tom Peura 

February 29   Brenda and Jeff Byler 

If your birthday or anniversary does not 

show up here, please call  

the office 330-637-4611 

  Church Meetings 

Tuesday  Febuary 6, 2018 

                   Finance Meeting    6:15 pm 
                     Board Meeting   7:00 pm 

 
Third Sunday of Month 

 
Elders meeting  8:00am  

Positive Thinking 

 

“We can complain because rose bushes have thorns,  

or rejoice because thorns have roses.”  

― Alphonse Karr, A Tour Round My Garden 

 

“It’s only after you’ve stepped outside your comfort 

zone that you begin to change, grow, and transform.”  

― Roy T. Bennett  

 

“Don't be pushed around by the fears in your mind.  

Be led by the dreams in your heart.”  

― Roy T. Bennett, The Light in the Heart  

 

“Acts of Kindness: 

 

A random act of kindness, no matter how small, can 

make a tremendous impact on someone else's life.”  

― Roy T. Bennett, The Light in the Heart  

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/1653891.Alphonse_Karr
https://www.goodreads.com/work/quotes/4565845
https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/15042371.Roy_T_Bennett
https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/15042371.Roy_T_Bennett
https://www.goodreads.com/work/quotes/49604402
https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/15042371.Roy_T_Bennett
https://www.goodreads.com/work/quotes/49604402


 

A man found a cocoon of a butterfly.  One day a small opening appeared. He sat and 

watched the butterfly for several hours as it struggled to squeeze its body through the 

tiny hole. Then it stopped, as if it couldn’t go further. 

So the man decided to help the butterfly. He took a pair of scissors and snipped off the remaining bits of 

cocoon. The butterfly emerged easily but it had a swollen body and shriveled wings. 

The man continued to watch it, expecting that any minute the wings would enlarge 

and expand enough to support the body, Neither happened! In fact the butterfly spent the rest of its life 

crawling around. it was never able to fly. 

What the man in his kindness and haste did not understand: The restricting cocoon and the struggle 

required by the butterfly to get through the opening 

was a way of forcing the fluid from the body 

into the wings so that it would be ready 

for flight once that was achieved. 

Sometimes struggles are exactly what we need in our lives. Going through life with no obstacles would 

cripple us. We will not be as strong as we could have been and we would never fly. 

 

 

There was a story of a little girl named Liza who was suffering from a disease and needed blood from her 

five-year-old brother, who had miraculously survived the same disease and had developed the antibodies 

needed to combat the illness. The doctor explained the situation to her little brother, and asked the boy if 

he would be willing to give his blood to his sister. I saw him hesitate for only a moment before taking a 

deep breath and saying, 

“Yes, I’ll do it if it will save Liza.” 

As the transfusion progressed, he lay in bed next to his sister and smiled, as we all did, seeing the color re-

turning to her cheeks. Then his face grew pale and his smile faded. He looked up at the doctor and asked 

with a trembling voice, “Will I start to die right away?” Being young, the boy had misunderstood the doc-

tor; he thought he was going to have to give her all his blood. 

A Few Inspirational Stories 

The Butterfly 

BOY GIVING BLOOD 



 Ice Cream Cone Versus a Dish of Ice Cream? 

This is from an old story, back in the ’30s, in the days when an ice cream sundae cost much less. A 10 

year-old boy entered a hotel coffee shop and sat at a table. A waitress put a glass of water in front of 

him. 

“How much is an ice cream sundae?” the little boy asked. 

“Fifty cents,” replied the waitress. 

The little boy pulled his hand out of his pocket and studied the coins he had. “Well, how much is a plain 

dish of ice cream?” he inquired. 

By now, more people were waiting for a table and the waitress was growing very impa-

tient. “Thirty-five cents,” she brusquely replied. 

The little boy again counted his coins. “I’ll have the plain ice cream,” he said. 

 

The waitress brought the ice cream, put the bill on the table and walked away. The boy 

finished the ice cream, paid the cashier and left. When the waitress came back, she began 

to cry. As she wiped down the table, there placed neatly beside the empty dish were two nickels and 

five pennies. You see, he couldn’t have the sundae because he had to have enough money to leave her 

a tip. 

 

 

An old farmer had plowed around a large rock in one of his fields for years. He had broken several 

plowshares and a cultivator on it and had grown rather morbid about the rock. 

After breaking another plowshare one day, and remembering all the trouble the rock had caused him 

through the years, he finally decided to do something about it. 

When he put the crowbar under the rock, he was surprised to discover that it was only about six inch-

es thick and that he could break it up easily with a sledgehammer. As he was carting the pieces away 

he had to smile, remembering all the trouble that the rock had caused him over the years and how 

easy it would have been to get rid of it sooner. 

—   Brian Cavanaugh   —   From “The Sower’s Seeds” 

 

The Rock 



 
The Touchstone 

 

When the great library of Alexandria burned, the story goes, one book was saved. But it 

was not a valuable book; and so a poor man, who could read a little, bought it for a few 

coppers. 

The book wasn’t very interesting, but between its pages there was something very inter-

esting indeed. It was a thin strip of vellum on which was written the secret of the 

“Touchstone”! 

The touchstone was a small pebble that could turn any 

common metal into pure gold. The writing explained 

that it was lying among thousands and thousands of 

other pebbles that looked exactly like it. But the secret 

was this: The real stone would feel warm, while ordi-

nary pebbles are cold. 

So the man sold his few belongings, bought some 

simple supplies, camped on the seashore, and began 

testing pebbles. 

He knew that if he picked up ordinary pebbles and threw them down again because 

they were cold, he might pick up the same pebble hundreds of times. So, when he felt 

one that was cold, he threw it into the sea. He spent a whole day doing this but none of 

them was the touchstone. Yet he went on and on this way. Pick up a pebble. Cold – 

throw it into the sea. Pick up another. Throw it into the sea. 

The days stretched into weeks and the weeks into months. One day, however, about 

midafternoon, he picked up a pebble and it was warm. He threw it into the sea before 

he realized what he had done. He had formed such a strong habit of throwing each peb-

ble into the sea that when the one he wanted came along, he still threw it away. 

So it is with opportunity. Unless we are vigilant, it’s easy to fail to recognize an oppor-

tunity when it is in hand and it’s just as easy to throw it away. 

– Author Unknown 



 

 

 

  

   Yet, Another Wonderful Chili Cook-Off  
With the efforts of many led by Linda Chagnot and her team this day goes off without a hitch. 
Nine full crockpots of varied kinds of chili lined the head food table, followed by a salad buffet, 
hard crusted bread, corn bread and tortilla chips and another table full of assorted desserts. 
YUMMY…..     Oh!   AND THE WINNER…...  is Barb Bradford, and coming in a close second was  
Sharon Polakoff. Both winners received a nice prize for their accomplishments. 

 
 

 

 

Rylan 

Bland, en-

joying the 

day and 

also help-

ing with 

clean-up. 

 

Good Job! 

Rylan 

Pastor Curt saying Grace for the great food we are 

about to eat and for those who prepared it. 

Chuck 

and 

some 

of our 

mem-

bers 

setting 

up. 

Phyllis Hake 

checking out 

the dessert 

table. I will 

bet she 

found some-

thing to her 

liking.  

Many tasty 

and varied 

choices to 

pick from.  

Here the varieties of chili are lined up for the enjoyment 

of all. Nine full crockpots of different kinds of chili. 

Any one hungry? 

Photos taken and submitted by Jack Hanna.  Thank You, Jack. 

 

More pictures  and story on next page 



                                               

    

 Mini-Jam filled Valentine Cherry Pies     

For Crust: 

1 batch single crust pie dough or frozen pie dough, thawed 

1/3 c.  Cherry  jam (regular jam not a spread) or what ever flavor you desire 

Milk or cream 

1 Tablespoon cinnamon mixed with 1 t. sugar 

Preheat the oven to 400 degrees and line a baking sheet with parchment. 

Roll out the dough and cut an even number of hearts using a cookie cutter. Re-roll scraps if necessary. 

Arrange half of the dough hearts onto the baking sheet, then place a tablespoon of jam into the center of each. 

Using your finger, lightly wet the edges of the heart with milk (or cream), then top with another dough heart, lightly pressing to seal. 

Curl up the edges of the sealed hearts, then press down with the tines of a fork to crimp closed. This will keep the filling from leak-
ing out. 

Using a pastry brush, brush the tops of the crimped dough hearts with more milk, then sprinkle with cinnamon and sugar  mixture. 

Poke a few holes in the heart with a toothpick to let the steam out while they are baking. 

The judges for the Chili Cook-off  were   Greg Seger, Mackenzie Polakoff, Isaiah 

Martin, and Sharon Hopkins. Good job!!! And good job to all who contributed 

their specialty chili.  It was a great day…….. For all of us.   

Even if we didn’t win the big prizes.  :(( 

Betty and Sharon sharing   
Conversation over coffee.. 
 

Cindy Miller, 
Sharon  

Hopkins are 
fixing the 

table while 
Judene 

 Ainsley is 
showing 

Rylan the 
“what’s up” 
with all this 

chili. 



 

  Bring a Friend to Church Day  

—  February 18  — 
It would be great if we could use this day to introduce a 

friend or relative to Jesus.  
Bring one or more  guests to see how Jesus gives us a 

“jump start’ on a new week.  
There are special things planned for that day for you and 

your guests. 
 

We are also going to recognize our new members .  
 

And also do what we do best, “have a great potluck”  for our guests and new members. 
This will be a treat for everyone. 

 A New Baby  

On  Saturday, January  20,  Virginia Carr became a great-

grandma with the birth of Kieran Alexander Smith, 

Kiernan was born to Jason and Melissa Smith. He 

weighed 7 lbs. 2 oz. and was 19 and 3/4 in. long.  

He is the grandson of Denise Rising,  and a nephew of 

Alexandra and Kelsey.   

What a blessing a new child is.  

The most precious jewels you'll ever have around your neck,  

are the arms of your children. (unknown)  

 

Worry is the interest paid by  

those who borrow trouble. 

 

–George Washington (1732–99)  



 

 

 

 

SEE WHAT’S HAPPENING …….AT CCC…. 

CORTLAND CHRISTIAN CHURCH 

The Little church in Cortland that does BIG things!  

           Follow the Bells! 

 

CALENDAR OF EVENTS: 

February 10, 2018  Women of Worship   

                                        4 Star Diner 10:00am 

February 14, 2018  Ash Wednesday Service  

                6:30 pm Soup supper  

    Lenten service  7:00pm  

February 15, 2018             Soup and Sandwich 

February 21, 2018                     Lenten Service  7pm   

February 18, 2018 Bring a Friend Sunday – Pot 

Luck Dinner and Family Fun to 

follow the service 

February 21, 2018  Lenten Worship Service – 6:30 

to7pm 

February 28, 2018 Lenten Service  7pm 

March 4, 2018 Baked Potato Dinner 

March 7, 2018 Lenten Service  7pm 
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“Bring a Friend to Church Day”  is a way of introducing new people to our church to meet 

our Lord and Savior. Some people just need a nudge or invitation to come, so let us be the ones to invite them to 

join our church and our church family for a great day of fun and fellowship. 

Maybe a neighbor, friend, colleague, a relative, or maybe someone who used to come to church but have been a bit 

lax in attendance. Let them see how warm and inviting this church and our church family are.  

Above to the right side of page is an invitation and we will be handing them out in church on Sunday. Put  your 

thinking caps on………. Hand them an invitation while you are asking them to come.    

February 18, is the day...   Church Service, A pot-luck dinner,  
fun and fellowship are on the agenda …. 

Lent Program —The Road to Jerusalem  

Take this journey with us while we follow 

Jesus footsteps to the “cross” 

https://www.bing.com/images/search?q=bells+clip+art&id=3D95B8D2EBC1CC5B159B2284779E1DDEA34ECB7E&FORM=IQFRBA


  

The Old Man and the Dog  

     By Catherine Moore   

 

       
"Watch out! You nearly broad sided that car!"   My father yelled at me.  "Can't you do anything right?"   

        

Those words hurt worse than blows. I turned my head toward the elderly man  in the seat 

 beside me, daring me to challenge him. A lump rose in my throat as  I  averted my eyes.  

 I wasn't prepared for another battle.    "I saw the car, Dad. Please don't yell at me when I'm driving." 

          

 My voice was measured and steady, sounding far calmer than I really felt.   

        

Dad glared at me, then turned away and settled back. At home I left Dad in front of the television and went outside to  col-

lect my thoughts. Dark, heavy clouds hung in the air with a promise of rain. The rumble of distant thunder seemed to echo 

my inner turmoil. What could I do about him?   

          

Dad had been a lumberjack in Washington  and  Oregon  He had enjoyed being outdoors and had reveled in pitting his 

strength against the forces of nature. He had entered grueling lumberjack competitions, and had placed often.   

        

The shelves in his house were filled with trophies that attested to his powers.   

          

 The years marched on relentlessly. The first time he couldn't lift a heavy log, he joked about it; but later that same day I 

saw him outside alone, straining to lift it. He became irritable whenever anyone teased him about his advancing age, or 

when he couldn't do something he had done as a younger man.   

     

 Four days after his sixty-seventh birthday, he had a heart attack. An ambulance sped him to the hospital while a paramed-

ic administered CPR to keep blood and oxygen flowing.   

          

At the hospital, Dad was rushed into an operating room. He was lucky; he survived... But something inside Dad died. His 

zest for life was gone He obstinately refused to follow doctor's orders. Suggestions and offers of help were turned aside 

with sarcasm and insults. The number of visitors thinned, then finally stopped altogether. Dad was left alone.   

         

My husband, Dick, and I asked Dad to come live with us on our small farm. We hoped the fresh air and rustic atmosphere 

would help him adjust.   

          

Within a week after he moved in, I regretted the invitation. It seemed nothing was satisfactory. He criticized everything I 

did. I became frustrated and moody. Soon I was taking my pent-up anger out on Dick. We began to bicker and argue..   

        

Alarmed, Dick sought out our pastor and explained the situation. The clergyman set up weekly counseling appointments 

for us. At the close of each session he prayed, asking God to soothe Dad's 

troubled mind.   

        

 But the months wore on and God was silent. Something had to be done and it was up to me to do it.   

          

 The next day I sat down with the phone book and methodically called each of the mental health clinics listed in the Yel-

low Pages. I explained my problem to each of the sympathetic voices that answered in vain.   

        

Just when I was giving up hope, one of the voices suddenly exclaimed, "I just read something that might help you! Let me 

go get the article."   

          

I listened as she read.. The article described a remarkable study done at a nursing home. All of the patients were under 

treatment for chronic depression. Yet their attitudes had improved dramatically when they were given responsibility for a 

dog.   

          

 

        

     .  

Continued on next page 



      

I drove to the animal shelter that afternoon. After I filled out a questionnaire, a uniformed officer led me to the kennels. The 

odor of disinfectant stung my nostrils as I moved down the row of pens. Each contained five to seven dogs. Long-haired dogs, 

curly-haired dogs, black dogs, spotted dogs all jumped up, trying to reach me. I studied each one but rejected one after the 

other for various reasons too big, too small, too much hair. As I neared the last pen a dog  in the shadows of the far corner 

struggled to his feet, walked to the front of the run and sat down. It was a pointer, one of the dog world's aristocrats. But this 

was a caricature of the breed..  Years had etched his face and muzzle with shades of gray. His hipbones jutted out in lopsided 

triangles. But it was his eyes that caught and held my attention.. Calm and clear, they beheld me unwaveringly.   

          

     I pointed to the dog "Can you tell me about him?"  

         

   The officer looked, then shook his head in puzzlement. "He's a funny one. Appeared out of nowhere and sat in front of  

    the gate. We brought him in, figuring someone would be right down to claim him. That was two 

weeks ago and we've 

     heard nothing. His time is up tomorrow.." He gestured helplessly.   

          

   As the words sank in I turned to the man in horror. "You mean you're going to kill him?"   

          

   "Ma'am," he said gently, "that's our policy. We don't have room for every unclaimed dog."   

          

    I looked at the pointer again. The calm brown eyes awaited my decision. "I'll take him," I said..   

          

    I drove home with the dog on the front seat beside me. When I reached the house I honked the horn twice. I was helping  

     my prize out of the car when Dad shuffled onto the front porch. "Ta-da! Look what I got for you, Dad!" I said excitedly.   

         

    Dad looked, then wrinkled his face in disgust. "If I had wanted a dog I would have gotten one. And I would have picked 

     out  a better specimen than that bag of bones. Keep it! I don't want it" Dad waved his arm scornfully and turned back to 

      ward the house.   

          

    Anger rose inside me It squeezed together my throat muscles and pounded into my temples. "You'd better get used to  

      him, Dad. He's staying!"   

          

    Dad ignored me. "Did you hear me, Dad?" I screamed.   

        

    At those words Dad whirled angrily, his hands clenched at his sides, his eyes narrowed and blazing with hate.   

        

    We stood glaring at each other like duelists, when suddenly the pointer pulled free from my grasp. He wobbled toward  

      my dad and sat down in front of him. Then slowly, carefully, he raised his paw.   

        

    Dad's lower jaw trembled as he stared at the uplifted paw. Confusion replaced the anger in his eyes. The pointer  

     waited patiently. Then Dad was on his knees hugging the animal.   

          

It was the beginning of a warm and intimate friendship. Dad named the pointer Cheyenne.  Together he and Cheyenne  ex-

plored the community. They spent long hours walking down dusty lanes. They spent reflective moments on the banks of 

streams, angling for tasty trout. They even started to attend Sunday services together, Dad sitting in a pew and  Cheyenne 

lying quietly at his feet.   

          Continued on next page 

 



     Two days later my shock and grief deepened when I discovered Cheyenne lying dead beside Dad's bed.. I wrapped his 

still form in the rag rug he had slept on. As Dick and I buried him near a favorite fishing hole, I silently thanked the dog for 

the help he had given me in restoring Dad's peace of mind.   

          

The morning of Dad's funeral dawned overcast and dreary. This day looks like the way I feel, I thought, as I walked down 

the aisle to the pews reserved for family. I was surprised to see the many friends Dad and Cheyenne had made filling the 

church. The pastor began his eulogy. It was a tribute to both Dad and the dog who had changed his life. And then the pastor 

turned to Hebrews 13:2. "Do not neglect to show hospitality to strangers, for by this some have entertained angels without 

knowing it."   

 

Worry is the interest paid by  

those who borrow trouble. 

 
–George Washington—       (1732–99)  

The only fool bigger than the person who knows it all is the  

person who argues with him. 
- Stanislaw Jerszy Lec 

Stars in the Sky 

 
The Lone Ranger and Tonto went camping in the desert. After they got their tent all set up, both men fell 

sound asleep.  

Some hours later, Tonto wakes the Lone Ranger and says, "Kemosabe, look towards sky, what you see?" 

The Lone Ranger replies, "I see millions of stars."  

"What that tell you?" asked Tonto. 

The Lone Ranger ponders for a minute then says, 

"Astronomically speaking, it tells me there are millions of galaxies and potentially billions of planets.   

Astrologically, it tells me that Saturn is in Leo. 

Time wise, it appears to be approximately a quarter past three in the morning. 

Theologically, the Lord is all-powerful and we are small and insignificant. 

Meteorologically, it seems we will have a beautiful day tomorrow. 

What's it tell you, Tonto?" 

 
When we 

finally realize just how fortunate  

we are….  

 

Let’s take a moment to think about  

how unfortunate others are, and then 

let’s do something kind for them. 



   
   

   
   

   
   

   
  

       
 

                     

        February  2018 

Cold  

Soup with 

flowers?    

Yep! 

 

Yummy! 

 

Barb 

Bradford 

and Gail 

Peura . 

This trip was much to the 

delight of the 15  women who 

attended.  This is something 

we may do again. The  newly 

renovated house and grounds 

are historic landmarks in 

Kinsman, Ohio.  

 
  
 

Vera Kidd 

Cortland, Ohio 
 

    Alice Kalas 

     Champion Estates  
      Windsor  Place 
      Warren, Ohio 4448 
      330-307-7583   
 
 
Phyllis Beer  

    Lake Vista  
    41 Heron Circle  
    Cortland, Ohio 44410  
         330-637-1456 
 

Lauralee Lawrence 
124 Willow 
Cortland, Ohio 

 

Grace Wagner 

     175 Wall Street 
     Cortland, Ohio 44410 
     330-637-5957 
 

Frank Zanin 

     18170 N.91st Ave.  
     Apt.1210 
     Peoria, Az. 85382 
 
 
    Raymond  Kline  

   502 Arcaro Street  
    Cortland, Ohio 44410  
    234-244-4241 
 
     

   

   Please, Pray for our  
 “Shut-Ins” 

 
 

Drop them a note  
of encouragement and let 

them 
know 

we care 
that we 

care. 
  

Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

    

 

   

  1.    L.O.A.F. 

      

        Aerobics 

2. 

 

Groundhog Day 

 3. 

 

Aerobics 

4. 
Sunday Service 

10am 

5. 

 

Aerobics 

6.   Meetings 
 Finance 6:15pm 

  Board 7pm 

7. 
Joyful Noise 

          
 

8. 
        Aerobics 

   

9. 10. Aerobics 

 

 

11. 
 Sunday Service 

10am 

12. 

 

Aerobics 

13. 

  

 

14. “Valentines 

Day” 

    Prep for S/S 

 15. 

Soup and Sandwich 

        Aerobics 

16. 17. Aerobics 
         W. O. W 

“Breakfast with  

friends” 

18.Elders Meeting 
            8:15am   
  Bring a Friend to         

Church Potluck                               

19. 

Presidents Day 

 

20.       21. 

  

Joyful Noise 

22. 

          

       Aerobics 

23. 24. Aerobics 

            

25. 
     Sunday Service 
 
 

26. 
 
                
Aerobics 

27. 28. 

  

 

Joyful Noise 

 

 

         

 

    

 



     Soup and Sandwich  ——February 15, 2018 
         

                                             “Pies and workers needed” 
 
             Wednesday —February 14  for a few hours of preparation  
              Thursday February 15—for Soup and Sandwich Day 

 

                        Help, us out please! 

 
      

 

Next Soup Day is March 15 

 

Presidents Day 

 

Contrary to popular belief, the ob-

served federal holiday is actually called 

“Washington’s Birthday.” Neither Con-

gress nor the President has ever stipu-

lated that the name of the holiday ob-

served as Washington’s Birthday be 

changed to Presidents’ Day. Additional-

ly, Congress has never declared a na-

tional holiday binding in all states and 

each state decides its own legal holi-

days. This is why there are some calen-

dar discrepancies.  

Washington’s birthday was celebrated 

on February 22 until well into the 20th 

Century. In 1968, Congress passed the 

Monday Holiday Law to “provide uniform annual observances of certain legal public holidays on Mondays.” By creating more 3-day 

weekends, Congress hoped to “bring substantial benefits to both the spiritual and economic life of the Nation. In a sense, Washington’s 

birthday helps us reflect on not just the first president but also the founding of our nation, the values, and what Washington calls in his 

Farewell Address, the “beloved Constitution and union, as received from the Founders.”   

Although the federal holiday is held on a Monday (the third Monday of February), George Washington’s birthday is observed on Febru-
ary 22. To complicate matters, Washington was actually born on February 11 in 1731! How can that be? 

During Washington’s lifetime, people in Great Britain and America switched from the Julian to the Gregorian calendar (something most 

of Europe had done in 1582). As a result of this calendar reform, people born before 1752 were told to add 11 days to their birth dates. 

Those born between January 1 and March 25, as Washington was, also had to add one year to be in sync with the new calendar. By the 

time Washington became president in 1789, he celebrated his birthday on February 22 and listed his year of birth as 1732. 

How many direct-line ancestors are in the 24th generation of a family?   Would you believe? 

What happens when it rains cats and dogs? 

Answer:16,777,217 

You have to be careful not to step in a poodle. 

https://www.almanac.com/fact/how-many-direct-line-ancestors-are-in-the-puzzle
https://www.almanac.com/fact/what-happens-when-it-rains-cats-and-puzzle


  Garter Snakes can be Deadly 

A couple had potted a lot of plants. During a recent cold spell, the wife was bringing a lot of them indoors to protect them from a possible 

freeze.  

It turned out that a little green garden grass snake was hidden in one of the plants. When it had warmed up, it slithered out and the wife 

saw it go under the sofa 

She let out a very loud scream. 

The husband (who was taking a shower0 ran out into the living room naked to see what the problem was. She told him there was a snake 

under the sofa. He got down on the floor on his hands and knees to look for it. About that time the family dog came and cold-nosed him 

on the behind. He thought the snake had bitten him, so he screamed and fell over on the floor.   

His wife thought he had had a heart attack, so she covered him up, told him to lie still and called an ambulance. 

The attendants rushed in, would not listen to his protests, loaded him on the stretcher, and started carrying  him out. 

About that time, the snake came out from under the sofa and the Emergency Medical Technician saw it and dropped his end of the 

stretcher. That’s when the man broke his leg and why he is  still in the hospital.  

The wife still had the problem of the snake in the house, so she called on a neighbor who volunteered to capture the snake. He armed him-

self with a rolled-up newspaper and began poking under the couch. Soon he decided it was gone it was gone and told the woman who sat 

down on the sofa in relief. But while relaxing, her hand dangled in  down between the cushions, where she felt the snake wriggling around. 

She screamed and fainted, the snake rushed back under the sofa.   

The neighbor man, seeing her passed out, tried to use CPR to revive her. 

The neighbor’s wiie, who had just returned from shopping at the grocery store, saw her husband’s mouth on the woman’s mouth and 

slammed her husband in the back of the head with a bog of canned goods, knocking him out and cutting his scalp to the point of needing 

stitches. 

The noise woke the woman from her dead faint and she saw her neighbor lying on the floor with his wife bending over him, so she as-

sumed that the snake had bitten him. She went to the kitchen and got a small bottle of whiskey, and began pouring it down the man’s 

throat. 

By now the police had arrived. Breathe here…….. 

They saw the unconscious man, smelled the whiskey, and assumed that a drunken fight had occurred, they were about to arrest them all 

when the women tried to explain how it all happened over a little garden snake! The police called the ambulance, which took away the 

neighbor and his sobbing wife.  

Now the little snake again crawled out from under the sofa and one of the policemen drew his gun and fired at it. He missed the snake and 

hit the leg of the end table. The table fell over hit lamp on it shattered and, as the bulb broke it started a fire in the drapes. The other po-

liceman tried to beat out the flames, and fell through the window into the yard on top of the  dog, who  

startled, jumped out and raced into the street, where an oncoming car swerved to avoid it and smashed into the parked police car. 

 

Meanwhile, neighbors saw the burning drapes and called in the fire department. The firemen had started raising the fire ladder when they 

were halfway down the street. The rising ladder tore out the overhead wires, put out the power, and disconnected the telephones in a ten

-square city block area (but they did get the house fire out). 

Time passed, both men were discharged from the hospital, the house was repaired, the dog came home, the police acquired a new car and 

all was right with their world. 

A while later they were watching TV and the weatherman announced a cold snap for that night. They wife asked her husband if he thought 

they should bring in their plants for the night. 

And that’s when he shot her.  

        Author Unknown 

Everyone needs a good laugh 
once in a while. 



Not all states are listed 

Across 
4. LA 

8. CT 

10. AR 

11. NE 

12. OH 

14. ME 

15. HI 

16. KS 

17. MA 

18. IO 

19. WY 

20. IA 

21. PA 

22. NM 

24. OR 

25. NV 

26. MS 

Down 

1. TN 

2. MN 

3. 1N 

4.  ND 

5. OK 

6. DE 

9. WA 

13. MI 

19. WI 

20. IL 

23. Oregon, 

(Postal Code) 

 



It's that time of year again when meteorologists graciously step aside to 
let a furry rodent make its famed weather forecast. 
Punxsutawney Phil, the world's celebrity groundhog, will be coaxed from 
his burrow in western Pennsylvania early Friday as an anxious nation 
watches to find out whether we'll have an early spring or six more miser-
able weeks of cold and snow. 
According to legend, if it's sunny and Phil sees his shadow, the scared 
groundhog returns to his burrow and the U.S. will endure six more weeks 
of winter. But if it's cloudy when the groundhog emerges on Feb. 2, the 
critter won't see his shadow and will leave his burrow, meaning winter 
will soon end and an early start to spring is coming. He has only not 
seen his shadow 18 times over 131 years of records. 

Groundhog Day 

February 2, 2018 

 

The Women of Worship —WOW 

“Breakfast with Friends”  — February 17th at Four Star Restaurant  
Mecca Street  in Cortland.  

We always have a lot to talk about, and this month is no exception.   

Giving of funds, Nancy’s Tea-Committees and other exciting plans 

So come out and have breakfast with us and help make decisions that matter.  

In a cemetery outside of town stands an old pecan tree. One day, two boys had filled a bucket with nuts and sat down 

to divide them between themselves. ‘One for you, one for me,. one for you, one for me.” said one boy. A few pecans 

dropped  and rolled down toward the fence. Another boy came riding along the road on his bicycle. As he passed the 

cemetery, he heard the voices and stopped to listen. 

“One or you, one for me. One for you, one for me. One for….’  

He was just about to take off when an elderly man came hobbling along. “Come here!” said the boy. ‘ you won’t believe what I heard! 

Satan and the Lord are down at the cemetery dividing up the souls. ”The man shuffled over to the fence. They heard the voices again, 

“One for you, one for me.” 

“By golly, boy, you were right! Let’s get a little closer, and maybe we can see the Lord.”  But the next thing they heard was, ‘That’s all for 

not. Let’s go get those nuts by the fence, and we’ll be done.’ 


