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Summer is for Showing Animals at the 
County Fair 

 
Fair time is fun time! Truly, one of the most 
enjoyable summertime activities is attending 
a county fair such as the Delaware County 
Fair in Walton.  The highlight for me each 
year is walking through the dairy cattle and 
livestock barns as well as attending the 
Black and White Show (Holstein dairy 
show). Not only is it a great chance to 
see many outstanding animals in one 
place but it’s also a wonderful oppor-
tunity to visit with farm friends from 
other parts of the county.  A trip 
through the barns is also a trip down 
memory lane rekindling happy summer 
days gone by spent showing dairy cat-
tle, beef cattle, sheep and swine out 
west.  A big part of exhibiting those 
animals at the fairs was the work that went 
into preparing them to look their best for 
show day.  In this article we will take a 

glimpse at what goes into getting those 
beautiful animals ready to be seen at the fair-
grounds. 
First, the show person must choose which 
animals are candidates for the fair.  This be-
gins months before the show.  Usually, at 
least in breeding classes, animals shown 
must be registered with their respective 
breed associations.  Registration involves 
submitting a form complete with infor-
mation about the animal’s parentage, 

birthdate, color/markings, sex, 
permanent ID, animal’s name 
and owner’s name.  The breed 
association then uses the infor-
mation given by the owner to 
print up an official registration 
paper complete with that ani-
mal’s registration number.  Infor-
mation from the registration pa-
per will be used to enter the ani-
mal in the fair.  

OK, now the prospective animals are eligi-
ble by being registered, what else goes into 
choosing those that are fair-worthy?  Select-
ing potential blue ribbon winners requires a 
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  keen eye for exceptional animals that are well 
grown, structurally correct, and have “the 
look”--are well put together and fancy in 
type.  Successful show people are extremely 
gifted in their abilities to consistently choose 
and develop the right animals even to the 
point of being able to discover diamonds in 
the rough--those animals that might not ap-
pear to be much in the moment but given the 
right care over time could make them con-
tenders for top awards in the future. 
Once the fair-bound animals are chosen, it’s 
time for them to undergo special training and 
“beauty preparations” for the big day.  The 
training is geared toward preparing the ani-
mals for all that they will experience in their 
new surroundings on the fairgrounds.  For 
example, in the case of cattle, they will be 
tied while on display during the time of the 
fair, therefore, it’s imperative that the cattle 
become accustomed to being  tied long before 
going to the fair so that they can settle right in 
and perform better in the show ring.  In addi-
tion, the animals will probably eat out of dif-
ferent feed pans, drink out of novel waterers, 
and be exposed to a lot more noise and activi-
ty than at home on the farm so wise show 
people will use similar pans and waterers and 
maybe leave a radio playing and encourage 
people to visit the place where the show ani-
mals are kept to prepare the animals for 
what’s to come.  
Training the animals to lead well is also very 
important.  Such animals will be easier to  
work with and they will also allow the judge 
a much better look at them than those that 
fight the halter.  We train dairy cattle to lead 
at a slow but steady pace with their heads 
held high.  The cattle also learn to stop and 
set their feet correctly depending on where 
the judge is standing.  An amusing tidbit here 
is that some cattle just seem to sense that 
they’re something special and they rather nat-
urally take to parading around proudly, head 
held high, as if to say, “Take a look here!” 

They’re like performers who ratchet it up when 
it’s show time! 
Another important part of the preparation is 
“fitting”, which includes close attention to diet 
to be sure the animals are in optimal condition, 
hoof care so the animals are walking comforta-
bly and correctly, and hair care.  The hair care 
entails many hours spent washing, grooming 
and clipping.  Regular washing removes stains 
and prepares the coat for clipping while daily 
grooming brings the natural shine out in the 
coat.  Clipping is done in such a way as to ac-
centuate the good points of the animal while 
covering its faults.  The more all of this is 
done, the better the animals will appear come 
fair time.  This concludes, in a nutshell, the pre
-fair prep.  
Once the animals are at the fair there is still 
plenty to be done.  Show animals need to be 
fed, watered, exercised, groomed, washed, 
bedded, and, possibly, milked.  So important is 
attention to detail while at a fair or show that 
some farms will have someone on duty 24 
hours a day to be sure all is in order.  In addi-
tion, exhibitors decorate their stall areas with 
educational information about their animals, 
their farms and agriculture in general.  Awards 
are given to the exhibitors who maintain out-
standing displays and clean areas around their 
animals. 
Finally, the big day--show day-- arrives.  Ani-
mals are fed and watered carefully so as to 
have a good amount of fill.  Final grooming 
preparations are done just before the animal 
goes into the show ring.  These include apply-
ing products to make the hair shine, toplines 
look straight, hooves sparkle, and even leather 
show halters look new.  Yes, dairy cattle and 
livestock each have their own lines of hair 
sprays, polishes, shampoos and the like.  A lot 
of time and money go into getting animals into 
the show ring: some people even make a living 
at preparing animals for shows and sales, so 
important is this part of the dairy and livestock 
industries. 
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Needless to say, Uncle Emerson was a little 
sheepish about giving us an unexpected fire-
works display! 
 

Summer is for Bird Watching 

Full Nest Syndrome 

The bluebird has probably accrued quite a bit 
of extra public-relations luster from both 
catchy songs (“Mister Bluebird on my shoul-
der . . .”) and catchphrases (the Bluebird of 
Happiness), but with its rich royal blue head, 
body, tail, and wings and warm russet breast—
no other eastern bird has this combination of 
coloring—it earned the timeless admiration all 
on its own. Those odes and images seem to fix 
mainly on the relatively uncommon Eastern 
bluebird, the New York State bird (“Why 
him?” the jaunty and exquisite blue jay may 
wonder), which is not only strikingly hand-
some, but also a quiet and good neighbor 
(maybe that’s why, Mr. Jay) who loves a fence 
post or telephone wire above short-grass areas 
such as farm fields and meadows, where, when 

not occupied with the business of 
mating or nesting, he will calmly con-
template his universe, and his territo-
ry, between flights to the ground to 
dine on many of the insects that 
plague our crops, vegetable gardens, 
and flowerbeds. 

Eastern bluebirds put their nests in 
natural cavities, such as old woodpecker holes, 
but since these types of holes are sometimes in 
short supply, they are frequent adopters of the 
human-made nest box. Backyard birders thrill 
to the accomplishment or happenstance of a 
bluebird pair taking up residence in a nest box, 
because of the beauty of these birds and also a 
shy companionableness, wherein they appreci-
ate the restaurant-style delivery of a meal-

Now the animal enters the ring, carrying with 
it the hopes of a show person who has logged 
many hours  dreaming of this day.  The judge 
looks his way…the winner is… JD 

Summer is for Picnic Memories 
By Jean Kelly Wells 

Ed. Note:  Jean Wells grew up in Halcott and 
loved our newsletter.  She sent numerous con-
tributions all of which were gratefully re-
ceived and published.  This was written be-
fore her death last year and sent along to us 
by her son.  We are so thankful to have gotten 
such rich memories from Jean and this one is 
no exception!  It has been a real pleasure 
getting to know her through her stories, 
which live after her.   

My father’s family was a closely knit group.  
We always celebrated holidays together and 
every year we gathered on the 4th of July for 
a picnic at the Kelly farm.  One particular 
year we used the pasture on Elk Creek.  It 
was several acres beside the stream and level 
enough to drive on.  Every family came with 
“picnic” food and, being the 4th, fireworks!  I 
was probably around 10 years old 
at the time of this memory. 

Uncle Emerson stored the fire-
works in a box on the ground and 
I stood by intently watching his 
every move.  He had a piece of 
punk lit to start some of the 
smaller firecrackers, but the box 
held all sorts of fireworks for the festivities 
later on in the evening.  Alas, poor Uncle 
Emerson dropped the burning punk into the 
open box of incendiaries and the result was 
pure bedlam!  Fireworks spewed in all direc-
tions and it was every man for himself as the 
adults grabbed the young ones and the rest of 
us simply found cover! 



4 

  worm treat and tolerate a peek at the nest and 
even the fledglings—which us box owners do 
both to ogle and to monitor the sanitary con-
ditions (a common infection is the parasitic 
blowfly, which lays eggs under the nest and 
from there its larvae may kill the fledglings 
while feeding on their blood). There are some 
rules that should be followed for optimum 
attraction: The box should have an overhang-
ing, slanted roof and a round 1 1/2-inch diam-
eter hole; the birds like medium-height trees 
or power lines nearby for perches for hunting 
and nest-guarding; and the bluebird is territo-
rial, so multiple boxes must be placed a mini-
mum of 100 yards or so apart. 

Obviously, Halcott Center abounds with ter-
rain that fits all these criteria, but I had never 
seen a bluebird until I caught a glimpse of the 
pair living in a big old hollow tree at Ward 
and Alan Reynolds’ house a few years back. 
That inspired me to finally put up a nest box 
on a fence post in our garden, and last year, 
for the first time, I had bluebirds. That pair 
raised two broods in the box, and I spent 
many happy, Disney-fantasy-like hours 
watching them fly, feed, rest, and fledge over 
Route 3 in perfect view from my porch and 
my onion patch. 

When spring came this year, I got that box 
back out a little late, and worried that I’d 
missed “my” bluebirds’ pass (bird stats say 
there’s about a one-in-three chance the same 
birds will return to the same box). Whether 
they came and went, I’ll never know, but one 
day shortly after, my heart soared when I saw 
a flash of blue feathers at the box. After a 
double take, though, I realized that my tenant 
wasn’t a bluebird, but a tree swallow—a 
more common bird and one that was now 
foiling my myopic bird-box vision. But I did 
a little reading, and got set straight. First off, 
all of our songbirds are important and worthy 
of respect, adoration, and protection, for the 

music and effervescent behavior they add to 
our lives as well as their importance in the 
ecosystem, providing pollination, seed disper-
sion, and bug 
control. And 
the tree swal-
low brings spe-
cial gifts of its 
own: the male 
is an almost 
impossible-
seeming steely, 
iridescent 
green-blue, 
and both the 
male and the 
browner fe-
male are exhil-
arating acro-
bats. I mar-
veled at them 
carving slow, circular, joyous swoops around 
our garden and yard—calling up dreams of 
flying more than any other bird I have ever 
watched—while they chased after flying in-
sects and played out their lives. Their liquid 
chirp, like a bird under water, soothes and 
satisfies in a curious corner of the brain. 

And so I embraced the tree swallows. But 
then: they disappeared. But a few days lat-
er—they were back! Studying the hole of the 
box, entering the hole of the box, placing a 
piece of straw or two inside, lurking on the 
fence next to it or the wire above. Seriously 
hanging out. But then they disappeared again. 
I had no idea why they seemed so ambivalent 
about my box. It seemed like a pretty sweet 
spot to me. This routine happened again, and 
again. 

Meanwhile, I opened the book on bluebird 
and tree swallow cohabitation—I still had 
hopes for a bluebird neighbor. To my relief, 
they are sympatico—territorial but not with 
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of the nest itself, and the wren keeps a small 
territory, only a half acre or so. I realized I had 
to stick to my songbird love, and trust that our 
valley offers enough for all, and wait and see. 

The swallows came back and finally took up 
official residence in the back box—although 
they built so slowly, I wasn’t sure they weren’t 
still hedging their nest. The house wrens set-
tled on the front box and soon the female laid 
five perfect butterscotch-colored, marble-sized 
eggs, one a day until the clutch was complete. 
The swallow laid her tiny white oval eggs a 
week or so later. The females do all the incu-
bation and the males keep watch, waiting until 
their turn comes to help feed the nestlings. 
Thankfully, neither of the pairs seems to be 
interested in the other’s business. And so they 
are all reenacting nature’s cycle.  

My wonderful bird behavior book by Donald 
W. Stokes says of the house wren: “The incu-
bation rhythm of the female is around twelve 
minutes on the nest for every eight minutes 
off. She may leave the nest on her own, or the 
male may arrive at the nest and sing the Quiet-
song, which is generally followed by the fe-
male’s leaving to feed. While the female is off 
the nest, the male stays nearby.” This is exact-
ly what I have seen! Of tree swallows, he 
writes: “Nest-building for tree swallows can 
be a very slow process; the birds often take up 
to a month to complete their nests.” Again, 
just exactly like I saw! 

But then he says this: “If you watched the 
birds over a period of a few weeks, you are 
bound to see some unusual occurrences that 
will make you wonder more deeply about their 
lives. Imagine you have visited a tree swallow 
nesting area for a few days and have found the 
birds actively feeding, nest-building, and 
courting. You may return the next day at the 
same time to discover that there is not a single 
swallow to be seen. They may stay away up to 

each other. The two species will nest in boxes 
as little as 5 feet apart, and even in boxes 
placed back to back. And so I relaxed, mount-
ed a second box just on the other side of the 
garden fence (instead of way down on the 
telephone pole where I had been thinking to 
put it), and waited for a bluebird. 

But in the midst of all this drama, who should 
arrive but a tiny, speckled, dull brown, doll’s-
head-smile of a bird: the house wren. How I 
had never met this character before was a 
mystery to me; they are common, perfectly 
fitted to the woods surrounding our and our 
neighbors’ houses, and extremely vocal and 
social. This one, a male, immediately under-
took his textbook destiny: find somewhere 
between two and seven good-looking holes 
within a small territory, fill them with nests 
made entirely of short (about 4 inches long) 
straight twigs of exactly the same heft, and 
attempt to attract a female, who will pick her 
favorite, tweak the interior decoration, and 
settle down with him. And forthwith he took 
over both boxes, with an impressive indus-
try—he built a good foundation in both in the 
space of a day, and a third nest in an old birch
-bark-covered house I had stashed in the 
woods as well. He kept me good company 
during my spring gardening chores, bouncing 
around the brush pile, guarding his domains, 
and unleashing his bubbly song. 

I read about the wren too, and the news was 
not nearly as cheering as my education on the 
tree swallow. The house wren can be very 
aggressive in his real-estate lust, and has been 
known to destroy the eggs and nests of many 
other birds, cavity-nesters like bluebirds and 
woodpeckers and a large range of others like 
chickadees and phoebes as well. I thought of 
sweeping out his boxes to drive him away 
entirely, or at least away from the box the tree 
swallows had put a deposit on, so to speak. 
But the tree swallow is territorial mainly just 
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  four days and then, just as suddenly, return. 
No one has been able to account for these 
unexpected departures or explain where the 
birds go.” Just as I have seen. 

That is the kind of paradox I love so well. 
While the birds, like all of our fellows in 
the natural system, are utterly predictable, 
like an imperative and a promise at the 
same time, they also harbor impenetrable 
mystery and the absolute force of the indi-
vidual. I feel this in the wren when he 
alights on the fence inches from my shoul-
der while I’m weeding the lettuce next to 
his house to raise an itsy-bitsy eyebrow at 
me; and in the tree swallow, who watches 
me with her head cocked in the hole of her 
box like a cuckoo as I come three, two, 
one step away from her, before she ex-
plodes into flight like the chiming of mid-
night. And while I’m sharing this tiny 
slice of land in the company of these 
small, sharp-eyed, muscular, creatures of 
the air, I feel a lovely hope that they un-
derstand that all of us—front box or back 
box or big human houses; cobbling to-
gether boards and stones or sticks, straw, 
and feathers; sowing seeds and moving 
earth—are nesting together. CBN 

Summer is for Traveling 

Michael and I have spent several “work-
ations” volunteering at a tourist attraction in 
the Dominican Republic.  When the owners 
Chuck and Candy are away, we step in to 
make sure that the staff has a Mama and Pa-
pa Bear on site, that the place doesn’t burn 
down, and that the monkeys are fed.   

The facility is called “Monkey Jungle DR and 
Zip line Adventures”, and is a very popular 
spot with visitors. Guests get to zip through 
nearly a hundred acres of steep terrain, drop 

into a bat cave, and then go feed little tiny 
squirrel monkeys that sit on their heads and 
shoulders.  The best part is that all of the 
money spent by the tourists supports the free 

medical and dental clinics on site, as well as 
2 more clinics in Haiti. 

The following is an excerpt from some of the 
e-mails sent home to family from our most 
recent trip in May: 

Day 2: Today I spent the whole day cutting 
up fruit and feeding it to the squirrel monkeys 
(28), the capuchin monkeys (6), and the Ma-
caws, Prince and Lora (2).   Every 2 hours, 
the animals needed to be fed, and guests 



7 

 
 

other animals.  And they are much more com-
fortable now than when they lived in a tiny cage. 

Day 4:  Well, I had to send an e-mail to the own-
ers saying that I didn’t quite know how to tell 
them this, but the iguanas escaped! There was 
one corner of the pen I neglected to double-
check, and this morning, they were gone!  Well, 

not completely gone, as their little pen is inside 
the big enclosure; but with all the vegetation 
and places to hide, I doubt we’ll find them until 
they come lumbering out in a couple of years, 
and someone wonders where they came from… 

Day 5:  We have one monkey that we keep 
apart from the others.   Her name is Picachu 
(like Peek-at-you), and she is an 8-year-old 
Capuchin monkey, and small for her size.  She 
used to live with a family, until they couldn’t 
keep her anymore, and donated her to the Jun-
gle.  We tried to integrate her in with the other 
Capuchins, but she detests them because she 
does not believe she is a monkey; she thinks 
she is human.  So all she wants to do is interact 
with humans, but only the ones she trusts.  
Which is a big challenge because it takes her a 
long time to trust anyone new, and with Candy 
[one of the owners] gone, she is very lonely 
indeed.  I have been trying to make friends 
with her for days.  Well, today Picachu finally 
approached me!  She sat on my shoulders and 
tried to find fleas in my hair for an hour!  I felt 
like Jane Goodall – it was thrilling and relax-
ing, and Picachu finally felt like she had a 
friend again.  

Day 7: Picachu and I had a big break through 
today! Instead of just sitting on my shoulders, 
she snuggled into my lap and wrapped herself 
around me – body and tail - and cooed and 
chirped to me for an hour!  She let me pet and 
tickle her, and wouldn’t let me leave – even 
when I told her I had work to do.  It took me a 
long time to sneak out of her cage, but when a 
noise startled her I was able to slip out.  But the 

would show up for the monkey tours and zip 
lining, so we were pretty busy.   In addition, 
the dental and medical clinics were open, so 
we also had to feed doctors and dentists, run 
down to the store to buy batteries for the oto-
scope, and make sure the generator kept the 
electricity and water flowing. 

Day 3:  I went to a nearby town today to pick 
up 2 small iguanas that were donated to the 
Jungle.  “Small” means that they are 2’ long 
and bout 3” around the middle. They are too 
young to be set free in the 3 acre monkey en-
closure, so we spent the morning fixing a 
small pen for them with chicken wire and zip 
ties.  They are not happy yet, but they will get 
used to their new habitat and will be very 
happy when we can release them in with the 
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  next time I opened her door to feed her, she 
hopped out into the hall enclosure and would 
not go back in; she thought it was grand to be 
where she wasn’t supposed to, and boy, was I 
glad that I had locked the main door behind 
me.  Eventually another noise scared her, and 
she darted back into the safety of her nest 
box, and I was very careful after that to make 
sure she was away from the door before I 
opened it.  Already lost 2 iguanas – sure don’t 
want to lose their new monkey! 

Day 10 : Two of the staff went in to feed the 
squirrel monkeys, and there, halfway up the 
enclosure fence, was one of the little iguanas!  
They tried to catch it, but those reptiles are 
fast!  It’s good to know it’s around, so maybe 
I don’t need to consider it “lost”, just 
“occasionally missing”.  Hope the other one 
shows up as well…  Michael has been over-
seeing the re-building of the bat cave landing.  
Everything in a developing country is slow; 
they should have it finished in the next week 
or two. But he has already replaced one of the 
gates, and got some of the equipment running 
better.  Picachu plays with him now, and he 
makes sure she has new toys (like a garden 
hose) to keep her occupied during the day. 

Day 12: One of the staff did not secure the 
gate to the monkey enclosure when he left; I 
found it partway open.  Luckily, I had just fed 
the monkeys and none of them were close 
enough to the gate to make a break.  This just 
reinforces the golden rule of farms and zoos – 
Leave all gates and doors as you find them; 
there is a reason they were closed, or open! 

All in all, this has been a great trip, but we 
need to go home and get back to our real jobs 
so we can rest up for next time…-PD 

Summer is for Independent Research 

High School Researcher Julian Rauter Seeks 
Research Subjects for Catskill Study 

Just how "Catskill" are you?  I am performing 
research on Catskill life and culture and look-
ing for interview subjects: both Catskill na-
tives and full-time residents who are original-
ly from downstate New York, including NYC 
and Long Island.  This project is for Science 
Research, a 3-year course I am taking as an 
11th grader at Margaretville Central School.  
Through its University in the High School 
program, SUNY Albany guides students in 
individual projects like this.  I'll present my 
findings to the community when the study is 
complete with my local mentor, Dr. Bill 
Birns of Fleischmanns.  Interviews will last 
less than an hour and will be recorded for 
data purposes.  Subjects must be at least 25 
years old.  Non-natives must have lived in the 
Catskills for at least 5 years  Contact me at 
catskillstudy@yahoo.com or 845-254-4180 if 
you are interested in helping further our 
knowledge about the Catskills and its people.  
Please provide your age, place of birth, and 
length of residence in the Catskills.  Thank 
you.  Julian Rauter. 

Summer is for Gardening 

Halcott Community Garden 
Alex Brock 

We are off to an enthusiastic start this year, 
with new gardeners signed up and old ones 

ready to go.   Saturday June 21st, 9 am to 12 
pm is (or  was, depending on when you get 
this issue) Native Planting Day.  Come help 
us layout our perennial natives , plant and 

enjoy our first get-together.  Bring a snack to 
share, water, gloves and hand tools…..See 

you in the garden! 

Summer is (not!) for Pruning Apple 
Trees 

By Marc Neves 

A few weeks ago, I scanned down to the bot-

mailto:catskillstudy@yahoo.com
tel:845-254-4180
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 that I had probably killed the thing, having 
pruned it so late and so considerably.  And he 
may be right.  We will have to wait until next 
spring to see if it thrives or dies. 

Nevertheless, the experience encouraged me to 
look up the proper process for renovating an 
old apple tree, should another opportunity pre-
sent itself.  I Googled “renovating an old apple 
tree” and came up with many leads, deciding 
ultimately on an article from the University of 
Maine.  The first topic discussed was motiva-
tion.  Three primary incentives were listed that 
might encourage a person to renovate an old 
apple tree – landscaping/appearance, senti-
mental loyalty to an old tree and, finally, im-
proving the quality of fruit the tree bears.  It 
was argued that the final reason might warrant 
reconsideration of renovating, as planting a 
new tree might provide more immediate satis-
faction.   

Regardless of your motivation, take heed of 
my mistake and embark on your renovation in 
very early spring, while the tree is still 
dormant but when the risk of very cold tem-
peratures has passed.  While this can be tricky 
timing up here, try to begin pruning your tree 
before the buds emerge.  Remove any bushes 
or trees that are creating competition or shade 
for your tree and then start on the tree’s own 
self-generated competition.   

The basic objective in any pruning is to pro-
vide the branches that you’d like to bear fruit 
the most exposure to sunlight and to remove 
any interference with that sustenance.  Nor-
mally, cultivated apple trees are shaped to en-
courage fruit growth on the parts of the tree 
that can be reached fairly easily.  In my case, 
this meant removing the top third of the tree 
where it had nearly wrapped around the power 
lines.  I was able to drop these branches at a 
safe distance from the lines.  Otherwise, I 
would have appealed to the expertise of Carl 

tom of our yard’s to-do list; to a project that 
had beckoned us for years but whose chal-
lenge generated many springs of procrastina-
tion.  The project in question was a very old 
apple tree which sat along a neglected stretch 
of our front yard; an area that included tan-
gles of rose thorns, years of fallen pine trees 
and run-off from Silas Lake Road.  The tree’s 
situation allowed it years of unchecked 
growth, free from pruning or harvesting.  And 
while, perhaps, the tree was enjoying its feral 
lifestyle, it had steadily faded into the back-
ground of its unkempt surroundings and, until 
recently, was never known to produce fruit.  
With last autumn’s bounty of apples, howev-
er, the tree reintroduced itself as a fairly re-
spectable producer.  For the first time since I 
have lived here, the tree produced apples - 
lots of apples; delicious apples. 

However, while this sole remaining repre-
sentative of a long-gone orchard had shown 
that it still had some productive life in it, 
there was ample evidence that caretaking was 
long overdue.  Suckers had consumed the 
upper reaches of the tree and grown into an 
ascending tangle of branches that had almost 
wrapped around the power lines above.  
Large dead branches had formed a fragile 
frame for any new growth and woodpeckers 
and insects had turned much of the bark into 
a sieve.  I decided that, in spite of the rapid 
approach of summer, this spring I would fi-
nally attempt to “renovate” this old gal and 
see if she had a new life in her.   

In my anxious enthusiasm, I embarked on 
what could only be considered radical sur-
gery.  I removed all of the dead wood and 
topped the tree off.  I removed almost all the 
vertical sappers and opened up the center of 
the tree to expose it to more light.  When I 
was done, the poor thing looked like a haircut 
a five year-old might have given herself.  Mi-
chael DiBenedetto happened by and told me 
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  Grocholl and his crew.  Next, open up the 
canopy so that the sun can reach the center 
branches.  Remove dead wood and any 
branches that are wrapping around each other 
or otherwise crowding.  
Finally, eliminate suckers 
or small branches that are 
pointing straight up or are 
hanging down.  Keep 
branches that point slight-
ly up.  Other tips from the 
University of Maine arti-
cle included: 

• Limit your cuts by 
removing a few branches 
that address your pruning 
objectives rather than 
making many small cuts.  
The tree will recover more 
easiliy. 

• Pace your pruning.  Remove about 
one third of the limbs you want to prune over 
three springs rather than doing it all at once. 

• Focus pruning on the top of the tree 
for the most immediate benefit, leaving more 
growth on the bottom branches. 

• Make clean cuts of limbs and branch-
es to the trunk.  Don’t leave stumps.  

While not mentioned, and because I had 
probably shocked the tree with my pruning, I 
decided to also use a pruning sealer to help in 
the recovery.  One may also aid the renova-
tion with some fertilizing, especially if the 
tree is almost dead.  Have your soil tested to 
determine if it could benefit from lime, potas-
sium or magnesium.  Do not use nitrogen un-
less your tree is on death’s door.   

Our valley has many of these gnarled old ne-
glected trees, both along the roads and up on 

the mountains in long-forgotten orchards.  If 
you have any of these on your property, you 
might revisit some of them with a saw and 
pruning shears and see if they might have 

another youthful round of 
beauty and fruit in them. 

TOWN TRASH 
Just a reminder that you now 
have the option of taking 
your own bags of household 
waste to our newly set up 
mini-transfer station, located 
at the Highway Department, 
#9 Ursum Way, off of Coun-
ty Route 3.  Norika Zellner, 
Halcott’s Waste Management 
Coordinator supervises the 
collection of trash, from 10 to 
12 noon on Sundays.  This 
time is set to accommodate 

those of us who leave Halcott on Sundays for 
the work week farther downstate. 
 Please purchase a punch ticket prior to taking 
your garbage to the transfer station.  Punch 
tickets are sold by Pattie Warfield, our Town 
Clerk (254-6441) , 3 bags for $9.00 and can 
also be purchased at Sam’s Country Store for 
$10.00 a ticket..  Pattie’s hours are every 
Wednesday afternoon from 3 to 5PM and the 
3rd Saturday of the month, from 10AM to 
12PM.  
Of course, the recycle center  continues to be 
open at all times  and now includes a shed 
where electronics can be deposited.  The 
Town Board is working to make this experi-
ment in local trash collection easier for every-
one.  Please help us by respecting the guide-
lines set down.  Norika can answer any ques-
tions that you may have.   
 

Summer is for Enjoying the 
Halcott Fair! 
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of failing eyesight and diminished attention 
spans, photography should outweigh print.  
Good examples are Country and Country Extra.  
Another good neighbor idea is to make extra 
donations to area food pantries during the sum-
mer vacation when students are not receiving 
school meals.  Thank you. 
 

Young Friends 
Since the children who sang at Mountainside on 
Palm Sunday were enthusiastically received 
and invited back, we are looking for Halcott 
area youngsters of all ages who might be inter-
ested in singing, making table favors, delivering 
magazines, providing artwork or doing other 
projects for Mountainside from time to time.  
It’s also time to think about summer Vacation 
Bible School and autumn Sunday School en-
rollment.  Some interest has been expressed in 
starting a youth group.  Please call for further 
information on any of these opportunities. 
Congratulations are in order for MCS graduate 
and recipient of the Janet Kelder Riss Gradua-
tion Award, Samuel Capriotti.  He will be the 
only graduate from Halcott this year.  
In related news, both sons of the late Mrs. Riss 
and the Rev. Tim Riss have now graduated 
from Temple University with masters degrees 
in music.  Jon taught middle and high school 
music this year and Sam hopes to begin a career 
in performance soon.  
As I keep my eye open for inspiration, I some-
times find an unexpected guest column.  This 
one is excerpted by permission from the Pas-
tor’s Page of the Upper Catskills Larger Parish 
E-pistle.  (The UCLP is staffed by Pastors Lar-
ry Dunlap and Adrian Todd.)  Originally writ-

Good Food 
We were pleasantly surprised when the proceeds 
of the Spaghetti Supper in May turned out to be 
record breaking!  A big “thank you” to all, in-
cluding Freshtown, for such generous support.  
Please watch for the date and time of the Super 
Salad Supper which will be this summer.  It is 
one of our most anticipated suppers. 
On Saturday, July 19, the church will have a 
bake table at the Halcott Fair.  If you have sug-
gestions or requests, we will try to honor them.  
As always, your donations and patronage are 
appreciated.  This year we plan to start Opera-
tion Appreciation, an opportunity for fairgoers 
to write post cards of thanks to hospitalized vet-
erans for their service. 
 

 
Good Friends 

Happy birthday to the Halcott Bible Study, an 
interfaith group which is turning 30 (give or 
take) this year!  Membership has changed 
through the years as people move around.  New 
people are always welcome.  This summer we 
are studying the book of Daniel.  Please call for 
details. 
In recent years, invested funds have not provid-
ed adequate yields for the care of the cemetery 
on Bouton Road.  This summer the church is 
working with the Cemetery Association to or-
ganize a weekend Work Bee.  Through the land 
we own or through family relationships, those of 
us who live in Halcott have connections to this 
cemetery.  So, let’s all pitch in.  Many hands 
make light work! 
The Sunday School is looking for donations of 
lightweight, lighthearted magazines in new con-
dition for nursing home residents.  For reasons 



  ten about Memorial Day, it has application to 
Flag Day and the 4th of July, as well.  “If we 
ever take our freedom for granted, we may 
lose it.”  

  
No Greater Love From a Friend  

by Pastor Larry Dunlap 
The most decisive victory of all humankind 
was earned by the sacrifice of one man.  Jesus 
Christ purchased the fullest freedom we can 
experience this side of heaven.  In the Garden 
of Gethsemane, just before he was crucified, 
Jesus prayed:  “My Father!  If it is possible, 
let this cup of suffering be taken away from 
me.  Yet I want your will to be done, not 
mine” (Mt. 26:39). 
No soldier, Marine, airman or sailor desires 
death.  However all of them have made the 
ultimate sacrifice.  They have laid down their 
will for a higher one.  For many, that sacrifice 
meant laying down their lives as well. 
What better way to honor those who died to 
preserve this country than to stop and consid-
er the state of our nation?  How have we taken 
our freedom for granted?  Are we still “the land of 
the free and the home of the brave”?  Would those 

who gave their lives in generations past be proud 
or dismayed?  Where is racism or prejudice sneak-
ing in and how can we eradicate it?  What are the 
weaknesses and threats, and how can we turn them 
into strengths? 
Even though Christ has already purchased freedom 
for us from the tyranny of our sinful natures, we 
remember his sacrifice, in part, to be encouraged.  
We reflect on the truth that the war has been won – 
that we know good conquers evil – and we are 
strengthened.  It increases our resolve to keep 
fighting our small daily battles to maintain our 
freedom.  We need to choose daily to walk in the 
freedom Jesus has purchased. 
Though our mortal victories could never compare 
to the victory Christ secured on the cross, the vic-
tories won by the men and women who have given 
their lives for our country should always be re-
membered and honored.  It is important that we 
remember them and reflect on why they gave their 
lives.  Then we, as a nation, will be strengthened 
and encouraged. 
Memorial Day is the perfect time to teach our chil-
dren about the high price of freedom.  It offers a 
golden opportunity for each of us to reconfirm our 
resolve to fight the small daily battles against all 
enemies, foreign and domestic (temporal and spir-
itual), so those battles might never turn into a 
bloody battlefield.  
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