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A Hunter’s Story
Vic Peet, circa 1981, written for his two
young grand nephews,
Sasha and Vanya.
The alarm was set for five
o’clock. The deer season opened in the
morning at 7AM. I had already decided
two weeks ago where I wanted to be at
that time or as soon after as possible. I
went to bed finally after laying all the
things I needed to take in a neat pile by
the door – the trusty old 30’06 stood in a
corner with the shells nearby, next to a
pair of binoculars I had used for many
years. The hunting coat lay in a chair
with the deer license in the top right
hand pocket. I felt excited to be getting
things ready. Sometimes the thrill is
greater getting ready for the hunt than
the hunt itself. Finally everything got
laid out to my satisfaction and I went to
bed, but not to sleep for some time. It

did not seem long before I heard the
buzzing of the alarm.
Driving the car, long before daylight, I drove up in Slavin’s Hollow to
the top of the mountain where the road
goes into Redkill. I got out carefully and
made sure everything was in order, took
the flashlight and started toward the top
of North Mountain. That is the mountain in back of Paul Steinfeld’s. It has
always been a very important mountain
to me. It separates the Halcott Valley
from the Vega Valley. On the top of
North Mt. it is flat, at least 25 acres of
perfectly flat land. It had been cleared at
some time long ago, and today you will
find wet spots there and grass, almost
like a swamp in places. I followed up
the ridge that runs between Slavin’s Hollow and Redkill. It is not too bad a
grade going that way. Had allowed an
hour to get to the top. As I reached the

top level, it was just beginning to get
light. In another 15 minutes it would be 7
o’clock, and by then it would be light
enough to see to shoot. I had made many
trips up there in the same way, so I was
able to judge the time fairly accurately. I
crossed the top, avoiding the wet places.
It had frozen during the night and there
was ice on all the wet places, so I kept
away from them as the ice made a loud
noise when it broke under my feet. There
was no snow but the leaves had been wet
and they were frozen so it made for noisy
travelling. That was good in a way, because I would get to my special stand and
wait.
Going due north across the top, I
came to a place where the mountain goes
down at a sharp angle for a distance of a
hundred yards and back uphill again.
Where I stopped to wait, it was just a
short distance down from the top where I
could see the low spot in the mountain.
Deer and bear both used this low spot
when they crossed over from the Halcott
Valley to the Vega Valley. I stopped
where there was an old cherry tree. It had
a few dead limbs on it, showing that it
had reached the prime of life and was going into old age.
I had been here
before, so many
times in fact,
that I looked at
the old cherry
tree with a sad
feeling that it
might be dead
and rotted away
in another ten
years. It was an

old friend and a landmark to me. Sometimes the wood is especially good in a tree
that grows high on top where it has endured the wind and storm of many years
past. Had been thinking how I would like
to take it into a sawmill and have it cut up
in lumber to make a rolltop desk.
I found myself saying, “Come on,
Vic. Forget the tree and look down at the
low notch and see if there’s any deer crossing. After all, that was the whole idea of
coming here.” So I shook my head and
looked at my watch. Seven-fifteen AM,
and it was light now. Hiding behind the
tree I noticed the wind was blowing from
the north right in my face. Good, the deer
would not see me, and with the wind blowing from the north they would not scent
me, either. Peeking around the tree, I kept
my eyes glued to the low notch for 30
minutes. Then I saw a deer coming up
from the Halcott Valley. It was a doe, nibbling at twigs as she moved along. Then
came another doe, a larger one, close behind. Waiting patiently, hardly breathing, I
saw a form behind the two does. At last he
came into full view and I could see it was a
four-point buck. Now I could see the three
deer very clearly, and of course I had the
rifle to my shoulder, with the sights on the
shoulder of the four-point buck, who was
standing very still with his head up high,
like he had either heard or smelled something. Over to my left I heard a rattling of
the leaves and before I turned to look, I felt
sure it was a deer running through the
woods. Then I saw the deer going toward
the open spot on top of the mountain.
Then he disappeared from my view altogether. I had not seen any horns, but from
the way he ran through the woods with his
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head high and very little white showing
on the tail, I was sure it was a good buck.
At this point I was doing some
hard fast thinking as to whether I should
shoot at the four-pointer or should I wait
and see if he might come back and join
the three deer. I decided to wait and in
the space of three minutes I heard the
leaves rattling again. Sure enough he was
coming back to the three deer. I had already turned the rifle in that direction.
The safe was off and all I had to do was
squeeze the trigger and this was done as
soon as I had the sights lined
up on the heart zone. The
deer dropped in a flash and I
walked over and was pleased
with the horns and the size of
the deer. Was also pleased
with myself that I had waited
and not been trigger-happy
and shot the four-pointer.
The one I shot had eight
points.
After field-dressing the deer I
started to pull the deer up to
the top and across the open
swampy places to make the
long trip back to the car. The
deer was heavy, and without snow on the
ground he did not want to slide along
easy. I found the best way was to carry
the coat, rifle and binoculars on ahead a
couple of hundred feet and then go back
and drag the deer up to that point. If I
could keep this up until I got to the ridge
that went downhill to the car, I would be
all right. One other time I had gotten a
nice deer in the same place and I had
gone straight down the mountain and
came out where Paul Steinfeld lives now.

That time my father had been along and he
drove the car around to meet me when I
came out of the woods with the deer.
Just as I crossed the open fields on
top I saw a hunter coming toward me. It
turned out to be Morris Slavin. He came
right up to me and said “That is such a big
deer that I better help you with it.” Now,
North Mt is not as high as Vly Mt, but
there are a lot of little valleys or hollows
that put in against it, seven in all. When
going up it is all right, but being on top
and starting to go down in the right hollow
can be a problem. When
Morris Slavin and I started
to pull the deer down the
ridge we saw a young
hunter coming our way. He
said, “If that is your car out
on the ridge where the road
goes over into Redkill, you
are going the wrong way.”
He gave us such a strong
argument that Morris and I
agreed to go in the direction
he pointed out to us. I had
been so busy with the deer
and all the baggage that I
thought he could be right. I
could be mixed up. We had not gone far
before I realized we were wrong. We
were going right down into Redkill. So
we had to pull the deer back up the mountain and start out in the direction we were
on before. In a short time we came to a
survey line where the state surveyors had
painted orange paint on the trees. I said to
Morris, “You should know where you are
now. This is your survey line right here.”
His reply really surprised me. “Yes, I own
on one side of that line but the trouble is I
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The Winter Prophet?
Nina Kasanof
Who knows what we should expect from this winter? At this time of the
year that question is on almost everyone's
mind. Our conversations often begin with
speculations
and references
to our favorite
winter prophets,
such as The
Farmer's Almanac, or much
cuter, the woolly bear. The woolly bear
is the little furry, or bristly caterpillar that
is common around here. It is black at its
ends, often with a reddish-brown band in
the middle. Folklore tells us that the size
of the middle band indicates the severity
of the winter to come.
So who is this furry little creature,
what does it know, and what will it become? The woolly bear larva emerges
from its egg in the fall, and spends the
winter in caterpillar form, when it freezes
solid. It has a kind of caterpillar antifreeze inside it, which enables it to do
this. It thaws out in the spring and
emerges to pupate, its next stage of development. So what is it when it comes out
of the pupa? The Isabella Tiger Moth!!!
At this point it has only days to find a mate. What a life! In temperate climates,
the woolly bear will become a moth within months of hatching, but those living in
the Arctic must feed for several summers,
in order to get enough nourishment from
its diet of weeds and grasses, and freezes
each winter. Some have lived through 14
winters. The middle brownish band of
color tends to grow with age, but even

don’t know which side is mine.” His answer pleased me as it was good to know
that other people had trouble knowing
where they were on North Mt.
When we started down the ridge
and I was sure I was finally on the right
track, I suggested that Morris go back on
top and see if he could spot a deer up
there. After all, it was the first day and
only 10AM and I could make it downhill
to the car. I thanked him for helping me
and wished him good luck and took off
down the ridge toward the car. I had no
more trouble with pulling the deer downhill and I got home and had the deer
hanging up in a tree by noon.
I walked away from the deer
hanging from a limb on the big maple tree
in front of the house. I looked back at the
deer and felt a certain amount of pride in
getting such a nice deer. Then I was a
little sad to think that I had been the one
to put an end to one of nature’s most
beautiful animals. He had been running
through the woods so graceful and free
and now he was hanging from the tree
like a lifeless sack of potatoes. It did not
seem quite right to me. I went into the
house and made a cup of coffee, cleaned
the rifle and put it away in the closet. I
decided I wouldn’t hunt anymore. Maybe
by the time another year passed I would
feel different, but right now I was ready
to call it quits. It made me think of the
story of the man that died and after time
passed someone found his diary and on
every page at the bottom, he had written,
“Tomorrow I am going to give up smoking.”
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this varies, as a clutch of eggs can show
variations of the size of the bands. So the
band distribution is not a reliable weather
predictor. [A www, Nina!]
It is not advisable to touch the
woolly caterpillar, as some people can get
a kind of dermatitis from it. If you do
touch it, it balls up, as a defense mechanism. Because of this, some people call it
the hedgehog caterpillar, while others refer to it as the fuzzy bear. How fast does
it move when looking for its winter shelter? About a mile a day! And what does
it ultimately look like, when it becomes
the Isabella Tiger Moth? It is yellow or
orange with black spots.
Because of its reputation as a winter prophet, the woolly bear is celebrated
in various locations, including fall festivals in Vermillion, Ohio, in Banner Elk,
North Carolina, and in other places.

Company had given another of their informative presentations at our October
Town Board meeting. “It’s taking so
long,” we moaned, yet again. This time,
the very patient Steve Finch of MTC explained that after leaping through the many
hoops of funding, and non-funding, the
current hold-up for bringing internet service into Halcott was the guh-jillion dollar
cable that would take thirteen weeks to
deliver. How marvelous to see it finally,
in all its splendor being hoisted onto the
telephone lines. Utility work ahead, hooray!! IK
Cream Lines
The new creamery at Crystal Valley Farm is up and running, an achievement that brings a local pasteurization facility to Halcott right across the road from
the Grange Hall, where the town’s first
creamery was established over a century
ago.
The handsome wooden shed appends from the milking barn, a picture
window across the front revealing a clean,
well-lighted place to pasteurize fresh milk.
After a build-out and setup process that
required passing a rigorous set of inspection criteria, the DiBenedettos now pasteurize all of the milk they bottle for their
retail customers.
For all the complexity of installing
a clean and safe system, the actual process
is simple. A pipe swings from the milking
parlor directly to the pasteurizing vat;
when that is full, more milk continues to
the bulk tank. A gentle heating and agitation pasteurizes the milk, which is then
chilled. The bottling process is a laborintensive one, performed manually with

She’ll be Comin’ Up the
Mountain when She Comes!
Imagine my surprise and delight
the other day when I looked out the win-

dow and saw workmen stringing a cable
up the valley. Margaretville Telephone
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tubes for filling and suction for capping.
master, but resigned in 1859. The post
By these means, Crystal Valley Farm prooffice was discontinued until 1863, when
duces about 200 half-gallons a week for
a new office was opened with Amasiah
their loyal customer base, who appreciate
Hill as postmaster. From about 1867 to
the local product and the delicious “cream
1868, James Miller had the office.
line” style.
With more control and a better profit
from pasteurizing their
own milk, Crystal Valley
Farm hopes in the long
term to continue to expand their retail reach.
As demand grows, the
creamery can accommodate a larger pasteurization machine. Other
products such as butter
and yogurt may follow.
Meanwhile, you will find
those bottles, with the
pretty blue label picturing Halcott mountains
and a gorgeous, thick
layer of rich cream setCrystal Valley Farm workers on break: From left: Chris, Judy,
tled atop the milk inside,
Elena, Greg DiBenedetto. Photo by Greg Beechler. Grins by God.
for sale in the milking barn
and at a wider and wider range of marOn February 20, 1874, Mrs. Thorn T.
kets, a shining product that speaks of both
Moseman was appointed postmistress.
the history and vitality of our town. CBN
Not long after, the twice weekly mail
schedule was changed to thrice-weekly.
POST OFFICE
James Moseman was appointed postmasMarilyn Gallant and Kathleen Mech
ter in the late 1800’s, followed by Thorn
The first office was called West
Moseman. Alfred Whitney was acting
Lexington, and was supplied weekly by a
postmaster in 1929; James Whitney from
mail delivery from Prattsville to Griffin
1934 to 1939; George Streeter from 1939
Corners (now Fleischmanns).
to 1940. Ethel Streeter served from 1940
Austin Chase was postmaster at the time
to 1968; Willa Belle Streeter was acting
the town name was changed to Halcott
postmaster from 1968 to 1970. Alice
Center.
Bouton held the post from 1970 until the
Isaac Thorn Moseman was the next postHalcott post office was closed during in
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a friendly man in a white polo shirt who
knew an incredible amount about sentence
structure and tonal patterns. His name is Dr.
George Broadwell, and he taught me more
about linguistic fieldwork in just a few hours
than I can express here. I’ll give the important information below.
First of all, you should know a few
basic facts. The region of Oaxaca (FYI: pronounced “wahocka”) is home to
several groups of indigenous people. One of these groups is the
Trique, who speak a Mesoamerican language called Copala
Triqui or just plain Triqui (treekee). (Note: I’m sure that any
trained linguist would balk at my
layman phonetic spellings.) This
language is one of many that is
losing its population of speakers
as it becomes less practical for
communication. Triqui also happens to have a small population of native
speakers living in the Albany area. Therefore, Dr. Broadwell and his research associates have undergone a project working with
a native Triqui speaker from Oaxaca in order
to construct an online dictionary of Triqui.
I spent about two and a half hours in
a Linguistics lab (which is basically a meeting room, no goggles necessary) observing
the project. The Triqui speaker, who was
gracious enough to volunteer his free time,
sat at the head of the table and attempted to
give a translation for each word that Dr.
Broadwell presented. The way that it
worked was systematic; words were broken
into semantic categories (by meaning) and
entered into a computer with Triqui spelling
and translations into Spanish and English.
The topic today was food, mainly vegeta-

the 1980s (does anyone remember the
date?), and mail was received in Fleischmanns, sorted, then delivered by a rural
route carrier to each resident’s mailbox.
Helen Finch sometimes with her cowboy
hat-toting husband Bucky was the first
carrier, followed by Tom Miller and then
our dear Lanore Miller who continues to
this day.
The picture
was submitted
by Marilyn B.
Gallant &
Kathleen B.
Mech to accompany the
article taken
from The Halcott Valley
1851-1976
booklet. Copyright 1976 by
The Town Board of Halcott, New York.
The picture shows Thorn Moseman seated in the Halcott store , which was located on the left side of West Settlement
Road.
Tricky Triqui
Julian Rauter:
Today I made the 2-hour trip up to
this great state’s capital to visit a professor at UAlbany who is a linguistic anthropologist and specialist in endangered
Mesoamerican languages. I walked into
the Arts and Sciences building and found
my way to a tiny office, one wall of
which was covered with books that had
titles like “Language of the Navajo” and
“A Sociolinguistics Reader.” There I met
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bles, which were further broken down
into seeds, stems, roots, et cetera. I’d get
into how cool the language sounds, but
that would be another ten paragraphs.
My personal favorites are "nee
riqui," (nay rickee) which means "frog
meat," and "cuej cuun quexo," (cweh cune kay-sho) which means "garlic plant."
If you're interested, you can hear more at
the Triqui webonary.
As there is no script for Triqui,
orthography (that’s spelling)
was created for the language
by researchers several decades
ago using the Latin alphabet. I
was given a free printed copy
of the previous Triqui dictionary, compiled by a researcher named Barbara Hollenbach. It has no English translations, only Spanish-Triqui and TriquiSpanish. It is also unsearchable. Which
means that if one wants to check a word’s
spelling, one must first come at least
close to the correct spelling in order to
even find it. And unless you have at least
a bachelor’s degree in Linguistics, it can
be difficult. The rules in Triqui are not
the same as those in English. For example, “x” denotes a “sh” sound, and almost
all words end in a vowel, a glottal stop
(basically the absence of a syllable- kind
of hard to describe), or a sort of “h”
sound, denoted by a “j.”
I also found myself growing increasingly grateful for my four years of
Spanish class, as much of the material
was in Spanish and the speaker, while
proficient in English, had an easier time
translating Triqui into Spanish than into
English. It was also important to make
him feel comfortable as he was volunteering his time for the project, so most of the

conversation was conducted in a pretty
coherent Spanglish. It was nice to have
some rudimentary español as it would
have been a lot harder to fit in if I didn't.
You never know just how much of a language you’ve picked up until it becomes
your only option to speak it.
Triqui is a tonal language, so it
was necessary to notate the tones of each
syllable for every word. The wordfinding was led by Dr. Broadwell, who
led the brainstorm of lexicography. The typing was done by a
recently graduated Albany linguistics major, and finding the
tones was the task that fell to me.
As much as it seems like menial
intern work to search frantically through
an unstapled stack of 200 loose sheets for
the word “xtaan” (which means “bee” by
the way), I really did enjoy being part of
the process. It was fascinating to help
with the preservation of this nearly dying
language. The tones were important to
notate, as even with a Ph.D in Linguistics,
Dr. Broadwell couldn’t perfectly identify
the tones of each word just from hearing
them.
It may seem unimportant to document the pronunciation to such a degree,
but that’s just how languages die. If we
don’t have a record of how a language
sounds, it becomes harder for a speaker to
teach their children in a world where the
primary reason to learn the language is
heritage-based. It’s all well and good to
preserve a language on paper for posterity, but there’s also much to be said for
preservation for the sake of culture, so it
may thrive and continue to exist as a part
of a people’s identity. It’s a time-
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consuming process (in two hours we only
covered about 25 words) but in my opinion, it’s worth it in the long run. I’d like
to thank Dr. Broadwell for offering me
the opportunity to learn something new
about the scientific process of saving a
language. I’ll wrap this up by saying
goodbye in the manner of the Trique:
“Ca‘a̱nj ‘u̱nj rihaan soj!”
PASSAGES:
Jo (Zografia) Anagnos passed away
September 30, 2014. Born March 26,
1930, Jo’s bio on the internet states that
she was from Fort Lee, NJ and Halcott
Center, NY. She was an artist who loved
our valley and leaves behind her husband
Alex, children George, Maria and Steve,
as well as their spouses and six grandchildren. She and Alex came to every Halcott Fair that they could, giving generous
support to our cause. In her later years,
Jo struggled with health issues, but kept
coming to Halcott Fairs with determined
courage. Her legacy lives on in the dedication of her daughter Maria and her family who continue to help at our fair every
year. Goodbye, Jo! IK
Dennis W. Bouton
“A heart is not judged by how much you
love; but by how much you are loved by
others” Wizard of Oz
On this year's saddest day, our
community was forced to change when
Dennis Bouton passed away. From the
time when he was here -- on the Flats by
his barn, tinkering with a tractor or waving to us as we pass on the road -- we
have gone to a very difficult place of

making life without him. Dennis was born
on July 25, 1956 in Margaretville, NY and
died October 28, 2014. He spent his entire
life in Halcott Center, NY, growing up on
his family's farm and later marrying his
wife Jennifer and raising their three children in their home in the Halcott Valley.
Dennis graduated from Margaretville Central School. He was known to many as
"the best mechanic there was." Dennis
started his trade working for Eklunds in
Stamford where he worked for 4 years,
moving to Crosby's Farm Machinery,
where he worked for 22 years and eventually working at Belleayre Mountain Ski
Center from 2001 to 2014. Dennis was
also an expert welder, certified through the
Lincoln Welding School in Columbus,
Ohio.
Dennis enjoyed hiking, especially
in Yosemite National Park. He was a motorcycle enthusiast and was the proud
owner of a Harley Davidson. He was also
a musician with an extensive guitar collection who enjoyed mostly singing with his
family. His 1970s Martin guitar was especially appreciated by other musicians who
came of age in that time. Dennis carried
on his father's legacy of making hay,
spending countless hours, cutting, tedding,
raking and baling.
He served as the Town of Halcott Highway Superintendent, Councilman and was
a member of the Greene Valley Grange.
Dennis faithfully attended the Halcott United Methodist Church, serving on
several church committees and accompanying the choir and congregation with his
guitar. It was there, on November 1, noted
as All Saints' Day by Ralph Darmstadt,
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that it required no less than three pastors
of the church to properly honor this person so special to the Town and congregation. A poem titled, "Call Dennis," read
by Michael DiBenedetto reminded everyone of his devotion to us. A guitar rendition of John Denver's "Thank God I'm a
Country Boy" was contributed in hopes
that it would remind our broken hearts
about Dennis' love for the land and good
music.
In addition to his wife, Jennifer Sanford
Bouton, of 34 years, Dennis is survived
by his daughter, Jamie and her husband,
Mark Vogler; his sons, Lucas and Marshall Bouton, his sister Mary and her husband Philip Konstantine his beloved
grandson, Landon; extended family; inlaws, several nieces, nephews, cousins
and many, many friends. Dennis was predeceased by his parents, Donald and
Shirley Bouton.
Dennis was known to all for his
kind and generous spirit and showing
compassion to anyone in need. Let us
show each other kindness and compassion
in his memory. The family suggests memorial contributions may be made to the
Halcott United Methodist Church, from
which Dennis was brought by hay wagon
by the farmers who loved him to his burial at the Halcott Cemetery. To this remembrance of Dennis, I would like to add
a phrase overheard that day about Dennis:
"He was part of the landscape." And in a
Town with a landscape as beautiful as
Halcott, that says a lot about both. KR

younger brother to Ward and Dot, died on
October 30th at 87 years old. All who
knew him were caught by his infectious
grin, his impish humor. He was a rake
with charm and made any woman around
him feel pretty. What a gift!
Odell loved fun and was a bit of a
devil in his youth. Rumor has it that he
rode a horse into a bar once, but I couldn’t prove that one. Alan Reynolds did tell
me that one July 4th, Odell made his wife
Doris quite angry with his response to all
the fireworks being set off in town. He
was working for Slavin Construction
Company at the time and always had a
few sticks of dynamite with detonators in
his truck for the job. Annoyed at all the
little pops and sizzles of neighbors’ firecrackers, Odell decided to put on a REAL
show. He placed a stick of dynamite in a
backyard tree and lit it. Alan tells me that
it let off a pretty good sized explosion,
much to Doris’ disgust.
When I knew Odell, he still had
that mischievous glint in his eyes, but he
had been significantly tamed by his lovely French wife, Juliette. I’ll never forget
Julie’s taking him to France and his
amazed description of all the food he had
managed to eat. I wondered at the time
what the “Frenchies” had thought of this
fun loving, sandy-haired, Halcott-made
giant. It was such a tribute to Odell’s
background and upbringing that he never
felt intimidation or discomfort in
a strange land. I guess you can
take the man out of Halcott, but
you can never take Halcott out of
the man. IK

Odell Reynolds.
Halcott lost another native son a
few days after Dennis left us. Odell
Reynolds, son of Claretta and Garfield,
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The Times of the

Halcott United Methodist Church
Winter, 2014 Pattie Kelder, Correspondent

Honoring Our Veterans
With Veterans’ Day falling between
deadlines, we don’t always mention our local veterans in these pages. This really hit
home a year ago when a comment made by
Hilton Kelly grabbed my attention. “The
way things are today, I wonder why any of
us boys ever went to war. What did it gain
us?” He wasn’t at all sure if their sacrifices
mattered to the present generation. His look
-you-straight-in-the-eye-serious question
moved beyond parades, school ceremonies
and news segments honoring “the greatest
generation” to the (mis)conduct of our elected officials and the (im)moral fabric of today’s society. It is, indeed, a question to
ponder.
Part of the answer may lie in keeping reminders of the cost of freedom in front
of ourselves. We might ask ourselves if the
daily pursuits we choose are worthy of
someone’s spilled blood. Perhaps focusing
on the responsibilities of a free people rather
than upon individual rights could improve
our collective perspective.
Let’s not limit our appreciation to
Veterans’ Day. There are many ways to
demonstrate to our veterans that freedom
has been worth preserving. I know of two
examples here in this hollow that keep us
mindful. One is a plaque on Ted’s porch
that reads, “Home of the free because of the
brave.” The other is Al’s answering machine message which says, “God bless
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America and all of our troops in harm’s
way.” I wonder how many more ideas Halcott can find.
Missing Dennis
Halcott was blessed the day Dennis
Bouton came to town. His parents had
waited 11 years for a baby. In their joy,
they raised him well. He became fun loving and kind; wise beyond his years.
We in this valley have been surrounded by many good people. Dennis,
however, was among the exceptional. He
had that rare combination of character traits
that comes along too few times in a generation – qualities of faith, family values,
neighborliness, strong work ethic, loyalty
and dependability. A shrewd judge of character said of Dennis, “There are only good
words to say, good words.”
Exceptional people are unaware of
their influence, too humble to realize there
is anything uncommon about them. Understandably, their absence leaves us with a
huge void. I’ve been pondering the gap
Dennis left in his church family while shoveling snow on my way to turn on the
heat. Dennis had a way of getting right
down to brass tacks. Whether keeping the
lawn manicured, going over a piece of music or finding the right wording for .a report, he got the job done. We’re only beginning to grasp this loss.
Yet Dennis also left us with some-

monitor our choices is to ask ourselves,
“Am I helping God today?” Thank you,
Dennis.
Community Christmas Program
Every year has its challenges but it
seems like we manage to conclude that a
good time was had by all. In the absence
of several families this year, other folks
rose to the occasion and the show went
on. Thank you, thank you, one and all.
Christmas Candlelight Service
We encourage everyone, regardless of denomination, to attend a candlelight carol service at the church on Sunday, December 21st at 7:00 p.m. We’ll
gather as neighbors to experience the
beauty and wonder of Christmas, full of
music, fragrance, light and peace. In a
time when so much of the world suffers
religious persecution, let us exercise our
precious freedom of worship together.
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thing, a faith legacy. But how could I
word it? I knew that faith, for Dennis,
was as natural as breathing. His habit was
to put God first much of the time, knowing that with God, everything would eventually fall into place. It saddened him to
see people live life the hard way – no surprise that he got frustrated when his words
fell on a deaf ear or his example met a
blind eye.
Just as Dennis’ own “words to live
by” were eluding me, I heard a story that
put it all together. After worship early in
the fall, Landon wandered up the steps to
the choir chairs. Dennis watched patiently. The little boy proceeded to gather up
some of his grandfather’s music. Dennis
was pleased and recognized Landon’s
good deed by asking, “Are you helping
God today?”
And there it was in a nutshell, a
reminder for all of us! It doesn’t matter if
we are three or 103. Either we are on
God’s team or we’re not. The way to

