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My Summer with Hummer
Judy Diaz
It’s hard to imagine but I formed a bond
with a tiny Ruby Throated Hummingbird that I
named “Hummer”. Since his arrival in the
spring, I watched him every day, perched on a
dead branch of a lilac bush close to the deck of
our house. I would put his feeder out early every
morning because if I left it out overnight, a raccoon would help himself to Hummer’s sugar
water. I would call him by name and whistle
twice to tell him that his food was available and
within minutes he would appear on his perch and
then he would take a sip of his sweet water.
Sometimes I would just stand on the deck and he
would hover real close to me as if
to say “thanks for the food”.
I noticed that Hummer
had a mate who I named Hannah. I
never saw her sitting on a perch but
on occasion she would take a sip of
Hummer’s sweet water and then the acrobatic
fights would begin. If I caught them fighting, I
would yell at them to stop but that never helped.
Hummer laid claim to the perch and the sweet
water and that was that. I even bought a hibiscus
plant for the deck hoping that Hannah would
drink the nectar but I never saw her do that. I

think she was afraid of Hummer’s repercussions.
I’m convinced that they had a nest in the other
lilac bush and I was constantly on the lookout for
their babies but I never saw any.
It’s amazing how a tiny little bird
brought so much pleasure to the time spent in
Halcott Center. I know it won’t be long before
Hummer leaves for good so I will stop his sweet
water Labor Day weekend. It will be sad because my little friend will be heading south, far
away from our house. I wonder if he will remember me next spring and come back to our
house. I will leave his perch in the lilac tree for
next year and when I see a tiny little hummingbird sitting there, I will know that it’s Hummer.

Halcott Mountain Honey
Kurt Reynertson
September 1st dawned as a chilly
morning. With temperatures going below 50˚,
it was starting to feel like fall, and as good a
time as any to harvest honey. August had some
nice warm days, encouraging the flowers to
bloom after a long summer of cool, wet weather,
so I was hopeful that the bees had benefited from
a late summer honey flow. Many beekeepers will
harvest more than once a year, labeling the honey

by the type of flower that’s in bloom. I’m lazy,
though, and prefer to save myself the hassle of
cleaning the extracting equipment more than once
a year.
The sun came over the hills, and the
morning warmed up. I fired up the smoker
and donned my bee veil. As I was heading
up to the apiary, Virgil Streeter happened to
drive by. I invited him up to have a look at
the hives, and as luck would have it, he was
happy to come along. Spending time poking
around the hives with another beekeeper is
always an education, especially when it’s
someone who has years of experience working a large number of hives, so it was lucky
timing for me. It’s said that all beekeeping is
local. Get 10 beekeepers in a room together,
and you’re likely to have 11 opinions about
how to do things. I see each opinion as a
possibility that I haven’t previously considered. Keeping bees in the city was different
than keeping bees here. Here I have a bear
fence; in the city, I used to raise eyebrows when I
lugged honey supers into the elevator (the hives
were on the roof of a local college).
There are a few different ways to harvest
honey. The first object is the get the honey away
from the bees, and then get the honey out of the
honeycomb. Before the invention of moveableframe hives, it was a messy affair, resulting in the
destruction of the comb and death to many bees.
Now, we take out the frames, spin them in a centrifuge, and reuse the frames with the honeycomb.
Drawing out honeycomb keeps the bees busy
when they could just be making honey, so a drawn
comb is one of a beekeeper’s greatest assets.
Usually, in order to clear out the bees,
I’ve used a device known as a “bee escape” that
encourages movement out of the honey supers.
Like a fish trap, it’s hard for the bees to get back
in after they leave the honey supers, but it takes a
day or two to work. Today, with Virgil’s help, I
pulled the honey off one frame at a time and
handed them to Virgil, who gently brushed the
bees off with a soft brush. We set the frames into
an empty box, working diligently to keep bees

out. As each frame was cleared of bees, we
opened the lid just long enough to set the frame
into it. Bees robbing the harvest would turn the
whole operation into a total frenzy. As we
worked, I badgered him with questions, looking to
glean as much from his experience as I
could. Down through the boxes we went,
and before long we had a stack of beefree honey supers, and I’d learned a few
new tricks of the trade.
After nightfall, with the bees
back inside their hives, I loaded the
golden harvest into a wheelbarrow and
brought it straight into the house. One
hive produced a nice surplus of honey,
but another did little this year besides
send off a couple swarms to populate the
surrounding hills with bees. On the
weekend of the Halcott Fair, shortly
after writing in the Times of Halcott
about wanting to catch swarms, I
watched helplessly as thousands of bees
poured out of one hive and took to the skies. The
swarm settled about 30 feet up in an ash tree. I
glanced wistfully up into that tree many times
throughout the day, but my family forbid me from
climbing it with a 5-gallon bucket – probably wise
counsel.
Fall beekeeping means checking on the
bees as it gets colder to make sure they have
enough stores to make it through until the flowers
bloom again in the spring. In a pinch, I can feed
them sugar syrup and commercial pollen patties,
but in my lazy style, I prefer to try and leave them
with enough. Over the winter, I’ll repair old
equipment and make new boxes and frames for
the spring, when I’ll attempt to double the number
of hives I’ve got. In addition, I thought it might be
a good time to take on a Johnny Appleseed role by
inviting anyone interested in beekeeping to contact me [kzrt@earthlink.net]. I would gladly help
anyone get started, and would love to see Halcott
become a Catskill honey hub.
As I write this, the boxes are stacked next
to me, and the room is filled with the heady aroma
of honey. I can’t help digging into a frame with a
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First geese honking southward…. Wave on wave
of geese. Day started with earth tremor about
6:30AM. Did this hasten the geese migration?
11/17/83: Light snow and 4 turkeys south of brook
near eastern line with Johnson.
11/19/83: At least 18 distinct deer runs cross Steinfeld Rd.
12/20/83: At 6:30AM – 0°
12/25/83: Minus 10° at 6:00AM
Thank you, Paul Steinfeld, for letting us to peek
into this diary. The entries pass from autumn into
winter, allowing us to sense the slow majesty of
orderly rhythms that we might otherwise have
missed as we scurry through our daily chores. IK

spoon to sample. At times like these, I think of the
ancient alchemists, trying to unlock the secrets of
transmuting earth into gold. They were after not
just the precious metal, but a transformation of the
human spirit as well. It seems that honeybees have
mastered their own alchemical mysteries, and I
can’t help feeling that there are some very important lessons they can teach us.

The Importance of Memories
Life in Halcott with its closeness to nature and the wonderful people it seems to attract,
is made even richer if one keeps a diary. The diligence of the diary-keeper is rewarded (usually in
direct proportion to his diligence) as he leafs back
through the pages kept years before and re-visits
the memories recorded there. Paul Steinfeld allowed us to do exactly that in the diary he has
been keeping since his retirement to Halcott in
1981. It contains not only activities, but also annual trout harvests from his pond, visitors to the
farm, and firewood consumption. Here are a few
entries evoking pictures of a typical Halcott autumn:
11/4/81: Hike with Vic [Peet] to shoulder of Vly
and rock ledges, where Brunner and Westlake

Where, Oh Where are the
Tomatoes?
This has been a most unusual summer.
Rain, rain never went away and poor lawn mowers
have choked under the strain of too much lush wet
lawn. Flowers have swelled with pride (and
weeds) from all the moisture, but vegetable gardens
have been gasping for air and sunshine. My tomatoes have been a total loss. It is September 1st and I
have several hostile green buttons on the vine, and
one reddish thing that a chipmunk has sampled.
Three different gardeners have told me that their
vines have suffered the dreaded tomato blight. The
New York Times reported this July that “a highly
contagious fungus that destroys tomato plants has
quickly spread to nearly every state in the Northeast and the mid-Atlantic,” and that it is the same
fungus that caused the Irish potato famine of mid
19th century. Apparently, the pathogens are always
present in the soil, but this year were given huge
encouragement by the cool wet weather of June.
Dealing with tomato blight involves getting rid of the infected plants (not composting
them) with the additional option of treating the soil
with pathogen killers. Those wishing to avoid that
scenario may take the step of at least not planting
tomatoes in the same area next year. Hopefully,
another, sunnier spring will discourage the blight;
then all will be forgotten and Mother Nature will be
forgiven. IK

properties adjoin. Sweeping views of Vly Creek
in Halcott valley, Westlake house, and opposite
face of Bouton’s mountain.
10/7/83: Began apple harvest about 3 weeks ago.
Gravenstein have been ripening over 3 week interval. Jonathan in prime today. Was introduced to
Dutchess of Oldenburg by Phil Hubbard. Fall
pippin by Vic Peet on Ward [Reynolds]’s near old
barn.
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as we round the bends, as much as a breathtaking
or particularly scenic view does now. There is
something appealing about an artistic expression
that would be unique in our Catskill Mountains,
fitting for Halcott, the most unique of all the
towns. PD

ART ATTRACTION IN HALCOTT
It may be hard to believe, but we have an
art installation here in town. It is on the property
of Bruce and Judy Rowe, and although it has been
in place for nearly a year, it has taken that long to
attract attention. Nonetheless, there are reports

Exploring Community Supported
Farming
Over the last 20 years, Community Supported Agriculture (CSA) has become a popular
way for consumers to buy local, seasonal food
directly from a farmer. The way it works is this: a
farmer offers a certain number of "shares" to the
public. The share can be a box of vegetables, but
some farms offer meat and dairy products like
lamb, pork, beef or farmstead cheese. Customers
purchase a share (aka a "membership" or
"subscription") and in return receive a box, bag or
basket of seasonal produce each week or month
throughout the farming season.
There are lots of good reasons why all the talk
of buying local produce excites people in cities
and rural towns alike. Usually local food tastes
better because travel time on trucks and airplanes
haven’t broken down the flavor and nutritional
value. Having a personal connection to a local
business person who grows your food builds trust
between people – not only do you know their
practices but you can learn about the culture, history and innovations of farming in our town. For
example, I don’t know a lot about the history of
this creamery in Halcott, and wonder what it was
like to get fresh milk right from our own farms
instead of the A&P? A local farmer would be a
good person to ask. As I write this, a farm focus
group of Halcott is working on a Farm Protection
Plan for the Town that includes the following:
Selling and buying food locally is good for
consumers and farmers. There is a growing awareness among consumers of the desire and need for
local foods. Numerous movements and efforts
such as the “locavores” and the “100-mile diet”
have developed throughout the United States to
promote local food. Local food is desired as a

that at least 2 people have driven up Hubbard
Road for the sole purpose of viewing the artwork.
It all began last summer, when Bruce found a very
flat, large rock, about 5 feet high and 6 feet across.
Bruce must have thought to himself that it would
be a perfect canvas for a painting, because he
stood it on end at the foot of his driveway, and
arranged for a very talented person to render a
bucolic scene, complete with mountains and livestock upon the surface. The aforementioned talented person is a former short-time resident of
Halcott, Ms. Jill Scott Barrett of California; former student of Michael DiBenedetto, former maple-syrup assistant to Tim Johnson, and friend to
all who know her. Last summer, she was back in
the area for the weddings of Adina Johnson and
Claire DiBenedetto. In between sewing wedding
attire, arranging wedding flowers, and handpainting wedding signs on boards and white plastic-wrapped hay bales, she somehow found the
time to create and design the colorful fresco that
now adorns the Rowe’s driveway.
Could this be the beginning of an art
movement in Halcott? Perhaps occasional murals
and rock sculptures will be found as we hike and
bike our way along back dirt roads, surprising us
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moment).
fresher, safer, and more nutritious alternative to
CSAs aren't only about produce. Some farmers
foods imported from far away.
include the option for shareholders to buy shares of
Selling foods locally can be good for farmers
eggs, homemade bread, meat, cheese, fruit, flowers
too. There are significant difficulties of earning a
or other farm products along with their veggies.
living wage as a farmer. Farmers are earning less
Sometimes several farmers will offer their products
producing crops these days than they did in 1969,
together, to offer the widest variety to their memdespite the fact that American farmers have albers. For example, a produce farmer might create a
most doubled productivity over the past four decpartnership with a neighbor to deliver chickens to
ades. Farmers aren't just earning less, current
the CSA drop off point, so that the CSA members
prices do not even cover the cost of production.
can purchase farm-fresh chickens when they come
Until just recently the difference between farm
to get their CSA baskets. Other farmers are creating
income nationwide and what it cost to grow and
standalone CSAs for meat,
raise American crops could be
flowers, eggs, and preserved
counted in the billions. Buyfarm products. In some parts of
ing locally or directly from
Come meet and greet our the country, non-farming third
farmers can dramatically increase a farmer's income.
NYS Assemblyman, Pete parties are setting up CSA-like
businesses, where they act as
The Maine Organic FarmLopez at the Halcott
middle men and sell boxes of
ers and Gardener's Association published a study that
Grange Hall, 6:30PM, local (and sometimes nonlocal) food for their members.
demonstrates what would hapTuesday, October 13th.
Variations of the CSA inpen if consumers shifted 1%
clude
"mix and match," or
of their purchasing power to
Join us first for a covered
"market-style" CSAs in which
buy locally grown products:
dish supper , starting at instead of making up a standard
farmers would see a gain of
5% in their income. Buying
5:00PM, sponsored by the box of vegetables for every
member each week, the memdirect from a farmer sends
Halcott United Methodist bers load their own boxes with
90% of those food dollars
some degree of personal
back to the farm. Increasing
Church.
choice. The farmer lays out
farm income means more
baskets of the week's vegetamoney can be spent locally by
bles. Some farmers encourage members to take a
the farmer to run their business and home, helping
prescribed amount of what's available, leaving bekeep the local economy alive.
hind just what their families do not care for. I have
What would Community Supported Agone friend who runs a CSA in Oneonta who told
riculture look like in Halcott? Farms here produce
the story about her customer who hated basil, but
maple syrup, milk, honey, meat and lots of wonwas too embarrassed to say so in front of her, and
derful hay. Home gardeners know that cold
threw it out the window on the way home from
weather crops like peas and all types of greens and
picking up her box every week! Some CSA farmlettuces also thrive. I’ve successfully grown woners then donate this extra produce to a food bank.
derful potatoes, garlic and herbs over the years.
There is an important concept woven into the
Raspberries and blueberries are fantastic, along
CSA model that takes the arrangement beyond the
with their relatives who can provide sweetness
usual commercial transaction. That is the notion of
even with our short growing season. What about
shared risk. When originally conceived, the CSA
cider? Honey? [knitting editor’s note: or yarn
was set up differently than it is now. A group of
from wool spun from sheep or goats??] Or firepeople pooled their money, bought a farm, hired a
wood? (Let’s just not talk about tomatoes at the
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farmer, and each took a share of whatever the
the first part of it here in the hopes that it might
farm produced for the year. If the farm had a toinspire others who have the chance to embark on a
mato bonanza, everyone put some up for winter. If
similar adventure across our beautiful nation to do
a plague of locusts ate all the
so also.
greens, people ate cheese
Our trip began on a
Halcott Electronics Recycling Day
sandwiches. Very few such
Saturday
afternoon as Elena,
III
CSAs exist today, and for
Greg and I loaded Elena’s car
Saturday Oct 10, 2009
most farmers, the CSA is just
and headed off for points
9AM
to 3PM at the Town High- west. Chris graciously stayed
one of the ways their produce
is marketed. They may also go way Department Recycling Cen- behind to take care of the farm
to the farmers market, do
ter. The following items will be until he was able to join up
some wholesale, sell to restauwith us a bit later in the trip.
accepted:
rants, etc. Still, the idea that
The kids and I drove pretty
Computers, monitors, printers,
"we're in this together" remuch nonstop through the first
laptops, keyboards & mice, AC night, just stopping for gas
mains. On some farms it is
adapters, copiers, motherboards and a short snooze in Ohio
stronger than others, and CSA
members may be asked to sign and misc computer components, before continuing on down the
a policy form indicating that
answering machines, scanners, box highway. Because we didn’t
they agree to accept without
of wires, caller ID boxes, fax ma- have set times or dates to be
complaint whatever the farm
anywhere we were able to
chines, all telephones, routers/
can produce.
simply enjoy the drive and go
switches, power supplies, server at our own pace. Driving at
If you are interested in
racks, servers, speakers, pagers, night was helpful in that there
exploring more ideas about
how more local food could be
was little traffic to contend
DVD’s. VCRs & tapes, PDAs,
produced and shared in Halwith, especially around the
electronic game systems, CD/
cott, send an email to halmetropolitan areas. This came
floppy/hard drives, CD burners,
cottfood@yahoo.com to rein especially handy when I
ceive information on an Octo- memory, projectors, cameras, ste- made a mistake near Chicago
reos, blenders, can openers, cof- and veered northward on I-90
ber or November pot luck
meeting at the Grange Hall.
instead of going on I-80 as we
fee makers, fans, microwaves,
KR
had planned. When I began
toasters, surge protectors, tape
backups, testing equipment and seeing signs for Wisconsin I
WESTWARD HO! (AND
knew we were headed in
any other electronic items not
BACK)
the wrong direction. Trymentioned above. For answers to
Anyone who spent
ing to fix the mistake on
questions, call Councilman Walt
much time in Halcott this
unfamiliar roads during
summer recognized that it was
Miller at 845-254-4812.
rush hour would have been
an exceptionally wet season.
a nightmare!
The persistently wet condiDespite the “detour”,
tions made haying difficult for
by
daybreak
we
were
on
the
western
side of Illilong stretches of time so the door was opened for
nois
watching
the
sunrise
over
the
undulating
my family to take a long-awaited car trip out west
miles of corn and soybean fields. Our first
to visit family and friends. Although my words
planned stop was to the small farming town of
cannot adequately describe the awesome, wonderNorway, Iowa, located about 20 miles west of
ful sights we were privileged to be able to take in,
Cedar Rapids. A few years ago a wonderful
the trip was truly special and I would like to share
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also fortunate to see some Bighorn Sheep up on one
movie about the town, its school, and rich baseball
of the peaks. One of the amusing things we enjoyed
tradition was made there. It was a treat to drive
doing through the Rockies was watching the elevation
past sights made familiar by the movie and to stop
signs along the road as we ascended and descended.
at the famed baseball diamond. Later that mornOwing to the mountain’s tremendous elevation, even
ing we found a lovely church in nearby Blairsa ride down a steep grade still resulted in an elevation
town. The people there welcomed us warmly and
of several thousand feet.
the pastor’s references to agriculture in his sermon
From the beauty and cool mountain air of the
helped us to feel right at home. After the service,
Rockies we voyaged on into Utah for our next
we took a walk to stretch our legs. Our jaunt took
planned stop: Arches National Park. Michael had
us past neatly manicured older homes adorned
helped us map out this part of the
with American flags and
Defensive Driving Course
trip and it was something Elena was
down into the tiny town cenreally excited about. Utah was
ter. As with so many other
On October 24, 2009, from
where we hit the first hot temperaIowa towns we went
8:00AM to 4:30PM at the
through, a grain mill located Grange Hall, there will be another tures since leaving New York; it
seemed every place east of the
along train tracks and picDefensive Driving Course offered. Rockies was having a cooler than
ture perfect farmsteads sat
The cost is $12 for AARP mem- normal summer. Heading down
proudly right next to the
bers and $14 for non-members. Route 128 along the lazily moving
downtown portion of this
little hamlet. Indeed, a
Call Joan Doubrava at 845-254- Colorado River we were greeted
with a dry, 98-degree heat that
lovely picture of Americana
4324 to sign up. Certification
seemed to say, “ Welcome to the
at its finest!
that you have taken this course
west!” Still, the views were specContinuing westlowers your insurance premium tacular with beautiful reddish rock
ward we drove through the
for the next three years. If you formations unlike any we had ever
sweeping plains of Nebraska
seen before.
and then headed down I-76
took this course the last time it
The visitor’s center was
into Colorado. We stopped
was offered, it expires on Novemclosed
by
the time we entered
at a really neat rest area that
th
ber 4 of this year.
Arches but we still had plenty of
had a large statue to comdaylight to drive through the area
memorate the Pony Express
and stop at the many turnouts to learn about the dif(mail delivery has come a long way!) before drivferent rock formations such as the incredible Balancing on into Golden for a good nights rest so that
ing Rock. The park wasn’t crowded so we were able
we could see the Rockies by day. The next mornto really see things and take pictures. Although a
ing, the Rockies did not disappoint; they were
highlight of the visit was the 1.5 mile hike up to see
everything we hoped they would be and more.
Delicate Arch, the walk back down to the parking lot
Their beauty and magnificence is absolutely
at dusk under an almost full moon when the amazing
breathtaking. As we meandered along the winding
desert hues seemed to show themselves off proved to
highway and through the tunnels Greg pointed out
be equally awe inspiring.
old mining sites and caves high up in the sides of
Energized by our hike, the next leg of our
the mountains he had learned about during his
journey took us through most of the night up into Nehunting trips to Colorado with Bruce Rowe and
vada. After several hours of driving along the mostly
his cousin Kane. It’s hard to imagine how any
arrow-straight road I pulled over into a parking area
creature-human or othwhere we rested for a few hours. Upon awakening
erwise- could get to
early the next morning we discovered that we were at
some of those places he
the rest area next to the Bonneville Salt Flats. Lookshowed us. Greg was
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fully and unselfishly. Their efforts are quiet and
often unsung, but are truly the backbone of positive community activities. When complimented
or thanked, they shrug and murmur something
about “just doing it for the town.” We are fortunate to have many people like this in Halcott.
Two are Karl and Bertha VonHassel who have
been living in Halcott since 1978. Over the years
they have worked tirelessly to help out. They
have both served in the Fleischmanns Volunteer
Fire Department. Bertha spent many years on the
Town Planning Board. Their work helped to
bring the Grange Hall to its current splendor, from
Karl’s many construction projects, including the
installation of the kitchen cabinets, the building of
doors and ramps, of clothing racks and more, to
Bertha’s donations of used kitchen equipment,
cleaning and sewing of curtains and more. And of
course, most famously, they have planned, cooked
and served our Halcott Fair dinner since 2002. In
certain quarters, the name Bertha VonHassel
makes the listener’s mouth start to water when
remembering her delicious potato salad and cole
slaw.
I was curious to find out more about this couple.
How did they meet? When did they come to
America? So I spent some time with them a few
weeks ago to learn more. They met in Germany at
a soccer game when Bertha was only fifteen. She
was not impressed at the time! A year later, in
1955, she travelled to the States by herself, to join
her sister and older brother. Karl came a year
after that and when he met her at a dance that winter, she still was not impressed. But Karl, who
knew a good thing when he saw it, promptly

ing across the seemingly endless white flats and
majestic purplish hued mountains set off in the
distance it was easy to see why this place is used
to set land speed records.
Upon leaving the Salt Flats, Elena, Greg,
and I were embarking on the
last part of our
trip (not including
a drive to Southern California a
couple of weeks
later). The long
drive across Nevada’s barren desert landscape was punctuated by
a scene right out of a Western movie: a cattle
drive complete with cowboys on horseback and
cow dogs was taking place right along the highway frontage road. Unfortunately, we weren’t
quick enough with the camera to capture this living legend.
Later that afternoon, we pulled into
South Lake Tahoe for a brief visit. The lovely
pine aroma and gorgeous scenery that greeted us
there and throughout the Sierra Mountains
brought back happy childhood memories of family trips to the area. We walked down to the emerald colored lake and enjoyed a cool smoothie
amidst the stunning views before hopping back
into the car to finish our way through the ruggedly
beautiful Sierras down into the former gold country foothills and then on into California’s tabletop
flat Sacramento Valley.
Nearly 3000 miles and 3 days later, we
pulled into Mom’s driveway. In order to keep her
from worrying, we hadn’t told her specifically
when we were coming. Needless to say, we surprised her. The look on her face when she answered the door, like the memories made during
our adventure across the country, was priceless.
JD

took the date he was with to the subway stop
and returned to the dance for Bertha. The
following Thursday he proposed to her, but it
was not until two years later, in 1958 that she
consented to marry. In November of that
year, Karl was drafted, still not an American
citizen, into the Army and sent first to Fort
Dix, then to Kentucky and finally to Baumholder, Germany, where Bertha followed to

Karl and Bertha
A healthy community depends in part upon certain
people who repeatedly donate their time cheer-
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property was sold to the Deak Bank (now Wilber
National Bank) and Karl and Bertha moved up to
Halcott. Karl began to work in construction again,
this time for Franz Luettger and Bertha started
working in the kitchen of the Margaretville Memorial Hospital (October 27, 1979) for $2.35 an hour.
They put down roots here in town. As Bertha
states it: “We rented this property and we put a
trailer on it. When we paid off the trailer, we
bought the property. When we paid off the property, we bought the double-wide!”
Over the years, they also helped to raise three foster children, receiving training for foster care at
Delhi. Today, Karl and Bertha have seven grandchildren and three great-grandchildren, if you count
the two little cuties, Ken and Kevin of Stacey, Russell Bouton’s daughter, and Teddy Johnson. They
have given to these family members in their example, a treasured gift: how to make a positive contribution to your community. In a place like Halcott, it really shows! IK

live again with her family. Cathy and Carl their
first two children were born there while Karl
served his new country.

In 1962, they returned to the States and ultimately took up residence in Long Island
where Karl
went into
the delicatessen business. Chris
was born in
1964 and
Cindy the
following
year.
Things were
fine and
steady until
1974, when
Karl, trained
and certified
as a stone
mason while still in Germany, was hired to
build a fireplace for a residence in Dunraven,
outside of Margaretville. He bought his materials at Wadler’s. And Bernie Wadler
talked Karl into purchasing Solomon’s grocery store on Main Street in Fleischmanns.
At that time, Fleischmanns was, according to
Karl and Bertha, a “bustling little town,
where you couldn’t walk on the sidewalks
there were so many people.”

Where Were You When John F. Kennedy Was Shot?
Pam Johnson Kelly
I was 13 years old and in FHS's (Fleischmanns
High School) 7th grade afternoon study hall, sitting
next to Diane Clark. The principal’s voice came
over the loudspeaker telling us our president had
been shot and killed in Dallas, Texas. Diane and I
kept looking at each other saying "I can't believe
it". That phrase must have been repeated countless
times across America and around the globe that
day. Some of the boys were upset that the basketball game scheduled for that night was cancelled.
They, in their 'infinite' wisdom said "Why cancel
the game -- that won't bring the president back!"
At that age, a basketball game was the ultimate
event in their lives.
School was soon out for the day, and on the bus
trip up Halcott, I saw my Mom's car parked at my
Uncle Earl and Aunt Emma Johnson's house, the
first house on the left after the Grange Hall. I got
off the bus with my cousins, Billy and Larry Johnson. I always loved going to their house and knew

At first, Bertha did not want to leave Long Island.
Karl confided that it was hard to convince her, but
that today, 35 years later, she “doesn’t want to go
past the Tappanzee Bridge.” They settled above
the store, the kids went to Margaretville Central
School, and life went along predictably. They
originated an Oktoberfest at the ball park and
danced at Miller’s (now the yeshiva next to Oppenheimer’s Regis Hotel). But 1978 was a tough
year when the furnace blew up and the oil tank
sprang a leak. Things started to go downhill. The
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Aunt Emma would have an after school snack for
us. (Getting off the bus at a different stop was not
a big deal back then. Our driver, Louie Crosby,
had known all us kids and our parents all our
lives.)
My mom and Aunt Emma were very somber
and still in somewhat of a state of disbelief over
the news about our young president. My older
brother, Paul had heard it on the car radio and
stopped in to Aunt Emma's when he saw our
mom's car in their driveway. He went in and announced to my mom (an R.N.) she was needed in
Dallas. Then told them of the dreadful news. I
guess it would seem like a warped sense of humor
to some folks, but it is what it is and that's how I
remember that day in 1963. Anyone else have
memories of that day?

have been sold, such as cookbooks, notecards,
photo albums, hats, sweatshirts, tote bags. And of
course, tee shirts. In the Fair’s history, we have
created and sold four different tee shirts (the older
ones become collectors’ items!); one best-seller
was the winning design from an art contest of
local kids. There have been hay rides, petting
zoo, local plants sale, corn shucking races for
kids. Local products such as maple syrup are sold
as well as homemade goodies from the Halcott
Methodist Church bakers. And one of the big
draws has always been Karl and Bertha’s fabulous
and delicious roast pork and chicken dinner.
As times change, the Community Fund
Committee has changed a little, too. Kari has
replaced Innes Kasanof as a co-chair and we have
added a fifth member. The committee is as follows: Jennifer Bouton, chairman, Kari Pagnano,
co-chair, Nancy Ballard, Treasurer, Judy
DiBenedetto, Secretary and our newest member,
Cindy Bouton. We will be announcing meetings
to discuss next year’s fair, as well as any community oriented projects. How can you help? Since
our primary goal is to support the Fair, we hope
you will, too! Come to the Fair to get to know
one another, to work side-by-side, and hopefully
to raise a little extra money. Second, support the
Fund through your donations. Every March issue
of The Times of Halcott has an envelope for a
contribution. Finally, we welcome suggestions
for improvement. We look forward to working
together! Jenn Bouton & Kari Pagnano.

A Letter from the Halcott Community
Fund
Dear Friends: We are writing this letter to introduce you to the Halcott Community Fund, our
town’s non-profit organization that sponsors the
Halcott Fair, pays for publication of The Times of
Halcott, and, with any money left over, does good
things to benefit the community. Over the years,
we have given to neighbors in need, donated to
the Janet Kelder Riss Memorial Awards Fund for
Halcott’s graduating high school students, contributed to the Margaretville Memorial Hospital and
the local library, and paid for special recycling
collections. Much of our money has gone into the
Grange refurbishment. We have purchased the
tables, chairs, tents and storage shed, provided the
stage curtains, paid for half of the back-up generator, and donated miscellaneous kitchen supplies.
Eleven years ago we had the first Halcott
Fair with the intention of blending natives and
second homeowners together so we could meet
and get to know each other. This has proved very
successful! Every year the fair has a slightly different flavor. We have enjoyed local music
groups, square dancing, magicians, puppeteers,
crafters, auctions of many styles, live, Chinese,
silent Many wonderful items pertaining to Halcott

PASSAGES
Two lucky young women in Halcott received little brothers this summer:
Harlan Harris, brother to Simone Ruth, (and
parents Claire and Eddy Norwich) was born on
May 29th. He weighed in at 8.8 lbs.
AND

Jordan Joseph, brother to McKaya, (and mom,
Sonya) was born on
August 29th, weighing
in at 7 lbs.
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will have the opportunity to explore together how
the world’s most read book came to be what we
hold in our hands now. No one knows too little or
too much for this program. Anyone, churched or
not, United Methodist or not, local or not, Christian
or not is welcome to be a part of this program.
Meetings will be a strict hour long – part gathering
time, part learning time, part discussing time.
There is no commitment necessary for any long
term study. Bibles will be available for those who
need one.
Christmas Events
The annual community Christmas program will be
held at 7:30 p.m. on Saturday, December 5th at the
Grange Hall. Come and enjoy local musicians, a
Nativity Pageant, a visit from Santa, refreshments
and more.
The Christmas Candlelight Service, always a beautiful service, will be held closer to
Christmastime at the church. Call in the fall for
details.
Worship Schedule
Sunday services are open to all. It is not
necessary to be a United Methodist. Worship will
continue to be at 10:30 on Sunday mornings during
the fall and move to Sunday evenings in the winter.
Call to find out when evening services will start.
Holy Communion is served on the first
Sunday of each month. There is an offering for
missions on the first Sunday of each month and a
food pantry offering on the third Sunday of each
month.

Thank You!
It was a joy to see so many of you come
out to the community covered dish supper in September. We plan to continue sponsoring them on
a monthly basis for awhile. They’re the best free
meals in town!
Again this year, we thank everyone for supporting
the bake sale at the Halcott Fair, along with our
first-ever spaghetti supper in August. Community
participation means a lot.

Upcoming Events

Chat N’ Cafee
There’s a new pastor in town and several
opportunities to meet her have been scheduled.
Pastor Peg Van Siclen will be hosting Chat N’
Cafee at the Grange Hall on Tuesday mornings
starting September 1st from 9:00 – 11:00 . This
will give everyone a chance to visit with her and
with each other over a cup of coffee - just like we
could if we had a corner coffee shop in town, except that Pastor Peg’s coffee will be free. So stop
in for awhile on Tuesday morning, and bring a
friend.
Covered Dish Supper
The community covered dish supper in
October will be held on Tuesday, October 13th, at
5:00PM, to coincide with a visit from our NYS
Assemblyman, Pete Lopez. The menu will be a
little different this time. Pastor Peg plans to bring
a big pot of soup. The rest of us need to bring
something to go with it, such as bread or brownies
to share. It’s early so families can come. We
hope to see lots of folks there.
History of the Bible
Interested in the history of the Bible
rather than the history in the Bible? Never really
knew why The Book is called the Bible? Pastor
Peg has planned 2-3 meetings this fall to answer
questions like these. Just contact her and let her
know when would be the best time for you to be
part of a small group of 5-9 people. These groups

Life’s Little Lessons
The restaurant was plain – just a hole in
the wall. What drew our attention was the radiant
smile and serenity of the waitress who listened attentively to our order. We continued to study the
menus while waiting for soup and salad that never
came. Dinner was delicious, although not quite
what we ordered.
The restaurant filled up. It soon became
apparent that our waitress was single-handedly
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Now think of how arduous and long
these days of teaching and healing those masses
must have been for Jesus. After one particularly
exhausting day, Jesus dropped off to sleep on a
boat in the face of a gathering storm. Yet when
abruptly awakened by his fearful disciples, He
calmed the storm (Matthew 8:18-27).
Imagine Jesus striving to explain one of
his more difficult teachings or in the middle of
healing a serious illness - only to be interrupted
by a group of people insisting He meet their children. Yet He took time out to bless those children as the future of his kingdom (Mark 10:1316).
Even so, nothing compares to his compassion from the cross. While experiencing one
of the most excruciating forms of torture ever
devised by man, Jesus managed to forgive his
executioners, show compassion to the penitent
thief and make provisions for his mother in her
old age – all of this – before turning his attention
to his own suffering (Luke 23 and John 19).
Talk about life’s lessons!
So, you may wonder, how did the evening in the restaurant end? Well, we left the
waitress a generous tip. We even returned for
dinner a few weeks later. And when we did,
wonder of wonders, the cook smiled at us from
the kitchen. Life’s little lessons, indeed!
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tending not one, but two filled-to-capacity dining
areas. And she was still smiling. When the bustle in the kitchen reached a fever pitch, I overheard her patiently telling the frazzled cook,
“There’s always time to smile, Boss.”
There’s always time to smile. I pondered the life lessons of that statement for several
days. Being fully present for others really has
two sides to it. Yes, it’s making time in our
schedules for helping others, but it’s also training
ourselves to listen and make meaningful connections to others while juggling those hectic schedules.
No one exemplified this better than Jesus. He was always bidding people to come to
him with their burdens. On many occasions He
demonstrated the ability to separate himself from
the distractions of his surroundings in order to
minister to those who passed through his busy
days.
The endless parade of these distractions
could have derailed his ministry many times
over. Consider the pressing crowds. Just trying
to get to the home of a dying child one day was a
challenge at best. Yet in the midst of being jostled to and fro on this most urgent errand, he
noticed and addressed the needs of a bleeding
woman (Mark 5:21-34).

