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Memories
Linda Kelly Armour
My mom, Stella Mech Kelly,
grew up on her family farm and summer
boarding house on the Breezy Hill Road,
which left Fleischmanns by the old firehouse and intersected with the Halcott
Road just below what was then the Russell Morrison home. Mom attended the
Portertown one-room schoolhouse lo-

cated at the intersection of the Breezy
Hill Road and Halcott Road.
Leslie Streeter was the teacher,
and in typical fashion taught all the
grades. There were only 7 or 8 students
that she recalls. Mom remembers only
Leighton Scudder, Eleanor Moseman,
her sisters Helen and Anna, and herself.
(She notes that Leighton would sometimes lift the desk top up to hide himself

the students had to move nearer to the
stove on the side of the classroom to get
warm. Mom and most of the other students found chairs to sit on. Eleanor
Moseman couldn’t find a chair so she sat
on a round waste paper basket. When
they got warmed up she tried getting up,
and found that she was more appropriately “in” the wastebasket, instead of
“on” it. Her “seat” came right up with
her. She was stuck in the wastebasket!
All the students, including Eleanor,
started
laughing.
Then they
realized
they’d better give her
a hand.
They
tugged and
pulled until they got her out.
She doesn’t recall what grade she
was in when the school closed, but when
it did, she and the other students attended
school in Fleischmanns.

from the teacher so he
could sneak a piece of
fruit or something else to
eat from his lunchbox.)
It was just under a
mile from her family farm
to the school, but she and her sisters
Helen and Anna didn’t have to walk to
school. Her father drove his pick-up
truck to the creamery in Halcott every
morning. He was taking milk from the
previous night’s and that morning’s milking to the creamery for processing. He
would drop them off on his way, the 3
girls riding either in the cab or on the
back of the truck with the milk cans,
wherever there was room. Every day
they would walk home, unless it rained,
then her dad, “Charlie” Mech, would
come and get them.
One time on their walk home they
found 4 kittens on the road, and thought
how cute and adorable they were. Mom
said, “I think we can use them on the
farm,” so they picked them up and
brought them home. Little did they realize their father thought they already had
too many cats, and had dropped them off
thinking someone else would adopt them.
“Here Pop was trying to get rid of kittens,
and here we were bringing them home
again,” she said, laughing. To Mom’s
recollection they kept them. But she does
remember times when there were way too
many cats on the farm. One time they
had 21!
One bitter winter day it got very
cold in the schoolhouse. It was so cold

.Everything I Need to Know in Life
I Learned from Goats
Robin White
Take time every afternoon to ruminate
peacefully in a nice, sunny spot. Time is
too fleeting not to sit and enjoy yourself
each day.
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When you are trapped with your head
stuck in the fence, don’t fight it, it will
only get worse and in the end, you won’t
get your head out. Stop, think,
use your brain and you will
discover the way out of your
predicament.

Bathrooms are overrated. Who needs
‘em?
Make sure you take the time to
smell the flowers every day.
Eat them if you must, but make
sure you smell them first.

Snuggle on cold nights.

Life is good.

Go vegetarian, and chew your
food thoroughly.

Community Garden Update
Alex Brock
After its First Annual
Garden Feast on October 9th
where music and a delicious dinner
marked the end of an outstanding growing
season, The Halcott Community Garden
has been put to bed for the winter, though
the wheels of progress keep on turning....
Thanks to a grant secured by Claire
Parde of the Greene County Cornell Cooperative Extension and help from the Halcott Community Fund, the fence project is
nearing completion, a new sign for the garden is in production and 2 new rain barrels
are planned for springtime delivery.
The application for a grant from
the Catskills Streams Buffer Initiative to
plan and implement a brookside native
plant garden at the entry to the Community
Garden and along the banks of the adjacent brook is in progress. A new tool shed
project has a leg up with proceeds from the
October Feast. Please consider joining the
Garden for the 2011 growing season as a
friend, member or patron. Find a link for

Shed every spring – it’s liberating.
It’s okay to lock horns with those around
you once in a while. Everything works
out eventually.
Slurp when you drink. It’s fun!
Don’t ever forget those days when you
were young, when you ran everywhere,
and you possessed unlimited energy.
Back then, everything was an adventure.
Make sure you still have some adventure
in your life today.
Sometimes, being ornery gets you what
you want. But really, it’s only what you
THINK you want.
Keep your nails trimmed. Otherwise, it’s
hard to walk properly.
Flies are annoying.
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close.

an application on the town website or
contact Alex Brock

In some parts of the country, especially Florida and the Southwest, if a hive
was particularly mean, there would be
some concern that the hive had become
“Africanized.” The stereotype of Africanized bees as “killer bees” is a little
misleading, but could probably use some
explaining. Honeybees are native to the
Old World – Europe and Africa, especially. People, in our desire to categorize
everything, have organized the species
Apis mellifera into distinct races, depending on where they originate. The most
common race of honeybee in American
apiaries is the Italian. Originally from the
Mediterranean region; these bees are mild
-mannered and prodigious honey producers. The African bee, on the
other hand, is more aggressive
to intruders (like beekeepers),
and hoards less honey. But they
are also very resistant to some of the diseases and parasites that plague modern
beekeeping. Russian bees are said to
build up slower and keep smaller winter
clusters, but may also be more adapted to
long, cold winters. Among the other major races, Caucasian and Carniolan, for
example, the name indicates the part of
the world from where they originated. In
addition, these days there are all sorts of
hybrids and “mutts.”
Many years ago, a few African
queens were brought to southern Brazil
by researchers interested in breeding a
disease-resistant tropical-friendly honeybee. Then in 1957, some escaped. Over

(whalenbrock@yahoo.com)

or Camille Vickers
(camille.vickers@gmail.com)
for more info.... Also, follow us on our
blog (http://halcottgardeners.blogspot.com)
See you in the Spring!!!

The Russians are Here!
Kurt Reynertson
People like to anthropomorphize –
to see humanity in the world around us.
We imagine animals and other creatures
have human feelings, emotions, and rationality. And so it is with bees. “Do
they get to know you, recognize you?”
No, no matter how long I keep
bees, they’ll
never recognize
me as anything
other than a
large, lumbering
animal that may
or may not be
after their honey.
Early this
Spring, a bear managed to reach through
the lines of the electric fence and topple
one hive; it was placed a little too close to
the edge. But the bear either got shocked
or stung enough that it decided the reward
wasn’t sweet enough. Thankfully, I was
able to re-stack the boxes, and the colony
went on to produce more honey than any
other hive. It was subsequently very
“hot” for a couple weeks, sending bees
out to dive-bomb me any time I was
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the years, they have radiated out, breedtions to Russian winters might also do well
ing with local populations, and in some
in our long, cold, wet hills. Supposedly,
cases supplanting local bees entirely. A
they’re also more resistant to devastating
few years ago, they began to show up in
varroa mite infestations. How’d they do?
Southern states, causing a media sensaWell, I can’t say that I was met with a
tion. Some beekeepers have been forced
buckets of honey this fall from my Rusto accept Africanized hives in their midst,
sians, but the jury is still out. We’ll see
while others systematically try to eradihow they come through the winter and
cate them. I’ve never seen these aggreshow they do next year.
sive bees personally,
The other addibut from what I untion came in the form
derstand, it takes a
of a local swarm that
Time
does
not
become
sacred
to
brave soul to willfully
happened to settle into
us until we have lived it, until it the walls of Leah Krekeep Africanized
has passed over us and taken
bees.
ger and Miles
with it a part of ourselves.
Here in the
Bellamy’s house.
John
Burroughs
(1837
1921)
Catskills, I think
They described finding
Given to us by
we’re safe from such
a room full of dead
Pam Kelly
aggressive bees. Afribees that came into
canized bees can’t
their house through a
survive our winters.
small hole near an
Up here, we can sit
electrical outlet. Unback and simply hope that some of the
able to find the hole again, the bees died
parasite resistant genetics will eventually
by the thousands. The day that I went over
disseminate into the general bee populato check it out, I arrived in time to see a
tion (minus the aggression), spreading out
late season swarm alighting under the
into our great melting pot of a country.
eaves and walking right in as if they
What of the other races? I’ve
owned the place. It was quite a scene. I
mostly kept Italian hybrid lines, or openwas there to remove bees that were living
mated “mutts.” But this year we had
in the walls, and more bees had chosen to
some additions to the apiary. Early this
make the walls their home. So eventually,
Spring, in a sort of experiment, I added a
with the help of a local carpenter, we cut
couple packages of Russians to my apiopen the drywall, and I removed all the
ary. A “package” is a screened box of
comb I could find, along with the honey,
bees which can be bought, weighing 2 or
brood, and bees. The comb was carefully
3 pounds, containing one queen and averplaced into standard frames, and secured
aging about 1500 bees per pound. I’m
with twine, and put into a regular hive box.
curious to see if bees that evolved adaptaAfter collecting as many bees as I could, I
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bright, happy presence lulling me to a
peaceful rest every night during the
Christmas season. They were like heaven
sent nightlights during an already magical
time and I looked forward to their return
every Christmas. To this day, the hanging
of the lights is a much anticipated part of
my Christmas preparations.
In this vein, I took some time to
learn about the history of Christmas
lights. I hope you enjoy this look at a beloved part of the holiday tradition:

moved it to my apiary, happy to have
more bees, but unsure they would have
enough time to secure enough honey reserves for the winter. These bees, however, did not want the newly renovated
home I offered, and were gone within the
week. Now with the cold coming, we’ve
secured all the remaining hives, wrapped
and insulated them, and hopefully left
enough honey for the long cold winter. In
the Spring, we’ll re-assess and think
about the next experiments, innovations, and
tricks.

*Early Christians were
persecuted for having
worship gatherings so
they moved the gatherings to other places. A
candle in the window
showed the Christians
in a community where
worship would be occurring.

LIGHTS
With the Christmas season
upon us, I thought I would
share a bit about one of my
favorite parts of the holiday: the lights. Indeed,
some of my warmest
memories of Christmases
past are of my dad lovingly putting up
strings of Christmas lights along the
eaves of our two-story house. Dad was
always so meticulous in his work, making
sure every burned bulb was replaced and
all of the lights hung neatly. He would
spend a good part of a day carefully preparing the outside of our home for the
holidays. When Dad was finished with his
work of art, the overall effect was one of
making our home appear festive, warm
and inviting. I can still remember as a
child being able to glimpse some of the
lights from my bedroom window, their

*The use of festive lighting goes back to
the 17th Century when small candles were
fastened to trees with melted wax or pins.
Over the next two centuries, the tradition
of illuminated Christmas trees became
widely established in Germany before
spreading to Eastern Europe. During
Queen Victoria’s reign, the custom became popular in the United Kingdom and
as people emigrated from there to North
America and Australia, the tradition went
with them to those continents too.
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*The first known electrically illuminated
Christmas tree was put on display in New
York City on December 22, 1882 at the
home of an associate of Thomas Edison’s
named Edward H. Johnson. Mr. Johnson’s tree featured 80 specially made,
hand wired red, white and blue bulbs that
were roughly the size of walnuts. As
word of his beautiful tree spread, he became known as “The Father of Electric
Christmas Tree Lights”.
*In 1895, President Grover Cleveland
sponsored the first electrically lit Christmas tree in the White House.
*The famous Rockefeller Center tree had
“lights” since 1931, but it wasn’t until
1956 that it had real electric lights.
*By the mid-1950’s, the use of indoor as
well as some outdoor Christmas lighting
had gained popularity in the U.S. and
abroad when the first commercially available Christmas tree lamps were produced
by the General Electric Company. Most
of the lights at that time were still being
used to decorate trees, but soon strings of
lights were adorning homes and businesses as well.
*Today, of course, we have an impressive
array of lighting options available to us:
cool burning LED’s, “retro” style globes,
lights that twinkle, icicle lights, giant air
filled illuminated character balloons and
so on. It seems every year there are new
technologies and even more ways to

adorn our homes with holiday splendor!
In thinking about Christmas lights or
lights in general, isn’t it interesting that we
are so drawn to light? I was reminded of this
recently when my nephew, David, was visiting with his infant son, Joseph. We were
talking in the kitchen late in the day as the
natural light in the room was beginning to
wane. As I flipped on the ceiling light, the
baby was immediately drawn to it with his
eyes. No matter where Joseph was in the
room, his eyes consistently went back to the
light even if he had to turn his head to see it.
Similarly, as adults, we are drawn to light as
a source of safety (we can see clearly in otherwise dark places), direction (we have illuminated signs and markers to show us the
way), warmth (think heat lamps), beauty
(special lighting that highlights or accents
places or objects) and love (consider people
you know who radiate genuine love). Light
touches something deep within us. Truly, we
were created to love the light. This season
especially gives us a chance to enjoy and be
enriched by it! JD

TOWN TOPICS
Halcott residents woke up the morning of October 1st to a very wet rainstorm.
Both Greene and Delaware Counties were
flood-filled and certain roads were closed.
Halcott's Highway Department was kept
quite busy by this storm, but thankfully,
nothing happened that the Highway Crew
couldn't handle. However, it posed the question of how we find out about road closings
and other emergencies at times like these.
Greene County Emergency Services recom-
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far as the Grange Hall. This would be a
first step toward a goal that we all dearly
desire. MTC is willing to work with us
on this project, paying the very
lion-ish share of the huge costs
associated with such a project. We
look forward to continuing to work
with these nice people.
A by-product of such a
move would be a chance for the Town to
oversee the setting up of a modest computer café at the Grange Hall where town
residents could get on the internet free of
charge. Those with laptops presumably
could sit in their cars and receive the
internet in the Grange parking lot. This is
still in the future, but if you have experience with such a “café” or would like to
participate somehow, please email me at
supervisor@townofhalcott.org .
Back to the local level, the Town
Board has asked that we remind all our
residents and their guests to please keep
the roads clear in snowstorms so that the
Highway Department plows can move
easily. One would hate to have one of
our humongous plows scoop up some unsuspecting, snow-covered Mini Cooper…

mends that we call 518-622-3548 for upto-date reports in the County. Delaware
County Emergency Services advises us to
call the Sheriff’s Department in
Delhi, at 607-865-TOGO (8646)
for road closings.
On a more ambitious note,
if you have access to a computer,
you may wish to sign up to receive
a phone call, an email, or a text message
(or all three!) when certain disasters that
you specify are threatening. Go to
www.nyalert.gov to subscribe to this free
service. The website is large and can be
programmed to reflect breaking news on
issues in our county only. One can receive updates on travel information, disaster preparedness, consumer product recalls, public health emergencies -- in
short, anything dangerous. It seems a
perfect bulletin board for posting all sorts
of information and suits the needs of rural
communities that are sometimes out of
touch with constant radio/TV coverage.
It also looks like fun to explore.
That leads into our next topic:
high speed internet for the Town. As
many of you know, the Town has been
working closely with Margaretville Telephone Company (MTC)’s Glen Faulkner
as part of a partnership to apply for federal funding to bring cable up into Halcott. After two rounds of extensive and
exhaustive jumping through hoops, we
did not get the grant. It was quite a disappointment, but the Town Board decided
to put into our 2011 budget some funding
to help pay for bringing the cable up as

And speaking of the Highway Department:
Earlier in the summer, we solicited entries
for a possible Halcott Highway Department logo to appear on the sides of our
vehicles. We received four very fine designs, two from Greg Beechler and one
each from Lucy Brock-Baer and from
Kristena L. Westerfeld. Each of these
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designs was wonderful and very different,
but none was plain enough for the actual
logo. The Highway crew ended up designing their own logo, which was
“tightened” up, thanks to the efforts of
Kari Pagnano, and the next step is to find
a reasonable printer. Thank you so much
to all the participants.

guide and wrote enlightening articles about the Jewish faith that helped many
understand their own faith
better. Our mutual dear
friend Helen Frenkley wrote from Israel on
October 6th: “I've come back home from
Beth's funeral. My heart broke when I last
saw her at home weighing maybe 70
pounds. By the time of her death a month
later, she was just a great soul with a faint
sheathing. She has gone to be a great joy
to the Lord. May her memory be a blessing to all who were privileged to know her
and love her.” IK

PASSAGES

On September 24th, Halcott lost
Mike Okon, dearly beloved trophymaker, husband to Carol, and friend to his
black lab, Luke. Mike and Carol retired
to Halcott after his career as a decorated
fire-fighter, chief of the Vigilant Fire
Company in Great Neck, NY. Mike’s
chosen avocation was very special: he
was a memory-maker, crafting fine trophies and medals to mark any and all
types of occasions. He would ask you
questions about the event and suggest
choices that you hadn’t even thought of.
And of course, his finished product made
everyone look good. He was earthy, fun,
smoked too much and will be deeply
missed by his friends. IK

We are sad to mark the passing of
Rolla Faoro Thorington, first cousin of
Tony and Nina Kasanof of Halcott. Rolla
died on October 22nd in Cooperstown,
where she resided at Otsego Manor. Surviving her are her children, Leigh Faoro
Saint Germain, of Houston, TX, Peter
Faoro of Lexington, KY., and her first husband, Bruno Faoro, of Miami, FL, as well
as her brother David Kasanof, soon to reside in Poughkeepsie.
Rolla's second husband, Chet Thorington, predeceased her. Both he and
Bruno Faoro were from Grand Gorge.
Rolla was a summer boarder at
Griffins' in Halcott, and for a few years her
family and Tony and Nina's owned a farm
on what is now Silas Lake Road. Rolla
loved the Catskills, and especially Halcott.
She was an avid reader of The Times of
Halcott, keeping up with events and people in that manner. She taught English at

Halcott also lost Beth Uval, after
her heroic battle against cancer, in the
beginning of October of this year. Beth
was the daughter of Paul and Lillian
Steinfeld, mother of four wonderfully
strong and nice children and beloved
grandmother to their many children. She
gave great wisdom and scholarship to
Neot Kedumim, the Biblical Landscape
Reserve in Israel, where she worked as a
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various area schools, including Grand
Gorge, Roxbury, Gilboa, Windham and
Kingston. Many of her students and
friends will remember her well. Nina
Kasanof

and second nationally. You can read
about the Grange on the History webpage
of the Town of Halcott website
(www.townofhalcott.org).
In 1999, the Greene Valley
Grange sold the Grange Hall to the Town
for one dollar.
Exit Greene Valley Grange
The Town then
– The End of an Era
renovated the
The Greene Valley
building and now
Grange was begun in 1899 and
uses it constantly
over the years provided quite a
as a community
few services for the Town, from
meeting place.
building a cemetery vault to digMeanwhile, the
ging fire ponds. It was a place to
Grange itself is
socialize with others, to learn to
slipping away.
square dance, to earn scholarThe organization
ships, to organize efforts as
played a vital role
farmers and as townspeople. In
in the developthe 1950s the Greene Valley
ment of the Town,
Grange won the Sears Roebuck
but the ways of
Community Service Contest,
today’s life no
placing first in New York State
longer suit the
style of weekly or
even monthly
Hilt Kelly: “….And whirrrrrr
meetings in the
when it stood still!”
evenings. We
spoke to the Master/President of the New York State
Grange recently and he explained that
because there is no longer any interest in
having a Grange in Halcott, the Greene
Valley Grange will be formally closed
this year. We salute the
Grange that was and feel
strongly that the community
spirit fostered and nurtured by
this organization remains
alive and well in the Town of
Halcott’s Beloved Santa — Ho!Ho!Ho!
Halcott. IK
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The Times of the

Halcott Methodist
Church
Winter, 2010
Pattie Kelder, Correspondent

music teacher.

Thank You
We are sincerely grateful for community support of the Crock Pot Supper, the Election Day Bake Sale, and the fall letter from the
Administrative Council. We hope you will
continue to watch for opportunities to share
meals together.

Calendar
Sunday Worship is at 7 pm for the winter. All are welcome. We anticipate returning
to a 10:45 am service in late March or early
April. Please call to confirm times. Holy Communion is given and mission offerings are taken
on the 1st Sunday of each month. Food pantry
offerings are accepted any Sunday. Halcott
Bible Study of the Old Testament meets twice
monthly at various times and places. Please
call for information.
During Lent, lunch will be served
around the parish at noon on Wednesdays.
Watch for a schedule and for information on
Holy Week services.

2010 People in the News
In 2010, we celebrated the 90th birthdays of Donald Bouton and Hal Brand. We
mourned the loss of Beth Steinfeld Uval, who
presented lessons at the Halcott Bible Study
from time to time when visiting. We welcomed Esther Kratochvil as an associate church
member. We witnessed the baptism of baby
Grace Grocholl. We prayed for many, many
people, including Pastor Peg’s father during a
lengthy convalescence and state workers at
Belleayre Mountain. We gave thanks for
God’s goodness to the sons of former pastor
Tim Riss and the late Janet Kelder Riss: Jon
entered graduate school at Temple University
in Philadelphia under an assistantship and obtained a position nearby as church organist and
choir director; Sam completed student teaching
and graduated from the Crane School of Music
in December and is awaiting placement as a

Beyond New Year’s Resolutions
“This is a day of new beginnings, time
to remember and move on.”1
Every year we think about making new year’s
resolutions. The topic gets a lot of press. All
manner of studies have been conducted as to
how many people make resolutions, how long
they keep them, what kinds of resolutions are
most successful and the like.
Actually, the human desire to turn over
a new leaf probably goes back to Adam. (No
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on me, O God, . . . Against thee, thee only,
have I sinned and done that which is evil in
thy sight. . . . Create in me a clean heart, O
God, and put a new and right spirit within
me.”6
Experiencing a change of heart and
having these conversations with God regularly are like keeping up with the housework.
With frequent cleaning, the task doesn't get
out of hand. There’s no need to give up in
defeat. We get to start each day on a fresh,
clean page. New opportunities to get it right
with Jesus are only limited by the number of
days we walk this earth. “Great is thy faithfulness! Morning by morning new mercies I
see.”7
So, no more failed resolutions!
Footnotes:
1
This Is a Day of New Beginnings by Brian
Wren based on Rev. 21:5
2
Mt. 6:11
3
Neh. 9:17
4
Lk. 15:10
5
2Co. 5:17
6
Ps. 51:1a, 4a, 10a
7
Great Is Thy Faithfulness by Thomas O.
Chisholm based on Lam. 3:22-23
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pun intended!) It is part of the created fabric of
our beings to want to be in harmony with God
and others. There is a part of us that wants to
be the best we can be. How thoughtful of God
to allow us the opportunity for renewal on a
daily basis. No need to wait a whole year to
start over.
In many ways God linked our daily
loves to His providence. We still echo Jesus’
words, “Give us this day our daily bread,”2 centuries after God’s
faithful provision
of manna to the
Israelites in the
desert. Ever
“ready to forgive,”3 God hears
the cries of the repentant. Indeed, His angels rejoice “over one
sinner who repents.”4 He continues to recreate
us, as the potter shapes the clay. “If anyone is
in Christ, he is a new creation,”5 declared the
apostle Paul.
The words of King David, following
his adulterous tryst with Bathsheba, are words
for all of us to repeat in our prayers for renewal.
The deed matters not; sin is sin. “Have mercy

