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We've said it before, but it bears
repeating:

A Fed Bear Is A Dead Bear
This summer a bear was seen in distress,
wandering the fields between Mead Road
and the Turk Hollow turn. After several
days, DEC killed the bear and an autopsy
was performed. The bear was not rabid.
Someone had shot it in the face, blinding it.
We feel that this was a truly unfortunate
response to the rising incidence of bear/
human interactions and implore our readers
to respect these magnificent creatures with
which we share our valley. As a review,
let’s talk bear etiquette:
First, etiquette for BEARS:
1.
Please
stay in the
woods. By
avoiding our
homes, roads,
and properties,
you will stay
safer, happier,
DEC Officer Vern Bauer with Michael
DiBenedetto examining bear

and alive.
If you have to come visit us, please
ignore our birdseed and garbage, and just
eat your natural diet of fruits, seeds, and
such. (Please ignore our chickens and
beehives too.)
Next, etiquette for PEOPLE:
1.
Bears can’t read.
2.
Garbage. Let’s say that again.
3.
Garbage. There is nothing you can
do to keep bears away from garbage
once they know where to find it. If you
are having trouble with a bear at your
garbage can, dumpster, or trying to get
into your garage, you must change what
you are doing. The best plan is to take
your garbage directly from your home to
your transfer station. Storing it for oncea-month disposal doesn’t work anymore.
4.
Animal feed. Store it inside a metal
2.

container inside a closed building. And
don’t feed pets outside.
5.
Birdseed. Feeding birds year-round
is a thing of the past. Finding even an
occasional tasty treat will train a bear that
your lawn, and other lawns as well are
welcoming places, and they will continue
to visit. Feed birds in the winter and stop
in the spring when the bears are out and
about.
5a. Never keep birdseed, dog food, horse
feed, even a hamburger wrapper in your car!
It can be expensive, although your friends
will be amused at your photos.
6. Do you have a bear on your porch, or
hanging around your yard? Make NOISE
NOISE NOISE! Bang pots and pans, yell like
crazy, clap your hands. Any of the above
should be enough to send it packing, and it’s
a good idea to teach your kids to do that too.
If it keeps coming around even after you’ve
eliminated all temptations, call the Stamford
DEC office, # 607-652-7367. Larry Bifaro is
their Bear Guy, very responsive and
knowledgeable.
7. NEVER, EVER shoot a bear in the face,
backside, anywhere with birdshot. Or with
anything else. It is a criminal offense, as well
as a mighty cruel thing to do, and it may not
end well for the bear, or you.
We have many more bears than we used
to, and what we used to do won’t work
anymore. We have to find strategies that
work so that we can co-exist with these
amazing animals. Bears are smart enough to
figure out how to work a pulley when there’s
food on the other end. They can smell food
within a 20-mile range, and they are strong
enough to go through doors. But they don’t
like electricity, and usually leave when they

encounter it. Electric barriers are a routine
bear strategy in other parts of the country;
they have found that preventive deterrents
keep curious bears from becoming nuisance
bears, which keeps them wild and alive. PD

To Know Her
While doing some of the background for
an article I wrote for The Times of Halcott
in 2008 I had asked Mary Ball several
questions about her mother Katherine
DeMott. Katie, as she was known by most,
was the matriarch who ran the Homestead
[VanValkenburgh farm in Halcott’s West
Settlement] along with her husband and
father. In response to my inquiry Mary sent
me a lovely letter describing her mother and
some of her varied accomplishments. I saved
the letter and the last time I saw Mary we
discussed sharing the contents of the letter
with the many readers of The Times of
Halcott.
In several places italics have been inserted to
help explain what Mary was describing. I
hope you enjoy this letter as much as I did
when I received it a decade ago.
Respectfully, Arnie Weisshaar
Katherine Hanley Van Valkenburgh was
born on March 17th in 1904, St. Patricks’ day.
She used to say that she was as “Dutch as
sauerkraut”, but loved green and Irish music
and since her name was Katie she could be a
little Irish.
She was an only child and when she was 4
years old contracted polio. This was the same
time that Franklin Roosevelt had polio as
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well. They
suffered the
same results
from the
disease. She
was always a
loyal supporter
of FDR for
personal as
Author Mary Ball with her mother,
well
as
Katherine DeMott
political reasons. As a child she was
accorded no special treatment because of her
disability. It seems harsh, but it probably
made her the person she became. She
attended the one room school (same as I did)
and then went to high school at
Fleischmanns High School. This involved
her father taking her to Fleischmanns every
Sunday night, where she lived with a family
near the school, and was picked up on
Friday afternoon and taken home via horse
and buggy. An excellent student, she was
awarded a scholarship to Vassar. Her
parents determined she should not leave
home and refused to let her accept. She was
very disappointed. I think at some point she
felt it was the culture of the time and their
concern for her that brought this about. She
stayed in Halcott. The road not taken would
have brought her such a different life.
On October 17th 1928 my mom and dad
were married in the parlor at the Homestead
in a snow storm. Dad (Jean DeMott) was
quickly a part of the family and loved as a
son by “Nanna and Pa Van (Lorenzo Van
Valkenburgh). Dad learned to be a farmer;
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he and Pa would make a team for many
years. It is difficult to talk of my mom or
dad without including the other. They were a
set, very dependent on each other and yet
very independent too. A remarkable love
story. As I’m taking this little memory
journey it’s snowing like crazy and I’m
remembering the time when my dad was
driving the old snow plow (town plow)
sometimes very late at night. My mom
always waited up for him with coffee and
food no matter what time.
This is a woman who dragged 10-12 lbs.
of steel and leather around with her every
day for a life time (describing the leg braces
worn as a result of polio). Hot in summer,
cold in winter, no one ever heard her
complain about her lot in life or the pain
which was always there. She played a bad
hand so well and at the very least over
compensated. A very tolerant person, she
did not judge others and would correct those
who did with a “you have not walked in
their shoes”. No one ever thought of
Katherine DeMott as disabled. She did
physical activities that no one thought
possible. She was a great cook and had the
economy of motion that enabled her to do
lots of things in one place. She sewed and
did lots of beautiful hand work.
One of her great joys in life was the fact
that she was instrumental in seeing that all
New York State children would receive the
Salk vaccine.
A busy woman in the community she
worked for all the causes, the church, the

Ladies Aid, and believed in doing good in
every way she could. A dynamite bridge
player, she and dad belonged to a card club
and loved it. She was active in the Eastern
Star and he in the Masons. She was a great
political analyst and the only one I know who
expected Truman to defeat Dewey. Mom
loved politics at the local, state and national
level and had a lot to do with my
grandfather’s many years as town supervisor.
If she could speak to us today she would
have a few choice words for Bush and Co.
(Mary’s letter was written in 2008) as the
Van Valkenburghs were Democrats to the
core.
Mom did some freelance writing and did
verses for greeting card companies. I have
file boxes full of copies of verses typed out
on the old Underwood. She was the Halcott
Correspondent for the Catskill Daily Mail
and had her copy on their desk every week
for years.
My mom was an animal lover and had
such a magic way with dogs, cats and almost
anything else. She never recovered from the
death of Nicky her beloved toy Boston
terrier. She loved flowers and every
February started seeds inside and in the
spring would be out on her knees in the yard
starting a beautiful flower garden. My
children are blessed in that they remember
their grandparents and have wonderful
memories.
When Robert Louis Stevenson died on the
island of Samoa, the natives built a road in
his honor and called it “the road of the loving

heart”. The road from the old Halcott Post
Office up through West Settlement and the
Homestead could be so named, I think.
Mary Ball
Goldie
A little after six in the morning, the sun
began to glow behind the ridge that rises
above the Vly Creek towards the back of
Halcott Valley. It touched its wand to the
mists filling the bowl between two peaks,
igniting a gentle light within them, then
slowly spread its brightening magic across
the hayfield, through the maples, over the
road, and into the vegetable garden. There,
rows of onions, lettuces, cabbages, beans,
peas, cucumbers, carrots, and beets stretched
their leaves in a silent yawn as the dew on
them dried and they began to drink in the
sun. A few feet away, at the compost bin, a
chipmunk looked up from the watermelon
rind he was enjoying for breakfast, holding it
under his dripping chin with two hands like a
soup pot. He could have sworn he heard
some faint, green laughter. (He had
extremely powerful ears, and he liked to use
them.)
At each of the four corners of the
garden stood a half-barrel holding a
voluminous tomato plant. Stationed like the
pillars of the garden, the plants had the height
and girth for the job. They were a
Brandywine, a Red Zebra, a cherry tomato,
and a Sun Gold . . . lush foliage and rampant
fruit, constellations of flashy plump planets
in green galaxies. From the upper reaches of
the Sun Gold—the tallest thing in the garden
except for the fall raspberry canes—arched a
small branch with five tiny tomatoes strung
upon it like pearls, like peas in a pod, except
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each one was a little smaller than the last,
moving from the anchor at the stalk to the
tippy tip. The largest was jawbreaker size,
but tender as jam. The skin of the next ripe
orb was beginning to split. At the opposite
end, the smallest was the size of a blueberry
and the next one in about as big as a gumball.
Smack in the
middle was a
perfect
tomato the
size of a
shooting
marble. All
of them, like
their dozens
and dozens
of cousins
(or perhaps
siblings)
swinging throughout the canopy, were
stunningly colorful, the deep yellow-orange
of a fresh farm egg yolk.
The jawbreaker tomato suddenly let
go and fell to the ground with a whisper of a
thump.
“Bon voyage,” said the middle
tomato, with a vague idea of the journey that
happens below, of slowly returning to the
soil with the help of air and water or possibly
by way of the gizzards of earthworms or
through the various orifices and organs of a
partridge or woodchuck, who will then carry
the journey abroad without looking back.
The tomato turned her attention to
the splitting skin of her next neighbor. All
over the skin and in the cracks she saw fruit
flies and ants nibbling and slurping, working
fast. She thought, “I wonder what there are
more of, bugs or seeds. Is there a seed for
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every bug, a bug for every seed? A story for
every seed; and I suppose a story for every
bug. Where will they go next? Where do they
live? Are they enjoying their meal or just,
you know, eating?” She was aware of the
seeds that filled her own skin, and for a
strange moment thought about how perfectly
round and (comparatively) heavy she was. It
made her dizzy.
She was brought back to herself by
the sight of the chipmunk running nimbly
along the top rail of the fence, coming right
for her. He nuzzled her, as if to shine her
with the soft chamois of his nose, and
squinted at her with a measuring eye. “Good
morning,” said the tomato, curious and up for
anything. The chipmunk darted past her, sank
his teeth into her smaller neighbor, and
somersaulted down the fence post to the
ground like the acrobat he was. Almost
simultaneously, a redwing blackbird alighted
on the rail he’d just vacated and plucked off
the tiniest tomato at the tip. In a shrug of red
shoulders he was gone.
The tomato thought about all the
different paths leading from her branch. “I
wonder what it would be like to be an ant,
able to peek into the minutest mysteries and
the most private places. Or to be as big as a
Brandywine, bigger than the happy
gardener’s fist. Or even, to be as big as the
hay wagon, and go down the road. Or as big
and tall as the white pine tree. You could see
for miles.” She felt a small pang of rejection
by the chipmunk; what adventure she may
have had! She could also imagine a
loveliness in just tumbling into the grass,
where there was surely much to learn. But
from her current perch, she thought it would
very nice just to meet something or someone

who appreciated everything about her—her
color, shape, smell, and taste.
The chipmunk peeked out from his
house up in the rock pile. Below, he saw the
gardener entering the gate, and he could have
sworn he heard a tiny, gold laugh.
The sun cleared the ridge and
flooded the top of the white pine with warm,
slanted light. A song sparrow landed on the
upper crown, on the highest tuft of needles it
could find, stretched its throat, and began to
sing. The pine tree looked way, way down
and saw a fruit fly take off from a tiny dab of
gold near the garden fence post. It spiraled up
and zigzagged into the woods, looking for
something, late for a date. The tree looked
down the road. It could see for miles. CBN

his time today between the crisp suit and tie
look and the comfy flannel shirt look,
swapping back and forth in an unassuming
grace that is very rare in a world that teaches
self-aggrandizement. I caught him earlier
this summer as he was on his way to another
Albany meeting. His tie was neatly in place,
but his manner was flannel shirt – waiting for
me because I had hoped to interview him
about how the Carrot Barn had come to be.
The huge store is bustling with customers
pausing over bins rich in color with summer
produce, or in front of the bakery display
case with mouths watering, or dreamily
toting hanging baskets overflowing with
bright petunias. Cheerful employees in tee
shirts and shorts are also bustling, stocking
those bins, setting out those cakes and pies,
Our Very Own NYS Commissioner of
taking orders for breakfast, stopping and
Ag & Markets
asking if they can help you with those
petunias. It’s a thriving place, a sweet,
God gave all men all earth to love,
strong place filled with smiling faces,
But since our hearts are small,
laughing conversation, and all with an
Ordained for each one spot
undercurrent of enjoyment.
should prove
Visiting there every summer to
Beloved over all.
purchase Halcott Fair perennials,
Sussex, Rudyard Kipling, 1902
although a two hour round trip
trek for us, is still a delightful
Readers will remember
treat.
Halcott’s special relationship
The Carrot Barn was
with Richard Ball, owner of the
originally part of a farm that
Carrot Barn in Schoharie, NY.
produced carrots and peas for
In another issue, we wrote about
Beech-Nut Baby Foods. All
his unanimous confirmation by
produce was shipped to the
the New York State
Beech-Nut factory in
Commissioner Ball restocking the
legislature to become
Canajoharie. (As an aside,
tomatoes in the Carrot Barn
Commissioner of Agriculture
Beech-Nut finally closed in
and Markets. He’s a pretty
2011 and just this past year,
special man, molded in part (we like to think)
Albany has granted the town $6 million to
by his summering up in Halcott. He divides
demolish the factory.) In 1993, Richard and
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his wife purchased the farm from the owner,
Paul Westheimer. The previous owner had
dabbled in road-side stand selling of carrots
that were misshapen or somehow unsuitable
for commercial sales. Local people would
stop and buy carrots for their animals and
whole pea vines which they would then strip
for the pods. When the Balls bought the
farm, they continued to provide carrots, peas,
potatoes and other produce as they expanded
to grocery stores, to brokers, wholesalers and
then (as they continue to do) to local
restaurants such as Jack’s Oyster House in
downtown Albany and the Red Lion Inn in
Stockbridge, MA. And they continued to
provide produce to the local people. And it
all just grew.
The “barn,” or the present retail premises
was once used for potato storage. All the
produce in the store today continues to be
theirs, grown on the acreage around the
Carrot Barn. For example, the store carries
no bananas, oranges or other fruit that are not
indigenous to our Catskills. This emphasis on
the importance of things local pervades their
philosophy of operation. All of Richard’s
children attended the local Schoharie school
system. At that time, no local food was
served at meals in the school. The Balls
instituted a “farm to school” program,
encouraging the local schools to serve local
produce. In his capacity as Commissioner of
Ag and Mkts, Richard has worked to extend
this program statewide.
There was much that he didn’t have time
to tell me. But his mom Mary Ball, a
loyal friend to TTOH, was waiting at
a table with coffee and a huge muffin
to fill in many of the gaps. Who
better than a mother to talk about her

7

son?? She provided the lovely quotation
seen above and taken from a Kipling poem,
which reminds us how deeply we can love a
piece of land.
Mary told me many of the details of
Richard’s background, including his desire as
a young adult to get back to the land. He
worked in Rhode Island for five or six years
at Schartner’s Farms, rising to become their
manager. In between, apparently, he had
time to indulge in a favorite sport of his,
running the Boston Marathon. An ad in a
farm journal caught his eye and he was off
and running. Mary says that he has worked
very, very hard over the years, that he has a
gracious spirit about life. “Life is a journey
and not a destination.” People like Richard
and Mary Ball reaffirm the hope in the
existence of goodness. One walks away
from them feeling refreshed. IK
Whoosh!! What???
I’ll bet it will surprise you to know that on
August 3rd of this summer, the town of
Halcott hosted a real, live tornado. Thanks
to George Maglaras, retired meteorologist for
the National Weather Service in Albany, NY,
and long-time resident of Halcott, the
damage was documented and classified as an
EF-0 tornado of between 65 and 85 mph.
Afterwards,George and his niece viewed the
touch-down up at the intersection of County
Route 1 and Silas Lake Rd, noted the circular
pattern of the blow-down of trees, and then
followed its path across Silas Lake Rd. It
jumped over the ridge onto Hubbard Rd,
alighting long enough in Warren
Reynolds’ property to tear up a few fruit
trees, and whirled away past Dan Johnson
as he was standing in one of the buildings

on Tim Johnson’s farm. The public
information statement issued by the NWS,
Albany stated that “a tornado touched down
at 12:24PM on August 3, 2018 over
southwest Greene County… and continued
1.9 miles on the ground to the northeast for 8
minutes, ending at 12:32PM…
approximately 200 feet wide and contained
estimated maximum winds of 75 mph…The
tornado was rated EF-0. Many trees were
snapped and uprooted along the path….
There was no observed structural damage
….” George said that he has been here since
he was a young boy and he had never heard
of a tornado. But I have a small suspicion
that if Ward Reynolds were here, he would
disagree. Ward had a way of declaring that
Halcott’s history contained a little of
everything. IK

Zombidy Comedy
This summer the Village of Fleischmanns
was invaded by lights, cameras, action! as a
film crew came to town to produce a movie
with some big names – Bill Murray, Adam
Driver and others just as successful but not
on the radar screen of this old woman. Pretty
exciting! Hollywood websites featured
close-ups of Bill Murray doing perfectly
ordinary things, but worth a probably
perfectly ridiculous price tag for the shot.
Locals were held up as they tried to drive
through town by very polite but firm traffic
controllers. Blood was seen to be flowing at
alarming rates from the bodies of various
actors. And the buzz and bustle even
extended up into our Halcott family. Early in
March Chris and Judy DiBenedetto were
approached by the film-makers to request the
use of the Moseman farm. Apparently the

house was in keeping with a movie about
non-dead zombies. Chris agreed to let them
film there. The film-makers assured the
DiBenedettos that they would be respectful
of the place. And all reports indicate that
they were.
For six weeks, they could not mow the
fields there because the crew wanted the farm
to look “unkempt.” The finished effort was
supposed to be a comedy, but a few funny,
unscripted moments occurred that stood out
in Judy’s mind when I interviewed her about
the arrangement. When she and Chris took
over Jimmy Moseman’s farm (see Passages),
the first improvement they made was to
repair the front porch and paint it. As soon
as the movie people got there, they repainted
the porch so that it looked very old again.
Then, because the area just around the porch
had been cleared so that painters could do
their job, the film crew gathered weeds from
the nearby fields and stuck them into the
ground in front of the porch. Judy said it
seemed strange to see thistles sticking up,
“planted” in the ground to look as though
they had been there forever. Large round hay
bales had to be removed (too modern?) and
an old bath tub was placed prominently in
front of the house. The fields still did not
look “farmy” enough, so young Greg
DiBenedetto drove a large tractor and an old
wheel rake over from the DiBenedetto side of
the mountain. Then cows were needed for
the set. And then the comedy became a
comedy of errors when the cows were to run
into the woods [chased by Mr. Murray?].
They didn’t really want to move, and were
finally enticed to lumber towards Chris who
was shaking a bucket of grain. But after the
third or fourth take, the cows turned away in
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disgust. They weren’t going to do that again.
And then the downpour began with lightning
and thunder and everyone started running in
every direction.
It sounds as though the filmers left behind
much local good will. It will be exciting to
see who ends up chasing Dibenedetto cows.
JD&IK
BULLETIN BOARD
911 Recognition
The Fleischmanns Fire Department and
emergency response teams request that
Halcott homeowners keep their red 911
number tags clearly visible. Make sure that
emergency vehicles can see it easily!
Dog Licenses
Keep your dog's license up to date. Town
Clerk Pattie Warfield is issuing licenses.
You can find her at: 518-610-1214 or email:
clerk@townofhalcott.org
Bear-Away
By Michael DiBenedetto
Starting the business:
Kane and I decided to start Bearacades
because we are tired of the number of bear/
human interactions that are increasingly
resulting in dead bears. These encounters are
rising steadily with the bear population, and
people are not changing their habits - they are
expecting the bears to change theirs! The
bears just figure our garbage and bird feeders
are open invitations, and when you think
about it, that's exactly what they are. Some of
them figure out that we have food inside our
houses, too.
What we will offer:
We will offer a range of solutions to deter
bears from properties, including electric
fencing and other products, based on the
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needs of each site. Education and
information, having the property owner
understand what the bear is attempting to do,
based on what the owner is doing, and then
changing that scenario is crucial to the
solution. We are just getting a website and
advertising for Bearacades up and running,
but we can help you now, day or night.
What else we will do:
Because encounters are more often a
"people" problem than a "bear" problem,
public education is a huge component of
what we are trying to achieve. People often
don't realize that sometimes small changes in
what they're doing can make a huge
difference in how a bear responds. Garbage is
a big example. With more and more bears on
the landscape, especially in a poor forage
year, they're looking for easier food sources.
With the influx of visitors to our area who
are not familiar with these issues, more
garbage is left available for scavenging, and
it reinforces and perpetuates the problem,
especially when a mama bear teaches her
cubs that garbage is a good food source.
How can people get involved:
We are interested in starting a group of
folks who like bears, who hate to see them
killed because of people's actions, and who
want to be involved with public education
efforts, kind of like a "Bear League".
There is a great group in Lake Tahoe
at savebears.org that has a really informative
website and conducts talks on bears to teach
people how to live with bears. We need
something like that here in the Catskills,
because people just don't know what to do.
Let us know if you want to be part of that
group because it will take a big effort. Call
me at 845.417.8928. Kane and I work closely

with DEC and rehabilitator Missy Runyan of
the Friends of the Feathered and Furry. We
can help with any wildlife issues from bats to
birds to bears.
Bearacades.com, 845.417.8928

PASSAGES
James Otis Moseman, 77, passed away on
December 27, 2017 in Rutland, Vermont due
to complications from Parkinson’s. “Jimmy”,
as he was known to many of us, was born on
the family farm and spent nearly his entire
life in the area. The youngest child of Edgar
R. and Josephine Eignor Moseman, he had
many talents and interests throughout his
time here in the mountains. He graduated
from Fleischmanns High School in 1960
during which time he played on several
outstanding basketball teams and took part in
the Senior Play. He must have taken well to
his studies in History, too, because he was an
amazing treasure trove of knowledge about
so many historical events. Jimmy was a
farmer at heart skillfully managing the family
dairy farm, called Three Oaks Farm, after his
parents passed away. As an avid
outdoorsman, farm life provided many
opportunities for Jimmy to enjoy honing his
skills in activities such as hunting,
snowmobiling, skiing and, especially,
photography. He took many beautiful
pictures of seasonal landscapes, wildlife, his
Jersey cattle and Border collies, in addition
to other things of interest and he took great
pleasure in sharing his photo albums with
guests to the farm. His stunning nature
pictures were very much a by-product of his
kind, quiet, confident manner as well as his
love for his farm that allowed him to get

some truly special shots. Perhaps the
pinnacle to his photography hobby occurred
in 1990 when one of his photos was selected
to appear on the cover of the Agway
“Cooperator” magazine. That photo was a
snowy holiday scene of an old wagon wheel
that Jimmy had decked out with Christmas
lights. His picture so brilliantly captured the
way in which the reflection from the colored
lights fell across the snow in such a lovely,
cozy way that it looked like the page from a
professionally done calendar or Christmas
card.
A private memorial service was held in
late May to celebrate Jimmy’s life and to
return him to the land he so dearly loved. The
weather that day was fitting to a life- long
farmer because a good, steady rain fell on the
rapidly growing grasses he tended to
tirelessly. It was the kind of early crop season
weather that would have brought a smile to
his face. During the service, those present
gathered in the old dairy barn to share many
wonderful memories of a man who clearly and often humorously, for he loved a good
joke or prank-touched lives near and far.
Jimmy leaves behind his sister, Eleanor Blish
and her husband Herb, several nieces,
nephews and other family members and
friends. As he wished, his beloved, wellcared for farm will continue his life’s work in
various
agricultural
activities as a
part of the
DiBenedetto
Family farm.
JD
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The Times of the
Halcott United
Methodist Church
Autumn 2018 Pattie Kelder, Correspondent
Calendar
The public is welcome at the following events.
Get ready for the Fall Crock Pot Supper at the
Grange Hall, date to be announced.
Soon after will be the Election Day Bake Sale,
also at the Grange Hall.
As school starts, UMCOR School Kits are in
demand. Youngsters of all ages are invited to
pack school kits at the church for places in the US
and its territories undergoing disasters. Call
Pattie to schedule a convenient time for your
family and friends. Children in trauma will thank
you for caring.
Sunday Worship is at 9:00 a.m. in Halcott except
on the 5th Sunday of the month. On Sunday,
September 30th (the next 5th Sunday), parish-wide
worship will be at 10:30 a.m. in the Fleischmanns
Community United Methodist Church, with lunch
to follow. All are welcome. Please bring a dish
to pass. There will be no service in Halcott that
morning.
A new Book Study is set to begin on Friday,
September 7th at 7:00 p.m. Pastor Debb is
inviting area folks to gather downstairs at the
Margaretville United Methodist Church for a
study on Unshakable Hope by Max Lucado. The
study will continue for a few weeks. Books will
be available for no cost at the door, or from Pastor
Debb in advance.
The next Biblical Study will begin on Saturday,
October 20th at 10:00 a.m. Pastor Donna is
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inviting area folks to gather at the Margaretville
United Methodist Church to study Prayer, the
Great Adventure by Dr. David Jeremiah. The
study will focus on the disciple’s request, “Lord,
teach us to pray,” found in the Gospel of
Matthew. For five Saturdays, the group will
explore how Jesus’ teachings on prayer can still
enhance our lives today. Leave a message for
Pastor Donna by October 1st at the Parish Office
(586-4410) to reserve your $10.00 study guide.
Bad Boys of the Bible
It’s easy to think of the heroic and miraculous
events of the Bible without reflecting on the
humanity of its characters. Yet the Bible also
chronicles some of the vilest acts known to
man . . . murder, betrayal, adultery, false
witness . . . and more! The “Good Book” has no
shortage of sordid accounts.
Here’s what happened after some of the
main characters faced up to God, admitted their
mistakes and suffered hardships that resulted
from their behavioral choices. Keep this point in
mind and repeat it after me: Ultimately, manning
up to God over mistakes makes all the difference.
God will accept our confessions and forgive.
Why? Jesus paid it forward.
Moses: got caught committing second degree
murder and fled Egypt. . . was eventually used by
God to lead countless Israelites out of bondage to
the Egyptians.
David: committed adultery with Bathsheba, then

with the same brush as a bunch of murderers? I’m
an upright citizen, not a menace to society!”
Ah, but the fact is, all have sinned. We
must not confuse the different lengths and severities
of penalty in our legal system with God’s standards.
With God, it has been said that there are no big sins
or little sins. Sin is sin.
How can this be? Well, sin (aka filth) is
separation from God (aka purity). The further we
wander from God, the loftier His vantage point
becomes. From a distance, murder appears just as
black as the sin of telling a white lie. Either you’re
clean or you’re dirty.
“Not so!” do I hear you protest? “Little
white lies don’t begin to compare to murder.
Murder is final . . . irreversible . . . permanent!”
Then consider this. Didn’t the serpent in
the Garden of Eden whisper lies to deceive Eve
about the forbidden fruit? And wasn’t there an
eviction? Well, do you, as a descendent of Adam,
still reside in that same Garden of Eden? Or do you
toil for a living?
I rest my case.
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had her husband deliver the orders for his own
execution . . . was ultimately promised by God that
a king would come from his line who would reign
forever (Jesus).
Jonah: abandoned the task of rescuing the
inhabitants of Nineveh from disaster . . . was
rescued by God from the belly of the great fish and
given a second chance.
Peter: lied repeatedly about Jesus to save his own
skin . . . in time became the cornerstone for the
entire Christian church and was even handed the
keys to the kingdom of heaven.
Paul: presided over mock trials and mob violence
directed at the early Christian church; was a highly
feared inquisitor and murderer of early
Christians . . . eventually became known
as
(possibly) the greatest missionary of the early
Christian church.
These are some of the more notable “bad
boys” of the Bible. To be sure, there were also
enough “bad girls” to offset the “bad boys”. Well,
guess what! We are their modern day counterparts.
“Oh, come now,” you say. “That’s a little
extreme, don’t you think? How can you paint me
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