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Dedicated to Mom and Dad
So many wonderful memories of earlier years came flying
at me as I wrote the eulogy tribute to my Dad when he
passed. My daughter, Dee, read the eulogy at Dad's
funeral, but it never said all that it should have—wasn't
even close.
Writing the eulogy triggered the importance of family and
friends and especially my home and early years that I
fondly remember. I felt the need to document what I could
before lost and forgotten. Once I pried the box of time and
memories open, I was pulled along another path of
discovery. The how, when, where, who and why became
my puzzle; I had to understand where the pieces fit.
Many people of my childhood are now gone, places
changed or lost; but each are important, each made a
lasting impact. What a child learns or experiences in those
early years sets the mold in so many ways. I know there
are some people embarrassed or ashamed of their
beginnings, but I am not one of these.
And so here I am, that kid Butch, reliving those years,
sharing a few laughs and a tear or two. I invite you to
travel back through time with me on my discoveries,
explorations and adventures around my home town, my
Gilboa.
What more can I ask?
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It all started with this Eulogy
To My Dad
Weeks ago when you were not getting stronger as you had
wanted, you said to me as I was going out the door you
and Mom regretted not being there, not giving me enough
when I was growing up. You completely took me by
surprise, I didn't know what to say. I think I said that
things didn't matter, that you both had given me more
than things. I wish I had been able to convey my thoughts
into better words that day.
Growing up on a farm as an only child with hours to
myself while you were both working gave me more time
and more opportunities than most kids. I learned all about
God's creatures. I found trails through the woods, learned
where the animals hid, learned which animals made
which tracks—I pretended I knew them well—that they
were my friends. I learned which birds made what sounds.
I walked and investigated miles of woods, meadows, and
trails and knew that creek of ours all the way from
Archie’s line down to Keyser's farm. I was able to find
cows and calves in their hiding places when you and Mom
couldn't find them. I knew the branches off the creek, how
they could trick you into getting lost inside the heavy alder
brush cover.
I could get through the deepest underbrush where only
rabbits traveled and I learned eventually how to navigate
the swamp in back of the house to find the best high bush
huckleberries without sinking in the quick muck. I knew
where some of the biggest frogs could be found, where to
find toads, snails and garter snakes.
I knew where to find the best, juiciest wild strawberries,
where to find lovely little white button mushrooms in the
pasture and where to find the biggest blackberries; were
you surprised when I kept the spot secret a long time?

Being alone a lot, I learned how to pretend, to use
imagination. You must admit, I could tell some pretty good
whoppers, most of the family can attest to that.
I could run through the meadows on a winter night when
the moon was full, bright and reflected against the snow,
riding some horse I imagined, snow flying all around as we
ran. I remember the first time I saw the northern lights on
a cold winter night—I pictured that the world was ending.
I ran down to the old barn to tell you. You laughed and
said, "Could be."
On Archie's line, I spent hours watching the beavers to try
and figure out how I could make my dam better by
watching them. How did they know just where to shove
the sticks then add mud in just the right places to keep
the dam from washing away? I did make a pretty good
dam on our creek so that in the summer when the creek
stopped running, becoming almost dry, I still had a small
place to swim until the cows found my new creation and
muddied it.
I found a few secret places of my very own and would
make myself a picnic lunch and bring a book and a
blanket and stay for hours by myself.
You taught me about tools and fixing things. Soon I was
able to figure out how to take care of a few things on my
own. Maybe you were not an engineer, but you always
could figure out how to rig things to make them work; I
picked that up too. It still feels natural to me. You could
do carpentry, electrical and plumbing—I learned a little of
that also. I even took my bike all apart and put it back
together again, remember? I loved to wander around in
the old garage—you always had so many interesting
things, ready to handle any situation as it came up.
Sometimes there were other kids around me to scheme
with. You and I played pranks on them at times.

Being good at pretending and learning things from you
and Mom helped me to come up with some pretty good
ideas. The hay and tree forts—pretty good, right? How
long did it take you to miss supplies from the garage when
Gary, Junior and I built our submarine? How many times
did you remove the rungs I nailed to a tree so I couldn't
climb up again? I know you knew when some of your
cigarettes went missing, but you never let on right away.
Instead you tricked the boys into smoking a cigar—what a
neat idea. No worry about missing cigarettes again, from
me or anyone else. You sure taught all of them a few
things to remember—especially about chewing tobacco.
We laughed at how gullible boys could be.
I learned how to shoot a rifle and a shotgun. I learned
about riding a workhorse bare back, how to sneak up on
deer, learned about all kinds of farm things, including
chores—shucking peas, mowing the lawn, getting the
cows, helping with the hay, stacking wood, and many
more things.
I even learned a little about cooking. Remember my pots
of fudge and "that cake?" What disasters. You taught me
how to change the oil and change a flat tire before you
allowed me to drive. Then you bought me my first car,
what a treasure, but it ran. When I went off the college,
you thought I was pretty prepared to handle myself.
I know there were some bad times, I do remember these,
but I don't remember missing very much or not having
"things." I do remember the fun, the delights of exploring
and discovery, hay drying in the fields, the lighting bugs
darting through the summer evenings. I remember parties
in the neighborhood, homemade ice cream, family
gatherings. I remember my childhood, my cronies and my
mishaps. I also remember that it would have been
impossible to ever get away with anything in our town, or
adjoining towns, because everyone knew I was Herbie
Scutt's daughter.

By the same token, it was comforting—a warm and
wonderful feeling as I was growing up just to know that no
matter how much I wandered, even if I got lost, which I
did on occasion, someone always would "get" me home.
Yes, I know some of my brainstorms did not turn out so
well and I remember how you would intercede so that
Mom would not be so angry with me.
You taught me it was ok to play a joke or two. Remember
how you fixed those city hunters? I remember how you
and I would sneak down to the cellar and get into the
freezer for ice cream—we would hide the spoon, so Mom
wouldn't know we got into it. I remember how you
included me in some of your plots and schemes. Later,
when Deanna was a little girl, you included her too—that
way Mom could not single any one out, she would have to
yell at all of us. You taught me values, how we all are
connected to each other. You were always more than my
Dad; you were my Buddy, my teacher, and my hero. I
learned so much, have so many wonderful memories. I will
never forget growing up on the farm, never will forget my
beginnings, my discoveries, my explorations, and my
home.
So you see, you and Mom have given me more than you
will ever realize, more than I could
ever repay. I have what really
counts—there is no price tag
attached and no one can ever take it
away from me. I pray your spirit is
here with us today and that you
understand how much I love and
admire you,
My Dad.
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Hills of My Home
The seasons change and bring a longing
To return to the Hills of my Home;
Where their spirit then can wash o'er me,
And cleanse all of my weary bones.
I long to hear God's hills sing out,
His green fields to soothe my soul,
Then capture the essence of those sweet Hills,
Embrace them, so I can feel whole.
I wish to visit each pond and creek,
And leave no stone unturned;
Explore the paths through fields and woods,
Hold tightly to all I've learned.
Then gather the folks of my Childhood days,
And walk with them if I may,
Relish each slice of timelessness,
And the peace of each yesterday.
But until the day when I come home
To play in God's hills once more,
These memories shall be my Home,
And this book will be my door.
By: Teresa Scutt Lahti, aka Butch

Chapter 1
Beginnings

I was born September of 1940 at the edge of the
Gilboa/Conesville line in Schoharie County, New York
State, a portion of the Catskill Mountains at my
Grandparents Ambrosino's house, which apparently was
normal back then so that the new mother's family could
help with this new life. Being premature, I soon developed
pneumonia and even with the homemade tenting scheme
Dr. Best devised, it was thought I would not survive.
Ah, but I did, so now, you will learn "the rest of MY story,"
where it all began for me.
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NEW YORK STATE

New York State, named after the Duke of York with its
capitol city of Albany located on the Hudson River, is
home to diverse topographies. New York covers 54,555
square miles and ranks as the 27th largest state by size.
Western New York State borders Lake Ontario and Lake
Erie, while the St. Lawrence River and Great Lakes
Waterway becomes the northern boundary between New
York and Canada. The Great Appalachian Valley
dominates eastern New York and contains the Lake
Champlain Valley as its northern half and the Hudson
Valley as its southern half within the state. The rugged
Adirondack Mountains, with vast tracts of wilderness, lie
west of the Lake Champlain Valley.
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The Hudson River begins near Lake Tear of the Clouds
and flows south through the eastern part of the state
without draining Lakes George or Champlain. Lake George
empties at its north end into Lake Champlain, whose
northern end extends into Canada, where it drains into
the Richelieu River and then ultimately the Saint
Lawrence River. Four of New York City's five boroughs are
situated on three islands at the mouth of the Hudson
River: Manhattan Island; Staten Island; and Long Island,
which contains Brooklyn and Queens at its western end.

Most of the southern part of the state rests on the
Allegheny Plateau, which extends from the southeastern
United States to the Catskill Mountains; this section in
New York State is known as the Southern Tier.
Excerpts From: https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/New_York
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THE CATSKILLS
The Catskill Mountains, also known as the Catskills, are a
large area in the southeastern portion of the state of New
York. They are located approximately 100 miles northnorthwest of New York City and 40 miles southwest of
Albany, starting just west of the Hudson River.
The Catskills occupy much or all of five counties
(Delaware, Greene, Schoharie, Sullivan, and Ulster), with
some areas falling into the boundaries of southwestern
Albany, eastern Broome, northwestern Orange, and
southern Otsego counties. Foothills are also found in
southeastern Chenango, southern Montgomery, northern
Otsego, and western Schenectady counties.
As a cultural and geographic region, the Catskills are
generally defined as those areas close to or within the
borders of the Catskill Park, a 700,000 acre forest
preserve protected from many forms of development under
New York State law.
The Catskills are well known in American culture, both as
the setting for many 19th-century Hudson River School
paintings and as the favored destination for urban
vacationers from New York City in the mid-20th century.
The region's many resorts gave countless young stand-up
comedians an opportunity to hone their craft. The
Catskills have long been a haven for artists, musicians,
and writers along with stories spun featuring some
unsavory characters.
The highest point of the Catskills is found at the summit
of Huntersfield Mountain on the southern boundary with
Greene County, at 3,423 feet above sea level. The lowest
point is where the Montgomery County line meets
Schoharie Creek, 520 feet above sea level. The most
prominent geological feature is Vroman's Nose, near the
village of Middleburgh, New York.
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SCHOHARIE COUNTY, NEW YORK

Townships

Schoharie County is located in the U.S. state of New York.
As of the 2010 census, the population was 32,749,
making it the fifth-least populous county in New York. The
county seat is in the town of Schoharie. Much of the
southern portion of the county lies within the Catskill
Mountains. Land rises in both directions quite rapidly
from Schoharie Creek in the middle of the county. In
contrast, the northern part of the county is predominately
small hills and valleys.
The primary industry of Schoharie County is agriculture.
Farms are situated all over the county, and farm stands
featuring local produce are operated in the Schoharie
Valley. Many people also work in the capital region, which
is within commuting distance. More than 75% of the
county's population lives in the north, closer to the
Mohawk River, the historic transportation route east and
west through the state. The Schoharie Creek is a
northward-flowing tributary of the Mohawk River.
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The Schoharie Creek watershed spans an area of
approximately 950 square miles. The course of the
Schoharie Creek includes two reservoir-dam systems.
The Gilboa Dam/Schoharie Reservoir, is part of the New
York City Water Supply System, and The New York Power
Authority operates the Blenheim-Gilboa Power Project and
its reservoirs to produce hydroelectric power. Despite its
proximity to Albany, Schoharie County has remained
relatively rural.
The highest elevation in our neighborhood is Broome
Center with an elevation of 1,958 feet as it appears on the
Livingstonville U.S. Geological Survey Map, the lowest is in
the Town of Gilboa at 1,020 feet as it appears on the U.S.
Geological Survey Map of Gilboa.
(Excerpts from: https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Catskill_Mountains,
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Schoharie_County,_New_York
and
http://www.city-data.com/city/

Some of my Favorite Places around Schoharie County
The Old Stone Fort, Schoharie, New York
Built as a church in 1772,
the builders chiseled
parishioners' names into
the stones, and included
are many of the early
families of the valley. In
1777, with the start of the
Revolutionary War, the
church was enclosed by a
log stockade. On Oct. 17,
1780, a force of about 800
loyalists and Indians under
Sir John Johnson and
Mohawk Capt. Joseph Brant raided the valley and attacked the
fort before proceeding north toward the Mohawk Valley.
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A cannonball hole may still be seen in a cornice at the rear of
the building. The stockade was removed in 1785 and the
building continued service as a church until 1844 when it was
replaced by the present Reformed Church in the village. In
1857 the former fort was sold to the state for $800. Through
the Civil War and until 1873, it was used as an armory. Then,
it was given to the county for historical use. One of America's
oldest (1731) fire engines, Deluge No.1, is housed at the fort
complex along with thousands of historical antiques &
artifacts.
The Old Stone Fort Museum & Complex, Rt. 30, Schoharie, NY
(518) 295-7192, http://www.schohariehistory.net/OSF.htm
And http://theoldstonefort.org/

The Old Blenheim
Bridge
The Blenheim
Bridge—with an open
span of 210 ft., had
the longest span of
any surviving singlespan covered bridge
in the world,
although the
structure's total length made it second in that respect to the
Bridgeport Covered Bridge (233 ft. long with a 208 ft. clear
span). The bridge, opened in 1855, was also one of the oldest
of its type in the United States and spanned the Schoharie
Creek but was destroyed August 28, 2011, as a result of
severe flooding from Tropical Storm Irene.
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Howe Caverns,
Cobleskill, New York
Legend had it that even on the
hottest of days, a cool breeze
came from "Blowing Rock," a
strange stony ledge. There were
tales from the early 1700s in
which the Native Americans
spoke of "Otsgaragee," translated
as "Cave of the Great Galleries"
or "Great Valley Cave". On his
farm in the valley east of
Cobleskill, Lester Howe found
fascination with the story of the
"Blowing Rock," with reports
placing its location about 10
miles west of the Schoharie
River, on or near his property.
The alert farmer noticed that his
dairy herd always pastured in the same spot, on land owned
by his neighbor and friend Henry Wetsel. As Howe approached
his herd, he noticed the change in temperature.
Slowly and carefully, he pulled aside the bushes. Lester Howe
had found "Blowing Rock," giving credit for the discovery to
his cow, Millicent. On May 22, 1842, Howe entered the cave
with Wetsel for the first time. It took 1-1/2 years to daily
explore the cave, using a hammered piece of tin formed into a
lamp to burn whale oil as their light source. In February,
1843, Howe purchased the property from Wetsel for $100.
The treasure that was 156-feet below the earth's
surface, that had so delighted Howe and Wetsel, had begun
its mission of thrilling millions of people.
A new era began for Howe Caverns on April 19, 2007 when
the 220 shareholders of Howe Caverns, Inc. sold the company
to two local men, Charles M. Wright and Emil J. Galasso. Both
men vowed to invest several million dollars in improvements
to Howe Caverns over the coming years.
http://www.howecaverns.com/about_howe/fact_sheet.php
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GILBOA, NEW YORK
My Gilboa of the 40s and 50s, in Schoharie County,
New York was spread out; a post office/general store
combo, another general store was right there by the
bridge. I think it was called Marquit's General Store (later
destroyed by fire). There was also Brandow's garage/town
garage combination, a few churches, town hall, some
homes, our Gilboa Conesville Central School and plenty of
farms when I was a child.
The township boundary of Gilboa consisted of Flat Creek,
Mackey Corners, Broome Center, Gilboa and parts of
Conesville, in Schoharie County, part of the Catskill
Mountains. These areas are where my family was centered
at that time and probably why I remember the roads and
family names more than I would have thought.
Most residents know the story of fossils being unearthed;
now even tourists and naturalists make our little area a
must see to know further the history of Gilboa's gems.
The original valley village town of Gilboa was wiped out
years before when New York City prevailed in their quest
for a dam to provide drinking water for all who resided or
worked in the city. Gilboa was never rebuilt as such, just
spread out here and there in accordance with the creek
boundary and other obstacles. Gilboa's claim to fame is
the dam and the Petrified Forest/fossils found during
original excavation of the quarry and dam site.
The 40s and 50s were my years—the best years of my life
as far as I am concerned, although back then, I may not
have always thought so. Over the years, I have lived in
various places, but my heart is in the hills around Gilboa
and most especially, our farm, My Home.
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THE FOSSIL FOREST
The community in the southern part of Schoharie County,
southwest of Albany was first settled around 1760; but the
actual town of Gilboa wasn't formed until 1848 with
regions taken from the Towns of Blenheim and Broome.
The name "Gilboa" is from Mount Gilboa, a biblical site in
Israel, where King Saul's sons were killed by the
Philistines, and Saul took his own life. (1 Sam. 31:4). In
1926, the Schoharie Creek was dammed to form the
Schoharie Reservoir. As part of the project, the original
settlement of Gilboa was razed; every building was
destroyed by flooding; the old town of Gilboa was no more.
A new settlement was established north of the reservoir;
but since more spread out, never grew into a regular town.
No one knew about fossils existing here, until 1850, when
an amateur naturalist found a sandstone cast of a portion
of a Devonian-age tree trunk in the Schoharie Creek near
Gilboa after a huge flood. The samples were sent to
Canada where the specimens were described and
illustrated by McGill University paleontologist John W.
Dawson. They were the first documented fossil tree
stumps found in North America. Were they forgotten
about until later?
In 1870, workers blasting a site for a stone quarry found
fossilized remains of the tree stumps. But it wasn't until
1920, after the City of New York claimed the village of
Gilboa to build the Gilboa Dam and the Schoharie
Reservoir, that the New York State Museum ordered a fullscale search for these fossils. About 50 were found: some
were shipped to the State Museum; Hugh Nawn, the
contractor building the dam, shipped others around the
world, and 9 were left in Gilboa. Many agree that these are
the oldest tree fossils in the world. The fossil stumps,
some as tall as a meter, were early prizes for Gilboa and
for the state museum of natural history.
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These were the first fossil tree trunks to be found in North
America right here in New York State, not far from the
State Museum, and near the Gilboa Dam in Southern
Schoharie County. That makes Gilboa home to some of
the oldest fossils ever found; remnants of the Earth's
earliest forests. In the articles I read, many paleontologists
and botanists went on record to say that the fossils date
back over 380 million years ago.
Second Peter 3:8 says "But, beloved, be not ignorant of
this one thing, that one day is with the Lord as a
thousand years, and a thousand years as one day." Since
I believe that the Lord created all, is it up to us to decide
how long ago this or that happened? Probably not, but we
do it anyway. In reading many articles about "our" fossils,
I understand the time frame to be a very long time ago;
maybe it was many millions of years ago, as humans
count years, but it was just a speck to God. The only thing
we do know for certain and can prove through the artifacts
and fossils left behind are that there was a much different
earlier life.
It was during the Devonian Period of this Geologic Time
Scale, that Gilboa was located on the shore of the gigantic
Devonian Sea. According to the paleontologists, back then
this was a tropical world, situated approximately twenty
degrees south of the equator. Tree-like plants grew near
the shore. During the Devonian Period, great changes
occurred all over the world.
Various articles state that this period of time was an
intermediate stage, a transition, from a wholly marine
world to a terrestrial world. The earth was forever altered
when vegetation appeared on shore areas of the coastal
plains. Oxygen levels increased as the result of plant
photosynthesis, topography became more varied; the
climate changed. God planned well.
Wind and rain were all that was heard, since this early
world was devoid of birds and land animals.
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Long periods of drought were followed by monsoon rains
and flooding. Occasionally, severe storms buried much of
the shore forest in sand, killing plants. In time, the trees
rotted. The molds of the stumps left in the sand were
eventually filled with more sand, leaving us with the treestump fossils on display at the Gilboa Museum on Route
990v and Stryker Road.
In 2004/2005, the tops and fronds of the trees were
discovered and, in 2007, the fern-like trees, named
Wattieza, were pronounced the oldest known trees on
earth. In May 2010, the quarry was partially emptied as
part of a dam maintenance project. Researchers who were
monitoring the site spotted that the original quarry floor
had been exposed, and that the roots and positions of the
trunk bases had been preserved. Dr. Chris Berry, Cardiff
School of Earth and Ocean Sciences said: "For the first
time we were able to arrange for about 1,300 square
meters to be cleaned off for investigation. A map of the
position of all the plant fossils preserved on that surface
was made." Exciting news for the researchers.
This international research team had unearthed and
investigated an entire fossil forest dating back 380 million
years, per their estimates. Their results show that the
Gilboa fossil forest, in the Catskill Mountains in upstate
New York, is now generally referred to as ‘the oldest fossil
forest’. Their findings were published in the journal
Nature March 1, 2012.
Scientists will no doubt continue to study these incredible
fossils to understand their significance to the world today.
You can see some of them on display at the Gilboa
Museum site, Route 990v and Stryker Road, Gilboa, New
York. Visit their website: http://www.gilboafossils.org/ for
more photos.
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Excerpts also from:

http://earthsky.org/earth/oldest-fossilized-forest-revealed,
http://www.nature.com/nature/journal/v483/n7387/full/nature10819
.html, and
http://blog.timesunion.com/rittner/in-gilboa-a-walk-in-the-foresttakes-you-back-380-million-years/2505/ as well as other sites
including Wikipedia. Org.

Display of the Gilboa Fossils beside the Gilboa Town Hall.

Photos courtesy of Gilboa Museum
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OLD GILBOA AND THE RESERVOIR

My Great Uncle Burl Scutt came to the village of Gilboa in
1915. His first blacksmith and woodworking shop is
shown above, but he quickly moved across the street to a
second shop adjacent to the Studebaker dealership on the
property of the Gilboa Hotel. These shops were at the
northern—downstream and downhill—end of Main Street,
called lower Main Street.
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From: The Amy Sternstein Collection.

This ca. 1912 postcard shows a winter scene of sleds and
toboggans on lower Main Street in the old village of Gilboa.

Great Uncle Burl's first location was out of this picture on
the right; his second location across the street—also not
shown—was on the left. On the right side, his next-door
neighbor was the Case building used by Fred Siebel's
barber shop and E.L. Clark's Meat Market. The second
building was a law office (later the Gilboa Hose Company).
There was an empty lot and then the Lewis Brothers
Flour, Feed, and Grain and the taller Addison Hagadorn's
mercantile store with the Masonic Lodge on the second
floor.
Across the street, you can see only a sliver of the larger
property for the Gilboa House and livery (later including
the auto dealership). Beyond the porticoed front of the
Gilboa House was A.S. Thomas' building with a large
tower over Clark's Hardware on the near side and the
Hippodrome movie theatre on the other. The Methodist
Episcopal Church was marked by the second tower, and
then came E. W. Brown's Furniture Store and
Undertaking Parlor.
15

Photo from: Office of Adam Bosch, NYC DEP Director of Public Affairs

The above photo was taken from south of the village in
1916. It looks north toward the downtown area, showing a
residential section of upper Main Street of old Gilboa.
Generally, the businesses and industries of town were
located around the iron bridge in the center of the village.
Today, the western abutment of the dam is at the same
location as the western end of that iron bridge spanning
the Schoharie Creek. Residential areas were in a ring to
the north, east, and south of these businesses, Today's
reservoir fills the Gilboa valley from Devasego Falls on the
south and Gilboa Falls on the north. The valley is about a
mile wide and six miles long. The majority of the valley
was to the west of the creek, with fertile flatlands that
were the site of several large and prosperous farms.
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Above: Dated 1919, from my Great Aunt Nora Scutt's
(Burton's sister) album which shows the excavation already in
progress. The homes and businesses seen standing were the
last to go once flooding commenced in 1926; with water
overflowing Oct. 1927, but whenever drought conditions
prevailed, many of the foundation lines and chimneys could
still be seen.

Cotton Factory—around the year 1840, a company called
the "Gilboa Cotton Mill Co." was formed for the purpose of
building a cotton mill. Sidney Tuttle was President of this
prosperous establishment with one hundred looms,
employing about eighty hands. It was a major contributor
to the early economy of the town. B. G. Morss and Luman
Reed became the owners, but the mill was destroyed by a
flood in 1869. The tannery, church and cemetery in
addition to other homes
and businesses were
flooded as part of the final
preparation in 1926 for the
dam and Schoharie
Reservoir.

From: http://www.rootsweb.ancestry.com/~nyschoha/chap7.html
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The plan for the northerly flowing Schoharie Creek was to
trap the water in the Gilboa Reservoir, and then use this
intake house to feed the water by gravity to the input
chamber through the 18-mile-long Shandaken tunnel to
the Esopus Creek at Allaben. Then, the combination of
Schoharie and Esopus waters would enter the Ashokan
Reservoir near Kingston; but again gravity-fed under the
Hudson to the east side of the Hudson River, and south to
the New York City system at Kensico, Westchester County.

From: Annual Report of the Board of Water Supply, 1924, p. 84 with
modifications in the GHS Quarterly v. 13.4

Gilboans Carrie Miller and Chauncey Dent were married
on October 20, 1927. After their wedding, they went down
to see the first waters come over the dam. One day
later, October 21, 1927, the picture that follows
commemorated the first time that water overflowed the
length of the dam. Not seen here is the water sent by the
reservoir though the Shandakan Tunnel, and a flow
that averages 290 million gallons/day. The reservoirs had
a maximum of 660 million gallons/day and a minimum of
13 million gallons/day. The Gilboa reservoir meets about
14% of the city’s needs.
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Without the Schoharie Reservoir and her west-of-Hudson
sisters, New York City's population, power, and influence
would have been capped at 19th century levels, and
arguably, the power and affluence of the United States
would also have been affected had it not been for the
sacrifice of rural upstaters.

Thanks to Gerry Stoner, From: Bloodgood Postcard Collection

A very enlightening story of the Gilboa Dam aka Schoharie
Reservoir can be found on the World Wide Web at:
http://www.midtel.net/~dccinc/reports/the_gilboa_dam_
and_schoharie_reservoir.html
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BLENHEIM–GILBOA PUMPED STORAGE
PROJECT
The Catskill Mountains are home to a special type of
hydroelectric facility that serves as a giant energy-storage
device—the Blenheim–Gilboa Pumped Storage Power Project
which was completed in 1973. Nestled beneath 2,000–foot–
tall Brown Mountain, this project generates more than one
million kilowatts of electricity in peak demand periods by
drawing water from Schoharie Creek and recycling it between
two huge reservoirs. Blenheim-Gilboa serves two vital
functions. It saves money for New York consumers by
providing low–cost electricity when they need it most and it
stores water for emergency power production. If necessary,
this project can be up and running within two minutes. Each
of the reservoirs–one atop Brown Mountain, the other at its
foot–holds five billion gallons of water. When generating
power, the water cascades down a concrete shaft that's five
times taller than Niagara Falls. When storing water—usually at
night or over the weekend—the process is reversed and the
water is pumped back up the shaft for storage.
NYPA's Blenheim-Gilboa Project Facilities allows the facility to
generate power when needed—generally in the late afternoon
or early evening—and store the water that fuels the power
when not needed. The electricity Blenheim–Gilboa uses to
return water to its upper reservoir is inexpensive surplus
power made available during low–demand periods. The cost of
this power is cheaper than the electricity the project replaces
the following day during peak–demand periods. At Blenheim–
Gilboa, electricity is generated at the powerhouse, a concrete
structure that sits at the base
of Brown Mountain on the
banks of the lower reservoir.
More than three-quarters of
the facility is underground.
When the lower reservoir is
full, only five feet of the plant
is visible above the water.
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A $135-million four-year program to modernize and extend
the life of the Blenheim-Gilboa project was completed in May
2010.
The Blenheim-Gilboa Visitors Center is housed in a restored
18th century dairy barn, and features exhibits and interactive
displays that demonstrate the science of energy and
electricity, and how power is made and used. Admission to the
center is free. The historic Lansing Manor House is a historic
house museum adjacent to the Visitors Center. The Visitors
Center, Lansing Manor House and the Power Project are
located near Mine Kill State Park.

Excerpts from: New York State Power Authority
http://www.nypa.gov/facilities/blengil.htm)

Mine Kill
Falls, Mine
Kill State
Park
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MY GILBOA HOME
Butch, Grandpa Burton's
Tenant farm home 1943

My name is or was
Butch; aka Teresa,
Tess, Terri, a girl, not a
boy, well ok, I’m a Tom
boy. I was an only child,
so developed special
fantasy friends as
cohorts. From early on, I was a self–proclaimed explorer
and animal trainer. Away I went, each time a little further,
remembering landmarks to find my way back. I soon
discovered all kinds of creepy, jumpy, crawly, squiggly
things, and brought them home proudly so I could find
out what treasure I had found.
Dad knew all of Gilboa well, so would kick start my
curiosity just enough to find answers. After all, he knew
everything about everything, or so he told me more than
once, so how could I not believe him? He told me stories of
folks from the hills, gave me a little history of our area and
I am pretty sure he made up a lot of stuff too. I explored
not only our farm but parts of my grandparents Scutt and
Ambrosino farms, as well as neighboring farm properties
as well. Nothing was off limits as far as I was concerned
when I started wandering off to discover some new path or
creek and whatever residents I might find living in each.
Dad was still helping at my Grandpa Burton's farm in
Gilboa, New York after my parents were first married, so
we continued to live in one of the tenant homes on
Grandpa Burton's farm until early 1941. We then moved
for a few years to the town of West Bern, in Albany
County, northeast of Schoharie County.
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Dad was working in the Schenectady area and West Bern
was closer to commute to the city. Once Dad's job ended,
it was decided to return to Gilboa to look for property or a
farm. We came back in the fall of 1943 to the tenant home
on Grandpa Burton's farm as Dad's farm plans were put
into motion. As an only child, I soon had a lot of time to
myself because my folks were busy setting up the farm. I
used this time to strike out on my own to explore. As I
grew, I just naturally assumed neighbors were family too
so I watched and learned, asked questions of everybody,
spent time with them all, especially my grandparents.
My Dad's family was spread primarily around Gilboa,
Conesville, and the Middleburgh area, all in Schoharie
County. Burton, my Grandfather, lived close by on a farm
in Gilboa as did Evelyn, Dad's sister and family. His
brother Alton and family, lived on a small farm in
Conesville. Marion, another sister and family, lived in
Albany. There were Scutts I never saw or met that Dad
talked about knowing when he was younger.
Mom's parents, the Ambrosinos, lived on a small farm in
Conesville, brother Tony and family lived in the New York
City area, sister Fran, a student, lived at home as did
sister Madeline; both planned to leave the farm at
graduation, brother Joe was in the army, newly married to
Aleane.
Our farm was on the Northern fringe of the Catskill
Mountains in the town of Gilboa, part of Schoharie
County, New York. Naturally, we lived on a hill, in between
other hills and valleys. Hills, mountains and stones. How
did anyone get crops to grow or farm on this terrain?
Every farmer tried their hand, at least for a while; there
were many small dairy farms in our area. Families derived
incomes from their herds and maybe a little from crops.
There were homes scattered in between farms, but not
many things to do miles from others, so we devised our
own entertainment. You can see that it helped to have
good imagination, so I practiced my stories—on everyone!
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Our house faced the road, about 50 feet or so off the
roadway. Behind the house, a small yard; beyond that a
small fenced pasture and pond; beyond that, a fenced off
swamp forest with plenty of mud holes. The old barn was
off to the side of the house, then the outbuildings of old
garage and chicken coop. Later, a garage was added to the
house and a new barn was built to the south of the house,
beyond the garden.
GETTING STARTED: This photo from 1949 shows the old
school house after it was transported from the Crossroad
to the farm, refit to the foundation, an addition of new
dormers and roof over the new porch, and a refurbished
chimney, all of which took years to accomplish. The house
still needed lots of mending but was still livable the way it
was. Over the years, Dad knocked down a wall here or
there. The hall with side door facing the old barn was
removed to add more room. One side of the front porch
became my bedroom, the other side a bigger dining area.
The old barn (in background), as well as my tire swing
hanging from a big sugar maple that we tapped each year
can be seen. Later, Dad built a garage to the side of the
house that included the cellar door (almost seen) to the
left of Mom's rock flower bed redesigned when the garage
was added. Fifteen years later, a new barn was
constructed.
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When Dad left Grandpa's farm, he worked for a while with
the CCC camps as they worked on various projects in the
Albany/Schenectady areas. You can still find placards on
their transformations and projects all around the Capital
area. He told me a little about the Depression and the
many difficulties. I became a witness to some of the tough
times during WW II, with its' rationing, stamps and funny
little cardboard coins. Remember when we mixed this
white stuff, threw in an envelope of yellow stuff and mixed
it together? It was make believe butter—oleo. We used this
as our butter, as did many other families back then.
While living in the Town of West Bern, Dad commuted to
Schenectady. He and Freeman Proper worked in the
Schenectady Army Depot until their section closed. After
the closing, the plan was hatched to use funds for either
land or a farm, someplace in Gilboa. Dad was happiest on
a farm, especially around old haunts. His plan was to
train Mom, a mostly city girl, the ways of a farmer. Since
she was the organized one, she would be their record
keeper also. And so, they set off on this new endeavor,
living there for almost 25 years.
When unable to continue this harsh farm life, they moved
to Schoharie; there they combined efforts, doing odd jobs
such as carpentry, painting, and wallpapering. Mom was
much in demand; many ladies heard about her and
wanted wallpapering done. In 1978, they bought a place in
Florida but did not retire fulltime until the 80s where they
lived until their deaths—Dad in 2003, Mom in 2004. Dad
hung on to his bits and pieces of the past: maps, cancelled
checks, newspaper clippings, and photos; Dad's treasures,
some of which I have been sharing with you.
Yes, it may have been Dad with the ideas, but it was Mom
who put the pieces of the puzzle together, including the
farm startup. It was also she that put together Dad's
various home brew concoctions. There was always a crock
in process of fermentation somewhere to be found.
25

Moving the old school house to the run down Faster farm
was my folks' first step. With hard work they brought life
back to land and buildings. These first checks that follow
were used to purchase cows, horses and equipment for
this farm renewal process—their new homestead. I am
sure my folks kept these checks over 60 years as a
reminder to them of what they built together, a project
thought by many to be an impossible undertaking.

Check 1 above is the first check written for this new
project. It was to Franklin Hess with the notation "10
cows," with a total cost of $1,300.00. I am sure it was
quality stock. Dad bought more cows from Franklin, so
this deal must have been equitable for both of them, as
they continued their dealings for many years.
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Check 2 in the amount of $300 is to Grand Gorge bank
with the notation saying it was for horses. Peewee and
Jumbo? Was there a loan at the bank that had to be paid
off? If not, why was the check made payable to Grand
Gorge Bank? Could be whoever Dad was buying the
horses from had a loan there. Another question.

Check 3 above is interesting. The notation says Dad
bought two cows from Gramps Ambrosino @ $150.00
each. Why did his cows cost more than Franklin's cows?
Were the ten cows in Check 1 at a special discount
pricing?
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Check 4 is to Sid Keyser (Howard's Dad), our neighbors,
and the notation says two cows. Dad's squiggles are seen
on the left corner also—he was planning on something
else, but I don't have any idea as to what. Was pricing of
$110 each based on the age of the cow, production or just
the price the seller wanted? I suppose it is normal to have
disparity in pricing on cows, but I wondered anyway.

Check 5 shown above has a notation for a plow & drag
purchased from Harry Cronk in the amount of $100.00.

Check 6 above in the amount of $35.00 is to A.W.
Demarest & Sons. Although written on the wrong line, the
intent must have been clear to the bank, the check was
cashed. I think it was Mom who made the notation that it
was for a mower.
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Check 7 above is to John Faster and the notation says
wagon, and is in the amount of $55.00. I am guessing it is
for a hay wagon. Keep in mind that probably ten or more
years later, all this equipment had to be replaced or refit
to pull behind a tractor.

Check 9 above shows the amount of $50 to Franklin Hess
with a notation for one cow. How is that possible? Who
buys a cow for $50? Was it a Down payment, last
payment, or really payment for just one cow? Another
mystery to me. By the way, there is no check 8.
Yes, I do like mysteries, but still wish I had the answers to
some of these questions.
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Over the years, I tagged along when Dad visited the
Franklin Hess farm; Dad bought other cows from him and
conferred with him often about farm things in general, or
maybe they were just gossiping; men do, you know. I
guess I will always question the check for $50—surely I
am missing a few facts there, a cow for $50?
It must have taken Dad quite a while just to make an
agreement to purchase each animal; why were most
checks written on the same day? Did these checks
become a form of a bank loan or were they counter checks
from personal funds? I did not find information or
cancelled checks for moving the old schoolhouse, nor
papers on materials to refurbish it. Maybe they were
different private account checks or maybe, cash only?
Our farm was made up of land, buildings, and animals
like every other farm, but yet, so much more. It was the
starting point of my explorations, my security and
comfort; it felt like a calming hug in times of trouble.
Maybe I watched too many sci–fi shows, but I always
thought that the farm was in possession of us, and not the
other way around, that my family and I belonged to it. All
of us together had become this living, breathing thing,
home!
Other families have owned this farm for almost 50 years,
but it is and always will be Home to me, no matter where I
might live at the time.
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Thumbnail Sketches of the Schoharie Valley by Thelma P. Stone
1981, From Dad's treasures.
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Chapter 2
Climbing the Family Trees
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Dad’s Family:
Burton H. Scutt, Born: Breakabeen, NY (5/17/1890), (a Farmer
until retirement), m. Winifred C. Brainard 1914.
Died: Gilboa—Evelyn Scutt Bailey’s home, 3/30/71, age 80.
Siblings:
Martha (1877–1921) never married.
Nora ((1881–1957), m. Elliott Thornington, no children),
Burl (1883–1929 m. Etta Neer (Children: Robert), then m.
Ethel Brainard, (Children: Kenneth W., Ruth Emma),
Amos (1875–1945 m. Olive Bailey Bates, then m. Hattie
Brainard, Children: Leslie, Leah)
Winifred C. Brainard, Born: East Windham, NY on 3/7/1893,
Died 1/18/1927 (age 33) (Parents: John R. Brainard & Jennie
Brisack Brainard)
Siblings:
Mildred b. 1891–m. John Every/Evory, Children: Emma May
(Eunice), Beth, Doris
Ethel b. 1901 m. Burl Scutt, Children: Ruth Emma b. 1918,
Kenneth W. b 1919, then m. John Near, no children
Sidney b. 1911 (child from marriage of John Brainard &
Florence Ruland).
Nora Blanchard Scutt, Born 6/6/1893 Died 12/27/69,
she married Burton in 1938.
Burton & Winifred's Children:
Herbert (m. Aneila Ambrosino, Child Teresa),
Evelyn (m. George Bailey, Child: Joyce),
Alton (m. Mary Ellen Haner, Children: Marge, Lawrence
(Larry/Buzz), Randall (Randy), Kendra,
Marion (m. Kenneth Mominee, Children: Kenneth Robert (Bob),
and Carol.)
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DAD’S ANCESTRY—BRAINARD/BRAINERD FAMILY
Abbreviated
Winifred Brainard's ancestor, Daniel Brainard/Brainerd, at age 3
around 1641 came from Essex County England up the
Connecticut River settling in the Hartford area until 1662 when
he moved to Haddam, CT. with 28 others. They were the first
settlers of Haddam and East Haddam, CT. In 1662, they
purchased land from the Indians for a price of 30 coats (worth
approx. $100). Many original settlement records were found,
scanned in and are posted on line at the University of Hartford's
special section. Settlement activities, diaries, letters and notes,
skirmishes, maps, names and ranks of those who fought in the
Revolutionary War, can be found there—fascinating!
The Brainards resided in the Haddam area until Zechariah and
his family (children Phebe, Zechariah, Levi, and Abner) moved
in 1795/1796 to Schoharie/Greene County, now part of
Conesville. He was a farmer, and is the progenitor of the
Brainard family in this part of the State. Son Zechariah's history:
Great, Great, Great Grandfather Zechariah Brainard, a farmer
and carpenter, born Durham, NY 1805–1888, died Conesville,
NY, (W. Durham Cem.), m. Persis Warriner Brainard; 9
children: of which Phebe 1828–1919 m. Jacob Smith, 6 children of
which Rosa 1852–1933 m. Charles Delong, children: Maude,
infant who died, and Edith (m. Clive/Clyde Bailey 1885–1955),
their children: Beatrice, Maude, [m. Almon, their children:
Loretta Haskins Latta (m. Wilfred Latta), Beatrice Haskins
Mattice (m. Paul Mattice), Clyda Belle Mace (m. Stewart Mace),
George Bailey, (m. Evelyn Scutt)}, the other eight children of
Zechariah/Persis: Lucia, Esther, Judson, Victoria, Jerome, Delia,
Delilah, and Jason of Conesville 1830–1903 (m. Adaline Day,
daughter of Newell and Mary Ann Scoville Day, their children:
Willard, Eva, Arthur, Carrie, and Leonard Brainard 1873–1902)
[m. Clarissa Scoville, aka Etta, their children: Florence, DeForest,
Ralph, Donald, Harold, Archie, Willie, Ethel, Ivan].
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Great, Great Grandfather Judson Brainard born 12/16/1837 in
Conesville, died 3/26/1888 m. Hester Sutton 1866, 5 children
(Nellie, Hattie, Etta Bell, Persis, John Edgar.) Judson then m. a
lady by the last name of Murphy.
Great Grandfather John Edgar R. Brainard born 3/9/1867 m.
Jennie Brisack daughter of Addison Brisack, born 7/9/1867 died
7/4/1904, children: Mildred, Winifred, Ethel and Sidney. John
Edgar then m. Florence Ruland, son Sidney is of that marriage.
Grandmother Winifred Brainard born 3/7/1893 died 1/18/1927
m. Burton Scutt, children: Herbert, Evelyn, Alton, Marion.
Herbert m. Lillian Ambrosino, children—me, Teresa Scutt
Lahti.
I was living in Deep River, CT., 1963 to 1978. Unknown to me at the
time, was the original Brainard Haddam/East Haddam settlement
and cemetery a few miles away.

I must admit that I, like probably many others, had never given
much thought to ancestry. But, after a further review of the
Brainard/Brainerd line, I was pleasantly surprised to see the
many ties we have one to another in the community. Wish I
could have explored and taken photos of the Brainard cemetery
in East Haddam, Connecticut.
If you look at the previous page, you will see Zechariah
Brainard, m. Persis Warriner; had 9 children: one these was
Phebe m. Jacob Smith, who had 6 children: Eleanor, Abner,
Rosa, Francis, Wallace, Elizabeth.
One of which Rosa (Harriet Rosalia) m. Charles Delong,
children: Maude, infant who died, and Edith m. (Clive/Clyde
Bailey) and their children: Clyda Belle (m. Stewart Mace),
George Bailey, (m. Evelyn Scutt, child: Joyce), Beatrice, Maude,
(m. Almon Haskins–children: Loretta (m. Wilfred Latta),
Beatrice (m. Paul Mattice).
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Another child of Phebe m. Jacob Smith was: Elizabeth Smith
(1858–1912), m. Lewis Bailey (1862–1954). Four Children:
1) Frank Bailey, m. Mabel Wilkerson,
2) Ralph Bailey m. Florence Kreig,
3) Ford Bailey m. Hattie Rivenburgh, child: Madeline,
and Vernon
*Madeline m. Frank Wyckoff, 3 Children:
Kay m. Donald Dyson, 2 children;
Gene m. Geraldine Gusin; Children: April,
Steven.
Kathy m. McCormick
*Vernon Bailey (m. Neysa Stryker, then m.
Margaret Clark), 2 Children:
Vernon Jr. (m. Emily, then m. Judy Nellis),
Candace.
4) Olive Bailey m. George Bates, then m. Amos Scutt.
Of Zechariah and Persis remaining children: Lucia, Esther,
Judson, Victoria, Jerome, Delia, Delilah, we see Jason who m.
Adaline Day, Children: Willard, Eva, Arthur, Carrie, and
Leonard Brainard who m. Clarissa Scoville, aka Etta, their
Children: Florence, DeForest, Ralph, Donald, Harold, Archie,
Willie, Ethel, Ivan.
Another of Zechariah and Persis Brainard children: Esther m.
Enos Hubbard, son of Eleazar and Betsey Scoville Hubbard.
Children: Lottie, Abner, Lewis Erwin, Franklin Ulysees,
Herbert.
And another of Zechariah and Persis children: Jerome Brainard
m. Helen Hubbard, daughter of Job & Margaret Vaughn
Hubbard, then m. Jennie Cook.
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DAD’S ANCESTRY—SCUTT/SCHUTT FAMILY
Abbreviated
(Variations: {Schutt, Schott, Scutt, Scott} from research records).
The Schutts/Scutts originally migrated from the Netherlands up
the Hudson River and settled in the Albany/Amsterdam areas,
later settling primarily in the Schoharie Valley and Gilboa areas.
Great, Great, Great Grandfather: Abraham/Abram Scutt (1787–
1862) Columbia County, New York m. Catherine Rivenburg then
m. Ruth Traver Green (1791–1812), Children: George Scutt.
Great, Great Grandfather: George Scutt, (1832–1915, m. 1851
Martha Mosier) Children: George Ellsworth, Cornelius Asbury,
Emma, Elizabeth Ardella, and Robert Wesley Scutt.
Great Grandfather: Robert Wesley Scutt (June 1853–March
1925), m. Oct 1874 Charity Campbell (Jan 1854–Dec 1912), (her
parents Hiram Campbell & Susan Ecker), Children: Burton
(1890–1971 m. Winifred Brainard), Martha (1877–1921), Nora
(m. Elliot Thornington), Burl—a blacksmith (1883–1929, m. Etta
Mary Neer, Children: Robert W. who m. Arlena Loucks), then
Burl m. Ethel Brainard, (her parents: John Brainard & Jennie
Brisack Brainard), Children: Ruth Emma, Kenneth W., Amos H.
m. Olive Bailey Bates, no children, then m. Hattie Brainard (her
parents: John Brainard & Jennie Brisack Brainard), Children:
Leslie and Leah.
Grandfather Burton Scutt (May 17, 1890–March 30, 1971) m.
1914 Winifred Brainard, (1893–1927) (her parents: John Brainard
& Jennie Brisack Brainard) Children: Herbert, Evelyn, Alton,
Baby Scutt who died, Marion. Burton then m. Nora Blanchard
June 1938, no children.
Father: Herbert John Scutt born: Gilboa, NY 10/2/16, died
9/15/2003, just weeks prior his 88th birthday, New Port Richey,
FL., m. 11/26/39 Aniela (Lil) Teresa Ambrosino Born: Bronx,
NY, 7/26/13, died: (age 91), 8/23/04 New Port Richey, FL.,
Children: me, Teresa/Tess/Terri/Butch
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Abram/Abraham Scutt
(1787–1862),
Both tombstone photos from
Livingstonville Cemetery,
Photos: Robert Mominee

Abram married Catherine
Rivenburg. Then about 1812,
married Ruth Traver Greene,
(1791–1845). Ruth was the
daughter of Andrew &
Catherine Greene. Abram &
Ruth Traver Greene Scutt are
parents of George Scutt
(1832–1915).
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Martha Mosier
(1830–1864)
m. 1851
George Scutt
(1832–1915).
Martha's Tombstone
Livingstonville Cemetery
Photo: Robert Mominee.

George & Martha Mosier
Scutt were
Parents of:
Robert Wesley Scutt, (1853–1925) m. Charity Campbell
(a family photo follows), she was the daughter of Hiram and
Susan Ecker Campbell. See his complete resume.
Cornelius Asbury Scutt (1856–1931) m. Loretta Victoria
Coonely (1858–1940) Children: Libbie Scutt, Mentor Bliss Scutt,
Omeda Edith Scutt {m. Newton Swamk, then m. Joseph Dellno
Wiggins, Children: Menton Dellno, Victor Carol, Edith Lee}; then
m. Arthur Douglas Murray), Arthur Garfield Scutt (m. Bessie Lee
Jones, children: Robert, Lowell) and Laura Mable Scutt died as
baby.
Elizabeth Ardella Scutt (1859–1935) m. George Walker
Batton, children: Paul Batton, Robert Earl Batton.
Emma Scutt (1860 - ?) who we know nothing about.
George Ellsworth Scutt (1863–1958) m. Nellie Fern
Trueblood. A clipping of their 40th wedding anniversary follows.
Their Children: Robert Lorne Scutt {m. Eleanor Lamson Scutt;
Children: Lois, Margaret, Robert}, Mentor Burdett Scutt {m.
Norene Pressey, Their Children: Sandra J. Scutt, Michael Burdett
Scutt}, a baby Scutt who died, and Dorothea Elizabeth Scutt {m.
Frank Shelton, Their Children: Frank Burdett, George Durward,
Margaret Fern, Donel Lorne, Carol Lee}.
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First row: Burl Scutt, Father: Robert Wesley Scutt, Burton
Scutt, and Mother: Charity Campbell Scutt (her parents:
Hiram & Susan Ecker Campbell).
Second Row: Nora Scutt, Amos H. Scutt and Martha Scutt

The Robert Wesley Scutt Family—ca. 1900
(From: Aunt Marion's papers)
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An older Great Grandfather
Robert Wesley Scutt
(1853–1925), farmer and
also blacksmith.

Robert Wesley Scutt
was married Oct. 1874
to Charity Campbell,
(1854–1912), they were
married 38 years until
her death. He married
at age 60 to Ida Mead in
1914. I thought it made
sense that he was
buried alongside
Charity, his first wife.
(Photo: From Great Aunt
Nora's Album)

Robert Wesley Scutt,
Charity Campbell Scutt
Buried in Keyser Kill
Cemetery

(Photo: Robert Mominee)
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Robert Wesley Scutt
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George Ellsworth
Scutt
(1863–1958),

George E. was
Brother to
Robert Wesley
Scutt,
Uncle to my
Grandfather
Burton Scutt.
His Parents:
George and
Martha Mosier
Scutt.
(From: Aunt
Marion's Papers)

George Ellsworth Scutt was married in January 1893 to
Nellie Fern Trueblood Scutt (1871–1952) Children: Robert
Lorne Scutt, Mentor Burdett Scutt, a baby Scutt who died,
and Dorothea Elizabeth Scutt. George was born in
Middleburgh, NY where he spent twelve years of his
boyhood until moving to Iowa with his parents, George
and Martha Mosier Scutt. (Martha Mosier Scutt is buried
in the Livingstonville, NY Cemetery.)
Later, George E. moved to Vermillion, South Dakota where
he met and married Nellie Fern Trueblood. They later
moved to Boise, Idaho and lived there for 18 years, moving
to Hanford, California, then later to Visalia, California
where George was employed by the Fresno Bee newspaper
of Fresno, California. George died in 1958 at age 94.
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Burl Scutt (1883–1929), is son of Robert Wesley Scutt
and Charity Campbell Scutt, and is Burton's older
brother, married first to Etta Mary Neer, their only child:
Robert W. Scutt (1910–1985.) I called him Uncle Bob; he
was Dad's older cousin, married to Arlena Loucks; their
Children: Burl, Bobbie Lee, Roseann and Beverly (m. John
Harrisk); they would visit us several times a year.
Ethel Brainard, was his second wife, married to Burl in
1901. Ethel was sister to Winifred and Mildred Brainard,
whose parents were John Brainard and Jennie Brisack,
but I have no other information. Burl and Ethel's
children: Ruth Emma b. 1918, Kenneth W. Scutt b. 1919.
Unfortunately, I never knew any of these folks.

Once I started researching further, I learned that Great
Uncle Burl Scutt's first combination blacksmith and
woodworking shop in 1916 was on Tax Lot 110 on Main
Street, Old Gilboa Village, and was leased from Ira Case.
Not long after, the property was sold to Frank Lewis who
did not use the blacksmith shop to compete with Burl, but
instead built a garage in the rear of the property, and
called it Riverside Garage, where he planned to sell cars.
44

Uncle Burl looked for another location and found one
diagonally across Main Street from his previous shop.
Uncle Burl's second location, on Tax Lot 117, Main Street,
was next to Wyckoff's Garage, shown below. He leased it
from George Shoemaker. Both locations must have worked
out pretty well for him during that time. Not only did
Uncle Burl get the hotel business at each of his locations,
but he was right on the road into town. The downside—the
move to cars was well underway; a matter of time before
blacksmithing would be on the wane. Both full size photos
can be seen in Old Gilboa Village section, page 14.
Photo to the left shows the
first location, Tax Lot 110,
that Burl leased from Ira
Case; the building was later
sold to Frank Lewis.

Photo and blow up above shows Burl's second shop, Tax
Lot 117, Main Street, Old Gilboa Village. We can just
about make out the sign over the doorway: "Burl Scutt."
Photos: Gilboa Historical Society. Read more in the Quarterly,
spring 2015 Edition, "A Walking Tour of Gilboa Village 1917."
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Cemetery
Tombstone for Burl
and his sister
Martha Scutt,
(she was
unmarried)
Livingstonville
Cemetery

(Photo: Robert
Mominee).

After seeing this photo
of my Grandpa Burton
(in Great Aunt Nora's
album) when he was
younger, a ladies
bonnet on his head as
a spoof, I developed a
fuller appreciation of
Dad's schemes as well
as my own. I am
guessing this photo
was taken sometime in
the early 1900s.
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Nora Scutt (1881–1957),
Burton's older sister, and
daughter of Robert Wesley
Scutt & Charity Campbell
Scutt, married Elliott
Thorington, no children.

Aunt Nora worked in the
Albany area as a
housekeeper/ nanny to
families in the area,
moving after retirement
to Middleburgh. She and
Elliott had split, were
living apart. I remember
how the family got
together, set up, painted
and decorated her new
apartment. Since she
lived so many years in
the residences of others,
never owned much. The
family stepped in, found
and donated furniture
and other necessary
items.
Photo: early 1900s—from Great Aunt Nora's album.
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I have no photos of Burton's older brother Amos Scutt,
who married Olive Bailey Bates, no children, then married
Hattie Brainard Scutt (her parents: John Brainard &
Jennie Brisack Brainard). Amos and Hattie's children:
Leslie and Leah Scutt. A brief outline of son Leslie and
daughter Leah follows.
Photo from: Great Aunt Nora's album.

Leslie Scutt (1906-1975) was
the Son of Amos (Burton's older
brother) and Hattie Brainard
Scutt, whose parents were: John
Brainard and Jennie Brisack
Brainard. Leslie was married to
Nancy Bartholomew, they had
one child named Katherine
Scutt who married Arnold
Radford.

Leah Scutt, daughter of Amos & Hattie Brainard Scutt,
was born 1902, she married Roman Campbell, two
children, Hattie Campbell and Gladys Campbell.
I believe Leslie and Leah and their relatives are part of the
Scutt clan from Livingstonville/Middleburgh located on
Scutt Hill that I had heard about. I never remember
meeting any of them, but Dad talked about knowing them
and visiting them when he was a boy. I have a black and
white photo copy of a Scutt reunion that could not be
reproduced for the book. It had well over 100 people in the
photo; I recognized only my Grandfather Burton.
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Grandpa Burton Scutt and Family
Front Row: Grandmother Winifred Scutt with baby Evelyn

Scutt Bailey, Grandpa Burton, his father, Robert W. Scutt.
Back row: Could be Burton's sister Nora Scutt, baby Herbert,
held by perhaps a housekeeper, and helper at the farm.
Believe the year is ca. 1917, Both Photos: Great Aunt Nora's album.

Below: Grandmother Winifred with friends or family—I have no idea
who they are, when or where the photo was taken.
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Baby Herbert, ca. 1917

Both photos found in Dad's
treasures, Great Aunt Nora's
album.

The Scutt Kids:
L to R: Evelyn Scutt, (born 1917), m. George Bailey,
Alton Scutt (born 1919), m. Mary Ellen Haner.
Herbert Scutt (born 1915), m. Aniela (Lil) Ambrosino.
Year was 1922 or 1923

Marion was born December 1921—too young to be in photo.
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Years Later: Photo of Evelyn Scutt Bailey and George Bailey, their
wedding day, 1938 in front of Clyde and Edith Bailey's WGY Food
Store, Broome Center. Photo: Great Aunt Nora's album

My Dad was a meat, potatoes and gravy guy at each
dinner meal, so Mom had to be creative. However, it was
Uncle George who convinced Dad that pancakes HAD to
be served with milk gravy. I tried it myself and had to
admit it wasn't half bad, but I still preferred real syrup.

Gilboa Cemetery,
Grandparents
Burton and
Winifred Brainard
Scutt

Nora Blanchard
Scutt, Burton's
second wife, is
buried in
Oneonta, her
hometown.
(Photo: Robert
Mominee)
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Grandpa Burton passed in 1971 while living in Aunt Evelyn Scutt
Bailey's home.

Note: Ida Mead married Robert Wesley Scutt 1914; was Burton's
step mother, not mother, article also says Alton lived in Golboa, and
that Marion's last name was Moniee; all of these incorrect.
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Mom’s Family:
Frank Ambrosino, Born: Naples, Italy on 2/28/1890, an
apprentice shoemaker, sailor, store keeper Died: Schenectady,
NY on 4/4/74 (age 84) Siblings: Brother: Blaze, Sister: Marie (m.
Anthony Decarlo–2 children).
Anna Wierzbicki, aka Wesbesco, her adopted name, original
name was Schmidt: Born: 7/26/1889 in Austria, mother
remarried, moved to Krakow, Poland (Part of German/Austria
ruled lands). Died: Schenectady, NY 4/15/71 (age 82) Siblings:
Mary (m. Adam Ruckdeschel, Children: Anna, John)
Ambrosino Children: Anthony (m. Julia Novak children: Joan,
Judy), Lillian (m. Herbert Scutt, child: Teresa), Frank died age
16. Joseph (m. Aleane), Madeline (m. Richard Lund, Children:
Richard, Kathy), Frances (m. David McIntosh, Children: Holly,
David, Coral, Sherry, then m. Ronald Rowe).
Sharing what little history we have:
Frank Ambrosino, was born on a small island off Naples,
Italy. Many similar names came up for entry into the
United States through Ellis Island from Naples. However, I
found no record for either grandparent in Ellis Island
records. Aunt Maddy said Gramps was also a sailor in
addition to being a journey man in shoemaking/repairing.
She heard that Gramps had jumped ship at some port; we
don't know where, but somehow he ended up in New York
City and put in for his papers. Well, that no doubt
explains why I did not find anything at the Ellis Island site
for a specific date, ship or place of debarkation; maybe he
didn't want us to know for some reason; another mystery.
My Grandmother Anna was born in Austria, her biological
father (Schmidt) was killed in a mine when she was about
three or four years old. We think it could have been the
salt mine around Saltzburg, Austria. There were reports of
a mine cave in there. Gram remembered seeing a big lake
near her home when she was very young.
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We also think the couple moved originally to Austria for
his job; and that Anna's mother moved back to the
Krakow, Poland area after he died. Her family, it seemed,
was from that area. It was then at some point, she married
a man her family probably knew. We aren't sure if her
sister Mary had the same father, but they both were
holding the same last name years later. This was another
blur; no one ever spelled her adopted last name the same
way twice. Every piece of identification Mom had of
Grandmother Anna in her papers showed a different last
name. I do not know if her real adopted name was
Wierzbicki, Wesbesco or some variation or the two, and
back then, Grandmother didn't care if we knew or not.
When she made up her mind, end of discussion; the book
was closed on that earlier life as far as she was concerned.
What we did learn was that Anna's stepfather wanted her
to marry an older neighbor man when she was in her
teens in order to combine their two farms. This would
have given both men more influence locally. She refused to
marry a much older man for family convenience, so came
up with her own plan. With her Grandfather Schmidt's
help, at age 16, she and he departed Poland via horse and
wagon to Hamburg, Germany, then were directed to the
port where ocean booking had been arranged for Anna to
come to America. She left all, set off on her own, and never
looked back, at least that she ever admitted to anyone.
Grandmother Anna became an indentured servant to a
family in Brooklyn for four years where she worked off the
crossing fare to America. Once grandfather became a
naturalized citizen of the United States, he would not talk
of Italy; no revisiting of the past, he said. Grandmother felt
similarly; thus Ambrosino, and Wierzbicki, aka Wesbesco
histories are limited; they contain only what was told to us
and hearsay learned along the way. No one in our family
was ever successful in getting complete family names,
town residences or any other information in order to do
research and look for more of our roots. I couldn't even get
them to teach me a few Italian or Polish words.
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BRONX NY—1930s—THE AMBROSINO FAMILY:
First Row: Grandfather Frank Ambrosino holding Madeline,
Grandmother Anna Ambrosino, Joseph standing next to her.
Back Row: Frankie, (died age 16), Anthony, Lillian (Mom).
Frances was not born yet.
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Uncle Joseph (Joe) Ambrosino,

Married Aleane, while in service
when he was stationed in the
Carolinas and where he learned
how to cut up meat, becoming a
butcher while in the army. Later
he worked in the meat
department of the Oneida Store
in Middleburgh and later moved
over to the Grand Union in
Catskill as the Meat Manager.
They had no children.

Gramps Frank
Ambrosino, Judy &
Joan Ambrosino
(daughters of
Anthony & Julia
Novak
Ambrosino),
Gram Anna
Ambrosino,
Baby is me,
1941 at the
Ambrosino farm.
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The Girls:
Aunt Madeline
Ambrosino
(m. Richard Lund)

holding me,

Cousins Judith (Judy)
Ambrosino, and Joan
Ambrosino
(Tony and Julia Novak
Ambrosino's
daughters)
Aunt Frances
Ambrosino,
(m. David McIntosh,
m. 2n to Rowe)
1941—Ambrosino
farm, Conesville

Uncle Anthony (Tony) Ambrosino,

Worked for a dairy in the
New York City area until
retirement to Florida. Here
with wife, Julia (Jay)
Novak Ambrosino.
Children: Judith and
Joan. They lived in the
Port Chester/ New
Rochelle area. From his
home, Uncle Tony had a
short trip either to the
river or to the docks to go
out deep sea fishing.
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Years later,
Aunt Madeline (Maddy) Ambrosino,

Married Richard Lund,
Children: Richard and Kathy.
This photo taken sometime
early 40s, after she left Gilboa
and the farm life for the city life
of Schenectady, a new job, and
new apartment.

And

Aunt Frances (Fran) Ambrosino,

Here, a senior, Class of 1948,
Gilboa Conesville Central; she
also planned to leave Gilboa for
Schenectady, would stay with
Maddy while looking for a job
and her own apartment. Married David McIntosh,
Children: Holly Ann, David, Coral and Sherri. Married
second to Ron Rowe, no children.

And me, Butch,

Trying to stay out of trouble, here
getting ready to climb over the
fence. Age 2+ summer of 1943,
Town of West Bern, soon to depart
to my home, in Gilboa.
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Chapter 3
Family,
Impressions,
Explorations,

Secrets
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Both sets of my grandparents lived fairly close to us.
Grandpa Burton on my Dad's side lived relatively near
us—just off the crossroad on Mower Road, his farm was
called Clearview Farm. I spent a lot of time there, in and
out of his grapevine arbors, playing at some new quest.
He had a well house that was beyond spectacular. A
quick open of this little door to get a peek would reveal
almost a million steps, with a mysterious gizmo at the
bottom. Not like our well house. Ours wasn’t really a well
house—it was a spring house with a rickety wooden floor
over water, and a trap door. Even at only 3 feet deep, all
of us had to be careful, the floor was uneven and shaky.
My folks were very aware one could be caught up in
buying things without needed funds to pay. So, once a
current loan for equipment was paid off, another necessity
always came up. A new furnace was installed, a new well
was drilled somewhere around 1955/56; neither exactly
pieces of farm equipment, but sorely needed. The well was
decided after a vicious dry summer of hauling water from
Hubbard Pond every day. It certainly was time from my
perspective! Dad dug the new water lines to the barn, by
hand. We kept the spring well house just in case; the new
well didn’t even have a house—just a pipe sticking out.
Grandpa's well house was a masterpiece, as was his barn,
much bigger than ours and, intimidating. So while in his
barn, I did not use the ropes attached to the big hay–fork
to jump off; the mows were too scary, even for me!
Ah, the hay–forks, non-existent now, for good reason. This
system of ropes and pulleys was used to move loose hay
from wagon to mow by the use of a hay–fork set into loose
hay using its huge pins. Various ropes were attached to
the fork through a series of pulleys and ropes connected
back to the horse yoke which would take the hay from the
wagon up to the overhead track. Once the horses pulled
ahead on the yoke, up came this huge clump of hay, until
click, the fork stopped in place on the track.
60

The horses were stopped, a smaller rope was yanked, and
then the hay–fork moved down the track to the center of
the mow. With a yank on the trailing rope, the pins
released the hay, then—whoosh, into the mow. Then all
was reversed, the fork was reset and the routine started
over again and again until all the hay was out of the
wagon and into the mow; a very long process. No wonder
farmers soon bought tractors, side rakes and balers. The
need for hay–forks and work horses was soon gone. I did
miss exploring Grandpa's barn with the many secret
hiding places in silo and lofts, nooks and crannies.
Below: 1930s, Clearview Farm, Dad, Grandpa Burton and horses.
Dad's trademark, his signature hat!

Sometime 1954/1955, Grandpa and Nora sold and moved
to Roxbury. Those last months had many health issues for
Grandpa. Dad was there most days, helping with chores
until final papers came through and they moved away.
Some of us neighbors got together and held a party for the
new owners, Otto and Winnie Bremer, to welcome and
wish them well. They were readying plans to use their
house as a kind of inn—a boarding home for elders; no
farming was to be done, just chickens and a garden.
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The old way - horses and wagon. Grandpa Burton and helpers,
(Mr. Shaline and son) Clearview Farm, 1947—before tractors, rakes
and balers. Photo from Great Aunt Nora's album.

After loose hay was a thing of the past, hay bales came in
to being in our lives. We kids learned quickly to modify
accordingly, we made wonderful forts. One had to be
extremely careful pulling out our foundation bales
indiscriminately; cave-ins could be common, especially
when removed by unsuspecting parents. We had to
constantly readjust our forts when someone pulled out a
crucial bale. Butch the builder heard about cave-ins often.
Gramps and Gram Ambrosino on Mom's side lived way on
the other side of the world it seemed. They too lived on a
farm, less than 10 miles away, but still too far for me to
travel by myself; I still spent a lot of time there. My
Grandmother was a good cook. They tell me Gramps
taught her Italian cooking, but she mostly cooked German
and Polish dishes, just with her own Italian flair. Gram
had been pledged to work for a Jewish family who were
customers of a store where my Gramps worked at the time
of their meeting. They were married after four or five
years, and eventually became owners of a general store,
apartment building and their own garden.
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The Ambrosino family lived in the Bronx until moving to
the McClean Heights area in Yonkers. Later, the family,
with the exception of Uncle Tony and family, sold their
properties when financial problems came about after the
Depression. They moved to the farm in Conesville. My
Italian grandfather brought his wrapped grapevines from
Italy to the city garden, to the farm and to each home
thereafter—dug up, replanted again and again. No matter
where they lived, he made the best wine, tart or sweet or
somewhere in between. Whenever we would come for a
visit, he would send us home with a jug or two.
Ambrosino Farm, Conesville,
Adjacent to Blakesly/Case
farms

Mixing was done in the
cellar using several
different barrels; jugs were
prepared individually to
taste. Naturally, when
Gramps was going down to
get a jug or two for
someone, some of the
family disappeared with
him to the cellar. Wine
was used for cooking and
drinking, was served with
each meal; I didn’t care
much for it back then, so mine was mixed with ginger ale.
Ah, but later, that was different; I still like a small glass
with my meals.
Off to the cellar they would go to sample. Each person had
to sample the mix to decide what the right proportion was
for them; might be too tart, might be too sweet, it varied.
Read between the lines here. I would hang around above,
listening to the laughter, waiting to see what condition
would prevail; they must have thought the whole thing
was a secret to me—ha! I knew what they were up to.
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One summer, when I was almost 5, I went for a weekend
visit to my Grandparents Ambrosino. Aunt Fran was
taking me berry picking, then a visit to the Schwartz
family, which was up the road past the Van Aiken's cut
off, to see their parrot. I was intrigued about the parrot.
But later that first night, I was told, I must have had a
nightmare and insisted on going home, right then!
Gramps called, Dad came to get me. Aunt Fran thought I
was a crybaby. I did go berry picking with her and Cousin
Joan another time, but I never did get to see the parrot. I
think she made that up; I bet there never was a parrot,
nobody else knew anything about him. She didn't enjoy
farm life, so after graduation, she was planning on leaving
the farm for Schenectady, and also eventually ended up
working for General Electric.
But, I enjoyed their farm, the creek, fishing from the board
over the creek, and exploring wherever I could. I never
forgot about the parrot. I loved to wander not only around
the creek, the house and farm, but especially Aunt Fran's
room—always a bad decision. She was very possessive,
especially about her nail polish and let me know about it.
On Sundays, we three took turns visiting family—one
week Mom's family, the next week Dad's family. We could
not stay long because of chores, but always managed to
have some fun. I explored! My grandparents continued to
maintain a wonderful garden no matter where they moved;
grape arbors and paths were everywhere; vegetables and
eggs were sold to neighbors.
After a while, my grandparents gave up farming on the
hilly, stony acreage; it was just too hard to wring out a
living at their ages. Gramps got a job in the produce
section at Oneida Market in Middleburgh, so they moved
to that town. The arbors, vines, vats and barrels moved
again with them. I missed the farm, the chicken coop and
yard, the creek and of course, the enormous sluice pipe.
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Beside the sluice pipe, there was a board over the creek to
the other side. Deep under the board, right next to the
sluice, a longtime resident lived. It was his hideout and he
being so secretive, stayed alive to become the biggest
trout, ever! We caught others but this guy stayed free, he
was "the king" as long as my grandparents lived there.
Mom had two sisters and two brothers: Tony, Joe, Maddy
and Fran. My Aunt Frances is only 10 years older than I,
so kept an eye on me at school during my first two years,
but it didn't help much. Uncle Tony was the fisherman—
he lived close to "the City", loved deep-sea fishing. His
stories of captains, boats, fish and fishermen kept us in
stitches. One never knew what "catch" he would bring to
my grandparents. I did not care much for fish. I remember
once how they fooled me into eating squid, or octopus.
Whatever it was, I was not keen on it. It may have been a
big delicacy for Italians; but not for me—I wasn't
impressed, and spit it out; last time they tried that.
Gramps fished when younger off the Islands around
Naples, so was well versed in fishing; the family was raised
catching fish out of the Hudson River in Yonkers or in City
Park for the mussels and eels; the farm offered only brook
trout. I didn't care to
learn about fish
varieties or how they
tasted; Butch just
caught them.
Sisters:
Frances Ambosino
McIntosh Rowe,
Madeline Ambosino
Lund,
Lillian Ambrosino Scutt.
1950s Grandparents'
home, Middleburgh
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A Scutt bash, July 4, 1947
(From Great Aunt Nora’s Album)
Front row: Cousins: Carol Mominee (daughter of Marion S. &
Kenneth Mominee), Marge Scutt (daughter of Alton & Mary
Ellen Scutt),

Second Row: Joyce Bailey (daughter of Evelyn S. Bailey &
George Bailey) & Butch/Tess (hiding).

Next Row: Grandpa Burton, Evelyn (Scutt) Bailey, Mom.
Back row: Mary Ellen (Haner) Scutt, Nora B Scutt, (second
wife to Burton), Ken Mominee—sticking out his tongue,
George Bailey over his shoulder, Alton Scutt holding either
Cousin Bobby Mominee or Cousin Larry Scutt, my Dad.
(Marion took photo.)
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Dad had two sisters and a brother: Evelyn, Marion, and
Alton. How come I was an only child? I never figured out if
that was good or bad. Dad's sister, Evelyn, husband
George Bailey and Cousin Joyce lived a short distance
from us and she was probably my closest ally, an only
child as well, so was really like a sister. Joyce was a year
older, a grade higher, both of us in the same school. We
spent a lot of time together growing up, learned how to ice
skate on their pond, holding each other up. She also tried
to teach me about the piano. We talked for hours in her
room or on the phone sharing secrets. Later as teens, we
would, of course, talk about boys. She told me about her
newest crush, I told her about mine.
Joyce learned to play the piano, and became very good;
she soon played organ at both churches and would play
for us at parties. It was Aunt E's house where we usually
had picnics and fireworks. Uncle Ken Mominee brought
firework specialties from Albany every summer. We made
quite an evening of it. All of us cousins (Joyce, me, Marge,
Larry, Carol, Bobbie, Randy) were there and took turns
making churned homemade ice cream; actually it was ice
mush, we couldn't wait long enough for it to become "ice
cream." We would dance around with our sparkle sticks,
blending in with the
fire flies, laughing
away in the warm
summer evening, a
treasure to remember.
Joyce at the Piano.

This is the way I will
always remember
Joyce best—playing for
the family. She was my
anchor to home when I
moved away.
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Joyce took this photo 1950s.

Christmas Party at Aunt E's and Uncle George's house:

Front row: Marge Scutt (Alton/Mary Ellen's daughter) Me, Dad
sitting, holding Randy Scutt (Alton/Mary Ellen's son),
Second Row: Mary Ellen Haner Scutt, Larry Scutt (she &
Alton's son),
Last row: Evelyn Scutt Bailey, Mom, George Bailey, and Alton
Scutt.

Dad, Uncle Alton and Aunt E had an Aunt Mildred, their
Mom's (Winifred Brainard) sister, so she was my great
aunt. We would visit Mildred, husband John, and their
three daughters Eunice, Beth and Doris on their little
farm in Cairo (near Catskill). Sometimes there were 12 of
us spread out around the dinner table on Sunday. Their
farm was level, no hills no stones, plus, it had good short
pasture grass, so I had no problem exploring the creek.
Sunday dinner was awesome. Fried chicken or a roast
with all the fixings, plenty of home baked pies or cakes;
pick your favorite! For entertainment, we sat on the porch
and counted car brands and models going by, marking
our results on paper—honestly we did! Naturally, there
were always disagreements as to which model was marked
and who got the most of what. Everyone was a kid that
day; we all enjoyed ourselves and wasn't that the object?
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Naturally, we always had someone who cheated and
sometimes there were several someones who cheated. That
made it all the more fun, with plenty of laughter. The prize
would be an extra piece of pie or cake to the winner of the
day—so you can readily see the reason why we always had
cheaters each time we played the game! The road (Rte.
145) that ran past their farm eventually was four laned
into Catksill and rearranged so that thru traffic no longer
went by the front of their little farm. We still sat out on the
front porch, but without counting auto models.

Mom-Aniela (Lil) Scutt, Marion Scutt Mominee, Great Aunt Mildred
Brainard Every (sister to Winifred Brainard),
Evelyn Scutt Bailey, Aunt E's & Uncle George's home.
In where else, the kitchen!
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I did miss my Grandparents' farm, but I soon delighted in
their new garden in Middleburgh which occupied a double
lot. No creek, no farm, but what a garden. You too would
have said the same thing if you could have seen this
miniature plantation. Not only did the wonderful grapes
have their arbors, but so did the other vegetables and
flowers. Cucumber, squash, beans and tomato vines were
flowing and staked to arbors. Peppers and eggplant grew
like they were bewitched. Oh and you should have seen
their sunflowers; I never knew they grew over 7 feet tall. Of
course, they had to be supported to keep from falling or
blowing over, but were planted fairly close together for
support. Gramps harvested the seeds; I am not sure if it
was for their use or for the birds. Immaterial to me as long
as I benefited. The seeds were kept in a container, sealed
from busy eyes, on the top shed shelf. I realized I could get
to them with some clever climbing tools I found there.
I have no idea what my Grandparents did to their garden,
they did not share their secret; no one else knew either. A
lush, private jungle existed right there at the edge of town,
in between other houses. I loved to hide under the arbors
or big leafy plants; no one ever knew I was there. I learned
a lot by listening in on conversations of those close by.
My grandparents' home was in the village, so when we
came to visit, I usually had time to walk up and down the
sidewalks in hopes of snooping somewhere. The street
they lived on backed up to a cliff—the street just
stopped—boom, right there. It was necessary for me to
travel around the surrounding streets in order to be
thoroughly knowledgeable in new surroundings, even if it
was only for the day. It just would not do if I wasn't the
princess of my temporary domain, even if visiting. It was
my duty to investigate, just in case I had to give a report
….to someone. Besides, they were all probably discussing
politics: what this guy had done, what that guy had done,
who was going to fix what, when and how. Fruitless, in
their discussions, they went round and round. No one had
the answers to anything, but everyone thought they did.
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Dickie standing next to
Gram (parents Madeline
Ambrosino Lund, and
Richard Lund)
Gram holding in her right
arm Kathy (parents Madeline
and Richard Lund) and in
her other arm Holly Ann
(parents Frances Ambrosino
McIntosh and David
McIntosh) Gramps with his
cigar
Photo ca 1955. Front of the
house, Middleburgh. What,
No photos of the garden?

Marion Scutt and Madeline Ambrosino were friends and
classmates at Gilboa Conesville Central School. It was
those two who conspired for my Mom and Dad to meet.
And a special secret Aunt Maddy told me: back in the day,
she was really sweet on Dad's brother, Alton, but don't tell
anyone. Aunt Maddy was a city girl, plucked from Yonkers
as a teen, and transported to the farm much against her
will. Mom adapted to country life, but Aunt Maddy's heart
missed city life. She planned to leave the farm for the city;
Aunt Fran made the same decision years later.
Aunt Maddy lived with my folks for a while in the Town of
West Bern, commuting to the Schenectady GE for a job in
the Glass Blower's section and other war related projects
at GE. My Grandparents were worried when the FBI came
to investigate not only Aunt Madeline, but the immediate
family as well. They wondered what on earth she had
gotten into, and what could be the job she had with GE.
Since no longer secret, guess I can tell you now—it was
the Manhattan Project.
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Aunt Maddy later moved over to the Secretarial pool and
ultimately met her husband, Dick, who worked in the
Drafting Department at GE.
She and Marion stayed lifelong friends, until Aunt Marion
passed. Uncle Alton, on the other hand, was a country boy
and farmer; it was later when he became a big equipment
mechanic. He wasn't about to go to the city at that time;
so they both knew things would not work out between
them. It would have been interesting though. I got the
impression Aunt Marion had an inkling of Madeline's
feelings for her brother. I don't think others knew, Mom
didn't, or if she did, she kept the secret as did Aunt
Marion.
Oh, wouldn't it have been nifty if I had been old enough
back then. Can't you just imagine the stories I could have
invented? Butch was often called a story teller and
troublemaker and most probably could have come up with
a real good humdinger of a story on this little tidbit.
And Many Years
later.

The Lund Family
Kathy in front,
Madeline Ambrosino
Lund, Richard Lund and
Richard (Dickie) Lund
in back.
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The Mominee Family
Kenneth Mominee holding
Robert (Bob),
Marion Scutt Mominee,
Carol Mominee Nussbaum
in Back row.
Aunt Marion and Cousin
Bob were the researchers
of the Brainard/Brainerd
and Scutt family ancestry.

It was no secret that Uncle Alton was a handsome
charmer; on top of that, he had this wide crinkly smile
that lit up his whole face. He, like Dad, was always teasing
and joking—who could resist his charms? I knew exactly
what Aunt Maddy meant and could understand what she
saw in Uncle Alton that had been tempting her to stay in
Gilboa and forget about moving to the city.
There was always plenty going on in both families without
secrets or controversy. Politics, for example, back then
was a hoot. Gramps Ambrosino was a strict Democrat; the
party of the working class, he said. But, the rest of his
family was split. Dad's family was mostly Republican.
Whew! Sunday afternoons frequently would become loud
exchanges, so I'd buzz off somewhere. I then would hear
Mom and Dad later quietly discussing issues between
them at home. Which candidate was better in which office,
and would they put aside party lines to vote for the better
candidate. Obviously this idea was not to be shared with
either family; it stayed their secret. Even I didn't tell.
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Chapter 4

Our Neighborhoods:
Gilboa, Mackey, Flat Creek,
Broome Center

74

The black arrow shows the location of our farm; the glow areas with
stars mark both sides of the road of Grandpa Burton's prior farm.
Before the Project, the road name from the Cross Road junction to
Grandpa's farm was called Mower Road. Kingsley Road now extends
from Flat Creek Road all the way to the junction of Bremer and
Harrington Roads.
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This is an overhead view of my Grandfather Burton Scutt's farm
sometime in the late 40s or early 50s, before the road was paved to
his drive. The road remained dirt from his driveway to the junction of
Bremer and Harrington Roads. From: Aunt Marion’s papers.

I do not know how much of Gramp's prior farm was taken
in the 70s as part of the Gilboa Blenheim Power Project,
but if you look back at the map of the neighborhood, both
the Power Project and approximate location of Grandpa's
farm can be seen. The DeSalvo home and property as well
as the home across the road were originally Grandpa's
tenant homes.
When I was little, I lived several months in the tenant
home ultimately owned by the DeSalvos, who renovated it
after purchasing. Grandpa, in preparation for retirement,
started to scale back by selling various farm holdings.
Upon completion of the Power Project, the entire road from
lower Flat Creek Road to the junction of Bremer and
Harrington Roads was renamed Kingsley Road; Mower
Road got swallowed up, but I will continue to refer to
Mower Road as I take you around our neighborhood back
in the 40s and 50s, as I remember it.
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Keep in mind, this was my world at that time. I can see
our farm plainly, the grade sloping down all the way to the
Gilboa Bridge. We all referred to ourselves as living up on
"the hill." The road was paved, but if two cars met, each
would have to move over a bit in order to get by. It was a
glorified driveway, but town plows usually kept the roads
open in winter. Our milk truck driver (Eddie then Ernie),
the postman (Merle) plus the Watkins man were regulars.
Every farmer back then remembers the Watkins man. I
looked forward to his visits; such interesting concoctions
as well as just basic supplies.
Just down our road (Maybie Road—the old Patchin Hollow
Road) before the Crossroad junction, there was a home
where city folks lived, which was resold from time to time.
Bill and Edith Barley, our neighbors then, lived about ¼
mile down the road from us. When I was maybe five, Bill
gave me a pet parrot which he brought back from the
South Seas; my story to all who would listen. Did I get this
idea from the mysterious Schwartz parrot? We kept him in
the attic because he was scared of people and only wanted
to be with us; he shrieked at visitors, so the need for
isolation. Cousin Joyce was convinced I really had this
parrot; I told some good stories. I knew secretly eventually
someone would blab; it was Mom who put the kibosh on
my tale. She told Joyce, "it's a joke, there is no parrot." All
my hard work for months and then boom, shot down in
one swoop by my own Mom.
I am guessing it was my parrot and/or pirate story that
prompted the next gift from our dear neighbors, the
Barleys. Bill and Edith went south for weeks in the winter
and sent back souvenirs to us. One such souvenir was a
coconut with a label on it addressed to ME, Butch! We
had no idea what it was or what we were to do with it. We
tried everything to get the outside shell off; a chisel to pry
off the hard pieces finally did the trick. The inner shell
with its funny wiry hair had three indents—little eyes with
a strange little mouth. It reminded me of a zombie's head;
the whole effect right out of one of my scary comics.
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Dad of course, resorted to the axe—his tool for most
everything; of course, it did the job! Our little man's
precious coconut milk spilled out on the ground. We had
no idea we were to save it. Truly, it was a South Seas
treasure. I had no idea where Florida was back then; but
was pretty sure it was in the South Seas somewhere. Bill
and Edith became my first listeners. Bill would give me
pointers on storytelling; he helped fuel my imagination.
Thereafter, my South Sea tales always included my parrot
and coconut in some manner. When Bill died, the place
was sold, Edith moved and I was crushed.
Eventually, a new family, the Leonicks from Brooklyn
bought this place. Rita and Eddie were the kid's names
and the parents were also Rita and Eddie. Rita was a few
years younger than I, Eddie a few years older than I.
Naturally when speaking about the family, the kids came
up in conversation as little Rita or little Eddie. If you think
I could come up with some ideas; little Eddie had some
doozies. The family later sold and moved away. The place
once again was lived in during the summer by other city
folks, this time from the Bronx—a girl my own age; named
Melanie, younger sister Linda, a brother named Buster,
their father Ernie, who used to play major baseball, their
Mom Barbara. What a history that house had.
The biggest doubters of my animal talking expertise and
"know all" of my domain were the city kids that came each
summer. Families originally came to stay at local farms as
boarders, in the summers, but then found and bought
homes nearby. So, began many summers in which I could
invent new stories to try out on these city kids. I could get
them lost in the woods in 15 minutes, turn them around
and they would be at my mercy. Or, maybe I would give
in, perhaps introduce them to my animal friends. On a
walk, I would call out, making some animal sound and a
deer, bird or rabbit would briefly turn to look at us.
Then, I would answer back. "Sorry I brought outsiders to
visit, but they mean no harm, so we will be going now."
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I soon developed quite a reputation in the neighborhood as
a linguist with all of nature. My folks would shake their
heads in amazement at these far-fetched stories.
About ½ mile down Maybie Road at the junction of the
Crossroad was the original location of the old one room
school house. This was my bus stop. I liked to poke
around there, as flowers still bloomed around the old
foundation. Later our local whitewash man, Mr. Seabury
purchased and rebuilt on the site, adding a small store
inside the home. The home we lived in was from this old
school house site. Dad had the school house dragged up
the road using big rollers to the farm site, then all was
modified to fit the foundation. The original farm house
(owned by the Faster family) had burned down; the
foundation, barn, outbuildings and pastures still
remained. I think Dad was attached to the school house;
maybe why he got the idea in the first place. After all,
when he left at 8th grade to start high school in town, he
did not stay very long. This could be attributed to the fact
that his Mom, Winifred, died of TB before he and his
siblings became teenagers, so maybe he had a hard time
adjusting to her death.
Grandpa Burton had not remarried yet but had a
housekeeper and others on the farm as helpers for the
kids and the farm. Dad could not keep his mind on
school, got into all kinds of mischief, and was finally asked
to leave. He obliged, and went to work for Grandpa on his
farm, leaving there to work in the CCC camps, and later,
the Army Depot. This site had mixed vibes; and being the
fork in the road, seemed significant to me somehow!
Surely, I could invent a few stories from this.
A left off Maybie Road on to this dirt Crossroad yielded no
homes. Traveling 2 or 3 miles brought you to the junction
at the hard road. A right on to Mower Road would lead to
some new folks, the DeSalvos, going then past my
Grandpa's farm, the Mowers' farm and back down past the
Dave Brown Mountain Road to a junction at Bremer Road.
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This road was completely changed later. But a left at the
junction of the hard road and Crossroad took you to
Kingsley Road. My friend Joy, Alton and Clara Kingsley
and girls lived on that road as did other farmers: Phil
Kingsley, Louie Kingsley, Carlton Lewis, the Reeds and
Richtmeyers. So, it was natural that this dirt and hard
road junction became a valuable asset to me and Gary.
With a neat old barn, house foundation with lovely lilacs,
we always had exploration. Gary and I used the old barn
frequently as our base of operations. We planned on
building a fort in it some day; I
have no idea why.

Gary & Dusty

From our house, straight down
Maybie Road past the Cross
Road junction, you would find
the Zach's farm with Lou, Esther
and Gary. They sold the farm
when I was in high school and
moved to Durham. Over the
years, I came to know Esther's
family, Harry Foland and family,
who lived in Broome Center and
two of Lou's brothers, Stevie and
Frank of Middleburgh. Gary was
four years younger than I, but back then, he and I were
the only kids on the hill, except for the city summer kids
or those far away. We were like brother and sister; even
others thought we were related. We played together, each
had a trike; so away we went, back and forth pedaling to
each other’s farm, not even a mile. Since Gary was
younger, I usually bowed to his wishes; I liked much of the
same things. We played cowboys after the villains and
Indians.
Neither wanted to be an Indian, or villain, so his pet
Bandy chickens became our villains. We had toy guns of
wood branches, then galloped around on favorite fantasy
horses. We played with toy cars and trucks in the sand
pile; my birthday gift one year, a neat green plastic car.
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I got hauled home more than once with my trike. Mom in
tow, yelling at me about something, me pedaling my trike
behind her. Maybe I had not told her I was leaving the
yard, so I would get sidelined for a while, till the next time.
Back then, our parents did not worry much about our
activities. They called each other to keep up on things,
and if one of us didn't show up when we should have,
someone went looking—especially when we both got bikes.
I ate lunches and dinners with Esther and Lou, even
traveled with them to see their family at times and of
course; I was always willing to partake of Esther's peanut
butter cookies. I rode with the Zachs to the Chapel
Church on Sunday evenings, learned stories and hymns. I
can still hear Herman Forsell's tenor voice belting out
"Trust and Obey" on a Sunday evening.
From Gary's house, the grade continued all the way to the
Gilboa iron bridge, turning into a big hill here and there.
Going down left past Gary's house, lived John Frazier, a
longtime friend of Dad's. John decided to sell, and who
else, another family from the city, by the name of
Nakonieczny (Nakos as we called them), friends of Rita
and Eddie Leonick. I spent many summers with Edj (his
family called him Edjel or Edj, so we did too), Joan, a girl
my age, Freddie and Helen. Parents, Jean and Ed worked
in the city, came up off and on over the summer. Never
thought I would like any of the city folks I met over the
years; I was wrong. I stayed in contact with most.
From there, down a steep hill to Howard and Beatrice
Keyser's farm on the left. No kids, no real stories there.
On to Raymond and Bertha Maybie's farm on the right.
Also on the right, a dirt road to a home which over the
years had been a rental house. Then two Ralph Brainard
houses on the left, after that, a road also to the left to
Raymond Kingsley & family, past the cemetery, down to
Flat Creek. Or, go straight ahead instead of turning to
Raymond's, to the junction of lower Flat Creek Road at the
Denny/Bliss home and there either take a right of left.
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A right would ultimately take you down to the Gilboa iron
bridge, with either a right to Nickersons or a left around
the dam and onward to Rt. 30, and a choice to go to South
Gilboa or ahead to Grand Gorge. But if taking a left at
Dennys/Bliss, this would take you into the Flat Creek
area and from there a choice of a couple of ways around
the neighborhood, either in a circle or up past 5 corners
all the way to Broome Center.
I had forgotten all about this next neighborhood story
until I came across it in Dad’s treasures along with the
maps, photos and cancelled checks he kept.
The article tells the story about a man named Rocco, who
having scared two families in Broome Center, was later
found hiding out on a knoll in the Flat Creek area. His
flight may have started around Broome Center. However,
we locals knew exactly where the shoot–out happened. It
was off a dirt driveway, diagonally across from Ralph
Brainard's place—down just a bit from Maybie's farm, in
woods behind this rented house. As the crow flies, the
woods were in back of one of the Kingsley farms.
I doubt if anyone remembers the story now, but it sure
made an impression on me back then—hoodlums and a
piece of city crime, in our little neighborhood; what next? I
always looked down that little dirt roadway whenever we
went by afterwards. I don't remember how long the whole
ordeal took but the woods and roads up and down Maybie
Road, the Crossroad and Kingsley Road were crawling
with policemen. Until all was over, residents were told to
stay put. Noise and shouting was heard around the
woods, so Dad had to tell me what was going on. I heard
Rocco was tied to a New York City crime family, but don’t
know if anything was ever proven on that; it could be
another of those "Catskill Mountain" stories, one of many
that haunt the Catskills relating to crime families from
New York City.
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Dad wrote at the top of this article "1946”, but it was not published
until January 1947. I’m not sure which paper published the article.
The clipping is faded, the paper yellowed but I think we did a pretty
good job in bringing back the print type.
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From our house in the opposite direction, up about ½ mile
to Harrington Road at the junction, a right led to Archie
and Helen's little farm (the old Peter Mattice farm) or a left
went past Shaffers, down to the Dave Brown Mtn. Road or
to Bremers, Klenows, the Faster farms, and ultimately, the
rest of Guinea. Archie and Helen came all the way from
Connecticut. Arch was in the navy retired, stationed out of
the New London sub base. Arch had many navy buddies
that would come to visit and bring their families. One
such was Junior's family. His name was John L. Sullivan,
as was his father—so we called him Junior.
Archie with Katie and a bull loaned to him at his farm, the Old Peter
Mattice farm and our friend, Junior (Lefty) the 1940s.

He preferred Lefty, we
humored him and called
him Lefty when we
remembered. But mostly,
we all called him Junior.
Archie's place really was
not a farm. He had one
cow, Katie, a jersey who
just hung around.
Going east you came
across the dirt Allen Hill
Road to the left and the old
Clapper cemetery. From there, another ¼ mile or so,
brought you to Kitty and Tony Harrington's home. Kitty
wrote for the local paper and was a naturalist. I loved to
listen to their stories. It was she who researched Dad's
snowy owl sighting and the upturned turtle eggs. Kitty
and Tony had a barn, a few chickens, but that was about
it. They were surveyors, out and about, had no time for
farming.
From Harringtons, sloping downwards again, you would
encounter a little dirt road (Spenser Street, at Ortell, the
goat man's house) which travels down into Flat Creek.
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Staying on the hard top, the road then slopes down to the
left (where Guinea Road cuts in) then flows onward to
where the road meets the lower end of Guinea Road and
forms Mackey Corners at the junction. Further down
Guinea Road was the Bendtson/Benson farm, where my
friend Ingrid (nickname Bennie), Elsa, Ben and Sister
Sonja lived; the road then ends at the Five Corners.
But, at the junction of Mackey Corners, if going straight
across onto Mace Road, there was Franklin Clapper's
general store, then more farms, homes, our Chapel
Church and ultimately Broome Center. When I was 3 or
4, I loved going into Clapper's store with Dad, loved the
smell of leather horse things and the neat tools. It later
closed probably due to lack of business as residents were
getting automated. Up from the store, the Cutler house
then on to Clyda, (George's sister), and Stewart Mace's
farm. Next, Uncle and Aunt's farm, George Bailey and
Evelyn, Dad's Sister, and Cousin Joyce. Then came Rita
and Bert Proper's home. Mom and Dad were close with
their son Freeman & Helen Proper and family; both
couples married the same day as I heard it.
The road then wound down past Chapel Hill Church, past
the old creamery, and at the junction, joined Upper Flat
Creek Road. One could go then to Broome Center or with a
good bike, could make a full circle. From our house, to
lower Flat Creek Road, a left at Denny’s (Bliss), up Flat
Creek Road to the junction of Five Corners, either up
Guinea Road or stay on Flat Creek Road up to the old
Creamery and turn and go back that way. No matter
which way down, a walk was needed to get back up all of
the big hills; they were way too steep to pedal.
We had neighborhood parties, especially for weddings and
anniversaries. Archie always brought his banjo and so we
danced and sang the night away. I particularly enjoyed
the hornings; how else can kids learn about these things?

86

When a couple got married and thought they were safe
after a month or two—out would come this convoy of
neighbors—just before midnight. One never knew when.
From a central local location, each car came with goodies,
(liquor, soda, food, etc.) and would follow the leader to the
party location. Once there, everyone leaned on horns until
the newlyweds finally came out to acknowledge. Then all
adjourned inside for a party. Our parties even had music
and dancing. We kids could play cards or other games if
bored. Never knowing exactly when to expect the convoy
was the best part. I always wondered if someone leaked
the "night" to the newlyweds. I don't know if these parties
were only held up "on the hill" or if it was a common
occurrence. You can bet city kids didn't know about them.
Farmers around Mackey looked out for each other in the
neighborhood. Dad was usually off once a week for an
hour or two to help someone with a problem. I know he
did chores for Stewart once or twice, for Aunt Evelyn and
Uncle George, Grandpa Scutt, the Klenows, the Bremers
and Fasters also. One winter, a local farmer needed hay
but was sick, unable to find it himself, Dad volunteered.
He found extra hay at Juried's, farm but because it was
older, they suggested he should peel off a layer or two to
find better underneath; so he peeled, pitched and threw
into the truck until filled.
Dad came down days later with a combination of dust
inhalation and pneumonia. He was to be bed ridden many
weeks, either that or go to the hospital, the ultimatum this
new man from Grand Gorge, Dr. Nasco, gave him. Yes, he
was new but made the trip out to check on Dad often. Dad
continued with the awful coughing and bronchial
congestion the rest of the winter but insisted on helping
others anyway, whenever he could.
During the fall, we on the hill were besieged with hunters
from the city—they parked their cars and hunted wherever
they wanted, even if properties were posted.
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One fall after hearing stories of cows getting shot around
our area while in their own pastures, the neighborhood
was up in arms. Hunters paid no attention to the "no
trespassing" signs, so we had to pay attention to what
they were up to. Then, this one day, I said to Dad, "Look,
there are two cars with Albany County plates blocking our
pasture laneway." Well, Dad got right on that. He removed
a tire cap on the right side of each car, inserted a very
small pebble, and then replaced the cap. The pebble would
push down, and the air would slowly drain out. Once the
cap was removed, the pebble should fall out, unless stuck
in the cap. The flats would have to be changed when they
came back to their cars, hours later. These hunters were
bold. No questions, no requests for permission; they just
assumed they could go where and how they wanted, when
they wanted, regardless. Their plans got changed a bit
that day. Surely the message was passed on down the
line; no more hunters showed up on our property that fall.
I wonder if the pebble did fall out when opened, did they
spot it, or, did they just put a spare on each car without
looking further? Another mystery without an answer.
We had two churches around us; the Broome Center
Chapel Hill Church and Flat Creek Baptist church. Most
of us in the farming community took turns going to either
or both. My Dad's side of the family was Baptist, Mom's
side was Catholic, but no Catholic church existed near us.
So, I mostly went to the Chapel Hill Church, but did go a
bit to the Baptist with Bertha Maybie and attended Bible
School at Flat
Creek a few
summers.
The Broome
Center
Congregational
Chapel Church
after much
needed
renovations
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Evelyn Scutt Bailey, Joyce Bailey, Clyde Bailey, front of residence,
Bailey's Store, Broome Center. Photo: Aunt Nora's album, the 40s.

I looked forward going to the Chapel Church on Sunday
evenings for Sunday school and service. I would ride over
with Lou, Esther and Gary and then sometimes would ride
home with Grandpa. He would stop at Edith and Clyde
Bailey's store and buy us each a Dixie cup of ice cream
before we came home. Today's ice cream does not match
what we had back then. Amazing, how these little
memories can comfort a person; Orange–Pineapple, in a
Dixie cup—yum!
Also in summer, we looked forward to our annual Mackey
Corners picnic. My Grandfather Burton was one of the
original supporters of this special gathering, and with the
efforts of our Broome Center Congregational Chapel
Church Congregation, it turned into a really big glorious
party. Food, games, contests and prizes, various forms of
entertainment on stage, politicians, and pony rides ruled
the day. For sale one could find chickens, rabbits, kittens,
and puppies as well as farm equipment, new cars, other
implements and who knows what all.
The original picnic woods were in a grove, just below the
junction of the dirt road where the goat man lived.
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Driving by, goats would be there walking on top of his
stone wall. The billies would come down and charge us as
we rode by on our bikes; it was quite an adventure just to
get by his place—so that is why we (Gary and I), called
him the goat man. He lived at the corner of this dirt road
called Spenser Street that came out in back of the stone
crusher in Flat Creek. Down from his place, sounds of the
picnic in voices and music were carried over loud speakers
throughout the woods and were heard for miles around in
all of Mackey. The following year's picnic was always in
planning mode while the current one was going on. I loved
the Picnic. My favorite of all was the grab bag. For $.05,
maybe a dime, a prize could be mine.
The site later moved to Stewart Mace's property on Guinea
Road; by then even I helped out by selling drinks, hotdogs
or baked goods. For some reason, the picnic never seemed
to be the same to me as when it was held in the original
picnic woods. Maybe because I was smaller and younger
back then, the original site stayed in my mind as
spectacular and overwhelming. But, in truth, there was
more room for parking at the new site, everything was
more spread out, whereas the original site lacked the
space to expand. Yes, the trees were different at the new
site, not so big or lush.
The whole story is unfortunately a moot point now, except
for our remembrances. The infamous Mackey picnic over
time dissolved, and is no more. How sad for everyone who
came and enjoyed. Over the years, it grew and grew into a
spectacular affair; many people came from afar, looking
forward to that special summer day where they could eat,
meet friends, review new equipment models, buy some
goodies and have a little fun.
I am so glad to have been around during those years when
neighborhood farmers and friends reigned on
that special Mackey summer day.
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Chapter 5
Farm Life,
Seasonal Changes,
and
Chores!
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By now, you know that Dad was my inspiration for this
book; he was the instigator to almost everything that
happened around our farm, in one way or another.
Mom became peacemaker and fixer to the problems that
both Dad and I seemed to find. I heard stories about Dad
as a young man, nicknamed Pete, short for Dynamite Pete.
I always wondered; surely there were more things Dad got
into that we never learned about. Of course, I heard
stories about Grandpa Burton too, but didn't know the
whole scoop there. Dad and Alton were always cutting up;
they had to have picked up some ideas from Grandpa. I
heard stories about Dad and his puddle jumper,
something about girls, scared neighbors, and the principal
requesting his removal from school; all of these fueled my
ideas. It seemed only natural to be my task to find out
more, then fill in my own blanks and stories; so I did.
From some of these stories, you can see that it wasn't my
fault when I landed in tough situations and scrapes—I
inherited this tendency from Dad or Grandpa; surely you
can agree to that. The storytelling ideas might be mine.
You cannot imagine how many bee stings, slivers, scrapes
or mud baths that followed me home. When I was
younger, I had special shoes to help straighten my feet, if
they could get me to wear them. Even with heavy shoes,
that did not seem to dissuade my wanderings. When I was
a toddler, Mom told me they had to tie me to a tree with a
long rope so I would not wander off; later the yard was
fenced, but that did not stop me either. I was threatened
frequently the rope might come back into being, but we all
knew it was way too late to reinstitute. I had learned to be
an escape artist of sorts. It was impossible to keep me in
one place very long or to keep an eye on me. I was
everywhere it seemed and it was my downfall many times.
I seemed to hear a lot of "Butch did it" back in those days.
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I will never forget "that" day at the swamp pond. I came
home covered with slime, muck and duckweed.
Mom peeled off my clothes right there in the front yard for
all to see, shoving me in the wash tub with pails and pails
of soapy water. Even with bleaching later, my clothes were
discarded; the black muck and green slime residue would
not come out. Mom didn't yell at me right away; I think
she was too shocked, probably astounded, that I had been
able to get out of that quick mud alive to tell the story. The
yelling and threats came later. I was prohibited from
leaving the yard, and might be tied up again, she said.
It was much later I confessed to Mom how scared I really
had been. I had gotten tangled in marsh weeds, and fell
head first into the swamp pond while on my way to get to
a lovely marked bull frog. Down I went under duckweed,
slime and into the quick mud. I grabbed for anything
within reach. I snagged a low branch, but it gave me up
when the tip broke off; and then real panic! I blindly
grabbed at anything—weeds, reeds, grass, whatever I
could find and somehow found something to pull myself
out. Scared, weak and shaking, I laid on the banking
trying to calm myself, get my breath back. I realized right
then, there really is a God. Once on my feet, I looked down
at the muddy mess of mad, gurgling bubbles that had just
given me up; green slime and duckweed was already
closing back over my escape hole, trying to repair itself.
It was only then I realized no one knew where to look for
me had I not come home. Caught in that quick mud, I
thought I was on my own; but with God's help Butch
escaped. Maybe I was 6 years old, but I can still recall my
panic to this day. I never will forget it—EVER!!
I never set foot near that pond again! From then
on, I concentrated on exploring smaller ponds
and creeks in the neighborhood that were easier
to navigate, the last episode fresh on my mind. I
fished in most, caught frogs in some, and waded in all at
one time or other but never found any fossils.
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If I came home bloody, muddied or both—Mom would
comment: "oh no, not again." Her voice would have that
same high, excited tone that implied Butch was in trouble,
again. Still I did not divulge to her my secret spots, special
places unseen to most; those were my "hide-outs," not
shared. I had a fortress or two strategically placed against
the evil that lurked in the deep, dark woods that creaked
and groaned in the dark. Surely all kids needed places like
these when things got "tough or scary." How do you go
about explaining this need to parents?
We had a pigpen near the garden with a resident who
benefited immensely from discarded peels and leftovers,
but he also took anything else left nearby carelessly as
well. Not only did I lose my favorite blue corduroy jacket to
that pig—his possession after pulling it off the fence, but,
he ratted me out about the alarm clock. You see, by age 4
or 5, I had discovered tools. I found an alarm clock that I
could not seem to make work. I took it apart to find out
why. But then the spring jumped out and of course, I
could never get it back inside the shell again. I discarded
the whole mess in the pig pen, naturally assuming he
would stomp it in to the mud like everything else he got.
He didn't. Dad found it later; Mom asked me how it got
there. Of course, I didn't know. Some pig he was. He didn't
bury what he was supposed to and then on top of that, ate
my jacket. I was so mad about the jacket and cried for
days. I was to give him scraps, but he took advantage of
me in more ways than one.
Another fellow that took advantage of me was King Rooster
of the chicken coop. My job was to feed the chickens,
make sure water bins were filled, and gather eggs. This
rooster had his own ideas, but I wasn't the only one he
abused with his chasing and pecking, drawing blood.
He took after Mom that final day way too harshly, causing
a sore on her ankle, blood flowing down into her shoe. He
didn't know that he had met his match until the next day.
Mom's axe brought him to a halt and into the soup pot.
Her plans to raise our own flock were dashed that day.
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I bet she thought I was the provoker of King Rooster in
some way until the day she experienced it herself. Aunt E
started selling eggs, so eventually, the chickens were
history and I was happy about that; they were a pain to
take care of. I did like roast chicken though.
In the first farm days I remember, we had a pair of
workhorses—Jumbo and Peewee. They were used for
everything: hauling, pulling logs, rake, hayfork, wagon,
and plow. When younger, I spent a lot of time, in and
around the barn, crawling under the bellies of cows and
horses; they were my friends, even if I invaded their space.
Naturally, I was continually getting soaked in the wash
tub, but it was easier to keep an eye on me while at the
barn, or by Dad's side on his trips, than to wonder about
me outside in the dark, or in the house by myself—alone.
This I have to admit looking back, made good sense, as I
was always getting into some fix or another. One night
when I was alone in the house, we had quite a scare. It
was before we had electricity in the house, so lamps and
lanterns were used. I turned the knob to raise the wick on
the kerosene lamp as I had seen Mom do. I wanted to
see—something; don't know what or why, I couldn't read.
The flame went up so high that it cast this bright light on
the ceiling. Mom saw the "big" light reflected through the
hall window facing the barn and came running.
I had almost started a fire that night. On the ceiling for all
to see was my mark of shame. This black ring of smoke
and soot remained there and called to the eye to come and
look. The ceiling was cleaned and repainted, but still the
blotch remained; something bad had happened, no one
dared to ask what. Butch never touched that lamp again.
And, we three would never forget about the night I opened
up the little window vents on the coal stove. The bottom
of the stove got so hot, it turned beet red. After a while,
the wall behind the stove started to blister, and the
linoleum on the floor near the stove started to curl.
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The room then became so hot, I did not know what to do,
so I opened the hall door to cool down. From the barn,
Mom could see the open door, knew something wasn't
right and once again, came running. I was saved
(temporarily). The folks went into orbit when they saw the
results of this little episode. How I had not started a fire, I
cannot tell you. God has always been with me, there is no
other explanation. Walls were scraped, and eventually
repainted; cuts and patches were made to the linoleum.
There was no way to completely fix the linoleum without
removing the metal plate, stove, and stove pipe; so, the
clear reminder remained a long time—Butch did it!
It did not take many years before the folks decided to get
rid of the coal stove. They decided to invest in a wood
furnace after consulting Mom's financial records. A good
discounted price was given; Aunt E and Dad both installed
the same kind of furnace during the same month. The
furnace had a huge belly, and it was installed in the cellar,
and had long metal ducts and registers set into the floors.
The kicker was, I still had to stack wood outside and also
make sure there was a ready supply daily just inside the
cellar door, at the foot of the steps, ready for the furnace.
We kept the wood stove in the kitchen to take the chill off
in the mornings as the furnace took time to fully warm us.
We now had a hot water tank, so didn't need to heat
water. We also had a nice little gas stove, so didn't use the
wood stove to bake or cook anymore either. But on cold
days—it was a life saver. I would start it up, open the oven
door so the heat would come out and keep me warm, and
put the wash tub there when I took my bath. I spent many
cold Saturday mornings with a chair pulled up to the open
oven, sitting with my feet propped up on its edge, the air
wafting outward, warming me. Naturally, I ruined a pair of
leather shoes as the soles blackened, then started to curl.
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Not to worry, Dad got out his special grease. He used this
grease on everything leather, and for the most part, it
worked fine. But, not for shoes propped on the edge of the
oven. They started smoking one morning while resting on
the oven edge; I got scared, quickly shed them, and threw
them out the door. Good reaction, don't you think?
Another of my farm jobs was to keep an eye open for
garden pests. Potato bugs, crawlers in the corn, or tomato
worms had to be eliminated. Mom had a strawberry patch
that she babied from year to year by covering and
uncovering it with hay. Each spring warm sun and rain
would nudge the strawberry patch, tulip bed and the
asparagus patch into life. Spring colors were published
with the bounty that we loved; flower-beds obliged
unfurling their glory. We had hollyhocks, dahlias,
marigolds, roses, iris, and many more flowers and fruit
trees, most of which had to be sprayed for pests.
We (Dad) climbed the ladder, picking apples, pears or
cherries, then handed down the pails to fill waiting
baskets. Mom made the goodies—pies, puddings,
cobblers. She canned fruits and vegetables, made jams
and jellies for storage in the cellar. There they would wait
to be chosen for a meal or snack. My job on jam day was
to stay out of the way. I could help carry them later to the
cellar if I was careful. That depended on the day.
I remember apples from our orchard, the trip we made to
the cider press, and our bounty of wonderful cider coming
home days later in gallon jugs, to be stored in their own
special section in the cool cellar. And who is there among
us who could possibly forget the scents of newly mowed
hay or grass drying in the sun, or the way leaves can turn
up on the ends when weather is or was exceedingly dry,
with the sounds of rain heard, soon expected, finally!
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I loved watching honeybees visiting each dandelion, maybe
a confrontation, but no, just some strange dancing when
the two met. Amazing little creatures. Then of course, I
studied the birds too, listened and made up my stories.
The red-winged blackbirds, robins along with the blue
birds seemed to make the most and best melodies. The
cardinals, chickadees, blue-jays and nuthatches all
frequented our yard and made a terrific winter program to
watch for hours. I found my first little speckled killdeer
eggs alongside a new plowed field one summer.
One year, we "made" the local paper when Dad spotted a
big white bird sitting on a fence post that winter; I wanted
to see if he was still there. He wasn't. Months later, Dad
found some eggs in ground where he had previously
plowed and was going to harrow. It was only natural to
wonder if the eggs had been laid by the bird. Very
unlikely. We sought out Kitty Harrington, local naturalist
and newspaper reporter. At some point, visitors from the
beaver pond had laid snapping turtle eggs which never
hatched and became uncovered when Dad did new
harrowing. No great mystery was involved, we learned.
Our big white bird turned out to be a snowy owl who came
further south that winter to find prey; we were fortunate
to have spotted him, there was no connection whatever to
the eggs. We reburied those which remained just in case
they might hatch later. In the meantime, I stayed busy
hatching my own stories to fit the circumstances.
A favorite past time of mine was to spread out a blanket
on the lawn during warm weather and bring out my comic
books so I could lie on my stomach to read. My hair had
just been cut short for the summer. As I laid there, my
eyes tired, the sun felt so good, I put my head down and
took a snooze. With a cool breeze and a warm sun, it was
perfect naptime! I awoke hours later refreshed but—that
evening I was hurting. I went to Mom; "what is going on
back there?" Mom discovered red swollen puffed up
blisters on the back of each ear; I had hellish sunburns.
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They oozed gunk for days. So sore, I could only sleep on
my stomach. Made no sense, I always tanned. But, no tan
to uncovered ears that year—instead, the sun took its
havoc out on me. Boy, did I learn an important lesson that
summer.
I miss the wondrous colored leaves of fall—the many
designs and colors of each leaf, the cool breeze, yet warm
sun. I could be out all day and not get very hot. (Except if
I took a snooze and got sunburned). There was always
something different about fall, something nostalgic that I
cannot explain. Maybe everyone feels it. Maybe it is simply
Nature's way of telling us to hurry, hurry before the cold
weather. Come, get your chores done, now before winter
sets in. Or maybe it is something else entirely. Maybe it is
just a remembrance of another time. Summer was over,
school was in session, autumn leaves were falling and I
would be in trouble…again.
With no one around, I decided to melt some canning wax
in a double boiler pot, then dip each lovely leaf in the mix
then spread them out to dry on wax paper. We had just
learned that in school. But, I spilled a little, ok, maybe it
was more than a little wax into the gas flame. Being older
and extremely smarter now, I quickly turned off the gas
flame—just not soon enough. The smell of burnt wax
remained in the house for hours; the white pot was no
longer white. What could be done to fix this mess?
The wax soon dried, so I peeled it off the pot and stove as
best I could. Then I tried Babo-o-o to scrub the black
areas of the pot; that sure didn't help much, but the stove
cleaned up pretty well. I saw no easy solution to escape
impending wrath. So, I hid the pot way back in the bottom
cupboard inside the canner then covered it with the lid.
The stove wasn't too noticeable. If asked, my best defense
would be that I didn’t know anything about anything.
Eventually, discovery was made as I knew it would be.
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I was not around so did not hear the words Mom must
have yelled when she discovered that blackened pot; she
may have overlooked the stove. Dad later found the pot
scheduled for the dump. One day I was on a scouting
mission in the old garage….what a surprise! The
unmistakable pot was sitting right there on Dad's bench
filled with treasures of odds and ends. Hopefully, Mom
figured it was too late for punishment at that point.
In winter, snow could be nice, but I can't say I miss it.
One year when I was down at the frozen beaver pond, I
decided to explore further. The first lodge was frozen, I
could not penetrate that hard crusty roof. The second
lodge was different. By jumping up and down on it, the
top gave way on one side and I got through. Oh yes, I was
through all right. One leg went all the way in; I was in real
trouble now. My boot was hung up! Here I was, kneeling
down on one knee, the other leg dangling down inside the
lodge. Where was it caught? How could I ever explain
this? Would they look for me? Where would they look?
Would anybody look for me? Would I die of starvation
right there on the top of the lodge? I finally freed myself of
all the "pity party" scenarios and twisted free. Of course
my shoe, sock and boot came off too. The lodge seemed
empty and abandoned but I hoped a beaver would not
haul my stuff off somewhere before we could get back. I
limped sadly home; one numb foot walking in snow, the
whole way I tried to concoct a story I could spin that
would be believed.
I had to come up with something good so they would not
know how incredibly stupid I had been. If I could just
explain to Dad that we could chop the top open, use a
flashlight and reach down and retrieve my stuff, surely he
would listen. He and I could then come back to get my lost
boot and shoe, and maybe we wouldn't have to tell Mom,
"Butch did it again." Mom normally was the one who dealt
out lickings, but I was too old for a licking. Yeah, right.
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Spring in the hills and mountains, the many faces of
different colored greens—the darks and lights muted; the
trees with new banners flying in the wind—wow is all I can
say. I miss the hills and gullies, the morning cloud of mist
rising in the sunrise, the aromas on the breezes. I could
smell apple blossoms and see wonderful spring flowers
that just popped up out of nowhere. White and blue
violets, trillium lilies in the woods, the lovely wild azaleas,
dogwoods, the wild cherries, lilacs and the tulip bed,
flowering bushes and trees oh, how grand.
I picked flowers each year for Mother’s Day because I had
nothing else to give Mom. I would investigate to see what
looked best and out at the time; walking quite a distance
to find just the right flowers. Sometimes frost took a May
garden; sometimes it showed up again even before Labor
Day; one never knew about "our" hill weather, preparation
was always the key! I kept special places tucked away in
my head where I knew my favorite flowers would show up.
Spring always meant that the snow had melted most
everywhere, but if still early, there might be a snowdrift
under a tree or a place where the sun did not reach. Snow
could be deeper than expected under these conditions and
many times would thaw then refreeze, leaving the top
crusty and scratchy, rough and messy on a person who
might land face first when jumping from a high tree
branch. A few blood spots might be left behind at the site
as a reminder. Forget about Leroy, "Butch was here!"
I can still smell the lilacs and honeysuckle on the way to
the bus stop in the spring, it meant time for school to be
soon out, and normally I would not dawdle on the way to
be picked up, but coming home—another story. Somehow
distracted, I might stop to investigate flowers, or maybe I
spotted a new woodchuck hole or something out of place
that needed more exploration. Maybe, someone would ride
by, stop to talk for a minute or two. Maybe I got interested
in a certain chipmunk or some other animal or maybe I
stopped to pick berries; I always got sidetracked.
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Life was simpler then, although I did not think so at the
time. In the pasture I looked for lovely white new button
mushrooms, or I would look to see the condition of the
berries, or explore a new animal path. There were forts to
build, places to explore, dams to be made, berries to pick,
so much to do! When darkness finally did slide down, I
came inside, pulled out a book or homework. Before TV, I
listened to the radio, fell asleep to Fibber Magee and Molly,
or maybe the Grand Old Opry, the Firestone Music
Theatre or others. What culture Butch was learning.
Summer brought warm, balmy evenings and the sweet
perfume of hay in the air mixed with the many scents of
different flowers. Lightening bugs and sounds of crickets
melted in and filled the night air. I enjoyed listening to the
sounds of the late evening, looking at stars, bugs, smelling
the odors. Who could read or bother with radio or TV then.
And, if it there was enough light to walk or ride my bike
and get home again before dark, I could end up anywhere,
and usually did, frequently popping in for a visit or snack
at a neighbor’s house somewhere close by. Naturally,
Butch was persuadable to stay for a bite, maybe supper.
Spring also meant a pond or two to investigate as new
pollywogs and newts hatched; and, I might catch a frog.
Frogs are difficult to keep. The first time I caught one and
brought it home, he got out, knocking over the container
and then went to hide. Even though I kept him moist till
then, Mom found him shriveled up, covered in dust
bunnies; so frogs thereafter were banned from my
collection. Frogs don’t play by the rules. Toads aren't hard
to keep, and they don't normally try to jump out but are
picky when it comes to eating. Like frogs, they only really
like live crickets, flies or beetles and just certain ones at
that. Toads love to burrow in dirt, under a leaf or bark;
you don't even know they are there. I like them, but they
aren't good pets; and just like snakes, you usually have to
dig them out just to see them. Not much fun.
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I never really believed the story about toads making warts,
but just in case, did not keep one very long. I always love
the funny little bleep a toad makes when you stroke the
top of his head.
Being on a farm meant there were chores which had to be
done each morning and evening—every day! Cows to be
milked, and in between milking, we had to feed and clean
them. Each had a name, each had a personality and each
had her own profile sheet: coming in season, fertilization,
calving and milk production and believe it or not, each
knew which stall belonged to which. Now and then one
would try to "horn in" to take another's stanchion and
there would be a little butting going on till resolved, the
offender being put in her place. My parents were
attempting to produce a thoroughbred Registered Holstein
line with the artificial insemination program they read
about. Prior to that, we had bulls from time to time, never
favorites of mine. Naturally, all of this took time and
money. Money was centered completely on the farm;
personal wants were put aside. I learned this early on, got
used to it, eventually. I finally came to understand why.
To make money, you had to invest money in what was
giving you the income in the first place.
Mom kept track of the time in the morning on school days,
came to the house, yelled for me to get up, and then would
get my breakfast for me. My favorite breakfast was hot
cereal; on top, fresh new skimmed cream from the cooler.
Oh, but the first time on my own when I had hot oatmeal,
I was crushed; it was awful. Apparently, no one makes
oatmeal like my Mom, and no fresh cream on top either!
My memory of her oatmeal far exceeds any I have ever
had. In addition to the fresh cream, I suspect she may
have added "something" special while cooking my cereal.
Winter afternoons after school, Mom was in the house
doing laundry, baking, or getting early supper. On wash
days, my job was to help run the wringer on the washing
machine. As usual, I lacked the needed patience.
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Sometimes, I put things through that were too bulky for
the wringer to handle; so it was forever clogging. We would
then have to run it backwards and forwards until it spit
out my impatience.
My parents used afternoons in between chores to do more
chores. Dad went off to saw and chop wood, cart it home,
throw it down for me to stack, lay down sawdust or hay
for the cows, shear, and brush the cows. Time for evening
chores again. My job was to stack wood for the stoves,
sweep up, clean the kitchen, get the cows, and help with
them. Against my will, I was soon given other chores also.
My favorite weekend western always got pre-empted for
chores. Why couldn't they understand I could not leave in
the middle of the show? I could delay a bit, but was
always worried of repercussions later.
I enjoyed afternoon soaps. Mom and I had our favorite
radio shows; it was the only station we got anyway. Pepper
Young’s family, Young Widow Brown, and Lorenzo Jones
were a few. I say we, because at an early age, I got sucked
into those stories too, certainly not like today's TV explicit
seedy stories. We got to know the radio folks; there were
important morals to each program. One had to really
listen carefully or miss a thought, expression or emotion. I
listened to the radio when doing homework; so it was
natural my cats would be named for musicians that I had
heard; Tommy Dorsey, and Tommy Tucker to name a few.
I had stories about all these people as well. We had early
supper because Mom and Dad had to start chores when
most other kids were at the dinner table. Later, a quick
snack for us.
Spring meant more daylight to go exploring. I saved
evenings for homework unless stuff was difficult, then I
pulled it out right when I got home, while Mom was in the
kitchen making supper. I could get help then; she became
my captive, audience and mentor. With hands in a mixing
bowl, or stirring a pot, Mom could not run away, easily.
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Mom was a great cook; she could turn any leftover into
something special; a roast always became something
glorious with gravy later that week. Killing a hen on the
chopping block was a production; then plucking and
cutting, she did it all and never complained. Everything
was raised for consumption; a calf, hog, or chickens were
always butchered at some point. I accompanied Dad and
had a front row seat to see and learn about butchering
calves and hogs and also met new folks. Neighbors teamed
up and shared butchering duties for the big animals.
So now you have a little idea of farm life. Some chores
could be fun, some were difficult, some just plain boring.
Creating little games while doing them helped pass the
time; thus my stories. I sometimes pretended to be a
princess, held against my will, doing these awful jobs until
my real "self" was unveiled; when all would know I was
truly a princess. Everyone would be sorry for my
treatment. I sang, danced around, my veils flowing, a
white silky mane horse close by, ready to whisk me away
into the sunset.
I dreamt of elaborate under-ground hideouts, modern
gadgets to detect intruders, the whole works; I would be a
true real modern day super-girl. I would save friends and
family from unsavory characters at just the right time. I
was told I read too many comic books. When I got tired of
fantasy games, I concentrated on our local animals. Each
had a name, I knew where each lived, or so I said, and
usually had new stories prepared to tell about each one.
I believe our farm originally started with 150± acres with
more acreage added when my parents bought Zach’s back
pasture and meadows in the middle 1950s. Lou had
enough of farm life, sold the cows, and launched his new
Halicrafter TV sales and service to our area. Our first TV
was bought from Lou. I still watched TV at Gary's house.
Once I started working summers, I did not see that much
of Gary except for Sunday evening church services; but I
still missed them a lot when they moved to Durham.
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We visited them from time to time when going down to
Cairo. They opened a kind of ice cream and sandwich
shop there until Gary developed allergies and then they
moved to Florida.
Getting cows from the main pasture across our road and
into the short pasture area by the barn, then into the barn
was no great problem. After all, they had years of getting
used to that routine. But take 25 milk cows, herd them
down the road about ¼ mile, to a fresh new seeding lot,
well, look out—I could see impending disaster!
So, I was sure not looking forward to moving them to the
new Zach pasture which was even further down the road.
Maybe, if we started 3 of the smartest cows down our
projected route we could make it without any misery that
day. Cows are not incredibly smart, but, are not
completely dumb either—they just like looking dumb. We
could put up with the route to the new seeding until it was
all chewed down, then back to the normal routes, but a
longer route twice a day? We tried it out, suffered some
skirmishes, so Dad decided to keep Zach's pasture just for
the young stock. They would be good there the entire
summer. A salt lick was installed, there was plenty of
water and fresh pasture. The milk cows would stay in the
regular pasture; no point looking for more trouble, sure
made me happy to avoid new problems.
Cows are a lot like deer—they have routines, walk their
same routes daily as you can see from routed paths in
farm pastures; they follow the leader, in our case, Rosie.
I did not have much trouble usually getting the cows to
the barn; they were normally waiting for me at the bars by
the lane way. Rosie and the rest would watch the shadows
or maybe they just instinctively knew when it was time to
head back to the laneway. Of course, this is not true
during deer fly season when I would have to hunt for them
at times; they could be hiding out in the thick alders by
the creek or anywhere trying to avoid the flies.
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Even though each cow was sprayed for flies, once out in
the open, they were fair game for those biting vultures. If a
cow got bitten, she would raise her tail and take off with a
snort or a bellow like a shot had been fired; you would
swear she had some sort of a seizure. This would set off
the rest of the herd and they all would take off in different
directions, total bedlam. One never knew when these
things would happen; so had to be on the lookout.
Once they calmed down, I counted to make sure one
wasn't missing somewhere. More than once a cow got hurt
by falling in a wood chuck hole. Another cow could be
wandering off to have her calf, so, I was certainly happy
when all were present and accounted for; it meant I would
not have to go hunting for any of them for hours.
Mom persuading our Holsteins. We each had our favorites.

Most of our herd seemed to be planned for spring or
summer births. But, that was tricky especially during deer
fly season. I once hunted for 2 days before I found the cow
with her calf. Sometimes I could pick it up and carry it
and other times I had to go get Dad. More than once, a
cow would get bit by a deer fly on our evening trek to the
barn, bolt and then get hung up on the lane fence.
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Her bag might become bloody if she tangled with the barb
wire and Mom would have to take over doctor duties to
keep an infection from forming. Did I say cows aren't
dumb? I accompanied Dad whether going to the Gorge,
Stamford, or Middleburgh during supply trips and farm
visits. I met a lot of nice people. In particular, I loved going
to and prowling around feed and farm equipment stores;
cow doctoring was not in my line nor did I wish to learn.
Rosie was the calmest, smartest and produced the most
milk, a true leader; Boston Blackie was the most
stubborn. Lulu Bell was just as her name implied, a loopy
lulu. Molly was Molly, just plodding along. Cathy was
Rosie's daughter, impetuous, stupid, and crazy, always in
trouble, and definitely no producer like Rosie. Daisy also
was Rosie's daughter, but was slow, lazy, and a real
dingbat. At some point during one summer, she ended up
with milk fever. After many weeks of rehab on our part,
she still was afraid to leave the safety of our front yard—
until the day she wandered into the garden. She was then
banished to the little pasture until confident to return to
the herd. So much for Rosie's bloodline. There were other
Holstein's, but I forget their names.
The two Guernsey's, Ginger and Sandy were needed for a
higher butterfat count of 3.5 or higher, but they were in
their own little world. Then there was an Ashier cow called
Red; a real mean one, as was the big black, Irish, who was
part Ashier, part Holstein. I usually was busy concocting
some story to tell about this mean four legged "she" brute.
Irish not only looked mean, but would chase anything or
anybody; both cows were on loan from Gramps. They were
moving to town, the cows to be sold. Later that same year,
we borrowed Grandpa's cow dog to help teach the cows a
new route to the seeding lot. But, Irish with her long
horns, took after him one day, almost killing him. The dog
went home to Grandpa, Irish and Red went home to
Gramps; Dad changed his mind, we didn't buy them after
all. Without the dog, we did our own route training.
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Spring brought with it Dad's special plans for new milk
production incentives. He always had a plan brewing;
some were good, some not. One year millet, one year beat
pulp mixed with something awful looking or awful
smelling that he mixed and served up probably gotten
from Demarest's. Other years he plowed and planted
special alfalfa, oats or clover in seeding plots around the
farm. One year he came up with this bright idea of
planting new Sudan seeding in a prepared section of
pasture that already had a stonewall on two sides. He
went ahead and strung the electric fence on the two
exposed sides and gate. We would open the gate, let the
cows graze for a bit, shoo them out, close it back up. Easy,
peasy. My job—temporary policeman.
We put Dad's plan in action, guided the cows to the
seeding, opened the gate, shooed them in. Next, came the
big test. Getting them back out to leave. When chewing
time was up (courtesy of wind up alarm clock), I shooed
them back out and re-connected the electric fence with
battery. Whatever could he have been thinking?
I could visualize where this was heading—electric fence or
not, especially with Cathy and Lulu. Even I knew the
others would follow a ring leader once an invasion started.
It wasn't during the first couple of days, but it was
coming. And so it did, a week later—disaster to the electric
fence, new seeding and cows. They all looked a little
strange when I went to get them at the laneway that
evening. That was an understatement as we soon learned.
Some were sick from too much rich feeding, some needed
doctoring from melee mishaps. It was fortunate we did not
need Dr. Dansky to come out. That really would have
added to the toll. It took us awhile to unravel all the wire
strands; somehow the cows had managed to drag wire and
posts around a tree before escaping towards home.
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Dad was more than miffed. The next day, he took the
tractor and mower, cut the remaining seeding where he
could, raked it, then brought it back and spread it out to
dry on the hay barn floor. The cows had won their
invasion, well sort of. They were confined a few days to the
smaller pasture; he did let them have the remaining
stubble, the damage was done. Not only had money been
spent on a fence that was no more but who knew how long
the cows would be a little ill from this adventure. I didn't
need to make up a story on Dad's brilliant plan; the truth
was the story. Later, we laughed at Dad's dumb plan.
Another of my jobs in Spring/Summer was to get to the
dropped apples in the orchard before the cows did. In
addition, Dad made sure the trees' lower branches were
always trimmed—high enough so cows couldn’t reach.
When apples were ready, we would pick them for cider.
But that one year with a wet early spring, the apples got
heavier and bigger than most years, the branches soon
were weighed down with fruit, with yet another problem
waiting in the wings.
Have you ever seen a deer or a cow stand on hind legs,
then pull down something they wanted that
was higher than they could reach normally?
Most did not bother; if the apples were not
lying on the ground, they would pass them
by. But not crazy Cathy, dingbat Daisy or
loopy Lulu Bell who would stand on hind legs
and pull them right off the tree, one after the
other. I don't think they were hungry, I just think they
were looking for something different. Who knows, maybe
they were remembering the new seeding misadventures
and wanted the attention or maybe they wanted a little
excitement.
Anyway, since a cow has four stomachs and it takes a
while for apples to finally digest and ferment in the
stomach, things happen—fermented fruits and stupid
activity go hand in hand, as we know.
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Never a dull moment on a farm. Eating too many apples
undoubtedly would cause the perpetrators to be sick and
act drunk; their milk could also be tainted. Most probably,
each cow in question would need to have her milk put
aside, which meant it was excluded from the day's
production, possibly the next day as well. So you can see,
apples could certainly be a problem once a cow decided
she wanted some.
Spring and summer brought more chores. Mowing the
lawn, weeding, still there was stacking wood, getting the
cows, helping with haying, bringing sawdust into the barn,
dropping the hay down the chute; the list went on and on.
Remind me to tell you the story of the chute later.
I helped clean mangers, cleaned out water buckets and
yes, even shoveled you know what and whatever other
chores needed doing, thinking maybe I could earn a little
money here or there for something.
Winter one year hit our area with a vengeance—high
winds, many feet of snow and constant drifting kept us
snowed in; plows could not get to us or anyone else. Dad
and I dug tunnels, neither Mom nor I could shovel high
enough in spots. We churned cream into butter. Mom
made all sorts of ingenious concoctions, but our heart was
just not in it. Most of what would have been our monthly
milk income ended up dumped in the snow; there was
nothing to be happy about; not even with some glorious
creations. With not enough storage, we had no alternative
to the dumping; cows had to be milked regardless.
We lost a week of school, and had to make up the time
with Saturday classes that year. Remnants of high snow
banks could be seen on the Stamford Road, and South
Gilboa Road as well as many other places for a very long
time. It was a tough winter that year—in so many ways!
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Our farm – In background, the old barn in limited use after the new
barn was finished 1958-1959. The garage addition to house was
made in 1952. Faithful companion Spike on top of the snowbank

From the Middleburgh News,
1955

Sometime summer of
1955, Dad was struck in
the eye by a piece of stone
as he was using a sledge
to lay a road bed. Over
months, the eye became
encased with a painful
cataract, sensitive to wind
and weather, constantly
tearing even with the
patch her wore. Months
elapsed; removal of the eye
was to be done at Albany
Medical. Early in 1956,
just prior to surgery, the surgeon saw the cataract had
started to disintegrate; A SIGN OF HEALING. Surgery was
cancelled; the eye should be left to heal on its own, the
doctor said. We brought Dad home, and said a prayer of
thanks. Salve treatment continued, the cataract receded,
the eye eventually healed and the patch was discarded.
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Dad never received full use of the eye. Around the farm, he
managed fine; but when driving in a big town or city, Mom
and I became his navigational engineers, his lookouts, you
could say. It remained our little secret until he died.
One summer or early fall when especially dry; our spring
and ponds had mostly dried up. Dad and I went daily to
Hubbard's pond to draw water for us, and the cows.
Maybe that was the same year we had those storms and
flooding. It was sometime 1955/56 when we had a close
call with a hurricane/tropical storm that came through
New York State. I'll leave which year to the historians.
According to the TV/radio weather, our area was probably
not going to feel many effects of the storm, just rain. That
night, I could not get to sleep as the winds picked up and
one after another, whomp, whomp, I heard the swamp
pines as they came down. I wondered if there would be
any pines left to skid out come winter. I finally fell off to a
troubled sleep. Maybe things wouldn't be too bad.
Middleburgh
streets
1955 or 1956.
I took the
photo, Wally
Stryker,
newly into
photography,
developed it.

The flooding was such as I and others had never seen
before. I caught a ride with someone so we could prowl
around downtown Middleburgh to look at the mess;
something I never forgot. Water rushed over the
Middleburgh Bridge, up Main Street to the school, down
River Road and along the Schoharie flats.
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Our Schoharie creek and others had swollen and ripped
out pieces of road here and there on a mad rush to
wherever they were going; the first time I had ever seen
something like this. It was probably the same year we
lost so much time at school, buses rerouted and classes
continuing—forever.
One summer before Labor Day, probably in 57, Dad had
an excellent crop of second cutting, raking almost
finished, soon ready to bale. I came around the side of the
house and he was sitting on the ground looking into the
back of the baler, tears running down his face: "oh no, oh
no, I just cannot get ahead," he was saying. I stood there,
not knowing what to do or say. I blurted out, "What's
wrong, can I help?" He said it was going to start raining
the next morning for two days straight. He had to get the
hay baled and in the barn or the new cutting would be
ruined. He had found a broken part on the baler when
changing out the twine. I said, "Call Riverland Implement,
tell them what happened, see if they have the part, and I'll
go get it." I had my learner's permit; planned on taking
Driver's Ed at school soon anyway, so talked him into
letting me drive his little red Ford truck to Middleburgh.
He trusted me, knew I was a good driver; after all, I made
some other runs to the store and back for him; just not as
far as Middleburg.
By the time I got back, the hay was all in windrows, the
baler hooked up, ready once fixed. He also had rounded
up Edj. As fast as he baled, I was right behind with the
flatbed. I drove, Edj threw the bales up, and Mom stacked.
As soon as each load was ready, we took it to the almost
completed barn, then unloaded using the elevator.
When Dad finished baling, he helped us finish loading and
unloading the hay, Mom got the cows and started chores.
It did not matter to Dad that the barn wasn't finished.
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He was thinking of that day's hay crop and getting it
under roof while fresh. We hoped the rest of the siding,
windows and doors would be completed before winter. If
not, well, we would have to truck a few bales over to the
old barn each day. Worry about that later! The milk house
only had the foundation in place, so it too had to be
completed.
I knew a little about physical and financial ups and downs
to farm living; but Dad's emotions I saw that day caught
me off guard—something I will always remember. I had
never given much thought up till then of Dad being
emotionally vulnerable to set backs, until I saw it myself
that day. It made me question that awful winter when we
dumped so much milk. That ordeal must have really hit
him something awful.
But, the sun was setting, the hay was all unloaded, so I
put those visions aside. Now victorious, we three took the
pickup, stopped for Joan, Freddie and Helen, and anyone
else we found along the way, then we took off to enjoy an
early evening swim at the Flat Creek swimming hole.
It did not matter neither Dad nor I could swim. We didn't
have reasons to learn about swimming back then, didn't
have teachers for that matter. And, we did not have any
large bodies of water near us, just creeks and small
ponds. We did fine. After all, the creek at the swimming
hole was not deep. Nickerson's was the place we had to be
careful—I nearly drowned there twice. At Flat Creek, we
just splashed around, got rid of the hay dust and cooled
down; the water was cool and invigorating and we
whooped it up plenty, glad the day was over and that we
were able to get our work done before the storms.
Summer days were limited, time for school was at hand;
this became our last fling at the swimming hole before
school or before any other new venture was started.
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You can see from the photo above that the barn was in
progress, the metal roof was on, the elevator in place, so
why not use the loft? Who knew when the rest of the barn
would be done? Worst case scenario, we would have to
throw down a couple of bales each day and haul to the old
barn if necessary. So with two barns, there was plenty of
room if Dad wanted to get creative with his brilliant ideas
on supplements to store away in either loft.
The old barn continued to be used for many years for all
kinds of various treasures, tools and equipment that Dad
refused to part with, whether he needed them or not.
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Chapter 6
School Days
and New Discoveries
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Gilboa
Conesville
Central
School,
Established
1929

Far Above
the
Sparkling
Waters

School, something else that could be either good or bad.
Either way, I had to get used to it.

My introduction to new kids from our whole area was
during my first day of school; I was going on six years old
in a few days. That first day came with questions of who I
was, where I lived….that sort of thing. I went to school
that first day, still thinking my name was "Butch." I was
always called that by my folks. True, sometimes someone
called me Tess. But I never really answered much to that
name; I was used to Butch.
I thought Dad's name was Pete—but no, that was his
name with the family, everyone around me called him
Pete, even Mom. I found out his real name was Herb, short
for Herbert, but I didn't know that then and not much of
anything else, it seemed. When I relayed to Miss Stryker
my name was Butch, Lily was my Mom, Pete was my Dad;
she apparently thought the whole thing was funny.
Everyone knew everyone in this small farming community.
I knew who I was, they apparently didn't. I am sure that
first day was a test about ourselves, what we knew of our
area and life around us. I flunked. I tried to tell them I did
not belong, the whole thing was a big mistake. This went
on until the third grade, so I was told.
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Our Teachers during 12 Years IF I remember correctly,
Starting at First through eight:
Miss Stryker, who later married and became Mrs. Gray,
Mrs. Nickerson, Mrs. Fernand, Miss Lozier, Miss Lizette,
who later married and became Mrs. Whitney, Mrs. Wright,
Mr. Dahlberg and Mrs. Ames.
In high school, Miss MacDonald was my homeroom advisor
as well as English/literature teacher and confidante for
four years, Mr. Neil was our history teacher and adviser.
Coach Hubbard (Hub) was everyone's gym teacher until
the new addition/gym, then we girls got our own gym
(Phys Ed) teacher, last of which was Miss Delamater.
We had teachers for shop, homemaking, math, science,
language, Driver Ed and others. Music WAS Mr.
Davenport; he taught us starting seventh grade, maybe
earlier, I am hazy on that. He was so patient with us, later
Mr. Dowitch took over. Miss Humphrey, who married
Coach Hubbard, taught all our business courses
throughout high school, and was also so patient with us.
Mrs. Stryker actually taught me French, how about that?
Miss Ogbin was our librarian and the person you could
count on to help pull a rabbit out of a hat (when writing a
report). All of these teachers and friends helped us to get
to our final goal—graduation!
Our bus 20 drivers during my years were my Uncle George
Bailey, Jay Mattice and, Ken Cook. Our bus route started
at the Van Wormer farm, wound through parts of Guinea,
then Kingsley Road, Maybie Road, lower Flat Creek Road
and ultimately found its way to Wyckoff Road and the
school.
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Our bus 20 was usually stored in a garage at the Jay
Mattice farm. The school sub driver was Guy Oakley or
Nick; they took us home when we stayed for after school
activities. Uncle George took over the Flat Creek run when
I was maybe 10. I remember the year when Flat Creek tore
into and took out a piece of the road maybe a mile down
from the junction at the Denny/Bliss home, way before
Wyckoff Road. We lost quite a few school days, but trust
our drivers to find a way to school. We went clear down to
Schermerhorns, took a right up past Wickerts, then
Stanley Browns and then on to a dirt road which came out
behind Wyckoff's farm to join our normal route to the
school. This probably was the same year of the Schoharie
valley flooding and the mess in Middleburgh that I had
seen for the first time.
Starting high school, we had a new goal: raise money for
the ultimate of trips during our senior year—Washington,
DC. We sold seeds, magazines subscriptions, tickets to
plays, dances, food at ball games, candy on bus routes
and finally, our car wash just to name a few.
Who would have thought that a small rural school such as
ours would always include an outing or two for the year?
Visits would vary from a park/picnic visit or something
more informative. No matter where we went, it would take
at least an hour's ride to get there. We went to Oneonta for
a movie and a visit to the park, took a few trips to the
Cooperstown Baseball Hall of Fame also. We took trips to
the Schenectady Gazette to see how newspapers were
published, a museum visit to Albany, to the Erie Canal, to
the Schoharie Stone Fort and even to Howe's Caverns.
Then too, we always had a day to ourselves at Cobleskill
fair every year, plus others I know I have forgotten. We
even got to vote sometimes on our preferences. And in the
fall while in high school, Prof (Uncle George’s name for Mr.
Peckham) would have the loud speaker pipe in live innings
from the World Series game going on that day. For special
assemblies, we were treated to movies in the auditorium.
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I am sure you have not forgotten I mentioned I was a
tomboy, maybe still am. I am pretty sure I was supposed
to be a boy, probably disappointing my folks—but they
never said. It was no picnic being a girl, and I did not care
to be a girl, at least not then. And, all the clothing with
buttons needed just to walk to the bus stop in the winter
took forever. But, they said I had to get used to these
things; there would be 12 years of this torture. Mom had
notes and calls from both my first and second grade
teachers, Miss Stryker and Mrs. Nickerson. I could not
concentrate, was distracted and would stare out the
windows off in space someplace. Would Mom please speak
to me? Sound familiar? What could be done? These years
were worrisome for my parents, my teachers and me. I
continually tried telling everyone I did not belong there—I
was a hunter, gamekeeper, animal trainer and farmer; ask
me about frogs or snakes, I could tell you. No one listened
or cared. I was going to be stuck in this school forever it
seemed. Deeds went on to each new grade, good or bad.
Would my name "Butch" travel with me as well?
Somehow, eventually I learned to learn. I eventually
graduated tied for third in my class. But, our school was
very small, 22 in my graduating class, only a few hundred
in the whole school. The new addition housed the new K
through 3 grades, with grades 4 to 12 below in the old
section. Teachers stayed forever and never forgot a face. I
know they must have gotten together in the teacher's
lounge to talk about "their kids". How else could each
have possibly known certain things that happened? Most
of the time it worked to my advantage. I did get sent to
the principal's office a couple of times; once during high
school for refusing to participate. Mr. Peckham was not
happy with us but later, must have thought it was funny
that two honor class girls like Joy and I ended up in his
office for refusal to participate in dance class; he reminded
me about it until I graduated. The other time I was sent
there was after a party while in 7th grade.
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In Fourth grade one winter, someone pushed me off our
sliding area onto the concrete yard below which ran along
the side of the school. Luckily, the snow I landed on was
hard pack and I was carried into the nurse’s room. No
bones broken but my knees were sore, bruised and
swollen. I had a lot of attention from that little episode. I
was carried everywhere for a week so that I would not put
undue pressure on my knees. Even our bus driver Jay
drove right to our farm that week and Gid Van Wormer
Jr., (my older man for the week) carried me off and on the
bus, and our teacher, Miss Lozier, took off and put on my
boots and apparel. What a week. I was confined to the
classroom during recess as if this was MY fault. Really,
and no one ever confessed?
Then one winter, fifth or maybe 6th grade, we had terrible
weather—nothing really new. Except, we had a week of
minus 20° to minus 28° temps, tons of snow and ice,
frozen water lines in the barn and cellar, all of which
teamed up to make our lives almost unbearable. Melting
snow over the stove to get water to drink for us and the
cows—a nightmare. The first day of that week, I walked
down for the bus and waited forever in that frigid weather.
I could not move, hugged the big maple at the corner, as if
that would help. I think it was Jay at that time who finally
showed up; he and a snow bank tangled right after he and
a disagreeing gas line started the morning off. As I could
not stop shivering, he plunked me for the entire trip on
the heater in front next to him. Once we arrived at school,
he sent me to the nurse's office to make sure I did not
have hyperthermia or some such thing.
Over the next few days, the weather seemed to rage war on
bus ignition and motor systems at one time or another, so
it was decided I would stay home, he would back the bus
up our road, and then I would come out when and if I saw
the bus. Not only were there ignition and motor problems
with other buses, but we ended up with heating problems
at school too; all of which contributed to school being
cancelled a few days.
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These episodes, plus the cider mess in seventh, water
bags dropped out of hotel rooms while in Washington, DC
during our senior trip, pretty much sums up the
highlights at school that I remember.
We students were fortunate; our teachers were saints—
sort of, but they wanted us to have success, to become
educated and become the best we could be; it was us who
took side trips. They looked after us as family—after all,
this central school was made up of kids from a bunch of
small towns, and teachers who lived close by. We didn't
have unruly kids with rotten teachers. Your name
followed you, teachers respected the family, and the family
respected the teachers. Believe it or not, these people
actually became friends—we had 12 years to get it right. If
something went wrong like a confrontation or
misunderstanding, a kid better not even tell the parents;
they would take the teacher's side. Who wanted the wrath
of both—some things were best left alone. One would
never even think about changing grades on report cards,
ok, so you might think about it; doing it was something
else. Report cards were handwritten with notes off to the
side; parents knew the teacher's handwriting and vice
versa. So, either do well at school or at age 16, you could
lawfully quit school in New York State, or be expelled.
This had to be why in 7th and 8th grade, students were to
take a class of shop or homemaking, not to be confused
with FHA or FFA—those were choices we could make;
these were not. Girls got funneled to homemaking, boys to
shop. Wish I could have taken shop! We had the shop
option later. Some of us were bound to quit at 16, and
did, these classes were to ready us for that I guess. I did
well enough in the actual cooking portion at school, we all
worked on things in a group, then sat down to eat our
results from that day's class. But all by myself at home
with the beater and ingredients, a whole new ball game!
Nervous but determined, I would make my own cake and
follow the recipe to the letter, just the way it said.
123

I chose the big 9 x 13 cake pan. I measured ingredients
exactly, then added carefully, beat the mixture an extra
good long time till smooth, tasted the batter, good to go. I
pushed it into the oven for the correct amount of time and
temperature. Mom was away at the polls that evening;
she was a member of the local election board and was
busy that Election Day, but I hoped to make her proud
when she came home. I was almost done when Dad came
in from chores. He just watched, never said a word. I
assured him I knew what I was doing, even though the
sink was a mess, flower everywhere.
My cake looked okay coming out of the oven; a little
lopsided but that was to be expected, the floor ran
downhill a bit. I had just finished spooning on icing, but
since the cake was high on one side, the icing insisted on
running down the side and on to the table; too much
icing, and the cake still too warm. We left it and went to
pick up Mom. Looking forward to a piece of cake, we came
back home and got things ready. Must be a dull knife I
thought; it did not want to cooperate. The knife had to be
whacked hard to get it to even work. From oven to table,
icing, then slicing, the cake mysteriously turned hard and
acted like it was a week old piece of bread left out on the
counter. We finally coaxed some slivers out, but they
tasted as they looked—chocolate topped sawdust bites.
What could have happened? I had tasted the batter going
into the pan, it was fine. I was done with baking!
My first pot of fudge did not fare much better. I followed
instructions to drop the little ball of mixture into a glass of
water to test; added butter and started to stir the mix, but
the stuff hardened in the pot before I could even finish. I
then had this big chocolate blob I could not get out of the
pot. I had to try and find something to pry it out of the
pot. I bent a knife and a spoon to no avail. By the time I
located a chisel to chop it out, it had hardened even more.
I soaked the pot in hot water, the blob eventually turned
to mush and I threw the whole mess out in the garden.
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My second pot of fudge was not much better. I followed
the same instructions; didn't want the same thing to
happen again, so maybe a little sooner I would add the
butter then stir. So I tried my recipe again, stirred and
stirred; poured it into the pan, and waited….it never
hardened. We scraped out my creation, put it in a
refrigerator container, and used it as syrup in milk and
over ice cream for a week until sick of it. I never tried to
make fudge or a cake again. No wonder they sent us to
these classes. I really was a "Butch" after all.
L to R Front Row: Sara Mueller, Pat Dunham, Marie Hewitt, Betty J
Kingsley, me, Liz Keith (Betty), Second row: Laura Lewis, and Joy
Kingsley, Back Row: Mary Beth Hughes, Barb Snyder, Laura Smith,
and Carol Merwin.
Some of the Seventh/Eighth–grade girls, Gilboa Conesville Central.

After cooking class came the clothes-making portion of
homemaking class. We learned how to run the electric
sewing machines, back, forward, change the bobbins, and
thread. We practiced on lines on paper first without thread
to follow designs. It took weeks in planning to get ready,
but we finally had our supplies together, ready to pin the
patterns in place and get started on a simple A-line apron.
Soon we would start cutting and doing simple sewing.
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Mom was a wonderful seamstress—she could sew and
make anything when there was time. She had cut down all
sorts of clothes for me that was given to us. I thought
some of that might possibly rub off on me. I was worried
about how my project would turn out. My hands were not
very good with these little pins and needles. I did manage
to finally pin the pattern ok, cut where I was supposed to
and proceeded to the next step in pretty good fashion I
thought. But….always a but someplace!
I sewed my first few stitches, everything seemed ok, so
maybe I could feel a little better about my project. I
continued on. But, any confidence ended when the
machine jammed. On top of that, I soon had a pile of
thread in a heap and inside the bobbin. The machine kept
going, had a mind of its own and refused to stop. Well,
maybe I forgot to take my foot off the pedal. What a mess.
I couldn't get the stitches out; time to get the teacher.
Then, the material tore and the facing unraveled when we
tried to separate it from material and thread. Our teacher
was miffed, it took her forever to get the thread and
bobbin straightened out so the machine could be used
again. I sat out the rest of this sewing class doing other
stuff. I don't remember my grade but figured I had
suffered enough. I didn't want to think any more about it,
so brought "my project" home, threw it in Mom's sewing
cupboard, and never looked at it again. She never asked,
and I never said anything, but she knew, she knew!
One year for a class function in 7th grade, our class
planned a Halloween party. All of us were to bring
something to contribute. Cupcakes, punch, cookies, fudge
that kind of thing. I waited too long—actually I forgot
about the party trying to get a pirate costume ready. So,
the night before I went scurrying. From prior experience,
when I had no idea in the world what to bring, I would go
down to the cellar and prowl for goodies. I was NOT
tempted to try and bake something, I did learn my lesson,
you see. Many times before, I would pounce on a canned
jar of fruit to bring to an event. This was no different.
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I skimmed over the long shelf of canned fruit; there tucked
away in the back; almost out of sight beside the old coal
bin, I found a few treasures; jugs of cider. I picked one, a
little sediment at the bottom, but it was ok when I shook
it; surely no one would notice that. I took it to school. We
opened it at the party and it was a hit! Most of the kids
loved cider; this soon became evident. The party then
adjourned and I got sent to the principal's office. Mr.
Peckham (Prof), lucky for me, was not there. Something
had happened to the cider; I could not understand how it
had "turned." Afterwards, Dad told me why the jugs had
been set off to the side; they all were LAST YEAR'S
BATCH.
Once I thought about it, I had to admit that the cider did
taste a little "funny." It wasn’t that nice sweet flavor but I
hadn't taken much notice at the time, neither did anyone
else. Of course, had I asked, Dad would have gotten me a
fresh jug to take. Lesson learned!
I was a senior the year Mrs. Ames sought my help. My
cousin Larry (Buzzy) was giving her grief and his sister,
my cousin Marge, had been no help, so she wondered if
maybe I could talk to him. She thought he might confide
in me, maybe we then could figure out what his problem
could be. I caught up with him in the hallway one day and
told him to shape up, quit giving Mrs. Ames and others a
hard time or I would beat the you know what out of him.
That seemed to help, at least for a while.
Larry was not one that liked sweet talk. He was having a
tough time at home maybe because he was close to being
a teen; maybe because Uncle Alton was away a lot on new
road projects for months as the chief mechanic. Dad had
Larry as a farm helper that summer when I was working
at Camp; he seemed to listen to Dad, seemed to enjoy
being there. I was not there to clamp down on him either,
so maybe, in my own way, I did help after all.
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You had to fight your own battles at our school; there were
no gangs. True, some of us had little clicks, especially
those of us living close by one another. We were not
fashion statements, but when in high school, we did like
penny loafers, rolled ankle sox, rolled jean cuffs, the full
swirl skirts with the crinolines. Guys were not allowed to
wear jeans then or girls either, except maybe to a
basketball game. We played our sports and competed
scholastically for grades and regional sports team status. I
was fortunate to receive the "best all-around girl athlete"
for the 1957-58 season. My trophy sat on top of the TV
for years. Being top heavy, it wobbled a bit when Dad was
hammering a furnace duct one day; then it fell off on to
the floor. The marble piece holding the lady broke and
wasn't fixable said Dad. I kept the little piece with my
name. Purple and Gold—yay. Go Wildcats!
In high school, a few of us formed an after school religious
group called High School Born Againers (HiBA). There
were only four or five of us, Betty Jean, Ingrid/Bennie,
Maureen, Me and an occasional other person who I forget.
George was our Bible teacher. He drove up from the
Catskill area and visited a different school every day. One
day a week he would pick us up from school, take us to
our hostess home (one of the students) which varied each
week. We read passages from the Bible followed by
informal question and answer sessions as well as a few
cookies later. A monumental thing then happened; George
took us to Madison Square Garden to see the Billy
Graham meeting one evening. There were many thousands
from everywhere who attended and many hundreds that
came forward at the end of the program. I will never forget
that…it made a lasting impression.
In was late in my sophomore year, almost summer, when I
became the owner of a new to me used boy's bike. Merle
Hubbard had purchased the bike for Jimmy Cushman
when he was staying with them. Not needing it, he found a
buyer, Dad. It didn't matter to me that it was a boy's bike,
I was a Butch—in jeans or shorts mostly anyway.
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It was also during our sophomore year when Doreen
Pearsall and I started looking forward to enlisting in the
military service after graduation. During that next year,
we sent for information, which would it be—air force or
navy? I learned I was too short for either; then Doreen's
interest got diverted along the way, so that was that.
It was late in my sophomore or junior year, when I started
to need glasses. I tried to use them only when looking at
the blackboard. But then, Betty Jean Kingsley got ticked
at me when at ballgames I kept trying to borrow hers to
read jersey numbers to see who had made the basket. She
too had just started wearing glasses. It was time I gave in
to them and accepted the fact. I was a senior, when I
finally started fulltime use of them, when I had to.
Many times throughout high school, there were times I
had to beg Dad to intercede for me to Mom in order that I
might be able to go to the out of town basketball games
that needed permission to attend, especially in bad
weather. I will never forget the night of the Berne–Knox
game. Mom and Clara Kingsley didn't want Joyce or me to
go because of an impending snowstorm that the weather
folks talked about. I would negotiate on chores so I could
to go. We kept watch; away we went and by the time all of
us were sorted into two buses, and left our school, all was
ok. But, after the game was over and we came out to our
buses to return home, heavy blinding snow was falling
with maybe 5 inches already on the ground. It was a
nightmare getting home. I think steady Frank Wyckoff
drove that night; he stopped often to let a teacher shovel
off built up snow from the windshield. Mom was still up
when I finally got home around 2 AM. She and Clara were
beside themselves, called the school many times to see
what had happened. What a night. I had to make up big
time for this. Of course, we negotiated on the chores—that
was Dad. He came up with some chores that were difficult
and time consuming, but, I don't think he really expected
me to complete them all anyway, so I probably did not
disappoint him too much when I didn't.
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GILBOA CENTRAL SCHOOL – SOPHMORES,
1955–1956
Top to Bottom from left to right:
Miss MacDonald, Sara Mueller, Elaine Fowler, Barbara
(Barb) Snyder, Edward (Ed) Brainerd, Delores Ferris,
Ingrid Bendtson/Benson*, Yvonne Merwin, Wallace
(Wally) Stryker.
Second Row: Robert (Bobby) Keith, Teresa (Tess/Butch)
Scutt, Laura Smith, Patricia (Pat) Dunham, Maureen
Simpson, Carol Merwin, Elizabeth (Betty) Keith, Laura
Lewis, Clara Castle.
Third Row: Betty Parliman, Lorraine Brainerd, Betty Jean
Kingsley, Joyce (Joy) Kingsley, Martin (Marty) Van Buren,
Barry Every, Lawrence Fancher, Ronald Wilkins, Rudy
Ehlers.
Last Row: Doreen Pearsall, Virginia (Ginny) Moseman,
Ronald (Ron) Fancher, Paul Humphrey, Herman Forsell
Jr., Richard Young, Sayers Lutz, Ida Foy and James Law.

*A note – Ingrid explained to me that it was her Mom who

decided to Americanize their last name to Bendtson. The old
Swedish name was Bengtsson, meaning Bengt's son. As her
father's name was also Bengt Helge, under Swedish ways, she
would have been named Bengtsdotter (Bengt's daughter).
Ingrid decided to change the last name to Benson; it seemed
easier to spell.
I stopped calling her Bennie when we became seniors.
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Senior Car Wash – a cold, wet day but here we are: O’Hara’s
Garage in Prattsville, still trying to earn more money for our
senior trip:
L to R: Mr. Neil handing sponge to Betty Parliman, Ingrid
Bendtson/Benson w/hose, Laura Lewis, Tess/Butch in my
white sailor hat, Jerry Brainerd, Joyce Kingsley, Ron Fancher
reaching, Sayers Lutz, Marty Van Buren, (Alias Horatio
Honeywell—the head you can barely see very front of the car)

We that started together, then merged with the Prattsville
classes, lost those who quit, were now about ready to
graduate. But, we still had another goal—our senior trip to
Washington, DC. On that special day, seniors and
chaperones met at the school for a bus ride to Hudson.
There we boarded a train to Washington; most of us had
never left Gilboa for a trip such as this. The sights and
experiences we encountered the entire week were truly
something special—worth every penny each of us begged,
borrowed and earned.
As a final parting to school in spring of ’58, just before
graduation, we held our senior class play. The play was all
about a college student home on vacation (Ingrid) and her
boyfriend (Jerry Brainard) giving the family (Barb Snyder,
mother), (Ron Fancher, her brother) and the neighbors
instructions in ink blot character determinations.
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My character, a maid, who had an ornithologist boyfriend,
aka Horatio Honeywell, (Marty Van Buren) opened the
scene. I was talking about birds and practicing bird calls
while dusting. As I flapped my arms and pranced around
the stage doing my cackles, everyone was laughing, both
in the audience and on stage. Ernestine Schermerhorn,
sitting in the first row, was laughing away like crazy—I
looked her way with a plea on my face to stop, but of
course, she didn't.
Now what? I waited and waited, nobody said their next
lines. The more I flapped to buy some time, the more they
laughed. How on earth could I get through this; they had
to stop laughing so we could get on with the scene. I
finally went over to a laughing Ronnie whose character
was lying on the couch, supposedly reading. I kicked his
leg to get him to say his lines. It did startle him, I must
say, he sat bolt upright, not expecting that. But, that just
seemed to make things worse. Miss Mac pushed a
laughing Barb out from behind the curtain who was finally
able to say her lines in the midst of all this. And with that,
my character could finally get off the stage. Once I got
back stage, those that were there were still laughing. Miss
Mac was fighting for composure and was trying to get
everyone focused. We had to get past this little hiccup,
concentrate on lines, and finish the play.
It was supposed to have been a scene where I explained
my boyfriend's birds and their calls. Instead, we ended up
in the midst of something bigger—laughter with probably
a little nerves thrown in too; the results of which we did
not know how to control.
As you can imagine, we talked about that scene the rest of
the school term; my classmates decided I could have been
a wonderful chicken and I continued to hear about it,
right up until graduation. Well, Butch did know a little
something about birds.
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THE CLASS OF 1958
GILBOA-CONESVILLE CENTRAL SCHOOL
First Row L to R – Teresa (Tess/Butch) Scutt, Elizabeth
(Betty) Keith, Doreen Pearsall, Ingrid Bendtson/Benson,
Betty Parliman, Barbara (Barb) Snyder, Patricia (Pat)
Dunham, Joyce (Joy) Kingsley, Yvonne Merwin, Carol
Merwin.
Second Row L to R: Lorraine Brainerd, Elaine Fowler,
Virginia (Ginny) Moseman, Clara Castle, Laura Lewis.
Last Row L to R: Mr. Neil, James (Jim) Law, Jerry
Brainerd, Ronald (Ron) Fancher, Barry Every, Sayers Lutz,
Martin (Marty) Van Buren, Lawrence Fancher and Miss
MacDonald.

June 23, 1958 – Teresa, Tess, aka Butch

From a sophomore class of 35, we
dwindled down to 22 in our senior year.
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Many grads that night were having parties. Not Elizabeth
(Betty) Keith and I; we made plans to go out by ourselves
in my graduation gift, my first car. I don't remember the
original destination we had planned, but it didn't matter
anyway because it turned into a short trip.
Nearing Blenheim, boom—a blowout. Since fairly close to
Betty's home, she thought it best if we called her brother,
Bobby, instead of me messing with the tire. So, we set off
in the dark to find a neighbor's phone. Bobby wasn't
thrilled, as he was working a swing shift and was sleeping
when we called, but came to help us anyway. After the tire
was changed and everything was put back together, it was
too late to start off again; and our hearts weren't in it at
this point anyway. Betty and Bobby went home and I
turned around and went home too, on the way, wondering
if it had all been part of God's plan somehow.
It certainly was not the outing two new senior grads had
planned, but we were safe and sound. The next day we
laughed about it. Although I was confident I could maybe
have changed the tire, I sure was glad Bobby came by;
those lug nuts were tightened way beyond my strength.
Some new grad I was!
Dad and I had some revamping to do on me and the car
before I could feel confident in handling situations such as
this in the future. I was taking my car with me this
summer to Camp and then off to college, so I had to be
prepared.
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Chapter 7

More Explorations
and
Plenty of Trouble
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Earlier, I said to remind me about the chute, so I will tell
you a little about chutes normally found in each farmer's
barn back then. Here was an opening we called a hay
chute from the upper loft opening to the manger floor
directly below. It wasn't really a chute, just a trap door in
the floor with a rope gizmo to pull the door up out of the
way, or it could be a sliding door to cover the hole. But,
everyone called it a chute. Into this chute went hay which
landed below to be disbursed in the manger to feed the
cows. When done, the chute door was shut. If left open,
the wind would whistle through the openings along with
dust, hay chaff and drafts.
A good friend,
like a brother,
Gary

In the early
days, Gary and I
played a lot in
our barns. Our
hay-forts were
the best; no one
could guess
what was a pile
or a little tunnel,
except us. One
day in his barn, we were experimenting with the tin can
theory we had heard about using strings tied at the end of
each can. He was in one mow, I was in the other. Each of
us tried to hear the other through these foolish open cans.
We finally got disgusted and decided enough was enough.
I was walking when all of a sudden, whoosh, down the
concealed chute I went, landing on the concrete floor
below, hay and dust, flying all around me. I had the wind
knocked out of me, and I cried and cried. Gary ran to the
house for Esther. I could not move; she picked me up and
carried me to the house. All of us were crying, hoping I
was not broken—someplace.
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She took me to their house, laid me out on the couch and
called my folks. I stopped crying after a glass of milk and
some peanut butter cookies. By the time Dad got there, I
appeared to be better. No broken bones, but probably
some bruising. I managed to evade broken bones in that
fall, but how? Wasn't my fault—I didn't know the chute
was there, never saw it under the hay and it wasn't closed.
Once again, the how and why didn't matter, I was banned
from visiting the Zach's or anyone else for quite a while.
Sometime later, there was the infamous cat episode.
Pattycake, Tommy Dorsey and Tommy Tucker all hung
around together. It was this "funny" time of year for them.
They were always fighting, and both Tommy Dorsey and
Pattycake set on my favorite cat, Tommy Tucker, that day.
Tommy Tucker ran past the back of the barn, the other
two cats and me right behind him. He ran into a hole
under a woodpile with Tommy Dorsey hot on his tail.
There they were screaming and batting at each other,
snarling, ears back, hissing and striking. I stepped in, put
my hand down to separate them from each other, trying to
save Tommy Tucker. When I did this, Tommy Tucker sunk
his teeth in from the top of my hand straight through to
the other side. My favorite cat. I could not believe it. I
can't remember how I got loose, but I ran straight home.
The blood was running down my hand. Mom had learned
that animals in heat give off dangerous enzymes and
bacteria. She took a bottle of cow disinfectant, and holding
my hand over the sink, poured the whole bottle over my
hand, while I wailed away. She called Dr. Best next. It
takes a while to go to town, longer still to find where Dad
was at the time. I calmed down, things looked ok. We
would go to the doctors the next day after morning chores.
By next morning, this red line had advanced up my arm,
blood poisoning! I was told all this later as no one wanted
to scare me. I remember the shot, the awful tasting tablets
from Dr. Best. I learned a few lessons that day. God still
takes care of us, and don't ever intervene in a cat fight.
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Oh, another thing I learned, just because you name an
animal Tommy does not mean it is a Tommy. Dad bent
back, flexed his knees and laughed that special way of his;
not at my pain or predicament, but how I felt about my
cat's betrayal. No one can see the teeth marks any more
anymore—wrinkles hide them!
One day alone by myself on a dreary, nasty day, I climbed
upstairs on this rickety ladder to the attic in our house.
There I discovered all kinds of things; a clothes line Mom
used on rainy days, boxes of different stuff, and wow, a
record player with lots of size 78 records. It didn’t matter
some sounded wobbly, and it didn't matter that I had to
wind up the player to make it work. This would be my
new retreat. I loved listening to these old records and from
then on spent hours up there. There were boards laid over
rafters in order to walk over the plasterboard ceiling
without falling through below; so one had to be careful. I
was there one day when I heard a loud noise outside.
Naturally, I went to look out the dormer window, pulling
myself up on the sill to see what I could. I had done it
before, but this day, coming down, I got tangled in the
clothesline, lost my footing, then smashed my foot right
through the ceiling.
What would I do about this? Maybe I could play dumb,
not say a word and see how long before anyone noticed. I
quickly went down the ladder, covering the trap door.
Then I went to look at the spot where I came through. It
wasn't TOO bad. I got the broom, took out a chair and
climbed on it, then pushed at the dented protrusion,
trying to wish it to go back up from whence it came. Dad
was really mad after he saw my accident. He would have
to put a whole new piece of plasterboard up, re-tape, then
repaint the whole ceiling when he had time. In the
meantime, there it was. I think he purposely dallied so I
would be reminded of my shortcomings for a time. Mom
normally was the "heavy", but it was Dad this time. Butch
had struck again.
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Junior—John L. Sullivan, Aka Lefty

MOST of the BAD trouble we got
into was when Gary, Junior and
I had time to scheme, ah, I mean
plan. The "what ifs" frequently
landed us into trouble. One
summer we were into tunnel
building. A natural thing for
kids, right? You have to
remember, hills and stones was
our environment. We did find a
spot under an abandoned shed
at the Zach's farm that seemed
to comply with our digging
agenda. It took a while, many
days in fact, to dig this tunnel.
Our plan was to cut a trap door
into the floor of the shed. The
door would be over the tunnel,
so we could escape in and out without ever being detected.
Don't ask me why, I have no idea. To escape from whom?
So we dug! Until the day it started to rain, in torrents! We
were down at the tunnel site and ran into the shed to get
out of the rain. Junior was still inside the tunnel at the far
end. The water was running quickly into the tunnel; he
was already muddy, yelling that he was stuck trying to
come back out. Then the whole mess started to cave in; he
was screaming even more. We ran to get help. Lou was at
the house thankfully and pulled him out. There really
wasn't much dirt; the tunnel wasn't deep either. Junior
was more scared than anything else, we all were. Lou filled
in our tunnel with boulders and that was that! Butch and
friends were banished back to our homes.
Poor Junior—he had a lot to learn, about the farm and
especially about Dad. He confided to Dad one day that he
was troubled; being blue eyed, fair skinned, and with his
parents being Irish, he had plenty of freckles.
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He asked Dad if he knew how to get rid of them. Of
course, that was his first mistake. Dad told him
innocently that if he took fresh cow manure (had to be
fresh), rubbed a little on his cheeks, then let it dry
naturally, by the next day the freckles would be gone. He
would have to endure the smell to receive the benefit.
The second mistake—going home. The minute he came in
the door, Helen said, "what is that awful smell?" She
found out pretty fast. While throwing a pot at him, she
told him to leave, and not come back. He came down in
bad shape to our barn. "Helen threw me out—I have
nowhere to go." Dad knew he had to make this right, and
Mom agreed. So, after chores, they cleaned Junior up and
Dad drove him home, taking a quart of his home brew to
help soften this mess he created. Helen said she could not
imagine Junior believing such an outrageous story; but
shouldn't she have known Dad and his ways by then?
Junior was furious with Dad. Oh how we laughed at that,
but then we worried a bit when we didn't see him the next
day; he actually stayed away over a week. Eventually
Junior saw the humor in it; even he laughed about it but
not until the following summer
when the story was retold.
The 50s, Helen, Stormy, and Archie with
his banjo—not only did he play well, but
he sang pretty well too. I learned some
neat songs from Arch.

You would think once burned,
lesson learned. Not Junior. He
respected my Dad, even though
tricks were played on him. He saw
my Dad chewing tobacco every day
when he did chores and requested
to "try some." Dad never shirked
from a chance at merriment.
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So, of course, he took the package from his pocket, cut off
a piece and offered it to Junior. "You have to chew for a
while to get the juice going," he said. And, juice he got.
You know the kind, that brown messy stuff. It was
running out his mouth, dripping on his shirt. I guess he
swallowed some because he soon ran off, probably to
vomit. Gary and I weren't surprised; we had seen the joke
played before, but Junior was unaware until then. Dad
called after him, "don’t swallow that, Junior, spit it out,
spit it out." You can see rightly see why my Dad inherited
the nickname of Dynamite Pete.
The next episode started with Junior again. His Dad had
been in the navy with Archie and they both were in the
Submarine Service, so naturally, he too had all kinds of
boat making and sailor ideas to pass on. It seemed only
natural that he talked us into building a submarine so we
could go exploring underwater. My Dad had all the tools.
There were boxes and boxes of various nails, lumber,
handsaws, drills and hammers in the old garage. The work
bench was a treasure trove of gizmos, tiny little washers,
nuts and bolts all stored in various glass containers.
Then, there was the big drum of kerosene at the end of the
bench, some gas cans, lanterns, and a vice for sharpening
our tools. We had everything we might need. There were
piles of lumber from torn down projects in back of the old
barn that Dad kept also. We even had a new pond that
had been dug over in the small pasture on the far side of
the garden. Since we knew we could not carry our project
there, we used Gary's wagon to cart our creation to the
pond. We had to know if it would be seaworthy and float
before we proceeded further.
We also had to figure about intake and pushing out water
to dive and come back up; the top, sides and all else
would come later after more planning, as would the empty
barrels needed. So, away we went with the "floor" of our
sub, one pulling the wagon, one pushing, and one
balancing so it would not tip off. We were true engineers!!
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We then backed the wagon up to the pond, took off our
shoes and walked into the pond, carefully. We pulled and
pushed and finally got our floor into the pond; it floated
briefly, then started downward, straight to the bottom,
bubbles gurgling as it sunk. I said to Junior "well, guess
we don’t have to worry about figuring how to make it
sink". Instant clarity came to our minds; there would be
no hope of ever getting it back up. We looked at one
another, knew exactly what we had to do; get rid of the
evidence…fast. It had to have been quite the sight—three
kids hauling butt, like their lives depended on it.
We took everything back to the old garage: tools, boards,
leftover nails, etc., then each of us took off quickly. Dad
never knew about "our sub" until one day when the cows
were prancing around, refusing to drink from the pond.
He figured some animal had died in the pond, and went to
haul it out. Dad took one look, saw the mess on the
bottom and immediately knew it was us three to blame,
although unsure how the monstrosity got there in the first
place or what it was supposed to be. He had been missing
supplies for a while, found things in disarray, so the
pieces fit as to who did what. He went back to the shed for
supplies. With no other way to get it out, Dad took off his
shoes, walked in, and tied a rope around "the thing". He
then used the tractor, to drag out the sodden, muddy
mess of wet boards and nails. It laid in the pasture a long
time as a rotting reminder to Butch, cronies and anyone
else who looked and wondered.
When not in trouble, us three rode our bikes everywhere—
more than once, it was usually Dad with the truck who
came to get us when we did not show up by evening. One
day one of us, no doubt Junior, got the bright idea to go to
town to get a sundae. We had no idea where to go for
something like that. "What about the Gorge diner?" says
Junior. After pooling assets, away we went, never fearing
the long trip. Downhill rides can be lots of fun but did
anyone think about coming back uphill in the hot sun?
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Once down at the bridge, we got off the bikes, and walked
up the windy steep road around the dam, traffic and
narrow lanes scaring us a little. But, the prize was on our
minds. At the top, before converging on Route 30, we
hopped back on, fine on level ground until we came up
even with Newell Miller's farm, now off again to walk the
bikes up that hill. Still, the ultimate prize remained on our
minds. Once at the top, we were home free and coasted all
the way down into town.
Funny, I don't even remember the sundae. All I remember
is leaving town in the afternoon, starting that long walk
back up that awful long hill. It was so hot walking up, we
had to rest a bit. All of a sudden, here comes this red
truck that pulls up to offer us a ride…. Dad! Someone had
seen me in town, called the house and ratted us out.
Thankful for the ride, we sat in back with our bikes
discussing if it would be possible maybe to get out of what
was ultimately waiting for each of us at home. As I said, I
don't remember the sundae; and looking back, I know we
never would have made it all the way home on our own.
Was it worth the outcome? Our bikes were stored away
from us; I don't remember our time of confinement, but we
lost out on several good upcoming trips we'd planned.
When we finally got our
bikes back, we three still
continued to ride
everywhere—especially down
the winding Dave Brown
Mountain dirt road into
North Blenheim so we could
walk on the floor of the Old
Covered Bridge—it was a
favorite of ours. The Bridge
is no longer there, due to Irene, but may be rebuilt. It was
easy to get to, the road was shady all the way down and
we could get in the creek under the bridge and look for
crayfish, splash around and explore most of the day.
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I don’t remember finding any fossils, just things which
were remnants from high waters or storms. Maybe I forgot
to look for fossils or maybe we were drawn to the pretty
washed small stones that we each kept as a remembrance;
they were easily stored in pockets for the ride home.
It usually was an all-day outing of explorations to the
Bridge and back, so we learned early on to bring goodies
and so made it into a small picnic. We didn't even mind
walking back up the hill homeward because it was in the
shade; wonder if the road is still there? Did the Power
Project take it? An old school house behind the bridge to
the left side with swings
was also there and this area
was turned into a visitor
park area years later.
We also rode over to
Leonard Mountain Fire
Tower near Broome Center,
another favorite day trip. It
was a long walk up that
path and then, all those
stairs just to get to the
hatchway. Still, what sights
from the tower!
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The first time we showed up at the tower, the ranger, Mr.
Flores, was astounded to see us, so he let us call home. I
told Mom where we were and that I could see the barn roof
with the binoculars but the house was behind some trees.
She didn't seem surprised, I must say. By then, she was
pretty much resigned to our outings. She knew we were
safe, for the time being. After we rested, had something to
drink and a snack, we started the long walk downhill to
the gate where we left the bikes. We were not too far from
home but it would take us an hour to get back since we
had a couple of hills to walk the bikes back up again.
By now, threats no longer seemed to dissuade us from our
adventures—at least, most times; however, we did keep
our miles travelled reasonable after that "Gorge" sundae
outing episode, just to play it safe; Leonard Hill was safe.
The Leonard Hill fire tower was moved from another
location and erected in 1948 at Leonard Hill—really called
Hubbard Hill but that is a whole other story. We actually
may have been some of the earliest visitors. Over time, the
bottom step deteriorated and was removed. Years back,
Cousin Joyce told me the Tower had been closed to the
public, but I hear it could be re-opened again soon. The
hiking trails which are part of the park have always been
open to hikers. It was quite an adventure for us to visit the
tower, and we learned a great deal from the ranger. He
knew our families, so it was like visiting a friend, yet it
also seemed like being in school. He told us all about area
animals, plants that could be found, gave us a brief
history of the area, then let us use his binoculars to see
where all could be found. I do hope the tower opens again
so others can experience what we did back then.
This map of Leonard Hill Road and State Forest that follows
shows some of the surrounding roads and towns.
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It took confinements and threats before we finally learned
to concentrate our trips within the Gilboa Township, not
leaving the Mackey, Flat Creek or Broome Center areas,
unless we found something special to consider. We had to
weigh our options; it had to make sense to venture a long
way from home and it had to be spectacular for us to be
willing to risk further confinements. After the Gorge, we
found no such option that made sense to all of us.
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We rode down to the Gilboa Dam several times but never
could figure out how we could get over the fence and down
the steep walls. Since we did not dare climb the fence
again in plain sight of the road, we had to be content with
just looking out over the spillway. The last time I tried my
luck with the fence, my blouse caught and tore as I tried
to climb over the fossil area fencing. I never even got to see
a fossil close up, but was not willing to take on another
one of those dumb fences again.
We could of course, always ride back up around the
school, but who wanted to do that. We would flip a coin;
candy at the post office general store or a fudge sickle at
Brandow’s, then it was time to pedal homeward—all pretty
much uphill...again. We might lollygag at Paddy's Hole
just to see what we could see. Every so often the road
there would start to cave in from a mud slide, and would
have to be blocked off. You never knew what one might see
at the Hole; sometimes treasures were thrown over the
banking. On the way home, we might dally on Valenti
Road or stop at Lewis' sawmill to see if he was sawing any
special wood. He didn’t mind our visits as long as we
waited aside until he saw us.
The Gilboa Dam—aka Schoharie Reservoir, with debris after a storm.
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When Junior or the other city kids weren't around, Gary
and I still managed to get into fixes. On Halloween, town
kids had places to go and could play their trick or treats.
As farm kids, Gary and I were fairly isolated. Naturally, we
had to come up with our own plan of attack.
One year we decided to pedal down to the Flat Creek area
and visit folks there. I had a small light on my old bike
and we took a couple of flashlights too. We were each in a
costume, I was a pirate. My cardboard sword kept getting
in my way when I pedaled, so I tied it to the fender. On
our way; we got as far as Maybie's farm when we came to
a stop. Something shiny was reflecting from the creek just
as the moon came up. This had to be checked out. It
could be a quarter or a .50 cent piece, anything.
Crawling under the fence and then trying to get closer to
see better, we tripped over one another and fell in the
creek. Wet and dripping, starting to shiver with the cool
breeze blowing, we had to get home. We got out, turned
around, and pedaled back towards home. But then, had to
get off and walk up the hill in front of Keyser's farm. As
we're walking up, Gary kept yelling, "we got robbed, we got
robbed; we never even got to go anywhere—and no candy
either." Neither of us were very happy about this outcome.
The next Halloween, Gary and I decided, things were
going to be different. This time, after getting fully outfitted
with supplies, we went up past my house, and stopped at
Archie's. Nobody came to the door, so trick or treat—out
came the wax. We were lucky at Tony and Kitty's house.
They actually wanted us to stay longer, but we had things
to do, places to go. On to Franklin and Vashti's house,
and more goodies. Stewart would be at the barn. So we
continued to the lower end of Flat Creek, sailing past the 5
corners, past Haskins and Clevelands, waved at folks on
the porch at Ivans, why we didn't stop, I couldn't tell you.
We came to our final stop at Hallocks; Gene and Ruth
were more than a little surprised to see us at their door.
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I don't remember if David and Flora Del were there.
Naturally, after a trip like that, we cleaned up….a real
successful night! Each bag was so heavy, we could barely
turn the handlebars and still pedal. Sometimes a little
much is way too much. With many miles to go, then
walking up each hill, bag and all, it wasn't easy. Then,
when almost home, that steep hill in front of Keyser's with
such a haul darn near did us in, but we made it…finally!
Ah, but next day we sure heard about it! The waxing
episode was our downfall. The only kids up on the hill, no
car lights visible, it had to be us. Mom lowered the boom—
we had to go to Archie's house, and scrape off the waxed
windows. But, not just that; we had to thoroughly clean
them all. To make matters worse, they were long porch
windows. Seemed like a dozen of them! It wasn't fair, we
didn't wax all of them. We found out quickly that part did
not concern Helen! She expected clean windows….all the
way around the porch. What a way to spend a Saturday; it
was the last time we tried that dumb idea!
The next year, Esther decided to have a fellowship church
party in the basement. This helped to keep us busy with
planning. We still managed to hide in the milkweed
bushes across the driveway in our best getups and scare
everyone silly as they departed from their cars. But, there
was fun bobbing for apples, playing games and some
pretty good snacks. It turned into a pretty normal evening
for everyone, even Butch! When it wasn't Gary and I, and
maybe Junior in trouble, the other city kids got into the
act as well. Little Eddie and Little Rita got to bring some
of their friends and family to the country.
I enjoyed that, I met a lot of people. There was the time
Eddie and his cousin Bobby found out that Rita and I had
snuck a couple of cigarettes from Dad's carton. So, they
intimidated us (both of them older than us) to get them
some. Some for them, turned out to be an entire pack at a
time. It did not take Dad long to realize cigarettes were
disappearing or who the culprit had to be. I had no choice.
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I fessed up, explaining about Little Eddie and Bobby, and
their threats. I may have left out how they found out
about them in the first place. The next time the boys were
ready for their pack, they would let me know. Naturally, I
reported this to Dad; he was waiting for the day. He
would introduce them to either cigars or chewing tobacco.
That day, he offered each a cigar, showed them how to cut
the bottom, to twirl it just right. I was hiding, watching
from a safe distance. I can still remember the smile on
Little Eddie's face when Dad gave them each a cigar,
making a big production of lighting each, teaching them
"the right way" to inhale. A few puffs, coughing—each
dropped their cigar and ran away, probably to vomit. As
they ran, choking and sputtering, he called after them,
"hey boys, what’s wrong, I thought you already knew how
to smoke". Cigarettes no longer disappeared from Dad's
carton by my hand or anyone else.
One summer, Mom enrolled me at the Flat Creek Baptist
Church vacation Bible school; it was either one or two
weeks, aimed probably to keep me out of mischief. We
had goodies, lessons, lunch, played games inside and
outside; learned Bible verses/stories, sung songs and
constructed projects. We then learned to make ivory soap
carvings. I still remember my creations—a crooked pig and
a lopsided chicken. For the second project, we used precut
blocks and pieces of plywood.
We traced our design on the block, used a burning tool to
edge the design on the block, painted and shellacked it,
attached it with screws to the plywood back; in a few days,
voila—bookends. Mom kept those awful looking things for
years. From her standpoint, it was a great success, no
lumps, bumps or blood shed during those weeks; it was
fun and, no one called me Butch at Bible School.
Peewee was a work horse Dad kept, but didn't use much
because he had the tractor. She still had to earn her keep
he said, so he decided he would use her for skidding pine
trees out of the frozen swamp during the winter months.
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The plan went into action and he slowly accumulated logs
to build a new barn. The logs were stored it seemed for
years until we got them all rolled on to the flat bed and
down to Lewis' sawmill. There they would be sawed and
milled, then Dad would bring them back. Each load was
then piled on blocks, marked as to sizes, covered with
tarps, just waiting. John and Leo Becker became helpers
and carpenters once ground was finally broken, flooring
poured, blocks laid, timbers nailed. Little by little, you
could see the barn progress—not every day but over time.
But, I got ahead of myself here. Before the barn had even
been started, Dad made this crazy deal with Joe Gallo and
it almost ended Peewee's career in the swamp. The idea
was intended to get timber out faster for the barn using
the swamp pines. Our way of skidding out pines was just
taking too long. I just heard dribs and drabs of the deal,
but apparently, Dad and Joe were to share in the bounty.
Once Joe hauled the pines out, stored them on our
property, they both would keep tract until Joe could haul
off his share. However, there was just one little fly in the
ointment to this. Dad told Joe that he could not "get in
there" with equipment until winter when water and quick
muck had frozen over. We thought no more about it. It
was an early fall evening, I was down at the barn and kept
hearing this racket; sounded like diesel to me coming from
somewhere close by. I went to get my bike, hopped on, and
barreled up the road to check out what was going on.
There across from the meadow, halfway between our barn
and the junction of Harrington road, sat all kinds of
equipment, trucks and men. Joe had picked early evening
to drop off the equipment he said. This was in hopes they
could start early the next day. By the time I got there, the
dozer's engine and blade were tilted down at a crazy angle,
the seat lifted upward; the machine was sinking. The
driver could not go back nor ahead, so had shut the
engine down, jumped off the machine and stood watching
this new dilemma unfold in the swamp.
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I hopped back on my bike and tore up the road to the
barn, yelling…"Dad, come quick, you’ve got to see this."
For the next few hours, we all stood around, wondering
what to do next as the machine continued to sink…you
could actually hear the muck sucking at the machine,
pulling it down into its stomach.
The evening escalated into quite a spectacle; the whole
neighborhood came to watch, it seemed. Big lanterns were
spread out around the site, people yelling try this or try
that. After a few hours, an army truck with a winch and
chain showed up to pull the dozer out because nothing
else had worked. With wheels and pulleys, the chains
creaking, groaning and smoking, the contraption finally
was pulled free a little after midnight.
What a mess, would it ever run again? Only the black
seat was distinguishable, everything else was encased in
black muck, slime, leaves and sticks. The ground was torn
up with deep gouges in all directions, the tracks filled with
water, pushing up out of the swamp to engulf bystanders
and anything else left lying around. The next afternoon,
the men came and hauled the dozer off. Joe and company
never came back to the swamp. I never knew how they
got the dozer loaded, if it was brought back to life. Another
question I wondered about. Dad never said another thing
about the whole mishap to me. So, we kept Peewee and I
continued to help Dad skid out logs when the swamp froze
over again. Eventually enough logs were milled, lumber
piles accumulated, walls erected. The barn finally started
to take shape, taking over two years to finish in off times.
Before we had Zach's pasture, Peewee usually hung out in
summer with the young stock in the pasture opposite
Leonick's place. I would come to her with a halter and
some grain; she would then let me take her to the closest
stone wall, put on the halter and climb on. I introduced
Little Rita to Peewee. We had fun running her around the
pasture until she got tired of the game; then she ran us
under this big fir, swish—swept off! But, no broken bones.
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Little Eddie and Junior found out about our horseback
riding adventures. So, the next time we were together and
Peewee was in the pasture near the barn, the boys decided
that ALL FOUR OF US would ride her together—all at one
time. Trust the boys to come up with loser ideas.
I proceeded with my usual routine, and the four of us
slowly climbed on Peewee. It worked for a while, until
Peewee decided it was over. She turned a 180° abruptly,
then ran full tilt towards the old barn—each of us sliding
all which ways, hollering, "Let go, let go, you're pulling me
off". One by one, off we slid; wish I had a photo. Peewee
looked back over her shoulder, made a snort and kept
running for the old barn, with us four sprawled out on the
pasture ground. Well, at least, we all were intact and had
to laugh about it, especially Dad. He was watching, had
seen the whole thing. I'm sure he knew exactly what the
outcome of that adventure would be.

At last—the new barn was finished! I watched when
neighbors gathered around to raise up roof timbers with
ropes and pulleys. It took about 4 days to get all in place.
The rest took longer. The little house in front is the milk
house with cooler, racks and sink. See the bale elevator,
and conveyor to the lofts—a must for this type of barn.
The shed to the left was for tractor storage and cleaner.
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Little Rita, and Big Rita

Little Eddie was
always into "besting"
us country folk. He
was sure a city kid
could "take on"
country folks and
win at something
special. His next
"brilliant idea" was
his pie-making
proposition he
pitched to Mom.
Big Rita, Little Eddie's Mom, did not bake. He loved
Mom's pies, wanted his very own. Little Eddie went to
Mom and proposed that he would pick the huckleberries
needed to make two pies. One for him, one for us; "would
you do it for me?" he asked. The conditions were laid out
and agreed upon. She was not going to cull: no leaves or
unripened berries, no sticks or bugs, no moldy berries;
otherwise she would not do it. Mom was to provide the
other ingredients, he was to bring his own pie plate. He
did bring the berries and the plate; Mom made the pies as
agreed. They were both sitting on the counter, cooling.
Before Eddie took his, he cut a big piece out of our pie, got
a plate, ate the pie, put the dish in the sink, then left.
When Mom came in from the barn later, she saw the piece
of pie gone, the dirty empty dish in the sink.
"That stinker, I'll fix him." She knew it wasn't me. I knew
better by then to help myself, and then leave the evidence
behind. Dad knew that Little Eddie was a smart-a-lick; so
between them, I believe they hatched a plan; was it a
teaching opportunity or payback? My folks figured Little
Eddie would be back. Maybe it was a week, maybe two, I
don't remember, but he did come back. "Can we do the
same deal?" he asked Mom. Neither of them mentioned
anything about the missing piece from our last pie.
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I guess he thought she blamed me or Dad for that; and
that he had made out like a bandit. I couldn't believe it
when she agreed to bake him another, something had to
be in the wind. I knew a bit of how Little Eddie's mind
worked. Little Rita told me the first pie disappeared
quickly; everyone took a slice. Not this time…no sharing,
he was keeping it for himself; he had done all the work.
So, after baking, our pie was not left in the kitchen. Only
one was there cooling; Little Eddie took it and left.
He never said a word to anybody. Little Rita told me a few
days later, "Eddie must have picked some bad berries, he
spent the next day in the outhouse." I doubled over when
I told Mom. She never said boo, but I saw her smile; Dad
just bent his knees, leaned all the way back and howled
that long laugh of his. I have no idea what else was in
that pie; neither of them said a word one way or the other.
Had the pie been "doctored?" Maybe it was coincidence?
But, I was sent down to casually "scope out things." I
guess my folks were prepared to explain, if necessary.
Apparently, one piece would have done little to a person.
Who eats a whole pie all in one day?? Little Eddie had
been greedy; he was the only casualty. He never asked
Mom to bake for him again, and nothing was ever
mentioned about his "illness."
The family did not live there many years. I am not saying
it had anything to do with pranks, just coincidence—I
think. Mostly, Rita and I did not get into trouble on our
own; it was little Eddie, and his cronies who thought they
were worldly. We rained on their parade more than once.
Little Rita's family invited me down to the city for a
wonderful week; my first sight of the Statue of Liberty, St.
Pat's Cathedral, Central Park, Rock-a-way Beach, and
others. I sure missed them when they left, pranks or no
pranks.
The next family to live there was Melanie Pontell, Dad
Ernie, Mom Barbara, brother Buster (Ernie too) and sister
Linda, also from the New York City area.
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Mel, and her cousin Johnny.

What neat summer
experiences I had. I
really enjoyed all the
people I met. We each
seemed to learn a great
deal from and about
each other. By the time
the Pontell's moved in,
all of us were older; so
naturally, the trouble we
seemed to get into
subsided considerably. Mel's Mom and Dad kept a pretty
good eye on all of us. Ernie kept us kids busy with all
kinds of games. Some I knew, some had been changed,
and were now based on the "Pontell" variation rules. And,
they seemed to vary each time we played the game or
added a new player. Confusion reigned. There could not
be a winner it seemed. These games came with many
twists: especially our renowned rowdy horseshoe games or
boisterous late night baseball games. After all, Mel's Dad
had been in the majors—a real pro! I don't know about the
others, but I didn't know the difference when he changed
measurements or terms…frequently! It was all part of the
overall scheme of things.
The outside lights were all burning; the racket could be
heard over a ½ mile away, as laughs and screams of "run"
or "get it, get it" resounded off the trees and buildings.
Many a ball was lost over the summer and if not found,
the game would be called if we couldn't come up with a
spare. Around 10, Mom would bang cans together—my
signal to come home. Morning chores came early, and
haying season was in full swing, so I was due home for a
good night's sleep. But it was summer….gee whiz!
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Freddie's birthday: Gary, Helen, Freddie, Mom Jean Nako; and Good
friend, Joan age 12/13.

Another calamity came about, pure happenstance. Joan
and Edj's parents (Jean and Ed) had returned to the city;
Edj was head of the house until their return, Joan the
cook and babysitter. Joan and I must have been almost
14, finished with 8th grade at that time. Gary and Junior
10 or 11, maybe. Freddie, Joan's younger brother, was
probably 7 or 8. Helen was the baby, about 2 or so, and
she rode in a bicycle chair on top of the fender, attached
to the back of Joan's bike.
Joan had come to the barn that evening to pick up a jug of
milk as usual. Gary, Junior and I along with Freddie and
Joan were biking down the road to Joan's home alongside
her as the sun was setting. Not even ¼ of a mile down the
road, disaster! I can't say exactly what happened. I think
Gary turned his wheel somehow into Joan and because
she had Helen on back, could not get out of his path quick
enough, lost her balance, and went into the ditch. Helen
was fine, but Joan seemed out of it. The milk was gone,
the top off in the bushes somewhere. We stood there in
shock; what had just happened? We could see something
was definitely wrong with Joan, her arm was hanging out
of whack. I ran to the barn for help.
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Dad called Archie, as his truck could only seat 2½ people
in front. Dad, Archie, and Joan set off to Oneonta, a good
hour's drive, after stopping to pick up Edj, on the way,
telling him what had happened. I rode as far as Joan's
house, stayed and babysat Freddie and Helen until they
returned around midnight. The next day, Edj vowed he
would break Gary's neck if he came around again.
All of us were temporarily grounded, didn't seem fair, it
was an accident. But maybe because we were there; or
maybe because Edj decided Gary had to be guilty of
something sinister, he especially was banished. Joan and
Edj's parents forbade the family to leave their yard;
including Edj. Gary was prohibited from visiting, Junior
didn't venture there either; he was afraid of Edj's temper,
and after all, he was a big, menacing sophomore. I just sat
back and waited for things to quiet down, which in time
they did. In a week, Junior and I edged up to their side
porch a little, testing things. Even Gary came around in a
couple of weeks to say he was sorry for the accident, but
he didn't stay. No one forgot that episode very quickly.
Joan had the cast the rest of the summer; I visited to help
her out when I could and bring news of the neighborhood
so that maybe she could forget about the whole thing.
The next two summers, The Broome Center Chapel
Church sent Bennie, (Ingrid) Joy and I to Vacation Bible
School in Medusa. We three slept in a family's house for
the week, then walked to the main hall for everything else.
Each morning, we got up, walked to the church hall, had
our breakfast then received lessons for our age group,
sung and learned more stories. After lunch, we had
recreation, games or swam at the big swimming hole. In
the evening after supper, we sang, had vespers, walked
home under the care of streetlights and were in bed by 10.
Surprise….I really enjoyed this, it was my first time with
others in my age group living away from home.
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The folks in Medusa all seemed to participate in this Bible
Camp in some way. Cooking at the dining hall, teaching or
opening their homes to us kids, was natural for the
residents each summer. This was the town where our
Chapel Church Minister, Rev. Starr lived. He was Minister
at the Medusa church Sunday morning and at the Broome
Center Church Sunday evening. No special stories here,
no trouble to report, just enjoyment and studies.
I think it was the week after Bible School the summer at
age 15 that Bennie/Ingrid and I went to work in the fields
as laborers. Boy, did we have big ideas! We planned to
earn money for school clothes so had gotten working
papers before school was out. Then we had to con
Bennie's Mom into taking us to the Gorge to apply as field
workers for Conro Farms in the cauliflower patch. She
agreed to drive us each day to and from the fields.
We weeded, tied cauliflower for picking, and helped get
crates ready for loading. We learned about sunstroke
possibilities and fainting; something neither of us had
experienced….until then. Dad insisted I take salt tablets,
water jugs and lunch with us. We still were not prepared
for the relentless sun that could show up on those flat,
treeless fields with no breeze. The first few days we drug
ourselves to the edge of the field where we had worked
that day, Elsa would pick us up there. It was so difficult to
get up the next day and go back. Many times during the
day, we had to crawl away to find a big leafy plant to hide
under for a bit to avoid the sun. I felt like a prisoner in
that lot. Who Knew? We were farm kids, should have
known, right? I bet the gas for Elsa's car that summer
cost more than we received in our checks. I never heard
her complain; it was all part of our learning!
If each of us earned $60-$70 total working 5 or 6 weeks of
that summer, it was a lot. Neither of us could remember
whether our wage was $.25 or $.35 an hour. I can't recall
if we stayed until the bitter end either. Maybe my brain
became fried, or maybe I had just blocked that part out.
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In any event, we picked up our last funds and sighed
relief! Elsa took us to Albany; we celebrated in Wards,
Sears, Pennys and Woolworths. I bought a skirt, blouse,
sweater and purse before my funds ran out. But, these
were my purchases, my decisions, not recreations nor
were they "sensible" clothes someone else bought me. I
had a dollar or two left, so along with birthday funds I
received that fall, I bought a new rifle from the catalogue,
my gift to me for hard labors. I became a pretty good shot,
I must say and became our official damage control for the
farm; pesky woodchucks had no chance against Butch!
It was spring of my sophomore year, I was walking home
from the bus stop when I heard a car; it stopped beside
me. I turned, it was Archie
and Helen. I looked in the
back seat, there a stranger
sat, all decked out in navy
summer whites.
Quite a shock: taller,
handsome in his whites, here
in his navy fatigues. Probably
time to stop calling him Little
Eddie!

Little Eddie was staying
with Archie and Helen
during furlough, so doesn't he come down to see me after
he borrowed Arch's car. We spent many hours together,
riding around, talking. Funny about circumstances and
time. It was my first encounter with a man of the world.
You see, he didn't know anything about the name Butch.
A person can learn a lot about another in a week or two.
We wrote back and forth, he gave me his class ring which I
wore proudly on a neck chain, until he found someone
new; but, I kept my perfumes and white sailor hat.
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During my junior year after all of our exams were finally
over, a bunch of us kids piled into cars and went down to
Nickersons for an afternoon of swimming. A day later, I
came down with chickenpox. Who gets chickenpox at that
age? I was not immune to new troubles, apparently. I was
due to go to work that summer for Camp Jened, a
summer camp for physically challenged kids and adults; I
wondered what would happen with this bump in the road.
The folks who ran the camp were Jewish, as were many
kids and adults who attended, so I asked Mom about
foods and customs as she had grown up around a Jewish
city neighborhood. I would earn $80 for the summer,
would stay at the site, have my meals and a place to sleep,
and mix with other people from around the US. The kids
in the neighborhood thought I was nuts. Work in the
summer? Ha, everybody works on a farm—maybe I
thought I could get off a little easier at this camp, with no
hay to scratch my arms as usual.
Then a hiccup…my doctor released me as being "cured"
from my chickenpox, but their doctor said no, wait
another week. So, I was a little behind the other waiters
and waitresses, but still would earn what was promised
the owners said. I worked harder to fit in and find out
where everything went and how to do things. True it was
not much money but since Ingrid and I got through that
awful previous summer, I knew I could do this, in a better
environment, and hopefully, with a little fun thrown in.
I think there were a total of 6 girls, and 4 guys who were
waiters and waitresses in the kids/adult dining rooms.
Guys had their bunkhouses, the girls had theirs, plus
more bunkhouses for various aged boys and girls and
their counselors, with the Rec Hall at the end of the
complex. I bonded with the young teens, but when I was
found hiding in the guy's teen bunkhouse telling South
Seas pirate ghost stories, their counselor threw me out.
This only made them laugh all the more; I loved that. Even
with their deformities and limitations, they found fun.
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I learned so much from the kids I met that summer. I
made it my mission to spend time with the pre-teens and
teens, both girls and boys, to bring a little fun and
laughter to them as I could. Of course, I had my favorites.
There was also a separate campus for adult campers, but
everyone used the main dining hall split one side for kids,
other side for adults. The waiters, waitresses and
counselors were from everywhere; we all got along
wonderfully well, I thought. We did our jobs according to
the on/off sheets, had fun, worked hard and best of all,
had time to ourselves in the afternoons and on our day off.
We looked forward to eating and sitting around after
closing the dining room to discuss the day's events; I
gained just over 10 pounds that summer. Mom couldn't
understand that. I know she didn't believe I worked as
hard as I said I did. But I forgave her; she never saw what
Chef Louie prepared for us. He told everyone he took care
of his kids (us) and he did! Seconds and sometimes
thirds!! His special crusty roast potatoes were to die for
and he had this special thing he did with roasts; oh boy,
so good! I didn't even care about desserts; well, maybe I
could be persuaded. I was pretty much a meat and
potatoes person back then but his cobblers were awfully
darn good, so seconds probably would be in the works.
I liked my experiences at camp so well, I decided I would
see if they wanted me again for Camp work the summer
after graduation. During Camp summer of '57, I had no
choice but to stay on the grounds on my day off and just
hang around. During summer of '58, I became more
confident, had my own car, could pick my bunkhouse
spot, had stories to share from the previous season and
helped plan our summer "farm dance" in the adult hall.
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Camp Jened, Hunter, NY - Main building, owner's quarters & dining
hall to the left. Bunkhouses, Rec hall, tennis courts, baseball
diamonds were spread out around the lake.

I knew where things were kept, understood schedules; as
far as I was concerned, I was a pro! It had been our jobs to
open up the kitchen and dining rooms, unwrap dishes,
pans, utensils and supplies before our guests came, then
stay after camp was dismissed to put away and wrap up
everything again until the next season.
There were new faces that year, but some folks from the
previous summer came back. With my own car, my gift at
graduation, I took folks to the movies or brought people
home to the farm. Although you had to stomp on the floor
to get the radio going and be sure that the steel grate was
in place so your foot would not go through the floor when
you accelerated, it was still a car! Rusty here and there,
hesitant at times, but it ran. On days off, after working
hard, we looked forward to diversions. And, that summer I
met Brad, also a waiter, who became a brother and
boyfriend all rolled into one, who worried about and
looked after me. Oh how the kids rolled their eyes at his
care of me. When it rained hard, he actually picked me up
and carried me to the hall so I wouldn't get my feet
soaked. And, I suffered no scrapes, mishaps or disasters.
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Mom would have been proud; I stayed away from second
and third helpings that summer, and Mrs. Berger invited
me to come back the following summer as head waitress
over both dining rooms if I wanted. Summer ended as all
do; I had to settle myself and prepare for college. Who
could think about next year's summer job when my life
was about to change? I would worry about that later.
A whole different world beckoned me. Like a puff of
smoke, my childhood was over and at age 18, I was soon
forced into this new world of adulthood whether I wanted
it or not. So ended my years of innocence, "some of the
best years of my life." Friends and remaining family still
call me Tess or Terri; no one calls me Butch. No one
remembers or knows anything about Butch. But I
remember; and I am so glad to have known and been, if
only for a little while,

That kid BUTCH, Exploring Gilboa.
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Me on my old trusty bike—it took
me everywhere on my visits and
explorations around Gilboa and
then some.

I still ride my bike, but it is
now a blue 10 speed.

Time, population and progress with its many electronic
diversions seem to have dimmed our enthusiasm for
history, interaction, exploration, and wonder. I firmly
believe there will always be people who revel in the
importance of these. So, pack up some goodies, get out
and explore, learn about your environment, and get to
know neighbors.

Thanks Mom and Dad; I will always treasure the gift you gave
me of growing up in our Gilboa with you, and most especially,
Thanks to God for making it possible.
Herbert & Lillian Scutt
Photo 1982, while in their 70s

Teresa (aka Butch) Scutt Lahti
Photo 2013, in my 70s.
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The Gilboa Dam, aka Schoharie Reservoir.
Surrounded by hills and beneath its sparkling waters,
encased in silt and mud, are the remains of a town, its
homes and livelihood sacrificed to fulfill the needs of city
dwellers many miles away. I mused about our town
whenever I looked over these waters. I felt a lump of
sadness when water levels receded in times of drought; for
it was then that foundation and chimney outlines were
seen, haunting me with reminders of what was and what
could have been.
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