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PREFACE

It's November 11th, 1992, Veteran's Day. Fifty years have passed
since November 9th and 10th, 1942, the dates of the John J. Bloomfield farm
auction in Cortland County, Truxton, New York. The ad read as follows,
"Promptly at 10 A M. the beautiful and highly profitable farm of the late John
J. Bloomfield will be offered at public auction to the highest bidder”. On
November 9th 1942, one month before Pear! Harbor, my father
Dr. W.H. Potter was the final bidder. The price $13,700.

At that time I was a senior at Cornell. After graduating in January
1943 I returned to farm in Truxton. The Bloomfield Farm was Margaret's and
my home for nearly 47 years--from our marriage on June 10, 1944 'til
February 23, 1991. The farmhouse was built in 1816. It is a treasure. We
are so thankful that Daniel and Stephanie Potter, nephew and niece, are
maintaining it as the priceless colonial structure which it is.

We now live in a beautiful cedar sided ranch, which we built in 1990-91,
on Prospect Terrace in the hamlet of Truxton. Margaret put a fire in the
fireplace today as grandchildren Adrienne and Alaina came to visit. It warms
the lower level. We had a nice lunch together and in the afternoon the girls
worked on some cutouts. Adrienne and I also played Tic Tac Toe with marbles.

My years have been enjoyable and exciting. Perhaps some of that
excitement can be put into words for the reader to dream over. I make no
apology for appearing somewhat egotistical by putting these memories on
paper. It is, I submit, important to "tell the story” of some of life's
experiences for those who come--after our days.

In the future I may delve into some of the farm organization and
political activities with which I have been fortunate to be involved. ¥For now
we'll stick to the homespun memories. Hope the reader enjoys and overlooks
my limited vocabulary. The pictures also tell a story. You will very quickly
notice that these experiences may not be in chronological order.

It's hard to believe that it has been nine years--ten months and thirteen
days since I wrote the above. This is the thirteenth day since terrorists took the
lives of several thousand innocent folks, in New York City, in Washington, D.C.
and on the countryside in western Pennsylvania. Many families and friends have
lost loved ones. We cannot understand. We are a peaceful nation. A nation
which has given untold help to distressed peoples all around this globe.

At this time of tragedy, it is hard to stay focussed with my story, started in
my mind years ago. The words of the grand old hymn, “I Love To Tell The Story”
should take precedence to this story which I also love telling. Even so, I have
promised myself to have it ready for Christmas.

Our faith in a loving God, love for family and home, and our pride of
being citizens of and living in the United States of America will stay our course
for the long run. The covers for this writing reflect those treasured tenets.

Bernard W. Potter, September 24, 2001



A BRIEF FAMILY TREE

"Ml n Herrick Potter, my father, born 4-23-1892 --only child

Farmer, Doctor of Veterinary Medic’> », Community leader
»+ ilburn Daniel Potter, grandfather--Universalist pastor
" non Herrick Potter, grandmother--“eacher, homemaker

T

o .wa 2 May Bean Potter, our mother, born 11-7-1891--1 -_ ~ter, 4 brothers
Homemaker, Community leader
.rilliam Jay Bean, grandfather--dairy “armer
anie Harmon Bean, grandmother--homemaker
Emma Gilsert Bean, step grandmother--hom« 1aker, teacher
William L. Bean, step grandfather--farmer

T ance and Wilburn's children

Marian Bean December 13, 1915--community service, homemaker
Carleton Wilburn June 14, 1918 --D.V.M.
"_rnard William March 28, 1922 -- farmer
"iug . d Harmon July 15, 1931 -- farmer
‘ . B
- ' ! ’

Mother and Dad---Florence and Wilb::. ..
A Yifty YVear Loyal Partnership---October 7, . 964
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THE SETTING

When did life begin?. What I am asking—when do I first recall
happenings as a kid. Many of us try to reach back and say, "Well I remember
that or I remember this". One thing for sure, I was born on March 28, 1922--
at least that's what the papers say.

My earliest recollection of a happening was on a Christmas morning. 1
don't know whether I was 2 years old, 3 or 4, but it was an experience which 1
vividly remember--going downstairs where we had our stockings hung up on the
stair railing and finding an army truck with a canvas top. It was a tough little
truck, probably 18" long, a big thing to me. It wasn't too long after World War I
and army things were still in, also in the stocking was some sort of a sparkler
that worked like an egg beater when cranked. Evidently there was a flintstone
in it, and it sparkled like crazy.

I hurried upstairs into Dad and Mother's bedroom and showed mother,
who slept on the side toward the door, the toy. She put her arm around me and
gave me a hug and said I could jump into bed with Dad and her. I remember
lying between them and just being so happy that I had that little sparkler. But
it also showed something much more important. The love that was showered
on all of us children as a family--it shown bright on that Christmas morning.

On many Sunday afternoons my mother rested on the living room
couch. Dad would sit on the couch beside her. He would read from the
American Magazine, Ladies Home Journal or the Saturday Evening Post a
story in which Scattergood Baines was the prime character. Dad would read
that and other stories to Mother while us kids would sit on the floor either
reading something from our Sunday School papers or playing with our toys.
We relaxed together as a family. If more families did that today, the family
unit would be stronger. I am glad that was part of my growing up. I also
remember Dad taking my Mother in his arms and doing some sort of dance
around the kitchen. This usually took place when he came in from the barn
after milking in the morning. I'm sure this was a morning "love greeting”!
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West er._. of living rocom in our comfortable farm home on Cheningo Drive
Mothe.~ (Florence) at the desk, Bernard at typewriter,
Ru. . ~zzard, great city cousin, reading --. .38



DAD AND MOTHER

What about the earlier days of my family? This was related to me by
Dad and Mother. Dad was born in Huntingville, Quebec, Canada. I mentioned
that Grandpa Potter was a Universalist minister so he and Grandma moved
around for different churches. At the time my Dad was to be born, Grandpa
was preaching in Huntingville, on the south side of the St.Lawrence River.

Dad had much fun about pretending to be a "Canuck". Especially when
he was trucking cattle across the border from Canada. The Customs officials
always asked him where he was born, "I was born in Huntinguville, Quebec".
The official, "Show me your naturalization papers?' Dad would lead him on,
then he'd say, "I'm the son of American parents". So there was no problem.
But he always said he could never be President because he wasn't born in
continental United States!

My Mother was the daughter of Annie Harmon Bean and William J.
Bean. They lived on a farm on East River Road by Lorings Crossing about two
miles out of Cortland. This farm later became the J.M. McDonald Farms. It
was later gifted to Cornell University by the McDonald Foundation. The Bean
family were known as fine farmers and community leaders.

In 1907 Grandpa and Grandma Potter moved to Cortland to pastor the
Cobblestone Church; also the church in McLean. Florence Bean and Wilburn
Potter were in the same 1910 class, Cortland High School. That's where they
met, became in love and later married by Grandpa Potter on October 7, 1914
at the Bean farm.

As in many families, mother was the teacher to the children. She was
the disciplinarian; instilled into us table manners, acts of courtesy and the like.
Dad was her continual support. Never did I hear him, before us kids, question
any of her rules. Many times he praised her, before us, which helped us
worship our parents even more.

We were never spanked--to my recollection. However, our mouths were
washed with soap if we said a bad word! Mother instilled table manners in us.
We never ate with our arms or elbows on the table; we always asked to be
excused before leaving the table. We never washed our food down with a drink
of milk. OQur mouths were always empty before speaking.

Courtesy was a must. If we met a lady whom we knew on the street, we
tipped our cap. We opened the door for a lady and she entered first. When
visiting a home, other than our own, we removed our cap or bat. Never would
we be seen with a cap on upon entering a house of worship. Of course food and
drink during worship were a no-no. In school the same respect rules applied.

Each night, as we went to bed, we kneeled by mother as she sat on the
bed. We said our prayer. After ours, mother asked God to bless us in Jesus
name.

These simple rules of common courtesy may seem archaic. To me they
would be just as beautiful and proper for all of us to use in today’s “helter-
skelter” hurry up society in which we live.
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THE EARLY YEARS

Grandma Annie Harmon Bean died in 1910. Florence stayed home and
kept house for Grandpa Bean. In 1912 Grandpa married Emma Gilbert and
then Florence enrolled in Syracuse University. The love bug had bitten
Florence and Wilburn and after her two years in Syracuse they were married
October 7th, 1914.

Dad like to remind folks that Mother received her degree, of MRS, after
only two years of college! Dad was a great joker. He said "1914 was the year
the war began", thinking of World War I-- also thinking of their 1914 wedding.
In the same breath he would say "and it never ended"! Nothing could be
farther from the truth. They had a beautiful marriage which lasted almost 53
years until they both passed away in September and November 1967.

As a growing up young man, Dad was an ambitious fellow. Only
recently while I was reading Grandma Potter's diary did I realize the
responsibility Dad had when he was in High School. Grandpa Potter, his
father, had contracted tuberculosis and had to retire from the ministry. He
went, 1909, to Ray Brook in the Adirondacks to a sanatorium for the fresh air.
So it was left to Dad to be the man of the house. Grandma had many diary
entries about "Wilburn did this or Wilburn did that". She really depended on
him. That diary made me admire my dad even more than I thought possible.

In high school he peddled milk for Mr. L.D. Thomas on Blue Creek Road
in Cortlandville.. As a young man Dad always wanted to have his own dairy.
After graduating from high school, he went to Canton Agricultural School, and
from there, 1912, he took a job with Borden's Farms. They operated several
farms around the state. The closest one being near Earlville and Dad went
there as Superintendent of the dairy.

Borden's produced certified milk and shipped it to New York City for
their customers. Certified milk was milk that wasn't pasteurized. It was
produced under the very best sanitary conditions, and was supposed to be
perfect milk. We know today that all milk should be pasteurized. Under the
standards at that time it was the cleanest milk, the best milk that could be
produced. Borden's bottled it under the certified label, which commanded a
premium in the market place, which was New York City.
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When Dad and Mother were married in 1914, Doctor Hall D.V.M. who
was in charge of Borden's farms wanted Dad and Mother to go to Chatham and
manage the farm over there. They agreed to do that, and that's where Dad
said, "Mother and I set up housekeeping in Chatham in 1914".

They couldn't have been there much longer than a year., Dad told Dr.
Hall he had made up his mind to enter the College of Veterinary Medicine at
Cornell University. Perhaps Dad's admiration of Dr. Hall helped make the
decision. A side note to this story is that Dr. Hall died in a train derailment, on
the New York Central Railroad, near Little Falls in the 1930s

He entered Veterinary College at Cornell in 1915. They lived in Varna
on Prof. Walter Tailby's farm. Tailby was in Animal Husbandry at Cornell.
He had some cows and Dad milked those cows night and morning. Dad drove a
team of horses and a wagon with the milk over to the East Ithaca station
where there was a creamery. He tied his horses up during the day at Cornell
and went to college.

On December 13, 1915 my sister, Marian Bean Potter, was born in
Varna and a family was started.

Dad found college real rough, learning all the bones etc. of animals. I
guess Mother knew the courses just as well as he did. Because they worked as
a team, Dad always said that Mother could pass the exams just as well as he.

His graduating from Cornell in 1918 set a pattern that has become a
tradition in our family. Twentyone of his direct descendants have studied at
Cornell. Each of his four children married a Cornellian. When we were growing
up, Dad would often point to a person and say to me, "Son, he's (or she's) a
CORNELLIAN!. No person had greater pride in that school, "Far Above
Cayuga's Waters", than Wilburn Herrick Potter DVM '18.

Carleton Wilburn Potter was born June 14, 1918-- Marian has a
brother.

After graduating Dad took a job with another certified dairy, the
Markham & Puffer Farms at Elm Place in Avon, Livingston County, New
York. The owners made their fortune as investors of Continental Can. Miss

10



" =~ a d Miss Linda  uffer, lived in the big house. Dad and Mother lived :n
. 2 sme . herdsman's house. Dad was superintendent in che »: of the dairy # d
. 2¢.. ping. Wherever they went, people liked Dad and Mo’ .er. Miss Lin ..
_ .. ss Isabel were dear friends with Dad and Mother throughout taeir days.

L lburn Herrick Potter and Florence Bean “otter
Bernard, Willard and Carleton 1933
¢ o the farm in Truxton--note the milk strainer and mi’ : pails which
were . .ways washe ~at the house until electric hot water hec _rs were avc ..
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THE MOVE TO TRUXTON
The urge to own their own farm was great. In the spring of 1920 Dad

and Mother decided to stake out on their own. They probably would have come
back to the Bean farm but my uncle Walter Bean, Mother's younger brother,
was farming there with his wife, Ivah. Grandpa Bean had since passed away.

So they bought the farm, for $20,000, in Truxton from Clark and Cecil
Rowe. Here's the story. It was 1920, prices were high, and then the bottom
went out similar to 1990 and 91. Prices recovered--but not a lot. Dad and
Mother struggled through the 20's with the help of Clark and Cecil Rowe, who
didn't want the farm back. They really took a love for Dad and Mother and
they worked their financial problems out together.

In spite of the low prices and all the hard work, Florence and Wilburn
Potter some how found time to have another baby and on March 28, 1922
Bernard William Potter was born, making three in the nest.

Dad did use his veterinary training to bring in money. It was a period
when tuberculosis in cattle was rampant. Dad worked for the State,
tuberculin testing cattle in Tioga County. He'd travel to and stay in Owego
during the week and test cows for tuberculosis, He left Mother home with
three children and the farm duties for two hired men that were sometimes
good-- sometimes not. Anyway, Mother kept the home fires going while Dad
was away. Reminds of the arduous responsibilities Margaret took on when I
was in Albany for a year. He also went into Onondaga County and tested
cattle. That work brought home some revenue to help pay farm bills.

We must have milked around 50 cows at that time. I don't know much
about the financial end of the farm except that we were poor, but didn't feel it
because we had loving parents. We had patches on our britches and ate lots of
milk gravy, boiled potatoes and salt pork. Boston baked beans with brown
bread on Saturday night was standard fare. Bread and milk and popcorn on
Sunday nights was always special.

We ate all of our meals around the dining room table with its rounded
corners. That included the entire family plus any hired men that mother
boarded. We had quality time together. We learned to play ping pong on the
round cornered table-it was a challenge!

Dad and Mother became invoived in the Dairyman's League. They
believed that cooperation between farmers would lead to a higher standard of
living and increased profitability. It was right for the whole farm industry as
the bargaining power for our milk was increased. In those days there were no
Federal Marketing Orders. The pricing of milk was determined by each dealer.
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FRIENDS REMEMBER DAD and MOTHER

Dr. Willy and Florence Melberg DVM came to Truxton forty years ago.
This year with their Christmas letter they sent Margaret and me a gift. Itisa
flexible wooden holder for four candles. It was crafted by Florence and Willy.
Florence writes, in her letter.

“So we wish you a lovely Christmas and may the Light of
these Candles remind you of the Love that we Share.

Forty years ago, Florence and Doc Potter, two of the most
kind and wonderful people we have been privileged to know,
opened their home and hearts to us.

The Summer on the Farm did not just fulfill the Cornell
requirement but it opened the door to so many opportunities
and learning experiences. Willy loved riding with Doc on his
calls and was honored to be offered the hill farm if he wanted
to stay and farm.

I loved learning to manage a farm home and was
privileged to be trusted to handle the place while Florence ran
the Women’s Pavilion at the State Fair. I loved meeting all the
family and especially caring for Nancy. We were made to feel a
part of your family.

Our lives continue to be touched and enriched by that
experience. We are ever so grateful. May ‘93 bring all Good to
you and Peace in the World.” (signed} F.

Florence's words of kindness about Dad and Mother would be echoed by
all who were ever touched by my parents. We were so blessed. As a family we
can only say, "Amen".

Florence and Willy, in their Cornell days, first lived in Taggin Wagon
park in Varna. After Aunt Isabel’s passing, Uncle Harold Smith needed
someone to care for Dave, little Debbie and keep house. Harold invited the
Melbergs to help him. They moved in with his family on Slaterville Road.

After graduating from Cornell Veterinary Medicine, Willy set up a large
animal practice in Allenton, Wisconsin. At the present time he is aiso SCC
Librarian. A genealogy resource for those of Scandinavian descent in
America. He maintains its computer program in their home,

Florence and Willy visited us this fall on their way to a family reunion in
Connecticut. Count them in as wonderful friends who remember.
12-30-92 bwp

Last week we received a note from Florence bringing us the sad news

that Willy had passed after a long struggle with cancer.
10-4-01 bwp
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PROGRESS IN AGRICULTURE

I like to think about the changes in agriculture. We've seen the
transition from horse drawn equipment and hand pitching of hay, to hay
loaders and now the latest and most sophisticated storing and harvesting
techniques.

Dad made a big change when he bought a McCormick Deering side rake,
a dump rake, a drop head hay loader and a mowing machine. They were set up
on our back lawn, ready to go, all new at the same time. That was some event
in our lives when we could have all of that equipment brand new. The
equipment was purchased from A.B. Brown Farm Equipment of Cincinnatus.
Alfred B. Brown was also a prominent civic leader in our county. A Democrat,
he was elected several times, by Republicans, as chairman of the County
Board of Supervisors.

For a short time we milked with a machine. It was a double unit Pine
Tree milker. It had some problems, so Dad and the men went back to milking
by hand. Dad had large hands and he could really milk fast. Later when the
Surge milker came on, we started using it and never went back to hand
milking. Perhaps Dad couldn't find hand milkers that could keep up with him.

1 recall our first tractor, it was a Fordson. To start, it had to be cranked
and the spark had to be "retarded”. More than one person has been "kicked",
when in the cranking process, the engine reversed. A sprained arm was not
uncommon. Our next tractor was a Case "C" steel wheeled hand cranked
tractor purchased from Oscar Schenck of Schenck and Damsbo in Cortland.
It was a step up from the old Fordson, the Fordson ran with a magneto and
was never very reliable. We'd use tractor power by a belt pulley to run our
buzz saws, ensilage cutters and like that. Later we purchased our first rubber
tired tractor following World War II. 1t was a Case SC. We'd really come up
modern! I don't know what the horsepower was, but I'd say it was 40-50. It
would be a small tractor today, but it was big in those days.

We were fortunate to have a hay hoist. It was belted to our Fairbanks
Morse gas engine, which chook, chook, chook, chook,-— chook and chook, chook,
chook, chook, chook as it ran. The hoist was a small machine with a drum on
which the hay rope was rolled up. As the rope wound up, a harpoon fork

attached to the the rope and placed in the hay on the wagon would lift the hay
14



_ - "car" on a track in the ceiling of the barn. This car wou' . then be pulled
' sue track. T. ¢ fc.'t would be "tripped" by a smell r¢ - which the £~ -
4t .ewag...vyould pull. The hay would drop into the hay mow. This small
_ e~ ~3 called the "trip rope". We also had sli1 _u that pic .d the Lay off the
 _on ed to finish :he unloading process. Most farmers st’ . used horses to

. -he hay rope a1. ! . the hay to the mow.

"UL.g silo  .ch orn and threshing grain was a great experience. [e
- - ,2 =< with the neighbors. It was a th: 1 for us younger kids t. be
. = inthat gar _ - nd sit down with the me.. .s they haa their di .. .er. It
"3 a real time of feasting for the men. Mother, Mrs. _ oomfield and . [rs.
7" ret -~ as I recal’, the ones that we changed works with put on a _.cat...d.
» men would all need it, as we ate t¢ sther around the bis, _ining room tables
«wei 7€re .. most t:arm homes.

illow Grove ... 't intheearlyl .-
in the 1920s d 30s known as Bell's Mill operated by Wili Bell w... Lived
in .. xton where Ken and Annette Atkinson now reside. Charles . Toore w
. ..ager. ater power from the Tioughnioga operated the r-ill. Mr. Bell was a
_ ccee~ful business man. Dad purchased some feed there, bu: nostly from i
" 1end, ..rnest Woodward, whose mill was near the present Truxton Post _ |, ce.

i
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FAMILY TRIPS

Trips to see relatives were excitedly anticipated. The visits were
delightful and the memories were never forgotten. Because our livelihood
depended on milking cows twice daily, it was nearly impossible to leave the
farm. The dairyman's situation was affectionately called, "being tied to a
cow's tail"! Money also entered into the plans.

Our second hand Buick car was known as a Victoria style. It was a two
door, two seater with a swivel stool seat attached under the front righthand
dash board. Those autos had no heaters. A buffalo robe was the heater and
we often used heated soapstones to keep our feet warm during cold weather.

Around 1928, after evening chores, we headed for East Rochester to
visit Aunt Emma and Uncle Edmund Hazzard. Their children, our cousins,
were George, Virginia and Ruth Ann. Uncle Edmund owned a drugstore.

When we left home, in the early evening, snow was falling at a pretty good clip.
We drove up the east side of Skaneateles Lake. Near Borodino the snowing
became a blizzard and we became stuck. Dad shoveled around the wheels, put
on tire chains and we were able to continue our trip arriving in East Rochester
late after midnight. In East Rochester us kids were fascinated to browse
around Uncle Edmund's drug store.

As Aunt Emma was mother's only sister. We made more trips to East
Rochester than to other relatives. The visits between the Hazzard and Potter
cousins was reciprocal. Much of their summer vacation was spent in Truxton.

A trip to Hastings-On-Hudson was a once in a lifetime event. Hastings
was the home of Uncle Frank and Aunt Nellie Sweetland Bean. Uncle Frank
was an accountant. Aunt Nellie was principal of an Elementary School in
Hastings. Their only child, Gerald, was the oldest of our cousins. He graduated
from NYU and lived in Chicago. This was a summertime trip. The big thrill
was going into New York City and taking the elevator to the top of the new
Empire State Building--at the time the world's tallest structure. We also
visited the Battery, the Statue of Liberty and Macy's department store.

We drove out of state to Grandma Marion Potter's home in Orange,
Mass. My first trip across a state line afforded us a chance to see a bit of New

England. We became acquainted with such names as Athol, New Boston,
17



Greenfield, Shelburne Falls and Williamstown. The Mohawk Trail was the
scenic route. Heights have always bothered me. I remember the ride over
Petersburg Mountain—really only a high hill. I sat down on the floor of the car
80 I couldn't see the valley below!

Grandma Marion Herrick Potter gave grandfather's violin to me. Later 1
took Iessons from Evelyn Beardsley at the Cortland Conservatory of Music on
Court Street. 1did not become an accomplished violinist. I did learn to
appreciate the instrument. Megan Potter, Tom and Gretchen's number two
daughter, has grandpa's violin today.

Some time after my Uncle Walter Bean was killed by a falling tree in the
front yard of their home, my Aunt Ivah remarried Lester Lee who farmed in
Cato, New York. My cousins Herbert and Kenneth Bean now had a step
father. Carleton and I visited once or twice in the summmertime at the Lee
farm.

Cousin Joan Bean grew up in Homer. Her father, Albert Bean died in
1925 from complications attributed to World War I service. Joan and her
mother, Aunt Ada, lived With Aunt Carrie and Uncle Albert Allport at 87
South Main Street, where Bill and Jean Cadwallader live today.

Aunt Ada was a beautician and operated her shop in their home. We
saw each other many times. Fourth of July picnics were a highlight for as
much family as could attend. Fire works were legal with plenty of noise.

Thanksgiving and Christmas were always family gatherings. Aunt
Carrie, as the eldest, always asked the blessing. Aunt Carrie lived to nearly
100 years, her last few years at the Elizabeth Brewster House. Aunt Carrie
never ate breakfast--perhaps that contributed to her longevity! Thanksgiving
was always at Aunt Carrie's.

We were more fortunate than some families in that our parents tried to
take us to special places and scenes. We toured Watkins Glen, Taughanock
Falis. Fillmore Glen, Buttermilk Falls, Sylvan Beach, Syracuse and Cornell
Universities and more.

My father was a great baseball fan. On one trip up around Syracuse,
he saw, across the valley, a great number of cars parked. He exclaimed,
"There must be a ball game over there, let's go see it". We drove over and
discovered that the lined up cars were in a junkyard! Many times we asked
Dad to take us to a ball game in a junkyard!
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Charles Eiwell had a narrow escape from death Tuesday morning when a milk truck

which he was driving and which was owned by Dr. W. H. Potter of Truxton was

smashed by a trzin at a crossing near that village. El!well was the driver in a re-.

cent fatal auctomobile accident. It was the third truck Dr. Potter has had wrecked
at the same crossing.
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Charllles Elwell Reécn{dy
in Fatal Crash

CORTLAND.—Charles Elwell Trus-
ton - farmhand, had a narrow -escape
irom death Tuesday morning at the
Lehigh Valley railroad crossing near
Truxton.when the milk truck he was

. driving was demolished Dy 3 special

westbound train.

He is in the Cortland hospital sui-
fering from cuts, bruises, -shock and
possible internal injuries. Tuesday
night Mr. Elwell was still in a dazed
condition without recollection .of
what had happened at the crossing.

Mr. Elwell was driver of the car
that seven months ago today figured
in a crasn at the Xinney Brook brid ..
or the Cortland-Truxton highway in
which Max Rindge was killed.

He recently received his license to
drive again and had been driving
only since last Thursday. Mr. Elwell
is employed on the farm of Dr. W. H.
Potter at Truxton and this morning
had been making miik coliections. He
had Jjust picked up the milk from the
farm or L. A. Freeman an¢ was driv-
ing north over the Crains Mills road

:toward the main Truxton-Culyer

highway when the crash occurred.

The approach to the crossing. was
icy. A specizal train nad taken a de-
tachment of CCC camp youths fo
DeRuyter and Sheds and was return-
ing west toward Truxton with the
tender preceding the locomotive.

‘The iruck was driven 150 ieetalong
the southwest side of the crossing
with parts of it being strewn alcng
the roadbed. Several cans filled with
milk were scatiered over ine scene.

Dr. Potier, arriving at the scene
shortly after the wreck, took Mr. El-

" well to the hospital. It was the third
:truck Dr. Poiver has had wrecked on

the same Crossinz.

Merton Shoemaler was engineer and
A. E. Woodward conductor of the
train. Dr. C. J. Kelley is attending
Elweil 2t the hospital.

Accidents do happen. My memory says our trucks were involved in three.

wu ately, our en.. loyees were not seriously injured. By th . appearance ¢ ...

) .. elieve that s truck was our 1934 Ford--the first V-& It was pure: 1sed
) " om Ken Newcomb, father of Harry. hen we pic :ed the new truck u,. .
- €, »ad asked me if I would like to drive it home. I did--1., years old!!
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MINOR MISHAPS

Before we joined the Dairymen's League Mother drew the milk to the
Sheffield Farms milk plant in Truxton with horses, Tom and Jerry. When she
returned she would unhitch Tom and Jerry. The usual way was to unhook one
horse, and the other would follow it into the stable.

Evidently I, about 3 years old, was in the horse barn and Tom, the
gentler one, knocked me over and made a print on my nose and on my
eyebrow that's been there for all these years. Never hurt me, apparently
except really excited everybody. I don't remember anything as to when it
happened.

Another one I remember was back when we trucked the milk. We set
the milk cans off the truck in front of the barn by the milk house at our home
farm. Carleton was sliding down the hill on his sled. We'd go like crazy, nearly
to the river, when the snow was crusty. This time evidently Carleton
misjudged, maybe the milk cans were in the way, anyway he cracked his
noggin on one of those milk cans and bled pretty good.

We were unloading hay in the barn. Us kids would operate the hay hoist.
Somehow I got my leg tangled in the rope which caused some real problems.
Mother took me over to Dr. VanHoesen, who lived in the house next to our
Methodist Episcopal Church. I remember getting fixed up there. I was just a
little kid at that time,

Speaking of bumps and bruises, when playing baseball at Wicksville
school. Harold Singleton knocked out flies; the bat hit my nose!

Because of Tom the horse and Harold's bat I've always had a crooked
nose. In today's world there would be a giant lawsuit against the school for not

providing adequate playground supervision!

We used to haul wood off the same hill in back of Wicksville, from a
small wood lot, 20 acres or so, that was separate from our main farm. It was
in the winter time. We would ride home from school on the wood wagon.
Carleton fell off, the wheel of the wagon ran over him. It didn't hurt him, of
course he was a tough little cookie, anyway!
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I don't know how we got on this accident deal so much, but while we're at
it I might as well carry along a couple more right up and through my college
days. Harold Hunter, the Reverend Wayne Hunter's son, and I were good
buddies. He was visiting at the farm one afternoon. At 10 years of age I'd
learned how to drive the Brockway truck as we loaded peas in the field.

I wanted to show him how much I knew about driving a big truck! The
gas pump was on the slope of the upper driveway even where it is today. If1
was going to drive it I'd have to have a purpose. I said, "Harold, you and I will
£ill the truck up with gas. Il drive it up to the pump and wel fill the tank".

Perhaps fifty feet down the grade from the pump was a stone wall from
the barn that burned years ago. Somehow or other I turned the switch off and
I didn't have it in gear or didn't know how to use the emergency brake. The
truck rolled slowly down and when the front wheel of the truck hit the old wall,
the steering wheel spun like crazy and broke my left arm. Well, the truck
didn't go any further, but I remember that I was taken to Dr. Higgins, on
Court Street in Cortland, where the broken arm was set.

One of the later ones was between my freshman and sophomore years
at Cornell. We milked cows, in the summertime, at our Webster place. The
Webster place is the farm on Cheningo Road owned by Carl Hinkle. On this
particular afternoon Dad and I were milking. This Ayrshire heifer was a little
dilly. The Surge milking machine hung from a sursingle hooked around the
cow's body. The breakaway type of sursingle had not yet been invented, so it
was solid. I was attaching the milker to the teats on that Ayrshire heifer and
boy she let go a good kick. She caught my arm in the sursingle and threw it
out of joint at the elbow. Dad tock me right up to Dr. Hamlin's in DeRuyter.
Dad held my arm above the elbow and Dr. Hamlin on the wrist end, and they
pulled that arm out and slipped it back into place. Well, that was a sore one.
] wanted to play touch football at AGR at Cornell that fall, however it was a
year or two before the elbow straightened out again. Just got to thinking that
the Ayrshire heifer might be the cause of my present day erratic golf swings!

Carleton had another brush with possible serious injury. One summer
day he was driving a frisky young team of horses on a dumprake and they
suddenly decided to run away. Fortunately Carleton fell off backward to the
ground and the horses kept on running. Carleton wasn't hurt and soon the
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team stopped runn ng. We had to warn all our friends, who visited, .oout

: —.erent hazards. Ithink for all the activity we were very fortunate that thel.
rera no life threatening accidents. I dor't recall our fa 'ng off any roofs o . 2
.at. We were a very active bunch of kids.

Carietor: and Bernard on Tom & Jerry--our faithful work horses.

Team of horses drawing a wagon and hay loader. Two mer. usually
loaded. J. :ds drove the horses. A standard,“ladder”, on the wagon front wa . 2
ace for us 1o stand. Hay was loaded around us as we drove.
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OATS, PEAS, BEANS AND CORN WE GROW

Crops grown for the cattle were hay, corn and oats. Timothy hay was
the predominant variety plus red clover. Alfalfa became more important as
the use of ground limestone increased. Lime raised the ph of the soil which
was needed for growing legumes. Hybrid corn was unheard of. We grew West
Branch Sweepstakes--lots of stalk and a decent ear!

We raised canning factory peas for the David Harum Canning Company
of Homer. Later on, we contracted with the Halstead Canning Company in
Cortland for peas, beans and sweet corn. The beans were picked by Italians
who came down from Syracuse. They lived summers in what we called the
"shacks" down at Halsteads or David Harum. This experience was my
introduction to ethnic diversity. Some of those families I later remet when 1
was at the State Fair--really beautiful folks.

We had one experience with potatoes and that's all I care to say about
spuds! We also raised cabbage one or two years. 1 was a slow learner in
marketing. The time to plant cabbage is the year after the season when the
price was low. Price would be better that year, because farmers were
discouraged from their sales in the previous season. However my friend,
Harold Creal, set the same acreage of cabbage every year and did not look for a
"killing" in any one year. Otis Young was the "cabbage king" in our
Tioughnioga valley. Robert Knapp held the same title in the Preble valley.

In the early years we trucked the peas to the vinery in East Homer
where they were shelled. In the field the peavines had to be pitched onto the
truck by hand and the same for the unloading. It was hard work. We tried to
use a hay loader and that was only partially successful-—-the vines being so
heavy. Later we did have a stake body dump and that helped in the unloading.

After the peas were shelled at the vinery the vines were stacked. Of
course they fermented and became silage. In the winter the farmers, who
raised peas, could come to the stack and bring home the silage for their cattle.
Pea vine silage was one of the stinkiest things that ever happened, but how the
cows liked it. We weren't allowed in the house until we had removed our
clothes and scrubbed ourselves! Sometimes we took cattle to Interlaken.
where Halsteads had a large vinery. They took care of the animals for the
winter by feeding them on pea vine and corn cob silage.

One year we had a fantastic yield of peas. I believe around 6000
pounds of shelled peas to the acre. A fellow who was working for us, Wilson
Bennett, said to Dad, "Doc, do you know why they yielded so well, it was

because I planted the seeds all right side up." Dad often told others about
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““ison . nnett planting the peas right side up. "his same . ilson Bennett
agged that he coul. carry four full forty quart cans of milk the ler _h of o 1r
.- _. )} %et. That's 400 pounds, 200 each in each hand. I neversawh. ..
*, but that was his brag.
{ .ad hoped te ..nd a picture of the David H~rum pea vinery in East
E _e  ~a yother company, for the spot below. I failed.

Carleton, Marian and Bernard Potter
circa 1926--- page 6, "When did life begin?"
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WE'RE IN THE TRUCKING BUSINESE

e 19,7 T ud be aght a used GMC truck from King anc “aywo: . _.
. tas We ruckeumilk to the Homer Dairyman's Lea_ _ plant. We
.z our:_Tk and: om other farmers belonging to the Dai, yman's League.
7> purchased a second truck, a Brockway, as people joined t 1e League and we
re two tru :ks to Homer during the "spring flush". When :ows went or
. .e _: the spring their production jumped which was known as the "spring
u". M. ca of the year we'd only use one truck for the trip to Eomer.

“‘ere were t.es that we'd truck coal from Carbonde 2, Pa. After
» ag from hauling the milk, the empty milk cans were u lo¢ . 2c. .ad the
~_ would hustle off to Pa. He'd return in the evening wit. coal, unloa -
© .. .thetruck x soit would be clean to hat . xilk the next mor.__.g.

As if we didn't have enough to do, Dad purchased the. "~ <" Woc .
“..tt ‘e building in Truxton. That factory was next to the L -high Valley
1 3‘ ‘frack on the land which is now being developed by the Truxton
2 ote ;7 Associatio.  This was circa 1937. The compan,” 1ac moved *c
S s /e tore ‘. e building dc /m, sold the lumber, pluwr ngand any_.*
5 .dbesalvaged fromit. Us kids didn't want for jobs. Jur long time
-2~ s ] zonard, "M, did farm practice that summer on t e Potter Farms.

¥
kL b

~d was an advocate for accepting positive progress. Shown above 4 =
7, ﬁew, chopper in our area--a one row Papec powered by o iLeRoi engine,
~uwn _your Farmall M. Hydraulic dumps were installed on our trucks The
~2 .as adapted from the original Papec ensilage cutter iised for filling
~_~ _urfirst 2 row chopper was a Fox.
‘e were also “ e first to install bulk milk tanks to rep ..ce mi.z car.
T tu ks were a controversial issue. At a meeting in tiw Cortlandville Gr 1age
., & * rmer raised the question, “What are gcing to do with you. ... ik caic?”
& e farmer replied, “What did you do with your horseshoes?”. ‘nuffsaid:!
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THE HIRED MAN

Margaret and I have often wished that we had kept a log of all those
who helped on the farm. It would be long and interesting. I can honestly say
that there was never an employee on our farm who suffered physical abuse by
our family and hardly ever any verbal abuse. I do remember, with regret, one
instance that I was guilty of and it was a lesson for me.

No business, no matter how small, operates without assistance from
others. My thoughts are directed only to our family farm, its labor needs and
many of the persons involved. More specifically the operation at the W. H.
Potter Farm (Money Sunk), Potter Farms, and the B. W. Potter Farm. I
break this into three names as it covers three eras of ownership. Dad and
Mother purchased the home farm on the Cheningo road in 1920. Margaret and
I came aboard in 1943-4 which also included Willard in 1950s and Jane in
1960. With the passing of Dad and Mother in 1967, Potter Farms was split
into Milkland and B. W. Potter Farm.

Dad performed many vet calls and so the daily chores were often left up
to hired men. Mother had her hands full caring for children, taking vet calls,
running errands and doing community service. Dad never wanted or asked
her to perform barn chores. At Money Sunk we had a tenant house for
married helpers, mother boarded the single men. There were plenty of farm
wives who performed farm chores but the hired people were always men.

The position of helper was for years known as “the hired man”. Titles
have become sophisticated in today’s world (1990°s), but the job description
remains unchanged. Until now, I have never put it into words. "Hired hand",
“An employee paid wages and privileges, in return for services rendered to the
employer”. There is no monetary connection with the farm business. The
abilities needed in this person have changed immensely during this century
because of the technology advances in agriculture.
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HELPERS ON THE FARM

The first hired man that I can remember was Gaylon Burdick. Gaylon
came from the Linklaen area and boarded and roomed with us. He was a
devoted Christian and a gentleman. Dad trusted him with the animais, field
work and the family. When he left the farm I believe he went to work for The
Seventh Day Baptist school and farm in Union Springs. He married and later
visited us in Truxton.

Linus Smith was a very early employee. Linus lived on South Hill with
his parents Ralph and Cora Smith. The Smith family were what rural
America was all about--honest, hard working, good neighbors and friends,
family folks and more. Linus remembers me at a young age. It must have
been in the winter time. Mother had me all dressed for the cold weather. Linus
liked my red cap and immediately named me Santa Claus. Linus worked for
other farmers over in the McLean area, eventually he married Marian (not my
sister) and they rented the farm at the foot of the hill on Route 13 in East
Homer. Later they purchased the Muller farm on Route 13 north of Truxton.
Their two children, Linus and Wilma are our friends today.

In: the course of Dad’s veterinary calls he would run across men who
were in need of employment and so that was a source of our hired hands. This
area of calls was expanded when dad was working in Tioga and Onondaga
counties as a veterinarian testing cattie for tuberculosis (around 1926-1930).
In Tioga county, Dad tested in the town of Spencer where a number of
Finlanders farmed. Ollie Mattson was one and Dad hired him to come and
work on the farm., He was single and I recall that he had the small room next
to the bathroom in our home. More than that, he played the accordion and the
mouth organ! Us kids would sit in his room and listen to him at length as he
entertained us.

A number of our hands came from the Linklaen-Union Valley area.
Ralph Custer was one and the Burrows brothers, Louie and Harold were two
more. Again they all came as single men whom Mother fed and roomed. They
were all faithful and steady employees and admired by us kids. Dad was also
in the milk hauling business at this period. Harold, Louie, and Ralph all drove
truck at one time or another.
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Previously Louie had various jobs off the farm--his latest before coming
to us was working in the “beer garden” where he played saxophone in a dance
band (this must have been around 1933-4 as Pres. Roosevelt had sought to
abolish Prohibition-- the 18th Amendment). His instrument was a baritone
sax. Eventually all of these men married and farmed for themselves. Louis'
bride was Jessie Porter, from Cuyler, who helped Mother with housework.
Louis son Jack is a farmer and cattle trucker in Cuyler at this time.

Ralph was an untiring hard worker. Later he operated a large farm
near Linklaen. Over the years his family suffered a number of misfortunes.

Harold not only became a successful farmer. He had other enterprises
and moved to Florida a number of years ago. Margaret and I enjoyed seeing he
and his wife Phoebe in the south. We frequently see their daughter, Joan
Smith, who lives here in Truxton. Their son, Bob, is aiso in the area.

Il relate a story that Harold tells about working for Dad. In Harold’s
words, “After working considerable time for Doc, I thought I would ask him for
a raise in wages. I was getting $28. a month, room and board and I asked him
for $32. Doc’s answer to me was, “Harold, I like you, Florence likes you, but
my price is $28”. In this day it is beyond our thinking that wages could have
been that low. We must remember that this was the Great Depression, milk
was around a dollar a2 hundred and there was a struggle to exist. A quarterto a
third of the people were unemployed and any job was a source of bread.

The Depression provided another source of employees. Dad would go to
the employment agency in Syracuse. At the agency there would be dozens of
men looking for work. Dad would look them over and talk to one he thought
might work in gur situation. Many of these men had ridden the rails to
Syracuse, hoping for a job. Dad was a pretty could judge and I don’t recall any
tragic situations by bringing a man home to work. I do recall Charlie Elwell as
one of the men from the agency. He was a wirey man and a great worker and
also helped Mother. He drove the milk route to Homer.

Unfortunately he was involved in a car-truck accident on the old Kenney
Brook bridge. A Mr. Rindge, who was traveling to Truxton from Cortland to
work on the construction of the new school, was killed. Charlie was not at
fault. Today, even with the new bridge, it is difficult to see vehicles
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approaching on that stretch of road.

At the same time, another employee from the Employment service was
Jack Keene. Jack was a likable fellow and a good worker, but he had a
hankering for the bottle. We would find spent bottles between the floor joists
and the plate of the cow barn! All of these men appreciated a home and good
food. It would be out of the question in today's society to bring total strangers,
with no referrals, into our home.

Another early employee was Arvin Brown. He and his wife and family
moved to this area from DEEtroit (as he would say). He had worked in auto
industry but was out of a job and ended up on our farm. The Brown family lived
in the house on the Woodward farm (George Poole’s). They were good people.
He also drove truck for us and he too suffered the misfortune of having the
engine of the truck sliced off by a Lehigh Valley train on the Crains Mills
crossing. He escaped without injury.

Two of my favorite hired men were Leo Newton and Stanton Wall. Leo
and Laura were a young couple who came from DeRuyter. Laura was a
daughter of a farmer--Orresta Paddock. The tenant house burned when they
worked for us. They lived, for a short time, in the house at the Woodward
farm. Leo and Laura operated a farm in DeRuyter for many years. They
were always good friends. Leo’s brother, Arnie, worked for us a short time.

Stanton and Eloise were a newly married couple and lived in the new
tenant house. They came from the Homer area and later returned to Scott
and farmed for themselves. Later Stan worked as maintenance supervisor for
Homer School. Incidentally while I was shopping in Chappell’s last fall, 1992, I
met Stan and Eloise. We must have visited for a half hour--just reminiscing.
They were just as I had remembered them fifty-eight years ago! (Update--
December 21, 1993--Yesterday I met Stan Wall at the hospital. Eloise has
suffered a stroke earlier in the fall and is in the new hospital care facility.

Stan attends to her three times daily to help her with her meals. I will visit
her this Wednesday. Stan is well, but lonely, at 82 years. (Since this writing,
Eloise has passed away) (More update! Saw Stan and his new wife at the
Central New York picnic in Eustis, Florida on the 3rd of March. He looked
great and has a lovely wife--both of them were very happy).

I met Ben Bolt in Florida March '93. Ben worked for us a short time in
the ‘30s. He married Camilla Dennison. He farmed for many years in the
Tully area. (since this writing Ben has passed)
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T2 horee b 1 had been adapted to a free stall heifer facility. The  ~anure pil%
L erthe T 7 by L7 plate off the stone wall, the barn collcpsed, . 27 | L
" ¢~ opped and the roof caved. Lee Kibbee from Solor Pond, an o.d %ime ~vr

buiider, he: >d us raise the rocf and rebuila *i.e barn. L storyin 2l

oy

Wiliard was spreading manure with the JD G tractor when he drove oie he
.. .2 hank into the Tioughnioga at nearly flood stage in the spring. Bernard is
getting ready to anchor a log chain to the drawbar. A large tow truck “->m
Brockway in Cortland was called to winch the equipment fror the river.
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MORE HELPERS
I visited Harry Bartholomew last week (1-93). For those who haven’t

met Harry, I can assure you that he was a most loyal, trustful, ambitious,
hardworking, friendly, happy, and more hired hand. He and Minniebell raised
four daughters and a son. Sounds familiar, doesn’t it? Harry had two stints
working for Potter Farms. The first was around 1942, for two years. The
second time was starting in 1955 was for eleven years.

Harry was eighty one on June 29th, 1993. He always reminded me that
he had eleven years ahead of me. Harry’s physical health was not the best,
however his mental health was as sharp as ever. Our hour plus visit was
nowhere long enough, I must return sooner next time. It’s hard for me to get
started to make calls, but once I've visited I feel good all over and I hope that
the called on feels good. The called on, regardless of his or her condition always
seems lifted by a friendly visit.

Minniebell is now in Valley View Nursing Home in Norwich. Prior to
that she was in the Cincinnatus rest home. Harry lives on South Hill. He
purchased the Ed McNeil farm at the time he left our employment, which if I
figure right should have been around 1966. His daughter Ruby and her son
Burdett live with him. (Since this visit, Harry has also gone to the nursing
home in Norwich--1995 and has now died--1997.

Harry and I reminisced about some of the helpers of that period. For
now, I'm just going to get them on paper and perhaps later we can recount
some gems about their stay. The order of appearance has nothing to do with
their effectiveness! So, to name a few:

Del Fox, Francis Leonard, Bob Newell, Henry Brown, Charles Brown,
Ed and Ginny Wirtley, Jack and Sylvia Mitchell, Lester and Louise Dains,
Harry Dains, Merwin and Bessie Barrows, Bob St. Hilaire, Dick and Myrtie
Smith (1936-1953), Roy and Frances Shaw. That’s pretty good for starters.

Since my first notes about Helpers on the Farm, I have thought of a few
more of the early ones: John Rich, Harold Knecht, Joe Hall, Wilson Bennett,
Mike Marron, Wallace Herald (deaf), Bennie Weishaupt. _Some of the later
ones since 1942 are: Newton and Norma Beardsley, Fred Croft, Charles and
Barbara Holden, Ken and Inge Mauzy, Jay and Elizabeth DeGraff, Charles and
Jessie DeGraff, Herb Harris, whose mother and father Lottie and Frank kept
house for him. He was brother to Myrtie Smith. Joe Bowe (The Bowe
brothers’ story is a chapter). Still more: Dave Shirkey, Bill and Jean Mallory,
Dave Kitts, Doug Bentley, Charlie and Andrea Streeter, Carole Ross Leach

High school students: Joe, Frank, Jack, Jim, and Vince Maher; Clayton

31



C1 e nmyMcCa - i McCall,Jim . .le, Augie dMike 1
ott am, nPc-e Frcak{ mit. College *-dents 1 Van lostrc
wver, Gunn I dquist, Anne Kulak, Tom '‘er.

= v

ta 7 i Yoo M

w ' owsiein uls “sco. G icers:--< ca ear |« nk,
2. Curcher Richard And.. on, . Tck . _ e, ilen. _exander
7w 2 o o llarence Za. o, W 2 viee L amC L e

E eu oure, ased $500 memoersaips o £ 380C .. Tes /a
anc © s we zpurwsed in Canada for $3C 00C. T - werew: T

S0 _mur o members cows. The Assoc. did not continue---for severc! e . __,

Cortland Holstein Club Officers:
Salpn Davis, Tom Lonergan, Francis Sears. Bernard Potter
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Family Farming in Truxton---As it Was and Is

1920 ----- 1976
Bernard W. Potter---May 1976

You know, I got to thinking about the farms and farmers in Truxton
when [ was a kid back in the 20s and 30s. They were all family farms.

To mention just a few, there were the Hartnetts, Jones, VanSants,
Mullers, Comerfords, Rileys, Lynn Freeman, Caseys, Hayes, Frank Feeter,
Schuyler Roberts, Ralph Smith, Elwyn Winnie, and more all to the north and
east of Truxton. Down toward Cheningo was my father Doc Potter, Harry
Reakes, Giles Beard, George Atkinson, Jim Bush, Dana Dennison , the
Lockwoods, Clarence McCall, Charlie Gregg and more.

Toward Cortland was Judson Milks, John Bloomfield, Will Hildreth, Peter
Peterson, Fred Curtis, the Kileys, Lonergan, Harry and Frank Young, Arlie
Smith, O'Briens, O'Donnell, Burgett, Carrie Abbott Curtis Garner Curtis
Henry!, Gilberts Warrens and more. In the west were the McCalls,
McKendricks, Wallaces, Sheehans, Turners, Wells, Flahrety, Lillis and still
more. These are just a few of the many farm families in our town back then.
They all milked cows by hand for a living. The dairy cow and her production
meant prosperity or poverty to most of these families.

Some added to the milk income by raising or producing apples, eggs,
potatoes, cabbage, maple syrup, potatoes and later-- canning factory peas and
beans.

The horse and wagon was the conventional means of hauling the milk to
the plant. How well I remember my mother hitching up Tom and Jerry to the
wagon and taking our cans of milk to the milk station or creamery, as it was
often called. Probably I remember this so well because it was Tom that
stepped on my face. One day after returning from his morning trip to the
plant and mother had unhitched him to return to his stall as he knocked me
down. The model T Ford and others soon appeared taking the place of the
"Tom and Jerrvs".

At one time there were seven milk plants between DeRuyter and East
River. None today. Icounted the farmers who once produced milk on West Hiil
and got fifteen--I can’t think of any today.
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The “filling of the ice house” was a fascinating winter project for us
youngsters to watch. Ice cakes were cut and loaded from Labrador Pond,
Muller’s pond, Bells Mills, Sheffield's Pond and Cheningo Creek. These cakes
were hauled on bob sleighs drawn by horses to the farm. The cakes were slid
on a chute into the ice house and covered with sawdust to await use in the
summertime to cool the milk--and for an occasional treat of making home
made ice cream. This all came to an end with the advent of “high power” and
then the milk would be cooled mechanically. Filling the ice house was a very
dangerous task for sometime a cake of ice would break loose and injure a
worker.

The farmer had his problems--the milk price got down below 2 cents a
quart for the farmer. To add to his woes, disease struck the cows--TB in the
twenties and brucellosis in the 30s. Oftentimes the entire dairy would be
condemned and slaughtered. Fortunately the state recognized the importance
of milk in the diet and thereby paid the farmer a little over slaughter price for
the animals in order that he could restock his dairy.

The low price for milk caused some farmers to resort to violence. A milk
strike was called. A milk strike is not asking the cows to quit milking! It was a
“people deal”-they dumped or spoiled milk in an effort to dramatically point out
the price problem. While there was no milk dumped in Truxton, there was at
Sheds Corners to the north and in other parts of the state. State Trooper
George Cowburn, long a Cortland County favorite, was injured while trying to
insure the farmers their right to get their milk to the plant. Some trucks were
tipped over, kerosene was poured in milk cans and other ways were used to
spoil the milk. Dad hauled and other farmers milk to Homer at that time. He
had men ride in the back of the truck to protect the load of milk.

These are only a few of the memories of those years. As a kid I
remember the depression times--like wearing bib overalls with patches and
older brother’s or sister’s hand me downs for clothes. We also ate lots of boiled
potatoes and Johnny cake and salt port and milk gravy.

Maybe we didn’t have things very fancy, but one thing for sure that we
weren’t short of was love and affection in our families. I believe that most of
the farmers thanked Almighty God for giving them the opportunity to care for
their families and being able to help feed others because of being farmers.
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Many many changes in our farming stylel. eha :ned< =z b
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s \at as before we are still FAMILY FAR] 3. -

This writing about the Family Farm in Truxton was prepared in |

for a celebration of the Bicentennial of our country. Rev Randy Ros u otea

d matic piece of history which was presented in the school auditori em '
o ¢ was asked to do a short review of the farms in Truxton. ' apolog s to
the reader as some of the material is repeated in this book. BWP

20 i--Carleton 2at, C

N esting silage corn--va. iy, Wes |
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SCHOOL DAYS
THE ONE ROOM SCHOOLHOUSE at "WICKSVILLE"

My first schooling was in the district one room school known as
"Wicksville". It was down the road from our home farm on Cheningo Drive.
Years past the Wicks family farmed nearby and their was a tiny creek passing
by called Wicks Creek. Thus the name "Wicksville" for this little schoolhouse.

We walked to school, about 3/4 of a mile. I attended there for grades 1
through 5, then skipped the 6th and went to Truxton in the old brick school for
7th, 8th, 9th and 10th. Then we were in the new school for 11th and 12th,
graduating in 1938.

I enjoy reminiscing about my experiences of attending a one room
school. The district schools were operated independently of each other. We
were district #3. There was an elected trustee by the property owners and he
was really the school board. Idon't recall at that time that there were any
women as trustees. It was the trustee's responsibility to hire the school
teacher.

Mabel Sawyer and Mildred Smith, the Sawyer sisters, from DeRuyter
taught in Wickswille. Mabel was a friend of Schuyler Roberts. Schuyler
farmed on South Hill, later known as the Sprouse Farm. Dad purchased the
farm from Willie Paul Sprouse and now it's owned by Carl Hinkle. Schuyler
courted Mabel all his life but they never married.

Dorothy Bonifond was a teacher in the district school. A life long friend,
Mildred Lockwood, taught me in 5th grade. Before my time Katherine Casey
(Cashel) taught my sister and brother Carleton. After my time Marcia
Hildreth taught there.

My sister, Marian, was one of the older students. I went with Marian
one day when I was just a little kid. It was a sad experience for me. I wet my
pants, and I remember my embarrassment. The teacher didn't see my finger
up indicating I needed to go the outhouse, so the inevitable happened. Ihad to
spend the recess time standing by the Round Oak stove just trying to get dried
out. I think the teacher was also living with Dad and Mother at that time.

That made it twice as bad because she told them about my problem. Although
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1 wasn't reprimanded, it was embarrassing for me to have that happen. 1
mention the "outhouse". As I recall ours was "modern". Why? Because there
was a covered walkway to it so we didn't have to go out in the elements to
reach it. 1 also recall that years before some of the older boys had bored a
peep hole between the boys and girls facility. Can't imagine why!

One of the highlights of the school year was Arbor Day. In Cortland
County, John McDermott was the ardent conservationist. I can see him now,
an older man, a bald head, round face, a hooked nose and wearing a well worn
suit of clothes. He'd travel around to the district schools. He was also an old
time fiddler. He would bring us a tree that we would plant and talk to us
about conservation and saving our forests. Then he would play his fiddle.
"Golden Slippers" was always played and he would say, "with variations". We
just enjoyed hearing Golden Slippers With Variations. It was an exciting time
when we planted that tree in the spring time and listened to Mr. McDermott.

I remember Mrs. Rathbun visit's to our school. Mrs. Ruth Rathbun,
from Cincinnatus, was the District Superintendent. She was responsible for
the quality of education in the rural schools. She would observe how the
teacher was teaching and how the students were responding to that teaching.
She'd have encouraging words for us and always say nice things about our
school. That made us feel real proud to be students at Wicksville.

At Christmas time, a party in the evening was a fun time. We all
learned our pieces. At the the appropriate time we would stand up in front
and we'd say them sing-song like "dadedadedadeda". The older students had
the longer pieces and the younger ones or the ones that weren't quite able,
would recite the shorter ones. We'd always present a short play. Strings of
popecorn and chain loops were made by us for tree decorations. A real hemlock
tree that we'd cut on the hill would receive the home made decorations.

We needed lanterns for lights, and I guess we had lamps too. At one
Christmas party folks said that there was 84 people crowded into that one
room to see the evening Christmas exercises . It was an exciting event to have
that many people see and hear us kids perform. At another party I can
remember "bobbing for apples" which was real fun.

In the spring time we all were anxious to get out with our shoes off. We'd
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play Annie Annie Over. We threw the ball over the schoolhouse roof and
others would catch it on the other side and then reverse the procedure. Palm,
Palm Pull Away was another game.

Earlier I recalled the bat incident while playing baseball, in first grade,
at Wicksville school at noontime. I again include it here as a part of Wicksville
lore. We played in the little field west of the schoolhouse. I had the ball but I
didn't have the bat. Harold Singleton, a bigger boy than I, told me to give him
the ball, and so I did. He was going to knock out flies to some of the kids.

When he swung the bat back I was in its path. It corked me right
between the eye and the nose. I don't know where the ball went, but I know
that I bled like a stuck hog. Harold's bigger brother, Ed Ryan, helped stop the
bleeding and then walked me home, so0 I could be taken good care by mother. I
don't recall any stitches, the bleeding evidently just stopped.

Because of Tom the horse accident at home and Harold's bat at
Wicksville I've always had a crooked nose. I learned one thing, don't stand too
close to the bat when your friend is hitting flies!

In the springtime the leeks (wild onions) were growing fast up in the
woods. The big boys would go up and eat some leeks during their noon time. Of
course that means that their breath stunk like crazy when they got back.
They'd be sent home from school--exactly what they wanted to have happen!

There was always the bullies that were a bit bigger and stronger that
took care of us little fellows—one way or another! I never was a fighter. We
lived through some of those traumatic times. I remember staying overnight
with other boys, in their homes. Most times I was happy to go back to my
kind of home. That was a growing up experience to see others' home life.

One of the large families in our district was the Dennison family. Mr. &
Mrs. Dana Dennison raised ten daughters, then a son was born and very
tragically that little boy was killed by a car. It broke their hearts. Several of
the girls were in Wicksville district school-Virginia, Evelyn, Marcella, Frances.
Evelyn was in my grade. Virginia was three years younger than me with the
same birth date. She later became Lynn Barrows' wife.
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I remember giving Virginia a ride on my bicycle's handlebars, because
my bike was a girl's type it had no crossbar. Coming down the schoothouse hili,
her foot caught between the fork and the tines on the front wheel. I really
ached because Virginia was hurt. Nobody ever rode on the handlebars of my
bicycle after that experience.

In the winter time we had the original hot lunches in school. Parents
would prepare a kettle of soup, spanish rice or some other dish and it would be
brought to school. It would be heated on the Round Oak stove for our noon
time lunch. Sometimes we'd bake potatoes in the wood stove.

Emmett O'Donnell, our mailman, would drive his horse and cutter in the
winter. Emmett was a wonderful, fine man. He would pick me up by the
district school and put me up under the big heavy robe he had covering himself
up by his mail bags and he'd give me a ride home. Emmett did that many
times.

Georgia and Jim Bush lived down the road, where Horst and Klara
Fuerherm lived. They were farmers like most every family in our community.
Hessel Murray, Hilda Bush, Shirley Vickery and Hayden Bush were their
children. She was a very friendly person. Many times Mrs. Bush would pick
us up and give us a ride to or from school. Everyday she hauled milk to
Truxton and oftentimes bring home bags of grain for the cattle. Everybody
was neighborly.

I can't remember the names of everybody who came to Wicksville.
There was the Shaws, the Ainsworths, the Warners, the Pudneys, the Potters
and oh yes, Marjorie Graham VanDusen who grew up with her grandmother
and grandfather Mr. and Mrs. Harry Reakes Sr. The Reakes farm was where
Bruce and Carole Potter live now. Marge was younger than 1. We walked to
school together much of the time. More students were the Dennisons, the
McCalls and the Knupps. Ed & Bill Ryan, and their younger half brother
Harold Singleton lived up on South Hill behind our farm. Their father and step-
father was Charlie Singleton. There was Arlene, Paul, Nora, Howard and more
of the Button family. Jo McCall McGuire, her sister Pauline and their cousin
Billy McCall.

Linus Reakes had people working for him on the farm by Wicksville
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brook. His father, Harry Reakes, had a sugar house up back of the cow barn.
When he was boiling the maple sap, we'd go in there and Mr. Reakes would give
us some new warm maple syrup-—-boy did we like that! I also remember that
he had a jug of hard cider on the wall of the sugar house. None of us kids got
into it, but I think there were others that used it pretty freely!

At five years of age I started in first grade, as there was no
kindergarten. Five years later, since I had done very well, Mrs. Rathbun
thought that I didn't need to go the 6th grade and I could go to 7th grade.
Probably my teacher and parents thought the same. So I skipped the 6th
grade and went to 7th grade in Truxton. We had gone from 8 grades in rural
schools, to 6 now that there was centralization of all the schools. The district
schools were still open, waiting for the new school building to be constructed.
In Truxton. I met new friends along with new challenges.

After eight grades at Wicksville, sister Marian, spent her four years at
Cortland High School. 1 believe she went down there in 1929 through 1932.
She and other students went by bus to Cortland. Today I guess we'd would call
it a imousine, an oversized car. It came from Cazenovia, others would also
ride. In bad weather Marian often stayed down all week with Grandma Emma
Bean at 76 Lincoln Avenue. My parents believed that the opportunities were
greater in the Cortland High School. At that time there was a basic four year
course in Truxton.

With centralization, came the closing of district schools. The last one to
close, in our centralized district, was the two room East Homer school. For a
short time that building was used for special education classes.

Later, more consolidation took place. These high schools are no more--
Scott, Smyrna, Locke, New Woodstock, Virgil, Mclean, Truxton. Oh yes,
Georgetown too, that's a combined school now, with South Otselic. So there's
been a lot of changes from the old centralization to the present larger district.
It's not all good, it's not all bad. It's open to debate as how far it should go.
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THE OLD SCHOOL

Our old school in Truxton was originally the Dr. Nelson house. It was to
the south of the present school, where the driveway and lawn are now. In
back of it was another house where Charles and Mary Moore lived. Now with
centralization approved Moores’ house was purchased to provide more space.
The lower level was renovated into a Shop and Ag room. Upstairs was the
Home Economics room, typewriting and also one for a lower grade. This gave
temporary housing for the influx of students from the outlying districts.

We would eat our lunches down in the basement of that old school. At
noon time sometimes the fellows would put on boxing gloves. As [ said earlier,
fighting wasn't my game, it just didn't seem to be compatible with my
physique or my personality. Brother Carleton was a pretty fair boxer.

The furnace was in the basement. We would put potatoes in the old
furnace and have baked potatoes for lunch. The fellows sometimes got a little
rowdy down there. If there were pieces of sandwiches left over, they were often
seen as missiles going by some folks. So it was kind of the last of the old rough
and tumble schools down in the basement of the old brick mansion.

After skipping the 6th grade, I started 7th grade in this old brick Nelson
house, in 1932, when I was 10 years old. Josephine Kenney (later French) was
my teacher. The 7th and 8th grade classes were in her classroom.

Her younger brother—in—law Clayton French, Coy we called him, was in
the eighth grade. Although a great guy, Coy was always a bit of a heller! He
and Bob Young jumped out the room's first floor window when Jo wasn't
looking. They were always up to some tricks which made life hectic for his new
sister-in-law, Jo, as a young teacher.

I still remind Jo that she was my favorite 7th grade teacher--she was
my only one! She was truly one of my favorites. She is our neighbor and over
ninety years of age.

As a seventh grader [ was befriended by Stuart Park, and another Bill
Ryan, who lived in Crains Mills. They were older and kind of "fathered" some of
us younger kids.
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sfter the eighth grade we moved upstairs tc what was called "st1 -

hall" -- the main rooir. © ere were two classrooms off of the study hall. wvas
goo ‘1t / jebrabufl ne  gotto Geometry "h: 1lots  rouble. T ) ' part
o ' _my fault. Dur teacher, _lartin Sou _, rac . wonderful gentlemen, =
great hurch man and great in the Grange, but . "ways said he couldn't teach
bearnis. There was oniy one of our class of 16 that passed Geometry reger ..
th . year. e just couldn't seem to pass the informationontev ... .n

1e onl " wourse I ever had trouble with was Geometry  tell peopic « 1t lized

it zowell. ook it two years!

iller-Nelson home Xnown as the "Old School” until : 33 upon the
completion of the “New School”. Built of brick and stone in the "deral «© 'le
between . 3-1824 al a cost of $8, 0 Notice a building io the ear. 3¢ jec
as the shop, ag, home economics, typing and one eiementary g ae d 11 ng the
early vears after centralization. Before that, the Charles and .. ary ... .ore home.
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CENTRALIZED SCHOOLS
A controversial period in rural living had to do with the centralization of

the district schools. In Truxton this came about in 1930-31. There were
advocates of the centralization and there were those who wanted to keep the
district schools. My parents, Florence and Wilburn Potter, were very
interested in improving the educational system in our community. Mother
being active in the Home Bureau, had broader experience and had seen some of
the other areas where educational opportunities were enhanced by
centralization. Dad, as a very well respected veterinarian and towns person,
felt that we should do all we could to improve the quality and breadth of
education for our children.

Our parents shared the school progress with us. The vote on
centralization was at a meeting in the old Methodist church. There was no
other place large enough to hold the number of people that came out, so they
met in the church. Ernest Woodward was elected Chairman of the meeting.
The centralization proposal passed by a healthy margin that evening.

Dad's dedication to education was very instrumental in getting this new
school. Truxton made the transition from district schools to a centralized
school in orderly fashion. I should mention that the centralized district
included all of the town of Truxton and portions of the towns of Homer, Preble,
Cuyler, Cincinnatus and Solon.

The School Board moved ahead with the detailed organization plans for a
central school. Needed immediately were some school buses, housing for the
school buses and drivers to bring contract bussed students from Dog Holiow
and Cheningo. One contract person was Edith Sutton, later Mrs. Tom Turner.
Edith brought the children out of Dog Hollow. In the winter she used horses
and a bob sleigh. Hilton's garage, where Maher's in recent years had their
shop, was purchased. That became the school bus garage for many years.

We became part of an athletic league and all our basketball practicing
happened in the school bus garage. I remember the boys shooting balls over
the beam, in the garage, to the basket! The backboard was hinged so it could
be pulled up by a rope for the busses roofs to clear. In sloppy weather the floor
had to be swept and cleaned with sawdust before practice could begin.

As we didn't have any school gymnasium, all our "home" games were
played away. We played in the old Smyrna church, over a garage in New
Woodstock, upstairs over Stillman's store in DeRuyter and in a hall in
Morrisville. This all passed with centralized schools and new buildings.

43



s . H
i .
R {
.
.
.
I

i

new 1

View o the irons o

K - . -
N Ed
v roe- re b v . Lo
. . . . B -
. - N ~
b

'~

o

é

—————— : - ne'w gu o Liov 7 i b W - oret
and odern eversy
- ewo ie w3 W O h o2 ezl
= oalis to . E S - oo
ce rcom re O 1 3
wC  cienc room, Iibrily, b, - h
n: ion ¢ i and aymn m. . H : 'y
. Wl oend shawer reomes vl e 1Jo L aosoe .

44

2
)
L
i
SV
N2

Il




E TRUXTON CENTRAL SCHOC . 3 )

. «mbers of t] e original School Board were ErnestJ ™ o.. & ..t
allace, ¥r. : VYoung and Lynn A. Freeman. Miss Mar »n ~ artnet . s
our priacipe Miss Hartnett was a very wonderful person wne ‘ew up :n
uzton and spent all of her days teaching childrer: in her home town = 1
% e- ~  2rin another chapter.
father  Dr. Wilburn H. Potter, was elected to the oard and servec

som¢ “ *rears, many of those as its president. He spent hours nd hours on

_r members during those vears were Leon  ‘ker, 1r!

[ ]

schoo: business.
£l #=zn:._ _ . Adoward Parker, Newell Goddard and Ctis Young s=rve?
frora East  _mer.

Truxtor: Central Schoo BoarAd Members and Associates during Centralization and Const J¢..
0! the Nr " School. Pictured in Ubrary 2. 1936

sianding:  Leon Parker ~arion H. Hartnett. Principai Car.  Ciark Architec:
Morge E. Ames. Attomey Lynm A, Freeman Far <R. Young
seatea: Earl D. Hi* Anna R. Waliace. Cierk Drowsil ur . Pouer, Proe 3

Ruth C.H. Rathbun, District Sup: Ernest J. Hoffmanr., Treas
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SW SCHOOL ZONS" UCTI ...
Tt swastheery vhen FDR was Presider ™ 13 3w. talwe- natt.
heigh” “the Treat Depression. ™t re werzmsanyput'cwo~ "2 g n- m
‘as] agton trying to st mulate the economy. Aid threups " V. ogress
d n istration,the .. andthe PWA, the Public We¢ ;. dm: isth. 1 n,
oro— d financial help fo site preparation of the new sc ol building

" he scnool architect was Carl Clark Zom € “lar b v, 8.
Am~ wito ter became Judge Morse Ames of CorJdan . ".an° . . ”
atht - - i district superintendent through all of the '~ntialization p oces
and . arion .. artnett was our principal.

At . ad's school board activities, our entirc ...l .0 owec _ :
schocl onsu. ction with great interest. Many Sundays terc. .o e-
wanar 'hr - zh the new building to check the progress. The new ool - as
ae . .o the old school. so as students we could look out and watch - e day by
da progress of the construction.

_w that time Carl lz - also had the contract for the ~  er sciool
These schools are very ¢ 1ilar. The high quality of construc ion r these
schools ise uent today. .n today's market a school like wekave.. _'n

“ »~+n /e ld cost amin.. Today more economical practices are uvsew . 12
sheaper building is the result. Our school building was built for the ages.

The .ss of 1936 was the first class to graduate from: the new school
building-- € 7en before construction was finished

_ .38 Trainer Plane was dedicated to our Cortland Jounty 4. " for
it _ictor ‘arden program as an aid to the War food supply

This =~ .

46



FACULTY --- CLASSMATES

In our new "big"” school in Truxton, Marion Hartnett continued as
principal and also taught any subject needed. Mr. Edsol was a shop and ag
teacher, also Don Huddleston taught Agriculture. I didn't take Agin high
school because I wanted a broader course of study. Anna Saxton was English
and Librarian. Mrs. Huff, a wonderful person, taught Latin for a short time.
Corinna Devine came to town to teach Latin and French. A great teacher--
she saved me in Caesar.

Charles McConville came as a Commercial and History teacher. We
could all learn from Charlie. He helped us organize a chess club. Us kids had
a lot of fun with Charlie. He was a tremendous friend. His students responded
by doing good work with their studies. After a period in Truxton he married a
local girl, Kate Crandall.

Another teacher was Sterling Mitchell. He taught Physics, Chemistry,
Intermediate Algebra and Trigonometry. Chemistry was tough for me for
some reason or other, while Physics was easy. Us kids had a lot of fun playing
ping pong with Sterling Mitchell, I'd like to see him again.

Another member of the faculty was our Librarian and English teacher,
Anna Saxton. Miss Saxton was also a very accomplished pianist. She came
from Fredonia State University. I believe she is living in Fredonia to this day.
She was a real wonderful person and teacher.

One of the legends in Truxton has become Andy Tei. Dad was on the
School Board and Andy came to our home applying for the job as physical
education instructor and coach. I was in the 7th grade at that time, so I knew
Andy from then on. A tireless worker, he taught Phys Ed and instrumental
music. He taught me the saxophone, he was our coach, led operettas, and 1
don't know what Andy didn't do. Considering the student potential, Andy Tei
got more from his teams than any other coach in the area.

One of the plusses in the small high school in those days was that the
teachers all lived in the community. It was an unwritten rule that if you taught
in a community, that's where you should live. The teachers became a part. of
the community. Every teacher brought a special talent to the small town.

The townsfolks were lifted by those talents. Not so today.

Our high school class was a close knit class, nine girls and four guys. I
like to remember them as a class that had very little friction in it. The four
guys were Bill Goddard, Carlton Fred Woodward, Lloyd Sutton and myself. We
were surrounded by those nine girls; Louise Tuttle was our Valedictorian, Ruby
Curtis our Salutatorian; also Virginia Root, Genevieve Angell and Pearl Oliver,
Rosalia French, Josephine Crandall, Doris Young, and Christine Woodward.

At graduation time, I was number 3 in my class--my average was just
extraordinary--it was almost 86! Now days it would be impossible to enroll in
Cornell with that average. Some went on to higher education after high school.

In June 1938, I was 16 yearsold. [ found out when I was a junior in
high school that I needed more languages to get into Cornell. Cornell required
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EXTRACURRICULAR

In my post graduate year I took part in the senior play, Silas Marner.
Maude Cody Burnham was our coach. She descended from Wild Bill Cody.
She was a great dramatic coach, because of her I became active in the Cornell
Dramatic Club in college. Her husband was Horatio. He helped her in the final
stages of play preparation. He was cross-eyed and it was hard for us kids to
know who he was looking at or talking to! They made a great team.

Charlie McConville, our teacher, helped us form a chess club. We had a
great time. Some of the fellows who played were Frank Bosworth, Gerald and
Ernie Young and Carl Parker. I don't remember any girls playing. In our
school we had small classes; personal attention; and fun together.

I played the violin in the school orchestra. Later, as Andy Tei wasn't a
string instrument teacher, the band took its place. As a junior or senior in high
school I decided to play a band instrument. Brother Carleton played the
clarinet in the Big Red Band at Cornell. That was a cheap way to see the Big
Red football games. I made up my mind to do that, so I took some of the
money earned from showing cattle at the State Fair to buy a tenor saxophone.
Andy taught me how to play it, and I did play in the Cornell band for a short
time. When someone asked me about playing in the Cornell band my answer
would be, "I was an excellent marcher"!

Andy also helped us organize a dance band. We played many of the
popular songs of the times. It was fun, and occasionally we'd play for a special
occasion, but ag far as dances we didn't do many. I was a decent saxophonist,
nothing that anybody would have me play a solo for them.

In baseball, I was an fine fielder, but only a fair hitter. I loved to play
center field. I remember the following when we were playing at South Otselic.
In left field was Alton "Fat" Robbins. I was playing center field. Alton wasn't
the fastest guy on his feet--1 could run like a deer. Iran into left field for a fly
ball, caught it on the run, in front of "Fat" It was the third out. Ikept running
toward the bench. Coach Andy Tei, whose famous saying was, "Judas Priest"
came running out to me and hollered "Judas Priest Bernard, if you ever dropped
that ball you could have kept right on running back to Truxton". Iknew I was
in the wrong place, but it was so much fun. I just loved to shag flies--wherever!!
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MARION H. HARTNETT

Miss Marion H. Hartnett was the beloved teacher and principal of our
school for forty one years. On June 10th, 1995 our former Truxton Central
School was rededicated and named THE MARION H. HARTNETT
ELEMENTARY SCHOOL AT TRUXTON. At the same an endowment in
Miss Hartnett's name has been established. The earnings from the
endowment will be (1) to provide a scholarship to a college bound graduate of
Homer Central School who attended The Marion H. Hartnett Elementary
School and (2) to present an award to a sixth grade student who has attended
the Hartnett Elementary School in Truxton. As of June 30, 2001 the
endowment was $28,635.55. A complete documentation of the donors and
procedures for realizing this rededication is a story in itself. For the purpose of
this writing I have attached the following:

MARION H. HARTNETTw)
Born December 18,1895 Truxton--Died June 14, 1974 Truxton

Miss Hartnett was the daughter of Daniel and Mary Daley Hartnett She graduated
from Cortland Normal School. In September 1919 she joined the faculty of Truxton Union
School. She was responsible for a 20 pupil eighth grade home room and the teaching of
English 8, Math 8 and History 8, also High school English I, II and III, Elementary Biology
and American History.

In 1928 she was made Supervising Principal. At that time she started studying for
a B.S. at Syracuse University by attending Summer Sessions. She also attended extension
sessions held in Cortland and taught by Syracuse and Penn State professors. Miss Hartnett
completed this work in 1935 and continued studying, at Syracuse, until the required credits
for a Master’s Degree in Education were earned.

Marion Hartnett served as principal during the controversies of centralization and
the eventual building of the new school. School population was increasing and new courses
of study, i.e. agriculture, shop, home economics and commercial, were needed. Miss Hartnett
steered this transition period with unlimited care and understanding. The class of 1936
was the first class to receive its diplomas in the new building.

In the centralization process most of the one room rural schools were closed. The
East Homer School, a two room facility, was the exception. That school continued to house
and teach pupils, grades 1-6, for several years. Marion Hartnett’s duties included the
supervision of the satellite schools until their closing.

In 1945 the Homer school on the Green burned and about 40 pupils, from East River
and Health Camp Road were taught in Truxton. To handle the increase in students and
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course needs, a war surplus Quonset hut was acquired_ also the Jones house. just to ‘ne
north of the main school. These facilities helped meet tne needs for art, kindergarien and a
dents: hygienist. This expansion program was also capably adminisiered b, ss Hartnett.

The time had now come for BOCES, Adult Education and closed circuit ~ 7. Iz zer
history iss Jartnett says that TV cannot replace the classroom teacher, also that adult
education was  too successful other than photography, and cake decorating.

is rartiett retired on October 10, 1960. .\ testimonial dinner was held, in her
honor, on June 1, 19¢ It was a gala a ahh and a fitting tribute to . Heautiful person who

devoted ner entire life > the children and community of Truxton and ‘he surrounding aresz

(1) Edited summary, Miss Eartnett’s writing , “In Retrospect”. for “Historic” on”
10-2€-93 bwp

Niarion Hartne
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CORNELL DAYS

A VETERINARIAN----ALMOST

During my freshman year at Far Above Cayuga’s Waters there were
many times when my mind wandered and wondered if 1 should be where I was
on the campus, in the College of Agriculture. I could never lay claim to any top
academic achievements, even in high school. I was just a good middle of the
road student who never really got down to business of studying. Ifthisis a
confession, so be it. I know now that I took the way of least resistance and did
remarkably well with that kind of effort. This all changed at Cornell, my high
school lack of intensity was carrying over into college. I had received bust
(failing) notices in some courses and it scared me.

I remember one spring afternoon on campus when Dad, DVM '18, met
me at Balch. Balch was the girls dormitory where I worked for my meals. 1
was telling him about my poor grades. All he did and said was slapped me on
the shoulder and told me that I had the stuff to pass the courses. It turned out
that he was right. I buckled down and somehow I passed although the grades
were in the seventies. I stayed off probation and was ready for a second year.

That was one dilemmma as a freshman. The other was that I was torn as
to whether or not to try for admission to the veterinary college. I really felt
that Dad wanted another “horse doctor” as a son--having Carleton with a DVM
in 1940. I realized also that I would have to turn my grades around to enter. 1
had also pledged Alpha Gamma Rho agricultural fraternity in the spring of my
freshman year. Well, I decided that I could still put off the decision. To keep
my options open I enrolled in Zoology in the fall as a sophomore. Zoology was a
requirement for entrance into vet school. That fall I also started Livestock
Judging in Animal Husbandry and did I ever eat it up! Dr. John I Miller, our
teacher, was some special person and I liked the guys in the class.

My marks were improving and I applied for entrance in the College of
Veterinary Medicine for the fall of ‘41. 1had my interview before the college’s
entrance committee and continued my studies as before. Along in the spring,
before the names of those being accepted were announced, I began getting an
uneasy feeling. I remember Mother telling of the experiences which she and
Dad had in his college days. Mother often told us children that she studied with
Dad and probably could have passed physiology, or anatomy, or bones, just as
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well as Dad because they worked together. I wasn't sure of my ability. Also
the work in animal husbandry and the great bunch of guys in the fraternity
meant a lot to me.

These seemingly trivial reasons weighed heavily on me. Finally I made
the major decision to withdraw my application from vet school. I did not wait
to hear the report from admissions. My mind was made up to go into Dean
Hagan’s, Veterinary College, office and tell him of my decision. His office I
never reached as we met in the hall. I said, “Dean Hagan, I have decided to
withdraw my application for entrance to vet college™. The Dean visited with
me. He wanted to be sure that my mind was really made up as there would be
no return tomorrow. I assured him that I had thought this over and over and
had made my decision. He shook my hand and wished me every success in my
career.

The story didn’t end there. Dr. Stevenson, head of the small animal
clinic, was also chairman of the admissions committee. At this same time our
pet shepherd farm dog, Peggy, was at the small animal clinic for some
treatment. The evening of my decision, Dad called Dr. Stevenson to find out
about Peggy’s condition. In the course of the conversation, Dr. Stevenson told
Dad about my visit with Dean Hagan. Evidently the Dean had wasted no time
in communicating with his admissions chairman! I had not, as yet, shared my
decision with my father.

It is apparent that Dad had no more than hung up the receiver with Dr.
Stevenson than he rang me at the AGR fraternity house. His first question,
“What do I hear from the vet school?”. My answer, “Dad, I have decided to
stay in agriculture”. There was a long pause, then from my father, “Son,
whatever you decide is right”.

We all have made tough decisions. This one turned out almost a miracle.
I eventually came back to the newly purchased Bloomfield Farm. Margaret
came to Cortland County to work and we found each other. Dad and I were
partners on the farm for over twenty five yvears and never a harsh word was
spoken between us.

I'm sure Dad didn’t really know, at that time, how prophetic his answer
would be down the road. I have thought, so many times, about his
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understanding and confidence and love which he had for me. I am also sure

tha 1e had some disappointment at not have another veter-narian son.

When I came to a fork in the road, I made a decision that would have to be lived
for a lifetime. Call it luck, smart planning, or God’s will, it sure changed lives
by my not studying to become a veterinarian.

We tried chopping dry hay around
i90 it was a disaster--needed to
be too dry--was dusty--chopper
could not chop fast enough--blowing
into barn messy--feeding in winter
laboi- intensive. Never again, a
learning experience!!

The " apec Chopper hitched to our
Case . -C tractor

Dumping into the augur blower
--belt powered by Farmall M.
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YOUTH CLUBS
SCOUTING

I am thinking about the clubs that we be longed to as kids. The 4~-H
was my favorite club and I have many experiences that I wish to relate. Boy
Scouts was also of interest to me and I'll tell you why, as I look back, it was a
more or less a selfish interest.

I believe my Scout troop was 104. Many of the members were not
from farms. The real reason I joined the Boy Scouts was because they were
going to take a trip to Washington and 1 wanted to be a part of it. A boy had to
be 12 years old to be a Boy Scout, and I had just come to that age, so I joined
the Scouts and became a Tenderfoot, and then earned my second class badge.
We raised money to take this trip to Washington DC.

The Scouts also had a camp up on the South Hill, up above the Roberts
farm. The old district schoolhouse was given to the troop and we made that
over for camping. My camping experiences were very limited. This particular
day the troop was planning an overnight at the camp. I started walking up
over the hill from our farm to the camp. It was raining and I got really soaked
right to the gills. More than half way to the camp, I stopped at Mr. & Mrs.
Ralph Smith's house. They were friends of our family so I didn't hesitate to go
in. Mrs. Smith helped me get dried out. I think my folks drove up and took
me home. I never made it to the overnight at the camp!

Here are some memories of the Boy Scout trip to Washington. We
drove three cars and a van. Mr. Oral French, the local undertaker, owned a
small Ford van with which he used to do all the preparations in getting ready
for a funeral. We called it his "dead wagon". Coy French, a Scout, who was Mr.
French's son had a driver's license. We put all our tents and equipment into
the van and Coy drove it. Bird Freeman, Jack Roberts and Rev. Ernest
Devine, our leaders, and us fellows rode in the autos.

So we headed off to Washington. The first night out was one I'll
remember forever. From Truxton we followed routes 13, 14 and 15 toward
Harrisburg. We decided to pitch our tents at McKee's Half Falls, on the shore
of the Susquehanna River. It was a warm, warm summer night, bright
moonlight and we all went swimming in the Susquehanna River around
midnight. It was a memorable experience.
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> ove on to Washington and camped on the mall with:  ~r:% of tre
_shington onument. A number of the scouts were going “o visit the
ashingt. ' 0. So 1e of us fellows wanted to see the Washington . "oz
wmavbase 1. Sopa* 'uswentovertoseethe Senators ythe , ¥
Yankees that - That was a great thrill fo- a young kid, who knev ¢ 1the
baseb: ™" dle 7¢ 's. "0 see T e Ruth, Lou Gehrig, " o 7 Lazzer” wn 2 osetii,
Red "~ e 7 7 Lkey, etty Gomez and therest ."t1e “ankees. 1. u”’
p ye ght: e 1andhit a homerun Earl Whitehill 1 tchec for the Se. ...

1ic 2't | > to the zoo. My Aunt Arina Potter who was divo -“ed from mx
wcle ..e 1. otter, was living in Silver Springs . "wryland.  dic 1't go see
he. ~ oth 2 Carleton did. When we returned home my fam:h» .he W Ist 71
he 3 2 seemy aunt rather thar gc the -~seball game Fra 'vto -
day o sure the ball game was much more meraorable

the trip we traveied through Freder :k, N aryland ind saw =~ 1 .
i Huse. In the Civii War did she say o the _onfe erates. I 0Lt
I sal '  yhead, but spare my Country s flag"? ¥t was exciling to see
" he h me of this famous loyal Union supporter. ', Scouting memkership
d ~ .. 1stlong--my real interest was 4—H club wc k.

- [ruxton Boy Scout Troop 97 at Lincol morial, Washington, DC -- 1¢

L-it: Albert P * Tred Woodward, Milton Robbins, Harold Coye, ClL - “Coy” French, RD ¢  th, ¥ri 1k Devine, Zu ~1” Robbius,
fack VleGraw, Carleton Potter, Alton Robbins, John Fee er,. ernard I tter, Alto ot
ftont-Le: ie Moore. Jack Roberts--scoutmaster, new friend .reeman, ' Erpest . nc¢
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MY 4-H YEARS BEGIN------WILLARD'S BORNING

Years later, as we were sitting around the supper table on New Year’s
day, 1993, the conversation skipped from story to story, tale to tale and more.
Pat, Brenda, Joanne, Lee, Margaret and I were the gathering. Just don’t know
how it came up, but I remembered brother Willard’s borning back in the
summer of ‘31 at Money Sunk. In case it hasn’t been mentioned before,
Money Sunk was Dad’s endearing name for the home farm on, what he called,
Cheningo Drive. I was nine years old. This is the story.

It was something different for a nine year old boy to have a new baby in
the house. I want to tell you how it really disrupted my whole day when my
Mother told me of the coming blessed event. We were of the old, conservative
school, and parents never told us anything about the facts of life, or the birds
and the bees. We had to learn them on our own. Ididn't know I was going to
have a baby brother or sister at all until the day before the baby was to come
here. It had been hush, hush.

On this particular morning in July 1931, Mother was in the kitchen.
She sat me on her lap, or what lap she had left, and started visiting with me. 1
don’t remember any of the preliminaries but I do remember, and it hit me like a
bolt of lightning, when she told me I was going to have a new baby brother or
sister. Not next February, not next November, but today was the day. In
those days information such as this was kept very close and private. I wasn’t
learned enough to recognize any difference in my mother’s configuration. With
any smarts at all, 'm sure it wouldn't have been hard to identify as mother
never weighed over 110 and was of slim build.

With my brains spinning I left the house and hurried down the hill, past
the barn, past the ice house and out into the garden. That summer I had
planted a garden for my first 4-H project. It was a vegetable garden. I had not
taken very good care of it. Things changed that July day. I pulled weeds and
hoed like never weeded before. All the time trying to figure this whole thing out,
how a new baby could be coming to our house.

Later in the day, after the initial shock had worn off for me, Dad
announced that he was taking Marian, Carleton and me to Chautauqua that
evening. Chautauqua’s were traveling stage shows or plays. The tent was
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set =ip on a lot off Miller Street in Cortland The play for that evening was “All
GQuiet on the Wester ' ont”, a Worlc. War ~ story Anyw: ,, hat play dn't
help 1 1atters with me as there was _ots of ¢ _>ting and war scenss which cidn’
quiet L.is nine vear old’s mental frustration at all.

Wel.. back to tae borning. Dad hac seen that Dr. Padget:, fr 1Cu "=,
was on hand atow  )use and there was a midwife or lady ssistantth o aise
for . Thae going to Chautauqua was just used as an escape to get us a':

a a_*om the house. In those days or even in my days, the father - In’* st
around or the arrival of his heir, or wasn't expectec to. Incidental -~
Padgett was known for his occasional use of spirits from a bottle, sc ad had
made sure *hat he was on hand in good time ancd free of anyvwnn e -
This zountry doctor was very qualified and highly respected in his professicr..

' " en we returned from the show, the good news was the.” .~ 7
iler had arrived. His name was Willard Harmon Potter “dy . 1..1
ept for a new baby’s cry, it was “All Quiet or the Money Sunk Fr-

]
=T
Y £ A
e
LB SV 4%

The . ck Hake--We used in World War II. Mounted on rear chassis of old
Ford truck. .. differential was mounted on the chassis--a drum fixed to the wheel
lugs, driven by pto from truck transmission--Backed up a windrow of hay until
full . Fope attached to drum lifted the load---off to the barn. Oftentimes the front
end of the truck would leave the ground because of the load on the buckrake! '
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4-H CLUB WORK

4-H Club work was started to help rural boys and girls grow and develop
into good citizens. The vehicle to make this happen was a club and a project.

A green four leaf clover is the backing of our 4-H Club emblem. A
capital H is placed on each petal of the leaf. The H's stand for Head, Heart,
Hands and Health. The 4-H Motto is--"To Make the Best Better". At every
4-H Club meeting we would recite the club pledge, "I pledge my Head to clearer
thinking, my Heart to greater loyalty, my Hands to larger service and my
Health to better living, for my Club, my Community and my Country". The
pledge now includes "and to my World" at its end.

A 4-H Club consists of at least 5 members. An adult volunteer leader
guides the work of the club members. Age requirements when I was growing
up was 10-21 years (some joined younger). Today I believe it is 8 to 18.
Probably what whetted my appetite most for 4-H was the influence of my
sister. Marian was an early member in 4-H. Because of her homemaking
work she was selected as the first girl representative from Cortland County to
attend the National Club Congress in Chicago. That was a thrill for the whole
family to have a sister and daughter win this trip. Ray DeHart was chosen the
boy delegate. It was a proud experience for all of us.

A professional County Agent guided the 4-H program of the clubs in the
county. Chalmers C. Henderson, known as C.C., was the first Agent that I
knew, in fact, I believe he was the first 4-H agent in Cortland County. He was
followed by Dave Fales. Dave came here from Idaho. I met him at at the old
Cortland High School, at a 4-H Rally Day. On that day Dave Fales taught us,
how to make willow whistles! He was a wonderful inspiration and leader. We
were friends all during his life. Ralph Higley came to Cortland after being an
agent in Tompkins County. I had met him when I was a 4-H camper at
Cincinnatus Lake 4—H camp. So I knew him before he came to the county.
4—H Agents were successful because they took an interest in us young folks.
They were easy to know and positive examples for us kids.

Early 4-H Homemaking Agents were Elizabeth Wooley, Stella Gould
Fales and Pauline Young. Stella Gould married Dave Fales. It wasn't to be the
last romance made when 4-H Agents came to Cortland County! Joe Taylor
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was here when my Margaret Bell Smith came on board in sune 19: 2 ' ob
tchiey came wnen Margaret was agent. Adelaide Kernedy — derwe-

fol .... 1...argaret. Bob and Addie were here{ y "rs. 1 *‘ty Penoyer fo ~vec

Addie Tom @ umas, whoretiredin = , followed Bob Blatchley. Today a fine

product . Jortla | ‘ounty, Sydney McEvcy, is leading our youth: as ¢ .
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Clder 4-H members belong to the Council. The =  Hrl "t rair was a
memorable experience. For many of us it was our first trip to V... " m. t the
right---also chairman of the planning committee. We had a great ti ne!
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THE "TRUXTON BUSY HELPERS"

We were fortunate to have Alfred Bowe as our local 4-H club leader.
Alfred Bowe was the Herdsman-Manager for John Bloomfield whose farm
eventually became our farm on Route 13 by Kenney Brook. Alfred was a
super person, a bachelor, he came from England to work for Mr. Bloomfield.
The children, as well as the older folk, in the community idolized Alfred Bowe.
He was a true gentleman, I just can't say enough nice things about Alfred.

He was our leader for all the time we were in 4-H club work. He also
was very active in the Grange, the Methodist church and the Cortland Holstein
Club. He spent hours with us boys. It was strictly a boys' club, we called

ourselves the Truxton Busy Helpers. The girls belonged to a homemaking club.

Members in our club included Lloyd Holdrege, the Robbins boys, John
Feeter, Carleton, myself, Thaddeus Milks, Leonard and Ronald Morgan,
Gordon, Harold and Leland Gilbert, and more whose names I don't recall. There
were always ten or more of us young boys in that club.

An incentive to be in 4~-H was the opportunity to win prize money at
the County Fair. The county fair was the place to show off the results of your
project efforts. We made rope halters, crafts, assembled weed and tree leaf
collections and identified them. In our club meetings, each year we'd have the
Hoard's Dairyman judging contest (picture judging of dairy cows). At the end
of the season we would take our projects and our produce to the County Fair.

The first year that I had the garden, I also raised a calf. I thought she
was the most beautiful calf in the world. I showed that calf, Betty, at the
Cortland County Fair. She placed 8th in a class of 8--on the bottom. "Beauty
is in the eyes of the beholder” was never truer. I wasn't discouraged about
that. Dad said "Son, we'll do better another time". We went to a Holstein club
sale and we purchased a calf. That calf, "Snowball" was 16th in a class of 16--
I still wasn't discouraged.

At the same time I started a poultry project with some chicks from Ray
and Boyd DeHart's father, Fred DeHart. They owned the Cloverdale Poultry
Farm across from the County Farm at Lorings Crossing. They raised White
Leghorns. Judging was a part of 4-H, and learning to judge chickens or cows or
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vegetabl=s was important in order to understand what cor ten acoepiabia
guality zad type. . _ also learned to grade 2ggs

. .en L was aron.. -0 yearsold, we wert{  _lhitotne agri:ilt
school ic i, e egge and judge chickens. I scored very well. Anewsa '~ lein
the pa .. . ~ted that the judges were surprised at the poultry knowle. e of this
10 year old 4 :r. Everyone needs some luck!

After the disappointing experience in the showring, . 1the. . o
calves, i looted farther iry cattle in our s:ate were infected with t I
Ve ware buving replacement cattle from Canade. We bougat some ¢ hives,
The yvie e etty  0se red ard white Ayrshires. I thought ma beth:  oulc
be  stter anima!l to show. I did show another Betty-- nicturec belo + viin
4- agerit  _ve Fales, judge Prof. J.P. Willman and me. Sh2took: — -

nwever shen she became a milk cow, she was e dud. My . rrshire interast
declinec n a hurry as the real reason for milking zows was to sell milk:
e original Fairgrounds v .s where the former Phi" e ph . " _es, . _
- et, and Fays are now along t >mer Avenue in Cortiand. Gur cattle “were
housed in tants bv the old grandstand which wou.id back up to . "heeler. nue.
iter on the Jolstein Club built the big cattle ba.  »ff Fisher Avenue That's
whken w2 roved out cf the tenis into the cattle barn.

63



FAIR EXPERIENCES

The Cortland County Fair filled us kid's with excitement. Albert and
Mrs. Twentyman met me on the grounds when I was about 10 years old.
Albert grew up next door to the Bean farm on the back road to East River. He
knew Mother and Dad very well. Albert asked me if I had my lunch yet and
my answer was, "No". He said, "Well, come with us". We walked over to a
tent where one of the churches was serving meals where he bought my dinner.
It's a remembrance that stayed with me all these years---their kindness and
generosity to this youngster. It was always a pleasure to see both of them.
They were the parents of our friends, Gerald and Tom Twentyman. Mrs Doris
Twentyman celebrated her 103rd birthday--she died this fall, 2001.

As we grew older some of us 4-Hers joined the 4—H Council. It was a
separate county-wide club which met once a month. We had various activities
teenagers would be involved in. I remember being one of the two selected to
show Tom Dewey around the Fairgrounds. It was a thrill to visit with Governor
Dewey. He was a great governor and of course a Republican!

The World's Fair in 1938 took place in Flushing Meadows on Long
Island. The Council earned money and we went on the DL&W from Cortland to
Hoboken, New Jersey, ferried across the Hudson River and stayed in a Hotel
In New York City. We took a train out to the World's Fair.

That was some experience for around 30 country folks to visit New York
City and the World's Fair. I was one of the members of the Committee that
helped get ready for the trip. It was one of the learning, growing experiences
which all led toward responsibilities ahead as we grew older. A 4-H experience
as it should be.

I have a complete scrapbook of my activities in 4-H that included many
judging contests. For a number of years we judged a regional contest at Delhi.
We went there mostly for dairy judging. One year Richard McEvoy, Preble;
Bob Sweeney from Cortlandville, Gerald Young, East Homer and I judged at
Delhi.
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WE LOOKED UP TO OUR ELDERS

In those days at the fair we had the pleasure of visiting with Mr. James
M. McDonald, vice president of the J.C. Penney Co. He was the owner of the
McDonald Farms, home of some of the best Guernsey cattle in the world. My
Grandfather Bean's farm in Cortlandville was home base of the McDonald
Farms. Here was one of the wealthiest men ever in the community and he was
sitting there on a bale of hay talking to us young folks, encouraging us to do our
best in our work.

I remember when Mr. & Mrs. Blake Bickford came to the Fair. Blake
through a farm injury had become blind. Mrs. Bickford took him out in the
cattle ring as they were being lined up. Mr. Bickford would feel over the cattle
and without sight he could judge the animals because he was such an
outstanding cowman.

The Goodwin brothers, Charlie, Dick and Ward, brought Brown Swiss
cattle from Guilford, NY to the County Fair. They were like big brothers to us
as they taught us much about the cattle showing business, and so we were
learning all the time from these folks. Incidentally, Charlie was the father of
Ingrid Fox who lives and teaches in Homer.

Fred Saltsman and his wife, the parents of John, Roy, Mary and George
went on the show circuit. They traveled, with their family, from fair to fair with
their Holsteins from Saltland Farms in Virgil. They, too, helped us youngsters
at the fair, giving us tips to make our animal look best for the show ring.

From the Ayrshire breed there were the Stimpsons from Spencer.
Orson Smith worked for Stimpson in the beginning, later he owned Smithland
Farms Holsteins at Chittenango. We all thought the world of Smitty.

The Pendergast girls also showed Holsteins at the Cortland County Fair.
Agnes and her sister called their farm Pender Acres. Baker Farms Holsteins
came here from Exeter, New Hampshire. Jerseys were shown by the
Luchsingers from Onondaga Hill and the Rich's from Delaware County.

We learned so much from K.C. Sly and Henry Thomas. K.C. was the
manager of McDonald Farms. Henry was the herdsman They came with the
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he: f 1 Cuernsey cattle from McDcnald Farms. it was a big catt.e snew 2t
tr.e Cortland Cour 3y Fair As we 4—Hers mingled w 1 these folks w2 T
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71" ormation abo ' ‘ne handling of dairy cattle.

Aaymond DeHart Marian Potte: 7*tc
st Cortland County delegates to Club Congress in Chicago . )

y inspiration for < club work stemmed from sister larian. Che .was
six vea.. Jlder and my idol. As pictured, she and Ray made 4-" history for
Cortland County in 1930. Our entire family was excited for her as she took the
lony  wwn ride to Chicago to attend the 4-H National lub Congress. She
recewved the aw, d for her outstanding work in homemakins .

- T e.. wrt was a long time successful farmer and . rshire breeder in
Corilaid - lounty. He and his family were great friends of ours for years and
years.
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STATE FAIR DAYS

I exhibited White Leghorn poultry at the Fair. That was the egg
producing breed. My hen was exhibited at the State Fair. Later on exhibiting
poultry ceased at the State Fair because of disease problems.

The experience of trucking the cattle from the Fairgrounds to the State
Fair was a real story. Mr. Knapp, the trucker, had one good arm and the
other one just had a hook at the elbow. However, he could handle cattle. Us
kids rode in the back, with our animals, of the open stake body truck to
Syracuse, something that would be unheard of in this day and age.

As 4-Hers we had the opportunity to exhibit at the State Fair, if our
animals, or produce was superior quality. I attended as an exhibitor and as a
delegate to Camp Pyrke. Delegates to Camp Pyrke were chosen from each
county to spend a week at the State Fair. I believe that the selection was
made on the basis of contributions to the county 4-H program.

Margaret and I have a picture of the delegation at Camp Pyrke in 1938.
It's one of these spread out long pictures. We are all standing or seated on the
front steps of Camp Pyrke. At one end of the picture is Margaret Smith, who
was a delegate that year from Saratoga County--1 was on the other end, a
delegate from Cortland County.

We have had much fun about that picture. It was before we ever knew
each other and our first opportunity to be in the same picture. Miracles do
happen--- later we would be pictured much, much closer together!

Our Busy Helpers 4-H Club had a softball team. In the days of Agent
Ralph Higley a 4-H softball league evolved. We played Solon, Virgil, McGraw
and the River Valley team. The River Valley team from the Little York--Preble
Valley, was the best 4—H softball team in the state. More than once they
were champions at the New York State Fair. We never had that quality over
here, but we had a lot of fun playing against them. Roger and Russell Coon,
Stan Weddle, Gerald Burgett, Max LeFever, Ed Lonergan were some of the
River Valley players.

Those were some of my experiences in 4-H and I treasure them. [
should thank my parents for the encouragement given us children as we were
growing up. We shall never forget and we hope that we are passing some of
those ideals on to our grandchildren growing up in the difficult times of today.
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THE BOWE FAMILY

This would be a good place to write more about our local 4-H leader,
Alfred Bowe and his siblings. He lived on the Bloomfield Farm with John and
Margaret Bloomfield. He came from England with his brothers, Joe and
Andrew and sister Mary. They were from Workington, England. After we
purchased the Bloomfield Farm in 1942, he went to help Frank Wavle on the
beautiful O.U. Kellogg Farm near Cortland. That farm was sold and Alfred
helped friends, Bob and Cora Webster formerly from Truxton, with their
greenhouse in Homer. Later he went back to his homeland, England. Before
he left for England, a countywide party by the Cortland Holstein Club was held
at the Cortlandville Grange Hall in his honor.

Joe Bowe also worked on the Bloomfield Farm, later for George and
Helen Beard. George owned the farm where Eddie and Lori Poole live now.
When the Beards sold to Merton and Gertrude Poole and moved to Quaker
Basin, Joe came to work for us on the same farm that he worked for years
previously for John Bloomfield. Later on Joe went back to England. All this
time Joe had a wife and family in England. He would send them money at
certain times.

One of my favorite stories about Joe took place on a Christmas
morning. He had come in for breakfast after chores and our little Joanne was
there, perhaps three or four yeas old. The children all loved Joe with his white
hair and mustache. Joe spoke to Joanne in his very English brogue,

"Did yee see Santy last night'"?
Joanne shook her head "No" as she looked up at him.

Joe: "Well I did".

Joanne's eyes opened wide with wonder.

doe: "I saw him right up back of the heifer barn with his sleigh and his

reindeer. A jolly little old fellow with his white whiskers, Yess sireee,

Here he was and then he took off in a flash”.

I'm sure Joanne thought about Joe and 'Santy’ Claus most of that Christmas
morning.

Joe was getting along in years and I began to wonder what his plans
were for the future. One evening he and I were in the kitchen eating popcorn.
I asked him, "Joe, have you ever thought about returning to your family in
England?" Shortly after that he came to me and said, "Bernard, I'se going".

He, too, had many friends. Margaret and I planned a going away party
for him. Soon after, May 3, 1958, Dad and Mother drove Joe to LaGuardia

Airport in New York City. He flew to Scotland. When he arrived at his family
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home | Workington, England, it was a complete surprise to thera as he b ai
not sert w¢ ~ 0 s coming home. Sad to relate, Joe had littie “ime toer hig
rett . » dav e started to cross the highway and w: voya-car he  ed
.. . terv s. We visited his family in Workington, F- _ and:n *30. '»
met . oe's ch:ldren lillie and Mary. They brought out the autograph hc- - “hat
was given to him at nis going away party. That party met much to @i !
famr:l: . e spent over 20 years in this country working on two ferms. ¢ 2,
as=a v el ' mever 1id afamily. We visited his grave in Wo ingto .

r ew, a thi brother. worked on some farms arour 1 . 3ble. . ter
married ve n Nedrow and is buried in the Truxton cemetery. A siste
Bowe Young, wife of George, is in the same cemetery. On Andrew's grave one
is siso k2 name, Joseph Bowe. However, Joe lies in England

‘ured below are Joe and Alfred Bowe. These quiet, kin I  en remain

inde: " le ‘n ray memory.

Joe The Bowe brothers Alfred
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baked the cake), Stella Gould Fales,  oe Taylc -~ Margaret Smith otter,
Richard Brooks--president of ¢ ™ alumni
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' ME FOR CHURCH
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PREACHERS IN THE PULPIT

The following are some of the preachers who have served our Truxton
Methodist Church. Baden Mudge was pastor about the time Dad and Mother
moved here in 1920. He married John Feeter Sr.'s sister, Marian Feeter
Mudge. We became well acquainted with Baden over the years as he returned
to see the Feeter family who were our good friends. The first minister family I
really remember was Paul and Mrs. Eberly. Their son, Robert, has been a
highly respected physician in Cortland.

Rev. & Mrs. J. Wayne Hunter were here when I was in the 5th grade
and 7th grades. In 1932 Mrs. Hunter gave me a bible for perfect attendance
at Junior League. Two of their children I do remember well, Harold and Naomi.
Naomi was a very pretty girl. Years later we heard that she died of leukemia
following her marriage. Sad. Harold became a medical doctor. Later a son,
Jack, was born to this family

After the Hunters, Rev. Ernest Devine was our minister. I recall his
children as daughter Clarice, her older sister Mabel, a brother Frank and
another brother. Rev. Devine was one of our Scout leaders.

Clytus and Mary Mowry. Mary was a missionary's daughter. I wasn't
baptized as a little kid and therefore could not join the church. Clytus baptized
me on a Sunday afternoon at the church by myself because 1 was too shy to go
before the congregation. Later I joined the church when Clytus was still our
pastor. Clytus was a handsome man, over six feet tall. In a neighborly
conversation I heard Anna Feeter say, "He doesn't need to preach, 1 could just
sit in the church pew and gaze at him"! In February of this year, 1998,
Margaret and 1 visited Clytus and Mary in their retirement home in Lakeland,
Florida. Now in their eighties, they are both in excellent health and Mary is
just as pretty as I remember her when 1 was a teenager. Clytus still plays nine
holes of golf each week. (Since the above writing I have learned that Clytus is
now in nursing care in Lakeland).

We were in high school and I remember going to the Cazenovia Institute.
That was at the Cazenovia Seminary (now College) where teenagers came and
spent a week of learning and fun. It was a church camp like Casowasco is
today.
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At the institute I became a friend of Paul Illick. Paul was born in China.
His father was a missionary, later after returning he became a professor at
Syracuse University. I lost track of him, but then he came to Cornell and we
became reacquainted. He wanted to play soccer, but had no money for soccer
shoes. I loaned him some at that time. He was a fine fellow-- I'd like to know
where Paul [llick is today.

Clytus Mowry owned a Willis Overland rumble seat car. John Feeter
and I were riding in the rumble seat on our way to Cazenovia Institute. On
Route 20 going down the hill to the Delphi Road, Clytus must have put it in free
wheeling. It seemed like it was going 100 miles an hour, anyway we got a thrill
out of it and survived.

Later Rev. John and Thelma Lewein came to Truxton and became our
dear friends. John and Thelma invited Margaret and me for dinner at the
parsonage soon after we were engaged in the spring of 1944. He was here at
the time I got out of college. They moved in the summer of 1944. I have more
to say about John Lewein when recalling the burning of our church.

Leonard and Mary Alice Hackney, also great friends, came here in 1944,
Margaret and I were just married. Leonard, Mary Alice, Margaret and I played
cards many times at the parsonage and at our house. Leonard's parents
immigrated from England via Canada to settle in Erieville, N.Y. where they
were farmers. Leonard later was Deputy Grand Master of the Masons and
was also Chaplain for the State Grange. How fortunate we were to have them
as our church leaders in Truxton. In fact we thought so much of them that the
community raised enough money so he could buy a new car!

Frank and Jean Congdon were one of the last pastor couples to live in
the brick parsonage in Truxton. Jean had been in nursing and Frank worked
for Black-Clauson in Fulton for a number of years. After being a very active
layman, he decided to go into the ministry. He and Jean were with us a
number of years. They had three children. Howie, their son, helped us on the
farm and then went on to college. Howie survived a tipped over tractor
accident on the farm, which was a miracle. He had hauled a load of manure up
into the meadow above Route 13. We were backing up to the steep bank
overlooking the road to spread where we could not drive. The Ford tractor did
not have good brakes. The heavy spreader pulled the tractor back down the
hill and the tractor flipped. Howie crawled out with only a scratch on his head
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and some cracked ribs. We really believe the Lord was looking after him.

Rev. LeRoy and Helen Schultz, Rev. Tom and Bodwin Kline, Rev. Milton
and Mildred Sweet, Rev. Randy and Carol Ross pastored our church. Other
pastors were here for brief periods, but Bob and Alice McCune occupy special
place in our hearts. Elsewhere I have a letter chapter about them.

For ten years Clara and Ralph Faulkner ministered to us. Truxton-
East Homer was Ralph's first charge at close to fifty years of age. He was a
dairy farmer and had little or no church leanings. By his own words he says
that his life and marriage were in jeopardy. One evening as he was walking
from his cow barn to the house, he was struck by a "great power". He fell on
his knees, gave himself to the Lord at that moment. That is really being "born
again”. Clara was his strength. He sold his farm, cattle, entered Community
College and studied and later became ordained. Clara was a professional with
the Girl Scouts. She is a beautiful singer. Ralph and I went to the State Fair
several times. He loved cattle and we watched the judging. We had some great
times, other than being our minister. From Truxton, Ralph moved to Oneida
church and is now retired living in Virginia. Margaret and I were thrilled that
he and Clara drove from Virginia to attend our golden wedding party. We have
had the pleasure of visiting them in Charlottesville. _

Sandy McGrady, our first lady pastor, was here for six years. She has
tremendous talent. She left here to preach in the Deansboro and Oriskany
Falls churches. Pastor Nora Jerzak followed Rev Sabin who was here for one
year. She also came to the ministry after years of lay experience. Her
husband Ed is an excellent lay speaker and an EMT. In June 2001 she
became pastor in Ogdensburg.

Pastor Norma Fellows and her husband Pastor Art Fellows moved into
our parsonage July 1, 2001. She is serving East Homer-Truxton; he, Cuyler-
South Otselic. She brings a bible based worship experience to our
congregation. We eagerly welcomed them and look forward to their being
members of our valley community for years to come.

All of these pastors we've mentioned have been important in our lives
and the church which has stood us many years. We've had our highs and lows
as far as the activity in the church, but the Truxton United Methodist Church
has continued. We hope we've been a part of helping it continue. The spouses
of our pastors were much a part of the ministry. Thelma and John Lewein
returned for the 150th anniversary of the East Homer church along with
Randy, Bob and Alice and Ralph and Clara.

The parsonage, when I was a kid, was where Wallace Seamans lives on
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Correction
Page 75, A Country Farm Boy Remembers, Bernard W. Potter, 2001.
Add this line at the top of the page:

Main street in Truxton. Later we bought the brick house where Steve and Pat
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OUR BEAUTIFUL CHURCH BURNS

When Margaret and I arose on the 21st of December 1992, there was a
light covering of new fallen snow. Soon it dawned on me that this is the
shortest day of the year. I always look forward to this day, not because it is

_the first day of winter, but because it is the first day of more daylight and an
eventual spring.

As we were eating our oatmeal, the telephone rang. It was from Meg at
the Cortland Standard. She had been assigned to search out a story on the fire
that destroyed our church on Christmas Sunday, December 20, 1942. Skip
Chapman, news editor, had directed her to me. Probably he thought I was the
most elderly person in Truxton! I assured Meg that 1 was very interested and
had some of the history. I would stop in the Standard about 11 and we could
visit. That was fine with her. Margaret and I talked with Doris Lockwood, dug
out a scrapbook, a church cookbook, some dedication programs and off I went
to Cortland.

On the way I stopped at the church and, from the overflow room wall,
lifted the frame containing several pictures of the old church and took it with
me. The structure was what I call typical colonial New England. It has been
mentioned that it was a Christopher Wren design. The tall steeple set it off.
The interior featured a raised choir loft and high pulpit. The pews were built
with doors at the ends. There was a balcony with pews on the two sides and
the end facing the pulpit. The balcony was never used to my memory. I recall
that a temporary ceiling was placed at balcony level, the purpose being to
conserve heat.

After going through the printed information and my recollections with
me, Meg had enough information to write the story. It dawned upon me that
there was a living person who was a key player in our church life at that time.
Rev. John Lewien was our pastor of the Truxton-East Homer-Cheningo charge
of the Methodist Episcopal Church. I suggested to Meg that if she wasn’t
working on a deadline that 1 would like to go home and call Rev. John Lewien in
Baldwinsville and get from him a first hand accounting of that tragic fire. She
agreed. I returned home and got on the phone with John and his wife, Thelma,
who resided in a retirement complex in B'ville.
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John, at 88 years, had not lost any of his mental sharpness. He shared
with me his vivid memories. These are very close to John’s words as we talked

on the telephone.

“It was a bitter cold morning of about a minus 25 degrees. In fact
it was so cold in the church that I stood on the register of that pipeless
hot air furnace, with my overcoat on, as I led the worship that Sunday
morning. The Christmas Cantata was fo be sung that evening in the
church and 1 told the janitor that we sure needed it warmed up by
evening. I really didn’t wish him to overdo it!

After noon I was at Cheningo for their service and someone came
in during the service and excitedly told me that a church in Cortland was
burning. I finished our worship and proceeded back toward Truxton, all
the time wondering why I was told about a fire in Cortland. As I neared
the village, I could see smoke. There were so many cars around that 1
had to park by Fred Applegate’s barbershop (where the post office is
today) and run, still not knowing where the smoke was coming from. As
I ran around the corner by the old hotel I saw the source. I threw my
hands in the air and cried, "It’s our Church".

Prior to my arrival, Jean Emery, choir director, who had entered
the church for choir robes and music, discovered the smoke. She hurried
to the parsonage and told Thelma. She and Thelma went to Karl
Muller’s house, across from the Church. Karl took one look outside and
shouted "call the fire department”. The fire truck went down back,
thinking the smoke was coming from the cellar. The truck got stuck in
the snow and had to be pulled out. By that time the whole interior was
ablaze. Thelma saw the windows blow out, as she was with Carl and
Haze] Vincent (who also lived across the street). I saw the steeple fall
on the Session Hall and immediately that building started burning.

Next morning Emmett O’Donnell called me and said new flames
had started. I went over and timbers in the cellar had flared. We then
pushed in some of the timbers that laid on the ground and they also
burned.

It was still terribly cold and when I walked home I had frost on
face. It started melting and ninning down my cheeks like tears. Little
Dawn, who was six years old, grabbed on to me and said, "Don’t cry,
Daddy, well get some money and build you a new Church". I also recall
that Billy Feeter, who was about 11 years old, gave me his dollar bill
that he had received for Christmas. That was the first gift to rebuild our
Church.

In the front of the church was a metal penny box. That box was
found later with coins all molded together. The church silverware, used
for suppers, was in the session hall. That silver was found after the fire
and was in usable shape. The water and ice had kept it cool.”

Those are John Lewien’s thoughts on December 21, 1992, fifty years
after this tragic loss. As John was telling me, over the phone, about little
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SEATS AND SIDEWALKS

Otis Young married Hazel Henry from East Homer. Brother George
married Mary Bowe, who came to The United States from England with her
brothers, Alfred, Joe and Andrew. Sons and daughters from these partnerships
attended our school and we were all great friends. Both families were farmers.

In our sanctuary is a plaque which reads, "The Pews in this Sanctuary
are Dedicated to the Glory of God in Memory of Fannie E. Young". Fannie
Young, whom I never knew, was the mother to Otis and George Young.

It seems at this point the similarities went in different directions. Otis
and family prospered and George’s family struggled. The reasons are not the
point for this story.

Rev. Leonard Hackney and I visited Otis and Hazel at their East Homer
farm home. We talked about the physical needs of the new church-one of
those being the pews. As I recall, the pews would cost about $3000. Very
quickly Otis said that his family would like to give the seats. Otis and Hazel
were strong supporters of the East Homer and Truxton churches.

George Young and family had lesser connection with our church,
although he felt that the Truxton church was important to the community. 1
guess he would be called a nominal Protestant.

One day I was visiting with George about the needs of the church, in this
new building program. I noted that we didn’t have any funding for the church
sidewalks. George said he would think about it. Now George had personal
difficulties and 'm sure money was not easy to come by.

Nevertheless, in a very short time I returned to George, as he had
requested, to hear his decision. George had made up his mind and quickly said,
“Bernard, if they are going to sit on Otis’s seats while they’re worshiping,
they’re going to walk on my sidewalks as they come to worship™!

George was true to his word--he funded the sidewalks. I'm sure God
remembers him for his generosity even in his troubles. The Young brothers,
Otis and George, are among the many who helped rebuild our church.
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ALICE and BOB MC CUNE

The following lengthy letters were directed to Bob and Alice McCune at
separate times. These words only scratch the surface of our love for these two
special friends. Bob is now known as Pastor Emeritus of the East Homer and
Truxton United Methodist Churches.

May 2, 1974
Dear Bob, Alice and Family,

Time has flown since that damp morning when we first met. You, Bob,
were blowing up a tire on your car at Briggs’ Garage in Truxton. Charlie
Murray drove up at the same time as he was coming from the milk station and
the three of us had a fine get acquainted visit.

That arrival and shaking of hands ushered in an era of good fortune, not
only for our family, but for literally thousands who have felt the touch of your
forthrightness, sincerity, friendship and faithfulness--in happiness and
adversity, as you and Alice pursued your commitments tc Christ.

We well remember the pleasures of meeting Grandmas and Grandpas
Romig and McCune and feeling the pride they exhibited for their family. Mr.
Romig steered a fine used camera our way, with which most of our picture
treasures were captured.

Do you remember borrowing our truck which you and Dad McCune took
to the sawmill and brought back loads of slab wood which helped cut down fuel
costs in the high ceiling hard to heat brick parsonage?

For a boy from Pittsburgh, you became very agricultural. When we still
housed cows in stanchions you used our raw milk to be pasteurized at home.
There were many visits in our barn. While I milked, you squatted on the stable
floor. Boy, we sure covered a multitude of issues and problems. We, with our
vast storehouses of wisdom, solved them all and were ready to take on more!

One issue that evaded resolution was your liberal oriented professors’
teachings at Boston University and my more conservative philosophy as
nurtured by the basic tenets of the American Farm Bureau Federation.

Needless to say, the extremes of both thought they were following God’s
principles for His creatures.

One day your understanding of animal husbandry increased
dramatically when you observed, as you drove out of East Homer, Gerald
Young milking “a dead cow™ I assured you that every thing you saw appeared
true except there must be an over- sight in your observation of the cow being
“dead”. I told you that I would check the cow. The answer was that the cow
was temporarily paralyzed from what we call “milk fever” and had chosen that
spot by the highway to have the attack. Gerald was only drawing from the
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udder a part of the accumulated milk. Bob, I understood that the cow was
“born again” and lived a long and productive life.

Bob, because of a snowstorm, you nearly neglected Alice in her hour of
need before Jimmy was born. It was a privilege for me to be standing by the
parsonage late in the evening in case she needed to proceed immediately to the
hospital. True to the end, you arrived in the nick of time to carry out your
fatherly responsibilities.

I recall your interest in restoring the old English Austin and especiaily
the hand turn signals which appeared from the roof. You and Ray Curtis
struck up some sort of an acquaintance in this venture.

Your ministry in our Tioughniogia Valley was productive. Not only did
you deliver meaningful sermons and services, you were behind other
developments. It was with your guidance that Released Time Religious
Education took “wings”. Margaret felt privileged to be your aid in that
program. The Lord’s Acre project of the Men’s Club was successfully carried
out. Lenten services with guest preachers continued to highlight in our parish.
We remember with thanks the quartet of Marcia and Ernie Cady, Alice and
you at some of the special services. The MYTF flourished with active youth and
plenty of participation at Casowasco.

Alice, through your teaching of piano and flute to Patty, Bill and Joanne,
you have left in us our eternal gratitude and love. It was you who urged us to
encourage Patty to learn the pipe organ. The results are with us now. Joanne,
then in junior high, started on the flute. Your teaching and her practicing
uncovered a remarkable talent for which we are also grateful.

Not all the happenings were the “happy” type. We led the opposition to
the Bingo Law in our town. To some, you will always be remembered as “Bingo
Bob”. 1 recall the sensitive issue of Catholicism vs. Protestantism. One time,
referring to a priest, the comment was made that he should be called Reverend
or Pastor, as he’s not my “Father”. Your energy and enthusiasm brought
many new members into our churches....not always did the volume of names
reciprocate by implementing their vows.

I recall these experiences for a purpose. The result was growth,
maturity, understanding and willingness to adjust, and a broader, deeper
commitment that should be a part of all of us as we try to fulfill God’s purpose.
You achieved this with dignity and with it all, gained a well deserved respect
from all of your associates.

To illustrate, I well remember that it was you, as a member of the
Cortland County Council of Churches, who initiated a resolution urging the
development of a plan fo engage in dialogue with local Catholic Churches to
implement what today is known as ecumenism. Your proposal has gone a long
way down the road to bring Christians of different theologies together.

Following your pastorate at Homer Avenue you again reached a need as
chaplain to the State Teacher’s students through the Council of Churches.
Your transfer to Elmira left a void in our community which could only be filled
by a deeper understanding of your service. Later we received the glad tidings of
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your returning to be our District Superintendent. Your concern for us in this
parish had never left. We hope in some small way to have reciprocated.

Margaret, as President of the District United Methodist Women, has
served the post with more confidence because of your being available for
guidance. She relates that most recent example of your “devotion to duty”.
Only last Wednesday you mounted your bicycle, pedaled across Syracuse with
a film that was to be a key part of the UMW meeting, and arrived in time for
the program to go on without a hitch.

A final happy experience happened last summer when you and Bishop
Yaekel were part of the County Cluster Service in Cortland First Methodist.
Margaret thought it would be nice, if you, the Bishop, Randy Ross and your
families would come out to the farm and enjoy a swim in our pool with friends.
So it happened and what fun. You and the Bishop in the water and with
Randy’s feet soaking, we decided that indeed the pool was now filled with “holy
water”! Janet and Ernie Young thought so much of it that they took a jar full
home!

As you return to your parish ministry, we thank you for placing before
us a Christian example for life. We feel that somewhere down the road, that
you will become one of our Bishops, and when that time comes, your friends in
Cortland County will say the loudest, “AMEN".

Sincerely,
Margaret and Bernie

(letter from Margaret to Alice and Bob)
August, 1994

Just read Bernard’s 1974 words to you, Alice and Bob. Of course I
remember those, or most of those incidents, but I have other memories as well.
I remember being a counselor at a Casowasco camp when you were the
Directors - the wonderful experience of working with the youth in a truly
Christian environment.

I also have fond memories of helping with a MYF group. The Maxson
boys, Alice Heath, Georgienna Murray are some of the group that have always
been good friends. Remember going to a retreat at Casowasco with the group
and finding when I arrived that I had forgotten my pjs. The girls got a big kick
out of my sleeping in a slip!

Syncopation was a favorite game we played after many of the
stimulating discussions that the groups had. Georgienna and I always laugh
about what is middle age? She expressed it as around 35. That was about my
age at the time. She in time reached that age and has gone far beyond!

Bernard mentioned Released Time. That was a challenge for me. I
learned more than they did, I am sure. One of the students at that time
recently said to me that he thought he gave me a hard time. 1 assured him
that I didn’t remember it that way.
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MILLER GRANGE -- ACOMMUNITY LEADER

In our lives, day to day activities usually follow a routine and this routine
rarely gets upset except for vacations, accidents, illness and the like. Such
was the history of our Methodist church. Sunday school followed by church
service, set special services and and suppers, all following a pattern. When the
tragic fire, on Christmas Sunday 1942, occurred which destroyed our beautiful
colonial edifice and session hall, some of this changed in our church routine.

Miller Grange #442 quickly offered its first floor hall for church services.
Grange meetings were moved to the upstairs in the Grange hall. Rev. John
Lewein was our preacher at that time and he was followed by Rev. Leonard
Hackney. Leonard became master of the Grange. In fact, as years went by
Leonard served in many capacities in the state Grange, finishing as State
Grange Chaplain. Many church members were also active in the Grange.

Previously the upstairs of the Grange Hall had been used for first grade
classes for the expanded centralized Truxton Central School. The Home
Bureau had its meetings upstairs as well as the Truxton Busy Helpers 4-H
club. So you can understand that this Hall, formerly a drug store, was a very
important center for community activity in our rural hamlet. I remember
when a community fair was held upstairs. All sorts of crafts, baked and
canning goods and even chickens were displayed at this event. I believe it was
organized by Don Huddleston, ag teacher.

As I remember the building, as a small boy, there were two rooms on the
main floor. A partition was removed to make the one room. I also remember
the original Truxton Central School orchestra having a concert in the hall. I'm
trying to think of the conductor’s name (1998-- now I have it, Mr. Gage). There
was a small stage and often times skits or plays were held. The Turner
brothers, Tom and Bill, were our best known performers at these events. The
Turners were the solid foundation for Miller Grange. I'm going to ask Tom to
recall some of his early activities. He had his 90th birthday on March 30th.

(Regretfully our friend Tom Turner passed away on November 7, 1995.
We will never have the privilege of his recollections).
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WORLD WAR 1I

BLOOMFIELD FARM PURCHASED--CORNELL COMPLETED

The Bloomfield Farm situated across the river valley, to the west from
our home farm, was to be sold. To get the setting, 1 will provide some
background. At John Bloomfield's death his heirs were five nieces and
nephews. None of them wanted the farm and to settle the estate, a complete
dispersal was on Nov. 9 & 10, 1942. Margaret, his wife, had predeceased him.

In my mind the farm which dad purchased, November 9, 1942, will
always be the "Bloomfield Farm”. John Bloomfield and Margaret O’Brien
Bloomfield were the “salt of the earth”. They loved children but had none of
their own. In her later years Margaret became blind--consequently no changes
were made in her house so she could continue to do her housework. John
Bloomfield was fortunate to have Alfred Bowe as his herdsman and manager. 1
write about Alfred later.

My Professor of Farm Management, Stanley W. Warren, at Cornell
had often taken his class on field trips to the John Bloomfield farm in Truxton.
He used it as an example study project for his students. I had taken his Farm
Appraisal and Farm Management courses. Stan knew that our home farm
was adjacent to the farm to be sold. So he invited me, Jerry Bowne and John
Turrel, all students and friends, to accompany him to the auction.

Upon arriving at the farm, the first person I remember seeing was my
father. He wanted to speak to me. We walked over by the shed at the rear of
the house. When he asked me if I would like to buy the farm, my head filled
with high expectations. Dad had never previously talked with me about this
possibility. With the usual formality the auction was called to order. The
people were all seated in the tent which was set up between the driveways in
front of the barn and beside the house. R. Austin Backus was the auctioneer
and sales manager. Mr. Backus was the auctioneer of choice for most of the
registered Holstein dispersals in the northeast. We sat on the left side.

Bids were taken. Dad would bid and then Mr. Otis Young, seated on the
right side, would bid. Mr. Young and Dad were good friends. Also Mr. Young was
a very successful farmer. He and Mrs. Young were the parents of six sons and
a daughter. He owned more than one farm at that time and would and could

purchase more for his family. It was later learned that, early in the morning,
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To continue this saga of my exciting life, read on---The following is a letter
which I wrote to my family on Thursday, 11-12-42 three days following the
purchase of the Bloomfield farm on Monday. I was a senior at Cornell. It was
found in some of the memorabilia my parents saved. ----

Thursday Evening
Dear Mother, Dad, Willard & all,

I am now in Willard-Straight Theatre getting ready to rehearse for the
play. It’s taking more time than I ever anticipated, but guess I'll be able to
weather it. It goes on next Friday & Sat; then 3 times after that.

Last night I was very glad to be able to conduct the most successful
Round-Up Club Smoker in years. Don’t mind if pat myself on the back. Have
gotten H. E. Babcock to speak at our A.G.R. smoker next Wed. evening. This
smoker is for the Profs as well as the fellows---the Profs really jump at the
chance to hear Babcock. I'm going down tomorrow and meet him. --Ought to

be a good experience.

You don’t know how good I've felt since Monday. I might not have
mentioned it before, but ever since I knew anything about a farm, I've want to
work the Bloomfield Farm. It also makes me feel good to know that you've got
enough confidence in me to take on the farm. I realize that it will be tough but
I'm sure that we'll be able to work out of it.

I really made a mess of things by not taking those extra hours, but I
believe there is a way I can get the other hours and still be home next term. Of
course if I have to come before this term is over, it wouldn’t make any
difference anyway.

I'm just home at 11:45. If I don’t bust out it'll be a wonder.

I haven’t read anything about the meeting in Utica, Mother, but
suppose everything turned out all right.

Well, T've got to do a little studying then go to bed. Please write if you get
time.
Love,
Bernard
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FARMER--SCHOOL TEACHER

‘Twas 1943, World War 11, Rationing--sugar---tires--fuel--new farm
machinery nonexistent and more. Teachers of agriculture had been called to
Serve in the Armed Forces. The agricultural training at home was in trouble.
Soldiers need food. That was the situation in many places and so it was in
Truxton in August 1943.

I had graduated from Cornell in January 1943 and was working with
Dad and Mother on the farms. I was just 21 years old. Dad had purchased the
Bloomfield Farm in November 1942. Miss Marian Hartnett the Principal of
our Truxton Central School called me to come to her office. Miss Hartnett had
been my principal and sometimes teacher when I was in High School. She was
a role model for any youngster.

Miss Hartnett very quickly came to the point, “If we are going to keep
the Agriculture Department open we will need a teacher. Bernard, we would
like you to teach.” Wow, 21 years old, green as grass, a farm military
deferment, cows to milk, crops to harvest, no teaching experience, no
professional education courses taken in college, and more---. And still she gave
me an invitation--she knew that many of our farm boys in school needed
courses in agriculture. To make the matters more complicated my father, Dr.
W. H. Potter, was president of the school board.

My head was spinning. Dad, Mother and I immediately visited about
this “call”. The decision was if I could handle the chores and milking on the
farm, I could give Miss Hartnett a possible “Yes”. Dad very positively said
that as school board president he would have no part in any discussion with the
board of education about my empioyment. He would not be present in any of
the deliberations. Dad was a “straight arrow” and would not have any conflict
of interest.

I returned to Miss Hartnett and indicated that I was ready to accept, if--
The Selective Service Board felt this was in the war effort as well as being in
production agriculture. Miss Hartnett approached the Draft Board and
without any hesitation it approved and lauded Miss Hartnett’s request to keep
the department open in conjunction with the War effort.

Miss Hartnett and I set out the schedule guidelines. I would teach 10
gz



months at $200 a month. The usual practice was for teachers of agriculture to
work the year around. In the summer when school was not in session, the
teacher would visit the student’s farm and advise him of improved practices
for his project. No way could I do this with haying and all to be done on the
farm. I would do classroom teaching only. A teacher-trainer from Cornell
would visit me occasionally to help in classroom procedures and organization.

So starting in September 1943 [ was a farmer and a teacher. [ was
teaching under a temporary teaching certificate from the Department of
Education in Albany.

As I recall I was to teach Agriculture I and IV every year and Ag II and
I11 in alternating years. I was also to teach 7th and 8th grade Shop. So I had
5 classes 5 days a week. Boy, was this ever a learning experience for me! In
shop I taught what I remembered from my own teachers in 7th and 8th
grades. I think I stayed one day ahead of my students. In agriculture [ used
existing syllabi and gradually added my own ideas and goals for my students.
We also took field trips copied after Prof. Stan Warren’s Farm Management
course in Cornell.

An evening farm machinery repair course was established for helping
farmers keep their machines in running order. The program was called Rural
War Production Training or RWPT and was funded by the government. At
different times two local men were employed for technical help. Gene Lindsay
who had operated garages in both East Homer and Cuyler was one and the
other was Bob Ossont from DeRuyter. He later taught agriculture in Fabius.
My responsibility was to administer the program. It was very successful as it
served wartime need for our farmers.

Soon Margaret and I were dating and I had a pretty full day. But I was
young, eager and the work was all exciting and so I enjoyed most of my days.
The students were great. Even today, 1996, some of my old students and I
talk about those good old school days and how we worked and played together.

Miss Hartnett was a great support for this rookie. My new friend, Prof.
Roy Olney, from Cornell was my advisor. He and I became close friends. The
faculty in our school was very supportive also. Coach Andy Tei even got me to
officiate in J-V basketball games. I quicikiy found out that it was not my bag!
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COURTSHIP, LOVE AND MARRIAGE
MARGARET BELL SMITH

It’s really hard to know where to start a recounting of Margaret's and
my courtship and marriage. As mentioned earlier, my first introduction to
Margaret Smith was via a photograph taken on the steps of Pyrke House at
the State Fair--probably 1938 although it could have been ‘39, before we both
entered Cornell. Of course we didn’t speak to each other in the picture, but we
were in it. Margaret on one end I on the other, of the pancramic picture!

I do remember our first meeting. It was early in the fall of 1939 when
we were both Cornell freshmen. The University 4-H Club held a get acquainted
party for new students. We were there. We must have shook hands or
whatever college freshmen do when they meet.

Shortly thereafter we met at the corner of Tower Road and Garden Ave,
as we were crossing in opposite directions. Her smile had infected me at the
4-H party and apparently she hadn’t forgotten the meeting. As we passed, at
the street crossing, we smiled at each other and went about our business. To
this day she will swear that she doesn’t have the faintest recollection of smiling
and meeting at Tower and Garden--but I do!

During our college years we never dated. We knew each other through
various campus activities and as I recall I always thought of her as a casual
college friend. I was always kind of shy with the fairer sex and not very
aggressive. Margaret was active in upper campus life and the Ag-Domecon
board. I was well aware of those activities. 1 also knew that she had friends at
Alpha Zeta which was a scholastic agricultural fraternity. As I was not one of
the most intellectual students on the hill, perhaps I was not in her class. Also
later on, and 1 could never figure this one out, she was wearing an AGR pin and
I knew it was not one of my Cornell brother’s! So, I never asked for a date.
Margaret did come to an AGR Christmas party, with Gordon Jones who was
AGR's Noble Ruler. However, for the record, Gordie had a broken leg at that
time and I'm sure that she thought it would be safe to accompany a broken
legged AGR to their party!

The summer of 1943 changed everything. Dad had purchased the
Bloomfield Farm in November 1942. 1 had graduated in January 1943 and
came home to the new farm to help Dad and Mother with the entire farm
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business. World War I was on, help was scarce and food was needed.
Margaret graduated in June 1943 and was hired as Associate 4-H Agent in
Cortland County beginning July 1. Apparently there were two candidates for
the job and I knew both ladies. Norman Brown of Lapeer and Frank Wavle of
Cortlandville liked Margaret’s credentials, of which not the least was her
attractiveness and happy personality. They encouraged the Board to give her
the job. Ilearned later on that Margaret might have liked to go to another
county, but her Mother urged her to take the job that was offered. Praise the
Lord, for Katherine Smith and her infinite wisdom.

Margaret Smith took a room, in Cortland, with Irvin and Kay Perry. Irv
was Farm Bureau (now Extension) agent and he also came from Saratoga
County--Margaret’s home. The Perry and Smith families were friendly.

July 1st came and I realized that here was a young lady on her first job
in a strange environment. She ought to have someone welcome her. Sol
thought a visit by me might alleviate some of the anxiety and tension in her
new surroundings.

During this particular week, there was a carnival going on on the county
fair grounds. Ithought that would be a nice relaxing atmosphere so I gave
Margaret a call, after work--5-6 o’clock—- and asked her if she would like to take
in the carnival that evening. As I look back, I guess it was rather short notice!
She accepted and I picked her up at 8! We had a good time except I was sick
after riding on the “Whip” and left my supper in back of one of the rides. I don’t
recall anything else about that evening, our first date.

I guess I was rather embarrassed about the carnival incident. I did not
ask for another date with Margaret during the summer. Also I wasn’t smart
enough to think that a nice young lady might take it as an insult that she
wasn't being asked out again. This all came to my attention in early
September when Margaret’s landlady, Kay Perry, met my mother in Cortland.
Kay, who was never short for words, said to mother, “Margaret’s wondering
where’s Bernard?” Of course my mother told me of the conversation and I
immediately thought, “Humm. she _is lonely”.

During the war, Colgate and Cornell were to play a football game in SU’s
Archibold Stadium. It was to take place shortly after the Mother-Kay Perry
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visit. My good friend and rcommate Jim Cochrane and his fiancé Dottie O'Meal
were coming to the game. I asked Margaret if she would accompany me. She
graciously accepted. She and Dottie were very good friends at Cornell. I could
have had a slight reservation about the date as seeing Dottie might have been
the big reason for Margaret accepting my invitation. The game day came and
the four of us had a great time in Archibold and following the game we went to
the Mizpah Hotel for dinner.

After a fine dinner and visit, Jim and Dottie went their way. Margaret
and I drove back to Cortland. I remember like yesterday, walking Margaret to
Perry’s door. I thanked her for the great day and evening. She thanked me and
I kissed her on the hand as we said “Goodnight”. That was the last time I
kissed her on the hand!

During October and November we had a number of dates. I can’t begin
to describe how our love grew, it seemed so spontaneous and real. Our
companionship was exciting and purposeful. Just before Christmas I gave her
my pin and she wore it with pride.

We made a trip to Charlton where Margie introduced me to her parents,
Katherine and Rey Smith. This meeting was the beginning of a wonderful
relationship with two of the finest parents a son-in-law could wish to have. I
suspected that Mother Smith might wonder if this young man might be just
another! Father Rey Smith, the quiet one, just smiled, “OK”.

Early in January 1944, 1 was sure that Margaret and I were meant to
become married. I purchased a diamond ring at Woodworth'’s (not Woolworths)
Jewelry store on Clinton Avenue in Cortland. Shortly thereafter, after a lovely
evening together, without asking, I placed it on her ring finger as we kissed
“Goodnight” in Irv and Kay Perry’s porch hallway. Margaret still says she was
never proposed to.

Soon after that Margie and I made a Sunday trip to Norwich. Gilbert,
Margaret's brother, his wife Phyllis and one year old Beverly lived there. Gil
was Assistant Farm Bureau agent in Chenango County--just before moving to
Penn Yan. We have a picture taken on that special day. On that day Lttle did
1 realize that this was the beginning of a lifetime relationship with two more
wonderful peopie, Phyllis and Gilbert Smith.
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Of course the inevitable question arose, “When are you two getting
hitched?”. Margie had advised me, when one enters into Extension work, that
person should work at least two years to pay the "dues" for the training. 1
didn’t argue that point but I did feel that some may be able to pay their “dues”
quicker than others. So she suggested eighteen months which would make it
January 1945 for a wedding. 1 couldn’t see a winter wedding and I suggested
maybe we could pay the “dues” in 12 months and have a June wedding. It
became real and so the date was set for June 10, 1944 at Sage Chapel on the
Cornell Campus.

Time went fast that winter, Margaret with her 4-H work and my
farming and Ag teaching. Weekends Margaret would spend at least one night
at Dad and Mother Potter’s. After Sunday morning’s chores I would go
upstairs, to the middle room, and wake Margaret. In sleep she was also
beautiful. We then would have breakfast with Dad and Mother. Dad and
Mother loved Margaret as their ownt daughter.

Margie occasionally remarked that sister Billie was supposed to marry a
farmer! Yet Margaret never gave me the slightest thought that she wanted to
change her mind. I gave her plenty of opportunities. During the war, the
buckrake was a tool that farmers could assemble. It was then used to move
hay from the field to the barn. In May I was making one, with some other
farmers, down at the county highway garage on Miller Street. Late in the
afternoon I headed for home to do chores. I decided to go over to Perry’s to see
Margie. I was a mess from the shop. We sat on the front steps at the Perry
home on North Main Street and visited. I thought afterward about how dirty I
was-- my dear Margaret just didn’t seem to care.

Planning our wedding was the main topic. I was soon to learn Margie as
a pro when it comes to organizing. I remember when her wedding gown came.
The groom was not to see it until the day, however I convinced her that one
peek wouldn’t upset the plans. She took me upstairs to her room and showed
me her dress--wow

We also had much to do in home preparation at the Bloomfield farm
house. Iremember Margaret coming home from Mr. Alexander’s auction
where she had purchased dishes, silverware and a rug. I'm sure Margaret could
write chapters about all the preparations that I haven’t the foggiest idea.
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WEDDING BELLS

Probably Margaret should write her own chapter on the details leading
up to our June 10, 1944 wedding. However, the groom remembers some
things. They maybe sketchy but I'll give it a whirl.

Let’s see, we had to have a minister. As we both wanted to be married
in Sage Chapel at Cornell and as Margaret was well acquainted with the
Presbyterians in Ithaca, it seemed logical to ask the local pastor to do the
honors. So we went over to Ithaca and met with Rev. Walter Dodds, the pastor
at the First Presbyterian Church. We asked him to marry us and he
consented. Reverend Dodds was a square jawed feller who looked like a Cornell
fullback. He took down the details of date, time, etc and that was the last we
saw of him until the wedding day. You see, wedding and marriage lessons? just
weren’t done in those days.

We had to have attendants. Jim Cochrane my good friend and
roommate at Alpha Gamma Rho was glad to be my best man. He asked me to
reciprocate for he and Dottie at their wedding which was to be two weeks after
Margaret’s and mine. Margaret had already asked her sister-in-law Phyllis
Smith to be her matron of honor as her only attendant. Margaret’s brother
Gilbert Smith, my brother Carleton Potter, Roger Bradley and Gerald Young
brother AGRs and dear friends accepted as ushers.

Little Evelyn Barrett, niece of Margaret’s sister-in-law Isabel Ketcham
- Smith, was our flower girl. Maybe she carried the ring also. 1 say ring in the
singular. My father never wore a wedding band and mother’s and his marriage
had been bound by love for years. I guess I copied my father for whom I had
so much affection and admiration. I often wished that I had received a ring at
our wedding. Margie and I took care of that omission on our anniversary thirty
years later.,

Our wedding day came and frankly I must have beenin a fog as [
remember very little of the ceremony. The beautiful Sage Chapel organ must
have played, Rev. Dodds must have said the words and we must have
exchanged our vows and promised “to love and obey till death us do part™, but I
don’t remember a thing. Forgive me, Margaret. Margaret reminded me tonight
that Phyllis Dittman, played the Clocktower Chimes for us before and after the
wedding ceremony.

Most of our family was present, many neighbors from Chariton and
Truxton, Margaret’s and my college friends including many of my fraternity
brothers, and some of our professors. Among those who couldn’t make it was
Margaret’s brother, Harold Smith, who was serving in Italy in World War I1.

We do have some pictures of the receiving line outside of Sage Chapel.
There must be more somewhere. If any of our family has some we would like
to make copies of them. Today, the conventional picture taking would be done
in Sage. Not so, in 1944. We went to Trevor Teele’s photography studio to
have formal pictures taken. It seemed to take forever. Margaret had planned
a wonderful reception up in Martha Van Rensselaer Hall. I should add that
the formal pictures are treasures for us to this day.
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We finally arrived at Martha Van Rensselaer where the party was well
in progress. Iremember that younger brother Willard had more than a little
fun at the reception. It was at the reception that my Uncle Edmund Hazzard
approached us and asked where we were going on our honeymoon. My uncle
was to be trusted and we told him we thought Toronto. He took his house key
out of his pocket and offered it to us for our first night. Uncle Edmund and
Aunt Emma lived in East Rochester and I had often visited them in the
summer. Our money was not too plentiful so we jumped at his offer.

As we started to leave Ithaca in our 1940 maroon Chevrolet coupe, a
hose to the radiator broke. Late Saturday afternoon is not the most ideal time
for auto repairs, but somehow we were able to get it replaced.

After along day and a late start we finally arrived in the East Rochester
area. I believe we ended up at a Howard Johnson’s in Pittsford for a bite.
We found Unecle’s house at a late hour. The rest of the evening was uneventful
except my loving brother Carleton had the telephone operator ringing my Aunt
and Uncle’s number every thirty minutes all night. We didn’t answer the
phone. Later when I found out what was up, I kicked myself for not answering
and make him pay for the call!

The next day, Sunday the 11th, we drove to Niagara Falls which was the
usual destination for honeymooners in those days. I remember that I was so
green about worldly things that I asked the desk clerk, “If we stayed two
nights, would it be any cheaper?”. Can’t remember if we did stay one or two
nights. We went on to Toronto and found a lovely tourist home, Barbara
Barnes, where we stayed during our visit to Toronto. I had been in Canada
several times with Dad for the purchase of cattle and I felt really comfortable
with the Canadian people--just like us.

We left Toronto on the automobile ferry to Rochester across Lake
Ontario. When we arrived at the Hazzards at 115 Woodbine Ave Aunt and
Uncle greeted us with hugs and laughs. It seems as though they had a school
teacher roomer who had a bad back and her mattress was reinforced with a
sheet of plywood-- that was the bed we had chosen. Margaret and I never
knew the difference!

We arrived back in Truxton later that evening and enjoyed the “ tourist
home” of Dad and Mother Potter for about one week until we finally settled
into our honeymoon sixteen room home at 3455 Route 13. Forty six years and
eight months later Margaret and I moved to our second honeymoon home on
6351 Prospect Terrace in the hamlet of Truxton.

The light of our love for each other, lit at a carnival in 1943, has never

shown brighter than it does today--fifty years and five months later.
12-8-94
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MERRY CHRISTMAS to MARGIE

At this special time of family and gifts 'm
trying to think special
Words for yours

Perhaps because of your cherished Scotch
ancestry
An oft used line from another famous
Scotchman
Might be appropriate

“Oh wad some Power the giftie gie us
To see oursels as ithers see us!”

View the under stair closet from the inside
Now you see my Love for all the years

anonymous

revised by Bernie

December 28, 1993

inside the closet--a full length mirror!!

To Margie on Our Golden Wedding Day

If I should buy a silken gown to make you lovely look,
or hustle ‘round the town to buy some fiction book....

Or if by chance a lovely chair I'd buy for you today,
or maybe hose, or have your hair done up the nicest way....

It wouldn’t be the very thing I'd give to you this day,
for temporary joy they bring could then be cast away....

I've seen our little girls and boy growing up so splendid,
your loveliness in them has shown now all their play has ended....

And proud indeed I've always been when friends, one or the other,
greet me with, “Your children are all pictures of their mother!”

‘My gift for you is in our girls and boy all grown today,
and all the loveliness you've been, is in each one to stay.

Arnonymous
revised by Bernie
June 10, 1994
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IN PRAYER

Occasionally I am asked to give an invocation or grace prior to a meeting
or meal. One of my favorites is the following. I try to make this prayer a piece
of myself, even though inadequately. Wouldn't life be more beautiful if each of us
would endorse these words of "An Anonymous Prayer” to their fullness?

“Slow me down, Lord! Ease the pounding of my heart by the quieting of
my mind. Steady my hurried pace with a vision of the eternal reach of time.
Give me, amidst the confusion of my day, the calmness of the everlasting hills.

Break the tension of my nerves and muscles with the soothing music of
the singing streams that live in my memory. Help me to know the magical
restorative of sleep.

Teach me the art of taking minute vacations--of slowing down to look at
a flower, to chat with a friend, to pat a dog, to read a few lines from a good book.
Remind me each day of the fable of the hare and the tortoise, that I may know
that the race is not always to the swift;-- that there is more to life than

increasing its speed.

Let me look upward into the branches of the trees and know that they
grow tall because they grew slowly and well. Slow me down, Lord, and inspire
me to send my reots deep into the soil of Life’s enduring values, that I may
grow toward the stars of my greater destiny. Amen”

by Rev. Dr. Kenneth Roadarmel] at a State Fair Agricultural Dinner, circa 1969,
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