


8. Earl Cranson and helpers changed the upstairs to connect front hallway to back, installed a new
bathroom, hardwood floor and new windows in Patty’s bedroom and a hardwood floor In the
back hall. With the help of Joe Maher a new septic system in south lawn was connected to the
new bathroom. ¥

9. With these various projects, all existing electrical wiring was replaced. A new pole electric
service was placed near the north side of the house. The barn and the house were supplied
from it. With it was also a double throw switch for auxiliary power use in case of a power
outage.

10. The original walls of the house were clapboard, plank, open space, lath and plaster — very cold!
We replaced most of them with roll insulation and sheetrock. The high ceiling in the front room
was lowered several inches by Lloyd Sutton.

11. Most of our later electrical work was by Dave Elston. Can’t remember the earlier
electricians.

12. The kitchen of the former apartment was made into a laundry, barn clothes and reezer room.

The original tiny bathroom was completely remodeled. Jim McGuire installed a new septic
system for it, the kitchen and the laundry room. This system replaced the laid up stone wall
cesspool in the back yard.

13. Ahardwood floor was placed in the middle room on the north side — making ita very
comfortable for TV and den.

14. The original ash plank floors in the front hall and living room were sanded and
beautifully refinished. When we first lived in the house the floor was covered with linoleum laid
OVEr Newspapers.

15. Lightning rods were installed on the house and two barns.

16. The little room off of the dining room was converted into an office. A built-in desk and
cupboard was crafted with cherry lumber sawed from trees in our woods.

17. The “catch all” shed at the rear of the house was torn down. A two car garage
attached to the house was built - with overhead door openers. For the first time we could
come into the kitchen without fighting the elements! Originally the garage was across Route 13.
The cesspool was accessed through a manhole in the center of the new garage.
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These are most of the many updates to our beautiful 1816 home.

Let’s move to changes made to the other buildings at the Bloomfield Farm. From the purchase
of the farm in 1942 until roughly 1992 when Margaret and I moved into cur new home in the hamlet of
Truxton there were many, many improvements in the buildings of which I can only scratch the surface
without boring the reader. Perhaps the best way is to list them as they come to mind. [ have shown a
sketch of the interior of the main cow barn with its 60 swing stanchions, 2 bull pens in an addition at the
west end, and 2 calf pens t the east end. Another picture shows the large posts which supported the
cross beams of the haymow, In these 12 inch or larger posts were braces to the cross beams.

When the cow manure was loaded in the manure spreader by hand (shoveled from the gutter
behind the cows) the horses drew the spreader through the barn. Often times the hames of the harness
would get caught on the braces over the driveway floor. To remedy this problem we removed the
braces over the driveway.

As Mr. Bloomfield had modernized with Jamesway swing stanchions we found out that the stalls
were too narrow, 36 to 40 inches,— when a cow was lying down often times a neighboring cow would
step on her teat causing severe injury. So the next move was to develop a plan to widen and lengthen
the stalls. To accomplish this necessitated the removal of the original wood posts because the gutter now
would come in line with them. This was done by replacing them with 4-6 in steel pipes on the cow bed.
They were spaced to accommodate the wider stalls. Most of the Jamesway stanchions were used again.
In one section of the barn we installed tie stalls spaced 54 inches apart. We also made a concrete curb
between each cow. With the longer, wider stall and the curb we practically eliminated crushed teats. In
this stall restructuring we eliminated the calf pens at the east end of the barn, replacing them with
stanchions. Eventually we did the same at the west end with the bull pens. We extended the barn to
accommodate bull pens. Next came the mechanical gutter cleaner which eliminated the need for any in—

- ‘barn horse drawn manure spreader. An E-Z-Go barn cleaner designed and sold by Mr. Heckerman of

Syracuse was purchased.

Originally there were 2 silos on the south side of the main barn. One was a 12° x 28’ wood
stave, the other was a 20° x 26’ clapboard wrapped. The interior was tongue and grooved 3/4” x 6”
boards. Between the interior and exterior wrapped were vertical 2” x 4” s. There were a number of
these early style silos on farms around the area.
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The Lee Kibbe Story — Raising the Collapsed Heifer Barn

On page 30 of my earlier writing, “4 Country Farm Boy Remembers ” 1 included a picture of
the collapsed free stall facility for heifers, formerly the horse barn, at the farm. Mr. Lee Kibbe, who lived.
at Solon Pond, Town of Taylor, helped us put it back together. I wish to tell you about Mr. Kibbe.

When I was a small boy, a Martin Kibbe and his wife, Sybll worked for Dad and Mother on the home
farm. I’m not sure of the relationship.

I must give some background before Mr. Kibbe got involved. The barn is 50 feet in length and
30 feet wide. In making it a heifer facility we built a raised concrete feed alley lengthwise in the middie of
the barn. The heifers could eat from each side of this manger, as there were openings for their heads.
The reason for the collapse was pressure from the accumulated manure paek of the previous winter
which was yet to be removed. The structure was the horse barn, one of the original buildings on the
farmstead. It had a so called basement area and a floor above it where the bales of hay for the heifers
was stored. At this time this area was nearly empty, as the new crop had not been stored yet and luckily
the heifers were on pasture.

One noon while Margaret, Mother Smith and I were having lunch we heard a loud thud! I went
out and quickly saw that our heifer barn had spread off its stone foundation, the hay floor fell into the
lower level and the heavy slate rcof had dropped from the ridge straight down to the hay mow floor
which was now in the basement. The rafters still chung to the sidewalls which were still in an upright
position. That was the picture. What to do was the question?

1 contacted the Farm Bureau (now Cooperative Extension) for advice. Ag Engineer and friend,
Hollis Davis, was sent out to assess the situation. His 1mmed1ate suggestlon was to bulldoze, burn the
structure, and build a new pole barn.

I'was very proud of the structures on the farmstead. Our beautiful 1816 home, the cow barn
and the remodeled horse bamn. This layout was a classic and pictured in the 1876 Cortland County
Atlas. | could not bring myselfto dispose of the collapsed heifer barn. I decided to look into the
possibility of restoring the barn. An old time barn builder, Mr. Lee Kibbe, was suggested to me.

At that time | was a member of the county Farm Bureau (now Cooperative Extension)
Committee. Another member of that committee was Howard Potter —no relation. Howard lived near
Lee Kibbe by Solon Pond in the town of Taylor. I asked Howard what he thought about the idea of
getting advice from Lee Kibbe. Howard’s reply, “I wouldn’t think much of it”.

Some neighbors didn’t appreciate Lee Kibbe. My limited background of Mr. Kibbe was very
prejudiced because of comments like Howard Potter. From what I knew or heard was that he was
very intelligent, a nonconformist, eccentric as well as an outspoken opponent to school
centralization. I also understood that he had a keen mind in the field of mechanics. I knew he
had a sawmill run by water power and that its carriage could handle a forty foot log. I had
never met the man, so I decided to find out first hand from the gentleman. I reached him on
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Mr. Kibbe was very meticulous as he carefully planned each step in the roof raising. In the heifer
barn manger two or three vertical posts to the roof rafters were set on railroad jacks and steadied with
a light chain. A cable with a “come-along” was set in a window in the main barn and one thru the door
against the grainery wall of the main barn. As the railroad jacks were lifted a notch or two to lift the roof,
the come-alongs were ratcheted the same. This was a very tedious procedure —but it was working.
Eventually the barn roof was up to its original pitch, the bamn siding and shortened beam posts were set
on the new plate, threaded iron rods placed crossways the barn in two places at the eaves, were
tightened to hold the roof in its position.

We did not replace the cupolo or the broken slate shingles. We used asphalt shingles to finish
the roof job. Mr. Kibbe had done as he promised — our *“heifer barn” sat erect on a solid foundation!

During his work on the barn Margaret asked Lee to eat with us. Mother Smith was living with
us at this period. She enjoyed listening to Lee Kibbe as we visited over our noon dinner. Lee was a
widower —kept his own house. He especially enjoyed Margaret’s apple pie!

Our heifer barn story needs an ending. When Lee’s work was finished and his trailer loaded
with all the equipment, there was one detail which was unfinished —that was compensating him for the
fine job. I asked him, “How much do we owe you, Lee?” His answer, “Would $250.00 be too much?”
That’s the “old schoo!”. Lee’s and My “handshake™ was our contract. A pleasurable memory —to say
the least. Lee Kibbe has left an indelible mark in my experiences.

Dave Fuller of Taylor, Lee’s nephew, gave me a picture of Kibbe and his 1914 Model T Ford
labeled with Lee’s handwriting; also, a copy of Nancy Duffy’s essay, "The Miller of Solon Pond™ which
tells it as he was! I took a picture of the Lee’s mill stone monument in the Lower Cincinnatus cemetery.

Next page to see and read —
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Fred Zautner was “raised” in a lodge in Albany. | had the privilege of taking him back for
believe his 70th year of membership. The format was a table Lodge where each of us sat at a long table
and ate during the ritual. In Truxton, Bob Webster, Charlie Murray, Walter Arnold and Doug
MacPherson, all upstanding gentlemen, were Masons consequently I accepted the opportunity to
become one —I have never regretted the move.

Members are encouraged to go through the chairs to become Master of the lodge. I did not
choose to do so for family and farm obligations as well as being active in various agricultural activities. 1
have supported the Masonic Brotherhood Fund each year and occasionally attend a meeting. The best
way to say it is that ] am a dues paying member and comfortable to be in that classification. Participation
in fraternal organizations seem to be not the “in thing” these days. Masonry is no different. Its purposes
have not changed for generations. The Masonic Home in Utica for elderly and endowments for medical
research are only two of the efforts by F& AM to improve the lives of fellow man.

Although 1 was “raised” in Tully, my many acquaintances were in a different direction. I

demited and joined Homer Lodge #352. Last spring, 2004, I received a 60 year recognition as a
Master Mason. My brother, Carleton, is a long time member of Homer Lodge #352 F & AM.

— "raised” — masonically, “joined”
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27.
28.
29.

30.
31.

The Eudorus C. Kenney Scholarship is available each year for students, whose home is in Truxton
township, attending Cornell University. $32,605 available for 2001-02.
Labrador Unique Area has a boardwalk for the handicapped to view the environment of
Labrador Pond. State Forests for hunting, hiking, cross country skiing.
Prospect Terrace —a fine new subdivision.
Camperships for youth of the Truxton and East Homer Methodist churches.
Town Board members who serve, with small compensation, the residents of Truxton.
For these and more we give Thanks for living in this neighborly, friendly Town of Truxton.

Margaret and Bernard Potter
Thanksgiving, November 22, 2001
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Buying Cows in Canada

In one of my earlier memories I detailed the loss of many dairy cattle in New York State
because of Brucellosis, commonly known as Bang’s Disease. To replenish our herds it was necessary to
find Bangs free cattle. This led to the buying and importing cattle from the “clean” herds in Canada.

My father made contact with a broker-buyer in Mallorytown, Ontario, Canada in the mid
1930s. The gentleman was Leslie O. Warren, also a dairy farmer. Mallorytown is only a short distance
into Canada across from Alexandna Bay. This was about the time of the construction of the Thousand
Island Bridge. Prior to that a ferry from Ogdensburg to Brockville, Ontario was the way to reach the
north side of the St. Lawrence River from the U.S.A.

Dad and Otis Young, Sr. sometimes went together. I also remember that Emest Woodward and
Lynn Freeman, Truxton friends, made trips to Canada with my Dad. I went with him once when I was in
High School. It was wintertime. One thing that stayed in my mind was seeing a “one armed bandit” in
a restaurant —nothing like that in the U.S.! On these trips Mr. Warren would take us to the farms and
look over the animals which were for sale. Dad would decide which animal (s) he would make an offer
for and Mr. Warren did the negotiating. The exchange for a US dollar was $1.10 Canadian dollar. That
ten cents paid for the trucking, Mr. Warren, testing and any other incurred expenses. The animals
reached Truxton at the same price as on the farm in Canada. Mrs. Warren provided bed and breakfast
as part of the cost.

Dad had a St. Lawrence Aggie friend, J. Leon Atwood, of Plattsburg, a successful Ayrshire
Breeder. At one time we thought some Ayrshires might be a breed that would help us so we bought
some Ayrshires in Canada. We quickly changed our mind —nice looking --no milk — we stayed with the
Holstein breed. With the ready market for replacement cattle Dad embarked into selling cattle as well as
draft horses. Dad enjoyed dealing.

I have no idea how many trips to Canada were made. The Customs entry at the border was on
Wellesley Island between two spans of the Thousand Island Bridge. At that point it was mandatory to
show the identification by registration paper of each animal, also the certification test of being free of
tuberculosis and Bang'’s disease. It was usually accomplished very quickly as it was the broker’s
responsibility to have all papers in order.

One trip 1 vividly remember. In 1940 I had just finished my freshman year at Cornell. Dad
suggested | take our Chevrolet stake rack truck to Canada and bring home his recent purchases. |
jumped at the chance — 18 years old and trucking from Canada, wow! The rack was 12 feet long, eight
feet wide — the truck was a [ and 1/2 ton model. Extension side racks were placed above the
conventional stakes so to extend above the cattle a few inches. The tail gate was eight feet wide and the
height of the extended sides It was held up with rods through the extended sides —also with a light
weight log chain. I believe 1 was to bring 7 cows. Depending on size, 6-8 animals could be hauled in a
12 foot rack.
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My memory serves that Walter Burtis, of East River, a turkey grower turned dairyman, and Paul
Smith from Newark Valley represented the Bull Association at the sale, as well as Richard Anderson
and John Maxson. The story goes that Burtis and Smith were “well entertained.” prior to the auction.
Their final bid for Historian was $20,000. At the same time a bull calf of outstanding pedigree was to be
sold. The committee reasoned that this young sire would be a back up for Historian. Hays Rag Apple
Climax, the youngster’s name, was bid off at $10.000 to our group.

These two valuable animals were brought, for a short period, to the Fred VanSchaick farm, just
outside of Cortland on Route 13. Oliver Carley, Sr. a small dairyman at Freetown Corners had agreed
to house and care for the sires as soon as he had adapted his barn. His son, Oliver Jr, was a NYABC
{New York Artifical Breeders Cooperative) technician. He agreed to collect semen from Historian and
service the members cows along with his other duties. This arrangement work well for a period. Mr.
Burtis served as President. The Directors were VanSchaick, Clarence Harvey, Anderson, Dick Padgett
of Preble, Maxson, Don Dutcher and perhaps more. I was Secretary, not sure if a director.

By the time of the second annual meeting of the Association, Historian had become sterile!
Various remedies were proposed to no avail. It was even suggested that he should be fed turkey mash
and raw eggs — no luck! One of the Association’s members was Mr. Rounds of New Hope — farmer
and undertaker. He was a realist. At the annual meeting held in the old WMCA on Court Street he read
a poem which he composed about Historian’s and our dilemma. I can only remember the final line of
each verse “~ when your over the hill man, your over the hillI”’! I do not remember when Historian was
sold for beef.

By this time Climax had grown to service age, so he was the members sire. It was decided to
invest in two young bulls from the herd of C. J. Cerswell of Canada. They were sons of a popular
Canadian bull named Marksman. These two sires were Esquire and Vanguard. Eventually the Carleys
became disenchanted with the Association and wanted out. The officers and members were
discouraged. Soon the Association went out of business. I believe that Esquire was sold to Jim Keller in
Marathon. What happened to Climax and Vanguard I have not found out.

Historian sired a few offspring before he went sterile. Those of us who sold those few animals
were very fortunate — we recouped our $500. They brought big prices because of his pedigree. [
consigned to the popular Earlville sales, a cow with no particular record carrying a Historian calf. She
calved before the sale. If ] remember correctly, the calf sold for $390! The point of this lesson — we
dairymen sell milk for a living. We should rely on the information gained by the artificial breeding
cooperatives and Dairy Herd Improvement records for the potential of a sire’s offspring rather than
fancy pedigree and promotion. I’m still trying to locate the records of the Cortland Holstein Bull
Association. :
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John J. and Margaret Bloomfield

1 have written very little about those who preceded our ownership of the farm on Route 13 in
the town of Truxton. The only living ones I knew were John and Margaret Ryan Bloomfield. I do know
that Moses and Mrs. Kenney are pictured as owners of the farm in the 1876 Cortland County Atlas. It
is interesting that for most of the 20th century, a “Margaret” was the “head” of the farm home. Mrs.
Kenney’s given name was not mentioned in the Atlas. I have found her name —it was “Frances”.

Margaret and John Bloomfield were a high class couple. She was Irish Catholic, he an English
Protestant. He was a Master Mason F. & A.M. Margaret and John were childless, however they dearly
loved others children. While I was not as well acquainted with Mrs. Bloomfield as Mr. Bloomfield, I did
feel their extreme warmth and interest in the younger generation. In our day we always referred to our
elders as Mr. or Mrs.

Mrs. Bloomfield was a large person—today we would say “overweight”. That did not hinder
her from being community minded. As I recall she saw to it that any family in need was cared for by the
limited town welfare assistance of the times. The Bloomfields owned one of the original Packard
automobiles. It was four door and Black. I remember seeing her driving the auto as she went about
serving others.

In later years she lost her eyesight and was confined to her home. Because of her condition very
little was done to the interior of the house. Her nieces gave much of their time to assisting he. This was
very much appreciated as farm families usually boarded the hired men. The Bloomfield farm, where the
Bowe brothers — Alfred, Joe and sometimes Andrew lived and worked, was no exception.

In my other writings 1 have detailed Dad’s purchase of the Bloomfield Farm. When we
purchased the farm in 1942 the only bathroom in the house, off of the kitchen, had a short bathtub and
sower. On the bathtub was a wood seat hooked to each side of it. I gather that Mrs. Bloomfield would
sit on that seat to take her shower.

Mr. Bloomfield was unquestionably the most progressive farmer in our community. He followed
the latest crop and amimal husbandry practices of those days. For example — as an incentive by the
recent Federal AAA (Agricultural Adjustment Act} he spread ground limestone on the fields to raise the
ph ofthe soil in order that the high protein legume, alfalfa, could be grown for hay. He raised Registered
Holstein cattle, with the resulting higher milk production than most of his neighbors cows. In the stable
he removed the wooden stanchions and replaced them with the new style Jamesway swing stanchions.
He installed automatic water buckets for each cow rather than turning them out to a water
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The New York Giants Play in Truxton

The most exciting event ever in Truxton? In my 83 years that event has to be Monday, August
8th, 1938. On that day the great National League New York Giants Baseball Team came to our little
town. They played, on McGraw Field, a team of amateurs from Truxton and the surrounding towns.

The purpose was a benefit to honor the late John J. McGraw who served as Manager of the
Giants for 30 years. McGraw, born in Truxton on April 7, 1873, became a major leaguer at the age of
18. Mrs. McGraw and Mr. Horace Stoncham, owner of the Giants, attended the game. Whenever one
drives through Truxton, the John J. McGraw Memorial statue greets the driver as he rounds the bend in
Route 13. That Memorial was purchased from money received from the 8,000 or more visitors who
came to see the Giants on that beautiful August day in 1938.

For the Memorial program, Syracuse Post Standard’s Joseph H. Adams, wrote these words,
“John” Joseph McGraw, the “little Napoleon” of baseball left behind a record of unprecedented and
dynamic leadership when he retired from an active role in June 1932, after 30 years as manager of the
New York Giants™.

John McGraw never forgot Truxton. One of his legacies to the Truxton Town Baseball team
were Giants uniforms. When the major league ball season was finished he often sent Giants used
uniforms for the players on our town team. Those uniforms were worn with pride by the Truxton
players.

Around 1930 the hay field by the Tioughnioga River was developed into a balt diamond and
field. A small grandstand was built. The site was named John J. McGraw Field. Behind right center field
a tennis court was also made.

My personal memories of that day are still vivid. I was awed at watching Mel Ott, the great Hall
of Famer, hit fly balls over the river behind left field during batting practice! I had just received my
“Junior Driver’s License™ at age 16 and graduated from Truxton Central School. Dad donated the use
of our milk trucks to haul the bleachers, for the game, from Comnell and Syracuse U. After one trip to
Cornell, Dad excitedly told me that he met Coach Carl Snavely. Comell was “big time” football at that
time.

The excitement on Monday, August 8th, 1938, in our little town of Truxton was as never before.
I"ll predict —never again! Our home town players had the thrill to play against the great New York
Giants. Those Truxton men as listed in the program were: — Andy Tei, Gerald Moore, Eddie Hammond,
Jack McGraw (distant cousin), Leo Hoffmann, Ed. Robbins, Alton “Cy” Root and Francis Hoffmann.
Bill McGraw (cousin) and Ed. Hoffmann were Co-Managers for the “Truxton Giants” on that great day!
The Giants won. The real winner: A Memonal to_Truxton’s John J. McGraw, the “Little Napoleon™ of
baseball.
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Civil War Veterans and Summer Vacations in East Rochester

When [ get to reminiscing about my days as a boy, fond memories of summer visits to East
Rochester just erupt! Aunt Emma Bean Hazzard and her husband Uncle Edmund Hazzard lived in East
Rochester. Uncle Edmund operated Pierce-Hazzard Drug Store with his partner, Guy Pierce. Aunt
Emma was Mother’s, Florence, older and only sister. Aunt and Uncle had 3 children. George William
and Virginia were of similar age to my sister, Marian and brother, Carleton. Ruth was three years
younger than L.

Each summer the Cousins took turns visiting in the others” home. Something like “city mice” and
“country mice’! As I recall, George helped on the farm with the haying. George and Virginia were great
on the piano and often played duets. When we visited in East Rochester, Aunt Emma sometimes took us
to Mendon Pond or Irondequoit on Lake Ontario to swim or even to the Amusement Park, Sea Breeze.
George and Virginia liked to play tennis, so we went to the park in East Rochester to watch them. We
also enjoyed going to the drug store and visit with the customers. Uncle Edmund told us from the
beginning that we were not to touch any of the merchandise. Uncle and Auntie played golfbut we never
went with them.

Occasionally we would drive into nearby Rochester. On this particular day in Rochester there
were many old men, walking on the side walk, dressed in dark suits with ribbons pinned and wearing
“Panama” type hats. A convention was being held in Rochester honoring the Veterans of the Civil War. I
suspect the year was around 1930. If my arithmetic serves me right, these gentlemen would have been
between 80 and 90 years old. My guess is that today the students in school would think it impossible for
anyone living in 2005 to have seen a soldier who fought in the Civil War which ended in 1865 — 140
years ago!

Summer vacations with Aunt Emma, Uncle Edmund, George William, Virginia and Ruth Ann in

East Rochester, remain as highlights of my younger days.
4-16-05
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I was applying for admission to Cornell in the fall of 1939. I wanted to play in the Big Red Band
—so I could see the football games for free! In my post- graduate year 1938-39 at Truxton Central
School I purchased a Tenor saxophone with prize money received at the old Cortland County Fair.
Andy Tei, music director at TCS taught me the sax. He was a good teacher — we even had a little dance
band —kind of extra-curricular. He provided sheet music from some of the latest popular hits of the
times. Can’t remembser if we ever played at a dance, — we sure had a lot of fun practicing for one!

At Comell in the fall of ‘391 signed up for the freshman ROTC Band. My sax-ability had
progressed enough so I was accepted. Later that fall, a saxophone member of the Big Red Band left,
leaving a sax vacancy. I was asked to step into that spot. The band played at the annual Thanksgiving
Day football game between Cornell and Penn in Philadelphia . My sophomore year, 1940-41, was my
last year in the band as [ was practicing for and hoped to make the Cornell Livestock Judging Team.

The Big Red Band was a great experience. 1 have said many time that I was not a great
saxophonist —but I could march! The intricate formations which the band spelled while marching were a
lot of fun. My instrumental career was over! Being in the Band also satisfied the mandatory two year
commitment to the ROTC program at Comell.

Should write just a few words about my vocal talents! As a 7th grader I was asked to sing a
solo in a “Tom Thumb Wedding”. That beautifui old melody, “Love’s Old Sweet Song”, was the song.
The “production” was held in the old Methodist Church. What can I say, I was never asked to sing a
solo again! I do enjoy singing and believe I have or had a descent voice. After college I sang in our
church choir for a while. For two or three years I sang in the local Community Chorus under the fine
direction of Muriel Newcomb. I was able to learn the bass part as I listened to the person next to me. I
often wished I had more training for part singing .

The response to the question, “Is there music in your family?” My answer is an emphatic “Yes,
we enjoy making and listening to, the Sounds of Music™.
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MORE RAMBLINGS

I never kept a diary. Why I happened to write on the following date, I can’t remember. Anyway,
here’s what I was thinking about on—

BWP DIARY 12-9-92
What a beautiful day! 8 degrees F and the trees are glistening with frost all up and down the

Tioughnioga River Valley. How do I know? Well, this is Wednesday and every M-W-F the Escort and 1
ride down NY 13 to Cortland Memorial Hospital for cardiac therapy at gam. By the time I got to East
River crossing the sun had disappeared — frankly it had never appeared in the lower parts of the valley.

The exercises went well. The only change in routine this a.m. was in the treadmill. I decided to
set it for three miles per hour and increased the grade to 4% That’s up from 2.6mph and 3%

From the hospital we went over to Willcox Tire, hoping to mount a new Michelin and use the
spare, which was also new, on the front. Well, the spare was a “spare” only and the spare wheel was
black instead of silver. That only meant that we were short one new tire as Jeff Willcox had ordered
only one. As the front wheel was sprung 1 purchased another silver wheel to mount the one new
Michelin. Jeff will have the other tire next Monday. Oh well, it doesn’t pay to take any thing for granted
—even a spare tire!

Drove over to Katie Lane and saw Bernice and Erica, who had driven in the garage just ahead
of me. They had been grocery shopping. Margaret had asked me to stop in for our Christmas card list
labels which Bernice had prepared. Erica and I fraded hugs and kisses and I picked up a handleless
push broom and a spare handle and brought them home to repair. By the time I got home it was lunch
time and Margaret had a delicious tuna noodle casserole.

Our long expected painting from the art gallery in Pa had arrived by UPS. Oh yes, we’d
purchased the painting at a Syracuse Cornell Club Art Auction. It was to be shipped. After lunch we
proceeded to open-the package and to our consternation the glass over the painting was in many pieces,
also the art had been damaged. Margaret called the gallery. They will send another copy and will use
plexiglass this time. UPS did not handle the package as directed. It was well labeled “GLASS”,
however it had been mishandled so much that it was pushed out of the frame and the corrugated
backing was also sprung. 1 cleaned up the broken glass and only pricked my finger once, then [
repacked the painting so it will be ready for UPS to haul back to Pa. Margaret philosophicaily said,
“another chapter™!

Having neglected to bring the baskets (2) of red delicious apples in from under the deck, I
decided it was time now that they were well frosted or frozen. I sorted what seem to be ok and put
them in the refrigerator and also a few in the freezer for experimentation. Talk about *“closing the gate
after the cows are out”, | am a past master at procrastination.
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All For Now!

Probably more appropriate title for these few words would be, “This Is It” or “The End is Right
Here” or “I’ve Run Out of Gas” or “The Best is Yet to Come” or whatever comes to mind. Needless to
say, the memories which are now on paper will never leave me unti! the final breath. Just reading one of
them brings joy and thankfulness to “this old feller”. it is often said that “you are as old as you feel™!
Writing these has made me “young at heart™!

Can’t say, “I’m ready to start over again”, however with the sun shining brightly through the
window, a giant crow ambling across the lawn, and most of all, Margaret by my side doing book work,
what more could be asked?

Yes, it has been an experience just to sit down and recount, in two installments, a few blessings
of a full life. Don’t get me wrong — [’'m not ready to “cash in my chips” yet! When that time comes I can
only say “Thank you, Lord” for a loving wife; children who have made us proud; six grandchildren who
followed the same route; guiding parents; a super sister and brothers. 11ooked at the calendar — this day
2003, brother Willard went to the Lord. We miss him so much. Put this gratitude all together and add in
the many opportunities to serve a community in various ways — what more could one ask of a life?
Praise the Lord.

Thanks for Reading,
Bemie
April 29, 2005

epilogue ~ In this writing, I have neglected to enlarge about the place of Prayer in the lives of the Potter
and Smith families. A few words about Prayer in our homes follow.
May 16, 2005

hang on! —just found the front page of the February 1955, “The Cortland County Farm and Home
Bureau and 4-H Club News”, I'll put it in here —with my comments first. Then we’ll go with “Prayer”
and lastly some picture pages. I promise you there will be no more “Country Boy Memories” for this
edition!! '

June 18, 2005
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