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Old and New
By Marlene Norfolk



South Jefferson Central 
School District
Club and Program Updates

Belleville Henderson's own Elizabeth Hyman, Jefferson County Dairy Princess, competed in the
American Dairy Association North East’s (ADANE) 58th New York State Dairy Princess Pageant on
February 16. 
The high school junior vied to represent New York’s dairy farmers 
and to serve as a dairy industry ambassador throughout the 
next year.
At the competition, held in Syracuse, Miss Hyman was
crowned the second alternate and will receive a $500
scholarship!

 

Ski Club is going great!  Currently we have 36 members signed up to ski Wednesday evenings from 5 pm -8 pm.  For the first two
weeks, we have had over 30 kids participate. Our SJ students appreciate the opportunity to get outside and socialize with their
peers. We have received many positive comments about how well behaved and how respectful our students are.  
A special thank you to Tim McAtee for providing us a special school rate to make this opportunity more affordable for our
students.

The high school musical team is currently working on a production of "We the People" based on the U.S. Constitution. 
 Students are diligently working on their songs, memorizing lines, and learning to line dance (social distance style).  They have
really enjoyed working together and being able to be on stage again.  
Watch for the video release on our website and via Parent Square.

Art Club at Wilson Elementary has been learning how to use Google Drawings to create art. We started off by learning the basics
of this program and how to insert images and text. We now have moved on to create Mosaic Artwork using this program.

Belleville Henderson Central School District

Fast forward to school year 2020-21, schools reopened with a hybird model of some distance learning, and
some classroom opportunities. 
Rylie enjoyed playing tennis for school in 2019, this year differed as play was limited to the school and cohort.
They were also unable to share certain pieces of athletic equipment, for health and safety reasons.  
"There have been some obstacles," she said. "But I think we are doing really well adjusting to the way things
are now. It would be nice to go back to our normal before COVID."
"I've definitely become more introverted," Rylie said. "It's not terrible, I've adapted... But I feel like i'm living in a
movie." 
Rylie is working, and planning her future in education. 
"Junior year is so important when planning for college," she said.  "Testing is up in the air at this point."
Christmas of 2019, Rylie visited Florida. She stated she didn't know travel after that point would be so
complicated, with health and safety. Along with her family, they were able to stay socially distanced with a
summertime cross-country roadtrip to the Midwest.  

Zooming along continued...

@SouthJeffersonCSD

@bhpanthers
Schools on Facebook



Every month I eagerly await newzjunky.com listings of recently filed DBA’s at the Jefferson County Clerks office, to get the first glimpse what
types of businesses are being established in the North Country. Often it’s a new restaurant, contractor, photographer and on a lesser
occasion something really unique. Far too often, however, I don’t see where many of these filed DBA’s and their respective business/owners
get off their feet. Is it lack of experience, lack of drive or lack of interest from the general public with what they are offering? Could it be their
market is already heavily saturated? 

According to the U.S. Bureau of Labor Statistics, 20% of new businesses fail during the first 2 years of being open, 45% during the first 5 years
and 65% during the first 10 years. Only 25% of businesses see their longevity reach past 15 years. Though this is better than word on the
street of “half of all business fail in their first year," it still marks a pretty grim outlook if you are seeking to go into business for yourself long-
term. 

Based on this, I started to wonder, what ultimately makes a business successful? Being in business myself, I have my own ideas, but input
from others already in business too would be even more insightful. Therefore, I decided to sit down with long-time Adams area business
man/entrepreneur & friend Andrew Beckstead who’s had vast experience in the South Jefferson area with two very well-known, successful
businesses: Gram’s Diner and Adams Car Wash. Gram’s was already in business when he purchased it and became a partner while Adams
Car Wash was literally built from the ground up with Andrew as the sole owner. We spoke over an hour about all things business related. 

Filing a DBA is easy and can be done by anyone but that’s the easy part. “Many people romanticize about owning a business without fully
understanding what is really involved, as there is so much more to it people don’t realize. Knowing the background of what you are really
getting into is key and doing your homework first is a must! Everything in business ownership is on you,” says Andrew. If YOU fail, IT fails. 

Sit down with those who can analyze your projected business with you. Small Business Association at Jefferson Community College is a great
start. Before purchasing Tug Edge, I took a class they offer for for entrepreneurs and it was very helpful. An accountant to go over finances
and an attorney, to discuss the projected risks and how you can protect yourself are other key people. A good insurance agent is also a key
person who can help assess liabilities, risk etc. I am sometimes overwhelmed at the number of policies my store has to have. There in no
“one size fits all” that’s for sure. “You have to have money to make money” as the saying goes, so, if you are not independently wealthy, you
will need a lending source and they will be asking for ALL types of information that those listed above can help provide. Therefore
establishing a relationship with a good lending agent is a must. 

Like you would expect, MOST businesses are customer service based and Andrew's businesses are no exception! “Unfortunately customer
service is dead and people just don’t care anymore”. This is where his foundation and focus is as he always strives to “do better” than the
other guy. It’s easy to say customer service is a priority of your business but is it really, and what does good customer service entail or look
like? Once you are up and running, Andrew talks about the “WOW” factor. He wants people to have that feeling they must come back, or
must tell other people about a great experience. Don’t settle for status quo because that’s what everyone else is doing. So, if you are doing
the same as everyone else, why would they pick you, chances are they won’t. Think about this from the perspective of a consumer, what
impresses you and what keeps you coming back? Jot those things down and then live it everyday as you work your plan! 

Going into business is not a race and you are not “in business” just because you filed a DBA. Do your homework, then go over it again, and
again. Keep in mind once you get rolling, it never ends. I was in sales in corporate America over 20 years before I made a career change and
bought Tug Edge. I have never worked longer, harder or took a bigger step in my life but at the end of the day, it’s the greatest move I’ve ever
made pertaining to my career. I love doing what I do and you can too if you put in the effort. 

Remember, nothing comes without hard work. If you do what you love, you’ll never work another day in your life! 

-Joe Hodges, Owner, Tug Edge Outdoor & More

Thinking of going into business for yourself?

Calling all readers! Does quarantine have you bored out of your mind? Well, us too! If you're a student from 4th through
6th grade, we have the solution for you.  Battle of the Books is a fun reading competition where you battle other
readers for the champion title, in an attempt to win a special surprise. In the past, these special surprises have included
$50 amazon gift cards, books, and yummy food. You won't be disappointed. Join your friends virtually and get reading.
Form a team of up to 3 people who are up to the challenge of reading between the team 10 chosen books for the 2021
Battle of the Books competition. Join us on Zoom on March 20th, for a time filled with Kahoot!, competition and
amusement. Battle of the Books is run by South Jefferson High school students: Thomas King, Rylie Wilson, Kate
Banazek and Gracie Elliott. The competition is a golden opportunity to show off your reading skills. For more
information on timing, books or to register your team, contact the Adams Free Library on 315-232-2265. You can also
pick up a form at the Adams Free Library to register your team. The Library has at least one copy of each book. Are you
up for the challenge?

Adams Free Library: Event



I write this so you (who are reading it) can see how beautiful some foster homes are, and to praise the
care I received as one who was raised under these circumstances. My life was wonderful. I am trying to
write this “as it happened” but the memory of this 80 year old (6.22.41) is not too good at this time. 
I was born in Watertown, New York, (Jefferson County) in upstate New York at the House of Good
Samaritan on June 22, 1941. My mother was Adelaide Mahon Mason and my father was Charles T.
Mason. My grandparents on my father’s side were Rosetta and Charles Mason. I do not know the names
of my grandparents on my mother’s side. I probably did at one time, because I do remember meeting my
grandma at her home on Huntington Street in Watertown. It is a very large family and I believe my
mother was one of eight girls. 
I remember nothing about my early life in Watertown, but have been told I lived on Molson Street
overlooking Black River. I learned this from my Aunt Jean who you will learn more about later. I lived in
Henderson, New York which is a hamlet (once a village) in the Town of Henderson which now has
approximately 1300 year round residents. Within this town is also the hamlet of Henderson Harbor,
which expands to nearly 5,000 during the summer months. There was a school, Henderson Central,
where I attended from kindergarten to third grade, but that is now part of Belleville Henderson Central
School which is located in Belleville, NY. 
That HCS is now the Henderson Apartments (for senior citizens). Believe it or not, I graduated from
Belleville Central (before the merger) returned there in 1968 when I was hired as a teacher aide, and
stayed there until 1995 when I retired from what is now the Belleville Henderson Central School so I was
a part of that school for many years. And now, I also try to help, even from here in Tennessee, as a
member of the Old Union Academy Board who owns the original Union Academy Bell Tower and Park
adjacent to the school. That park is where I am requesting my ashes be buried under a tree chosen by
my family, hopefully working with the Gary Rohdes Family for the purchase. 
I lived with Doris and George Burley who resided on what is now County Route 71 (Penny Road) in the
house on the left just outside the village. I do not remember George. The Burley’s had two children who
were Rosalind and George Jr.. I do not remember much about them, including their ages, only knowing
they were older than us. My older sister, Patricia (Pat) went there with me, and my brother, Charles
(Charlie) joined us later. He is approximately 5 years younger than me. I guess I don’t know their
birthdays. To offer a bit of humor, my robot vacuum cleaner is called “charlie.” Pat led a wonderful life,
married Peter Chapman from Belleville. She passed away with Alzheimers decease at I believe 52 years
old. I was so grateful to Peter when he brought my sister home for me and my other sister Cathy to visit
with before she died, knowing that she would not know us for much longer. They lived in Florida at that
time. My brother has also passed, and his life was not so wonderful. He could not accept not knowing his
father, and spent seven years of his life trying to find him. He was an alcoholic, was married and had
children and his wife and children actually took him back after he had been gone seven long years. As I
said, he has passed and I hadn’t seen him in years. My younger sister, Cathy, came to our lives in
Woodville, now lives in Pulaski, and I am sorry I have not kept in touch with her. 
I do not know why we were taken away from our parents, but know that my father was in World War II.
Somehow Pat had his plaque, passed it on to me, and I gave it to the Henderson Historical Society. He
also had a “purple heart” but that was lost in the shuffle. He came home with a leg injury, but I didn’t
know it at the time because I didn’t know him. I know he did not stay in Watertown, primarily because he
owed the state for our care, and also because he was an alcoholic. I did not know anything about his
situation with my mom. You will find out later why I met him once, and only once. I have never seen my
mother, though I was told she was a waitress in Watertown, and kept track of us. 
Continued on page 6... 

My Life as a Foster Child
Charlotte Richmond



 

Good morning, everyone. I give this early morning greeting from inside my house, close by a wood stove, watching the snow fall outside
into the light shining out through my window. The bushes just outside bend, weighed down by more than two feet of heavy snow, and
slide into a darkening sheet of white, while a bunch of guys work across the road, deep in the woods to the rear of my neighbor’s corn
field. They arrived in the black of night, about 4:30 am. I can’t see them. They are invisible to me. But in the dark, and even through the
snow, I can follow their powerful headlights brilliant enough to light up a whole barnyard, and I can hear the growls of their two huge
machines, each moved by eight-foot high crawlers, as unmistakable as elephants walking across your front yard, yet probably a quarter-
mile away. They are harvesting an old stand of hardwoods. They pull the cut logs out with huge trucks on paths they flattened themselves
across the field, trusting a soil deeply frozen, and they gear-up on the road out front, making multiple gear shifts to move the logs from
ground zero to road speed. I don’t know where it goes from here.

They’re not clear-cutting, but cutting selectively, which is harder and more dangerous. Compound that with the cold, the dark, the uneven
landscape, the lethal threat of large, circular steel saws biting into old, stubborn trees. They’re a good distance from anything you could
call a road. Yet they’re at it every weekday before dawn, and don’t quit until night moves in to once again fully blanket the forest in black.

These have got to be very rugged guys. I think of myself out there, and don’t imagine surviving more than a few days. They’ve been at it
since early January, almost two months now. Every weekday. The size of the forest means they may be there for another few months,
maybe until sap starts to run. They are determined guys.

I tell you all this because I’m watching it happen right outside and across from my house, as if it was a normal thing to see, just as I have
seen the impact of the Covid virus crawl across the North Country landscape. A baptism in Croghan, just fourteen miles from me (I live
outside Carthage), ended up in our local hospital with sixteen serious Covid infections. A local nursing home, riddled by fear, disease, and
death, glutted the available space left in Carthage and Lowville hospitals. Consider the tree cutters.

Consider the Covid workers. Consider all the invisible people working in the dark this Lent. There are some in our parishes.

Hate to see the thinning of the trees. I enjoyed walking through those antique woods. But I admire the stalwart wood-cutters. They must
look out for each other. They have to; no other vehicle could get to them. They remind me of the nurses and doctors and care-givers who
have worked into and beyond exhaustion in the dark cold, the dark fear, the dark unknowing of this Covid pandemic. I see God working
alongside them, with them. I see our churches like hospitals creating space out of thin air for healing -- in hallways and computer-
programs like Zoom, with telephones and cards, drive-by celebrations, creating any means of being together we can think of -- while yet
being forced to isolate. We can do this only because God is with us, the God we can call ‘The Filler-of-Barren-Places,’ ‘The Light-That-
Overpowers-Darkness.’

Praise God. Sing praises this Lent to those who toil in the dark, whom we don’t or won’t see. They too are loved by God. May He shine his
light on them, on each of us and our congregations, refreshing us with faith, and hope, and love. Blessings to all, in Christ’s name.
Rev. Jerry Wichelns, priest of Emmanuel Episcopal Church 

...My sister Pat was contacted by her once, Pat went to meet her, but she never showed up. I was contacted by
social services at one time to assist in paying for an operation for mom, but guess what! I didn’t want to know
anything about her, nor was I interested in helping her even if I could. Some would call that selfish, but I could
not accept it. Living 20 miles away and never wanting to meet any of us .. While in Henderson, I spent a lot of
time at the Kenney house in Henderson,, with David and brother Richard, because their mother Mildred was a
good friend of Doris Burley and we children were all the same age. (They had a wonderful sand pile, which we
did not have.) It is funny, but I do not remember either Mr. Kinney or Mr. Burley. There was also a family living in
an apartment upstairs over the Burley's garage. It was Dean Golden and his four sons, Dean, Maurice, Robert
and Perry (nickname Toe-Joe) I believe Doris Burley was a sister to Dean Golden. I can’t remember any mother
being there. I could have done a lot of research, but the aim of this story is to tell you what made an impression
on me and that would be what I actually remember. To be continued in May...

Some Thoughts from Emmanuel Episcopal Church, Adams -- Lent, 2021

Places of Worship

Foster child continued...

Emmanuel Episcopal Church 
40 East Church Street, Adams, NY 13605





The Sixtown Chamber of Commerce Board recently named Don Whitney 
Citizen of the Year, posthumously, for 2021

Donald William Whitney is remembered for his exceptional commitment
to family, and community.  He served on the Town of Adams planning
board, was a member of the South Jefferson Historical Society, the
Agricultural Museum, South Jefferson Chamber of Commerce, North
Adams Cemetery, and a past board member for Cornell Cooperative
Extension. Though, this is a very short list of his many passions and 
accomplishments.  

Mr. Whitney graduated from Adams Center/Adams Central High School
in 1966. He worked in local education for more than 40 years, retiring
from the Watertown City School District in 2010. 

Mr. Whitney's full obituary may be viewed online at
http://sixtownchamber.org 

Courage over Stigma

Remembering Don

Want to Submit a Story?
sixtownnewsletter@gmail.com
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We were that family. That one everybody knew and respected in the community. When our son's
addiction became more obvious, we just couldn’t imagine anything like this happening to us.... but I can
tell you that it did. 

After we decided to stop being ashamed and afraid and speak up and ask for help it made all the
difference; and we realized there were more families just like us that were suffering in silence. It's time
we stood up against the stigma "of the dirty drug addict in the alleys and shadows of the big cities... The
ones in torn and tattered clothes with a needle in their arm." It’s time we realize that it’s our children that
this disease is affecting..... our athletes and musicians and scholars......our babies. It's time we stop being
ashamed, and feeling disgraced and are able to reach out for help. Because if we don’t, this deadly
disease is going to continue to find its way into more and more of these well-known respected families,
and take away their loved ones.

 I learned In the beginning of my son's recovery that if I was going to be able to say “NOT my kid," I had to
face the fact that it was just as easy to say WHY NOT my kid? Stand-up for your loved ones and take away
the stigma. Speak up against the faulty thinking of society, the shame and the blame and save a life. You
never know...the life you save may be your own child.  - Lori Porter


