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ST. LAWRENCE COUNTY, NY

FRANKLIN COUNTY, NY
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These properties offer buyers both 
investment and recreational potential. 
So, when you are seeking to acquire 
timberland in the Adirondacks, don’t 
buy until speaking with Molpus first.

St. Regis River:  
Invest in +/- 13,200 feet of the St. Regis River’s 
West Branch frontage with an equal distribution 

of ugar aple, ed aple, ed pruce and 
alsam ir. An existing annual hunt club lease 

provides a modest revenue stream.

$1,250,000

Salmon River Lot: 

Originating just north of this tract and running 
through the property, this recreational piece 
has an above average stocking of white pine, 
native red spruce, and balsam fir along with a 
contingent of red maple and American beech.

$390,000

The Molpus Woodlands Group, LLC is a licensed  
real estate broker in the State of New York.

Adirondack Park: 
This remote timberland property offers an 

excellent wildlife habitat and outstanding access 
to Carry Falls Reservoir. Adjacent to a protected 

NYS Forest Preserve, this area is insulated 
from future development in perpetuity.

$450,000

+/-  2,120 ACRES

+/-  485 ACRES

+/-  568 ACRES

ADIRONDACK  
TIMBERLAND

Tim Burpoe | Broker
(518) 294-4045 ext. 101

Browse more timberland for sale at
molpus.com
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Personalized to your exact size and design, your door is custom built to withstand season after season of constant family activity.  Our products are sure to transport you back to a simpler time, Handcrafted—with love—so you can live your best “ ”  
Request your free quote now at: www.VintageDoors.com



Thank you.

The Wild Center’s mission is to ignite an 
enduring passion for the Adirondacks, where 
people and nature can thrive together and 
offer an example for the world.

45 Museum Drive, Tupper Lake, NY
wildcenter.org

To the staff of The Wild Center,

The greatest asset of The Wild Center—greater than otters and Wild Walk and everything 
in between—is you. We thank you for your undying commitment to our community. Your 
knowledge, enthusiasm, creativity and dedication are the reason why our visitors are able to create 
long-lasting memories for themselves and their families every day. We are eternally grateful and 
proud to have you as representatives of The Wild Center.  

—The Wild Center Board of Trustees

Marci Bencze  •  Joan Blackman  •  Bruce Bogart  •  Kathleen Brannon  •  Tawnya Bujold  •  Ruth Burnell  •  Kayleigh Castillo
Cori Conlon  •  Nick Corcoran  •  Dani Delair  •  Kali DeMarco  •  Robin Ellis  •  Leanne Favreau  •  Erin Glocke • Erin Griffin  
Nick Gunn  •  Marie Herbert  •  Tim Holmes  •  Dawn Hughes  •  Darlene Hutchins  •  Anita Jones  •  Ben Jones • Hannah Katz  

Rachael Kmack  •  Jen Kretser  •  Robert Kronenberger  •  Jeremy Lacey  •  Chelsie LaFountain  •  Ben LaVoy
Hillarie Logan-Dechene  •  Shyia Magan  •  Marissa Moeller  •  Nicole Morin  •  Mike Myers  •  Josh Pratt  •  Stephanie Ratcliffe

Charlie Reinertsen  •  Nancy Shannon  •  Morgan Shaw  •  Heather Slomski  •  Charlie Smith  •  Lily St. Onge  •  Shannon Surdyk
Derek Tepe  •  Melody Trombley  •  Michael Trumbower  •  Ruth Valentine  •  Leah Valerio  •  Greg Vallien  •  Phil Wagschal

Jane Whitmore  •  Matthew Whitmore  •  Marc Yaworski  •  Kerri Ziemann

WILD CENTER STAFF

Paid for by The Wild Center Board of Trustees
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MAGNETIC DRAW 
Niki Kourofsky’s piece on her warm 

childhood memories of visiting the 

“scarred landscape” of Lyon Mountain 

(“To the Mountain,” December 2020) 

brought back memories. Over the years 

I have treated my family and friends 

to a trip to see the big iron ore pile 

where the abandoned workshops, in 

spectacular decay, still sit. As for my 

older memories, I played Pee-wee and 

Babe Ruth league baseball against 

the Lyon Mountain teams—“the Min-

ers”—that carried near mythical status 

(we believed they played up there in 

the winter). The infield was made of 

groomed, dark gray ore sand, and they 

had real steel dugouts. The Toloskis, 

Kowalowskis, Yasments, Petrashunes 

and the Benjamin boys would laugh off 

most competition that came to play in 

the shadow of the pile. As the mine left 

town, the school closed, to be replaced 

by a prison that also closed, and the 

town got frailer in appearance and 

smaller. Yet still powerful is the draw 

to the pile above the town, the ghostly 

ruins, the dangerous tailing ponds. For 

more than 100 years, rich, high-grade 

ore came out of that mountain, and 

rich lives were lived on its slopes. Lyon 

Mountain still retains a magnetic force.

Michael Coffey

Bolton Landing, NY

A REAL WINDFALL 
“Wild, Wild Weather” (Northern Lights, 

December) caught my eye. There was 

much more to the “Great Windfall of 

1845” than you led readers to believe. 

This event started with a tornado in 

Niagara County, followed by a seiche 

observed on both the Canadian and 

American sides of Lake Ontario. Next 

came one or more tornadoes from the 

vicinity of Watertown to Lake Cham-

plain, passing north of Cranberry Lake, 

Tupper Lake and the Saranac Lakes. 

More than 4,000 acres of timber was 

flattened in the town of Fowler, and 

another 6,000 acres was blown down in 

the town of Edwards. The next area of 

blowdown was the section near Cran-

berry Lake and Newton Falls that con-

tinues past Sevey’s Corners and Child-

wold in the town of Colton. In fact, a 

settlement called “Windfall” grew up 

on the windfall near Cranberry.

Mark Friden, Clifton Town Historian

Cranberry Lake, NY

RENAISSANCE WOMEN 
In “Hunting with Helena” (October 

2020), it was exciting to see this lovely 

young person doing something so tra-

ditional and important. Brava to her! 

I also wanted to mention Yvonne 

Albinowski’s sensational photographs 

that illustrate the article. The image on 

page 34 is like a Renaissance painting.

Dorian Gossy

Jay, NY

Correction: Two photographs in “The Call of 

the Wild” (December 2020) were incorrectly 

captioned: the images show a tributary of 

the Raquette River near Buttermilk Falls, on 

page 29, and Whitney Lake, in the West Can-

ada Lakes Wilderness, on page 32. 

Box 410

Adirondack Life welcomes  
the views of readers. All letters are 
subject to editing, must be signed 

and should be ad dressed to 
Box 410, Jay, NY 12941.

Email: letters@adirondacklife.com
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C 
oming to Adirondack Life in 1989 was inevitable: 

my previous jobs had been at the Adirondack 

Museum and Adirondack Lakes Center for the 

Arts (ALCA), both in Blue Mountain Lake. At 

an ALCA career day focusing on employment in the arts, I 

met photographer Nancie Battaglia and Adirondack Life edi-

tor Christopher Shaw. At the end of the day, as high-school 

students piled into buses, Shaw asked, “You’re not planning 

to do this for the rest of your life, are you?”

It turned out the assistant editor position at Adirondack 

Life was open and I started as possibly the least prepared 

editor ever to join a publication. I was still hyphenating 

adverbs, and until a fellow magazine staffer photocopied 

the full page of editors’ marks from Merriam-Webster, I had 

no clue how to intelligently scribble over virgin copy. That 

tool is basic, of course, and it took years for me to see where 

The Wave Goodbye
After three decades at Adirondack Life, 

Elizabeth “Betsy” Folwell retires 

Folwell, above on 
Owls Head in 2003, 
was hired as an edi-
tor at Adirondack 
Life in 1989; in 2005 
she joined the mag-
azine’s publishing 
team. 

a story lurked amid a forest of words and 

how to encourage writers to uncover the 

materials that made for solid, surprising 

reads. I was aware that many subscrib-

ers knew far more than I did about the 

Adirondacks. Every day I appreciated 

their forbearance and lived in fear they 

would find the flaws and factual errors 

that would blow our (and by extension, 

my) credibility.

In those decades, the magazine went 

from six issues a year to seven, then 

eight. And the time-consuming process-

es of pasting up stories with hot wax and 

sending slides to Utica for color separa-

tions morphed into desktop publishing, 

giving us more control over our sched-

ule and the finished product. I moved 

through the ranks, from assistant, to 

senior editor, to editor. 

Readers want a magazine that speaks 

to them, one that reflects and enlarges 

what they know, a reliable voice that 

takes them places they want to go—

even if it’s historically or geograph-

ically impossible. They are eager for 

more depth and detail, even tales that 

unearth uncomfortable truths. They 

want to see vividly all the lakes, moun-

tains and wild creatures found here. The 

magazine came to function like a magic 

window that brought the Adirondacks 

home every day. 

I learned new skills and went to new 

places to hunt down the stories I felt 

deserved a little daylight. From my office 

in Jay, it was easy to call, for instance, NL 

Industries in Newcomb, to request a ride 

on the last ore train from the Tahawus 

mine. And I could invite myself into 

remarkable homes and unusual land-

holdings like Boreas Ponds before the 

public was allowed.

Along the way, I met so many writers 

far more talented than I was, men and 

women who embraced deep research 

even back in the pre-Internet days, peo-

ple who had the sweep of experience 

and insight to make a topic become a 

piece that inspired an a-ha moment 

or a broader way of seeing a place, an 

incident, an individual. I met photogra-

phers who woke before dawn to capture 

a scene, who climbed trees and moun-

tains, who waded in mucky wetlands, 

Short Carries
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who earned the trust of skeptical and 

shy persons for the portrait that is truly 

worth a thousand words. I can’t thank 

them enough.

As part of my job I traveled to schools, 

clubs, lake associations and special 

events to speak about Adirondack Life. I 

learned something in every conversa-

tion and found numerous leads for new 

stories to assign to others or pursue 

myself. 

In October 2005 I joined the maga-

zine’s publishing team with Joni Man-

ning, controller, and Lisa Lincoln, cir-

culation director. This approach meant 

decision making akin to Quaker consen-

sus rather than unilateral verdict. 

As I continued to meet our readers, 

many times someone would introduce 

him- or herself by saying, “I’m a member 

of Adirondack Life,” and then go on with 

useful criticism, article ideas or praise. 

What an eye-opener to hear them say 

“member” rather than “subscriber.” That 

illustrated the depth of commitment 

and a glimpse of the importance of this 

magazine in their lives. It was connec-

tivity, this flipping of pages, long before 

we could just pick up some device.

I learned other things too, like how to 

read by listening because of my blind-

ness, which came without warning or 

pain in 2001. The independence I fierce-

ly projected gave way to accepting help 

and requesting patience as some sim-

ple tasks just took longer. I never gave 

up on the visual world, though I had to 

appreciate it philosophically rather than 

directly. The person most responsible 

for helping me interpret and navigate 

the landscape is Tom Warrington, my 

husband and BFF.

I joined the magazine in time to 

work on the 20th anniversary issue and 

stayed on through the 50th anniversa-

ry last year. Now it’s time for the wave 

goodbye, as former Adirondack Life editor 

Jeff Kelly once called it. 

But I won’t stop writing. As E. B. White 

put it in One Man’s Meat, “Writing is not 

an occupation nor is it a profession…. It 

is more of an affliction, or just punish-

ment. It is something that raises up on 

you like a welt.” 

With gratitude—and welts … —Betsy
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Your health 
in your hands
Manage your care from anywhere

Make an appointment 
online: HHHN.org
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Character Study

T he Showtime series The Good Lord Bird, starring Ethan Hawke as John Brown, has brought renewed 

interest in the story of the fiery abolitionist who lived for a time, and is buried, in North Elba. 

Hawke’s wild-eyed portrayal of Brown—best known for his ill-fated raid on Harpers Ferry—is 

based on the 2013 National Book Award–winning James McBride novel of the same name. In an inter-

view on NPR’s Fresh Air, Hawke spoke of visiting John Brown Farm “to pick up the scent, as it were. I 

went to his house and I walked those woods.” The actor, who also co-created the series, said Brown’s 

story speaks to the current moment of America’s reckoning with racism. 

Northern 
Lights

Actor Ethan Hawke 
plays the role of 
John Brown in the 
Showtime series The 
Good Lord Bird.
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NORTH E RN LIG HTS

We’re Honored
Adirondack Life received 12 awards from the  

International Regional Magazine Association’s annual 

conference, which took place virtually October 20–22. The 

awards recognized work from 2019 through March 2020. 

Read the winning stories at www.adirondacklife.com.

“ISLAND GETAWAY”
Luke Cyphers (Gold—Travel Feature)

 

“KINDERVOLK”
Lisa Bramen (Gold—Profile)

“THE GREAT ADIRONDACK LIFE CHALLENGE”
Mark Mahorsky (Gold—Art Direction of a Single Story)

WRITER OF THE YEAR
Niki Kourofsky (Silver)

“A BLUE LINING”
Bill McKibben (Silver—Nature & Environment Feature)

“SAVED BY A MIRACLE”
Luke Cyphers (Silver—General Feature)

“WINTER TAILS” (FEBRUARY 2019)
(Silver—Cover)

“BEN & HELEN”
Zohar Gitlis (Bronze—Art and Culture Feature)

“ROUTES REVIVAL”
Phil Brown (Bronze—Recreation)

“OPEN ALL NIGHT”
Editorial Staff (Bronze—Reader Service)

“CAMP SWEET CAMP”
Carrie Marie Burr (Bronze—Photo Series)

“REBEL LOVE”
Kristin van Ogtrop (Bronze—Essay)

“KATE SMITH TODAY”
Luke Cyphers (Award of Merit—Public Issues)

Home Wee Home
Do you own a tiny house in the Adiron-
dack Park? Email a couple of interior 
and exterior photos, plus a few lines 
about the joys and challenges of living 
small, to aledit@adirondacklife.com, 
and we’ll consider it for a future issue.

Get 
Otter 
Here
Uplifting animal  

videos are the Chicken 

Soup for the Soul of 

our times, and the 

Wild Center recently 

served up a hearty 

helping. In October, 

five months after tak-

ing in two abandoned 

otter pups, rehabilita-

tors from the Tupper 

Lake natural history 

museum released them into the Shingle Shanty Preserve in the west-

ern Adirondacks, where they’ll have plenty of room to scamper and 

swim. Watch their moving-day video, along with earlier “pupdates” of 

their rehab, at www.wildcenter.org/pupdates. 



T HAIRE’S SKI ROOM BEGAN OPERATING OUT OF LAKE PLACID HARDWARE CIRCA 1925,
making it perhaps the fi rst ski shop in the United States. For the next fi ve decades—

except for the three years he served in World War II—Thaire Bryant sold, rented and 

repaired skis out of the Main Street store, which later moved into a neighboring space and was 

renamed Thaire’s Ski Shop. 

As a member of the Lake Placid Ski Club Board of Directors, Bryant helped develop a plan to 

expand skiing opportunities and turn winter sports into a tourist draw. 

In November Bryant was inducted into the Lake Placid Hall of Fame. Bryant’s sons Thaire and 

Raymond wrote in their nomination letter, “As the fi rst person so many people met who wanted 

to learn to ski or acquire the newest ski fashion, our father was the quiet, unassuming gentle-

man who met their needs.”  

F IR ST  T R ACKS
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Thaire Bryant, 
kneeling bottom 
left, and arctic 
explorer Jacques 
Suzanne, third from 
left, at Thaire’s Ski 
Shop, circa 1930s.  
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S 
aranac Lake, with a population of just over 5,000 

people, is the largest village in the Adirondack 

Park. This still surprises me even though I’ve 

known it for at least half my life. The park, a mix 

of public and private land, is big, famously so. It’s bigger 

than Yosemite, the Everglades, Grand Canyon and Yellow-

stone combined. If the park were a state it would be about 

the size of Vermont, where the largest city is home to more 

than 40,000 people. So a town of 5,000 in the middle of mil-

lions of acres of wild forest, even if it is the biggest, is still, 

well, small.

The Long View
Looking back at my 

Saranac Lake childhood 
BY ADAM FEDERMAN

The author with his 
mother, Dorothy, 
on Baker Mountain, 
and with his fam-
ily on Ampersand 
Mountain, in the 
mid-1980s.

That’s how I’ve always imagined it. 

Not only small, but also remote. It’s near-

ly an hour drive just to get to the North-

way, the closest major interstate. The 

Amtrak station in Westport is a 40-min-

ute drive (service currently suspended 

north of Albany due to COVID). Montreal 

is two and a half hours away. There’s a 

Trailways bus that departs from Fusion 

Market on Lake Flower Avenue to points 

south, including New York City, but it’s a 

long and exhausting ride. One thing we 

can count on is winter: just about every 

year, Saranac Lake is the coldest spot in 

the nation, appearing on morning news-

casts across the country.   

When I was born in Saranac Lake, 

in 1979, the population was closer to 

7,000. Things have changed since then, 

but not much. There are half a dozen 

or so new houses on the road I grew up 

on and where my parents still live. In 

MY HOM ETOWN
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recent years a pair of loons has taken 

up residence on nearby Moody Pond. 

The trail up Mount Baker, more or less in 

our backyard, is significantly wider than 

it was 20 years ago. Like much of the 

Adirondacks, it has been “discovered.” 

The trees in our front yard are per-

haps more precise markers of change. 

A tulip tree given to my parents when 

my brother was born in 1975 is now at 

least 60 feet tall and flowered for the 

first time several years ago. Three birch 

trees planted when my grandfather died 

in 1998—he had come to live with us 

during his final years—are now mature 

and arched slightly from the prevailing 

winds. There are also a couple of hem-

locks, crabapple trees and a Japanese 

maple that we’ve planted over the years. 

The lawn has become a forest. 

My grandfather’s wife, Eve, was a first- 

generation Saranac Laker. Her father 

had come to Saranac Lake in the early 

1900s, like so many others, after being 

diagnosed with tuberculosis. The Wein-

stocks—Eve was one of seven sisters—

ran a small general store out of the first 

floor of the three-story apartment build-

ing where they lived near Lake Flower. 

For the Weinstocks, Saranac Lake was 

a kind of refuge both from the pogroms 

they had fled in Eastern Europe and from 

a disease for which there was no cure. 

It was a good place to grow up, then 

and now. We had extraordinary freedom 

and in summer spent countless hours 

riding our bikes around the neighbor-

hood or tromping through the woods 

unencumbered, it seemed, by anything 

other than the falling darkness. In win-

ter we skied at Mount Pisgah, a two-run 

Once, there was a bear at 
our bus stop. But there 
were other, less tangible, 
dangers. There were limits 
to what a small town could 
offer and as I got older, 
Saranac Lake was a place I 
wanted to escape from. We couldn’t be more pleased with Kevin Birchmore and his crew from the McKernon 

Group.  Finished our project on time and within budget… regularly going above and 
beyond in order to accommodate our every need.  We had high expectations for this 

very specialized construction/remodel…. and we were not let down.  

Serving Vermont and Upstate New York • 888-484-4200 
mckernongroup.com 
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hill with a T-bar that is probably one of 

the last of its kind in the country. There 

were always reminders that we lived at 

the edge of a vast and untamed wilder-

ness. Once, there was a bear at our bus 

stop. 

But there were other, less tangi-

ble, dangers. There were limits, I sup-

pose, to what a small town could offer, 

and as I got older, Saranac Lake was a 

place I wanted to escape from. Even if 

it is sometimes referred to as the “lit-

tle city of the Adirondacks,” I was after 

the real thing. (This may have been in 

part because I was the youngest of three 

and watched longingly as my brother 

and sister went off to college far from 

home.) I remember refusing to stand for 

the Pledge of Allegiance in high school 

and drawing the ire of my homeroom 

teacher—he told me it would come back 

to haunt me—and being sent to the prin-

cipal’s office. I had to defend myself and 

explain that you can choose not to say 

the pledge and that no one can make you 

stand for something you don’t believe 

in. Back then the school mascot was 

still the Saranac Lake “Redskins” and 

few seemed to question why it would be 

offensive. Football was king. (The name 

was changed to “Red Storm” in 2001.) At 

a certain point, and no doubt unfairly, 

I began to equate small-town life with 

small-mindedness. In the end I did leave 

high school half a semester early in 

order to enroll in an outdoor education 

program at a two-year school in Colora-

do. The campus was in Leadville, an old 

mining town with 2,600 people.  

I now live less than two hours away 

from Saranac Lake, on the other side 

of Lake Champlain, with a view of the 

Adirondacks that I find truly awesome: 

the rugged, wild beauty of the region 

revealed in a way that’s hard to see 

when you’re in the middle of it. Some-

times you have to get away to appreciate 

where you’re from.  

 

Adam Federman is a reporting fellow with 
Type Investigations and the author of Fast-
ing and Feasting: The Life of Visionary Food 
Writer Patience Gray. His work has appeared 
in The Guardian, The Washington Post, The 
Nation, and Slate and Politico magazines.  

MY HOMETOWN

Are you ready to get started on your next project? We’re ready to help! We have the 
wood, stone, mulch, fencing (and more) that you’ll need.Making your forever home 
and home improvement projects even better is our specialty. Our flooring and pan-
eling options range from rustic Cherry to Ash to hard, soft and wormy Maple, Red 

and White Oak to Eastern Pine, to beautiful black Walnut. Let’s get started!

Ghent
wood products

let’s get started on
your next project!

Check out the work by our amazing customers in the images above!

(518) 828-5684 1262 rte 66
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I t is a truth universally acknowledged, that a single bird in possession of a 

good territory, must be in want of a mate. With a bit of tweaking, Jane Austen’s 

opening sentence in Pride and Prejudice describes many birds, but her depiction 

of English society in the 18th century most closely mirrors the life of the black-

capped chickadee.

Chickadees lead lives more provincial than did Austen herself, staying within their 

neighborhood and associating with a small circle of acquaintances season after sea-

 Living in  
Jane Austen’s World

The love lives of black-capped chickadees 
BY LAURA ERICKSON 

son, year after year. To the undiscern-

ing eye their existence may appear to be 

nothing more than “a quick succession 

of busy nothings,” but like Austen read-

ers, observant birders notice individu-

als and their relationships and dramas 

within any chickadee flock.

As in Austen’s world, chickadee flocks 

have a strict, stable social hierarchy. 

Chickadees become “marriageable” the 

spring after their first winter. Those 

young chickadees start out at the bot-

tom of the social ladder, rising in rank 

as they get older. Pairs are composed of 

birds of equal social standing. Elizabeth 

Bennet could have been a chickadee 

when she noted about Darcy, “He is a 

gentleman; I am a gentleman’s daughter; 

so far we are equal.”

Female chickadees can’t help but look 

over the neighborhood males, finding 

the best singers especially attractive. 
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Like Austen characters, a chickadee’s 

“imagination is very rapid; it jumps 

from admiration to love, from love 

to matrimony in a moment,” but no 

English heroine would accept mashed-

up insects from a lovestruck male. In 

both worlds, settling love relationships 

involves drama, but once mate choices 

are worked out, the dénouement is short 

and sweet, the consummation private. 

Some infidelity has always occurred; as 

Mrs. Bennet might have noted, “I assure 

you there is quite as much of that going 

on with chickadees as with people.” Yet 

in both cases, lasting bonds endure year 

after year.

Chickadee romance surges every 

spring and ebbs every summer. A pair 

may not seem like a unit in fall and 

early winter, but one sunny January 

morning, the male starts singing anew, 

and his mate listens afresh. He may ask 

her, like Darcy, “If your feelings are still 

what they were last April, tell me so 

at once. My affections and wishes are 

unchanged.” And just like the previous 

April, and the April before that, their 

feelings will not be repressed. Chicka-

dees probably cannot fix on which hour, 

or glance, or words laid the foundation, 

but for yet another season, they settle 

into domestic felicity.

It worked in Jane Austen’s world, and 

it works for chickadees today. 

Adapted from The Love Lives of Birds © 2020 
by Laura Erickson. Used with permission 
from Storey Publishing.

WILDLIFE

A pair may not seem like a 
-unit in fall and early win-

ter, but one sunny January 
morning, the male starts 
singing anew, and his mate 
listens afresh. He may ask 
her, like Darcy, “If your 
feelings are still what they 
were last April, tell me at 
once. My affections and 
wishes are unchanged.”
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GRAND 
PRIZE

GRACIE 
(NAMED AFTER GRACE PEAK) 

CHECKS OUT GIANT’S WASHBOWL
Nick Zachara, Lake Placid, NY



ILDD  
Y ou see Adirondackers’ four-legged friends 

just about everywhere around here, hiking, swim-
ming, napping in the sun, lounging by a campfire. 
So, we figured, why not spotlight these park pups 
in an Adirondack Life dog photo contest? 

Three hundred–plus entries later, we realized our mistake. 
Those fuzzy faces, the soulful eyes, the doggy elation of splashing, 
digging and doing all the things that outdoor exploring allows, 
photographed by the humans who love them—well, every single 
image is a winner. So we leaned hard on our judges, photographers 
Lisa J. Godfrey (@godfreysdogpack) and Brendan Wiltse (@bren 
danwiltse), to help us pick the standouts, based on the spirit of 
the subject matter within their Adirondack surroundings.

Following are the grand-prize, first-, second- and third-place 
winners, and as many other shots as we could squeeze onto 
these pages. The winners will receive Adirondack Life swag; all 
the pups here, as well as other entries, will appear on our Face-
book page and Instagram feed (@adklifemag) when we begin 
posting an #Adirondog a day at the beginning of January.      

 January + February 2021 ADIRONDACK LIFE 27

Meet some of our Meet some of our 
favorite Adirondogsfavorite Adirondogs



FIRST
PLACE

EMMY ON THE NORTHVILLE-PLACID TRAIL NEAR WELLS
Steff Obkirchner, Amsterdam, NY 

TAILS ON TRAILS
While dog owners should keep their 
pets within sight and on leashes to 
respect other outdoor recreationists 
and protect wildlife across the Adiron-
dacks, New York State requires that 
in the Eastern High Peaks, dogs are 
leashed on trails, at tent and lean-to 
sites, and at elevations above 4,000 
feet or any other areas where they 
may come in contact with the public.

Dog owners should be aware that 
people hunt and trap on designated 
state lands—another reason to leash 
your dog.   

Pets need to be prepared for physi-
cal exertion, and need water, food and 
protection from the elements. Their 
waste should also be picked up or 
properly buried. 
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SECOND 
PLACE BLANCHE LUNGES INTO LAKE CHAMPLAIN, IN WILLSBORO

John & Lauren Hogan, Albany, NY 
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THIRD
PLACE ELLIE ON GOOD LUCK LAKE

Addisen Osterhout, Ravena, NY



 

A
basil at west stoner lake

Joe Mulone, Scotia, NY

b
becky & angie 

on whiteface Mountain
Maria Farnsworth

Saratoga Springs, NY

c
king in LAKE KUSHAQUA

Helen Sisco, Onchiota, NY

d
teddy at schroon lake

Carlyn Rapoport, Vergennes, VT

e
sadie at middle saranac lake

John Hurley, Corinth, NY

F
penny & harley 

near big moose station
Rebecca Freligh, Saratoga Springs, NY
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G
SKYE on phelps mountain 

Noah & Ashley Monge
Clifton Park, NY

H
Ziva on blueberry mountain

Kara DuPlessis, Fulton, NY

I
kylo ren on castle rock 
Kacey O'Brien, Lake George

J
basil at 

Lewey lake campground
Katlynn Sacco, Georgetown, KY

K
rumor on schroon lake

Jessica Quazza, Totowa, NJ
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L
Lucy at Raquette Lake

Chip Knapp, Chester Springs, PA

M
dobby in cascade Lake

 Sarah M. Howell, Germantown, MD

N
bentley & winston at lake george 

Catherine Ayers, Flint, MI

O
eddie on the oswegatchie river

 Wendy Kuceyeski, Tupper Lake, NY

P
bailey at brant lake

 Lauren Williams & Scott Hinojosa 
Manchester, CT

Q
porter on the santanoni range 

Sarah Glendon & Brian Carvalho 
Hastings-on-Hudson, NY
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ONCE THE SNOW FALLS, 
EVERYTHING CHANGES IN INLET

BY NIKI KOUROFSKY
PHOTOGRAPHS 
BY NANCIE BATTAGLIA
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POLAR  
OPPOSITES



 July + August 2019

I
T’S THE BEST KIND OF COUNTDOWN, 
heading southwest on Route 28: Eighth 

Lake … Seventh Lake … Sixth Lake … 

Fifth Lake, then BAM! Inlet’s tiny down-

town explodes in a funfetti of color and 

movement. Families line up for Northern 

Lights’ gelato or paninis at the Caboose, then hop 

over to Kalil’s for charcoal and bug spray. Green-

and-yellow cottages, their clotheslines dripping 

with towels and trunks, line the way to Arrowhead 

Park’s buzzing beach. Mary’s White Pine Bakery 

starts pumping out donuts at seven a.m.; over at 

the Tamarack Cafe, the frenetic pace only lets up 

for the nanosecond between breakfast and lunch. 

In the summertime, Inlet’s year-round popula-

tion of about 300 plays host to thousands more. For 

businesses, that’s three-plus jam-packed months 

of making hay while the sun shines. “Oh, it’s huge,” 

said Carrie Stallard, who took over Fourth Lake 

Wine and Spirits with her fiancé, Stephen Cole, in 
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2017. Eighty percent of their business kind of huge. (Even during the 

summer of COVID, Stallard said, the pace didn’t slow.) For workers—like 

27-year-old Brendan Simons, a bartender, waiter and historical society 

docent—that often means juggling at least two jobs. “You’re basically 

stockpiling income to live off in the winter,” he said. 

By Columbus Day, the scene has emptied out, leaving darkened store-

fronts and a handful of cars parked along Main Street. Camp signs are 

packed away for the season and snowmobiles replace crosswalk crowds. 

Though winter weekends in big-snow years can be busy, it’s nothing 

compared to the hurly-burly of summer. “Absolutely everything about it 

changes,” said Inlet’s library director, Joanne Kelly, who’s been in town 

for 20 years. While the rest of us might be digging in for long winter’s 

Events like Frozen Fire and 
Lights, above, bring the 
community out to play. 
There’s more time for fun 
once the weather turns 
cold, said librarian Joanne 
Kelly, since locals work so 
hard during summer’s tour-
ist season. FACING PAGE: 
Main Street empties after 
warm-weather crowds 
head for home. PAGES 
34–35: Fourth Lake in win-
ter and summer.  



 

naps, the year-rounders in Inlet are just starting to play. “You kind of 

shift gears and slow down. You try to enjoy things a little bit more,” said 

Misty Townsend, a sales associate at Inlet Department Store. “Locals 

come out of their dens.” 

Margie O’Hara, who retired here in 2006, said many of her neighbors 

are too busy in the summer to socialize—so, when the weather turns 

frigid, they invent any reason they can to get together. “That’s what 

makes our life up here so much fun,” she said at a pre-pandemic crock-

pot cook-off dubbed “Let’s Get Crocked.” The adult Easter egg hunt is 

another favorite, along with a Wii bowling league at the pizza-and-wings 

joint Screamen’ Eagle. But one of the biggest parties of the year is Frozen 

Fire and Lights, a bonanza of skiing, sledding, skating and snowshoeing 

during the day, with fireworks and a bonfire after the sun goes down. 

Deep winter isn’t for everyone. It gets cold here—double-digit neg-

atives cold—and the bakery, bookstore and coffee shop close, among 

other businesses. “You can’t expect every luxury you have in the sum-

mer to be available, but I think that’s part of the beauty of it,” said Carrie 

Stallard, a transplant from Chicago. “Things that used to be necessities 

are no longer necessities.” Wintertime in Inlet—and in many Adirondack 

hubs—brings something more precious: a little time to recharge. 

“Winter can get very slow,” 
said Cody Earl, facing 
page, who worked at Kalil’s 
Grocery. But a good snowy 
season can bring snowmo-
bilers, skiers and snowsho-
ers. “It’s all weather depen-
dent,” he said. “In summer 
you need sun; in winter you 
need snow.” 
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George Primrose 
and Lew Dockstader, 
“veteran stars of 
the minstrel world,” 
according to The 
Post-Star, brought 
their show to Glens 
Falls in 1913. 
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Adirondack
Blackface

CAUTION:
This article 

quotes historical 
sources that 

used offensive 
language. 

IN THE NORTH COUNTRY, MINSTREL SHOWS 
WERE POPULAR ENTERTAINMENT INTO THE 
1960S. HISTORIAN AMY GODINE REVEALS THEIR 
PROMINENCE THROUGHOUT THE REGION

M A Y B E  Y O U  R E C A L L  T H E  N E W S A B O U T  A
racist blackface cartoon on the cover of a SUNY–Plattsburgh stu-

dent newspaper in 2015. Or the SUNY–Potsdam students who 

filmed themselves cavorting to rap music in black facial masks. 

Unsettling incidents, followed swiftly by hurt and fury, apologies 

and solemn editorials. The proof of blackface’s unacceptability 

may be the lashing rage that greets it. Minus a few idiots, people 

do seem to get that this thing is just messed up.

What is much less understood is Adirondack blackface when 

it was the opposite of unacceptable. When it was absolute-

ly everywhere. Not just in the bigger cities around the region, 

but in towns as small as Port Henry, Clintonville or Long Lake. 

And everybody did it. Schoolkids and women’s clubs, fraternal 

orders, firemen. Not, as college students do it now, for the thrill 

of messing with a stern taboo, but for comfort and community 

and love of a tradition whose essential racism went unheeded 

and entirely unchallenged. 

But first, to the theft (or as the parlance has it now, the appro-

priation) that launched a thousand blackface revues. In the 1820s 

in Manhattan, a white actor, Thomas Dartmouth Rice, made a 

study of a brilliant dancer, a Black man, a stable hand. The man, 

never identified, was disabled, but the moves he made, both 

lurchy and elastic, syncopated, spry, turned his bad leg into an 

asset. And such a catchy chorus! “Weel about and turn jis so. 

Eb’ry time I weel about I jump Jim Crow.” With an eye and ear 

for novelty, Rice memorized the dance and song, and took it to 

the stage.

How big a deal was this? In two decades, Jim Crow dance, 

song and style—what became known as a minstrel show—had 

whirled itself into the nation’s leading form of popular perfor-

mance. Louisville, Cincinnati, Pittsburgh and New Orleans would 

each declare itself its birthplace. By 1844, a blackface troupe, the 

Ethiopian Serenaders, was performing for President John Tyler 

in the White House. Pop critic Greil Marcus has called Thomas 

Dartmouth Rice, or “Daddy” Rice as the world knew him, the 

Elvis of his age, a polymath who wrote and acted all his skits, and 

developed characters both relatable and nuanced. 

For good or ill, Rice’s mimetic and dramatic gifts would not dis-

tinguish his successors. As early as the 1840s, minstrel routines 

began to stale. Black characters grew less rounded—still comedic 

but crudely stereotyped and ready-made to mock. Formula drove 

the skits; corny jokes were culled from newspapers. Minstrelsy, 

its sheet music, costumes, makeup and hand-me-down palaver, 

was commodified. This went for Black minstrel shows and white 

alike, both well-steeped in their routines when they finally ven-

tured from the fringes of the Adirondacks to the harder-to-reach 

interior, riding in on new rail spurs, setting up in village opera 

houses and town halls. | Continued on page 50
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  ICE 
FISHING

WITH 
    PHOTOGRAPHER

     VERONICA 
                 SPANN

My
dad’s been the captain of every ice-fish-

ing outing I’ve ever been on. And there 

have been plenty.

Most people envision ice fishing as a 

quiet, solitary activity—sitting alone on 

a bucket, bobbing a line up and down 

until there’s a hit. That’s not what it’s  

like to fish with my father. With him, 

you’re in for intense competition as well 

as a party. 

The sport of ice fishing, as my dad says, 

breaks fishermen into two categories: 

“fishers” and “catchers.” We always want 

to be the catchers. This means that if a 

hole isn’t producing fish within a matter 

of minutes, we’re packing up camp and 

moving to a different hole. We’re track-

ing the depth of the water under the ice 

and taking detailed notes when the bite is 

good. We’re watching the fish finder like 

our lives depend on it. We’re changing 

bait, we’re switching poles, we’re jigging 

at different speeds. We’re on the ice at 

the crack of morning and staying out past 

sunset whether the bite is good or bad. 

(My forever optimistic dad always thinks 

it’s just about to get better.)

My mom, Evelyn, takes  
a break from fishing to 
skate on Lake George. 
FACING PAGE: A friend  
and first-time fisherman 
lands her first trout. 
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A friend joins our family for 
a day on the ice. FACING 
PAGE: My dad, Rick, and 
my brother, Clayton, on 
Schroon Lake. Dad lands a 
big one while wearing his 
lucky hat. 
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The party of ice fishing is about bring-

ing family and friends together. My dad’s 

enthusiasm is contagious. He encourages 

competitions to see who can drill a hole 

the fastest. There’s hooting and hollering 

after a glove is tossed off so an arm can 

plunge into a hole of freezing water to 

coax out a squirming trout. When the ice 

is good, we take breaks to skate. We dis-

cuss and solve the world’s problems. We 

roll our eyes after my dad’s umpteenth 

proclamation—after he drills yet another 

hole following a catchless stretch—that 

“The fish are right here, I know it!” We 

laugh when he says he has “Moby Perch” 

on the line before pulling up a fish the 

size of his pinkie. There’s my mom’s chili 

and hot chocolate and her good fortune 

of landing the biggest fish, usually after 

fishing just 10 minutes of an all-day out-

ing. Then there’s celebrating a pile of 

perch and debating whether we’ll have a 

perch fry or perch tacos for dinner. 

Ice fishing lets us observe nature’s 

stillness when it’s at its coldest. We fish, 

we laugh, we eat, we drink and we appre-

ciate these moments together. 
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PORTRAITS OF THE ELUSIVE 
AMERICAN MARTEN

TEXT AND PHOTOGRAPHS BY 
LARRY MASTER

N
inety minutes after sunrise on a 

spring morning, I arrived at a High 

Peaks lodge with hopes of photo-

graphing one of the Adirondacks’ 

most delightful denizens. On the 

ground lay a light cover of snow over 

hard-pack, and red squirrels chattered in the trees. Cam-

era at the ready, I waited. 

Twenty minutes later, the squirrels suddenly went 

silent and seemed to have disappeared. Then, a few min-

utes apart, two beautiful martens appeared.

American martens (Martes americana) are part of the 

weasel family, distinguished from other Adirondack 

mustelids (river otter, fisher, mink, long- and short-tailed 

weasels) by their medium size and light brown coat. Add-

ing to their photographic appeal are a bushy tail, endear-

ing face and white-trimmed ears. They live in mature, 

northern coniferous and mixed forests, where they hunt 

for voles, shrews, red squirrels and other small critters, 

and they will gobble nuts and berries in season. They 

may hunt anytime, but peak activity is at twilight or, as I 

was fortunate to witness, in early morning.
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Until then, my experience with martens in the Adiron-

dacks had been limited to viewing nocturnal images on 

trail cameras near Lake Placid, or catching a glimpse 

as one ran across Whiteface Memorial Highway before 

sunrise.

Although wary, the martens let me watch and capture 

them with a telephoto lens as they hunted. I admired 

their skill as climbers and photographed them in the 

trees, where they might have been tracking those miss-

ing squirrels. I followed one from a respectful distance, 

watching it forage on the ground—looking, listening and 

smelling for a vole or other potential meal. I didn’t see 

it catch anything as it bounded and loped in its search, 

leaving distinctive twin tracks in the snow with its hind 

feet placed directly on front footprints. 

Martens are superbly adapted to snowy winters but 

need large areas of relatively unfragmented habitat. If 

you’re lucky, you might see one visiting a campsite or 

a suet feeder. Alert hikers might catch a glimpse on a 

trail, but should look up in the trees—especially coni-

fers—since martens will take temporary refuge at the 

approach of people or dogs and will sit quietly until 

intruders pass.  

See more of Larry Master’s wildlife photography at  
www.masterimages.org.

The American marten,  
a member of the weasel  
family, is found primarily in 
mature, northern forests.  
It is a solitary hunter, active 
throughout winter. 
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Why its long appeal? After the dev-

astation of the Civil War, blackface’s 

cheerful skits about African Americans 

was, for white America, a solace and 

relief. In the South and North alike, 

Black Americans were pressing for 

equal opportunity and equal rights. 

Emancipation was one thing, but social 

and political equality was, for most of 

white America, too much, too fast, too 

far. The blackface stage, where child-

like, impulsive Black people gratefully 

embraced their place, was more than 

funny. It consoled. It gave the two dev-

astated white halves of the nation a 

little common ground, something that 

could ease their reconciliation. It gave 

them a vision, writ in rags and cork, of 

Black inferiority. And the more hungri-

ly Black America pressed for political 

representation, social parity and voting 

rights, the more the counternarrative of 

Black servility delighted. 

Regardless of the venue—rural, 

urban, east or west—blackface sought 

the same effect. It effaced the human 

individual and reduced character to 

type. Burnt cork and shoe polish, red 

paint and white smeared human fea-

tures into a mask. Kinky wigs intimat-

ed wildness and lack of personal con-

trol. Costumes either foppish (for the 

character Zip Coon) or ragged (for the 

rustic goofball Jim Crow) spoke either 

of pathetic vanity or an uncomplaining 

destitution. And, of course, there was 

the minstrel’s exaggeratedly rough 

speech, ranging from ungrammatical 

to outright nonsensical. This speech, 

maybe more than dance or gesture, was 

the thing that racialized the blackface 

character, vesting him with the help-

less immaturity that justified white 

oversight. Give him fancy words, he’d 

mangle them to mud. Give him means 

to buy new clothes, he’d overdress and 

preen. The only help for it was to love 

him for what he was: a child-man in 

everlasting need of a father’s patience, 

firmness and direction.

On stage, that parent-figure was the 

interlocutor, the always white, unflap-

pable straight man who fed his Sambos 

and his Bones teasing questions that 

provoked the jokes and hokum that evi-

denced the lesser status of Black Amer-

ADIRONDACK BLACKFACE
Continued from page 41
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Fine Dining
& Lodging
________  IN THE ________ 

ADIRONDACK REGION
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

BIG MOOSE LAKE, EAGLE BAY, NY 13331

The Waldheim. Seventeen cottages with 
fireplaces overlooking scenic Big Moose 
Lake. Established in 1904, The Waldheim 
has changed little since. Rates include 
three delicious meals served daily in a 
central dining room. Unstructured op-
portunities allow guests to relax, recre-
ate or be with family. 315-357-2353. www 
.thewaldheim.com.

INDIAN LAKE, NY 12842

Timberlock. Enjoy an old-fashioned Ad-
irondack family-owned resort set in the 
midst of the New York Forest Preserve. 
Rustic, relaxed atmosphere . . . com-
fortable cabins overlooking a beautiful 
wilderness lake. Swimming, boating, hik-
ing, tennis, horseback riding, fishing and 
much more. Family rates include three 
hearty, healthful meals a day. Bro-
chure. 518-648-5494 or 802-453-2540. 
www.timberlock.com.

PEASLEEVILLE, NY 12985

Cozy Adirondack Cabin. Escape to a little 
piece of paradise in our beautiful Adirondack 
cabin. Centrally located in the High Peaks 
Region. Biking, walking, or hiking on near-
by state trails. Fishing in the Salmon River, 
within steps of the cabin. Comfortably sleeps 
eight. Full kitchen with appliances. Wood 
stove with wood provided. Come relax on the 
deck and immerse yourself in the wonderful 
sights and sounds of the Adirondack Moun-
tains. 518-643-0330. Lindab135@ yahoo.com .

B&B ASSOCIATION

Adirondack Bed and Breakfast Association. 

Come stay in unique lodging! Visit an Adiron-
dack B&B and look forward to a special ex-
perience where you will be treated to warm 
North Country hospitality and a great break-
fast! Each of our more than 25 bed-and-
breakfasts reflects the innkeeper’s own style 
and friendliness, and encourages a special 
relationship with guests, offering guidance 
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icans then, now, forever. But scripts are 

made to be subverted, and as blackface 

scholars insist, while blackface was 

inarguably racist, it was also something 

more, and this more mattered. While 

the style and form of blackface banter 

was predictable, the content was adap-

tive. Troupes both homegrown and 

from away made a point of wrapping 

local names and goings-on into their 

shtick, a tradition that made the audi-

ence experience interactive, something 

straight-up opera never did.

That was one kind of subversion. 

There were more. Since blackface char-

acters stood for an underclass, their 

routines were often lightly seasoned 

with digs at local guardians of respect-

ability, like bankers, school principals, 

town merchants. And through these 

takedowns on the safe space of the 

stage, blackface democratized—a fea-

ture that accounted for a good part of 

its popularity. 

Which points to sex and sexuality, 

another feature of the blackface show 

that helped account for its appeal. 

Long before blackface emerged, Black 

men had been racialized by whites as 

randy and impulsive, Black women as 

promiscuous. Blackface skits reinforced 

these clichés through bawdy jokes and 

suggestive costumes. And where else 

was this allowed? Blackface couples, 

the women played by men, enjoyed a 

physical expressiveness unthinkable 

on other stages—and in these raucous 

dealings was the kernel of something 

relatable. 

 How much of this ribaldry actually 

infiltrated northern New York is hard to 

know. The scripts are gone. But smut-

tiness was enough of a threat to move 

several blackface promoters to declare 

that their Adirondack shows were free 

of all salacious content. Indeed, their 

ads could make you think that black-

face’s mission was strictly reverential. 

“Minstrels … capable of impersonating 

the genuine negro” brought throngs 

to Johnstown in 1891, offering an 

introduction to “the tints, lights, and 

shadows of darky life.” The emphasis 

on craft and culture allayed concerns 

about blackface’s unrespectability. Here 

was fun, sure, but also—folklife! A taste 
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of the Lost South! A jolly land of music, 

dance and unassailable devotion to God 

and Massa. This was how 300 years of 

chattel slavery shimmered in the fun-

house mirror of blackface. 

The distortion was even more arrest-

ing when Black minstrel troupes, most-

ly Southern, held up the mirror and 

assured their audiences that yes, “Old 

Black Joe” and “De Camptown Races” 

got it right. Plattsburgh audiences in 

1866 really would hear from the Georgia 

Minstrels “entertainments illustrative 

of Negro plantation life in the South-

ern States.” And when Black bellboys 

and waiters threw a watermelon-eating 

contest in Warrensburg in 1901, they 

really would invoke “the sunny South 

and cotton fields” of their past.

This was not their past. This was 

a market-driven, confected narrative 

of a preindustrial, racialized America. 

Which suggests that when Black min-

strels served up the same cozy scenes 

of servility as whites, they, too, donned 

a kind of blackface, if minus grease-

paint and burnt cork. 

But more generations of Adiron-

dackers knew minstrelsy as a white 

thing. Not only did it reach the region 

earlier, piggybacking as a side act with 

the circus, but its venues were more 

numerous, and its staying power more 

robust. Though the ad for the Patriotic 

Minstrel Troupe in Lake Placid in 1918 

opened with “All Coons Look Alike to 

Me,” the drophead reassured. “But 

these are different.” Why? Because the 

performers were not “coons,” but white. 

Under all the paint, still white faces you 

could depend on to look like your own: 

unique, individuated, human. “All-

white performers,” promised the flyer 

for the Hi Henry Minstrels when they 

played Sacandaga Park in 1903. The 

description put local readers on notice. 

Accept no substitutes. Whatever these 

colored outfits claim they do, we’ll do 

better. This thing belongs to us. 

That “us” tightened up as the 20th 

century progressed. It still meant white, 

but when small-town Adirondackers 

began putting on their own shows and 

giving the bigger city shows a run for 

their money, blackface also came to 

stand for home. Boasted the Lake Placid 

ADIRONDACK BLACKFACE
H I S T O R I C  C R A F T S M A N S H I P
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News about a 1915 Elks benefit at the 

crowded Happy Hour Theater (capaci-

ty 400): the “kings of minstrelsy” have 

nothing “on our local talent.” The local 

blackface playbook was not much dif-

ferent from the city’s (among the tunes 

were “Jungletown” and “Laugh You Lit-

tle N—s”), but seeing neighbors play-

ing rascals, strumpets, clowns—this 

was novel, and it drew. Some of these 

homegrown revues got so good they 

took it on the road, the Saranac Valley 

Grange Minstrels to Beekmantown, the 

Wilmington Grange Minstrels to Reber 

and Au Sable Forks, Jay’s Whiteface 

Grange Minstrels to Keene, Whallons-

burg and Peru. Black minstrel shows 

raised cash for Black colleges, farm 

schools and philanthropies; white pro-

ductions poured earnings into commu-

nity improvements. Blackface benefits 

fundraised for hot lunches in Vermont-

ville. In Tupper Lake, for the Boy Scouts 

and the fire department. In Long Lake, 

for the Calvary Women’s Society. A 

minstrel show visited Clinton Prison, 

in Dannemora, to raise funds for an 

inmates’ recreation center. 

Local productions bolstered non-sec-

tarian community identity and pride. 

Protestants, Catholics and Jews (some 

of whose immigrant parents had been 

“othered” on their arrival), happily 

blacked up together for a cause. Chil-

dren put on minstrel shows. At the 

Ticonderoga Playhouse, 1928, eight 

schoolgirls debuted as the Pickaninnies. 

In 1954, sixth-graders in Clintonville 

put on “The Crazy N—” for Halloween. 

The stage alone could not contain 

this craze. It was too liquid, and too 

loved. It leaked into parades, dances, 

classrooms, hospitals, ice-skating galas 

and a Civilian Conservation Corps camp 

rec hall. In 1926, patients in a state hos-

pital in Tupper Lake were entertained 

by a local women’s troupe in black-

face, playing “Bell-Hops and Southern 

Mammies in true cottonfield colors.” 

The Dominion Days parade in Malone, 

1935, featured a float from the “Dark-

town Fire Department,” a blackface 

crew of firemen with hook-and-ladder. 

Tupper Lake’s junior high organized a 

basketball game during World War II to 

raise funds for soldiers posted overseas: 

 January + February 2021 ADIRONDACK LIFE 55

ADIRONDACK BLACKFACE



56 ADIRONDACK LIFE  January + February 2021 

Discover Ultra-light Paddling

slipstreamwatercraft.com
518.423.8827

Models from
10 1/2’ to 17’

Safe
Proudly  Supports 

across New York

Outdoor
Recreation 

Safewaters.com

WEAR IT



one team wore clown suits, the other 

burnt cork. 

Other iterations of blackface style, 

once removed, were found in Adiron-

dack homes and lives: Mammy cookie 

jars. Wind-up toys of grinning bell-

hops. Cast-iron lawn jockeys, painted 

features racialized to the point of cari-

cature. For the Christmas play in 1941, 

young students in Speculator, Saranac 

Lake and Ellenburg blacked up for the 

role of “N— Doll.” In 1931, a St. Regis 

Falls newspaper offered home-decorat-

ing tips for boys’ upholstery patterns 

featuring “colonial scenes of gaily ban-

danna’ed mammies picking cotton in 

the fields of the South.” 

In 2004, ethnomusicologist Susan 

Hurley-Glowa interviewed several older 

folks in Colton, an Adirondack hamlet 

in St. Lawrence County. This commu-

nity hosted a blackface revue as late as 

1969, and many of Hurley-Glowa’s sub-

jects recalled these shows with keen 

affection. All counted the experience 

as nothing but good fun, nothing racist 

about it, and anyway, how could it be, 

and how could they be, when none of 

them knew Black people? 

But the reach of a prejudicial bias has 

no need of personal exposure or expe-

rience. When Hitler came to power, the 

Jewish population in Germany was less 

than one percent, yet anti-Semitism 

was the iron spine that stiffened Nazi 

ideology. In the United States, a deroga-

tory idea of Blackness claimed a territo-

ry much wider than where Black people 

lived. From the first days of the slave 

trade and a Supreme Court ruling in 

1857 that declared all Black Americans, 

free or enslaved, “beings of an inferior 

order,” to humor columns in Adiron-

dack newspapers that traded in dialect 

jokes, to the weekly badinage of the 

Amos and Andy radio hour, little Colton, 

no less than Brooklyn and Savannah, 

was carpet-bombed with white ideas 

about Blackness. And what blackface 

Blackness meant inside the Blue Line 

was what it meant all over. It meant 

less-ness. Less brains, poor character, 

no demonstrable capacity for citizen-

ship, no value but in cheerful service. 

What distinguished Adirondack 

black face from urban iterations wasn’t 
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the content or racial subtext of the 

shows, but how it came to be identified 

with public service and community 

building. Which may seem like a sav-

ing grace. But good works are less than 

lovable when they reveal a debt to a rit-

ualized assertion of white supremacy, 

an assertion so cheerfully embedded 

in tradition it could seem almost inci-

dental, just another “thing we do, we’ve 

always done, no harm meant, and no 

harm done.”

No harm meant? Maybe not. But 

no harm done? For a century or so in 

Adirondack communities, democrat-

ic values of volunteerism, family fun, 

school spirit and town pride were 

annealed to an idea of Black inferiority, 

an idea so deep-sunk it seemed as nat-

ural as breath. Surely, harm was done 

to schoolchildren who grew up with 

images of Black servility and incapac-

ity, vivid images that stick, sometimes 

for a lifetime. And harm was done to 

everybody when Black travelers, guess-

ing how Adirondackers saw them, gave 

the region a wide berth. 

As to blackface in the North Coun-

try today, my guess is we’ll contin-

ue to see the odd incident and we 

shouldn’t be surprised. Taboos will 

always drive young people to defy 

them, especially when they’re so indif-

ferently explained. And what does any 

Adirondack college sophomore know 

about blackface except it’s A Thing 

You Shouldn’t Do? Does she know the 

history? Know how it started, what it 

signified, how it worked? How would 

she, how would any of us, when the 

history isn’t taught? Local and region-

al historians never wrote about it. No 

Adirondack museum has plumbed the 

popularity of minstrelsy inside the Blue 

Line. No high-school history curricu-

lum has tackled it. Until it’s owned as 

a shaping part of Adirondack history, 

how do we outdistance it? How do we 

expect that blackface incidents won’t 

keep crashing in like microbursts, as if 

from nowhere?

Maybe by starting with an inconve-

nient truth. They aren’t from nowhere. 

They’re rooted in complacency, and a 

failure to reckon with a long uneasy 

past. The next-door past. Our own. 

 January + February 2021 ADIRONDACK LIFE 59

ADIRONDACK BLACKFACE



60 ADIRONDACK LIFE  January + February 2021 

GARDEN        TIME



January + February 2021 ADIRONDACK LIFE 61

P
h

ot
og

ra
ph

 c
ou

rt
es

y 
of

 J
oa

n
n

e 
K

en
n

ed
y

KC Willow Run—all trails on the south 

side of the brook. After observing fresh 

deer tracks, we skied to the spot we use 

to cross to the other side of the brook. 

There, open water surprised us. Bruce 

skied to the right and Bucky and I to the 

left in search of a safe place to cross. 

Within a minute, I called out to Bruce 

that I’d found a beaver dam and it looked 

like we could cross safely over it.

At the edge of the brook I used my 

poles to test the crust of snow. In an 

instant, the shelf on which I was stand-

ing crumbled, and I slid into the cold, icy 

water. It took my breath away.  

The water reached my waist. It took 

me a moment to catch my breath as I lay 

on my back on the edge of the brook and 

wiggled my legs, trying to pull my skis 

upright. They were caught under a log 

and I couldn’t pull them out. The more I 

moved, the more I slipped beneath the 

huge log. I knew I was in trouble.

For the first time in my life I yelled, 

“Help!” and really meant it.

Bruce quickly appeared at the edge of 

the brook, testing the snow and ice to 

keep from breaking through. I continued 

trying to pull my skis from under the 

log, but kept slipping farther in. There 

was no way to kick off my skis and no 

way to take off my boots with their ties, 

zippers and straps. 

Bruce held out his pole, I grabbed on 

and he began pulling me out. Mean-

while, Bucky danced around and we 

shouted for him to stay back.  

Finally, I was out of the frigid water 

and soaked up to my armpits. All of this 

probably happened in just minutes, but 

it seemed much longer.  

We didn’t have extra clothes. Bruce 

said we had to move immediately, and 

quickly. I’m the first to admit that I’m a 

relatively slow skier, and having asthma 

slows me down even more. My inhaler 

had been immersed in the water, so I 

didn’t try to use it. I suppose the adren-

aline had kicked in, because I’ve never 

skied so fast in my life. My skis were wet, 

so I worried they’d cake with snow. Why 

they didn’t, I’ll never know.

As I skied, I kept thinking, Don’t stop. 

Don’t stop. I knew my temperature would 

drop further if I did. We had a 15-minute 

SURVIVAL

F 
or many years, cross-country skiing has been one 

of my favorite winter activities. When snow’s not 

abundant where I live in Peru, on the northeast-

ern edge of the Adirondack Park, I ski Avalanche 

Lake or the frozen ponds in the St. Regis Canoe Area.  

Two winters ago there was lots of snow, so most of my 

skiing happened in my backyard. My husband, Bruce, and 

I feel fortunate to have miles of trails on more than 300 

acres of mixed forest, our property divided by a winding 

brook. One morning, we strapped on our skis and headed 

out behind our house for our daily dose of fresh air. As usual, 

our goldendoodle, Bucky, was excited to join us.

It was a perfect skiing day, with a blue sky and tempera-

tures in the teens. The conditions were excellent. We glid-

ed along what we call the Boneyard Loop, Jenny’s Lane and 

Cold-Shocked
When a backyard ski 

went wrong 
BY JOANNE KENNEDY 

The author with her 
dog, Bucky, on her 
Peru property.
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ski to get back to the house. I believe it 

was my wool clothes that saved me. I 

wore top and bottom wool base layers, 

a wool hat, wool socks and double-layer 

wool mittens.  

At the house, Bruce pried the fro-

zen boots off my skis and we hurried 

inside. I was unable to remove my boots 

myself, so Bruce unbuckled, untied and 

unzipped them, pulling them off my 

feet. I removed my now-frozen clothes 

off my very red skin. I resisted the temp-

tation to jump in the hot tub, shocking 

my body, and instead let the room tem-

perature warm me up slowly.

As I look back on that day, a few 

things come to mind: I’m glad I wasn’t 

alone—I often ski by myself. I’m not 

sure I would have made it out. Also, I 

agree with the saying “cotton kills”—my 

wool clothing kept me from freezing. 

And water crossings, no matter how 

familiar you think you are with the ter-

rain, should be approached with caution 

in all seasons.  

I’m hopeful that we’ll have an abun-

dance of snow this winter, but my icy dip 

will forever be in the back of my mind 

as I navigate this landscape on skis.    

ICE SAFETY
The Department of Environmental Conserva-

tion offers the following tips: 

Never stand on ice less than four inches thick, 

though even thicker ice can be compro-

mised if covered in layers of snow.

Avoid moving water, including boathouse 

 bubblers; shorelines are often the first to 

melt.

Be cautious of following other people’s tracks 

on unfamiliar ice.

Wear layers of moisture-wicking clothing and 

carry ice picks to use as leverage if you fall 

through the ice.

In freezing water you have limited time before 

hypothermia sets in. Don’t panic. If possible, 

self-rescue by positioning your body (ideally 

with skis off) horizontal to the ice shelf. 

Swim onto the ice. 

Don’t stand, but roll toward safety, dispersing 

your weight and keeping your center of 

gravity low.

Once out of the water, call for help. Find a heat 

source, remove wet clothes and drink warm 

liquid to heat the body from the inside out.

SURVIVAL
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O 
n an evening of gray skies, gray sleet and hor-

rendous gray chop, I stand abreast the shore-

line, my hood cinched, shivering. Lake Cham-

plain conjures in many hearts a sweet, gentle 

environment, all neon swim trunks and cocktails sipped 

at sunset, but my heart is different. Though I love this big 

sloshing basin in every season, I love it most in raw, rowdy 

winter. Because it terrifies me then. Because it enlivens me. 

Because it reminds me of an eternal, yet easily forgotten, 

truth—that we puny humans are just that, puny, and nature 

is quite the opposite.

And so, standing there, borderline hypothermic, trans-

fixed by the vast violence of the scene, wanting badly to 

somehow touch its primal energy, I consider my options. 

Kayak: certain death. Canoe: ditto. Then it strikes me, 

Ice Breaker
A winter ride-along with a 

Lake Champlain ferry captain
BY LEATH TONINO

spume in the face and a flash of inspi-

ration. The ferry. Given the poor visibil-

ity, I can’t actually glimpse the vessel 

motoring from Charlotte, Vermont, to 

Essex, New York, but I know it’s near-

by, achieving the unthinkable, a kind 

of intimacy with this intimacy-averse 

place and time of year.

To my delight, a mere 24 hours and 

one email to the Lake Champlain Trans-

portation Company later, I have pro-

cured a ticket to ride.

The ride—a “morning watch” along-

side Captain Andrew Silverman—is 

sched uled for a winter day that, by 

chance, dawns downright gorgeously: 

clear, low 40s, scant snow on the ground. 

Where are the foul conditions infamous 

for launching giant waves over the rails 

and denting the hoods of Mazda Miatas? 

Arriving at the Charlotte dock by nine 

a.m., I observe nothing remotely foul. 

Ripples lapping a pebbly beach. Some 

200 Canada geese drifting on a shining 

WORKING

Captain Andrew Sil-
verman criss-crosses 
Lake Champlain in 
the M/V Grand Isle.
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cove. And a young guy—combed black 

hair, trim black beard, black sunglass-

es, black V-neck sweater with epaulets 

stitched to the shoulders—inviting me 

aboard.

Originally from Saratoga Springs, 

Captain Andrew worked summers as 

a deckhand while studying at the Uni-

versity of Vermont, then officially took 

the helm in 2010, two months shy of a 

decade ago. I introduce myself by whin-

ing about the “nice” weather. “Yeah, 

I won’t deny that I get a thrill out of a 

rough day,” he says, smiling. “But it 

can be stressful, too. There’s stuff that 

makes you worry.” 

Though commercial ferries have plied 

Lake Champlain’s waters since the late 

1700s, it wasn’t until 1977 that regular 

winter travel was attempted—Grand 

Isle, Vermont, to Cumberland Head, New 

York, ice be damned. Or perhaps that 

should read, damn this ice. Writes histo-

rian Ralph Nading Hill in his 1990 histo-

ry of the Lake Champlain ferry: “One dif-

ficulty arose when the vessel froze into 

its slip on particularly cold and wind-

less nights. The crews hoped for heavy 

trucks on their first trip. The weight of 

a heavy vehicle, settling the boat, broke 

the grasp of the ice just enough to let the 

boat’s power finish the job.”

That pioneering ferry, the M/V Grand 

Isle—a “diesel screw” type, 850 horses 

snorting in the engine room—is present-

ly assigned to Charlotte–Essex, where 

during the winter months it undertakes 

11 daily crossings. (Three ferries run 

at busy Grand Isle–Cumberland Head, 

offering round-the-clock service.) For 

Captain Andrew, this schedule means 

12-hour shifts and fat mugs of coffee: 

repeat, repeat, repeat. It likewise means 

sideways whiteouts and thick steam fog. 

And ice. And vigilance. And more ice.

“The main issue is cutting a channel 

and keeping it open,” he says, leading me 

up two flights of steep stairs to the pilot 

house, a snug nest of radar screens, com-

passes, throttle knobs, steering wheels 

(the M/V Grand Isle is equipped with 

stainless steel propellers both fore and 

aft, hence the dual controls), and encir-

cling windows. “Everything depends on 

the freeze scenario. With a calm cold 
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snap, the lake freezes clean, and we can 

break that virgin ice no problem. But if 

wind comes out of the northeast, the 

Plattsburgh area, it can push junk down 

here—thickly stacked ice that has been 

broken and folded and refrozen. You can 

literally see the channel closing behind 

you, disappearing.”

He pauses.

“In 2018 we only lost a week. In 2015 

we had to completely quit, February to 

April.”

Despite the trouble it causes, the 

lake’s hard lid occasionally grants Cap-

tain Andrew his mellowest reveries. 

“This is tranquil,” he says as we ease 

away from land, aiming for the Adiron-

dack horizon, a faint mechanical hum 

droning in our ears. “Oh, but when 

you’ve got ice everywhere, and you’re 

slipping through the open channel, 

then it’s so serene.” This makes sense: 

by molecular definition, ice is extreme-

ly still water. Thus no waves rocking 

the boat, no chaos of slashing spray. I 

recall surreal sessions gliding infinite 

panes of Lake Champlain’s perfect glass, 

hockey skates laced tight, and for a sec-

ond imagine Captain Andrew enjoying 

a similar sensation, the M/V Grand Isle 

beneath him in lieu of blades.

At 9:35, having deposited nine vehi-

cles at Essex (a Prius, lots of Subarus, 

two pickups with Maine plates) and 

replaced them with a fresh batch, we 

push off, retracing the same invisible 

line back to Charlotte. Discussing the 

peaceful lake on this peaceful morning 

is fine, plenty cozy, but my fundamen-

tal interest lies, of course, in severi-

ty. For the duration of the return trip, 

Captain Andrew, at my request, shares 

memories of blizzards, tempests, bomb 

cyclones, you name it.

“Battle scars,” he says, nodding to 

a metal first-aid box mounted next to 

the pilot-house door—a box dented as 

though struck with a home-run swing 

from a baseball bat. My eyes swerve 

from there to a stool that could be bolted 

to the floor via flanges but isn’t bolted to 

the floor via flanges. “Got flipped during 

that recent Thanksgiving storm, thrown 

against the wall,” he says. I reference the 

lack of bolts. Mutual chuckling. “A bunch 

WORKING
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of captains switch in and out of here. 

We’d never be able to agree on where to 

set the thing.”

Ten minutes pass and our conver-

sation segues from broadside swells to 

swamping. “Sometimes the bow of the 

ferry will scoop three or four feet of 

water, just shovel it and send it stream-

ing along the deck,” Captain Andrew 

says. “A couple years ago we had life 

rings floating off their hooks, and we 

had greenwater—full-on buckets of 

green lake—hitting the pilot house.” 

I peer through the window, down 

to a dabbling duck far below, trying 

to remember the steps we climbed to 

reach this perch: 18, 24, 30 steps? Like 

if the backyard swimming pool jumped 

up and tagged the top of your house’s 

chimney, I think. Greenwater! Buckets! 

Badass!

Split Rock Lighthouse to starboard, 

Four Brothers Islands to port—I lose 

myself for a spell in the sweeping views 

and, simultaneously, in the vicarious 

pleasure of Captain Andrew’s gnarly 

anecdotes. Then, too soon, it’s done, the 

M/V Grand Isle nudging into the Charlotte 

dock, vehicles idling patiently in a row. 

I blurt out a final question: How many 

trips have you made over your career, 

all told? 

“Oddly, I’m not sure,” Captain Andrew 

says, turning to a desk and pulling out 

a calculator. He punches buttons, gen-

erates a figure. “Maybe 25,000? Give or 

take.” 

I thank him, depart, and from the 

parking lot stare west to New York’s 

brown fields, purplish hills of bare decid-

uous forests, and distant High Peaks. 

The M/V Grand Isle recedes, shrinks, goes 

specklike: a dark dot amid bright beau-

ty. Part of me wants to be upset that the 

treacherous winter lake of my dreams 

didn’t emerge today—but honestly, legit 

outrage is tough to muster. There are 

untold ways to be humbled, to be made 

puny, by this big sloshing basin. Twen-

ty-five thousand ways and counting, I 

suspect.   

Visit ferries.com for Lake Champlain Trans-
portation Company’s ferry route schedules 
and COVID-19 restrictions.

WORKING

Nils Edward Luderowski Architect 
Keene Valley, New York / 518.576.4446 / www.luderowskiarchitect.com
R E S I D E N T I A L  A R C H I T E C T U R E  A N D  D E S I G N  I N  A N  A D I R O N D A C K  V E R N A C U L A R





Vincent McClelland
518-576-2297 | vmcclelland@landvest.com

Twin Ponds
Malone, NY | 4,340.3± Acres | $6,500,000

Twin Ponds is a huge tract of wild forested land surrounding a large body of water that encompasses 
“Twin Ponds”. This 4,340-acre parcel has significant timber resources. The property borders the Adirondack Park  
and its pristine waters host one of the best brook trout fisheries in the Northeast. Zoning is very favorable to 
development although the property was created from several properties as a single “Kingdom Property”. 
Easily accessible by road and close to regional airports in Lake Clear and Malone and international 
airports in Montreal, Burlington and Albany. The property has significant conservation opportunities. 

Celebrating over 50 years of Service, Knowledge & Results

Headquarters: Ten Post Office Square, Boston, MA 02109 
245 Johns Brook Road, Keene Valley, NY 12943 www.landvest.com



BASSETT MOUNTAIN 1,140 ACRE ESTATE
In the Heart of the Adirondack High Peaks | Jay & Wilmington, NY

www.bassettmountain.com

In a location impossible to duplicate today, this 
one-of-a-kind manor home is a classic Arts and Crafts 
masterpiece of unparalleled vision and boldness. 

The architecture and craftsmanship call to mind 
the majestic lodges of the National Parks and 
Adirondack Great Camps. 

Available for the first time in a generation, this 
1 140 acre forest kingdom offers sweeping views 
of Whiteface Mountain and the surrounding High 
Peaks, deep pristine woods, flowering meadows, 
crystal clear springs as well as the original Paleface 
ski mountain base lodge.  

Bassett Mountain offers the ultimate in seclusion and 
self-sufficiency while situated close to Lake Placid, 
Whiteface Mountain, and the Olympic venues. 

If you have ever dreamt of your own mountaintop 
kingdom, this is a once in a lifetime opportunity. 

Vincent McClelland 518-576-2297 vmcclelland@landvest.com
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BAC K PAG E

F or more than three decades, starting in 1977, Breck and Julie Turner were the pro-

prietors of With Pipe & Book on Lake Placid’s Main Street. Their emporium sold 

tobacco, vintage maps, prints, postcards and used books and magazines. When the 

Turners weren’t working, they hiked, paddled and skied. By the time their twins, Fred and 

Phelps, were fi ve years old, the boys had accompanied their parents to the summits of all 

the Adirondacks’ 46 highest peaks.

Now, Breck says that retirement “is awesome.” He and Julie spend their time doing what 

they love—mostly skiing and paddling. And, occasionally, (almost) bumping into familiar 

faces on the trail. 

Last winter, just as Breck was descending to Lake Colden after a ski through Avalanche 

Pass, he saw someone in the middle of the trail at the bottom of the hill. “About halfway 

down I knew I was going to crash if they didn’t move … and then the person knelt down in 

the middle of the trail. Either we’d collide or I’d kill myself veering into the woods.” Just a 

few seconds later, “I was whizzing by” and, “amazingly,” Lake Placid–based photographer 

Nancie Battaglia “got the shot and got out of the trail.”

PHOTOGRAPH BY NANCIE BATTAGLIA
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372 RIVER ROAD LAKE PLACID, NY - MLS#172054 - $1,600,000
Located on 2.3 acres and perched up above River Road in Lake Placid, this mountaintop log home has sweeping views 

in ready and being sold fully furnished.


