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EDITOR’S LETTER

LYON MOUNTAIN

Dear Reader,

Small towns dot the Adirondacks, a region once marked by a booming mining and timber industry. One hundred
years ago, Towns popped up seemingly out of nowhere in places like Newcomb, Lyon Mountain and Ausable Forks.
Today, these towns have shrunk in size. In the absence of big industry, tourism remains one of the only things drawing
people in. The pandemic has caused an influx of visitors to the High Peaks, in addition to the rising popularity of
completing the 46 High Peaks challenge. But remote towns far from the High Peaks don’t see the profit.
In this issue of DoNorth we choose to focus on the hamlet of Lyon Mountain, a town with a rich and varied history, yet
home to less than 300 people. The Iron Ore Market offers locals a place to order a sandwich and grab a beer. A firehouse and
a baseball field sit next to each other in the center of town. Lyon Mountain and Chazy Lake offer fun outdoor recreation.
Here, a rich history of mining and baseball can be found. Beneath the fields and mountains lie mines once filled with
iron ore. Less than 100 years ago Lyon Mountain was a hub for jobs and opportunity. People from all over the world
lived, worked and died in Lyon Mountain. Immigrants were the foundation of the place.
Lyon Mountain had its own baseball team, the
Miners, that played every Sunday. People filled the
stadium coming from areas all over Clinton County
to watch the Miners play. The town was thriving
until the mines closed down, ending the main
source for jobs and changing the way of life. Still,
Lyon Mountain stands in the face of adversity, a
town determined to survive.

It seems like a lifetime ago when Jacob Elsbree messaged me about joining DoNorth. He said, “I’ll be the
Editor in Chief of DoNorth, and I can just see you pumping out a good story on some mountain!” To this day my first
article was my favorite. I bared my heart and soul describing a grueling nine day canoe trip with all boys. Through the
sleet, rain and snow, all of us suffered, making the article funny yet engaging. And boy was it fun!
Now, we are in the middle of a pandemic, a toxic political climate and a seemingly hopeless year. This is a travel
and tourism magazine and we do not usually discuss politics and pandemics. It feels wrong not to acknowledge this.
People died fighting a disease, people died defending their rights and people died at the hands of those who swore to
protect. But still the United States remains, divided and struggling to fight off COVID-19.
Just like the small hamlet of Lyon Mountain, which is featured in this issue, we will persevere in the face of
adversity. I hope that this issue can bring some happiness and hope in a dark time. From the ice walls in Keene Valley
to the luscious lavender fields of the Adirondack View Vineyard, the DoNorth team has put together a wonderful
magazine full of all types of stories. The warm hearth of Malone draws in readers and locals to buy ceramics and
musical instruments. Don’t forget your hiking boots and the seven principles of Leave No Trace. This issue will take
you to the congested High Peaks of Keene Valley and the quiet hiking trail of Lyon Mountain.
I want to thank every single person involved in DoNorth this semester. I know this has been a tough time
and wearing masks 6 feet apart is hardly how DoNorth usually looks. I would also like to thank Heaven Longo, my
managing editor, to whom I will be passing the torch too. Don’t worry I’m not going far, I’ll still be writing and
editing. I want to give a special thanks to Rickell and the design team, as always the magazine looks amazing. Finally,
I want to thank the editors who came before me, Jacob Elsbree, Gina Agnano and Nyela Graham. I never imagined
being editor in chief when I first walked into the DoNorth room, but you all believed in me. With that, safely

— Sierra McGivney

Go forth and DoNorth

Sierra McGivney
Editor-In-Chief

donorthmag
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2914 Standish Road,
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59 Thompson Road,
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Mining in the Iron Town
A dig into Lyon Mountain’s past

D

isappearing industry can leave
towns adrift, searching for
meaning and fighting to hold onto
a fading identity. Every hamlet, village, city
and township holds storied lives, but many
fight to have those stories remain relevant.
Lyon Mountain is a small hamlet tucked
in the forested lands that blanket the
Adirondack Mountains. Today, the hamlet
looks quite different from the booming days
of the mid-twentieth century. Although
Lyon Mountain has lost its main industries,
it remains a popular destination full of
recreational activities. Chazy Lake sits at the
base of the imposing mountain. Kayakers,
paddle boarders and beach goers are
attracted to the sparkling waters. Campers
gather at Iron City RV Park to absorb
fresh mountain air. Hikers challenge Lyon
Mountain’s steep rocky defenses. However,
the real story of Lyon Mountain is found
beneath the surface.
Members of the Lyon Mountain
community remember it as a company
town, back in a day when its purpose was
dredging high-quality iron ore from 3,000
feet below. That ore was shipped across
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the country and used for building famous
infrastructure, such as the Golden Gate
Bridge and the George Washington Bridge.
It is a point of pride that the town was able
to put its thumbprint on iconic structures
thousands of miles across the country. But
as that industry disappeared, people in

the town fought to keep the memory of a
thriving community alive. Belongings of
previous residents have been packed into the
remains of the old Lyon Mountain railroad
station which now serves as a museum.
The Lyon Mountain Mining and Railroad
Museum sits on Standish Road awaiting
willing travelers. The small dusty orange
building houses glimpses of the town’s
long history: typewritten notes to loved
ones, baseball memorabilia and rusted
keys that once opened the doors to tunnels
underground. Hard hats, still stained black
with the original owners’ names taped
below them, hang in rows across the ceiling.
Rusty drill bits and machinery that once
pounded into some of the deepest mining
shafts in North America, lean against walls
on display. The deepest shafts reached
around 3,000 feet below the surface. A large
red flannel shirt paired with faded jeans
is chained and hanging from the ceiling,
as it would have been in the clothing
locker underground, to keep them clear of
relentless black soot. Other cherished pieces
have been added after being anonymously
left on the doorsteps from people willing to

donate pieces of themselves to tell a greater
story of a town’s history.
One member of the museum’s board,
Sandy Derr, took me around the museum.
She and others on the board have
worked hard to curate the tiny building
surrounded by dirt roads. In brisk fall
weather typical of this mountain town,
she unlocked a door that had been locked
since March. Dusty tarps covered old
cream colored baseball uniforms adorned
with fraying blue letters. Glass display cases
had collected a layer of dust after months
without visitors. We walked through what
was once the old ticketing and lobby
section of the railroad station.
Today, vintage photographs and
handwritten letters hang in the old railroad
lobby. A large world map in the center of
the wall is laced with a myriad of last names,
tangibly showing the diversity that existed
in the community. A classic American story
lies in Lyon Mountain’s immigrants. These
families ventured to Ellis Island and worked
their way up to the Adirondacks, looking
for work. Many found it at Republic Steel’s

Chateaugay Ore and Iron Company,
the mining company that owned Lyon
Mountain. Families from Poland, Russia,
Canada and England migrated here and
made a home in the rugged mountains,
some speaking little to no English. Despite
these language barriers, the town’s people all
managed to coexist.
Lyon Mountain is an example of how
immigrants helped build America through
treacherous work. A member of the
community, Francis “Frenchy” Siskavich,
who has deep ties to the mines through his
family’s work, spoke with me about his own
family lineage.
“Most of them were migrants from other
countries. From Canada, from Russia, from
England, from Sweden… Lithuanian or
Polish or Russians. I mean, they were all in
it. And they all got, everybody got along,”

says Siskavich.
His father, Bernard Charles Siskavich, was
a Lithuanian immigrant who came looking
for work and eventually found it in Lyon
Mountain. He met a young woman named
Eva Mackline Kvetkauskas and raised a
family of seven boys, including “Frenchy.”
Siskavich was born in a log cabin on Oct.
4, 1926. Almost every family had a log
cabin, meaty pigs, dairy cows and a good
work ethic.
His mother and father raised their
family against the backdrop of a booming
tight-knit company town. The company
built an olympic-sized swimming pool and
created a beloved baseball team, the Lyon
Mountain Miners, that nurtured ties with
Major League Baseball. However, what
good things the company gave, it often
took back. Little compensation was given

“The Lyon Mountain
Mining and
Railroad Museum
sits on Standish
Road awaiting
willing travelers.”
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for the back-breaking work and it all went
back to the company.
“They got paid by the company. And
what they did is they went and bought
their food out of a company store, actually
giving them back the money that they had
made,” says Siskavich.
The company did not invest in good
housing conditions either. It wasn’t until the
worker’s union went after them that they

installed running water into the houses.
“They were more concerned about getting
the ore out of the mines,” he continued,
“than you going to the bathroom. But, this
is the way it was.”
After stepping away from the baseball
photos and world maps in the museum,
visitors move left onto an old train platform,
where, at one time, only men were allowed.
There, giant drills stand tall. Their looming

presence is a sign of the breakneck work
that miners did. People often didn’t know
if they would come out alive or with all
of their limbs. Explosives could misfire or
cause collapses. Accidents happened and
over the years 165 miners were killed in the
mines, one as young as 16, according to a
Press-Republican article by Bruce Rowland.
At the nearby school, children found their
studies interrupted by the wail of sirens
from the mine, signalling an emergency.
Tensions rose as they waited anxiously to
hear who had lost a loved one.
When Siskavich was old enough, he took
a job like his father, who worked 50 years
in the mines. He described the dangers by
explaining his own family’s devastation.
“I lost an uncle. He was killed in the
mines… I had a brother, my oldest brother,
when he came home from the service he
was working in mines… What happened
was they were working on the crusher, the
bearings and stuff like this, and of course
they used kerosene in it. The hose came off
and sprayed him, and it burned him. Three
quarters of his body was third degree burns,”
Siskavich recalls.
Republic Steel had few safety precautions to
prevent such tragedies. Little compensation
was given in the event of losing a loved one.
These are parts of the harsh reality many
immigrants and their children faced, and
reminders now hang now in the museum.
Siskavich’s brother, Bernard, “Subby,”
Siskavich, survived seven months at Royal
Victoria Hospital in Montreal. He was given
skin graft donations by his brother and other
community members, but in the end, it
wasn’t enough.
A typed letter from Republic Steel hangs
in a dusty, black frame in the corner of the

museum. Written to Siskavish, it reads:
“After reviewing all the reports relative to
Subby, I fully realize the great sacrifice you
made in donating skin… It is unfortunate
that the whole community could not see for
themselves the serious condition in which
you and the other skin donors saw Subby.
Without the skin graft Subby had no chance
of survival.” It continues with general
condolences, and it is signed by the district

manager. It is representative of many other
unfortunate fatalities in the mines.
Between the yellow walls and down the
halls of the museum many family’s stories
jump out. Some frames hold pictures that
bring joyful memories to those who grew
up as the children or grandchildren of the
miners. Derr, one of Siskavich’s thirteen
children, looks back fondly on a prosperous
town. She described playing in the giant

tailing piles that accumulated from mining
processes as a child. They climbed the
monstrous piles and slid down. It was
hazardous, but a unique aspect of growing
up in Lyon Mountain. The towering piles
were a byproduct of their thriving industry.
These days the large, black hills still loom as
a reminder of what was.
Understanding Lyon Mountain’s history
deepens the experience before an enjoyable
hike up the steep trails or boating around
Chazy Lake. Small overlooked hamlets
like Lyon Mountain built the foundations
of this country, and we must look to
them in these uncertain times. We can
see the strength behind each signature
of a yellowing paper postmarked from
Lithuania. The strength behind each
home run hit across the diamond. The
strength behind each siren startling school
children. The strength the Golden Gate
Bridge shows as it towers over a burning
countryside. The strength behind each
immigrant body pulled from the earth. The
story of us, our country, lies buried here.

— Clarice Knelly
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A tunnel connects buildings of the closed down correctional facility that used to be the Lyon Mountain school.

Homeward Bound
Dusting off the memories of an old company town

L

yon Mountain’s mine was one of
the deepest in North America, and
its iron ore some of the purest.
Chateaugay Ore and Iron Company was
one of the biggest employers in Clinton
County during World War II. But the
hamlet bears little resemblance these days to
the densely populated and vibrant place it
once was after the mine closed.
Margo Kourofsky spent her childhood
years in Lyon Mountain. Her father,
Howard Wood, worked as a miner until he
lost his job in 1967. The family uprooted
and moved to New Hampshire. Kourofsky
left the mountain for 41 years and came
back to a completely changed area.
“When I graduated, my father, who
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worked in the mines, lost his job but chose
to keep the family in the homestead for that
year so I could finish and leave for college,”
says Kourofsky. “So when I left for college,
I left the town. My family, two younger
sisters, siblings and my mom and dad
moved to New Hampshire, and even when I
went home for vacations, it wasn’t home to
Lyon Mountain.”
When Kourofsky retired from her job
as a speech teacher in 2006, she and
her husband, Allen, began working
for the Lyon Mountain Mining and
Railroad Museum. As someone who loves
exploring the past and doing research,
Kourofsky found immense joy in her
job. She helped interview miners, old

townspeople, create historical displays
and purchased items to sell.
The museum collaborates with local
groups like the prison’s furniture shop, the
Adirondack Coast Cultural Alliance and
their local print shop in Chateaugay, “Write
One,” to make it all happen. “So, it was
a real community effort,” says Kourofsky.
“And many people, not only the people who
worked in the mines and their children,
many people in the surrounding area and
that village are very proud of that museum.”
The joy of the job was more than just
about learning history to Kourofsky. To her,
this also meant learning about her dad’s 30
years experience of being a miner. All she
knew of was an accident he endured.

The old Lyon Mountain mill holds the closed entrance to the mine.
“He was in a horrible accident when he
was in his young twenties, and his legs were
badly broken,” says Kourofsky. “He was
gone from home to New York City to have
those repaired with metal poles and screws
and putting them back together.”
The hamlet of Lyon Mountain struggled
after the mine, school and prison closed.
Two churches, the American Legion, the
museum and a gas station are all that is left
now. Businesses in the area struggled to stay
open before the pandemic; Now it is even
harder without traffic flow from Canada and
people coming to lakes surrounding Lyon
for vacations.
“Doesn’t look like the Legion will be
able to stay open,” says Kourofsky. “The
amount of money that it’s going to cost to
heat the Legion during the winter is more
than what they’re making.” The Legion is
where townspeople socialize, which makes
the potential closure that much more
detrimental to the community. She also
thinks the museum may not have enough
funds to open again once the pandemic

Photos by Sierra McGivney

is over. “And the gas station has no
management,” she adds.
Kourofsky spoke of a time when everyone
in the town knew each other, but since
the mine closed, a lot of people, like her
family, moved out of town to find work
and did not return to the area, especially
the younger generations. “It’s always sad

“Her love for the
tranquil mountain
air of the hamlet
never ceased.”
when the younger generations of the
original families don’t stay,” she says. “And
all of the newer families coming into town
are not from there and aren’t involved in
the community spirit.”
Still, the sense of community here still
exists and people remain supportive of
neighbors that they know. “You’ll find that
anytime there’s fundraising or if there’s a

death, all the women and all the families
contribute to the reception and they’re
always there for fundraising of one kind or
another,” says Kourofsky.
Her love for the tranquil mountain air of
the hamlet never ceased. She loved having
the woods as her backyard, where she could
walk out and pick a case of nuts or watch
her kids pick apples and go hiking.
“The whole life in Lyon Mountain was a
natural, old-fashioned kind of life that way,”
says Kourofsky.
One of Kourofsky’s favorite memories of
Lyon Mountain is hiking up the mountain
when the leaves start to change. “Some years,
the group got bigger and bigger,” she says.
“So that was very special to our family.”
Lyon Mountain is certainly not how it
used to be, but its history will live on in the
minds of Margo Kourofsky and many others
who had the chance to see Lyon Mountain
during the glory days of mining.

— Haily Dang
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town in 1939 and started mining for iron
ore. Lyon Mountain became a hub for the
area; Republic Steel even built a hotel with a
coffee shop.
“As a little kid, we had skating rinks
provided by the company. We had movies
on Sunday for a quarter, that the company
provided,” says Laduke.
Kids had the opportunity to participate in
little leagues, and the company provided buses
to Plattsburgh and Beekmantown so residents
could shop and visit the bigger towns.
Basically everything was controlled by the
company. Company officials decided where
each person lived based on their job. But no
one owned their house. The good side was
that if something was broken or the paint
was chipping, the company would fix it.
If Republic Steel didn’t like someone,
they would throw them out. Crime was not
tolerated by the company, so they would
hold court and put the accused on trial. If
the accused were found guilty, even of a

“The smell of hot dogs
filled the air. People
screamed at each
other from across
the stadium hoping
their team won. Fans
roared. Residents
parked old 50s cars
around the stadium.”
small crime, they were excommunicated.
Big meaty security men escorted the guilty
out of town.
“They would literally kick them out of town,
and say ‘See you later, you know don’t come
back,’ and most of them didn’t,” says Laduke.
Lots of immigrants worked and lived
in Lyon Mountain. At first, the town
was divided into sections: the Polish hill,

the Irish side and the Swedish section.
Eventually the town became a melting pot.
Laduke had friends from many different
countries like Lithuania and Poland. He
was exposed to an abundance of different
cultures and food. Laduke’s friends cooked
real Polish food for him when he was
growing up.
“I don’t want to get political but this
town wouldn’t have existed with the
restrictions on immigration they have
today,” says Laduke.
Immigrants came from Poland, Lithuania,
Canada, France, Ireland and Russia. The
company would recruit people from docks
in New York City and Montreal.
One of Laduke’s favorite things to do as a
kid was to go watch the baseball game every
Sunday with his dad. His dad was a rabid
baseball fan, specifically the Yankees. Lyon
Mountain had its own team, the Miners.
Baseball wasn’t an after work hobby for
these men. The company paid the players to

A town founded in mining and baseball

A

n almost empty town lies at the
base of Lyon Mountain. What
remains of the old mining town is
a gas station and a boarded up mill that lies
beside the closed mine shaft. Home today
to just 282 people, passerbyers would never
guess that less than 100 years ago Lyon
Mountain was a vibrant mining town filled
with a diverse group of people.
Bill Laduke, 66, has lived his whole life
16
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in Lyon Mountain, except for the four
years he spent at SUNY Plattsburgh for
college. He lives in the house his mother,
Hazel Laduke, was born in. Both of his
parents attended school in Lyon Mountain,
and when his father, Wilfred Laduke,
was 17 he began to lay tracks for the
Chateaugay Ore and Iron company.
“When the mines were fully open you
probably had 1,000 people in town or

better,” says Laduke.
Much like a town seen in old Western
movies, Lyon Mountain was a company
town run and owned by the Chateauguay
Iron and Ore company, which later became
Republic Steel.
Laduke grew up around miners, chemists,
accountants and civil engineers. Name
a job, Republic Steel had an opening.
Republic Steel opened up the company

Winter/Spring 2021 | donorthmag.com
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play, not mine.
The smell of hot dogs filled the air.
People screamed at each other from across
the stadium hoping their team won. Fans
roared. Residents parked old 50s cars
around the stadium.
“Somebody gets a home run and you
couldn’t hear yourself think,” says Laduke.
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“The horns were blaring for like five six
minutes at a time.”
The stadium was filled with 500 to 800
people from all over the area. All of the
Republic Steel bosses would attend. They
were a low pro baseball team. Some baseball
players were scouted by pro teams. One
from Lyon, Tommy Kovaleski, actually

made it to triple-A, the highest level of
minor league for the Yankees. Republic Steel
had coal mines in Pittsburgh that would
draft baseball players.
“I don’t know what you call it, but we had
some great, fantastic games against rivals,
and you know that was before big time
television and the internet and that sort of

thing and people didn’t have any of that so
on Sunday afternoon, it was baseball here.”
Laduke’s whole family had a big Sunday
dinner. Fifteen or sixteen people would be
around the table. Then they would go watch
the baseball team or travel with the team all
over the area.
All of that changed one night. Young
13-year-old Laduke was sitting at the
dinner table when his father came home
and said the mines were closed down— for
good. In 1967, Republic Steel shut down,
leaving behind a whole company town and
its citizens to fend for themselves. Wilfred
Laduke was able to retire under Republic
Steel’s policy but he had four daughters,
who were looking to go to college and a
thirteen year old boy, so money was still a
concern. About 65% of workers could not

Photos by Sierra McGivney

retire under Republic Steel’s policy.
Hazel Laduke got a job to help support the
family. Wilfred Laduke worked on the school
board until the school shut down three years
later. Wilfred Laduke then served on the air
force base in Plattsburgh until he retired.
“I mean, you’re making steelworkers
contract wages, which are some of the best
in the nation at that time,” says Laduke.
“You know, you’re making big bucks
compared to a lot of people and all of a
sudden— bang! it’s done.”
The town never recovered. The school
closed down three years later. In 1985, the
old school building became a minimum
security prison located right across from
Laduke’s house. The prison gave the town
a boost, offering new job opportunities.
Laduke worked as a teacher in the prison.

“Well it was interesting and I would say
I learned more from the inmates than I
taught them for sure, about life and death.
A different side than what we’re used to,”
says Laduke.
In 2011, the prison closed down. Now the
future lies in New Leaf, a maple company,
tapping trees in the Lyon Mountain area.
Located in Lake Placid, New Leaf is looking
to buy land to develop their business.
Traces of the company town still exist
today. The miners’ history is stored in the
Lyon Mountain Mining and Railroad
Museum. The gas station in the center of
town is named Iron Ore Market. Laduke
still remembers the town in it’s prime.

— Sierra McGivney
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facility where people experienced layoffs
and inconsistent work. He traveled to
every school in the county and some in the
surrounding area.
“[It] was not the biggest paying job in the
world, but I survived! And it was everyday
work. It was pay,” he says.
He worked there for 31 years before retiring.
Anthony Danussi was employed by Republic
Steel in the mines. He was a driller who
worked specifically with dynamite. He focused
on getting the iron ore out of the ground.
“He had workers with him. But he was
the one who had started it and finished it.
He absolutely loved [mining,] even though
he was down in the damp ground,” his
daughter, Nancy Kaska, says.
The humble yet proud Danussi would
describe the work as hard to comprehend,
especially for those who weren’t down in the
caves, praying the mines wouldn’t implode on
them. One hundred sixty-five miners did not
survive. Miners as young as 16 were killed.
By the early 60s, Danussi transitioned to
work as a correctional officer. This was after
21 years of working in the mines.

Massive piles of ore tailings can be found on the hillside leading up to the old mill.

“He had quit the mine because the mines
were going down. He took a cut of half
pay, which was a lot. These were not good
jobs. Of course, the city didn’t want them,”
Kaska says. Danussi didn’t get any kind of
retirement out of the switch to corrections.
In 1967, the iron mine closed. Just three
years later, Lyon Mountain High School
closed as well. In 1985, the old school
building became a minimum security prison.
Nancy Kaska lived in Lyon Mountain for
25 years with her husband, John Kaska.
She was employed by Lyon Mountain
Correctional Facility, one of the leading
employers in Lyon Mountain, as a store
clerk. She took care of the trucks that came
in, ran the commissary every two weeks for
the inmates and issued clothing to them.
“The money was good. The benefits were
good. The retirement was good. You got to
think about that retirement check coming
in,” Kaska said.
Then, in 2011, the correctional facility
shut down in Lyon Mountain. These
leading employers were the few occupations
bringing in new people to the area. Without

them, the town has struggled to fill vacant
homes. The houses are affordable but far
from job sites.
“Lyon Mountain got spoiled, because they
were a real company town. And they had
everything right there. Then when the mines
closed down and then when the school
shut down, that was the beginning of the
downslide,” Kaska says.
Around this time, the community of
Lyon Mountain began to experience what
has since turned into a continual rut. Their
employment rate is at 4.2% in comparison
to the U.S. average of 3.7%.
“Maybe if they offer more jobs, some
young people would move into town and
buy a house and live there,” Kaska says.
A small and familiar town for Lyon
Mountain residents now houses a lot of
strangers. In a town where everyone used to
know everyone, from work or school, or just
from being a community member, it is easy
to go nameless today.

— Heaven Longo

The building pictured in the foreground is the closed down Lyon Mountain school turned correctional facility.
The building in the background is the abandoned Mill that houses the closed mine shaft.

Iron Or(e) Steel?
Sifting through the archives of a mining town

T

ucked away in the Adirondacks,
hidden to those unaware of the
mining history in New York, is the
small hamlet of Lyon Mountain. Located
right in the town of Standish in Clinton
County next to Chazy lake, the old mining
town reveals a fascinating history. At its peak,
over 3,500 people lived in this town. Now, a
mere 300 people call this hamlet home.
Melvina and Alex Kourofsky emigrated
from Poland to Lyon Mountain, NY in
1920. Their son, Walter Kourofsky, was
born in 1930. Ninety years later, he still
lives in the area. In that time, he watched
Lyon Mountain transform from a tight
knit community and company town,
owned and operated by Republic Steel, to a
shadow of itself.
“While living here, getting along with
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people was easy. If you needed help, the
people would help you. It was just simple.
It was a happy community,” Kourofsky says
about the company town.
Lyon Mountain is over 25 miles away
from both Malone and Plattsburgh. Today,
that distance could be solved by a quick
drive. But, when Kourofsky was growing up,
not everyone had cars. This made traveling
difficult, if not impossible, unless they
rode a bus. The sense of community was
unavoidable. Families often carpooled to
appointments out of town.
During this time, Lyon Mountain only
had a small company store, gas station and
grocery store. Still today, locals travel out
of Lyon Mountain for most appointments.
The same gas station sits, almost in the heart
of Lyon Mountain, welcoming visitors.

Everything, down to housing, was owned by
Republic Steel. It was a small quaint town,
where everyone seemed to know everybody
and everyone had a job to do.
When Koufosky was too young for the
local bar or beer garden, as it was called,
he would visit the diner attached, hoping
to have 25 cents in his pocket to buy an
ice cream cone. He’d talk to his friends
about the weekly movie showing at Lyon
Mountain High School‘s auditorium.
In January of 1960, at the age of 30,
Kourofsky accepted a position at Lyon
Mountain High School as a custodian and
bus driver. He worked for Republic Steel,
but he worked on the surface instead of in
the damp underground of the mines.
The school was a steady job, unlike
working in the mines or for the correctional

Photos by Maria Tibold
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The original Lyon Mountain trail was completed in the spring
of 1876. This trail was originally designed for people to hike to
the summit for a grand view of the surrounding area. The trail
was cut all the way from Meader Brothers’ Hotel at Chazy
Lake to the summit of Lyon Mountain.

The Lyon Mountain Fire Tower
was constructed to help detect
forest fires. The construction was
completed in 1917.

Lyon Mountain is 3,830 feet tall and is the highest point
in Clinton County. The elevation gain is 1,900 feet.
Hikers are rewarded with a 360 view of the surrounding
area. Lyon Mountain is also a very popular place for
backcountry skiing in the winter.

A new trail was created in 2008
and is longer than the old trail by
almost a mile. The new trail is less
steep and winds back and forth.

LAVENDER FIELDS
FOREVER
Purple hues and treats to choose

L

avender represents calm, grace and
serenity. Adirondack View Vineyard
and Lavender is home to 900 of
these sweet and fragrant plants. Located
in the countryside of Keeseville, NY,
the vineyard offers fields of lavender and
lavender based products.
The scenery is especially vibrant on dewy
summer mornings with the blue mountain
backdrop. Next to the gravel driveway is a
shed shop full of lavender-based treats and
themed home decor. There are cookies,
biscottis and other types of baked goods
arranged on metal shelves. Lavender
bouquets, wreaths and quilts hang from the
walls. Self-care essentials like soaps, bath
bombs, body and lip scrubs lie spread out
on sturdy tan tabletops. There’s no cashier
present. The business uses an honor system
with non-electronic transactions to lessen
contact during the COVID-19 pandemic.
Customers can place their cash directly
into the slot of the wooden payment box
nailed to the wall. If they are paying with
a credit or debit card, visitors can fill out
forms provided on the small checkout table

26

DONORTH

with their card information, then place it in
the payment box.
Lindsey Pashow and her parents, Ken
and Dana Pashow, live across the road

from their lavender field and shed shop.
Ken handles much of the plant care and
maintenance, while Lindsey and Dana make
all of the products sold in the shop from the
heart of their home.

Pashow, a SUNY Plattsburgh alumni,
studied business administration, marketing
and expeditionary studies. For the last three
years, she has been researching lavender.
She opened the business this past June, at
a time when businesses across the country
were beginning to cautiously reopen after
the worst of the spring coronavirus scare.
In previous years, Pashow grew coldclimate grapes and sold them to local
wineries in the North Country. She stills
grows grapes but does not make wine. A
small-scale sunflower field as well as other
organically grown goods like pumpkins and
garlic can also be found at Adirondack View
Vineyard and Lavender.
About four years ago, Pashow and her
parents felt inspired after they discovered
some lavender operations in Washington
State, an area that has the largest lavender
planting in North America. “It seemed as
though it would be a different type of crop
to grow in the Adirondacks,” said Pashow.
“We’re a USDA hardiness zone 4 in
Keeseville,” she says. “And to grow lavender,
it should be anywhere from 5 to 9.” The

Photos by Haley Passino

standard zones are created to know which plants
thrive in which locations.
“It’s a huge financial investment doing
this,” says Pashow. Lavender is a perennial
that doesn’t require replanting when in
an appropriate hardiness zone. However,
this area is not ideal for its survival, so the
Pashows replant lavender each year to keep
the fields abundant.

“The scenery is especially
vibrant on dewy summer
mornings with the blue
mountain backdrop.”
Lavender has a multitude of uses and benefits
for conditions like insomnia, anxiety and mild
pain. Pashow enjoys using lavender in the
kitchen as well, it has an intense, savory flavor.
She recommends the homemade lavender
biscottis sold in her shed shop.
Over the summer, my friend and I
experimented with the culinary uses of
lavender and baked these lovely lavender
cupcakes with honey cream cheese frosting.
The recipe for this is located down below.

— Haley Passino
Winter/Spring 2021 | donorthmag.com
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HOW TO MAKE

LAVENDER
HONEY
CUPCAKES

Anyone with a love
for lavender will surely
find Adirondack
View Vineyard and
Lavender to be a
worthwhile visit.
DIRECTIONS FOR MAKING THE CUPCAKES:
1.
2.

INGREDIENTS FOR THE CUPCAKES:
• 1/2 cup room temp butter
• 2 eggs
• 1 3/4 cup all-purpose flour
• 1 1/2 tsp baking powder
• 2 tsp dried lavender
• 1/2 tsp salt
• 1 cup sugar
• 1/4 cup honey
• 1 tsp vanilla
• 2/3 cup milk
• 20-25 drops each of blue and red food dye

Preheat oven to 350°.
In a medium bowl, combine flour, baking powder, lavender and salt. Set aside.
3. In a large mixing bowl, beat butter with an electric mixer
on medium-to-high speed for 30 seconds.
4. Add sugar, honey and vanilla; beat until combined. Add
eggs one at a time, beating well after each.
5. Add equal parts red and blue food coloring and combine
(20-25 drops of each).
6. Alternately add flour mixture and milk to butter mixture,
beating on low speed after each addition until mixture is
combined.
7. Spoon the batter into lined muffin tins, filling each about
half full.
8. Bake for 16 to 18 minutes or until a toothpick inserted
into a cupcake comes out clean.
9. Keep the cupcakes in the muffin tin and let cool on wire
racks for 10 minutes.
10. Remove cupcakes from muffin tins.
11. Cool completely on wire racks.

DIRECTIONS FOR MAKING THE FROSTING:
1.
2.
3.
4.
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INGREDIENTS FOR THE FROSTING:
• 8 oz room temp cream cheese
• 2 tbsp room temp butter
• ¼ cup honey
• ½ tsp vanilla
• 3 cups powdered sugar

5.

In a large mixing bowl, beat cream cheese, butter,
honey and vanilla with the mixer on medium until
light and fluffy.
Add 1 cup of the powdered sugar, beating well.
Gradually beat in remaining powdered sugar until it
reaches spreading consistency.
Frost the completely cooled cupcakes with the
honey frosting.
Sprinkle with more lavender.

THIS RECIPE IS FROM:

https://localhivehoney.com/blog/lavender-cupcakes-with-honey-cream-cheese-frosting
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Hiking Out of Quarantine
Rediscovering the outdoors on Lyon Mountain

I open my door and a cold chill rushes
into the car. Goosebumps creep up my
body. The wind is something that I haven’t
felt in so long.
Ashley and I put on our sweatshirts and
walk up to the 3.5 mile long trail. A few
rocks are scattered around. Leaves from the
tall birch trees that surround us have fallen.
I can hear the leaves crunching underneath
my feet, and it reminds me of the previous
fall when people didn’t have to worry so
much about their health.
We arrive at the trail register, where
we are reminded by the safety guidelines
posted to wear a mask and keep six feet
away from other hikers. I’m already
wearing my mask because I know I can’t
take any risks. It’s only another reminder
that I have to be overly cautious when it
comes to my health.
Ashley signs our names into the trail
registry, and we continue along our hike.
We cross a small wooden bridge that has

T

he music is turned all the way up
as Ashley and I drive along NY-374
W. For about 30 minutes, we drive
with the windows rolled down. The wind
hits our faces and makes tornadoes out of
our hair. I look over at my friend Ashley
who has her left leg up against the car door.
Her hazel eyes are staring straight ahead
at the road, and her blonde hair is getting
snarled because of the wind. We pass small
houses and a stand selling homemade maple
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syrup. It starts to get chilly, so Ashley turns
on the heat.
I look out of the window at all of the
trees and reflect on the five months I spent
imprisoned in my house because of my
autoimmune disorder. When COVID-19
started spreading, I was not prepared to
hear the words; “You have to be really
careful because if you get COVID-19, there
is a good chance you’ll die.”
I would pester my sister into telling me

been built over a creek. The bridge seems
to be quite old and worn. We proceed
with caution, single file. The bridge has
moss growing on the sides and in the
crevices of the wooden planks. The trail
gets narrower, and I start to walk behind
Ashley. On our first switchback, a section
of the trail that increases in elevation and
has a zig-zag formation, we are met with
two different trails.
Suddenly after five minutes of following
Ashley the terrain switches from dirt and
rocks to shrubs and ferns. I turn around
and walk straight, hoping that doing so
will lead us back to the original trail. After
another five minutes of walking back, we
arrive at the switchback where we once
stood. We laugh it off because getting lost is
part of the adventure.
The last time I had gotten lost hiking
was last summer before the pandemic. It
was good to have a sense of adventure back
in my life rather than sitting in my living
room watching imaginary characters on
TV shows have all of the fun.
As we continue our hike, we realize
we can’t be so hyper-focused on our foot
placement because then we’ll get lost again.
Around 2 miles in, the terrain becomes
rather rugged. We hike over rock scrambles
that make it feel like rock climbing without
a rope. I’ve only been rock climbing while
being on belay, being safely attached to
someone by a harness and a rope. The
belayer stays on the ground and makes
sure that if the climber were to slip and fall
they won’t hit the ground. I’ve lived my life
knowing I’m always at risk, so my mindset
is to add a little more.

If I fall, there’s no one there to catch
me, and it’s a straight fall back down the
mountain. The idea of falling frightens
me, so I grip onto the rocks in front of me
with my hands and use my legs with all
my strength to push myself up some of the
bigger boulders.

“It was good to
have a sense of
adventure back in
my life…”
We stop, and I catch my breath before I
have an asthma attack. While we are sitting
on a rock, a group of people walks past us
and a woman tells us we are almost at the
top. On the last hike I went on someone
told me that I was almost at the top, and I
wasn’t. Now every time I’m told this, I get
skeptical. Ashley and I start walking again.
There is an opening in the trees. It’s not
the end of the trail, but we take another
break and stare at the view for a couple
seconds. We admire the beauty of the trees
that are starting to change color and seem
to stretch for miles in the distance. We can
see the small houses that we passed during
our drive to the mountain and realize how
high 1,798 feet really is.
Knowing we are near the top, we start
climbing up the mountain as fast as our
bodies allow us to go. We feel our arms
and legs shaking. As much as we want to
take a break, we don’t. We have looks of

how her walk to the dog park was. She
would walk my dog because I was under
strict orders to not leave the house. “Were
there other people there?” “Was the wind
strong?” “Did you see the ducks?” “There
are usually new ducklings around this time
of year.”
By the time I stop my mind from drifting
into past memories, I realize that we’ve
already arrived at the Lyon Mountain Fire
Tower Trailhead.
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determination on our faces because we
don’t want the mountain to best us. We
want to win.
I reminisce back to hiking the previous
summer. I remember the feeling of
adrenaline rushing through my body, and
how much of a drive it gave me. I’ve missed
this feeling.
Ashley shouts, “I see it!” In a split second,
her quick walk turns into a sprint. She
moves like lightning towards the opening. I
quickly follow her. We look at our watches
and see that the 3.5 mile long hike took us
four hours to finish.
I stand at the summit with my face
towards the sun, my eyes closed and my
arms stretched open. I never knew I would
miss the rush of pride and joy that came
from getting to the top of a mountain so
much. The sound of birds chirping, the
leaves rustling with the wind and groups of
people chatting, engulf my ears.
In the middle of the summit is the
fire tower that was built in 1917. It’s 103
years old and looks like it’s barely been
touched. The fire tower was used to detect
and control wildfires but is now retired.
Normally, hikers can climb to the top of
the fire tower but because of COVID-19
people aren’t allowed to go up.
We walk to the edge of the dropoff and
sit down to eat our granola bars. After a
couple of minutes, a strong gust of wind
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hits us, and we feel how cold it really is. I
put my hood up and tighten the strings on
my sweatshirt to keep my ears warm. We sit
and rest for 45 minutes before making the
walk back down the mountain.
I only go hiking in the summer, so the
cold is a new experience and something I can
get used to. I enjoyed the new experience,
especially after my 5 months of solitary.
The walk back down lasts an hour and
a half because Ashley and I are letting
gravity do most of the work to get us down
the mountain. Our bodies ache, and we
just let them glide down the rocks. Our
legs shake while we navigate our way safely
down the rocks.
When we get to the bottom, we sit in
the car for ten minutes and look through
the pictures we took. We try using our
GPS to get us back home, but realize we
have no signal. It doesn’t take much for us
to remember where to go because we are
essentially retracing our drive.
The hike showed me how important it
is to connect with my friends and nature.
It showed me that being outside is where
I’m most comfortable, and I’m going to
continue hiking whether it’s by myself or
with others. After my isolation, I’ve realized
that all I want to do is be outdoors.
— Angelica

Melara
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Keene’s Frozen Festival
Creating a community through ice climbing

D

uring the winter, the mountains of
the Adirondacks transform into an
ice climber’s dream. Waterfalls and
wet, dirty rock faces transform into curtains,
daggers, and pure sheets of ice. The cold,
wet, and long winters of the Adirondacks
provide the perfect setting for ice to flourish.
Much of the ice climbing is easy to access
and is consistently high-quality. In addition
to the ice itself, the people who ice climb in
the Adirondacks help to create a community
that is open and welcoming.
Ice climbing in the Adirondacks is diverse
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in its difficulty and its setting. Ice climbing
of varying difficulty can be within a ten
minutes walk from the road in areas like
Chapel Pond and the Cascade Lakes. For
those looking for multi-day adventures,
Panther Gorge in the High Peaks and
more remote areas within the Southern
Adirondacks are the perfect playground.
“I just think we have it all,” says Matt
Horner, a local ice climbing guide with
Rock & River Guide Service, who has
been climbing in the Adirondacks since
1994. “In terms of access, there’s no

better place than here.”
In an effort to showcase the ice climbing
potential of the Adirondacks, The
Mountaineer, an outdoor sports store in
Keene Valley, teamed up with Rock and
River Guide Service in January of 1995
to create an event that welcomed climbers
from across the world. The result was the
Adirondack International Mountaineering
Festival, or Mountainfest.
Now going on its 25th year, Mountainfest
takes place over the Martin Luther King
Jr. holiday weekend drawing in people

from all around the world. Clinics for
varying skill sets are hosted by professional
climbers and run Friday through Monday.
Although it is mainly an ice climbing event,
other clinics for snowshoeing, backcountry
mountaineering and avalanche awareness are
offered. In the evenings, guest professional
climbers host slideshow presentations to
discuss their latest adventures.
Enrolling in a clinic at Mountainfest has
become a hectic process because of the festivals
surge in popularity. Enrollment by phone is
the only method allowed. Registration begins
in November and most clinics fill within a day
of registration, with many climbers being put
on a wait-list. This is due to clinics having a
ten person limit and the growing popularity of
ice climbing as a sport.
“Ice climbing is exploding,” says Dustin
Ulrich, the event organizer for The
Mountaineer. “In the past couple of years
at Mountainfest, all of our clinics have sold
out, and there have been waiting lists for all
of them.”
Although participation in clinics is
limited, Ulrich says this fits with the main
goal of Mountainfest: camaraderie. “It’s not
about numbers,” says Ulrich. “We want to
make a connection…. We don’t necessarily
want to grow it in numbers, but we do want
to grow it in a sense of value.”
Event organizers have invited big names
from the climbing world to help host clinics
and slideshows. Some of the names include
alpinists Marko Prezlj, Anne Gilbert-Chase,

From left to right Cal Seeley and Steve House. Photo by Cal Seeley
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and Steve House, all of whom are widely
recognized in the climbing community as
legendary figures.
More importantly, Mountainfest is a
charity event that has donated money raised
by slideshows and clinics to local causes. The
Keene and Keene Valley Fire Departments,

“Professional climbers from
other famous ice climbing
areas across the Rocky
Mountains, Canada, and
the Alps have all realized
the Adirondacks to be a
trove of limitless potential.”
their search and rescue teams, grassroots
organizations, local businesses that have
been damaged by floods or fires, and injured
local climbers who were struggling to afford
their medical expenses, have been at the
receiving end of the donations.
“We don’t turn a profit on ourselves. All
of that money we make, above covering our
costs, just turns around and goes back out
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to the community,” says Ulrich.
As a result of its surging popularity and
exposure, Mountainfest is largely responsible
for putting the Adirondacks on the map as
an ice climbing destination. Professional
climbers from other famous ice climbing
areas like the Rocky Mountains, Canada and
the Alps have all realized the Adirondacks to
be a trove of limitless potential.
Climbers have been flocking to the icechoked gullies of the High Peaks since the
early twentieth century. Yvon Chouinard,
founder of Patagonia and Chouinard
Equipment, now Black Diamond, first
stumbled upon the Adirondacks in 1969.
Chouinard and renowned climber Jim
McCarthy were touring the East Coast,
debuting Chouinard’s redesigned crampons
and ice axes, when they walked into Keene
Valley. The two effortlessly climbed Chapel
Pond Slab, a route that was believed to
be the hardest in the country at the time
of its first ascent. Locals quickly bought
Chouinard’s new equipment and began to
test what was possible on the surrounding
gullies and rock faces.
After Chouinard’s visit, the most

influential of these outsiders was Jeff Lowe,
a world-renowned alpinist and ice climber
who first came to the Adirondacks in 1994.
Lowe was known for pushing the limits of
the sport back in Colorado and viewed the
Adirondacks as an untouched playground.

Lowe visited the Adirondacks often and
was a guest at Mountainfest in its early
days. His vision certainly rubbed off on
the locals, specifically Joe Szot and Tom
Yandon. Together Yandon and the late Szot,
more or less started building an ice climbing
community in the Adirondacks.
Yandon and Szot, “were the foundation
for ice climbing up here,” says Matt Horner,

Illustration by Mollie Ward

who was mentored by both. “Tom
and Joe were the guys, for sure….They
had strong beliefs and strong ethics on
how the climbing should be preserved.”
Yandon and Szot often teamed up with
the out-of-state professional climbers
like Lowe to establish the region’s most
difficult climbs.
Although Mountainfest is historically
where professionals and locals explore the
limit of ice climbing in the Adirondacks,
it is also where many aspiring ice
climbers have started their journey. The
community atmosphere welcomes those
being introduced to ice climbing, and
oftentimes clinic participants become
future climbing partners.
The sport attracts a certain kind of
person, someone who is seeking an
adventure that will challenge them
physically, mentally, and spiritually.
The special qualities of Mountainfest
and the community of like-minded,
adventurous individuals surely make it an
unforgettable experience.

— Cal Seeley

Photos courtesy of The Mountaineer
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F

inally, after hours of uphill hiking
through muddy puddles and slippery
rocks, the summit is here. Breathe
in the crisp sweet air in front of a sea of
mountains and spruce trees, a common
scene in the Adirondacks. The sun is high,
the boots are muddy and adventure awaits.
Everything is seemingly perfect—well almost.
Screaming kids and talking families
are drowning out the wind and the
birds. People wearing jeans and grasping
drawstring bags casually sit in fragile
alpine vegetation. Anyone looking to sit
and eat their PB&J and trail mix is left
disappointed as there is no room to enjoy
lunch. Just when things are already too
close for comfort, a line of people appear
down the trail eager to get their fill of the
mountain air.
Welcome to the new reality of the
Adirondack High Peak Region. This area
has always been popular due to the 46
High Peak Challenge, which involves
hiking the Adirondack’s 46 highest
mountains to earn the title, “46er”.
However, the 46 challenge has increased
in popularity as people try to get outside
more because of the COVID-19 pandemic.
Meanwhile, others are trying to capture the
perfect picture for their Instagrams.
This is a stark contrast to the lonely
summits and peaceful nature walks that
the Adirondacks was once known for, for

more than a century. An influx of people is
present. In 2016, there were 19,000 more
people on Cascade Mountain, arguably the
most popular of the 46 High Peaks, than
the previous year. That same year, there
were 13,000 more people registering at the
Adirondack Loj trail site. These increases
correlate directly with trail erosion, and
littering that go against LNT, Leave No
Trace, principles.

“Welcome to the
new reality of the
Adirondack High
Peak region”
As more people visit the Adirondack Park,
locals see the trails slowly deteriorate from
heavy usage. Trail widening is becoming a
more apparent issue from people going off the
designated trail to avoid mud and obstacles,
according to the Adirondack Council.
Good luck to anyone attempting to hike
Giant Mountain or Mount Marcy. All of
the parking spots are taken before the sun
comes up. Anyone parking on the side
of the road in the High Peak Region will
instantly get ticketed; no parking is allowed.
However, this hasn’t stopped visitors from

lining up the sides of roads. The Leave No
Trace Center for Outdoor Ethics published
a report with the Adirondack Council
and the Adirondack Mountain Club,
suggesting a permit system as one possible
solution to overcrowding. Without action,
overcrowding will worsen with time.

Double-Edged Sword
Scott Van Laer, a Union delegate for Park
Rangers in the Adirondacks, has spent over
a decade working in the Adirondack Park.
“We have been trending upward for
the last decade, but it seems we have seen
more [people] this year,” Laer says. “A lot
of it has to do with an introduction to the
outdoors for those who were not previously
interested, due to the fact that so many
events and activities are closed or canceled.”
Laer has seen more food wrappers, toilet
paper and human waste on big trails like
Mount Marcy and swimming holes like
Split Rock Falls, than ever before. On the
other hand, more people are experiencing
the Adirondack Park who wouldn’t have
before. As people are going stir crazy with
the current pandemic, the desire for the
outdoors is becoming heavily apparent.

Expect Change
Apart from rangers and summit stewards,
people who give information about
mountains and promote LNT, other

HigH Volume in tHe HigH Peaks
When trails become traffic jams
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individuals are also noticing changes, as
well. Local Adirondack photographer
Patrick Bly is quite frustrated about
the matter. Living in the Adirondacks
his whole life, Bly developed a love for
the area, but he has seen some changes
throughout the years.
“The High Peaks area is really what is
drawing all these people to the Adirondacks.
I try to stay away from that region because
I do not enjoy being on a summit with 100
other people,” says Bly.
He spends a large portion of his free time

reading trail books and looking at maps
outside the High Peak Region to get a better
understanding of what the rest of the park
has to offer. Areas like St. Regis Canoe Area
and Upper Works trailhead in Newcomb
offer their own unique piece of the park.
Bly also remains hopeful despite overuse of
the park.
“It is good that people are learning to
appreciate the outdoors more, it gives you
some hope for the future,” says Bly.
Bly wanted to stress that change is
inevitable in the Park involving crowds

and the actual landscape. Trail erosion and
overcrowding will continue to change the
Adirondacks as we know it.

Roadside Trouble
Not only is the High Peak Region
being affected by the rising popularity
of the outdoors, other mountains are
getting some noticeable attention, as
well. Poke-O-Moonshine Mountain is
a popular local hiking and climbing
area that has been receiving more
visitors. Twenty minutes south of the
city of Plattsburgh, right off exit 33
on Interstate 87, Poke-O-Moonshine
offers easy access and even easier hiking.
Compared to an hour drive to the High
Peak Region, this mountain offers scenic
hiking with minimal travel.
Will Roth, a local climbing guide in the
Adirondacks and adjunct professor for the
Expeditionary Studies program at SUNY
Plattsburgh, spends a lot of his time at
Poke-O-Moonshine. Roth loves educating
college students, teaching them about how
to practice rock climbing safely in a fun,
educational manner.
“Hiking is definitely high, Poke-OMoonshine with its accessibility and
beautiful views is falling victim to
[overcrowding], it’s actually been off the
charts,” says Roth.
Roth gave some different points
concerning COVID-19 and the accessibility
of the park.
“People come up here to hike at places like
Poke-O-Moonshine because our COVID-19
rates are going down,” says Roth.
With more people traveling from other
counties, this risks an increase in cases
spreading in Clinton County. Tourism is
usually good for the local economy, but in a
global pandemic it can also be a health risk.
“For people coming from all over, they do
not see this as overcrowding like the locals
do. They do not care if there are no people
on the summit or if there are 1,000 people,”
says Roth.
Whether it’s hiking Poke-O-Moonshine
or summiting Marcy, odds are there will be
a crowd on the summit. Travelers should be
mindful of the environment being used and
how it can be left for better or worse. Look
past the High Peaks at other hidden gems
around the park, beauty and adventure can
be found in the strangest of places.
— Jack
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“The shop has
ceramics already
made, as well as
15,000 customizable
molds for customers.”

The Hearth of Malone
A community molded through clay

A

combined pottery, music and gift
shop located 50 miles from the city
of Plattsburgh has become a home
away from home to residents of Malone.
Walk in on a cold day in upstate New York
to a warm welcoming atmosphere. What
appears as a red barn house is home to
colorful glazed ceramics, paint-your-own
ornaments and electric guitars.
Debbie Brown Bonner started making
ceramics when she was 10 years old.
Ever since, she dreamed of owning her
own ceramics shop in the small town of
Malone, where she was born and raised.
Her husband, Norman Bonner lll, became
part of her dream after a close friend
taught Norman how to craft ceramics. The
two became dedicated to seeing the shop
through. By chance, the Bonners found
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exactly what they were looking for in a
shop when flipping through the local paper.
A building with a big enough space for a
pottery studio and shop was up for sale.
This was the start of Clay, Cloth & Wood
and Everything Music.
Debbie does not see her business as a
job because it’s something she loves and is
passionate about. The Bonners enjoy that
their shop is a space to relax and have fun
creating new things.
“Clay, Cloth & Wood is family,” Debbie
says. Customers leave the store and ‘whew’
because of the relief they feel after having
been inside.
The shop has ceramics already made,
as well as 15,000 customizable molds for
customers. Customers can also bring in
their own damaged or broken ceramics for

repairs or revitalizations. The Bonners get
orders daily. They determine the type of
glaze, heat and duration in the firing kiln
based on a number of things: if the ceramic
will hold food, be used inside or outside and
the size of the ceramic. With both Debbie
and Norman working together, the whole
process can take hours, days and sometimes
weeks to produce a finished piece.
The process behind making these
ceramics can be repetitive and taxing,
but the Bonners love putting smiles on
their customers’ faces. One of the smiles
that sticks with them the most was from
a woman who came to the store with
a damaged ceramic tree made by her
grandmother as a child. The tree had cracks
and was dull because it was made from an
old ceramic material.
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Debbie spent days working to repair the
old tree, repairing the cracks and using the
same color paint and glaze used on older
ceramics. When the woman returned,
she broke out into tears over how well
Debbie repaired her tree to look just like
the original. The ceramic didn’t just look
like her grandmother’s tree, it was her
grandmother’s tree.
The tears of joy and the huge smile on the
woman’s face still make Debbie feel great
to this day. “I saw that she posted about the
tree on Facebook,” Mrs. Bonner says. “Now
she uses the ceramic with her daughter.”
Eleven years into the ceramics shop
business, the Bonners find themselves with
more than they ever imagined. It was always
Debbie’s dream to have the ceramic shop
and possibly a gift shop, but the Bonners
have already expanded beyond that. Because
Malone is so small, the Bonners try to
provide Malone residents with the things
Malone doesn’t already have.
“We try very hard to fill the voids we have
here in Malone,” says Debbie.
Everything Music, the music shop, opens
every school year to cater to local school
band programs. The closest music store
is 40 miles away. The Bronners provide
instruments and other supplies that can be
rented or bought locally.
Although the Bonners have been running
Everything Music for the past six years, the
Happy Holidays gift shop opened just this
September. The gift shop offers decorations
for all holidays and gifts for any occasion.
Like a slew of businesses in New York,
Clay, Cloth & Wood was forced to
shut down due to the pandemic. When
COVID-19 was at its peak in March, the
Bonners issued a statement on Globuya,
a global directory website used to help
customers find local shops in different areas.
In the directory the Bonners explained, “We
don’t want to be the reason that the virus
spread into our village. And if it gets here,
we don’t want to help spread it.”
COVID-19 has made it hard for people
to gather, and even harder for the Bonners
to stay in business. A shop that once held

paint and sip events does not have the space
to seat people six feet apart. The shop’s
customers have become distant; wary to sit
and enjoy the things Clay, Cloth & Wood
has to offer when there’s a deadly virus
lurking in the air. A store that once held up
to 18 people can now only fit six.
Still, The Bonners see the virus as a lefthanded blessing, and they try to find the
good in an uncertain present. The pandemic
has allowed for a flexible schedule allowing
the shop workers to come in whenever they
want and stay as long as they wish.
Clay, Cloth & Wood and the Malone

community are taking the pandemic one
day at a time, doing their best to adjust to
the new normal. Debbie continues to use
Globuya to keep customers updated on
business hours, social distancing regulations
and updates on the music and gift shop.
As the Malone community waits out the
seemingly never-ending pandemic, the
Bonners hope their small shop can soon feel
like a family again.
— Christyn

Pettway and
Sierra McGivney
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I

t’s been a long year for
everybody with a lot of time
spent in quarantine. With
all this time stuck inside I had
lots of time to experiment with
flavors and liquors. No better
time to celebrate the end of 2020
by trying a twist on some classic
drinks, DoNorth style.

Wash your hands, take off your mask
and join me in pouring some bubbly.
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IRON ORE WHISKEY SOUR
Long day digging for iron ore?
Well have I got the drink for you.
Legend has it this is a miner’s
favorite drink.

INGREDIENTS:
• 2 oz Workin’ Man’s Whisky
from Mountain Spirit Distillery
• 1 oz lemon juice
• 1 tsp of sugar
• 1 egg white
• Ice cubes

MIX IT UP:

Combine all ingredients
into a shaker and shake.
Add ice cubes and
shake again. This easy
and simple drink will
transport you to a
mining town.

THE VALLEY’S FROZEN MARTINI
Not everyone is ready to go
climb some of the hardest ice
climbs in the Adirondacks.
But that doesn’t mean not
everyone can enjoy this icy
inspired martini.

INGREDIENTS:
• 1 oz blue curacao
• 1 oz white rum
• 1 oz Snowshoe Vodka
from Murray’s Fools
• 2 oz of coconut cream
• 2 tbsp of crushed ice
• 2 tbsp white sugar crystals
or coconut flakes
• 1 tsp of honey from
Adirondack bee supply

MIX IT UP:

Add blue curacao, white
rum, coconut cream and ice
into glass. Put the martini
glass in the freezer to make
it extra cold. Line the edge
of the martini glass with
honey and then dip into
sugar crystals or coconut
flakes. Pour ¼ of the
cocktail into each glass and
start sipping this icy drink.

LUSCIOUS LAVENDER MIMOSAS
The best way to wake up
on a Sunday is to the smell
of brunch. The best way to
enhance it, add mimosas!

INGREDIENTS:
• 1 bottle of Prosecco
• 1/4 cup of 		
fresh avender from 		
Adirondack View Vineyard
• 1 cup of cane sugar
• 1 cup of water
• 3 lemons or 1/2 cup of
lemon juice
• Optional: 1 cup of
blueberries
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MIX IT UP:
Combine water, cane sugar,
fresh lavender in a saucepan
and stir. Bring to a boil. Lower
to simmer and let the mixture
simmer for 10 minutes or until
mixture thickens. Let steep
for an hour and strain the
mixture. Squeeze one lemon
into the syrup and then place
in the fridge to cool. Combine
Prosecco, the lavender syrup and
the two lemons. Add blueberries
for an extra flavor boost and
pour into mimosa glasses!
*This makes a pitcher

LYON MOUNTAIN MARGARITA ON THE ROCKS
Margaritas without tequila is
that even possible? Once you
try the white whiskey you’ll
never go back.

INGREDIENTS:
• 3 oz Adirondack Glow
White Whiskey
• 2 oz orange liqueur
• 2 oz lime juice
• 1 lime
• 1 tablespoon of salt or sugar
• Ice cubes

MIX IT UP:
Cut lime into wedges.
Run a lime wedge along
the glass. Dip glass
in either salt or sugar.
Fill glass with desired
amount of ice cubes.
Combine whiskey,
orange liqueur and
lime juice in glass. Add
extra lime wedges in the
drink for added flavor.
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Touring the Adirondack Coast

ADVERTISE WITH US!
Contact us at ads@donorth.com
for pricing and specs
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