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Upcoming  
Events 

 

STRAWBERRY FESTIVAL 
MONDAY  

JUNE 24, 2013 
NEEDED: WORKERS & 
CLEAN COOL WHIP 

CONTAINERS 
Contact  

Hazel Bracken 
607-276-2673 

 

TENT RENTAL 
AHS owns  

two large tents 
Available for rental  

to AHS members 
Contact Mike Baker 

607-276-6161 
 

TRASH (not) AND 
TREASURES SALE 
Fundraiser for  

AHS Fall, 2013 
Please SAVE your 

TREASURES 
GOOD, CLEAN 
ITEMS ONLY 

 

“MARY JEMISON,  
WHITE WOMAN  

OF THE GENESEE” 
Presented by  
Kay Bennett 

And Bill Heaney 
Sun, Sept 15, 2013 
OPEN HOUSE 2-5 
Program 3 p.m. 
Don’t miss this 

wonderful program! 

A CITY GUY’S ADMIRABLE  
FARMING VENTURE 

By Robert M. McKnight of Almond, NY 

(This story 
appeared in the 
book, Frozen 
Laundry and 
Depression Soup, a 
Living History of 
Upstate New York, 
published in 2009 
by Hometown 
Memories 
Publishing 
Company, Hickory 
North Carolina) 

The 1934, my 
beginning, from the 
hospital to a little “one-horse-farm” in Swain, New York.  At the time 
I had two older brothers, two years and four years older (and I guess 
a mom and dad!)  I don’t remember anything about this place, but it 
was really out in the “boonies.” 

The next place I landed was up on a hill called “Gibson Hill” in 
Angelica, New York.  I guess I was about two years old at this time.  
This was another farm that my dad was a sharecropper on.  He was a 
city guy trying to learn farming – what a struggle, especially for my 
young mother, about twenty-four years old at this time, with three 
little boys.  We lived here until I was about five years old. 

My memories here: sitting in a big rocker looking at pretty 
colored pictures in a little New Testament Bible, lying behind a big 
old kitchen wood stove coloring in my color books, waiting the time 
for my two brothers to come home from school (they walked to 
school, five and six years old, for about a mile each way), 
investigating the big old cow barn (where I wasn’t supposed to be), 
following Dad out to the fields (another place I wasn’t supposed to 
be).   

On one of these trips out to find Dad, I came face to face with a 
huge team of horses pulling a piece of farm equipment (being only 
about three or four years old at the time, I had to rely on my parents 
to relate this one).  The horses stopped in their tracks.  Dad slapped 
them with the reins and ordered them to keep moving; he didn’t see 
this little tyke standing right in front of them.  The horses kept trying 
to move to the side of the road, and Dad kept yanking them back to 

McKnight Children in front of the farm 
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A CITY GUY’S ADMIRABLE FARMING VENTURE Cont… 

the center and yelling at them to get going.  They 
wouldn’t budge – Thank God (I’ve always loved 
horses!). 

At four years old, in this old farmhouse, I 
vividly remember my little sister being born in the 
living room, with an old family doctor assisting. 

On this farm was a concrete block 
“smokehouse”, where they hung hams and burned 
wood to “smoke” these hams.  I also remember a 
windmill that pumped water.  No indoor plumbing. 

Across the road from the house, a large lot of 
hickory trees, where each fall we would pick up 
baskets of hickory nuts.  They were great in winter, 
roasted in the red hot coals of a wood stove heater. 

Their next move, when I was five years old, 
was another sharecropper venture of Dad’s on a 
fairly large farm in the town of West Almond, 
known as the Morton Farm.  The owner of the farm 
and his family lived in half of the house, and we 
lived in the other half. 

Down in the bottom of the valley on this farm 
was a fairly sizable creek, the old swimming hole 
where my two older brothers and I learned to swim.  
Some “skinny dipping” and nude sunbathing 
happened here.  One nice summer afternoon, I and 
my neighbor girl, both five or six years old, 
wandered down to the creek, looking for those two 
older brothers.  We sure did find them, sunbathing 
in the “nude.” I don’t know who was more 
embarrassed, them or my neighbor girl! 

Here’s where I started school, in the first grade, 
at a little one-room schoolhouse only about two 
hundred yards up the road from our house.  A lady 
“school marm” taught first through eighth grade.  
As each grade would have their classes, they would 
move up to the front of the room, the rest of us 
sitting at our desks doing our own studies.  But if 
you could do your own work and give an ear to the 
older class up front, you could get a pretty good 
jump on the next year’s work. 

Again, no indoor plumbing and a great big old 
round wood heater that stood probably five or six 
feet tall with a big metal jacket around it. 

Our next move was just up the road one mile to 
another farm.  We still went to this same one-room 
school, only now instead of living next door to the 
schoolhouse, we now had to walk one mile each 
way.  Boy!  After a mile walk in frigid weather, 
that big old wood stove sure felt good to huddle 

around! 
This farm was a rental, and for awhile, no 

farming was done, as Dad worked on the Erie 
Railroad in Hornell, New York, about fifteen miles 
away.  We moved here in the fall of 1940, and I can 
well remember all the concern and excitement of the 
United States being bombed in Hawaii on December 
7th, 1941 and President Franklin D. Roosevelt 
declaring war on Japan. 

After a couple of years here, Dad bought some 
cows and equipment, and we started another venture 
of farming.  We already had a great team of horses 
that Dad had been given by my great-grandparents, 
way back in 1935 or 1936.   Dad tried working the 
farm and working in factories.  A lot of the farm 
work at this time fell to my two older brothers and 
me.  Yeah, I had my chores to do at seven years old.  
And boy, did we work!  At the time, we didn’t think 
it was good for us, but it sure taught us good work 
ethics. 

Again, no indoor plumbing and no electric.  
Main electric lines did not even run in this part of the 
country until after the war, 1945.  Everything was 
done by hand, the milking of fifteen to twenty cows, 
harvesting crops (no tractor), sawing of firewood for 
two big old wood heaters and the cooking range.  On 
a cold winter night, these stoves could eat up almost 
a cord of wood, which was all cut by a two-man 
(two-kid) crosscut saw. 

We three boys would go into the woods with the 
team of horses, cut down trees, cut them into 
manageable lengths, load some onto big old wooden 
wheeled wagons, and skid the larger trunks all back 
to the house.  Here, we would crosscut it all into 
stove lengths, hand split the chunks, and stack it in a 
woodshed. 

The cow barn at night was lighted by two or 
three kerosene lanterns, hung from nails along the 
beams.  To feed the cows their hay fodder, you took 
a lantern upstairs in the barn, hung it on a peg, 
climbed up a vertical beam with wooden pegs in it to 
the top of the hay mow and hand-pitched down hay 
for fifteen to twenty cows and two horses.  To water 
them, you drove them all out to a small stream in the 
pasture.  In winter, you had to take an axe to chop 
holes in the ice so the animals could drink. 

Keeping the milk fresh and from souring was no 
problem in winter, but in the warm summer months, 
it had to be set in a large tank of cool water until the 
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A CITY GUY’S ADMIRABLE FARMING VENTURE Cont… 

milk truck came along in the morning to take it to 
the cheese factory. Oh yeah, the milk was placed in 
ten-gallon steel cans with covers. 

Later on, we acquired a farm tractor.  Man! we 
thought we were really “up-town” then!  We could 
even buzz wood with this.  We still did a lot of the 
field work and wood lot work with the horses. We 
also had about forty or fifty laying chickens, which 
required a lot of work. I can remember going down 
to the city with Dad to peddle eggs to various 
restaurants and stores.  We raised hogs for our 
meat.  Before we had electric, we stored meat in 
what was called an icebox, like a refrigerator only 
with blocks of ice in it.  Ice blocks were kept in the 
cellar, covered with a heavy layer of sawdust.   

On this farm, we walked to our little one-room 
schoolhouse until eighth grade.  Then they started a 
central school about seven miles away in the 
village of Angelica.  I got “promoted” to the “big 
school” as I was going into seventh grade.  Boy, 
was that scary to a little kid that always lived 
secluded on a farm and went to a country school. 

Dad finally gave up the farming venture (never 
did make any money on it).  I guess we were what 
today you would call “poor people,” we just didn’t 
know it. 

I do remember getting my older brothers’ hand-
me-down clothes.  They had patches on them 
before I got them, and then Mom would put more 
patches over the patches.  I can remember wearing 
work shoes that the soles were coming loose and 
putting canning jar rubbers over the toes of the 
shoes, to keep the soles from flopping. 

We had a great apple orchard, where we 

harvested great apples every fall.  We stored the 
apples in large bins in the cellar.  The cellar was great 
for storing fruit and vegetables.  It had a dirt floor and 
no light and stayed probably fifty degrees year round.    
We always had a large garden to feed our large 
family:  Mom, Dad and six kids.  With this and the 
pork that we raised and our own milk and eggs, we 
sure didn’t have to buy much food.  But man - did 
that big garden require a lot of hoeing! 

About 1945, when I was ten years old, we finally 
got electricity. We kids spent the first week or so just 
flipping on switches just to be amazed at the miracle 
of lights. Never did get indoor plumbing.  Carried all 
our water in buckets from a thirty-five foot deep dug 
well, uphill for about a hundred yards.  Sure was a lot 
of carrying on wash day!  And baths were only about 
once a week. 

Well, when I was seventeen years old and not 
much farming left at home, I went to live with another 
farm family and work for them. This was a pretty 
large farm but with a lot more modern equipment.  
Mostly I enjoyed it, but after several months without 
one day off, at eighteen years old, I left the farm for 
good and joined the US Air Force.   The Korean War 
was going on, and some of my friends and I figured 
we would be drafted anyway. Not crazy about being 
drafted in the Army, we decided we would fare better 
this way. 

So I guess I’ve rambled on long enough. I’m now 
seventy-four years old and in fairly good health, with 
a wonderful wife of fifty-four years, five children, 
seventeen grandchildren, and two great grandchildren.  
God has been very good to me, and I am very 
thankful to Him for it. 

Almond Twentieth Century Club Library, having just completed our centennial in the building on Main 
Street, is now preparing a sequel to our history booklet which ends in 1972.  For this to relate to our 
community, we want it to include stories about the important people and events of both the Almond 
Library and the Almond Library Club from 1973 to the present.  We are asking for your help by sharing 
your fond memories about the Library or club events or family members’ participation in these.   Do you 
have silly stories about your experiences at the library when you were a child, teen or adult?  Do you 
know stories about any of our fundraisers or any part of our history? 

Please take a few minutes to write your stories and send them to the library at P.O. Box D, Almond, NY 
14804, or email them to Jean Pilgrim at mayflowerjean@hotmail.com.    We truly appreciate your help 
in preserving our history. 

Almond Library Stories Needed 



 4 

If This House Could Talk 
By Donna B. Ryan and Louise Newman Schwartz 

The AHS collection of photos and pictures is 
amazing . . . . and somewhat confounding as well! 

The pictures range from beautiful vintage 
professional portraits to interesting photos of 
people, places and things.   Many are framed and 
adorn the walls of the Hagadorn House and office.  
Many are housed in 
file drawers under 
various categories. 
Far too many are 
unmarked . . . or 
somewhat incorrectly 
marked.   

One large sepia-
colored professionally 
mounted photo of a 
house, appearing to 
be from the 1920s, 
surfaced recently, 
creating a search for 
its location.  Written 
on the back was:  
“Mr. and Mrs. Crugar 
Kaple (she was Mate 
Harman)”  and below 
that, someone else 
had written “House 
now owned by 
Patrick ____Sr.) 

But where was 
this house located?  
The only clue was the 
Patrick connection . . 
. but the house that 
Nina and Cliff lived 
in on Chapel Street 
has been razed.  A 
drive down Chapel 
Street revealed no 
house with a porch such as this one . . . but the 
telltale clue was the outside cellar door.   A scanned 
copy of the photo was emailed to Bob and Louise 
Newman Schwartz, former Chapel Street residents 
for many years, for further ID.  She replied:  “It 
does look like our house at 32 Chapel.  The slanted 
yard in the front and the cellar door.  Perhaps there 

was a porch on the back like that.  It looks like the 
back room is not on this, but  that was ‘added’ later.  
It was an ‘added, added’ house.  I think that the front 
windows to the left are where our bedroom was (the 
old barber shop).  I think I see the walnut tree to the 
extreme left of the picture, which was by the 

driveway going up to 
the ‘Bayless’ house.” 

Determining that 
it was, in fact, their 
former home,  Louise 
was curious as to its 
former owners.  A trip 
to Belmont, the 
county seat, and a 
search through old 
deeds, provided this 
further information:  
In 1925, Jane 
Raymond sold it to 
Gordon O. Kaple 
(wife Ruth) for $1800, 
and three years later, 
in 1928, Kaples sold it 
to Wilson Bell.  In 
1944, the heirs of 
Wilson Bell sold it to 
Thomas and Agnes 
Dickie of 158 River 
St., Hornell.  The next 
year, Dickie sold it to 
Guy Sherwood – who 
was a local barber and 
had his shop in the 
house.  Two years 
later, 1947, Sherwood 
sold it to Clayton and 
Maxine Averill, who 
raised their family 

there.  The Schwartz’s bought it in 1966, did 
considerable remodeling, and raised their three girls 
there.  When Bob’s work took him to PA, they sold it 
in 1990 to the Whitesell family, present occupants. 

The Kaple family file at Hagadorn House, helped 
to date the picture and provide further information:  
An index card with  Helene Phelan’s inimitable 

Above: Sepia photo from Chapel street house ca. 1920s 
Below: Richard Bagley’s rendition of the house, ca. 1990 
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If This House Could Talk Cont… 

handwriting gave these facts:  Kaple, Luther S, born 
in 1810 in Otsego Co., married Abigail Kaple in 1832.  
They moved to Almond in 1848.  They had eighteen 
children, 11 of whom were living in 1879.  Mrs. 
Kaple died in 1902.  One son, Crugar B. Kaple, a 
farmer and feed mill operator, b. 1856, married Mary 
Harmon.  He died Oct 24, 1936.  Mrs. Crugar B. 
Kaple was active in WCTU.  Luther Kaple d. 1873.  
(BTW: This information is also found in the “Persons 
and Places 
Referred To” 
addendum at the 
back of Mrs. 
Phelan’s book, If 
Our Earthly House 
Dissolve, the story 
of three 
generations of the 
Hagadorn family.) 

Louise’s deed 
search also 
brought up some 
interesting facts 
about the 
surrounding 
properties:  In the 
1920s, the southern boundary was owned by Hiram 
McIntosh (later the Bayless, Sills, then Schreiber 

property), and the western boundary was land owned 
by Joseph Corey.   Chapel Street was also named as 
“Back” Street . . . .  

The “McIntosh” house (see photo) was mentioned 
in Helene’s book, Allegany’s Uncommon Folk, 
written in 1978, in the chapter entitled “Slaves and 
Freedom Road”:  “Of the famous Underground 
Railroad there are ‘stops’ presumed in several areas 
of Allegany County . . . . The MacIntosh (sic) house 

(afterward owned by 
the Bayless family 
and now owned by 
Larry Sills) was 
another.  This house 
has a hidden room 
halfway between the 
first and second 
floors.” 

Once again, we 
are impressed with 
the diligence of Mrs. 
Phelan and her 
helpers, who saw 
the importance of 
documenting family 
information and the 

provenance of items in the AHS collection.   Now the 
photo can be filed and annotated completely.   

Friends of Donald P. J. Lindeman donated a case of native American 
artifacts to the Almond Historical Society at the Society’s February 21 
(1988) Open House.  The presentation was made by Susan Beckhorn of 
Rexville.  The case was made from red cedar by Steve Benson, formerly 
of Alfred and now residing in Massachusetts.  The two horizontal points 
were donated by Joseph Brown.  Others were found by Fred and Susan 
Beckhorn and Dave Gillette in Geneseo and Mount Morris.  The 
dedication:  “In remembering our friend, Don, we recall most clearly his 
strong identity with native Americans.  This interest was reflected in 
Don’s whole being.  It was not simply a romantic infatuation with the 
picturesque elements of Indian life:  war bonnets and tomahawks.  The 
love went deeper . . . He loved this Hagadorn House and thought it a great 
thing to preserve common and precious relics of the past.  We, his friends, 
thought it appropriate to give the Hagadorn House this small collection of 
local Indian artifacts in memory of Don Lindeman.”  Don Lindeman died 
as a result of an auto accident in October, 1985. 

Alfred Sun 25 Years Ago: Don Lindeman’s Memory honored 
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Archie Peck—2013 Steuben County hall of fame recipient 
By donna B. Ryan 

The husband of a 
former Almond 
woman has been 
posthumously 
inducted into the 
Steuben County 
Hall of Fame, the 
Hornell area’s only 
Congressional 
Medal of Honor 
winner.  Archie 

Peck, who was 
married to the late 

 Agnes C. Palmer, was  
  the recipient of the 
Congressional Medal of Honor,  the United States 
of America's highest military honor, awarded for 
personal acts of valor above and beyond the call of 
duty. There were only 119 World War I veterans 
who received this exceptional honor. His citation 
reads:  “For conspicuous gallantry and intrepidity 
above and beyond the call of duty in action with the 
enemy in the Argonne Forest, France. 6th October, 
1918. While engaged with two other soldiers on 
patrol duty. Private Peck and his comrades were 
subjected to the direct fire of an enemy machine 
gun, at which time both his 
companions were wounded. 
Returning to his Company, he 
obtained another soldier to 
accompany him, to assist in 
bringing in the wounded men. His 
assistant was killed in the exploit, 
but Private Peck continued on, 
twice returning and safely bringing 
in both men, being under terrific 
machine-gun fire during the entire 
journey.”  

The Steuben County legislature 
website, 
http://www.steubencony.org, which shows the 
resolution confirming the candidate, shares this 
story:   “According to family legend, Archie was 
also hit by the machine gun fire, but not seriously 
wounded. He was a man small in stature and was 

later teased by his 
comrades that he was too 
small a target to hit. In 
addition to the Medal 
of Honor, he also 
received military 
decorations from other 
nations. After the war, 
Mr. Peck owned and 
operated A. A. Peck’s 
General Store in 
Sinclairville, NY from 
1937 – 1959. He was past 
Commander of the American 
Legion Post 778 of Sinclairville,   
a member of WWI Post 2533  
of Seminole, Fl., a member of the Sinclairville 
Volunteer Fire Department and served as a member 
of the Cassadaga Valley Central School Board of 
Education.” 

Archie was born in Tyrone, New York on 
November 22, 1894 and died September 15, 1978. He 
is buried in Evergreen Cemetery Sinclairville, New 
York.  His wife, Agnes, an Almond native  who died 
in 1991, was a 1920 graduate of Almond High 
School, and Geneseo Normal School in 1924.  She 

was a sister to Almond’s well-
known Al Palmer and also Frances 
Cook of Alfred Station.  Several 
nieces and nephews still live in the 
area.  Their daughter-in-law, Diana 
Peck, regularly visits the area.  
When asked if her late father-in-law 
spoke of his coveted honor, she  
said, as far as she knew, “He never 
brought it up . . . his boys knew 
about it . . . He was a small man – 
not very tall in stature, but he had a 
big personality.”   

We are proud of Archie Peck, 
this area’s ONLY Congressional Medal of Honor 
recipient.  Our AHS members who are his nieces and 
nephews include Frances’ children, Marie Cook 
Rigby, Walt and Don Cook, and Al’s son, Ben 
Palmer.   
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Wayne’s Scrapbook 
By Donna B. ryan 

A personal scrapbook is said to be a way to taste life twice. . 
. . But to Wayne Kellogg, his very special 2012 Christmas 
present is bringing memories back to life for many more people 
as he shares its contents with others. 

His scrapbook, containing countless clippings and photos 
collected by Wayne’s late wife, Betty, and carefully preserved in 
plastic sleeves by his daughter, Cynthia Kellogg Neville, has 
been the focal point of a couple of Friday afternoon “work” 
sessions at the Almond Historical Society office, providing an 
exercise in identifying people, places and events . . .and 
remembering . . .   

Many stories cover decades of history of organizations that 
Wayne and Betty supported with their time and talents:  The 
Almond Fire Company and Ambulance squad, the Almond 
Library, Almond Union Church, the Almond Historical Society, 
and the Almond Lions Club.  Clippings of local interest, 
including special events, obituaries, and family news are also 
preserved. 

One newspaper story involved Ron Coleman, who passed away just recently.  Printed in The Spectator, 
June 3, 1990, the headlines read:  “Gazebo Dedicated To Former Mayor”, and is written by Marc C. Rixford.  
We quote it here:  

 
ALMOND – The newly built gazebo in Almond Park was dedicated recently to a former Almond 

village mayor. 
Leon Hanks, who died in January 1989, was the mayor of Almond from the 1960s until the early 

1970s, said his wife, Lillian.  “He always wanted to have something in the park,” she said.  “A group 
of friends wanted to do something special for him, so they got together and had the gazebo built.” 

The project was started by Bob and Betty Costello of Almond, who banded Almond citizens 
together and raised funds.  They had Ron Coleman and students from Alfred State College’s 
Vocational School in Wellsville build the gazebo, Hanks said.  “Leon gave me pictures of the gazebo 
that was in the park years ago,” said Coleman.  “He was interested in having a  new gazebo in the 
park and we thought it would be very fitting.”  

Coleman said he and the students at the vocational school were asked by some of the people in 
the community to build a new one in memory of Hanks. The old gazebo was square shaped and 
Coleman said he thought the new octagon shaped one would be nicer. “At one point or another, the 
whole senior class worked on the gazebo,” Coleman said.  “We pre-fabricated some of it at the shop 
and then put it together in the park.” 

“I this it’s wonderful,” said Hanks.  “I have four children who are all very pleased.  Clyde 
Bracken of Almond lives across from the park and said he is watching out for the gazebo and always 
will.  “Everybody really likes the gazebo.  I see a lot of people over there,” Bracken said.  “Lillian 
brought over some hanging baskets and I put them up and I mow the lawn and take care of the park 
for the village.” 

A plaque will be put on the gazebo in the near future, said Hanks. 
 
If you want to have a few hours of enjoyment, go visit Wayne at Updyke’s Willow Ridge Home and ask 

him to show you his scrapbook . . . .  You’ll love it! 
 

Front row:  Wayne Kellogg and Lillian 
Hanks; back row:  Sheryl House, Karl 

Grantier, Doris Montgomery, Kitty 
Baker, and Barbara Bernstein 
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The Almond Fire Department—The First Fifty Years 
By Donna B. Ryan 

In the Jan/Feb/Mar 2013 AHS newsletter, it 
was reported, from Alfred Sun records, that the 
Almond volunteer fire company was organized in 
1897. 

From the 1951 
Almond Volunteer Fire 
Company Yearbook, the 
first fifty years of the fire 
company is recorded: 
In the year 1901 a group 
of civic-minded men 
decided that Almond 
should have some 
protection against loss of 
life and property by fire.  
A few of these men who 
were responsible for the 
birth for the Almond Volunteer Fire Department 
were:  B. B. Palmer, L. L. Palmer, E. E. Palmer, W. 
L. Fenner, Claude Taylor, Knute Baxter, George 
Merrill, George Lewis, Jerry Marvin.  These men 
bought a hose cart equipped with a chemical tank.  
This was paid for by contributions from the 
businessmen and citizens of the community.  A few 
of these were:  S. S. Karr, Frank Taylor, Mrs. 
Nephew, Jason Budd, William Hagadorn, George 
Adams, R. M. Bennett, Bob Lincoln, Horace 
Stillman, and Walter Karr.  This piece of 
equipment was maintained with money raised by a 
small tax on the property in the community.  The 
tax was collected with the town taxes.  The unit 
was drawn by man power and was housed in the 
building that is now the Kant-U-Kume-Inn (now 
Muhleisen’s Restaurant, ca 2013) 

In 1921 the village was incorporated.  This was 
accomplished by a vote of the people and was 
carried by a slight margin of four votes.  In 1923 it 
was evident that the village needed better 
firefighting equipment.  The proposition of bonding 
the village for $6,000 to be paid off at the rate of 
$1,000 a year was voted on by the people.  The 
result of this was the purchase of the American 
LaFrance 500 gal pump on the Brockway truck, 
equipped with chemical tank and 100 feet of 
chemical hose.  Also 2 ½” hose, enough to extend 
from the creek to any house within the 

incorporation.  This piece of equipment was housed in 
what is now the office of P. A. McIntosh’s farm 
equipment building (now John Flint’s garage, Main 

Street, ca. 2013) 
About this time, the 

village purchased a second 
hand Model T Ford and 
the firemen mounted the 
chemical tank and hose 
from the old hose cart 
onto it.  This was housed 
in the shed in the area of 
what is now Kellogg’s 
Grocery store (This stone 
building, formerly 
Baxter’s Store, was 
located next to the former 

Coslo’s Restaurant, and is now gone.) 
In 1934 the village purchased the present fire 

house (parking lot/Flint’s Garage, ca 2013).  The 
upper floor was remodeled into an apartment.  The 
ground floor was remodeled to house two trucks in 
front; the back is a meeting room.  The Brockway and 
the Ford were then housed in this building.  Also 
during this year the village water system was 
completed.  This gave the village greater fire 
protection due to hydrants, and not having to go to the 
creek in case of fire. 

In 1942 due to obsolete equipment, the village 
purchased a Dodge Fire Truck for $2,600, turning in 
the Brockway.  This truck has 150-gallon pump and is 
equipped with 1 1/2” hose.  The volunteer firemen 
then bought the Brockway (less pump) and mounted 
the chemical tank from the Ford on it, put all 2 1’2” 
hose on it for use on hydrants in the village only.  
This left the village with protection when the other 
truck was elsewhere. 

In 1943 the US Government sent a trailer pumper, 
ladders, gas masks, fire aid equipment, etc., to 
Almond for use in civilian defense.  This equipment, 
at a later date after the war, was bought by the village 
for permanent additional fire protection.  The pump is 
of 500 gal capacity and is powered by a six cylinder 
Chrysler engine. 

In 1951 when the Brockway truck was in need of 
many repairs, the village, rather than invest to make 
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The Almond Fire Department—The First Fifty Years Cont… 

the truck reliable and safe, purchased a 1945 
Studebaker one-ton truck chassis for the sum of 
$475.  The Fire Company then furnished the labor 
and money necessary to mount the pump from the 
trailer, the hose box, fenders, etc., from the 
Brockway.  With this labor and money furnished by 
the Fire Department plus $100 received from the 
salvage of the old Brockway the present Studebaker 
fully equipped cost the village $375 net. 

A typewritten document (date unknown) found 
in the AHS archives files, quoting the late Garland 
Larkin’s memories of early fires in the Village, 
provides some human interest stories:  “Bennett, R. 
M. owned a hotel across the street from the 
Hagadorn Hardware Store (approximate 
intersection of Main and Karrdale Avenue on the 
East side of Main Street).  The hotel was built half 
on Allegany County and half on Steuben.  It had a 
bar so that he could sell booze most of the time.  
Some elections one county would go dry and 
sometimes the other . . . (they) had local option in 
those days.  Finally it burned to the ground.  It was 
seldom you could put out a fire.  The fire truck was 
hand drawn and used a mixture of Arm and 
Hammer soda.  I remember he tried to go back in 

and wanted to die with the hotel.  It was never rebuilt. 
“My dad (Charlie Larkin) was janitor of the 

school house, the Methodist Church and also the 
Presb.  When a fire broke out, he would go up to the 
school house and ring the bell and I would go over to 
the church and ring that one.  Had to toll that one as I 
couldn’t ring it.  Nearly everyone in town would be at 
the fires.  

“I remember one time Jerry Marvin’s home 
burned down and they ran out of soda and Vern 
Fenner, who ran a grocery store, went up and brought 
down all the soda he had in stock. Jerry’s home was 
just this side of Fenner’s, maybe two houses away. 
(across the street from the present Almond Library).   

“I remember another fire at the Fred VanOrman 
home on the street near the park that goes to the 
cemetery.  It also burned to the ground and Fred went 
in the burning house to get his kids clothes and never 
came out.  They brought his body out in the morning.  
Bill Van Orman who lives in Almond was his son.  
Also two daughters, Doris and Jessie.”  (Ed. note:  
Fred VanOrman’s grandchildren,  Fred VanOrman of 
Vassalbora, ME, and Roxanne VanOrman Waight, of 
Almond, are AHS members) 

 

OUR CONDOLENCES TO THE  
FAMILIES AND FRIENDS OF… 

Ronald Coleman, 82, died on March 30, 2013, in 
Hudson, Florida.  A 1949 graduate of Alfred-
Almond Central School, Ron served in the US Army 
in Korea.  A carpenter by trade, he was hired out of 
the field to start the Building Trades Vocational 
School in Wellsville, a division of SUNY, Alfred, 
where he served as department chairman for 25 
years until his retirement in 1990.  He loved golf, 
Civil War history, gardening, playing the trumpet 
and building things.   
Nina B. Patrick, 94, of 3 Maple Ridge, passed 
away April 2, 2013 at McAuley Manor. She was a 
member of the former Almond Methodist Church, 
and the ladies auxiliary, Woman of the Moose in 
Hornell. Nina was employed in the custodial 
department at Alfred University from 1950 until her 
retirement in 1980. 

MEMORIAL DONATIONS 
RECEIVED… 

We thank the many members who have given 
memorial gifts with their 2013 dues payments.  

Continued here is a listing of those received after the 
Jan/Feb/Mar 2013 issue was printed: 

In memory of Fred and Lena Schwartz 
By Chuck and Becky Comer 

In memory of Dennis Johnson 
By Teresa Johnson 

In memory of Ron Mullikin 

By Ruth Mullikin Page 
In memory of Jean Hanks 

By Nancy Hanks 
In memory of Robin Murray 

By Eldred Murray 
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WE HEAR FROM OUR READERS 

Spotted for sale on ebay recently was this blotter from Mason’s 
Typewriter Exchange, ca 1930s.  Lyle Barron, who owned Mason’s for 
many years, made these comments:  “The Hornell NY is a surprise. 
Neither Sharon nor I remember her Grandfather having a location in 
Hornell but it would make sense as that was the metropolitan area of 
those years.” 

The Oct/Nov/Dec 2012 AHS newsletter issue featured the story, 
“The Search for Floyd Straight”, which elicited comments from our 
readers.  A longtime reader, Phil MacMichael, in an interesting email, 
noted that when he read Mr. Straight’s name, he began to think about 
another “old timer” . . . Jim Stewart, the late Hazel Stewart’s father. 
(Hazel was a well-known, respected public health nurse and one of the charter members of AHS.)  He wrote:  “The 
Mr. Stewart I remember was a man who lived in the first house past the school yard in the late '30s (31 Main 
Street).  It was the final years for the Almond school (present Main Street location of Mullen Carpets—see photo), 
prior to centralization in 1940 and we frequented the well-kept tennis court out at the front fence.  We had some 
great matches there, mostly evenings.  I was one of the fortunate few who played more because even being a bit 
younger, tennis was one of my few successes as I was able to compete well enough.  One court was never adequate 
though, but back then it was also available every day for all to use.  But, while playing, I remember Mr. Stewart as 
a (somewhat) grouchy older man who didn't share our pleasure in the game when a stray ball would end up in his 

nice big garden right over the fence. It was no fun going after the 
ball when he chided our efforts with a sermon about keeping off 
his property.   

“But my better memory of him was bringing the mail in those 
heavy bags down from the (Erie) Railroad Station to the Post 
Office which then was still at the opposite end of the big building 
that housed Fenner's Store (later Coslo’s).  It was also his job to 
take the outgoing mail bags up to the station and hang them on a 
special hook so the train could grab them when it whizzed by.  The 
train also dropped the incoming mail bags so he could bring them 
back to the post office for local distribution.  He owned a nice 

Ford (I think) pick-up truck which of course was often parked at the post office. 
“I was talking to my longtime friend, ‘Bud’ Gillette, about Mr. Stewart.  Bud also remembers him going to the 

station for mail and he would let them ride in the back of the truck, which was a treat.  They would help him hang 
the mail bags on a hook for the train to grab and also help him get the ones to bring back to the post office.  Bud 
said it was an unusual pleasure for the kids to ride in the back of Mr. Stewart’s truck. 

“The connection to the railroad also reminded me of the siding at the Depot when railroad deliveries were 
more common.  Allen Witter's feed, for example, was delivered in a boxcar and we would help Bruce (Witter) 
bring it down to the store by truck.  That was when we could shoulder 100-pound bags to carry into the feed store 
for stacking.  Now, 20 pounds is plenty. 

“Those were also the final years at the Almond school before  AACS  opened in 1940.  But interestingly 
enough today, some 70 years later, that same playground is still active and as we pass through town, we see groups 
of kids playing --   but with basketballs instead of tennis.  I doubt however, if anyone complains much today should 
an errant ball go over the fence to that same old lawn.   

“I've also been reliving some of the days when the schools joined.  I started in the first freshman class and 
really enjoyed having all the new friends.  Now we also played tennis at the old Alfred School where they still had 
nice courts.  I remember Don Polan well and several others who played some very good tennis. Don currently 
writes for the Alfred Sun.  My sister, Marilyn (MacMichael Lockwood) was the first Alcen editor and a member of 
the first graduating class.  She previously wrote the minutes for this Historical Society Newsletter.”   

Thanks, Phil, for sharing your memories with us.   All of you are invited to do the same . . . we love to hear 
from our readers! 
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Happenings at the Hagadorn House  
By Donna B. Ryan 

Every week we find something “new” and interesting in the AHS collection in the new office. 
This past week, several letters written by the late Garland Larkin, were found which cover a variety of short 

subjects.   Linn and Helene Phelan, Agnes Fritz, and Hazel Stewart had apparently donated these letters for the 
AHS files . . . and they are very helpful in piecing together more of Almond’s history and its people. 

Garland was a son of  “Charlie” and Arka Larkin, who lived at 5 Chapel Street for 
many years.  “Charlie” will be remembered by many  -- and I hope that those of you 
who remember the Larkins will email me or call with additional stories and 
remembrances.  It will be fun to use portions of these letters from time to time to add 
personal insights into our stories. 

In a letter written to Linn Phelan from his home in Endicott, NY, and  dated 
October 14, 1980, Garland wrote:  “I will always have a warm spot in my heart for 
Almond and its people.  I spent 30 years or more there and have many happy memories.  
Ken Hagadorn and I were pals all of our lives and in later years Isabelle and I spent 
many a happy weekend with Ken and Marie in the Hagadorn house.  We sure have 
missed coming up to see them in the past few years.”   

In an earlier letter written to Helene, date December 12, 1976, he thanked her for 
sending him her book, ‘And a White Vest for Sam’l”,  commented on his love for books 
and noted that his collection numbered about 2000 books:  “Tho the house in Almond 
that I grew up in was not grand and my parents were poor, hard working people, they always managed somehow to 
buy me books.  I still have some of the books from the olden days.  Ken Hagadorn’s folks bought him many books 
also.  He would let me read his books.  He had about all the ‘Tom Swift’ series,  but when Marie came into his life 
she got rid of them. I think she gave them to the Salvation Army.  I used to kid her about giving away $2000 worth 
of books as that is about the value of them today. 

June 1981:  “I remember when the library was one room above Taylor & Baxter’s store (the old stone store – 
later Kellogg’s, now razed but formerly located around 55-57 Main Street).  I remember when the new library was 
built it was called a monstrosity, but to me it was beautiful.  I spent many hours in the library and read many books.  
I have loved to read all my life and still do a lot of it.  I remember that Ken’s mother (Alice Hagadorn) was one of 
the head ones and was always working for the upkeep of it.  Do you have financial troubles now?  I have so many 
books of my own that I don’t have much time for the books anymore at the library.  My friends are always giving 
me lots of books.  Right now I am about 150 books behind in reading that have been given to me just recently.” 

Larkin family memories, anyone? 

Senator Cathy Young stopped by recently to tour our new office and archives building.   
She was greeted by:  AHS President Lee A. Ryan, Donna B. Ryan, Archivist Doris Montgomery,  
Lillian Hanks, Barbara Bernstein, Senator Young, Karl Grantier, Wayne Kellogg, Mike Baker,  

and Cindy Banker.  Thank you, Senator Young, for your support and encouragement! 

Charlie Larkin 
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