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Upcoming  
Events 

 
SUNDAY MAY 4, 2014 

OPEN HOUSE 2-5 pm 
PROGRAM: 3 pm 
Steve Cotton,  

“Kanestio Historical 
Society – After the Fire” 

 
STRAWBERRY FESTIVAL 
MONDAY JUNE 23, 2014 
Serving under tent  

and pavilion 
5 pm – Until ??? 

Needed:  Workers – 
contact  

Louise Schwartz, 
607-661-4364 

Also Need CLEAN  
COOL WHIP CONTAINERS 

 
PLEASE SAVE POP/Beer CANS 
COLLECTION BIN BY ALMOND 

MUNICIPAL BUILDING – 
ALL PROCEEDS FOR AHS 

 
IF YOU HAVE NOT PAID 
YOUR ANNUAL DUES, 

PLEASE DO SO! 
THIS WILL HELP US AVOID TIME 

AND MONEY IN FOLLOW UP 
REMINDERS 

 
Two LARGE 20 X 40 PARTY 

TENTS AVAILABLE FOR 
RENTAL: $75 ONE DAY 

RENTAL, $125 IF AHS SETS  
UP AND TAKES DOWN  
CALL NOW TO MAKE  
YOUR RESERVATION! 

CALL MIKE BAKER  
607-276-6161 

 

THE LEGENDARY CLAYT SMITH 
Compiled by Donna B. Ryan from a recent discussion 
on the “You Grew Up in Almond If . . .” facebook page 

Social media. . . .and in particular facebook . . . has added a new 
dimension to history- and memory-sharing.  If you want to relive 
some “old times”, just go to the facebook site, “YOU GREW UP IN 
ALMOND IF . . . . .”  A recent discussion, with many participating, 
started from this post: 

“Anyone remember this place and its owner? Looking for 
comments and remembrances from you kids who hung out here . 
. . Donna Ryan, Almond Historical Society newsletter editor” 

Several “liked” the picture right away, but probably the first one 
to comment was Sara Jayne Evans Johannes, who wrote:   “That's on 
Chapel, isn't it?” Karen Patrick Sweezy answered:  “Easy peasy. 
...Clayton Smith house...8 Chapel Street . . . Hours of kickball in the 
back yard. ..and dances in the chicken coop. And the world’s best 
fudge!”  

Andrew Zaruba agreed:   “Isn't that Clayton's house? I always 
thought he was the nicest person and have many fond memories of 
playing kickball in his backyard! If you got the ball over the chicken 
coop, homerun! Always had a bowl of candy and a huge box of 
comic books. He was just a lonely person who loved kids.”  Tara 
Brink Rudgers posted this comment:  “He was always wonderful 
with the kids. . . .  great memories of kick ball!” 

Trisha Baker Rockwell continued the “discussion”:   “Clayton 
Smith's house? He was something! We hung out there in the summer 
and played kickball and checkers when I was a pre-teen. Kids were 
always at his house. He was always making homemade fudge. I 
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The Legendary Clayt Smith Cont… 

remember he hand-pumped his water, had an 
outhouse, no TV. He had an old fashioned 
refrigerator, no car and he would bike to Hornell. I 
know people were suspicious of him but he never did 
anything inappropriate to me. I think he was just a big 
kid himself and maybe a little off center.” 

Heidi Ryan Lindley wrote:  “I loved going to 
Clayt's house! Like Karen said, lots of kick ball, 
fudge, comic books. Going to Clayt's house was like 
going back to ‘the olden days’. I remember Clayt told 
my cousin Randy and I about how the best water 
came down the streams from Karr Valley. Like clean 
mountain water he told us! So, what'd we do? We 
went to that stream that runs parallel to Karr Valley 
Rd. and drank to our heart’s content! It's amazing I'm 
still here to write about it! I don't remember even 
getting an upset stomach from it but when I think 
about what flowed down from those Karr Valley 
farms I get a little sick feeling in my stomach! Good 
times!” 

Kelly Taft Krause added this:  “I remember 
playing kickball there. In the summer we got 
popsicles. He would always wave at me when I rode 
on my bike. I always felt like if anything happened, 
his would be a safe house to go to. Did he have a 
family around? I don't remember that.”  Cindi 
Richmond Songster remembered  “all the records 
(45's), BEST fudge, kickball, cards. You name it  -- 
Clayt had it and was fair.  If ya threw a fit he would 
send ya home!!!” 

Karen Mullen Herrick made these comments:   
“Beside the GREAT fudge (which he gave me the 
recipe for, and I still have and use to this day), and 
the chicken coop dance parties (for which he ran a 
million extension cords from his house to the coop), 
the kickball games, the records (which if he didn't 
have the one that you wanted to hear, it would be 
there the following week, because he would go and 
buy it). I remember jump roping in the road, going 
berry picking with him (he always knew the best 
spots!), and also sled riding down the hill behind his 
house, the mallo cups, playing slap jack, checkers, 
and kings corners with him. He would always sit on 
his furnace in his living room; I never saw him sit in 
a chair. I also remember him walking me to the end 
of the street to make sure I got home safe.”   Kathy 
Schwartz Hughes agreed:  “We lived on one end of 

Chapel Street and he lived at the other . . . good 
memories!”   

In addition to his famous fudge, Clayt was 
known to serve other sweets:  “He always had the 
pink peppermint candies. Gave us honey sandwiches. 
Yum Yum,” Linda Rawleigh Johnson remembered.  
“Clayton and (my sister) Lorraine were very close. 
She brought her boys over often to see him. Oh, just 
remembered he had all these old clothes in his attic 
we would dress up in. The old shoes were something 
else!”   

Later on in the discussion, Trisha, whose father, 
Dick Baker, was a career military man, also made 
this observation:  “I just remembered something else. 
Unless I am imagining it, he had a huge portrait of 
himself as a young man in his Navy uniform in his 
living room. I also seem to remember him saying he 
was engaged once but his fiancé passed away (?). 
Might be my imagination but I seem to remember 
that.”   Heidi added:  “I think you're right about the 
fiancé because I asked him one time if he'd ever been 
married and I think he said he was engaged once.”  
Robert Richmond agreed:  “Trisha. . .  that was a 
picture of him. I remember him saying that he had 
served during WWII in the South Pacific. Always 
had fun stories to share.” 

The memories of this unique man, written by 
kids who hung out at his house in the 1970s, were 
fun to read.  Today, as someone commented, he 
probably (sadly) would have been suspect: lots of 
village children hanging around an old bachelor’s 
home . . . But life lessons were learned . . and he 
provided hours of enjoyment for scores of kids.  One 
person commented:   “His house was a safe place to 
play and go to just hang out... And stay out of 
trouble.”  Karen agreed;  “He was a wonderful man... 
Almond would have never been the same without 
him.” 

After Clayt died, his home was razed and a new 
dwelling put in its place.  Andrew  remarked: “I was 
so sad to see his house gone when I brought my kids 
home for the first time. I told them of all the great 
times we had there. Thank you, Facebook, for 
keeping his legacy alive...he will never be forgotten 
because of this!” 

Sara concurred:  “So I think the Clayton Smith 
Fudge has been reborn thanks to Karen. I don't 



 3 

remember the man because I wasn't allowed downtown much, but it seems fitting of an Almond cookbook 
entry.” 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
CLAYTON H. SMITH OBITUARY   

(From the Almond Historical Society Archives) 
Clayton H. Smith, 87, of 6 Chapel St, died Friday, April 25, 1986 at his home following a long illness.  A 
native of Wellsville, he had resided in Almond most of his life.  He was employed as a caretaker at the 
Woodlawn Cemetery in Almond prior to his retirement.  He was a US Navy veteran of World War I.  
Survivors include two brothers, Cecil of Wellsville and Richard of Canisteo; Two sisters, Edith Graves of 
Wellsville and Bertha Guthrie of Hornell – nieces and nephews.  No calling hours – private graveside service 
at Woodlawn.  Memorial contributions to Almond Volunteer Fire Dept.   (Ed. note)  His mother, Bertha 
Mason Smith (Mrs. Ransome Smith), died April 1959 at her daughter’s home in Wellsville  Mrs. Leon 
(Gertrude) Schultz.  Clayton lived with her. 

The Legendary Clayt Smith Cont… 

Clayt Smith’s Fudge 

1 lb (3 1/2 cups) confectionary sugar, 3 
Tablespoons powder cocoa, 1/8 teaspoon 
salt, 1 teaspoon vanilla, 4 Tablespoon 
milk, 2/3 stick (about 1/3 cup) of melted 
butter (or marg) Mix all together, spread 
into a pan and refrigerate. No cooking or 
baking needed. 

(by kindness of Karen Mullen) 

Almond Monster Relents 
By Bill O’Brien, Gannett News Service 

(Ed. note:  Anyone living in Almond 42 years ago 
this coming June will never forget the devastating 
flood that hit the area following Hurricane Agnes.   
This piece was found in the AHS archives recently and 
is reprinted here – as an information piece for those 
“newcomers” not living in Almond at the time . . . and 
as a memoir of nearly a week of refugee-living while 
waiting for the waters to recede and the Monster to 
back off!) 

ALMOND, NY  – The Monster that chased them 
from their homes was relenting, and the 665 people of 
Almond can go home this morning. Their once pretty 
little village is a mud hole.  But, after six days out of 
Almond, living just a mile away in a high school 
building, they’ll take the mud. 

The Monster is still there, poised to strike if heavy 

rains come. The Monster is thousands of tons of 
water, mud and a gorge that points like a howitzer 
at the dead center of Almond.  Water built up 
behind a dirt embankment of an expressway under 
construction. Its pent-up fury held the people of 
Almond in fear for six days. 

One Wednesday, they fled their homes, leaving 
wet clothes in dryers, money on bedroom dressers.  
They left nobody behind. 

Then they sat in the high school auditorium and 
heard the engineers and state police say the 
Monster would strike any minute. “First they said it 
would break in ten minutes, then it was five 
minutes, and they said the embankment was 
crumbling and we all could see the water in our 
minds and the village going under,” said Mrs. 
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The Almond Monster Relents Cont… 

 

 

Marie Rigby. 
The Monster’s water was 73 feet deep, the steel 

pipes designed to drain the torrent were snapped 
and bent like macaroni.  The embankment 
crumbled. The water began to seep through to the 
steep gorge.  The Monster was ready to strike. 

“I don’t know even now what held it back.  
Everybody just accepted it.  The village was going 
on Thursday night,” said Jake Stuart, a state trooper 
whose home was in the Monster’s path. 

The rain 
eased back 
Friday but the 
Monster held 
stubborn and 
steady.  The 
people in the 
school rolled up 
on cots and 
sleeping bags. 
They did 
anything and 
everything to 
keep busy.  
Families tried to 
stay together, 
setting up 
bedrooms in 
classrooms. 
Signs were scrawled on slips of paper tacked to the 
classroom doors:  “Quiet, the children are sleeping 
– finally.” Women and children prepared meals in 
the school cafeteria.  Food poured in by helicopter, 
by foot and later by truck. 

The kids played volleyball in the gym while 
older women sat in the cafeteria, their hair in 
rollers, watching the afternoon soap operas on 
television. 

About 70 men worked with Fire Chief Wayne 
Kellogg in 12-hour shifts patrolling the village.  
They feared looting of the wide open houses. 
Ambulances took two women out to have their 
babies, two boys who broke their arms in the gym 
and a baby having convulsions. 

On Saturday, Chris Ahrens was supposed to get 
married.  It also was her 18th birthday and the day 
she was to have graduated from the high school that 
became her home.  It wasn’t that the groom didn’t 
show up.  Ron Cornell finally sloshed through at 11 

o’clock Saturday night.  But they didn’t have the 
marriage license with them.  The Rev. Hurley 
Warren was ready to marry them. But Chris 
Ahrens’ mother says it’s just as well – “it would 
have been an awfully big wedding party.” They’ll 
try again this Saturday. 

The Monster eased its threat on Sunday and 
Monday and Jake Stuart and other troopers who 
were on round-the-clock duty say “some of them 
were beginning to climb the walls – they wanted to 

get home.” The 
ladies kept 
watching 
television, putting 
jigsaw puzzles 
together, playing 
cards and the kids 
played more 
volleyball and 
cards. Routine 
was settling in.  
The place was 
beginning to be 
like a regimented 
hotel for some, a 
prison for others. 
“I got to know 
more people in 
the days we were 

here than I got to know in five years,” Mrs. Ahrens 
says. A man in the hall muttered that he was “going 
to sue somebody for all of this.” Another man, in a 
dirty white hat complained bitterly about a “blanket 
thief who was stealing from kids and pregnant 
women during the night.”  But he’d been able to 
bring a few bottles during the rush from Almond. 

When they go home, they are going to find 
Almond better than when they left.  The 
construction company building the expressway 
donated men and equipment to rebuild roads and 
bridges.  Power has been restored. 

All the villagers have to do is clean tons of mud 
from their homes.  Some of them will have no 
homes. 

The people of Almond were told last night they 
could return home after breakfast Tuesday. 

“Nuts,” said a woman with three children.  
“Who wants to go home?  How else can we get a 
vacation like this?” 
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From the Memory Box Opened by Betty Schwartz  
CONCERNING HER GRANDFATHER, REV. CHARLES WARREN  

PETTIT AND THE ALMOND METHODIST CHURCH 
Compiled and written by Betty Schwartz as given to Louise Schwartz 

Looking through the “old” things at her home and 
wanting to donate important things to the AHS, Betty 
(Hicks) Schwartz, came across pictures, memoirs and 
newspaper articles concerning the Almond Methodist 
Church which was a most important part of her life in 
the Village of Almond, even before she became a 
member of that congregation. This is an attempt to 
compile that information for the 
interest of others. 

While searching through her 
memoirs, Betty found several 
newspaper articles about the 
church, most dating as far back as 
1915. The Almond Methodist 
Church was built and opened in 
1864, located at the corner of 
Chapel Street and Grange Street in 
the Village of Almond.  

During the reconstruction 
period following WWI, the 
Presbyterian Church absorbed 
both the Methodist and First 
Baptist Churches. Union services 
were held from then until the 
reopening of the Methodist 
Church in 1925.           

Quoting from a newspaper 
article dated September 18th and 
19th of 1925, here is the account of 
that joyous time for the people of 
Almond:  “Nestling in among 
towering hills in Almond, is the 
Almond Methodist Church, which 
on Sunday, will be the scene of a joyous gathering. This 
is the homecoming for scores of faithful Methodists in 
that little village who witnessed the closing of their 
church in 1919. 

“Some weeks ago the sentiment lurking about the 
old edifice, which was built in 1864, proved too 
overpowering for its former parishioners. Within its 
wall, their fathers and mothers and even their 
grandfathers and grandmothers have been baptized, 
married and blessed. Now to pass the beloved structure 
daily and to see its closed windows, its barred doors 
and its silent bell which used to pour out glad tidings 
among the hills, proved too irresistible. They undertook 
the project of again opening it. 

“The Rev. E. J. Rosengrant of Corning, District 

Superintendent of Methodist churches, was appealed to. 
He offered his assistance and cooperation gladly.  He 
sought a pastor for the church, but none was available. 
Although busy here (Hornell) at the East Avenue 
Methodist church, the Rev. C. Warren Pettit consented 
to assume the charge and divide his time between the 
Almond and the Hornell churches. Dr. Pettit’s success 

with the church has been 
outstanding. 

“With Rev. Pettit’s coming, a 
rear room in the church was found 
available for services.  With the 
aid of leading members of the 
church before the amalgamation 
with the Baptists and 
Presbyterians, Rev. Pettit set 
about upon a herculean plan to 
make the entire church again 
tenable after it had been sealed up 
tight for six years. A large outlay 
was required for redecorating the 
interior and for the purpose of 
making extensive repairs and 
improvements.” 

Continuing the story: “New 
floors have been built; the interior 
has been remodeled and 
redecorated; a new rostrum built, 
new pews installed and many 
other accomplishments made. 
Everything has been paid for and 
a little balance left. Those to 
whom the reopening of the church 

meant so much after a lapse of so many years, willingly 
and gladly subscribed enough to overcome all. The 
church pinched, in some cases, yet they say it was worth 
it.”  

“They are high in their praise of the Hornell 
clergyman. He was the one, they say, who lent 
encouragement at times when it looked dark. Speaking 
on Wednesday, the District Superintendent, Rosengrant, 
said at the last quarterly conference, ‘It was a wonderful 
achievement for Rev. Pettit. The church affairs are in a 
flourishing state.’” The article went on to say that many 
new people were added to the congregation during this 
Rev. Pettit’s ministry there. 

“Dr. Rosengrant is expected to deliver the principal 
address at the dedication on Sunday in Almond. The 
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From the Memory Box Cont… 

orchestra and the choir from the East Avenue 
Methodist Church will be present. The Rev. G. 
Wesley Keeling, pastor of the Spencer Methodist 
Church will talk. The Rev. Cecil Plum, pastor of the 
Union of Churches of Almond, has been invited,” the 
article said. 

Those who have taken an active part in the 
achievement, in bringing the church out to the fore, 
are: Mr. And Mrs. Charles Larkin, Mr. and Mrs. 
George W. Davis, Mr. and Mrs. Joseph Doherty, 
George Casolare, Mr. and Mrs. Joseph Drake, Mr. 
and Mrs. Richard Wager, Theodore Wyant, Mr. and 
Mrs. Victor Wise, Mr. and Mrs. Olin Straight and 
many others, according to the story.  

Continuing in her research, Betty had given us 
some insight into her family and particularly, her 
grandfather, the Rev. C. Warren Pettit. From Betty: 

“My family moved from Hornell to a home on 
Main Street in Almond in the mid 1930’s. We had 
attended the East Avenue Methodist Church in 
Hornell, where I sang my first duet with a Sunday 
School friend (“My Faith Looks Up to Thee”). The 
East Avenue Methodist Church was the church my 
mother’s father (The Rev. C. Warren Pettit) pastored 
from 1922 to 1927 and it is of him that I open my box 
of memories to share.” 

“He was 
approached by a group 
of folks who longed to 
return to their own 
church to worship, 
having been united with 
other denominations 
during the war years. 
After much prayer and 
effort, he began his 
part-time ministry at 
the Almond Methodist 
Church, located on the 
corner of Chapel Street 
and Grange Street. 
Much work needed to 
be done, so 
redecorating and finally – a rededication service was 
accomplished. Before the completion, Grandpa held 
Sunday services in the ‘back room’, beyond the 
sanctuary. Many former members decided not to 
return to the Methodist Church, leaving a rather small 
congregation for Grandpa to shepherd. He purchased 
a large beautiful Bible that remained on the pulpit 
until the final closing of the church in the 1960’s.   

My family has that in our keeping at this time.” 
“Grandpa Pettit was a large man, but a very 

powerful gospel preaching, teaching, prayerful man of 
God. He led and helped with many revival meetings 
during his ministry. He came out of the Pentecostal 
denomination and entered the ‘old’ Methodist Episcopal 
denomination. I feel that ‘Gramma’, who had been 
raised in the Gospel-preaching Methodist faith, may 
have had a big influence on Grandpa’s decision to make 
that change.” 

“I have many memories of the years that the 
Methodist Church struggled to remain an influence in 
the Almond community, but for now the memories of 
my Grandpa Pettit are foremost. I am always proud to 
tell that l was born 87 years ago in my Grandpa and 
Gramma’s parsonage in Ransomville, NY. While in the 
Buffalo and Mass. area, he was responsible for building 
two churches. “ 

“My Grandpa Pettit was born 5-10-1869 and died 
11-20-31. The following is what was written in his 
obituary: 

REV. C. WARREN PETTIT,  
FORMER PASTOR DIES 

The Rev. C. Warren Pettit, 53 years old, prominent 
Methodist clergyman died this morning at Lockport 

Hospital where he was 
removed after suffering a 
stroke while delivering a 
sermon in his brother’s 
church, the Rev. Lyman 
C. Pettit of Lockport on 
the night of November 
20, 1931. Word of his 
death was received by a 
son-in-law, Harold Hicks 
(Betty’s father) of this 
city. 

The Rev Mr. Pettit 
had been stationed at 
Middleport since 
October. He was asked 
to preach at his 
brother’s church at a 

special service and was stricken in the midst of his 
sermon. He was removed to the hospital where his 
condition grew steadily worse. 

The Rev. Mr. Pettit is well known here, having 
served as pastor of the East Avenue Methodist Church 
from 1922-to 1927. Since his transfer from here, he has 
had pastorates at Ransomville, Williamsville and in 
October was transferred to Middleport.  
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From the Memory Box Cont…  

His sudden death comes as a shock to a legend of 
friends. He was highly regarded in church circles and 
his death removes one of the leading clergymen in 
Western New York State.  

Besides his widow, he is survived by a son, Charles 
Pettit of Buffalo; four daughters, Mrs. Harold Hicks of 
this city, Mrs. Perry H. Dennis of Easton, PA, Mrs. 
Raymond Alden, and Mrs. David Eyeington, both of 
Buffalo; three brothers, the Rev. Lyman C. Pettit of 
Lockport, Albert Pettit of Middleport, and Bert Pettit of 
Niagara Falls; also 13 grandchildren. 

I, ( Betty) close, in faith, believing that Grandpa’s 
prayers for his loved ones are still being answered, and 
the time he ministered 
the Word of God  in 
the now gone 
Methodist Church, 
will remain a 
testimony and a 
witness of his love for 
his LORD and Savior. 

Betty had a list of 
former pastors given 
to her by Mrs. Charles 
Larkin, given to her in 1953. Mrs. Larkin had very 
shaky handwriting, so I (Louise)  trust that I’ve spelled 
the names correctly. Some dates are missing.  

J. H. Newman 
Mark Shinton 1911-1914 
Wm H. Brown – Almond and Spencer Methodist Church 
------Dixon –Short time 
Archibald Taylor 
Rev. C. Pettit—when we went back to our church 

Harold McKenezy  
H. McKeown 
Shirley Travis –1931 
Franklin Laundry –1935-1938 
 
G. C. Bucher 
Clarence French—Almond and East Avenue-- 1946-1947 
Howard Pasel –Almond and East Avenue—1951-1953 
Bertram Croop—Almond and East Avenue –1954-1958 
Harry Morton, Jr. –Supply 
M.J. Reddout 
Rev. Hurley S. Warren –pastor in 1963  
 
The Almond Methodist Church file in the archives 

room revealed the 
following 
information:  
Additional 
pastors whose 
names appear on 
programs in the 
files include 
William Allen, 
10/1902; Fred 
Simmons, 1929; 

Harold Spencer, 1930; and  Thomas Dixon, 1933.  The 
building was built in 1863 at a cost of $2200.  It had 
stood 104 years at the time of its removal in September, 
1967.  In the Hotchkins History of WWNY, it was 
indicated that the church was organized in 1848, but was 
small, without a building.  Fifteen years later, the 
congregation built their house of worship.  The site is 
now an empty lot.   

METHODIST CHURCH JR CHOIR   
CA LATE 1930S 

TOP ROW:  Eleanor Griswold (Kernan), 
Helen Stevens, Anita Simms (Evans), 

Maxine Howe (Crossett), Thelma Simms, 
Jeanette Fox, Paulena Crossett (Wheeler), 

Marilyn Kernan 

Middle Row:  Ruth Hicks, Betty Hicks 
(Schwartz), Ruth Davis, Janice Parks, 

Norma Howe (Kelly), Lois Parks, Ruthie 
Hicks 

First Row:  Eva Broughton, Virginia Hicks, 
Nadine Parks, Lillian Guthrie (Hanks), 
Jimmy Crossett, Billy Meyers, Edward 

Fox, Marjorie Meyers. 
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“YOU GREW UP IN ALMOND IF . .”  YOU REMEMBER THE  
ROD AND GUN CLUB ON MCHENRY VALLEY ROAD 

Another  “You Grew Up In Almond If . . .” facebook 
post by David Fenner of Huber Hts, OH,  presented this 
question: 
“What happened to the Rod & Gun Club that used to 
be on the left side of the (McHenry Valley) road just 
past the bridge?  Bud Delavergne introduced me to 
‘skinny-dipping’ in that pool (when) we were about ten 
. . .  The trees and fish are still embarrassed.” 
Linda McKibben Johnson of Marion, NC,  responded:  
“Doug Johnson (my husband) was a 
member of the club and a tree went 
through both ends of the club during 
the flood of ‘72. Totaled the whole 
place.  I think they had just reroofed 
the club. One thing (that) survived 
was a beautiful 1909 picture which 
we have here in NC. Anyone 
remember the picture? If you look at 
the left lower corner you can see the 
water spot. Doug said if you show it 
Lee Ryan he will want it for the 
museum like the Indian rock  ” 
In a phone call, Doug explained :  
“After the flood, I went up to check 
out the condition of the Rod and 
Gun Club with four or five other 
members, including Ron Mullikin.  
All that was standing were two 
walls and a little bit of the roof:  
floor was gone . . but the picture of the Springer spaniel 
still hung on the wall. The guys told me to take the 
picture, so I did!  I still have it today.  It is a 1909 Field 
and Stream lithograph.”  
Today, the Almond Rod and Gun Club’s facilities are 
located on a scenic spot on the Karr Valley Road.  
Recently, they received outstanding publicity when an 
Evening Tribune story described their generosity in 
sending a “record number of kids” to summer camp. 
The story reads:  “The Almond Rod & Gun Club has 
been sending youths to summer camp for over 50 years, 
but never quite in so grand a fashion as in 2014.  The 
Almond Rod & Gun Club is sponsoring a record 18 
youths to attend the NYS Department of Environmental 
Conservation Education Camp in Rushford this 
summer. The entire group filled up Club headquarters 

on Karr Valley Road at its last meeting, gathering for a 
historic photo.”  
Getting the next generation involved in outdoor pursuits 
is what drives the club members to raise unbelievable 
amounts of money to send kids to camp:  The Tribune 
story explained:  “That’s kind of our goal,” Club 
member Jerry Kernan said, “to get kids away from their 
games, computers, TVs, and get them interested in 
something else. We don’t turn down anybody . . . . If 

they want to go, we do whatever we 
can to help them out and get them 
going.”   
With a cost of $350 per camper, the 
program represents a significant 
financial undertaking. The Club 
relies on the generosity of local 
businesses and citizens to send the 
campers to an experience that might 
not otherwise be available.  To raise 
funds, the club sponsors a raffle in 
the fall, and also a turkey shoot with 
door prizes, and local civic clubs 
and businesses also provide 
donations.    
Camp Rushford, part of the 4,500 
acre Hanging Bog Wildlife 
Management Area in Allegany 
County, is the only DEC Camp 
specifically designed and built as a 

conservation education camp. The two main buildings 
are constructed of logs salvaged from the Adirondacks 
after the blow down of 1950.    
Campers benefit from hands-on learning and fun, 
completing six lessons ranging from group dynamics to 
field, forest, and pond explorations, to a study of human 
impact. They learn science, solve challenges, play 
games, keep a journal, catch salamanders, net butterflies 
and discover the interconnectedness of life on earth.  
They also choose optional activities that introduce them 
to outdoor pursuits and pastimes, including early-
morning polar bear swims, learning to fly fish and canoe 
trips to the Hanging Bog.  
Keep up the great work in getting kids involved in the 
beautiful Allegany County outdoors, Almond Rod and 
Gun Club! 

OUR CONDOLENCES TO THE FRIENDS AND FAMILIES OF… 

Robert D. Studley, age 82, of Painted Post who passed away  on Friday, February 14, 2014. After graduating from 
AACS in 1950,  Bob served in the United States Air Force and then the National Guard. He retired from Corning 
Inc. in 1993 after 43 years of service. He was a member of the Corning American Legion. He enjoyed his family, 
sharing memories, and making people laugh. 
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We Hear From Our Readers 

David Hopkins, Doylestown, PA, wrote after reading the Jan/Feb/Mar 2014 story on the Hopkins family:  “Dear 
Donna, I can’t thank you enough for the wonderful article on the Hopkins Family, your kind words, and for 
including the picture of Juliette which she adored!  Through your research and writing, our family continues to 
learn new things about our ancestors and heritage.  If it were not for your love of history, the hard work of 
everyone at the Almond Historical Society, and the generous contributions of its members, these pieces of the past 
would fade with each generation.  Thank you for preserving them for this generation and many more to come.  And 
finally, thank you for providing another opportunity to raise a toast to my great friend and Father, John Robert 
Hopkins (1933-2013). All the best, David.”  David has done extensive research on his ancestors, and has 
established a website in tribute to Moses Van Campen:   http://www.mosesvancampen.com/ 
Dorothy Burrow of Alfred Station called after seeing the vintage motorcycle pictures in the Jan/Feb/Mar 2014 
newsletter.  In the picture of Dorie Johnson and Milton Gray, she identified the rider third from left as Earl Emo.  
“He was a good friend of my aunt and uncle, Leslie and Elizabeth Erskine, who lived on Crosby Street in Hornell.  
My cousin, Carol Hastings of Ransomville, Les and Betty’s daughter, confirmed his identity,” Dorothy said.  
Thanks, Dorothy, for letting us know! 
Florence Wright of Glen Ellyn, IL, emailed:   “I am wondering if this Hopkins family is related and how . . .  
There is a Hopkins that shows up in our family tree.”  She went on to write:   “There was a Daniel Hopkins born in 
CT in 1785 who went to Luzerne County, PA where he married an Elizabeth Wilkinson who was born in 1785 
also.  They married in Huntington Mills (Luzerne County) PA in 1828.  Elizabeth was this Daniel Hopkins’ second 
wife.  Unknown his first.  And it was Elizabeth Wilkinson's second husband, her first being Seth Trescott.  Seth 
died in 1826.  In late 1820s after their marriage Elizabeth and Daniel Hopkins moved to Almond, NY along with 
five of Elizabeth's youngest children all from Seth Trescott.  The census of 1850 of Almond shows Daniel Hopkins 
as blind.  Elizabeth and some of her children are buried in Merwin Cemetery. It is thought Daniel is also buried 
there but his stone is missing, like so many.     The connection to our tree is through Elizabeth as she was the 
mother of Angeline Trescott who married Amos Wright (Amos and Angeline are my late husband, Dave's, 2x great 
grandparents.)   It is fun when I see things mentioned that could possibly tie in.”   
“I also saw you had a news article that mentioned the Bell market.  I have that family tree too.  Must get these out 
to AHS with updates soon.  My printer is not working at moment so once it is.  I have been working a lot more 
with the Bell family.  Have them going all the way back to Bunker Hill days.  And I found once more a connection 
between the Wrights way back and another line of the Bells.  Amazing how so many families intertwine.  I should 
put something together about that some time for you too.  It is a bit harder to explain and have a reader fully grasp 
through the connections as they get very confusing to someone not in the family.”  
Jean Carpenter Brown sent an inquiry from her winter home in Lakeland FL, requesting copies of obituaries for 
deceased members of her 50-year AACS graduating class of 1964.  We were able to provide her with several from 
the various family files.   She wrote:  “I received the packet of obituary copies that you sent. Thank you so much! 
 The results are even better than I had hoped for.   You and your co-volunteers are amazing.  Almond (& area) is so 
blessed by the historical information that you collect and share. I always look forward to the AHS newsletter, too.”  
(Ed. note: Thanks to those who provide us with family documents, clippings, and other ephemera, which are filed 
in the family files in our archives room – and are of great benefit to those who are looking for such information.) 
Some time ago, former Almond resident George McIntosh, who now resides in Holland, MI and Punta Gorda, FL, 
sent this email:  “Reading the last issue about the fire at Al Palmers jogged my memory that I had a few pictures to 
share with you. I have attached them and have titled them Almond summer, Almond winter and Dad, Irv and Al. 
The Almond pictures were taken from the top of the ‘sand bank’ 
by Aunt Viola MacIntosh Wagenhals I'm guessing around 1935. 
As you can see, although some of the old landmarks are gone, 
many are still standing. 
The other picture was taken in Piercefield (near Tupper Lake) in 
1932. Dad (Cliff, on the right) had a new Essex and the deer is a 
nice 10-point. The head was mounted and I still have it. In the 
middle is Irv Sherwood and on the left is Al Palmer. They had a 
hunting camp up on Mt. Matumbla before the state acquired all 
of that land. This camp was remote and not accessible by car. It 
was a long hike in and despite his handicap, that didn't stop Al.” 
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Almond Bluebird Scrap Book Returns Home 
By Donna B. Ryan 

Pictures of little girls holding their dolls in front 
of the Almond Grange . . . familiar faces but hard 
to name sixty years later. . . Handwritten 
inscriptions on each girl’s individual page:  “My 
name. . .  my birthday . . .my eyes are . . . the food I 
dislike most . . .my  favorite color, favorite food, 
favorite subject, favorite story. . . . My hobby . . 
why I like Bluebirds . . . and what I want to be . .”   
These are some of the features of the 60-year old 
Almond Jolly Bluebirds scrapbook which recently 
found its way back to the Almond Historical 
Society.   Thanks go to Linda McKibben Johnson 
who belonged to the group in the early 1950s, and 
whose mom, Marie McKibben, along with Rada 
Gillette, led the group and preserved the delightful 
records. 

Names of the girls and their dolls are written on 
the front page entitled “We brought our favorite 
dolls to the March 10 meeting. . . Here are our 
doll’s names:”    “Mommies” of dolls are:  
Marianne Albert, Rosemary Baker, Lorraine Baker, 
Kay Biehl, Martha Clair, Linda Davis, Cheryl 
Dodge, Linda Ellington, Patty Davis, Bonnie 
Guthrie, Georgeann Heller, Linda McKibben, 
Jackie McKibben, Helen McMahon, Louise 
Newman, Suzanne Patrick, Sandra Perry,  Carol 
Smith, Sally Tucker, Mickey Visscher, Tony 
Visscher, Diane Wright, Neva Johnson, and Jodie 
Davis.   

Linda, who now lives in Marian, NC had taken 

the treasured book of memories with her during 
various moves.   Her posting of the individual pages 
on facebook, explaining “we had made shoes for our 
dolls,” along with the photo of the group holding their 
dolls, brought fun comments and memories:  Kathie 
Schwartz Hughes posted this comment:  “Just called 
my mom, Louise Newman Schwartz, to tell her to 
check out her picture. Too cute! Thanks for sharing.”   
A couple of hours later, this post appeared from 
Louise:  “What a surprise! That brings back 
memories. l know where some of the girls are and 
could probably find some of the rest.  Oh, and aren't 
we cute???”   Linda replied:  “Yes we were. Would 
love to hear from others. I will be sending this to the 
AHS. There are little art things we did there and a 
card like we made and sent to a nursing home. Pat 
Davis Bowers also commented:  “I LOVE the 
pictures--We were a happy bunch.”   

On another page was a sample valentine with this 
inscription: “We made valentines for the two nursing 
homes in Almond.”  (Looking for input from readers 
who might remember TWO nursing homes in 
Almond in the 1950s . . . . ) 

The final page contains the Bluebird wish:  “To 
have fun, to learn to make beautiful things, to 
remember to finish what I begin, to want to keep my 
temper most of the time, to go to interesting places, to 
know about trees and flowers and birds, to make 
friends.”  Life lessons learned, memories relived:  
Thank you, Linda!   
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THE Hagadorn House 
By Tammy McQueen Kokot 

(Ed note:  The Almond Historical Society board of 
directors was faced with the failure of one of the floor 
furnaces in the Hagadorn House this winter, and 
Tammy Kokot, who successfully applied for several 
grants for the Twentieth Century Club library, offered 
to assist us in searching for funds to help with the cost 
of the furnace replacement.   Her well-written 
descriptive story of who we are and what we do 
deserves to be read by all our members:) 

Our History 
The Almond Historical Society was established nearly 
fifty years ago by a group of community-minded 
citizens who were interested in the preservation of the 
history of Almond. Chartered by the New York State 
Department of Education in 1965, we were fortunate to 
have a member, the late Ken Hagadorn, bequeath his 1830’s home to be used as a museum. 

Our Agenda 
Our goal was and is to preserve the past and enable us to preserve the present and the future. We hoped that 
being able to share the history of all who helped build Almond to what it is today would encourage 
community members to be not only residents of Almond but also caretakers of its history.  

What We Do 
Aside from our annual Strawberry Festival (held now for over three decades and serving over 500 folks each 
year), we host events that are about Almond, Allegany County, and the State of New York. We welcome 
fourth grade students from Alfred-Almond Central School each year, teaching them about their community’s 
history.  

Why We Do It 
Many of those children have last names that are on tombstones in our local cemeteries. While visiting the 
Hagadorn House, they are given assistance in researching their families’ names, and they leave with a true 
sense of pride in their heritage. Many find that their forefathers were original settlers and helped build the 
community in which they now reside.  

More Than Just a Museum 
In 2012, through a generous bequest from a member, Frances Burke Nash, we were able to build an attractive 
annex to the Hagadorn House. Resembling a one-room schoolhouse, this building serves as an office and 
work area for our dedicated volunteer staff. That staff aids visitors who have familial ties to Almond and 
surrounding areas. 

Genealogy, History, and... 
A vast collection of printed materials, including genealogies, biographies, manuscripts, diaries, journals, 
account books, charts and maps, and books given to us by local authors are all housed here, available to the 
public for research. Those whose families originate from Almond can find birth announcements, obituaries, 
photos, letters,  family newspaper clippings, family records, letters, names, correspondence, and personal 
accounts. For many, questions are answered and confusion cleared up. If not for this repository, these 
documents would be lost or at least unavailable to the public. Quite often documentation leads back to 
artifacts that are housed in the Hagadorn House. For years, families have donated items that are a tangible 
history of past generations--portraits, quilts, furniture, fixtures, toys, books, and more. They are sharing 
important and valuable items with their community and with those who are seeking knowledge about their 
heritage.  
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