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Upcoming Events  
& Announcements 

 
MONDAY, JUNE 22 
STRAWBERRY FESTIVAL 

HELPERS NEEDED 
Contact Coordinator, 

Louise Schwartz  
607-661-4364 

 
TENTS FOR RENT 

AHS has two 20 x 40 
tents available to  
members for rent: 

$75 if you put 
up the tent; 

$125 if our AHS  
crew sets up and  

takes down. 
Call Mike Baker:   
607-276-6161 to 

reserve a tent for 
your next party 

 
IF YOU HAVE NOT PAID 
YOUR 2015 DUES, PLEASE 

DO SO NOW! 
 

OPEN HOUSE 
SUNDAY, SEPTember 20 

At 2 – 5 pm 
Program 3 pm:   

Roxanne Rice portrays 
Clara Barton, “Angel  

of the Battlefield” 
 

SAVE YOUR POP CANS 
FOR AHS! Collection 

bins at Almond 
Municipal Building 

You Grew Up in Almond If…  
You remember Kellogg’s Store 

BY Donna B. Ryan 

The facebook page, “You Grew Up in Almond if . . .” from time 
to time provides a story for the AHS newsletter.   One day I posted a 
photo and simply wrote “Kelloggs Store . .. long gone. . .” 

The same day, within a short time, several “kids” posted an 
interesting dialogue of memories and comments (which are still 
posted and can be viewed).  So . . . .  let’s see how THEY wrote the 
story: 

The first 
comment was 
from David 
Williams: “I 
remember 
Kellogg's. Fondly 
in fact.” 
Immediately 
following was 
Sara Jayne Evans 
Johannes’: “What 
a nice picture. 
Everyone loved 
Kellogg's. Thank 
You for posting.” 

Then the 
melancholy, 
shared by many:  Kathy Schwartz Hughes wrote:  “I was so sad when 
they took down that building. It was a part of my childhood gone.”   

Other comments described the now extinct hometown family 
grocery store: Andrea Allen VanWey commented: “Brings back so 
many memories of a trusting, friendly, innocent time to grow up...”  
Linda Rawleigh Johnson wrote:  “Oh yes, Kellogg's store. My dad, 
Ron Rawleigh worked there most of his adult years as meat cutter. 
Uncle Clair and Aunt Ruth were always so special to me. When I 
would come home from Rochester to visit, I always stayed with them.  
Does anyone remember Dad going over to the store on weekends to 
cut up you deer that you shot?? Mom sure knew how to cook that 
venison, tasted like roast beef.”   Cindy Harrison replied:  “Ronnie 
made the best corned beef. Oh what I'd give for a nice hunk of that 
now!” 

Kelly Taft Krause replied:  “With its wooden floors and fresh 
ground beef, Kelloggs was one of a kind.. Ah the good ole days . . .  
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Your Grew Up in Almond If… You Remember Kellogg’s Store Cont… 

Linda your dad was very special. He always 
delivered our groceries and my grandparents 
(groceries) and he would even help put them in the 
frig!”   Jerry Drake said:   “Love that store!  My step 
father Ted Root work there cutting meat.” 

Others entered the conversation:  Martha 
Lindeman McCormick: “Loved Kelloggs! They 
took coupons and let us kids buy candy with them!”  
Debbie Thompson: “It was Clair Kellogg that gave 
me the nickname ‘Tommy’! Remember the squeaky 
wooden floors?”  Julie Kenyon Williams: “Loved 
having Kelloggs right across the street growing up.”  
Rick Torrey:  “I remember reading the ten cent 
comics in the front window.”   Patricia Davis 
Bowers:  “What happy memories this picture brings 
back!!”  Laurie Polasik: “Remember it like it was 
yesterday. Lost track of the times I went there for 
bread or milk. Ahh . . . the good ole days.” 

The commentary continued back and forth:  Rod 
Raner posted this remark:  “I remember Kellogg's:  
Mom would send us for milk and bread and Dad 
would send me to buy cigarettes. I can remember 
buying a candy bar, Snickers or 3 Musketeers for 25 
cents. Les was usually the one to wait on us.”  David 
Spencer:  “Leo's gas station was my first supplier of 
candy … as I got older, I ventured to Kelloggs BIG 
store ….the Wegmans of Almond in 1968!” 

Louise Newman Schwartz  related this comical 
story:  “When our son-in-law was dating our Becky, 
I had sent them to Kellogg’s store for something. As 

they drove over, he asked Becky if she had money. 
She said, ‘no’. He said he didn't either, to which she 
replied, ‘I’ll just put it on the bill’. Having come from 
the Cleveland area, he said, ‘I can't believe this!! Is 
this Dodge City?’ 

Trisha Rockwell shared this story:   “I was just 
talking about growing up in a small country town 
where I could walk downtown, I could walk to the 
park and the library (we all know me and libraries go 
waaaay back) and how there was a little general store. 
I remember Les Kellogg used to let us go behind the 
glass case and pick out the penny candy we wanted. 
They also used to let me get my Mom a pack of 
cigarettes. Thankfully I was never tempted to 
smoke.” 

The Ryan kids who lived across the street were 
famous for taking their friends there for candy treats, 
we are told.  Heidi Ryan Lindley posted this:  “I 
remember that Clair Kellogg couldn't tell the 
difference between me and Mickey McKnight. We 
both wore our hair in pigtails and so he would put our 
purchases on the wrong bill. Les would always tell 
me I was full of loco weed. We were over there a 
lot!” 

Jeff Kellogg, great-grandson of Clair and son of 
Les, brought the whole story together with this 
comment: “Thanks for bringing memories back with 
that photo.  I wish I could walk in that door one more 
time. I can still tell you where anything was on the 
shelves. Thank you... and God bless you all.” 

The Country Store  
BY JENNIE HANKS WRIGHT 

(Reprinted from November ’97 Newsletter) 

The Country Store of my childhood still exists.  I shop there often in my dreams.  I move without 
hesitation up and down the aisles, knowing that I’ll find the five pound bags of sugar on the bottom shelf 
behind the bagged candy.  The same candy that held my interest while letting my fantasies soar.  Would my 
mother see how extra good I’ve been this Saturday?  Surely, she has noted how hard I have tried not to tease.  
Maybe this is the day I’ll get my own bag of plain M&Ms or Canada Mints, the white kind. 

But first, as always, we will begin our weekly forage at the back of the store.  There we will engage in 
conversation with Ronny:  “Two pounds of ground beef, and a pound of your homemade sausage.”  There are 
no color enhancing lights in the meat case.  There is no need.  This is a proud butcher, the meat is fresh and 
well displayed. 

As I stand there anxiously dancing around the cart, waiting for our purchases, I watch as he wraps each 
selection in brown paper precision, the spool of string over our heads spinning as he ties each parcel.  As an 
afterthought, “Let’s have some cheese,” always a quarter pound, always sharp.  Ronny lifts the clear plastic 
dome from the wheel of cheddar, letting the aroma escape.  I watch in brown-eyed delight as he knows 
unerringly how much to cut, wraps it and ties it, all the time watching me watching the cheese.   I’m hoping he 
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The Country Store Cont… 

will pause before he readjusts the cover.  He does, and he cuts me a sliver which I gingerly pluck from the 
surface of the well worn blade.  I bite the cheese, it bites me back. We both thank Ronny for his service and 
the sustenance to hold me till we get to the candy case. 

We move forward, slowly shopping as my mother gleans staples from the left and right of center.  I was 
usually sent off on grocery tangents:  cereal, next to Kool-aid (my choice of five flavors).  This is where the 
floor changes from concrete to the old tung and groove floor boards.  The creaks and groans are familiar as 
we step past the line that marks the store’s expansion.  Above my head is a shelf that holds various antique 
trays and iron ice tongs.   The shelf where toys magically appear at Christmas time.  The only time when the 
bags of candy fade into my mind’s background. 

As we shop the center of the store, others pass in and out.  Saturday shopping is a social event.  Friends 
and neighbors meet and exchange morsels of information.  These tidbits of news are taken home and shared 
there as well. 

The store owner, Clair, took it upon himself to ring our purchases.  I figured out later that the repetitive 
sound of our groceries adding up on his machine was his own personal symphony.  The longer he took to ring 
them up, the happier I was.  This is where the glass candy case was located, and the sliding glass door was 
always open, an aromatic cloud of sweet bliss was allowed to waft and surround me. 

For those not old enough to open the case, Clair had placed a small, clean, metal wastebasket next to the 
counter.  In that obvious treasure trove were dozens of lollipops.  So convenient, so available, so apparently 
unwanted that as a wee one I helped myself on more than one occasion till I was old enough to understand 
that those were not giveaways. 

We were now checked out, bagged up, and headed for the car out front.  This week was basics only.  But 
maybe next week there would be a little extra in the budget.  Then we might trundle home with what were 
considered extravagant items:  pepperoni, tangerines, and maybe that bag of plain M&Ms! 

Claire Kellogg: Store Owner & Poet 
BY Donna B. Ryan 

When I first started writing the AHS newsletter back in November, 1997, I wrote a piece about Kellogg’s 
Store . . . much information for which was furnished by Wayne, who worked in the store with his dad, Clair, 
from 1938 until he went into the service, (1942-1945).  He returned to the store after the war, where he worked 
until he became a rural mail carrier in 1967.  Wayne’s wife, Betty, and son, Les worked in the store until it was 
demolished for a parking lot in 1989. 

Clair and Ruth lived in the white house next door to the store (presently occupied by their great-grandson, 
Kurtis George and family.  It was very convenient for Clair to go back and forth for meals, breaks, etc.   One 
time, Wayne shared with me a poem, written by his dad in 1945 on one of the infamous grocery bill receipt 
pads . . . It was lovingly preserved and held together as a little red book with a red bow.  This will take us back 
many, many years: 

MY DAY  
by C. Kellogg 

Up in the morning about half alive,  
open the store at 6:45 

Count the money and pay for the bread 
Get some pop out of the shed 

Cut the meat and fix the express –  
it sure seems I never get a rest. 

Feed the chickens and clean the pen 
I haven’t sat down since I don’t know when. 

Mow the lawn and get the rake— 
Then back to the store to cut some steak 

The order is in so I have to check 
No cigarettes today – oh! Gee heck! 

The customers are mad but what can I do 
If they can’t get smokes then they’ll have to chew! 

The telephone rings and lunch is ready 
My knees are weak but I walk over steady. 

Bolt my food, then back to the grind – 
I find my books are way behind. 
Catch them up and sneak a nap 

I suppose you wonder why I’m such a sap. . . 
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Claire Kellogg: Store Owner & Poet Cont… 

(Ed. note:  AHS charter member Wayne 
Kellogg, who served the AHS as treasurer and board 
member for decades, has moved to The Lakes at 
Litchfield, Pawleys Island, SC.  He was featured in 
one of their newsletters, and since he celebrated his 
94th birthday there recently, we felt this story about 
him was timely.  We miss you, Wayne!) 

Wayne lived the 
first years of his life 
in a small village in 
New York State.   
Through his life he 
lived in small 
communities which 
meant a great deal to 
him.  Some years 
later the cohesiveness 
of such communities 
led him into many 
volunteer activities.  Much of his schooling was 
accomplished in a two-room schoolhouse in 
Canisteo, a town to which his family had moved.  
Wayne graduated at a young age from high school, 
and when his family moved to Almond, NY, (a town 
named after the Almond River in Scotland), he went 
to the local high school to do some post graduate 
courses.  The move to Almond came about when his 
father purchased a general store.  Hanging on the 
wall directly above Wayne’s computer is a picture of 
this store.  Upon seeing it, memories flooded back to 
me as it looked exactly the same as the general store 

in North Lowell, ME, where my family bought its 
summer groceries.  Wayne’s mother, with great pride 
and care furnished the second floor of the store with 
antiques.  This store was to be the family business for 
many years. 
For one and a half years Wayne attended Alfred 
University.  With the outbreak of the war, in 1942 he 

enlisted in the Army 
Air Corps.  His 
service period lasted 
four years.  While 
his wish was to 
become a pilot, due 
to air sickness, he 
was not able to 
complete the course.  
He was then 
assigned to the 
Adjutant General’s 

message center.  For three years the army posted him 
to England, France and Germany. 

Wayne met his wife, Betty, at a high school 
dance.  Knowing that this was the girl for him, in 
March of 1942 she and Wayne’s mother made the trip 
to Montgomery, AL where the couple married.  
Having had no honeymoon, Betty returned home to 
wait for her new husband.  They celebrated their 66th 
anniversary only a few months before she died.  They 
were to have four children.  Sadly their first child, a 
son names Leslie, died of cancer at the age of 49; 
Cynthia came next and now lives in Pawleys Island; 

Wake up with a start! And think that I hear 
Three rings on the phone – more trouble, I fear --  

Wide awake now, so back I go 
To see what has happened – things can, you know. 

After a checkup, I return to the yard 
Just stalling, I guess, but pretending I’m tired 

The rush hour’s here – no time to relax 
Just pitch in and work and throw in wise cracks. 

Dinner time near and Ruth is away 
No use getting sore or the devil to pay. 

Two hours more, not much to do 
Make out an order or plan something new. 

At last eight o’clock and I turn out the lights 

You may think I’m done but you wouldn’t be right. 
chickens to feed and water at night, 

And maybe some mowing to make things look right. 
Let Penny out and chase her around 

To keep her from running all over town. 
Feeling quite weak and in need of a lunch 
Peanuts and pop soon give me more punch 

Now all this may seem that I’m complaining to you 
And working myself into an awful stew. 

But don’t let me kid you – I love it, my friend --  
And I wouldn’t trade places with anyone! 

The End. 

Photo of Bud Gillette, Wayne Kellogg, & Cindy and AJ Neville 

The Lakes at Litchfield: A personality portrait Wayne Kellogg 
BY Muffie Alling, contributing writer, May 14, 2014 
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The Lakes at Litchfield: A personality portrait Wayne Kellogg Cont… 

son Gary lives in southern Virginia; daughter Lucille 
lives in Almond.  Wayne picked up a small note pad 
upon which he had written down all of his 
grandchildren – 6 – and great grandchildren – 11.  A 
family of whom he is very proud. 

The end of his time in the service brought him 
back to Almond and the family store in which he 
worked for 20 years.  The next 20 years of his life he 
worked for the US Post Office riding a rural delivery 
route.  It was not difficult for him to get to work as the 
Post Office was right next door to his home.  You 
need to get him talking about his experiences 
delivering mail.  As you can well imagine, there were 
some days when he could relate tales of the day’s 
work at the dinner table which brought smiles to 
everyone’s faces. 

Betty and Wayne lived in Almond all of their 
married years.  Wayne was a volunteer fireman and 
Fire Chief for 15 years.  He was one of the founders 
of the ambulance service that was needed by this 
small town for transportation of residents to a nearby 
hospital.  He was a founding member of the local 
historical society, and from 1960-2012 was on the 
cemetery board.  On his computer you can find the 
records for the cemetery.  He chuckled and said the 
man he turned the job over to often calls him for 
information.  This man knows Wayne  has all of the 
information at his fingertips and will get to it more 
quickly than he can.  At one time in his life, Wayne 

had a committee meeting every single week night.  
His father would admonish him, telling Wayne he had 
to give up some of these committees.  Wayne did not 
take that advice. 

In addition to all of the committee work, Wayne 
took up scuba diving.  These days he spends time 
playing games on the computer, has a long table on 
which there was a completed jigsaw puzzle, and loves 
to walk.  His daughter, Cynthia, convinced him to 
move to this area, and last June he became a member 
of our community. 

It was with some trepidation I asked him about his 
suspenders.  The pair he was wearing had fishing flies 
on them. I decided to take the plunge and asked him 
how many pairs he owned.  The quick answer was, 
“About seven or eight and a pair for Christmas and 
one for Halloween!”  Dare I ask another question?  I 
did.  Why did he choose to wear suspenders?  In 1989 
he had a heart attack.  Because a belt can press in on 
your organs, he decided to go with suspenders.  His 
daughter Cynthia is his fashion expert and color 
coordinates his suspenders with his shirts.  What fun 
for her! 

My time with Wayne was very special.  I had not 
really known him before and came away knowing we 
had another wonderful new resident among us.  Stop 
in and help him with his latest jigsaw puzzle and hear 
the stories of living in upper New York State. 
 

Time erases many things that at one time were of some importance 
to a certain group of people.  This is one of those stories that has taken 
many years to evolve and one where disregard is the main theme. 
While I was in high school at Bolivar Central, there was one class 
taught by a very well thought of teacher, James Henry.  It had many 
features that belied the name which was known as Future Farmers of 
America.  There were many aspects of the course that were related to 
farming and also a part of everyday life involving our open land and 
business relative to land use. 

Arbor Day and the planting of trees as a crop and the harvesting 
thereof was an important division of farming in America.  The 
replacement of the many millions of trees used in the building of barns, 
homes and heating became an important factor at a time where erosion 

Almond Area FFA Reforestation  
Project Remembered 

BY “Old Navy Bob” Tripp 
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Almond Area FFA Reforestation Project Cont…  

and misuses needed attention.  This is where the 
FFA students became a very important and 
attentive school class. 

Planting new tree growth was done on NY 
State land and also on private properties of the 
farmers who saw a need for correcting erosion and 
future lumber needs.  In cooperation with the 
several seedling-growing facilities in New York 
State, the FFA classes in many high schools 
became an ideal entity to develop the replacement 
of forests where needed. 

Over a period of several weeks in the early 
spring (which was the ideal planting time for the 
many thousand seedlings) the class proceeded to 
replant.  On a school bus, the class consisting of 

several dozen teenage boys, left school for 
prearranged areas in Allegany County.  Quite a few 
thousand acres of this land was on the Karr Valley 
Road and near an area by Palmers Pond. 

The seedlings were planted six feet apart with the 
mattock opening a slit where the planter inserted the 
plant, followed by a splash of water from a water 
pail carrier.  For teenage boys, this was hard work, 
made fun by the coordination and aim for lineal 
perfection. 

Now, some 72 years later, many of these large 
trees have been harvested for lumber.  However, 
some still stand as a reminder of groups of young 
lads learning the importance and responsibility of 
reforesting Allegany County’s hills.   

A friend of mine had found Johnny Ide’s lighter the 
summer after Johnny had drowned. He had kept this 
lighter for years remembering his friend. A few years 
back, my friend, George Wood, gave me the lighter to 
hold on to and decide what to do with it. I put it on my 
shelf in my room and kind of forgot about it.  
 

Recently my wife Julie and I were watching a 
documentary on the flood of 1972. Then a few weeks 
later the name Amy Ide came up due to a mutual 
friend. It was then that I remembered I had the lighter. 
I found it on my shelf and looked at it. It was still in 
pretty good shape and had names engraved on it and 
birthdates of Johnny, his wife, his older daughter and 
of Amy. I decided to try to find any family left that 
may still be around so that I could return this keepsake 
to them.  I reached out on Facebook and did indeed find out that Johnny Ide’s niece, Karen Porter, was living 
here in Almond. I contacted her and made an appointment for her to come to our house and get the lighter.  

 

When Karen showed up, she came to my door and I showed her the lighter. She broke down and cried and 
cried and her hands were shaking. We invited her to come in and sit down. To us, it was a lighter with a 
history. To Karen, it was one of the last things her beloved Uncle Johnny had touched before he died.  
Karen was 15 the day of the flood. She remembers so clearly the events of that sad day and she shared so 
many family emotions with Julie and I. She was living up in Bishopville with her mother, Harriet Ide Jay,  
who is Johnny’s sister. She said they received the call from Johnny that he was taking his wife and daughters 
in a boat to escape the rising water that was rushing into the gas station below (now Almond’s  7-Eleven).  He 
was to call when he reached safety.  
 

That call never came. As soon as the boat got out on Main Street, water rushing from different directions 
capsized the boat. Johnny’s wife and older daughter made it to a tree and hung on for dear life. Johnny and his 

Johnny Ide’s Lighter 
BY John McHenry 
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Johnny Ide’s Lighter Cont… 

youngest daughter Amy were washed away. Karen recounted how her family came down off Bishopville hill to 
wait and look for Johnny and Amy. She remembered that one day after the water had receded, they were out 
cleaning and searching. Someone saw a man’s boot sticking out of a pile of debris and time stood still as a man 
pulled on that boot. As it turned out, it was just a boot washed away. But as Karen told the story, our hearts 
stood still, imagining the pain associated with this tragedy.  It was a heartbreaking time for all, but for Karen, it 
is still a very painful memory. 
 

As she sat at our table recounting this, the tears were fresh and she just kept holding that lighter. As many now 
know, Johnny Ide was never found, and his sweet daughter, Amy, was found a year later. Karen said one of the 
first things she was going to do the next morning was to take the lighter to her mother in a nursing home, so she 
could hold just a small piece of her baby brother once again. 
 

I am humbled that I could play such a small part of this emotional connection. The flood of 1972 was almost 43 
years ago, but the pain and the loss of loved ones in such a tragic way, never goes away. 

LORRAINE   CRANDALL, 87, of Green Acres Trailer Park, Hornell, died March 7, 2015 at her home 
following a long illness. A Hornell native, she was a graduate of Lincoln School, and from Hornell High School 
(class of 1945). She was employed as secretary to Executive Vice President at the Hornell Area Chamber of 
Commerce for several years. For 28 years she was employed at Alfred State College (SUNY Alfred) as 
Assistant to the President, serving three presidents: David Huntington, John Hunter, and William Rezak. She 
retired in 1997.   Lorraine was a life member of the Almond Historical Society. 
AGNES COMES, 79, of State Route 21, passed away May 4, 2015 at Jones Memorial Hospital in Wellsville.   
Born in Albany, she had resided in Almond for 55 years. Agnes was a graduate of Alfred State College with a 
degree in horticulture and was owner, operator and designer of Comes Greenhouse in Almond. She attended 
Almond Union of Churches and was a member of the Almond Historical Society, 20th Century Club and had a 
passion for cooking, flowers, her family as well as her extended family.  
ARTHUR MCINTOSH died May 5, 2015, in Cedar Creek, TX.  A native of Almond, Arthur graduated from 
Alfred Almond Central School with the Class of 1949.  He served in the US Navy, spending part of his time in 
the Panama Canal.  For many years, he was partners with his father, Percy, and his brother, Ken, in their John 
Deere dealerships: McIntosh Implements in Almond and Kanona Equipment.    A life member of AHS, Arthur 
was also a member of the National Rifle Association.       
BETTY ANNE MULLEN passed away one day before her 74th birthday on April 29, 2015.  She worked as a 
secretary for Gunlocke Corporation, Alfred University and Almond Union of Churches. She also ran her own 
gift shop business for several years, which included making lawn ornaments. She was a member of The Loyal 
Order Women of the Moose since 1974; holding many offices, as well as a member of The Almond Union of 
Churches.  

And these that were inadvertently left off from the Oct Nov Dec 2014 newsletter: 
JEAN MARIE STUDLEY SCHLICK passed away Aug. 19, 2014 in Cherryville, NC at the age of 85.  A 
1947 graduate of Alfred-Almond Central School, she had lived in Almond, Cohocton and Bath, moving to 
North Carolina several years ago. Jean worked as a secretary for Alfred University and Alfred-Almond Central 
School for over 16 years. She enjoyed crocheting, her husband Bob’s many musical adventures, all animals and 
the many family gatherings.  
WANETA A. ORMSBYALLEN, 91, passed away Sept. 11, 2014 at Strong Memorial Hospital, following a 
brief illness.. She was in the first graduating class of the consolidated Alfred-Almond Central School in 1940.  
Waneta enjoyed working with her hands where her creativity showed in her quilting, knitting, sewing and cross 
stitching. She is fondly remembered by many, now adults, from the time in her life when she provided day care 
services in her home. She loved baking and with five children and so many grandchildren and friends, she had 
many opportunities to share her talent, creating many memorable meals.  

Our Condolences to the families & friends of… 
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We Hear From Our Readers 

We received this letter from Doris Reynolds 
Cuccia, Baytown, TX:  “Dear Donna and Lee:  
When I opened my Almond Historical Newsletter 
today I couldn’t help but look up and thank the 
Lord for my father.  I remember as a girl how 
excited he was when he talked and thought about 
this group of fellow Almondites.  They were all a 
believing group in what they were doing.  I 
thought Elizabeth Karr was involved or was she 
someone they interviewed?  I will always 
remember the Ken Hagadorns.  He used to talk 
with me if he had the time when I picked up our 
mail.  His gift and Marie’s (of their home for 
AHS)  was pure gold for Almond.  Did you know 
that several residents moved on to Wisconsin?  
My daughter Sue lives there and has for some 
time.  She took me on a visit to see Almond, 
Wisconsin, built by those residents later.  It is 
built similar to our town, and even some of the 
houses resemble those on Main Street.  You 
would probably enjoy seeing it yourself or 
searching on the internet.  God bless you and 
thank you for this issue.  My children and 
grandchildren would probably like to see their 
Grandad’s picture at this age.  I remember when 
he looked like that!  God bless you in all that you 
do for many others.”   

My Google calendar reminded me that Helen 
Spratt Davis’ birthday would have been on May 
28 . . . and that it would have been her 100th 
birthday!   An email to daughter Joan Davis in 
Rochester, asking her about her mom’s faithful 
years of volunteering with the AHS, brought this 
response:     “Oh my goodness - yes, indeed, her 
birthday is approaching - May 28th - and yes, 
she would have been 100 - how I wish I could 
spoil her on her 100th - but it wasn't meant to 
be.  The day she died was May 21 - so that has 
just come and gone - miss her so.  The only thing 
that sticks in my mind re mom's involvement 
with the AHS is the strawberry fest - hulling the 
strawberries with the other women, cleaning 
them and then back down to serve - she loved it.  
I also remember her involvement in re-doing the 
upstairs bedroom: If my memory serves me 
when you go upstairs and to the left there was a 
front bedroom and she took such joy in the 
getting the curtains ready along with the other 
items to make it ‘look the period’, and she 
bought material at Fabrics & Findings (in 
Rochester with me) for a stool.  But I believe 
that stool never got covered.  Funny things to 
remember . . .”   

Our first meeting of 2015, held on Sunday, April 12, 
featured Tom Steere, who presented an interesting 
presentation entitled “Watts My Bulb?”  A longtime 
AHS member who has served as AHS president, Tom 
recently retired after 29 years employed by Philips in 
Bath as Senior Development Engineer.  A graduate of 
Alfred University, Tom is married to the former Susan 
Westlake, and they have six children.  With an 
captivating display in the style of the 1950s popular TV 
show “What’s My Line?”, Tom demonstrated the 
progression of light bulbs . . . followed by a test for the 
audience!   Delicious refreshments were served by 
Susan Steere.   

Tom Steere Presents “Watts My 
Bulb?” at April Meeting 
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The Fire on “Back Street” 

Frequently on Fridays when our AHS volunteers are doing the filing or are searching for items, an 
interesting, sometimes unknown article appears – and we need help with its identification.  Such was 
the case a few weeks ago, when this photo with this inscription surfaced:  “1948 ‘Back’ Street”.   Some 
sort of fire has caused a crowd to gather.   
Now the “old-timers” in 
town know that “Back 
Street” is Chapel Street, but 
without a house number, it 
was hard to tell where the 
house was located.  The hill 
behind the house made some 
think it was the west side – or 
the hill close to the 
Expressway.   Former Mayor 
and current Village trustee 
Dennis George was called 
upon to ID the location, 
because some thought it was 
his home at 18 Chapel.  
However, upon stopping in to 
look at the photocopy, he 
said no . . . but he would find 
out!  Coming back soon, he reported that it was 27 Chapel Street, the home of Jeff Freeland – and that 
the hill behind the house is Newcomb! 
Anyone out there remember details of this fire?? 
 
Thanks, Dennis, for your help!   

“The Big Dipper” of Almond, opened in May at the corner of Rt 21 and McHenry Valley Road, in 
the former Leo Alsworth gas station which was remodeled by Paul Spencer.  It is painted white with 
red trim and has become a popular “Ice Cream by Perry” outlet with its large ice cream cone sign.  
Paul Spencer started “Almond Farm and  Home” on Main Street by the Park after McIntoshes 
moved to Kanona.  Almond Farm and Home was taken over by Jack Harvey after he sold the Inn 
(Kant-U-Kum-Inn) to the Brothers Four which is now Muhleisens, Farm and Home is now operated 
by john Flint from Andover. 

+++++++++++++++++ 

Helene Phelan is undertaking a project to list the veterans of all the wars who were or are associated 
with Almond. Wayne Kellogg and Chub Lockwood are visiting all the local cemeteries to 
photograph the headstone of each veteran.  The pictures and accompanying information will also be 
on file in our archives.  They even plan to apply to the VA for stones for two or three veterans’ 
graves which lack markers. 

From the AHS Newsletter 25 Years Ago… 
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Memorial Donations 
We are so appreciative of the generous donations that our members include with their  

dues renewals.   Many of them were designated as memorials.  We are listing them here  
for you to remember these folks who have passed on as well . . . 

IN MEMORY OF GERALD 
TORRENCE 

By BRENDA TORRENCE-
NAUMILKET 

 
IN MEMORY OF SEAN PHELAN 

By MARGARET PATTERSON 
AMY ROBINSON 

DEBORAH C. THOMPSON 
ANDREW L. PHELAN 

 
IN MEMORY OF LEO AND 

ROGER JOHNSON 
By ARLITA BARNES 
PAUL T. JOHNSON 

 
IN MEMORY OF MARJORIE 

BIRD COOK 
By SANDRA L. DEMPEWOLF 

WALTER COOK 
 

IN MEMORY OF RONALD 
COLEMAN 

By JUDITH COLEMAN-NIXON 
 

IN MEMORY OF JACK HARVEY 
By PATRICIA HARVEY CURRAN 

 
IN MEMORY OF  

WALTER & HELEN DAVIS 
By JOAN DAVIS 

 
IN MEMORY OF BETTY 

KELLOGG 
By LUCILLE GEORGE 

 
IN MEMORY OF MR. & MRS. 

WILLIAM PRYOR 
By COREEN HALLENBECK 

 
IN MEMORY OF  
LEON D. HANKS 

By LILLIAN A. HANKS 
 

IN MEMORY OF PERCY & 
GERTRUDE MC INTOSH 

By ANNE HARDY-HOLLY 
 

IN MEMORY OF CLAIRE & 
MURIEL ROSSMAN 
By CATHY HARVEY 

 
IN MEMORY OF BERTHA 

MASON SMITH 
By RALPH E. HILLS 

 
IN MEMORY OF ELIZABETH 

PIERCE MONROE 
By BRUCE & ZONA HITCHCOCK 

 
IN MEMORY OF ELLEN HARDY 

By WILLIAM & AUDREY 
LAMPREY 

 
IN MEMORY OF  

DICK LAWRENCE &  
PAT LAWRENCE SCIOTTI 

By ROBERT C. LAWRENCE 
 

IN MEMORY OF BERNICE 
BURDETT & GLENN & FRANCES 

LEATHERSICH 
By CARL & JAN LEATHERSICH 

 
IN MEMORY OF CHUB & 
MARILYN LOCKWOOD 

By PHILLIP R. LOCKWOOD 
PHILIP E. MAC MICHAEL 

 
IN MEMORY OF CORNY & 

CAROLYN LOROW 
By DOUG LOROW 

 
IN MEMORY OF BRUCE GREENE 

By PATRICIA MC EVOY 
 

IN MEMORY OF FLOSSIE 
MOORE 

By ERNEST MOORE 
 

IN MEMORY OF RONALD 
MULLIKIN 

By RUTH PAGE 
 

IN MEMORY OF CLIFFORD 
"CHUP" PATRICK 
By LISA PORTER 

IN MEMORY OF WILLIAM & 
JUANITA PULOS 
By BILL PULOS 

 
IN MEMORY OF JOHN, HELEN, 

LEO & ROGER JOHNSON 
By PATRICIA J. REICHERT 

 
IN MEMORY OF JOHN F. 

REYNOLDS 
By KEITH REYNOLDS 

 
IN MEMORY OF LOIS 

MORGENFELD 
By DEBBIE SCHMIEDING 

 
IN MEMORY OF ROBERT "BOB" 

TORREY 
By RICHARD & ANN TORREY 

 
IN MEMORY OF MILTON BAKER 

By BOB TRIPP 
 

IN MEMORY OF BILL & RUTH 
VAN ORMAN 

By FRED & PATRICIA VAN 
ORMAN 

 
IN MEMORY OF MR. & MRS. 

GEORGE LEWIS 
By ARDEAN & ANNE WELLS 

 
IN MEMORY OF CAROL 

WOUGHTER 
By PAUL & LISA WOUGHTER 

 
IN MEMORY OF KAYCE 

LORELEI OLIVER 
By WILFRED & MARIA OLIVER 

 
IN MEMORY OF ELLEN SHULTZ 

By CHUCK SHULTZ 
 

IN MEMORY OF BEN REYNOLDS 
By DONNA M. REYNOLDS 

 
 



 11 

How Almond Got its Name 
From the June 1990 Newsletter by Linn o. Phelan 

In 1960, John F. Reynolds published a book 
called The Almond Story – The Early Years.  On 
pages 92 and 93 he tells us that a preliminary 
meeting was held in 1821 for the purpose of 
discussing the pending breakup of the current 
Township of Alfred into smaller geographic 
areas.  It was necessary to choose a name for the 
proposed new town.  “It is said that while this 
matter was under consideration, a boy passed a 
dish of almonds to those assembled.”  This is 
supposed to have suggested the name of 
Almond to David C Crandall who made a 
motion to that effect and it was unanimously 
adopted.  This account was undoubtedly taken 
from Beers’ ALLEGANY COUNTY 
HISTORY. 

Now we doubt this source as another “Parson 
Weem’s Myth!”  If you can imagine what the 
1794-95 Turnpike Road was like (cut by the 
two Rathbun brothers through virgin forests at 
$17 a mile) from Bath through Almond to 
Hornellsville, we doubt that almond nuts were 
imported!  The nuts in the dish passed at that 

meeting more likely would have been hickory, 
walnut or butternuts since those trees were 
plentiful here and were felled in clearing the land 
for agriculture. 

Ruth Karr Sisson completed the Karr Family 
Genealogy in the 1970s.  Three Karrs came 
originally from Scotland where they had lived by 
the Almond River.  Almond, NY is situated at 
the junction of the Karr, McHenry and Whitney 
Valleys.  It seems more likely that the Town’s 
name was chosen by the Karrs and other settlers 
of Scottish descent in honor of the area from 
which they had come.  The act of the Legislature, 
dated March 16, 1821, defined the boundaries of 
the town and read in part “shall be known and 
remain a separate town by the name of Almond, 
and the first town meeting shall be held at the 
home of David Crandall.” 

Almond is not pronounced as are the nuts – “ah-
mond.”  We understand that in Scotland it is the 
Almond River, not the Ah-mond River.  The 
name of our town is pronounced Al’mond. 

Here’s 
Another 

Picture of  
An Almond 
Home from 
Way Back… 

Anyone 
Recognize this 
Home or Mrs. 

Wyse Pictured? 
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