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Upcoming
Events

Forty Years Ago…
Remembering
Trooper Ray C. Dodge

Sunday
September 14

By Donna B. Ryan

OPEN HOUSE 2-5
Program 3 pm:
Brendan Heaney
“A Visit with Moses
Van Campen”

SUNday
NOVember 23
OPEN HOUSE 2-5
ANNUAL MEETING
& Election of
Officers 2:30 pm
Program 3 pm:
Craig Braack Speaker
SUNday
DECember 7
CHRISTMAS
OPEN HOUSE
1 – 4:30 pm
Musical program
2 pm
AHS Is in need of
some new officers.
If interested in
serving, Call
Current President,
Lee Ryan, 607-2766760, for more
information.

(Ed. note: When it was learned that Cheyanne Hulbert was in the
AACS class that came to AHS for the annual fourth grade tours in
June, we asked her family’s permission to share with the children
the story of her great uncle, Trooper Ray C. Dodge, 28, who was
killed in the line of duty forty years ago, July 1974. Although
a painful reminder of a heartbreaking event, it is good for
us to remember this young man and his sacrifice. The
Dodge family file in our archives room is full of newspaper
clippings documenting this tragedy.)
Numerous newspaper clippings
and pictures recount the grievous
events, including the July 6, 1974
Rochester Democrat and Chronicle:
“Trooper (Ray C.) Dodge . . . was
shotgunned in the chest Sunday
night after he entered a log cabin on
Seneca Lake to try to resolve a
neighborhood quarrel about a
property line, police said. Dodge
died of the shotgun wounds about 30
hours later. He also emptied his own
pistol in the log cabin, wounding the
man accused of shooting him, police
said.”
A 1964 graduate of Alfred-Almond Central School, Ray was
married to the former Terri June Gifford. They had two small
sons, and Terri was pregnant for their third at the time of the
tragedy. They lived next to her parents, Vivian and Terry Gifford,
on the McHenry Valley Road in Almond.
During the funeral service held at Almond Union Church on
Friday, July 5, 1974, Pastor J. Henry Rood, recounted Trooper
Dodge’s Marine service in Vietnam, his desire to become a
policeman and his appointment to the Hornell police force. While
a Hornell policeman, “He discovered that if he could work nights,
he would have time to attend classes at Alfred University daytimes,
and without allowing much time for sleeping, manage to do the
required homework. He told me on more than one occasion this
was going to lead to something he had always wanted – a chance to
serve people, especially the youth of the community. And in spite
of a seemingly impossible schedule, Ray did his work and kept
everlastingly at it,” Mr. Rood said.

40 Year Ago… Remembering Trooper Ray C. Dodge Cont…
Following a massive outpouring of support and respect from his fellow law enforcement officers and
comrades who attended the funeral, Trooper Dodge was buried in the Karr-Fairview Cemetery near Almond
in a private service at the request of his family.
The July 7, 1974 Evening Tribune account, written by Charles Hughes, provides a picture of the
solemn ceremony honoring Trooper Dodge:
The flow of traffic is back to normal this weekend in Almond. The 800 or more policemen who
bade farewell to a fellow officer are gone. Gov. Malcolm Wilson is gone. But Trooper Ray C.
Dodge is buried near here and members of his family must now begin recovering from his loss.
Where the massive formation of policemen from several states stood at attention and saluted as
Dodge’s flag-draped casket was carried from the Almond Union of Churches, cars and trucks now
rumble by. Almond residents who stood on the lawns of homes near the church and watched
throughout the ceremony have gone back to their daily tasks. The police officers from several states
and municipalities across New York State have gone back to their law enforcement duties with the
funeral service for the slain trooper etched in their minds. Where only a week ago a dedicated
police officer filled the lives of Mrs. Terri Dodge and two young children, an enormous void
remains.
Police began arriving in this community a few miles west of Hornell about 10 a.m. Friday
(July5, 1974) and were placed in a formation that stretched the length of two football fields. They
came from Connecticut, Pennsylvania and New Jersey state police agencies. City police officers
from all major cities in the state attended. Police came from New York City and a contingent
representing the New York Port Authority police was on hand. Sheriff’s departments from more
than a dozen counties sent men to the ceremony.
The formation snapped to attention when the governor (Governor Malcolm Wilson) drove up
with a police escort after his plane landed in Wellsville. Moments later, State Police Superintendent
William Kirwan and other representatives of the force from Albany arrived and joined the
formation. Wilson and Kirwan spoke in hushed tones while they waited for the arrival of the hearse
bearing Dodge’s body from the Bender Funeral Home in Hornell.
Police stood five deep on Rt 21, Main Street, in the village. Traffic was detoured around the
area by a special state police detail. Escorted by two state police cars and two Hornell police cars,
the hearse arrived shortly before 11 a.m. Six pall bearers, all troopers who trained with Dodge nine
short months ago, carried the casket into the church.
Wilson and Kirwan led a single-file procession of all policemen attending as they filed by the
coffin inside the church. After family members and relatives had been seated in church, the
remaining seats were filled by New York State Police officers. Where there was room, some
troopers stood.
After about a 20-minute service, the church was emptied and the pallbearers, including Trooper
Robert Perry of Almond, a friend of Dodge who also was in the same training class, brought the
casket outside for a special ceremony.
With Trooper Paul Johnson of Almond standing at her side, Mrs. Dodge stood at the edge of the
sidewalk while the pall bearers began folding the flag from the casket. Family members and friends
standing on the church lawn held back tears while the flag was given to Major Charles Bukowski,
Troop E commander, who in turn gave it to Mrs. Dodge.
A girl stood quietly sobbing as Bukowski said, “For your husband.” saluted, and stepped back
into a row of troopers forming an honor guard. A sergeant barked an order to come to attention and
the large formation snapped into position immediately. As the police officers saluted, the governor
and other visitors held their right hands across their breasts while the casket was placed in the
hearse.
Hornell police officers who stood at attention facing the large police cordoned were once again
faced with the agonized loss of one of their comrades. Only a month after Dodge entered the State
Police Academy last fall, the trooper was given a pass in October to attend the funeral of Hornell
Investigator Daniel Swift who was run down by two juveniles in a stolen car.
The Hornell policemen were saddened by the death of Dodge. It seemed almost incredible one said,
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40 Year Ago… Remembering Trooper Ray C. Dodge Cont…
that still another of their close friends had died in less
than a year in the line of duty. After a stint in the
Marine Corps, Dodge was a Hornell policeman for a
four-year period before being accepted into the state
police last September.
An Evening Tribune editorial which appeared on Friday,
July 5, spoke of the tragedy this way: “This newspaper joins
with his family, his friends and his fellow police officers who
thronged Almond today in mourning our mutual loss. We
deplore his needless death as the ending of a life for little cause.
Apparently a property line dispute, a most mundane affair, drew
him to the circumstance for which he died. . . . His death is not
only a brutal symbol of the violent age in which we live, it is a
very human tragedy – the separation, for no good cause, of a
husband and father from his family. . , We ‘civilized’ persons
memorialize and make heroes of those who have died in our
service. Of those honors, Trooper Dodge certainly is worthy. As
noble a tribute as it is, and as deserved as it is in this case, let us
hope that somehow we may learn our lesson so well that it is
never again necessary to say of a person, especially one
charged with upholding the public peace: ‘He died doing his
duty.’”

Mrs. Ray C. Dodge accepts the flag that
draped her husband’s coffin.

Almond Road Crew Circa 1920
This picture was given to Dick and
Don Washburn by their mom, Phyllis
Washburn, in 1980 with this
explanation:
“Dick and Don: Here is the picture
that was taken sometime early 1920 –
possibly about 1918 – of the Almond
Road Gang. The men sitting on the
wheel of the wagon is your great
grandfather, Franklin Perham. I don’t
know any of the others, except that
they were men who lived in Almond,
most likely.
“Can you imagine the tools they had
to work with? Or what they carried for their lunch?
They had to carry a keg of water. I remember Grandma telling of making fried potatoes and baking pies, cake
and cookies and fruit in a jar.
“Grandpa died when I was seven years old so I don’t really remember him much. I can remember sitting on
his lap at Christmastime once (in the old farmhouse). And I can remember riding in a car at his funeral. I was
in second grade. My teacher was Miss Alpha Brown. She waved to me when we went by the school.
“Grandpa and Grandma lived in the house that Peggy and Don Jefferds own on the Depot Road. Grandma
worked in the Hotel (where Palmer’s Store was on Main Street).”
(Phyllis also suggested that possibly someone from the Perry, McIntosh or MacMichael families might be able
to ID others in this picture)

3

AACS Fourth Graders Experience Hagadorn House Adventure 2014
By Donna B. Ryan

Almond Historical
Society volunteers,
some dressed in period
costumes, hosted around
fifty Alfred-Almond
Central School fourth
graders for the annual
four-hour Hagadorn
House Adventure on
Tuesday, June 10, 2014.
The students,
divided into teams, were
greeted by guides in five
locations: Jan
Leathersich, dressed as “Aunt Margaret” Karr in the middle parlor, Cindy Banker as Mrs. McHenry in the
front parlor, and Louise Schwartz as Mrs. Hagadorn in the upstairs bedrooms, along with Lee A. Ryan as
Chief Shongo in the fireplace room and Mary Ellen Westlake and Susan Steere holding forth in the Linn
Phelan Gallery with the a special collection of quilts and family artifacts. Bob Schwartz was the bell-ringer,
notifying the groups that it was time to move to the next room, and Tyler Baker assisted Chief Shongo.
As half of the fourth graders moved from place to place in the house, Donna Ryan hosted another group of
25+ kids for an hour each time in the new office/archives building. They were very interested in the family
files, vintage Almond items, and the AACS yearbooks, as well as the 1972 flood and how it affected Almond.
The sad story of the death of Trooper Ray Dodge in July, 1974, was especially touching, since his greatniece, Cheyanne Hulbert, was a fourth grader (see story on Ray Dodge on page 1) They ate their lunches in
the pavilion, thanks to Mike Baker and Kim Costello setting up the chairs and tables there.
The 1830s Hagadorn House contains a treasury of interesting artifacts from Almond’s history which
proved interesting to the children: Chamber pots, top hats, a ca. 1900s fire extinguisher manufactured in
Almond, the cooking fireplace, a hair wreath, the quilt collection featuring local buildings and homes, the flint
lock rifle, Moses Van Campen’s ca. 1700s leather fire bucket, and military uniforms to name just a few.
Several guides read portions from The Almond Story written by the late John Reynolds, giving the
students insight into the early settlement of the area and its people. Jan Leathersich, stationed in the middle
parlor, explained the event this way: The children were very attentive and listened with wide eyes as I told
them about Aunt Margaret Karr and read one of the stories from The Almond Story about the Indians attacking
her home: “She displayed great courage during the Indian Massacre at Wyoming, PA. The Indians came to
the Karr home, tomahawks and scalping knives dripping with the blood of their victims. With her husband
away and her terrified children clinging to her for protection the mother, erect and fearless, met the attackers
at the door. With upraised hand, she forbade them to enter, telling them: ‘You may go no farther than the
Almighty God will allow!’ One of the Indians apparently understood some English and he said, ‘Ugh...me
understand, Great Spirit up there.’” I asked them to try to imagine how they would feel in a situation like that
and how scary that must have been. I talked about Aunt Margaret being a God-fearing woman who believed
God's Word, prayed and asked God for His protection and power to do all she did as an Angel of Mercy to the
settlers.
A very special surprise that day was the appearance of home-schooled fourth grader Tommy Norris, who
had participated in the American History Symposium, presenting the speech that George W. Bush gave after
the 9/11 attack. Tommy had also given the speech for the Wayland Historical Society and for the Town of
North Harmony’s Memorial Day observance. It appeared that the AACS fourth graders were astonished at
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AACS Fourth Graders Experience Hagadorn House Adventure 2014 Cont…
his ability to recite this speech by heart – with numerous meaningful inflections and emotion. Thank you,
Tommy!
At the end of the day, the children gathered in the pavilion for a “quizoff”, after which the winning teams were awarded free certificates for the
upcoming Strawberry Festival.
As part of their experience, the children were given a blank paper entitled
“What I Liked Best About My Visit To The Hagadaorn House Museum”.
They took these back to school with them, giving them time to write and
illustrate their comments. We would love to share ALL their pictures and
comments, but here are a few: “I liked the fire room with the gun.” “I liked
the rifle, the story in the book of Almond, the crutch, the doll house, and the
chamber pot.” “I liked the fireplace room because there was a musket and
arrow heads.” “I liked learning about Hurricane Agnes in the archives room.
I also liked the kaleidoscope.”
“Learning about my family!” “I liked the archives and all the history in
it. I also liked the fireplace room and that when they knocked down the wall
they found the fireplace.” “I especially liked it upstairs but the dolls were
really creepy.” “I liked the Victorian furniture.” “I liked the part where they had all the files of the history of
Almond.” “The thing I liked best was the upstairs. It is because of all the old items it had.” “I liked how some
of them were reenacting.” “I liked the tea party room because we heard a cool story and I liked the
decorations.” “I liked the archives because it has all of the family records and documents.” “My favorite
things at the Hagadorn House museum were the quilts.” “I liked the kaleidoscope and when they let us look in
it. I also liked the Indian story about Moses Van Campen.”
Following their visit, Craig Mix, one of the fourth grade teachers, wrote this letter and enclosed a generous
check: “We are writing to express our thanks for the excellent program that you have once again offered our
fourth graders here at Alfred-Almond Central School. The time that we spend with you is both educational and
engaging. Students are
given a well presented
glimpse of the rich history
of our town, and in turn they
have a new appreciation for
all that we have here.
Enclosed are our student
response sheets that let them
speak for themselves!
Please accept this donation
from our fourth grade
families. Your volunteers
put much time and effort
into this experience, as has
been done for the past
several years, and we want
you to know how much it is
appreciated. On behalf of
Alfred Almond Central
School and our fourth
graders, sincere thanks.”
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A Celebration of the Life of Chub Lockwood
By Donna B. Ryan

How much do you know about your parents’ life? Who will preserve the memories and knowledge of family
history when your parents are gone? Have you ever had a conversation with your parent that ends up with
your response being, "I didn't know that about you, dad" or "Mom, you never told me that before!"
Thankfully, the Lockwood brothers were very interested in the life experiences of their dad, Charles (Chub)
Lockwood. Oldest son, Phil, who lives in West Boylston, MA, put together a masterpiece of memories which
he presented on behalf of his brothers at the celebration of Chub’s life on August 9, 2014. Although not
included in its entirety, here are some things that you might have known . . . and some that you probably did
not know . . . about this unique nonagenarian who spent his entire life in this area. He was married in October,
1943, to the late Marilyn MacMichael. Both were perpetual AHS volunteers for decades: Marilyn serving as
president and newsletter editor, and Chub serving myriad terms on the AHS board and being general
handyman, mower of lawns, and builder of cupboards, our storage shed and whatever else was needed.
Here are excerpts from Phil’s remarks:
We’re here today to celebrate our dad’s life. Chub was nearly
93 when he passed – not many reach that milestone. His life
experience was long, productive and fulfilling.
The Lockwoods have been in America for over 384 years. It
started in 1630 when two brothers, Edmund and Robert,
emigrated from England. After a three-month voyage, they
arrived at Cape Ann near Boston in June 1630. Family
members gradually migrated west thru Connecticut to Western
NY, eventually settling in the Hornell/Almond area. Lineage
from Robert to Chub has been definitively traced: Chub
represents the 10th generation of Lockwoods in America.
Dad answered the “call to action” for WWII. It’s in his blood:
his ancestors fought in the Revolution, Civil War, and WWI.
In 1942, he took leave of absence from the railroad, enlisted in
the Navy, and was trained as an aviation ordinance man. He
was stationed in Kodiak, Alaska (important depot for Pacific operations) and was accountable for
guns, ammunition and bombs related to aircraft. He remained there through most of his time in
service.
At Kodiak, the unit commander needed two “volunteers” to train as specialists to disarm mines that
were dropped by the bad guys. Trust me, Chub did not “volunteer” in the normal sense: He was
picked (prior performance, mechanical skills and his common sense..) The two volunteers learned
how to safely neutralize and destroy mines. They recorded all the steps and safety measures in their
personal log book. Ironically, on graduation, the brass took their book away. They had created a top
secret book and couldn’t take it in public.
Marilyn was also committed to the cause of freedom and democracy. As valedictorian of her high
school class, she could have gone to college but she chose instead to go to work at General Motors
plant in Rochester to assist in the war effort.
(Ed note: Farming also seemed to be in Chub’s blood as well: During the celebration, it was noted by Donna
and Lee Ryan that as a young boy, he rode his bike from his Thacherville home every day – rain or snow - to
help on the Frank Ranger farm, which was located where the Almond Dam gates are now. In the April 1945
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A Celebration of the Life of Chub Lockwood Cont…
Almond Union Church newsletter that went out to servicemen during the war, Chub wrote from Kodiak:
“Dear Pastor: I get the newsletter very often and it sure helps to keep me up to date as to what is going on
back home. . . . . I didn’t do much to help others when I was home . . . . I hope that will be changed once this
war is over.” . . . . . He reported that their ‘latest inspection’ was ‘made’ by our President . . . . . It is the
first time I ever saw a president of the US. I never expected to see one either, but it happened!” In the same
issue, Marilyn wrote: “I work at Rochester Productions Division of GM in an office of the Engineering
Department. Words like ‘Army-Navy orders’. . .. ‘generators’ . . . . . . ‘gunsights’ . . . . . and ‘B-29’ make
the 48 hours each week fly by. As for expecting to return to Almond, of course we do . . Chubby and I. He
mentions in almost every letter ‘getting back to Allegany County near Almond somewhere and getting a farm
of our own.’ Those are our post-war plans.” Well they did come back to Almond . . . and they made their
mark on this community in many ways.)
Phil’s comments continue:
After WWII, Dad went to Alfred Ag-Tech courtesy of the GI Bill. He graduated in 1948 with an
associate degree in “rural engineering”. This created a dilemma: go into farming or return to the Erie
RR. After much debate (with my mom) the railroad won out.
As steam engine fireman, his primary task was shoveling coal and tending water: Ten tons for a trip
was not unusual - imagine how physically fit dad had to be. There was more to it than just keeping
the fires burning. Dad was a good student and worked hard to learn the ropes. He quickly gained the
confidence of the engineers he worked for. He made it his business to learn the other details about
running a train from Hornell (home station) to Port Jervis or other towns to the east. He had a
photographic memory and he knew where every whistle post, signal light or speed post was located.
He also knew every hill and curve by heart. He said to himself “I can do that” and set the goal of
becoming an engineer,
About the time WWII ended, there was a change in technology: Steam engines were being replaced
by diesel power. The role of the fireman and engineer changed. For the fireman, there was less
physical labor. Instead, he had to learn diesel power, hydraulics, and electric power from the diesel
turbines. Diesels also had their own personalities – he liked GE engines the best. At the same time
he continued to master other skills of the engineer. Dad learned these things well, and was promoted
to engineer.
Dad rose in seniority as engineer - was one of the “oldest” men on the roster. He was highly respected
by managers, his associates, and those who worked for him. His co-workers appreciated his
knowledge of the rules of the road, his fairness as a boss, his ability to balance the needs of the
company and the employees, and his straightforward, honest approach to the business. Dad retired in
1981 after 39 1/2 years of service – it was a good long run.
After the war, mom and dad purchased the house located at 83 main. It was a fixer-upper, and dad
readily undertook that challenge. In 1950, they moved in to house that we all call “home” He served
his community as a volunteer fireman – living close by and able to respond quickly to the siren. A
member of the Almond Lions, he was voted “citizen of the year” in 1998. His love of reading,
especially Civil War history books, caused him to serve the 20th Century Club Library, and he was a
member for over 70 years at Almond Union of Churches.
Characteristics, beliefs and life lessons that influenced my brothers and I:
• Commitment to family
• Commitment to his country (freedom and democracy)
• Loyalty - to his family and friends, his associates and co-workers
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•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Trustworthy - say what you plan to do and do what you say
Give back to the community
Leadership by example – as railroad engineer, he was the “boss” (without being the boss)
Work ethic (work hard and smart)
Pick yourself up and try-try again
Responsibility and accountability – stand up for what you believe
Strength of character - courage of conviction and principles
Sense of humor – the twinkle in his eye
As you can see, the list is lengthy…….

Chubby was a good man, who always told the unfiltered truth. He was a generous man who would
give the shirt off his back to someone in need. And, most important, he always supported Dave, Bill
and I– he didn’t care which way we wanted to go, as long as we gave it 100% effort. Dad was
intense at times, but compassionate in the end.
And so, Chubby, we wish you farewell; Dad, we love you for being the man that you were, for the
things that you stood for, and for the things that you taught us. We love you and we’re going to miss
you.
(Ed. note: We would like to express our sincere thanks to the Lockwood brothers for their generous donation
to the Almond Historical Society. Their note reads: “Dear members: Please accept our donation to the
Almond Historical Society in honor of our dear friend, Doris Montgomery.”)

Our Condolences to the Families and Friends of…
Dorothy A. Burrow, 68, of Hamilton Hill Road, Alfred Station, who died on April 17, 2014, at the Hornell
Gardens. A 1964 graduate of AACS, she had resided all her life in the Hornell/Alfred area. She was
employed as a secretary at St James Hospital and Dr. Spencer Annabel’s office. She enjoyed making crafts
and gardening.
Gerald A. Torrence, 80, of McHenry Valley Rd., who passed away on June 1, 2014. He was one of the first
patients in the area to undergo open heart surgery in 1963. Gerald was a partner and helped operate the
Torrence & Son Hardware in Almond until its closing in 1964, when he began his 30 year career as the
maintenance supervisor for the College of Ceramics at Alfred University. One of his favorite hobbies was to
collect and restore outboard motors.
Richard (Bud) VanDuser, 79, of 30 Main St., who passed away on June 1, 2014. A lifelong area resident,
Bud was retired from Buffalo Crushed Stone in Alfred, holding many positions, including mechanic, welder,
and supervisor. He was a member of the Almond Fire and Ambulance and a former member of the Hornell
Eagles, and Hornell Moose Lodge.
Bruce Robert Greene, 74, of Alfred Station, who died on July 5, 2014 in Wellsville, NY. Well-known
for over forty years as the potter-proprietor of Hillbottom Pottery on Main Street in Alfred Station, he is
also fondly remembered as the junior and senior high school art instructor at Alfred-Almond Central
School from 1971-1995. After his retirement, potting then became his full time occupation. His work
was available from select local and regional shops including his own shop, as well as craft venues like the
Clothesline, Allentown, and Waterfront shows. From its second year, Bruce was a member of Allegany
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Our Condolences Cont…
Artisans, a guild of local craftspersons who sold directly from their studios in an annual “tour” event.
Charles “Chub” Lockwood, 92, of 83 Main Street, Almond, who died July 6, 2014. A resident of Almond
since 1950, Chub had served his country as a member of the United States Navy from 1942-1945. He had
been employed as an engineer for the former Erie and Erie Lackawanna Railroads as well as Conrail prior to
his retirement in 1981 after 39 ½ years of service. He was a member of the Almond Union of Churches, the
Almond 20th Century Club, the Almond Historical Society and a former member of the Almond Fire
Department. (see additional story on Chub on pages 6-8)

Happenings at the Hagadorn House
By Donna B. Ryan

INDIAN ARTIFACT – ROSSMAN FAMILY
We are grateful for the gift of this very large stone
mortar and pestle, believed to be a Native American
artifact, given to us by the daughters
of the late Clair and Mary Rossman.
“It is estimated that this large
historic mortar and pestle
combination weighs around 90
pounds! It is thirteen inches in
diameter, more than a foot high, and
the pestle is nearly a foot long!”
Cathy Rossman Harvey tells us that
her dad found these two pieces
while plowing in their fields: At
two different times! Upon giving it
to the AHS, she said: “One of the
last things Mom said to us girls was
that she wanted the Almond
Historical Society to have the
stone.” And we are very happy to
have it. Right now it is located in
the Linn Phelan Gallery.

PICTURE RETURNED TO ALMOND
ROD AND GUN CLUB
In our April May June 2014 AHS newsletter, the story
“You Grew Up In Almond If . . .
You Remember the Rod and Gun
Club on McHenry Valley Road”
prompted Doug Johnson, now
living in Marion, NC, to return
the 1909 Field and Stream
lithograph of the Springer spaniel,
which once hung on the wall in
the McHenry Valley R&G Club,
to the Almond R&G Club. Doug
had found it hanging on the only
standing wall after the 1972 flood
waters ravaged the Rod and Gun
Club on McHenry Valley Road.
His son-in-law brought it back to
Ryans, who in turn presented it to
Mike Baker, R&G Club president.
“I gave it back to the Rod and
Gun Club because of the great
things they are doing for the
youth. It needed to be home
where it belongs,” Doug said.
After receiving the lithograph, President Mike
commented: “We are very glad to get this back. Some
of our members remember it in the old club, and now it
is back on the wall of the new club. It is far away from
flood waters up here! If the water gets this high, we are
all in deep trouble!”

FURNACE GRANT RECEIVED
We want to thank Tammy Kokot,
who obtained for us a $1000 grant to assist with the
furnace project. We received the check, along with
this letter from the Thomas F. Moogan and Laura L.
Moogan Family Foundation Ltd, Inc: “The Board of
Directors of the Moogan family Foundation
recognizes the important work your organization
performs along with the many services you provide.
We are pleased to advise you, we have approved a
grant for your organization in the amount of $1,000.
Our check is enclosed herewith. We hope this grant
will help in furthering the great work and programs
you provide to our area. Should you have future
needs, please feel free to submit a request for funding
to us, by letter, as we meet several times per year.
Gary C. Balcom, Treasurer.” Thank you, Tammy, for
making this contact for us and persevering until the
check was issued.

HAGADORN FAMILY VISITS
HAGADORN HOUSE
A couple of weeks ago on a Friday afternoon, two
women walked into the AHS office, and asked: “What
is the Hagadorn House?” We explained that it was our
Almond Historical Society museum . . and they were
intrigued. They introduced themselves as Renee and
Jillian Hagadorn, explained that they were from Cicero,
NY, and were just passing through Almond. Kitty
Baker took them on a tour, and they were so impressed,
they handed her a $20 donation!
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The 2014 Strawberry Festival
By Louise Schwartz, Strawberry Festival Coordinator

June 23, 2014 started as a very nice breezy
day, with the weather getting a bit hot later in the
afternoon. But we were very thankful that no rain
showed up for the annual Strawberry Festival for
AHS.
The day began with the “guys” going after the
strawberries from Schultheis Strawberries in
Arkport, which by the way, happen to be a bumper
crop and we were blessed with heaping flats for the
occasion.
In the kitchen, early in the morning, we had
none other than Hazel Bracken, getting her hands
dirty washing the berries. What a great help Hazel
was that morning. We again thank Hazel for her
years of service to the Strawberry Festival.
The washing of the berries is followed by the
“hullers”, and we had lots of ladies show up for that
messy job. Berry juice was running everywhere as
those tubs were filled up to be sent to be sliced.
Thank you!!
Then, hulling is followed by slicing. This year,
due to the generosity of Muhleisen’s Restaurant,
we were able to have “Jack” (Sr.) and his lovely
wife slice them for us in no time flat at their
restaurant. What a time saver that was. Thank you,
Jack.
A few weeks before the festival, a “couple”
had wrapped up the spoons with the napkins, a job
that cannot be missed, as we need everyone
attending to have eating utensils. Thank you!!
Needless to say, before Monday came, someone

else came to the house and did the whipping of the
cream (which Crowley Foods, Inc. in Arkport
donated), a messy job, but one which no-one else can
top. Thank you!!
On Monday afternoon just before we opened,
came the “butterers”. Many ladies showed up for that,
which means, they buttered the biscuits. Thank you!!
The rest of the time was spent in pulling last minute
set-up and things together, with everyone pitching in
to help. Five o’clock came with a procession of
people lined up to Almond Union Church and down
the driveway, waiting anxiously for their Strawberry
– “Have it your way”. Our servers were in place,
waiters were ready to take and bring orders, hostesses
were ready to seat people and AWAY WE GO. For
the next 1 ½ hours, we served, between the eat-in and
take-out orders, a total of 493 servings!
After, of course, is the clean-up. As usual, the
“family” of AHS pitched in and we were all cleaned
up and the last of the clean-up crew were out of
Almond by 8:30PM. Can you believe it????
Now, l would name everyone involved, but of
course what would happen is that l would
inadvertently leave someone out. (except the Colonel
Hazel). I would not want that to happen, so a BIG
THANKS TO EVERYONE WHO HAD A PART IN
THE FESTIVAL THIS YEAR.
We are happy to report that our net profit was
approximately $1719! Without YOU the Strawberry
Festival would not have been successful!!

We Hear From Our Readers
Virginia “Ginger” McCarthy, who owns Wind Song Stables on the Bishopville Road, was prompted to
write this remembrance after reading about the Hopkins family and their nursery business in the
Jan/Feb/Mar 2014 newsletter:
“Hi Donna, I keep forgetting to tell you when I see you how much I enjoyed your article in the newsletter
regarding the Hopkins fruit and vegetable farm that was once a part of my land. A few of the old, very old, apple
trees are still in my horse pasture. We keep finding stalks of asparagus in very strange places in the spring. Our
best grazing pasture was called the cherry orchard by Elthea (Anthony) Emerson and her dad. Some of the
concrete walls are still up on Gary Jefferds’ land where they used to have a watering system. A form of irrigation.
Old Pete Anthony used to tell me stories about how things used to be here on this land when he first lived here and
he was about 84 years old at the time. He used to sit in his house in a rocker and I used to bring Sandy in a baby
carriage in to his house and he would put his foot on the frame and rock her to keep her happy and warm while I
fed my horses that I kept in his barn in the winters of 1969 and 1970. His house, which is gone now, had an old
wood stove. There was running water, kind of one pipe with a spigot on it. But no bathroom. Only an outhouse
that was a few yards from the house. He told of plowing the hills with horses and growing potatoes on most of
what was my original property that I bought from him in 1968. Two years ago, I bought the rest of the land that is
on the south side of Hopkins Road from his grandson, Peter Emerson.
“Sometimes I just look around and remember his stories and it brings a joy and peace to me. I feel like I am a
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We Hear From Our Readers Cont…
keeper of the land for him to look down and smile on. I still laugh when I tell people that one morning I met Pete
up on Bishopville road and he waved his arm about and pointed out a tree here and a hedge there and we agreed on
a boundary, shook hands, and I gave him a check for my land. People keep telling me that you can’t buy land like
that, but I did. I had to keep telling Larry Perry not to take an old metal fence post up that was our marker for my
property that was on the edge of the Bishopville road. He kept saying there had to be a concrete post, but there is
not. That post was the only marker between us from 1968 till 2012 when I bought the rest of the land, and not once
did we ever have any dispute over our land. Bob and Charlie (Emerson) got the hay or corn and then sometimes I
could put a temporary fence and pasture the second cutting in the fall. It always worked out. I did finally get
things surveyed two summers ago and it is amazing how close to the boundaries that we agreed upon that day were
still very much accurate. You did strike a chord with me on that article. Such great memories. GOD is so GOOD.
Ginger”
++++++++++++++++
Geri Smith Hills of Wellsville, NY, wrote this after reading THE LEGENDARY CLAYTON SMITH
STORY Apr/May/June 2014 newsletter
“Dear Donna: I was so surprised to get my Almond Historical Society newsletter and there was my Gramma’s
house. Then I read the things that a lot of people had said about my Uncle Clayt Smith. I used to go up to their
house almost every summer. Got to know a lot of kids. I met Doris Reynolds (Cuccia) when we were twelve years
old. Doris and I write and call each other very often. Another girl, Anne Marie Mackley also stayed with her
gramma. Three houses down on the same side as our house. Also Bobby Larkin stayed with his grandparents
across the road from us. Anne and I get in touch, too, but I don’t know where Bobby Larkin is.
Uncle Clayt would take me with him to the barn which is still standing to this day. We would milk the cows
and bring it down to the house. Gramma would get it ready in little buckets and I would get on my bike and take it
to three people on Chapel Street. They would give me a dime for it. Then Gramma would put the money in a tin
can. I did this once a week while I stayed there.
“I guess I saved them from walking to town because I would ride my bike to the post office and stop at
Kellogg’s Grocery Store. My dad had put a heavy wire basket on the handlebars so it made it easy for me. One
time Uncle Clayt came down from the barn and he had a long coarse hair that he had pulled from his horse. He
said, ‘Come here. I’ll show you how I can make this swim in water.’ He pumped some water in a pan then put
the hair in it. That hair just started to wiggle all over in the water. Boy how we laughed! I thought he was very
magic to do that. . . . I also gathered eggs. . .the chickens would try to peck me so I have that up in a hurry.
“I also remember Uncle Clayt making his ‘no bake fudge’. I don’t remember kids coming to play so must be
it was after my Gramma moved to Wellsville to live with her daughter, Aunt Gertrude Schults. He was fun to be
around so probably the kids that came made him happy.
“I just loved Almond. Thank you for putting such a nice article in about Uncle Clayt.”
Connie Houghtaling of Hornell, who lived with her sisters on Chapel Street, told this after reading the Clayt
Smith story: “‘Doc’ Johannes gave the AHS newsletter with the story about Clayt Smith to my sister, Pam, and
she shared it with our sister, Cheryl, and me. It was amazing – it gave me chills. Clayt treated us kids so good:
we cried when we read it. He was a wonderful man, and his house was a refuge for us. He saved our lives – by
listening to us and talking to us when we were little girls. He always read the Bible . . .we never swore around
him! He is like Shirley Temple: There will never be another like him!”
Dan Guthrie, Clayt’s nephew, told us: “Uncle Clayt’s house had no indoor plumbing. His mother lived with
him. He mowed the cemetery and dug graves for years, worked as a handyman. In the late 70s, he came up
missing . . . and he had hitchhiked to Chicago, then on to California and back!”
+++++++++++
Another surprise letter came from Cora Thompson, who now lives in Canandaigua, but resided in Almond on
Maple Ridge for many years. Enclosed were pictures that we had never seen before. She writes: “ I am
sending eight pictures from the 1972 flood. At Maple Ridge, we had a wood burning fireplace, a pool for
necessary water, a propane stove and plenty of room for our neighbors: Marge and Ed Mason, Charlie and Vi
Sharrettt and family, and occasional others. We had ‘prime rib’ beef stew and other interesting dishes as our
freezer thawed out, etc. I recall Marge Mason made a parsnip stew with dumplings.” Thanks for those unique
pictures, Cora! We have scanned them and returned the originals to her.
We love hearing from our readers! If something you read . . . or remember . . .
prompts you to contact us, PLEASE DO! leedonna.ryan@gmail.com or
PO Box 236, Almond, NY 14804 or AlmondHistoricalSociety@gmail.com
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PLEASE HELP THE AHS MEET OUR EXPENSES:
JUST TAKE YOUR POP CANS AND WATER
BOTTLES TO THE BINS LOCATED AT THE
ALMOND MUNICIPAL BUILDING. WE TAKE
THEM TO THE REDEMPTION CENTER
AND THE PROCEEDS HELP US MAINTAIN
THE HAGADORN HOUSE.
(photo on right: Lee Ryan Collecting Cans)
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