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Upcoming
Events
SUNDAY, NOV 20
AHS ANNUAL MEETING
OPEN HOUSE 2-5 p.m.
ELECTION OF OFFICERS 2:30
PROGRAM 3 p.m.

ALMOND’S MAIN AND PARK STREET CORNER:
LET’S REMEMBER . . .
While the large white building known to most of us as Coslo’s Restaurant . . . (or at one time one of our local family-owned grocery stores) .
. . sits vacant with its future in limbo . . . it is appropriate to recall and
celebrate its success as the “home” of several successful businesses:

RICHARDSON BOOT AND SHOE FACTORY

LOOKING BACK: PLACES IN ALMOND IN
THE 1960s

SUNDAY, DEC 4
CHRISTMAS OPEN HOUSE
1-4:30 P.M.
“COLOR IT CHRISTMAS”
MUSICAL PROGRAM
2 P.M. ALMOND UNION CHURCH

PLEASE DONATE YOUR CANS

Excerpt from The Almond Story by John F. Reynolds ca. 1962

AND BOTTLES TO AHS:

The largest manufacturing enterprise ever to be located in Almond
was the Richardson Boot and Shoe Manufactory which at its peak of
production while here employed about seventy-five workmen.

LOOK FOR LITTLE BUILDING
AT ALMOND MUNICIPAL BLDG SITE

AHS OFFICE OPEN
2-4 FRIDAY AFTERNOONS
OR BY APPT:
CALL DORIS MONTGOMERY 607 276 6324

VISIT US AT:
https://almondhistory.wordpress.com/
Facebook: Almond Historical Society
Email:
almondhistoricalsociety@gmail.com

The founder of this company, Thomas Richardson, a shoemaker by
trade, came from Utica sometime during the 1830s and purchased a
farm on Jersey Hill in what is now West Almond. In addition to farming, he made boots and shoes for his neighbors which practice during
the years grew into a most profitable sideline.
In 1848, he moved to Almond Village with his family and devoted his
entire time to the manufacture of boots and shoes. Assisted by his
sons, William, Washington and A.J., he established Richardson’s
Wholesale and Retail Boot and Shoe Store. From the 1855 map, this
store appears to have been located on Angelica Street in what is now
the village park. By 1850, the business had developed into a considerable enterprise.
During the next decade, the growth continued and it became necessary
to move to larger quarters. Consequently, in 1860, the large frame
building presently housing Kuhne’s Grocery Store as well as the Almond Post Office, was constructed to accommodate the rapidly expanding business.
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RICHARDSON BOOT AND SHOE
FACTORY
(cont.)
The principal product of the plant was
all-leather high-top boots for men but
shoes for the women were also made.
All the leather required was tanned in a
local tannery which they owned. Most
of the work in producing these products
was done in the factory building but a
portion of it was done in the homes of
some of the employees. Frank Coombs
was their traveling representative and
much of the success of the enterprise
was due to his excellent salesmanship.
After the death of Thomas Richardson,
his son William assumed management
of the business and eventually moved
the plant to Hornellsville.

A GENERAL STORE
by Elizabeth Flynn as told to
her by Hazel Stewart ca. 1970
The next business to be housed in
the three-story building was a general store established by A. J. Fenner. In 1887 A.J. Fenner, Sr. purchased the store building and set up
his cheese store which was formerly
located at the "South Bridge" over
the Kanakadea Creek. The A.J. Fenner home still stands and is presently owned by Dale Lorow. In 1892
Louis and William LaVerne, sons of
A.J. Fenner, purchased a partownership in the store. The store
then became known as the A. J.
Fenner and Sons Store. William
LaVerne worked for 51 years in the
store. A.J. Fenner used to run a grocery wagon to West Almond and
other parts of Almond and Alfred
townships. Remembered long-time
employees of the A.J. Fenner and
Sons Store were Laura Stamm Phillips, George Lewis, Dick Kline,
Fred Van Orman, Lee Wright and
Jessie Coburn.

WHEN GRANDFATHER RAN A GENERAL STORE
By Phyllis R. Fenner
(Editor’s note: This article was originally published in 1937 in The
Progressive Grocer. An article on this same subject by Miss Fenner was published in the Christian Science Monitor and condensed
in the Reader’s Digest in 1948)
When my grandfather started his general store business more than
fifty years ago in the small town of Almond, N.Y., he knew nothing
of what we call salesmanship. It probably had never been called to
his attention that “the customer is always right.” Nor, I am sure, did
he shine his shoes each morning and stay at the front of the store
looking eager to sell until closing time, which in his case was eleven
at night.
Honesty, however, was part of my grandfather’s stock in trade. And
with his reputation for square dealing, plus his knowledge of common law (which most business men seemed to pick up somewhere
in those days), he built a business that stands to this day, though
chain stores come and chain stores go.
We were brought up in the store. It was the center of our existence
until we left home. Practically everything we had come from the
store, our playhouse, for instance, was the top of an old grocery
wagon.
After my grandfather died, my father carried on, and many were
the tales we children heard of queer and amusing store happenings.
The role of general store owner half a century ago gave one a
broad business training. My grandfather, and my father too, acted
as everything from banker, “manager” of the “Opera
House” (which was “Fenner’s Hall,” used for medicine shows and
square dances), treasurer of various town organizations, town
clerk, and even postmaster.
If a new doctor wished to locate in Almond he wrote to my grandfather for information about the town. If people wished to have
packages left by the “stage,” Fenner’s Store was convenient even
though, as sometimes happened, the package contained merchandise that had been purchased from a store in the neighboring city,
although my grandfather also sold it. He had an opportunity (which
he was too canny to accept) of exchanging his products for those
that had come from mail-order houses and were the wrong size.
His stock consisted of just about everything. Dry goods and boots
and shoes were about as important as groceries. He carried candies, wintergreen and peppermints, and chocolate creams shaped
like little cones, hard and uninteresting to me even as a child. He
carried tobaccos, plug, (which he cut off with a machine like a paper cutter), cigarette tobacco in tiny bags, together with the papers
in which to roll it, and snuff for a few regular customers who used it
to “kill the bugs,” they said.
Orders were taken by my father on his high three-wheeled bicycle
and delivered in a pushcart.
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WHEN GRANDFATHER RAN A GENERAL STORE (cont.)
By Phyllis R. Fenner
The coffee, in those days, was ground by hand. Some nights the clerks would have to grind twenty or thirty pounds
for the country delivery wagon. One of the clerks had a brilliant idea, original with him for I am sure he had never
heard of Tom Sawyer’s whitewashing: A gang of small boys were forever hanging about the store in the evening.
This bright clerk offered a penny to the boy who could grind a pound of coffee the quickest. His twenty or thirty
pounds were ground in no time at the total cost to him of one cent.
Butter didn’t come in neat little bricks delivered fresh every few days. It came in fifty pound tubs or firkins. The
butter makers (farmers’ wives) used to make up the butter in season (the cows “went dry” in those days), put it
down in brine and keep it until fall. Often when my father was young he would be sent out with the horse and buggy
to scour the countryside for butter. He would have to persuade some farmer’s wife to sell him some out of season.
There is the story, a true one, of a woman who came into my grandfather’s store with a crock of butter. She said, “A
mouse fell in my cream. The butter is perfectly good but knowing about the mouse I can’t eat it myself. Will you
trade me a crock of someone else’s butter for it?” The obliging clerk took the crock to the back room, removed the
paper, put another on it and took it back to the woman. A few days later the woman came in and said “That was
good butter you gave me. It tasted almost like my own butter.”
A big credit business was done, along with some bartering upon occasion. A man once told me that, when a boy, he
and his brother wanted rubber boots. My grandfather traded the boots for a load of wood, making the boys eternally grateful.
The credit business was different than credit business today. The farmers had little cash, so bills ran for six months
to a year, and were settled when they sold their crops.
My grandfather was a good collector. Once a farmer owed him a bill and refused to pay it. My grandfather sued him
and got a judgement on his potato crop. When the potatoes were ready for digging my grandfather drove up to the
man’s potato patch, took off his coat and started digging potatoes. The man came out with fire in his eye and his gun
under his arm and threatened my grandfather. But not being sure of his rights in the matter, the farmer then drove
to town to consult a lawyer. He returned much chastened, having found that my grandfather had the law on his
side. He offered to pay at once if my grandfather would leave his potatoes alone. “All right” said my grandfather,
putting on his coat. “And you may have the ones I’ve dug.” He took the money, climbed into his buggy, and drove
home.
Because of my grandfather’s reputation for honesty, the old maids and widows of town came to him with their savings which they asked him to keep for them. At one time my grandfather was ill and had to be away from the store
for several weeks. My father, at that time 19, and his brother, a couple of years older, were left in charge of the
business. All the old maids and widows became anxious about their dollars since only the boys were running the
business. They came under various pretexts to get back their money. One said she needed to buy a new stove, another needed to buy something else, and so on it went to the embarrassment of the boys. It was almost like a run on
a bank and caused them much worry.
When my father bought out his father, business was running along the same lines as it had for years. There were still
the fish and cracker barrels setting out in the store. The tea (gun powder tea) was weighed out in quarter and half
pounds and wrapped in paper parcels. The butter still came from the farms in crocks. Old men still stood around the
stove in the center of the store and swapped yarns and spat tobacco.
Many a “plot” was hatched and carried out from the store. When a wife-beater was to be disciplined by the town
boys, the whips came from the store. Once some mischievous boys, wishing to put a sign on a certain house in town,
got their red calico from my father. The old man whose house had been labeled came to my father who got the
bucket of whitewash out of sight just in time, and said, “Try to recollect who did you sell turkey red calico to?” My
father replied truthfully that he had sold none.
The store hours were still seven in the morning until eleven at night for six days a week, and remained so until recent years. Every night except Friday the grocery wagon that went out into the country had to be loaded with the
things that had been ordered. Each day the wagon went a different route. Farmers’ wives seldom came to town in
those days. They ordered by telephone or postcard. The wagon, which covered about twenty-five miles a day, carried a few staples aside from orders. The driver brought eggs and butter as he went through the country.
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WHEN GRANDFATHER RAN A GENERAL STORE (cont. by Phyllis R. Fenner)
An old man who lived in a tiny crossroads village depended on his little store for his scanty living. My father often took
certain supplies for him to resell. It was one of the trips I used to like to make. Our store seemed large beside his.
A stranger came in one day and said, “I believe I owe a little bill here. I owed it to your father 26 years ago. I moved away
and couldn’t pay it before I left. I’d like to pay it now.” My father replied that the bill was outlawed, but the man insisted
on paying it.
Well, times have changed and the store has changed with them. With automobiles, the farmer and his wife not only come
to town oftener but are able to go farther, so they go in to the city for their clothes. And so the merchandise has changed
considerably. The emphasis has shifted from dry goods to groceries. Some clothing, like work shoes and rubber boots, are
still sold. Automobile supplies have taken the place of farm machinery. Some yard goods are sold and some hardware.
Notions form a large part of the dry goods. No longer is the side room called the Flour Room. Flour is no longer sold in
such quantity. Crackers come in packages instead of barrels. Does anyone eat those good square soda crackers any more,
I wonder?
The farmers see cash more often these days, with milk checks coming in, so the credit is no longer “long term.” Bills are
payable monthly.
The old wood piles are gone. Coal bins have taken their places. A garage takes the place of the ice house. A modern storehouse was built a few years ago in back of the store.
More effort is made now to sell what people want: butter in quarter pounds, fresh vegetables, some meat products and
more fruits.
Old men no longer hang around. The old stove is gone. It is no fun hanging around a furnace. The picturesqueness of the
old days is no more. Now the store is much like any modern grocery. To me, much of its human interest has gone, but that
is the price of progress. Fenner’s Store has changed as everything else, except in one thing. It still believes that “Honesty is
the best policy.”

THE STORE BECOMES A RESTAURANT ca. 1970. . .
In an undated Evening Tribune article found in Marie Rigby’s
scrapbook, the store continues:

The Flynn/Stewart article cont’d from page 2
My Grandfather's Store, a book about the building,
was one of the first books written by Phyllis Fenner,
daughter of William LaVerne and Ola VanOrman
Fenner. Miss Fenner has written a number of books
and now lives in Manchester, Vermont. In 1889 the
Federal Government located the Almond Post Office
in the right wing of the building where it remained
until 1967 when Richard Braack, then postmaster,
purchased the George Young property and opened a
"big and nice new" post office. Isaac Helmer was
appointed the first postmaster in 1889. Following the
death of William LaVerne Fenner in 1946, the store
was sold by his heirs to a former prominent and wellliked man, Milton Baker. Mr. Baker and his wife,
Eloise, operated the store for 15 years. In October,
1961, it changed hands again when it was purchased
by Fred Kuhne. It was then named "Your Friendly
Village Store" by its new proprietor and one might say
the store was well-named. Its owner was a most
friendly man to all his customers
Everyone is interested in the future plans of this old
building as it is now owned by Robert Costello. It
should be recorded that Mr. Costello has promised to
"fill in the many vacant window panes." He has always been known to be a reputable and especially neat
landowner: Note his home on the Karr Valley Road.
Mr. Costello will remember as he plans the future of
the building, to keep Almond livable, beautiful and
historic. Many historical moments can be recalled
about the building: the lovely theatrical happenings on
the third floor, the nice dance hall . . . through the
years the floor has resounded to hundreds of dancing
feet.
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FORGOTTEN CEMETERIES - PART I by John F. Reynolds
Editor’s note: This is the first in a series of articles we will run in the AHS newsletter about the many small, mostly abandoned cemeteries
located throughout the Town of Almond. The following is a chapter from another book about Almond planned by John Reynolds and based
on a survey of the cemeteries made several years ago by Wayne Kellogg and John. Sadly, the second book was never completed and published by John, due to his debilitating stroke in 1972 and subsequent passing in 1976.)

In the quiet peace of Almond’s two cemeteries, Woodlawn, lying above the village on the eastern slope of Sand Hill, and Fairview just over the summit of the hill on the road to Angelica, most of Almond’s dead are buried. Here they sleep amid the
beauty of wide-spreading maples, towering spruce and well-kept spacious lawns. Some have large, impressive monuments, a
status symbol for some early families; others have less ornate markers to establish their identity through eternity.
Not all the dead of Almond’s earlier years are buried here. Customs were different then. Those who passed on when the town
was young were laid to rest in family or neighborhood plots conveniently near their former homes where frequent visits could
be made and care provided by those who survived them. Through the years, families of these so buried have moved or passed
also to their eternal rest. Time, relentlessly, has erased them from memory. Very few, if any, are now living who remember.
Consequently, several old cemeteries scattered about the town, almost without exception, represent neglect. They are, in most
cases, completely obscured and guarded by an almost impenetrable bramble of wild rose and blackberry, interspersed with
burdock and brush of all kinds. In some of these cemeteries only a few of the gravestones remain upright; others lie flat, victims of time and weather, vandalism or burrowing woodchucks, and covered by a thick blanket of the ever-present myrtle.
These cemeteries are so well hidden that only a comparatively few people are aware of their existence. Strangely too, they are
not all confined to remote places but often lie very near well-traveled highways. This chapter is devoted to these forgotten
cemeteries.

KARR VALLEY – written by John Reynolds, ca 1960s
Another old and much forgotten cemetery lies about two hundred yards north of the Karr Valley Road in a field on the farm of
Robert Davison (property now owned by the Olix family). This cemetery, though not recognizable as such, is plainly discernable from the road (ca. 1960s, probably)
Matthew McHenry is buried here. At the age of twenty-two, he was the youngest of the original band of settlers who arrived in
Almond in 1796. He came from Fishing Creek, Pennsylvania in Luzerne County, an area from which most of the first settlers
came. His brother Henry, who also was one of the original party, elected to settle in McHenry Valley near his brother-in-law,
Major Moses Van Campen. Matthew died January 8, 1813, ten days before his friend and neighbor, Joseph Rathbun, another
victim of the fatal epidemic of that year. He was thirty-nine years old. He left a wife and six children who were faced with
survival in a frontier settlement. His plucky wife, the former Anna Doderer, with the courage that most pioneers possessed,
carried on the farm operations with the help of her children and her good neighbors and raised all her children to maturity.
Walter Karr, who came with his mother, two younger brothers and the Majors to Almond in 1800, lies here also. At the time
of the massacre at Wyoming on July 3, 1778, Walter had not yet reached the age of ten. On this day that the Indians swooped
down on the hapless settlement (Wyoming Valley PA), Walter was playing at a neighbors at the time. After the bloody ordeal
was over and the Indians had departed and Walter did not return home, the worried mother began to search for him. Through
the fields and the forest, Mrs. Karr continued her unsuccessful search for several days always carrying a shovel with which to
bury her son’s body when found. She was unaware that Walter had been taken prisoner by the Indians. Walter was delivered
to the British authorities by the Indians who collected the bounty then being offered by them for prisoners. Eventually he was
taken to Montreal where he was held until the cessation of hostilities. Then his name, along with those of other liberated prisoners was advertised and the happy parents were reunited with their son whom they had long given up for dead.
This is the last resting place also of Silas Ferry who reached Almond in 1802 having made the journey by ox team. He was a
native of Connecticut but had more recently lived in the Wyoming district of Pennsylvania. Silas had lost two brothers in the
bloody Wyoming massacre.
Silas Ferry was perhaps one of the most industrious of the pioneers. During his first year in Almond, he and John Ayres cut a
road through the forest from the Steuben County line to Angelica. Later that year or the next, he and his neighbor, Samuel
Karr, built the first and only sawmill in Karr Valley. Old records state that Silas Ferry was the first of the pioneers to pay off
the mortgage on his farm principally through the manufacture and sale of maple sugar. He was elected one of the first assessors in the Town of Alfred of which Almond then belonged, following its organization in 1808. He died May 1, 1819, while
fighting a forest fire.
In this cemetery is found the oldest burial of any in the town with a gravestone to identify it. It reads as follows: In Memory
of Joseph Clan---- (the full name is not decipherable) Who Died May 19, 1800, Aged 27 years.
Other family names gathered from the stones in this cemetery are: Crandall, Haynes, Wygant and some that defy identification.
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CHRIS OLIX—KARR VALLEY CEMETERY
Chris Olix, whose dad owns the property where this abandoned cemetery is located, has taken a great interest in cleaning up the
cemetery and making it a proper resting place for these very first pioneers. What is he doing and why? Chris replied to our
questions with this heartfelt answer:
I was interested in this unknown cemetery as soon as my parents purchased the property
some years ago. I had often discussed the fact with both my parents that it did not seem
right that whoever was buried in this cemetery should be forgotten by those alive today. This was even before I became aware of the historical significance of the cemetery
itself. It just seemed on the face of it that it was not right.
The cemetery's current condition is such that the cemetery would not be recognized as a
cemetery unless you literally walked up to the stones. Visibility is less than 5 feet during the summer and early fall. The markers are heavily worn by time. Only six or seven of the stones are legible enough to know who the person is that is buried there. It is
very apparent that the cemetery over time has been vandalized as the stones are scattered away from their bases and some are broken. The most noticeable feature is the
steel fencing surrounding what I believe to be the Silas Ferry family plot. The fencing is
identical in design to the fencing now surrounding the Karr cemetery at the top of the
hill.
Several other markers are scattered outside of the fenced area. Most noticeable is Walter Karr and Matthew McHenry. An obelisk
marker for Ann Wygant is also not far from the fencing. The Haynes stone is still readable and lying flat on the ground.
Off to the edge of the cemetery near the field hedge line is a stone that was not reported
in Mr. Reynolds’ and Mr. Kellogg’s site audit in 1944: That stone is of another prominent early settler, Henry McHenry. His stone has been
split and part of the stone is laying over the part of the
stone that marks his name and has therefore been protected from the elements.
Due to the research done by Mr. Reynolds and published
in his 1970's work on Forgotten Cemeteries, it is very
apparent that at least four of the original pioneers and
settlers of this community are buried there. Also, based on the writings of Mr. Reynolds, it appears that this cemetery is indeed the oldest known settler burial ground in the town and probably
one of the oldest in Allegany county. Due to the fact that this community’s earliest pioneers are
buried there, I believe that the community's heritage should be properly protected and recognized
for the benefit of today’s community members and those young citizens yet to be born.
A community must know its history in order to be stable. The community is strengthened by remembering the important lessons that come from the individual strength and courage shown by
those who took on the wilderness at great peril to themselves and their families. This cemetery is
part of the story of early America and we must not forget that Almond was representative of what
was happening at that time all over the eastern United States.
Currently, we have approached the town board to see if the town can aid in the clean up of
this cemetery, so that the public and the families of those buried there may come and pay
their respects. I hope to have the local Boy Scouts take on further restoration of this cemetery and perhaps make a marker that lists all those known persons - and also those known
only to God - that are buried there as well. The community can assist in this manner by
contacting their town representatives and tell them that you support the public maintenance
of this cemetery. Also, the Olix family is willing to make the cemetery available to those
members of the community interested in restoring it.
I would like to at some point travel to Belmont and search for early property deeds to see
where each of these early pioneers’ homes were located in the valley. Also I would like to
check the probate office records to see what, if any, last wills exist that would give us insights into the type of people these early
pioneers were. I am not sure when the opportunity might come when I will have the time to do this needed research, but if anyone knows someone in the Belmont area willing to search for property records or last wills of the known eleven adults buried
there that would be great.
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AMBULANCE CORPS IN ALMOND
IN OPERATION SIX WEEKS

WHAT’S HAPPENING AT HAGADORN HOUSE

(From the Evening Tribune ca 1967)
COREY DESCENDANT VISITS
The Almond
volunteer ambulance corps
is completing
its sixth week
of operation
with just three
calls answered.
Twenty-four
members of the
Almond Volunteer Fire
Company completed the first
aid course at
the end of 1966
and were on
call beginning January 1. Their first call was less
than a week from that date, when an automobile accident victim was taken to St James Mercy Hospital.
The next week the ambulance took a village resident
to the hospital and several days later, a resident of
the town was returned to his home from the hospital.
There have been no calls in the past three weeks,
according to Wayne Kellogg.
To obtain the service of the 1962 Chrysler New
Yorker ambulance, the number 276 5100 should be
dialed. This is the same number used to report a fire,
Kellogg said.

Barth and Marilyn Corey Christian visited AHS recently from their
home in Rochester. They were interested in the Corey information that
we have in our files, and were happy to have copies of several documents. They also purchased a copy of The Almond Story, which speaks
of Joseph Corey, 1762-1818, from whom Marilyn is descended. An
excerpt from The Almond Story tells of Joseph’s early life:
“On the fateful day in July 1778, when the Indians swept down on the
unsuspecting settlement at Wyoming and the bloody massacre followed, nine boys were enjoying a swim in the peaceful waters of the
Susquehanna River. Among them were Joseph Corey and his three
brothers. When the Indians attacked, seven of the boys were killed,
including Joseph’s three brothers. Joseph and another lad narrowly
escaped the same fate by swimming down the river to safety.
“In 1804, Joseph Corey came to Arkport from the Wyoming district.
He resided in Arkport for eight years but in 1812 moved to Almond
where he purchased from Stephen Webb the mill in the north end of
the village. He operated this mill until his death in 1816 (some say
1818), which resulted from a fall while at work in this mill. Buried in
Woodlawn Cemetery in Almond, the stone marking his grave bears the
inscription, “He died from a fall in a grist mill.” He was appointed
justice of the peace by Governor Tompkins in 1815. His son, the Hon.
Joseph Corey, was very active in community affairs and served one
term in the State Legislature.”
Joseph is believed to be the only Revolutionary War soldier buried in Woodlawn
Cemetery. A few years ago, we were able
to mark his grave more respectfully with an
appropriate flag bracket.
We were glad to meet Barth and Marilyn,
who later sent a generous donation for the
work that Don Jefferds and his crew have
been doing in Woodlawn cemetery, especially in the 200-year old Corey plot. Another interesting note: Lee and Donna
Ryan live in the Joseph Corey house at 54
Main St.

Chief Kellogg compiled and distributed a night roster from 6 pm to 7 am of drivers and assistants. All
first aid volunteers will answer the fire whistle used
to signal a fire meeting between the hours of 7 am
and 6 pm., he said.
The roster schedule is as follows:
Monday: Wayne Kellogg, Ken McIntosh, Leon Hanks,
Lewis Wheeler
Tuesday: Robert Decker, Paul Neville, Carl Rigby,
Larry Davis
Wednesday: Russell Allen, Max Marvin, Duane Dennison, Joseph Studley
Thursday: Glen Haskins, Jack Halsey, Richard Van
Duser, William Snyder
Friday: Lawrence Perry Jr, E. Allen Witter, Lee A.
Ryan, James Winters
Saturday: Benson Heller, Decker, Charles Lockwood,
McIntosh
Sunday: Kellogg, Marvin, Halsey, Winters

THANK YOU to brothers Walt and Don Cook, who donated the
scrapbook collection of their late sister, Marie Cook Rigby, to the
AHS. There are five in total, with four containing carefully pasted
newspaper articles of hundreds of weddings and engagements of
AACS alumni and friends from 1952 to the mid-80s. A fifth book recounts in pictures and documents her husband, Carl’s, pursuits as auctioneer, local Santa Claus, fire and ambulance volunteer, Lions Club
member, and the couple’s fun as members of the Grand Squares. Also
included are decades-old documents from AACS, including the school
newspaper, the Double A, ca 1940s (cost 7 cents), commencement announcements from many years, and clippings from a variety of events
and activities. A feeling of sadness comes from perusing an entire section devoted to personal notes, writings, and photos from their only
child, Debbie, who was killed in an automobile accident in 1997.
Thank you, Walt and Don, for providing the AHS with this collection
of historic documents!
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WHAT’S HAPPENING AT HAGADORN HOUSE (cont.)

VOLUNTEERS NEEDED:
PERSON WITH COMPUTER SKILLS who would be in charge of updating the Almond Historical Society website https://almondhistory.wordpress.com/ and also our facebook page. The person willing to serve in this way
would not only update website and facebook, but take personal initiative and be creative in postings. Contact Donna Ryan, AHS secretary, if interested: dryan14804@gmail.com
SOMEONE TO SERVE AS LOCAL HISTORIAN: We have received correspondence from the New York State
Historian’s Office in Albany requesting the name of our Town Historian. We do not have a Town Historian – and
have not had someone fill this position since the passing of Richard Burdick several years ago. If you are interested
in volunteering for this position, please contact us at AlmondHistoricalSociety@gmail.com.

WE WANT TO WELCOME OUR NEWEST LIFE MEMBERS:
TODD & LISA GOHO – ALMOND
SUSAN CARLSON – CASTILE, NY
LUCILLE GEORGE – ALMOND
DAVID MC HENRY – SACRAMENTO, CA
THOMAS SHARRETT – HORNELL
JOAN WHELPLEY – HORNELL

HERE’S A CHRISTMAS SHOPPING IDEA:
THE ALMOND STORY AVAILABLE AGAIN
In 1962, John Reynolds, published a delightful book, The Almond Story – The Early Years. The book was eagerly received by the community, and was a catalyst in lighting a fire within local people to Join with John and organize the Almond Historical Society. 131 pages include pictures, fascinating local historical stories, John F. Reynolds’ bio, and an AHS timeline and short history.
Cost of the book is $18 plus $4 shipping if we need to mail it out.
Contact Donna B. Ryan, AHS secretary, PO Box 245, Almond, New York 14804 to order. Make your checks payable to Almond Historical Society – and please note how many books and where they should be sent – or if you plan
to pick them at Hagadorn House.

DON’T MISS OUR ANNUAL CHRISTMAS OPEN HOUSE
SUNDAY DEC 4 1 pm to 4:30 pm
This year’s Christmas Open House promises to be another delightful event! Our decorating committee:
Susan Westlake Steere, Mary Ellen Westlake, Cindy Banker and Helen Spencer, have selected the
theme: “Color It Christmas”. Anyone interested may create a picture from the Christmas coloring books
and they will be used as part of the decorations. Kim Costello will provide the parlor Christmas tree.
Kitty Baker will make the wassail and Mary Jane Reid’s famous Christmas cookies will be served. At 2
pm, a variety program of Christmas music will be presented in the Almond Union Church sanctuary.
The public is invited to this free event!

8

ALMOND CELEBRATES 175TH ANNIVERSARY – August 1, 1971

(Taken from the KARR VALLEY STAR, Fall 1971, editor David Nelson Hardy)

On Saturday, August 1, 1971, a celebration of the 175th anniversary of Almond will be held.
Some of the things that will be taking place are a bus tour to points of interest in the village and up Karr
Valley; a parade at 1:00; and open for inspection will be the house of the late Mr. and Mrs. Kenneth Hagadorn, the present home of the Almond Historical Society.
Most of the early settlements in Karr Valley were before 1800. In 1798, Joseph, Samuel, and Walter Karr
built a cabin for Joseph and their mother, Margaret Karr, on what is now the Wilcox farm. Walter Karr
lived on the Ostrander farm, and Samuel lived on a farm where Dorothy Cotton lives. Their sister, Elizabeth Karr Major, and her husband, Stephen, lived on a farm where Maxwell Trimble lives until 1822, when
they built the old stone house.

(Map believed to have been drawn by the late Fred Bayless for the 175th anniversary celebration)
Joseph Coleman, Almond’s first carpenter, came here in 1796 and lived on a farm where Byron Foster now
lives. Benjamin Van Campen lived on a farm presently owned by Jennie Wells, in 1797. In 1802, Silas
Ferry lived on a farm now owned by Howard Coleman. In 1805, George Lockhart ran a farm presently
occupied by Robert Costello. Philip Doderer and Alexander Charles lived on what is now known as the
Charles farm, at the westernmost end of the valley. Doderer lived there from before 1800 to 1816 when he
sold the farm to Charles and moved to Ohio.
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WE WANT TO THANK OUR MEMBERS FOR THEIR DONATIONS IN 2016
IN MEMORY OF FRIENDS AND LOVED ONES:
IN MEMORY OF
LELAND “LEE” MOSHER
BY JUDY GRANT

IN MEMORY OF
MADELYN HURD
BY HARRY HURD

IN MEMORY OF
CHUB PATRICK
BY LISA PORTER & FAMILY

IN MEMORY OF
CAROL WOUGHTER
BY JIM WOUGHTER

IN MEMORY OF
JOHN LEO & ROGER JOHNSON
BY PAUL & SANDRA JOHNSON

IN MEMORY OF
RONALD PAWLEIGH
BY SUSAN PUGLISI & FAMILY

IN MEMORY OF
RONALD COLEMAN
BY JUDY COLEMAN-NIXON

IN MEMORY OF
RICHARD LAWRENCE
BY ROBERT LAWRENCE

IN MEMORY OF
LOUIS REITNAUER
BY MARY ANNE REITNAUER

IN MEMORY OF
FRED & LENA SCHWARTZ
BY CHUCK & BECKY COMER &
FAMILY; FRANCIS & ELIZABETH
SCHWARTZ

IN MEMORY OF
GLENN & FRANCIS LEATHERSICH
BY CARL & JAN LEATHERSICH

IN MEMORY OF
BEN REYNOLDS
BY DONNA REYNOLDS

IN MEMORY OF
DON & BERNICE BURDETT
BY CARL & JAN LEATHERSICH

IN MEMORY OF
JOHN REYNOLDS
BY KEITH & JANICE REYNOLDS

IN MEMORY OF
CHUB & MARILYN LOCKWOOD
BY PHILLIP R. LOCKWOOD

IN MEMORY OF
JOHN WESTLAKE
BY THOMAS & SUSAN STEERE

IN MEMORY OF
CORNY & CAROLYN LOROW
BY DOUG LOROW

IN MEMORY OF
ROBERT TORREY
BY RICK & ANNE TORREY

IN MEMORY OF
JOANNE MCINTOSH
BY DORIS MONTGOMERY

IN MEMORY OF
WILLIAM & RUTH VAN ORMAN
BY ROXANNE WAIGHT

IN MEMORY OF
LOIS MORGENFELD
BY DR GEORGE MORGENFELD;
DEBBIE SCHMIEDING

IN MEMORY OF
MR & MRS GEORGE LEWIS
BY ARDEAN & ANNE WELLS

IN MEMORY OF
BOB COSTELLO
BY BETTY COSTELLO
IN MEMORY OF
BETTY KELLOGG
BY LUCILLE GEORGE
IN MEMORY OF
BRUCE GREENE
BY SUSAN GREENE
IN MEMORY OF
MR & MRS W.N. PRYOR
BY COREEN HALLENBECK
IN MEMORY OF
PERCY & GRETRUDE MCINTOSH
BY ANNE HARDY-HOLLEY
IN MEMORY OF
DODGE & SMITH FAMILIES
BY RALPH HILLS
IN MEMORY OF
AGNES COMES
BY ZONA & BRUCE HITCHCOCK

IN MEMORY OF
RONALD E. MULLIKEN
BY RUTH PAGE
IN MEMORY OF
SEAN PHELAN AND LINN L & HELENE C. PHELAN
BY ANDREW PHELAN
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IN MEMORY OF
MILTON & ELOISE BAKER
BY PHILIP BAKER
IN MEMORY OF
LEO & ROGER JOHNSON
BY ARLITA BARNES

WE HEAR FROM OUR READERS

Lillian Hanks, Almond: In reference to the Red Bridge story (July/Aug/Sept 2016 AHS newsletter),
around 1934-36, I lived in a house (no longer there) across from the Depot. My father worked for the Erie,
and every Sunday when the train went by we would go down to the train and the engineer would throw out
the Sunday paper for us. When we left our home to go to Hornell, we always went down the road and out
across the Red Bridge.
Anne McIntosh Hardy-Holley, San Antonio, TX: Finally getting around to let you know that I think I
might know who the picture is of on Page 10 of the Jan-March Newsletter. I think it could be Pauline Sanford sitting in the middle and Vera Sanford on the right standing. The other two I do not recognize, the man
could be Vera's husband. Did you get any other response to naming them? (Ed. Note: Upon suggestion of
Chuck Robertson, we contacted Polly and Vera Sanford’s nephew, Lynn Benthin in Apalachin, with a copy
of the picture. Sadly, Lynn had passed away earlier this year. His wife, Marian, told us that this picture was
not the Sanford “girls” . . . The mystery continues . . . )
Anne continues: I also enjoyed seeing Aunt Mable and Uncle Roy's house pictured in the Jul-Sept issue. I
have so many memories of being in that house and enjoying those sweet people. When our house burned in
1938 (down below Aunt Mable's) we were dispatched around to friends and relatives. I ended up staying
with Aunt Mable for a time until the house was repaired. I do love getting the newsletter and appreciate so
much you and the others who so faithfully put it together
Martie Clair Mickle, Zephyrhills, FL: After Martie contacted us, we sent her a “sample copy” of our AHS
newsletter with a membership form – and quickly she returned it with her check to become a member! She
wrote: Thank you so much for my first newsletter! I enjoyed this. It brought back a lot of memories. Indeed Almond was a great place to grow up: no one had to lock their doors or cars. Everyone knew or knew
of all the people. Wonderful era.

WE SEND OUR CONDOLENCES TO THE FAMILY AND FRIENDS OF

Virginia Maniscalso Parker, of Almond, who died July 25, 2016. Virginia was employed for 20
years at St James Mercy Hospital as an EKG, ER, and ICU technician. She traveled to Tennessee in
1965 with St Ann’s Church to do missionary work with the Appalachia Mountain people and volunteered with her church groups throughout the years, including fundraisers, bake sales, pasta dinners,
steak dinners, and Lenten Soup suppers. Her many interests included gardening, sewing and preserving fruits and vegetables.
Stacy E. Pierce, 81, of Alfred, who passed away August 7, 2016 at Strong Memorial Hospital in
Rochester. A 1954 graduate of Alfred-Almond Central School, he owned and operated Stacy's Corner Barber Shop in Alfred for several years. He was also a self-taught upholsterer. Stacy loved to
cook, to be in the outdoors, Bluegrass music, and especially fishing. Stacy was a member of the Hornell United Presbyterian Church and served his country as a member of the United States Air Force.
He was a former member of the Alfred Masonic Lodge.
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