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of the Civil  
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We celebrate the Opening of Our 
New Office Archives Building  

BY Donna B. Ryan 

ALMOND---Sunday, May 6, 2012 was a very exciting day 
for the Almond Historical Society! 

A ribbon cutting ceremony and Open House culminated 
our seven-month building project which resulted in our 
beautiful, spacious 28x42 office/archives building!   

It was a lovely sunny afternoon, and members of the 
building committee and our office/archives workers gathered 
on the front porch for the 1:30 p.m. ceremony.    President Lee 
A. Ryan recognized the various contractors involved in the 
project:  Dave Gillette and Jeremy Roberts, general contractors; 
Hager Engineering, drawings and plans; Snyder Electric 
Service, heating; Mullen’s Carpet , flooring; Don Jefferds and 
Larry Perry, excavating; Charles Stevens, roofing; HEP Sales – 
North Main Lumber, building supplies and equipment.  The 
building, made possible by donations from members, friends, 
and a gift from the Estate of Frances Burke Nash, was planned 
and implemented by a committee chaired by Kim Costello, and 
assisted by Helen Spencer, Lee A. Ryan, Mike Baker, Doris 
Montgomery, Brad Hager, and Teresa Johnson.   

Area residents and descendants from early pioneer families 
then toured the new facility throughout the afternoon, hosted by 
AHS board members and Archivist Doris Montgomery, and her 
Friday afternoon helpers Sheryl House, Lillian Hanks, Kitty 
Baker, Barbara Bernstein, and Donna Ryan. 

Exhibits of memorabilia, photographs, ephemera, and 
vintage items of local importance were on display, encouraging 
conversation and sharing of memories by visitors.  Don and 
Lorna Brink were surprised to find a century-old photograph of 
Almond’s Civil War vets, in which Don’s grandfather was 
found.  A large photograph of the airplane, the “Black Cat”, 
built by Ron Coleman and “Bud” Gillette’s fathers, Paul 
Coleman and Clinton Gillette, was on display, along with the 
November 2000 issue of the AHS newsletter, outlining the 
fascinating project they undertook during the height of the 
Great Depression.   AACS alumni were delighted to see a very 
large gold framed picture of the late Clint Hamlin as a baby, 
who was an AACS custodian for decades, gracing the wall of 
the utility room.   Alan and Grace Coombs of Prattsburg, a 
descendant of the Karrs who settled here in 1797, found a 
handsome oval framed picture of his ancestor, Della Karr, 1859-
1910, adorning one of the walls.   

Our archivist, Doris, is lavish in her praise and appreciation 
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We Celebrate The Opening… (Continued) 

for the new facility:  “It was great to have all 
those people come to the Open House.   Believe 
me, it is a JOY to have enough space for 
everyone to have her own work area in our new 
office.   Last week, the Coombs were back to do 
more Karr family research, and they were able to 
spread out the files on a large table.  They 
worked there all afternoon and were delighted to 
be able to see all the things that we have.   There 
would not have been enough room for all of us 
in the old office – much less give them a place 
where they could work.   We are all very grateful 
to everyone who gave and worked to make this 
office/archives building a reality.”  

An extensive exhibit, created by Mary Ellen 
Westlake, with th help of Susan and John Steere, 
and located in the Linn Phelan Gallery, featured  
a varied selection of Linn’s artwork, including 
his signature folk art commemorative pottery 
plates, cups, bowls, animals and other 
unique creations.  The walls were 
filled with colorful block print 
greeting cards, received by various 
friends throughout the years.  An 
assortment of newspaper clippings 
and articles telling of Linn and 
Helene’s contributions, and a pot of 
mini-pansies personalized the 
excellent display.   

Another display created by Mary 
Ellen honored the Johnson family who grew up 
in Almond and were key players on the Section 
V award-winning AACS basketball teams and 
cheerleaders in the late 40s and 50s. Coach Jim 
Johnson, son of Gene Johnson,  AACS Class of 
1952, recently presented an autographed copy of 
his inspirational book, A Coach and a Miracle, to 
the Almond Library.  It is the tale of J.Mac, the 
autistic high student who amazed  the world 
when he entered a basketball game in the dying 
minutes and scored 20 points.   Pictures of the 
six Johnson siblings, the Section V award-
winning AACS basketball teams and 
cheerleaders in the late 40s and early 50s were of 
great interest to those attending the Open House.     

Cookies and punch were served throughout 
the afternoon in the Hagadorn House fireplace 
room by Helen Spencer and Diane Davis.   

At 3 p.m., Dr. Andrew Phelan, Emeritus 
Director of the School of Art at the University of 
Oklahoma, presented a program to a standing-
room-only audience on the early years of his 

parents, Linn Lovejoy and Helene Coogan 
Phelan, who were among the group of founders of 
the Almond Historical Society in the mid 1960s.  
Andy is currently writing an illustrated book about 
his father, Becoming the Village Potter, expected to 
be released in the fall of 2012.  He explained:   
“When they came to Almond in 1946, Linn was 
then 40 years old and Helene was 33.  Both had 
careers before marriage.  Linn had taught pottery, 
made pottery and participated in several 
innovative ventures and Helene had worked for 
the YWCA.  Linn had gone to college in 
Rochester (NY) and Columbus (OH) and Helene 
had gone to school in Philadelphia (PA), Chapel 
Hill (NC) and Bryn Mawr (PA).  Then they had 
lived in Rochester, Cincinnati (OH) Maine, Bryn 
Mawr and Hanover, (NH) before they settled in 
Almond.” 

Linn was the founding potter at the School 
for American Craftsmen in 1944 

that was organized at 
Dartmouth College, and the 
couple settled in Almond when 
the  SAC moved (albeit briefly) 
to Alfred. When SAC moved 
on to Rochester, they had 
become rooted in the 
community, and decided to stay 
in Almond where Linn took the 

(art) position at AACS. 
Had the Phelans followed the SAC move to 

Rochester, the Almond Historical Society would 
be telling a different story today:  Linn’s abilities 
and talents enabled him to become the archivist, 
and Helene’s writing and organizational skills 
were invaluable in helping the early core group 
establish a solid foundation for the Almond 
Historical Society in the community. 

Winner of the 50/50 raffle, conducted the 
past few weeks as a benefit for the Almond 
Historical Society, was drawn at the end of the 
program, with John Flint of Almond announced 
as lucky recipient of the prize. 

The AHS’ next big event will be the Annual 
Strawberry Festival, set for Monday evening, June 
25, with Hazel Bracken as chairman.   Serving will 
begin at 5 p.m. in the AHS pavilion, and will 
continue until the berries are gone.    It is expected 
that more than 50 volunteers will assist in this 
major fundraiser, and members were asked to 
donate clean Cool Whip containers to be used for 
take-outs.  

To see a few 
pictures from 

the event, turn 
to page 11. 
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The Mystery of the Gold Pocket Watch 
By Louise Newman Schwartz 

Our AHS archives/office volunteers regularly 
handle genealogy information requests, but an 
exceptionally interesting inquiry received in 
December opened a mystery involving a nearly 
100-year old family heirloom.   

On December 06, 2011 the Almond Historical 
Society received this email:  “Dear Sirs: l am 
looking for any member of the Newman family. I 
have a gold pocket watch 
engraved with the name of Wm 
Newman and the year early 
1900’s. l would like to know 
more about this family that l 
might learn more about this 
watch and how it might have 
been handed down to my 
family.” 

Donna Ryan forwarded the 
email to me, wanting to know if 
there was any connection with 
my Newman family and this 
gold watch.  My curiosity was 
instantly raised, and I wrote an 
email to this gentleman on 
December 22, 2011: “My name 
is Louise Newman Schwartz, 
and l had an Uncle lrwin, 
whose real name was William 
lrwin Newman. He was born in 
the year 1900.  It is very 
possible that he was given a 
watch that has his birth date on 
it. He never married, so has no 
children.  My father was his 
brother.  I am wondering how 
you happened upon it and the story behind it.  Any 
info is much appreciated.  Thank you.” 

That evening at the supper table, l asked my 
husband, Bob, if he remembered Uncle Irwin’s 
birth date.  I thought that it was in August and l 
knew for sure, that the year was 1900.  We could 
not remember the exact day.  The very same day, 
we received this reply:   

 “Thanks for replying. Might you know the 
month and day William Irwin was born in the year 
1900?  According to the engraving in the watch 
case, it says ‘Presented to William Newman by his 
parents August 29, 1915’. Was William lrwin born 

on August 29th?  If yes, this was a gift to a 15 year 
old.” 

He further explained that he did not know how his 
family came to possess  “this gorgeous gold pocket 
watch”,  explaining that his grandparents came to the 
USA from Italy in the ‘20s, settling  in Camden, NJ, 
where his grandfather and his father worked for the 
railroad.  “My father was a lifelong resident of the 

Camden area and also worked 
for over 47 years for the 
railroad.  I suspect my 
grandfather gave the watch to 
my father.  Upon my father’s 
passing in 1999, this watch was 
given to me without 
explanation.  I put the watch 
away.  Here recently, I decided 
to have the watch cleaned and 
repaired.  The crystal was 
broken.  The jeweler opened 
the case, and to my surprise, 
the engraving showed me the 
1915 date and name of William 
Newman, the owner. Please 
stay in touch.  Perhaps we can 
learn more about the watch and 
the Newman member who 
owned it,” he wrote. 

I quickly replied via email, 
stating that I thought my 
uncle’s birthday was in August 
. . . but I would confirm it with 
an older cousin . . . “I will let 
you know, but I do believe it 
may be him,” I wrote.   I 

further explained that I also had an uncle, John E. 
Newman, who lived in the Teaneck, NJ area and 
worked for the railroad.  Both Uncle John and Uncle 
Irwin were my dad’s brothers:  “I am wondering if 
there was an association somewhere in that line. After 
living more than 45 years in Almond and working for 
50 years at Huguet Silk Mill, Uncle Irwin passed 
away in 1969.  My Uncle John, who lived in New 
Jersey, was the executor of his estate.  Perhaps that 
watch, if it is my Uncle Irwin’s, came into the 
possession of my Uncle John and then made its way 
into your family.  My Uncle John would have been 
born sometime before 1900, but after 1890.  Would 

THREE NEWMAN BOYS:  
WILLIAM “IRWIN” NEWMAN,  

JOHN NEWMAN, AND LOUISE’S  
FATHER,  CHARLES NEWMAN 
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The Mystery of the Gold Pocket Watch (Continued) 

your grandfather, perhaps, have worked with him??  
Just a thought.  Looking forward to hearing more 
from you. I am curious about how you knew to 
contact the Almond Historical Society?” 

Most of that communication took place just 
before Christmas.  In the meantime, l researched to 
try to find out where, for sure, my Uncle Irwin 
(William) was born. I called a friend from PA 
where we lived for 21 years. She is a member of the 
Church of Jesus Christ of the Latter Day Saints and 
has the Ancestry.com program.  I sent her on the 
search and she came up with my Uncle John as 
being born in the village of Canisteo in 1896, so l 
called to see if they had a birth record for William 
lrwin Newman, born in August of 1900.  Behold, it 
was there and he was born on the 29th of August, 
1900! 

I immediately sent an email to the gentleman 
with this information.  I had also obtained a copy of 
that information in a document form from the 
village clerk in Canisteo.  The friend in PA sent me 
a copy of William Irwin’s registration for the draft 
for WWI.  She said that document would stand up 
in a court of law for proof of a date of birth.   

Then, l didn’t hear anything. . . . .  I emailed 
him a couple more times during January, but heard 
nothing until   the 27th of January.  This is his email: 

“Dear Louise:  As an update, I sent the gold 
pocket watch, which is running, to a jeweler for 
cleaning and replacement of the crystal which was 
broken.  He was also going to clean the watch 
chain.  I should receive it early Feb.  I can’t wait.”  
He further explained his delay in answering:  “My 
wife is ill and l am the full time care giver.  That 
takes up most of my waking hours.” 

He also offered more details on the watch:  
“Just a little history behind the watch.  I don’t think 
it will tell us any more.  But here is what I know.  I 
asked a second cousin on my mother’s side, who 
constructed a family tree, if there were any 
Newmans, specifically William Newman, and I 
gave her his date engraved in the watch.  She said 
no, but traced the Newman name and date through 
the Social Security Death Index and found his last 
address in Almond, Alleghany, (sic) NY. I found 
you through the Almond Historical Society 
(website).” 

“That does not help us solve the mystery as to 
how I became care taker of such a fine time piece.  I 

promise you this.  I will take care of this fine watch 
and surely pass it on to my son, who perhaps will 
continue the search as to how Wm Newman’s fine 
Elgin gold pocket watch and gold chain found its way 
into (our) family.” 

Well, at that point, my heart sunk  just a little. I 
don’t really know how much the watch and chain are 
really worth in dollars and cents, but it sure would 
have been worth more than that to me and my family, 
which includes my sister and cousin. But, you know, 
it is only a material possession, and l will trust that he 
will take good care of it.  

Truly there is a mystery about this “fine Elgin 
gold pocket watch and chain” . I have some 
interesting thoughts, though, as to how the watch 
came into the possession of this family.  I really 
believe that my Uncle John was the person who ended 
up with the watch in the Newman family. Uncle John 
did have one daughter, Jean, who never married and 
she lived in her parent’s home until she entered a 
nursing home and passed away about 5 years ago.  
Uncle John may have  obtained the watch at the time 
of Uncle lrwin’s death or, since they were very close, 
Uncle lrwin may have given it to him at some earlier 
date.   

Then how the other family obtained it is a 
mystery.   These were some suggestions from my 
friend in PA.  She and her mother have done 
genealogy for years.  Her suggestions: 

• My Uncle John gave it to some member of the 
 gentleman’s family 
• He lost it while wearing it 
• He lost it a betting situation (l hardly think  

that my Uncle John was a betting man, but 
one never knows) 

• He owed a debt  
• Or someone stole it. 
William Irwin Newman was born Aug. 29, 1900; 

died March 11, 1969.  He is buried in the Rural 
Cemetery in Hornell, NY on a plot with my parents, 
Charles and Leola Newman, my grandparents, 
Jonathan and Catherine Newman, my aunt, Evelyn 
Newman (she never married) 

Well, that’s the story, as l know it. I may never 
know the rest of the story, but at least it got me back 
into thinking of my Newman heritage and with the 
more sophisticated way of doing genealogy these 
days, l have found out a lot more about this family 
God placed me in.  
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Growing Up in Almond During the Depression 
From The Writings of the Late Bob Broughton and Leland Mosher 

Two “old-timers” passed away recently, both of 
whom wrote memoirs of their growing-up years  in 
Almond.   

Bob Broughton’s book, The Dumbest Kid in Third 
Grade”  and Leland Mosher ‘s handwritten memories 
and transcribed conversations are gifts to us, providing a 
glimpse into life in Almond in earlier years. 

Growing up in the Great Depression is poignantly 
portrayed in Broughton’s recollections of his early 
childhood:    “About a year before the nineteen twenty-
nine stock market crash and the Great Depression, my 
father lost his job at the Erie Shops in Hornell, thus 
giving me a head start at being poor and destitute.  In 
nineteen twenty-eight, about all I owned was one-fourth 
interest in a little dog, a dirty shirt, and a pair of slightly 
used diapers . . .”   

Recalling his very early years in Canisteo, he writes:  
“The Great Depression 
must have been an 
invention of Satan 
himself:  no money, no 
jobs, and worse of all, no 
hope.  Talk about the 
‘Grapes of Wrath’: at 
least the ‘Oakies’ had a 
dream, they were going 
to California for a chance 
of a better life.  We did 
not have anything, not 
even a dream, just 
despair.” 

He went on:  “It was 
hard having two families 
living in one house, so 
Dad decided we should 
move to Grandma’s house in Almond.  The house had 
just gone through the big flood (1935).  The cellar was 
full of water and the first floor was full of mud, what a 
mess.  We cleaned it up, but it was still a dump with 
only gas for utilities.  To this day I appreciate bathtubs 
and flush toilets and don’t take them for granted. 

“There were, however, some positive things about 
living in Almond.  The people were just great.  The town 
fathers hired a steam shovel to deepen the creek for a 
swimming hole and they made the kids a ball field.   
When my sister, Maggie, almost died of pneumonia, 
they took up a collection for her.  The people didn’t look 
down on you, even if you lived in a shack.  Like all 
towns, there were a few exceptions.” 

Another chapter entitled “Mort”  tells of one of 
Almond’s business establishments, located in what was 
known as the Al Palmer block:  “My mother’s brother, 
Howard Pitts, and my grandmother’s brother, Uncle 
Mort Dodge, started a bakery in the mid-twenties in 

Almond.  No bakery made better baked goods, nor did 
any two bakers work harder at their business than they 
did.  One thing was lacking:  most of their customers 
didn’t have much money.  My uncles let them run up 
large bills which most couldn’t pay.  They had to close 
down in the early thirties. My Uncle Mort was a 
bachelor.  He lived in a small apartment over Al 
Palmer’s Pool Hall. There was no bath or shower, just a 
john.  Looking back, I would wager the only time Uncle 
Mort had a bath was when someone cleaned him up 
directly after emerging from his mother’s womb.  His 
kitchen table and sink were always full of dirty dishes.  
Uncle Mort only ran a little water over the dishes he was 
going to use at the moment . . .”  

He continued his tall tale:  “I used to sit on the flour 
barrel and watch my Uncle Mort work in his bakery.  
When Uncle Mort was hand kneading bread dough, it 

was well laced with 
sweat from his brow 
and cigar ashes falling 
from the eternal cigar in 
his mouth.  If a fly or 
two chanced to land in 
the dough or a spider 
ventured too close, that 
was okay, they were 
mixed in the dough, 
too.  But he drew the 
line if a dead mouse 
was in the flour barrel.  
Once when he found a 
dead mouse in his flour 
barrel, he took it by its 
little tail, gave it a 
whack against the 

inside of the flour barrel to knock off the flour sticking 
to it, then tossed the little critter in the trash.  Sweat, 
flies, spiders, whatever, Uncle Mort’s baked goods were 
delicious; besides the customers never saw what went 
on in the back.  If the breeze was right, the aroma from 
Uncle Mort and Uncle Howard’s bakery carried down 
the whole block.  Mrs. Benson’s flower garden across 
the street should have smelled as good.”  (Broughton’s 
story about Mrs. Benson, her two St. Bernards, and her 
huge old touring car” was reprinted in the Feb 2001 
AHS issue) 

“The Old Stone House” chapter tells of the day 
when it was home to a family, but it now lies in ruins on 
the Karr Valley Road.  “In the early nineteen-twenties, 
when my father was a young man courting my mother, 
she was living with her mother, father and three 
brothers, Howard, Harold and Preston.  They were 
living in what was known as the ‘Old Stone House.’  
She told us a lot of stories about the place.  She would 

OLD STONE HOUSE RUINS:  
 PHOTO COURTESY OF MARY BLASKE 
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Growing Up in Almond… (Continued) 

say ‘It was the first house built in Allegany County, 
and the man who built the house was a little afraid of 
the Indians in the area, so he built the walls out of 
stone.  The walls were two feet thick,’ she would say.  
Grandma Pitts said there was a big flat stone in front 
of the fireplace that they called the weather stone:  
when the stone was damp and dark in color it was 
going to rain, if the stone was dry and lighter in color, 
it was going to be nice. 

“Sometime back in the early fifties, the house 
caught fire.  The fire gutted the inside and burned off 
the roof. . . I hadn’t seen the place in ages and now I 
kind of wish 
I had never 
went (sic) 
back there.  
All that’s 
left of the 
place is 
what you 
see in the 
picture.  It 
saddened 
me and 
made me 
feel guilty 
for some 
reason.  Maybe because if I had went (sic) there right 
after the fire, maybe I could have done something to 
preserve the house.”   

Things began to brighten up in the country, 
Broughton describes in his chapter, “The New Deal.”  
“In the late thirties, the Great Depression was starting 
to ease throughout the land, except in Almond, it 
seemed.  There was, however, hope and excitement; 
F.D.R.’s new deal was coming to Almond and it was 
going to help pull Almond out of the muck and 
misery of the hard times.  The news was all the buzz 
in Al Palmer’s Pool Hall.  The young men who hung 
out there because they had nothing else to do would 
have good paying jobs.  They could buy cars, maybe 
even get married and have a kid or two.  They were 
elated. 

“A large flood control dam was to be constructed 
in the town of Almond.  The project would put a lot 
of people to work.  Even more exciting, a new 
experimental school was to be built.  It was to be 
called the Alfred- Almond Central School.  It was a 
forerunner of what many schools would be like in the 
future.  The school was scheduled to be finished in 
nineteen thirty-nine.  The dam was to be built later, 
but was put on the shelf when the war came.  The 
dam wasn’t completed until the late forties.” 

“In West Almond, a Civilian Conservation Corps 
or CCC camp had already been built.  The workers 

there were affectionately called CCC boys.  All of them 
were young and they worked hard for their dollar a day, 
plus room and board.  The CCC boys were ‘encouraged’ 
to send half their meager pay home to their folks and 
most of them did.  The boys planted millions of acres of 
trees; they cleaned creeks and gullies and built fire 
control lanes through the forest.  Many of the seedlings 
they planted are now tall forests.  In West Almond the 
CCC boys built a fire tower.  From its perch at the top 
one could gaze out over the ocean of tall trees the boys 
had planted over a half-century ago.” 

His recollections of the Alfred-Almond Central 
School 
construction 
are very 
moving:  
“Some of my 
friends and I 
used to ride 
our bicycles 
up to the 
Alfred-
Almond 
School project 
and watch the 
WPA workers 
who were 

building the school.  As I remember them, I never saw 
any of them standing around.  We got a real kick out of 
the terrazzo workers.  All of them were Italian.  They 
never stopped working and they never stopped yelling at 
each other in Italian.  We figured most of the yelling 
were swear words.  It was obvious the hand gestures 
were obscene . . .  

“When I first passed through the large oak doors of 
the brand new Alfred-Almond Central School, I was 
awe struck.  I don’t recall, but I must have just stood 
there for a full moment wide eyed, with my mouth 
agape.  I remember thinking, ‘Gee, I should have 
cleaned my old sneakers.’  I didn’t want to step foot on 
these shiny floors in my dirty old worn out sneakers.  I 
thought surely someone would yell at me to take them 
off. 

“I felt uncomfortable in the new school.  I had never 
been in such a grand building as this.  We rode to school 
in a brand new green and cream colored school bus with 
a shiny chrome bulldog on the hood indicating that it 
was built by the Mack Truck Company, the best money 
could buy.  The school had surgically clean rest rooms 
and shiny terrazzo floors.  The gym had a huge electric 
folding door so it could be sectioned off, allowing the 
boys and girls to use it at the same time.  The library had 
beautifully varnished woodwork and sound absorbing 
cork floors.  The library windows faced the east to catch 
the morning sun.  This is how I first saw the room  -- 

AACS circa 1940 
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with the sun’s rays flooding the room with its light.  
The sunlight just added to the splendor of it all. 

“When I came home from school the first day at 
Alfred-Almond School, I realized just how primitive 
conditions were at my grandmother’s house, with its 
outdoor toilet, and no running water or electricity, but 
at least I felt it was where I belonged.  I didn’t feel 
intimidated like I did in that place they called school.  
After attending the Almond school, the one room 
school in Birdsall, the new Alfred-Almond school 
was overwhelming to say the least. . . 

“I guess I didn’t appreciate that fine school, and 
all the work and effort that went into building it.  The 
school still stands proud and looks as it did then.  If I 
didn’t like the school, that was my problem.  Every 
effort was planned to make it a fine place for learning, 
and it was and still is to this day.” 

Bob’s book continues with myriad stories of his 
life experiences in the Navy during WW II, as a Great 
Lakes wheelsman and charter boat skipper, 
construction worker, small business owner, and his 
courtship and marriage to his beloved Beulah and 
their family.  In the closing pages, he writes:  
“Sometimes Beulah and I take a drive to Almond and 
I show her where Al Palmer’s pool hall used to be and 
where my uncles had a bakery and where my 
grandmother’s house used to be.   The house and 
buildings are gone now, the seventy-two flood finally 
destroyed Grandma’s house after it survived two 
other floods.  A fire took out the block where 
Palmer’s pool hall was, but most of Almond hasn’t 
changed much.  The old school where the dumbest 
kid in third grade went is still there; it’s a carpet store 
now. 

“I take Beulah around the village park where we 
boys played ball and did other more interesting things 
under the bandstand.  On the way back to Wellsville, 
we drive by the Alfred-Almond School . . . I know 
that you can’t physically go back in time, but if one 
unshackles their mind and lets their thoughts drift, 
you can go back in time as far as you can remember.  
It’s nice because you can block out the unpleasant 
things and just envision the things that gave you 
happiness and pleasure, and if you’re standing in the 
spot where these events took place, it really enhances 
your vision of the past.”  RIP Bob Broughton 

+++++++++++ 
Not only did Leland Mosher and Bob Broughton 

share a talent and zeal for writing their memoirs, they 
also shared “kin”:   The “Uncle Mort” in Bob’s story 
about the Almond Bakery was also Leland’s “Uncle 
Mort”.   “My mother’s mother was Bertha Dodge—
one of her brothers was Mort,” Leland wrote, 
confirming that he was the bakery owner.   Born on 
his grandfather Seth Mosher’s farm up Karr Valley, 

Leland explained that when they first came down to 
Almond to live, “both of my folks worked in the 
Almond Bakery.  My father, Corral, did the mixing and 
my mother worked in the wrapping room on a machine 
that would warm the wax paper up and seal it on the 
ends of the bread loaves.   My great uncle Mort would 
deliver to Hornell, Andover, Greenwood, and to the 
little towns their Almond Maid Bread, cookies, fried 
cakes, and  ‘longjohns’  -- long donuts filled with jelly.  
Every time he would take some of those, they were 
always eager to get those ‘longjohns’ – also winedrop 
cookies, things people liked,” he said. 

A near tragedy ended his dad’s bakery career, 
however:   

Leland explained that the bread mixer was run by a 
gasoline engine, with a long flat belt running from the 
engine to a gear box which operated big mixing blades.   
A flexible knife was used to loosen the dough up and 
keep it mixing in the blades.  “My dad was tired or 
something, and suddenly  my dad’s right hand got 
caught in the blades and was pulled it into the machine.  
Doc Bowen had his office in the little building next to 
the Inn (Muhleisens), and dad walked past mother (in 
the wrapping room) with blood running down his arm 
into his shoe, down the street to Dr. Bowen’s office 
AFTER he had shut the machine off and slipped the belt 
off to get his hand out. . . His hand was crushed,  and he 
broke bones in his shoulder.   He had to go to Buffalo 
for PT and everything.  They tried to stretch the fingers  
. . . . From that time on he couldn’t work there.  He 
didn’t get much compensation – only  $2500 --  and he 
bought that ramshackle house (formerly Barber 
House).” 

“I graduated with the Class of 1936 from the 
Almond High School, earning an academic diploma.  
Having experienced life through the Great Depression 
within the bounds of a growing family of nine children, 
it was impossible for me to advance into high education.  
Meaningful employment was very difficult to procure, 
so it was a blessing in 1937 when Robert C. Mason  of 
Mason’s Typewriter Exchange offered me employment 
as a salesman, which I gladly accepted.   His sons, R.M. 
Mason (“Bobby”)   and Ed were there, too .  Agnes Fritz 
was the secretary.  Guy Washburn was the repair man.  
Father Mason was a good guy.  The first car I drove in 
the business was a 1929 Dodge – 6 cyl – belonged to 
Mason’s.  I picked up typewriters that needed to be 
repaired or cleaned, and I also went out and sold 
typewriters and desk office machines – Woodstock and 
Royal .  

“The reason I thought so much of R.C. Mason:   He 
hired me right after I graduated from Almond High 
School in 1936. He was very serious about his business: 
I went with him on the road and I would do missionary 
work at first:  He would leave me off at Corning or 

Growing Up in Almond… (Continued) 
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outside Hornell and I could walk in these different 
business establishments – especially  those with an 
office – and explain to them that I was with Masons 
Typewriter Exchange. 

“Guy was 
very good a fixing 
them up.  Only 
cost $15 to get 
machine cleaned 
and in working 
shape again.  Guy 
knew those things 
from one end to 
the other. 

“In order to 
help provide for 
our family and at 
the same time 
utilize a talent for 
music, the latter 
part of 1928, I 
organized the 
Tune Twisters 
family orchestra 
for the purpose of 
playing both round and square dance music.  The 
members were:  my sister, Bertha, guitarist and 
pianist; my brother, Richard, who also had the ability 
to switch from guitar to piano; my brother-in-law to 
be, John Baker from Arkport, accordionist; my 
father’s half-brother, Merne, vocalist and guitarist, a 
very dear friend, Harold Cornish of Hornell, square 
dance caller; and myself, playing the mandolin. 

“Our first appearance and every Saturday night 
thereafter was at the Odd Fellows Hall, Broadway, 
Hornell.  As we gained popularity, we had 
engagements most every day of the week.  Grange 
Halls and high schools were priority, but other 
appearances were at Conesus and Silver Lakes, 
Windus Barn in Belmont, Fisher’s Fun Farm on the 
Alfred-Almond Road, American Legion in 
Wellsboro, PA, and Elmira radio. .  . . I endeavored to 
eke out a living by whatever means available because 
of the adversity caused by the depression and a large 
family always in need.” 

After working for Mr. Mason for a couple of 
years, an opportunity to work for Alan Knight, who 
managed Gordon Motor Parks, 64 Canisteo St, 
Hornell, came to Leland:  “Bobby Sharrett came to 
me one day and he said ‘Alan Knight needs 
somebody to help him at the store and he talked to me 
about it but I don’t want to do it.  He wants you to 
come down and have an interview.’  So I saw him, 
and  Alan said to me: ‘I want you to help me in the 
store in Hornell.  They will NOT let me hire another 

person – but the only thing I can do is take a wage out of 
petty cash.   Would you work with me for $1 a day at 
the business?  (That was every day – even Saturday).   
Would you do that?  I will be sure you have 

transportation–( I 
lived in Almond) 
and every time 
we have to work 
overtime, I’ll get 
your dinner.’   

“So I quit 
working for 
Mason 
Typewriter 
Exchange 
(1937—38-39.)  I 
liked 
automobiles, and 
I thought it was a 
good opportunity 
as an apprentice.  
When I got paid, 
$6 a week – I 
gave my mom $5 
of that and she 

could buy a good sack full of groceries for $5.  They 
would go to Allard’s Grocery in Hornell, then go back 
home with it and I would have $1 to spend any way I 
wanted to.” 

But soon the war broke out in Europe, workers were 
forced to produce war materials instead of automobiles, 
Gordon Motor Parts was closed, and Leland was called 
to active service.   In 1942, while stationed in New 
Guinea amidst the “unfriendly environment of high heat 
and humidity, malarial mosquitoes, other blood-sucking 
insects, poisonous snakes, unknown disease carried by 
animal and human resident, unfit drinking water and 
unpredictable storms,” Leland became seriously ill with 
TB in both lungs.  He was quickly returned to the US, 
where he was hospitalized for the next four years.  

“The Rest of the Story”, written by Leland Mosher, 
was published in the May 2000 AHS newsletter, and 
tells of his eventual ownership with Fred Darling of 
M&D Auto Supply and its ultimate demise in the 
Palmer block fire of 1967.  Insufficient insurance forced 
them to settle for one-quarter of their business 
investment.  Even after this massive financial blow, 
Leland  remained optimistic and grateful for his 
remaining days for the life he had been given.  After 
this, he spent much time reminiscing and writing his 
memoirs . . .passing away January 23, 2012 at the age of 
93.   We at AHS have lost a tremendous resource:  
Leland had an amazing mind and recall of happenings in 
his dearly loved hometown. RIP Leland Mosher. 
 

Growing Up in Almond… (Continued) 

THE TUNE TWISTER BAND 



 9 

Do You Remember The Hardware Store? 
Compiled From Comments Made by Philip Mac Michael 

We are enjoying the AHS newsletter as always, 
sometimes with smiles but sometimes with tears. We 
learn new things that even after having lived there so 
long, we didn't know.  In Florence Wright's article it 
refers to Amos Wright, who may have owned the 
Hagadorn house and also a hotel, both purchased 
from Jesse Angell.   

When I came home from Navy duty in 1946, my 
Uncle Millard Wilson and a man named Smith had 
purchased the Hardware Store that was positioned 
exactly where the road 
now turns on to the 
expressway entrance, 
and just across the corner 
from the (then), Karr 
Valley Street and the 
Hagadorn House.  At 
that time the Hagadorns 
still lived there and he 
was still the postmaster.  
Anyway, that 
"Hardware" building had 
definitely been a fine 
hotel, but long before my 
time. I worked there for 
my uncle about five 
years and knew it had 
been a hotel from several of its features.   

There was a grand, wide open stairway up to the 
second story with an ornate finish.  However, the 
front area upstairs had been converted to an apartment 
where the Kernan family lived and was only 
accessible from an open stairway on the outside 
towards a large lot for the Town Garage and storage 
area and also the Gillette garage which is still there as 
a car sales business.  The Town Highway 
Superintendent was Harry Perry at that time.  Directly 
behind the Hardware was the home of "Tinker" 
Burdick and then several more which were apparently 
removed to make the new highway.  It seems very 
possible that this was the hotel she is referring to as it 

would fit the descriptions she mentioned. 
The building was very large. We used the open 

upstairs for a glass cutting shop and storage for supplies 
like big rolls of rope which we fed to the downstairs 
through service holes in the floor to cut and sell.  Some 
of those heavy rolls and glass supplies were a test and 
struggle to carry up that long, but fortunately wide 
stairway. The basement was our pipe and wiring shop as 
we did plumbing and wiring contracting and hired 
several workers.  We also had a complete sheet metal 

shop in the back where we 
could make anything 
needed in stove pipe or 
metal shapes. And of 
course, the front was the 
complete hardware with 
wide counters and aisles. 
Large windows had been 
added to the front for 
displays, etc.   

I have never found 
many pictures of the store 
and am guilty of not taking 
some myself at the time.  I 
have many fond memories 
but best of all, my 
experiences there led to 

knowledge and skills very useful when I was hired at 
Air Preheater in engineering and later when teaching 
drafting for Alfred Tech at the Vocational Division in 
Wellsville.  I learned the sheet metal business and 
worked with several fine plumbers and electricians in 
that old hotel. 
(Ed. note:  The Hardware Store – last owned by the 
Torrence Family, was a “casualty” of the Rt 17 
construction.  It, along with all the other buildings on 
the N/S of Karrdale Avenue, were torn down to make 
way for the road that leads to the entrance ramps.  A 
story in our July/Aug/Sept 2003 featured a picture page 
entitled “Remembering Karrdale Avenue . . . before 
Route 17”.) 

Our Condolences to the Family and Friends of… 

Theodore “Ted” Root , a resident of Almond for the past 53 years,  died March 3, 2012 after a long illness.  He 
grew up in Atlanta, and was a graduate of Naples High School, Class of 1951. A veteran of the US Navy, he served 
his country during the Korean Conflict. From 1962-1982, Ted served as a New York State Trooper working out of 
the Almond substation. 
Leland C. Mosher, 93, of Andover, passed away on January 23, 2012 at Wellsville Manor Care Center. 
Lee was a 1936 graduate of Almond High School. From 1942 through 1945, he served in the U.S. Army as a Tech 
Sergeant during World War II in New Guinea, and was a member of the Disabled American Veterans.  Lee  and his 
partner, Fred Darling, owned M & D Auto Supply, which was destroyed by fire in 1967 when the Palmer block 
burned.  Lee had lived in Almond many, many years, and his memory did not fail him in later years as he wrote 
many stories about the hometown that he loved.  Several of Lee’s articles appeared in our AHS newsletters: The 
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Rest of the Story, May 2000; Jan Feb Mar 2011, AHS  Oct Nov Dec 2011  
Robert V. Broughton, 85, of Wellsville, passed away March 12, 2012.  Robert spent his childhood in Almond and 
Birdsall, later moving to Wellsville, where he attended high school until the age of 17 when he enlisted in the U.S. 
Navy, serving on a Liberty Ship during WWII in the Asiatic-Pacific Campaign. Robert was a member of the 
Creative Writers of the Southern Tier and wrote several short stories which he later compiled into his book, The 
Dumbest Kid in the 3rd Grade.  Excerpts from that book appeared in our November 1999, September 2000 , and 
February 2001 AHS newsletters.  
Margaret Quirk Stuart, 89, died at her winter home in Lakeland, FL, April 23, 2012.   A native of Watkins Glen, 
Margie had lived in Almond for more than sixty years.   She was a faithful encourager – regularly writing notes 
and letters and visiting neighbors and shut-ins. She loved to garden and enjoyed sharing her produce and berries 
with neighbors and friends.  She was a long time active member of the Alfred-Almond Bible Church in Almond. 
While living in Florida she faithfully attended First Alliance Church in Lakeland, Fla. 

Our Condolences… (Continued) 

Thank you to all who have paid their dues, and also sent comments on their return forms.  We appreciate hearing 
from you all: 
Betsy Phelan Myers who now lives in Hawaii, sent Arien Ruth Braack Grabbe’s obituary which she saw in  the 
Honolulu newspaper .  She wrote:  “Saw this in the Honolulu paper – ‘Almond, NY’ !! and thought the Hagadorn 
House archives might want it.  Best to everyone, Betsy.”  According to the article, Arien was born in Almond in 
1921, and her father, Peter, was Dick Braack’s brother.  It is quite amazing that Betsy spotted the “Almond, NY” 
connection in the Honolulu paper!  We will add this to the Braack family file, and maybe someday someone doing 
genealogy will be delighted to find it!   Betsy’s mom, Helene Phelan, was always thinking about the preservation 
of local history, and this seemed a natural for Betsy.  Thanks so much!   
Anne Hardy-Holley, San Antonio, TX:  “Growing up in Almond was certainly great experience.  I remember so 
well living next to the sandbank and climbing up on top, looking out at the hills and thinking, ‘I wonder what is 
beyond all of this?’  I was a dreamer then but never, ever would have pictured myself living in Texas.  I wonder 
somehow if it had to do with all of those Zane Grey novels I read from the Almond Library where I spent so much 
of my time.  Plus, of course, seeing the movies of his novels like Twin Sombreros with Gene Autry!  It was a good 
life.” 
Audrey Burrow, Vancouver, WA:  “Keep up the good work you are doing.  I enjoy all the articles.  Makes me feel 
a connection even so far away.” 
Carolyn Caesar, Santa Monica, CA:  “Love your newsletter and the great stories about settlers and the 
descendants of especially the Karr family.  My tree is Margaret, Joseph, Isaiah, Charles, Ethel, and my father, 
Richard Bean  (son of Ethel Karr and Berten Bean).  Good luck with all your efforts.” 
Mary-Lou Cartledge, Alfred Station, NY:  “How wonderful to see that Andrew is writing a book about Linn L. 
Phelan.  I’m looking forward to that program in May.   Congratulations on your new archives building.  Looking 
forward also to an open house tour.” 
Ron and Judy Coleman, Almond, NY:   “Newsletter is wonderful even for a non-Almondite.” 
Patricia and Martin Curran, Alfred, NY:  “Keep up the good work.  I like the school house.” 
Judi Grant, Andover, NY:   “My father, Leland Mosher, passed January 23, 2012.  This newsletter was very 
important to him and he loved to contribute.  I want to continue to receive it.” 
Edythe D. Gray, New Windsor, NY:  “I do not know your history but my daughter and I enjoy reading about your 
town and surroundings.  Visiting Gray family relatives was always interesting.” 
David Hopkins, Doylestown, PA:  “Thanks for all you do to preserve the memory of Moses Van Campen.” 
Wilma Johnson, Elk, WA:  “Love stories on Rathbuns, VanCampens, Fullers.  Would like stories on the women 
of early Almond.” 
Corinne MacIntosh Kober, Rochester, NY:  “Enjoy reading the newsletter – you are doing a great job!  It brings 
back a lot of memories.” 
Carl and Jan Leathersich, Canisteo, NY:  “Love the newsletter.  Read it cover to cover when it arrives or shortly 

We Hear From Our Readers 
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after.  Thank you all for all the hard work.  Programs are always interesting and informative.  Love the 
Strawberry Festival and Christmas programs!  So great to have the new building!” 
Stephen and Chris Lindeman, Saltville, VA:  “Reading the newsletter helps us not be so ‘homesick’.”  We love 
VA but Allegany is home! 
Patti Lyke Dye, Largo, FL:  “I just love the newsletter.  As soon as I receive it, I sit down and read it from cover 
to cover.  So good to hear the news from where I grew up.  We are fortunate to have a newsletter.  To all the 
staff, I say ‘thank you’!” 
Emelyn Olson, Northeast, PA:  “You must have a lot of fun.  Wish I lived closer.  Good luck with your big 
project.” 
Thomas and Susan Steere family, Hornell, NY:  “Great job!  Thanks so much for your contributions to the life 
of our community!  During the Christmas program,  it struck me, ‘You know, this is really special.  Not every 
town has this!’” 
Roxanne Van Orman Waight, Almond, NY:  “Great job on the newsletter!  I read it cover to cover as soon as 
it arrives.” 
Dean Wells, Farmington, NY:  “We really enjoy your newsletter – excellent.” 
James Woughter,  Addison, NY:  “When the new addition is finished, all the ’72 Flood documents for FEMA $ 
reimbursement is located in the loft area of the Town Highway barn.” 

 

We Hear From Our Readers (Continued) 

Forty years have passed . . . when on June 21, 1972, 
tropical storm Agnes wrought havoc on this area, 
namely  the Great Flood of 1972.  But certainly no 
one who lived through it forgets . . . .and this picture 
of Rt 21 between Almond and Alfred Station,  posted 
recently on Ebay, is a grim reminder.  (For more 
stories, see AHS newsletters Spring/Summer 2007 
and Sept/Oct/Nov 2007 issues) 

Flood! Forty Years Ago 

Pictures from Open House 

From Left to Right: Carl 
Leathersich (who decorated 

the office), exterior photo 
from ribbon cutting 

ceremony, and Andy 
Phelan speaking. 
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