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PRESIDENT’S REPORT

Francie Potter, President

Help Wanted!  Immediate opening for newsletter editor.  I have been doing the 
newsletter for over 20 years, and at age 85 I think it’s time to pass it on to someone else.  I will continue 
to do it until we get a new person.  I will offer all the help needed.  We do four issues a year – March, May, 
September and October.  We have lots of resources at the Heritage Center to use for story ideas.  If you 
are interested, contact me at Alleganyheritagecenter@gmail.com.

More help needed.  We would like to put together a phone list of people interested in helping, when needed, 
to clean the center, file materials, and other necessary things that need to be done to keep us going.  Contact 
us at Alleganyheritagecenter@gmail.com to let us know if you would be able to join in this effort.  

Lois Smith passed away in April.  She was a long time Home Economics teacher at Allegany Central.  I was 
struck by the phrase “Home Economics”.  I don’t think this is even taught any more.  Cooking, sewing and 
other things are certainly necessary at any time in life.  I know her former students remember doing many 
of these things, which certainly helped them in their lives.  

Horace “Bucky” Peck died in May.  He was one of 13 children.  He worked for Work & Silvis for over 30 
years until his retirement.  I’m sure a lot of people knew him, or one of his siblings.  He was a hard worker, 
and will be missed.

We have a few copies left of the 1960 River Travel Log story by Mike Rehler and Bob Steiger of the trip 
they took from Allegany to New Orleans by canoe, so order yours soon.  The cost is $13.00 locally at the 
Allegany Citizen Printing House on Main Street (cash or check only), or $13 plus $3.50 postage if you are 
out of town.  Send your order to AAHA, PO Box 162, Allegany, NY 14706.  

Check out our Allegany Memories page on Facebook to see a 2 story high Bona Wolf painted on the 5th 
Street side of the Burton.  It’s great!  Also, some other very interesting stories about Allegany are there.

As of now, we are still not open, and haven’t planned any general meetings with speakers.  As more people 
get vaccinated, we will reconsider our plans.  Things are definitely opening up more and more.  A lot of 
stores allow you in without a mask if you have been vaccinated.  So we shall see how we handle things in 
coming months.  
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We received the following email from Cecilla Kelly Ladd.  I think you will find her article very interesting.

“Attached please find letter from Mrs. Theresa (Ryan) Sutter, wife of Clarence Sutter, written for my sister 
in answer to a query about Chipmonk history for a high school newspaper article.  I know it was written 
in the early to mid-sixties as my sister graduated in ’66.  Our family bought our Chipmonk property from 
the Sutter family in 1961, and Mr. and Mrs. Clarence Sutter lived for several years on land bordering our 
property.  My sister and I remember Mrs. Sutter fondly.”

CHIPMONK

Chipmonk is a small sprawling community nestled in a narrow valley between two ranges of hills in 
Cattaraugus County, about ten miles from the city of Olean.  Incidentally, it is now spelled with an o instead 
of a u.  The story is told that an Indian saw a chipmunk floating on a limb down the small creek which 
traverses the entire length of the valley and gave that name to the place.

It started in 1856 like all rural communities with a few hardy souls who hewed out small places in the 
virgin timber.  Eventually, more land was cleared, resulting in some pretty fair sized farms, very few of 
which had much level land – only a narrow strip along the creek.  

Then oil was discovered in 1895 shortly after the first well was drilled in Titusville, Pa., and over night a 
town sprang up.  Like the gold rush of ’49, men flocked to the oil fields.  Hotels, stores, post office, meat 
market, barber shop, doctor’s office, boarding houses followed rapidly.  Roads, which at times were almost 
impassable with mud, wound around the hills.  At one time both sides of the main road was built solidly 
with hastily put together domiciles, while here and there a lasting one was erected, and today many of 
those are still in good repair and housing families.  But gone are the hotels, stores, post office, doctor’s 
office, and the large two-story Macabee’s Hall which was the center of all social life for many, many years.  
Here and there you will find a grouping of three to five houses in a place, but for the most part the farm 
houses are widely separated and guard the hilly fields 
surrounding them. 

The Franciscan priests of St. Bonaventure started a 
small mission church here and for many years cared for 
its parishioners.  Then it was transferred to Limestone, 
N.Y., and the priest came from there to minister to 
the people.  But once again it is now back under the 
administration of St. Bonaventure.  No Protestant church 
was ever built here.  

The Pennsylvania Railroad built a track from Olean to 
Pittsburgh and other points in Pennsylvania.  At South 
Vandalia, which is at the lower tip of Chipmonk, it 
erected a passenger depot and freight office, which did 
a thriving business catering to the oil fields and lumber 
companies which had followed the rush.  A narrow gauge 
railroad connecting with the main line was a source of 
transportation for the large amount of lumber and logs 

Early view of Chipmonk, showing the corner of 
Flatstone Road and Chipmonk Road. Matta & Bill 
O’Connel’s Store is on the right, a shoe shop next 
door, and the Union House (a Hotel?) at the end.
Rail car is from the South Vandalia and State Line 

Railroad. Circa 1898.



which were produced daily from the great stands of timber on 
the hillsides.  The lumber business gave employment to a very 
large number of men.  There were several large sawmills.  Then 
a large chemical plant was erected near the railroad and utilized 
the timber for many products.  This also gave employment to 
many men as cutters and drivers, as trucks and other vehicles 
had to be used to get the timber to the chemical plant.  Homes 
sprang up again.  The chemical plant is long gone but many of 
the homes are still being used by people who found employment 
elsewhere.  

A large schoolhouse with two rooms was built in the middle 
of the valley, and many of the “old-timers” recall with varying 
emotions the days spent there.  Then two more schools were 
built, one at each end of the valley, and for some time the “middle 
school” as it was called used only one room.  Today that school 
is known as the Community Hall.  The “upper school” was moved 
down and added to the middle school to make more room for 
community affairs.  The school district has centralized with the 
Allegany district.  Buses now pick up all the children and take 
them to Allegany.  The “lower schoolhouse” is still standing but 

has been converted to a dwelling house.   

Once more Chipmonk is experiencing an oil boom.  In its beginning, it was the first oil field after the finding 
of oil in Titusville, Pa., and it produced what is called Bradford or Pennsylvania crude, the best grade of oil 
in the U.S.  After more than a half century of producing oil many of the original wells were playing out but 
the South Penn, or as it is now known, Pennzoil Company, has come up with a method of pumping water 
into the ground and forcing the oil up into new wells they have drilled.  The amount of production they are 
now receiving is almost unbelievable.  But the large production is not causing any influx of inhabitants.  The 
oil company which has the holdings all around here and in Pennsylvania is using machines and electricity 
to replace men wherever possible.  Many men have lost their jobs, and others who are near pensions are 
being bought out.  Many are driving sixty miles one way daily to keep their jobs until they can be retired.
Now these old hills, with roads crisscrossing each other in all directions, due to all the oil drilling, and with 
their sides nearly denuded in many places, look down on an improved hard top main road and at farm 
lands which in many cases can no longer be used for that purpose because where hay, oats and potatoes 
once gave the farmer his  living now batteries of oil tanks stand row on row and fields have been torn to 
shreds with wells and ditches for oil lines and water lines.  Such is progress.

Written by 71 year old Mrs. Clarence J. Sutter, RD 1, Allegany, New York

I hope this will be some help to you.  I didn’t know just what you wanted.  If you have any special questions, 
maybe I could answer.  I hope you can read my writing.  I grew up in Chipmonk, went to High School in 
Olean, taught school 3 years here in Chipmonk, was married here.  
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Oil well in Chipmonk,
 just after it has been “shot.”
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Another great article by Gertrude Schnell – thanks to her as always.
BARNS

The barn on the Lower Birch Run Road belonging to my Grandmother Delice Rehler Schnell was very 
simple.  It was a wooden structure probably built in the mid 1800’s.  There were 10 to 12 stanchions for 
cows, two stalls for horses, a pen for calves, a granary, a straw mow and a hay mow.  A silo contained 
ensilage.  For most of the year milk was sent to the cheese factory.  Manure was shoveled by hand, and 
cows were milked by hand until about the 1960’s.

For most of my life milk was brought in pails to the house, strained, put in milk cans and lowered into 
a continuous running spring water stream in a room at the back of the house.  Later milking was done by 
machine and then put in a cooler.  Manure was removed from the gutter by machine.  In good weather cows 
were turned out in pastures with a Collie dog, and were returned to the barn for milking twice a day.  

Times change.  I recently visited a farm of 600 cows.  What a difference in the barn and farming procedures.  
The barn is one story, and huge bales of hay covered with plastic are stored outside.  The cows never leave 
the barn.  They are milked three times a day.  Moving walls allow the cows to get to milking stations.  Milk 
fed to calves has to be pasteurized.  Computers keep track of each cow and its production.  Trucks arrive 
several times a day to accept the milk.  Manure is removed by large tractor-like vehicles and sent to the 
“poop” pond.    However, this business does employ a number of people besides the family members.

A FEELING OF SURPRISE by Eda LeShan

I was walking down the street when I passed an antique store.  Prominently displayed in the window 
was a box camera.  An antique!  Impossible! Why, that was the best camera I ever had and the only one 
I have ever been able to handle.  What was it doing in that window?

My husband went back to speak to the psychology students as this alma mater, William and Mary College.  
He saw a glass cabinet in the hall containing various instruments.  There was a sign on the window which 
said, “These instruments were used in the early days of psychology.  Their use is unknown.”  My husband 
recognized everything on display very easily – they were the instruments used in his undergraduate 
psychology class.  

Getting old is a great shock.  The years have flown by, but inside our heads we still see ourselves the way 
we once were in the pictures in our albums.  I see a picture of my husband with a wild shock of hair – how 
could it ever get gray and, even worse, begin to disappear?  I see my high-school graduation picture and 
hardly recognize the wrinkled face in the mirror.  It’s all such a surprise.  No matter how many old people 
we have known, when it happens to us it all seems quite impossible.  

Listening to two teenage girls on a bus one day, I heard one say to the other: “If I live until forty, I’ll 
never got over this!”  On a television talk show, I heard the host say, “Well, that’s really something that 
pertains to old people, fifty on up.”  Who are these people talking about?  ME – that’s who.  And the people 
in my life.  I am surprised when my husband is still when he gets out of bed in the morning, and it hurts 
when he has to bend down.  I am surprised when I pack for a trip that it takes me longer to pack the pills 
I might need than my clothes.  

I try to remember how I once felt about people who were sixty-seven.  When my parents were sixty-seven, 
they didn’t seem old to me because they were both still active and working.  But when I was twenty-five 
or thirty, I assumed they were over the hill already, so it seemed pretty good they were still ambulatory at 
sixty-seven!  I thought my grandmother was a very old lady at sixty-three, but people looked much older 
at that age, then.  My picture of myself varies in relation to my daughter, between elation on the rare 
occasions when she says, “I’m calling for your advice,” and the more common times when she sounds as 
if she’d feel better if I were safely put away in a nursing home.

What’s the answer?  Really very simple.  I am not going to let a box camera, now an antique, or any 
thing or any person tell me whether or not I am an antique.  I will decide, and I’m not ready yet.  My idea 
of an antique is that it has to be at least 150 years old, which gives me a little breather.
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Memorials

ITEMS FOR SALE
In addition to our history book, we have many 
more items for sale.  These make good birthday 
presents, or just anytime presents.  Here’s 
what we have:

POST CARDS - different Allegany scenes - 75 
cents each, plus shipping.

OUR ALLEGANY HERITAGE, 1931-1981 
HISTORY BOOKS - $10, plus shipping

TALES OF WAR AND CONFINEMENT - $6, 
plus shipping

1960 RIVER TRAVEL LOG - $13, plus 
shipping

To purchase items, contact us at
alleganyheritagecenter@gmail.com

For:  Robert Norton
From:  Jeff Edwards and family
 Mike Edwards and family

For:  Horace (Bucky) Peck and Ellen Peck
From:  Gerry & Maggie Collins

For: Janet E. Schuman
From:  Bert Dohl
 Alice Altenburg
 Steve and Rita Belhar
 Paul and Chris Carlson
 David and Ann Reid, and Reid’s Food 

Barn

For:  Carol Hakes
From:  Karen Streif

For:  Horace (Bucky) Peck
From:  Lucy and Don Benson
 James and Mary Ann Metz
 Marcia Karl
 Francie Potter
 Eileen and Robert Shabala
 Paul and Diane Ksionzyk
 The Annable, Black, Dabill and Mocarski 

families
 Mario and Cathy Zakel
 Michele and Greg Benham

“I am not going to let a box camera, now 
an antique, or any thing or any person tell me 
whether or not I am an antique.  I will decide, 
and I’m not ready yet.  My idea of an antique 
is that it has to be at least 150 years old, which 
gives me a little breather.”
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WE WILL NOT BE OPEN FOR ANy PROGRAMS OR vISITORS 
UNTIL FURTHER NOTICE.

Message us on Facebook or email us at 
Alleganyheritagecenter@gmail.com with your questions.

Take care, stay safe, and get your vaccine.

CLOSED UNTIL FURTHER NOTICE
HERITAGE CENTER

25 N. 2ND STREET, ALLEGANy


