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ALFRED HISTORY - A SKE'roH 

Helen Cottrell 

This is not in any sense a history of Alfred. If you are interested in that 

phase of the Alfred story, there are several histories available in both libraries 

-- Alfred State Tech and the University. I will confine myself to some of the 
{ 

stories of Alfred which have been told me from time to time. Most of these are 

not written down in any formal history and many of them are rather old, as all 

fo lkl Ol'\"l generally i.s. Webster defines folklore as "that which consists of 

customs, beliefs, tales and sayings of a legendary nature preserved among a 

people. 1/ So stories are not folklore until they are properly aged as it were. 

I have always enjoyed the story Dean WUrz tells in regard to Dr. Lewis Jones, 

the well-kno"Wn Cornell professor, who is an authority on New York State history. 

Once on a trip to the Adirondacks collecting yarns, he was talking to an old 

fellow who lived back in the hills and questioning him about the inhabitants of 

the vicinity. Finally the old fellow asked, "What do you do for a livin 11" and 

Dr. Jones replied, nOh, I just go around collecting stories. II The old fellow 

thought a minute and then remarked, '!Well, my old "Woman calls that gossip. II And 

that is what folklore is. It is seldom 1I1ri tten but consists of tales 1tlhich have 

come down through several generations. 

I must warn you that in some instances, it is the less highly regarded 

members of a community who are subjects of the best legends. Please do not get 

the idea from the ensuing stories that Alfred has been full of crackpots and ec-

centrics. On the contrary, most of its inhabitants have been serious-minded, 

diligent men and 1tlomen, who in the early days sacrificed much to found and main-

tain the University. 

There is so much delightful folklore in Alfred that I feel somewhat like 

the White Rabbit in Aliqe in Wonderland -- at least I think it was the White 

.Rabbit 1Nho said to the King, ''Where shall I begin, please your Majesty?" 
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"At the beginning, II the King said gravely, !land then go on until you come to the 

end, then stop. II But lest you become alarmed, I assure you I '!!lill stop long 
, 

before I come to the end of the many stories that have been related to me. 

Perhaps you would enjoy hearing about Lucy Sweet Barber, who lived in a 

house that has since burned, situated just across the street from our poultry 

plant. In fact, she and her husband ran a little farm there -- or should I say 

Lucy ran it. 

Lucy was an ardent suffragette. Those of us today who take voting so 

casnally o.rt;en rlo not realize what moral stamina it required to espouse the 

cause in the early days. Women who worked for the vote were reviled, put in 

jail, and made to look ludicrous by the most insulting cartoons. 

Alfred contained an ardent group of suffragettes, composed of faculty wives 

and the like; and they decided they were going to vote in the impending presi-

dential election. This occurred, of course, before the advent of voting machines. 

I have been told, tho I am unable to verify thiS, that one of the leaders was 

wife of the president of Alfred University. 

Anyway, they marched in a body to the polls and before the astounded men 

knew what was happening, they had snatched ballots, marked them, and stuffed 

them in the ballot boxes. 

The i>Jomen were arrested and put in jail for illegal voting and disturbing 

the peace. Their husbands promptly bailed them out, all but Lucy Sweet Barber 

who spent a night in the Alfred jail, and thus became a martyr to the cause. 

Well, knowing the condition of the Alfred lock-up at that time, I would agree 

that she was a martyr. The jail has since been abandoned. 

Well, to get bac~ to my story, the 'tllomen were taken to Belmont to stand 

trial. The court was fi11Ao with Axciteri. spef!t.a.tors. Everyone in Alfred who 

could possibly arrange it took a day off to see what was going to happen to 

the leading ladies of the community. But as the proceedings bega.tl, the jurlge 

ruled that before they could proceed with the trial, they must first prove 
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tha t they were 'Women. This so horrified the good men of Alfred that the charges 

'Were immediately dropped. 

The martyrdom of Lucy Sweet Barber reached t,he ears of the suffragettes in 

Ne'W York City, who felt that this brave 'Woman should be recognized. They invited 

her to a banquet at the waldorf Astoria to be given in her honor, would pay train 

fare, etc. 

Now as I said before, Lucy kept a farm. Her husband was a small ineffectual 

man and Lucy did the farm work, or most of it. To use a vulgar expression, Lucy 

wore the pants in the family -- literally. This was considered an eccentricity 

or even 'Worse in those days when it was immodest tor a woman to show what she 

stood on, let alone what she sat on. 

But Lucy declined the invitation to New York saying that she had to stay 

home and do the chores. One can't help but wonder what impact Lucy would have 

had on the New York suffragettes, let alone on the Waldorf As.toria. 

In later years Lucy's little husband became very ill. On Friday, mind you, 

she sent post cards to all her friends stating, "Vernie very ill. Funeral 

Monday. II But for once Vernie did not do as Lucy said. He did not die until 

several days later. Helen Thomas' mother received one of these post cards as 

did Kate Ellis I mother-in-la'W. 

Alfred has some interesting houses. The two oldest are the W1ngate House 

next to the Delta Sig Fraternity, and the other is one owned by the Technical 

Insti tuteloca ted on South Main Street, ,,,here Main Street joins the Belmont Road. 

This was built in 1818 by David Stillman who brought his family to Alfred 

in a covered wagon dravm by a yoke of oxen with a cow tied on behind. They lived 

in a log cabin until the house 'Was built. 

This was originally a village inn. Stage coaches stopped there on their 

'Way from Bath to the county seat, then located in Angelica. Bath was the nearest 

post office and mail came but once a week. 
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Some of the most, important social affairs given in this vicinity took place 

in that old house. In 1841, a law was enacted whereby all men in Net\! York State 

between the ages of 18 and 41 were obliged to join the mil1 tia. The ballroom on 

the top floor was used for what was known as general training. The gentlemen 

drilled up there during the day while the ladies watched or helped prepare a fine 

dinner dm-lnstairs. When they had eaten, the upper room was cleared for a grand 

ball which always took place after a day's drill. It was a great occasion and 

wives and sweethearts of the men were present. One young man went way over to 

Jnnepenrlp.nce a.nd brought back his best girl, she riding on horseback behind him. 

The old house must have been well built, for five generations brought up 

their lively offspring in it. ·After the State bought it in 1908, it was used for 

many years as the boys I dorm and survived plenty of rough house. Men drilled 

there in preparation for joining our forces in the Civil War. I am glad to note 

that the Institute has restored the historical old place without marring the 

outside, except for modern windows. 

Across the street in the point of land where the two roads meet, you will 

notice a cluster of pines. If you peer into the underbrush surrounding them, you 

will notice a few tombstones. Here lie David Stillman and his family in a little 

private cemetary. They lie under the sheltering pines after their hard labors. 

But across the street his house stands firm and strong, a fitting monument to 

this brave and sturdy man who came into this wild and rugged valley and helped 

carve from the wilderness the Alfred We know today. 

There I S an interesting story about the Wingate House, tllhich was also an inn 

in the early days. 

Alfred is rather a staid town where no liquor is sold, but in the early 

days before the WDTU reigned supreme, a jug of whiskey was a part of every roof 

raising. When a man wanted to build a house, his neighbors would corne to he Ip 

him erect the timbers for the roof and a great feast would be served afterwards 

for the workers. When the beams were in place the men would stand together and 
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sho:ut, "This is a good frame and needs a good name. ~rfuat shall we call it?" 

Whereupon a name would then be given and the whiskey jug, empty by this time, 

would be hurled as far as possible. If it failed to break it was considered a 

good omen that the house would stand firm and strong. When the roof of the 

Wingate House was raised, the jug landed on a haystack across, the street (l"here 

the University gym now stands) and didn't even crack. In this case the super

stition would seem to be true as the house has stood firm and strong for nearly 

150 years. 

In this house i'las born David Greene whose parent,s lived upstairs. There 

was a superstition in those days that a child should never be taken downstairs 

before he was taken upstairs. When it was time for little !>avid to take his 

first outing, his nurse, Nancy Sater lee , took him in her arms and climbed up the 

stones of the chimney into the attic, there being no staircase by which to get 

up. The house was afterward sold to Silas Burdick and used as an inn. }trs. 

Rase, whom you all kno'lrJ, iS,a great-granddaughter of Silas. 

The SteinheimvJas built by Jonathan Allen, the second president of Alfred 

University, who had a passion for geology. It was modeled after a castle on the 

Rhine, hence the name, 1tJhich, when ,translated, ,means "stone home. II All the stones 

in the exterior were picked up within a radius of six miles of Alfred, most of 

them brought from Labrador by the great glacier which covered Alfred in prehistoric 

times and molded the hills which surraund us. I nnnAt' ~i:,'md +.h;:\.t· h'OR; rl":l1 l, A 11011 

had all, the youngsters in t.owu ptcki.ng llpstones .for him. 

,I am sorry that this museum is not open at the present time as it is fear

fully and 'tilonderfully made and contains some real rarities despite the fact that 

the University has leti t fall to ruin and many valuables have either ,been stolen 

outright or ''borrowed'' and never returned. 

In a niche as one mounts the stairs, is an ancient Grecian urn '. President 

Allen purchased this on one of his' trips to EuroM and left instructions that when 

he and his wife died they should be cremated and their ashes placed together in 
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the urn. He died first and his instructions were followed, but when his wife 

passed away several years later it was found that the urn was not large enough 

to contain her ashes, too. 

Dr. Binns, the famous potter for whom Binns Hall is named, analyzed the 

clay of which the urn was made and perfected an addition to go on it so there 

was room for both sets of ashes and, to the best of my knowledge, it still sits 

there in the museum which President Allen so lovingly constructed. If one ex

amines the urn an almost invisible hairline may be detected where the addition 

was put on, but it is a most skillful job. 

If you have ever driven to Hornell by way of Crosby Creek, you may have 

noticed on the corner where the Hartsville Hill and Crosby Creek roads join, 

the remains of what must have once been a charming rural church. Next to this is 

a house with a sign on it proclaiming it to be The Burdick Homestead. This tn its 

day was quite a well-known sanitarium, famous for its healing waters and baths. 

No less a person that Nrs. Horace Greeley used to come up on the Erie Railroad 

each year to have her dental work done there. I have one of their old adVertise

ments which announces that they cure cancer, tuberculosis, diabetes, female 

troubles, rheumatics, and every other disease known to mankind. 

Dr. Burdick, who owned and ran it, was a man of prodigious strength. When 

Alumni Hall was built (where lole now have movies), a problem arose as to how the 

great bell could be installed in the steeple. Dr. Burdick came on the scene, 

put the bell on his head, the clapper in his pocket, climbed the tower and hung 

it. And there it has hung for lolell over a century, calling generations of 

students to classes and tossing the hours down into the valley. It is still 

tolled on special occasions such as Charter Day and Commencement. 

Next time you drive to Hornell take special pains to look at a small brick 

building on South Main Street, just across the street from where Mr. Cappadonia 

lives. There is an amusing story connected with it. I would not be surprised if 

it were the first garage to be built in Alfred, as it was erected when people 

were still driving horse and buggy. 
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One of the Rosebush boys (for whom the Rosebush Block is named), was 

courting a young lady who lived in the Cappadonia house. Mr. Rosebush owned 

one of the first automobiles in Alfred, and each night when he went to calIon 

tha young lady he left it. parked out in front. 

A car was something of a novelty to the natives but a sore temptation to 

all the little boys in the neighborhood who had never seen anything like it. 

It would be equivalent these days to leaving a space capsule unguarded in the 

park. The little boys were fascinated with it and could not leave it alone. 

Each evening V~. Rosebush's courting was interrupted by the tooting of the horn 

:mu Vf.ll'j(11lfl ot.hfll' noises made by the youngsters t-Jho st-Jarmed over the car. So 

M:r. Rosebush built. that little brick building across the street so he could. lock 

up his car and proceed with his wooing undisturbed. 

The fact t.hat he t~ent to all this trouble l'1lould imply that his intentions 

were honorable, but he didn't marry the girl after all -- not then, anyway. She 

married a man in Rhode Island and he wed a girl in Appleton, Wisconsin. A half a 

continent bett-Jeen them but there is more to my story -- over 30 years afterwards, 

when both their spouses were dead and all their children grown up, they met and 

were at last joined in holy matrimony. 

I am indebted to Mrs. Willis Russel for this amusing story about a former 

college commencement. 

In the 1880's, no less a person than the great Horace Greeley accepted an 

invi ta tion to come to Alfred and deliver the commencement address. He failed to 

arrive at the appointed time and some local orator had to pinch hit for him. It 

was learned later that Hr. Greeley had received a telegram stating that the whole 

thing had been called off. Upon investigation it was found that the fake message 

had been sent by a student who l-ilas also scheduled to take part in the program, 

but who had been summarily expelled because of his involvement with a young woman. 

To avenge himself on the authorities, he had sent the telegram. When Horace 

Greeley learned the details he telegraphed back, "Tax the culprit, collect damages 
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and plant shade trees on your campus. II I don't know vlhether his instructions 

were obeyed, but we do have some beautiful old shade trees here. 

A similar incident took place but a few years ago, only the consequences 

were not so serious. 

If you walk from the president's office toward the Collegiate, you will 

notice near the curbstone on the left-hand side of the t..Jalk an elm tree which 

bears a scar about three feet from the ground from being sawed almost in half. 

This was done by a student who flunked out just prior to graduation and was so 

enraged that he sought revenge in this manner. Luckily he was apprehended when 

the job was half done. Fortunately, with expert attention the tree has survived. 

Student pranks have amused the villagers for many years. Many have been 

crude tricks ln1hich took no intelligence. HOlloJ8ver, I have always enjoyed one 

because it required a certain amount of real wit, although it turned out to be 

an expensive jest. 

This was several years before Mr. Ninos came and the meals at the Collegiate 

were atrocious. Some wags stole the skeleton from the biology lab during the 

night and hung it outside the restaurant with a sign on it, "I ate here yesterday. II 

The proprietor was so enraged when he saw it that he flung it into the street. A 

car came along and ran over it, and it cost the University about $100 to replace 

it. 

Folklore is not always humorous. The mar tali ty among young children and 

mothers was unbelievably high in this area during the day of the early settlers. 

Alfred and the surrounding terri tory "Jas not settled until 1806 or 1807 (al.most 

a quarter of a century after Sullivan had driven the Seneca Indians out of this 

region), but the first medical man, Dr. Collins, did not come to Alfred Station 

until 1820, over a decade after the arrival of the first settlers. Even so, his 

services were not always available on isolated farms with no telephones and roads 

il1lpassible during the winter and spring months. 

The life of a country doctor was a hard one. Often he had to employ the 

services of an Indian guide to direct him to the location of some homes. Other 
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t:imes he notched trees so he would not lose his way. Sometimes he would be 

stranded in the woods all night because of spring freshets. He generally rode on 

horseback with saddle bags, one containing drugs and the other, crude instruments. 

Of course in those days there was no diphtheria antitoxin, no insulin, nor pen i-

cillin. Black diphtheria, pneumonia, and scarlet fever took a terrific toll of 

young lives. 

Doc Scofield, Sandra, and I love to inspect old cemetaries. In the Harts-

ville cemetary, so old that some of the tombstones are undecipherable, are the 

following graves: 

In the l'lJartin lot, three small children died in less than four weeks of each 

other. The gravestones read: Lett t1artin died Jan. 19, 1837; his sister, Anna, 

died Jan. 26, 1837; and a brother died Feb. 11, 1837. This poor woman lost three 

children within three and a half weeks. Somehow the thought of that woman living 

up on that bleak hill (there was still a bounty on wolves), seems inexpressively 

tragic. 

In all the old cemetaries we visited the number of deaths of infants and 

young children was simply appalling. We, noted that if people lived beyond the 

age of 50, they would live to 85 or )0. Most men, I noted, had second wives and 

sometimes three. The first always died young. 

This all leads up to a book I ,had the privilege of inspecting some time 

ago. This contained recipes for medicines used in the horne l.Jhen no doctor was 

available. These folk remedies were used by one Ashbel Smith, who built a log 

cabin up behind the homes on Hillcrest Drive. The log cabin has been gone for 

many years, but the foundations of the house are still visible. ,He married into 

the Fenner family, which has been prominent for many years in Alfred. 

The use of herbs as medicines lasted far longer than the days of early 

settlers. I remember hearing that my great-grandmother, who died at the age of 

96, when I was a baby, always went to Dr. Wiggins, the herb doctor. There are 
" 

still those who take sulphur and molasses in the spring -- which is a leftoVer 
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from folk medicine. Here are some of the remedies used in the family of Mr. 

Smi tho In some cases the cure is more alarming than the complaint. 

For a hectic cough ••• 

Make a syrup of barley, turnips, and elecampaine. (George Place tells me 

that elecampaine is a plant growing wild about yea high (hand out) and has 

yellow blossoms.) It is used frequently in folk medicine. One pint barley, 1 

pound turnips, 4 oz. elecampaine. Boil them in 3 quarts of fair water to 1 pint. 

Add to it one pound of honey and half a pint of brandy. A teaspoonful is a dose 

three times a day. 

Or, take wil.d licorice root, half pound; b1100k liverwort, half pound; 

A1Acrul~aine, 2 oz.; or take Solomon's seal, 4 oz.; spikenard, half a pound; 

gumphre, 4 oz. boiled in 4 qt.s. of 14ater to 1 quart. Add to it 1 pint of old 

spirits. Half a glass is a dose before eating. 

This recipe does not call for a "sufficient amount of brandy or spirits, II 

as they were then termed, to have any appreciable effect upon the patient, but 

some of the recipes I have call for such an amount of alcoholic beverages that I 

can understand why the patient had moments when he felt improved because it 

would appear that he was a little tight most of the time. 

Here's a recipe for the quinzy: 

Bleed under the tongue for first stage of it and sweat the throat and neck. 

Candis is a thorny herb growing in gardens. Boil it in milk and water and sweat 

powerfully 3 times a day. 'l'his has not failed in one instance to cure. 

For the phthsis (which you know as tuberculosis): 

Take four ounces of hen's fat and seed bm~l of skunk cabbage that grows 

at the bottom of the leaves, close to the ground. Cut it fine and stew it in 

fat til dry. Strain off, a teaspoonful is a dose three times a day. Here is 

another remedy for the same disease which sounds so poetic. Make a syrup of 

swamp honey suckle blossoms, and queen of the meadow roots sweetened with honey. 

Add to this a quart of syrup and half pint of brandy. Alas, I fear few patients 
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who took this delightful sounding medicine ever recovered, as tuberculosis was 

usually fatal in those days. 

In some cases the remedy sounds more lethal than the disease. For canker 

in the mouth or stomach, (I'm not sure just what is meant by this term, but 

lIm inclined to think it might have been cancer. 

in the witches caldron in Macbeth): 

Anyhow it sounds like the brew 

Take one pound of fresh butter. Put it in an earthen vessel well glazed. 

Set it on the fire and let it boil. When boiling, add five common green frogs. 

Put them in alive and let them stew until dry. Tal<:e them out and add a little 

C'SlllOmlle and pa.rsley. When cold add a little burnt alum powder. If fever is 

high give a little rattlesnake gall, dried in chalk. 

This, the writer says, is a certain cure. He is always very optimistic 

about the results of his prescribed treatments. If you are nauseated at the 

thought of rattlesnake gall, remember that rattlesnake venom is used today in 

the cure of cancer. 

Here is a short story which illustrates how customs have changed during 

the past half century. 

The Brick used to be called the Match Factory, because marriage resulted 

from so many friendships 1<>lhich began there. The rules were so very strict that 

I am unable to see how they were ever alone a sufficient time to indulge in any 

serious love making. But I am told that the percentage of marriages in those 

days t.)as just as large as in present times. 

In those far-off days in the age of innocence when a young man took a girl 

walking unchaperoned, they had to stay five feet apart. To facilitate gauging 

the distance, they were obliged to use a five-foot pole, he carrying one end 

and she the other, and that is the closest they 1",ere supposed to get. This 

was known as liThe Five Foot Rule. If 

A year ago some college girls at the University were asking me to tell 
" 

them some Alfred stories and I happened to mention this one. One of the girls 
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said, "Hmm, a five-foot rule. Well, no'W 'We have a four-foot rule. II I asked 

what she meant and she replied, ''Well, 'When you.1 re necking on the davenport 

wi th a young man, you I re supposed to keep all four feet on the floor. II 

I've taken quite a bit of your time and I don I t want to bore you. Have I 

time for just one more story? This has always fascinated me. 

You have read during the past number of years of couples 'Who 'Were married 

in rather unorthodox surroundings such as on T.V., in airplanes, on the plat

forms of thea tel'S, up in balloons, and the like. This is the story of a strange 

wedding 'Which took place in the To'Wn of Alfred over a century ago. 

It begins 'with the story of ~Jhat is known as the "Davis Farm ll located over 

in Pleasant Valley. It is occupied now by Bruce Wheeler Davis who is the fifth 

generation to o'Wn it, and four generations have been born right there in the 

homestead. The farm was purchased by Arad Wheeler in 1849, and his grandson 

'Was Arad 'Wheeler Davis. 

In those days there 'Was a mill do'Wn where Mae ~fuitford lives. It is im

possible for me to describe to you the exact location of it. l''Irs. Stopper kno'Ws 

where it is. It is a large 'Whitehouse located below Alfred Station on the left 

side of the road on the 'Way to Hornell. Across from this house 'Was a building 

J"ong since burned. In the days of prohibition it 'Was known as the Green Lantern 

and 'Was probably the worst dive that ever existed in the proximity of Alfred. It 

was destroyed by fire some time ago, and I believe some of the illegal alcohol 

with which it was saturated must have blown up and caused the fire 'Which destroyed 

it. 

Well, a century ago this building was a carding mill which used the pot<ler 

of the little mill race 'Which ran beside it. Farmers from miles around brought 

their 'Wool which was carded and then taken back home to be spun into skeins. 

One of the young i..Jomen who 't-lorked at the carding mill was Verona Potter, 

a daughter of Albert Potter who lived at Five Corners. Arad Wheeler Davis ~Jas 

very attentive to Miss Potter and 'Was 'Wont to call for her after 'Work and drive 
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her home. The old road they took is now abandoned, but it went up over the hill 

where the village dump is now located and which eliminated the use of the present 

Belmont road. 

Late one fine autumn afternoon as they were driving over to her home at 

Five Corners, they sallo' Daniel Vincent, the Justice of Peace, coming from the 

opposite direction. Although it was November 19, 18$7, it was a crisp fall 

evening. I can Visualize this happy couple driving along through the wooded 

hills, letting the horse go slow, if he liked, to make the pleasant journey 

last as long as possible, for in those well-chaperoned days a young man did not 

ha.ve lflU~h opportunity to be alone with his best girl. 

Upon spying the Justice of Peace these young lovers decided at once to get 

married. Remember, in those days there were no medical examinations or legal 

formalities to be gone through. So they stopped the horse and hailed Squire 

Vincent as he was about to pass them and asked him to tie the knot then and there. 

This he agreed to do. The squire stood up in his buggy and they stood up in 

theirs, and right on the road, amid the pine-covered hills, their vows were said. 

But Squire Vincent did not have the proper forms with him -- this is quite under-

standable, as no doubt he did not drive around the country expecting to meet 

_p~ople who wanted to get married -- so he tore a piece of paper which he happened 

to have in his pocket and wrote out an account of their marriage. This is the 

only record the family ever had. Today it is framed and hangs in the family 

parlor, a yellowed, jagged scrap, where it has been for several generations. I am 

glad to report that, like the fairy tales of old, they lived happily ever after. 

They had two or three children and one of their descendents lives in the old 

farmhouse where they started housekeeping. 

Alfred will change considerably during the next few years, and we do not 

regret it. This is progress. But I believe that all of us hope the special at-

mosphere that our village possesses will not change too much. It is hard to put 
, 

one's finger on the charm that is Alfred's. It has changed down through the 

years, yet it has never lost its identity. Its atmosphere remains the same. 
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People come here, hate it for a few months and end up by wishing they could spend 

the remainder of their days within its boundaries. 

Compared to city folk, the residents of Alfred lead rather quiet, lvell

ordered lives, yet everyone has too much to do. We go the even tenor of our !'1lays 

but things never become monotonous. We have fires, student pranks, caucuses, local 

elections, parking and sewage problems and, best of all, village hearings. 

In Alfred we a.re somewhat removedfronr-the--busy, "lOrk-a-day world, yet fe~J 

grea t events take place in 'tvhich someone from Alfred, 01" closely connected 'tii th 

it, does not have a prominent part. Our town probably surpasses any other village 

of its size in the United states in the number of dogs -- most of them of doubtful 

lineage. Stan Butts, the man in the hardware says that if he were a bird he would 

fly direct~ to Alfred -- they are the best-fed birds in the world. 

Serious crimes are seldom committed within our borders and the jail is 20 

miles away in Belmont. There are still persons in Alfred who never lock their 

doors, evon when -t.hey go away. No one is really 1<Jealthy, yet no one is wretchedly 

poor. 

Law suits in Alfred have been so infrequent that no la"£~yer has ever been 

able to earn a living here. (I note that our lOa-year record has been broken 

w_::lth the advent of ¥Jr. Sootheran, liho has recently become a resident. All I can 

say is that he will need lots of out-of-town trade to support him.) 

On the whole, Alfredians treat the foibles of their neighbors with good

natured tolerance. Alfred never tries to ape other connnuni ties. Other towns may 

have race riots, other basketball teams may throw games for money, other places 

may have strikes and pickets, other town officials may be corrupt -- but not in 

the Village of Alfred. She goes serenely on her way, through wars, epidemics and 

depressions. A little smug, a little complacent, perhaps -- but why shouldn I t she 

be? After all, she has a long and honorable history, and those residing within 

her borders seem to have mastered the fine art of living as well, if not better, 

than most groups in this age of unrest and insecurity. 
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