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Ben Hansford’s Story
(The basis for this story is an interview with Ben
Hansford conducted Nov. 6, 2007, in the home of
Sandy (Hansford) and Rick Eckblade. Bill Hall and
James Hanson conducted the interview which was
audio taped. Mr. Hansford’s wife, Florence, was
present, along with his niece, Sandy Eckblade, her
husband Rick, and grandson James of Batavia.)
Ninety-five-year-old Ben Hansford loves to tell
stories about his younger years. Though he’s lived in
Elgin for many
years – and before
that in Huntley –
most of his stories
center on his years
in Batavia and
surrounding
communities.
A
short
question
can
trigger a tale of
growing up, going
to school, building
houses,
buying
and selling cars,
and working for
20-cents an hour.
Ben was born Nov. 18, 1913, on the Rowcliff
Farm on Deerpath Road, west of Batavia. He was the
second son of Pauline and James Hansford. His

brother, James, was born two years earlier and two
other brothers, George “Johnny” and Glen “Spid”
were born a few years later.
“It was a long time ago,” he says about his birth.
“Mrs. Tillie Rowcliff was in attendance at my birth.”
When he was 2 years old, the family moved to a
160-acre farm on Krecher Road, about one and a half
miles south of Long Grove in Lake County.
“That house was old and had a dirt floor in the
basement,” he remembers.
“No electricity, no
telephone,
no
running
water.
There was a privy
in the back yard
and a hot coal
stove in the parlor;
we had a cook
stove
in
the
kitchen.
“All the farm
work was done
with horses and we
milked 45 or 50
cows by hand.”
Like
many
youngsters of the
era, he began working early: “When I was 6 years
old, many times my dad would be busy in the fields.
He would load the cans of milk in a spring wagon,

pulled by a team of horses and I would deliver the
milk to the creamery in Long Grove.”
He walked a mile and a half to a one-room
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Going to work
“I worked in the machine shop for about a year.
Charlie Hanson was the boss. I earned 20 cents an
hour and we worked nine-hour days, six days a week.
My weekly pay was $10.80.” He worked overtime
on Monday, Wednesday and Friday nights and this
added $1.80 to the week’s wages.
“After about a year, the foreman in the sad iron
department was going to retire. I was asked if I
wanted the job; I would get a 5-cent an hour raise, to
25 cents an hour. I said ‘yes.’ There was one other
worker in the department, Sophie Yusk of Batavia.
“I would shift weights in the foundry in the
afternoon to help them out. Then they closed the
foundry and they were making metal plates in the
foundry room. My department was terminated. I
worked in the plate and hand-paint departments at
different times.
At age 22, he got work at Burgess Norton in
Geneva. “I started in the hand screw department,” he
says. “Evar Lindgren was the foreman. I worked
there about a year and told Evar that I had to make
more money. He said, ‘You’ve worked at every job
in the department and made top money.’ All the pay
was piece work in that department, so the only way I
could make more money would be for me to get a job
in the grinding department.
“I started by grinding the ends of piston pins and
rough grinding on a centerless grinder. I did that for
about a year and a half and then got promoted to be a
finish grinder on a centerless grinder.

school on Arlington Heights Road. “I did good in
school,” he says. “When I was in the third grade, we
had a spell-down and I lost to an eighth grader.
“When I was in fourth grade, we moved back to
Batavia and I went to the (old) Louise White School
(at Washington Avenue and State Street). I was
doing fifth-grade work; I was way ahead of the kids
down here.”
The family lived on a small farm on the northeast
side of Batavia. “It was called the Eastview Place,”
he remembers; the Bowron family had been living
there.
“My dad milked nine or 10 Jersey and Guernsey
cows and delivered the milk in town with a 1914
Model T pickup. I learned to drive this truck when I
was 10 years old and did minor repairs on it.”
Three years later, the family moved to Good
Templar Park in Geneva. “I was in the seventh grade
and went to the Sixth Street School in Geneva,” he
recalls. “I graduated from there on June 8, 1928.
Then I went one year to Geneva
High School. We moved back to
Batavia before the school year
was out, so I used my brother’s
car to finish the year in Geneva.
“I told my dad I didn’t want
to start the second year of high
school in Batavia. Dad said if I
quit school, I had to go to work,
so I got a job at the Howell
Company in Geneva. I was 15
years old and the law said you had
to be 16 to work in a shop, so I
told them I was 16 and got the
job.
“I didn’t quit school because
I couldn’t learn. I was always
smart in school. I quit because I
didn’t have any spending money
and that’s why I went to work.”
This image shows a clam shell that that has been punched. Several buttons
were
produced. Clamming for button manufacturing was
big business in
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night watchman. I married Lillian Hotopp and we
“And that’s when I started working nights everylived in an apartment in Aurora,” he says. “Our
other week until I left Burgess Norton in 1946. I told
daughter Janice was born in 1937; our daughter
my superiors that I wanted to quit working nights;
Sharon in 1939 and our daughter Carolyn in 1942.
they said I couldn’t work days. There were two
“In 1940, we were living at the corner of Park
grinders who’d worked longer than me and they were
and Madison streets in Batavia. I built a house at 446
still working nights.
Madison Street. I dug the basement with a team of
“I told them I was going to leave and they told
horses and a slip scoop.
me to take a leave of absence so I could come back at
Al Shandor had the horses and helped me dig the
any time.”
basement.” (Editor’s note: Mr. Shandor lived near
Other jobs
Eola Road and in the 1930s collected Batavia’s
Mr. Hansford was always looking for ways to
garbage.)
make money:
“My father-in-law helped me make the forms for
“Ray Collins and I hunted clams in the Fox
the basement walls. I borrowed a cement mixer from
River,” he says. “We would walk in the river in bare
George McDonald and with some help from friends
feet, feeling for the clams. When we found one, we
poured the basement walls on a Sunday. I did all the
would reach down and get it out. We sold the clam
building except the plastering, the fireplace and the
shells to a button factory in Batavia.”
chimney. I did the hot water heating and hard wood
“Once, we went to Savannah, Illinois, and
floors in all the rooms.”
bought a truck load of watermelons. We tried selling
Bill Hall recalled that the house built by Ben
them house-to-house but didn’t sell very many.
Hansford had been identified as a Sears House in a
There was a carnival on the west side so we got a
previous issue of The Historian. Mr. Hansford called
booth and raffled them off.”
him to say that he had built that house himself with a
In 1933, while working at the Howell Company,
hand saw, a hammer and a square.
a number of workers were laid off.
A love affair with autos
Mr. Hansford thought of a way to work. “I
Mr. Hansford’s early experience with
borrowed money to buy a Diamond T truck,” he says,
automobiles laid the foundation for much of his
“and hauled coal from a mine in Wilmington, Illinois,
working life. While he had other jobs, cars were
to Chicago. When the winter was over there was no
always a primary love.
more coal to haul, so I was out of a job again.
“Ray Collins (who
later became a Batavia
alderman) and I decided
to dismantle cars for the
metals and whatever parts
we could sell. We did the
dismantling in Val Fitch’s
gravel pit on South Van
Buren Street. We didn’t
have a torch to cut up the
cars so we used a cold cut
and sledge hammer.
“At the same time, I
was buying and selling
cars at home. Whatever
work was needed to get
them saleable, I did it.”
A wife, family and place
to live
“In 1934, I was
working
at
Walker
Laundry in Aurora as a
A 1932 Diamond T Truck similar to what Ben Hansford drove hauling coal.
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In 1934, after he was married, a friend, Julius
Carlson, offered to him a chance to sell used cars on
one end of a lot he owned at New York and Ohio
streets on Aurora’s east side. “He offered to let me
sell my used cars at one end and he would sell his
newer cars at the other end,” Hansford recalls. “So I
sold there until 1936 when I went to Burgess
Norton.”
In 1940, he rented Bustard’s Gas Station on
North Washington Avenue and also sold used cars
there. He also was working as a grinder at Burgess
Norton.
“In 1943, I bought the gas station which included
land from Washington Avenue west to the Fox River.
Later, I built a house down on that property and did
all the work myself.”
After World War II, he also built a new gas
station and garage along Washington Avenue. He
sold the old station and Belding Movers moved it to
Pine Street in Geneva, where it became a residence.
“A fellow from St. Charles laid the blocks and
Sandy’s dad, Johnny, had gotten out of the service
and helped mix the mortar and stuff. We put the roof
on ourselves.
“After I quit Burgess Norton in 1946, I ran the
gas station and bought and sold cars but still wasn’t
making as much money as I wanted. So I rented the
gas station and went into the used car business.
“In the summer of 1947, I bought out two
brothers who had a used car lot at Spring and Lincoln
streets near downtown Aurora and moved my
business there.”
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He needed cars for his lot so he went to an
auction in Dyer, Indiana, and bought an Oldsmobile
with an automatic transmission. “I had the car a few
days and the transmission went out. That was my first
– and last – car purchased at auction. From then on, I
went to small dealers in the vicinity to buy cars.”
Settling in Huntley
One day, I was in Huntley and bought a 1940
Plymouth from George Dolby who owned a
dealership. I asked him if he might want to sell out
and he said, ‘Yeah.’ So I bought him out in October
1950. I sold the dealership in Aurora and the garage
and gas station in Batavia but kept the Batavia house.
“In 1954, a man offered to sell me land on Route
47 in Huntley to build a Chevrolet dealership. I
drove from Batavia to Huntley for a year and a half
and Chevy put pressure on me to live in Huntley.
That was their policy.”
His wife didn’t want to move and they were
divorced in 1957; Mr. Hansford said it was a friendly
divorce.
In 1960, he bought a farm west of Huntley, built
a house on the land, dug a lake and a couple of
ponds. He married Florence in 1969; they had
known each other for about four years.
In 1983, after he’d had a heart attack, he sold the
business. He and Florence continued to live in rural
Huntley until 1989 when they moved to a house they
built in rural Elgin.
A man of many talents
Though he worked hard – often at two jobs –
Ben Hansford had many pastimes.
As a youngster, a lot of his
free time was spent near – or in –
the Fox River.
“Table Rock was at the end
of Lathem Street,” he recalls. “It
was a limestone slab that tilted
into the river. We used to go
there nights, sometimes before I’d
go home, and go skinny dipping
in the river.”
He also was baptized in the
river. “I was about 9 or 10 years
old and we were living in Batavia
and went to the Brethren Church
and I was baptized in the river.”
Niece Sandy Eckblade asked
if he ever swam in the Quarry.
“No, our place was the river,”
Hansford remembered. “We used
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to ice skate on the pond. In 1933, when I was laidoff from work, we did a lot of ice skating there.
“And, I used to take my ’26 Chrysler down to
Table Rock in the winter and drive it out on the ice
and go up and down the river in the car.”
He remembers ice houses along the river, too.
“Swanson had one and Mr. Parse,” he recalls. “I
don’t know if Parse owned the ice house but he
stored his ice in there. I remember they had a team of
horses out on the river cutting the ice and that’s when
I decided I couldn’t drive the car on the ice.
“The ice houses were on the river at the end of
Gore Street, between the railroad tracks and the
river.” (Editor’s note: At that time, the Chicago &
North Western Railway tracks came down on the east
side of the river from Geneva. That right-of-way is
now part of the Fox River Path.)
“They used sawdust on the walls of the ice
houses to keep the ice from melting. Joe Kresser had
an office in one of the ice houses for quite a while
and I remember when he tore them down, but I’m not
sure of the year. In the summer of 1927, Jerome
Parse – his dad owned the business – used to come
with the horse-drawn ice cart. We used to get chips
of ice from him.”
Ben, the athlete
Mr. Hansford bowled for many years. “I was
bowling with the Moose team starting in 1942,” he
remembers. “I bowled with Johnny Kielion, Paul
Stone, Johnny Ramus, Ray Rogers and Rod and
Raymond Kielion at the Bowling Alley in Batavia.”
When he began bowling on the Moose team he
was not a Moose member. “I joined the Moose in
1943 because you had to be a member to bowl on the
team,” Hansford says. “I was a Moose member for
59 years.”
He notes that he never had a perfect 300 game,
but had some good ones. When he was in Huntley,
he was entertaining some Chevrolet personnel at a
restaurant and they had several drinks that afternoon.
About 5 p.m., someone asked if Ben wasn’t supposed
to bowl that night.
“I went home, changed clothes and bowled
almost a 300 game,” he says with a smile. “It was
the best bowling I ever did in my life.”
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He started playing the accordion when he was 80
years old and in his earlier years, sang with a group.
“I sang with Lenny Guth, Will Schimelpfenig, Beets
Schimelpfenig, Red Bowron and Cully Carlson,” he
adds. “But we sang just for the fun of it.”
He and his wife, Florence, go dancing about
twice a week. They used to go three or four times a
week. “We love to dance,” Ben says. “We danced
all over Wisconsin and got to Iowa, Minnesota and
Arizona.”
As a teen-ager and in his 20s, Hansford played
ball on some Batavia teams. “I played softball on the
Vanity Theatre team and hard ball with the Kenny
Peddy team,” he explains. “We had a softball league
and played on a diamond on Delia or Hamlet street
on the east side and on the football field on the west
side sometimes. One time we played the American
Legion team and they beat us something awful.
On May 6, 1932, he and some friends were
planning a pick-up softball game on the east side
field.
“We went over to the diamond and I remember
getting out of my car and walking to the diamond and
coming back and telling the boys it was too wet to
play. Harry and Bob Schroeder were with me. I got
back in my car and that’s the last thing I remember.”
He says he drove his car to pick up Harry
Schroeder’s 1929 Chevy Convertible Coupe and the
men were driving down Van Buren Street. At the
intersection with Spring Street, the coupe collided
with Glenn Crane’s car. Schroeder’s car then hit a
tree and Hansford was thrown from the car taking the
side door with him. “I lit on a picket fence and got a
hole in my side and a brain concussion,” he recalls.
“Harry Sloggett and Mr. Rumsey put me in a
police car – it was a 1930 Ford two-door sedan – and
took me to Community Hospital. Sherm Frydendall
was the cop. The guys said I was lying on the
sidewalk bleeding to death. The car had a rumble
seat and Bob Schroeder and Ralph Beebe were in the
rumble seat but nobody else in the car got hurt.
I came to at the hospital the next morning and
was in the hospital about five days.”
Fortunately, he recovered completely – that’s
why he’s still remembering his Batavia years and
sharing his stories.
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In the last issue, I asked readers to send in stories about winter fun in Batavia.
Here are my recollections along with those of former Batavian, Steve Nelson.

From the Editor
A recent trip to Fabyan Park
brought back many memories for
me. With the windmill standing
tall against a beautiful blue sky, it
was a picturesque morning
accented by the sounds of
children sliding down the hill,
giggling, laughing and in some
cases, squealing all
the way.
It made me
think of my own
childhood
experiences
of
sledding down the
beloved
hill.
Fabyan now has a
winter fence to
keep the sleds from
going into the
river. That was
always the goal
when I was a kid.
My
grandfather
would sharpen our
sled’s blades each
winter so that we
could go down the
hill fast. Little did
he
know
that
distance was also part of the plan.
The sled that went the farthest
onto the river was the sled that
truly had blades of steel that could
go the distance.
We would also sled on the
street in front of our house. It
was a nice hill and we would
barricade the block off and all the
kids in the neighborhood would
come.
Sometimes my mom would
let us hook our sleds to the back
bumper and she would pull us
around the block. What was she
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thinking? It was a much slower
time then and there wasn’t much
traffic, but no excuses. However,
it sure was fun.
We skated on the river and it
was a great place to meet friends.
There always seemed to be a fire
in an old oil drum but I never saw

Skating on the Pond 1960
(Donated by Pauline Campbell)
anyone tending the fire. On very
cold days, some parents would
stay close by so that the car heater
could warm numb hands and
feet. It was always nice to have
an audience to see newly acquired
skills, like skating backwards or
doing a challenging figure eight.
At home, we would build
snow men, the bigger the better.
As we got older our snow men
turned to sculptures, a bulldog, a
teddy bear.
Some adventuresome kids
tried their hand at snow
www.bataviahistoricalsociety.org

architecture. My mom worked
for Erik Ridderstadt and we often
spent time at the Ridderstadt
home.
One
winter,
the
Ridderstadt sons, Stephan and
Lars were building an igloo and
asked my sister and me for help.
We carefully shoveled the snow
into boxes and
made the large
cubes
for
the
igloo. Then we
dragged them to
the igloo and the
boys stacked the
cubes of snow to
construct the snow
structure.
They
taught me a lot
about
building
igloos, especially
when
Lars
announced,
“No
girls
allowed!”
after the igloo was
done.
In our last
issue, I asked
Historian readers
to send in their
recollections of winter fun in
Batavia. Steve Nelson was kind
enough to share his memories.
“I grew up in the forties and
fifties and I remember great times
skating on the pond and even
venturing all the way up to
Fabyans. The ice would crack
and make noise and we would
quickly skate to shore. This often
happened on the wider part of the
river just north of the dam.
“We would also play games
such as “Crack the Whip”.
Sometimes the “whip” had 20 or
The Batavia Historian

more people in it! You didn’t
want to be at the end.
“Ice hockey was another
game we played on the north end
of the pond. We really didn’t
know the rules of hockey but we
still played the game. We would
“borrow” wooden sticks (Used to
make
slotted
floors
on
refrigerated trucks) from Batavia
Body Company. Some of the
sticks were six to eight feet long.
The puck was a chunk of ice. The
object of our game was to knock
down as many people as we could

without getting wiped out by the
other guys.
“One winter, probably in the
early 50's, Denny Swanson, Norm
Freedlund and I decided to take a
toboggan down the old quarry
steps. There was a landing
halfway down which entailed a
right then left turn. We couldn’t
manage this maneuver and we
smashed the toboggan. If I
remember right, Denny broke his
arm in the process.
“Denny managed to get
another toboggan from the
hardware store that his dad

owned, and soon we were right
back at it but we didn’t try the
quarry steps again.
“We often took our sled to
Wolcott’s hill and sled from Rt 31
all the way down, over the
railroad tracks, down the pier and
a final drop to the river,
sometimes reaching the mid-point
of the Fox. We would sled and
skate all winter long and it
seemed like we had endless days
of snow. These are my memories
of winter in Batavia. It sure was a
whole lot of fun!”

Skating on the Pond
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Help With the Next Issue
Please help us with the next issue of the Historian. Send us memories of the Quarry. Please send your thoughts
to the editor at king60510@aol.com, or mail them to The Batavia Historian, P.O. Box 14, Batavia, IL 60510.

Membership News - October to December 2008
New Members
Carol Johnson, Batavia
Kenneth Johnson, Lee, IL - gift from Don Carlstedt
Gene Baum, Lanark, IL - gift from Shirley Peterson
Nicholas Bratherton, Batavia - gift of Rose Berndtson
Earl D. & Arlene Martenson, No. Aurora
Mark & Kathy Neely, Batavia - gift of Bob & Sue Peterson
Gloria & Fred Holbert, Lincoln, NE - gift of Bob & Sue Peterson
Bob and Barb Sinclair, Batavia - gift of Mike and Carla Hill
Stanley & Karin Johnston, Batavia - gift of Phyllis Thelander
New Jr. Member
Kyle O’Dwyer, Batavia – gift of Georgene and Dr. John O’Dwyer
New Life Members
David Peebles, Batavia - gift of Rempe-Sharpe Consulting Engineers
Rev. Michael Rasicci, Batavia - gift of Sally Trekell, Batavia

Membership Renewal Time
It’s that time of year again. Enclosed is an envelope for you to send in
your annual dues renewal. Memberships expire each year on December
31. Those who joined after June 30 last year, your membership is
current for 2009. Please use the renewal form on the last page, or
download
the
membership
renewal
form
from
http://www.bataviahistoricalsociety.org/memform.pdf.

Save the Date
Next General Meeting
April 5, 2009
“Writing Your Life
Story”
Sammi King

Helpful Hints
You can trace who lived where in Batavia by researching the City and County Directories. These were
in place of the phone books we know today, and not only listed people by surname, but also included a
numerical listing, street by street, so you can follow the change in neighbors over time. The City
Directories obviously only covered the families within the city limits, but companies also occasionally
printed county directories that listed the homes in the townships outside the city limits. These directories
are available in the Gustafson Research Center. Directories go back to 1911.
When trying to track down a previous residence or do a history on a Batavia Home, remember that
Lincoln St was previously known as Washington. Also, the streets in Batavia were re-numbered about
1949. To find the house prior to that time, it helps to check the Directories just after the number change,
identify the names of the neighbors, and then follow those same names back in time.
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The City Electrician – Fred Jahreiss
By Marge Holbrook

originally Kinne and Jeffrey, was
Fred Jahreiss, one of
at the intersection of Wilson and
Batavia’s early city electricians,
South River streets, directly east
was a German immigrant who
from what is now Valley
learned “on the job.”
Community Bank. Mayor Jeff
He was born in Germany
Schielke’s grandfather, Herman
in 1883. When he was just 16
Schielke, owned the store for
years old, he immigrated to the
many years.) Fred Jahreiss also
United States with his 18-year-old
wired some new homes built in
brother; their parents refused to
Batavia.
leave Germany.
Fred and his brother
entered the United States through
Ellis Island where they were
quarantined for quite a while. His
brother traveled to Western New
York state where he bought a
vineyard and sold grapes to
wineries. Fred decided to come to
the Midwest and the two brothers
never saw each other again after
they parted.
Fred learned to read and
write English and began working
with men who were electricians.
A book about electricity which he
used often, is well-marked with
his notes, and signed with his Fred Jahreiss (back-left) with L. A.
name and dated. It has been Parre, Tom Meredith, and unknown
donated to the Batavia Depot at the A. E. C. Power Plant, 1890.
Museum by his granddaughter,
Much of the information
Charmaine Myers of Aurora.
about Mr. Jahreiss’ electrical
The years that Fred
skills was written in a 50th
Jahreiss
was
the
Batavia
wedding anniversary story which
electrician are not precisely
appeared in The Aurora Beaconknown. But it is known that he
News in 1945.
wired the first house in Batavia to
On May 14, 1895, Fred
have electricity. The house, at
Jahreiss
married
Caroline
Main and Washington Street (now
Berberich who had been born in
Lincoln Street) was owned by D.
Batavia; she was seven years
Burnham.
younger than her groom. The
“He wired many homes
couple traveled to Aurora by
that were marking the transition
horse and buggy to be married by
from kerosene or gas lights to
Pastor Ernest Buhre, a Lutheran
electricity,” his granddaughter
pastor who had once served
says. “And he wired most of the
Batavia Lutherans. (When he
downtown buildings, including
served part-time in Batavia,
Schielke’s store.” (This threePastor Buhre sometimes traveled
story
limestone
building,
Page 9
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from Aurora to Batavia by
handcar on the Aurora Branch
Railroad.
The handcar was
pumped
by
his
Aurora
parishioners.)
After their wedding, the
couple returned to their home on
Cleveland Avenue in Batavia
where they lived their entire
married lives. Caroline Jahreiss
had been born in a house in the
same block and lived her entire
life on Cleveland Avenue.
The anniversary account
called Fred Jahreiss a “civicminded man whose hearing is
impaired and his knees are not too
limber, but in good health and
good spirits.” He told reporter
Jeannette Smith that “I never
thought I’d live to be this age.”
After he stopped working
for the city, Fred Jahreiss worked
for The Challenge Windmill Co.
and also as custodian for the
Knights of Pythias Hall in the 100
block of South Batavia Avenue.
“Even though his knees
were bad, he walked from his
home on Cleveland Avenue over
to the KP Hall,” Myers recalls.
“And he mowed his own grass.
When I was a child, I used to
walk beside him while he mowed,
and then when he stopped to rest,
we would sit on the porch and
drink lemonade.”
Myers remembers her
paternal grandfather as “six-feet
tall, a big, broad-shouldered,
handsome man with a mustache.
My dad was disappointed because
he
was
short
like
my
grandmother.”
Fred Jahreiss died in 1946,
about 10 months after his 50th
wedding celebration; his wife
lived until 1955.
The Batavia Historian

Often referred to as the city of Energy Batavia was one of the first cities in the area to have
electrical power. Batavia Historian Marilyn Robinson writes this story from Batavia City
Council minutes by Edwin Parre in 1966.

WHEN ELECTRICITY CAME TO BATAVIA
Condensed by Marilyn Robinson, 2008
It was March 30, 1891, just 8
or 9 weeks before Batavia became
a city. A city hall and the
dynamo building had been built
as well as the machinery installed,
poles erected, wires strung and
electric light bulbs screwed in
their sockets. All was ready for
the critical moment when
electricity would come to Batavia.
It had been two years since
the dream first came to Batavia.
The town had had kerosene street
lamps for some time.. These
lights might have been better than
no lights at all, but their weak
gleams couldn't have lighted the
path of the traveler very far.
Aurora had electric lights as
early as 1875. This may have
influenced Batavians. Aurora had
installed 2000-candle power
lamps on the top of ISO-foot
towers, sixteen of them. The
lights on these high towers lit up
the skies better than the streets, so
in 1886 the city lowered them.
Batavia chose the lower poles
from the beginning.
A vote taken on April 16,
1889, on whether Batavia should
install electric lights resulted in
614 ayes, and 44 nays. Citizens
evidently realized the value of
these new-fangled lights.
The Town Board of Trustees
immediately went into action,
appointed a special visitation
committee to visit other cities that
had
electric
plants
and
recommended a plant similar to
the one at Clinton. (Mr. Parre
Page 10

didn't say which Clinton, in which
state.)
The Street Lighting
Committee was instructed to draft
specifications for a plant like the
Clinton plant. This committee
had oversight over the plant for a
number of years. Its highest
priority seemed to be "not to
spend the public's money."
First, a place near a railroad
in which to build a plant was
needed. A lot owned by John
VanNortwick on Island Avenue at
the foot of First Street seemed
ideal. Another committee was
appointed to confer with Mr.
VanNortwick to see if a lot that
the City owned elsewhere
(location not disclosed) could be
exchanged for his Island Avenue
one. It could, with $300 to boot,

so the lot was acquired.
In
August of 1889, a contract was let
to James F. McMaster, a local
contractor, for a city hall and
dynamo building for $4,018, plus
foundation walls for $12.50 per
cord."
One thing worried the city
fathers for several years. There
were no private concerns that
made and sold electricity at the
time. This meant towns had to
make their own, and that brought
on problems such as "Did the
village have the authority to do
electric lighting for commercial
uses?"
Finally the town board
decided to go ahead even if they
might be challenged later as to
their right to produce electricity.

Wilson Street depicting both of the early versions of street lighting.
Note the bare-bulb extending from the pole at the top of the picture and
the grade-mounted lamps on either side of the street.
www.bataviahistoricalsociety.org

The Batavia Historian

In September of 1892, a motion
was carried to determine if
anyone could legally file an
injunction against the city causing
them to cease the selling of
commercial electricity. In 1901,
the council passed a resolution
that said that since Elgin had
decided that the law allowed them
to operate a public utility to
furnish light for commercial
purposes, it would be all right for
Batavia to do so as well. They
would quit worrying.
Plans and specifications had
already been drawn in July of
1889 for the steam engines and
two boilers for the plant. In
August, a contract was let to the
Westinghouse Company for an
electric light plant; they were to
put in 115-132 candlepower
streetlight incandescent lamps for
$6,800. Since lighting of the
streets had been the main purpose
for building the plant, it was only
run for a few hours each evening
at first.
In October 1891, the Street
Lighting Committee reported the
cost to be too much to make
extensions to light the new
Swedish
Church
(Bethany
Lutheran). The city made no heed
to their recommendation.
That same month H. N. Wade
and S. A. Wolcott requested that
the city plant run all night. The
Challenge Co. asked the city to
furnish lights for their shops.
Later other factories followed
suit. Now the city was furnishing
commercial electricity and going
beyond
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their original purpose of lighting
the streets.
In March of 1892, the City
emphatically stated that if anyone
wanted the plant to run after
midnight for their private benefit,
they would be charged $1.00 for
the first hour and $2.00 for each
additional hour.
Two months later the Street
Lighting
Committee
recommended that the City make
extensions to the electric light
plant from time to time as was
necessary to furnish commercial
light to parties wishing them,
provided the expenses of any
connection was not too great.
They also recommended that a
limit of 3,000 lights be set as the
present capacity of the plant. At
this time, F. Jaheriss, was the
fireman at the plant. His salary
was $55.00 per month.
The use of electricity
increased quickly. In June of
1893,
the
Street
Lighting
Committee was instructed to
extend the street lines on all
streets to the city limits. The next
month, the plant was run until
2:30 a.m. to accommodate
persons returning from the
World's Fair in Chicago. By
November, the plant was run all
night. At that time, Allie Parre
was appointed fireman at the City
plant with a salary of $35.00 per
month. He eventually became
plant superintendent.
The voltage of the lights at
this time was only 50. Some of
the customers changed their house
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voltage to 100. This necessitated
a change in transformers and
sometimes meters. It was decided
that in such cases, the customers
had to pay the cost of the changes.
In 1900, more extensive uses
of electricity were requested.
Some of the customers, especially
the factories, wanted to use it for
power. The Electric Lighting
Committee recommended that
power for running motors,
elevators, etc., in factories should
not be approved.
In November 1900, the
Appleton Manufacturing Co.
located their factory in Batavia.
As a concession, the City
furnished them drinking water
and electric lights in their
buildings for five years for $1.00
per year for each of the utilities.
In March 1901, the City
requested that the Chicago
Telephone Co. give Batavia the
right to attach to their telephone
poles at least one cross arm, pins,
and insulators and to string them
with electric service wires that
belonged to the city-and for free.
Finally on October 15, 1906,
fifteen years after the initiation of
the first electric light service in
Batavia, the Council granted the
request of forty petitioners asking
that the City furnish both electric
light and power to those desiring
it during the day as well as the
night.
Batavia still operates its own
plant and sells electricity to its
citizens.
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Popcorn stand has served Batavians well
From a 1998 story by Sammi King
wood at Kalky and Thorsen's lumber yard on Main.
George Stran, Gen's (Normie's sister) new husband
added colored lights that flashed blue, red, yellow
and green. Normie's brother, Wally, made the first
sign "Buddy and Normie's French Fried Popcorn."
W.L. Anderson owned a lot on the east side of
Batavia Avenue and let the boys use the prime
location for their new venture. The lot was right
where the First Chicago drive up area is today. Each
spring the boys would move the stand to the Avenue
location and take it back home before winter.
"Moving the stand wasn't easy." William "Bud"
Anderson told me. "Our fathers both worked for the
Challenge Windmill Company. They would borrow
a hand cart that measured 4' wide by 6 or 7 feet long.
It had 4 steel wheels and along steel
handle in front. By the time we got the
popcorn stand on, it was pretty heavy
to move. Kids from the neighborhood
helped us."
Normie and Buddy bought the
popcorn from John Schmidt a farmer
from the Mendota area. Mr. Schmidt
also sold to another popcorn stand in
Wheaton.
"They had the best," Bud offered.,
"but ours was good."
According to Bud, the reason the
popcorn was so good was the moisture.
"We kept the popcorn in a big
barrel, like flour came in. To keep the
Batavia Popcorn Depot, abt. 1945. The popcorn stand stood at
kernels from drying out, we'd keep a
Clever's Saloon on W. Wilson St. Donor: Paul Hendrickson
wet towel inside the barrel. The
moisture made the kernels explode

The year was 1929. Money was scarce, but
dreams were big at the corner of Washington (now
Lincoln) and Houston. Two twelve year old kids,
Buddy Anderson and Normie Freedlund, friends and
neighbors, had a dream that would last a lifetime.
They would build a popcorn stand to make some
extra money for themselves and their families.
At first it was a vision that only the two boys and
the neighborhood kids could see. Soon, through the
encouragement of their fathers, the dream became a
reality.
Everyone was quick to lend a hand. Neighbor
Martin Mickelson had a two car garage but no car, so
he let the boys use it for a workshop. Mr. Anderson
and Mr. Freedlund helped the boys out by buying the

apart. Then the hulls were sifted out into a bucket
below."
Bud and Norm also sold peanuts that they
purchased from Reulands in Aurora. They would
hitchhike down to pick up the large cans of peanuts
when they were out.
"Opening a new can of peanuts was awful." Bud
remembered. "I don't know why, but it smelled like
an outhouse."
At a nickel a bag for the popcorn or the peanuts,
profits didn't come quickly. However, Bud and
Norm were able to generously support the city's
Centennial celebration in 1933.
"Norm and I popped popcorn all day. Then we
put it into big boxes about 2' by 3' by 4' and carried
them down to the American Legion Hall."
In 1933 there were no jobs. Norm had the
opportunity to work for the Batavia Herald
newspaper and he took it. Soon Bud decided to sell
to Paul Hendrickson and in '34 the stand became
"Paul's Popcorn Stand."
The stand moved across the street on The Avenue
for a few years and then down to the corner of Water
and Wilson. It stood in front of the Laundromat
which was located there.
In the 50's a washer and dryer were commodities
only the wealthy could afford. Since I was the child
of a single parent we didn't fall into the aforementioned category. I spent many a night helping
my mom fold laundry at the Laundromat and
munching popcorn from what was then known as JoDee's Popcorn stand.
The 5' by 8' popcorn stand went through various
owners and a variety of name changes; but, the
original stand remains intact at its present location on
Water Street. It is now "The Batavia Popcorn Stand"
owned by Batavian, John Misitano, who works
during the day as a mailman in Wheaton. The same
size bag that Bud sold for a nickel, now sells for a
dollar. John goes through 25 pounds of popcorn in 4
days. The popcorn continues to have quite a
following, with customers driving in from
neighboring towns.
John says the secret is in the oil and the heavy
metal kettle that is hand made by a man out west at
the cost of $185.
I told him I thought the kettle might have
something to do with the terrific flavor. My mother
used a heavy saucepan to pop our popcorn for years
and never burned it. After she passed away, the pan
came to my home where I continued to use it until
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my husband found it. To him it looked like a
worthless old pan that was good for only one thingpaint thinner and old paint brushes. In spite of this
careless mistake on his part, we are still married and I
now burn the popcorn.
Another tradition that continues is the generosity
of the popcorn stand owner. John Misitano has only
owned the stand for a year. He didn't make much
money last year because of the construction. Yet he
still contributed to the BHS after prom party and
provided a field trip location for his son's Storm
school class.
Like the Batavia Popcorn Stand the Wheaton
popcorn stand that gave Buddy and Normie
competition in 1929 still exists.
John recently took some popcorn from his stand
over to the Wheaton Post Office and let 18 of his coworkers compare his product with that of the
Wheaton stand. He told me that some things do
change.
"They all agreed that theirs (Wheaton's) is good
but ours is the best."

Bernice and William "Bud" Anderson in Batavia
Popcorn Depot - 1940s. Donated by William and
Bernice Anderson
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Recipe Goes Back to Historic Nicknames
Some things are handed down
from generation to generation like
jewelry, hand made linens and
recipes. My mother, who was a
great cook, left me a recipe box
full of recipes from her own
kitchen and the kitchens of some
of Batavia's finest cooks.
I love to bake and have spent
many an hour in the kitchen
making the recipes from the
treasured recipe box. For me the
recipes are a link to the past.
When the familiar aromas of my
childhood fill the kitchen, I
remember what it was like
growing up and helping my
mother and grandmother with the
baking.
One of the recipes that I really
hold dear is my mother's sugar
cookie. It is light and tasty and
has adorned every Christmas tray
for as long as I can
remember.
After my mom died I
continued to make this
cookie, even though the
credit on the recipe card
was Ella Dick's Sugar
Cookie. I didn't have a clue
who Ella Dick was.
I served the cookies
once to Marta Lindvall and
she commented, "These
sugar cookies are so good,
is this Ella Dick's recipe?"
I was so excited. I
could finally unmask the
mysterious Ella Dick.
"Who was she?" I asked.
"Why you know who she was,
Ella "Dick" Larson." Marta
answered.
Of course. I had forgotten that
many women in Batavia who
shared a common last name took
the names of their husbands as a
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"middle" name. I had grown up
surrounded by names such as
Helen "Giff" Johnson and Helen
"Norm" Johnson.
The conversation with Marta
took me back to the days when
many Swedes went by nicknames
that had to do with their jobs or
physical characteristics. There
was "Langa Carl" who was a very
tall thin man who walked about
town. I also remembered my
mom talking about "Hoolie"
Wallman who got his name
because he was a "Happy
Hooligan."
I decided to investigate the
Swedish nickname story a little
further and went down the street
to talk with Carl Nelson. A few
years ago Carl, Elliott Lundborg
and Arnold O. "Chuss" Johnson
compiled a list of these names.

Carl was happy to answer
many of my questions about how
the Swedes got their names. He
told me about "Yellow Pants
Charlie" who always wore light
colored pants. He also
remembered "Pretty John" who
www.bataviahistoricalsociety.org

was bald and wore a hair piece
that didn't begin to cover his head.
When I relayed the story of
Ella Dick he reminded me that
many men were also known by
their wives' names; Esther's John
Johnson and Lilla Peter's John
Johnson.
Perhaps the strangest
nickname was Sven in a Box who
gained notoriety by coming to
America in a box to save on the
fare.
So now that you know who
Ella "Dick" Larson is I suppose
you want to know what's in her
sugar cookies. I checked with her
daughter, Mary Lou Antill of
Geneva and Mrs. Antill agreed to
let me publish the recipe. She
told me that her mother was
always willing to share recipes.
Ella Dick's Sugar
Cookies
1 C. sugar
1 C. powdered sugar
1 C. shortening
2 eggs
1 t. vanilla
4 C. flour
1 t. salt
1 t. baking soda
1 t. cream of tartar
1 pinch nutmeg
1 C. salad oil
Beat together sugar,
powdered sugar and
shortening. Add eggs and
vanilla. Sift together flour,
salt, baking soda, cream of
tartar and nutmeg. Add the sifted
ingredients to the sugar mixture a
cup at a time, alternating with
salad oil. Form into balls. Press
with a fork. Bake at 350 degrees
for about 15 minutes. Enjoy!
By Sammi King
The Batavia Historian

Help With the Next Issue
Please help us with the next issue of the Historian. Send us memories of the Quarry and neighborhood
groceries for upcoming columns. Please send your thoughts to the editor at king60510@aol.com, or mail them
to The Batavia Historian, P.O. Box 14, Batavia, IL 60510.

Membership News – January to March 2009
New Members
Katherine Shirer Nothacker, Naperville
Dr. Bruce Shirer, LaJolla, CA
Mary Shirer Roca, Longboat, FL
Paula Pori, Santa Monica, CA - Gift of Mr. and Mrs. Vito Simone
T.J. Vaughn, Batavia
Jill Spaeth, Aurora, CO - Gift of Richard and Carol Miller
Jack R. Bowron, Marengo, IL - Gift of Richard Bowron
Charmaine Myers, Aurora, IL - Gift of Joyce Hagemann
Debra Bergeson, Statesville, NC - Gift of Marjorie Bortner
Connie Schmidt, Aurora - Gift of Marjorie Bortner
Scott Bortner, Batavia - Gift of Marjorie Bortner
Mark Bortner, Batavia - Gift of Marjorie Bortner
New Life Members
Mr. and Mrs. Wm. J. Pasetti - Gift of Ann C. Jaschob
Ramona Pasetti - Gift of Ann C. Jaschob
Wm. E. Lekander, Springfield, MO - was a member became a Life Member
Dorothy Milnamow, Elburn, IL - Gift of Ron and Bridget Link
Jim and Dee Karas - were members and became Life Members

Letter From the President
Dear Members: Spring has finally arrived (bucking as usual) and the Society and the Museum have arrived
with it! Chris and Carla have worked very hard over the winter preparing new exhibits – so while you are
out enjoying beautiful weather, please take the time to stop by and see what’s new. The contents of the
Depot Museum belong to YOU as members of the Batavia Historical Society and we all have a vested
interest in preserving our local history.
I would like to extend a special thank you to Lucy Anderson who served as Director for the Society. Lucy
not only contributed to our meetings as a board member, but also faithfully helped fellow Director Carole
Dunn in preparing coffee and dessert following the programs. We welcome new board member, Director
Robert Nelson, who has already proven to be a wonderful asset to our board meetings with his knowledge
of local history.
Vice President, Bob Peterson is in charge of programs and is always considering possible topics for our
general meetings. If there is anything you are interested in, or know of a program that may interest our
Society, please contact Bob at (630) 879-1505 or e-mail bobsuepete@juno.com.
With warm regards, Patty Rosenberg, President
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For the Love of the Flag
The time was the late 1800's.
Immigrants were coming to the
shores of the United States in
great numbers in search of a
better life. Many did not speak
the language and knew very little
of the country and it's history.
The names of George Washington
and Abraham Lincoln were
unknown to them.
Opportunities in America
were not what the immigrants
expected. Many ended up living
with relatives under very poor
conditions. People of the same
nationality lived together. A
sense of Americanism did not
ensue.
Meanwhile in 1885,
in a one room
schoolhouse in the rural
town of Fredonia,
Wisconsin, a young
teacher, 19 years of age,
recognized the problem.
A life long student of
American History,
Bernard J. Cigrand
taught his students
about their new found
country. He gave them
a symbol to believe in.
He gave them the
American Flag.
Prior to the turn of
the century the
American Flag flew
over the Capitol and led
soldiers into battle. It
was not a symbol of patriotism. It
was used more for identification.
Small flags were difficult to find.
Cigrand found one and put it on
his desk for his students to see
everyday. He told them of the
flag's history. He celebrated the
Page 5

flag's "birthday" on June 14th,
which was the 108th anniversary
of the official adoption of the
stars and stripes by the Congress.
In June of 1886, Cigrand
made his first public appeal to
have June 14th set aside as the
national observance of Flag Day.
He proposed the idea to the
Chicago Argus which printed his
story. Immediately thereafter he
began a crusade for a national
Flag Day by writing magazine
and newspaper articles and giving
lectures. Soon schools across the
country embraced the idea of Flag
Day. Patriotic groups like the
Sons of the Revolution and the

Sons of America also followed
Cigrand's lead. The Sons of
America published a magazine
called the "American Standard"
and made Cigrand, Editor-in
Chief.

www.bataviahistoricalsociety.org

Public Buildings began
displaying the flag. By 1894 Flag
Day Celebrations were observed
on June 14th in both Pennsylvania
and New York. In Illinois the
first meeting of the American
Flag Day Association organized
by Bernard Cigrand and Leroy
Van Horn, a civil war veteran was
held at the Grand Pacific Hotel.
Cigrand was named secretary of
the organization and became
president in 1896. Under the
auspices of the organization the
first general public school
celebration in Illinois was
celebrated in Chicago with over
300,000 children participating.
Cigrand continued
to write articles about
the American Flag for
the Encyclopedia
Americana. He also
authored a 550 page
volume on the "History
of American Emblems"
and an illustrated work,
"The story of the
American Flag." He
was a prominent
lecturer for the Chicago
Daily News.
Bernard Cigrand
took up the practice of
Dentistry in 1888. He
served on the faculties
of both Northwestern
and the University of
Illinois. He served as
President of the American
College of Dental Surgeons for
several years. He also served as
President of the Chicago Public
Library.
In 1912, Dr. Bernard Cigrand
moved to Batavia and opened a
The Batavia Historian

dental practice in his home on
South Batavia Avenue. He
continued to petition for a
National Flag Day observance.
On June 14 1916, President
Woodrow Wilson issued a
proclamation calling for a nationwide observance of Flag Day. At
the age of 50, Dr. Cigrand

considered this his greatest
achievement.
In 1920 Dr. Cigrand joined his
son, Elroy, in a dental practice in
Aurora. The Cigrands moved to
Aurora in the spring of 1932 but
lived there briefly. Dr. Cigrand
died of a heart attack in May of
that year. A bronze plaque and
flag pole were erected at the

Aurora Historical Museum in
1937. Many of his personal flags
remain at the museum.
On August 3rd, 1959
President Harry Truman signed an
Act of Congress designating June
14th National Flag Day. Today
the American flag is prominently
displayed in classrooms.

News From the Museum
by Carla Hill, Depot Museum Director
The museum re-opened on
March 9, for the 2009 season.
Spring is here and summer is
just around the corner. April and
May will be busy months at the
museum. We are scheduled to
give tours to approximately 600
Batavia school children that will
visit the museum as part of the
third grade Batavia history unit.
Accessorize
Chris Winter has once again
put together a wonderful exhibit
“Accessorize”. The exhibit
includes a beautiful baby buggy
that was a gift from Colleen
(Carlson) Stephens. The buggy
belonged to their family and is a
wonderful addition to the museum
collection. Be sure to stop in and
see this very interesting display.

Quilt Show
This year promises to be a
very exciting one. The museum
will host its third annual Batavia
Quilt and Textile show on July,
17, 18 and 19. The show
promises to be even better than
last year. We will once again be
looking for volunteers to help out
at the show. Everyone who
volunteers for a two or three hour
shift will receive free admission
to the show. If you are interested
in volunteering for the show,
contact Chris or Carla at the
Museum by calling 630-4065274.
Strawberry Tea
The museum is also
sponsoring a Mary Todd Lincoln
Strawberry Tea event at the

Lincoln Inn on Sunday July 19.
Helen Milam will be on hand to
give a program on the Graces of
Tea. The event will include
several noted Mary Lincoln
presenters as well as several
desserts from Mary Todd
Lincoln’s own collection. Tickets
for the event will go on sale after
May 15.
We are looking forward to a
great Spring and Summer!
Wanted: Volunteers
We are always looking for
new volunteers at the museum,
especially for the Gustafson
Research Center. If you are
interested in volunteering, call
Lois Benson at 630 879-1080 or
the museum at 630 406-5274.

Membership Renewal Time – Red Dots

Save the Date

It’s that time of the year again. If you have not paid your dues,
your mailing label will have a red dot by the address. This
means that this will be your last newsletter unless dues are
paid before the July publication. Please send in your annual dues
renewal. Memberships expire each year on December 31. Those of you
who joined after June 30 last year, your membership is current for 2009.
Please use the renewal form on the last page, or download the
membership
renewal
form
from
http://www.bataviahistoricalsociety.org/memform.pdf. Thank you.

Next General Meeting
June 14, 2009
“Help Celebrate
Abraham Lincoln’s
200th Birthday”
By Dan Hoefler
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MEMORIES OF THURSDAY SCHOOL
In 1915, Howard C. Storm,
Superintendent of Schools, and
the Batavia School Board adopted
the "Batavia Plan." It was a plan
for religious instruction for
Batavia students. Each Thursday,
the students were released from
class for an hour of religious
education at their respective
churches. In later years the Board
of Education provided Batavia
School buses for transportation,
which the Batavia Ministerial
Association paid for.
Sponsored by the churches of
Batavia, the Thursday School
Program gave students additional
instruction similar to the Sunday
School format. For some
churches it was a way to reach
children who did not belong to a
church. Parents were given the
option of allowing their children
to remain at school if they chose
not to attend a church. Students
who elected not to go to Thursday
School went to a study hall.
At Thursday School, the
children would sing religious
songs, read Bible stories and learn
how to follow the "Golden Rule."
There was a definite emphasis on
values and moral instruction.
In 1983, junior high students
were no longer given the option
of attending Thursday School. In
1985, the United States Supreme
Court ruled that "Religious
programs could not be held in
school on school time. At the
written request of parents,
children could be released to
attend such a program."
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In 1985 the decision was
made to end Thursday School for
all Batavia students.
John Pitz who was a school
board member at the time recalled
the decision to end the religious
program.
"The school board would have
continued the Thursday School
program if the parents had been
behind it" he told me. "The
number of students participating

1972 photo of Teacher Bernice
Carlson helping Tammy Larson, 7,
find her place in the New Testament
during Thursday School at Bethany
Lutheran Church.
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had declined considerably over
the years."
Reverend Truman
Hazelwood, former pastor at
Logan Street Baptist Church was
a member of the Batavia
Ministerial Association at the
time.
"Even though we consolidated
the program by combining
churches in one location, it was a
tremendous burden on the
Association." Reverend
Hazelwood said. "We were riding
the buses and teaching the classes.
The teachers in the schools were
also having problems, since so
many of the students were
remaining in school.
Reverend Drury H. Green,
pastor at Calvary Episcopal
Church, agreed.
"Participation in Thursday
School was about 90 per cent
through the mid forties,"
Reverend Green told me. "But
after World War II it declined.
More women were working,
making the programs difficult to
staff. We could also see a trend
in the schools to eliminate
programs of this type."
Thursday School was a unique
program, one of the only one of
its kind in the state of Illinois. It
lasted 70 years.
Reverend Green looks back
on the era as an important time in
the history of Batavia.
"It was a wonderful program
that added a strong ecumenical
feature to our community. The
churches worked closely together
as one."
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Rock City
Batavia Quarries - Major Suppliers of Stone
At a re-creation of the popular game show, “Who’s
smarter than a fifth grader,” Mayor Schielke asked

fifth graders from Alice Gustafson School, “Who is
Frederick Beach? ” No one knew. Do you?

Barker Quarry (1895), the site of the current Frederick Hall Beach Quarry

According to the History of Kane County and
the Encyclopedia of Illinois History, Col. Joseph
Lyon came to Batavia in 1834. He dug the first
stone for curbing a well in 1834 or '35.
The first regular quarrying began in 1842
when Zeres Reynolds opened up his quarry on
the west side of the river. John Gustafson noted
that, “He built a wing dam to the Island with an
undershot wheel, carried machinery for cutting
stone for a variety of building purposes.” By
1849, the first stone building was constructed
using stone from Reynold’s quarry. Lockwood
hall was constructed for Judge Samuel D.
Lockwood. The population was less than 600
people and many looked to the quarry for their
livelihood.
By 1860 there were nine operating quarries
and Batavia became known as the Rock City.
According to Gustafson, “E.S. Towne owned
a quarry between Walnut and Blaine which he
sold to William Coffin who built the Stone
Manor, Derby and Barker’s Quarry was at the
east end of Walnut St. Sackett Booth’s quarry
was between Union and Walnut. Whipple’s
Quarry was at the end of Elm and McKee’s
Quarry was at the end of Illinois Avenue. All of
these quarries were on the west side of the river.”
On the east side of the Fox was the William
Clark Quarry, just east of the Clark Islands. It
had previously been owned by the Van
Nortwicks. Records show that L.S. Canfield, M.
Huntly, James Shannon, J.W. Randall and Isaac
Stephens also owned quarries on that side of the
river.
Shannon was a contractor who had purchased
a quarry to use in his business. He built the old
McWayne School in 1867 and the old court
house in Geneva, the courthouse and jail in
Wheaton and a bridge in St. Charles.
The Randall and Stephens quarries are
credited with providing the stone for the First
Methodist Church and some buildings for the
Newton Wagon Company.
The Derby and Barker quarry provided the
first Batavia stone used to build a bridge. The
stone was transported to Geneva to build the
Chicago and Northwestern Railway bridge. The
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train lines, realizing the importance of providing
shipping services to the quarries extended their
line to Batavia in 1872. The line wasn’t
extended to Aurora until 1883. Lawrence Barker
bought out Derby, paying $1000 an acre. He
continued to acquire land later paying $2000 an
acre for a five and a half plot, adjacent to his
original quarry. Barker is credited with building
most off the Challenge Windmill Company
buildings. The Barker Quarry employed 40 men
in 1887. In that same year the Barker quarry
built a tramway that allowed them to elevate their
stone to the bank by steam power. There the
stone could be crushed with machinery for that
purpose or cut into building stone. The building
stones ranged from 2 inches to 33 inches in
thickness and measured twenty feet in length for
shipment. Eventually the mining at the quarry
was regulated by the city since the blasts were so
strong that they shook the homes on Water
Street.
Herbert Price, a Chicago businessman bought
the Barker Quarry. In addition to the quarry he
owned five fishing cottages located just south of
the quarry in an area that would be known as
Woodland Avenue today. He also owned and
operated a gas station and a barbeque stand.
Stone from the quarry was used to build
Northern Illinois University and many Chicago
buildings that were constructed after the great
Chicago fire.
There were six pools at the quarry known as
Frog Pond, Pump Shed Pond, Little Quarry Pond,
Swimming Pond, Snow’s Pond and Big Quarry
Pond. Big Quarry Pond was the pond that is
today’s pool.
Frederick Beach who had spent many year
working for the Newton Wagon Company
purchased the quarry after the supply of
limestone was exhausted. He also purchased the
Clark Quarry (which included the Clark Islands)
and deeded both to the township for the purpose
of public recreational space.
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Quarry Memories
Laurens E. Wolcott lived on
Union street during the years that
the quarries were in operation.
In the recollections he wrote for
his sons, he wrote the following:
Now, since you three sons all
spent your boyhood years in
Batavia perhaps you would like to
know how it appeared in my
boyhood days. First, let me say
that all construction in those days
was either wood (lumber was then
cheap and plentiful) or of brick or

stone masonry. Limestone was
plentiful and cheap at that time
from three local quarries, all in
operation.
Since this material (stone)
involved no transportation or
handling costs other than by team
from rock bed to building site, it
was used for all public buildings,
factories, stores and main
dwellings almost to the exclusion
of brick. I never heard of
concrete until I was grown. There
was, no cement in those days

Hendrickson Quarry, 1935
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except for what was always called
Portland cement and came in
wood barrels from England by
boat and rail, hence very
expensive. Also, no structural
shapes in steel had been made. In
fact, steel was very scarce and
expensive and little used in those
days until after the discovery of
the open hearth and Bessemer
processes. The hard metal of
those days was iron, either cast or
the soft wrought such as is used
for nails or iron rails. Hence the
workmen of those days were of
the highest efficiency in quality
and range of workmanship as well
as deftness in performance. Each
seemed to be in a contest to turn
out the best day's work in quality
and amount.
His reward would be in the
higher wage he could demand,
and get, for his time. He was not
held back in performance by
Union laws to keep pace with the
slowest and poorest in what he
could do. A good carpenter of
those days could do anything
from cabinet or wheel making to
building a complete house
including that is now called the
mill work. A stone cutter was a
virtual sculptor who could cut
letters or designs on stones with
great accuracy as well as shape
the stones themselves to 1/16th
inch in exactness. A stone mason
could lay up a wall not only with
precision, but with judgment and
taste as to the arrangement of the
stones. He could also lay up a
structurally correct stone arch
over the openings in the wall
(doors and windows). It was
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Quarry Looking Southeast at the Power Plant
often fascinating to me as a kid to
watch these artisans at work.
The entrances to the quarry
pits were located just below our
house at the foot of Union
Avenue where the exit to Beach
Quarry Park is now. It was a
common sight to see the workmen
come and go past our house on
their way to or from their work.
There was the constant sound of
the drills as the men drilled holes
in the rock bed for blasting. This
drilling was not by the pneumatic
drills of today but by the slow,
constant and patient hand lifting
and pounding of heavy steeltipped iron bars, like a crow bar,
by two men who rotated the
chisel-bitted bar a quarter turn at
each stroke. That certainly must
have been a tedious job all day of
every day. A blacksmith shop on
the bank kept the drills sharpened
and tempered. Mary Bailey's
husband, Ed Peterson's
grandfather, at one time was the
blacksmith there. There were also
frequent blastings, more often at
quitting time, noon and night,
when the men were leaving the
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danger zone and after the holes
they had drilled had been loaded
with blasting powder (no
dynamite in those days) and set
off with a lighted match touched
to the end of two or three feet of
fuse. The blasts themselves were
a thing to see. Stones, large and
small, blown high in the air.
Much stone was shipped out
by rail even as far as to Chicago.
Heavy stone was loaded on flat
cars on a siding by derrick and a
device something like huge ice
tongs that clamped onto the stone
which was then lifted by a hand
windlass at the base of the
derrick, the boom swung around
until over the loading spot, then
gently lowered. The same
procedure applied to loading the
stone wagons which were slung
low so the platform was only
eight or ten inches above ground.
This made for easier loading and
unloading at destination. The
unloading was accomplished by
easing off with iron bars and
rollers. All rubble or building
stone was transported from rock
bed to loading site by stone boat
www.bataviahistoricalsociety.org

and team. Much stone was
shipped rough as rubble to be laid
up in ordinary walls and
partitions; much was shipped cut
to rough dimensions. Two or
three stone cutters were always at
work shaping and finishing stone
to accurate blue print dimensions
and specifications for sills, caps,
arches, etc.
An important part of my life
was the quarry pool where I
learned to swim, skate, fish and
spent many happy hours. It was a
dangerous place for youngsters to
play, as the quarry banks were
steep and the "pond" as we called
it was deep - over twenty feet in
some places. It was spring-fed
from the many streams of water
that issued from the cracks,
fissures and seams in the wall of
solid limestone the men were
working on. The pit itself or pond
at the lower level derived from
previous excavations of rock and
workings of the quarry.
Until I could swim I was not
allowed to go to the pond without
adult supervision. Father would
sometimes accompany me for a
The Batavia Historian

short spell of fishing for which I
would prepare for hours in
advance by digging worms,
adjusting my "sinker", my
"bobber", line, etc. The pond was
well stocked with pan fish: rock
bass, silver bass, blue gills,
pumpkin seeds, etc. as well as
minnows. When about six years
of age I caught a large red-horse
that seemed almost as large as I
was, and it nearly pulled me in.
My father shouted instructions for
me as to what to do. I had never
seen so large a fish caught and
had never heard of a red-horse. It
had a white belly and appeared to
me mostly white and I remember
rushing over to Grandpa's and
shouting that I had caught a white
horse. It took some calmer

parental explanation to enlighten
my grandfather as to the kind of
horse I had actually caught. I was
an immensely proud boy over that
fish, more so than any I have
caught since. I shall never forget
the many happy childhood hours,
winter and summer, spent at the
"old swimming hole", the quarry.
At that time, in addition to the
quarries, the chief industries were
the U. S. Wind Engine & Pump
Co., the Newton Wagon Works,
the Challenge Company, the Van
Nortwick Paper Mills and a little
later the Paper Bag Co. All of
these, and many more smaller
enterprises of those days are now
extinct. The Shumway Foundry
was in operation then and still
exists under the management of

the middle-aged grandsons of the
founder and then owner, C. W.
Shumway, who lived in the house
at the southwest corner of Elm
Street and Batavia Avenue across
from the Wade house.
Universal working hours
consisted of a 59-hour week, from
7 AM to 6 PM with an hour for
daily lunch except Saturdays
when the quitting hour was 5 PM.
All stores were open evenings
until about ten, and opened about
6:30 or 6:45 AM to catch trade or
orders from men going to work.
Remember, no telephones or
other means of communication in
those days.

Membership News – April to June, 2009
New Members
Donald Schmitz, Lake Geneva, WI
Dennis Carlstedt, Sandusky, OH
Steven R. Hoover, Chicago
John H. Markuson, Jr., Batavia
Jon & Aija Horton, Batavia
Lori Mitchell, North Aurora – Gift of Dale and Donna Womack
Sally L. Hazelton, Batavia – Gift of Nancy and Al McCloud
Kathy Carlson, Batavia
Phyllis Benson Roberts, Austin TX, Gift of Allen and Mary Ellen Benson
Lumas & Marilyn Benson Hughes, Walnut Creek, CA, Gift of Allen and Mary Ellen Benson
New Life Members
Ruth Nan Wroldsen, Geneva, IL member became Life Member
Dan & Pat Hoefler, Batavia, Gift of the Society for June Program
Mollyanne Hubbard, Batavia, member became Life Member
Dave & Darlene Carpenter, Ludington, MI – Gift from Coleen Feece
Gail Minella, Batavia – Member became Life Member
Robert Clever, Mashpee, MA - Member became Life Member
Member Loss
We are sorry to note the passing of Mrs. Annette Justine Spuhler on June 19, 2009 and Helen
Bartelt Anderson on June 11, 2009.

Editors Notes
We are still in need of stories and photos about the neighborhood groceries for upcoming column, especially
F&H Grocery. Future topics we are looking for include memories on the bowling alley and doctors in Batavia.
Please send your thoughts to the editor at king60510@aol.com, or mail them to The Batavia Historian, 1117
Main St. Batavia, IL 60510.
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Swimming at the Quarry
From the editor
Although (legal) swimming at
the quarry dates to 1920, I can
only claim the fifties as my initial
dunking. In those days, everyone
entered the quarry by driving
south on Water Street along a
narrow, winding, single lane road.
It was dark with the heavy growth
of trees and bushes and I always
worried that my mother would
miss a turn and land car first in
the quarry.
I knew what the letters WPA
meant before my ABC's. My
mother delighted in telling my
sister and me about the quarry
stone buildings which were built
during the depression by the men
in the Works Progress
Administration.
In the fifties, everyone went to
the quarry and I mean everyone.
There were very few backyard
swimming pools in town and the
quarry was the pace to cool off on
hot summer days. Parents who
didn't swim sat on park benches
and carefully watched their
children to make sure they made
it out of the pool for the five
minute rest periods. There were
two fears at the time. Polio was
prevalent and my mom always
thought that it could strike at any
time. The other was the pool
itself.
Throughout my lifetime the
quarry has claimed several lives.
I still shudder every time I hear
the lifeguards blow their whistles
to clear the pool. It takes me back
to the many days I stood outside
the fence watching the divers
search the pool for a missing
person. Everyone was silent,
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fearful that a child would be
found.
In those days a visit to the
quarry was not complete without
a visit to the refreshment stand
where every member of the John
Albright family worked. It was
the only place to buy pretzel rods
in town. It was the snack of
choice since it could be quickly
consumed with a coke during the
five minute rest period.
I learned to swim at the quarry
from Sam Rotolo as did many
Batavians my age.

class to the board and everyone
would line up. He would hold
your hand and jump along with
you if you were scared.
I remember both my mom and
grandmother sitting on a park
bench and watching through the
chain link fence. I wasn't sure if
they were there to claim my body
after drowning or to witness my
retreat into the dressing room in
shame.
I stood on the board, shivering
with goose bumps, peering down
into the water, a distance that

I remember the diving board
day as if it were yesterday. I had
spent the entire summer dreading
it. It was the last day of
swimming lessons. It was the day
I had to go into the deep end of
the quarry and jump off first.
In my day the spring board
diving boards did not exist---just
first, second and tower. Sam
Rotolo ran the swimming
program at the quarry. When he
thought that you were ready to
jump off first, he would take the

matched Pike's Peak from my
vantage point.
In quiet reassuring tones, Mr.
Rotolo told me that I could do it,
that we could do it together. As
much as I wanted to believe him,
I just couldn't. He said that was
ok and I could try again another
time.
The next day, the scenario
was the same. Only this time, Mr.
Rotolo jumped into the water and
promised me that I wouldn't
drown.
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Something in his voice gave
me the courage to jump. I went
into the cold water, kicking my
legs and flapping my arms faster
than a chicken running through a
barnyard. When I hit the water's
surface, Mr. Rotolo caught my
arm and made sure that I didn't go
under. He was so excited that I
did it.
In 51 years, I never did it
again.
In 1964, Harold "Bosco" Hall
took over as the manager of the
quarry pool. At that time there
wasn't a park district and quarry
park was under the city's
jurisdiction, or the Batavia
Recreation Board. Bosco who
was a city employee accepted the
job because there was no one else

to do it. Of course that's his
version.
Anyone who knows Bosco
knows that he is a quiet man with
a big heart always willing to help
where he can. I was a park
district employee in those days. I
didn't work at the quarry but I did
teach a theater class and we had
two of our productions down
there. It was one more thing for
Bosco to deal with but he took it
in stride.
During the summer in the '60's
the quarry was the teenage hang
out. Local bands played on the
stage and there was an outdoor
movie night each week. A huge
white tarp hung from the cliff just
south of the quarry stone stairs.
Even though the movies were

released years before we didn't
miss movie night.
Unfortunately problems with
drugs and alcohol came into play
and the movie night was canceled.
"All the problems started with
'the Beatles'" Bosco told me. "As
soon as they came on the scene
we had trouble."
How he could say this to me,
a female who had invested
hundreds of dollars in the Beatle
phenomena was a mystery to me.
For all his years of dedicated
service, the Batavia Park District
honored Bosco by naming the
quarry pool after him. The proper
name is the Harold Hall Pool in
the Frederick Beach quarry.
Recently the Park District
shortened the name to the Hall
Quarry Beach.

News From the Museum
by Carla Hill, Depot Museum Director
Late spring and early summer
has been a very busy time at the
museum.
In May, we were very busy
giving tours to over 600 Batavia
third graders. We owe a big
thank you to Barb Dickenson
who helped us with the tours this
year. We could not have done it
without her.
We have been very busy with
special tours this year. We have
hosted several groups and
organizations as well as the
Wenberg Family reunion which
had over 150 visitors in town.
On July 17-19 we hosted the
3rd Annual Batavia Quilt and
Textile show. The turnout was
wonderful and this year we were
able to show over 150 beautiful
vintage and contemporary quilts.
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We are very grateful to our
Steering Committee as well as all
of our volunteers. This is a huge
undertaking.
To go along with the City of
Batavia’s AIYE Fine Arts
Festival, Chris Winter has
installed another wonderful
exhibit, “Art Defined”, which is
an art exhibit featuring pieces by
many local artists. The highlight
of the exhibit is the “Egg Art” by
Elsie Renuad and on loan to the
museum from her son Tim
Renaud. The exhibit will stay in
place until August 31 so be sure
to stop in and see it!
This summer our intern,
Alexa Nosek, is once again
working in the Gustafson
Research Center. Alexa is from
Geneva and attends Illinois
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Wesleyan University. This year
we have a second intern working
on our collections. Jon Simpson
is a graduate student who is
working on our newspaper index
as well as the textile collection.
We are very grateful to the
Batavia Historical Society for the
opportunity to have her help.
Chris is working on ideas for
our fall exhibit and we are
currently making plans for the
2009 Christmas ornament.
New volunteers are always
needed at the museum. If you
would like to volunteer at the
museum please contact Lois
Benson at 630 879-1080 or Chris
Winter/Carla Hill at the museum
630 406-5274.
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Quarry Recollections by Karen Hall
I asked in the last news letter
for recollections of days at the
quarry. Harold Hall’s niece
Karen Hall, responded with the
following:
Growing up in the fifties in
Batavia, I have great memories of
the quarry. My friends and I
couldn’t wait for the quarry to
open so that we could go
swimming. In those days the pool
was divided in three sections: the
deep end, the kids pool and the
baby pool. The first order of
business was to pass “the test” to
get to swim in the deep end. This
consisted of swimming the length

of the deep end. Once that was
accomplished you had access to
the slides, the rafts and the diving
boards. The rafts were a lot of
fun. They were on barrels and if a
bunch of kids got on, they started
rocking.
I remember conquering my
fear and jumping off of the
second diving board. I made
many trips up there, took one look
and turned around and headed
back down. When I finally got
the courage to jump I just
couldn’t get enough of it
I also remember the checkout
and the room where you put your
basket of clothes. When I was in

Membership
Dues are to be paid by December 31 every year unless you are a LIFE
MEMBER.
With the price of postage going up, we have quit sending you a
membership card every year when you renew, but we are grateful to receive
your dues and have you as a member.
Please remember to send us a change of address if you move, as the
forwarding and sending of First Class copies is very expensive.
Please complete and submit the form on the back to update your
membership and information.
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grade school I wanted to work
there but by the time I got to high
school they had put in lockers
We would go for swimming
lessons in the morning, them
swim all day and go back after
supper.
The quarry was a place to
meet your friends and to make
new friends from the other side of
town. Labor Day was the last day
that the quarry was open and we
all dreaded that day. We all knew
that swimming had ended for the
summer and the next day was
back to school.

Save the Date
Next General Meeting
September27, 2009
Program - TBA
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THE SILENT SEARCH
Taken from a collection of essays by the late Robert A. Becker
This was experienced by
me when I was the Chairman
of the Police and Fire
Committee of the Batavia
City Council. I was serving
my first term as Fifth Ward
Alderman. I had swam in the
Batavia Quarry since
childhood.
It wasn't a very pretty
day, especially at the noon
hour when the sun should be
at its highest. In fact, it was
dull, and very humid and
still. It was so still one could
almost feel the raindrops
starting to form in the
overcast sky.
I stood on the outside of
the fence looking at the men
working on the inside. They
didn't speak, only stood and
watched the scuba divers
following their
predetermined patterns.
Heads appeared and then
went down, only to appear
several feet ahead. There
were three men, all in black
rubber suits.
Two policemen stood at
the water's edge. One of
them held a portable radio
which broke the silence only
once or twice with an
inquiry. The Assistant Fire
Chief and two men from the
department stood near a
plastic bag. No, it was
rubber, with a long zipper up
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one side and across the top.
The firemen said nothing,
only watched.
There were only two
other people present, two
lifeguards, a boy and a girl.
They were in street clothes
because the Quarry Pool had
closed yesterday and this was
the day they were to begin
storing equipment for the
fall. The girl's eyes were red
and moist, and once the back
of her hand brushed against
her face as if her vision had
been blurred. The boy,
probably now a young man,
touched her shoulder and
then sat down on a nearby
bench.
One of the firemen
noticed me by the fence and
quietly asked me to come
inside. I stood beside him,
but we didn't speak. A few
drops of rain began to fall
and we hunched our
shoulders as if to protect our
necks from the wetness.
Finally, one of the divers
called sadly, "I've found it."
The other two divers swam to
his side and helped him guide
his burden to the shore.
I could only imagine how
the parents and the two
brothers felt yesterday
afternoon when it was time
to leave for home and the
fifth member of the family
did not answer the
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loudspeaker's call to "report
to the checkroom". At first
there must have been worry
and anger, and then fear and
panic. People searched the
water. Lifeguards blew their
whistles to clear the pool and
then they, too, began to
search. My God, how they
must have searched. Later
when it was dark, very dark,
and nothing more could be
done, the parents and their
two sons left - not knowing.
Now everyone present
knew for certain. The body
was placed in the bag and
the zipper was closed.
It was raining harder
now, but no one bothered to
shield himself from the
drops. A voice spoke briefly
into the portable radio and
moments later a vehicle
moved silently down the
gravel path to the pool. The
bag was placed upon a cot
and wheeled away.
The men near the pool
busied themselves picking
up equipment as I walked to
the gate and passed through
it.
The raindrops on the
surface were all that
disturbed the stillness of the
water. It wasn't a very pretty
day. It wasn't a very big bag.
She was only 12 years old.
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THE BATAVIA SWIM GIRLS
It went by many names.
Some called it the Country Club
Swim. Others called it the 10:30
Club. My favorite name was the
Menopausal Mermaids.
“I think that name came
about when the park district
brought in an instructor and
offered synchronized swimming
lessons,” said the late Ann
Spuhler, a former member of
the early-morning swim club
that swam at the quarry back in
the 1950s and ’60s. “That class
didn’t really go over too well.”
In the days of my youth, I
would go to swimming lessons
and see many women at the
deep end of the pool lounging in
beach chairs and taking a swim
when it got hot.
“It was quite a group,” said
Spuhler. “We had Peg Bond,
Eleanor Jones, Agnes Clever,
Edie Donat, Adelaide Nelson,
Bess Daugherty, Barb Ullrich,
Dorthea Avis, Kathryn Reed,
Jane Johnson, Grace Kokesch,
Florence Liedberg and Mary
Yaeger,. . The quarry staff
would leave the north gate open
so that we could come and go as
we pleased.”
The group became close
friends and also met every
Tuesday night for a picnic.
“We never organized the
potluck,” said Spuhler.
“Sometimes we would have
mostly salads, sometimes
entrees. We never really knew
what people would bring
because we never assigned
anything.”
Although the group didn’t
swim at an indoor pool through
the winter, they did continue the
potlucks.
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“We would meet at the
Daughertys’ news agency, ”
Spuhler said. “The news agency
would have to get fliers ready
for the Sunday Tribune. By
Monday everything was cleared
out and then we’d be able to
have our potluck there.”
Forty years later, the earlymorning swim still continues
with many adult swimmers
taking advantage of the serenity
and beauty of the quarry in the
early morning hours. It all starts
at 6 a.m. and many people come
before work.
“You’ll see many of the
early swimmers leave and then
use the showers in the bath
house to get dressed for work,”
said lifeguard Dan Gonzalez.
Gonzalez is a junior at
Northern Illinois University and
doesn’t mind getting up at 5
a.m. to be down at the pool to
open up at 5:45 a.m.
“It gives the lifeguards the
opportunity to earn extra hours
and this group is a lot nicer than
the people who come during the
regular hours,” he said as he
flashed a big smile at some of
the ladies nearby.
Gonzalez explained that
many of the swimmers are
taking advantage of the early
opening for an exercise workout
and swim laps. A group that
arrives later in the morning
participates in the aerobics
class. All in all, the swimmers
are cooperative, mindful of the
rules and easy to work with.
“Although they could bake
more,” he added, with a grin.
“You can’t go wrong with
brownies.”
www.bataviahistoricalsociety.org

Mary McCarter has been
coming for seven or eight years
and really enjoys the quiet
beauty of the park. Although,
on cold mornings, it can be a bit
of a challenge.
“It’s not bad once you get in
the water,” she said. “You’ve
just got to take the plunge.”
Liz Safanda is one of the
veterans of the group. She
estimates that she has been
coming for the past 20 years.
Even though she now has to pay
out-of-town rates, she believes
the early-morning swim is one
of the best things the park
district has to offer.
“It feels like summer
camp,” she said. “I started
coming when my son was
young. I’d swim from 6:30 a.m.
until 7:30 a.m. and then go
home so that my husband could
go to work.”
Safanda also enjoys the
beauty of the quarry. She’s seen
ducks with little ducklings, a
great blue heron and even
knows when the mating season
for frogs takes place.
“There is always one day in
June where you see a lot of
frogs out,” she added. “They
must come out of the creek by
the bath house.”
The frogs don’t deter
Safanda from coming to the
quarry. She swims every day
before she heads off to her job
at Preservation Partners. She
doesn’t let cold weather stop
her.
“I remember one morning
when the outdoor temperature
registered about 58 degrees,”
she said. “The water was warm
The Batavia Historian

but I have to admit it was pretty
cold.”
Donna McReynolds has
been an early-morning
swimmer since 1992. In the
beginning she came while her
daughter was in swimming
lessons.
“I only swam for 20 minutes
but I really enjoyed it and then

started coming regularly,” she
added.
Joan Clayton would like to
see the program offered on the
weekends. “Many people work
and it would be nice if they had
the opportunity to swim on
Saturday, especially,” she said.
The group is in agreement
that the early-morning swim is a
little-known secret of the park

district. They can’t believe that
more people don’t take
advantage of the program.
“It’s such a gift,” said
Safanda. “It’s so sad when the
pool closes at the end of the
year. In January, I start counting
the days until the quarry opens
again.”

Dear Society Members,
Is summer almost over? It shouldn’t be, but we’re on the down slope now. Bob Peterson, Vice President
in charge of programs is already making arrangements for speakers for the September and December general
meetings. A nominating committee has been formed and we will be voting on the following positions at the
September meeting: President, Recording Secretary, Corresponding Secretary, and (4) Directors. While you
are out strolling these last beautiful summer days, be sure to stop by the museum. We also have volunteers
in the research center if you are interested in a particular subject about Batavia’s history as well as
information on many Batavia families. Not only are there public records available for research, there are
also many photo albums to peruse. Hope to see you at the September meeting.
Patty Rosenberg, President

Memorials
We apologize, for we have been remiss in not including acknowledgements in the Historian of memorials made
to the BHS this year. We thank all who have made these donations in memory of family and friends.
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

John Hafenrichter
In memory of Jane Elwood:
Nancy & Alan McCloud
Grace McWayne Faculty and Staff
In memory of Diane Huisel:
Batavia Senior Citizens Club
In memory of Wendell Johnson
Phyllis Soderquist
In memory of Liz Flodstrom:
Phyllis Soderquist
In memory of Joan Engstrom McKinney:
Barbara Gross
In memory of Clarice Bowron Kunz:
Denis & Nancy Bowron
In memory of Karl & Helen Oslund:
Denis & Nancy Bowron
In memory of Harold Holbrook:
Dr. & Mrs. John O’Dwyer
In honor of Anne Ross’ 100th Birthday
Rodney & Clara Ross
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In memory of Annette Spuhler
Mary Jane & Chris Caison
Katherine McGuigan
Denis & Nancy Bowron
Lillian Brown
Shorr-Kahn Family
Robert & Lois French
Pearl Blass
Gerald & Karen Miller
Carol Birch, Alice Pitts, Joan Smith
Dan & Karen Hamingson
James R. Anderson
Joan Harms
Patti Condon
Beebe Poyden
Phil Elfstrom
David R. Bluestone
Dennis & Joy Swanson
Norm & Nancy Freedlund
Nan Gloss Cobb
Sue Gloss Hill
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Batavia Groceries
Neighborhood Groceries Bring Back Many Memories
Jim Hanson, when he was President of the Historical
Society (1988-1992), wrote an article about "The
Good Old Days" and Batavia's neighborhood
groceries. A portion is reproduced below followed
by his remembrances of working at Abhalter's
grocery on the West Side.
THE GOOD OLD DAYS
Remember when the grocer:
 brought your groceries to the cash register
counter for you instead of you doing it?
 let you have a charge account with him?
 took orders over the phone and delivered the
groceries?
 was within walking distance of your house?
If any of these sound
familiar, then you remember
a facet of Batavia that has
disappeared:
the
neighborhood grocery store!
Batavia has had at least
14 neighborhood groceries,
excluding those downtown.
Most were directly connected
with a residence. The last
neighborhood
grocery,
Abhalter's closed about 1970.
Groceries were, based on
today's street numbers:

East Side Neighborhood Groceries:
 Bert Beardsley's (515 N. VanBuren), once called
Pollock's.
 Bortner's (416 E. Wilson), now vacant.
 Daniel's (104 Delia, NE corner of State), earlier
Benski's. Also known as Pat's Grocery.
 George's Food Store (102 W. State St.) in 1950
 Maves' (430 N. Washington Ave., SE corner of
Church), once owned by Henry York.
 Eloise Miller (125 N. Van Buren St.)
 Sloggett's (503 Spring St., NE corner of Delia),
formerly run by Frank Howaniec.
 Bert Stebbins (320 N River St.)
 Tierney's Hi-Way Food Mart (1119 N.
Washington Ave.)
 Updike
Grocery
(504 Park St. on the
corner of Church
St.)
 Zoller's (238 E.
Wilson, SW corner
of VanBuren), also
run
by
Fred
Simpson and, earlier
than
that,
by
Blakeslee.

Zollers Grocery at southwest corner of Wilson and
VanBuren. Pictured are Arden and Hellen Zoller
with their children Ardith and Mickey.

West Side Neighborhood Groceries:
 Abhalter's (418 Walnut), known earlier as The
Little Store operated by Frank Bloom and, before
that, as Tews & Mitchell and also by Charles
Lathrop and J. W. Minnich.
 F & H (101 N. Lincoln, NW corner of Houston),
owned by Freedlund and Haines, operated earlier
as Bloom's (Harold Bloom, son of Frank Bloom),
and before that as Wright's.
 C. A. Nelson's (521 Houston), previously Martin
Pederson's. It was also run by Albert C. Johnson,
Nelson & Benson, Martin Pederson, and
Bergeson & Johnson in 1904.
 Martin A. Pierson (639 Main St, where Thorsen
lumber was.)

Martin Pierson's Grocery at 639 Main St., where
Thorsen Lumber was later, and now Complete
Electric Services. Photo donated by Bert Johnson.

ABHALTER MEMORIES
By Jim Hanson
I worked there my senior year at BHS (1942-43)
after school and on Saturdays. My job was to deliver
groceries daily, go to Aurora once a week to pick up
supplies at the two stores run by Don's brothers, help
stock shelves and sweep up at the end of the day.
This was during WWII and rationing was in
effect. Among items rationed was coffee which
really affected many of the old-time Swedish women
who liked to have a pot on the stove all day. When I
delivered I had to collect the ration stamps for any
rationed items in the order. If a household didn't use
coffee, I would take the unused stamps back to the
store so Don could use them to give extra coffee to
these Swedish women. I particularly remember one
of them, a Mrs. Pomp, who lived near/on the corner
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of Morton and Jefferson streets who really
appreciated the extra coffee.
Many customers came to the store almost daily to
get their groceries. Others phoned in orders, which
were put together for me to deliver when I got to the
store. Don had several customers without phones and
I would go to their homes to pick up the list of items
and take it back to the store to be filled and then
delivered later in the day. If Don didn't have an item,
I would go to one of the other similar stores to buy it
to fill the order.
As I remember, these stores usually carried one
brand of canned items unlike today's stores, so filling
orders didn't involve a lot of decision making in that
regard. Even those who came to the store for their
groceries had the store help go to the shelves to
gather items on their lists. Meat was cut by the
butcher (Don at Abhalter's) and not all pre-cut and
packaged. There was a personal relationship between
the customers and the store employees and owners
that is missing today.
EARL SLOGGETT GROCERY
By Shirley Schiedler Mortensen
Shirley read in the Historian that we were
interested in neighborhood grocery stores. She
surveyed her siblings, Robert Schiedler, Roberta
Jaschob, Dolores Nelson, and Donna Read and was
surprised they had such similar thoughts about the
Sloggett Grocery.
Sloggett's was located at the corner of Spring
Street and Delia Street. We moved to Spring Street
in 1940. Earl, a bachelor at the time, was helped in
the store by his Mother. They lived on College Street
and walked back and forth five times a day. Donna
and Dolores said they could hear Earl as he passed
our house because we had a gravel driveway at that
time and he always scuffed his shoes on the gravel as
he walked by. Several years later, he married Esther
Uberble and she worked with him until the store
closed.
As you entered the front door, there was a large
glass enclosed candy counter. They had the largest
assortment of penny candy you ever saw. The
biggest candy bar was a Power House (5 cents).
Robert remembers sitting on the long front porch
with his friends, sipping Nehi Orange Crush. It was
the largest you could find for 5 cents.
Earl and Esther were caring, sincere, friendly, and
so polite to all the neighborhood kids. Even if you
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only had a penny, they treated you like you had
walked in with $100.
On the left side of the store, they had fresh fruits
and vegetables. Further into the store, they had bulk
cookies - the best chocolate chips in the world.
Bread started out at 10 cents a loaf and then increased
to 29 cents a loaf. They also sold small appliances
like popcorn poppers, etc,
Earl's greatest claim to fame was his meat
counter. He was a butcher by trade with absolutely
the best and freshest meat you could buy. You could
walk in and request any cut of meat and he would
bring meat out from his cooler and cut it to your
specifications. He ground beef for hamburgers and
ground it 3 times if you were making Swedish
meatballs. During World War II and meat rationing,
he always remembered his customers. Our Mother
liked pot roast for Sunday dinners and he tried to
save one for us every week so she could serve all
who might be present at our home that day.
Earl kept a running bill for the neighbors. We
were sent so often to the store for a can of this or that
and asked Earl to please put it on the bill. On
payday, Dad or Mom would go down and pay it
along with rationing stamps.
We wonder if he put everything down because
times were slow and money tight. He was such a
concerned person.
During the war, Earl was the Air Raid Warden.
When there was an air raid drill blackout, we would
sit on our front steps in the dark and watch him patrol
the area.

SLOGGETTS, ZOLLERS, BEARDSLEY,
MAVES
Charmaine Myers of Aurora grew up in Batavia
and has memories of many of the eastside groceries.
“When I was a kid, I would spend a lot of time
with my grandma working with her in her flower
garden. My grandparents lived on the corner of
Elizabeth and N. Prairie. After working in the garden
we would walk over to Sloggett’s on the corner of
Delia and Spring St. Grandma would buy a can of
Campbell’s tomato soup for our lunch and a loaf of
bread and bologna for grandma and grandpa’s
supper. The bread was 10 cent and the bologna was
39 cents. I remember Mr. Sloggett cutting up steaks
and chops behind the meat counter. The Sloggetts
were wonderful people.
The Zollers had a little store on the corner of
South Van Buren and Wilson. They lived in the back
of the store. They sold a lot of penny candy, wax
lips, wax teeth, sour balls, and jawbreakers. They
also sold tobacco products. I remember Prince Albert
pipe tobacco. There was also a place on N. Van
Buren called Beardsley’s that sold milk, bread and a
few groceries.”
Charmaine’s kids frequented Maves Grocery that
was on the corner of Washington Ave and Church St.
“Harold Maves was always happy to see the
neighborhood kids and it was very common to see
bikes and scooters out in front of the store. He was
very patient and kind to the kids.

F&H Food Store at northwest corner of Lincoln and
Houston streets. Now offices of Dr. Patrick and Dr. Jim
Garvin.
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F&H FOOD STORE
By Marlene Barnes and her sisters, Linda
Millett Berg and Margo Millett Murphy.
In the days before large corporate owned
food stores were located in Batavia, the town
was dotted with small family owned
neighborhood grocery stores. The East side
had stores owned by Bortner, Maves,
Beardsley, Sloggett, and Pat’s grocery, run by
Ken and Fern Patterson. At the corner of
Wilson Street and Rte 25 was Schielke’s. On
the West side were the F&H, Abhalters, and
Alfred Nelson’s (later Berg and Johnson).
Customers could often walk to the store or
send their children with a list and a bicycle or
wagon. Parking was along the surrounding
streets. There were neither parking lots nor
grocery carts.
F&H Food Store, a small neighborhood
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original sausage recipe came from Betsy Freedlund
grocery store, was located on the corner of Houston
(Bun’s mother) but over the years was changed and
and Lincoln Streets where Dr. Garvin’s dental
tweaked to make it “more flavorful”. It was very
practice can be found today at 101 N. Lincoln St.
good. Ed continued to make Swedish sausage every
The store was owned by LaVerne (Bun) Freedlund
year even after he left the F&H. On the day he died
and Wally Haines, therefore the “F&H”. Bun was
he had made sausage with two of his grandsons,
the grocery man and kept the books. Wally worked
hoping that they would carry on the tradition. The
the meat counter and dealt with the groceries. From
oldest grandson inherited his sausage making
1944 until 1956 Ed Millett was the meat cutter. The
equipment and today continues the tradition.
store was open from 8 to 6 daily. It was closed on
If you did not want to visit the store your order
Sundays and every Wednesday afternoon. No precut
could be placed by telephone. The phone number
and packaged meats were supplied to the store and all
was simply 3038 or 3039. Each Saturday morning
meat was custom cut by Ed or Wally. Meat was
extra help was hired to take the increased volume of
delivered to the store in quarters or halves of a cow.
phone orders and to allow for home deliveries.
These large pieces were then hung in their walk-in
Deliveries were done only on Saturday. If you didn’t
cooler. The store carried a wide variety of meats,
wish to pay for your groceries you could simply
some fresh fruit, but few vegetables. Frozen foods
charge them and come in later to pay the bill. The
were in those times not available but there was a
store was always a busy and fun place to visit and in
dairy case which included milk in glass bottles.
Canned
goods
were
displayed on the shelves
and
stored
in
the
basement.
There was
also a penny candy
counter, a great delight
for the children (although
it is reported, by one
previous
child,
that
Alfred Nelson had a
better
selection).
Cookies were not in
boxes but instead were
available in loose bulk
displayed
in
special
lidded cookie bins. A
large white enameled
coffee pot was always in
the back room and
featured
what
was
claimed to be “Swedish”
The interior of the F&H Food Store located at the northwest corner of Lincoln
or “Egg” Coffee. This
and
Houston streets. Left to right, Walter Haines is behind the counter, LaVerne
formula was created by
Freedlund, Lloyd Jones and Lucille Platt. Photo donated by Donald Haines.
dumping ground coffee
beans in a large pot,
which to work. The three men that worked there
adding water, one broken egg and boiling the whole
were great jokesters and had great fun kidding their
thing. When poured into the cup one had to let it
customers and playing little jokes on them. They
settle to avoid the crunchy stuff floating toward the
even had knick names for some of them which they
bottom.
freely used when greeting those customers. Over the
During the Christmas season turkeys were
years there were many neighborhood people hired as
ordered from the turkey farm in Waterman, IL and
part time clerks, among them were Lloyd Jones,
Swedish sausage was made in the basement by Ed
(Mrs.?) Rowcliffe, Blanche Liepold, Gen Stran
Millett using the Freedlund family recipe. The
Vol. 50, No. 4, Page 4
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(Bun’s sister) and Dottie Freedlund (Bun’s sister-inlaw).
The store employed high school boys who put
together the phoned-in orders and then delivered
them to the customer’s homes. First thing they had to
learn was how to survive the tricks and jokes the
owners and Ed tried on them. They also had to learn
to drink the dark and crunchy coffee and then try to
enjoy the “lurek” sandwiches, made with a slice of
sweet onion between two slices of bread. They were
told it was a “Swedish” sandwich, but none could
ever be sure that it was not just one of their jokes.
When the called-in orders were written down, a slip
of paper was given to the young boys who walked
through the store filling paper bags with the desired
articles. These were then arranged in the back of the
store truck and driven to peoples’ homes. If the folks
were not at home the delivery boy simply opened the
back door and deposited the bag on the table, or in
the refrigerator when needed, leaving a bill to be paid
at some later date. Bob Barnes and Eugene Graham
were two of the delivery boys who were hired once
they got their driver’s licenses.
When competition from the large grocery chains
forced the small neighborhood stores out of existence
a piece of our small town’s unique culture was lost
forever. The last remaining neighborhood store, Don
Abhalter’s on Walnut Street, was closed in August of
1970. Such is progress. Perhaps we are better off,
but in many ways the loss of these cultural icons is
regrettable.

The F&H Food Store Truck. Photo courtesy of
Marlene Barnes.
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F&H Grocery Memories
Norm Freedlund provided us his memories of the
F&H Grocery. Bun Freedlund, one of the owners,
was his uncle.
* Building dates to 1911; was purchased in 1941
by Wally Haines and Bun Freedlund.
* Wally went to the Navy soon after.
* I lived one block west of the F&H.
* Employees were Lloyd Jones, Ed Millet,
Wally, and Bun
* Wally and Bun both drove 1948 Buicks,
Wally's black and Bun’s blue; they parked them on
Houston Street across from the store.
* Reverend Pietri weekly drove his 1931 Model
A Ford to the store; I remember sitting on the store
steps and Rev. Pietri offered me my first ride in a
Model A. I now have owned a 1930 Model for over
forty years.
* Ken Stran drove the delivery truck which was a
1941 blue Plymouth.
* In slow times, Bun and Wally would shoot
baskets in the gravel court at the rear of the store;
also located at the rear of the store was a huge burner
eight feet in diameter where they burned excess
cardboard boxes (flames shot six feet up in the air).
* In the store each employee carried a pencil on
his ear and grocery orders were taken in pencil.
* Bun filled grocery orders by placing items in
his apron (S&W Peas, Hills Bros. Coffee, etc.)
* Wally and Ed cut meat and wrapped it in white
paper and tied packages with string from a ball of
string hanging on the ceiling; There was sawdust on
the butchers' floor.
* Steve Nelson and I would stand on a big grate
in front of the meat counter, a warm place in winter;
many coins had been dropped down into that grate.
* That grate has been made into a table top and
stand in Dr. Garvin's office waiting room.
* Every day a man came in the side door and
collected horse race bets at 10:00 a.m.
* We used to ask Wally, How are the horses
running?" He replied, "On their feet, kid!"
* Kathy Johnson would stop often and buy a
fudgecicle for five cents and put it on her dad's bill.
Wally and Bun called her Fudgie.
* The store sold a lot of penny candy; they had a
jar with a slot in it to hold the money; some kids just
rattled the jar if they didn't have money, and I think
Bun knew that.
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* A large square clock that advertised Pard
Dogfood hung over the meat department; the clock
had on it a dog's face with a long tongue that moved
up and down.
* At times, lutefisk was stored outside behind the
store; Wally said that the dogs lifted their legs on it,
and the Swede's liked the flavor.''
* The store sold a lot of Swedish sausage which
was made from Grandma Freedlund's secret recipe.
* The store supplied all the meat for the Twin
Elms Restaurant's
famous hamburgers and
barbecues.
* They sold Homerun Cigarettes; regular
customers were Bun, Whitey Freedlund, Earl Nelson,
and Police Chief “Ruck” Clark.
* A round snuff box opener was nailed on the
wall.
* Wally and Bun were definitely characters,
loved their neighborhood grocery store, and made
shopping there a lot of fun.
F&H Around the Corner
Sue Peterson’s memories of the F & H Grocery
Store (that date from 1949).
F&H was located on the northwest corner of
Lincoln and Houston. The entrance was angled on
the corner. There was a side entrance on Houston,
and a back door. The building is now the offices of
Dr. Garvin.
LaVerne “Bun” Freedlund and Wally Haines,
were the owners and Ed Millett was the butcher.
They were great guys and they were always nice to
me, and loved to “kid” me. I would go often, running
an errand for my mother. Whatever I bought,
(usually a pound of Peterson’s Rose butter or a loaf
of Wonder Bread) I’d just say, “charge it,” and Bun
or Wally would write it down, and then wrap it in
white butcher paper for me to carry home. Before I
left, I went behind the counter and chose some penny
candy. Oftentimes, after I’d left and had walked
halfway down the block toward home, usually Wally
would come out the door and yell for me to come
back. So I’d walk all the way back, only for them to
say, “we just wanted to say, ‘good-bye’.” I’d fall for
this every time, and sometimes more than once a
visit!
They took phone orders, and would fill them and
deliver them to their customers. I know they
delivered to my grandparents every week.
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Description: Wood floors that creaked, swept
with sawdust to absorb the fat and grease behind the
meat counter. Sawdust on the floor of the butcher
shop in the back. The vegetable cooler was to the left
of the front door. The ice cream cooler was across
from the meat counter. The check out counter was on
the north side, with wooden grocery shelves behind.
They went almost up to the ceiling and Bun used a
long wooden pole to reach items on top shelves.
Behind the checkout counter was an aisle that led
down to the glass-enclosed candy counter - every
kid’s favorite spot!

Lisle Hawks driving the delivery wagon for the
Patch and Lemley Grocery Store, 7 E. Wilson.

F&H as an Employer
In a phone conversation with Augie Graham, he
shared the following memories of F&H, his one-time
employer.
Eugene “Augie” Graham worked as a delivery
boy for F&H. He would also stock the shelves and
fill the orders for delivery. Since the delivery of
groceries was quite common, Augie made some
lasting friendships with his customers. “I had to take
groceries to Aggie Nelson on Whipple Street and
Wally let me take his new car to make the delivery. I
decided to take it out Main Street and see what it
could do. Apparently I passed Mr. Duer who was
coming into town and he wanted to know where I
was going in such a rush."
Augie wasn’t always speeding through town.
Sometimes he just was in the wrong place in the
wrong truck. “I had the delivery truck and got hit by
some people coming up from the river. That put a
nice dent in the truck,” said Augie. “Then I was
given a new truck to use and it had the gear shift on
the floor. I was coming up the hill on Wilson and I
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had to stop for the red light. I accidentally put the
gear in reverse and plowed into the car behind me.
The guy behind me was steaming but when Ruck
Clark, the Police Chief, came I told him that I wasn’t
familiar with the truck and that it stalled and started
to roll back. He told the guy to give me a break. I
was really lucky.”
He wasn’t always so lucky. For fun he and his
friends would often take the rotten tomatoes and
cucumbers that the F&H would throw out and Augie
and his friends would find a new use for them. “We
would take the rotten vegetables and attack the eastsiders. One time we got caught and we had to pay a
fine, $16.40. After that we called ourselves the 1640

gang.” Like so many Augie felt that the F&H was a
great place to work. He loved the easy going manner
of Bun and Wally, even the endless jokes.
One time Wally came to the back room for a cup
of coffee and complained because we were out of the
blue label. Sure enough, I went to check and we only
had the red label. It took a while before I realized
that the package was blue on one side and red on the
other. He would turn them so that all of the red sides
were facing out. That was the type of stuff he pulled.
And sometimes, joke or not, Augie would have to
make a really tough delivery. “I loved Christmas but
I hated delivering the lutefisk” he added with a laugh.

Membership News
The Batavia Historical Society now has 284 Life Members who have committed to providing support to this
august group. In addition, there are an additional 244 memberships that will expire at the end of 2009.
Please consider renewing your membership (or upgrading to Life Member status) soon to save your Society
additional postage for reminder notices. New with this issue is the membership status in the upper right hand
corner of each mailing label so that you will be able to easily determine when a renewal is needed. Gary
King has taken over the Membership duties, so please forward any address updates or corrections to him at
the Society's mailing address or to kingsk1117@aol.com.
New Life Members
Batavia Women's Club; Paul Mileris of Omaha, NE; and Harry Beresford of Valparaiso, IN.
New Members
Ralph and Roberta Jaschob of Park Rapids, MN; Nellie Blacksmith of Batavia (gift of Muriel
Samuelson Mowry); Mary Ann Breeden Leonhardt of Chula Vista, CA; Earl D. and Arlene
Martenson of North Aurora, IL; Milton Samuelson of Batavia, (gift of Muriel Samuelson
Mowry).
Member Loss
We are sorry to note the passing of Mr. Lloyd Kautz, one of the Charter members of the
Batavia Historical Society. In addition, we note the passing of Life Members John Masters
and George Peck and Members Ardene Pinner and Thomas Hendricksen. Our condolences to
their families and friends.

Editors Notes
We are in need of stories and photos about the bowling alley and doctors in Batavia (not necessarily doctors in
bowling alleys). Please send your thoughts to the Editor at king60510@aol.com, or mail them to The Batavia
Historian, 1117 Main St. Batavia, IL 60510.

Your Society at Work
The Board of Directors approved the expenditure of Society funds this summer to hire the two interns that Carla
Hill mentioned in her piece in this newsletter. Their efforts are key to making the information more readily
available to the public for people researching Batavia and their family's history. The Board also funded the
reprinting of "Batavia's Historic Structures," a slick piece incorporating a list of 40 locations in Batavia and
their historical significance. It also includes a map showing their locations and photos of many of the
structures. This was started by our Historian, Marilyn Robinson, and completed by Carla Hill and Christine
Winter. Job Well Done! Please stop by the Museum to pick up a copy.
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News From the Museum
by Carla Hill, Depot Museum Director
It is hard to believe that
Summer is over and Fall is here.
This summer we were very
pleased to have Alexa Nosek who
is a student at the Wesleyan
University and Jon Simpson a
graduate of NIU, intern with us.
Alexa continued to work on the
indexes in the Gustafson Research
Center and Jon re-organized and
re-labeled the textile collection.
Both interns were funded by the
Historical Society.
As usual Chris has prepared
another wonderful exhibit, “Fall
into Winter” which will help
visitors discover the origins of the
fall holidays and winter fashions
from years gone by. Stop in to
see this wonderful exhibit. The
museum will be open special
hours on Sunday evening,

November 29, as part of the
Batavia
Park
District’s
Celebration of Lights event.
This year we will be offering
the third ornament in the series of
Batavia’s Historic Churches. The
ornament will feature the
Congregational Church which is
celebrating its 175th Anniversary.
The ornaments will be sold at the
museum and the Batavia Park
District. Each of the museum
volunteers will receive the
ornament as a gift.
Chris and I are working on
plans for the Annual Volunteer
Christmas Party, which will take
place on December 9.
The
museum has a wonderful staff of
volunteers, which we sincerely
appreciate.

We will once again be hosting
the Lincoln Dinner Theater at the
Lincoln Inn on February 28 and
we will also be sponsoring a
program for Women’s History
Month which will be a
performance based on the life of
women’s suffragist, Victoria
Woodhull. The program will take
place on March 21. Registration
for both programs will take place
starting in January.
We are always looking for
new volunteers. The Gustafson
Research Center especially needs
volunteers to help visitors with
research. Anyone who would be
interested in volunteering at the
museum or the research center
may call Lois Benson at 879-1080
or Chris and Carla at the museum.

The Historical Society
is Turning 50!

Our Holiday Potluck
Dinner

It's time for a party! The Batavia Historical
Society is turning 50 in January 2009. On January
17, 1960, a group of people met and chose Mr.
Malcolm Derby as the first permanent Chairman.
Over the first year, the Society saw 240 people join,
including 3 Life Members: Mr. John Gustafson,
Miss Eunice Shumway and Mr. August Meir.

Sunday, December 6 at 5 P.M.
Bethany Lutheran Church
Fellowship Hall

Now, 50 years later, it's time for us to review
and remember what all of the people who have
belonged to the Historical Society have
accomplished. To help plan this effort, Sammi
King has offered to chair a group of people who
would be interested in determining the best way to
recognize this historic occasion. If we can count on
you for your ideas and help, please call her at 630406-0793 or email her at king60510@aol.com.
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Although you will (or maybe already have)
receive a postcard reminder of our popular Holiday
Potluck Dinner, you should put the date on your
calendar now. For many, this is the highlight of our
annual functions.
Please bring a dish to pass. You will also need
to bring your own table service (plate, silverware).
Swedish meatballs, rolls, and coffee will be
provided. Our musical program will be provided by
Sammi King, accompanied by Shirley Fox, telling
the story behind the Christmas Carols.
Looking forward to seeing you there!
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MORE QUARRY MEMORIES
By Richard J. Johnson, Eagan, MN
Richard Johnson shared his
memories of the Quarry following
the stories in the last "Historian."
I started using the quarry
fairly early in life: 9-10 years old.
I can't be certain of the date
because I don't know the year that
the WPA finished it.
I left
Batavia for two years in the army:
Korea, November, 1951 through
November, 1953; came home
then left in 1954 to attend college
at Colorado A&M, Fort Collins
where I got a BS degree in Forest
Management. Been kind of on
the road, back and forth ever
since. I don't remember the sad
drowning death of the 12 year old
girl, so it must have happened
during the times that I was gone;
in fact, I don't remember any
drownings, except my own
narrow escape.
I had not yet passed the swim
test, so I was in the shallow end
messing around with a fairly large
group of kids about my age and
size. I don't remember going
under but a sharp-eyed lifeguard
saw it and went into the group
and fished me out. I had become
tangled with all the other arms
and legs to the point where I was
trampled to the bottom of the
pool. I was unconscious and
didn't come around until after the
lifeguard had worked on me.
However long that was, I don't
know. But I do know that he
saved my life and I never did
know his name or who he was.
Look at the picture of the
three girls sitting on the bench.
They block the view of where I
went under. I woke up on the
grass just in front of the girls. I
still have the image in my mind.
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Did I get dressed, lesson learned
and gone home after that? No, as
soon as I got my wind back, I
again went into the pool, but I had
sense enough to keep away from
groups and at least learned that
much.
When I got a little older, the
boys that I hung out with got the
idea that when it got dark, after
closing time, some girls would
come down and go skinnydipping. Well, right or wrong, we
couldn't pass that up. We would
put our clothes under one of the
benches, then swim out to the
north raft in the deep end and
watched and waited, and waited
and watched, etc.
The only
activity was the police patrol car
that came down periodically and
flashed their spotlight to check for
kids like us. They never caught
us because as soon as we knew
that they were coming - lights off
- we would slip into the water and
hide under the raft until they left.
Our clothes were the biggest
worry because the benches were
quite close to the road and we
knew that if the police found
them, they would keep them until
we came out to claim them. One
night, the police came down
again. This time they just went
on by but it spooked us. I got to
shore and was just beginning to
get dressed and back came the
police car; they were thinking too
and had set a trap. I dropped
everything and stark naked ran up
the steps. After running from
shadow to shadow and behind
bushes, I finally made it home:
still naked. I knew how to get
into the house without disturbing
anyone sleeping, put on other
www.bataviahistoricalsociety.org

clothes, then had to run back to
the quarry to get my other clothes,
which were still there. That cured
my "peeping Tom" activity for
good.
We never did see any skinnydipping girls. Much later, several
years later, I asked one of the girls
who supposedly was one of the
"dippers" whether or not the
rumor was true: did they ever do
that? "Not that I recall" she said.
But there was a look about her
that told me that if they ever did,
she wasn't going tell me about it.
At that time, there were many
little activities going on that were
quite secretive. One being the
rumor that certain girls were
leaving an unlocked window in
the Home Ec building once in a
while. I never got mixed up in
that. Why not? No girl ever
passed the message on to me!
P.S. the quarry water at that
time was cool and clear. Ten feet
down, it was cold; all spring
water. I went pretty deep in front
of the tower one time and saw
large bass. How they got there, I
never knew, neither did I ever
hear of anyone catching one, but
they were there, I saw them.
Some years later, I went back to
the quarry which by that time was
heavily chlorinated. I darn near
cried.
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September 2009 Meeting – Third Rail History
On September 27, 2009, Steve Hyett presented a
very entertaining and informative program about the
history of the Chicago, Aurora and Elgin Railroad
(C,A&E), also known as the "Third Rail," which
ran from the southeast corner of the Wilson street
bridge south and west to Eola, to join up with the
main line running downtown Chicago.
The
interurban carried milk to the city, students to
school and the public to shopping. The railroad
started in 1902, but all traffic disappeared by 1934,
done in by the Great Depression. Steve noted that
after the closure of the CA&E, the cars were sold to
other lines, and several ended up in Cleveland,
Ohio. The Illinois Trolley Museum was recently
successful in purchasing one of these cars and it can
be seen up along Route 31 at the museum in South
Elgin. Steve also indicated that the Museum is
looking for a CA&E conductor's hat badge, one of

which they have seen in photos, but no one has ever
found an example. If you know of the location of
one of these, please contact the Depot Museum.

Dear Society Members,
It is my honor to have been elected President of the Batavia Historical Society to begin our second halfcentury. At the September General Meeting of the Society, I was elected President, Bob Nelson as Vice
President, and Bob Popeck as Director. Carole Dunn, Gerry Miller, and Phil Elfstrom were also re-elected
to their positions. There is still one open position on the Board, so if you are interested, please contact me.
I want to thank Patty Rosenberg and Alma Karas for their years of service. Patty served as President for the
last 3 years, in addition to being the Vice-President 4 years before that. Alma Karas has served on the
Board since 1999 and as Membership Chair for the last 7. Their service and guidance will be missed.
I would also like to mention that the Board of Directors is beginning to consider options for a possible
expansion of the museum under the leadership of John White and the Long-Range Planning Committee.
The Board is also exploring the purchase and installation of a rare windmill manufactured by the Batavia
Wind Mill Company.
I look forward to an exciting 2010 and hope that you will join us in the activities of the new year.
Robert F. Peterson, President

Memorials
The Historical Society received a memorial from Marilyn Robinson in memory of Lloyd Kautz a Charter
Member.

"Little Town in the Big Woods" Changes Hands
Marilyn Robinson has been very gracious to donate the ownership of her book “Little Town in the Big Woods”
to the Batavia Historical Society. This book has been the basis for the “Third-Grade” project that has been a
hallmark of Batavia’s elementary school system since it was first published in 1989. It is employed in all of the
third-grade classes system-wide, with 500-600 students per year learning about Batavia’s history, totaling more
than 10,000 children so far. Marilyn and her book received a Certificate of Excellence award in 1990 from the
Illinois Historical Society and was cited by the committee "as an outstanding example of how local history can
be written for young children." We appreciate her time and effort in creating the book, and her provisions to
pass on the wonderful project to our care and trust.
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Memories of Dr. Shirer
Reminiscences of Mrs. Jeanette Anderson, 98, of Geneva, IL
time to pay their bills, he didn't
was affiliated with Dr. Baxter and
I noticed in a recent issue of
hound them for the money. I
Dr. Grigg. They always had a
the Batavia Historian that the
imagine that he wrote off a good
wonderful office staff.
I
children of Dr. Benjamin Franklin
many bad debts over the years.
particularly remember Esther
Shirer had become members of
In those days, 50 or more
Koubenec, Mrs. Pelley and a
the society. Seeing their names
years ago, doctors made house
woman whose first name was
brought
back
many
good
calls and Doc Shirer was no
Ellie.
They were friendly,
memories of Dr. Shirer who was
exception.
I remember one
efficient, and patient. At times
our family physician during a
Christmas Eve when he came out
Dr. Shirer's wife, Mary Lou, did
very different period of health
to our farm (where Fermilab is
physical therapy for his patients
care than the one we have now.
now) because my son had a high
and her breezy attitude did as
I think my first memory of Dr.
fever. Another time when my son
much to make them feel better as
Shirer is from November, 1944,
got hives from coloring Easter
the therapy did.
when he was just starting out. My
eggs, I called Doc Shirer on
Dr. Shirer had a typical family
brother-in-law, Tom Perrow of
Easter Sunday morning and we
practice with lots and lots of
Geneva, was dying of cancer at
went to his house on Union Street
children. Once I remember he
home (which was common in
and got a prescription that sent the
had to chase a little boy around
those days) and Dr. Shirer spent
hives away in less than an hour.
the offices in order to give him a
Tom's last night with him. Tom's
During my husband's final
shot. The waiting room always
wife, my sister Agnes, and our
illness in 1966 Doctor Shirer
seemed to be full and sometimes
whole family were impressed
called colleagues all over the
you had to wait a long time to see
with his compassion at this
country and went through dozens
the doctor. But he never hurried
difficult time. So we all became
of books to try to find an answer
you out of the office. He always
his patients.
to the puzzling symptoms. He
took time to listen. He could be
Dr. Shirer's offices were on
always went above and beyond in
brusque and he expected his
the second floor at 4 W. Wilson in
his quest to help his patients.
patients to do as he told them.
Batavia and you could look down
But underneath a sometimes gruff
at the river from his waiting
exterior was a man with a good
room. In the beginning he was an
heart. If he knew patients needed
associate of Dr. West and later he
******************************************************************************************

LOCAL POETRY
Gathered by Marj Holbrook
The collection of poems from the mid 1940s was
ANSWER PLEASE
found in a Batavia home this summer. Rhymed
Why does Cupid and his bow
verses bring back many memories of life that
Make people like each other so?
revolved around the small things that impacted
Why do Americans with zest
everyday living. More poems in the next issue.
Say their airplanes are the best?
These are among those verses:
Who does Hitler think he is
When he says the world is his?
BONDS FOR VICTORY
Why does every human race
Stamps and bonds will win this war.
Hiss right into “Der Fuehrer’s” face?
Buy some bonds and buy some more,
Will civilization long remain?
Just ten per cent out of your pay
If peace comes not to earth again?
Will bring us victory some day.
By Robert Koss
When will the cannons cease to roar?
And peace return from shore to shore?
By Donald Jeske
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Batavia Historical Society Membership
2010
Name: __________________________________________________________________
Address: ________________________________________________________________
City: _________________________ State: _______________ Zip: _______________

Dues Structure:









Individual ............................................$10.00
Joint/Family ........................................$15.00
Junior.....................................................$2.00
Classroom .............................................$5.00
Life (each) .........................................$100.00
Life (family) ......................................$150.00
Business or Institution.........................$50.00
Business or Institution Life ...............$150.00

Mail to:
Treasurer
Batavia Historical Society
P.O. Box 14
Batavia, IL 60510


This membership is being given as a gift.

Prompt payment of dues is appreciated!


You may put your name, address, and membership category on a separate sheet if you do not want to clip the above form.



If you would like to give a membership as a gift, send the above information and dues to the Society and indicate in the box above
that it is to be a gift. The gift membership card will be mailed to you so that you may enclose it with a personal card or note.

Batavia Historical Society
P.O. Box 14
Batavia, IL 60510
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