KHS
Kirkland Historical Society
Vol. 10, No. 1

The Historian

About Us...

Our Mission...

Jan. 2017

You Can Help...

Feb. 15, 2017

Wed., 7:00 at The Chapel

Exploring treasures
of the Kirkland area

Note date change . . .

April 7, 2017
Teddy Roosevelt
portrayed by
Joe Wiegand

Friday , 7:00
at the Chapel
Presented by:
the Historical Society
and the Kirkland
Public Library

KHS

Vol. 10, No. 1 page 2
Jan. 2017

Retiring Board Member - Joanne Fruit
Many thanks to Joanne!

Zephyrette Display - Beulah Ecklund Baumann
ANNUAL MEETING - NOVEMBER 2016

Check out the enclosed “Memories of Kirkland” and send us a “memory.”
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Memories of Kirkland
Kirkland Coal and Feed in the early 1960’s

by Ron Johnson

I remember hanging out at “the mill.” There would be several cars parked there and
guys and gals sitting on a car and just talking. I don’t remember much of what was said, but
I am sure we all
solved
the
world
problems.

Dr. Radoff by Judi (Smith) Kavaney
He wasn’t Dr. McDreamy from ER nor was he crabby Doc Martin but he was my enduring image of a gentle, country healer, village doctor.
Doc Radoff was a large and slightly stooped man, with a big white handlebar mustache.
He was Bavarian-born and it lingered in his speech. He welcomed many of us into the world
and thereafter saw us through two kinds of measles, mumps, chicken pox and multiple bouts
of flu. . . . Oh our sainted mothers! . . . And don’t forget that polio and diphtheria were still
around. My parents thought he could walk on water.
Mrs. Doc was Bede, a gypsy-looking woman with black hair pulled back in a bun and
snapping dark eyes. The other family member was a parrot who sat on a perch in their small
kitchen and had learned to pee over the bathtub drain.
Doc’s office was on the main floor of the old Morris Hotel and they lived upstairs,
where a long corridor of rooms stretched into the dark. The basement of the building was
a vast, earthy excavation where Doc found the babies. I believed it for years.
So my senses remember his office as a wonderful hybrid: Olfactory, the smell of
antiseptics and earth; Auditory, how the music of his accent still sings in my heart; and
Gustatory, the taste of iodine with which he painted sore throats still lingers on my tongue.
RIP Doc Radoff

Pleasant Memories
by Beulah Ecklund
My most pleasant
memories are of the
parades, 4th of July
celebration with fireworks, and family gatherings.

Working at the Drive-in by Judi (Smith) Kavaney
I was an industrious child, so much so that neighbors would hide when they saw me
coming. I was always selling something. The world was ripe for young entrepreneurs in the
early 1940’s. My efforts spanned the range. Dog laundry in the back yard to candle-making
at Christmas, which destroyed my mother’s Mixmaster. So about 1954 when Ole and Clayton Turner opened their drive-in on Rt 72, I thought I’d hit the big time. I was hired as
one of their carhops.
The drive-in was a buggy place - a lot of flying insects and if we were really busy, I
had no time to remove them when they flew down the neck of my scoop-neck blouses. So I
would simply pound my chest until they were dead and when I undressed at bedtime, a village of dead bugs would fall to the floor.
So many firsts there at the drive-in - a flunky voice on someone’s car radio singing
“Heartbreak Hotel.” Elvis WHO?? And on a sunny day a driver calling out to me, “Hey Judi, it’s raining.” and I, stupidly looking up at the sky, arms akimbo, trying to catch the
raindrops. . . . Voila! automatic windshield washers.
Tommy Littlejohn’s parents owned the tavern next door. Tom was about four and if
we were not busy would come over to play with me. One summer night, I put Tom on my
back and was running around the gravel parking lot playing cowboys and bucking broncos,
when I lost my footing and rolled over in the stones. Tommy was unscathed. I was a mess
of road rash and was sent home, bleeding from all over. Ole and Clayton were disgusted.
I learned an enduring lesson about generosity at the drive-in. The pea viners from
Cape Girardeau, Missouri were the best tippers . . . a bunch of rag-tag college boys who
came to work the fields every late summer. They teased me unmercifully and always left
massive tips. Those with the deepest pockets are not always well-heeled.

