
ODDS AND ENDS 

 

It seems as if there are so many strings attached to the articles written that I must tie them up. I learn so 
many new things that people tell me after they read the articles that adding to the information is 
important. 
 
After the pineapple cheese article, I discovered that our own Chenango County Historical Museum has a 
double pineapple cheese mold that is possibly one of a kind. The museum also owns a metal pineapple 
cheese mold that is not common.  The new Chenango County Historian, Pat Evans, and Tracy Law, a 
Norwich historian, showed them to me and explained how they work. 
 
When the cheddar curd was ready to be molded, it was colored a deep orange. When the halves of the 
mold were fastened together, the curd was added gradually and packed down firmly with a special 
instrument that looked like a baseball bat. When the mold was filled completely, a piece of wood was 
placed over the cheese and it was pressed for 24 hours with weights.  When it came out, it had a 
smooth pineapple shape. 
 
Then it was hung in net bags that were made with a flax cord crocheted in an open diamond shape with 
a drawstring. Before it was hung, the net was drawn over the cheese and it was submerged in very hot 
water for one minute.  The hot water softened the surface so the diamond design would cut into the 
cheese. It was hung for six to eight weeks, taken down and given several coats of orange shellac and 
placed in a wooden trench for six to eight weeks more. It was then shipped all over the world. 
 
One article I read said that once the cheese was almost gone and the rind remained, that “one hundred 
proof” was added and mixed with what little cheese was left. It made a “delicious spread.” I bet it did. 
 
The photo of the stencil that was used to label the boxes of cheese is from a company in Norwich run by 
George H. Boyd who made the cheese. Make a trip to the Chenango County Historical Society Museum. 
It is packed with interesting artifacts from this area. 
 
I was invited to attend the North Fenton Senior Citizens Group to hear Lou Palombo speak about the 
Rough Riders of Company C of the New York State Troopers.  Lou’s father and two uncles were troopers 
and his father had been a member of the Rough Riders. Lou was fortunate to obtain a film showing the 
troopers training their horses in Sidney and also performing some of their riding tricks.  It was a thrill to 
see it because it is a very rare footage. It was filmed in the 1930s by Dr. Loomis in Sidney who was 
interested in the group. It was wonderful to see their spotted horses, all coming from the West. 
   
I include a photo of Captain Dan Fox given to me by John Auwarter. Dan Fox was the head of the Rough 
Riders and autographed this photo to John’s father. It says: “To my good friend Jack Auwarter with best 
wishes. Captain Dan Fox, Sidney, NY”. 
 
Christine Buck wrote a note telling me that her mother’s two brothers were troopers in Troop D.  Last 
year she and John submitted her uncles’ names to a man whose mission is to find the grave of each NYS 
trooper and mark each with a marker similar to the veterans' markers. “ He placed markers on my 
uncles' graves, and was my mother pleased.” 
 



An anonymous person sent the following poem with only one explanation – “from scrapbook 1878-
1902”. Enjoy it and think of the changes in our lives since 1902. 

The Telephone Girl          
 

The telephone girl sits in her chair, 
And listens to voices from everywhere. 
She hears all the gossip, she hears all the news; 
She knows who is happy and who has the blues. 
She know all our sorrows, she knows all our joys; 
She knows every girl who is chasing the boys. 
She knows of our troubles, she knows of our strife; 
She knows every man who is mean to his wife. 
She knows every time we are out with the boys, 
She hears each excuse every fellow employs. 
She knows every woman who has a dark past,  
She knows every man who’s inclined to be fast. 
 
In fact, there’s a secret beneath each saucy curl.  
Of that quiet, demure looking telephone girl. 
If the telephone girl would tell all she knows, 
It would turn all our friends into bitterest foes. 
She would sow a small wind that would soon be a gale, 
Engulf us in trouble and land us in jail. 
She would let go a story which gaining a force, 
Would cause half our wives to sue for divorce.   
She would get all the churches mixed up in a fight, 
And turn all our days into sorrowing nights. 
In fact, she could keep the whole town in a stew, 
If she would tell the tenth part of the things that she knew. 
Now doesn’t it put your head in a whirl 
When you think what you owe to the telephone girl. 
 



  



 


