


1d timers will remember hearing the older people share about gatherings at the small country
store - gathered around the pot-bellied stoves - while sharing the news of the neighborhood or
the community. That was a time period so different than the hectic pace that most of us
experience in 2026. As the clock ticks away, most of us have the habit of watching the clock
so we can rush into other activities awaiting us.

On the morning of June 10, 2026 during volunteer hours four of us retired menfolk sat around in
the office of the Berlin Area Historical Society and reminisced - quite similar to what men usually did
around the potbellied stove in the neighborhood stores of yesteryear. It’s always a delight when Fred
Bittner, 90 years young, joins in visiting. Also there were Larry R. Pritts, 85, Gary Estnick, 79, and myself,
78. When we were not busy greeting visitors, we had time to rehash some memories from decades ago.

Fred remembered youthful times when hius family bought cream from the dairy farm of Helen
Wallace and visiting the neighborhood farm - “Mountain Brook Farm:” of Karl and Laura Broeseker. He
recalled the butter his family purchased that Laura made and sold to customers. I remembered going to the
same Broeseker farm home with my dad to buy some home-churned butter. While dad visited inside the
home, my siblings and I played on the lawn. During WW! when ration stamps were necessary to buy butter,
Fred’s parents, Francis and Elizabeth Bittner had two milk cows and churned their own butter.

Larry Pritts and Fred discussed trapping wildlife and selling the hides. For a while they sold hides
to Dale McKinley on Main Street after he purchased the former Crawford’s store, Once Fred’s teacher
told him that the next time he came to school smelling like a skunk after trapping that critter, she would
send him home. Gary Estnick and Fred recalled Dillon’s Garage along the Mason Dixon Highway, south
of Meyersdale. Gary remembered a Christmas tree that he purchased there during his early years of
marriage. It was so tall that the Estnick family had to cut a foot off of it before they could stand it up in
their home.

We reminisced about Dale Walker’s Roadside Park between Fred’s former home along the Salvo
Road and Dale’s service station and store along the Cumberland Highway. Fred recalled his son, Doug’s
childhood years when Doug worked for a quarter a day for neighbor Helen Wallace. Helen was the first
female one of us guys remembered driving a truck. Helen also drove tractor and was busy in the fields
with planting and harvesting crops. Helen was a foster daughter of Bill and Ada Hay and eventually
inherited their farm along Sawmill Road. Helen married Grover Wallace, who operated his sawmill on that
farm.

Fred and Larry both recalled going to the movie shows at the Blue Ridge Theater. Fred received
an allowance of ten cents a week. The Saturday movie - sometimes a double feature - cost 11 cents. Fred
would go to his mother, who visited relatives in Berlin, asking for a penny to have enough coins to attend
the movie. Later Fred’s father raised his allowance to 25 cents a week at which time Fred had enough
money for the movie and some candy. Larry, who attended school in Shanksville, recalled going to the
Blue Ridge Theater in Berlin. He named several Berlin girls that threw popcorn at him while he was sitting
ahead of them in the theater.

An abudance of other subjects were discussed with each of us joining in the conversations. More
than an hour slipped away. The only thing bringing closure to our discussions was hearing the historic
Heffley clock striking the 12 noon hour - the closing time for the historical society.



























