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The Red Jacket Coach

In 1894, Emmett and Ella Jennings built their beautiful 
Georgian colonial home on the east side of the Avon village. 
The 7,700 square foot mansion was designed by J. Foster 
Warner and still stands today, always having been known 
as Charlton Farm.

Emmett was born in Rochester, NY in 1865, graduated 
from Harvard, and returned home to work in his family’s 
Rochester-based business, Keeler & Jennings, building 
fashionable carriages and sleighs. In 1894, he and his new 
wife, Ella Durand, moved to Charlton, raised hunter-style 
horses and maintained one of the best-known stables in 
the Genesee Valley.

For the summer of 1899, Emmett became coachman of 
the Red Jacket Coach, which offered a round trip between 
Rochester and Avon in just 4 hours.

According to The Henry Ford, a museum of innovation, 
coaching was the “extreme sport” of choice in late 19th- and 
early 20th century America. Of course, the ability to maintain 
a vehicle, attendants, and a stable of horses precluded any 
but the wealthier classes from fully participating. The 
English mail coach, which had carried the mail as well as 
passengers and their luggage before railroads took over 
the task, was the inspiration for the sport coaches, which 
were sturdy yet elegant. The rising industrial tycoon class 
took eagerly to the image and challenge of handling four 
spirited horses while navigating the streets in a coach, and 
doing this gracefully could earn high esteem among peers 
of the same social strata. Continued on next page

Below: The Red Coach providing service between Avon and 
Rochester, 1899. Image courtesy of the Avon Town Historian.
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Although most of the 
wealthy people who owned 
road coaches used them for 
sport driving, some operated 
them as public coaches. 
Pelham Town Historian 
Blake A. Bell wrote on his 
blog that it became a fad 
amongst the equine elite 
to run a four-in-hand and 
take passengers, which 
was rather popular around 
the turn of the last century. 
Seward Cary of Buffalo 
was one of the so-called 
“millionaire coachmen” 
who engaged in the sport of 
“public coaching” or “road 
coaching.” Blake writes, 

“The purpose of the sport was to rush the carriage 
between designated points on a specified schedule, 
with quick changes of horses at strategic points along 
the way, and to maintain that schedule rigorously.”

Although in theory anyone who paid the fare could 
ride, in practice the exclusive customers were “in 
society.” Invariably, they sat up on top of the coach, 
where they could see – as well as be seen. It was likely 
a mark of their class to be perched atop the rumbling 
coach and passing everyone else at a fast clip.

The driver, called “the whip,” sat on a seat that was 
backless, so he could lean against the reins. The most 
prestigious guest sat on the box with the whip and the 
other passengers rode behind on seats with cushioned 
metal backs. Some faced forward, others backward. 
Two center benches could hold up to 10 passengers. 
The elegantly upholstered, though stuffy, interiors 
were reserved strictly for picnic hampers, spare wraps, 
servants, and the occasional extra groom.

From a pamphlet advertising the Red 
Coach:

“Every morning at 10 o’clock the 
coach will start from the Powers Hotel, 
Rochester. Its route will be up East Main 
Street, the principal business part of 
the city, out East Avenue, passing all of 
the finest residences of Rochester and 
thence through Highland Avenue and 
the beautiful new South Park, a most 
charming drive and affording lovely 
scenery all the way.

“The first change of horses will be at Ballantine 
Bridge, and with the second relay the coach will 
pass on through the famed valley of the Genesee, 
concerning the scenery of which surely nothing 
need be said. At Scottsville, a pretty little village, 
the second change of horses will be made and the 
Red Jacket will start again on its journey through 
still more lovely country, catching glimpses now 
and then of the picturesque Genesee River.

“When Avon is reached the coach will pull up 
at the St. George Hotel at noon, where Smedley 
will serve his delicious luncheon at 1 o’clock in a 
private dining room.

“For the return trip the coach will leave the St. 
George Hotel at 2:15 p. m. arriving at the Powers 
Hotel at 4:30 p. m. The, entire distance of 44 miles 
will be covered with six relays of four horses each 
and the passengers will have two hours in Avon.”

The round trip fare was $5; one way, $3; entire 
coach, 12 seats, round trip, $50; one way, $30; box 
seat, extra, $1. Many old timers here well recall 
how they rushed uptown to be there when the Red 
Jacket drew up before the hostelry where genial 
Milt Smedley was invariably waiting to welcome 
the guests to Avon. “

 - Published in Democrat and Chronicle. 
 Rochester, NY. August 14, 1932.

Seward Cary, the owner and principal coachman, 
donated the Red Jacket Coach to the Buffalo and Erie 
County Historical Society in 1939, where it is today.

 - Clara Mulligan, AP&HS Trustee,  
 with information from Richard Heye,  
 Pavilion Historian
Sources:
Bell, Blake A. “Historic Pelham.” historicpelham.blogspot.com. 2017.

The Henry Ford. “Private Road Coach, 1906.” thehenryford.org. 2017.

Charlton Farm, postcard, APHS collection

Continued from previous page
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In Memoriam: Barb Anderson

Although not a native to the area, 
Barb’s very open, welcoming, and 
loving personality, along with 
her willingness to jump in and 
make things happen, allowed 
her to quickly acclimate and 
eventually become integral 
to Avon in many ways. 
The community showed 
appreciation in 2013 by 
naming her the Citizen 
of the Year. It was an 
honor she cherished.

Barb  grew up in 
Elmira Heights and 
then chose to attend 
SUNY Geneseo to major 
in  Education.  While 
there, she fell in love with 
both Dick Anderson and 
the Genesee Valley. Upon 
graduation, she taught in 
the Rush-Henrietta district 
before she and Dick married. 
They formed both a marriage and a 
partnership lasting 40-plus years, each 
using their talents to run Anderson Farms 
dairy business and raising the joy of their lives, 
their children, Cynthia, Jim, and Liz.

Barb and Dick shared their passion and joy with 
anyone and everyone through field trips to the barn 
with cookies and milk in the kitchen after. The Anderson 
home was always a place where all were welcome. The 
house was always open to new friends and old.

Barb’s relationship with others was much like her 
relationship with God - always present, filled with 
generosity and compassion for others. Barb was a 
woman who willingly offered herself, her gifts and 
talents and even her home to others.

At Central Presbyterian Church, among other things, 
Barb was a deacon, she served on session, and led the 
bazaar for many years –her list of activities is endless. 
When there was a position that needed to be filled and 
no one in sight, Barb would willingly volunteer and 
give it her all. Her care for others did not end with the 

church; she was one of the founding 
members of the Lioness Club.

Barb knew how to live fully 
aware of her blessings: just look 

at her flower gardens. She 
always took time to bring 
beauty to the earth - not 
only at her home, but also 
as a member of the Avon 
Garden Club.

Ultimately, it  was 
children she loved to 
grow!

Barb started the Avon 
Ladies 4-H Club and then 
made room for the boys 

when they wanted a club. 
She taught Sunday School 

at church for many years. 
Then there was the influence 

she had on the children of 
Avon whom she taught and 

cared for as her own, believing 
in them and their potential as she 

taught in both the county and the Avon 
district for many years.

Barb was really born to be a teacher. She taught by 
example as well as through textbooks and curriculum. 
She loved children and they, too, loved her.

In her final years, Barb remained active in many 
things, but the greatest joy was spending time with her 
grandsons: Alex, Josh, and Nathanael. The teacher in 
her would read to them, help them with writing, and 
teach them RESPONSIBILITY, while the grandmother 
took great joy in granting them wishes, watching their 
sports or musical performances, and just spending time 
with her boys.

The morning Barb died, Liz took a picture of a 
rainbow from the front of the house that was later 
posted on Facebook. Once again, the beauty of the earth 
spoke to the Anderson family. It was almost like Barb 
was whispering into their ears – ‘Surely goodness and 
mercy will follow me all the days of my life, and I will 
dwell in the house of the Lord forever.’

 - Cynthia Anderson
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Washday

The days of the week were set aside for certain 
activities. Folks only washed once a week, and unless 
it was very stormy, Monday was washday. It took all 
day, and was usually done in the kitchen. The method 
described here was used by everyone from the 1920s 
until after WW II. The only improvements that came in 
this period were hot water heaters, which eliminated 
the chore of heating water on the stove, and electric 
clothes irons, which were a wonderful advancement 
over the heavy sad irons. Sad irons were so-called 
from the Middle English for “solid” and were made 
from solid metal.

On washday, the large washing machine was first 
brought in from its storage place on the back porch, 
together with two large, galvanized washtubs and 
their wooden stands. The washing machine had 

no internal 
water heater, 
s o  w a t e r 
was heated 
t o  b o i l i n g 
on the stove 
and placed in 
the machine 
with  soap . 
The clothes 
that were less 
soiled were 
washed first. 
The washer 
had a back-
a n d - f o r t h 
a g i t a t o r 
s i m i l a r  t o 

those found on modern machines. Of course there 
was no automatic timer, and so when it was judged 
that the clothes were clean, the agitator was stopped, 
and the washer pump was used to transfer the hot 
soapy water to one of the galvanized tubs. The washer 
was then filled with hot, clear, rinse water from the 
kettles on the stove. The agitator was engaged again 
to loosen the soap from the clothes.

Next, the pair of wringer rollers was swung over the 
washer and the gears engaged to power them. After 
untangling the wet clothes from the washer, they were 
fed one at a time through the rollers. The wrung-out 
clothes would be caught in the second galvanized tub, 
the water from the wringer falling back into the washer. 
One had to be especially careful with clothes that 
contained buttons. The wringers had a way of crushing 
them, and if that happened, you just made more work 
for yourself, for the buttons would have to be replaced. 
The rollers were made of a yellowish rubber, and after 
a period of use they became hard, cracked, and non-
compliant, and would more easily crack buttons.

After the first load had been wrung out, the tub of 
still-wet clothes was lugged to the back porch where one 
end of the double pulley line was located. Usually there 
was a little stool to stand on to reach the line, and with 
a mouthful of wooden clothespins, the wet clothes were 
attached to the line and wheeled out into the sunshine. 
The clothesline was made of braided cotton, which 
stretched. Every woman had a U-shaped “gadget” 
inserted in the line that made it easy (in theory) to take 
up the slack in the line. It was important to have a tight 
line, for if it were too loose, the rope might untrack from 
the far pulley. If that happened, it was necessary to get 
out the ladder, for the pulley was at least ten feet from 

Irons at the Big Springs Historical Society, Caledonia; image courtesy of author.

Maytag washer, c. 1950, similar to one used by author’s mother. Image courtesy 
of author and Big Springs Historical Society, Caledonia.
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the ground, attached to a stout pole or tree. After the 
load of clothes was hung, a prop was stuck under the 
line to keep it from sagging too much.

In the winter, the housewife went from the warm 
kitchen to the cold outside with bare, wet hands to hang 
the line. Soon the wet clothes would be frozen as stiff 
as boards - the housewife, also. In the summer it was 
insufferably hot in the kitchen, and with the exertion, 
she nearly fainted. It is no wonder women developed 
arthritis.

After the first batch was washed it was time for the 
second batch, this time with clothes that were more 
soiled. The wash and rinse waters were reused, since it 
was so much trouble to heat more water on the stove. 
Usually the third wash was reserved for the most soiled 
clothes, including the cloth diapers, which had been 
soaking in a pail.

Since Monday was washday, Tuesday was ironing 
day. The clothes were retrieved from the line Monday 
evening, and carefully put in sorted piles for ironing. 
Everything was ironed, including sheets, handkerchiefs, 
and even socks. Ironing was also done in the kitchen, 
because the heavy sad irons had to be heated on the 
stove. The housewife had several irons of different sizes 
for different purposes, and because while one iron was 

Christopher Bensch, curator of the Strong 
Museum of Play, returns to APHS to share 
his research on women who invented toys. 
Did you know that Elizabeth Magie 
patented the first Monopoly game, 
known as the Landlord’s Game, in 
1904? What might be the history of 
Barbie? Come find out at our last 
program of 2017!

Al l  programs  he ld  a t  the  
Avon Village Hall, 74 Genesee St., 
Avon, NY 14414

Programs are free, open to the 
public, and handicap accessible. 
Light refreshments will be served.

in use, others had to be heated on the stove. Ironing well 
was an art. If the iron was too cold, the cloth would not 
be properly pressed. If it was too hot, the material could 
be scorched. Then too, cotton, wool, linen, and silk had 
to be treated differently.

Because the sad irons did not provide steam (as 
modern irons do), it was necessary to sprinkle dry 
clothes with a small amount of water so they would self-
steam when pressed. Many items, but especially men’s 
shirts, were starched with a thin mixture of cornstarch 
and water. Starched clothes were especially easy to 
scorch. It took 20 minutes to starch and iron a shirt.

The fashions of the day furthermore challenged 
the washer and made for hard, involved work. If my 
mother was forced to choose, however, between an 
electric refrigerator and an electric washer, I think she 
would pick the “ice box.”

 - Philip Parr, Caledonia Correspondent

Visit the Big Springs Historical Society 
Sundays and Thursdays from 1-4pm  

to see their excellent collection of  
vintage irons and washing machines!

AP & HS Program

Wonder Women of Toys 
Sunday, November 19, 2017  •  2:00 – 3:00 pm

Donations most gratefully accepted, 
so that we may continue to provide our 
programming.
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Big Iron Horses

“Big iron horses rolled 
across Five Arch Bridge and 
me and my Grandpa would 
watch from the ridge.”

These are the opening 
lines of “Big Iron Horses,” 
a song written by John 
Dittrich of the Grammy-
n o m i n a t e d  c o u n t r y 
group Restless Heart. It 
was the title song of their 
1992 album, and when 
released as a single, made 
the Billboard country 
chart in 1993. The song 
is “lovingly dedicated” 
to the memory of Harold 
J. Credit.

I always wondered who these people were and what 
their connection to Avon was – it turns out: lots!

I decided to try and contact John Dittrich through 
Restless Heart’s website. To my surprise, John got 
back to me the same day. He said that his mother, 
Mary Louise (Credit) Dittrich, came across a photo 
of John and his brother holding their grandfather 
Harold’s hands when they were children. Mary Lou 
graduated from Avon Central School around 1940. 
She married Fred Dittrich, a doctor for the VA, and 
was sent to Syracuse and later Batavia. John lived 
in Avon for a few months before moving to Batavia.

John’s grandparents were Harold and 
Lottie Credit, who originally lived on Lacy 
Street and later moved to 4679 Littleville 
Road where they lived for many years.

“When the last train left Avon, no one was 
there. I guess they didn’t know, I guess they 
didn’t care.”

Harold Credit worked for the Erie 
Railroad for many years. Avon was a very 
busy depot from the nineteenth century 

until after World War Two. Passenger trains made 
several trips a day to Rochester, Attica, Buffalo, etc. 
Although it is still used today to bring supplies to and 
from local plants like Kraft and Barilla, it’s up to the 
stories handed down by people like Harold and Lottie 
Credit to people like their grandchildren to remind us 
of the glory days of Avon and the Erie Railroad. John 
Dittrich memorializes these remembrances in his song 
“Big Iron Horses.”

“Now the station is empty, the train yard lies still, and 
Grandpa is gone now to St. Agnes hill.”

Well, happily the station is no longer empty as it 
houses Duffy’s, a great hometown bar and restaurant 
owned and operated by Avon residents who have 
done a great job of maintaining its character. Harold 
Credit is indeed buried in St. Agnes Cemetery. Lottie 
Credit was the very first person with whom the AP&HS 
ever conducted an oral history back in 1984. She was 
interviewed by Kay Clark and Maureen Kingston. She 
was 91 years old at the time and had amazing recall 
and great stories. She died in 1995 at the age of 102. 
Eventually, the oral history will be on our website, but 
if you’re interested in reading it, stop into the Museum; 
there is also an audio copy at the Avon Library, 
unfortunately only on cassette at this time.

I would like to thank John Dittrich for sharing his 
memories of Avon and for his kind permission to quote 
from his wonderful song “Big Iron Horses.”

 - Bob Westfall, President of the AP&HS

Credit and Dittrich families at 50th wedding 
anniversary celebration. Kneeling, far right: 
John Dittrich; Frederick Dittrich, standing 2nd 
from the right, with wife Mary Lou (Credit) 
Dittrich standing in front of him. Image 
courtesy of John Dittrich.
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Facebook Page

The AP & HS 
Needs You!

There are a couple specific ways you can 
help our organization this winter:

1. Donate a Projector. Our popular  
 programs throughout the year are  
 a wonderful way to promote history  
 of Avon and our area. Borrowing  
 a projector for each event can be  
 challenging, however, so we are  
 seeking a gently used one for our 
 501(c)3 organization.

2. Volunteer to be a Trustee.  Our  
 group is made up of long-term,  
 dedicated members who volunteer  
 in many different ways. Becoming a  
 trustee simply means attending a  
 monthly meeting, offering your  
 personal skills to aid in management,  
 and giving support where it is needed.  
 Please contact us if you would like to  
 become involved!

Follow us on Facebook! You will get to see and engage with great images and videos, 
like this special video of a Little League parade about 1960, shared by Tom M.

How fortunate to have this! 
- Dale B.

Thank you for sharing these old 
films. Very interesting to look 
back at times gone by. 
- Carole L.

So many convertibles in town! 
- Cindy Z.

The annual AP&HS 
Poinsettia Sale is  
fast approaching! 

Geri Brewer will be taking 
orders by phone or in person at 
the AP&HS Museum beginning 
December 1, and plants will be 

delivered later in December. 

Poinsettia
Sale

More details 
coming soon.
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Our Banner

The red on our flag is the herald of dawn
While curtains that darken the East are withdrawn;
Like thunderbolts launched form the heart of a cloud,
Each stripe lends a gleam to War’s sulphury shroud.
Then, while the breath of the tempest shall fan her,
Let red have a place on the folds of our banner.

The white is an emblem of peace to the world
When the black flag of Treason forever is furled
That stainless in name should the champion be
Who fights with a strong arm for the Lands of the Free.
Then, while the breath of the tempest shall fan her,
Let white have a place on our glorious banner.

For clustering stars a rich ground work of blue
Its folds from the dome of the firmament drew,
And the planets of Heaven shall darken with rust,
Ere Columbia’s ensign is trailed in the dust.
Then, while the breath of the tempest shall fan her,
Let blue have a place on the folds of our banner.
 

 - William H. C. Hosmer 
 (1814-1877), Avon poet


