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We are the Atlantic High School Class of 1976. The Trojans.  Our colors black and gold.  We are the bicentennial kids.  We have now been out of high school for 25 years, and were only 18 or so when we graduated.  Our class was the first class at Atlantic to hold our graduation ceremonies outside.  Do you remember Keith Robinson and Darrel Eblen handing you your diploma that warm spring day? 

We had so many ideas and ideals swimming in our heads as we fanned out across our state, our country, and our great land.  Or, like Julie Blunk or David Hayes, who sailed off to other lands.  But let’s stop for a moment and take a look at our High School days and our world back in 1976.  How about it?

Bob Ray was Governor, and Gerald Ford, President. Jimmy Carter wasn’t elected President until that fall. Dorothy Hammil won a Gold Medal at Innsbruck in skating, and Patty Hearst was arrested for her terrorist role with the Symbonese Liberation Army.  Linda Carter was a hit on TV as Wonder Woman, and the Viking-One landed on Mars.  Mao Tse Tung died that year and Renee Richards won her or his (depending on how you look at him or her) first tennis match as a woman.  “Rocky” was the hit movie.  Howard Hughes died.  Earl Bell, not Tom Kelso, pole-vaulted 18 feet 7 1/2 inches.  But let’s look closer to home. 

Many of us would start our day by listening to radio KJAN 1220 and hear the familiar voices of Bob Kelso, Red Faust, or Bob Einhaus booming across our kitchens.  A day without "Worry Bird" just was not complete.  At school, great teachers like Jeane Howorth, Thane Hascall, Sonya Mikkelsen, Clark Neary, Lowell Clauson, and Dick Brown were a positive influence on us.  We had some great coaches too, such as Bob Younger, Betty Heflin, Chuck Burnett, Lynn Barnes, Dick Nissen, and Dale Allen.  Remember how Roger Mathias would actually insert hunting and fishing questions into science tests such as “What is the daily bag limit of Mallards in Iowa”, or “What size of Oneida leg hold trap is best for a muskrat sets in shallow creeks?”

Many of us had all of our schooling right here in Atlantic.  The grade schools were all named after Presidents – like Lincoln-they were nicknamed Lincoln Stinkin.  Or Washington – the Washington Washtubs, or the perennial last place grade school relays team the Jackson Jackasses.  And then there was Pymosa and Marne, both had schools which closed and were merged into the Atlantic system.  Remember how Cliff Kauffman never got over the closing of the Marne school?  He must have written over 100 letters of protest to the editor of the News Telegraph.  Do you remember what business Cliff Kauffman was in?  Corn shelling.  And do you remember his company slogan plastered all over the sides of his trucks?  “Cobs are my business, What’s yours?”

Joel Simms or Wallace Roscoe taught many of us how to drive in Drivers Ed.  Once we had our drivers license, we began to drive cars, likely sold to our parents by Deters Chevrolet/Buick; or Levines Dodge/Chrysler; or Merner’s Olds/Cadillac; or Henningson’s Ford/Mercury/Lincoln.  Or let’s not forget Smitty’s Foreign Cars.  If you had a Chevrolet the only mechanic you would ever let touch it was Don Andersen at Deters.  Those cars were insured locally by agents such as McCauley/Schuler; Blunk Insurance; Price/Waters; or Dick Bell. 

When we got sick, we saw doctors such as Einer Juel, John Weresh; Duane Wilcox, or the funniest names ever for doctors; Needles or Payne!  When we had issues with our teeth we saw dentists such as Keith Bruce, Doug Spicer, Carol Trewet or Jim Van Antwerp.  And of course when at the Atlantic Dental Center one always received a kind word from Jean Bacon.  If we needed medicine we saw Monte or Steve Caslow or Dick Cook at Cook and Caslow; Rex or Ken Moorman at Rex Pharmacy, or Tony Dvorak at Gregerson’s.

Our pets were cared for by old Doc Bailey and chemicals and fertilizer sold to our parents by Paul Pellett at Pelgas. Pelgas sold propane too, and the ever-smiling Gene Kinen always drove the bulk truck.  When the guys in our class were ready for a date or big activity we went to see storeowners like Dick Hensley, Bob Grayson, Del Huston, or Bob Hayes.  The girls stopped at Graham’s, Olive’s, Penney’s, or Anthony’s or simply shopped out of town.  Dave Bullock always kept the local stores well stocked with ladies wear and things like that.  When one needed a ring or bracelet for that special girl, you would go see Harold Hanke at Hanke Jewelry and it was likely that Gene Mallette had a hand in making that jewelry extra special.  Getting that car cleaned up for a special date or for simply scooping the loop included a stop at Hoegh’s Car Wash on west Highway Six.  A wash was 50 cents and to vacuum only a dime.  Kenny Hoegh was always there if you needed change.  Oh, to gas up your car, who didn’t stop by Jim Young’s station on 6th Street between Poplar and Chestnut?

We went out to eat at places like the Pizza Hut run by the Ortiz family; or the Pines where one would always see Bob Auerbach or Marie Westfall, who always had a smile.  For a quick bite one could always stop at the A&W; The Spot; or see Les Witmer at the Dairy Queen.  What members of our class worked at the Dairy Queen?  I remember Barb Camp and Cheryl Mewhirter.  But a perennial favorite restaurant was the one with the slogan on the sign which said "Where Fine Food, Good service, Always satisfies". Do you remember the name of this restaurant?  That mystery restaurant also had a slogan on the menu which read, "Where you can chat while you chew".  Van's Chat & Chew of course.  The bread products were delivered to Atlantic restaurants by Claude Drake or Bob Lane.

Our parents bought homes from realtors such as Ted Becker, Rosie Scheibeler, Ralph Norman, or Charles and Marge Perrin.  Remember Kay Norman in the class ahead of us?  She drove a dune buggy.  I’ll bet it was the only dune buggy in Cass County.  Floyd Heithoff at Heithoff’s Furniture or Minor Furniture furnished the homes we lived in.  While at Minor Furniture, one could slip around the corner and sip a cool one at Irv’s Elbow Room, but since we were in High School, we would have gotten suspended.  So most of us didn’t go there. Many of our parent’s homes were built with lumber sold by the Green Bay Lumber Company.  When at Green Bay one would always want Paul Lyman as your salesman and maybe see Joe Mewhirter buying some product for his next project.

Appliances were bought from W&S Appliance, Ken Gard’s dad, of Gard TV or from Duane Reynolds at Reynolds TV and Electric.  The most important appliance in the home was of course the refrigerator.  The fridge was stocked with groceries from Swanson’s, Paul’s, Safeway, Super Valu, or even Turners. Remember Wayne Schuler at Swanson’s?  He always wore a white shirt and a black tie. And always had a smile.  Atlantic stores always sold Pepsi products, but Coke outsold Pepsi five-to-one, as most were loyal to Coke products bottled right here in town by the ever generous Tyler family.  The Tyler’s have always been generous and loyal to Atlantic.

We always read the Atlantic News Telegraph, published daily by the owner/editor Fritz Simpson.  The sports minded folks read the sports page by Phil Chinitz, and read the ads sold by the always hardworking Bob Bredensteiner.  The sports page was packed with a wide range of news.  The scores from the American League, the Hawkeye Eight, and even all the way to the softball results between Griswold and Neola Tri-Center.  The photos in the N.T. were always the best. And taken usually by the REAL Chauncy, not the impostor Chauncy in our class (Mark Johnson), but the real Chauncy who always went like this (motion of hands moving together) just before every photo, even if it was a picture of only one person.

When our folks bought a home, a car, or even a tractor from Junior Wohlenhaus, or feed wagon from Schuler Mfg., they likely went to either the Atlantic State Bank or the Whitney Bank for financing.  At the Whitney, borrowers saw Darryl Peterson, who always leant a helping hand.  If your folks had a few bucks to invest they might have visited Larry Turner at First Mid America in the old Whitney Bank.  Remember Mary Turner, Larry’s wife?  She was a substitute teacher, and a darn good one too.

Many of us took lessons of some type while growing up.  If you had swimming lessons it was from Betty Pellett, voice lessons from Delma Wright, or instrument lessons from Art Meyer.  I’m sure many in this room had piano lessons from Maxine Lyon or Teresa Hunter.  

If we ever flew commercially back then, we could choose from United, American, Branniff, Delta, Ozark, Republic, Pan Am, Continental, or Eastern.  If we flew locally we would see Hap Westbrook at the Atlantic Airport.  Then Hap flew off to Ames just after our junior year.  It was nice to see Jeannie and her family last night wasn’t it?

We were afraid of many things growing up in Atlantic, like the following:

Bob Voggesser when we were T.P.’ing someone’s house or speeding on a country road;

Rollin Dyer when pulling a prank or doing something we shouldn’t;

John Hunter, who only wanted the best for us;

Or growing old, which we have all agreed not to do.

We were always afraid of losing to Harlan in anything, but especially football.  Kurt Bladt was the Harlan coach, and 25 years after we graduated, and still is today.  Oh, by the way, we beat Harlan at Cyclone Field our senior year, 6-3.

If something broke or needed repairs back then, one had many places to go.  One could go to Bob Boots for an upholstery fix, or see Eddie Lehman at the Little Cobbler for a shoe repair job and even buy a wooden putter from him which he made on the side.  There was George’s Auto Electric, Hellman’s Machine Shop, or for a broken bone, the Cass County Hospital, run by Bob Parks. 

Who cut your hair?  Orville Tanner cut mine at the Hub.  I bet Mike Waters cut some and even others went to Rowley’s Barber Shop on East Fourth Street.  For girls, I don’t know who the hairstylists were back then, but they worked at places like The Double J Beauty Salon, The Hairport, The Powder Puff Beauty Salon, The Beauty Nook, or straight from Paris, La Petite!

When one was downtown running errands, one could stop in for a doughnut baked fresh by Newell Bowers at Bowers Bakery; or get a nickel candy from Dallas or Dorothy Bonneson at Bonneson’s Five and Dime.  Dallas is gone now, but Bonneson’s remains right where we left it.  Every small town needs a locally owned five and dime, and Atlantic still has one in Bonneson’s.

Even though we always said we were bored and there was just nothing to do, we had plenty.  By 1976 we were too old for Harl Holt’s YMCA dances so we listened to KIOA with Dick Young at the mike playing some Leonard Skynard, Beach Boys, or Bob Seger.  Or there was always KGOR or KEZO in Omaha too.  We listened to Omaha stations just before we would go to the Westroads for blue jeans or something.  When in Omaha, you could stop in and see John Bunce, who was a finance guy who commuted there daily.  But locally we had a lot of entertainment to keep us busy.  For classical music we had Pat McCauley on the violin.  I could listen to Mrs. McCauley play her violin for hours.  I occasionally hear her music from time to time, but unfortunately only at funerals of friends I’m sad to see go.  

Atlantic had Stone Soul Picnic, a great rock band, known all over the Midwest.  Chris Watson said she is going to get them to play for our 30th reunion in only five short years.  But Atlantic had an even more famous entertainer.  Clarinda had Glenn Miller, Wall Lake had Andy Williams and Shenandoah had the Everly Brothers.  But when those musical groups got famous, they all moved away and never looked back.  But Atlantic had Fantastic Faye Erickson and when Faye got famous he stayed right here, never left, and stayed local and loyal to our hometown.

Atlantic has some places with funny names, like; Troublesome Creek, Bull Creek, The Three Bridges, Big Rock, The Rock Cuts, Buck Creek, Pymosa.  What is a Pymosa?  Or how about the freezer at Brewers’s service station at Seventh and Walnut.  There was always someone sitting on that darn freezer!

Remember our school hot lunch program?  That program was started in the 1960’s, while we were in grade school.  Must have been a Lyndon Johnson Great Society thing.  But whatever, it was a good program and the food was good, it really was.  Harold Swaney passed out the milk.  But we were merciless in making fun of the school food.  We made comments like mystery meat, smashed potatoes, and who creamed the corn that Lenore Wohlenhaus, Carol Cooper and Janice Peterson managed or prepared.  Shame on you guys who made fun of those meals.  I am sure I never did!  The food was good.

Recreation was always a big item for our busy class.  We could bowl at either the Shangrila or the Hawkeye Bowl.  There were no better bowling teachers than Rosie and Bill Millholland of the Hawkeye Bowl.  Many of us played our first video game at the Shangrila, "Pong", Space Invaders, and Pac Man.  Remember that game? Kirk Wickman was really good at it.  We skated at Gene Freese’s PlayTime Roller Rink and we will never forget Gene’s unforgettable voice saying "All Skate, All Skate", or "Couples Only, Couples Only".  Sally said she remembers the big dice they would throw out.  You could golf at the Country Club, managed by Fred and Jane Aceto, or Nishna Hills, then a pretty young course.  Or race a motorcycle down a county road.  Many did.  For outdoor sports like guns and trap, one went to see Loren King at Kings Sporting Goods, right under Worthington Hatchery.  If one got passing grades on the famous Roger Mathias trapping questions one likely had furs to sell and would go see Cassie Knight, the fur buyer.  Don’t break any hunting or fishing rules back then or Jerry Hoileen from Marne would be there to greet you.

We all ate delicious beef from producers like Darrell Both or Ted Wickman, pork chops from Bart Blake and Ken Kramer.  We drank Grade A milk from Fletcher Nichols or Tom Magill, and bought eggs from Walt Steffens.  Other farm producers from our class were the Frisbie’s, Davis’s, Cutler’s, Rudy’s, Peterson’s, Christenson’s, Christofferson’s, Buboltz’s, Hanson’s, Stangl’s, Smith’s, Breech’s, Weih’s, Rourick’s, Water’s, and others.  There are so many farming families in our class to name. I’m sorry if I forgot one or two.

Livestock producers bought locally made feed, or at least they better have, made by Jack Camp and Don Postelwaite at Walnut Grove with ingredients selected by George Stuetelberg and sold by familiar names like Paul Watson, Bill Buck, Malcolm Wissler, Chuck Koppernolle, and Chuck Kinen.  The selling programs were devised by Ray Underwood, and promotions by Joe Deardorf.  The lab testing was done by Jerry Overton, and the company run by Wayne Rodgers back then.  Walnut Grove was Atlantic largest employer when we graduated from high school.  Oh, Albert Schnackel delivered feed too, but for the competitor to Atlantic’s 4x4!

Oh, and all that locally produced livestock was bought, it seemed, by Jim Dean for shipment to Hormel or by Bob Swanson to IBP.

Our town was a great town. In 1976 our Mayor was Doctor Keith Swanson, presiding over a town with a population of 7,306 or so.  Atlantic had six hotels, with 106 beds, and 17 churches with some very good minister’s such as Claude Wood, Dean Williams, David Berg, Paul Rothfusz, Charles Smith, Ray. Russell, and Father Bart Kane.  Mr. Pigsley sure caused a stir that one Sunday when he shot up the Catholic Church.  Remember that?

Atlantic had 7,368 telephones in 1976, and when you had phone troubles you got hold of Mona Jones’ dad, Tim.  The post office sold or postmarked $5,553,249 dollars of business.  That was a lot of mail for folks like Charlie Sandhorst and Wimpy Drake to deliver.  There were two banks in town with about 75 million in assets, and if there was ever a credit check needed that was done by Jack Placzek at the Atlantic Credit Bureau.  We had a major transportation infrastructure at that time.  The Rock Island Rail Road ran right through our town.  That’s right straight through.  Passenger service ended in 1964. But we did have a local taxi, and if you needed a ride, Mannie Barringer was always there to give you a lift and a shot of whisky too if you were a good buddy or an old friend.

There were 25,000 books in the library then, and even more today.  The library has really been given a face lift since we graduated, and special thanks go the Wickman’s who helped to fund much of that in honor of Christine (Kirk’s sister) who was tragically killed in an auto accident.  Atlantic had 170 miles of streets then, and 85% of them were paved, and before anyone can comment, I am sure that most of the unpaved streets were in the Jackson district.  Many of those roads were built by Tom Henningsen’s company; Henningsen Construction with Bob Cooper running the crew.  When those roads were in need of a gravel base during construction, much of that came from Schildberg’s quarry.  When the roads were done and if they were a state road they were cared for by folks like Bud Johnson or Lyle Kizzier. 

The trash was always picked up promptly, and cleanly, by Cook Sanitation.  Les Mason ran the Atlantic Municipal Utilities where we had 2,795 water meters; 3,383 light meters; and 3,044 gas meters in 1976.  I was surprised to discover the three meter types were not exactly equal in number, there was quite a difference.  So I commissioned a study to learn why. I broke the three meters down by type (gas, water, and light) and plotted them by address, using an innovative global positioning system and a complicated computer model.  All addressees were plotted by grade school boundaries.  Here is what I discovered:

Jackson kids were the most thirsty;

Lincoln kids couldn’t see the light of day;

And Washington kids had the most gas.

In 1976 AMU averaged 800,000 gallons of water pumped daily through 31 miles of water mains.  The city had three paid fireman, and four trucks.  Ten cops and four cop cars.  The hospital recorded 318 born and 221 died.  That is a net gain of 97.  That number is likely reversed today.  Well I could go on and on, but since I am not getting paid to do this, I won’t.  I have been sharing happy moments and fun moments from our past, and surely there are some sad times too.

All of us cried at the tragic loss of Jody Zellmer and Jeff Weppler.  We miss them both. Jody and Jeff would be here right now with us, if they had not passed away well before their time.  We are also missing Butch Porter, Don Webber, and Danny Gaines.  Many classmates have lost one or even both their parents, a brother, a sister, or some in this room, even a child.  We all extend our sincere condolences to those who have suffered a tragedy like I have described, and know that one day we will all suffer the same, and that you will think of us when we do. 

Let’s make sure that we all gather back in Atlantic in five more years to celebrate our 30th reunion and then five years after that, and even five after that.  Let’s keep getting together every five years until long into the future, when only one of us will be the last member of the Atlantic High School Class of 1976.  The remaining classmate will then turn out the lights on what is a great bunch of kids who actually never plan on ever getting old.  

The Atlantic High School Class of 1976.
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