
2024 Ghost Walk 

Hungerford Brothers: Floyd (1888-1963) Daniel (1886-1967) 

      played by John Olcott and Joe Edkin  

Floyd: In our lifetimes, we were called a lot of things. 

Daniel: Geniuses. 

Floyd: Wizards. 

Daniel: Dreamers. 

Floyd: Cranks. 

Daniel: My name is Daniel Hungerford. 

Floyd: And I’m Floyd Hungerford. 

Together: Owners of Hungerford Rockets of Elmira, New York. 

Daniel: Specializing in rockets both solar and interstellar…at least that was the 

goal. 

Floyd: We grew up in rural northern Pennsylvania and came to Elmira with our 

mother and siblings in 1907 when we were in our teens. 

Daniel: What we lacked in formal schooling, we more than made up for in 

ingenuity, creativity, and a willingness to experiment. From a young age, we liked 

taking machines apart to see what made them tick. Shortly after moving to Elmira, 

we established a garage and mechanics shop at our new home at 823 West Second 

Street and quickly made a name for ourselves as men who could fix anything. 

Floyd: The early 1900s were an exciting time. Cars were becoming popular. 

Aviation was just getting off the ground, and we were determined to rise with it. In 

1901, Dan and I got into dirigibles before setting our sights on airplanes. In 1909, 

we designed a 2-cylinder airplane engine. In 1913, we bought a broken-down 

Bleriot monoplane for a song. 

Daniel: We refurbished it and I taught myself how to fly. I was one of the first 

pilots in the county, along with Leon “Windy” Smith. He preferred to fly out of an 

airfield in Southport, but I found the best winds were in Big Flats. I established my 

own private airfield near where the Chemung County Airport is now. Throughout 
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the 1910s, Floyd and I made improvements to our plane and barnstormed 

throughout the Twin Tiers. 

Floyd: By the 1920s, Dan and I were old hands at flying machines and were 

looking for something new. The Germans were doing some interesting things with 

rockets. The more we read about them, the more they seemed the best option for 

getting to the moon. So, naturally, Dan and I began to experiment with them. By 

1929, we were ready to reveal our masterpiece: a rocket-powered car. 

Daniel: We called her Shirley Lois, Moon Girl, after my eight-year-old daughter. 

She, the car, not my daughter, was built around a 1921 Chevrolet chassis, while the 

body was a wooden frame covered with cardboard and plastic windows. The idea 

was that not only would it be lighter; it would be easier to escape in an emergency. 

I’ll admit, I did have to kick my way free a time or two. It had two engines: an 

ordinary one for street driving and, of course, the rocket. You haven’t had fun until 

you’ve driven a rocket car. 

Floyd: We unveiled the car on November 2, 1929, just 5 days after the stock 

market crash. We’d hoped to cheer people up with a glimpse of the future, but 

most people found the sight of our Shirley Lois a little unsettling. Over the next 

five years, we showed her off at county fairs and science expos across the 

Northeast. At least there, people were excited by the 30-foot flames that propelled 

her forward at 70 miles-per-hour. 

Daniel: We weren’t just there to show off. We were looking for a sponsor. 

Between her initial construction and later modifications, she cost us $50,000 and 

she was only supposed to be the first of many. 

Floyd: People kept telling us she was like something out of Buck Rogers, so we 

decided to see if we could get them to sponsor us. The Buck Rogers radio show 

was sponsored by the R.B. Davis Company of Hoboken, New Jersey. Dan wanted 

to write to them directly, but I suggested we write to the show instead. They read 

our letter on the air, but the only thing we got out of it was a letter from “Buck 

Rogers” himself saying we were doing humanity a great service with our work. My 

niece Shirley was over the moon about it, but it wasn’t what we were hoping for. 

Daniel: I did get a job offer from Bell Aircraft of Buffalo thanks to our rocket car. I 

turned it down. They only wanted me and I couldn’t imagine working without 
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Floyd. I love my wife, but, since he was born, Floyd has always been my better 

half. 

Floyd: Dan has always been the front man of our partnership. I’m shy, while he’s 

got a gift for gab. That’s why he was always the one giving lectures at local 

colleges while I was at our home tinkering. Still, we were perfectly in sync when it 

came to the work. I could start a project, leave, and when I came back, Dan would 

have finished just how I wanted it without a word exchanged between us. 

Daniel: When Floyd died in 1963, it was like losing my right hand, but he was still 

with me here (touches head) and here (touches heart). After that, I signed all my 

letters as Daniel & Floyd until we were reunited here in death in 1967.  
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Leon “Windy” Smith (1889-1960) 

      played by Sam Claypool 

What a night for flying! Unlike those Hungerford boys and their crazy rocket car, I 

always thought that cars were pretty dangerous. I found my joy in the sky. It 

doesn’t take much to tell from my outfit that I was quite the aviator, a pioneer of 

the blue. For me, flying was always a thrill and once, when I refused to fly, it made 

national news, but I’ll get to that.  

My story begins back in 1889. My name is Leon Smith and I was born in 

Millerton, Pennsylvania. Millerton is just over the border from New York and my 

dad was a dentist. Turns out business was better in Elmira, so he had a practice 

here. I grew up attending school in both Millerton then Elmira.  

I was the youngest in the family and always trying to keep up with my two older 

brothers. I figured out early I could annoy them if I asked a lot of questions. 

(laughs to self) In fact, I’ve been told that I asked so many questions my father 

called me ‘Windy’. It was a nickname that stayed with me my whole life. But it 

wasn’t until I was in my early 20’s that that nickname took on new meaning. That 

was about the time I met Mr. Glen Curtiss.  

Curtiss was a mechanical genius. He was constantly tinkering with machinery, 

either improving things, fixing them or inventing new ways to use them. And when 

early planes came around, phew! He was fascinated with all things in the air. Early 

on he went head to head with those Wright Brothers out of Ohio, creating faster 

and better planes. .In 1909, he cofounded the Herring-Curtiss company in 

Hammondsport and produced what he called the pusher airplane. It was a time 

when the public couldn’t get enough of flying. A year later, he opened an aviation 

school to train more pilots. His idea was to have the pilots show off his planes and 

bolster business. I was lucky enough to enroll. Mr. Curtiss taught me everything I 

know about flying and I took to flying like a duck to water. A year after I 

graduated World War I broke out. It soon became clear how important planes and 

pilots were to the war effort. 

I did my part by instructing pilots in Chicago, and at Park Field, Tennessee. The 

US trained 10,000 pilots and when the states entered the war in 1917, it was our 

pilots that made a difference.  
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When the war ended, I was out of a job. But I didn’t lose my passion for flying. I 

found out the newly formed airmail postal service was looking for pilots. I applied 

and got the job.  

Flying the mail was something back then, planes had open cockpits, no radios, few 

instruments, and not a lot of creature comforts. Why another pilot I knew lit a cigar 

each time he flew. Not to enjoy it, but as a timer. See when it burned down, he 

knew it was time to land.  

You know the mail’s ‘so-called’ motto: Neither snow nor rain nor heat nor gloom 

of night stays these couriers from the swift completion of their appointed rounds 

Well that’s not quite the way it really was. See those bigwigs in charge didn’t 

know anything about flying. Pilots were all military-trained flying modified 

Dehaviland-4s. We called those plane “flaming coffins” because they could be 

mighty tricky to fly if there was any kind of iffy weather.  

Things came to a boil in July 1919 when that know-nothing assistant postmaster 

general Praeger, demanded the mail delivery stay on time regardless of conditions. 

Mind you this was a particularly stormy summer and conditions were bad. It was 

only a week after the best pilot I ever knew died in similar conditions.  

Well, I refused and that made him angry. Me and another fellow were fired. This 

made the national news when all the other pilots went out on strike to support us.  

Headlines like Airmail Strike! and Mail is Delayed! sure got the public’s attention. 

When it came for standing up for safer conditions, we had people’s support. It 

must have worked because the strike ended quickly and they hired the rest of the 

pilots back. That is except for me. That was okay, I was passionate about flying but 

I was passionate about doing it safely. 

So, I kept flying and founded Windy Smith’s Air Circus. We toured the country, 

showing up at county fairs and aerial shows to provide entertainment in the sky 

like stunts, dare devilry, and female parachute jumpers. Ah, don’t let the quiet ones 

fool you, they often outperform us all. Anyway, that was the life. When World 

War II broke out, I returned to instructing. The US Air Force had grown 

tremendously and this time I taught pilots all throughout the southwest.  
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I flew for the rest of my life. When my wife Vera and I settled in Pine City, I even 

operated a small airport in Southport. It allowed me to teach people to fly or just 

take them up for joy rides. I think I got as much of a thrill as they did.  

In the end, it wasn’t the weather, mechanical failure, or human mistakes that 

brought me down. It was simply my time. I died at the age of 70 in 1960, landing 

at last in Woodlawn Cemetery. Well, I’ve certainly talked enough, it’s looking like 

time for you to take off. 
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Alice T. Knapp (1870-1917) 

      played by Casey Winston 

It’s such a lovely, peaceful night. Isn’t it nice to just take a moment and enjoy the 

quiet? Have you noticed how noisy it is sometimes with all those cars and 

airplanes zooming around? And people can get rather noisy too, especially when 

politics are involved. Now, I understand. People can be very passionate about the 

changes they want to see in their communities. Many think it’s the loudest person 

in the room who gets the most done but I’m here to tell you that’s not always true. 

Sometimes it’s the quiet ones working in the background who bring about the most 

significant changes.  

My name is Alice Teeter Knapp and mine was one of those quiet voices. I spent 

my life trying to improve the lives of women. When I was born in 1870, the 

struggle for women’s suffrage had already been going on for decades. The first 

woman’s suffrage amendment was presented to congress when I was eight years 

old and by the turn of the 20th century it still hadn’t passed yet. Securing the vote 

became one of my life’s works. Rather than standing up on a stage making 

boisterous speeches, I worked on the ground. I served as the vice-president of the 

Chemung County Woman’s Suffrage Association setting policies and organizing 

campaigns. More importantly, I spoke with people individually, making personal 

connections that were essential to winning both women and men to our cause.  

In 1917, the women of New York State finally got the right to vote. We couldn’t 

have done it without the help of thousands of volunteers who marched, went door-

to-door, spoke at their social clubs, raised funds, and petitioned politicians. Every 

single effort, no matter how small or seemingly quiet, led to our victory.  

The right to vote was just one of the causes close to my heart. Advocating for 

temperance was another way I strove to help improve the lives of women. The fact 

that families were destroyed by husbands and fathers who succumbed to the evils 

of alcohol addiction is irrefutable. I was determined to make ours a dry 

community. To that end, I was a very active member of the Woman’s Christian 

Temperance Union, a registered member of the Prohibition Party, and the 

superintendent of the temperance department of the Chemung County Sunday 

School Association.  
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In these efforts I found the perfect partner in Wilmot E. Knapp, whom I married in 

1897. When he was elected to the New York State Assembly, he did so on a 

Prohibition platform. In 1914, he introduced a bill that would require every bottle 

that contained alcohol in any form to bear a skull and crossbones. I understand that 

Elmira did go dry in October 1918, though I was not there to enjoy it.  

Unlike my husband, who actively sought public office, I entered into my own 

political career reluctantly. I was instrumental in creating the Woman’s League for 

Good Government and was made president of the organization, against my will, I 

must note. Members of the Republican, Democratic, and Prohibition parties all 

wanted me to run for State Senator but I firmly refused. I work best directly with 

the community. I had no desire to be a figurehead.  

I was interested, however, when representatives of all the major women’s 

organizations in Elmira proposed that I should be appointed a city police 

commissioner. That would have given me the opportunity to work inside the 

system and push officers to enforce existing laws that banned the sale of alcohol on 

Sundays. My friend Helen Bullock believed the authorities looked the other way to 

keep our downtown business owners happy. Unfortunately, I never had the chance 

to be appointed. Despite presenting the signatures of over 800 voters to the 

Common Council at its July meeting, they decided to defer action on the issue. Just 

a day later, I fell ill with intestinal issues. I was rushed into surgery at the Arnot-

Ogden Hospital but didn’t survive. I died at 3:30 in the morning on July 22, 1918 

at the age of 48. Just imagine what I could have accomplished if I had had more 

time.  

It is a beautiful night. Please, take a moment and enjoy the quiet.  
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Sarah Wey Tompkins (1866-1929) and newspaper seller 

      played by Cathy Wiggs and David Wiggs 

Sarah Wey Tompkins: Hello everyone. I’m so glad you’ve all come to see me. Let 

me tell you my story. I was born here in Elmira on July 22, 1866. My early life… 

Newspaper Seller: Hey, get your Star-Gazette here.  

SWT: Excuse me, I’m trying to tell these fine people my fascinating life story. 

NS: And I’m trying to sell papers. I’ve got to make a living you know. Extra! 

Extra! Read all about it! January 22, 1929. Mrs. Ray Tompkins Is Dead.  

SWT: Why, that’s me! Dead? Well, that does explain a few things. How does it 

say I died? 

NS: “Mrs. Ray Tompkins,” that’s you, “widow of Ray Tompkins and one of 

Elmira’s most prominent citizens, died this morning in Cannes, France, of 

pneumonia. The report of her death comes as a great shock to this community.” 

SWT: Yes, well, it’s quite a surprise for me too. When I left New York last week 

on the Vulcania sailing for France I felt just fine. My traveling companion Mrs. 

Maude M. Howland and I had just recently made a wonderful trip around the 

world. We planned on staying in France for several months. 

NS: Says here you probably picked up the bug on the ship. 

SWT: There were a lot of people sniffling and coughing on board. So, that’s my 

obituary? What else does it say? 

NS: Let’s see… “Before her marriage in 1893 to Ray Tompkins, she was Miss 

Sarah Ross Wey.” 

SWT: Oh it was a beautiful wedding. You should have seen it. It was at Trinity 

Church. Pink roses encircled the chancel rail and the font and pulpit were adorned 

with palms and ferns. I wore a lovely white gown and veil and carried my prayer 

book as I walked down the aisle to the “Bridal Chorus” from Lohengrin. The 

recessional was to Mendelssohn Wedding March from “Midsummer Night’s 

Dream” and then, together with our intimate friends and family, we had the most 

lovely breakfast at my father’s house. 
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NS: Oh, yeah they talk about your father here; how he built that house and all 

about his career as a doctor. 

SWT: Really? In my obituary. Hmmm. 

NS: Sure. And these three long paragraphs are all about your husband. Huh. Says 

he was captain of the Yale football team for two years. President of the Chemung 

Canal Bank and president of the Elmira Water Light and Railroad Company. 

Impressive! 

SWT: Three paragraphs? I thought an obituary was supposed to be about the 

person who just died – me. 

NS: Well you’re a woman. Most folks only know who you are because of your 

father or husband. Maybe your brother. There’s a paragraph about him in here too. 

SWT: Even after all the work that people like Mrs. Alice Knapp did to win more 

rights for us women, we’re still just side characters in our own obituaries. 

NS: Don’t blame me. I’m just trying to sell papers.  

SWT: Fine. Well, go on. 

NS: “Mrs. Tompkins presided graciously at many brilliant social events during the 

lifetime of her husband.” 

SWT: Yes, yes, I entertained for my husband. But what about me? I’ve done things 

on my own too. 

NS: [long pause as he silently reads obituary] Hey look here! “Mrs. Tompkins was 

elected to the Board of Trustees of Elmira College in 1927, and took a great 

interest in that institution.” 

SWT: Elmira College, where women have been getting educations comparable to 

men since 1855. A very worthy institution that I am proud to generously support. 

Perhaps someday they’ll name a building after me. 

NS: And says here you were the largest contributor to the fund to build the new 

Arnot-Ogden Hospital Annex. Ain’t that something! 
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SWT: They asked me to lay the cornerstone for the new building. Hundreds of 

people attended the ceremony. Mayor Heller and Dr. Booth spoke and then I 

stepped forward. I picked up the sterling silver trowel that Miss Elizabeth Falk 

held on a silver tray and carefully spread the mortar before they swung the 

cornerstone into place. The I said, “I declare this stone to be truly and right laid.” 

Oh, you should have heard the applause. Of course I didn’t do it for the accolades. 

It’s my pleasure and duty to help those less fortunate.   

NS: Sure, sure. 

SWT: Really! My husband and I may have lived an extremely privileged life but 

that didn’t blind me to helping others. Why, in my will I left an additional $1.1 

million to the Arnot-Ogden Hospital and $450,000 to Elmira College. Not to 

mention $10,000 each to the Home for the Aged, the Southern Tier Children’s 

Home, and the Elmira Federation for Social Services.  

NS: Hey, that’s great! Too bad that didn’t make it into your obituary. 

SWT: Well, as you said, the community is still in great shock. I’m sure in time, the 

story of my generous spirit will be told far and wide. Why, I’m sure these fine 

people right here will long remember me and I know they’re all anxious to go tell 

everyone how Elmira lost one of its most prominent citizens when I passed away. 

So I won’t keep you. Go now. Go on. 
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