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WE ARE BUYING!

FREE COIN
APPRAISALS

Questions? Call HCC at 1-800-422-4405
or visit www.hcc-coin.com.

Do you have hidden treasures? This is a great opportunity to discover
what your old coins, paper money, and precious metals are worth.

9 am - 4 pm on:

1210 N. Court St. - Circleville, OH

Wednesday, April 19, 2017
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Correction
The photo heading in the 

April 14 Herald should have 
read, “Haven House honors 
Deputy Relli.” The Herald re-
grets misspelling the Deputy’s 
name.

BY DARLENE WEAVER

Fires are one of the great-
est causes of the loss of a 
city’s history. Lightning 
strikes or a careless match or 
cigarette is dropped or worse 
yet, an arsonist starts a fire to 
watch the burning. With each 
of these instances, a part of 
the history of our city is lost. 
Not only is a once thriving 
business and building gone, 
but records, pictures and evi-
dence of the time they were 
there is gone.

Over the course of our 
217 years, Circleville has 
seen many of our foremost 
businesses lost to fire. The 
bombing of Bingman’s Drug 
Store immediately comes 
to mind as one of the worst 
events which has changed the 
face of our town. Three busi-
nesses were lost during the 
explosion: Bingman Drugs, 
Wardell’s Carpet Store and 
The Green Lantern Bar. The 
American Hotel arson fire 
left another big hole in our 

downtown. With it, the loss 
of the Crist Building and the 
businesses located in each are 
nothing more than a memory.

A huge fire in 2002 at 
the Ralston Purina plant on 
South Court Street removed a 
large portion of that building 
and its elevators. A similar 
fire occurred at the Eshelman 
Feed Mill which left only 
the office building. In 1954 
Maizo Mills on West Main 
Street burned, threatening 
that end of town. The Smith 
mill or Ohio Cereal Company 
on South Court Street was 
also removed by a spectacu-
lar fire.

Pettit’s Appliance Store, 
The Henn House Restaurant, 
and the Saddle Shop were 
completely burned in a 1974 
fire. Two of the businesses 
survived by rebuilding or 
relocating. Pettit’s was the 
site of one of our oldest hotel 
buildings. Deterioration and a 
fire caused the removal of the 
historic Groce & Son packing 
plant on West High Street.

The former McLaughlin 
Carriage Co. building on 
South Scioto Street burned 
and was rebuilt by Crown 
Printing.

More recently, Circleville 
has lost the Circle D. Bowling 
Alley on East Main Street, 
taking with it the last place 
for our youth to congregate. 
A business place on East 
Main Street which housed 
a meat shop and later a hair 
salon was our last and hope-
fully, the last major fire in 
our downtown area.

The destruction 
of a city’s history

By Jennifer Bahney/editor

*  *  *
The only slight consolation 

in the sudden holocaust is 
that the death toll was held to 
five. Initial reports indicated 
at least seven or more persons 
were missing. Estimates note 
that more than 30 people 
were in the store when the 
blast occurred.

Rubble and debris remain 
today on W. Main St. as 
a grim reminder of what 
happened. This, along with 
Saturday’s spouting flames, 
billowing smoke and fateful 
reality that lives were lost 
will be a tragic memory here 
for many days to come.

Only valiant efforts by 
firemen, lawmen, and dozens 
of volunteers prevented 
destruction of additional 
buildings—or even the entire 
north side of the block.

Flames that raged out of 

control for more than two 
hours were greatly intensified 
by a swift wind blowing out 
of the west. Firefighters said 
their troubles were com-
pounded by a severed natural 
gas line that fed the blaze 
until an emergency crew 
could drill through pavement 
to shut it off.

Operating under extreme 
pressure, firemen encountered 
the usual difficulties that can 
be expected at the outset of a 
blaze of this proportion. Their 
main concern was to get all 
possible equipment into action 
as quick as possible and in the 
most efficient manner.

Individual and group heroics 
were at a maximum during and 
after the explosion-fire. One 
volunteer suffered a broken 
leg, several firemen were on 
the verge of being overcome by 
smoke and many worked to the 
point of exhaustion.

*  *  *
Circleville Police were 

searching for Holbrook when 
the explosion occurred. The 
Pickaway County Sheriff’s 
Department had received a call 
at about 11:40 a.m. report-
ing he had beaten and cut his 
estranged wife, Phyllis, an 
employee at Bingman’s.

They alerted the police 
department and Jack Mills was 
sent to investigate.

Patrolman Mills was about 
two blocks away when the 
bomb went off. He had been 
told that Holbrook may have 
gone to the drug store.

According to witnesses, 
Holbrook walked into the store 
with the bomb and placed it on 
the prescription counter at the 
rear. The fuse was smoking. 
Schieber grabbed the bomb 
and started to run toward the 
rear door, Holbrook grabbed 
him. Foster tried to pull 
Holbrook away. A brief scuffle 
preceded the explosion.

All five of the deceased 
persons were at the rear of the 
store.

*  *  *
Parts of the three sticks of 

dynamite were recovered from 
the debris. Police searched 
Holbrook’s apartment at the 
Dannie Lee Motel where they 

recovered a length of fuse 
and a dynamite cap.

Authorities estimate 
the bomb consisted of 25 
pounds of dynamite and that 
the fuse was timed for about 
three minutes.

It has not yet been de-
termined where Holbrook 
obtained the explosives.

No estimate of loss has 
been determined by officials 
but it is expected to run into 
hundreds of thousands of 
dollars.

Buildings destroyed were 
Bingman Drugs, Warell 
Carpet and Rugs and King’s 
Department Store.

Smoke and water damage 
was incurred by the building 
immediately west of the 
drugstore. This structure 
houses the Green Lantern 
Café.

Approximately 15 persons 
were injured in connection 
with the blast including 
those fighting the inferno.

Berger Hospital respond-
ed quickly to handle an 
emergency. Local physi-
cians, nurses and staff mem-
bers reported to the hospital 
immediately to assist those 
on duty.
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Bingman’s Drug Store Happy New Year ad published in 
the Herald on Dec. 30, 1966.

BINGmAN’S AD
because every New Year’s Eve, Bingman’s 
took out a three-quarter page ad in the 
local paper thanking the community for its 
patronage and listing all the employees. It 
was part of the advertising that made Bing-
man’s personal. Everyone in town knew 
the employees by their first names. That 
and the fact that Bingman’s was a proud 
sponsor of a consistently strong Little 
League team in a town that loved baseball.

The store was staffed with at least 
five people at any one time: one at the 
front register, either Mrs. Lagore or Mrs. 
Holbrook at the cosmetic counter, at least 
one of the three druggists in the pharmacy 
area; at least one but sometimes up to 
seven women working in the popular soda 
fountain and lunch counter, and a stock 
boy or two who could fill in when and 
where needed.

Of the four employees who would even-
tually die in the store, my dad was the last 
to come on board, at the end of 1960. So, 
for at least seven years, the main characters 
of this story were long-time friends and 
colleagues.

*  *  *
My dad, Teddy L. Foster, was so happy 

to move to Circleville in 1960. After he 
graduated from college, he had dragged 
his growing family to small towns all 
over Ohio – Williamsburg, Minerva and 
Somerset – chasing better opportunities to 
be a pharmacist.

He was known as a “good-guy drug-
gist” who went above and beyond. For 
instance, former co-workers said, he 
was known to “brown bag” the little old 
ladies, meaning he would ask elderly 
customers to bring all their prescriptions 
in so he could check for unintended drug 
interactions. He was also known as a 
family man. Employees said that when 
my mom would come into the store, 
dad would drop everything. “Your mom 
would come in like a whirlwind, always 
joking and speaking to everyone. She 
would often have her kids in tow and her 
kids’ friends in tow.” No one was quite 
sure how many kids they had, but the 
consensus was that they could field a 
small baseball team, at least.

My dad was a good citizen of Circlev-
ille, active in his church, a member of the 
Rotary Club and American Legion, and 
a Mason, the centuries-old men’s secret 
society where members swear an oath to 
not disclose their rituals. It had something 
to do with pledging to be of good character 
and concerned with morality and ethics, so 
I don’t know why they were so secretive. 
Many of the prominent men in town were 
Masons, including my dad’s boss, Charlie 
Schieber.

*  *  *

Charlie Schieber, grew up on a farm 
in Bucyrus, in northern Ohio. He left 
to study at Ohio Northern University, 
graduated from the College of Pharmacy, 
and passed the pharmacy boards in 1949. 
In 1954, he moved to Circleville, and, at 
age thirty-five, purchased his own drug 
store from Dean Bingman, the store’s 
namesake. Once Charlie was settled in, 
he went home, married his sweetheart, 
and brought her back to Circleville.

Charlie did work a lot and was an active 
and important community leader. The 
newspaper noted his extensive involve-
ments: “…member of the Circleville First 
Methodist Church, the Kiwanis Club, past 
president of the Circleville Area Chamber 
of Commerce, the local Masonic Chapter 
Council, Commander and Shrine, member 
of the board of directors of the Circleville 
Parking Lot Corporation, the Pickaway 
Country Club and the Ohio State Pharma-
cists Association.

Karen, his daughter, shared with me 
a few fond memories of her dad. “I 
remember standing on his feet as he 
walked me to bed at night and he let me 
sit with him on the riding mower when 
he mowed the lawn,” she said. Her dad 
also smoked a pipe, a smell she loves to 
this day.

“We would go on Sunday drives, often 
to Bucyrus to visit grandmother. It was the 
time before seat belts and my dad made 
a wooden platform to go over the hump 
in the back seat of the car so Larry [her 
brother] could stretch out and sleep; and I 
would stretch out above him on the seat. I 
also remember that we would go over hills 
on our trips where, if you went fast enough, 
you could almost feel like you were 
airborne. Larry and I would chant together, 
‘Daddy go fast!’ and we would fly over the 
hills, leaving our stomachs in the air, much 
to our delight.” Karen recalled that her 
dad was funny, a practical joker, and had a 
great sense of humor.

*  *  *
Francis Willison, soon-to-be wife (of 

Chuck Willison), lived on the other side of 
Akron and went to a different high school. 
The two met after graduation.

They dated for the next year and started 
talking about marriage, but that was 1950, 
going on 1951, and the Chinese were start-
ing trouble in Korea. Chuck knew he was 
going to be drafted. He got it into his head 
that it wasn’t right to get married and then 
get drafted. So, they waited. It wasn’t until 
August (1951) that he received orders to go 
overseas. “In September, I came home and, 
in a surprising twist, we got married.”

When Chuck came home [after serv-
ing overseas], his brother and dad were 
living in Circleville. They offered to 
help him find a job there. Chuck got a 
job at Wardell’s Carpet and Rugs, which 
was downtown, right next to Bingman’s. 

Francis got a job right away at the tele-
phone company, as an office girl, not an 
operator. Not too much later, she started 
working for Dean and Grace Bingman 
at Bingman’s Drug Store. She was edu-
cated enough to take care of the books. 
When Charlie Schieber bought the drug 
store, she stayed on, working for him as 
a bookkeeper.

Francis and Chuck’s oldest son was 
born in 1955, followed by two more 
boys, one right after the other. Francis 
cut back to part time once she had her 
hands full with the three boys. “She 
always worked on Saturdays, and maybe 
two nights during the week, she’d be 
gone after supper,” said Chuck. “She’d 
go in and do the bookkeeping and might 
not get home until ten or eleven o’clock.”

“We were in love,” Chuck remem-
bered of this time in their life. “We both 
worked to make a good living for the 
kids. We never fought. We had few dis-
agreements. She might want something 
one way and I would want it different, 
but we didn’t fight over it. She was just a 
good-hearted girl.”

*  *  *
Martha Lagore, or “Mart,” as she 

was known by family and friends, was 
the perfect saleswoman for the cos-
metic counter. Customers asked for her 
by name to help them look and smell 
as well-put-together as she appeared. 
It was thought that she came from a 
well-heeled family because she was 
always dressed like a million dollars, 
with never a hair out of place, makeup 
expertly applied, and wearing stockings 
that had a seam up the back. Truth be 
told, she was a local girl who had grown 
up on the south side of town and who 
had eloped at seventeen to marry her 
sweetheart, much to the dismay of her 
devoted family.

She started working at the drug store 
when her youngest child married, had 
babies of her own and moved away. The 
order that those things happened is not 
important, except to say Mart worked 
mainly to earn a little money to send to 
her daughter and grandchildren.

For many years afterward, on the 
anniversary of her death, Mart Lagore’s 
family published a special tribute to her 
in the local paper’s In Memoriam sec-
tion at the beginning of the Classifieds. 
Here is one of the many poems I found:

The month of April again is here
To us the saddest of the year.
A bitter grief, a shock severe,
To part with one we loved so dear.
God gave us strength to face it,
And courage to bear the blow,
But what it meant to lose you,
No one will ever know.
Sadly, missed by Mother, Father, 

Sister, Niece and Nephew
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