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Civil War Weekend

DCHA'’s Civil War Event is back!

This year’s event will take place on the grounds of the museum over the
weekend of June 25 and 26. Please join us in celebrating the return of
the 144th New York State Volunteers as they form together to recog-
nize and remember the battles of: Spotsylvania, Chancellorsville, and
The Retreat of Gettysburg (leading into a demo about Spangler Farm).

In addition to battlefield reenactments, the weekend features a living
history exhibit, kids’ drill, artillery demos & more. Visit Union and

Confederate encampments.

Admission: Adults - $10; Military (retired or active)y DCHA members - $5;
Children 12 and under FREE.

Sidney Celebrates 250 Years — June 10 - 12, 2022

It was 250 years ago, 1772, when the Rever-
end William Johnston and son, Witter first set foot
upon their newly purchased land. Traveling by ca-
noe with assistance of a native guide, they built the
first cabin on the banks of the Susquehanna River in
the extreme north

the preliminary stages of planning, scheduled events
will include fireworks, the SFCU sponsored
Hometown Parade, walking tours of downtown and
our Pioneer Cemetery and breakfast at the American
Legion. Keith Clark Park will host live music, local

wine and beer

-west of what is
now  Delaware
County. This sto-
ry has been well
documented by
numerous histo-
rians.
The

Town and Vil-
lage-wide cele-
bration is set this
year for Friday,
June 10™ — Sun-
day, June 12",
Although still in

tasting, food ven-
dors and a vendor
fair.

All are wel-
come to join in
the celebration,
so mark your cal-
endars to visit
our family — ori-
ented events.

Main Street, Sidney.
Postcard from DCHA
Archives.




From the Archives: Deodorizing Historic Materials in Your Home by Ray LaFever

Have you ever had something in your home develop
a musty smell because it’s gotten damp? This can be
very unsettling, especially when the item is a pre-
cious family heirloom. There is a way to deal with
the odor, however.

If the items are wet or damp, dry them out first
to eliminate any mold. Aerate your items in a cool,
dry space, avoiding direct sunlight and using a fan
for circulation. Stand books on end and fan their
pages. Spread loose papers on a clean surface. Dry-
ing can take several days. Inspect them daily; if they
feel cool to the touch they need more time. Do NOT
spray them with any kind of disinfectant.

Once dry (or if already dry but smelly), the next
step is to deodorize the items, using either baking
soda or unscented kitty litter. I have a preference for
the kitty litter. A few years ago, a former colleague
at the State Archives who has a background in
preservation alerted me to a specific type of kitty
litter as being the most effective. It should contain
something called zeolite. Zeolite does a great job
removing odors. The only brand name I’ve found
that has this is something called “Happy Cat,” avail-
able at Home Depot (though I found locally that they
do not carry it in the stores - you have to order it on-
line).

Regardless, whether you use this brand or not, it
is important to use unscented clay-based litter.
Here’s how you do this:

1. Put the soda or litter in a large plastic trash bag

(and don’t use a scented one).

2. Put the materials to be deodorized loosely in a
box.
Put the box into the bag.
Tie up the bag and let it sit.
Check it after a week. If the odor still is there,
tie it back up and give it another week.
6. If after another week the odor persists, replen-

ish the cat litter and try another two weeks.

kW

Once you have eliminated the smell, do not put
the item back into the damp environment that caused
the odor in the first place. Return the item to a warm
and dry environment. Ideally, that should be with a
temperature that is less than 75 degrees F and the
relative humidity is less than 50%.

A few years ago, DCHA received a donation of
a set of ledgers from the 19" century. Unfortunately,
they had been poorly stored and reeked of urine and
other animal smells. Using kitty litter worked won-
ders in completely removing the odor. So give it a
try. And let me know if you have any questions.

Spring Planting, 1940s. Photo by Harold McMurdy. DCHA Archives.



Excerpts From the Memoir of the Rev. George P. Rowell

Rev. George P. Rowell was born in Franklin in
1872. He was a graduate of the Delaware Literary
Institute, Winans College in 1898 and from the Un-
ion Theological Seminary in 1901. He died in 1947
and is buried in the Ouleout Valley Cemetery in
Franklin.

The memoir is in DCHA’s Archives.

Note: Original spelling & grammar used.

This hill top farm with its barrenness and hardship
became the setting for the life of the family for the
next twenty years. The farm lay at the end of the
road and at the source of the stream, facing to the
westward. The morning sun came over the hill only
a short distance from the house. The view was un-
obstructed to the westward for fourty miles reaching
out away beyond the Susquehanna river. In the late
July and through August the fogg rising from the
Susquehanna River would follow up the valley,
many times coming even to the house then to go
back down the valley and disappear in the far dis-
tance. The color of that western horrison with all its
variations was never to be forgotten. We never tired
of the walk up on the hill top from there we could
see as far to the eastward as we saw to the west-
ward from the house. As a family we were molded
by these surroundings. It was not unusual for one of
the family alone to wander over this hill on a Sun-
day afternoon. While Mother was able to walk it
was not unusual for Father and Mother to go by
themselves over the usual trail. Two of us or three
of us as the case would be we went over the hill.
Comparing spending the afternoon in this manner
with the Modern method of going to the movies or
listening to the advertising programmes over the
radio. But the real rip roaring experience was when
a real Thunderstorm came up the valley. When the
thunder cloud was first sighted in the far distance
there was just about time to get one load of hay be-
fore it would strike us. And many a load of hay have
we put in racing with the oncoming storm. I have
never heard thunder roll so in any other place in my
life. You could really feel the thunder bound from
hill to hill and back again. It was an added feature
when the storm came at night. I remember the oppo-
site hill side brought out of the darknes of night so
distinctly that the individual stumps and stones were
as visable as in mid day for the instance of the light-
en flash. And many times a light has appeared some
where in the distance of a burning building set fire
by the lighten. And more than once we have got up
in the middle of the night and started to the fire. But
light at night is deceptive it may be much father
away than you think. Never once did we go clear to

the fire. We inveriably found the distance too great
and turned back. Twice the lightening struck to do
us damage. One cow was killed. The drove — thirty
odd, were out in the open pasture. One cow was
found dead when the storm was over. There was no
mark on her. But the Insurance company accepted
the claim and payed the twenty five dollars. The
other instance was in the afternoon. We were all in
the house Edwin was sitting in the kitchen door. the
barn was about two hundred feet from the house.
There was a tremendous clap of thunder and the
end of the Corn crib which stood about six feet from
the barn burst out as though there had been a heavy
explosion in the end of it. The horses stood with
their heads not more then twelve or fifteen feet from
the corn crib. But when we got to the barn the hors-
es were all right.

The snow storms were not so attractive to me. At
times the snow would fly for two days at a time. This
always meant a bloced road. There was a mile that
we had to open ourselves. Many is the time that |
have been away with the team and wondered wheth-
er the road would be blocked so that I couldn’t get
home with the team. Once I didn’t get home. I had
been for a load of feed from Otego. Up the Otego
hill the road was sifted full of snow between the
teams I got up the hill all right. But when I struck
the old hill at home the track was sifted full and the
track was narrow the horses crouded off the track
got down in the snow and I had to unhitch and leave
the load there till the next morning. The blizzard of
eighty eight is a memory now but it was a reality at
the time. Charlie was about ten years old. He was
sick at the time. It was the twelfth of March for two
days the storm raged. The snow fall was heavy and
it was cold. Our folks wanted the doctor but no doc-
tor could get through the road. After two days the
storm broak and we went for road. It was one of the
tragic experiences of the home life. We got through
and the doctor came. Charlie recovered slowly. For

several years he was not as strong as the other boys
had been.

Baseball was the sport for all open weather. We
never had a bought ball. I was a great fellow to
make balls. I used to collect all the old worn out
stockings and the string that I could get. I raveled
out the stockings and wound the yarn and tied it
with string and sewed it through and through so
that it would not unravel. At times I got ambitious
and cut a toe from some old boot top and put it on
the ball. We didn’t get many homeruns out of these
balls but we did get lots of fun. Our field was a cor-

continued on page 6



Delaware County Native Son, Clifford R. Pettis:
How he became the Father of Reforestation.
By Richard E. Tucker

...continued from the fall, 2021 newsletter.

When Hamden native, Clifford R. Pettis
died on 30 January 1927, he was widely recognized
as the ‘Father of Reforestation’ in New York State.
By that time, he had reforested many thousands of
acres in the Adirondacks and Catskills which had
been devastated by poor logging practices and for-
est fires. Yet, few realize that it was never his vi-
sion to do any of it. He never intended to become
the ‘reforesting guy’ and the title could have easily
gone to others.

The September 2021 issue of Headwaters of
History tells how Pettis came to be at the NYS For-
est, Fish and Game Commission (FFGC) when the
program was just getting underway. This article
attempts to tell how he became the ‘reforesting
guy.’

It was Colonel William F. Fox, NYS Super-
intendent of Forests, Pettis’ boss at the FFGC, who
had the vision. It was he who years earlier recog-
nized that the Adirondack forestlands were in trou-
ble. They were being cut at an alarming rate with-
out regard to replenishing them, and it was not
enough to leave it to Mother Nature. Fox was not a
forester, but he had taught himself enough about
forestry to know what needed to be done: A formal
tree-planting program had to be developed and im-
plemented.

Two major events occurred in 1903: The
disastrous forest fire season wherein some 464,000
acres in the Adirondacks and 36,300 acres in the
Catskills were destroyed; and Dr. Fernow’s Cornell
College of Forestry was unceremoniously shut
down. The fires served to reinforce the need for
replanting the forests, and Fernow’s ‘Adirondack
Experiment’ was a painful ‘lesson-learned’ for how
not to go about it.

Fernow had unwittingly provoked intense
opposition to the idea of reforesting. Naysayers
were now saying that it was impossible, that no one
could grow tree seedlings on the scale Col. Fox
was talking about, let alone in the United States.
Everyone ‘knew’ that the Prussians were the
world’s experts in growing and planting tree seed-
lings—they had been doing it for a very long time,
yet even they had never done it on the scale Fox
was proposing. Common knowledge suggested that
it was a waste of time and taxpayers’ money to
even try. Fox was undeterred. He directed Abra-
ham Knechtel and Pettis, to figure it out. If the
Prussians could do it, then the FFGC could do it
too, and perhaps even better.

Knechtel and Pettis set out to do it on a
large scale, but they started small and cautiously,
learning as they went, finding seed sources, estab-
lishing nurseries and plantations. Knechtel, still the
senior man, had put Pettis in charge of field work
in the nurseries and plantations, neither of which
relieved him from obtaining viable seeds or seed-
lings. Consequently, Pettis established a residence
in Lake Clear Junction during the field season,
commuting by train to Albany when necessary. His
main residence remained in Albany at the
Knechtel’s house, not far from the State Capitol
where the FFGC offices were housed.

In the summer of 1903, Col. Fox sent
Knechtel to Europe on a four-month survey of for-
estry practices in France, Germany, Austria, Swit-
zerland and Italy, leaving Pettis on his own in Lake
Clear and Albany. His findings titled “The Culti-
vated Forests of Europe” are in the FFGC annual
report for 1903.

Turns out, Pettis’s time spent in Lake Clear
Junction was not all work related. On 2 Nov. 1904,
in Lake Clear Junction, he married Maude Eunice
Otis, a local Adirondack girl, the daughter of Syd-
ney and Ellen Otis, and for several years, they lived
with her parents on the Lake Clear-to-Saranac Inn
Road near the fish hatchery. Even so, it wasn’t un-
til late 1905 or early 1906, that Pettis gave up his
room at the Knechtel residence in Albany to live
full time at Lake Clear Junction.

In early 1904, the FFGC was invited to
bring a forestry exhibit to the Universal Exhibition
of 1904, a.k.a., the 1904 St. Louis Exposition. Col.
Fox assigned the job to Knechtel who produced the
only exhibit of twenty-three states and territories at
St. Louis having a real-life, on-site, fully appointed
tree nursery demonstrating the entire reforesting
process from seed germination to seedlings grow-
ing in nurseries to transplanting the seedlings into
plantations. It attracted huge crowds who had never
seen baby tree seedlings growing, let alone the pro-
cess of transplantation.

Col. Fox and his New York State reforesting
program reaped huge accolades, and he was inun-
dated with queries from professionally trained for-
esters, nurserymen, botanists, and entomologists
from across North America and even Europe want-
ing to know how to join his reforesting program.
Col. Fox now had his pick of the best experts in the
country. Yet, it would seem that Abraham Knechtel
was poised to become the ‘father of reforestation’
in New York State.



During August 1907, Forester E.S. Wood-
ruff discovered a white grub infestation killing his
seedlings at Wawbeek nursery. He reported this to
CIiff Pettis who also found a few grubs at Saranac
Inn. Since white grub was not known as harmful to
roots of conifer trees, Pettis notified several ento-
mologists to find out what they knew. When they
told him that they had never heard of such a thing,
Pettis knew they were on their own.

Together he and Woodruff devised a way to
attract the adult June bug, the adult version of
white grub, to bright lights with a pan of kerosene
below. The June bugs, tired from flying around the
light, would fall into the kerosene and drown. This
saved both nurseries from destruction.

By the end of 1907, under Knechtel’s direc-
tion, two nurseries were in full operation at Saranac
Inn with two more planned for 1908: one at Lake
Clear Junction and one at Salamanca. Two large
plantations near Lake Clear Junction had been re-
forested, the barren plains from Paul Smiths to
McColloms had been replanted. The abandoned
farmland and logged areas between Ray Brook and
Chubb Hill in the Town of North Elba had been
replanted and plans were being made for expansion
of all plantations. These efforts comprised the
planting of more than 2,150,000 seedlings in less
than 5 years.

Yet, Knechtel never did become the ‘father
of reforestation.” At the end of 1907 or very early
1908, he quit the FFCG and returned to Canada
where he joined the Dominion Forestry Branch
(Canadian) Department of the Interior.

Upon his departure, Colonel Fox assigned
Knechtel’s on-going responsibilities to Pettis. Pettis
simply added them to his ever-growing list of
things to do and kept going.

The next four years were pivotal for the re-
forestation program and Pettis proved his worth by
dealing with a multiplicity of disparate issues with-
out even thinking about it.

1908:

e The NYS reforesting program now compared
favorably with that of Germany. Delegations of
foresters from North America and Europe, even
Germany, were coming to see how we were
doing it. FFGC nurseries and plantations had
become ‘demonstrations’ of how to do it. Pettis
became a tour guide. Ironically, this was pre-
cisely what Fernow had been trying to do with
his ill-fated ‘Adirondack Experiment.’

o Forest fires devastate some 368,000 acres of
Adirondack and Catskill forestland. This time
the ‘spring rains’ promised by the legislature in

1903 did not come until October. Col. Fox re-
minded the legislature of his calls for a forest
fire control program. This time they coughed
up some funding.

e A new law, prompted by Pettis, allowing the
FFGC to provide tree seedlings at cost to pri-
vate landowners changed the reforesting pro-
gram almost immediately and permanently.
From 1,000,000 trees planted on state lands in
1908, it was only about 50,000 in 1909, to zero
in 1910 when over a million seedlings went to
privately owned lands. No new plantations
were started for several years.

1909:

o Pettis discovers white pine blister rust (WPBR),
a fungus initially thought to be Peridermium
strobi, but was actually Cronartium ribicola, at
Lake Clear Junction Nursery in seedlings he
himself had imported from Germany to meet
demand in excess of his nurseries. Dr. Perley
Spaulding, pathologist, USDA Bureau of Plant
Industry, who just happened to be at the nearby
Saranac Inn nursery, identified it on sight as
WPBR, but just to be sure, he consulted with
his boss, Dr. Haven Metcalf, also a plant
pathologist, who confirmed it. This was the
first official ID of WPBR in the US whose
origin was directly connected to its source in
Europe. This was a huge issue: WPBR had the
potential to wipe out white pine in North Amer-
ica. Pettis embraced his responsibility in bring-
ing it into the US (even though he was not the
only one importing such seedlings from Germa-
ny). He gladly joined the multidisciplinary
team of foresters, pathologists, entomologists,
and mycologists to figure out what to do about
it.

e Death of Col. Fox on 9 June 1909; Austin Cary
replaces him as Superintendent.

e William G. Howard is hired at FFGC in Sep-
tember 1909; ostensibly to replace Knechtel,
but he was a forestry surveyor, and Pettis puts
him to work surveying, at first state land
boundaries, but then for fire towers.

e FFGC now has five nurseries supplying some
8,200,000 seedlings annually.

1910:

o CIiff Pettis is appointed Superintendent of For-
ests to replace Austin Cary, effective 1 June
1910. He is now wearing Col. Fox’s very large
shoes.

o Pettis begins measures in his ‘demonstration’
plantations containing white pine to mitigate
WPBR.

Continued on page 9



Rowell continued from page 3

ner of the roads where the side rood came into the
main rood. The farmers always objected to our go-
ing over the fence when the ball was batted over
there but usually the ball came back just the same.
Our teams were made up in the spur of the moment.
As we rushed out of school each one would shout
the position that he wanted to play. The first one to
shout a position had it if he could convince all that
he shouted first. Here was the beginning of our de-
batting society. Usually we got it settled some way
or ther. On one occasion. I was in a minority of one.
The case was decided against me. The game started
I was left out. But it was my ball. The first time the
ball was batted into the field I rushed in and grab
the ball. Put in my pocket and walked off. That
brought matters to a head. I played where I wanted
to. I think that I never had a moment in my life that |
felt such a sense of victory as I did at that time. One
picture stands out. On this particular time Jay Cook
was the out fielder. He was a great long lank lean
bum lummox but to be sure that no ball went over
the fence he climbed on the fence and stood there.
Finnally the ball came sowering over at his right
hand he jumped and cought the ball in his right
hand. He fell in the grass but that didn’t matter.
That catch was talked about for many a day.

Automobiles wouldn’t be dangerous if
the horse-power of the engine was pro-

portioned to the horse sense of the driver.
Delaware Republican, April 22, 1922

Rude Rural Rhymes—Catalogue Time.

Where now the winds of March are blowing the
garden sass will soon be growing. My muse
shall sing man’s yearly need for onion sets and
spinach seed, shall sing likewise that gay de-
ceiver which stimulates our garden fever, the
subtle seedman’s catalog whose charms our bet-
ter judgement fog. Its pictured beets and peas
and chard were never grown in my back yard.
My radishes are not so red, my punkins not so
widely spread, my lettuce refuse to head. The
seedsman is an optimist and loves the brighter
side, I wist. He does not show in colored plate
the wooly worms that lie in wait. No dark-
brown spots like mine are seen on his prolific
greenpod bean. And yet, for planting all agog, |
love that yearly catalog. I hail with joy each
harmless fable and plant new squashes for my
table. For though my cukes be bitter things my
cabbage full of worms, by jings, and all my snap
beans full of strings, still to my heart the brown
earth calls, and all her summers, springs and
falls, shall find my legs in overalls; shall find
me spading loam and sand with seven blisters

on my hand. — Bob Adams
Delaware Republican, March 11, 1922

Robert Morrill (Bob) Adams (1882 — 1931)
wrote a column entitled “Rude Rural Rhymes”
that was syndicated in newspapers in the US and
Canada. His day job was as a professor at Cor-
nell University. He received his schooling at
Lebanon University, Lebanon, Ohio, Yale Uni-
versity and Columbia. Before he arrived at Cor-
nell University he taught in numerous other
places including public schools in Lebanon,
Ohio, and the Philippine Islands. When he
moved back to the US he became a principal at
Vineyard Haven in Martha’s Vineyard, MA. In
1910 Mr. Adams started at Cornell University
where he was in charge of the extension work in
home gardening. This was the beginning of his
connection with the 4-H Clubs of New York
State. Mr. Adams was well liked as a teacher
and his writings in the newspapers became so
popular a sampling was compiled into book
form by the MacMillan Company in 1923 and
1925.




Recipes by Eva (Taylor) Hubbell of Kelly Corners

These recipes were handwritten on unused pages in
the back of an old milk account book from 1878 —
1882. We believe they were written by Eva (Taylor)
Hubbell (b. 1866 — d. 1951). It is part of a large col-
lection donated to DCHA by the Hubbell family of
Kelly Corners in 1992.

Ginger Snaps

1 cup Lard

1 cup Molasses

1 cup sugar

2 cup boiling water

1 heaping teaspoon soda

2 teaspoon ginger

1 teaspoon clove & cinnamon

Dried Apple Cake

2 cups dried apples soaked over night, chop and let
simmer 2 hrs in 2 cups molasses when nearly cold
add 1 teaspoon cloves, cinnamon & vanilla

Icup sour milk, 1 cup sugar

1 cup butter, 1 cup raisins

1 tablespoon soda

Fish Balls

1 cup of cooked salt fish

1 pint of mashed potato

1 teaspoonful of butter

1 salt spoonful of salt

1 egg

Shape into balls dredge with flour and fry in bacon
fat. Put the fish to be used on the stove in a sauce
pan covered with cold water, and let cook gently
never boiling as that hardens it. In about 30 minutes
the fish will be ready for use. Remove and shred
fine. Mash the potatoes freshly boiled for the pur-
pose add a little milk to make smooth season with
salt and pepper.

Angel Cake

1 %2 gobletfuls granulated sugar

1 gobletful flour

whites ten eggs

1 teaspoon cream tarter

Sift together cream tarter and flour four times beat
the eggs to a stiff froth and quickly add one table-
spoonful sugar and stir slightly and add one table-
spoon flour and do the same until all the flour &

Cookies sugar have been used stirring as little as possible
1 cup sugar flavor with vanilla. Put in a new tin and bake % of
2/3 cup butter an hour
1/2 cup milk
1 egg Chocolate Cake
1 teaspoon soda dissolved Yolk of 1 egg
in milk Y cup milk
4 cups flour 5 . Y cup grated chocolate
Nutmeg to taste. Cleeey s Catis Boil together.

yon it il sty )| Then add butter size of a
Fruit Pudding B 7 21 good big egg
Put the fruit in a basin preal ' st “ | 1cupsugar
cover with water and pour whiiled /ST G2 Y cup sweet milk
over it a dough made with 4 : ; / priat 1 even teaspoon soda
1 qt flour f' LTYY bk /f y 1 % cups flour
2 ' teaspoon baking pow- A / & / el et /" k47200 Bake in loaf or layers use
der D e white icing
v, pt milk 4 e T
Lump butter size of an s/ o & f g Sk /f{f 424 Coffee Cake
egg {,’1/«/ att pj 2t Sl s oo tvifrl) i egg |

/ T 2l el cup molasses
Cream Sponge Cake A e C . P P Z‘/j 1 1 cup sugar
2 eggs beaten in a cup fill bl o Tl vt LotV ol ofo 2/3 cup shortening
with sweet cream add 1 SR . B, oo ,, 1 cup fruit
teacup sugar 1 Y of flour Byt L 1 cup coffee
1 heaping teaspoon baking | %7 & & @ Cie oot (/ 22i02: ‘“7 vt ”‘74 1 tea%poon soda
powder a pinch of salt. b o Lop 2l Ve Dareiin et leo| Spices of all kind.
\ .0t o Fie il feti Vedin Stir very thick.
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Stories of Old Roxbury and Prattsville
Countryside Talk by Professor Harold W. Thomp-
son, NYS College for Teachers.

This address was delivered during the WGY Farm
Paper of the Air — a broadcast from WGY, Schenec-
tady, NY — at 12:30pm on June 12, 1940.

Transcript in DCHA Archives. Below is an excerpt:

It was more than five years ago that I began telling
stories of old York State on this program, and I have
had such fun doing it and such pleasant letters of
approval and assistance ...

Well, today I am going to tell about a trip that I
made recently to Roxbury on the edge of the Cats-
kills down in Delaware County, one of the prettiest
villages in the State, where I heard more good sto-
ries than I told. I am specially grateful to my former
student, Mrs. Louisa Smith, and to Mr. and Mrs.
John Kelly, and to Mr. Ralph S. Ives (who tells a
story as well as he paints pictures or collects Indian
relics) and to Miss Ina May Griffin and several oth-
ers.

It was Mr. Ives who told me the best story I
heard about Roxbury’s two most famous citizens, -
John Burroughs (above), the naturalist, and Jay
Gould, the financier. The two, later so distin-
guished, were schoolmates in a little district school
out there. One day the teacher announced that John
Burroughs must have a composition written before
he went home. He sat fussing and fidgeting, but no
ideas would come. Jay Gould tapped him on the
shoulder and whispered, “John, I’ll write that piece
for you if you’ll give me your Barlow knife.”

I keep hearing elder people tell about Barlow
knives, and I guess that they must have been what
every boy coveted. There was just one of them in
that school; so John Burroughs said. “No, sir! I cer-
tainly won’t give my Barlow knife for a little job
like that.”

“All right,” said Jay Gould, and waited patient-
ly while John fidgeted some more. The day wore
on, but no writing appeared on the Burroughs desk.
Finally Jay Gould tapped his companion and whis-
pered, “Say, John, weren’t you going to play ball
after school? I thought you were going to pitch.”

John just twitched his shoulder. Finally, when it
was almost time for school to be dismissed. He
turned around desperately and whispered, “Jay” —

“Eyah?” said Gould.

“Jay — I guess if you can write that piece before
school closes I will give you my knife.”

“Here it 1s,” said Gould, slipping John the com-
position ready written. When old John Burroughs
told the story later to Mr. Ives, he added: “The
teacher had said that the piece must be one hundred
words in length, and how many do you think Jay
had written? Just exactly one hundred words.”

It sounds like one of Tom Sawyer’s tricks,
doesn’t it? I think it is as typical of the dreamy Bur-
roughs as of the Gould who later proved himself
one of the shrewdest in estimating an opponent’s
weakness on Wall Street.

Weak Pants Save a Man from Joining
in the Everlasting Song.

One day last week while William Dimmick,
Jr., and LeGrand Bouton were felling trees on
the latter’s farm, one large tree had been cut and
in falling lodged in an adjacent tree; to get it
down Dimmick commenced cutting and soon it
started on its downward journey. Bouton warned
Dimmick to stand aside, but the latter ran in the
same direction as the tree was falling, arriving
just in time for one of the limbs to catch the pos-
terior portion of his pantaloons, removing that
part of his clothing, leaving him to thank heaven
for saving his life and to mourn the loss of his
pants. Had the cloth been better quality, William
might now be singing in the great unknown.
— Roxbury Times.

Certainly a fortunate escape from being
jerked into the “sweet bye-and bye” by the seat
of the pants. In such case a man might well de-

sire to stand upon “the order of his going.”
Delaware Republican, April 29, 1893




From DCHA'’s Collections:
WWI Uniform

In 2006 the museum received a
donation of a World War I uni-
form and trunk that belonged to
Claude Topping (right). The do-
nation was made by Claude’s
nephew, Hamilton Topping.

James Topping, (Claude’s
father) built a house in North
Hapersfield in 1896 to impress
his wife, Mary Hamilton. James
was a farmer until an accident with a shotgun
caused the loss of three fingers. He then became a
trader. They raised three sons, Claude Hamilton,
Harry Rollin and Hosea Leon. All three sons served
in WWL

Hosea (b. 1896 — d. 1937) was a sergeant in the
cavalry and a horse trainer. After the war he re-
turned to North Harpersfield where he worked as a
blacksmith and then as the Town of Harpersfield
Highway Superintendent. He died six months after
his son Hamilton was born.

Harry (b. 1886 — d. 1949) had an Engineering
Degree from Syracuse University and was on the
rowing team. He left North Harpersfield after WWIL.
He worked in Rochester for a time and eventually
settled in Florida where he was the President of the
St. Petersburg Savings and Loan.

Claude (b. 1878 — d. 1961) was a doctor. He
graduated from the Stamford Seminary & Union
School in June 1901. He practiced in North
Harpersfield, visiting some of his patients’ homes
by sled and carriage. He married Nellie E. Minor in
1909. They did not have any children. He served as
a doctor in WWL
(see picture of uni-
form and trunk, left)
He moved to John-
son City in the
1920s. Dr. Top-
ping was an examin-
ing physician in the
Selective  Service
System of the Unit-
ed States from June
26, 1941 to March
31, 1947. He
worked at  the
Charles Wilson Me-
morial Hospital in
Johnson City, NY.

Pettis continued from page 5

1911:

e FFGC is reorganized into the Conservation
Commission, Pettis keeps his appointment as
Superintendent of Forests.

o CIiff Pettis and his wife relocate to Albany.
This ends his field work but not his workload

e CC now has six nurseries supplying some
16,000,000 seedlings annually, most go to
private landowners.

Col. Fox would have reason to be proud.
CIiff Pettis had embraced his vision for reforest-
ing the Adirondacks and Catskills and even ex-
ceeded it. No one else, not even Abraham
Knechtel, comes close. Cliff Pettis is indeed the
‘Father of Reforestation,” not only in New York,
but everywhere. All others copied his work.

Dick Tucker is a retired civil and mechanical engi-
neer, born and raised in the northern Adirondacks.
He is a well-traveled life-long hiker, climber, moun-
taineer, and backcountry skier. He has an intense in-
terest in Adirondack history. He is past chair of the
Adirondack Research Library.

(B ORIV

Homey Philosophy for 1922

Now that everybody’s talkin’ through the air,
why not let the trees hold a bit of conversation?
Do you see one in the back yard — tall, dignified,
stately? Gee, when the wind blows how it bends,
but it don’t break. Roots are deep and firm in the
ground. How about our roots? Are they planted
deep in the ground of common sense, poise,
kindly interest and all the other things that make
a man a man? Then we sit under the shelter of
the branches of our friend and wonder about our
own branches. Are they reaching out in helpful-
ness and gathering under their protecting leaves
the poor and the downtrodden and those who are
bearing the heat an’ burden of the day. Say, that
old tree can talk for hours if you just start him
goin’.
Delaware Republican, April 22, 1922
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“Paper Bullets”: The Miller Family Civil War Letters by Samantha Misa

Despite the numerous logistical issues with the post-
al service, soldiers and their families exchanged a
flurry of letters during the American Civil War. A
collection of letters in DCHA’s archives reveals a
tempestuous relationship between a husband and
wife whose lives were ultimately transformed by the
war.

A majority of the letters are from John C. Mil-
ler (1817-1900) who was born in Colchester, NY.
On January 8th, 1837, he married Phebe Tiffany
(1821-1902) of Hamden. Miller worked for most of
his life as a farmer and enlisted in the 144th New
York Volunteer Infantry Regiment, Company B, as
a Private in 1862 when he was 44 years old.

The Millers had 12 known children; Rebecca
(b. 1837), Alonzo (b. 1839), Christina (b. 1839),
John Jr. (b. 1842), Alfred (b. 1846), Herman (b.
1848), Antoinette (b. 1851), Phebe (b. 1855), Julia
(b. 1859), Euphemia (b. 1859), George (b. 1861),
and Lois (b. 1863).

The letters exchanged among the Miller family
reflect not only the ideas, issues, and events that the
writers wished to convey to one another, but the
poor grammar and borderline illiteracy of these ru-
ral individuals. The letters written by John C. Miller
are executed in a variety of handwritings, making it
impossible to discern which missives were penned
by Miller and which were simply dictated by him.
Phebe’s letters to John also show a similar lack of
education, and her words are a remarkable testimo-
ny to the life of a lower-class female.

“I hope I shall recieve no worse paper bullets
from you”: John and Phebe Miller

The earliest letter in the Miller collection be-
tween Phebe and John is dated November 18th,
1862, when John was stationed in Camp Bliss, Up-
ton Hill, Virginia. This letter - showing remarkable
penmanship - reveals John’s antipathy towards
President Abraham Lincoln and the Republican Par-
ty, calling Lincoln “the devil” and wishing for his
demise so the war would end. Part of John’s ire for
the war stemmed from the fact that his participation
in the conflict separated him from his family, and in
much of his early correspondence he relates worries
about his wife and children’s health. John was par-
ticularly concerned about the “putrid sore throat,”
referring to the diphtheria plaguing New York at the
time.

Many of Phebe’s letters to John relate infor-
mation about the couple’s young children living at
home, and John’s farm business. Throughout 1863,
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several of Phebe’s letters to John made veiled refer-
ences to her pregnancy. Phebe would give birth to
her daughter Lois in late 1863. In referring to the
pregnancy, Phebe wrote to John that his “old briche
[s]” were enough to make “enny woman get fat and
if they don’t bleave it let them try it and if they do-
ant want to get fat they had beter not have the old
britches shook over them.”

Frustratingly, the content of several of the let-
ters exchanged between the Millers imply that sev-
eral documents are missing from the collection, ei-
ther destroyed or lost prior to accession into the
DCHA archives. Reference to tension in the Mil-
lers’ marriage begins in Phebe’s January 27, 1863
letter to John, in which she cryptically mentions that
in his previous letter John had given “som dry rubs
and if I give you a few snubs you musnot lay it to
hart.”

In August 1863, John C. Miller was injured and
was ordered to remain at a hospital in New York
City for treatment. A large gap exists in the collec-
tion, as the next letter sent by John is dated March
11, 1864, and is written from the New York City
Nursery and Child’s Hospital, founded in 1854 as a
place where wet nurses could leave their children
when they went to work. During the war, the hospi-
tal served wounded soldiers, and Miller would con-
valesce here until June 1864.

However, John Miller’s March 11, 1864 letter
is not to Phebe, or any of their children. It is written
to Lucy Cook - a woman who worked for the Mil-
lers in Colchester. Lucy Cook shares a surname
with John Miller’s mother, making it possible that
she was related to him. Yet the content of John and
Lucy’s correspondence reveals that their relation-
ship was hardly platonic.

John wrote to Lucy to tell her that

if you move away from whare you are you must
send me a letter so i will no whare you are you
must write to me as soon as you git this and let
me no how youre helth is you must tel the t
routh to i will write to you as soon as i receave
a letter from you

Apparently receiving no reply from Lucy, John
penned another message on April 5, 1864, while
still in the hospital. Implying previous sexual con-
tact, John wrote

when [ see you we will have a setelment about
the old times that we have had to gather I think
Dont you when I Lay Down in the Bed at night



think about my old friend & awake in the morn-
ing I have very hard feelings I tell you & when
I woke iff I should turn over Quick I should fly
all to Pieces I am so Britel & hard

I have not spoke to any other woman since |
Left Here I have not had a Brandy sling since |
left there and you must think I am most damd
dry I can tell you I shant take any Brandy sling
till I see you and then we will drink together
again

I have not seen any wimen here that I care a
darn about sleeping with there is some In the
room now but they are high ass ducks & Look
like hell & distruction & that is about all I can
say for their good Looks

By April 30, 1864, a letter sent from John to
Phebe reveals that his wife was likely aware of his
infidelity, and their marriage ended. John returned a
ring to Phebe, stating

Enclosed is a ring, as a slight testimonial of my
regard for you, look on it as a mimento from
me.

I hope I shall recieve no worse paper bullets
from you. if I do, I shall be forced to retalliate.
And I had rather be excused from that as it in
flicts as deep a wound in my heart as yours

Unfortunately, neither the ring nor the “paper
bullet” letter from Phebe was included in the collec-
tion donated to DCHA.

John C. Miller’s final letter in the collection,
dated May 13, 1864, was written to Lucy Cook. Its
contents reveal that he had written her four letters,
and had yet to receive a reply. Informing Lucy
about the end of his marriage to Phebe, John stated
that “I think I have got the last letter from home I
shall ever get. I got some pretty dry rubs in that let-
ter and I sent some back. I think it is so dry that it
will take fire but I dont think it will ever burn me
again.”

No further letters exist between the Millers, nor
between John and Lucy, about whom little else is
known. A letter likely written by Lucy Cook to Phe-
be Miller, dated May 21, 1864, alludes to the fact
that Lucy had recently been living in the Miller
household, accusing Phebe of breaking into a trunk
of Lucy’s belongings. Lucy threatened Phebe that

Every body that will brake opon trunks or
Meddle with things that Dont belong to them is
No beter than A Theaf And everybody says
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Around here if you had broke in to my things 1
Can make you A very nise home in the States
prison

Later going on to insult Phebe’s home, stating
that

theur is four Difarent Pirsons that say you be
the filtheyest Pirson they ever see in thair lives
they say your house is like A hog Pen with 4 or
5 hogs nests And Every thing is so filthy they
would not stay In your pig pen one night

The final two letters in the collection are from
Elsy Cook (b. 1825), the sister-in-law of Lucy Cook
and wife of Halsey Cook, a farmer who lived in
Colchester (before moving to Sullivan County), to
Phebe Miller. In the first letter, dated June 24, 1864,
Elsy assured Phebe not to worry about any of Lu-
cy’s threats, as she “has not got eny Friends,” and
recommended that Phebe “throw her [Lucy’s] trunk
and things out doors I would not keep them in my
hog pen as she calls it eny longer.”

In her next letter to Phebe Miller, Elsy Cook
wrote to inform her that John C. Miller had returned
to New York and he and Lucy Cook were planning
to settle in Cherry Valley, in Otsego County. Sens-
ing that there was nothing else to be done in the sit-
uation, Elsy wrote to Phebe that she was “verry sor-
ry for you and your family to think that such a good
for nothing slut has destroyed the comfort of you
all” and that her family “unite in send our best wish-
es.”

Phebe Miller soon alternated between living
with her children and living in boarding houses
where she worked as a servant until her death in
1902. She was buried in Walton. John C. Miller
died in 1900 at age 82, and was buried in Potter
County, PA. Lucy Cook’s fate remains unknown.

While the missing letters and veiled language
of the Miller letters prevents any resounding conclu-
sions being drawn from these documents, this
messy, fragmented source provides a valuable in-
sight into the lives of common people during the
Civil War.

Less educated individuals managed to record
and communicate the issues most pressing for them
in their daily lives, leaving behind a record as im-
perfect and valuable as they were.
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