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A LITTLE HISTORY OF INDIAN HOLLOW. 

I have often thought that when I pass from earth 

there will perhaps be no one left to tell the simple history 

of “Indian Hollow." 

From new information I have received from old 

inhabitants, it appears that Washington gave land to the 

soldiers of his army after the war of the Revolution. 

| There were two brothers by the name of Angell, 

Germans by birth and having no family in America, who wan- 

dered up through the country and decided to take their land 

on the banks of our little stream. 

The Indians had, about this time, marched to Canada, 

and as the country reminded these brothers of their own Black 

Forest in Germany, they were inclined to settle and remain 

there. 

There were many wild animals, and with night coming 

on, these men climbed up an old tree at the head of what we 

call our Island, now belonging to the Bates family. The tree 

has since been cut but the pine stump still remains. 

liy.Henry Weeks' father (or grandfather), living 

just across the river a short distance from the tree, heard 

the barking, or howling, of the wolves, and the voices of men, 

and taking a lantern he went over and inquired. 

"Who's there?" 
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“Angels”, came the reply. 

“Well, Well, if you're angels come over to ny 

house and sleep. Your wings might get wet." 

The old Weeks home has since fallen down but the 

cellar hole remains, and a very large stone door-step leading 

up to the front door is still there, with the name of Weeks 

and the date of the building carved thereon. 

The next morning the angells (“angels" as they began 

to be called), took a survey of the country and decided upon 

the west side of the river and built a small log house just 

below Wildwood, 

Afterwards one of the brothers married a Weeks girl, 

and built Ferneliff. This took them sometime, hewing the 

Great beams that support the house which consisted of the 

living room and another room on the north side. 

There are many romantic stories which date from the 

time when the good-looking blond brothers made their appear- 

ance in Indian Hollow. 

- iduch of their history can be traced tothe little 

neglected "grave yard" besdie the river, situated just off the 

m&in road to South Worthington. The grave yard is filled 

with the dead of the Weeks and Angell families and had been 

cared for by the last of the branch of the Angell family for 

many years. 

Upon movong to New Jersey, many years age, they 

bequeathed the small plot of ground to me, Elizabeth Hartley. 

We took great pains in keeping the undergrowth down and



  

straightening the old stones. 

Below is a record of the markings of the graves: 

Name | Date of Death Ae 

Nathaniel Miller ....-. . .dan. 20, 1848 62 Years 

Roxany, wife of Nathaniel 
Miller e @ es s e e s e s apr s 25 . 1840 “ 

Patsy, wife of Wm.Miller .. Jan. 19, 1818 " 

50 

William Miller ....... Oct. 21, 1851 77 # 

28 

Dea.William Miller ..... June 4, 1817 84 

Elizabeth, wife of Dea.Miller Dec. 19, 1809 67 " 

John Rude ....... . =. « Nove.15, 1847 79 " 

Ruth, wife of J.Rude... . Sept.29, 1844 60 " 

Deborah, wife of J.Rude,Jr. . Dec. 7, 1813 47 " 

Experience, wife of Terra 
Rude . . 2. + 6 © © « « « Apr. 30, 1848 50 * 

Elizabeth, wife of Terra Rude Jume 22, 1836 36 " 

Electro, Lydia and Laura, 
children of L.Rude. 

Rhoda Rhoads, Indian Doctress sept.25, i841 90 * 

Simon Rhoads, son of Rhoda 
Rhoad 8 e e s e e e es e o une 1842 60 8 

- Margaret Mulroy ...... . dune 9, 1837 22 " 
Born Yorkshire England. 
“By strangers honoured , 
By strangers mourned. 

There are several markers for the Angells, including 
Diedamia, Abigal, Stephen, Quartus, Emily, Henry, and 
some of the Weeks family. 

Among the stones that may be lying flat by this time 

is the one to old Aunt Rhoda Rhoads, an Indian Doctress, who 

had her cabin on the high land just above the drinking trough, 

  

   



  

quite near the main road. she and her brother remained 

when the Indians went in a file before her cabin on their 

way to Canada, begging her to go with them. 

She answered: “No! The white people have been 

kind to me and I shall remain. " 

Her brother, an old chieftan, living in his wigwan 

just across the river fron her, also remained. 

Old Aunt ahoda's fame extended for miles around 

and she! was &® welcome sight when she entered the homes of 

the sick and dying. 

There is an account of & young English girl coming 

to aunt Rhoda, a girl whom the doctors of England had given 

up, who recovered from Aunt Rhoda's care, and lived in the 

little cabin with her for many years. When she died she was 

buried in the little grave yard. This was Margaret Mulroy. 

There are two other graves to be noticed on the 

hill quite a distance back of Ferncliff. Lemuel Weeks and 

his wife. There is a modest stone erected over the grave of 

the man and wa ade supposed to know that the little grave | 

beside him is that of his wife. Or, doing justice to Lemuel, 

it may be that she went after his death and there was no one 

“Lert to do her honor.



    
  

  

Ae marriages and the neighborhood increased, 

schools became a necessity. The first school was located 

on the bank of the little stream opposite Ferncliff. 

Afterwards a small school house was built under a sheltering 

rock on the road below Ferneliff. Then, in 1892, the school 

nouns on the Bates place was built. When it was opened there 

were only four children, and it cost but fifty cents more per 

week to have school than to take them to Norwich Bridge, so 

they opened the school for only eight weeks. Teachers at that 

time were Ethel M.Moffatt, Nettie E.Bisbee and Arvilla Pomeroy. 

At the end of the term there were but three pupils, so they 

were taken to Norwich Bridge, or as it was then known as 

Knightsville, costing them forty cents per day, the cost for 

each pupil being $10.97 per month. 

The main road for many years ran along the east side 

of the river from Knightsville to Chesterfield. Only a well 

worn foot path ran along the western side of the river, where 

there is now a road. 

All this while church services depended upon Norwich 

Hill, & long distance in bad weather for the people of Indian 

Hollow, or services at South Worthington, another long distance. 

As a compromise, a meeting in the school house at Knightsville 

was provided. . 

Later on in South Worthington, Dr.Russell H.Conwell, 

a noted man, drew farmers to hear him in the church that was 

built there, and large audiences from adjoining towns came,,. 

bringing their lunches to the nearby grove.



  

Dr.Conwell was pastor to a large Baptist Church 

in Philadelphia and a lecturer of note, his lecture, “Acres 

of Diamonds" has been heard throughout the Country. He 

came every summer to his country place in South Werthinctén, 

and preached good practical sermons. . 

It 4s interesting to remember that Russell H. 

Conwell's father was one of the first settlers in South 

Worthington. An Irishman with good sound principles, to- 

gether with native wit and wisdom. He no doubt had much 

influence on his talented son Russell. 

The latter kept the old homestead intact after his 

father's death, keeping the four rooms as they were, but 

building wide piazzas around the house, keeping the red color 

as it originally was. | 

At the end of the long row of maples, after crossing 

the little bridge leading to South Worthington, there stood, 

many years ago, a small house occupied and owned by William 

Miller and his wife Lydia. 

ae lir.Miller was a deacon at Hunt ington and was a good 

and useful member of the community and neighboring farms. 

His first wife was Elizabeth who died in 1809, aged 67 years. 

Deacon tiller died on June 4, 1817. His second wife Lydia did 

“much to beautify the place, caring for the double row of maples. 

Aunt Lydia took an important place in our affections. 

She gave me many of her experiences as she remembered them. 

   



She said that when it was thinly settled and the 

Indians were numerous, that she and her husband used to keep 

a light in their window for belated travelers along the 

lonely path on the west side of the river, which at times was 

areal river. If late travelers came up on the other side of 

the river, they would halloo, and Mr.Miller would cross in his 

poat and bring them to their home where they would set before 

them the best food they had. All told their stories, and 

afterwards, with a big fire in the fireplace, the travelers 

would stretch themselves on the floor, their feet toward the 

fire, and sleep the "Sleep of the Just." 

In those days there were no "gangsters" but all 

were early settlers looking over the wilderness to search out 

a@ place where they could secure land and build a cabin. 

Aunt Lydia delighted in keeping alive, in the minds 

of those living, the interesting parts of the history of 

Indian Hollow. she had no children and went about in her 

gentile way, interested in everyone. one day, in my remembrance, 

she came to Wildwood, leaning on the arm of Levi Angell, to 

see the old hemlock on our Island where the first “Angel" 

Spent the night. 

fhis Mr.Angel's nephew, with his wife and three 

a ehildren, came to a tragic death from eating polluted meat. 

‘only two of the family - little girls, now women - survived, 

and they are now living in Westfield. rhere were no near 

relatives left to see justice done to the market man who 

sold the meat.    



     
    

Aunt Lydia whose memories of the olden times were 

very interesting was always a most welcome visitor. Later 

she was living as a neighbor to the Joseph Burrs. 

I must tell you about a true descendent of those    
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two prethers who first came to Indian Hollow, Old Uncle Levi 

A Ange1l! He and his wife then owed ths little old house at 

the top of the hill, now called Ferneliff. How he loved his 

violin - his fiddle as he called it - and how many times I have 

seen him out on the broken down piazza, a noble head with its 

“silvery hair hanging down on his shoulders, playing his old 

e fashioned tunes: "Money Meek", “The Irish Washerwoman" » and 

"Yankee Doodle", ete. Many an evening have I climbed the 

S hill and sat down on the old doorstep to listen. One evening, 

mory well remember, he and his fiddle had an air of companionship 

S hard to describe. A sort of reckless dare-devil time of it, 

when from inside the house a fretful voice demanded: 

"Levi Angell, did you bring in the wood tonight?" 

"yes mum", he replied as he played "there will be 

   
-. no more sorrows there.” 

e Voice: “Well, you didn't lock the hen-house and 

them pesky hens is roostin' in the trees." 

  

Levi had reached "On Jordan's stormy banks I stand" 

and on his face there was such 4 peaceful look - the chair é 

_ereaked then, the boards on the piazza were a little uncertain; 

Levi never fixed them. There were so many things he didn’t 

care about. What if the chimhey did smoke and the kitchen 
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oof asa leak? He was a man that such little things like 

hat did not trouble him, and his fiddle agreed, it was playing 

us, "In the sweet field of Eden". 

I usually gave hin a silent nod of approval and 

arced my steps down the hili, feeling that I had been in 

‘the presence of one who had chosen the far better things of 
  

‘life, and was in name and in soul an Angel. 

Among the first people in Indian Hollow to come to 

ee us were Elias and Nancy Rood. He was a great help to us   

an planning where our garden should be, what kind of hens we 

‘Bhould keep and a thousand other subjects. They had no 

_-ehildren and Elias worked hard. Perhaps his was:the largest 

‘farm anywhere around. His animals were eapecialiy loved and | 

‘taken care of. 

Naney was very domestic and had been a school 

Ee Acacher of the olden times. Punctuality and precision were 

her fine traits and it was a pleasure to visit her home where 

her flowers ran riot around the house. 

Added to her other qualities, she was a good old- 

‘fashioned cook. We were invited to dinner one day and all 

‘Went well until it came to the dessert. It was apple pie. 

at remember her standing up with thse uncut pie in her hand 

saying: "Well now, if you havn't had enough, who'll have 

& piece?" Of course we all refused pie. She knew better than 

we that we had had enough, but Nancy ~- bless her - was also 

@ lattle "savin'", 

   



  

     

  

   

  

   

    
    

  

Her early education had been more or less interwoven 

with Bible teachings. It was but seldom that she did not 

explain or introduce some Scriptural text and always quoted 

If you asked her age she would tell you adding; 

8 thy day so shall thy strength be.“ 

"Are you happy out here in the country?" I asked. 

ae “Oh! yes, ‘Her ways are ways of pleasantness and 

41 her paths are peace, and her hope of the righteous shall 

> gladness’, Oh! yes, I'm happy." 

: We asked her to come out under the trees and help 

eat our lunch. | 

| : “Are you enjoying this Dovie?" 

"Yes, but I'm not desirous of his dainties for 

_ they are deceitful meat." 

~=1Dq= 

 



  

   

  

   

  

Still in spite of not being "desirous", Dovie did 

good things, and how we enjoyed her: 

Occassionally she became a little mixed in her 

  

      

  

   
      

     

tations. I remember one time, I met her as she was returning 

he woods, her arms filled with wild flowers. Her face 

th. She felt this very keenly. I tried to comfort her 

the attempt seemed hopeless. At last she broke out: 

“God moves in mysterious ways His wonders to perforn, 

3 Arvilla passed through the shock of seeing her 

usband accidentally killed, as he, with a party of men were 

real son, and he came to Arvilla's support so she lived very 

comfortably. 

 



  

    

      
   

   

  

nese pages would not be complete without mentioning 

de. She came into my life as an old friend of the 

tthe age of sixty - a perfect model of a little woman. 

She came from England when a baby, had a fall from 

ir and waited for the expected bridggroon. 

. There was a long path down through the meadow where 

> ould come from the stage. Well, we waited, and he finally 

» A little old bow-legged wizened man. I looked some 

“Well, Vinnie, we will omit the March." 

Instead, the next day, we furnished a horse and 

An old German who stood with us and witnessed the 

departure, shook his head sadly and said; 

: "Too olt und too stirr." 

 



     

   

  

    
    

     

                

   

It was not so bad after all. Though he wasn't as 

np he represented himself to Vinnie, they had enough to 

‘a neat little house near us and they lived very happily 

et Ht He HH HH OH 

There was a deep gully in the road between the Big 

pek and Lyman's place which Mr.Russel Conwell remembered. 

paid that Mr.Sam Bartlett made si wonderful bridge of 

‘stones and earth which few who rode over it recognized as a 

bridge, unless you were on the river looking up at it, a 

eally very fine piece of work. A pridge has also been built 

‘oss the river to accommodate the school children from Pisgah. 

Speaking of Mt. Pisgah - remembering that the 

ravelled road from Huntington Village was on the east side - 

ne inhabitants there composed a little settlement by them- 

elves. It was called Norwich Lake. 

The“neeting house" and town hall were on that side. 

Farms and well-kept places began to flourish, and from the old 

esidents there drifted down to us many romantic stories. 

One was an old bachelor way up on the ridge of 

Pisgah, who by hard labor and seif denial - very little money - 

haa built quite a pretentious hewae, and although he was 

‘Surrounded by many pretty girls of Norwich Lake, (which by 

the way had attracted many summer visitors) he being of a 

| "quiet and retirfing disposition had never mingled with people. 

 



   

        

   
   

  

    

    

   
   
    
   

   

  

   
   
    

  

   
   

rten called the “Hermit of Pisgah", wearing his hair 

“going unshaved. He had fine eyes, a well shaped 

“and was of a commanding stature. 

& after his house was built - most of it done by 

- and his farm always seeming to prosper, he continued 

g more and more land, terracing it down the mountain side 

meil it took on the appearance of real beauty, and with his 

@rove of cattle end sheep everyone wondered, “#hat the 

ermit was up to.® 

| Weekly trips to the town of Norwich Lake seemed to 

his only pastime, although some folks told of hearing the 

ans of a violin ("fiddle") occassionally coming down from 

Pisgeh. 

Time passed on. xunor had it that a hysterious 

azine came through the Post Office addressed to him. Then 

fter a while it was noticed by the old postmaster, (or was 4t 

his wife?) that letters came frequently to Mr.John Rhoades. 

If he ever wrote ea letter it was taken to Huntington. 

c Then came a day when the hermit disappeared. His — 

fred man didn't know “Nuthin® about it". But one day he had 

orders to meet the boss in Huntington. 

People tell of the alighting from the Springfield 

train of a fine looking man with a lady. No one knew who they



  

   
   

  

   
   

   

  

   

    

    

   

        

   

  

   
   

      

   

       

ich, and one could hear the “Did you ever?", 

a -you think?", “If that old codger aint gone 

arriea! " “But who'd a thought it:", and "It don't 

John nuther". 7 

: trange to relate weeks passed and nothing more 

of the new comers. 

‘gan cane to the store and the Post Office but to 

ations he was very unsatisfactory in his replies. 

ecame more curious. Except to the extent of seeing 

walking on the grounds, or the fleeting et ent ofa 

man and lady riding by, nothing —— known of the 

ious people. fhe man of the long hair and whiskers had 

etely disappeared, and Sam attended to all outside matters. 

_ Among the young people of Norwich there was a young 

who was looked up to as having had more advantages than 

3. For hadn't he been to Springfield to school, and 

to New York? Therefore to him fell the lot to investigate 

Pisgah mystery. 

“my yes", he said he would go up there as a”book 

er”, go to the door and see the lady herself - this 

pautiful lady", for by this time the country round had been | 

Sam, in the mean time, had heard of the proposed 

immediately told his beloved Mrs.Rhoades of the 

"Just leave it to me”, she told him. 
a 

   



  

   
   

    

    

   
   
   

   
   

    

‘Leisurely twirling his cane the young book agent 

- approached the house and the door bell was rung. 

Immediately there came a big, disheveled, slouchy 

of middle age, limping painfully to the door, her 

p half falling off her nose, as she asked. 

"and phat is it you're wanting young man?" 

“why, why, I wanted to see the mistress of the 

“and phat is it you want after seein’ the mistress?" 

ked. “Phat 4s it? Speak up, and then be going on your 

"Ys this Mrs.Rhoades?" the surprised young man 

“and who else would a body be lookin’ for?" she 

aquired as she glowered at him, and then closed the door. 

The story soon became town talk, and the book agent 

came the butt of the village, while the cenversation was of 

he lady of Pisgah, “iho was she?" 

In the Rhoades home could be heard peals of laughter 

rr the way the lady had appeared at the door for the penefit 

Of the book agent. 

I never heard the sequel to this story so that I 

422 leave it as it is, for further investigation. 

 



  

  

“Time marched on, bringing changes to the Hollow. "* 

Charlie Angell sold to Frank Runnells. The Hartleys 

bought Wildwood of George Terry. Then came one cold, blustering 

March evening the Lyman family from Springfield will remember. 

They will remember the night, and they will remember the poor 

health of ur.Lyman. His health was shattered through hard 

work, but with great courage he and his wife suceeeded in 

raising a fine family, improving their land, and finally 

becoming one of the prominent fanilies of Huntington. 

The o1€ Levi Angell's place up on the hill, next to 

Wildwood, has become the Summer home of the Townsends and the 

Hancocks. rs.Susue Townsend is happy with her son, daughter- 
5 ey toes tag hes 

in-law and boy. The name of the pretty Summer home is Ferncliff. 

Although there are many changes made in the place, such as 

verandas and running water, there are many things not changed, 

as the old home-made doors, and the hewn beams for the support 

of the floors. | 

I cannot close without mentioning my own experience 

in buying the run-down neglected old house that became my home 

for twenty-five years. I shall never forget ay first glimpse 

of it - an unpainted house, rags stuffed into what was sup- 

posed to be windows, sagging roof. An old barn, roof caved in, 

standing down by the road, a zig zag path leading from the side 

door to the barn. It took more of courage than I was aware, 

to buy the place, pay off the mortgage, tear down the barn, 

build a new one where it now stands, make a circular drive-way 

in front of the place. Paint the house white, green blinds 

ah 'Fa 

   



  

  
  

to every window; bring in running water; build a rustic 

bridge across the little stream in front of the house; 

clear out the little stream of water; taking out swamp grass 

and cat-talls., Build a spring house, and finally putting in - 

three colors of water lillies. 

People from far and near came to watch our improve- 

ments. wy mother was then living, and my sister and her 

husband. wuUr.Frank liorey made this their home, while my 

delight was to come from New York and watch the improvements. 

To any one tiring of the crowded streets of a big 

city, let me suggest just such an experience. I feel that my 

happiness fully repaid the outlay. 

Nor can I forget my husband's happiness - a man not 

‘fitted for the hard life of business, the place was indeed a 

Haven of Refuge! 

I am closing the simple telling of this past and in 

doing 80 will- append the following. 

 



  

  

LUEMORTES OF wILD@ooD 

(With Apologies TO Hiawatha. ) 

I 

In the foothills of the Berkshires, 
In the fastness of the forest, 
Where the rivers meet and mingle, 
Join in laughter at their meeting, 
Coming from their mountain sources, 
In that land all undiscovered, 
by the busy man of commerce. 
Where the birds are the companions 
Of the hermit and the poet -- 
Where the deer rove o'er the meadows 
Unafraid and unmolested. 

There it is in simple quiet 
Stands an old Colonial farm house, 
Stands a home-like and inviting 
Structure, which if it could speak 
Would whisper, “Listen to me, 
O, ye people! Ye who here have 
Livea and laughed and grew to love me, 
Listen to me while I tell you 
All the thoughts that come to me, 
From those two who dwelt within me." 
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Winter now has covered over, 
With a drift of snow-white feathers, 
Covered all the craggy hillsides, 
With a warm protecting blanket, 
Covered all the lakes and valleys, 
Tipped with white the ancient hemlocka, 
Bending low the mountain laurel, 
All without is icy splendor, 
All within is genial comfort. 

Sitting by their pleasant fireside, 
With their books and papers round them, 
One says to the other, smiling, 
“Let us take a wireless visit 
fo the land of the Manhattang 
To that great and brilliant city, 
To the homes of all our loved ones, 
Hear the voices, catch the laughter, 
Know all they would say unto us, 
Say to them all we are thinking, : 
Leave our blessing to the utmost, 
Carry them back to our fireside, 
Thus with glowing hearts deep musing, 
Thank the source of all true frienship, 
And though many miles asunder, 
Weare yet bound close together." 
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Kany there have been who lingered 
All their lives here, and reluctant, 
Left behind them, only memories of the past, 
And my heart was often saddened 
By the visions of their griefs. 

LATER 

1933 

Just now my old walls ringing . 
With the happy lauch of childhood, 
Cheers me with happy enticipations. 

So I gather them;..within me 
I, the homestead of the younger, . 
Happier inwates "Come to bless you," 
Asking of the one:who writes this 
Only loving memories. 

- = Elizabeth Hartley 

 


