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miles away on the western trend of the Berkshires, when a 
boy, playing by the fountain-heads of the Kinderhook and 
the Roeliffe Jansen’s Creek, have I looked out upon this 
mountain range aglow in the sunset, and at even-tide heard 
my grandfather tell of his far-off journeys to Towanda, 
Pennsylvania, when he drove through the great Cloves of 
the Catskills, where twice he met “a bear” which retreated 
at the sound of his old flint-lock, and then when I went to 
sleep at night how I pulled the coverlet closer about my 
head, all on account of those two bears that had been dead 
for more than forty years.

***

And, sister, now my children come 
To find the water just as cool, 
To play about our grandsire’s home, 
To see our pictures in the pool.

  Wallace Bruce.
***

Alps of the Hudson, whose bold summits rise 
Into the upper ether of the skies, 
Cleaving with calm content 
The cloudless crystal of the firmament.

  Joel Benton.
***

The Catskills were called by the Indians On-ti-o-ras, or 
mountains of the sky, as they sometimes seem like clouds 
along the horizon. This range of mountains was sup-
posed by the Indians to have been originally a monster 
who devoured all the children of the red men, until the 
great spirit touched him when he was going down to the 
salt lake to bathe, and here he remains. “Two little lakes 
upon the summit were regarded the eyes of the monster, 
and these are open all the summer; but in the winter they 
are covered with a thick crust or heavy film; but whether 
sleeping or waking tears always trickle down his cheeks. 
In these mountains, according to Indian belief, was kept 
the great treasury of storm and sunshine, presided over by 

an old squaw spirit who dwelt on the highest peak of the 
mountains. She kept day and night shut up in her wig-
wam, letting out only one at a time. She manufactured new 
moons every month, cutting up the old ones into stars,” 
and, like the old AEolus of mythology, shut the winds up in 
the caverns of the hills: — 

Where Manitou once lived and reigned, 
Great Spirit of a race gone by, And Ontiora lies enchained 
With face uplifted to the sky.

The Catskill Mountains are now something more than 
a realm of romance and poetry or a mountain range of 
beauty along our western horizon, for, from this time forth 
the old squaw spirit will be kept busy with her “Treasury of 
Tear Clouds,” as the water supply of New York is to come 
from these mountain sources.

The Catskill Water Supply. — The cost of this great 
undertaking is estimated at $162,000,000. Four creeks: The 
Esopus, Rondout, Schoharie and Catskill will constitute the 
main source of supply. The total area of the entire water-
shed is over nine hundred square miles, and the supply 
will exceed 800,000,000 gallons daily. The work projected 
will bring to the city 500,000,000 gallons per day.

The Ashoken Reservoir, 12 miles long and two miles 
wide, will hold 120,000,000,000 gallons. The Catskill Aque-
duct supply from Ashoken Reservoir will deliver the water 
without pumping to Hill View Reservoir in Yonkers high 
enough for gravity distribution. It will take from ten to 
fifteen years to complete the work, which is begun none too 
early, as the population of Greater New York will be over 
5,000,000 in 1915, and its water consumption 1,000,000,000 
gallons. In 1930 the population will be 7,000,000 and will 
call for a consumption of 100,000,000,000 gallons daily. We 
are indeed “ancients of the earth and in the morning of our 
times.” From the far limits of the gathering grounds some 
of the water will flow 130 miles to reach the city hall, and 
20 miles further to the southern extremity of Staten Island.

***

The majestic Hudson is on my left, 
The Catskills rise in my dream; 
The cataracts leap from the mountain cleft 
And the brooks in the sunlight gleam.

  Minot F. Savage.
***

Between Old Cro’ Nest and Cold Spring the water will 
be syphoned under the Hudson through a concrete tube six 
hundred feet below the surface of the river.

The Croton Water Works, at a cost of about $14,000,000, 
completed in 1842, were regarded the greatest undertaking 
since the Roman Aqueduct. Many improvements to meet 
increased demand have been made since that time. Fifty 
years from now it is quite possible that the Catskill System 
will seem like the Croton of to-day, as a small matter, and 
our next step will be “An Adirondack System,” making 
the successive steps of our water supply the Croton, the 
Catskills and the Adirondacks.

It is fortunate that our city destined to be the world’s 
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emporium, has everything at hand needed for comfort and 
safety.

John Bigelow, the literary and political link of the centu-
ry, born at Malden-on-the-Hudson, in 1817, was present at 
the inauguration of the work at Cold Spring, June, 1907. It 
was the writer’s privilege to meet him often on the Hudson 
River steamers in the decade of 1870, and to receive from 
him many graphic descriptions of the early life and cus-
toms of the Hudson. What memories must have thronged 
upon him as he contrasted the life of three generations!

The Clover Reach. — We are now in what is known as 
The Clover Reach of the Hudson which extends to the 
Backerack near Athens. One mile above Germantown Dock 
stood Nine Mile Tree, a landmark among old river pilots so 
named on account of its marking a point nine miles from 
Hudson. Above this the Roeliffe Jansen’s Kill flows into the 
river, known by the Indians as Saupenak, rising in Hillsdale 
within a few feet of Greenriver Creek, immortal in Bry-
ant’s verse. The Greenriver flows east into the Housatonic, 
the Jansen south into Dutchess County, whence it takes 
a northerly course until it joins the Hudson. The Burden 
iron furnaces above the mouth of the stream form an ugly 
feature in the landscape. This is the southern boundary of 
the Herman Livingston estate, whose house is one mile and 
a half further up the river, near Livingston Dock, beneath 
Oak Hill. Greenville station is now seen on the east bank, 
directly opposite Catskill Landing, which the steamer is 
now approaching.

***
The fields and waters seem to us this Sabbath morning from 
the summit of the Catskills, no more truly property than the 
skies that shine upon them.

Harriet Martineau.
***

Catskill, 111 miles from New York, was founded in 1678 
by the purchase of several square miles from the Indians. 
The landing is immediately above the mouth of the Catskill 
or Kaaterskill Creek. It is said that the creek and moun-
tains derive their name as follows: It is known that each 
tribe had a totemic emblem, or rude banner; the Mahicans 
had the wolf as their emblem, and some say that the word 
Mahican means an enchanted wolf. (The Lenni Lenapes, or 
Delawares, had the turkey as their totem.) Catskill was the 
southern boundary of the Mahicans on the west bank, and 
here they set up their emblem. It is said from this fact the 
stream took the name of Kaaterskill. The large cat or wolf, 
similar in appearance, forms the mark of King Aepgin on 
his deed to Van Rensselaer. Perhaps, however, the moun-
tains at one time abounded in these animals, and the name 
may be only a coincidence. The old village, with its main 
street, lies along the valley of the Catskill Creek, not quite a 
mile from the Catskill Landing, and preserves some of the 
features of the days when Knickerbocker was accustomed 
to pay it an annual visit. The location seems to have been 
chosen as a place of security — out of sight to one voyaging 
up the river. The northern slope now reveals fine residenc-
es, all of which command extensive views. Just out of the 

village proper, on a beautiful outlook, stands the charming 
Prospect Park Hotel. The drives and pedestrian routes in 
the vicinity of Catskill are well condensed by Walton Van 
Loan, a resident of the village, whose guide to the Catskills 
is the best on this region and will be of great service to all 
who would like to understand thoroughly the mountain 
district.

The Northern Catskills. — The northern and southern 
divisions have been indicated not so much as mountain 
divisions, but in order to better emphasize the two routes, 
which converge from Kingston and Catskill toward each 
other, drawn by two principal points of attraction, the 
Catskill Mountain House and the Hotel Kaaterskill.

***
Ah! how often when I have been abroad on the mountains 
has my heart risen in grateful praise to God that it was not 
my destiny to waste and pine among those noisome congrega-
tions of the city.

John James Audubon.
***

The Catskill Mountain House has been widely known 
for almost a century. The original proprietor had the choice 
of location in 1823, when the entire range was a vast moun-
tain wilderness, and he made excellent selection for its 
site. It seems as if the rocky balcony was especially reared 
two thousand feet above the valley for a grand outlook 
and restful resort. “What can you see,” exclaimed Natty 
Bumppo, one of Cooper’s favorite characters. “Why, all the 
world;” and this is the feeling to-day of everyone looking 
down from this point upon the Hudson Valley.

The Mountain House Park has a valley frontage of over 
three miles in extent, and consists of 2,780 acres of magnifi-
cent forest and farming lands, traversed in all directions by 
many miles of carriage roads and paths, leading to vari-
ous noted places of interest. The Crest, Newman’s Ledge, 
Bear’s Den, Prospect Rock on North Mountain, and Eagle 
Rock and Palenville Overlook on South Mountain, from 
which the grandest views of the region are obtained, are 
contained in the property. It also includes within its bound-
aries North and South Lakes, both plentifully stocked with 
various kind of fish and well supplied with boats and ca-
noes. The atmosphere is delightful, invigorating and pure; 
the great elevation and surrounding forest render it free 
from malaria. The temperature is fifteen to twenty degrees 
lower than at Catskill Village, New York City or Philadel-
phia.

***
Cooper’s “Leatherstocking” is the one melodious synopsis of 
man and nature.

Thomas Carlyle.
***

The Otis Elevating Railway, made possible by the enter-
prise of the late Commodore Van Santvoord, extends from 
Otis Junction on the Catskill Mountain Railway to Otis Sum-
mit, a noble altitude of the Catskill Range. The incline rail-
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way, 7,000 feet in length, ascends 1,600 feet and attains an 
elevation of 2,200 feet above the Hudson River. “In length, 
elevation, overcome and carrying capacity it exceeds any 
other incline railway in the world. It is operated by pow-
erful stationary engines and huge steel wire cables, and 
the method employed is similar to that used by the Otis 
Elevator Company for elevators in buildings. Every safe-
guard has been provided, so that an accident of any kind 
is practically impossible. Should the machinery break, the 
cables snap or track spread, an ingenious automatic device 
would stop the cars at once. A passenger car and baggage 
car are attached to each end of double cables which pass 
around immense drums located at the top of the incline. 
While one train rises the other descends, passing each other 
midway. By this arrangement trains carrying from seventy-
five to one hundred passengers can be run in each direction 
every fifteen minutes when necessary, the time required for 
a trip being only ten minutes. This is a vast improvement 
over the old way of making the ascent of the mountains by 
stage, as it reduces the time fully one and a half hours, be-
sides adding greatly to the pleasure of the trip. The ride up 
the mountains on the incline railway is a novel and delight-
ful experience, and is alone worth a visit to the Catskills. As 
the train ascends, the magnificent panorama of the valley 
of the Hudson, extending for miles and miles, is gradu-
ally unfolded; while the river itself, like a ribbon of silver 
glistening in the sun, and the Berkshire Hills in the distance 
seem to rise to the view of the passenger. At the summit of 
the incline passengers for the Laurel House, Haines Cor-
ners, Ontiora, Sunset, Twilight, Santa Cruz, Elka Park, and 
Tannersville, take the trains of the Kaaterskill Railroad, which 
connect with the Otis Elevating Railway.”

***

The din of toil comes faintly swelling up 
From green fields far below, and all around 
The forest sea sends up its ceaseless roar 
Like the ocean’s everlasting chime.

  Bayard Taylor.
***

Two miles from the summit landing are the Kaaterskill 
Falls. The upper fall 175 feet, lower fall 85 feet. The amphi-
theatre behind the cascade is the scene of one of Bryant’s 
finest poems:

“From greens and shades where the Kaaterskill leaps 
From cliffs where the wood flowers cling;”

and we recall the lines which express so beautifully the 
well-nigh fatal dream

“Of that dreaming one 
By the base of that icy steep, 
When over his stiffening limbs begun 
The deadly slumber of frost to creep.”

About half-way up the old mountain carriage road, is 
the place said to be the dreamland of Rip Van Winkle — the 
greatest character of American mythology, more real than 
the heroes of Homer or the massive gods of Olympus. 
The railway, however, has rather dispensed with Rip Van 
Winkle’s resting-place. The old stage drivers had so long 

pointed out the identical spot where he slept that they had 
come to believe in it, but his spirit still haunts the entire 
locality, and we can get along without his “open air bed 
chamber.” It will not be necessary to quote from a recent 
guide-book that “no intelligent person probably believes 
that such a character ever really existed or had such an 
experience.” The explanation is almost as humorous as the 
legend.

The Hotel Kaaterskill, whose name and fame went over 
a continent even before it was fairly completed, is located 
on the summit of the Kaaterskill Mountain, three miles by 
carriage or one by path from the Catskill Mountain House. 
It is the largest mountain hotel at this time in the world, 
accommodating 1,200 guests, and the Catskills have reason 
to feel proud of this distinction. They have for many years 
had the best-known legend — the wonderful and immortal 
Rip Van Winkle. They have always enjoyed the finest valley 
views of any mountain outlook, and they have a right to 
the best hotels.

***
There is a fall in the hills, where the water of two little ponds 
runs over the rocks into the valley. The first pitch is nigh two 
hundred feet and the water looks like flakes of driven snow 
before it touches the bottom.

James Fenimore Cooper.
***

It may seem antiquated and old-fashioned in the midst 
of elevated railroads to speak of mountain driveways, but 
that to Palenville, as we last saw it, was a beautiful piece 
of engineering — as smooth as a floor and securely built. It 
looks as if it were intended to last for a century, the stone 
work is so thoroughly finished. The views from this road 
are superior to anything we have seen in the Catskills, and 
the great sweep of the mountain clove recalls a Sierra Ne-
vada trip on the way to the Yosemite.

The writer will never forget another Catskill drive fully 
twenty years ago. Starting one morning with a pair of 
mustang ponies from Phoenicia, we called at the Kaater-
skill, the Catskill Mountain House, and the Laurel House, 
took supper at Catskill Village, and reached New York that 
evening at eleven o’clock. It is unnecessary to say that we 
were on business — our book was on the press — and we 
went as if one of the printers’ best-known companions was 
on our trail.

Irving’s description of his first voyage up the river 
brings us more delicately and gracefully down from these 
mountains to the Hudson — the level highway to the sea. 
“Of all the scenery of the Hudson, the Kaatskill Mountains 
had the most witching effect on my boyish imagination. 
Never shall I forget the effect upon me of my first view of 
them, predominating over a wide extent of country — part 
wild, woody and rugged; part softened away into all the 
graces of cultivation. As we slowly floated along, I lay on 
the deck and watched them through a long summer’s day, 
undergoing a thousand mutations under the magical effects 
of atmosphere; sometimes seeming to approach; at other 
times to recede; now almost melting into hazy distance, 
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now burnished by the setting sun, until in the evening they 
printed themselves against the glowing sky in the deep 
purple of an Italian landscape.”

***

Limned upon the fair horizon, 
West from central Hudson’s tide, 
The fair form of Ontiora 
Throughout ages shall abide.

  Jared Barhete.
***

Catskill to Hudson.
Leaving Catskill dock, the Prospect Park Hotel looks 

down upon us from a commanding point on the west 
bank, while north of this can be seen Cole’s Grove, where 
Thomas Cole, the artist, lived, who painted the well-known 
series, the Voyage of Life. On the east side is Rodger’s 
Island, where it is said the last battle was fought between 
the Mahicans and Mohawks; and it is narrated that “as 
the old king of the Mahicans was dying, after the conflict, 
he commanded his regalia to be taken off and his succes-
sor put into the kingship while his eyes were yet clear to 
behold him. Over forty years had he worn it, from the time 
he received it in London from Queen Anne. He asked him 
to kneel at his couch, and, putting his withered hand across 
his brow, placed the feathery crown upon his head, and 
gave him the silver-mounted tomahawk — symbols of pow-
er to rule and power to execute. Then, looking up to the 
heavens, he said, as if in despair for his race, ‘The hills are 
our pillows, and the broad plains to the west our hunting-
grounds; our brothers are called into the bright wigwam of 
the Everlasting, and our bones lie upon the fields of many 
battles; but the wisdom of the dead is given to the living.’”

On the east bank of the Hudson, above this historic 
island, is the residence of Frederick E. Church, whose glow-
ing canvas has linked the Niagara with the Hudson. It com-
mands a wide view of the Berkshire Hills to the eastward, 
and westward to the Catskills. The hill above Rodgers’ 
Island, on the east bank, is known as Mount Merino, one of 
the first places to which Merino sheep were brought in this 
country.

Hudson, 115 miles from New York, was founded in 
the year 1784, by thirty persons from Providence, R. I., 
and incorporated as a city in 1785. The city is situated on 
a sloping promontory, bounded by the North and South 
Bays. Its main streets, Warren, Union and Allen, run east 
and west a little more than a mile in length, crossed by 
Front Street, First, Second, Third, etc. Main Street reaches 
from Promenade Park to Prospect Hill. The park is on the 
bluff just above the steamboat landing; we believe this 
city is the only one on the Hudson that has a promenade 
ground overlooking the river. It commands a fine view of 
the Catskill Mountains, Mount Merino, and miles of the 
river scenery. The city has always enjoyed the reputation 
of hospitality. It is the western terminus of the Hudson and 
Chatham division of the Boston & Albany Railroad, and also 
of the Kinderhook & Hudson Railway.

***

White fleecy clouds move slowly by. 
How cool their shadows fall to-day! 
A moment on the hills they lie 
And then like spirits glide away.

  Henry T. Tuckerman.
***

From an old-time English history we read that Hudson 
grew more rapidly than any other town in America except 
Baltimore. Standing at the head of ship navigation it would 
naturally have become a great port had it not been for the 
railway and the steamboat which made New York the em-
porium not only of the Hudson, but also of the continent.

Hudson had also a good sprinkling of Nantucket blood, 
and visitors from that quaint old town recognize in portico, 
stoop and window a familiar architecture.

Columbia Springs, an old-time resort with pleasant 
grove and white sulphur water, is four miles northeast of 
Hudson. Its medicinal qualities are attested by scores of 
physicians, and by hundreds who have been benefited and 
cured. The drive is pleasant and the return can be made 
through — 

Claverack, three and a half miles east of Hudson, a 
restful old-fashioned village situated at the crossing of the 
Old Post Road and the Columbia turnpike and county seat 
of Columbia in Knickerbocker days. The court house on 
its well-shaded street was for many years the home of the 
late Peter Hoffman. The Dutch Reformed Church, built of 
bricks brought from Holland, wears on its brow wrinkles 
of antiquity, emphasized by the date 1767 on its walls. It is 
said that General Washington encamped here, but there is 
no historical data to confirm the tradition. Claverack Falls 
is well worth a visit, which can easily be made in an after-
noon stroll. Copake Lake, to the southeast, can be reached 
by a drive of about twelve miles, a fine sheet of water ten 
miles in circumference, with a picturesque island connected 
to the main land by a causeway. Forty years ago a romantic 
ruin of a stone mansion still stood on this island, where the 
writer, when a boy, used to wander around the deserted 
rooms looking for ghosts, but the walls were torn down 
July 4, 1866, as the place was frequented every summer 
by a remnant of the old Stockbridge tribe. The neighbors 
thought the best way of getting rid of the “noble red men” 
was to burn up the hive. The mansion was built by a Miss 
Livingston, but she soon exchanged her island home for 
Florence and the classic associations of Italy. Bash-Bish, 
one mile from Copake Station on the Harlem Railroad, one 
of the most romantic glens in our country, has been visited 
and eulogized by Henry Ward Beecher, Bayard Taylor and 
many distinguished writers and travelers. Soon after leav-
ing Copake Station a beautiful carriage road, but extremely 
narrow, strikes the left bank of this mountain stream, and 
for a long distance follows its rocky channel. On the right 
a thickly wooded hill rises abruptly more than a thousand 
feet — a perfect wall of foliage from base to summit. A mile 
brings one to the lower falls; the upper falls are about a 
quarter of a mile farther up the gorge. The height of the 
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falls, with the rapids between, is about 300 feet above the 
little rustic bridge at the foot of the lower falls. The glen 
between is a place of wild beauty, with rocks and huge 
boulders “in random ruin piled.”

***

I saw the green banks of the castle-crowned Rhine, 
Where the grapes drink the moonlight and change into wine, 
But my heart would still yearn for the sound of the waves 
That sing as they flow by my forefather’s graves.

  Oliver Wendell Holmes.
***

Hillsdale Village has a beautiful location and affords 
a good central point for visiting Mount Everett, with its 
wide prospect (altitude 2,624 feet), Copake Lake six miles 
to the west, Bash-Bish Falls six miles south, and Po-ka-no 
five miles to the northeast, sometimes known as White’s 
Hill. The Po-ka-no, Columbia County’s noblest outlook, 
1,713 feet, commands the Hudson Valley for eighty miles; 
and the owner says that he saw the fireworks from there 
the night of the Newburgh centennial in 1883. From the 
summit can be seen “Monument Mountain” and the Green 
Mountains of Vermont. At its base glides the “Green River 
Creek,” which flows into the Housatonic near Great Bar-
rington. From this point the drive can be continued to 
North Egremont, South Egremont, Great Barrington and 
Monument Mountain. Before the days of railroads the 
Columbia turnpike was the great trade artery of the city of 
Hudson. It was interesting to hear William Cullen Bryant 
recount his experiences in driving from his home in Great 
Barrington over the well-known highway on his way to 
New York. The Housatonic and Harlem Railroads tapped its 
life and have left many a sleepy village along the route, 
once astir in staging days. The stone for Girard College 
was drawn from Massachusetts quarries over this route 
and shipped to Philadelphia from Hudson. The Lebanon 
Valley, in the northeastern part of the county, is considered 
one of the most beautiful in the State, and said by Sir Henry 
Vincent, the English orator, to resemble the far-famed val-
ley of Llangollen, in Wales. The Wy-a-mon-ack Creek flows 
through the valley, joining its waters with the Kinderhook. 
Quechee Lake is near at hand, where Miss Warner was 
born, author of “Queechee” and the “Wide Wide World.”

***

Welcome ye pleasant dales and hills, 
Where dream-like passed my early days! 
Ye cliffs and glens and laughing rills 
That sing unconscious hymns of praise!

  Wallace Bruce.
***

Lindenwald, a solid and substantial residence, home of 
President Martin Van Buren, where he died in 1862, is two 
miles from the pleasant village of Kinderhook. Columbia 
County just missed the proud distinction of rearing two 
presidents, as Samuel J. Tilden was born in the town of 
Lebanon. Elisha Williams, John Van Buren and many others 
have given lustre to her legal annals.

***

Ever fonder, ever dearer 
Seems our youth that hastened by, 
And we love to live in memory 
When our fond hopes fade and die.

  Wallace Bruce.
***

Hudson to Albany.
Athens. — Directly opposite Hudson, and connected with 

it by ferry, is the classically named village of Athens. An 
old Mahican settlement known as Potick was located a little 
back from the river. We are now in the midst of the great

”Ice Industry,” which reaches from below Staatsburgh 
to Castleton and Albany, well described by John Burroughs 
in his article on the Hudson: “No man sows, yet many men 
reap a harvest from the Hudson. Not the least important 
is the ice harvest, which is eagerly looked for, and counted 
upon by hundreds, yes, thousands of laboring men along 
its course. Ice or no ice sometimes means bread or no bread 
to scores of families, and it means added or diminished 
comforts to many more. It is a crop that takes two or three 
weeks of rugged winter weather to grow, and, if the water 
is very roily or brackish, even longer. It is seldom worked 
till it presents seven or eight inches of clear water ice. Men 
go out from time to time and examine it, as the farmer goes 
out and examines his grain or grass, to see when it will do 
to cut. If there comes a deep fall of snow the ice is ‘pricked’ 
so as to let the water up through and form snow ice. A 
band of fifteen or twenty men, about a yard apart, each 
armed with a chisel-bar, and marching in line, puncture 
the ice at each step, with a single sharp thrust. To and fro 
they go, leaving a belt behind them that presently becomes 
saturated with water. But ice, to be of first quality, must 
grow from beneath, not from above. It is a crop quite as 
uncertain as any other. A good yield every two or three 
years, as they say of wheat out west, is about all that can 
be counted upon. When there is an abundant harvest, after 
the ice houses are filled, they stack great quantities of it, 
as the farmer stacks his surplus hay. Such a fruitful winter 
was that of ‘74-5, when the ice formed twenty inches thick. 
The stacks are given only a temporary covering of boards, 
and are the first ice removed in the season. The cutting and 
gathering of the ice enlivens these broad, white, desolate 
fields amazingly. My house happens to stand where I look 
down upon the busy scene, as from a hill-top upon a river 
meadow in haying time, only here figures stand out much 
more sharply than they do from a summer meadow. There 
is the broad, straight, blue-black canal emerging into view, 
and running nearly across the river; this is the highway 
that lays open the farm. On either side lie the fields, or ice 
meadows, each marked out by cedar or hemlock boughs. 
The farther one is cut first, and when cleared, shows a 
large, long, black parallelogram in the midst of the plain 
of snow. Then the next one is cut, leaving a strip or tongue 
of ice between the two for the horses to move and turn 
upon. Sometimes nearly two hundred men and boys, with 
numerous horses, are at work at once, marking, plowing, 
planing, scraping, sawing, hauling, chiseling; some floating 
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down the pond on great square islands towed by a horse, 
or their fellow workmen; others distributed along the canal, 
bending to their ice-hooks; others upon the bridges sepa-
rating the blocks with their chisel bars; others feeding the 
elevators; while knots and straggling lines of idlers here 
and there look on in cold discontent, unable to get a job. 
The best crop of ice is an early crop. Late in the season or 
after January, the ice is apt to get ‘sun-struck,’ when it be-
comes ‘shaky,’ like a piece of poor timber. The sun, when he 
sets about destroying the ice, does not simply melt it from 
the surface — that were a slow process; but he sends his 
shafts into it and separates it into spikes and needles — in 
short, makes kindling-wood of it, so as to consume it the 
quicker. One of the prettiest sights about the ice harvest-
ing is the elevator in operation. When all works well, 
there is an unbroken procession of the great crystal blocks 
slowly ascending this incline. They go up in couples, arm 
in arm, as it were, like friends up a stairway, glowing and 
changing in the sun, and recalling the precious stones that 
adorned the walls of the celestial city. When they reach the 
platform where they leave the elevator, they seem to step 
off like things of life and volition; they are still in pairs and 
separate only as they enter upon the ‘runs.’ But here they 
have an ordeal to pass through, for they are subjected to a 
rapid inspection and the black sheep are separated from the 
flock; every square with a trace of sediment or earth-stain 
in it, whose texture is not perfect and unclouded crystal, is 
rejected and sent hurling down into the abyss; a man with 
a sharp eye in his head and a sharp ice-hook in his hand 
picks out the impure and fragmentary ones as they come 
along and sends them quickly overboard. Those that pass 
the examination glide into the building along the gentle 
incline, and are switched off here and there upon branch 
runs, and distributed to all parts of the immense interior.”

***

But when in the forest bare and old 
The blast of December calls, 
He builds in the starlight clear and cold 
A palace of ice where his torrent falls.

  William Cullen Bryant.
***

Where the frost trees shoot with leaf and spray 
And frost gems scatter a silver ray.

  William Cullen Bryant.
***

How fair the thronging pictures run, 
What joy the vision fills —  
The star-glow and the setting sun 
Amid the northern hills.

  Benjamin F. Leggett.
***

Passing west of the Hudson Flats we see North Bay, 
crossed by the New York Central Railroad. Kinderhook Creek 
meets the river about three miles north of Hudson, directly 
above which is Stockport Station for Columbiaville. Four 
Mile Light-house is now seen on the opposite bank. Nutten 

Hook, or Coxsackie Station, is four miles above Stockport. 
Opposite this point, and connected by a ferry, is the village 
of — 

Coxsackie (name derived from Kaak-aki, or place of 
wild geese, “aki” in Indian signifies place and it is singu-
lar to find the Indian word “Kaak” so near to the English 
“cackle”). Two miles north Stuyvesant Landing is seen on 
the east bank, the nearest station on the New York Central & 
Hudson River Railroad, by carriage, to Valatie and Kinder-
hook. The name Kinderhook is said to have had its origin 
from a point on the Hudson prolific in children; as the 
children were always out of doors to see the passing craft, 
it was known as Kinderhook, or “children’s point.” Pass-
ing Bronk’s Island, due west of which empties Coxsackie 
Creek, we see Stuyvesant Light-house on our right, and 
approach New Baltimore, a pleasant village on the west 
bank, with sloop and barge industry. About a mile above 
the landing is the meeting point of four counties: Greene 
and Albany on the west, Columbia and Rensselaer on the 
east. Beeren Island, connected with Coeyman’s Landing 
by small steamer, now a picnic resort, lies near the west 
bank, where it will be remembered the first white child was 
born on the Hudson. Here was the Castle of Rensselaertein, 
before which Antony Van Corlear read again and again 
the proclamation of Peter Stuyvesant, and from which he 
returned with a diplomatic reply, forming one of the most 
humorous chapters in Irving’s “Knickerbocker.” Thread-
ing our way through low-lying islands and river flats, and 
“slowing down” occasionally on meeting canal boats or 
other river craft, we pass Coeyman’s on our left and Lower 
Schodack Island on our right, due east of which is the sta-
tion of Schodack Landing. The writer of this handbook re-
members distinctly a winter’s evening walk from Schodack 
Landing, crossing the frozen Hudson and snow-covered 
island on an ill-defined trail. He was on his way to deliver 
his first lecture, February, 1868, and his subject was “The 
Legends and Poetry of the Hudson.” Since that time he has 
written and re-written many guides to the river, so that 
the present handbook is not a thing of yesterday. The next 
morning, on his return to Schodack, he had for his compan-
ion a young man from twenty or thirty miles inland, who 
had never seen a train of cars except in the distance. On 
reaching the railway, one of the New York expresses swept 
by, and as he caught the motion of the bell cord he turned 
and said: “Do they drive it with that little string?” Lower 
Schodack Island, Mills Plaat (also an island) and Upper 
Schodack Island reach almost to — 

Castleton, a pleasant village on the eastern bank, with 
main street lying close to the river. The cliffs, a few miles 
to the north, were known to the Indians as Scoti-ack, or 
place of the ever-burning council-fire, which gave the name 
of Schodack to the township, where King Aepgin, on the 
8th of April, 1680, sold to Van Rensselaer “all that tract of 
country on the west side of the Hudson, extending from 
Beeren Island up to Smack’s Island, and in breadth two 
days’ journey.”

***
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No spot in all the world where poetry and romance	are so 
closely blended with the heroic in history as along the banks 
of our Hudson.

Wallace Bruce.
***

The Mahican Tribe originally occupied all the east bank 
of the Hudson north of Roeliffe Jansen’s Kill, near German-
town, to the head waters of the Hudson; and on the west 
bank, from Cohoes to Catskill. The town of Schodack was 
central, and a signal displayed from the hills near Castleton 
could be seen for thirty miles in every direction. After the 
Mahicans left the Hudson, they went to Westenhook, or 
Housatonic, to the hills south of Stockbridge; and then, on 
invitation of the Oneidas, removed to Oneida County, in 
1785, where they lived until 1821, when, with other Indians 
of New York, they purchased a tract of land near Fox River, 
Minnesota.

Domestic clans or families of the Mahicans lingered 
around their ancient seats for some years after the close of 
the Revolution, but of them, one after another, it is written, 
“They disappeared in the night.” In the language of Tamer-
und at the death of Uncas, “The pale-faces are masters of 
the earth, and the time of the red men has not yet come 
again. My day has been too long. In the morning I saw the 
sons of Unami happy and strong; and yet before the night 
has come, have I lived to see the last warrior of the race of 
the Mahicans.”

***
Autumn had given uniformity of coloring to the woods. It 
varied now between copper and gold, and shone like an infi-
nitely rich golden embroidery on the Indian veil of mist which 
rested upon the heights along the Hudson.

Harriet Martineau.
***

According to Ruttenber, the names and location of the 
Indian tribes were not ascertained with clearness by the 
early Dutch settlers, but through documents, treaties and 
information, subsequently obtained, it is now settled that 
the Mahicans held possession “under sub-tribal organiza-
tions” of the east bank of the river from an undefined point 
north of Albany to the sea, including Long Island; that their 
dominion extended east to the Connecticut, where they 
joined kindred tribes; that on the west bank of the Hudson 
they ran down as far as Catskill, and west to Schenectady; 
that they were met on the west by the territory of the Mo-
hawks, and on the south by tribes of the Lenni Lenapes or 
Delawares, whose territory extended thence to the sea, and 
west to and beyond the Delaware River. The Mahicans had 
a castle at Catskill and at Cohoes Falls. The western side 
of the Hudson, above Cohoes, belonged to the Mohawks, 
a branch of the Iroquois. Therefore, as early as 1630, three 
great nations were represented on the Hudson — 

The Mahicans, the Delawares and the Iroquois. The 
early French missionaries refer to the “nine nations of 
Manhinyans, gathered between Manhattan and the envi-
rons of Quebec.” These several nations have never been 

accurately designated, although certain general divisions 
appear under the titles of Mohegan, Wappinger, Sequins, 
etc. “The government of the Mahicans was a democracy. 
The office was hereditary by the lineage of the wife; that is, 
the selection of a successor on the death of the chief, was 
confined to the female branch of the family.” According to 
Ruttenber, the precise relation between the Mahicans of the 
Hudson and the Mohegans under Uncas, the Pequot chief, 
is not known. In a foot-note to this statement, he says: “The 
identity of name between the Mahicans and Mohegans, 
induces the belief that all these tribes belonged to the same 
stock, — although they differed in dialect, in territory, and 
in their alliances.” The two words, therefore, must not be 
confounded.

***

Round about the Indian village 
Spread the meadows and the cornfields, 
Stood the groves of singing pine trees, 
And beyond them stood the forest,

  Henry W. Longfellow.
***

It is also pleasant to remember that the Mahicans as a 
tribe were true and faithful to us during the war of the 
Revolution, and when the six nations met in council at 
Oswego, at the request of Guy Johnson and other officers 
of the British army, “to eat the flesh and drink the blood of 
a Bostonian,” Hendrick, the Mahican, made the pledge for 
his tribe at Albany, almost in the eloquent words of Ruth to 
Naomi, “Thy people shall be our people, and whither thou 
goest we will be at your side.”

The Mourdener’s Kill, with its sad story of a girl tied by 
Indians to a horse and dragged through the valley, flows 
into the Hudson above Castleton. Two miles above this 
near the steamer channel will be seen Staats Island on the 
east, with an old stone house, said to be next in antiquity 
to the old Van Rensselaer House, opposite Albany. It is also 
a fact that this property passed directly to the ancestors of 
the present family, the only property in this vicinity never 
owned by the lord of the manor. Opposite the old stone 
house, the point on the west bank is known as Parda Hook, 
where it is said a horse was once drowned in a horse-race 
on the ice, and hence the name Parda, for the old Holland-
ers along the Hudson seemed to have had a musical ear, 
and delighted in accumulating syllables. (The word pard is 
used in Spenser for spotted horse, and still survives in the 
word leopard.)

The Castleton Bar or “overslaugh,” as it was known by 
the river pilots, impeded for years navigation in low water. 
Commodore Van Santvoord and other prominent citizens 
brought the subject before the State legislature, and work 
was commenced in 1863. In 1868 the United States Gov-
ernment very properly (as their jurisdiction extends over 
tide-water), assumed the completing of the dykes, which 
now stretch for miles along the banks and islands of the 
upper Hudson. Here and there along our route between 
Coxsackie and Albany will be seen great dredges deepen-
ing and widening the river channel. The plan provides 
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for a system of longitudinal dykes to confine the current 
sufficiently to allow the ebb and flow of the tidal-current 
to keep the channel clear. These dykes are to be gradually 
brought nearer together from New Baltimore toward Troy, 
so as to assist the entrance of the flood-current and increase 
its height.

***

Where Hudson winds his silver way 
And murmurs at the tardy stay, 
Impatient at delay.

  William Crow.
***

The engineers report that the greater part of the material 
carried in suspension in the Hudson river above Albany is 
believed to come from the Mohawk river, and its tributary 
the Schoharie river, while the sands and gravel that form 
the heavy and obstinate bars near Albany and chiefly be-
tween Albany and Troy, come from the upper Hudson.

The discharge of the Hudson between Troy and Albany 
at its lowest stage may be taken at about 3,000 cubic feet 
per second. The river supply, therefore, during that stage 
is inadequate in the upper part of the river for navigation, 
independent of tidal flow.

The greatest number of bars is between Albany and Troy, 
where the channel is narrow, and at least six obstructing 
bars, composed of fine and coarse gravel and coarse and 
fine sand, are in existence. In many places between Albany 
and Troy the navigable depth is reduced to 71/2 feet by the 
presence of these bars.

From Albany to New Baltimore the depths are vari-
able, the prevailing depth being 10 feet and over, with 
pools of greater depth separated by long cross-over bars, 
over which the greatest depth does not exceed 9 or 10 feet. 
Passing many delightful homes on the west bank and the 
mouth of the Norman’s Kill (Indian name Ta-wa-sentha, 
place of many dead) and the Convent of the Sacred Heart, 
we see Dow’s Point on the east and above this the — 

Van Rensselaer Place, with its port holes on either side 
of the door facing the river, showing that it was built in 
troublesome times. It is the oldest of the Patroon manor 
houses, built in 1640 or thereabouts. It has been said that 
the adaptation of the old tune now known as “Yankee 
Doodle” was made near the well in the grounds of the 
Van Rensselaer Place by Dr. Richard Shuckberg, who was 
connected with the British army when the Colonial troops 
from New England marched into camp at Albany to join 
the British regulars on their way to fight the French. The 
tune was known in New England before the Revolution as 
“Lydia Fisher’s Jig,” a name derived from a famous lady 
who lived in the reign of Charles II, and which has been 
perpetuated in the following rhyme:

Lucy Locket lost her pocket, 
Lydia Fisher found it; 
Not a bit of money in it, 
Only binding ‘round it.

The appearance of the troops called down the derision 
of the British officers, the hit of the doctor became known 
throughout the army, and the song was used as a method 
of showing contempt for the Colonials until after Lexington 
and Concord.

***

When life is old 
And many a scene forgot the heart will hold. 
Its memory of this.

  Fitz-Greene Halleck.
***

Rensselaer, on the east bank of the river, was incorpo-
rated in 1896 by the union of Greenbush and East Albany. 
The old name of Greenbush, which still survives in East 
Greenbush, four miles distant, was given to it by the old 
Dutch settlers, and it was probably a “green-bushed” place 
in early days. Now pleasant residences and villas look out 
upon the river from the near bank and distant hillsides. 
Two railroad bridges and a carriage bridge cross the Hud-
son at this point. During the French war in 1775, Greenbush 
was a military rendezvous, and in 1812 the United States 
Government established extensive barracks, whence troops 
were forwarded to Canada.

Albany, 144 miles from New York. (New York Central & 
Hudson River Railroad, Boston & Albany, West Shore, Dela-
ware and Hudson, the Hudson River Day Line and People’s 
Line.) Its site was called by the Indians Shaunaugh-ta-da 
(Schenectady), or the Pine Plains. It was next known by 
the early Dutch settlers as “Beverwyck,” “William Stadt,” 
and “New Orange.” The seat of the State Government was 
transferred from New York to Albany in 1798. In 1714, 
when 100 years old, it had a population of about 3,000, 
one-sixth of whom were slaves. In 1786 it increased to 
about 10,000. In 1676, the city comprised within the lim-
its of Pearl, Beaver and Steuben streets, was surrounded 
by wooden walls with six gates. They were 13 feet high, 
made of timber a foot square. It is said that a portion of 
these walls were remaining in 1812. The first railroad in the 
State and the second in the United States was opened from 
Albany to Schenectady in 1831. The pictures of these old 
coaches are very amusing, and the rate of speed was only 
a slight improvement on a well-organized stage line. From 
an old book in the State Library we condense the following 
description, presenting quite a contrast to the city of to-day: 
“Albany lay stretched along the banks of the Hudson, on 
one very wide and long street, parallel to the Hudson. The 
space between the street and the river bank was occupied 
by gardens. A small but steep hill rose above the centre of 
the town, on which stood a fort. The wide street leading 
to the fort (now State street) had a Market-Place, Guard-
House, Town Hall, and an English and Dutch Church, in 
the centre.”

***

I wandered afar from the land of my birth, 
I saw the old rivers renowned upon earth, 
But fancy still painted that wide-flowing stream 
With the many-hued pencil of infancy’s dream.

  Oliver Wendell Holmes.
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***
Tourists and others will be amply repaid in visiting the 

new Capitol building, at the head of State Street. It is open 
from nine in the morning until six in the evening. It is said 
to be larger than the Capitol at Washington, and cost more 
than any other structure on the American continent. The 
staircases, the wide corridors, the Senate chamber, the As-
sembly chamber, and the Court of Appeals room, attest the 
wealth and greatness of the Empire State. The visitor up 
State Street will note the beautiful and commanding spire 
of “St. Paul.” The Cathedral is also a grand structure. The 
population of Albany is now 100,000, and its growth is due 
to three causes: First, the Capitol was removed from New 
York to Albany in 1798. Then followed two great enterpris-
es, ridiculed at the time by every one as the Fulton Folly and 
Clinton’s Ditch — in other words, steam navigation, 1807, 
and the Erie Canal, 1825. Its name was given in honor of 
the Duke of Albany, although it is still claimed by some of 
the oldest inhabitants that, in the golden age of those far-off 
times, when the good old burghers used to ask the welfare 
of their neighbors, the answer was “All bonnie,” and hence 
the name of the hill-crowned city.

***

Canals, long winding, ope a watery flight, 
And distant streams and seas and lakes unite; 
From fair Albania toward the fading sun, 
Back through the midland lengthening channels run.

  Joel Barlow.
***

To condense from H. P. Phelps’s careful handbook of 
“Albany and the Capitol:” in 1614 a stockaded trading-
house was erected on an island below the city, well de-
fended for trading with the Indians. In 1617 another was 
built on the hill, near Norman’s Kill. The West Indian 
Company erected a fort in 1623 near the present landing 
of the Day Line. In 1664 the province fell into the hands of 
the English and the name was changed to Albany. In 1686 it 
was incorporated into a city. It was the meeting place of the 
Constitutional Congress 1754, the proposed Constitution 
of which, however, was never ratified. Washington visited 
it in 1783. The Erie Canal was opened in 1825, a railroad to 
Schenectady in 1832, the Hudson River in 1851, a consoli-
dated road to Buffalo in 1853, and the Susquehanna Railroad 
to Binghamton in 1869. State Street at one time was said to 
be the widest city thoroughfare in the country, after Penn-
sylvania Avenue in Washington. The English and Dutch 
Churches and other public buildings, once in the midst of 
it, but long since removed, account for its extra width. The 
State Capitol has a commanding site. The old Capitol build-
ing was completed in 1808. The corner-stone of the present 
building was laid June 24, 1871, and it has been occupied 
since January 7, 1879. According to Phelps, “the size of the 
structure impresses the beholder at once. It is 300 feet north 
and south by 400 feet east and west, and with the porticoes 
will cover three acres and seven square feet. The walls are 
108 feet high from the water-table, and all this worked out 
of solid granite brought, most of it, from Hallowell, Me.”

The impression produced varies with various persons. 
One accomplished writer finds it “not unlike that made by 
the photographs of those gigantic structures in the northern 
and eastern parts of India, which are seen in full series on 
the walls of the South Kensington, and by their barbaric 
profusion of ornamentation and true magnificence of 
design give the stay-at-home Briton some faint inkling of 
the empire which has invested his queen with another and 
more high-sounding title. Yet when close at hand the build-
ing does not bear out this connection with Indian architec-
ture of the grand style; it might be mere chance that at a 
distance there is a similarity; or it may be that the smallness 
of size in the decorations as compared to the structure itself 
explains fully why there is a tendency to confuse the eye by 
the number of projections, arches, pillars, shallow recesses, 
and what-not, which variegate the different facades. The 
confusion is not entirely displeasing; it gives a sense of 
unstinted riches, and represents the spirit that has reared 
the pile.”

***

Nor let the dear love of its children grow cold 
Till the channel is dry where its waters have rolled.

  Oliver Wendell Holmes.
***

The Governor’s room, the golden corridor, the Senate 
staircase, the Senate chamber, the Assembly chamber, and 
the Court of Appeals room are interesting alike for their 
architectural stone work, decorations and general finish. 
The State Library, dating from 1818, contains about 150,000 
volumes. The Clinton papers, including Andre’s docu-
ments captured at Tarrytown, are the most interesting of 
many valuable manuscripts. Here also are a sword and 
pistol once belonging to General Washington. The Museum 
of Military Records and Relics contains over 800 battle flags 
of State regiments, with several ensigns captured from the 
enemy. Near the Capitol are the State Hall and City Hall, 
and on the right, descending State Street, the Geological 
Hall, well worthy an extended visit. The present St. Peter’s 
Episcopal Church, third upon the site, is of Schenectady 
blue stone with brown trimmings. Its tower contains “a 
chime of eleven bells and another bell marked 1751, which 
is used only to ring in the new year.” Washington Park, 
consisting of eighty acres and procured at a cost of one 
million dollars, reached by a pleasant drive or by electric 
railway, is a delightful resort. It is noted for its grand trees, 
artistic walks and floral culture. Several fine statues are also 
worthy of mention, notably that of Robert Burns (Charles 
Calverley, sculptor), erected by money left for this purpose 
by Mrs. McPherson, under the careful and tasteful supervi-
sion of one of Albany’s best-known citizens, Mr. Peter Kin-
near. A view from Washington Park takes in the Catskills 
and the Helderberg Mountains.

***
No wonder that his countrymen today, led by the Congress 
of this great Republic, celebrate the transaction and the scene 
where Washington refused to accept a crown.

William M. Evarts.
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***
And now, while waiting to “throw out the plank,” which 

puts a period to our Hudson River division, we feel like 
congratulating ourselves that the various goblins which 
once infested the river have become civilized, that the 
winds and tides have been conquered, and that the nine-
day voyage of Hendrick Hudson and the “Half Moon” has 
been reduced to the nine-hour system of the Hudson River 
Day Line.

Those who have traveled over Europe will certainly ap-
preciate the quiet luxury of an American steamer; and this 
first introduction to American scenery will always charm 
the tourist from other lands. No single day’s journey in any 
land or on any stream can present such variety, interest, 
and beauty, as the trip of one hundred and forty-four miles 
from New York to Albany. The Hudson is indeed a goodly 
volume, with its broad covers of green lying open on either 
side; and it might in truth be called a condensed history, for 
there is no other place in our country where poetry and 
romance are so strangely blended with the heroic and the 
historic, — no river where the waves of different civiliza-
tions have left so many waifs upon the banks. It is classic 
ground, from the “wilderness to the sea,” and will always 
be the poets’ corner of our country: the home of Irving, 
Willis, and Morris, — of Fulton, Morse, and Field, — of Cole, 
Audubon, and Church, — and of scores besides, whose 
names are household words.

***

The Hudson’s cable-tow of yore 
Bound gallant sire and sturdy son 
With hearty grasp from shore to shore 
For Robert Burns and Washington.

  Wallace Bruce.
***

The Upper Hudson.
Albany to Saratoga.
Delaware and Hudson Railway.
A pleasant tour awaits the traveler who continues his 

journey north from Albany, where the Delaware and Hudson 
train for Saratoga is ready at the landing on the arrival of 
the steamer. A half hour’s run along the west bank gives us 
a glimpse of Troy across the river with the classical named 
hills Mount Ida and Mount Olympus. Two streams, the 
Poestenkill and the Wynant’s Kill, approach the river on 
the east bank through narrow ravines, and furnish excel-
lent water power. In the year 1786 it was called Ferryhook. 
In 1787, Rensselaerwyck. In the fall of 1787 the settlers 
began to use the name of Vanderheyden, after the family 
who owned a great part of the ground where the city now 
stands. January 9, 1789 the freeholders of the town met and 
gave it the name of Troy. The “Hudson,” the “Erie,” and the 
“Champlain” Canals have contributed to its growth. The 
city, with many busy towns, which have sprung up around 
it — Cohoes, Lansingburg, Waterford, etc., is central to a 
population of at least 100,000 people. The Rensselaer Poly-

technic Institute, the oldest engineering school in America, 
has a national reputation.

Cohoes, where the Mohawk joins the Hudson, has one of 
the finest water powers in the country. Its name is of Indian 
origin and signifies “the island at the falls.” This was the 
division line between the Mahicans and the Mohawks, and 
when the water is in full force it suggests in graceful curve 
and sweep a miniature Niagara. The view from the double-
truss iron bridge (960 feet in length), looking up or down 
the Mohawk, is impressive.

***

Oh, be my falls as bright as thine! 
May heaven’s relenting rainbow shine 
Upon the mist that circles me, 
As soft as now it hangs o’er thee!

  Thomas Moore.
***

Passing through Waterford, and Mechanicville which 
lies partly in the township of Stillwater, with its historic 
records of Bemis Heights and burial place of Ellsworth, the 
first martyr of the Civil war, we come to — 

Round Lake, nineteen miles north of Troy, and thirteen 
south of Saratoga, near a beautiful sheet of water, three 
miles in circumference, called by the Indians Ta-nen-da-ho-
wa, which interpreted, signifies Round Lake. The camp-
meeting and assembly grounds consist of 200 acres. The 
air is pure and invigorating and the grove and cottages 
inviting. The drives in the vicinity are delightful to Sara-
toga Lake, to the Hudson River, to the historic battlefields 
of Bemis Heights and Stillwater.

Ballston Spa, thirty-one miles from Albany, is the county 
seat of Saratoga. Here are several well-known mineral 
springs, with chemical properties similar to the springs of 
Saratoga. Over ninety years ago Benjamin Douglas, father 
of Hon. Stephen A. Douglas, built a log house, near the 
“Old Spring,” for the accommodation of invalids and trav-
elers, and at one time it looked as if Saratoga would have 
a vigorous rival at her very doors; but its hotel glory has 
departed and the old “Sans Souci” of the days of Washing-
ton Irving is a thing of the past.

***

A gallant army formed their last array 
Upon that field, in silence and deep gloom, 
And at their conqueror’s feet, 
Laid their war-weapons down.

  Fitz-Greene Halleck.
***

Saratoga, thirty-eight miles north of Albany, one hun-
dred and eighty-two miles from New York, is the greatest 
watering place of the continent. Its development has been 
wonderful, and puts, as it were, in large italics, the pros-
perity of our country. The first white man to visit the place 
was Sir William Johnson, who, in 1767, was conveyed there 
by his Mohawk friends, in the hope that the waters might 
afford relief from the serious effects of a gunshot wound in 
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the thigh, received eight years before in the battle of Lake 
George, at which time his army defeated the French legions 
under Baron Dieskau. It was not until the year 1773, six 
years after Sir William Johnson’s initial visit, that the first 
clearing was made and the first cabin erected by Derick 
Scowten. Owing, however, to misunderstandings with 
his red neighbors, he shortly afterwards left. A year later, 
George Arnold, from Rhode Island, took possession of the 
vacated Scowten House, and conducted it with some de-
gree of success for about two years. Arnold was in turn fol-
lowed by Samuel Norton, who failed to make the venture 
successful, owing to the outbreak of the Revolution. Norton 
was succeeded in 1783 by his son, who sold out in 1787 to 
Gideon Morgan, who, in the same year, made the property 
over to Alexander Bryan. Bryan became the first permanent 
settler after the close of the war. The prosperity of the vil-
lage began in 1789, with the advent of Gideon Putnam, but 
the wooden inns and hotels of 1830, which seemed palatial 
in those days, would get lost even in one of the parlors of 
the mammoth hotels which now line the main street of the 
village. Chief among these hotels, we mention the — 

”United States,” a grand and princely building of noble 
frontage with a bright and spacious interior court, complet-
ed in June, 1874. It constitutes one continuous line of build-
ings, six stories high, over fifteen hundred feet in length, 
containing nine hundred and seventeen rooms for guests, 
and is the largest hotel in the world.

The American-Adelphi near at hand, also fronting Broad-
way, always cheery and delightful under the management 
of its popular owner and proprietor, Mr. George A. Farn-
ham, has one of the finest locations in Saratoga, combining 
comfort, good attention, a fine table, and every convenience 
of a first-class house. One thing is sure, those who go to the 
“American” return again and again.

The Speedway, the Race Track, and Driveways. — Sara-
toga can justly feel proud of her material growth and 
progress in many directions during the last decade, and 
prominent among her varied attractions are the Speedway 
and Race Track. Mr. W. C. Whitney and many other promi-
nent men have contributed liberally in this direction. The 
Electric Line to Saratoga Lake is also one of the features of 
the village, and furnishes a delightful forenoon or after-
noon’s outing.

***

And boyhood’s love and fireside-listened tales 
Are rushing on your memories, as ye breathe 
That valley’s storied name, —  
Field of the Grounded Arms.

  Fitz-Greene Halleck.
***

The Springs. — The most prominent springs in and about 
Saratoga are the Hathorn, the Patterson and the Congress. 
The popularity of the Hathorn is attested by the universal 
sale of its bottled waters throughout the United States. The 
Patterson has won a wide reputation which its excellence 
deserves.

Historic Saratoga. — But in the midst of this throbbing, 
gay and delightful Saratoga, we must not forget that it was 
here the fathers of the Republic achieved their most deci-
sive victory. The battle was fought in the town of Stillwater, 
at Bemis Heights, two and a half miles from the Hudson. 
The defeat of St. Leger and the triumph of Stark at Ben-
nington filled the American army with hope. Burgoyne’s 
army advanced September 19, 1777. The battle was sharply 
contested. At night the Americans retired into their camp, 
and the British held the field. From September 20th to Oc-
tober 7th the armies looked each other in the face, each side 
satisfied from the first day’s struggle that their opponents 
were worthy foemen. The Americans had retaken Ticond-
eroga and Lake George. Burgoyne had no place to retreat, 
and the lines were slowly but surely closing in around him. 
October 7th Burgoyne commenced the battle, but in half an 
hour his line was broken. He attempted to rally his troops 
in person, but they could not stand before the impetuous 
charge of the Americans. He was compelled to order a full 
retreat, and fell back on the heights above Schuylerville. 
The Americans surrounded him, and he surrendered. It 
was a decisive victory, and cheered the friends of freedom, 
not only in America, but in the English House of Com-
mons.

***

The leaves were red with crimson 
And then brave Gates did cry, 
‘Tis diamond now cut diamond, 
We’ll beat them boys or die.

  Ballads of the Revolution.
***

Mount McGregor, where General Grant died, associates 
the Saratoga of the Revolution with the story of our Civil 
War. Near the monument to the old heroes at Schuylerville, 
where Burgoyne surrendered, a monument to the Boys 
in Blue was dedicated in 1904. It was the privilege of the 
writer to be the poet of the occasion, and in his lines “The 
Flag They Bore,” to bind the noble memorials of those who 
made and those who saved the Republic.

Two monuments in triumph stand 
To catch with joy the morning sun, 
One chorus joins them hand in hand —  
Heroes of Grant and Washington.

And wider yet the chorus leaps! 
Two famous hills the song unites, 
As Mount MacGregor’s anthem sweeps 
Across the plains to Bemis Heights.

In Nathaniel Bartlett Sylvester’s book, entitled “Histori-
cal Sketches of Northern New York and the Adirondack 
Wilderness,” we learn that the earliest date in which the 
word Saratoga appears in history is 1684, and was then the 
name of an old hunting ground on both sides of the Hud-
son. Its interpretations have been various. Some say “The 
Hillside Country of the Great River;” others, the place of 
swift waters, while Morgan, in his “League of the Iro-
quois,” says the signification of Saratoga is lost.

Whatever the origin of the name whether from the old 
High Rock spring or a “reach of the river,” one thing is 
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sure: Saratoga is the most attractive point in the country as 
a gathering place for conventions and large meetings, and, 
in response to the growing demand for adequate facilities, 
a splendid convention hall, with a seating capacity for five 
thousand people, has been erected by the town authorities. 
It is a striking architectural addition to Saratoga’s attrac-
tions.

In 1907 over fifty thousand “Knights” gathered here and 
were hospitably entertained.

***

And such were Saratoga’s victors — such 
The yeoman-brave, whose deeds and death have given 
A glory to her skies, 
A music to her name.

  Fitz-Greene Halleck.
***

Saratoga to the Adirondacks.
The Adirondack Railway division of the Delaware and Hud-

son furnishes one of the pleasantest excursions to the north 
woods. The traveler passes along the romantic and pictur-
esque valley of the upper Hudson — through King’s, South 
Corinth, Jessup’s Landing to Hadley (the railroad station 
for Luzerne, a charming village at the junction of the Hud-
son and the Sacandaga); then through Stony Creek, Thur-
man, thirty-six miles from Saratoga Springs, at the junc-
tion of the Schroon and the Hudson; the Glen, forty-four 
miles; Riverside, fifty miles (for Schroon Lake), pleasurable 
throughout, to North Creek, where “Concord coaches” and 
patent-covered spring buck-boards are in waiting for Blue 
Mountain Lake — distance about thirty miles, through a 
beautiful romantic country.

The water route from this point is as follows: Through 
Blue Mountain Lake and Utowana to the outlet, a distance 
of seven miles, where a “Railway Carry,” something less 
than a mile, brings the traveler to a fairy-like steamer on 
Marion River. The river trip is twelve miles to Forked Lake.

Arriving at “Forked Lake Carry,” one-half mile brings 
us to Forked Lake, where the traveler gets his first real 
mountain bill of fare. From this point we took a guide to 
Long Lake. There is a short cut from this point over to the 
Tupper Lakes, which we can commend in every particular, 
and the tourist can either return to Long Lake and continue 
his route to the Saranacs, or go to the Saranacs direct from 
Lake Tupper.

From this point we visit Keene Flats, a charming and 
healthful spot, only five miles from the “Lower Ausable 
Pond.” These ponds, the “Lower” and “Upper,” are unri-
valed in beauty and grandeur. They lie at the foot of Mount 
Marcy, Haystack, the Gothics, and Mount Bartlett.

***
‘Twas in the mellow autumn time 
When I, an idler from the town, 
With gun and rod was lured to climb 
Those peaks where fresh the Hudson takes 
His tribute from an hundred lakes.

  Charles Fenno Hoffman.

***

Saratoga to Lake George.
The traveler will find trains and excursions to suit his 

convenience from Saratoga to our fairest lake. His route 
takes him through Gansevoort and Fort Edward to Glens 
Falls with the narrowing and bright-flowing Hudson for a 
companion. About one mile beyond Fort Edward Station, 
near the railway on the right, stood, until recently, the tree 
where Jane McCrea was murdered by Indians during the 
Revolution. From Glens Falls the tourist proceeds over the 
well-conducted Lake George division of the Delaware and 
Hudson, and soon finds himself in the midst of a historic 
and romantic region. About half way to the lake stands a 
monument to Col. Ephraim Williams, killed at the battle of 
Lake George in 1755, erected by the graduates of Williams 
College, which he founded. Bloody Pond, a little farther 
on, sleeps calm and blue in the sunlight in spite of its tragic 
name and associations, and soon Lake George, girt-round 
by mountains, greets our vision, stretching away in beauty 
to the north.

Near the railway station on the ninth of September, 1903, 
a monument was unveiled commemorating the battle of 
Lake George one hundred and forty-eight years before. 
The monument embodies the heroic figures of Sir William 
Johnson and King Hendrick the Indian chief. It represents 
the Indian chief demonstrating to General Johnson the 
futility of dividing his forces. Governor Odell of New York, 
Governor Guild of Massachusetts, Governor Chamberlain 
of Connecticut, and Governor McCulloch of Vermont and 
others delivered appropriate addresses.

The Trossachs of America. — Capt. Wm. R. Lord, author 
of “Reminiscences of a Sailor,” in a recent article contribut-
ed to a Scottish paper, has happily called Lake George and 
its surroundings “The Trossachs of America.” In writing 
of the autumn season he says: “Its similarity to the Tros-
sachs of Scotland impresses one most vividly as seen at this 
season; the mountains are clothed in a garb, the prevailing 
color of which is purple, reminding me of a previous visit 
through the Scottish Highlands when the heather was in 
full bloom. I at that time felt it to be impossible that any 
other place on the face of the globe could equal the mag-
nificently imposing grandeur of the ‘Trossachs.’ I must, 
however, freely admit that in its power of changing beauty 
this region of America fully equals, if it does not surpass it. 
Deeds of ‘derring-do,’ enacted in these mountain fastnesses 
in days gone by, still add to make the comparison more 
close. Our path at times seemed to be literally strewn with 
roses, for the different colored leaves that carpeted our way 
conveyed that thought. The depth and variegated beauty of 
coloring that marks this season of decaying foliage, would 
enrapture the heart of an artist. In my vocation I have had 
occasion to visit the four quarters of the globe, but never 
have I seen tints so strikingly beautiful.”

***
The early fragments of our Colonial poetry and Revolution-
ary ballads are chanted in the midst of such profound silence 
and loneliness that they sound spectrally to our ears.

Bayard Taylor.
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***
Lake George, called by the French “Lac St. Sacrament,” 

was discovered by Father Jacques, who passed through 
it in 1646, on his way to the Iroquois, by whom he was 
afterward tortured and burned. It is thirty-six miles long 
by three miles broad. Its elevation is two hundred and 
forty-three feet above the sea. The waters are of remarkable 
transparency; romantic islands dot its surface, and elegant 
villas line its shores. Fort William Henry and Ticonderoga, 
situated at either end of the lake, were the salients respec-
tively of the two most powerful nations upon the globe. 
France and England sent great armies, which crossed 
each other’s track upon the ocean, the one entering the St. 
Lawrence, the other the harbor of New York. Their respec-
tive colonies sent their thousands to swell the number of 
trained troops, while tribes of red men from the south and 
the north were marshalled by civilized genius to meet in 
hostile array upon these waters, around the walls of the 
forts, and at the base of the hills. In 1755, General Johnston 
reached Lake St. Sacrament, to which he gave the name of 
Lake George, “not only in honor of his Majesty, but to as-
sert his undoubted dominion here.”

***
The progress of that October month had been like the stately 
march of an Orient army, with all the splendor of blazing ban-
ners. It looked as though the glories of the sunset had been 
distilled into it decked with the glowing hues of crimson, scar-
let and gold.

John Henry Brandow.
***

The village of Lake George is situated at the head of the 
lake. It contains two churches, a court house, and a num-
ber of pretty residences. Just behind the court house is the 
bay where Montcalm landed his cannon, and where his 
entrenchments began. It ran across the street to the rising 
ground beyond the Episcopal church.

Fort William Henry Hotel is the largest and best ap-
pointed hotel on Lake George. It has a most beautiful and 
commanding location, and the view from its great piazza is 
one long to be remembered. The piazza is twenty-four feet 
in width and supported by a row of Corinthian columns 
thirty feet high. The outlook from it at all times is enchant-
ing, commanding as it does the level reaches of the lake for 
miles, with picturesque islands and promontories.

About twelve miles from the hotel is Fourteen-mile Is-
land which, with a number of others, form “The Narrows.” 
The lake here is 400 feet deep, much fishing is done, and in 
the right season hunting parties start out. Black Mountain, 
the monarch of the lake, rises over two thousand feet above 
its waters (being 2,661 feet above tide), and from the sum-
mit a magnificent view is obtained of Lake Champlain, the 
Green Mountains, the Adirondacks, and the distant course 
of the Hudson.

A carriage drive to Schroon Lake and conveyance from 
Schroon Village to Adirondack resorts can be made from 
Lake George.

Those who have only a day can make a delightful excur-
sion from Saratoga to Caldwell by rail, then through the 
lake to Baldwin, and thence by rail to Saratoga, or via Bald-
win and up the lake to Caldwell, and so to Saratoga. But, 
to get the full beauty of this unrivaled lake, the trip should 
be made with less haste, for there is no more delightful 
place in the world to spend a week, a month, or an entire 
summer. Its immediate surroundings present much to 
interest the student of history and legend; and to lovers of 
the beautiful it acknowledges no rivals. The elevation and 
absolute purity of air make it a desirable place for the tour-
ist. It is 346 feet above the level of the sea, 247 feet above 
Lake Champlain, and is now brought within six hours of 
New York City by the enterprise of the Delaware & Hudson 
Co. It is a great question, and we talk it over every time we 
see the genial Passenger Traffic Manager of this enterpris-
ing line, whether Lake George or Lake Luzerne, in Swit-
zerland, is the more beautiful. We were just deciding last 
summer, on the steamer “Horicon,” that Lake George was 
more beautiful, but not so wild, when, as if the spirit of the 
lake were roused, a great black squall suddenly came over 
the mountains, and, the “crystal lake” for a few minutes, 
was as wild as any one might desire. We all were glad to 
see her smile again as she did half an hour afterward in the 
bright sunlight.

***

Oh the mystical glory that crowns them 
Reflected in river and lake, 
Like a fire that burns through the firs and ferns 
By the paths that the wild deer take.

  Eben E. Rexford.
***

“At its widest point Lake George measures about four 
miles, but at other places it is less than one mile in width. 
It is dotted with islands; how many we do not know 
exactly — nobody does; but tradition, which passes among 
the people of the district for history and truth, says there 
is exactly one island for every day in the year, or 365 in all. 
Whatever their real number they all are beautiful, although 
some of them are barely large enough to support a flag-
staff, and they all seem to fit into the scene so thoroughly 
that each one seems necessary to complete the charm. On 
either side are high hills, in some places rising gently from 
the shores, and in others beetling up from the surface of 
the water with a rugged cliff, or time-worn mass of rocks, 
which reminds one of the wild bits of rocky scenery that 
make up the savage beauty of the Isle of Skye.

“Its clearness is something extraordinary. From a small 
boat, in many places, the bottom can be seen. Indeed, so 
mysteriously beautiful is the water that many visitors 
spend a day in a rowboat gazing into it at different points.”

***

Each islet of green which the bright waters hold 
Like emeralds fresh from their bosom rolled.

  Charles Fenno Hoffman.
***
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Charles Dudley Warner says: “Bolton, among a host of 
attractive spots on the lake, holds, in my opinion, a rank 
among the two or three most interesting points. There is 
no point of Lake George where the views are so varied 
or more satisfactory, excepting the one from Sabbath-day 
Point. At Bolton the islets which dot the surface of the lake 
whose waters are blue as the sea in the tropics, carry the 
eye to the rosy-tinted range which includes Pilot, Buck 
and Erebus Mountains, and culminates in the stateliness of 
Black Mountain. Or, looking northwest, the superb masses 
of verdure on Green Island are seen mirrored on the bur-
nished surface of the lake. Behind rises the mighty divid-
ing wall called Tongue Mountain, which seems to separate 
the lake in twain, for Ganouskie, or Northwest Bay, five 
miles long, is in effect a lake by itself, with its own peculiar 
features.” The Champlain Transportation Company runs 
a regular line of steamboats the entire length of the lake, 
making three round trips daily, except Sunday. The “Hori-
con” is a fine side-wheel steamer, 203 feet long and 52 feet 
wide, and will accommodate, comfortably, 1,000 people.

At Fort Ti the tourist can continue his northern route via 
the Delaware & Hudson to Hotel Champlain, Plattsburgh, 
Rouse’s Point, or Montreal, or through Lake Champlain by 
steamer. The ruins of Fort Ti, like old Fort Putnam at West 
Point, are picturesque, and will well repay a visit.

***

Far off the dreaming waters lie, 
White cascades leap in snowy foam, 
Lake Champlain mirrors cloud and sky, 
The Hudson seeks his ocean home.

  Benjamin F. Leggett.
***

Lake George to the Adirondacks.
The reader who does not visit Lake George may feel 

that he is switched off on a side-track at Fort Edward; so, 
coming to his rescue, we return and resume our northern 
journey via the main line, through Dunham’s Basin, Smith’s 
Basin, Fort Ann, and Comstock’s Landing, to — 

Whitehall, at the head of Lake Champlain. From this 
point north the Delaware & Hudson crosses all thresholds for 
the Adirondacks, and shortens the journey to the moun-
tain districts. It passes through five mountain ranges, the 
most southerly, the Black Mountain range, terminating in 
Mt. Defiance, with scattering spurs coming down to the 
very shore of the lake. The second range is known as the 
Kayaderosseras, culminating in Bulwagga Mountain. The 
third range passes through the western part of Schroon, the 
northern part of Moriah and centre of Westport, ending in 
Split Rock Mountain. The fourth range, the Bouquet range, 
ends in high bluffs on Willsboro Bay. Here the famous Red-
Hook Cut is located, and the longest tunnel on the line.

The fifth range, known as the Adirondack Range, as it 
includes the most lofty of the Adirondack Mountains, viz.: 
McIntyre, Colden and Tahawas, ends in a rocky promon-
tory known as Tremblau Point, at Port Kent.

***

Afar the misty mountains piled, 
The Adirondacks soaring free, 
The dark green ranges lone and wild, 
The Catskills looking toward the sea.

  Benjamin F. Leggett.
***

No wonder, with these mountain ranges to get through, 
that the subject was agitated year after year, and it was only 
when the Delaware and Hudson Company placed their 
powerful shoulder to the wheel, that the work began to 
go forward. For these mountains meant tunnels, and rock 
cuts, and bridges, and cash. Leaving Whitehall, we enter 
a tunnel near the old steamboat landing, cross a marsh, 
which must have suggested the beginning of the Pilgrim’s 
Progress, for it seemed almost bottomless, and pass along 
the narrow end of the lake, still marked by light-houses, 
where steamers once struggled and panted “like fish out of 
water,” fulfilling the Yankee’s ambition of running a boat 
on a heavy dew. Then winding in and out along the shore, 
we proceed to — 

Ticonderoga, 23 miles from Whitehall. Here terminates 
the first range of the Adirondacks, to which we have 
already referred, viz.: Mount Defiance. Steamers connect 
with the train at this point on Lake Champlain, also with a 
railroad for Lake George. Near the station we get a view of 
old Port Ticonderoga, where Ethan Allen breakfasted early 
one morning, and said grace in a brief and emphatic man-
ner. The lake now widens into a noble sheet of water; we 
cross the Lake George outlet, enter a deep rock-cut, which 
extends a distance of about 500 feet, and reach Crown Point 
thirty-four miles north of Whitehall. Passing along the 
shore of Bulwagga Bay we come to — 

Port Henry, 40 miles from Whitehall. A few miles fur-
ther the railroad leaves the lake at Mullen Brook, the first 
departure since we left Whitehall, and we are greeted with 
cultivated fields and a charming landscape.

Westport, 51 miles from Whitehall, is the railroad station 
for — 

Elizabethtown, the county seat of Essex. It is about eight 
miles from the station, nestled among the mountains. A 
county consisting mostly of mountain scenery could have 
no happier location for a head-centre. Elizabethtown forms 
a most delightful gateway to the Adirondacks either by 
stage route or pedestrian tour.

***

A health to Ethan Allen and our commander Gates; 
To Lincoln and to Washington whom every Tory hates; 
Likewise unto our Congress, God grant it long to reign, 
Our country’s right and justice forever to maintain.

  Saratoga Revolutionary Ballad.
***

A short distance north of Westport we enter the well-
cultivated Bouquet Valley, and after a pleasant run come 
to Wellsboro Falls, where we enter seven miles of rock 
cutting. The road is about 90 feet above the lake, and the 
cuts in many places from 90 to 100 feet high. After leav-
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ing Red-Rock cut, we pass through a tunnel 600 feet long. 
Crossing Higby’s Gorge and rounding Tremblau Mountain, 
we reach — 

Port Kent, the connecting point for the progressive vil-
lage of Keeseville.

Ausable Chasm, is only three miles from the station of 
Port Kent. It is many years since we visited the Chasm, 
but its pictures are still stamped upon our mind clearly 
and definitely — the ledge at Birmingham Falls, the Flume, 
the Devil’s Pulpit, and the boat ride on the swift current. 
Indeed, the entire rock-rift, almost two miles in length, left 
an impression never to be effaced. The one thing especially 
peculiar, on account of the trend of the rock-layers was the 
illusion that we were floating up stream, and that the river 
compressed in these narrow limits, had “got tired” of find-
ing its way out, until it thought that the easiest way was to 
run up hill and get out at the top.

***

Hear what the gray-haired woodmen tell 
Of this wild stream and its rocky dell.

  William Cullen Bryant.
***

Bluff Point. — On a commanding site 200 feet above the 
lake some three miles south of Plattsburgh, stands the su-
perb “Hotel Champlain” commanding a view far-reaching 
and magnificent, from the Green Mountains on the east to 
the Adirondacks on the west. The hotel grounds comprise 
the same number of acres as the islands of Lake George, 
365. The hotel is 400 feet long. We condense the following 
description from the “Delaware and Hudson Guide-book,” 
which we can heartily endorse from many personal visits:

“Resolute has been the struggle here with nature, where 
rocks, tangled forest and matted roots crowned the chosen 
spot; but upon the broad, smooth plateau finally created 
the Hotel Champlain has been placed, and all the sur-
rounding forest, its solitudes still untamed, has been con-
verted into a superb park, threaded with drives and bridle 
paths. At the foot of the gradual western slope of the ridge 
the handsome station of Bluff Point has been located beside 
the main line of the Delaware & Hudson Railroad, the chief 
highway of pleasure and commercial travel between New 
York, Saratoga, Lake George, the Adirondacks and Canada.

“From the station where the coaches of the hotel await 
expected guests, a winding pike, the very perfection of a 
road, leads up the hill. From the carriage, as it rises to the 
crest, a wondrous outlook to the westward is opened to 
view. Nearly a thousand square miles of valley, lake and 
mountain are within range of the eye or included in the 
area encircled by visible peaks. As the porch of the hotel 
is reached, the view, enhanced by the fine foreground, is 
indeed beautiful, but still finer is the grandeur of the scene 
from the arches of the tall central dome of the house.

“To the southward we see Whiteface, showing, late in 
spring and early in autumn, its coronet of almost perpetual 
snow; and in a grand circle still more southward we see 
in succession McIntyre, Marcy (both over 5,000 feet high), 

Haystack, Dix, the Gothic peaks, Hurricane and the Giant. 
This noble sisterhood of mountains rises from the very 
heart of the wilderness, and yet the guests at the Hotel 
Champlain may reach any portion of their environment 
within a few hours.”

The fine equipment and frequent train service of the Del-
aware & Hudson between New York and Bluff Point without 
change, by daylight or at night, and the direct connection 
of the same line with the Hudson River steamboats, places 
this resort high upon the list of available summering points 
in the dry and healthful north for families from the metrop-
olis. Travel from the west, coming down the St. Lawrence 
River, or through Canada via Montreal, will find Bluff Point 
easy to reach; while from the White Mountains and New 
England seashore resorts it is accessible by through trains 
via St. Albans or Burlington.

The western shore of Lake Champlain forms the mar-
gin of the most varied and altogether delightful wilder-
ness to be found anywhere upon this continent east of the 
Rocky Mountains. The serried peaks to the westward are 
in plain view from its shores, their foot-hills ending in lofty 
and often abrupt ridges where they meet the lake. Three 
impetuous rivers, the Saranac, the Salmon and the Aus-
able, flow down from the cool, clear lakes, hidden away in 
the wildwood, and, breaking through this barrier at and in 
the vicinity of Plattsburgh, contribute not only to the lucid 
waters of Lake Champlain but greatly to the picturesque 
variety of the region.

***

There lie broad acres laced with rills 
And gemmed with lake and pond 
Behind a wave of wooded hills 
And mountain peaks beyond.

  Benjamin F. Leggett.
***

Plattsburgh, 168 miles from Albany, at the mouth of the 
Saranac, is a delightful threshold to the Adirondacks. The 
northern part of Lake Champlain offers special attractions 
to camping parties. The shores and islands abound in excel-
lent sites. Lake Champlain is also replete with interest to 
the historian. The ruins of Fort St. Anne are still seen on the 
north end of the Isle La Mott, built by the French in 1660. 
Valcour Strait, where one of the battles of ‘76 was fought; 
Valcour’s Island, where lovers came from far and near, 
built air castles, wandered through these shady groves for 
a season or two, and then vanished from sight, bankrupt in 
everything but mutual affection; Cumberland Bay, with its 
victory, September, 1814, when the British were driven back 
to Canada; and many other points which can be visited by 
steamer or yacht.

It is thirty years since I made my first trip to the Saranacs 
and I remember well the long journey of those early days, 
but now we can step aboard a well equipped train at Platts-
burgh and in five or six hours stand by the bright waters of 
the Lower Saranac, which might to-day be called the centre 
and starting point for all resorts and camping grounds in 
the eastern lake district of the Adirondacks. Floating about 
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the Saranac Islands of a summer evening, roaming among 
forest trees, strolling over to the little village one mile dis-
tant, and absorbing the rich exhilaration of a life of untram-
meled freedom, with a perfect hotel, and blazing fire-places 
if the weather happens to be unpleasant, form a grand 
combination, alike for tourists or seekers after rest.

***

Where rosy zephyr lingers 
All the livelong day, 
With health upon his pinions 
And gladness on his way.

  George P. Morris.
***

Source Of The Hudson.
In our journey from Albany to Plattsburgh, we have 

indicated various routes to the Adirondacks: By way of 
Saratoga and North Creek to Blue Mountain Lake follow-
ing the course of the Hudson which might therefor be 
called “The Hudson Gateway;” via Lake George, Westport, 
and Elizabethtown, suited for carriage and pedestrian trips, 
and via Plattsburgh, which might be termed “The Northern 
Portal.” In addition to these it has been my lot to make sev-
eral trips up the valley of the Sacandaga to Lake Pleasant 
and Indian Lake, and via Schroon Lake to Sanford and Lake 
Henderson — and four times to ascend the mountain trail of 
Tahawas to the tiny rills and fountains of the Hudson, but 
one trip abides in memory distinct and unrivalled, which 
may be of service to those who wish to visit in fact or fancy 
the head waters of the Hudson.

The Tahawas Club. — We took the cars one bright August 
morning from Plattsburgh to Ausable Forks, a distance of 
twenty miles, hired a team to Beede’s, some thirty miles 
distant from the “Forks;” took dinner at Keene, and pur-
sued our route up the beautiful valley of the Ausable.

From this point we visited Roaring-Brook Falls, some 
four hundred feet high, a very beautiful waterfall in the 
evening twilight. The next morning we started, bright and 
early, for the Ausable Ponds. Four miles brought us to the 
Lower Ausable. The historic guide, “old Phelps,” rowed us 
across the lower lake, pointing out, from our slowly mov-
ing and heavily laden scow, “Indian Head” on the left, and 
the “Devil’s Pulpit” on the right, lifted about eight hundred 
feet above the level of the lake. “Phelps” remarked with 
quaint humor, that he was frequently likened to his Satanic 
Majesty, as he often took clergymen “up thar.” The rocky 
walls of this lake rise from one thousand to fifteen hundred 
feet high, in many places almost perpendicular. A large 
eagle soared above the cliffs, and circled in the air above us, 
which we took as a good omen of our journey.

***

The rills 
That feed thee rise among the storied rocks 
Where Freedom built her battle-tower.

  William Wallace.
***

After reaching the southern portion of the lake, a trail 
of a mile and a quarter leads to the Upper Ausable — the 
gem of the Adirondacks. This lake, over two thousand feet 
above the tide, is surrounded on all sides by lofty moun-
tains. Our camp was on the eastern shore, and I can never 
forget the sunset view, as rosy tints lit up old Skylight, the 
Haystack and the Gothics; nor can I ever forget the evening 
songs from a camp-fire across the lake, or the “bear story” 
told by Phelps, a tale never really finished, but made classic 
and immortal by Stoddard, in his spicy and reliable hand-
book to the North Woods.

The next morning we rowed across the lake and took the 
Bartlett trail, ascending Haystack, some five thousand feet 
high, just to get an appetite for dinner; our guide encour-
aging us on the way by saying that there never had been 
more than twenty people before “on that air peak.” In fact, 
there was no trail, and in some places it was so steep that 
we were compelled to go up on all fours; or as Scott puts it 
more elegantly in the “Lady of the Lake”:

 “The foot was fain 
Assistance from the hand to gain.”

The view from the summit well repaid the toil. We saw 
Slide Mountain, near by to the north, and Whiteface far 
beyond, perhaps twenty-five miles distant; northeast, the 
Gothics; east, Saw-teeth, Mt. Colvin, Mt. Dix, and the lakes 
of the Ausable. To the southeast, Skylight; northwest, Taha-
was, still foolishly styled on some of our maps, Mt. Marcy. 
The descent of Haystack was as easy as Virgil’s famous 
“Descensus Averni.” We went down in just twenty minutes. 
The one that reached the bottom first simply possessed bet-
ter adaptation for rolling.

***

Eagles still claim the loftiest heights: from there 
They scan with solemn eyes the scenes below —  
The river and the hills which shall endure 
While man’s frail generations come and go.

  E. A. Lente.
***

One mile from the foot of Haystack brought us to Pan-
ther Gorge Camp, appropriately named, one of the wildest 
spots in the Adirondacks. We remained there that night 
and slept soundly, although a dozen of us were packed so 
closely in one small camp that no individual could turn 
over without disarranging the whole mass. Caliban and 
Trinculo were not more neighborly, and Sebastian, even 
sober, would have been fully justified in taking us for “a 
rare monster” with twenty legs.

The next morning we ascended Tahawas, but saw noth-
ing save whirling clouds on its summit. Twice since then 
we have had better fortune, and looked down from this 
mountain peak, five thousand three hundred and forty-four 
feet above the sea, upon the loveliest mountain landscape 
that the sun ever shone upon. We went down the western 
slope of Tahawas, through a driving rain, to Camp Colden, 
where, with clothes hung up to dry, we looked like a party 
of New Zealanders preparing dinner, hungry enough, too, 
to make an orthodox meal of each other. The next day the 
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weather cleared up, and we made a trip of two miles over a 
rough mountain trail to Lake Avalanche, whose rocky and 
precipitous walls form a fit christening bowl, or baptistery-
font for the infant Hudson.

Returning to Camp Colden and resuming our western 
march, two miles brought us to Calamity Pond, where 
a lone monument marks the spot of David Henderson’s 
death, by the accidental discharge of a pistol. Five miles 
from this point brought us to the “Deserted Village,” or the 
Upper Adirondack Iron Works, with houses and furnaces 
abandoned, and rapidly falling into decay. Here we found a 
cheery fireside and cordial welcome.

***

All the sad story of forest and flower, 
All the red glory of sunsetting hour, 
Comes till I seem to lie lapped in bright dreams 
Lulled by the lullaby murmur of streams.

  James Kennedy.
***

Had I time to picture this level, grass-grown street, with 
ten or fifteen square box-looking houses, windowless, 
empty and desolate; a school-house with its long vacation 
of twenty-three years; a bank with heavy shutters and pon-
derous locks, whose floor, Time, the universal burglar, had 
undermined; two large furnaces with great rusty wheels, 
whose occupation was gone forever; a thousand tons of 
charcoal, untouched for a quarter of a century; thousands 
of bricks waiting for a builder; a real haunted house, whose 
flapping clap-boards contain more spirits than the Black 
Forests of Germany — a village so utterly desolate, that it 
has not even the vestige of a graveyard — if I could picture 
to you this village, as it appeared to me that weird mid-
night, lying so quiet,

“under the light of the solemn moon,”

you would realize as I did then, that truth is indeed strang-
er than fiction, and that Goldsmith in his “Deserted Village” 
had not overdrawn the description of desolate Auburn.

By special request, we were permitted to sleep that 
night in the Haunted House and no doubt listened to the 
first crackling that the old fire-place had known for years. 
Many bedsteads in the old building were still standing, so 
we only needed bedding from the hotel to make us com-
fortable. As we went to sleep we expressed a wish to be 
interviewed in the still hours of the night by any ghosts 
or spirits who might happen to like our company; but the 
spirits must have been absent on a visit that evening, for 
we slept undisturbed until the old bell, suspended in a 
tree, rang out the cheery notes of “trout and pickerel.” We 
understand that the Haunted House from that night lost 
its old-time reputation, and is now frequently brought into 
requisition as an “Annex,” whenever the hotel or “Club 
House,” as it is now called, happens to be full. The “De-
serted Village” is rich in natural beauty. Lakes Henderson 
and Sanford are near at hand, and the lovely Preston Ponds 
are only five miles distant.

***

Stately and awful was the form of Tahawas, the old scarred 
warrior king of the mountains, and yet it owns pines that sing 
like the sea, brooks that warble like the robin, and flowers that 
scent the air like the orange-blossoms of Italy.

Alfred B. Street.
***

Resuming our march through Indian Pass, under old 
Wall-Face Mountain, we reached a comfortable farmhouse 
at sunset, near North Elba, known by the name of Scott’s. 
The next morning we visited John Brown’s house and 
grave by the old rock, and read the beautiful inscription, 
“Bury me by the Old Rock, where I used to sit and read the 
word of God.”

From this point we went to Lake Placid, engaged a lad 
to row us across the lake — some of our party had gone on 
before — and strapped our knapsacks for another mountain 
climb. We were fortunate in having a lovely day, and from 
its sparkling glacier-worn summit we could look back on 
all the mountains of our pleasant journey, and far away 
across Lake Champlain to Mount Mansfield and Camel’s 
Hump of the Green Mountains, and farther still to the 
faint outlines of Mount Washington. We reached Wilming-
ton that night, drove the next morning to Ausable Forks, 
and took the cars for Plattsburgh. The ten days’ trip was 
finished, and at this late hour I heartily thank the Tahawas 
Club of Plattsburgh for taking me under their generous 
care and guidance. We took Phelps, our guide, back with 
us to Plattsburgh. When he reached the “Forks,” and saw 
the cars for the first time in his life, he stooped down and, 
examining the track, said, “What tarnal little wheels.” I 
suppose he concluded that if the ordinary cart had two 
large wheels, that real car wheels would resemble the Rings 
of Saturn. He saw much to amuse and interest him dur-
ing his short stay in Plattsburgh, but after all he thought it 
was rather lonesome, and gladly returned to his lakes and 
mountains, where he slept in peace, with the occasional in-
trusion of a “Bar” or a “Painter.” He knew the region about 
Tahawas as an engineer knows his engine, or as a Greek 
professor knows the pages of his lexicon. He had lived so 
closely with nature that he seemed to understand her gen-
tlest whispers, and he had more genuine poetry in his soul 
than many a man who chains weak ideas in tangled metre.

***

Lake Avalanche with rocky wall 
And Henderson’s dark-wooded shore, 
Your echoes linger still and call 
Unto my soul forevermore.

  Wallace Bruce.
***
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Since that first delightful trip I have visited the Adiron-
dacks many times, and I hope this summer to repeat the 
excursion. To me Tahawas is the grand centre. It remains 
unchanged. In fact, the route I have here traced is the 
same to-day as then. Even the rude camps are located in 
the same places, with the exception that the trail has been 
shortened over Tahawas, and a camp established on Sky-
light. With good guides the route is not difficult for ladies 
in good health, — say sufficient health to endure half a day’s 
shopping. Persons contemplating the mountain trip need 
blankets, a knapsack, and a rubber cloth or overcoat; food 
can be procured at the hotels or farm houses.

***
The old English ballads have all the sparkle, the energy and 
the rhythm of our mountain streams, but Chaucer, Spenser, 
Shakespeare and Bunyan are the crystal lakes from which 
flow the river, ay, the Hudson of our language.

Wallace Bruce.
***

In this hasty sketch I have had little space to indulge in 
picture-painting. I passed Bridal-Veil Fall without a refer-
ence. I was tempted to loiter on the banks of the Feld-spar 
and the bright Opalescent, but I passed by without even 
picking a pebble from the clear basins of its sparkling cas-
cades. I passed the “tear of the clouds,” four thousand feet 
above the tide — that fountain of the Hudson nearest to the 
sky, without being beguiled into poetry. I have not ven-
tured upon a description of a sunrise view from the sum-
mit of Tahawas, of the magic effect of light above clouds 
that clothe the surrounding peaks in garments wrought, 
it seems, of softest wool, until mist and vapor dissolve in 
roseate colors, and the landscape lies before us like an open 
book, which many glad eyes have looked upon again and 
again. I have left it for your guides to tell you, by roaring 
camp-fires, long stories of adventure in trapping and hunt-

ing, of wondrous fishes that grow longer and heavier every 
season, although captured and broiled many and many 
a year ago — trout and pickerel literally pickled in fiction, 
served and re-served in the piquant sauce of mountain 
vocabulary. In brief, I have kept my imagination and enthu-
siasm under strict control. But, after all, the Adirondacks 
are a wonderland, and we, who dwell in the Hudson and 
Mohawk valleys, are happy in having this great park of 
Nature’s making at our very doors.

It has charms alike for the hunter, the angler, the artist, 
the writer, and the scientist. Let us rejoice, therefore, that 
the State of New York is waking at last to the fact, that these 
northern mountains were intended by nature to be some-
thing more than lumber ranches, to be despoiled by the 
axe, and finally revert to the State for “taxes” in the shape 
of bare and desolate wastes. Nor can the most practical 
legislator charge those, who wish to preserve the Adiron-
dack woods, with idle sentiment; as it is now an established 
scientific fact that the rainfall of a country is largely depen-
dent upon its forest land. If the water supply of the north 
were cut off, to any perceptible degree, the Hudson, during 
the months of July and August, would be a mere sluice 
of salt water from New York to Albany; and the northern 
canals, dependent on this supply, would become empty 
and useless ditches. Our age is intensely practical, but we 
are fortunate in this, that so far as the preservation of the 
Adirondacks is concerned, utility, common sense, and the 
appreciation of the beautiful are inseparably blended.

***

Wild umbrage far around me clings 
To breezy knoll and hushed ravine, 
And o’er each rocky headland flings 
Its mantle of refreshing green.

  Henry T. Tuckerman.
***

To those persons who do not desire long mountain 
jaunts, who simply need some quiet place for rest and 
recuperation, I would suggest this: Select some place near 
the base of these clustered mountains, like the tasty Ad-
irondack Lodge at Clear Pond, only seven miles from the 
summit of Tahawas, or Beede’s pleasant hotel, high and 
dry above Keene Flats, near to the Ausable Ponds, or some 
pleasant hotel or quiet farm-house in the more open coun-
try near Lake Placid and the Saranacs. But I prophesy that 
the spirit of adventure will come with increased strength, 
and men and women alike will be found wandering off on 
long excursions, sitting about great camp-fires, ay, listening 
like children to tales which have not gathered truth with 
age. If you have control of your time you will find no pleas-
anter months than July, August and September, and when 
you return to your firesides with new vigor to fight the 
battle of life, you will feel, I think, like thanking the writer 
for having advised you to go thither.

***
To shut up a glen or a waterfall for one man’s exclusive en-
joying; to fence out a genial eye from any corner of the earth 
which nature has lovingly touched; to lock up trees and glades 
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shady paths and haunts along rivulets, would be an embezzle-
ment by one man of God’s gifts to all.

N. P. Willis.
***

I have written in this article the Indian name, Tahawas, 
in the place of Mt. Marcy, and for this reason: There is no 
justice in robbing the Indian of his keen, poetic apprecia-
tion, by changing a name, which has in itself a definite 
meaning, for one that means nothing in its association with 
this mountain. We have stolen enough from this unfortu-
nate race, to leave, at least, those names in our woodland 
vocabulary that chance to have a musical sound to our im-
ported Saxon ears. The name Tahawas is not only beautiful 
in itself, but also poetic in its interpretation — signifying “I 
cleave the clouds.” Coleridge, in his glorious hymn, “Before 
sunrise in the vale of Chamouni,” addresses Mount Blanc:

“Around thee and above 
Deep is the air and dark, substantial, black —  
An ebon mass. Methinks thou piercest it. 
As with a wedge!”

The name or meaning of Tahawas was never made 
known to the great English poet, who died sixty years ago. 
Is it not remarkable that the untutored Indian, and the 
keenist poetic mind which England has produced for a cen-
tury, should have the same idea in the uplifted mountains? 
There is also another reason why we, as a State, should 
cherish the name Tahawas. While the Sierra Nevadas and 
the Alps slumbered beneath the waves of the ocean, before 
the Himalayas or the Andes had asserted their supremacy, 
scientists say, that the high peaks of the Adirondacks stood 
alone above the waves, “the cradle of the world’s life;” 
and, as the clouds then encircled the vast waste of water, 
Tahawas then rose — ”Cleaver” alike of the waters and the 
clouds.

***

Tahawas, rising stern and grand, 
“Cloud-sunderer” lift thy forehead high, 
Guard well thy sun-kissed mountain land 
Whose lakes seem borrowed from the sky.

  Wallace Bruce.
***

Geology Of The Hudson.
In addition to various geological references scattered 

through these pages the following facts from an American 
Geological Railway Guide, by James Macfarlane, Ph.D., 
will be of interest.

“The State of New York is to the geologist what the Holy 
Land is to the Christian, and the works of her Palaeontolo-
gist are the Old Testament Scriptures of the science. It is a 
Laurentian, Cambrian, Silurian and Devonian State, con-
taining all the groups and all the formations of these long 
ages, beautifully developed in belts running nearly across 
the State in an east and west direction, lying undisturbed as 
originally laid down.

“The rock of New York Island is gneiss, except a portion 

of the north end, which is limestone. The south portion is 
covered with deep alluvial deposits, which in some places 
are more than 100 feet in depth. The natural outcroppings 
of the gneiss appeared on the surface about 16th Street, on 
the east side of the city, and run diagonally across to 31st 
Street on 10th Avenue. North of this, much of the surface 
was naked rock. It contains a large proportion of mica, a 
small proportion of quartz and still less feldspar, but gener-
ally an abundance of iron pyrites in very minute crystals, 
which, on exposure, are decomposed. In consequence of 
these ingredients it soon disintegrates on exposure, render-
ing it unfit for the purposes of building. The erection of a 
great city, for which this island furnishes a noble site, has 
very greatly changed its natural condition. The geological 
age of the New York gneiss is undoubtedly very old, not 
the Laurentian or oldest, nor the Huronian, but it belongs 
to the third or White Mountain series, named by Dr. Hunt 
the Montalban. It is the same range which is the basis rock 
of nearly all the great cities of the Atlantic coast. It crosses 
New Jersey where it is turned to clay, until it appears under 
Trenton, and it extends to Philadelphia, Baltimore, Wash-
ington and Richmond, Va., and probably Boston, Massa-
chusetts, is founded on this same formation.

***

Oh, river! darkling river! what a voice 
Is that thou utterest while all else is still!

  William Cullen Bryant.
***

“On the opposite side of the river may here be seen for 
many miles the Palisades, a long, rough mountain ridge 
close to the water’s edge. Its upper half is a perpendicular 
precipice of bare rock of a columnar structure from 100 to 
200 feet in height, the whole height of the mountain being 
generally from 400 to 600 feet, and the highest point in 
the range opposite Sing Sing 800 feet above the Hudson, 
and known as the High Torn. The width of the mountain 
is from a half mile to a mile and a half, the western slope 
being quite gentle. In length it extends from Bergen Point 
below Jersey City to Haverstraw, and then westward in all 
48 miles, the middle portion being merely a low ridge. The 
lower half of the ridge on the river side is a sloping mound 
of detritus, of loose stones which has accumulated at the 
base of the cliff, from its weathered and wasted surface.

“Viewed from the railroad or from a steamboat on the 
river, this lofty mural precipice with its huge weathered 
masses of upright columns of bare rock, presenting a long, 
straight unbroken ridge overlooking the beautiful Hudson 
River, is certainly extremely picturesque. Thousands of 
travelers gaze at it daily without knowing what it is. This 
entire ridge consists of no other rock than trap traversing 
the Triassic formation in a huge vertical dike. The red sand-
stone formation of New Jersey is intersected by numerous 
dikes of this kind, but this is much the finest. The materi-
als of this mountain have undoubtedly burst through a 
great rent or fissure in the strata, overflowing while in a 
melted or plastic condition the red sand-stone, not with the 
violence of a volcano, for the adjoining strata are but little 
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disturbed in position, although often greatly altered by the 
heat, but forced up very slowly and gradually, and prob-
ably under pressure. Subsequent denudation has laid bare 
the part of the mountain now exposed along the river. The 
rock is columnar basalt, sometimes called greenstone, and 
is solid, not stratified like water-formed rocks, but cracked 
in cooling and of a crystalline structure. Here is a remark-
able but not uncommon instance of a great geological 
blank. On the east side of this river the formations belong 
to the first or oldest series of Primary or Crystalline rocks, 
while on the west side they are all Triassic, the intermediate 
Cambrian, Silurian, Devonian and Carboniferous forma-
tions being wanting. This state of things continues all along 
the Atlantic coast to Georgia, the Cretaceous or Jurassic 
taking the place of the Triassic farther south.

***

Like thine, O, be my course — nor turned aside, 
While listening to the soundings of a land, 
That like the ocean call invites me to its strand.

  Mrs. Seba Smith.
***

“Montrose to Cornwall. This celebrated passage of the 
Hudson through the Highlands, is a gorge nearly 20 miles 
long from 3 miles south of Peekskill to Fishkill, and is worn 
out of the Laurentian rocks far below mean tide water. The 
hills on its sides rise in some instances as much as 1,800 
feet, and in many places the walls are very precipitous. The 
rock is gneiss, of a kind that is not easily disintegrated or 
eroded, nor is there any evidence of any convulsive move-
ment. It is clearly a case of erosion, but not by the present 
river, which has no fall, for tide water extends 100 miles up 
the river beyond the Highlands. This therefore was prob-
ably a work mainly performed in some past period when 
the continent was at a higher level. Most likely it is a valley 
of great antiquity.

“Opposite Fishkill is Newburgh, which is in the great 
valley of Lower Silurian or Cambrian limestone and slate. 
North of that, on the west side of the river, the formations 
occur in their usual order, their outcrops running northeast 
and southwest. On the N. Y. C. & H. R. R. R., on the east 
side, the same valley crosses, and the slates from Fishkill to 
Rhinebeck are about the same place in the series; but being 
destitute of fossils and very much faulted, tilted and dis-
turbed, their precise geology is uncertain. See the exposures 
in the cuts at Poughkeepsie. The high ground to the east is 
commonly called the Quebec group.

***

Amid thy forest solitudes one climbs 
O’er crags, that proudly tower above the deep, 
Along the verge of the cliff, and he can hear 
The low dash of the wave with startled ear.

  Fitz-Greene Halleck.
***

“A series of great dislocations with upthrows on the east 
side traverse eastern North America from Canada to Ala-
bama. One of these great faults has been traced from near 

the mouth of the St. Lawrence River, keeping mostly under 
the water up to Quebec just north of the fortress, thence 
by a gently curving line to Lake Champlain or through 
western Vermont across Washington County, N. Y., to near 
Albany. It crosses the river near Rhinebeck 15 miles north 
of Poughkeepsie and continues on southward into New 
Jersey and runs into another series of faults probably of a 
later date, which extends as far as Alabama. It brings up the 
rocks of the so called Quebec group on the east side of the 
fracture to the level of the Hudson River and Trenton.

“Catskill Mountains. For many miles on this railroad 
are beautiful views of the Catskill Mountains, 3,800 feet 
high, several miles distant on the opposite or west side 
of the river, and which furnish the name for the Catskill 
formation. The wide valley between them and the river is 
composed of Chemung, Hamilton, Lower Helderberg and 
Hudson River. The geology on the east or railroad side is 
entirely different.

“Albany. The clay beds at Albany are more than 100 
feet thick, and between that city and Schenectady they are 
underlaid by a bed of sand that is in some places more than 
50 feet thick. There is an old glacial clay and boulder drift 
below the gravel at Albany, but Professor Hall says it is not 
the estuary stratified clay.”

***
There has that little stream of water been playing among the 
hills since He made the world, and none know how often the 
hand of God is seen in a wilderness but them that rove it for 
a man’s life.

James Fenimore Cooper.
***

The Hudson Tide.
(Condensed from article by permission of writer.)
The tide in the Hudson River is the continuation of 

the tide-wave, which comes up from the ocean through 
New York Bay, and is carried by its own momentum one 
hundred and sixty miles, growing, of course, constantly 
smaller, until it is finally stopped by the dam at Troy. The 
crest of this wave, or top high water, is ten hours going 
from New York to Troy. A steamer employing the same 
time (ten hours) for the journey, and starting at high water 
in New York, would carry a flood tide and highest water all 
the way, and have an up-river current of about three miles 
an hour helping her. On the other hand, the same steamer 
starting six hours later, or at low tide, would have dead low 
water and an ebb tide current of about three miles against 
her the entire way. The average rise and fall of the tides in 
New York is five and one-half feet, and in Troy, about two 
feet.

Flood tide may carry salt water, under the most favor-
able circumstances, so that it can be detected at Poughkeep-
sie; ordinarily the water is fresh at Newburgh.

To those who have not studied the tides the following 
will also be of interest.

The tides are the semi-diurnal oscillations of the ocean, 
caused by the attraction of the moon and sun.
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The influence of the moon’s attraction is the prepon-
derating one in the tide rising force, while that of the sun 
is about two-fifths as much as that of the moon. The tides 
therefore follow the motion of the moon, and the average 
interval between the times of high water is the half length 
of the lunar day, or about twelve hours and twenty-five 
minutes.

***

Nor lives there one whose boyhood’s days 
Of happiness were passed beneath that sun, 
That in his manhood-prime can calmly gaze 
Upon that Bay, or on that mountain stand, 
Nor feel the prouder of his native land.

  Fitz-Greene Halleck.
***

Condensed Points.
 Desbrosses Street Pier. On leaving landing a charming 

view is obtained of New York Harbor with Bartholdi Statue 
to the south.

Stevens Castle. Above Jersey City docks on the west, 
crowning a commanding site.

St. Michael’s Monastery, or Monastery of the Passionist 
Fathers, on west bank above Elysian Fields; distinguished 
by large dome and towers of the St. Paul (London) style of 
architecture. This dome is 300 feet high, and its summit is 
515 feet above the Hudson.

42d Street Pier. Midway to the dwellers of Greater New 
York and convenient to all Elevated, Subway and Trolley 
Lines.

Weehawken, on the west bank, about opposite 50th Street. 
Near the river bank was the scene of the Hamilton and 
Burr duel, 1804.

Soldiers’ and Sailors’ Monument, 89th Street, New York. 
Dedicated May 30, 1902. Corner stone laid in 1900 by Presi-
dent Roosevelt when Governor.

Columbia University. Stately buildings on east bank.
St. Luke’s Hospital. Beautiful dome in the distance south-

east of college.
The Cathedral of St. John the Divine, now in construction, 

will be one of the finest structures in the world.
General Grant’s Tomb at Riverside Drive and 123d Street.
129th Street Pier. Above this landing is the Steel Viaduct 

of the Boulevard Drive.
***

The land that from the rule of kings 
In freeing us itself made free, 
Our old world sister to us brings 
Her sculptured dream of liberty.

  John G. Whittier.
***

Carmansville (where Audubon, the ornithologist lived), a 
city suburb at 152d Street.

Trinity Cemetery, 152d Street, and above this Audubon 
Park.

Old Fort Washington once crowned the hills on the east 
bank. Fort Lee was almost opposite on the southern point 
of the Palisades.

Stewart Castle, east bank, formerly owned by A. T. Stew-
art.

University of City of New York with dome, in distance.
Inwood. Station on the Hudson River Railroad, above the 

heights. Place once known as Tubbie Hook.
Palisades, on west bank, extend fifteen miles from Fort 

Lee to Piermont, a sheer wall of trap rock from 300 to 500 
feet high.

Spuyten Duyvil, on east bank northern boundary of Man-
hattan Island.

Site of Fort Independence, east bank, on height north of 
Spuyten Duyvil.

Riverdale Station. Station on the Hudson River Railroad 
above Spuyten Duyvil. Yonkers rising on the green slope 
to the north; and the Palisades blending in the far distance 
with green headlands of the Ramapo Range.

Convent of Mount St. Vincent. The gray, castle-like struc-
ture in front, was once the home of Edwin Forrest.

Yonkers, seventeen miles from Battery.
Greystone, on east bank, crowning hill, about one and 

a half miles north of Yonkers. Once property of Samuel J. 
Tilden.

Hastings, pleasant village on east bank.
Indian Head (510 feet), opposite Hastings, highest point 

of Palisades.
Dobb’s Ferry, on east bank, named after an old Swedish 

ferryman.
Cottinet Place, on east bank, built of stone brought from 

France. Easily distinguished by light shade through trees.
George L. Schuyler’s Residence, near east bank. The late 

Col. James A. Hamilton’s house almost east of Mr. Schuy-
ler’s. Stiner’s place distinguished by its large dome.

***

From this brow of rock 
That overlooks the Hudson’s western marge, 
I gaze upon the long array of groves, 
The piles and gulfs of verdure drinking in the grateful heat.

  William Cullen Bryant.
***

Ardsley, on east bank, just above Dobb’s Ferry.
Ardsley Club and Golf Links.
Irvington, 24 miles from New York, named after Wash-

ington Irving.
Piermont, on west bank, with pier almost one mile in 

length extending into river.
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Sunnyside, home of Washington Irving, east bank, one-
half mile north of Irvington Station, close to river bank and 
scarcely seen through the trees.

Helen M. Gould’s Residence, east bank, prominent Abbey-
like structure, known as “Lyndehurst.”

Tarrytown, east bank, 26 miles from New York.
Nyack, west bank, opposite Tarrytown.
J. D. Rockefeller’s New Home on Kykuit or Kake-out Mt. 

back of Tarrytown.
Tappan Zee, reaching from Dobb’s Ferry to Croton Point, 

is about three miles wide at Tarrytown.
Sleepy Hollow, east bank, north of Tarrytown; burial place 

of Washington Irving. The tall shaft visible from steamer, 
erected by the Delavan family, is near his grave.

Kingsland Point, east bank, above lighthouse.
Rockwood, home of William Rockefeller. One of the most 

imposing residences on the river.
Mrs. Elliot F. Shepard’s Residence, on east bank.
Ramapo Mountains, on west side above Nyack, known as 

“Point No Point.”
Ossining, on east bank, six miles north of Tarrytown. 

Prison buildings are near the river below the village.
Rockland Lake, opposite Sing Sing, between two hills; 

source of the Hackensack River.
Croton River, on east bank, meets the Hudson one mile 

above Sing Sing; crossed by drawbridge of the Hudson 
River Railroad.

Teller’s Point. That part of Croton Point which juts into 
the Hudson. This point separates Tappan Zee from Haver-
straw Bay.

***

O Tappan Zee! with peaceful hills, 
And slumbrous sky and drowsy air, 
Thy calm and restful spirit stills 
The heart weighed down with weary care.

  Wallace Bruce.
***

Haverstraw Bay, widest part of the river; over four miles 
in width.

West Shore R. R. Tunnel under mountain.
West Shore Railroad, west bank, meets the Hudson south 

of Haverstraw.
Haverstraw, on west bank, with two miles of brickyards.
Treason Hill, where Arnold and Andre met at the house 

of Joshua Hett Smith, northwest of Haverstraw.
Stony Point, west bank. Lighthouse built on site and from 

the material of old fort captured from British by Anthony 
Wayne in 1778.

Verplank’s Point, on east shore, full of brickyards. It was 
here Baron Steuben drilled the soldiers of ‘76.

Tompkin’s Cove, on west bank. Lime kilns and quarries.
Peekskill, east bank, pleasantly located on Peekskill Bay.
New York State Encampment, on bluff north of Peekskill 

Creek.
Kidd’s Point, on west bank, where steamer enters High-

lands almost at a right angle.
Dunderberg Mountain, west bank, forming with Manito 

Mountain on the east southern portal of Highlands.
Iona Island, former pleasure resort for excursions, now 

converted to Government use.
The Race. The river channel is so termed by navigators, 

between Iona Island and the east bank.
Anthony’s Nose, east bank, with railroad tunnel.
Montgomery Creek, on west side, empties into the Hud-

son about opposite the point of Anthony’s Nose. Fort 
Clinton was on the south side of this creek, and Fort Mont-
gomery on the north side.

J. Pierpont Morgan’s Residence, on west bank.
Sugar-Loaf, east bank, resembling an old “sugar-loaf” to 

one looking north from Anthony’s Nose.
***

From Stony Point to Bemis Height, 
From Saratoga to the sea, 
We trace the lines, now dark, now bright, 
From seventy-six to eighty-three.

  Wallace Bruce.
***

Beverley Dock, at foot of Sugar-Loaf, from which point 
Arnold fled to the “Vulture.”

Lady-Cliff Academy, (west side) on bluff.
Hamilton Fish’s Residence, on hill, east side.
William H. Osborne’s Residence, on east bank; house with 

pointed tower north of Sugar-Loaf.
Sam Sloan’s lookout tower, east side, on top of mountain. 

Residence on hillside below.
Buttermilk Falls, on west bank.
West Point, 50 miles from New York, Academy Buildings 

and Parade Grounds.
Memorial Hall, building on bluff above landing.
Kosciusko’s Garden with monument and spring below 

Memorial.
Garrison, opposite West Point on east bank.
Fort Putnam (596 feet), above the Hudson on west.
West Point Hotel, west bank, wide outlook to the north.
Battle Monument, surmounted by Statue of “Victory.”
Constitution Island, on east bank; chain was thrown 

across the river at this point during the Revolution.
Old Cro’ Nest, picturesque mountain north of West Point 

on west bank.
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Cold Spring, on east bank, opposite Old Cro’ Nest.
Undercliff, once the home of George P. Morris, on slope 

north of Cold Spring.
Break Neck Mountain, on east bank, from which point 

the Highlands trend away to the northeast, known as the 
Beacon Mountains or the Fishkill Range.

Storm King, on west bank, marking northern portal of the 
Highlands.

Cornwall, under the slope of Storm King.
Pollopel’s Island, at northern portal of the Highlands.
Idlewild, above Cornwall, former home of N. P. Willis.
Washington’s Headquarters, Newburgh, seen as the boat 

approaches the city. A flag-staff marks the point.
Newburgh, west bank, 59 miles from New York.
Fishkill Landing, on east bank, opposite Newburgh.

***

Let us toast our foster-father, the Republic as you know —  
Who in the path of science taught us upward for to go —  
And the maidens of our native land whose cheeks like roses 
glow, 
They’re oft remembered in our songs, at Benny Havens — oh!

  Benny Havens, West Point.
***

Low Point or Carthage, 4 miles above Fishkill.
Devil’s Dans Kammer, point on west bank covered with 

cedars.
New Hamburg, above Low Point, on the east side.
Hampton Point, opposite New Hamburgh. Here are the 

finest white cedars on the river.
Irving Grinnell’s Residence, “Netherwood,” east bank, just 

distinguished through the trees.
Shawangunk Mountains, on the west side, reach away in 

the distance toward the Catskills.
Marlborough and Milton, on west bank.
Locust Grove. Home of the late Prof. S. F. B. Morse on east 

bank, with square central tower.
The Lookout, a wooded hill owned by Poughkeepsie 

Cemetery.
Livingston Place, now occupied by a rolling mill.
Vassar Brothers Hospital, brick building on the hillside.
Poughkeepsie, 74 miles from New York.
Poughkeepsie Bridge, 12,608 feet in length. Track 212 feet 

above tide-water.
Mrs. John F. Winslow’s Residence, seen through opening of 

trees on east bank.
Hudson River State Hospital. Large red buildings on east 

bank, two miles north of Poughkeepsie.
Hyde Park, on the east side.

Residence of Frederick W. Vanderbilt, with white marble 
Corinthian columns.

Manresa Institute, large building above Crum Elbow, on 
west side.

A. R. Frothingham. Grecian portico with columns.
John Burrough’s brown stone cottage, north of Frothing-

ham’s.
The Novitiate of the Redemption Fathers, a large new build-

ing on west bank at Esopus.
Staatsburgh, on east side. Dock and ice houses in fore-

ground.
***

While fashion seeks the islands 
Encircled by the sea, 
Taste finds the Hudson Highlands 
More beautiful to see.

  George P. Morris.
***

D. O. Mills’ Mansion, palatial residence on the east bank 
above Staatsburgh.

Dinsmore’s Residence, a large building charmingly located 
on Dinsmore Point, east bank.

Ellerslie, residence of Ex-Vice-President Levi P. Morton, 
below Rhinecliff.

Rhinecliff, on east bank.
City of Kingston, embraces Kingston and Rondout.
Kingston Point. Delightful park and picnic grounds near 

the landing.
Old Beekman Place, on east bank, a short distance above 

Rhinecliff. One of the old Revolutionary houses.
Ferncliff, Residence of John Jacob Astor. Fine villa with 

pointed tower.
Out-of-Door Sports. A large building on east bank, erected 

by Mr. Astor.
Garretson Place, north of Ferncliff, on east bank.
”Leacote,” Douglas Merritt’s Residence, north of Clifton 

Point.
Flatbush, on west bank opposite Clifton Point.
Rokeby, Residence of late William B. Astor, above Astor’s 

Point.
Barrytown, on east side.
Aspinwall Place, north of Barrytown, formerly John R. 

Livingston’s place.
Montgomery Place, east bank, among the trees.
“Annandale,” name of John Bard’s place. East of this is St. 

Stephen’s College, a training school for the ministry.
Cruger’s Residence, on Cruger’s Island — once called 

Lower Red Hook Island.
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Tivoli, on east side, 100 miles from New York.
Glasco, south of Tivoli on the west side.
Saugerties, on the west side.
Idele, property of Miss Clarkson, known as the old Chan-

cellor Place, on east bank.
Hotel Kaaterskill is plainly seen from this point.

***

O would that she were here, 
Sure Eden’s garden-plot, 
Did not embrace more varied charms 
Than this romantic spot.

  George P. Morris.
***

Malden, above Saugerties, on west side.
Clermont, above Tivoli. The original Livingston manor.
West Camp, on west side, above Malden.
Four County Island. The “meeting point” of Dutchess, 

Columbia, Greene and Ulster.
Germantown, on east side, 105 miles from New York.
Man in the Mountain. Between Germantown and Catskill 

we get a fine view of the reclining giant, traced by the fol-
lowing outline: — the peak to the south is the knee; the next 
to the north is the breast; and two or three above this, the 
chin, the nose, and the forehead.

Roeliff Jansen’s Kill meets the Hudson on east bank above 
what is known by the pilots as Nine Mile Tree.

Herman Livingston’s Residence, on point above.
Catskill Creek joins the Hudson south of Catskill.
Catskill, 110 miles from New York. Route from this point 

to Catskill Mountains, via Catskill Mountain Railroad.
Prospect Park Hotel, on west bank, north of Catskill.
Cole’s Grove, north of Catskill. Here was the residence of 

Thomas Cole, the artist.
Frederick E. Church’s Residence. One of the most com-

manding sites and finest residences, opposite Catskill.
Rodger’s Island, on the east side, where the last battle was 

fought between the Mohawks and the Mahicans.
Mount Merino, two miles north of Roger’s Island.
State Reformatory for Women, on bluff south of Hudson.
Hudson, 115 miles from New York. Promenade Hill just 

north of landing.
Athens, quiet village, on the west bank.
Stockport. On east side, four miles north of Hudson, near 

the mouth of Columbiaville Creek, formed by the union of 
the Kinderhook and Claverack Creeks.

Four-mile Point. On west side, about 125 feet high; four 
miles from Hudson and four from Coxsackie.

Coxsackie. On west side, 8 miles from Hudson.

***

For while the beautiful moon arose, 
And drifted the boat in the yellow beams, 
My soul went down the river of thought 
That flows in the mystic land of dreams.

  Richard Henry Stoddard.
***

Newtown Hook, opposite Coxsackie. The wooded point is 
called Prospect Grove.

Stuyvesant. On the east side. Once called Kinderhook 
Landing.

Schodack Island. On east side, about two miles above 
Stuyvesant. The island is about 3 miles long.

New Baltimore. About opposite the centre of Schodack 
Island; fifteen miles from Hudson and fifteen from Albany. 
The Government dykes begin opposite New Baltimore.

Berren Island. Site of the famous “Castle of Rensselaer-
stien.”

Coeymans. Right above Berren Island. Above Coeymans 
is what is known as the Coeyman’s Cross Over.

Shad Island. The first island to the westward above Coey-
mans; 3 miles long; old Indian fishing ground.

Castleton, on east bank, in the town of Schodack.
Mourdeners Kill, a small stream which empties into the 

Hudson above Castleton.
Sunnyside Island near east bank.
Cedar Hill, above, on west bank.
Staats Island, settled by the Staats family before the ar-

rival of the Van Rensselaers.
The Overslaugh reaches from Van Wies’ Point (the first 

point above Cedar Hill), on east bank, about two miles up 
the river.

Albany, 142 miles from New York, is now near at hand, 
and we see to the south the Convent of the Sacred Heart; to 
the north the Cathedral, the Capitol, the State House, the 
City Hall, etc.

Rensselaer, opposite. Connected with Albany by ferries 
two railroad bridges, and carriage bridge.

Old Van Rensselaer Place. One of the Van Rensselaer 
houses on the east bank, built before the Revolution. The 
tourist will note the port holes on either side of the door as 
defense against Indians.

***

In love to the deep-bosomed stream of the west 
I fling this loose blossom to float on its breast.

  Oliver Wendell Holmes.
***
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