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NOTES FROM THE PRESIDENT:  
 
This year we celebrate our nation’s 250th Birthday. Our state was one of the original thirteen states, of which historians 
estimated our entire country's population was 2.5 million people in July 1776. As you read this newsletter, you will get 
an understanding from older history books about how our area became populated and settled. We are planning a couple 
of programs this year in celebration of our country’s birth.  More information to follow. 
 
It's February 2026 and it has been an "old-fashioned winter" in our area and across most of the country. In fact, I talked 
to a cousin in Portsmouth, Virginia, and she said church was cancelled last Sunday. We currently have over a foot of 
snow on the ground.  The white blanket hit us last November and has remained with us along with many below-zero 
nights. In fact, we cancelled our "First Day Hike" on January 1st due to very cold, blowing snow and travel advisories. 
 
Last November, we teamed up with Hinsdale Central School Superintendent, Tiffany Giannicchi, and various 
departments within the school to decorate nine Christmas trees in the town park.  On December 5th, thanks to our 
wonderful Superintendent Tiffany, our town was part of a very nice parade which included many decorated town 
trucks, fire trucks and privately decorated floats. The parade started at the school and ended at the firehall with music, 
crafts, and snacks. The man of the day, Santa, was also checking to see who has been naughty or nice. Such a great 
event for our small town! As in past years, we owe a huge thank you to Reiss Game Farm & Tree Farm for donating 
the nine Christmas trees for our park. 
 
The historical society also hosted the school’s fourth-grade students for the annual trip to the museum to learn about 
local history. We also made apple cider with a hands-on experience for Hinsdale's Mrs. Lisa Morrow's second grade 
class. The kids and the historical group loved the afternoon, as kids not only sampled different kinds of apples, but also 
tasted fresh-pressed cider, as the kids made use of a hundred-year-old cider press.  

3826 Main Street, PO Box 95, Hinsdale, NY 14743  
716-307-7699 

2026 OFFICERS:  
President: Stephen Clute  Treasurer: Jan Bishop  
Vice-President: Ann Carr       Secretary: Christina Bartman 
Town Historian: Stephen Clute  
 
HOURS/MEETINGS:  
The Museum is open every second Saturday from 1:00 –  
3:00 PM - April through October.  
 
The Historical Society meets the second Tuesday of each 
month at 7:15 PM at the Museum. The public is welcome; we 
are always looking for new members.  
 
Check us out on Facebook for our town’s history 
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Just a reminder for visitors to check out our beautiful Vietnam Memorial which was dedicated last year to all Vietnam 
Veterans.  Remember, Ronald Reagan proclaimed March 29th to observe the "National Day of Recognition for 
Veterans of the Vietnam Era". On that day, say a prayer for all past Vietnam Veterans and thank the ones who are still 
with us. 
 
A part of Hinsdale history came back to our museum this fall. William Farner of California, son of Helen (Crosby) 
Farner, formerly from Williamsville, NY, got in touch with me last fall.  In Helen's apartment were three beautiful 
paintings, which Bill wanted to give back to Hinsdale.  I believe Bill mentioned he was in his late eighties and after 
several conversations with him, Christine and I took a snowy late-December trip to meet Holly, Bill’s daughter, to pick 
up three packaged painting done by Mary Belle Cashen Crosby, wife of Emmett Crosby.  Their son was the late 
Howard Crosby. Our school’s art teacher, Stephanie Wick, is working on restoring, adding backing to those paintings.  
One beautiful painting is signed, "MBC" and dated 1903. What a great addition to our museum. Reminder, when in the 
museum looking at the paintings, don't forget, we have maps of Hinsdale and the entire county, from 1856 and another 
around 1910-13 and another town map (cloth and ink) with an unknown date; my guess is pre-1850. 
 

 
 
 
GROWING UP IN ISCHUA, NEW YORK – Part 2 
Submitted by Clifford Philip Nix 
Born in Cuba, New York on July 11, 1935 
 
(From Town Historian: Cliff Nix was my co-worker for many years and a good friend.  We’ve 
talked several times about him growing up locally, which gives us a window to life in the 
1940’s.  Part 1 of Cliff’s story can be found in the 2024-2025 Hinsdale Historical Newsletter.   
 
My dad Leslie Nix in 1920's had a barber shop and a pool hall next to Frank Nix store where a lot of town men would 
play checkers and just sit around outdoors and talk. There is one man I will never forget.  He is Ferdinand Schiller and 
the reason is the tobacco pipe smoke he used and the motorcycle he had.  He lived next door to Theo Clayson and he 
liked to talk.  He always had time for us kids and I can still smell his pipe smoke. My house was across and down the 
street across from the ballpark.   
 
My grandfather, George Nix, had a farm in Lyndon, NY to the left at Martin Corners about a half mile from the 
corners. He had a house and barn built on School Street in Ischua.  In later years he raised sheep and would move them 
into town for the winter. He would get us kids to help drive the sheep from Lyndon to Ischua. In the spring, we 
returned the sheep back to the farm. He owned a lot of acres, it crossed Martin Corners Road to the Seward farm.  
Mom would take us to pick blackberries in these pastures. 
 
The Railroad station was the place where families would come to see the mail train. I had a relative that was an 
engineer in the engine, Charlie Nix.  He would ask me to get up in the engine with him while others exchanged mail 
bags. Lenora Clayson was responsible for getting the mail back and forth to the post office 3 times a day, northbound 
at 7:15 am, southbound at 10:30 a.m., what I called the flyer nonstop. The mail car had an arm that reached out to grab 
a mail bag off a laddered pole that Lenora would climb up to hang the bag. At 6:15 p.m. a southbound mail train got 
most of the families to come out. The postmaster was Della Lockwood.  She would sort and stuff the mailboxes; our 
box was number 99. Us kids called Della's husband Hank.  He named all us kids; mine was CP. I had this name 
throughout my life that I grew up with. 
 
We had long coal trains going north on a grade from Olean to Lime Lake that had to have a push from Ischua north by 
a pusher called by the stalled coal train. I can remember hearing the pusher whistle at crossings through Hinsdale to 
Ischua. You could only hear this in the winter.  At -20 degrees below zero the trains would spin their drive wheels on 
cold rails until they stopped. The pusher would return back to Olean. I took a picture of the first diesel engine to go 
through Ischua. 
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In the 1940's the men were leaving to go to war.  It was a sad time for Ischua and every family was affected, mine 
included. Soon after, we started seeing P-40's flying overhead.  A lot of women were trained just to fly the new planes 
to air bases and to shipping ports.  P-40's were made in Buffalo, NY and it seemed like they were following the 
railroad tracks. Trains carried military trucks, tanks, jeeps in boxes, artillery cannons, and airplanes.  Life changed as 
everybody was waiting for mail from loved ones. We had a Philco radio and we waited for the news to come on. The 
reporters that I remember were Ernie Pyle (it was a big loss when he lost his life in the war), Edward R. Murrow, 
William L. Shier, and others. I remember when they started to come back home, not all did. 
 
The auction barn that was located where Baxter Mills was by Lee Kent’s and Ross Agett’s.  I would help push calves 
out of the stalls to the auction ring. When the auction barn caught fire, I was coming home on my school bus and when 
we were going by Harry Morgan’s farm, we could see the smoke coming up behind the hill ahead. 
 
Swimming in the Ischua creek was a big deal. When not working, we spent the summer swimming and fishing, and 
some would jump off the bridge. 
 
When I was going to the 2-room school, the teacher would take us to what was called the bathtub!  It was up Yankee 
Road and the stream that came down the valley had a rock formation that looks like a tub.  This is where we had 
picnics. 
 
Frank Corthell’s family took a big interest in the kids in town.  Frank was in civil conservation corps and worked in 
Letchworth State Park.  He had 3 daughters and would organize holiday activities for us.  It was always a good time. 
Our town had a lot of cats and Frank was always taking care of all the male cats. He got all the boys together and 
educated us in detail how to fix male cats! 
 
My oldest brother Bill had a Model A Ford with a rumble seat. He put milk cans in the rumble seat and headed for 
Abbott cheese factory to get whey for our pigs. We would scald the pigs in a tub over an open fire then shave it. 
 
My dad was the undersheriff of Cattaraugus County; he was on call 24-7.  We had an old phone with a crank to make 
calls and if your hand touched the metal part of the handle with the magneto, you got a bad shock. We only had a party 
line. At times when dad got a call, he would have to spit his tobacco juice into mom's plants.  That never went over 
well. 

Dad raised chickens, had fryers, and sold them to St. Bonaventure Friary. He bought the chicks from the hatchery on 
the Haskell Road. He would pluck the chickens on Saturday so the friary would have them for Sunday dinner. We had 
a motorized drum plucker for taking off the feathers. 

Bill Bailey's gas station was a place us kids hung out.  Bill was a fiddler and knew how to play other musical 
instruments. I missed out on the opportunity although I sat and listened to the ones that did. Ray Wetherby and Don 
Luzier learned to play the guitar; they went on in their lives playing country music. 

Us kids rode our bikes over Yankee Road to Munger Hollow, down to Cuba Lake and rode around the lake, stopped at 
my cousin’s cottage, then rode to Abbott and back to Ischua; it was an all-day trip. I learned to ride a bike with no 
rubber tires on the rims.  We would compete timewise by doing a bike ride going north uphill to where the 
campground is on a left turn to old Route 16 and back to where we started.  We did this real often.  We used a piece of 
cardboard on the fender brace long enough to reach the spokes to make an engine sound. 

We would hike the woods to find the best “y” shaped branches to make slingshots.  They had to fit in your back 
pocket.  Back then a tire tube was real rubber for the sling. We had slingshot fights using small green apples, only 
shooting below the waist.  This was fun!  We would find a long limber willow branch and put an apple on the end.  We 
would go up on the hill behind our house and neighbors working in their gardens were targets for the apple.  It was fun 
to watch.  They would look around to see where it came from. 

Bailey's gas station had a flying red horse sign and had mounting brackets on it. A good target for stones. When 
standing looking at it from the Hinsdale side, Bob Dunlap let a stone fly and missed the sign.  It went between the 
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brackets and across School Street. On the corner of Route 16 on the north side, the Schrader house had a window with 
a kitchen table behind it and a toaster on it. Well, the stone found the toaster. It was not a good outcome! 

We had a ball field across from my house and waited for Al Hook and Paul Keller to get home from work to play 
baseball with us.  Without the adults, we quite often would wind up with a fist fight due to being hot headed. We 
would go down the Five Mile and play with some farm kids.  I remember using dry cow flops for bases.  As we were 
playing, we had black and white spectators watching (the cows)! 

My first dog was from a litter of wild dogs from a sugar shanty on the top of the hill in front of Mill Street. We called 
him Barney. 

Where the Schrader house was on the corner of School Street and Route 16, there was a store, A.D. Moon’s store, not 
active when we were little, we were afraid to walk by because it was spooky.  George and Robert Elliott’s sawmill was 
about to close when I was little, but I remember them. I remember the Bailey and Harris houses burned down.   

When I was older, I was shown a pet Homer Chamberlin had.  Everybody should have one, it was called a Wampus 
cat.  The “cat” was in a spring-loaded wooden box, and one would view it through a small door.  As the person opened 
the door, a spring with a rag on it would hit the side of the box and make a loud thud as it sprang out, startling the 
viewer.   

My brothers and I were model airplane builders.  We built a free flight with an engine on it and went over to the ball 
field and started the engine and launched it.  It went straight into the roof of the house next door; not a good take off! 
Hole in the roof. 

 
LOCAL HISTORY FROM MANY OLD BOOKS INCLUDING 
INDIAN MOUNDS, LOGGING AND ADJACENT TOWNS   
Submitted by Town Historian   

 
Our summer vacation this past year took us to Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, a large city 
and a point of destination for many "rafters" and "loggers" from our area. It is 
beautiful country and with a little imagination, one could see and hear the hustle and 
bustle of traders exchanging money for wood from boards to shingles. 
 
Along with our Newsletter, we attached many pages from a historic book, "The 
Allegheny River" by Mrs. S. Kussart Pittsburgh, PA. printed in 1938 by Burgum 
Printing Company, Pittsburgh, PA. This book can be found at the website 
"historicpittsburgh.org", which I was told about while visiting the historic areas of 
Pittsburgh, including the three rivers, the Monongahela, Ohio, and Allegheny River. The full link for the publication is 
https://historicpittsburgh.org/islandora/object/pitt%3A00agc4747m/viewer#page/10/mode/2up 
The pages that we copied that were relevant to our area can be found at townofhinsdaleny.gov/history.html 

Mrs. Kussart's book was dedicated to COLONEL JARVIS J. BAIN whom the Allegheny River Improvement 
Association honored at several of their conventions by adopting resolutions thanking him for his work in forwarding 
improvements on the Allegheny while Pittsburgh district engineer, 1927-1931. 
 
Below are parts of local history books, which many of us never read or have even seen. The body of this newsletter 
focuses on Hinsdale history concerning the "Mound Builders" and the importance of our local creeks and rivers, 
mainly the timber industry before railroads. I did touch on adjacent towns, as many people in the 1800's moved from 
one town to another, for various reasons. 
  
Some writings from "Gazetteer of the State of New York", 1824 by H.G. Spafford. "Olean, this town took its name 
from Olean Creek, a fine mill stream, running S. to the Alleghany River. There are 5 saw-mills, and 1 grist mill, on the 
stream, within 7 miles from its mouth. The land is principally timbered with thick forests of tall pines, rapidly falling 
for the supply of the country on the Alleghany, and Ohio, with boards, plank, shingles, &c.  

(Editor’s note:  No editing changes have been 
made to the writings from the old books in this 
article in terms of spelling, punctuation, 
capitalization, etc. 
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The importance of this place, as a point of embarkation for the Ohio country, with the navigation of the Allegany 
River, have been greatly over-rated. Some barrows or tumuli, of moderate size, on the lands of my old friend Major 
Hoops, seem to indicate ancient settlements, hereabout, by that unknown race of beings, whose works of this sort are 
spread over such a vast extent of our country. The population of Olean, by census of 1820 was 1047; but this includes 
Hinsdale, erected from this town in 1820. By the rule of apportionment explained under Ellicottville, the population of 
Olean is 700; 1 grist mill and 18 saw-mills. From Olean, by water, descending the Alleghany, it is 70 miles to Warren, 
Pa., at the mouth of Connewongo Creek, thence 60 to Franklin, at the mouth of French Creek, and 100 to Pittsburg. It 
is a difficult and dangerous navigation. I found the distance from Albany to this place, via Geneva, Bath, and Angelica, 
292 miles. There is a turnpike laid out, partly worked, and will soon be completed, (so say my correspondents) 
between Olean and Angelica, 33 miles, by road I travelled, partly by land, partly by mud, and partly by water and mud 
at least knee deep. 
 
Hinsdale, a Post-Township of Cattaraugus County. Its extent N. and S. is 9 miles, E. and W. 8. The land is mostly 
timbered with pine, beech and maple, but a small part is yet under cultivation. Ischua, Olean and Oil creeks run 
through this town. Near the head of the latter is the celebrated Oil Spring, producing such immense quantities of the 
Seneca Oil. It is owned by the Seneca Indians, with a mile square Reservation around it. The settlements are along the 
road, above mentioned. - Population, by the rule explained under Ellicotville, 347; taxable property, $100882; electors, 
63; 852 acres of improved land; 227 cattle, 17 horses, 200 sheep; 5 saw-mills." 
 
From "Pioneer History of the Holland Purchase of Western New York", by O. Turner 1850. "The early settler on 
Allegany road between Cuba and Olean, was Simeon Hicks. He settled there in 1813. "Hicks Tavern," was widely 
known, after emigration commenced via Olean, to the west. As many as two hundred emigrants have been sheltered 
under his roof at one time. When he went into the woods, his nearest neighbor east was Elisha Strong, where the 
village of Friendship is now located; his nearest west was James Brooks, who lived two miles from Olean. Andrew 
Hull, who settled on a branch of Oil Creek, in 1814, raised the first crops in that region." Lila Cooper wrote in her 
book that, when the State Road was opened in 1817 from Angelica to Olean Point, the route was changed from the 
west side to the east side of Oil Creek and Hick's Tavern was left a long way from the new route. She wrote with so 
many immigrants headed west, in 1832 he built a larger hotel, which was widely known as "Hicksville".  The author 
had no reminiscences of Hinsdale, but did mention, "Major Adam Hoops, founder of settlement at Olean, died in 
Westchester county, Pennsylvania in 1845; was in indigent circumstances; subsisted in the last years of his life, upon 
his revolutionary pension; having at one period during his struggle, been one of the aids of Gen. Washington." 
 
Another story from Pioneer History...is "A brief abstract of memorandums made in conversation with John Green, will 
embrace some of the earliest events in that region: I came with my father to Olean in 1806. He was the first supervisor 
of Olean; used to go to Batavia to attend the sitting of Board of Supervisors; the town of Olean was all Cattaragus. He 
built a saw mill on the Haskell creek in 1808, the first mill built for lumber business on the Allegany.” 
 
I am now the oldest resident of Cattaragus county. The first death and funeral in Cattaragus were those of ----- Husten. 
He was killed by the springing of a tree, while getting out spars on the river, in 1807. There was no one to take the lead 
of any religious service; it was as much as we could do to get together enough to bury him. Marius Johnson, Esq. son 
of Elisha Johnson, was the first born male child in Cattaragus, and sister of mine, the first female. 
 
I remember the execution of a squaw on the Allegany, in 1807. She was convicted of witchery. The principal proof 
against her was that she had foretold that some of the Indians would die, who were very sick at the time. Cornplanter 
was absent; when he returned he disapproved of it; the Prophet, who had been the principal means of condemning her, 
was obliged to go to Canada to get rid of the vengeance of surviving relatives. The execution was a horrid one; the 
executioner, an Indian by the name of Sun Fish, struck her on the head with a hatchet; she came to and groaned, when 
he cut her throat with a knife.  
 
I had a long and familiar acquaintance with Cornplanter. I have no doubt as to his parentage. He was the son of O'Bail, 
an Irishman, who was an Indian trader; his mother was a Seneca squaw." 
 
Let's look at another book, "HISTORICAL AND STATISTICAL GAZETTEER of NEW YORK STATE", 1860 by J.H. 
French, LL.D. As I looked at an 1856 map and reading the 1860 Gazetteer, it mentioned "Reservoir Lake is a small 
sheet of water near the S.E. corner" of Hinsdale.  I talked with an older friend, Ross Shaffer, born and raised just off 
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the Haskell. Ross said that across the road from the prior Benham farm (where 
currently telephone poles and lines cross the valley) was roughly where a dam was 
built many years ago to create a sizeable body of water, "Reservoir Lake". Ross 
remembered when Ken Benham hired a guy with a dozer to remove or flatten the 
dam, making the existing place a useable agriculture field. Ross thought the dam 
was wide enough to drive a tractor over and thought it was removed in the 1960's. 
Ross, having explored the "Haskell Flats" throughout the years, showed me what 
certainly looked like another dam upstream maybe a quarter or half mile above 
Reservoir Lake. We didn't know if this man-made body of water was for a prior 
sawmill or a holding pond to send logs down the Haskell Creek. According to the 1856 map, there were other saw 
mills or stream saw mills throughout the Haskell valley.  Some interesting history, "Allegany, about nine-tenths of the 
town is still covered with forest. Olean - Lumbering is the leading occupation and it was for some years the southern 
terminus of the Genesee Valley Canal. The first settlement was made prior to 1805. In that year Robert Hoops, agent of 
Adam Hoops, and David Heusten were residents near the river on small improvements, and must have settled as early 
as 1804. The first lumber was rafted down the Allegany in 1807, by Bibbins Follet, Jedediah Strong, and Dr. Bradley. 
Portville - The flats were originally covered with a magnificent growth of white pine. Lumbering is the leading pursuit. 
The first settlement was made in 1805, by James Green on the Haskell Creek, in the N. part of town." 
 
Some stories from the "History of Cattaraugus Co." 1879 by L.H. Everts. "In the town of Olean, about a half-mile east 
of the village and within ten rods of the dwelling-house of Maj. Adam Hoops, the pioneer of the town, stood a mound, 
which some of the older inhabitants recollect as having been some thirty to forty feet in diameter and about six feet 
high. Col. James G. Johnson mentions having found beads, arrowheads, and other Indian relics within this mysterious 
embankment.  
 
Mention is made (but without particulars) of circular mounds on the farm of Alexander Ingraham, near Cattaraugus 
Creek, in the town of Otto, and on lands of Peter Smith, in Mansfield; also on the farm of C.G. Chamberlain in Ischua. 
The interior of this last mentioned was found to be constructed of stones which showed marks of fire. Some curious 
stone implements were also found here." 
 
There are many mentions of the "mound builders" in Everts book, another on the westerly side of Tunegawant Creek, 
in the town of Carrolton, close to Limestone and is described by Marvin Older, Esq., of Franklinville. "The work 
consisted of two intersecting circles inclosing an area of about five acres, the larger containing about four and the 
smaller about one acre. On the northeastern margin of the larger and most easterly circle, and crossing its 
circumference at two points, was a low piece of ground, which from all appearance had once been the channel of a 
small runlet dignified by the name of Limestone Creek. Such was 'Fort Limestone' in 1831. 
 
Twenty years later, Mr. Older revisited the place and found the work much changed by the hand of the white man. The 
smaller circle had been leveled, and a lumberman's road crossed its inclosure. Some workmen were attempting to 
remove a stump of about two feet in diameter which stood at the intersection of the two circles and interfered with the 
excavation of a cellar which had been marked out. Oxen were attached and the stump was easily turned out from its 
ancient bed, disclosing a mass of human bones, from which the earth had been entirely removed by the small fibrous 
roots. “On examination”, Mr. Older writes, they proved to be skeletons entire, having been deposited there three or 
four in depth with faces downward and heads to the east. A remarkable characteristic of these skeletons was the 
enormous proportions. Compared with my own stature and physical formation they must have been giants indeed! I am 
five feet eleven and a half inch in height, my usual weight is one hundred and sixty pounds, and wear a hat seven and a 
half in size by hatters' measure: but the skull of one of these skeletons would sit loosely on my head; a rib-bone would 
pass around me from spine to colon, outside my garments, including an overcoat; a shin bone would reach from my 
ankle two or three inches above the top of my knee-joint; a thigh-bone reached from my knee to the upper part of the 
hip bone; and the sub-maxillary would incase my jaw like an easy fitting mask. The teeth were enormous, particularly 
the molars. 
 
An attempt was made to preserve portions of these remains, but by exposure to the atmosphere they crumbled to a fine 
powder. These people must have been at least eight feet high, with other proportions corresponding. The earthwork 
here mentioned is still visible, its location is on land now owned by Job Moses." Our county museum in Machias 
mentions and shows these long-ago giants. 
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Now we will look at "Historical Gazetteer and Biographical Memorial of Cattaraugus County, N.Y.", edited by William 
Adams October 1893. "THE MOUND BUILDERS. TRACES IN WESTERN NEW YORK. BY FREDERICK 
LARKIN, M.D., member of the American Association for the Advancement of Science. A simple heap of stones or of 
earth seems to have been the first monument that suggested itself to man. In the old-world thousands of such 
monuments are known to exist. It is the opinion of modern archaeologists, that the earthworks scattered over most 
parts of the old world, were built thousands of years before the historic period, and that to the builders of the splendid 
cities of Baalbec and Palmyra, they were much of an enigma as to the inhabitants of the nineteenth century.  
 
It was formerly supposed that there was some alliance with those people and the Indian races of America, but that is 
very improbable. The skull of the Indian bears but little resemblance to that of the Mound Builder. The head of the 
Indian is low in the moral sentiments, has large firmness and small benevolence; in fact, his head indicates the cruel 
savage that he is. The Mound Builder had a head that will compare favorably with the most intellectual people now 
living. His head is well developed in the moral and intellectual regions, with large firmness, which causes him to move 
with energy, whether in peace or in war. 
 
When copper mines of Lake Superior began to be explored, traces of ancient works were found in almost every 
section. In one of the shafts was found a number of tools made of copper, which at the time of discovery were reported 
as being hardened at one end; if such was the case, it was done with tin or with some other process unknown to us. 
From the shores of Lake Superior, we can trace this people to Wisconsin, where we find some singular earth works; six 
effigies of animals, six parallelograms, one circle, and one effigy of human figure. What that animal represents is 
difficult to determine. Many at the present time suppose that the mastodon is one, and that he was a favorite animal and 
perhaps used as a beast of burden. That the mastodon was contemporary with the Mound Builders is now undisputed 
fact. It is a wonder, and it has been since the mounds have been discovered, how such immense works could have been 
built by human hands. In western New York, particularly within the borders of the great valley of the Conewango river, 
evidence is abundant that ancient man and the great American elephant trod the soil together. Large molar teeth have 
been found at East Randolph, Leon, Conewango, Ellington and various places near the tributaries of the Conewango." 
 
It was written in the Town of Hinsdale section that, "George D. Bandfield, of English descent and New England stock, 
was born in Caneadea, N.Y., in 1811. His father died soon afterwards and in 1813 his mother came to Hinsdale. At the 
age of fourteen he was a raftsman and at sixteen was a river pilot, which he continued until 1867. He bought a farm of 
214 acres in Oil Creek Valley which he sold for oil purposes in 1865, and the ensuing year he purchased a farm of 128 
acres on Olean Creek where he died in February 1892.” 
 
"David T. Maxwell's mills in the village of Hinsdale are operated by steam and are equipped with machinery for 
sawing all kinds of lumber and shingles, planing and matching, grinding feed, and making cider.  
 
William B. Reynolds's steam mills, about a mile south of Hinsdale village, on Olean creek, do custom work in sawing, 
planing, matching, sawing shingles and grinding feed. He was born September 26, 1844, and has been a manufacturer 
of lumber all his business life. He was a sawyer in Minnesota four years, but has spent most of his life in Hinsdale." 
 
"In 1810 Peter Putnam found Zachariah Noble at Olean, an unsettled and unmarried man who joined him in purchasing 
lumber, and together they rafted it to Cincinnati. Putnam returned to Olean (now Hinsdale) and settled on lot 42. 
 
William Adams also wrote, "In the town of Hinsdale near the west bank of the Olean 
Creek, about five miles from Olean, a part situated on the land of S.S. Peake and a 
part on the land adjoining of Mr. Gould, are the remains of an ancient fort that 
surrounds about three acres. This work shows unmistakable evidence of great 
antiquity; for more than sixty years ago pine trees, nearly four feet in diameter, were 
growing within the entrenchment. In and around this fort, large quantities of relics 
peculiar to those lost and wonderful people have been found."  
 
Also written was, "The ground now occupied by the village of Olean was, no doubt, 
once densely populated. The line of the Genesee Valley canal at this place passed  
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through a sepulchral mound that disclosed human bones in the last stage of decomposition. The tumulus was oval in 
form, about forty feet wide and sixty long and nearly ten feet high." 
 
The Gazetteer mentioned Lucius Benham, son of Roswell, was born in Reading, N.Y., Nov. 4, 1831, and married 
Rosina Pixley, July 9, 1876. Greg Benham possesses a log hammer stamp used to mark and identify logs originating on 
the Benham property off the Haskell Road. 
 
Also, "Jesse W. Gould, born in Barton, Vt., June 25, 1797, married in Irasburgh, Vt., Sally Smith, who was born there 
Aug. 12, 1794. In 1825 they came to Hinsdale, settling on Ischua creek, where he owned a sawmill and was also a 
farmer." 
 
And, "John Willover, married in Tyrone, Miss Esther Frost about 1829. In 1831 he settled at Haskell Flats in Hinsdale 
and very soon after, built a saw-mill on the Haskel creek, the first in the neighborhood. Later he purchased another 
farther down the stream built by Oliver Phelps and conducted both for some years. The valley was covered with a fine 
growth of pine trees and he became the extensive manufacturer of pine lumber and shingles which he rafted to market 
down the Alleghany and Ohio rivers. Besides his lumber business, he cleared three good farms. He came to the 
wilderness without means except a yoke of oxen, which drew his family and goods from Tyrone. But he had energy, 
courage, perseverance, and industry. In his business life he gave employment to a host of men and was the means of 
helping the industrious poor to help themselves. He purchased timber land, reserved the pine timber, and sold the soil 
to those who wanted homes." Mr. Willover was the prominent person in his neighborhood - a man of sterling integrity 
and high character. 
 
Christopher Willover, oldest son of John Willover, was born at Haskel Flats, April 8, 1832. He was educated in the 
common schools and in Grand River Institute, a branch of Oberlin College, Austinburgh, Ohio. He began his business 
life as the financial manager in taking a raft of lumber down the river and at the same time worked as a raftsman. In 
1858 he began the business of buying lumber on commission, which he followed until 1865, when he became a buyer 
on his own account and has since been a heavy dealer and many times a bold speculator. He was partner of the late 
C.V.B. Barse, of Olean, in the lumber business from 1864 until the latter's death. Mr. Willover is a man of more than 
ordinary business ability, is an able financier, and has the energy to accomplish whatever he attempts. His real estate 
embraces more than a thousand acres. He has a fertile farm at Haskel Flats, where he has a beautiful home." 
 
A couple more articles from William Adams, "Emery Wood, son of Wheelock Wood, was born in Gainesville, N.Y., 
Nov. 13, 1797. In 1817 Mr. Wood came to Hinsdale. He was soon engaged in the lumber trade, and acquired a large 
territory of pine timbered lands, including more than half the grounds now occupied by the village. In 1825 he opened 
the first store in Hinsdale. 

 
Emery Yates, a native of Woodstock, Vt., came to Hinsdale from Gainesville, N.Y. 
about 1813 and settled at Scott's Corners where E. A. Hull now lives. He erected a 
saw-mill on Oil Creek and engaged in lumbering. He also built a saw-mill farther up 
Oil creek on the site of the Tousley mill. He later established a boat-yard on Oil creek 
a little below his saw-mill at Scotts Corners, and there built flat boats. He was also an 
expert in constructing milldams. He died at Scott's Corners.” 
 

Finally, some reflections from "ALLEGANY AND ITS PEOPLE", A Centennial Memorial History of Allegany 
County, New York 1795-1895, also Histories of the Towns of the County, by John S. Minard, Esq., County Historian. 
First a bit on "Allegany. THE ORIGIN OF THE NAME. Indian tradition attributes this aboriginal name, which has 
so strongly fastened itself upon various places and geographical features of America, notably the Alleghany 
Mountains, Allegheny City, Allegheny River (Penn.), Allegany River and Allegany County (N.Y.), to an ancient race of 
Indians called Talegi, Talligewi, or Allegewi. Rev. P.J. Wilson of St. Bonaventure's Seminary and College at Allegany, 
N.Y., kindly sends the following: 'The Indian name for Allegany is a compound word, Talegwi-henna or T alegwi-
hanna. 
 
The turnpike was completed to Olean in 1822, and one of the principal streams of western emigration passed over this 
road, which through present Cuba village followed substantially the course of Main street.  Another avenue of  
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emigration was the Allegany road, which passed from the Genesee river in Cuylerville to Moscow, Perry, Castile, Pike 
and Centerville, where one branch went through Rushford, Rawson and by the old Morgan stand, meeting the turnpike 
at Simeon Hicks' tavern just beyond the county line, while another passed more to the west through Fairview, 
Farmersville and Franklinville, reaching the turnpike only a little way this side of Olean. The number of people who 
passed over these roads was truly marvelous. For a few years many emigrants made Cuba a place of embarkation for 
the west. Families would move into the place in the fall or winter, construct a rude temporary habitation, and devote 
time before the first spring flood to building boats or rafts with which to prosecute their journey. The boats were made 
of sufficient size to carry from two to five families each, were ingeniously constructed of logs and plank, and, in many 
cases the lumber was prepared to use in building their new homes at the places of their destination. The rafts were 
made small to safely navigate the creek, but when Olean was reached, a number of these rafts were joined together, 
and the journey resumed. 
 
Previous to the construction of the turnpike the roads over which this immense tide of emigration poured were of the 
most primitive character. For some parts of the way, especially over the low grounds, where now is the village of Cuba, 
was one continuous mudhole, with seemingly unfathomable depth. It is said that 800 pounds then made a heavy load 
for a three-horse team, and it took from three to four days to make the trip to Olean and back, carrying a load one way. 
Many were the horses that gave out, their own selling them for whatever they could get and taking to boats and rafts. 
Indeed, so frequent was this the case that some men conducted quite a lucrative business in buying up these "fagged-
out" animals and recruiting them, then selling them. It was the "old, old story" of one man's misfortunes being 
another's opportunity." 
 
More on Cuba, "The territory thus incorporated measured 769.68 acres." 
 
"Milo Fannin Baldwin, son of Jacob and Elizabeth (York) Baldwin, was born May 19, 1816, at Henrietta, Monroe Co. 
Jacob Baldwin came to Cuba (then Friendship) in 1818 and his family in 1820. He, with Stephen Cady, built a sawmill 
in 1818 and a gristmill in 1820 or '21 at North Cuba." 
 
"William Currier, son of Joseph Currier, was born in Corinth, Vt., Oct. 30, 1812. His parents settled in Holland, Erie 
County, in 1816, and as William was the oldest child, and as his folks were poor, he had to work at anything he could 
find to do to support the family and had in all only about 3 months of schooling. He however chopped over 100 acres 
of heavy timber and cleared up 50 acres of it, besides his work for others." 
 
Another article that goes along with prior articles found in old history books is this. I found this information in a folder 
of Mrs. Ralph (Ethel) Chambers, she was born 1/3/1887, she was Hinsdale and Ischua Historian in the 1950's. From 
page 26 of the Olean Times Herald, Thursday, September 17, 1959, an article titled "Hinsdale And Ischua Topic Of 
Historians". The article started, "The towns of Hinsdale and Ischua were subjects of the fall meeting of the O-Pa-Hi 
Historical Society held at Hinsdale Central School Tuesday night." It appears like historians, pre 1959 had a historical 
name and met at different schools, throughout the county. From papers in Mrs. Chambers folder was one of interest. 
"Major Adam Hoops purchased on Jan. 30, 1803, 20,000 acres, of the Holand Land Company. This included much of 
the S.E. part of what is now Cattaraugus County, including Olean. A deed of this tract was taken by Major Hoops in 
1807 and he gave back a purchase-money mortgage of over $10,000. 
 
Under this purchase in 1804 Major Hoops, Robert Hoops and David Hueston began the settlement of Olean, now is. 
He believed the Allegheny river would be a great water way to the far west, and that settlers and a great shipping-point 
would be developed in his new purchase. For a time the tide of emigrats did roll over land to Olean and go by boats 
and rafts westward by river. Hoop's investment was not a financial success and the mortgage he had given was 
foreclosed. He returned to Pennsylvania and died there in 1845. Robert Hoops stayed and erected the first dwelling 
house.(Perhaps some of you know of a street in Olean which is called Hoop Street?)" The city of Olean encompasses 
about 3844 acres and the Town of Olean around 18,944 acres." 
 
The same article also mentioned, "The population of the county after 1808 increased slowly. In 1810 it had 458 white 
inhabitants and four years later it had only 537. By 1890 it was 60,836." 
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Below are elevation places throughout our area, compared to "sea level", to show or prove that logs and rafts floated down waterways to places like Pittsburgh, 
Pennsylvania. I documented elevations checks at the creek level, focusing on the Haskell and Olean Creek valleys. This gives a conclusive look of how 
material was moved or floated down streams before railroads came to be.  

Clarksville down the Haskell Creek to Salamanca South part of Cuba just north of Wolf Creek Road, 
(where the water source heads to Cuba flowing to 
Oil Creek then meeting Olean Creek) to Salamanca 

Ischua Creek starting in Ischua, all ending at 
Salamanca, ultimately down to Pittsburgh, Pa. 

Elevation Location Elevation            
in Feet 

Elevation Location Elevation           
in Feet 

Elevation Location Elevation           
in Feet 

Corner of Wolf Creek and Haskell 
Roads, Clarksville 1704’ Mike Dowd farm, area drains north to Oil 

Creek, Haskell Road, Clarksville 1680’ Depot Street, Ischua 1519’ 

Wes Clute residence, former 
Germantown school, water from Wolf 
Creek, Clarksville 

1680’ Elsworth Swift farm, pond height, flows to 
Oil Creek, Cuba 1592’ Dutch Hill Road, Ischua 1513’ 

Willow Road, Hinsdale 1517’ James farm, creek flows to Johnson’s 
Creek, Oil Creek, Cuba 1559’ Farwell Road, Ischua 1488’ 

Haskell Creek under Creek Road, south 
of Benham Farm, Portville 1473’ Keller Hill Rd. Griffin Creek flowing to 

Oil Creek, Cuba 1529’ Kent Road, Hinsdale 1463’ 

Haskell Creek, goes under Haskell Road, 
Portville 1431’ Mill Street, Griffin Creek, Cuba 1497’ Gile Hollow Road, Hinsdale 1441’ 

East side of Haskell Creek behind 
Transfer Station at Allegheny River, 
Weston Mills 

1420’ Bull Street, Griffin Creek, Cuba 1487’ Fay Hollow Road, Hinsdale 1431’ 

Haskell Creek by Allegheny River 
behind Community Bank, Weston Mills 

1412’ Cuba Lake Outlet flows under Rt. 446 
Cuba/Hinsdale 

1474’ Union Valley Road, Hinsdale 1425’ 

Olean Creek and Allegheny River merge, 
Olean 

1405’ Underwood Road, Oil Creek, Hinsdale 1448’ Hastings Road, Town of Olean 1416’ 

Allegheny River Boat Launch, Allegany 1402’ N. Main Street, Oil Creek, Hinsdale 1444’ Olean Creek and Allegheny River merge, 
Olean 

1405’ 

Allegheny River Boat Launch, 
Salamanca 

1357’ Gile Hollow Road, Olean Creek, Hinsdale 
(see next column under Gile Hollow Road) 

1441’ Allegheny River Boat Launch, Allegany 1402’ 

    Allegheny River Boat Launch, Salamanca 1357’ 
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ISCHUA UNION CHURCH QUILT STORY 
Submitted by John and Nancy Ames  

 
This is the story of a connection between two small towns – the Town of Ischua 
just south of Franklinville and the Town of Second Milo, east of Keuka Lake and 
6-8 miles south of Penn Yan, NY. 
 
The story starts in the Caribbean where 2 couples cross paths in an airport. One 
of the couples are wearing Penn Yan T-shirts and a conversation ensues. Do they 
(the couple wearing the T-shirts) know of anyone that attends the Second Milo 
Baptist Church because they have a quilt they would like to return/donate to the 
church?  They gave their address to the couple from Penn Yan and parted ways. 
The Penn Yan couple carried that address around with them for over a year and 
finally in 2007 they handed it over to someone when they were at the Windmill 
Farm & Craft Market and found the Second Milo Baptist Church Bake Sale stall. 
How that address did not get lost is remarkable.  The address was given to the 
church clerk and a letter was promptly sent. They heard nothing back and after 
several months had passed a second letter was sent. Still no response. 
 
In 2011 – 4 years from now – the Second Milo Baptist Church would be celebrating their 200th anniversary. A quilt 
would be a great addition and possibly the centerpiece of their celebration. 
 
Diana Parmelee’s story… 
 
Time passed and suddenly it was August 2011. We were halfway through our 200th anniversary year with monthly 
commemorative events as our celebration, when our pastor, Rev. John Busch Sr., surprised and dismayed us, by 
informing us during the sermon that he was retiring in September. Now what do we do? Of course, find a new pastor, 
but…What do we do about our anniversary without a pastor? It felt like we had been abandoned. Did this mean that 
our church was no longer a part of God’s plan? 
 
The very next day, Monday Aug. 8, 2011, Eleanor Leach received a phone call from the family across the road from 
the church. It seems that some people had stopped and needed to see someone from the church as they had a quilt for 
them.  After all this time!  Turns out that one of the visitors was the great, great, great granddaughter of Rev. Moses 
Livermore and she wanted to return the quilt to the maker’s descendants. So, Eleanor received the quilt and also an old 
leather tobacco pouch with personal papers in it. Eleanor gave them a tour of the church and a receipt for $2200 (for 
tax purposes). 
 
It wasn’t an entire quilt – just a quilt top. Every other square is a 9-patch square, and the other squares were a plain 
muslin. On the plain muslin squares in old style script were 115 names. We had quite a happy time showing it and 
guessing who the people were that were memorialized there. 
 
Nina Swartout –a quilter herself – took custody of the quilt top and Diana Parmelee began to search out names from 
old membership lists. How do we preserve it, display it, store it?  Its 140-year age required some expense to properly 
take care of it. Ideas for fundraising were undertaken. This was a great congregational motivator for us. A literal 
restoration of hope in a tangible blessing. God must have given it to us for a reason, maybe we aren’t “used up” yet. 
But… none of the names showed up in the records! Not one name! The disappointment was palpable. Now what? 
Okay, it’s not ours! But it still needs to be preserved and hopefully revered.   
 
Records did show that Rev. Moses Livermore served the Second Milo church between Nov. 1867 through Oct. 1872 – 
for five years. In 1890, he was buried in our cemetery along with his wife and daughter and he has a monument there. 
The deed to his cemetery plot was in the leather pouch. 
 
Curiosity is sometimes an obsession, so of course (Diana) wanted to know who it really belonged to. How do we find 
out what other churches Rev. Livermore served and who had that membership list with the names from the quilt top? 
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As an amateur genealogist for her family, (Diana) hoped that the census records would lead her to find the names and 
then hopefully the church. Searching the most unique names first and half a spiral notebook later, she noticed a similar 
location- Cattaraugus County and a town called Ischua (ish-yu-way).  
 
Now, how to find the church! Second Milo is an American Baptist church, so it’s likely the same and hopefully not 
disbanded. So, search for Baptist churches in Ischua, write to all the churches, email those with email addresses, ask to 
be referred… very time consuming, but maybe we’ll get lucky. 
 
We did get lucky – but in a different way.  Eleanor had to attend a Baptist women’s state meeting and someone else 
attending from Franklinville (Judy Forward) knew of Ischua and has a sister (Sharon Ames) who attends a community 
church there. An address was shared and Diana sent the assorted information accumulated to Sharon. 
 
This is where I come into the picture. Sharon gave the envelope to my husband John, and I opened it and took it over. 
Looking at the names, I just knew that it belonged to our little Ischua Union Church. Our union church is a combined 
congregation of Methodists and Baptists after a fire destroyed the Baptist church in 1929. Many of the last names on 
the quilt top are the names of our town roads such as Williams Hollow and Sands Hill off the 5 Mile. Off from Route 
16 are Pierce Hill, Hatch Hill, Farwell Road and Johnson Hollow. There are also Seward Road and Carpenter Hill 
Road in the town. There is also one short partial sentence in our town history book (written by Sally Squire Pettengill) 
stating “…and Rev. M. Livermore was hired in July of 1883”.  After writing back to Diana, she also agreed that the 
quilt top was created by the women from Ischua. 
 
John & I, along with another couple (Chris & Bryan Peace), attended church at the Second Milo Baptist Church for 
their annual Memorial Day service in 2012. They had a guest speaker who had agreed to re-enact one of the sermons 
found in the old leather tobacco pouch. We then walked over to the cemetery to place flowers on the veterans’ graves 
and to say a prayer at Rev. Livermore’s grave. 
 
On June 10, 2012, seven members from the Second Milo Baptist Church attended church in Ischua and made a 
presentation of the quilt top to our congregation. Roger Pettengill, the son of the woman who wrote the “History of 
Ischua” book, wrote and read a lovely, fitting and grateful poem named “The Birth of a Quilt”.  What a wonderful, 
fulfilling and stimulating experience for both churches.              

- Written by Nancy Ames 
Names on the quilt: 
 

Adams, Alexander S 
Bacon, B          
Bacon, Eugene      
Bacon, J          
Bacon, Martha 
Beckwith, Jane 
Beckwith, Luther 
Bennett, Alice 
Bennett, Erwin 
Burdick, Julia 
Burdick, John 
Carpenter, Phila 
Chamberlin, Adelia 
Chamberlin, Carrie 
Chamberlin, Ella 
Chamberlin, Frank 
Chamberlin, Julia 
Chase, Alfred  
Chase, Florence 
Chase, Walter   
Cobb, Tommy   
Cole, J W 

Cole, Mrs J W 
Corthell, D C 
Farwell, Alice E 
Farwell, Gilbert M 
Farwell, Lizzie D 
Farwell, Morse A 
Farwell, Mable 
Farwell, Mary A 
Farwell, Sadie E 
Gardinia, Carrie 
Gardener, R E  
Gardiner, Jason K 
Gilbert, Allen J  
Gilbert, Casse 
Green, Clara  
Guild, William P 
Haight, Rozette T 
Hatch, Carrie  
Hatch, H F  
Hatch, Frank   
Hatch, Fred P  
Hatch, Grace  

Hatch, Judson W 
Hatch, Laura   
Hatch, Mary    
Hatch, Ray M  
Hatch, Sara H E 
Hatch, Will   
Heddon, Marion  
Hill, Mrs Henry 
Johnson, D E 
Johnson, Mamie 
Kellogg, Mrs M 
Kenfield, Libbie 
Kenfield, Minnie 
Leon, Lizzy  
Lincoln, B C 
McCollister, Mrs R 
Moon, Archie D 
Moore, Mertie 
Pierce, C P      
Pierce, Esther  
Pierce, Mariam 
Pierce, Roscoe 

Putnam, Mara A 
Rada, G W        
Rada, Julia    
Randall, A I  
Randall, Jewitt 
Reynolds, Jeptha 
Reynolds, Bruel 
Rockwell, A H 
Rogers, Frank 
Sands, Bert      
Sands, Frank E 
Salisbury, M A 
Sardinal, Thad W 
Searl, Fayette    
Searl, Inez E 
Seward, Neola A 
Shipman, Eva 
Shipman, J A 
Shipman, J J 
Shipman, Sara A 
Sill, Carrie           
Sill, Sarah M 

Snyder, Kate     
Terry, Ella     
Thorton, Annie E 
Thorton, Millie 
Thorton, L M 
Townsend, B C 
Townsend, Eunice 
Van Houter, Edwin 
Van Houter, Mary 
Wagner, C H 
Wagner, Clarissa 
Wagner, Grant 
Wagner, Hattie 
Wagner, Henry 
Williams, Almond 
Williams, Christina 
Williams, G A 
Williams, Kittie 
Williams, Mattie 
Williams, Richard 
Yates, Eva E 
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The Birth of a Quilt  
Written by Roger Pettengill, June 2012 

Some ladies gathered to give me my birth, 
Bags of tattered old clothes, nothing of much worth. 
Threw out the real bad, but saved quite a few, 
And some people think that recycling is brand new. 
 
Let me tell you how that day went, 
And how the ladies created me without spending a cent. 
 
They gathered in Mrs. Chamberlin’s living room, 
She swept it out with an old straw broom. 
Mrs. Chamberlin made a great host, 
Guests tied their horses to the hitching post. 
 
Mrs. Farwell and Mrs. Corthel cut out squares that looked like patches,  
While at the table, stitching was done by Mrs. Wagner and the Hatches. 
 
From an open window I could smell fresh cut clover, 
And could hear children in the yard playing red rover red rover. 
 
Mrs. Rogers brought a fresh baked apple pie that everyone said was easy to swallow, 
She said the apples were picked just this morning, in Suicide hollow. 
Mrs. Shipman was happy because they just bought a new ice box from                      
Mr. Moon’s general store, 
And now she has no more ice water leaking on her plank floors.   
 
The ladies kept busy, but never seemed to be in a real hurry, 
And I know they had their problems, but they didn't seem to worry.  
They enjoyed and cherished each other’s company, 
And talked of the weather, God and family. 
 
They talked of the general store and the local hotel, 
Where no women allowed, I hear tell. 
Some women giggled and the disgusted ones shook their heads, 
When a story was told about a certain husband, staggering home looking for his bed. 
 

Mrs. Seward mentioned she has a nice new family next door, 
But though the wife’s clothes were a little too revealing that she wore,  
And everyone but Mrs. Seward laughed at the fact, 
That Mr. Seward didn't seem to have a problem with that. 
 
They all shared the day and worked till their fingers were sore,  
And created me, -- A parting gift for their reverend, Mr. Livermore.  
That's my birth story from the very first fold, 
Can't remember it all, Fore I am around a century and a quarter old. 
 
There are many others, too many to say, 
Who added names to my quilt top that day, 
And I have only mentioned just a few 
Many I’m sure will be familiar to you. 
 
So, I was presented as a gift and then it's a blur. 
Even though in the beginning I did create quite a stir. 
Put away and moved from closets to trunks where I was packed so tight, 
For too many years I never saw the sunlight. 
 
So, while living in my state of reverie, 
The fine people of Ischua, I hoped to again see, 
Some kind-hearted people brought me back to the Ischua church,  
Where I was destined to be since my birth. 
I thank them for that, and state this fact, 
They are truly great people, for doing such an unselfish act. 
 
None of us can change the past 
And our lives go by so very fast. 
I don’t know what my future will bring or how it all will end 
But we are all definitely in God’s hands. 
 
So finally I pass this message to all, from Mr. Livermore, the ladies, and this old quilt, 
Cherish every day and please don't let your love for God wilt. 
 

 
 
 

THE RECENT FLOODS IN THE WEST 
ARTICLE FROM FRANK LESLIE’S ILLUSTRATED NEWSPAPER 
No. 1,430 – Vol. LV  
NEW YORK – FOR THE WEEK ENDING FEBRUARY 17, 1883 
 

The long record of terrible disasters which marked the first month of the new year was supplemented during the first 
week of February by the ravages of floods of almost unprecedented destructiveness. A violent snowstorm which 
prevailed through the Northwest on the 2d and 3d insts. developed into a rainstorm east of Indianapolis, which attained 
the proportions of a deluge throughout Ohio and Western Pennsylvania.  This storm came while the streams were 
generally locked in ice, and the consequences were therefore much more serious than the same rainfall would have 
produced in the Spring, when the rising waters do not encounter the resistance of frequent ice-gorges.  Some of these 
ice-gorges were of immense size, one eighteen miles in length coming down the Allegheny River to Pittsburgh, 
crushing before it steamers, barges, and all other sorts of river craft.  At Cleveland the flats along the Monongahela 
River were under water for a mile and a half on each side of the stream, and the damage to the many factories, mills, 
coal and.lumber yards in this bustling quarter of the city is estimated at considerably over a million dollars.  The loss at 
Youngstown, Ohio, is estimated as $100,000; at Akron, $50,000; at Pittsburgh, Pa., $150,000; at Meadville, $50,000 in 
lumber rafts and boats alone, the damage to other property being much greater, while from a score of towns in the 
valleys of the Allegheny and the Monongahela, and on the banks of the innumerable streams of Eastern and Northern 
Ohio, come reports of warehouses, factories and bridges swept away, and of hundreds of dwellings under water. 

The waters rose so swiftly that thousands of people throughout the devastated region had to flee from their homes in 
hot haste at the peril of their lives.  At Youngstown Ohio, 200 families were compelled to leave their dwellings in 
boats, and at Meadville, Pa., 200 more families were imprisoned, and only rescued in boats after great suffering.  The 
break-up of the ice in the Allegheny River at Pittsburgh occurred early on the morning of February 5th, and soon after 
sunrise the bridge which leads to Herr's Island was swept away.  Twenty-six families resided on this island, and most 
of the people had made good their escape before the bridge disappeared. Over twenty, however--among them several 
women and children--were imprisoned on the island, and the crowd on the shore watched them with keen anxiety as 
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the water crept up until not only every inch of land was submerged, but the first stories of the houses were inundated.  
The victims maintained good heart, and were finally rescued unharmed, amid the rejoicings of the multitude.   

Many of the streams reached higher points than ever before known, and the suddenness of the rise caught so many 
unawares that several people were drowned at different points, although there was happily no great loss of life.  The 
railroads suffered severally by the storm, and a number of mishaps to trains occurred, the most serious of which was 
the breaking down of a bridge over Ischua Creek, near Hinsdale, NY while a train was crossing, and the killing of the 
engineer and fireman. 

 

HINSDALE COMMUNITY EVENTS PHOTOS 

 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We again thank Reiss Game Farm & Tree Farm for donating Christmas trees to decorate Main Street Park.  We were fortunate 
to work with Hinsdale Central School and local organizations to decorate the trees.  

Friday, December 5, 2025 - Holiday Magic event.  The Hinsdale Historical Society, Hinsdale Central School PTO, Hinsdale 
Fire Department and the Hinsdale Youth Commission organized a parade starting at the school and ending at the fire hall with 
a visit from Santa as well as crafts, food, cookies, cocoa and caroling.  

Thursday, October 2, 2025 - The Hinsdale Historical Society treated Mrs. Morrow’s second grade class at Hinsdale Central 
School to a hands-on demonstration of a hundred-year-old cider press.  The kids got to help make and drink fresh-pressed cider 
as well as eat and learn about different kinds of apples. 
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This is the official picture of the start of the Hinsdale Honor Society Scholarship and the committee which started it in 1958.  
Students (front row, left to right): Jean Ervay, Barbara Scutt and Carol Hull.  Back row: Fred Wescott, Superintendent, and 
Betty Pappas, Advisor. 
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HINSDALE HISTORICAL SOCIETY 

                              Members:                                                                Social Members:  
                     Jan Bishop          Steve Clute                          Helyn Wilson          
                     Chuck Struble                Christine Bartman                          Jeff Goodyear         
                     Ann Carr                   Gene and Wendy Bingman            Jeff VanDeCar        
                     Randy Carr                    Jack Searle                Laura McGovern  
                     Pat Drake           Suzi VanDeCar                               Sue Folts 
  Rose Hamilton             Pat Ash   
  Troy Hillman              
                     Connie Stephens     Newsletter:  
  John Washington   Christine Clute 

 
A special thank you to those that submitted items for this newsletter.  If you are interested in becoming a member of 
the Hinsdale Historical Society, please contact any of the members listed above.  If you would like to join us, please 
email stephen_clute@hotmail.com.

  2025 Hinsdale Cemetery Burials  

Last Name  First Name    Date of Birth        Date of Death    Location of Death 

Schryver Norma E.   03/04/1932  03/05/2025 Olean, NY 
Hooper Carol A.   12/31/1939  04/21/2025 Olean, NY 
Lockwood Dean Alan   03/19/1945  07/10/2025 Great Valley, NY 
Larson Donald J.   06/09/1937  08/15/2025 Olean, NY 
Blackmon Elba L.   03/18/1940  05/16/2025 Salamanca, NY 
Hettrick Gerald L.   08/01/1960  06/10/2025 Troy, AL 
Lockwood Joan M.   04/17/1944  09/18/2025 Great Valley, NY 
Miller Stanley   03/28/1929  11/03/2025 Portville, NY 
Linderman Howard M.   07/02/1934  12/11/2025 Hinsdale, NY 
Thompson James   12/30/1931  06/18/2019 Olean, NY 

Sunday, March 29, 2026 - Hinsdale hosted a community Easter Egg Hunt in 
the park on Main Street and on the Greenway Trail.  The event was 
sponsored by The Hinsdale Historical Society, Hinsdale Community Church, 
Youth Group and NYS Parks, Recreation & Historical Preservation. 


