One Man’s Memories 

Many Changes, Many People, and Many Stories

by Bob Lavery, Registered Architect

Round Lake Village Changes:

During the last sixty years my awareness of the world around me has changed a lot. I have heard the stories of my elders, and I have watched as changes overtake what was. In my childhood, the Round Lake Association owned the land that housed the quaint Victorian cottages that we all lived in. That cumbersome house-on-leased-land arrangement has changed to a Village under New York State Municipal Law and, the land is now included in the house deed.  During my early years, many of the quaint cottages, all built during the 1800’s, fell into disrepair. The Village has always been plagued with fires and, many cottages burned. I remember one fire in which over thirty cottages were destroyed. During the 1940’s and 50’s, I saw the last of the old hotels demolished. Now, in 2006, many of the old cottages have been reconstructed and modernized to better meet the needs of the owners. Some have kept the Victorian Carpenter Gothic charm, but many cottages, or “Gems” as they were called, have been “modernized” with no respect for the workmanship and beauty of the jigsaw revolution. First aluminum and later plastic siding was applied, covering the gingerbread, scalloped shingles, and carved detailing of the bygone era. 

What I saw growing up in Round Lake Village was a deteriorating group of Victorian Carpenter Gothic houses. The Village was built to host religious camp meetings in the late 1800’s and had fallen on hard times and into disrepair. 

The old camp meetings, I was told, would see a congregation of over 20,000 men, women, and children crowded into tents pitched on ten by twenty foot lots. Many more people were housed in the several hotels of the era. There were several boarding houses and the Village even sported a boarding school. My aunt Minnie Garnsey lived in the remaining un-burned half of what was once her family hotel, the Wentworth. She told of the families that came out of Troy for the summer and the fun times at the turn of the century. I remember some of the men of the Village commuted to Albany on the train during the 1940’s. She remembered how the men would commute from the cities to Round Lake for weekend religious events. It was a huge social event when the men got off the trains and met with their wives and families that stayed the summer in Round Lake, away from the heat and dirt of the cities. Round Lake was a safe place for the families in the shade of the pine trees on the hill. 

To meet the needs of this huge crowd, in the 1880’s the Round Lake Association, that owned the Village property, provided a state-of-the-art water supply system and a state-of-the-art sewage treatment system. That is “state-of-the-art” for 1890. The predominantly female social structure of the Village caused several service clubs to be created. There was a Kerosene Club that instigated street lighting, before electricity came, which then became the Woman’s Round Lake Improvement Society (WRLIS) that attended to various matters including running the Round Lake Library. The advent of the telephone created a “wonderful feeling of security” in the winters after one of the first dial systems in New York State was installed.

During the first few decades of the twentieth century, the year-round use of the summer homes caused many problems. The few remaining wooden pipes deteriorated and were replaced, the cast iron sewer pipes rusted, and many shallow pipes broke and or froze during the long cold winters. The iron water supply pipes plugged with sediment and rust deposits. 

When I was a kid, there were drinking fountains in the summer at the tennis courts, the train station, the Post Office, the summer church (Auditorium), the side hill by Haven Avenue at George, and other places around town. Later I learned these fountains were left over from the camp meeting days. By the mid 50’s, the only remaining drinking fountain was at the tennis courts, and that tasted like iron and barely had enough pressure to get a drink without putting your mouth on the spout. The water system generally fell into disrepair. The lead pipe that was often used for water supply pipes in the houses was proudly displayed with large cast-in-place joints that looked like bulbs on the pipe. I remember bending the tub supply pipes to clean under the old claw foot tub in our house on Lake Avenue. 

The superb drinking water suffered lower and lower pressure. Great effort was made to clean, fix, and replace the pipes as parts of the Village would have low water pressure or none, but “great effort” in the 1940’s and -50’s did nothing more than patch problems. With the advent of the Country Knolls developments in the 1970’s, the water quality deteriorated from the grading runoff and lawn chemicals. As amends, the developer of Country Knolls North provided temporary water from his system, and dredged, cleaned, and maintained the reservoir for a while. This avoided lawsuits and greatly helped the economics of the struggling Village. The Health Department only upped the use of chlorine and testing to meet their standards of supported microbial life, not the ability of the water to support human life.

I don’t remember ever hearing of a sewer problem other than a broken pipe that flooded a basement now and then while I was growing up. No one talked of the problem of lake pollution or drinking water degradation in those days. 

In 1947, Mom bought our house, the Captain Rogers house on Lake Avenue in the Village, and we renovated it to be our winter residence. Captain Rogers was with Seward on his trips to explore Alaska after Congress bought “Seward’s Folly” from Russia. In 1950, I was in charge of the garden outside of the garage and, while digging around, I found the steamship Ordelia’s brass signal cannon next to the foundation. The Ordelia was used to transport passengers around Round Lake and to take “revelers” to the Pine Island Dance Pavilion on the east side of the lake away from the “dry and religious” Round Lake Village. Dad immediately recognized the cannon and remembered “the kids” using it to harass the Village when he was growing up. It mysteriously disappeared some time in the teens or twenties. Captain Rogers, in his retirement, was the Superintendent of Grounds for the Round Lake Association and obviously captured the cannon and put it into safekeeping for me to find in his garden. 

During those years, the George West Museum was the Round Lake School. I attended kindergarten through sixth grade there and moved to the new Shenendehowa Central School in 1954. 

There were only a few hundred permanent residents that remained in the one hundred or so year round houses that make up the Village of today. Some of the tent platforms had sprouted a cottage over them, others had rotted, or been burned during one of the many fires that plagued the Village. Fire was such a threat in the early days that the Village had an ordinance requiring buildings to have metal or slate roofs. There were only a couple of the old wooden hotels that remained standing in the 1940’s. I remember waking to the sound of opera singers and a trumpet player that practiced their art during the summer mornings of 1948, at sunrise! We used to play in the deteriorating hotels, and my parents had many “ancient” friends that were the descendents of the prosperous families that built the Village only sixty years before I was born.

All this time the Round Lake Village sewage treatment plant was just a forgotten inconvenience. The Village had neither money nor knowledge to take care of it. A solid stream of raw sewage ran through the full settling tanks. This stream entered Round Lake through culverts near the intersection of Route 9 and Maltaville Road. I remember playing in the Sewer House and walking the concrete walls that separated the various tanks. 

The Lake waters change:

The lake itself has seen many changes in my memory. The nutrient-rich lake water that we fed directly from our homes has gone from a nearly dead, oxygen-starved murky green pond to a nearly clear mud bottom lake. In 2006 it is changing back to the pond waters again as the eutrophication process progresses unabated by human intervention. 

When the county-wide sewer system was installed in November of 1977, the Village sewage was “picked up” and pumped to the new treatment plant in Mechanicville. The lake waters almost immediately started to clear up as the algae growth dropped dramatically. The water was clear and you could often see the lake bottom. There was no longer an inch-thick froth of fluorescent green yellow scum when the weather got hot. Now, in 2006, the lake is “working” again, but nothing like it did in the middle of the twentieth century. 

I remember as a kid, during the 1940’s and 50’s, having trouble getting my fish line to penetrate the thick hard scum when the lake was working. I would have to break up the crust with an oar in order to fish. I still do not know how we lived through eating the fish from the lake. 

I do remember the smell being almost too much to endure. I was “supposed to be used to the smell,” as in the summer we lived in an apartment my father built in the rafters of the old Boat House or Casino when he and my mother bought the building from Howard Lenox during the 1930’s. 

The following picture shows the Round Lake School tower to the left in the old George West Museum, the two-lane Route 9 of 1947 is in front of the Village lawns, the Seaplane Base is to the left of the Casino, the fishing boat fleet is to the right, and the underpass that the state put in to allow free access to the lake shore from the Village is the dark hole in the road embankment behind the boats. The concrete underpass is still there and was extended when the Route 9 was widened from three to four lanes in the 1960’s. This underpass has always been a dank and slimy tunnel and was to be avoided as a very scary place in my childhood. It is still scary with crawling things, broken glass, and sediment.
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During the 1940’s, the old boat house building was known as the Casino and housed a flight office and shop for my father’s seaplane service. My mother ran a restaurant in the big lakeside glass walled room from which she supervised a boat livery to the north and the swimming beach to the south. 

[image: image1.jpg]


[image: image4.wmf] 

The interior of the restaurant was decorated with mounted fish that came from the lake. For a number of years, the New York State record large mouth bass and northern pike came from our Round Lake waters, and they are shown in the photo to the left. The biggest one, in the back, was spotted from the air by Bill Kreske, one of Dad’s flight instructors. According to a news paper article, it was an Oswego bass that weighed 11.5 pounds and was “more than” 30 inches long. Conservation Commission authorities said the fish had died of old age and showed no recent signs of injury other than a hook snag on one fin. 

When Mom and Dad bought the property it was a swamp all the way south to the ice house and Village dump where the boat launch off Route 9 is now located. The ice house foundations can still be seen during low water, at the boat launch. During the 1930’s and 40’s, Dad brought in sand from Mount Lookout in the winter and had it dumped on the ice to create the swimming area and seaplane base shore line.

You can still see the concrete foundations my father poured to support the building when the original posts rotted out and they installed a floor for the restaurant. 

This concrete is the site of the first marriage Round Lake’s Mayor Bill Ryan performed during a cold morning sunrise in November of 1981. He married my wife Helene and I right where I grew up. During my childhood, the spring flood water would sometimes cover the floor of my mother’s store in the Casino. Once it was over the first step of the stair going up to the public toilet area.  I now watch the concrete to gauge the height of the lake water level. 
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The water never seems to fall far enough to expose all the concrete steps that lead down to the swimming beach as it did in the early 1950’s. The photo of the Casino during demolition in 1953 shows the extent of beach that was normally exposed during low water in the summer. High water level now rarely completely covers the concrete that was at least eight inches below the old wood floor level of the restaurant. 

In the old days, as the water level fell in the spring, you could see huge dying carp flopping around, trapped in the swamp areas that would later dry up. I now know that this was one of the sources of smell that hung over the lake.  

Water has been at the center of my life in Malta:

When the lake worked too much for swimming, usually all of August, I would meet my friends and go hiking. We would go up the clear waters of the Round Lake inlet known as the Ballston Creek and now sometimes known by the Native American name, Shenantaha. This creek was deep enough when I was a kid to run my outboard motor up under Maltaville Road Bridge to the Route 9 Bridge which was always too low to get under with a boat. I would get gas from Charlie Freemire’s service station where Marc’s VW Repair Shop is now located. I used to carry a heavy five-gallon army tank to fuel my boat, and Charlie would see to it that I had the proper amount of oil in the can before filling it. 

Upstream from the flat water of the lake, the inlet bed was nearly dry in the summer. We would walk barefoot in the water and play on the shale banks and stream bed. It was normal to get cuts and scrapes on these expeditions and we would lounge in the hot water pools where the sun beat down on the blue-black shale. It was on one of these all-day expeditions starting along the D & H tracks that my friend, Dave Cooper, and I found the stones with holes in them, mortars, ground by Native Americans for making flour. One of my friends knew where they were, what they were, and even how to use the long smooth stones nearby to crush twigs and sand. On later expeditions in the 70’s I was told that Ray Weed, a past Malta Highway Superintendent, had taken all the pestle stones to his barn along East Line Road for safe keeping. 

Down stream from the Indian mortars, now in the Shenantaha Park, was the old Stone Arch Bridge, and Sheep’s Hole. The Stone Arch Bridge was part of Ruhle Road and was not of much interest to us as it was very steep down to the water of the stream, but the Sheep’s Hole was a different story. It is a deep spot in the Ballston Creek as it comes downhill towards Round Lake from the site of the old Stone Arch Bridge. The creek had worn the underlying shale deep, and it must have been a ten-foot drop from the banks above the six-foot deep water. There was always water here for swimming. There were trails down to the sand bar at the end of the Sheep Hole from the Round Lake Rod and Gun Club. We were told that farmers would take their herds there to soak the manure off their coats before cutting them in the spring. I got a bad feeling about the Sheep’s Hole one day when I went up after a rain and there was a huge dead tree submerged in the water. In my mind it was not safe to dive or swim there anymore. 

If we were not in the mood to go so far north along the inlet, we would go to the south or west side of the Village and play in the stream that came off Mount Lookout. That was a short trip for us into the trees behind my brother’s friend Jacky Lewis’ house. We would find a small very cold and clear stream that flowed out of the hill by the water tank on top of Mount Lookout. This stream picked up water from innumerable springs on its way to the lake. The stream bed was full of rocks here in the valley as it flowed across the “hard pan” soil of the Village.  There were always salamanders and snakes for us to chase and trap. Further up that stream were the railroad tracks and then, as the stream went up the sand hill behind Goddard’s house, there was a natural garden of one of the most fascinating plants that grew in the area. We called it snake grass. This segmented hollow grass was full of grit which we figured was sand. You can pop the short sections of the grass apart and chew off the closed bitter end so that the segments could be used as pipes for outlets from the dams we made at the springs as they came bubbling out of the hillside. 

One of the benefits of taking the trip to the south side of the Village was visiting Helen Hiraharra (Jacky Lewis’ mother) and her husband, Caesar. Caesar was a wonderful gardener and he had developed the yard into Japanese Gardens complete with fish ponds, fountains, and bridges. There was always something blooming in that yard, and if you were caught looking, you were trapped into having a snack or drink, and a tour. It was fascinating to see the wonders of this garden at any time of year. I now realize that I used to meditate there in the sun (Mom called it daydreaming). Those daydreams often return even now as visions of the gardens. When visiting my wife Helene’s gardens here at 16 Dugans Hill Road, the Brooklyn Botanical Gardens, or those in Montreal I immediately feel at peace and back in the comfort and safety of my childhood. 

But, as luck would have it, we “grew up” quickly and tired of playing in the water and earth. My friends and I would then climb the metal ladder to the top of the Village water tank and enjoy the view from above the tree line. Here I discovered that I had the same malady that my father, the pilot, had. I have a fear of heights. Many questions however, were answered by the things we found written there on the water tank. This was one of the nighttime hangouts for the older generation. Another one was the south porch of my mother’s restaurant in the Casino. 

The Boy Scouts would camp out on Mount Lookout, and there were always stories around camp fires set in the sand under the pine trees up there. Some of those stories would get repeated around town and become fuel for us younger children to emulate. I remember skiing down the banks of the sand pits and filling my shoes with sand, building fires, and putting them out the “proper way” with water and sand. 

Another summer past time when the lake was working too much for swimming was a much-anticipated trip to the Swimming Pool Casino up Route 9. The Swimming Pool Casino was located in the valley just south of Malta Ridge at the entrance to the park. It was quite a chore to get someone to drive me up there and more of a chore to extract enough money out of Mom to pay to get in and have money to buy a lunch of hotdogs and soda. It must have irked her to no end to have a whining kid want to spend her hard-earned cash buying admission to swim and pay to eat what we had in her own restaurant. It was, however, wonderful to be able to see through the clear water to the bottom of the swimming pool and to be able to dive and swim from the sand-free deck areas. The grass is really greener on the other side of the fence, but only for a while, as I soon became sensitive to the chlorine and I moved back to the wonders of Round Lake. 
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One of my fondest memories of the late 1940’s is swimming at our Round Lake beach and floating in a tube out past the weeds. You could put your head down at water level and see the curvature of the earth. Boats on the other side of the lake with fishermen in them would disappear “over the horizon.” It was an easy mental exercise to imagine the world being round with this close view and the view from the windows of my father’s airplanes at a much higher elevation. 

Many a day I would drift on the water watching the clouds drift by imagining animals, funny cars, and sleek airplanes. I loved daydreaming in my tube floating on the lake. Often I would feel a rumbling in the water. I would watch the waves build up around me as the earth shook and then the rumbling sound of one of the rocket engines being tested at the Hermes Project on Hermes Road in Luther’s Woods would fill the air. The “Malta Test Site” would fire their rocket engines fixed to huge concrete structures. The exhaust was directed down into tunnels that we heard hushed conversation about. The Hermes Project area was “TOP SECRET,” and no one was supposed to know anything about it. That was a fat chance as the “no fly zone” was not very big, and Dad was always hopping passengers from Round Lake and Saratoga Lake and had to fly between the two where the Hermes Project was located. The Government also had a one-mile restricted access area around the “Malta Test Site,” and it was prime hunting ground for the local sportsmen. We were told the tunnels that the rocket engines exhausted into reversed deep underground and returned to the surface providing us with a huge display of raw power as a plume of white steam would erupt over the north side of the lake and slowly drift in the wind and dissipate. It was a wonderful experience from the water to witness the power of the postwar United States. You could not only see and hear the test, but you could feel the water vibrate and watch the waves being generated from your boat or, in my case, my inner tube. 

By the time I “got my wings” (everything in my childhood had flying connotations), and was able to go fishing by myself, the fields that were along the lake were under water. There were dead trees at edge of lake and the swamp was extensive behind them. The wind had blown over many of the large willow trees that had become islands, and their root systems were shields of dirt and stone that faced the lake and made wonderful areas to explore both by boat and in the winter on ice skates. In those days it was not uncommon to be skating on Round Lake Thanksgiving Day. Before I was born there were horse races on the ice, but all I remember are skate races with the Boy Scouts organizing competitions and my mother serving hot drinks and food. There are movies of me riding my tricycle on the ice during these races. I still remember riding my tricycle on the south porch of the Casino. I was tempting fate by riding as fast as possible to the edge of the porch. That practice stopped quickly, as I once went swimming in my snow suit when I failed to negotiate the stop. 

Another early lake memory is the sight of mud and cattails being thrown into the air above the horizon line east of the lake. We were all lined up on the south porch of the Casino, and it was a cold, but festive day. I was young enough that I could not understand why there were so many people on the porches of the Casino and lined up along Rt. 9. You could see the farm fields across the lake. There were trees separating the fields and a few standing trees separating the fields from the swamp. The big event occurred when the Army Corps of Engineers blasted the outlet channel to create a narrow stream channel that would self-scour with the current. After they cleaned out the outlet, in the summer the water would drop dramatically to expose a beach all around the Casino foundation. The stumps of trees from when the lake was much lower during the drought years at the turn of the 1900’s became visible and were a constant navigation hazard as they were several hundred feet out from the east shore and only a foot below water level. I became proficient in replacing the shear pin on my five-horsepower Johnson outboard motor. We all carried extra shear pins, cotter pins, and pliers in boats with motors as we fished and played around the lake. 

As I grew older, my small world centered on Round Lake Village, and Round Lake, burst open. I got a bicycle for Christmas and I was freed from walking the streets in town, and sailing or motoring around the lake. I could move further and faster. I was now able to ride my bike up to my aunt’s farm in Jonesville or over Maltaville Road and 67 to the Round Lake Airport my father built in 1947. 
The caption with this 1950 photo reads:
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BUSY SEAPLANE BASE. One of the East’s most active seaplane bases, Lavery’s Seaplane Base at Round Lake, New York, has a total of 14 seaplanes and amphibians based there. The scene above is a far cry from 1937 when operator Lew Lavery set up operations at Round Lake with a C-3 Aronca on Edo floats and a house trailer. The lake is 4800 feet long and 3900 feet wide and is situated between Albany and Saratoga.
Photographer: Bill Strohmeier of Davis-Parsons Inc. For: The Edo Corporation, College Point, Long Island, N.Y. This photo is from the collection of Jack Tuck.

The Grumman Widgeon in the foreground belonged to the D. A. Collins Construction Co.

During the 1940’s and 50’s, Dad flew for the D. A. Collins Construction Company of Mechanicville. Dad was their pilot and flew their various airplanes. They had a Fairchild float plane, a Grumman Widgeon, and later a Republic Sea Bee. They needed a place to winter their equipment, and Dad’s plan for an airport here in Malta suited them well. After the runways were finished it was my brother, Adelbert’s, and then my job to keep the airport mowed and maintained. 
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This photo was taken in the fall of 1952 and shows two of Dad’s instructors, Chuck Lenz and Charlie Lasher, standing proudly in front of the newly reconstructed Culver Cadet that Dad owned. This “high performance” airplane had retractable landing gear and was the first “sports car” that flew in. It was a rough ride, but very fast. The photo was taken in front of the  hangar/shop on the Round Lake Airport. Dad flew the Culver to Florida in 1953 and lost the airplane to a tornado at Craig Airfield, Jacksonville on Sunday, December 13, 1953. We flew to Florida for Christmas of 1953 as Dad had to dispose of the wreckage of his beloved Culver Cadet. In the spring of 1954, we moved to a new house on the Airport. The Casino on Route 9 was torn down as a result of a dispute with Round Lake Village over ownership of the land that it sat on. This was also the year the new Shenendehowa Central School was opened. I rode the bus for the next six years and my world expanded dramatically.
The East Shore of My Teen Years:

Anyone familiar with the land in the Round Lake valley knows that mud is its primary consistency in the spring or even after a rain. Even the 800 pound light aircraft that used the runway would cause ruts.  The heavier flying equipment that the D. A. Collins Construction Company used was much rougher on the turf. The runways were also part of the purchase agreement with Bill Kergle as it made possible automobile access through his swamp areas to the dry land of Pine Island. As a result, the “rolling” surfaces had to be top-dressed every year using the local shale that we mined from the southeast section of the property. These shale banks always reminded me of the ones later installed along the Ballston Creek during the construction of the Northway. They are now considered wetlands, but in the 1940’s, the open pits of black shale were used for top-coating of the runways. This was the yearly chore I inherited. Being always a bit contrary, I often concentrated on extending and raising the road system into the swamp for Bill Kergle, and then to the lake, for a landing for my boats and Dad’s seaplanes.  

During the 1940’s, I visited with Bill Kergle and his wife as he waited to have his turn flying with my father to get his private flying license. He explained the work he did to stabilize the lake level along his east shore property and mile of outlet. He walked the swamp in his bathing suit and removed stones from the outlet that had been dumped in the waterway during the drought years. The outlet was his southern swamp boarder. While working the swamp to improve his trapping, he uncovered a twenty foot dugout canoe and the rudder from the burned steam ship, Ordelia, came up while cleaning his swimming area on the lake shore. The canoe was displayed on blocks at his camp on Pine Island in the swamp and rotted to mush in just a few years. He explained that Pine Island was the site of a Dance Hall and picnic area for the entertainment of the “gentlemen” that frequented the old camp meetings, and the Ordelia was the means of conveyance for the crowds of revelers that escaped the stern religious atmosphere of the fenced and “dry” Round Lake Association property. 

My life as a water child included a lot of work: 
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In the early 1950’s, it was my job to remove weeds from the swimming and boating areas and to keep the weeds away from the seaplane docks. I used an old hay rake mounted to the deck of my swamp boat. That air boat was the “crash boat” Dad and I built using his extra 65-horsepower Continental aircraft engine. I had to keep the engine in top condition in case he needed it for one of his seaplanes. It was a wonderfully noisy and very fast boat that would do over 55 mph on water, faster on weeds, and over 80 mph on ice.  I learned to water ski behind that boat, I raced cars running along the lake on Route 9, and I ran the “jungle cruise” up and down the outlet with the swamp boat to keep the stream from clogging. Dad set up a trailer for the swamp boat using an old set of Waco wheels and a steerable front wheel using the Waco tail wheel. 

When we moved over to the Airport in 1954, I had an amphibious boat that I kept at our back door or in the hangar under the wing of one of the airplanes. It was on that trailer or “dolly” as we called it that I found out just how fast the swamp boat would go. Dad was out flying one day, and I was out with a friend messing around on the ice with the swamp boat on the dolly. As dad flew by me, I opened up the swamp boat, and before I knew it, I shot past him. I have rarely seen Dad mad, but from the look on his face as I passed him you can bet that was the last time I drove the swamp boat that fast. He was doing over 70 mph.

I have to admit that my “hard life in the old days” did not exist. I was too busy building boats (one from a Freihofer’s baked goods delivery carton that had been left at the restaurant a little too long), giving boat rides to my friends, and playing in the warm waters of Round Lake. As a result of my enjoyment of the “jungle cruise” and the hard work of Bill Kergle, for a number of years the Round Lake water level was quite stable. The stony bottom of the east shore became visible as the silt was washed out with wave action of the predominantly west winds. This all ended in 1959 when I went to college and most of my toys and some of Dad’s airplanes were converted into my education. 

The last quarter of the twentieth century brought a new era to the Round Lake basin. Trapping was at a minimum and actually became socially unacceptable. The price of real fur plummeted and family farming was declining. The stewardship of the land seemed to have been forgotten. Nature took its course. Beaver returned to the valley and built dams across the outlet and up the Ballston Creek inlet towards the Northway.
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 This 2003 photo is of the “Dead Sea”. This pond is easily accessible by boat and is the only thing that remains of the 1890’s religious diorama constructed beside the Ballston Creek along the shores of Round Lake. This Holy Land Park had models of the biblical cities and mountains. The entire park area is now flooded most of the year and yet you can still see the outlines of the park features. Near this amusement park area, on Goldfoot Road, was the Round Lake home of the Carousel that is now in Saratoga’s Congress Park. The Goldfoot family bought the Carousel from the Ballston Lake Amusement Park and moved it to Round Lake before selling it to Kayaderosseras Park where it waited purchase by the City of Saratoga.

This once dry land on the lake shore became a swamp, and many farm yards and fields became submerged under the new higher water levels. These fields were once leased to the Round Lake Golf Club as a sheep pasture for their lawn mowers. It is now a wonderful wildlife experience kayaking along the shores and now into the swamps. The once narrow “jungle cruise” down the outlet is now wide and flat water. You can easily paddle, or motor over the submerged beaver dams, past the heron rookery in the dead trees along the old Hudson Valley Railway, and all the way to what use to be a heavy rapids just before the Dwaas Kill from the south joins the Anthony Kill on its way to Mechanicville and the Hudson River. The rapids are now a wide and shallow stream, silted in with a nice clean, sandy bottom. There is hardly six inches of water flowing there in dry season. This is the new lake level. 

Nowadays the stress on the lake seems to be growing again. The new pollutions of high water, the resulting expanded swamp area and resulting natural nutritional load in the water from the deep swamps, the runoff of the many lawns in the developments that have been built in the watershed, the scourge of milfoil and a large tribe of Hudson Valley Canada Geese all lend a hand in turning the lake waters murky and green again. In the last half century, the depth of the lake has decreased from twenty-two feet to seventeen feet if measured from the old average low water. The average water level has risen nearly three feet due to the outlet being filled in with silt and sand. There is now a large sand bar on the south side of the lake where I use to swim. This is located at the end of the small stream that runs from the Country Knolls development along Raylinsky Road and through Round Lake Village. This stream has carried sand from the top of the hill to the lake shore much as my father did with dump trucks in the thirties and forties to build the swimming beach and hard ground for his seaplane base. 

There is a stream that enters the southwest side of Round Lake, and it is called the Tenandehowa according to Dad’s friend, Art Tempelton. Art was a school teacher, and he ended up owning the south half of the lake shore from Route 9 to the outlet including the old Hudson Valley Railway or Trolley Line. He and his wonderful wife, Lettie Perry, had a summer camp on the shore where the sandbar is now. In the early 60’s, I would stop by in my homemade aluminum skiff, discuss my college experiences, and give them rides or just talk for hours about the world and how beautiful things are on the shore and in the swamp. Art was always interesting to talk to if you would listen and not try to add much to the conversation. They would sit and watch us water ski from the sandbar for hours. In the early 1970’s, I introduced them to the Country Knolls developer, Robert Van Patten, and he bought most of their lake shore holdings for a future nature park in his development plans.

During my youth in the 40’s and 50’s, the Cold Brook entering the north shore of Round Lake had created a wonderful soft sand sandbar. This sandbar had a quick drop-off that was perfect for swimming, water skiing, and fishing. I spent many a hot afternoon basking in the cold, clear waters of this wonderful stream, fishing, catching frogs, and cavorting with my friends. This sandbar is now underwater due to the beaver dams raising the water level of Round Lake. The stream has been lost to the swamp due to this higher water level. During the last few years, this area has been the scene of many kayak visits to enjoy the company of the Newton family at their usually underwater picnic table that is often used to keep their canoe dry. 
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The stream no longer flows to the sand bar as the washout from a development upstream filled in the stream bed. This trout stream bed has been dredged several times under the direction of ENCON, but, with the high water level, the current is slowed as it reaches the bottom land and what would normally be carried to the lake shore is deposited through the pasture areas and swamps. The stream fills in every year, and as the stream flows out into the swamp, it forms a nondescript delta in the standing high water. There is no longer a fresh covering of sand each year at the lake shore, and the area is reverting to tall grass, brush, and swamp. Even the Canada Geese have a hard time finding dry land to nest on. 
My first childhood memories are of the celebrations at the end of World War II. After the war, the atmosphere at my father’s seaplane base was one of jubilation. There was a sense of power and camaraderie. You could be anything you wanted to work to be and do anything you wanted to do. All it took was hard work in the America of my youth. 

There were always many people in and around my world; student pilots, pilots that kept their planes with Dad, and fishermen and women that came up Route 9 from Albany on the LBK bus line. The fishermen and women rented the forty row boats Mom kept, the forty boats at Chamberlin’s at the south end of Route 9’s shore access, and the thirty boats Sadowski kept on Little Round Lake off Route 67. People also came from the Village of Round Lake to fish, swim at our beach, or eat at Mom’s restaurant. Many people just came to watch the excitement of the busy world with boats all over the lake, swimming and sea planes along shore, and airplanes constantly in the air. One early visitor to the shore was Willy Creedon, he would come down early to fish for his breakfast. He later became the shortest person to be allowed into the new Air Force Academy in Colorado Springs.  

“Luther’s” is the stuff memories are made of: 

My Great-Aunt Mable Gleason went to school with Tommy Luther and told of their life way before the Great Depression. The droughts of the early 1900’s made the plains area between Saratoga Lake and Round Lake a disaster area for the many small farms. The Luther family rescued many families by buying up the land as the farms failed. They planted the pine forest we see today on blowing sand. This project quickly became the largest privately-owned reforestation project in the world. The area immediately became the “best hunting in the state” according to my uncle Elmer. 

The size of “Luther’s Forest” has been an attractive feature for developers and the government over the years. First, the WWII Hermes Project cut out a mile diameter test area for the engines of war, out of the center of the forest. When the housing projects started developing the woods, this exclusionary zone caused the edge of the developments to arc unnaturally around the perimeter as you can see on the maps of today. Now the remainder of the area is being turned into a huge industrial area which will bring much needed jobs to the Town of Malta. All this is change, but the changes I remember are much more personal. 

Luther’s Woods in my memory will always be Cold Springs Road, the narrow dirt road that leads from the Crow Hill Cemetery to Saratoga Lake. The dirt roads of the area were just graded, sand roads with no gravel surfacing in the old days. The sand of this area is “blow sand”. Blow sand has a lot of fine particles that take to the air easily. Over the years, the “road bed” became lower, and the banks along side the road became higher as the sand was deposited from the still air in the weeds under the pine trees. I biked that road many times to visit friends on Saratoga Lake, and I ate my share of the wonderful fine particles. I don’t personally know the land to the east of Cold Springs Road, but uncle Elmer told about it. The Black Pond fishing and hunting areas are a mystery to me, but the old dirt road is in my mind every time I go that way. It is now wide and nearly straight in preparation for the Malta Tech Park construction. In the 1980’s, my wife and I would take visitors on tour, and the novelty of the old dirt road was always of great interest to our friends from New York City. Driving the road meant eating the dust of oncoming cars or worse, eating the dust of a car ahead of us. The road was virtually unchanged from my childhood when Dad would pack up Mom and six or eight kids from the Casino in the old ‘47 Buick Roadmaster to go to the movies. He would go the “short way” through the woods and turn east past the Mechanicville Reservoir to the Hudson Valley Drive-in off Route 67 east of Stillwater. In the ‘80’s, we would take my in-laws out picking berries along the high shoulders of the dirt road. The road had been worn deeper and deeper into the light sand by the dust cloud sent up by every passing car. The road crews would grade out the mud puddles, but by the next rain there would be more puddles and then more dust. I remember driving my Saab sports car over the logging loads in the early 1970’s. Once, while following the power lines, I bottomed out on the top of a rise and looked down to a sea of water at the bottom of the hill. I cheated certain disaster once again. This was a great area for four wheel mudding and motorcycling, but that time is long gone with development, and insurance liabilities of our “modern” era.

I was involved with WRLIS long before I became the first male president of that venerable organization:

My grandmother Lillian Garnsey was the president of the Round Lake Woman’s Christian Temperance Union. She was also the person that provided alcohol to my parents during Prohibition as a tonic for my brother when he had pneumonia. She kept my grandfather’s stock “purely for medicinal purposes.” Her dry sense of humor always caused much laughter among our many family members and business friends. Grandma was the first woman in Saratoga County that had a car, and there were numerous stories of her exploits driving. One which will be replayed many times in Malta of today, was of the time she drove clockwise around the Latham Traffic Circle. 

The memories strongest in my mind are of my visits by myself. In those days it was safe for a five-year old to walk around town by himself. First and foremost is my memory of her breakfasts. She loved buttermilk and just-warmed-through-bacon which I love to this day. Another story in my mind’s eye is the time she took me to the WRLIS Membership Tea, and I was the hit of the party as I scoffed down all the lemon slices, proving I was her grandson as she also ate the sour fruit rind and all. 

One time I went to her house and noticed a chalk mark on the stone curbing at her front door and asked her about it. This was after the Depression and at the end of WWII.  Grandma quietly told me that that was a calling card from a visitor she had the night before. It was the way her hobo friends let other hungry people know that the woman of the house was good for a meal at the back door. Her house on George Avenue was two blocks from the Delaware and Hudson Railroad tracks and had always been a friendly stopping place during the Depression.

I heard many stories that are now my memories from the old-timers that frequented my life: 

I heard various stories of the “Old Round Lake.” Many people talked of the nosy neighbors, the paper-thin walls of houses, built only two feet apart, or the problems that the resulting gossip in a small community created. Different people talked about the “Old-Timers” of the Village, and many others talked of experiences and changes in the area. Many of the lake stories I heard were from the Schenectady County Trapper Bill Kergle, from my Dad, and from my great-uncle, Elmer Corp. My mother, Margaret “Mike” Lavery, always said she should write a book about the people she knew and the things they did, but she never did as she worked from dawn until the restaurant closed at 11 pm and still kept in touch with her family and many friends. 

Bill Kergle owned the swamp on the other side of the lake. He bought the low-lying farm fields inundated by the raising water levels from farmers around the east side of the lake. He owned a mile of the east shore of Round Lake and a mile down the north side of the outlet.  In the early part of the century, there was a drought, and the farmers dumped rocks into the narrow outlet, the Anthony Kill, which goes into the Hudson at Mechanicville.  By the 1930’s, the farm land was flooded when Bill Kergle bought the swamp land for his trapping. The water kept rising and flooded “Pine Island” where the Dance Pavilion for Round Lake Village was at the turn of the century. My father bought the dry forty acres from Bill, and developed it into the Round Lake Airport. Dad taught Bill to fly, but Bill’s heart was in trapping and living in the swamp. He built a concrete block camp to avoid the rot that had claimed the wooden structures of only fifty years before, on Pine Island. I remember sparing with Bill, quoting my newly-learned poems as I progressed in my schooling at Shenendehowa during the late 1950’s. I was always amazed that this rough outdoorsman would often join in with my recitations and very often go on to many other memorized quotations from the same authors. 

Dad told of too many things to remember. He learned to fly in 1927, the year Lindberg flew to Europe. He knew Charles Lindbergh and helped him roll the Spirit of Saint Louis out of the hangar at Roosevelt Field, Long Island the day before the historic flight. He missed the take-off the next day at 7:52 a.m. as Lindy left before Dad got to the airport to continue his flight training. 

Dad would “hangar fly” for hours with a mesmerized group of pilots and students listening to his pearls of “barnstorming” wisdom, cross-country flights by the “seat of your pants”, and sometimes of his childhood. Those are the stories I often hear in my head when the sound of an airplane traverses the sky or I paddle the shores of a lake or stream here or in the Adirondacks. 

My father, Lewis F. Lavery, was born in 1908. His father was the Superintendent of Schools for Southern Saratoga County. When he was a kid, Dad often skipped school in the spring as he ran an extensive trap line for the money the pelts would bring. He told of walking around the lake in the farm fields and stepping over the channel between Little Lake and Round Lake. There was a small stream of water flowing then that was from the legendary springs in Little Round Lake, or more likely from the Cold Brook that the Corp family kept diverting around on their farm that came from springs up in Selch Valley past Knapp Road. At any rate, Little Round Lake was reputed to be over 200 feet deep in areas as determined by fishermen using sinker lines that never hit bottom in several places. I believe they used the same lines to measure their fish. I know the water is colder in Little Lake than in Round Lake, and it is deeper too, but not the depth of legend according to my testing. It was however, the preferred place to swim when I was growing up as the water was clearer and there were rarely as much green algae or scum in that lake. 

The lake side farmland of my father’s youth in the early 1900’s was mostly underwater as I became conscious of my world. He told of training his German Shepard to pull his canoe over the thin ice while he checked his traps in the spring. As the water got higher and higher over the years, he would sit in the canoe and slide over the ice with wooden skis strapped to the bottom. His dog was far enough ahead that when the canoe fell in he could paddle to safety and the dog would help him pull the canoe up onto the thicker ice. He made a large oak paddle to use for this ice breaking work and I still use it in our kayaks today. 

Another story he told of his childhood in Round Lake Village was of riding his sleigh down Covel Avenue Hill, the steep path that connects West and East Covel Avenue, then across the public road and trolley tracks out onto the lake. One such adventure almost ended in a disaster as the roads of the era were rolled, not plowed, and the surface had turned to ice. After he started his hair raising sleigh ride, a horse drawn wagon came into the intersection at what is now Route 9 and the horses reared up just has he went flashing by under them jumping the bank on the east side of the trolley tracks and ending up safely out on the lake ice. 

Another of Dad’s favorite childhood stories was to describe the faces of travelers as they slid down the hill on what is now Old State Road. This section of road was the main route from Montréal and the Adirondacks to New York City. In those days, the road came over the hill as Route 9 does now and followed along Old State Road, Route 67, Payne Road, and again Route 67 east out of Malta and into Mechanicville. Whenever it rained, the ruts in the old dirt road became muddy, and it was impossible to get out of the ruts or even stop your car once it started down the hill. If the uncontrollable slide wasn’t enough, there was a tree strategically placed that would stop many cars. If the driver missed the tree, an accident at the curve where Dugans Hill cuts off to the right would invariably result in several cars banging into each other. This action drama was quite a sensation for the kids that cheered and otherwise made the travelers upset become a deeper memory of humiliation. My father being one of them, prided himself with the fact that he could tell the make of car and anticipate the ones that would have accidents by the sound the engine made. By using this skill, he could stay lounging against a tree until there was sure to be some action. 

Dad also told of working with his older brother, Grant, installing the first electrical wiring in a house in Round Lake. He and his brother also worked cutting wood for the trolleys that came up the old Hudson Valley Trolley Line. The electric trolleys used wood to heat the cars in the winter months. This first rail line stopped at the Round Lake gates where George Avenue intersects Route 9 along the lake and there was an electric generating plant in a concrete block building there. Dad later used the “block building” to store aircraft in during my youth. 

Dad worked during his teen years as part of the crew that used a bulldozer to plow through twenty-two foot deep snow drifts that formed over the hill on Curry Road, Miller Road, and Morris Road as they descended into Round Lake Village. I heard of the hardships of growing up in the old days. It was not of outside plumbing or lack of modern conveniences, but of hard work and cold weather. During one of Dad’s many college stints, his dog would sleep wrapped in blankets in a wooden box in back of his cook stove.  Water would freeze on the cook stove top by morning. One of Mom’s stories was always triggered by Dad’s stories of Ranger School at Wanakena. Dad took Mom and my infant sister, Marjorie, to school in an Indian motorcycle sidecar. Mom would have to get out and push the contraption up over the mountains because of the motorcycle’s lack of power to move the heavily loaded side car with “all the family’s belongings.” 

Dad and Mom both told of my big brother, Adelbert, taking his little red wagon into the wilderness and walking all the way over to the Corp farm on Maltaville Road to get milk and eggs for family breakfasts. By the time I came along, we had Freihofer’s Bakery home delivery, first by horse-drawn wagon and then by truck. I remember the ice man delivering ice right into our ice box and by then milk came to the door in glass bottles that would freeze in the winter creating cream towers that were capped by the wax paper top. 

When Dad took his degree in forestry, he got a job with the WPA “timber cruising” the swamps of Georgia until he was sent home with malaria which haunted him most of his life. After his stint with “snakes in chest deep water,” Dad moved on to using his ability to fly as “there seemed to be some fun in that.” Dad worked at the Standard Aircraft factory in Schenectady and bought his first airplane. It was a Jenny with an OX-5 engine. In later years, he was a member of the QB Club (Quiet Birdmen Club because of their reputation for being anything but) and the OX-5 Club. 

Dad [image: image12.jpg]


actually discovered how to make a living at flying right here in Round Lake. His experience with barnstorming around the country was not very profitable. He sold the Jenny and bought his first seaplane, an Aronca C-3 like the one in the Smithsonian Air and Space Museum. He settled down on the shores of Round Lake. He set up the seaplane base in the Casino along Route 9 in 1937.  With the help of the State Police he used Route 9 as a landing field. As his business grew, it became one of the largest flight training schools in the country as the Second World War was starting in Europe. Dad graduated many pilots for the war effort and when he attempted to join the Army Air Core he was rejected as his seaplane pilots were so in demand. 

This photo shows the nose of Dad’s first seaplane, the yellow Aronca C-3, his red Waco, the Mullins speed boat used as a “crash boat”, and the Casino prior to 1940. The Waco was one of several larger seaplanes that Dad used to ferry hunting and fishing parties into the Adirondacks, east to Main, and north to the Great Bay area of Canada. I remember many flights to New York City and Florida with Dad, but the ones I remember best happened before I was born. Before WW-II Dad took 16 millimeter movies of his friends and their trips. I was the projectionist for our many informal gatherings. Many of the movies of Round Lake have been converted to video which I have shown at WRLIS meetings. 

Dad also “hopped passengers” all summer long, “for easy money,” creating an attraction that was known to everyone that drove the new Route 9 between Albany and Saratoga along the west side of Round Lake. In the winter, Dad was forced by economics to take the family and several instructors with him to Florida to continue his flight school and passenger business at the causeway from Daytona Beach to the mainland. That is why I was born in Daytona Municipal Hospital in January of 1941 and in March we flew home in the baggage compartment of Dad’s Aronca Chief with my mother as co-pilot. 

The attraction of Lavery’s Seaplane Base, “$1 up” as the sign on the Casino read, brought many people into our life. Eleanor Roosevelt even stopped once to take a sightseeing trip around the lake with Dad during one of her excursions through the area. 
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The above photo shows two of Dad’s Aronca Chiefs flanking a Piper J3 Cub and a new all aluminum Air Coop. The Casino shows the damage it sustained during the hurricane of 1948 that removed the upper porch roof, the front metal roof, and destroyed three of the twenty-eight airplanes that were tied down outside during the storm. When the fall storm hit we evacuated the Casino to our house in the Village. Dad and his crew hauled the eighteen seaplanes as far as they could up onto the beach They tied the planes with double 150-pound anchors on each wing and tail. To make sure the planes were safe, they filled the floats with water which they bucketed from the knee-deep waves that were breaking against the road embankment. By morning, there were three less airplanes and many had lifted the 900 pounds of concrete and water filled floats and moved several feet back to the waters edge.

I was thirteen years old when the seaplane base closed in 1954. At the time it, was the oldest continuously-operated seaplane base in the United States. Dad was suffering with a broken back and retired from much of his usual work. He explored his inventive skills and together we created a mechanical flight simulator that he later sold to Link Aeronautical in Binghamton. I designed the leverages and dad attached them to them run servo motors that moved the instruments and a plotter that factored in wind speed and direction, and radio direction finding equipment for airports located on the air maps. All this took place in our basement shop in the house we built on the Airport in 1954. 

My brother, Del, told of finding some dirt on Dad as Dad had briefly attended Princeton before going into Ranger School. It seems that an unidentified underclassman had made the news for riding his Indian motorcycle on the athletic field and other manicured areas of the campus. This would fit in with the father that I knew. He was quiet, afraid of heights, a pilot, cautious, and often did things that could not be done with his airplanes, boats, and cars. Dad gave landing and take-off demonstrations on the grass of the Schenectady County Airport for air shows using his seaplanes equipped with Edo floats. He regularly took his student pilots into Little Round Lake by shutting off the engine, to have them practice emergency landings. He would then make them hand start the engine while drifting, and then take off in a tight circle and climb out of this small lake. This was done with both the 36 horse power Aronca C-3 and the 65 horse power Aronca Chiefs. These aircraft were near maximum gross weight with the added load of the metal pontoons. Dad taught me to use the heavy weed cover on the water to boost the speed of my swamp boat, just as he used it to boost his airplanes speed enough to fly when “overloaded.” To Dad, overloaded often meant that the pontoons were nearly under water. This skill that he taught saved many lives, as his students often flew into hunting camps and returned with boats and deer strapped to the floats.

Dad’s death in 1982 was a traumatic event for many of the “kids” he taught to fly. One story that always brings a tear to my eye is the story of how George Belladeau found out. George was the brother of Town of Malta’s Clerk, Mary Pasquarell, and he was my acting “big brother.” George and Mary grew up in the brown house on West Covel Avenue in Round Lake. Dad taught George to fly in payment for his help around the seaplane base. In 1982, he was Chief Pilot for General Electric Company and was returning from Europe with a plane full of GE executives. As soon as he made radio contact with the NYC Air Traffic Control, the controller notified him the Lew had died. The Air Traffic Control Centers up and down the East coast had radioed each other and passed the information on to Dad’s many friends. 

My uncle Elmer Corp told incredible stories, being the “family storyteller.” He told of farming up in the sand of Selch Valley and the losing battle of farming in sand during the drought years, of selling his farm to Tommy Luther to survive, of the planting of Luther’s Forest (at one time, the largest private reforestation project in the world), of hunting the Plains and then the new woods between Round Lake and Saratoga Lake east of Cold Spring Road, of the adventures he had driving all over the Northeast when he was a chauffer for his neighbor the Cluett (of Cluett & Peabody Co., Troy) and Simmons family (the same woman in the house behind the Victorian iron fence on the shores of Round Lake), and of when he was a chauffer for the New York State Parole Board. 

Elmer’s job as chauffer took him all over the Northeast and often on road races between the family members from one house to another. He traveled to New York City, Connecticut, Boston, Maine, New Hampshire, Vermont, and deep into the Adirondacks. Often the most exciting stories were of cars breaking down or overheating during the many family races. He helped form my opinion of car manufacturers and their products. Often the cars he drove were long extinct, and the way he told the stories the cars were always the huge luxury dinosaurs of the auto industry. One story I remember hearing often was of an excursion to Saratoga Race Track when he was driving a Marmon touring car from Round Lake through Malta and finally up Saratoga’s Broadway. One of the racing set seems to have been late for something and did not stop as he entered Broadway. He ran directly into the side of the Marmon and totally destroyed his hot new Franklin. The Marmon suffered a scratch on the running board and no bent metal. This car had pistons the size of “dinner plates” and would go up the Round Lake hill idling. He said that the engine turned over so slowly that he could tell which cylinder was firing, and therefore, he would know which spark plug needed attention. 

Uncle Elmer’s State job chauffeuring the Parole Board took him to every prison in New York State. They drove new Cadillac’s which often broke down. Many lives depended on his ability to negotiate the rudimentary roads of the twenties and thirties to deliver the Parole Board in all kinds of weather. In those days, the Parole Board met in the prisons as there was no real-time communications other than in-person interviews. Their decisions often determined the fate and often the life of prisoners. 

The stories I remember Elmer told of hunting in what is now Luther’s Forest are too numerous to remember. He and Aunt Millie had deer heads mounted in the various rooms of their house. There was even one on the front porch. Each head had a great story of the weather, the hunting party, the kill, where it took place, and how much work it was dragging the carcass out of the woods. Uncle Elmer’s deer heads hanging in his living room and dining room in the house on Janes Avenue in Round Lake were special. They came from the swamps of Round Lake, Black Pond east of Cold Springs Road, and from his old farm up Selch Valley. The rest of the heads came from his extensive trips around the state.  

Uncle Elmer’s stories that I remember best had to do with my world in Round Lake. He told of “snow plows” taking over the job of “rollers” after so many people got automobiles and gave up using horse-drawn sleighs in the winter. Before that, he had inherited the farm in the Selch Valley along the Cold Brook that empties into the north side of Round Lake through his brother George’s farm on Maltaville Road. He, his father, and his brothers George and Cliff would direct this stream bed, by digging ditches and putting up wooden dams to divert the water. They would direct the water into low spots on their farm, and the outflow would go into Little Lake or into Round Lake, depending on where they were filling with the sand and silt. By using the natural erosion process, the family had made these farm field areas higher and drier over the years. 

Uncle Elmer never spoke much about the drought and the loss of his farm and his move to the “city,” Round Lake Village. His wonderful wife, my mother’s Aunt Millie, talked of those Depression stories. She would casually comment on the problems of “outside plumbing,” carting water, and all the work on the farms. Their farm at Armstrong’s Corners was a wonder compared to the one up Selch Valley. It had a hand pump in the kitchen for water! 

Between the two of them I learned much of my knowledge of hard work, family history, and life in general. Aunt Millie always had the most wonderful gardens in back of their house on Janes Avenue. She was the farmer, even though she “made” Elmer sell his last farm at the corner of Round Lake Road and East Line Road, north of the Cemetery. She insisted on moving into town to enjoy the easy “city” life that running water, “indoor plumbing,” and a modern house would provide. She kept a huge flower garden at the front of her half acre vegetable garden and from the road their house was a picture perfect Victorian Cottage in the Village.
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This is my view of Round Lake from my home of 34 years on Dugans Hill. The farm fields have grown up to mature first growth forest and the lake shore is obscured now. I use to be able to see the Methodist Church from my living room, but now the only man-made features in the valley are the cell towers along the Northway. 
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