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Eagle Lake Beginnings
George Conklin

"In the early days, in the 1880's, there was just the lake, the road and a
farmer who lived near the end of the lake.  The lake had originally been
called Long Pond, later Chilson Lake and then finally, about 1910, it
acquired the name Eagle Lake.  The road connected Ticonderoga with the
Schroon River valley, crossing the lake on a driven pile causeway.  The
farmer's name was Anson Moore.  He owned a thriving dairy farm, selling
produce in Chilson and Ticonderoga, eight miles to the east.

Isaac Harris discovered the lake in the 1880's(1894) and was the first
to build a summer home on its shore.  It was a typical large Victorian
mansion with wide porches overlooking the lake, high ceilings, grand
staircases, and a cone shaped turret.  In the 1960's it was removed to be
replaced by a more modern and winterized house by its owners, Carl and
Caroline Harris, Carl being the grandson of Isaac

In the 1880's there was also built a small house, little more than a
shack, midway down south shore of the lake and opposite what would
become know as "Charles Island."  This building's owners, a Mr. and Mrs.
Bly, were soon to sell (18870 to a Mr. Houghtaling, including 160 acres of
land and water.  George Houghtaling later choose a nearby point of land,
(later the Spalding property and now Frank Smith), as the site for his inn.
He catered to the city folk who came to escape the heat of the cities, to
sportsmen and lovers of nature.  Mrs. Houghtaling it appeared was an
excellent cook and the 'inn' soon became a Mecca of sorts.  From year to
year Houghtaling added on additional rooms and verandas of the type to
have recently gained such popularity among mid-Victorian vacationers.



It was this bucolic setting that there came, in the summer of 1892, a
Mrs. Charles Schmidlapp and her daughter Iola of Cincinnati, Ohio.  Iola's
governess, a Miss Mary Swasey, had been piano teacher for the Isaac Harris
boys, Wilson and Woods, and it was she who had recommended the "inn" as
a summer retreat for Mrs. Schmidlapp, who had recently lost her husband.
The romantic young lady of nineteen, Iola immediately fell in love with
Eagle Lake and everything about it.  Rowing, hiking, picnicking were the
order of the day and quite naturally the Harris boys, Wilson and Woods,
became her constant companions.  Meanwhile her mother and the senior
Harris became fast friends and the two families have retained this friendship
to the present day.

During the each of the next few seasons Mrs. Schmidlapp acquired
some parcel of land at Eagle Lake - 'Charles Island,' which was named for
her late husband; a large portion of the hillside to the south, which she
named after her daughter: 'Mount Iola,' a spring with lake frontage, the
spring being named 'Aqua Salute' because of its pure water and being noted
for its health-giving properties, and finally a high Cliff promontory across
the bay from the Harris property.  Here Mrs. Schmidlapp intended to build
her summer home.  Early in the 1890's she did in fact build a two-story
boathouse near the foot of the cliff as well as steps to the proposed house
site above.  The boathouse sheltered her two immaculately kept rowboats,
the 'Margaret' and a light skiff as well as Iola's own much-loved rowboat,
the 'Lorelei.  The latter equipped with wide stationary rowlocks, the latest
wrinkle for the use of spoon oars which might be 'feathered' on the top of
the water after each forward stroke.  Rowing was an elegant sport, carefully
studied and mastered, and a far cry from the careless, off-hand swivel of
today's boaters more attuned to the motor age



A complete picture of a summer residents life at Eagle Lake, (then
Chilson Lake), in the 1890's is somewhat hard to grasp.  Photographs of the
era can help one visualize the outings by horse and carriage or by water,
picnics at some remote pond - Gooseneck or 'Puts' - the ladies all in their
long skirts, the men in knickers acting the part of woodsmen, outdoorsmen,
equipped with hatchets and all the other paraphernalia believed so important
in holding nature at bay.  Yet a certain perseverance was needed to trek
back into the hinterlands through a country that was still partly unexplored
and where help was not readily available should any unforeseen occur.

By the late 1890's the Schmidlapp clan had expanded to include Mrs.
Schmidlapp's three sisters and some of their children and families.  Edmund
Luthy, Margaret Schmidlapp's favorite nephew, bought the Bly 'cottage'
from Houghtaling and added onto it from year to year.  (See Edmund
Luthy's article in the Ticonderoga Sentinel printed in the 1930's).  This spot
was the center of countless summers of sports and frivolities, 'Cousin
Edmund' being a hearty Swiss gentleman who loved nothing as much as
making children enjoy themselves.  The house flowed over, during the long
summer evenings, with virtually no end of all kinds of music and games.
(One of Edmund Luthy's instruments was a Chinese boombas - a
combination string and percussion instrument equipped with, drum,
cymbals, and bells.)



When Iola Schmidlapp married William H. Conklin in Rome, Italy, in
April 1906, Iola's mother gave the young couple Charles Island as a
wedding present.  The groom had visited Eagle Lake a year or two earlier so
was acquainted with the island and envisioned it as the site of a
summerhouse.  In fact on his return trip to the States with Iola he drew a
sketch of what the new house would look like and in the course of the
summer construction on the island got underway.  As originally designed
the house consisted of a forty-foot-long living room with a huge fireplace in
the middle of the long side.  At one end of the room was a stair that led up
to the five bedrooms and a bath above.  Later the house was expanded with
kitchen, two dining rooms, several additional bedrooms and baths, a tower
rising over fifty feet and whose top floor was level with the tops of the trees.
The exterior of the building was faced with half - cut cedar logs, many of
them with a diameter of 18 or 20 inches.  It was a unique structure taking
special advantage of the site and it's views.  As few of the large pines were
cut as possible and in certain instances, rather than remove the trees,
porches and other parts of the structure were built around them.

The house on Charles Island stood for fifty years and was the summer
home of a growing Conklin Clan.  Grandparents, cousins, aunts, uncles and
countless children with everyone's friends came and went.  Each year that
the family spent the summer at the lake the large living room was the scene
of many parties, many colorful and memorable.  The eldest Conklin son,
Charles, was married on the island in September of 1930 with all the fanfare
of a formal wedding, best man and ushers in cut-aways and dozens of boats
bringing the out-of-town guests over from the mainland.  This was in those
days before the Great Depression had taken a firm hold.  Few foresaw the
crash of '29 as the start of a prolonged tailspin.



1929 had been a heyday in more ways than one.  That was when all of
the young people at the lake, as well as some of their elders banded together
to write and produce a musical comedy called 'The Yellow Hat.'  Jessie
Griggs, a professional from the Seagal music colony at Schroon, was a
major force in helping put the production together, as was Jack O'Connor, a
Dartmouth classmate of George and William Conklin.  Jack was a talented
actor also soon to become professional.  The play was produced in the
Charles Island living room on two successive nights, proceeds going to the
Moses-Ludington Hospital in Ticonderoga.  Among the participants were
members of the Lodge, Runge, Fisher, Rodgers, and Conklin families.  A
program is included here within.

The old Houghtaling 'inn', the first residence of Margaret and Iola
Schmidlapp, had burned to the ground two years previously.  Eliot Spalding
bought the property and built a large year-round house somewhat on the
order of the Conklin's house on the island.  It was handsomely furnished,
had elegant paintings by Ridgeway Knight on the walls and was equipped
with two swimming pools, one indoors and one out.  The building as well as
the boathouse and a garage and apartment structure still stand.

The house on Charles Island was struck by lightning during a violent
thunderstorm during the summer of 1956.  Everything possible was done to
try and save this wonderful structure - on the Conklin children called 'the
castle' - but there was no possibility of quenching the flames once the
timbers in the tower ignited and live coals dropped into the main quarters
and rooms below.  The Ticonderoga fire department fire department did its
utmost, but it was a loosing battle.  At the end only the gutted remains of
Iola's beloved square piano continued to smolder; and a grandson, in tears,
who had been vainly dousing the remnants, had almost forcibly to be urged
away.



The extent of the loss of this structure - one that meant so much to so
many - is even yet difficult to assess.  One thinks of the great living room,
it's formidable stone fireplace graced with two stained glass windows, it's
fine hardwood floors, its outlook in all four directions, it's wide porches -
which had been a hub of activity both for the family and much of the lake as
well.  One also thinks of the countless memorabilia - furnishings, pictures,
artifacts, many of them gathered over the years in distant countries or
presented as gifts by family and friends - all to vanish in flames in the short
space of an hour or two.  For those of the family who were at the scene the
fire can only have been the experience that one never forgets.

Iola Conklin had died the previous December at the age of 83 and her
husband three years before.  It is well that both were spared the trauma of
knowing that what had been a part of their lives for fifty years was suddenly
destroyed.

Yet even so Charles Island remained undaunted.  Though its entire
eastern half was severely scarred, it wasn't long before new growth began to
cover the gutted ruins; and now after some 23 years, sizeable trees have
again sprung up, thereby returning this spot of land to its unique natural
grandeur and artless form.



In the meanwhile it devolved on the third generation to carry on,
saving or picking up the pieces.  Charles Schmidlapp Conklin, the eldest, a
banker in Atlanta, Georgia had married Elizabeth Barnum and they had two
children, Charles II and Joy as well as currently four grandchildren - one of
whom Charles III, is now the proud owner of Charles Island.  The other
grandchildren are Christina Conklin and Margaret and Elizabeth Ellison,
Joy's children.  A second son of William and Iola Conklin, George, (who is
assembling the facts for this account) is an architect in New Haven,
Connecticut.  Married to Anne Thomas in 1944 they have two daughters,
Holly (christened Margaret Anne) Fitzgerald and Mimi (christened Iola
Schmidlapp) Benedict.  Their children are Megan and Aiden Fitzgerald and
Liza and Jared Benedict.  A third son, William Schmidlapp Conklin, a
physician and surgeon of Portland, Oregon, married Elizabeth Blair and
they have two children, Robert Conklin a lawyer, and Carol Conklin
Ochsner, teacher.  Their children are Christina and Elizabeth Conklin and
John and Elizabeth Ochsner.  Doctor William Conklin died in 1974.  A
fourth child of William and Iola Conklin, Margaret Elizabeth, lived in Santa
Barbara, California, not far from were their parents had for years maintained
their permanent residence.  Margaret never married.  However she was
always very much a part of the Conklin scene, frequently visiting Eagle
Lake, attending almost all the more important Conklin events, writing and
recording family happenings and accomplishments, (it was she who typed
and put together several copies of Iola's autobiography including photos and
pictures), remembering anniversaries, in particular those of her great- nieces
and nephews, to all of whom she was most devoted.  Margaret died in 1978
- the culmination of an interesting and unusual life encompassing many
friends, intermittent travels and, in the face of recurring ill - health, an
apparently boundless good - sportsmanship.



This third generation thus carries on - to the fourth and now the fifth.
During the twenty-three years since the disastrous Charles Island fire what
has been known as ‘the lodge’ - it originally served as a garage and
boathouse on the mainland and a landing for access to the island - has been
used for the summer camp.  William Conklin had built there a large
‘playroom’ with a sizeable stone fireplace as well as an apartment with
kitchen, bedrooms and bath.  This has been altered from time to time to
meet the changing needs and to maintain the structure's durability.  With it’s
porch overlooking the lake this lodge has served the family well and
countless memories of summers extending days and evenings remain.

Yet times move on.  What was once a quiet country road becomes a
much-traveled highway with the accompanying annoyance of traffic and
noise.  With some reluctance to leave the vantage spot opposite Charles
Island it was finally determined to seek out a more suitable alternative and
build a more useful year-round camp.  In this the Harris and Archbald
families had already showed the way.  The site was chosen by far the most
appropriate - that parcel or promontory that Margaret Schmidlapp had
acquired from Houghtaling in the early 1889’s upon which she herself had
once hoped to build.  Unfortunately her little green boathouse had long
since had to be removed, but now a new one was erected with a porch to
overlook the lake, the ‘turtle’ and Charles Island.



Years before William Conklin, Iola’s husband, had begun a road to
the site above and had even, with some idea of constructing a house himself,
bought a load of bricks which lay on the property unused for thirty years.
An additional incentive, to carry forward a project a total of some eighty-
five years in the planning stage.  Meanwhile costs have risen, needs have
changed and new forms in architecture were constantly evolving.  The
solution: a compact all weather, well-insulated house to be built by a long
time friend of the family who lives near-by on Eagle Lake: Graham Davis.
As this is being written, in the fall of 1979, this house nears completion and
it is expected some use of it will be made even before the snow flies.

 It is interesting to surmise what the future holds for this family
whose connections at Eagle Lake have so well endured.  During this past
summer two new arrivals appeared on the scene: Aiden Elizabeth
FitzGerald and Jared Conklin Benedict - great-grand children of Iola
Conklin and great-great-grand-children of Margaret Schmidlapp.  Since
1892 when his mother and daughter first came up the long Chilson Hill by
stagecoach, having alighted from their train at the Ticonderoga railway
station, many changes have taken place.  Nor is every change necessarily the
hoped-for improvement.  Nevertheless, here as elsewhere, a few things have
remained, not unsurprisingly, unchanged and constant.  Among these most
notably, perhaps, is the uniquely beautiful lake itself with its high gray
cliffs, its three unusual islands and that striking silhouette, the Camels Head,
stretched out along its northern rim - just ass enduring, it's possible to say as
the mountains of the moon.



One day a long time ago, in May of 1943, Iola Conklin wrote for her husband a short
account of the earlier days at Eagle Lake and of their lasting impressions.  For this she
chose what is both a description and wholly appropriate title: 'A Place of Beauty - A Joy
Forever."













History of the Russell/Scott/Stevens Camp on Eagle Lake

Writing up a history of this camp has bee no easy feat.  Although it is still
often referred to as "The Russell Place", the Russell's being long time
owners, I have not been able to find many people who are familiar with
the history of the camp.  (I'm sure that after reading this, someone will
come forward who knows a lot more than I have found out.  If so, please
let me know!)  I went up to Elizabethtown in 1990 to research the deeds
and discovered much that was new to me, while at the same time, leaving
much unanswered.  Although I could trace the history of the land tracts
back to the 1880's, the property I own today didn't begin to emerge with
its' current boundaries until the 1890's.

On August 24, 1898, George Lansing from Albany, NY bought a tract of
land along the north shore of Long Pond, as Eagle Lake was then known.
The sellers were Charles C. Weaver and William W. Fisher, both were
farmers from Glenville, NY, which is near Schenectady.  Mr. Lansing had
previously (October 5, 1891) bought another tract of land which lay directly
to the north of the lake lot.  (The sellers in this case were Alexander and
Polly Hunter, who were farmers in Crown Point.)  Thus the area of property
that the camp was built on was formed under one owner.



The Lansing's owned the land until January 2, 1935, when Benjamin
Hunter bought it.  The deed mentions that, at this time, the land to the
east (the area now know as "the beech", and under state ownership) was
owned by the Crown Point Iron Company, while the land to the north was
owned by the American Steel and Wire Company.  It is clear that some
sort of mining-related process was practiced on the property at some
point, as there are three charcoal pits still visible up behind the house and
charcoal can be found everywhere around the house itself.

Ben Hunter didn't hold onto the property for long, as he sold it on March
29, 1935, to Wilbur and Mary Russell of New York City.  Mr. Russell
came from Crown Point and many of his family members still live there
today.  He died in 1953 and his wife remarried, becoming Mary Russell
Scott.  Mary second husband, Ed Scott, died a few years before she sold
the place to me on September 12, 1979.  Her failing health was the cause
of this sale.

Perhaps the most frustrating part of trying to trace the history of the camp
is my inability to discover exactly when the house was built.  No one
seems to know who built it or when.  The most logical assumption would
be that the Lansing's built it sometime in the early 1900's, although
Louise Russell believes that Ben Hunter built it.  If anyone reading this
history has any information about this, I would greatly appreciate hearing
it in order to accurately complete the record.



As far as I can ascertain, the camp started out as a small, 1 1/2-story non-
winterized cabin with two rooms each downstairs (the kitchen and living
room) and upstairs (the bedrooms).  (See Figure #1) This original section
is now the West Side of the house.  When going in the front door, the
kitchen was on the right.  The hole (now covered) where the chimney for
the old wood stove went through the ceiling and roof can still be seen
today.

At some point, an addition was built on the East Side of the original
cabin, which for reasons unknown to me, was offset from the first part.
The two sections were joined downstairs by a doorway, and upstairs not
at all (See Figure #2).  This addition, according to Louise Russell, was
built before Mary and Wilbur owned it.  The downstairs part of the
addition became the kitchen, and the old kitchen became a room that was
used to store china and glasses, but was useless for much else because it
was such a thoroughfare for foot traffic from the new kitchen to the living
room.



According to Bruce Russell, who is Mary and Wilburs nephew and who
currently lives in Crown Point, the layout of the house was quite
impractical.  First of all, the top floors of the two houses adjoined, but
were not open to each other.  This meant that to go from the in the
addition, to the bedrooms in the original part, one had to go down stairs,
cross through the house, and up the stairs in the original section.  Not
only that, but the staircase in the addition, was located directly in the
middle of the rooms, the effectively dividing the room in two.  (It should
be noted that I don't know when the porch, which wrapped around three
sides of the house, was added, although it would probably be safe to
assume that it was there from the start.)

Bruce Russell told me that when he bought the place, they moved the
staircase over to the West End of the addition so that the rooms were
more usable.  (See Figure #3)  One can still see the fingerprints of the
person who closed up the hole in the upstairs floor left by the original
staircase.



In later years, Mary and Ed Scott had a bathroom built on to the house in
back on the North Side, See Figure #3).  The bathroom contains a toilet,
bathtub/shower, sink, and hot water heater.  The conveniences of modern
plumbing must have been a joy for them, for up until that time the only
options were the use of the outhouse or chamberpots, which could be
found in each bedroom.  (In fact, I have been told by former guests of
Mary's that even after the bathroom was built it was a rule of the
household that once everyone had gone to bed and al the lights had been
extinguished, no one could get up and go downstairs to the bathroom.  If
the need arouse, the chamberpots were to be used!  The chamberpots, by
the way, are still scattered about the house today, and the old potty-chair
that used to house one of them is now serving as one of our living room
chairs.)

This was the configuration of the house when I bought it in 1979.  Along
with the house came many stories not only about Mary, who had survived
Ed by a number of years, but also about experiences people had had while
guests there.  My Uncle Bob Martin, who was born in Crown Point, tells
stories of setting up cots and sleeping overnight in the boathouse.  The
Pelton family spent many happy years as Mary's guest, and apparently did
much of the house painting.  There are still crayon drawings on the
windowsills upstairs, which recall the visits of various children.  The
chipmunks Mary used to feed by hand while having breakfast on the
porch still came around for the first few years I had the place, and the
white, dotted Swiss curtains Mary had made and hung in the windows
attested to the love she had for it.  I was also told that she used to heat the
irons on the wood stove in order to iron her cotton sheets, and, in fact, I
have never felt sheets so smooth and soft.



I had come up to the lake with my family since I was a baby, since my
grandmother (Dorothy Pond Knauss) was a native of Crown Point and
she had inherited her fathers (Freeman Pond's) camp on the lake.  My
parents loved the lake so much that when Lily Cowan's place came up for
sale, they bought it and we then came to our own place instead of
Grandpa and Grandma Knauss's.  As children, my siblings and I were not
invited often to Mary's house, although I was just as happy to not go over.
The reason for this was that the house, although gleaming white on the
outside, was incredibly dark on the inside.  While relatively small and
cozy, this darkness lent it an aspect of scariness that really got to me
when I was young.  The other thing I remember most about the place was
the fact that Mary had an unbelievable collection of Perry Mason murder
mysteries in her book shelves, all of which I wanted to, and none of
which I got to read.  (One of the first things I did when I bought the place
was check out those books!  Unfortunately, a large number of them had
mildew and had to be thrown out.)

As much of the house was in disrepair when I bought it, I decided to
make some major changes when renovating.  One of my main goals, was
to lighten the rooms, for it really was unbelievably dark inside, due to
years of exposure to wood smoke and kerosene smoke from lamps.  (That
gloominess was not just a figment of my childhood imagination after all!)
Some windows were added, which helped, but the addition of four
skylights, (one for each bedroom upstairs and one for the living room
downstairs) are what really made the difference.  There are very few areas
now, which don't receive, allot of light, even on cloudy days.



I also wanted to have a toilet upstairs, but this was impossible with the
house configured the way it was (i.e. the fact that the east bedroom did
not directly connect with the other to two bedrooms).  That meant that the
two upstairs house halves had to be opened to each other.  By doing so, a
space for a small bathroom and connecting hallway would be created.
The only practical solution to the problem was to raise the roof and
incorporate the East Side of the porch into the house, thus providing the
floor for the upstairs hallway and new bathroom.

I also decided that since the living room fireplace and floor needed
rebuilding, I would enlarge that room at the same by incorporating the
west part of the porch into the house itself.  A door was cut in the wall at
the bottom of the living room stairs in order to provided easier access to
them.  Additionally, the kitchen staircase was eliminated entirely.  The
hole left in the ceiling was boarded up, thus providing the foundation for
three closets upstairs.  One unusual touch was the insertion of a door on
the second floor in the east bedroom, which opens out into thin air (i.e.
there is no balcony outside it).  This door has been the object of much
conversation, by visitors over the years.  The reason for it was a practical
one, however - we couldn't get the large mattress up the stairs, so we
needed a door for access!  Figure #4 shows the house after all of the
renovations were completed.



From the outside, the house looks much like it did when Mary owned it.  It still retains
its' bright, airy character, although this is now a characteristic of the interior as well.  My
husband, Gordon Barnhart (whom I met after the renovations were complete), and I
decided to repaint the house a light gray.  The tool shed was replaced with a new one,
with an additional storage shed to the west of the house. The outhouse and wood shed
are still standing with no help from us, I'm afraid!  In fact, Mary had so much stovewood
split and stacked that we are still using the wood to this day.  (This, of course is an
indication of how little we use the wood stove.)

Other new touches include screening-in on side of the porch, the addition of cupboards
in the kitchen, gas lights in the kitchen and bathrooms, and Alladin mantle lamps.  We
now use liquid paraffin in the lamps instead of kerosene, as it is cleaner burning and has
fewer noxious fumes.  This of course means that the new wood in the house will not
achieve the dark brown color the old wood has, but in this way the history of the house
will still be visible for a long time to come.  Perhaps my favorite addition, though, is the
small hurdy-gurdies that we have attached to the walls next to the beds and in the
upstairs bathroom.  When the household goes to bed, we crank our music boxes to each
other as a special kind of good-night.

Written by Janie Stevens at Eagle Lake
August 25, 1992













Al Runge's Story
By: Al Runge

"At the turn of the century, my grandparents were spending their
summers on Lake George.  They liked the area so well that it was decided
that they would buy property and build a summer cottage in the area.

In looking around for property my father was introduced to an
attorney in New York City by the name of Peter Flint.  He occupied the
cottage on the road now owned by the Alden Wickes family.  He praised
Eagle Lake so highly that the family visited the Eagle Lake Hotel.  This led
to the decision to buy the property on the lake.  The choice was narrowed
down to what was called Prospect Point (later Hurd's Point) and the island
near the bridge.

The island won out and was purchased from the Eagle Lake
Improvement Company in 1903 for $1,000, and in 1904 the big house (10
bedrooms) was built along with two, two hole privies (Queen Ann for the
ladies and King George for the men), an ice house and cold storage
building, a wood shed and three boat houses.

My grandfather spent much of his time in China buying Chinese
porcelains and pottery.  While he was in China my grandmother would
spend the summer at the lake with her children.



This was before the days of the family automobile, and she would
take the train from New York City to Ticonderoga and finish the trip to the
lake by horse and buggy arriving in June and leaving in September.

Food staples such as sugar and flour were shipped to the lake in bulk
and sides of beef were hung in the icehouse.  The ice was cut from the lake
each winter and stored in the icehouse under sawdust and used in the pantry
'ice box' as required.

Light for the evening was furnished by kerosene lamps and candles
until a gasoline electricity generator was installed in the late twenties.
Water was pumped into a storage tank by a gasoline engine.

Part of the island was a vegetable garden and chicken coop was built.
I can remember when my cousin Edward and I would have to catch the
chickens each Saturday that were to be the Sunday dinner.  After being sure
that they were deceased, we had to soak them in hot water and pluck them.
After we finished with the chickens we cranked the ice cream maker, and
got to lick the paddles.

In the evenings we would all climb into the motorboat (named Tah
Kee for one of my grandfather's associates), and go down to Herb Moore's
store (later Bill Geisels) and then walk to Alanson Moore's farm (now the
Geisels home) for our milk.  As kids we enjoyed watching Alanson milk the
cows.  The next morning the cream on the top would be so thick that you
had to spoon it out of the container.



Gradually the family car, outboard motors (1-cylinder engines with a hand crank),
telephone and electricity made life a lot more convenient, but they also eliminated allot of
the customs that gave us so much pleasure.

One big difference between the first twenty or thirty years that the family was at the
lake and now was the fishing.  The only thing in the lake then was northern pike, bass,
perch, bullheads, sun fish and shiners - no rock bass, strawberry bass, whitefish, splake or
trout.  It was not unusual to catch six and eight pound pike (and some larger than that) in
substantial numbers.  Also there was no concern about polluting the lake.

Some other fond memories are Peter Flint playing his flute every night, the sound of
the cow bells from Ben Hunter's farm (in back of the Lodges camp), the peddler and his
wagon on the narrow dirt road (now Rt. 74) selling his sweet smelling grass baskets, the
berry pickers returning from Potter Mountain offering blue berries for sale, Gwendolyn (my
grandmothers pig) getting out of her pen and swimming over to the road and heading for
Chilson, playing baseball with the Chilson Black Sox on Sunday afternoons and at the
Essex County Fair with the Stonewells, Flemings, Osiers, Sumner Wissel, George
Armstrong and others.  It was lots of fun.

Things have changed allot but Eagle Lake is still the number one spot as far as I am
concerned, and I hope it stays that way for my grandchildren who are the fifth generation of
the Runge family to enjoy it.

Al Runge
July 19, 1980



First Car Arrives at the Lodges

Photo of Wilson Harris (driving), Alvin Lodge? (in 
front), Jean Harris (back seat), Gladys Lodge, 

Margaret Harris, and Carl Harris



Eagle Lake Hotel Around 1920

Photo provided by Al Runge





Harris Boat House



Conklin Party on Turtle Island, Around 1980



The Harris Family at Eagle Lake
As Told by Carl Wilson to Caroline Harris

"My grandfather, Isaac Harris, was a contractor in Brooklyn who built
roads and subways in New York City.  His crew were Italians and fond of
him.  When he died they wanted a marching band for his funeral but his
wife would not allow it.  In the late 1880's he drove all around this area in a
horse and carriage looking for a place to build a summer house.  He decided
on 'Harris Point' on what was then Long Pond, then Chilson Pond, then
Eagle Lake.  He became the first non-native in the area.  His house was built
in 1891.  He was then know as 'Long Pond Harris' since there was also a
"Paradox Harris' and a 'Pyramid Harris'.  His land was bought from Anson
Moore, the father of Alson Moore whom some of us remember.  They were
good farmers and supplied many people milk, cream, butter and vegetables.
His wife was Jenny DeZalia and the story is that he courted her for 14 years
until her father told him he should make up his mind or stop coming.  Other
supplies were brought in the daily stage (which also delivered the mail)
from Adkins and Scotts.  The Harris Land had been pasture, and all the
large trees have grown in since that time.  The area which lately had a cabin
and dump, belonging now to Bill Giesel, was a cornfeild.  And , the 'main'
road to Crown Point came in approximately the way we do and went east
behind 'Moore's Ledge' to joint the present Crown Point Road before the
Corduroy Road was laid across the swamp.  It is impossible to find this road
now - Carl tried.



Isaac Harris's house was finished in 1981 and his family spent the
summers here after that.  He had two sons, Woods and Wilson.  Woods died
here of appendicitis at about age 12.  There is a room in the (old) hospital
given in his memory.  Wilson Park Harris was the father of Carl Wilson
Harris, Margel Harris Hinder, and Jean Harris Archbald.  The house had
three stories and 13 rooms.  Two German servants slept on the third floor
and a coachman in a room behind the shed off the kitchen.  Wilson was born
in 1880 and so was 11 years old when the house was built.  Isaac left this
property to his grandchildren with Wilson to have the use of it.  The trust
company in New York City managed the estate and sold the (200 acre) dam
property for $200.00.  It had been bought for $100.00 and the bank thought
they had done well.  But, the buyer immediately made $800.00 on lumber
the first year - this in the early 1900's.  There then followed many years of
blaming the Harris Estate for the condition of the dam.  The Eagle Lake
records contain pages of controversy about the state of the dam.  They
eventually hired a lawyer who ascertained that the Harris Family did not
own the land.  Finally the State bought the land and it is included in the
Wilderness Area of the Adirondack Park.

When Isaac and his wife died no one used the property for some time.
Wilson had attended Cornell and while there met Helen Haist from Buffalo
who was studying at the Ithaca Conservatory.  They were married and lived
in Buffalo where Wilson worked on a newspaper.  When Carl was 12 in
1916, the family came here again.  And in 1918, the year of the influenza
epidemic, they stayed until after Christmas.  Thereafter they stayed every
year until the children were well along in college.  Helen Harris had been a
concert pianist until she had children, and knew well many muscians and
opera singers.  Alma Gluck and others used to visit.  They would go out on
the lake in canoes and rowboats and sing whole operas.



There came to be a number of other families who stayed for the summer and
played together: the Lodges, the Rogers(at Bass Rock where the Thompsons
now are), the Fischers in the house now owned by the Buechners, but which
was then rented by the Moores, the Aldens, the Conklins.

The highest hill behind the Harris house was  entirely clear of the
present 60 foot trees and Grandmother Harris had a summer house on the
very top from which she could see the lake.  And there was also the tennis
court were Carl and Margel and Jean used to gather most mornings with
their friends.  Many days they climbed mountains.  Wilson (called Pat)
Harris took them to climb Mt. Marcy.  They climbed Pharaoh and many
times Potter with a large packbasket which they filled with blueberries.



Originally there was a stable for the horses and an adjoining icehouse
on the slope next to the presents Archbald house.  The ice was cut from the
lake during the winter, packed in hay and used all summer In fact, Carl and
his sister remember making ice cream every day in a hand churn.  Of course,
there was no electricity until the old house was taken down and the
Archbald and Harris houses built in 1961 and 1962.  The Wilson Harris
family had an automobile, of course, in the 1920's.  In 1925 they moved
their home from buffalo to Waban near Boston since all three children were
in school in the area.  Carl, during some college summers, worked on state
roads such as rte. 22 and lived at the lake.  Jean, who was studying physical
education at Wellesley, was a counselor at summer camps.  Margel stayed
here longer since she was studying at Moriah.  There she met Frank Hinder
from Australia.  Frank Hinder at one time rented the house where Ben Hill
now lives, and grilled lamb chops outdoors which was a first for the Harris
family.  Frank and Margel are now both well know artists in Australia.  The
present Buechner house was rented for some years from Lonson Moore by
the Fischers; it was called 'Yo Ho' and the hill beyond it was called 'Yo Ho
Hill.'  When Carl, Jean and Margel were out on their own, their parents still
came for the summer.



Harry Seaver, a musician, was also here and played on dual pianos with Mrs. Harris.  Jean
went to California to teach and returned to Wellesley; Margelwent to Australia; Carl was
married in 1945 and went to Virginia and Pat Harris also went there to help with the
farming during the depression.  During the World War II, Carl was sent overseas and Carol
went back to Hingham, Mass., to be near her family.  While Wilson (Pat) Harris, having
been divorced remarried and stayed in Virginia.  In 1956 he died in Virginia and Helen
Harris two weeks later, in Waban.  The next year the Archbald and Harris families visited
the old house and eventually decided to build the present houses since it would be to costly
to repair the old one, and also it was not winterized.  With two houses here now the
families have become very close, usually visiting the lake each month all year at the same
time.  The Harrises came for long vacations in the summer as well, and after retiring from
both professions and moving to Florida, they came here for the entire summer.  (Now they
have five children and eleven grandchildren who come regularly to visit their grandmother
and on their own.*  They all love Eagle Lake and are happy here - we hope for many years
to come.)

*Carl Wilson Harris died in April, 1987.













Bluff Point
West End of Eagle Lake
Causeway - South side Rt. 74
Area 4.4 acres

Deed dated June 27, 1922 From Frank B. Wickes and Charlotte Wickes to Hiram
Floyd and Park Floyd.

Deeds (3) from Park Floyd- Minnie Floyd (widow of Hiram Floyd) and Donald Floyd
with Minnie Floyd Sovereign to Duane Stanton and Helen Stanton.
Deed Dated June 14, 1944

July 6, 1948
June 20, 1956

Helen Stanton (deceased) property passed to husband Duane Stanton.  Duane
Stanton (deceased) property passed to daughter Helen Stanton Delano.
Now owned by Helen and Robert Delano.

7-2-89



Conklins’ Party on Turtle Rock, in 1979

Photo of Mill and Kathy Knauss



Conklins’ Party on Turtle Island

Photo of Sandy Baldwin, Caroline Baldwin, Anne 
Harris, Mary Scott, Ned Baldwin, and Lydia 

Baldwin







Conklins Party on Turtle Island

Photo of Lisa Benedict, Dave Warren, Bob Warren, 
Bob Stevens, Ned Baldwin, Lydia Baldwin, and 

Ester Herbert



June 1979
Random Facts Gleaned From Secretaries Notes

Meeting called on Sept 13, 1907 to organize "The Eagle Lake
Property Owners Association" - mailed to about 20 property owners, by
Edmund Luthy, (not all persons attended).

The purpose of the organization is "protection of mutual interests of
property, protection of the fish supply, restocking from hatcheries,
regulation of a uniform water level, protection of spawning beds, and
maintenance of a dam at the outlet."

The most serious fact in the history of the lake was the destruction of
the dam at the outlet about 1913, allowing the water level to drop gradually.
The outlet land was privately owned by two non-members at that time.  New
York State eventually bought the land and restored a dam.  In 1941,
however, water levels dropped to 15" below a "metal pin" fixed at a normal
level.  This was 9" lower than in 1940.  Repairs were made to the dam in
1942 and again in 1977.



Postage to members in 1934-35 amounted to $1.15.  The Lake was stocked with
Black Bass (1000), in the same year.

A request to post a speed limit on Route 73 (now 74) was refused in 1935.

A post office was maintained for the summer at George Hatalings hotel in 1917.

Trash and cleanup at of the state beach has been a yearly topic.

A fire pump has been available for some time.

The center section of Route 74 was never rebuilt or repaired.

In 1974, some aquatic growth was noted - possible water pollution.

Camping on the rocks on state land on the south side of the lake is discouraged by
residents, but is difficult to control.

Even though we are a loosely knit group from far and near, respect for the land and
the lake (Eagle) has taken precedence.  May it always be so.

Jean H. Martin



Property Owners Picnic in 1980



Property Owners Picnic in 1980



Property Owners Picnic in 1980

Photo of George Conklin, Pete Buechner, and Dave 
Cummings



Property Owners Picnic in 1980

Photo of Roth Cummings, Jim Davis, George 
Delany, Dorothy Muelich, Dorthy Blanchard, Mary 

Scott, and Al Runge



Property Owners Picnic

Photo of Ester Herbert, and Evelyn Delany



Property originally belonged to the Wickes estate.
Mr. Duane Stanton and Mrs. Helen Stanton (wife) purchased the first parcel and
cottage in the early 1940's.  This belonged to Park Floyd.  In the middle 1950's they
purchased the remainder and second cottage from Mrs. Hiram Floyd.  Park and
Hiram Floyd were brothers.
This property located at the West End of the causeway on Rt. 74 and is on the
south side of the highway.

See also the history of the Delano property



Runge House on Fox Island



Backside of Herd Point





Property Owners Meeting in 1980

Photo of Dave Warren, Ester Herbert, Evelyn 
Delany, Pete Buechner, Jim Davis, George Delany, 

Bill Herbert, and Walt Plosky







Property Owners Picnic Around 1980

Photo of Caroline Baldwin, George Delany, Ann 
Conklin, Al Runge, Sue Hay, Marion Buechner
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