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Ann Eliza Bleecker (1752-1783)  
Life in the Early  

Pittstown-Schaghticoke District (Part 1) 
      

By Walter Auclair 
 

We know little about the Revolutionary War years in our area. However, 

it is possible to piece together important events through the experiences of people 

who lived in the Pittstown-Schaghticoke district (the two towns were separated in 

1788). One such person is Ann Eliza Bleecker, who lived along the Tomhannock 

Creek from 1771 until her death in 1783. 

 Bleecker wrote extensively all her life, but never published. This was left 

to her daughter, Margaretta Van Wyck Faugeres, who compiled her mother’s 

literary work, along with some correspondence, into a book called “The 

Posthumous Works in Prose and Verse of Ann Eliza Bleecker, to which is added 

a Collection of Essays, Prose and Poetical by Margaretta V. Faugeres” 

published in 1793.  

The first essay in the book is a brief biography of Bleecker, written by her 

daughter and reproduced below. It will serve as a foundation for a more thorough 

examination of Bleecker’s experiences and the national implication of events in 

which she and her husband, John J. Bleecker, were involved (to be published in 

future issues of the Pittstown Historical Society Newsletter). 
 

      Memoirs of Mrs. Ann Eliza Bleecker 
 

By Margaretta V. Faugeres, 1793 
 

 Mrs. Ann Eliza Bleecker was the youngest child of Mr. Brandt Schuyler, of this city, (the place of her 

nativity) [New York City]; she was born in October, anno Domini 1752; and though in her early years she 

never displayed any partiality for school, yet she was passionately fond of books, insomuch that she read 

with propriety any book that came to hand long before the time that children in common pass their Spelling-

Books. But though her poetic productions (which made their appearance very early) displayed a taste far 

superior to her years; yet, so great was her diffidence of her own abilities, that none but her most intimate 

acquaintance were ever indulged with a view of any of her performances, and then they were no sooner 

perused than she destroyed them. 

 Hence it comes, that none of her compositions previous to the year 1769, are extant: in that year she 

married John J. Bleecker, Esq. of New Rochelle; and being willing now  to cherish her genius, after a short 

residence in the capital, they retired to Poughkeepsie, where they stayed a year or two; and then taking a 

liking to the northern parts of this state, they removed to Tomhanick, a beautiful solitary little village 

eighteen miles above Albany. Here Mr. Bleecker built him an house on a little eminence, which commanded 

a pleasing eminence, which commanded a pleasing prospect. On the east side of it was an elegantly simple 

garden, where fruits and flowers, exotics as well as natives, flourished with beauty; and a little beyond it the 

roaring river of Tomhanick dashed with rapidity its foaming waters among the broken rocks; toward the west, 

lay wide cultivated fields; in the rear, a young orchard, bounded by a thick forest; and in front, (after 

crossing the main road) a meadow, through which wandered a dimpling stream, stretched itself to join a ridge  
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of tall nodding pines, which rose in awful grandeur on the shelving brow of a grassy mountain. Through 

the openings of this wood you might descry little cottages featured up and down the country, whose 

environs the hard land of Industry had transformed into rich fields and blooming gardens, and literally 

caused the wilderness to blossom as the rose – It is to this scene she alludes where she so beautifully says, 

 

Cast your eyes beyond this meadow, 

Painted by a hand Divine, 

And observe the ample shadow 

Of that solemn ridge of pine. 

 

This was such a retreat as she had always desired – the dark forest, the rushing river, and the green valley had 

more charms for her than the gay metropolis she had left, and in which she was so well calculated to shine: and 

she was so much attached to rural pleasures, that no birds (those of prey excepted) were ever suffered to be shot 

near her habitation if she could prevent it – indeed, they built their nests unmolested in the very porch of the 

house. 

 And the cultivation of flowers had likewise a large share of her attention, so much, that where Flora had 

been remiss in decking the sod, she took upon herself that office, by gathering seeds from her own garden and 

strewing them promiscuously in the woods and fields, and along the clovery borders of her favourite brook. 

 ‘Till the memorable 1777, they lived in the most perfect tranquility – fair prospects were opening on 

every side – Her mother, a widow, (an ornament to her sex) lived with her – her half-sister, Miss Ten Eyck, was 

her cheerful sprightly companion – and her attentive husband and prattling children closed the circle, and left 

her scarce another wish on this side of the grave – Then, indeed, the clamorous thunders of War frighted them 

from their peaceful dwelling, and the blasting hand of Desolation dispersed them as a flock in the desert.  

           Mr. Bleecker, hearing of the approaches of the infatuated Burgoyne, had left Mrs. Bleecker with the 

children and servants, while he went to Albany to seek a place for them, (her mother and sister having just 

quitted her). But he had scarce gone a day when, as she sat at breakfast, she received intelligence that the enemy 

were within two miles of the village, burning and murdering all before them. Terrified beyond description she 

rose from the table, and taking her Abella on her arm, and her other daughter (about four years old) by the hand, 

she set off on foot, with a young mulatto girl, leaving the house and furniture to the mercy of the approaching 

savages. The roads were crowded with carriages loaded with women and children, but none could afford her 

assistance – distress was depictured on every countenance, and tears of heartfelt anguish moistened every cheek. 

They passed on – no one spoke to another – and no sound but the dismal creaking of burdened wheels and the 

trampling of horses interrupted the mournful silence. After a tedious walk of four or five miles, she obtained a 

seat for the children upon one of the wagons, and she walked on to Stony-Arabia, where she expected to find 

many friends; but she was deceived – no door was open to her, whose house by many of them had made use of 

as a home – she wandered from house to house, and at length obtained a place in the garret of a rich old 

acquaintance, where a couple of blankets, stretched upon some boards, were offered her as a bed; she, however, 

sat up all night and wept, and the next morning Mr. Bleecker coming from Albany, met with them and returned 

to that city, from whence they set off with several other families by water. At twelve miles below Albany little 

Abella was taken so ill that they were obliged to go on shore, where she died. The impressions this event made 

on Mrs. Bleecker’s mind were never effaced. The remembrance of every circumstance that led to it – the return 

of the season – the voice of an infant – or even the calm approach of a summer’s evening, never failed to 

awaken all her sorrows; and she being naturally of a pensive turn of mind, too freely indulged them. 

From this they proceeded to Red-Hook, where she met with her mother, who was declining very fast, 

and died a little after her daughter’s arrival. The capture of Burgoyne soon after taking place, they again set off 

to visit their little solitude, but, in their journey thither, she had the sorrowful office of closing the eyes of her 

last remaining sister (Her own sister, Mrs. Swits – her half-sister, Mrs. Darre, then Miss Ten Eyck, is still 

living).       

   From this period till the year 1781, they lived in tolerable tranquility, when in the beginning of August, 

as Mr. Bleecker was assisting in the harvest, he, with two of his men, were (continued on Page 10 ) 
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Haskin Cemetery Restoration 
 

The Haskin Cemetery, located on Eycleshymer Road, ranks among Pittstown’s oldest cemeteries. Its 

earliest gravestone is dated 1792. Unfortunately, the cemetery had become so overgrown it was no longer 

recognizable. Trees of significant size and thorn bushes overwhelmed the lot.  

A restoration of the cemetery was begun this past spring to honor the memory of historian Ron 

Bachman, author of A Fine Commanding Presence; The Life and Legacy of Maj. Michael S. Vandercook 

(1774 – 1852 of Pittstown, Rensselaer County, New York.  

Volunteers spent several days clearing brush and cutting trees (particular thanks to Joe Ferrannini, 

Bill Morris and John Morris for their work). Phase one of the restoration helped to unearth some of the most 

prominent gravestones.  

The photos below, starting with the site before clearing took place, represent the first phase of the 

restoration.  

More volunteers are sought to continue the work and commence phase two, which will involve 

locating all the stones and fencing the cemetery.  

To help with the restoration, please contact Joe Ferrannini at Tel. 686-4637 or email:  

jaferrannini@aol.com 
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 The Railroad Control Tower in Johnsonville 
By Frank W. Losaw Jr. 

 

The Railroad Control Tower in Johnsonville was owned and operated by the Boston and Maine (B & 

M) Railroad to control railroad traffic to and from Mechanicville and Troy. The structure was built to house a 

centralized traffic control system. Construction of the tower was believed to have begun in early March, 

1931.  

The Tower site was located between the B & M Troy Branch and the Mechanicville Mainline. 

The exterior has brick siding with steel reinforcement, a concrete foundation, and a tile roof. 

The interior has steel and concrete throughout. 

On the top floor were located the control panels commonly known as CTC panels (Centralized 

Traffic Control) which were operated by Train Directors, often referred to as “Towermen”. 

On the bottom floor was a room that housed the mechanical/electrical equipment necessary to operate 

the control panel on the second floor (this locked room was accessible only to those responsible for its 

maintenance). Also on the bottom floor was an entrance to the Tower, a water closet and sink, storage for 

cleaning supplies, and a stairway leading to the second floor. 

My inside knowledge of the tower was due to my paternal grandfather, Alexander Joseph Losaw. He 

was one of three Train Directors who staffed the tower 24 hours a day in three eight hour “tricks”. In railroad 

lingo “tricks” meant shifts.  

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

The photo above on left shows Alexander Joseph Losaw on duty at CTC  panel. The photo was taken in recognition of 

his 50 years of service for the B & M Railroad. The panel behind Losaw in the photo above on right was added in 

June, 1949, when the railroad installed CTC operation on the Troy Branch. 

 

The Tower was a short distance from my paternal grandparents’ house, just about a five minute walk. 

This was handy for my grandfather, due to his having one wooden leg (below the knee) caused by a railroad 

accident he sustained in Massachusetts when he was working as a “Train Brakeman”. 

Because I was raised by my paternal grandparents, Alexander Joseph and Margaret McNeil Losaw, I 

enjoyed the opportunity to visit the Tower often. As a youngster, it was exciting to watch trains passing the 

Tower from a birds’ eye point of view. Little did I realize it at the time that I was to become a lifetime 

“Railfan”. 

The photo on the opposite page is a view from the southeast of the Railroad Control Tower. The Troy 

Branch of the B & M Railroad visible in the foreground and the B & M Maine Line to Mechanicville in the 

background (behind the Tower). The terrain was all cinders, as plenty of this material was available at the 

time. Remember these were steam engine days on the railroads (1931). The white lettering in the background 

on the embankment spells: B & M    R. R.    JV TOWER    JOHNSONVILLE, NY. It was Alexander 

Joseph Losaw’s idea to set the stones, which were collected from a nearby stream, panted white and placed in 

position – a classic example of “Employee Pride”!                                                                              Page 4
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Johnsonville Railroad Control Tower 

            

The Stained Glass Windows 

of Pittstown’s Churches (Part Three) 
 

By Ned Pratt 

Introduction: 
Most of Pittstown’s churches were constructed in the 1800s and early 1900s. The earliest churches 

did not have stained glass when first built, but many added glass at a later date, usually in the latter third of 

the 19
th

 century or early in the 20
th

 century.  

Two of Tiffany’s major innovations, which had a big impact on churches in Rensselaer County, are 

discussed in this article: 1. the use of different types of glass, such as opalescent or patterned glass 2. the idea 

of making most of the designs with colored glass, rather than painting on glass. (continued Page 6) 
 

Church of the Holy Name, Episcopal, Boyntonville: 
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(continued from Page 5) A church in the Arts and Crafts style, the Church of the Holy Name has dark brown 

shingles. On the interior, the ceiling, beams and wainscoting are also stained dark brown. There is a simple 

bell tower integrated into the front of the church. The church is similar in some ways to St. George’s in the 

Pittstown 4 Corners area on Factory Hollow Road, although the interior is simpler. Most of the glass is clear, 

and there is only one stained glass window. 

The cornerstone for this church was laid on June 23, 1889, and the first service was held on the first 

Sunday of September, 1889 (which was also the first day of the month). The bell, which was made by the 

Meneely Company of West Troy, is dated March, 1891.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

This church’s one stained glass window, a 

round or Tondo form depicting the Virgin Mary and 

the baby Jesus, is set above the altar. It was unveiled 

on November 18, 1916 and replaced an earlier 

window destroyed by a windstorm in 1893. 

The window is in the Tiffany opalescent 

style, but not, I think, by Tiffany. Opalescent glass is 

visible in the blue background, in Mary’s halo and 

on her robes. The draperies are made with several 

layers of different colored glass, a technique known 

as “plating” in which several layers of translucent 

glass are put together (as in the draperies on Mary’s 

head and on her robes). We do not know the stained 

glass maker, but this way of depicting robes was 

used by the Lamb Company, among others. The 

halos are also similar to some made by the Lamb Company (located then in New York City), so they may be 

the makers. The Tiffany Company used a different technique on drapery. The painting of the faces in this 

window is particularly well done.  
 

United Methodist Church, Valley Falls: 
The First Methodist Society was formed in Valley Falls in about 1825. The society initially met in 

several schoolhouses, until its first church was built in 1839. As the Village grew, a new church was built in 

1884, but it burned in 1920. That building was replaced by the current church which was dedicated on June 

10, 1923.  

This church is the newest of Pittstown’s church buildings. It is also the one with the most elaborate 

stained glass, although the style and techniques are similar to the town’s earlier churches.  

           (continued on Page 7) 
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(continued from Page 6)  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In the photo above on the left, the main entry is located at the base of the tower. In the photo on the 

right, note the two larger, almost triangular, figural windows (ones which depict human figures).  

There are several pairs of mostly geometric windows and three large figural windows in this church.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I have included a detail of the window shown above to illustrate the use of opalescent glass.  

There are taller pairs of lancets along the sides of the nave and shorter pairs beside the altar. But the 

shorter ones are not visible unless you get very close to the altar (as seen below). (continued Page 8) 
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(continued from Page 7) The first of the figural windows (shown in order below, left to right) is in the 

steeple, or tower, just to your left as you enter the church; the second, of Christ in a landscape, is on the north 

wall; and the third, and largest window, is on the west wall, near the entry. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

A fitting finale for our tour of the Stained Glass Windows Pittstown’s Churches!!! 
 

Historic Farmsteads of Pittstown Update 
Three more of Pittstown’s historic farmsteads have been listed on the NYS Register of Historic 

Places with a recommendation to list them on the National Register. The farmsteads include the Cornell 

farmstead at 292 Lower Pine Valley Road, the Thomas farmstead at 703 Johnsonville Road, and the 

Brownell farmstead at 606 Groveside Road. The Gifford farmstead at 276 Gifford Road was nominated last 

year and was subsequently accepted onto the National Register.   

It has been a project of the Pittstown Historical Society for the past four years to identify and 

document 26 historic farmsteads in Pittstown, and simultaneously apply to have them placed on the National 

Register. This initiative has been supported with grants from the Preservation League of NYS and the 

Hudson River Valley Greenway, in addition to in-kind services from the Town of Pittstown and The 

Persistence Foundation.  

Jessie Ravage, the historic consultant gathering the information on the farmsteads and composing the 

applications has assembled an impressive archive of photographs, deeds and genealogical material on each of 

the farmsteads. We hope to profile each of the farmsteads in subsequent newsletters. 

Jessie is now working on applications to the NYS Register for three more farmsteads. 
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Jonathan Read’s “Memorandom” Book  

& the War of 1812 
 

Two hundred years ago this September, Jonathan Read joined Captain A. Brown's Company of 

Artillery of Pittstown to play his small part in the War of 1812. His "Memorandom" Book is an unusual look at 

the viewpoint of a soldier. Some excerpts are offered below with original spelling and grammar. 

The transcription was undertaken by Chris Kelly, Schaghticoke Town Historian. 
 

Thursday, September 24, 1812 
Read writes about the ceremonies before they begin their march. They were bound for Sacket's Harbor on Lake 

Ontario, which became an important base for the northern theatre of the war. The following is in Amsterdam. 
“This morning struck our tents and peraded about 9 o'clock and formed our battalion agreeable to our 

invitation last evening and the gentleman his name I don't recollect gave us all as much Spirits and Brandy 

as we wished to drink and wished us good success in going forth to defend the cause of our ingerred country 

and in honor to him for the many favours we received from his our Comadant ordered a gun to be fired and we 

gave thre cheers and the Tories found falt and said we broke all the Metinghouse winders we bid the 

gentleman good by and proceeded on our march on this foornoon we onhyung a turn pike gate and marched 

through we marched to the Tories nose in Johnstown this day about 18 miles and there encamped on the bank 

of the Mohawk River and we soon had all the Tory Turnpikers and Counstables arter us but we mounted our 

guard and bid them defiance. The flats along the river here is quite narrow and too the right hand 

mountainous ruff cold lucking country.” 
 

Saturday, October 3, 1812 
Read describes the trip to Sacket's Harbor. They were always marching, other than an initial wagon ride from 

Pittstown to Lansingburgh. Throughout, Jonathan continues to comment on the soil, trees and topography. 
“This Day marched from Denmark into Watertown in Jefferson County about 15 miles this is a good loking soil 

of land marched through today. Not quite as level as Luis county in the town of Champin is something of a 

Village and some hansome painted houses  We go a more of a west cors today and not far from teh Black River 

but could not see it till we come here and here is quite a hansome place and to appearand a good deal of 

bbusiness  I went down to view the River nd Nature has curiously formed tis place fo mill Seats the bancks 

are all solid rock along here and many places very high and many striking figures of curiosity and calls 

the human mind forth to behold the wonderful works of creation.” 

 

Saturday, Oct 17, 1812 
Read writes about the contacts with the British. The Company was not at Sacket's Harbor for either the First or 

the Second Battle of Sacket's Harbor. 
“No wind in the morning and we went to work and got Breakfast and a litle after 12 o'clock pm the wind 

breased a little about a beem and we set sail but the wind soon turned against us and we had to beat and 

now we got about 8 miles and put into Hubbards Bay the three open boats the sloop far behind we went on 

shore and struck up our fires and set our Sentanels and got Supper and pitched some tent in the woods and 

some lay by the fires our Maj was quite unwell and he retired to a little Log House to rest for the night 

about 9 in the evening we were alarmed by the sentry and all hands called to there post a sail was espied a 

coming in and the sentry hailed two or three times before they heard but we soon found it to be our decked 

boat and all was well again. This river St. Lawrence runs about aq Northeast corse some inhabitance but new 

settlers on the River. There is a long island between this and the main British Shore not inhabited on this 

side but ? This is a good looking soil and very good asortment of timber pine, black and white oak and most 

all other kinds of timber.” 
 

                (continued Page 10) 
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(continued from Page 9) 

Wednesday, December 30, 1812 
Read writes how, after their discharge, the Company marched home. 
“This Day I started about 10 o'clock from Lansingburgh for home and arrived about 3 o'clodk at my home in 

Pittstown and had the satisfaction to find my family and friends in good health after an absence of three 

months and twelve days going arout of about four hndred and 75 miles in the time about one month or 

better” 

  

 We are not certain if this is the author of the “Memorandom”, however a Jonathan Read is listed in 

the 1830 census as living in Pittstown, being married to Charlotte Rudd, and having seven children. The 

online list of Rensselaer County burials has him buried in the Read Cemetery on Hall Road, having died in 

1847 at the age of 62. 

A copy of the “Memorandom” is in the files of the Rensselaer County Historical Society, and the 

Pittstown Historical Society has a transcription of it. 

We would be interested in hearing from anyone who knows of any descendants of Jonathan Read. 

Please contact Maren Stein at: steinm@sage.edu 
 

Memoirs of Mrs. Ann Eliza Bleecker  

(continued from Page 1) 
 

 From this period till the year 1781, they lived in 

tolerable tranquility, when in the beginning of August, as Mr. 

Bleecker was assisting in the harvest, he, with two of his men, 

were made prisoners by a party from Canada, and taken off 

immediately. As it was late in the afternoon, Mrs. Bleecker 

expected him with a degree of impatience, and began to be 

apprehensive that something uncommon had occurred: a 

servant was therefore dispatched, who soon returned with the 

sorrowful account, that he could not see any of them, and that 

the wagon and horses were in the road tied to a tree. 

 She was at no loss to conjecture what was become of 

him, for a number of small parties from Canada were known 

to be sculking in the woods, for the sole purpose of carrying 

off the most active citizens. The neighbours therefore were 

immediately alarmed, and the woods, as far as was 

practicable, were searched; but they could not discover a 

single trace of the party. Mrs. Bleecker, giving him up for 

lost, set off for Albany directly, though it was then near night, 

and abandoned herself to the most hopeless grief; but, by a 

wonderful train of events, Mr. Bleecker was re-taken by a 

party from Bennington, after having passed the last habitation 

on this side of the Green-Mountains, and when his conductors 

for the first time had considered themselves as perfectly 

secure. He returned to her in six days, and the joy she felt at 

finding him operating more powerfully than the grief she 

experienced at his loss, a fit of sickness ensued, which nearly 

proved fatal. They again returned to Tomhanick. 

 Though Mrs Bleecker was witness to many scenes of distress during the late war, in many of which 

she was the principal sufferer; yet, the idea of a far distant peace, which should again restore her to her 

friends, gilt the solitary shades which encompassed her, and bore her up under frequent and poignant griefs.    

            (continued on Page11) 
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Bleecker Memoirs (continued from Page 10) 

 In the year 1783, (the spring after the peace), she revisited New-York, in hopes of seeing her old 

acquaintances and friends, but her hopes were far from being realized – some were dead; others had left the 

continent; and the few who remained were in different states: She saw her half-sister, Miss Ten Eyck, but once, 

and then but for a few minutes, as one party was embarking for New-York just as the other arrived at Albany. Her 

principal correspondents and much-loved relatives, the Miss Van Wycks, were in Jersey; and as the British were 

still here, she could not (without the greatest difficulty) visit them. But the ruinous condition of her native city 

gave such a shock to her spirits as the united efforts of her reason and fortitude were not able to ward off. The 

places which she once knew as the scenes of festivity, were now sunk into dust – the place that once knew them 

no more; or if by hard searching she at last deferred to them, they only met her eye as monuments of her past 

pleasures – dreary piles, mouldering fast beneath the relentless hand of Time and War. Her sensibility was too 

keen for her peace – She had struggled on through the war, and had suffered Hope to beguile the hours devoted 

to distress; but now the scene was changed – the illusion vanished, and she concluded now  she should see no 

more good upon earth. She returned again to her cottage, where she found her health very rapidly decline; and on 

the 23
d 

of the following November, about noon-day, (after two days confinement to her bed) her calm spirit took 

its flight from its shattered habitation, without a struggle or a groan. She retained her senses till within a few 

minutes of her death; and the last words she uttered to her weeping husband and family, were assurances of the 

pleasing prospect Immortality offered her. 

 It is needless to say her loss was severely felt – it may be naturally supposed. The benevolence of her 

disposition had extended itself to all classes of people; and in the village where she dwelt, there were several 

families who might be called her dependents. To the aged and infirm she was a physician and a friend – to the 

orphan she was a mother – and a soother of the widow’s woes; all loved – all honoured her: and when they 

followed her to the grave, they weeping said, (though differently expressed, still meaning the same), “We have 

lost HER whose equal we shall never see again!” 

 It is to be regretted that the writings which we now have are but a small part of what she composed: she 

was frequently very lively, and would then give way to the flights of her fertile fancy, and write songs, satires, 

and burlesque: but, as drawing a cord too tight will make it break, thus she would no sooner cease to be merry, 

than the heaviest dejection would succeed, and then all the pieces which were not as melancholy as herself, she 

destroyed. As she seldom kept copies of her poetical epistles, the most of them are lost; one in particular, written 

some little time before she fled from Tomhanick, in 1777, and directed to General Burgoyne, was left in her 

bureau; the bureau was broken open and its contents plundered by his men; but whether the letter ever reached 

him or not, is unknown. In the winters of 1779 and 1780, she amused herself and friends by writing what she 

called the Albany Gazette, which was sent by every opportunity to Fishkill, where several of her relations lived. 

This lively and ingenious performance was much admired, and being handed about from one company to 

another, is entirely lost. Several political and satirical pieces shared a similar fate. 

 Some of those, however, which are left, are here presented to the public. The political sentiments 

displayed in several of them will, it is probable, recommend them to the notice of the Patriot, and the rest may 

please the lovers of artless style. Many of them are faulty, but their merits are more numerous than their defects, 

and these will be easily pardoned and forgotten by all who knew her; for Detraction will not rise up against her, 

after death, whose virtues, when alive, endeared her to so many admiring friends, and whose enemies (and Envy 

created her some) could not speak evil of her. 

 As most of these pieces were intended for the amusement of herself and particular friends, and not for the 

public eye, they appear as they flowed extempore from her pen. Frequently she wrote while with company, at the 

desire of some one present, without premeditation, and at the same time bearing a part in the conversation. 

 Mrs. Bleecker possessed a considerable share of beauty; her countenance was animated, and expressive 

of her benevolent, feeling mind; her person, rather tall, was graceful and elegant; her easy, unaffected 

deportment and engaging manners procured her the esteem of most persons at first sight, which generally 

increased on a more intimate acquaintance. 
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Pittstown Town Historian Turns 100 
 

Ellen Wiley, who has  been serving  as the  Pittstown  Town Historian  since 1983, turned 100 on 

May 9
th

.   Among  the people who wished  her  a happy birthday  were students from  the  Hoosic Valley 

Elementary School.   

“Aunt Ellen” (as she is best known) has been a leader in preserving Pittstown’s history for longer 

than most of us can remember. She was appointed Associate Town Historian in 1976. 

 

Birthday card created and signed by students of the Hoosic Valley Elementary School 

 


