                                               Talk for Paradise Historical Society


It all began with the Mountain Crest Construction Company, or that was one beginning point. It was formed in around 1912 by a group of people, including Harry Hulbert, Gus Hulbert, Boyd and Harry Muchmore, Fred and Ronald Spinning who all knew each other as friends and neighbors in Nutley NJ. Their vision was to create a vacation community and camp in the Poconos called Mountain Crest Colony. 
These people  were all familiar with the Poconos since they had gone deer hunting there for many years, and Gus Hulbert had bought a vacation home in Henryville so he knew the area. The Muchmores were cousins of a man named Wm T Hunter.
Mr. Hunter worked at Schraeder Valve Corp in Brooklyn, and so did a woman named Katherine Rubsamen who married Dr. Augustus Dempewolff. By the time WT Hunter and Augustus Dempewolff married all had become close friends, and the Hunter’s successive daughters (Ruth, Marion, Elizabeth) matched closely in age with the three oldest Dempewolff boys (Starke, Larry, Dick).
 During the summer of 1916 NYC had an epidemic of Polio. Every family that could got their children out of town for the summer. Katherine Dempewolff took Starke, Larry and baby Richard to Connecticut in 1916. The Hunter children went to Vermont. At some point during those years, William Hunter learned, through his cousin Boyd Muchmore, about the Mountain Crest enterprise in Henryville. He investigated and decided to build a safe summer haven up there in the mountains. Knowing the the Dempewolffs were also looking for such a place, he told Katherine about what he had discovered in the then pristine Pocono Mountains. Dr. Dempewolff bought the Mountain Crest lot next to William Hunter’s. Harry Hulbert began construction of both homes in 1916. The Hunters and Dempewolffs rented other cottages until their homes were completed, and the Dempewolff’s was ready the summer of 1918.
*Here is a photo of the Dempewolff house with Katherine and Gus on the porch.

    Dad wrote, in Early History of Henryville…..Those early Henryville years hold some vivid memories. During the first few years my mother brought us to Henryville, when school was out, on the D.L.&W. Railroad, it was a three hour ride in a passenger car lined in mahogany panels with green upholstered seats and brass Victorian chandeliers. It was a through train to Chicago, and Henryville was a “flag stop”. This meant that if you were going from Henryville to anywhere else, like NYC, the Station Master, Mike Hannon, would set out a red flag by the side of the track and the train would have to stop to pick up passengers. Otherwise the engineer would barrel through without stopping. All engines then were steam engines. We kids went to bed on our sleeping porches listening to the sound of distant steam engines chugging up the steep grade from Stroudsburg to Cresco, whistle tooting for extra help when their wheels spun on steel rails. We also listened to the call of whip-poor-wills, the hooting of owls, and the strident rasping of katydids sadly signaling the end of summer. 
     In those first few years we were met at the station by Harry Hulbert in a genuine horse-drawn station wagon with a fringe on the top. The horses had bridles with tassels to whisk away the flies from ears and noses. Most rural farmers in the area had no automobiles in years prior to 1920. Every farmer’s barn had stalls for work and carriage horses, plus a forge for making horseshoes, repairing plowshares and other farm essentials. Milk came directly from cows, unpasteurized. Cream was separated in a hand-cranked separator, butter was churned in a wooden tub with a hand-plunger. Harry Hulbert got his first Ford car around 1920, which usually got stuck in the deep red mud while he was trying to bring us up the hill above the Henryville House.   Once we had to be hauled out by a team of horses borrowed from Echo Farm.
*photos of hayride and gramps on the dock.
     .
     Family “lifestyles” were completely different in those early years. When school was out mothers took the kids “to the country” for the whole summer. Usually they were driven there by Dad in the family car, who left the car for mother and took the train home. Working fathers came up on weekends by train, and were met on Friday evenings with great ceremony by the family at the Henryville station.
     Another weekly ceremony was the line-up of mothers at the only telephone “on the hill” in Harry Hulbert’s house. Each Thursday evening they’d call home to father, share the week’s news , and learn his timetable for the weekend trip up and back. Gus Hulbert also had a phone but it wasn’t available except in dire emergencies.

My father and his siblings spent many glorious summers in that house, and dreamed about it in letters sent back home during WWII. I also remember it fondly as a young girl. The house was sold in around 1950 or 51. My father still had a strong attachment to Henryville, and wanted to keep summering there. 
He was working at Popular Mechanics as the Eastern Editor, and the precut home craze, to create affordable post-war homes, was hot.
*America Needed Houses, and Why  Precut worked
 The magazine agreed to fund the building of a model precut house.  It was pitched as something anyone could put together, since they purchased the whole package of precut lumber an a book detailing every step.
*Why a Special Book
 So Dad was enjoined to be the primary builder, even though he had never built a house. The initial shell would cost $1800. The summer cottage was $2800, And the year round version was $3800.
*here is a photo of drawings depicting the house stages.

 Dad looked at 3 different potential locations, each with good access and great views.

He wrote, in an article for American Forests in 1969, 
I think it was Stewart Detrick who first suggested  I would be easy. "Hain't nathing to it," he said. "You kin fetch lumber from the sawmill down to Analomink. It won't cost-so dear.
Them sawyers will even board timber off yer own land. All's you got to do, is haul the logs down."
Steward managed a neighboring farm deep in Pennsvivania's Pocono Mountains beyond Delaware Water Gap, some 120 miles .west of New
York. His suggestion made sense. So Rita and I and our daughter, Judy, went site-hunting. We found a spot on a wooded ridge, commanding a view of oak- and hemlock-forested
hills that fold into each other, higher and higher, as far as you can see.
*here is a photo of the view from the site
He writes, on cool mornings you can trace the course of rushing trout streams by
ribbons of mist hanging above the treetops in rhododendron-tangled glens. You can hear the water loud and clear when the wind is right. The Poconos aren't majestic like the Rockies or the Adirondacks. They are modest, rolling junior mountains. But in Spring the woods are afoam with laurel, dogwood, wild azalea and shadblow blossoms. Most back roads, like ours, are unpaved, and many local residents still squeeze a portion of livelihood from the poor, rocky soil of their hill farms. 
The nearest settlement. two miles away, is Henryville. It was named for the family that held the first post office franchise. In those days, Henry's and their kin owned nearly everything in sight. When I first knew it, the sleepy village consisted of a general store run by old Mr. Henry, whose first name I never knew; the post office, run by his daughter, Lucy; the Henryville House, developed from the family boarding house and run by Russ Henry, who also ran the mail route in a "Model-T'; a gas station called "The Lighthouse, operated by Lucy and her husband; a pretty little ivy-covered stone chapel; and a soon-to.be.abandoned hillside station house on the old D.L.&W. railroad tracks. Except for the passing of people who created it , the village hadn't changed much.

*clearing the land

The site was picked, laid out, and cleared. A foundation for a crawl space was prepared. Then, as my father wrote, one of the first things we had to do was drill a well. This can be a
Problem on a rocky ridge overlooking everything around it. Furthermore, we were "summer  folk " - a breed of outlander always relegated to the last category at the bottom of the list of prospects. "Summer folk" seldom become members of thecommunity clan, no matter how long in residence.
But an honest well driller with a reasonable price per foot was important, so I strolled the shale road that threads the ridge to the nearby Hunter farm, managed by Steward Detrick  (nephew of several Henry's)
and his wife, Helen. It was evening and I found them on the screened
in end of the porch sitting in the glider. We passed a few pleasantries, and I got down to business. Who was the best well driller around? Steward
thought for a moment; hunched forward.
"Wa'al now, you might just try_____ ," he said, shoving the glider. "He's knowed everywhere, and he's a driller. Trouble is, he don't quit. He 'll drill vou past water till vou got the deepest well in the county. He hain't fat fer nathing. Onc't he gits started, he likes to set on his rig. Last drilling he done was right here on this farm, when the casing on the well in the upper pasture rusted out and the water fouled.
Well, sir, he set on that rig so long he gained thirty pound he couldn't afford afore the Iast hole he dug, and he made enough money off'n it so he never come back fer the fifty-foot beam off'n his drill rig. Sets up there the pasture yet…..
Helen chuckled. 'Course." Steward continued,”mebbe you don’t want a well that deep.”
"That's right," I said. "Do you know any drillers who are skinnier?”
I" b'lieve it," he said, seriously. ....... Drills lots of wells over to Reeders and Easton and them
places. He don't drill many wells around here anymore. Most folks don’t like all the casings he likes to sell into a well. But if you like a lot of ar’n down a hole in the rock that don’t need it…there’s your man. Costs double though. I admitted that I wasn’t after a lot of unnecessary casing. 
“You might try Ike Berger up to Mt. Pocono in that case” said Stewart. “He’s getting on and his rig is a slam-bang rickety thing, but he’ll charge by the foot. No extras”.

 I have always suspected that the first two drillers mentioned were distantly related to Steward. If any- one asked him, he could always say,  quite honestly, that he'd suggested 
t h e m first.

""Ike"came by' next day in an ancient sedan. He was a square, weather-wrinkled gentleman of some sixty years, built along the lines of an oak stump. He wore a battered, sweat-stained felt hat with several trout flies in the band, a wash-puckered black-and-red-checked wool shirt, baggy whipcord trousers and a well-scuffed, box-toed linesman’s boots.  A gray-grizzled cheek bulged over a wad of tobacco.
"You the feller wants a well?" he asked. I nodded. "Where you wan'er?"
"You know this country better than I do." I said. "Where do you think is a good place to drill on a high point like this--with this kind of layered rock?"

Ike tipped back the brim of his at, scratched his forehead, and spat a squirt of amber juice. "Waal."he drawled. "Sorta ' pends where you wan'er." "Doesn't the location make any 
difference?" "Young feller," he said (I was then 41), "no matter where you 
stand there's water unner your foot. All's you got to do is drill fur enough 
and she comes up." " Sure ." I said. "but how far is enough?" "D'pends where she is," Ike  explained logically.
I tried another tack. "What do you think about those dowser fellows
 who walk around with forked twigs, and when the twig twists down 
that's where the water is? Close to the surface."

There was a lengthy pause. Ike spat again, staring at the ground. Finally shoving his hat to the back of his head, he looked up. "Wa'al now," he said. "If you was to ind’ cate
to me that you b'lieved  in sech things,I cud cite you mebbe a clutch of cases where we done that and where it worked real good . " He paused
" On t'other hand," he continued,"if you was to ind'cate to me that you thought it was nonsense, I cud cite you i clutch of cases where we done it and where we didn't hit no
water atall 'til five-six hunnert feet.' 

"Where do you think a well head ought to be?" I asked. "-lor convenience?”
"Right off'n the kitchen, Ike said promptly. "Keep her out from the overhang of the roof so's you can get to her if she ever silts up. so , that's where he put "her."
Right off where the kitchen was going to be; clear of the overhang.
I visited the woodlot a week later, and found the rig thumping away.
It was an ancient up-and-down affair. Ikc was busy dipping buckets of water from a line of oil drums and pouring it down the hole. 
He gave me a running account of progress in short, terse sentences: "Hit bedrock at three
 feet." he said. "You don't hardly need no casing atalll. We been thumpin' fer five days and making only a couple feet an hour.” A few days later, in New York, I was working late at the office when the phone rang. It was Ike. “Set yourself for a fall, young feller” he said. My heart sank. “You lost the bit down the hole and you have to fish it!” "Nope," said Ike. "Worse than
- that Twenty gallon a minute at some cighty-five feet." He chuckled at his own joke. He was even happier than I was. The flow was four times the Amount considered ample for a family of five. And the depth, from the top of a rocky ridge nearly 1500 feet above sea level, was unbelieveable. Ike's explanation was simple. "You got to. b'lieve in it," he said "The water is under your foot. You just got to drill to her”.
*here is a photo of the pump and well placement
My father was in charge of planning and executing the project, with architects drawing up plans that were fuctional. There were special features to the houose . The roof was supported by sturdy trusses, so that interior partitions could be placed anywhere to produce any room arrangement desired. Windows could be located wherever needed. Materials were specified to produce the most house for the least cost. Kits would eventually be made up by a number of fabricators around the country. Although Dad planned to do a lot of the work himself due to the nature of the project, a seasoned carpenter would be essential.
Steward recommended old Lew Bush, now entering his seventy-third year. “He’’s mebbe no spring chicken, and he hain’t agoin’ to work for just anybody. Sorta independent-like. But he built a lot of houses pretty good. Maybe he’ll build yours onc’t.” I remembered Lew Bush-a 
sinewy, rawboned, craggy-featured man physically reminiscent of Abe Lincoln; a shrewd countryman who produced much and said little. His farm was one of the oldest but tidiest in 
the area. His kitchen garden never showed a weed. Besides farming the  land, he'd had a hand in building most of the houses and barns within to fifty or more square miles during half a century of active years. Several people who had worked with him warned me that I'd have trouble. Lew had a reputation for being stubborn, temperamental, and inclined to walk off a job if disputed. But no one denied that a more honest and craftsmanlike carpenter would be hard to find anywhere. Would he work for an outlander at the height of the season?

I shoved a roll of blueprints under my arm and headed for Lew's farm. It was a chilly spring evening. He was in the kitchen, clad in faded blue-striped overalls, sitting in a spindle-backed chair beside a glowing coal range. He was smoking a crooked cigarette he’d rolled himself. His daughter Mary, who kept house for him, was tidying up the supper things in the dim light of the sunset afterglow. I explained my mission, unrolling the plans on the kitchen table. Lew came over to examine them, leafing through the sheets with gnarled sunbrowned hands. Up until now he hadn’t said anything except “Howdie”.
“What’s them things?”he asked, pointing to a roof truss diagram. I explained briefly. “Lumber’s too small. She’ll c’lapse,” he announced. Two by eight rafters is strong and won’t cost so dear. What’s them big headers fer?” I pointed out that we had some long spans for glass areas and needed a hefty support for the roof. He shook his head. “She’s a ‘culiar house,” he said. “Don’t know as I hanker for it.” I must have looked dejected. 
After a considerable silence, Lew said, "Got a pitcher how she'll look? i hain't much fer them archy-teck drawin's. Never made sense to me. Somebody wants a house, they usually draws a pitcher and I build the house." 1 fipped the sheets to the outside elevations. He poured over
Them scratching his chin thoughtfully. Be a dollar and a half an hour," he said suddenly. "Cash. She'd be two fifty, but I hain't so fast as I onc't. Won't work steady neither. Thursdays I work my 'taters and  weed the truck patch; come hayin' I'll need a week  or more. Might be other times… I was nodding acceptance, but he never paused." . . . You ever go deer huntin' up
here? Used to be pretty good until some of the dep'ties got 
to hijacking fer the city hotels. C'mon into the parlor and I'll show you a 21-pointer 
I fetched, up over the hill past the old Lackawanna depot. Hunted him 
fer three years afore he made a mistake and come past me behind some 20 doe… I knew then that the house would be built.

The two of us worked together almost daily from eight in the morning until four or five. Foundations and framework rose with surprising speed. Not only was Lew quick and efficient,
and he was tough as the mails he pounded, , wielding his angular frame around rickety scaffolding with the dexterity of a teen-ager. But one day, when the wall framing was nearly finished, he slipped and fell, straddling an exposed floor joist. I raced over to help him, but he waved me off. Little by little he straightened up while I fired  questions at him: "Did he want to go  down to the hospital? Should I get a doctor?" His face was ashen. Finally back on his feet, one hand pressed against his rear end, he grinned, "Nathing's broke, I figger," he said. "But shore gonna be sore fer a spell." He refused to see a doctor or have X-rays taken. "Doctor won't do nathing fer it but give pills and send a bill." he said. He was back on the job in two days, but winced with every sharp movement for weeks afterward. 
The pain wasn't all in Lew's tail. The special requirements called for by the architect irritated him. The giant "headers" to which he had referred that first night, were especially irksome.
. Stretching 50 feet along the top of each sidewall, they were made  up of paired two-by-twelve- inch planks--a colossal waste of lumber in Lew's eyes. Worse, they were fastened to the stud tops with steel connectors he'd never seen before.- Once I caught him heaving connectors into the woods."What are you doing that for?" I asked him.
"Fer nathing," he snapped. "It's all the goldurn ar'n is good for. I toe-nails 'em." 
*photos of Lew with the headers, and of the frame of the house
To top it oll off, there was a long, dark space between the header planks, and Lew had plenty to say
about that. "Yer buildin' yerself a  bughouse," he drawled. ," "It won't be if we splice it tight." Lew snorted. "Wait'n see.” Sure enough, weeks later, when I was pounding nails through the livingroom redwood panels into the headers, my hammering stirred up a nest of huge black ants in the header space. They came pouring out in an endless stream from an
imperceptible gap. "Good Lord,"I yelled. "Look at that!” "Wa'al, I know where them things
 is comin' from," said Lew. as "Sure," I replied, "but how did was they get ' way up there? I thought they stayed near the ground." Lew chuckled evilly."Them guys," h e said, "has a couple of fellers out lookin' fer places all the time.”
  'The trusses were beyond Lew's comprehension. I tried with diagrams, pictures and endless argument to show him why they could carry more weight than heavy rafters. "It's the same as a bridge girder." I explained. "It carries a giant load like a spidery bridge."
"Hain't agoin' to hold up. Lumber's too light," he insisted. "Better get them pertitions under 'em 'er the whole house'll be in the cellar afore the roof plankin' goes on".
The truss squabble nearly broke up our partnership. Lew was determined to convert me back to rafters. I knew we had to have trusses to carry out the versatility planned into the house. While he muttered and grumbled, I laid out the pattern on the rough flooring, and began to nail the first truss together. Finally, he picked up his tools and threw them in their metal box. "Finish her yerself, then," he said, and stomped off to his ancient car. He threw the tools in the back seat, slammed the door and stood there angrily watching me.
I was pretty burned up myself. 1 laid out two more truss members, fitted a connector to a joint and began to hammer a nail in place. It went in crooked, split the wood and on the last stroke I hit my thumb. While I nursed a searing thumbnail, Lew shuffled back. "Fetch me that hammer," he said gruffly. "That hain't no way to do it. Ye're a poor carpenter-I knowed it the first day." He stuffed a handful of nails in his mouth and began pounding, making a tremendous noise as he sank each one with a single slam of the hammer. When the supply ran out, he looked up. "If I'd 'knowed she was this kind of a crazy house," he snapped, "I'd a never took the job"  “I'm glad you didn't know it” I said. Lew grunted something I didn't hear and we went back to work again.
*pictures of putting trusses together, and drawing of the lineup of trusses

That wasn't the end of the trusses though. We had measured the spacing for them along the tops of the headers, Lew marking one side of the house and I the other. Lifting each finished truss into position, we would roll it rightside up and tack it in place, bracing it against the one 
behind. I noticed that they seemed to be angling toward the back of the house on Lew's side. Finally we lifted the last one and I lining up my side on the last mark, I saw that Lew was scratching his chin. Then I saw that his end of the last truss was canted one complete
space aft of mine. The pattern of roof trusses was fan-shaped. Lew had set up each mark an inch short- gaining one whole extra two foot space for a truss. "Looks like one of us mis-measured." I said."Nup, hain't that," Lew said, "It's just you got more trusses on one side than  tother." He refused help in resetting them, chuckling and shaking his head as he corrected each one in turn.


For all his professional forthrightness, Lew was essentially shy, especially in the presence of ladies. Rita worked like a yeoman on the project. She carted water and stone for the
masonry, and she did a lot of painting. Lew never seemed uneasy when she was with us. but he would never speak to her directly. He'd turn to me. "Tell the missus to fetch the ladder closer to the wall onc't 'r she'll topple ofl'n it." He carried this technique to ludicrous extremes. Once, while we were eating a sandwich lunch together, Lew, who was sitting on a plank between as, had just finished salting a tomato. He looked up at me.
"Ast the missus,"he said,"would she like some salt."It was Rita who finally broke the ice, inadvertently. She was roller painting the exterior walls. In order to reach the eaves, she had -
with charming feminine ingenuity-piled up two wobbly columns of loose cement blocks, and placed a warped plank precariously on top of them. Lew had been watching her. As she started to climb her rickety perch he hollered-"Here! You dassn't git on that mess. Ye'll break yer fool this neck." He was chuckling and shaking his head. In a few minutes he had rigged two well-footed step ladders, with a pair of stout planks set securely on the steps halfway up.
Then he gave her a kindly lecture on safety, peppered with anecdotes about people he'd known who had "split out their brains falling off'n sech rigs”. From that point on the two of
them communicated directly. But . Lew did not address her by name.

*picture of mom and dad reading plans

Steward knew about our disagreement over the trusses. Lew had told him with dismal portent that the roof would never stand up. On one of Steward's casual visits after a day in the hayfields, I was away on business. When I returned, Steward told me he had left his tractor and walked into the driveway. "There stood Lew, up b'tween two of them trusses, facin' me back-to" he reported. "He had a foot on each one, a-holdin' the peaks with his
hands. He was a-jumpin' and a- sompin' on them bottom chords like a wild man. When I hollered up and ast him was he tryin'to bring the house down, he turned around -kinda shy that somebody seen him - and says, 'Well, sir, Steward, I bin a-jumpin' on them trusses for
 half an hour, and you wouldn't hardly b'lieve it, but them things doesn't hardly give an inch.' 
That was the last I heard about the trusses. Lew put up three buildings after mine, and used trusses in all of them.
When the last of the finishing touches on the house were completed, I stopped by Lew's farm one snappy fall evening to give him a few tools he had admired.and which I knew I would probably never use again. A number of his friends and relativess were there. rocking and hashing over events of the week. I joined in for a lew minutes, then said goodnight. As I stepped from the porch, Lew called after me.
"Stop by anytime," he said, "an' respects to yer missus, Rita." It was the first
time he'd pronounced the name. And it was some hours later before the full significance of that invitation hit me. It had been tendered in the presence of half the local residents. We hadn't just been invited to Lew's house--compliment in itself-we'd been invited into the com- munity.

The house was completed in about 6 months. 
*picture of finished house, 3 pictures of inside rooms
Several years later Dad added a sunroom and diningroom where the porch area had been. 
*pictures of sunroom and dining room
Then a wing was added in 1969 with a study and 2 car garage. 
*3 pictures of wing outside and inside
And finally, a basement area for a workshop, laundry, and darkroom. 
83 pictures of basement outside and inside
It has served many functions, including a place for our daughter to live for a year. Recently she designed new picture windows and a slider to improve our view and access to the outside. The house has been and is a treasure to us.
*5 pictures of interior now, Christmas at the end










































