Luella Harris (1862-1946) was a teacher who wrote several books about early
Bradford pioneers. In 1925, she helped to found the First Families of the Tuna
Valley, an organization dedicated to the preservation of the histories of those
pioneers. - photo / info from Around Bradford Vol II
















new hills into view with glimpses of stil

opening out toward me. Nowhere is the range an
but everywhere is cut into cross sections by mount:
find their way into the larger creek. Yet none of
promise of being a thoroughfare; and I am, in effect
only one opening.

95 Such I was in reality many, many decades
~ protecting walls lived a tribe of people, small of stat
&L wise not unlike the American Indians. How long t
in peace I cannot say, nor when they began to fear
my mouth, from hill to hill, these little people bu
or fortification. When the enemy did appear,
- larger and stronger than the valley-dwellers, °
~ selves behind the mound to repel the attack.
~ battle was fought The little people fell, to the
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The Murmuring Pines and the Hemlocks
The name Pennsylvania proved more fitting than i
could know, especially after the boundary of the state w
tended to Lake Erie. The Allegheny mountain region was
¢ where densely wooded; and [ was no exception. Trees gres
o all my slopes, climbed all my hills to the very top, and hid
their heavy foliage all my brooks and hollows. White pine
dominated; but there were hemlocks and spruce and almost &
variety of hardwood. In the spring, | seemed covered with
into which was woven every possible shade of green; in the a
I glowed with colors beyond the skill of any artist, and lay
|i rare and brilliant jewel on the bosom of the earth.
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' great trees disappeared. My hills stretc
e sky. There were no more giants to f.
ing of the saws was stilled, and mill after m
I into decay.. Two had become in part grist mills
1 in a new capacity. Two or three continued to work
timber remained, but the output was not greater
for local purposes. The number of rafts going
rrew smaller each vear until in 1865 the last run was

'_cdming home that spring had a sad story to tell.
leir return, they enlivened their neighbors with ac-
r-drowning, of rafts broken in pieces going through
Ohio, of jokes played on each other, of unconscious
- of the youngster who called out to his companion
in the rapids, “It’s a good thing we got our money
. We are not going to live to get back.” But
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saw was less frequent. The people ha
nunity with little to link them to outside n-
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ur Breast This Jewel Lies (2 )

1s | had been hiding a secret that 4

Y silences were broken by a hot
E, the seekers were follo y --
L ek

b __h_ey €Xamined
Into my bowels
urces on










of course,
towns, the




increasing woodland. For
i d Zl.l'ld bf()tted out almost

Thy Bowers in Shapeless Ruin All

f one of these “towns” will illustrate what hap-
Bordell had been one of the most populous and
munities. A narrow-gauge railroad reached it,
sraph poles pointed the way out of the hidden
res, all the buildings of an active village were
ouses of boards, unpainted and without found-

. ce from their exteriors of the comfort -
to be found withip,

- ____Ylsl_._t'or‘s, drawn back to the spot by -
.._.-,;-;.51;1211-open Wagon road, byt the
.y-;i-ﬁ_grass and weeds. Even

Y an occasiong| derrick was to
Siely by the roadside. Byacis
clo > logether apq oblite

T2 houses wern, bnc
Where at ape -
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Left to right: Miss Zillah Haffey, Mrs. Dora Blair Everson, Mrs. Tait Gallaher, Mrs. Ruben Gates
First Families of the Tuna Valley (FFTV) Reception Committee, Bradford, PA, 1925

The woman on the left, Zillah Haffey, is the friend mentioned in the dedication of this
booklet.
- photo donated by Shari Moon (great great great niece of Lizzie Tait Gallaher)



