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| Remember .

By Robert Hooper

IT was in 1882, when I was 14,
that my father moved the fam.
ilv to Ruxton. Only it wasn’t
called Ruxton then. It wasn't
called anything. because there
was nothing there but two
farms and a handful of houses.

"We moved out for one of the
reasons people do today—we
wanted space. and fresh air.
The good railroad service was
another reason. We caught the
trains at Lake station, then
right at the lake level. Bellona
avenue, a dirt road, did not
‘parallel the tracks as it does
today. It twisted and curved,
and it erossed the tracks three
times. Why didn’t we board the
train at Ruxton station? It
didn’t exist. Neither did the
Ruxton road bridge. There was

‘no crossing at that point at all.
. The railroad was our only
link with the outside world.
iThat's one reason service was
iso good. Another was the prox-
‘imity of Lutherville, then a
‘summer resort town filled in
tJune, July and August with
‘Baltimoreans of adventurous
spirit. No one ever went to
‘Towson,- little more than a
crossroads village. And the
8-mile buggy ride to the city
was out of the question.

The railroad accounted for
the area’s most famous histori-
cal happening. That was the
great train wreck of July 4,
1854. It took place on the curve
just before you approach Lake
Rolang going south.

IN the fifties, as in my youth,
it"was a great thing for city
people to come out on special
trains for picnics and outings
in the area. When 1 was a boy
the favorite spot was Lake
Roland; the trains brought car
after car of skaters in the win-
ter, and car after car of pie-
- nickers and fishermen in the
summer. In 1854, though, Re-
land Run hadn’t been dammed
to make Lake Roland. That
didn’t come until 1865. So the
favorite nicnic spot was a grove
on the site of the present Rid-
erwood school. -

The trains stopped at a small
station located about where the
Riderwood post office stands.
When I was .a boy the place
was called Riders Switch,
being mamed for John Rider,
the local landowner, who gave
his name to Riderwood.

. About the tragedy. A large
Sunday-school group had en-
joyed a picnic in the grove,
“and had boarded the train for
the trip home. When the train
reached the curve I mentioned,
an express plowed into it head-
on; there was only a single
track in those days. They say
50 women and children were
Killed. -

Most of the excursionists de-
barked at Hollins station,
where the Green Spring Val-
ley linc met the Northern Cen-
tral tracks. There were ten
trains each way daily on the
Valley line, the tracks of which

This was L'Hirondelle Boat Club, at the junction of Roland Run and Lake Ro-
land, 50 years ago. Photo by Mr. Hooper, author of the accompanying article.

still exist. Incidentally, the fa-
nious Bellona powder mill
stood west of the line near the
present lake; the mill gave the
avenue its name.

The majority of the land
west of the tracks was owned
by the Heiser family. They ran
a 215-acre farm. Other west-
side landowners were the
Burnhams and the Lordens.
East of the tracks was Edward
Rider's farm, the farmhouse
being at the end of Locust
avenue. Other cast-side fami-
lies in the ecarly eighties were
the Ellicotts, Finnans, Kapps,
Meyerses, Haslups, Coales and
Hoopers. Qur home stood be-
tween Bellona and the tracks
near Malvern.

IN ‘85, the Northern Central
bought a strip of land off the
Heiser farm and built a small,
wooden  Ruxton station. The
idea was undoubtedly Hosiah
W. Kapps. He was superin-
tendent of the railroad and he
saw the advantage of the area
as a place for a development.

The next year, 1886, Judge
William A. Fisher and his
brother Charles purchased the
Heiser farm for development.
One of the farm’'s previous
owners had been Nicholas Rux-
ton Moore. a Revolutionary of-
ficer and a Maryland congress-

man, who is supposed to be
buried in a long-lost cemetery
off Circleroad. The community
was supposedly named for him.

THE cast side opened for de-
velopment at the same time.
I believe two men named Shay
and Morgan were the develop-
ers. They laid off the lots and
strects and put down wooden
sidewalks. That area was called
Ruxton Heights, while the land
west of tracks was known as
Ruxton Park.

In '88 the bridge crossing
the tracks was constructed,
and at about the same time the
present stone  station. Four-
teen north and south-bound
trains stopped cvery day. The
10.53 from Baltimore was the
market train. It charged a
nickel to bring a householder's
box of groceries out from
town.

You bought other groceries
and got your mail at J. W.
Hodinott’s store, on the site
of the present bakery.
met your neighbors there, and
talked over the water problem
—wells, at first, and later a
water works driven by a water
wheel in Roland Run, this be-
ing superseded by city-laid
pipes made of wood because
of war shortages—and the
lack of electricity. There was

You-

a pioneering aspect about the
place.

Early west-side names were
Fisher, Maroncy, Hertel, Hoff-
man, Wilmer, Lucas. Hall, Red-
wood, Darnelil. Dietrick, Fin-
ney, Binford, Frazier, Brown,
Davis, Carroll, Wyatt, Stother,

Evans, Hiss, George. Bonsal,
Hooper. Mason, Webb, Poe.
Huey, Boykin, Thomas. Ex-

Senator Bruce was an early
resident; so was ex-Governor
William Pinkney Whyte.

STILL other names were Mat-

thews, Vaile, Carter, Bryan,
Clotworthy, Tunsall, Rosen-
thal, Hawks, Allison, Fried,

Dinning. Mowbray, Bell, Shea,
Rev. William O. Smith, Dab-
ney. Olivier, Lee, Levering,
Harrington and Merryman.

There wasn't much excite-
ment in the carly days; there
isn’t much now. The biggest
activity was the L’Hirondelle
Boat Club, which had its hoat-
house on the lake at the mouth
of Roland Run. Baseball was
another community sport, and
skating. The entire atmospherc

ras pleasant and relaxed, with
everyone knowing everyone
else. Amazingly. something of
the same atmosphere still
exists, although Ruxton is not
the tiny, tucked-away place of
my youth.
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