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FOREWARD
When I first started the research of the West Family history, I didn’t really appreciate the wealth of information about our past family history and heritage.


I started thinking about it when my sister, Joanne, and I cleaned out Mom’s house after her death in 2005.  We came across many family pictures, as well as Mom and Dad’s own personal histories.  I talked with Aunt Ruth Logue about some of the old pictures I found and about the questions I had when they were young.  I discovered she had also written about each of her parents, her grandparents and her siblings.  I continued to get more inquisitive about my heritage.    I thought maybe each of you would also like to participate in this project.  Many of us went to visit Grandpa and Grandma West (Walter and Laverne West) on Sunday’s, the cousin’s all played together, and we just got to know each other.  Aunt Jean McCormick gave me everyone’s address and phone number.  Then I contacted each of you to see if you would possibly take the time to share about your families and your memories, as well as include past and current pictures. 

With this large family, it became quite an undertaking, but it was a thrill to see this project come together so that we might be able to pass some of our family heritage and memories on to our children, grandchildren, and on to the following generations.
I would like to thank each of you for spending the time and effort to submit your own personal family history as well as past and current family pictures.  It brought back many memories when I read your stories.  It was also nice just “catching up” with each of you - how you were doing, what you were doing, and how your family was.

I want to thank Jean McCormick, Ruth Logue, and Catherine Jones (my aunt’s) for continuing to encourage me throughout the project.
I would like to thank Shannon West Hill, Laura Atkins (my daughter), and Doug Mitchell (my son) for taking the time to edit this project.  It was a time consuming task and I really appreciated their work as well as their encouragement. 
I would like to thank my sons, Doug and Mark Mitchell, for patiently teaching me how to scan pictures, transfer pictures from e-mail, make textboxes and answering all my questions of “how do you do this?” (on the computer) during the course of this project.  

And most importantly, I would like to thank my husband, Jim, for encouraging me and supporting me throughout this project while I worked on it during my spare time.

May we appreciate the heritage and acts of love and closeness this family has had in the past and may each of us continue to be challenged to keep in contact and pass our heritage on to future generations.

Shirley Mitchell - Compiled in 2007-2008
Walter Lawrence West

July 4, 1886 - April 19, 1960
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Walter Lawrence West was born July 4, 1886, to Lawrence Philander West and Sarah Catherine Crist.  Walter was a farmer, living on the same farm his entire life in the Mt. Pleasant community.  He was a member of the Mt. Pleasant church.


Walter married Hazel Laverne Crist West on January 13, 1907.  They had twelve children:  Elizabeth Maxine West Shriner, Lester Monroe West, Minnetta Marie West Williams, Marthabel West Mathes, Eleanor Cleo West Rapson, Helen Louise West LaMar, Mabel Corinne West Kalsbeek, Lawrence Franklin West, Robert Marion West, Ruth Christine West Logue, Hazel Jean West McCormick, and Clara Catherine West Jones. 


They celebrated their golden wedding anniversary January 13, 1957.  Walter died April 19, 1960, and Laverne died December 13, 1974.   They are interred in the Mausoleum at West Point Cemetery, Liberty, Indiana.
Walter Lawrence West

Written by Ruth Logue
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My Dad was an only child and I think there were only four grandchildren, so he was pretty much spoiled.  I remember him telling stories of his youth.  He went to school for eight years at Pea Ridge.  He seemed to go places a lot in his teen years for that time.  He talked of going to parties, his horse and buggy times, and his girls.

He and my mother lived with his parents for a few years.  Grandpa bought 160 acres just west of them and that was always our home.  My dad loved his family - all twelve.  If we complained of too many kids and not enough physical things, he would say, “Which one do you want to do without?” and that was the end of the discussion.

He always wanted us at home.  He never wanted us to get a job or even get married.  I was 22, and he cried on the way to the church and told Julian I was just a baby and shouldn’t get married.  

He was great at getting us all to play in the evenings.  In the summertime, we would play outside games like Fox Den, Hide-and-Seek, or climb trees.  In the wintertime we would play Carom, Flinch, and Rook, but never any playing cards because his religious views on gambling and right and wrong were strong.  We would have sledding parties by moonlight and all the neighbors would come in the evenings.  Then we would go to the house for hot chocolate and popcorn.  In fact, I think the neighbors were always at our house.
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Dad was always the first one called for sickness in the neighborhood or any other help needed.  

We didn’t have much, but we shared everything with anyone who came.  Even tramps; they were not sent to the barn, but were welcomed to sleep right in the house that was already full.

Fourth of July was Dad’s birthday, and we always had a neighborhood party with ice cream, cake, and fireworks. 

Dad loved music.  They were going to have a family orchestra.  Betty played piano, Lester coronet, and Minnetta violin, and then it stopped.  All the girls played piano from Mother.  Dad had a head-piece that held his harmonica while he played the guitar.  His favorite music was Mother’s.  He could always tell when she was playing because she seemed to have a special feeling in her music.  He loved his radio and later TV.

Dad was the head of the house.  I don’t remember any trouble with discipline - Dad said “no” and that was it.  We always had to go ask Dad if we wanted to do something and he always said “no.”  He expected us to make good grades, help with the work, and go to church.  Other “going” was not necessary.  Of course, he was older in my lifetime and did not take us.  Usually Lester would or Betty would have us to her home so that we could sometimes go to basketball games.

Dad always ‘doctored’ (took medicine) in my lifetime.  We never knew why, but he seemed to require lots of rest and always took medicine.  He had prostrate cancer and heart trouble, but we were not aware of this until his death.

Even though I did not always understand Dad’s firm discipline as we were growing up, I know he loved us dearly, and I am so thankful for my foundation which he taught.
Lawrence Philander West

April 20, 1858 - August 9, 1945


Lawrence (L.P.) Philander West was born April 20, 1858, to John West and Miriam Laird.  His father, John, was born June 3, 1832, and died Nov. 6, 1903.  His mother, Miriam, was born May 2, 1836, and died Aug. 5, 1902.
His parents were married September 12, 1854.      
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Lawrence married Sarah Catherine Crist on February 17, 1880.  They had one son, Walter L. West.  Lawrence died August 9, 1945, and Sarah died April, 1953, and they are interred in the Mausoleum at West Point Cemetery in Liberty, Indiana.
Lawrence Philander West

Written by Ruth Logue

Like Grandma, Grandpa was retired when I remember him.  He always walked with a cane and sometimes two of them.  Grandpa was over six feet tall and a big built man.  He was humped, chewed tobacco, and kept peppermints in a sack on the mantel by the clock in the dining room.  He was always happy, laughing, and enjoyed going to town and standing on Bertch’s corner and visiting.  

He loved horses.  His horses weren’t just work horses, but companions to be taken care of and loved.  

[image: image7.jpg]


He kept the buildings and farm in good repair, weeds mowed, and hedge trimmed.  He was a progressive farmer.  As soon as available, he had a tractor, an automobile, and a Delco plant for electricity.  He believed in fertilizer and spending money to be progressive.  I remember that Grandma owned 80 acres (where Tom Pfeddler now lives).  It was hers.  Grandpa owned 240 acres.  Anyway, she was very conservative, so Grandpa would buy fertilizer to put on her crops for her.  She would nag him for being a spender, and he would just sit quietly and grin and wink at us.  


He had very little hair, but it was white, and he had a big white mustache and beard - no teeth.  We loved to sit on his lap and have him act like he was going to bite us. 
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I remember Grandpa and Grandma sitting on the front porch on summer evenings and singing “When the Roll is Called Up Yonder I’ll be There” and “In the Sweet Bye and Bye.”

I remember being told about Grandpa and his brother.  Grandpa was left completely out of his father’s will; one brother, Hezikiah, got everything. He also got the care of his mother.  I think Grandma was more upset about this than Grandpa, but the relationship was not good even though they were neighbors and passed the house often.  Needless to say, Grandpa went ahead and prospered; the other did not.  
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I remember the day Grandpa died.  He was old, but not ill.  Bob and Lawrence were both in the service during World War II, and he listened to the news all day long.   The morning it came over the radio that peace had been signed, he laid his head back and died.  I was home from work, as I had my tonsils out and was laying out in the yard in the sunshine.  Everyone else was getting ready to go to the 4-H fair.  Grandma came walking down the road.  She told me Grandpa was gone.  I thought she meant lost, as they often lost each other.  I said, “Grandma, we will go find him.”  She said “No, he’s gone to Jesus.”

Sarah Catherine Crist
February 26, 1856 - April, 1953
Sarah Catherine Crist was born in Union County on February 26, 1856, to Ambrose Crist and Nancy Imel.  She married Lawrence Philander West on February 17, 1880. They had one son, Walter L. West, born on July 4, 1886.
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Sarah had one brother, Howard Crist and three sisters:  Helene Osborne, Mary Carven and Clara Gard.


Sarah Catherine lived all her life in the same neighborhood.  She was a member of the Mt. Pleasant Methodist Church.  She died April, 1953, at the age of 97 years old.  Lawrence (L.P.) died August 9, 1945. They are both interred in the Mausoleum in West Point Cemetery, Liberty, Indiana.
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Sarah Catherine Crist West
Written by Ruth Logue
As I remember my grandmother, she was born in 1856 and me in 1924, so she was 70 years old, but a very dear person and never old.  Grandma was about 5 feet tall and maybe 100 pounds.  She loved God, us, flowers, gardening and exercise.  I can never remember my grandma going anywhere, except to our house.  I do not know if she ever went to town.  Grandpa went or we got groceries or material for her.
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I remember sugar cookies with red sugar sprinkled on top or a raisin in the middle.  They were always in the dining room in a three-corner cupboard in a brown cookie jar on the bottom shelf of the top division.  The jar was never empty, but we did not help ourselves; we just got a cookie when Grandma gave them to us.
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I remember American Beauty roses, beautiful three or four bushes around her home.  I remember they always had a big garden.  A lot of it was for us when our vegetables ran out.  We had gooseberries, red currants, a big rhubarb patch, grapes, apples and peaches.  I remember mangoes, or green peppers, stuffed with cabbage and pickled in a big crock in the basement.  In winter, we would go and get two or three peppers and eat!!!

I remember Grandma telling me the facts of life because my mother didn’t discuss such things.  She wanted to make sure we knew.  

My grandma was very healthy – or health conscious.  She walked a lot, stood up straight, and exercised.  I can see her walking around the yard or garden with us with her hands clasped together behind her back.  I remember Grandma sitting in a big wicker rocking chair very close to Grandpa’s recliner.  She would have one leg up over the arm and would be reading the Bible.  She hardly needed to read it as she knew it so well.  She used her Bible for health, for everything.  She had a very strong faith.  

Grandma had a finger on her right hand cut off when she was a little girl, but she made each of us a quilt without that finger.  

Sometimes, not very often, we would spend an evening with them if Dad and Mom were gone.  We would stand in a corner and say, “Here I stand all ragged and dirty, come kiss me quick and I will run like a turkey.”  Then we would run around the house.  

Grandma was a very serious person and a big influence in my life.
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Hazel Laverne Crist West

August 11, 1888 - December 13, 1974


Hazel Laverne (Laverne) Crist was born August 11, 1888, to Parker Crist and Mary Catherine Mitchell King

[image: image15.jpg]




Laverne was the last of four children.  She had two sisters: Grace Cecille Crist Burns and Irene Crist, and one brother, Earl Crist.


Laverne married Walter Lawrence West on January 13, 1907.  They had twelve children Elizabeth Maxine (Betty) Shriner, Lester Monroe West, Minnetta Marie Williams, Marthabel Mathes, Eleanor Cleo Rapson, Helen Louise LaMar, Mabel Corinne Kalsbeek, Lawrence Franklin West, Robert Marion West, Ruth Christine Logue, Hazel Jean (Jean) McCormick and Clara Catherine (Kitty) Jones.


Laverne died December 13, 1974, and Walter died April 19, 1960.  They are interred in the Mausoleum at the West Point Cemetery in Liberty, Indiana. 
Hazel Laverne Crist West
Written by Ruth Logue

Being number ten, my memories of my mother are probably different than some, but my memories are precious to me.  My mother was 36 when I was born.  When I was eighteen months old, Mother had a ruptured appendix and peritonitis within.  She was critical and in the hospital for a long time.  She also had a miscarriage at this time, so her health was not the best in my early childhood.  She had just a few snags for teeth and graying hair, but was always able to get up and do…  Mother had severe sinus problems so would wear a green wool hat down over her forehead tied tightly so that her head wouldn’t hurt.

My mother was an early riser.  She would get up about five o’clock every morning and start the two stoves. She liked to have about an hour by herself, eating her breakfast alone, before we were called.  Then we went to milk with Mother (ten or so cows), got ready for school and had our breakfast.  She would pack our lunches and off we would go.  Dad never got up before nine or nine-thirty in the wintertime.

My mother baked seven loaves of bread every day.  She made potato yeast bread.  Each day she would keep a pint jar of starter from the batter for the next day.  The bread was usually just coming out of the oven about the same time we got home from school.  It smelled delicious!  We were usually allowed to eat while it was hot, so it didn’t last very long.

Cooking and washing dishes and clothes kept her busy.  She washed clothes on a washboard and hung them outside to freeze dry.  They would be stiff when we brought them in, but they would soon dry.  She ironed with irons heated on the range.  I remember having three or four so one was always hot.  She made our clothes or usually remade what was given to us.

I don’t remember Mom ever eating with us.  She would go rest while we ate, and then come to clean up and do dishes.  I don’t know whether she could not stand the noise, or if she was waiting to see if anything was left.  

Mom never asked any of us to help, but we all did everything we could, just because we wanted to.    We did inside chores of house cleaning, washing and we all learned to make bread!  We also worked outside in the garden and cleaned chickens.  It all seemed to be so much fun!    My mom scrubbed us, sometimes with cleansing powder on our knees.  She often said “soap and water were cheap; maybe we were poor, but not dirty.”
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Mom liked to sit down about four o’clock in the afternoon and rest for awhile before milking and supper.  We would all pile on her lap or the rocker arms and she would sing or recite poetry to us.  In summertime, the rocker moved out under the big maple trees, and we would entertain her by climbing in the trees.

My mom was the youngest in her family.  She had lost a sister and a half-sister; both when they were about sixteen with TB, so her mother guarded her with a passion.  She was not allowed to do any work.  She played the piano at a music store and posed for a photographer.  When she wanted to get married, her mother threw a fit.  She knew that Mom would not survive on farm life.  She would not consent to the marriage, but her dad signed for her and went with her to get married.  Her mother would not let her have anything except the clothes she had on; so for many years, they did not see each other.  Her dad would walk out on Saturday mornings to visit with her and the kids.  When they were first married, they lived with her in-laws, so Grandma taught her many things and she did survive to do much hard work.
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Mother only went to six grades of school because of her poor health; but she often said she learned every day.  She would help us with homework in subjects she had not had in school.  She loved to do crossword puzzles, and she played her piano both at home and for church for many years.

Mom baked pies every Saturday and liked for her family to come on Sunday to visit, which we usually did.  We finally convinced her that Sunday dinner was not necessary, but she still baked pies and expected the grandchildren to eat them.

After Dad died, Mom put a trailer in Liberty.  For a few months the grandchildren would take turns spending the night with her for company.  Bob, David, Gary McCormick, and Jim LaMar (I think) would walk down from school.  She had Bob knit a pot holder for me one Christmas.

I don’t remember my mother ever complaining and she surely could have.  She accepted her life and, needless to say, was a great influence on me, and I loved her dearly.

Parker Crist

May 8, 1852 – February 22, 1912
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Parker Crist was born on May 8, 1852, to William Crist and Margaret Lafuze.  His father was born January 16, 1805, and died March 31, 1860.  His mother was born October 8, 1810, and died July 17, 1900.  He had eleven siblings:  John Milton Crist, James Oronzel Crist, Armanza Reason Crist, Ezra Crist, Henry Harrison Crist, Narrissa Crist Leeke, Casper C. Crist, Samuel Monroe Crist, Isaleen Crist Connaway, Louisiana Myrabelle Crist Yaryan, and Alfarita Crist Havens.  He was a carpenter.  Parker married Mrs. Mary Catherine Mitchell King on April 1, 1882.  She was born August 1, 1850.  
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They had four children:  Grace Cecille Crist Burns, Irene Crist, Earl Crist and Hazel Laverne Crist West.

Parker died February 22, 1912.  He is buried in West Point Cemetery, Liberty, Indiana.
Mary Catherine Mitchell King
August 1, 1850 -
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Mary Catherine Mitchell King was the mother of Laverne Crist West.  Mary Catherine was born August 1, 1850, in Rushville, Indiana.  She married Parker Crist on April 1, 1882.  He was a carpenter.
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They had four children:  Grace Cecille, Irene, Earl and Laverne.  Grace Crist was born June 22, 1883.  She was a milliner, a beautician, and she owned a restaurant.  She married Oliver Percy Burns, D.V.M., in Liberty.  Earl Crist was born December 21, 1886.  He married Nellie Hardy on February 25, 1908, and they had three children:  Lois, Ralph and Alice.  He died in 1966.  Irene Crist was born February 25, 1884.  She died around the age of 16 or 17.  Laverne Crist was born August 11, 1888.  Laverne married Walter West, who was born July 4, 1886, on January 13, 1907.  Laverne died December 13, 1974.
West Family Photos
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Home Place on Pea Ridge Road
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Walter and Laverne West 50th Anniversary
January 13, 1957
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Held By Mr. And M

LIBERTY. — One hundred and
‘mzy relatives and friends of Mr.

and' Mrs. Walter West called at
their home Sunday afternoon from
2 to 4 o'clock to help them cele-
brate their golden wedding anni-
versary.

All of their 12 children, sons-in‘

law and daughters-in-law, 32 grand-
children and three great-grandchil-

dren were present except Mrs,
Ralph Durham, a granddaughter,
who presented them Thursday with
their third _great-granddaughter,
Beverly Sue Durham. The imme-|
diate family present totaled 62.

i The ‘ouple /received 10 golden
colored bouquets, other gifts and
'mlny cards, The Unionaries bar-
‘bershop quartet called to present
selections honoring the couple. * "™

The couple’s children presented
each of them with a gold .watch.
A bedspread and matching en-
semble were presented by the
grandchildren and: the great-grand-
children presented the couple with
a gold planter, Mr. and Mrs, West
presented each other a wedding
ring.

A card was received from Rep.
Ralph’ Harvey, Telephone calls
were received from Lée Jones, an
entertainer from Cincinnati, and
Mrs. Mary Leach Breen, a girl-
hood friend of Mrs. West, who now
lives in Indianapolis.

Married At Liberty

Refreshments were served from
the dining room. The table was
centered - with flowers and the
three-tiey wedding cake trimmed
in gold “and inscribed with  the
couple’s names “Walter and La-
Verne,” “congratulations” and the
dates “1907-1957." Joined to the
cake were 12 heart-shaped smaller
cakes inscribed with the name of
each of the couple's children.

Miss Sue Mathes, granddaughter, |

served at the register and assisting
with refreshments were the grand-
children who wore aprons . and
caps of gold colored material made
by their mothers.

AUr. and Mrs. West wers mirried |

rs. West, Liberty

ih the ‘Church ot Christ parsonage
in Liberty by the pastor, D. N.
Goodrich, . They. have lived in' Un-
:;n county all of their married

e.

Out_of the county guests were
from Eaton and Camden, Ohio, and
Connersville and Centerville, -
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Elizabeth Maxine West Shriner

December 9, 1907 - November 16, 1986
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Elizabeth (Betty) Maxine West was born on December 9, 1907, to Walter and Laverne West.  Betty was the first of twelve children born to Walter and Laverne.  


Betty married Carl Shriner on January 21, 1933.  They had two children Jane Carlene Shriner and Dean West Shriner.  


Betty died on November 16, 1986, and Carl died September 13, 1978.
Elizabeth Maxine West Shriner

Written by Ruth Logue
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Betty was 17 when I was born.  My first memory of my mother is that she worked as a cook and waitress for my mother’s sister, Aunt Grace.  The restaurant was on the corner of Main and Union streets in Liberty, Indiana, where Robinson’s apartments are now.  
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She lived with my aunt and came home on weekends. She always brought groceries, toothbrushes, toothpaste, “cod liver oil,” etc. home to us.  

While there, she met Carl Shriner.  He was a bread delivery man.  He was much older than she; Carl was born March 15, 1889.     They married and had two children:  Jane and Dean.  Carl owned a gas station combined with a restaurant and an apartment (in back) in New Salem, Indiana, between Rushville and Brookville.  Then they moved to Liberty and Carl worked for Farm Bureau.  While working there, he got his thumb and two fingers cut off by a feed grinder.  Later, they built a grocery store, which is now Union County Development.  They operated it for years.
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Betty was an excellent cook, seamstress, house keeper, and big sister to all of her siblings.  
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Eleanor, Mabel, and I all lived with Carl and Betty when we worked in Liberty.    In my younger years, they would take us to see fireworks or to the fair and gave us money.  They were my second parents, and they did so many loving and caring things for me.    When Julian and I were dating, she made sure the living room was ours and would have popcorn, soft drinks, or cookies fixed for us.  She made my wedding dress, my bridesmaids’ dresses, and my going-away honeymoon dress.  We would also make candy together at Christmas.  She died from colon cancer, but she was only aware of it for about a month before she died.
Jane Carlene Shriner Crist

December 18, 1933
Written by Jane Crist
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I was born December 18, 1933, to Carl Shriner and Elizabeth Maxine West Shriner in Rushville, Indiana.  My father, Carl, was born on March 15, 1889, to Carl Shriner and Jennie (Jane) Shriner.  He was the second child.  My mother, Elizabeth (Betty), was born on December 9, 1907, to Walter L. West and Laverne Crist West.  She was the first child of twelve.  My parents were married on January 21, 1933.
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When I was born, we lived in New Salem, Indiana, in the back of a filling station.  My mother and dad worked there.  My mother fed the school kids at lunch at the school that was about a block away.  My dad said I danced before I walked.  While the kids waited for the food, they put the music on and took turns dancing with me as a baby.  Several years ago, Mother and I stopped at a station here in Richmond, Indiana, and the guy that waited on me was one of the kids that danced with me; small world!

My dad’s Aunt Hat lived across from the school.  She was a twin of my Grandpa Shriner.  I don’t remember my Shriner grandparents, but my Grandma was so happy that I had red hair.  When they told her my name, she said that was her name too, but they called her Jenny.

We moved to Liberty when I was about 18 months old.  Once, I touched the window of the filling station, and the man who owned the station said it had not been washed for as long as he had lived.  We used to see him when we visited Aunt Hat, whose name was Harriett.  He owned an old organ and when he learned that I took piano lessons, he wanted me to play for him.  It was a pump organ so I had to pump by foot to play it. 
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My parents moved a few times.  But we finally moved to Grandma West’s house, where she grew up, at 2 West Vine Street in Liberty, Indiana.  It had a big yard and was always full of kids.  I had a neighbor friend, Rosealene.  When we met, she was 4 and I was 3.  We still keep in touch at Christmas.  She now lives in Florida.  


One summer Rosealene and the gang picked strawberries for a man and we got $.05 for every box we picked.  I think I got $.25.


I took piano lessons for five years and played in the band for six years.  I played the cymbals, then the bass drum, and then the French horn.  I loved the French horn.  I rented it for $5 a year.  You can’t do that now! 

I went to school but was always very shy.  I hated school all twelve years.


We had a car accident going to the Connersville fair.  Marilyn and Dick Williams were with us.  Of course, Dick could not see without his glasses, so his were the only ones that broke.  We hit a train.  It was dark out and the train had no lights.  Mother and Dad both ended up in the hospital.  Mother was in traction and stayed a long time.  She had to learn how to walk again.  Dad had a broken wrist and a cut on his forehead.  He wasn’t able to do much work for awhile with this broken wrist.  Another time earlier, he had had an accident while working at Farm Bureau and had gotten two fingers cut off his left hand.
We owned a grocery store.  Dad bought ground and built the building with the money he had gotten when his fingers were cut off.  The accident happened on the last day of school and he came home on the next first day of school.  I was 14 when the store opened and, of course, was expected to be cashier, stock and shelf cleaner, and all that good stuff.  While Mother was in the hospital, I ran the store.  I was 16 then and starting my senior year.  Dean took care of Dad that summer.  He was starting first grade.  I took him to school to sign him up, and then went on to school myself.  Jim Himbaugh worked at the store until he had to leave for college.  Mr. Brice was very understanding and would let Jim talk to me during school.  Finally, Dad could sign checks and was back to work.  Two other ladies worked too.  I stayed with Grandpa and Grandma (Walter and Laverne West) and Dean stayed with Uncle Frank and Aunt Eleanor Rapson.  Grandpa West took me to the store every day.  One time when I was sick, Grandpa went to a doctor and got some medicine that tasted terrible.  I can still taste it when I think about it!  
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After school my class took a trip to Washington D.C. and New York City.  I roomed with my aunt, Catherine West.  We sure had a lot of fun!  We saw a lot.  I liked Washington D.C. most.
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I started working at the Telephone Office as an operator on February 14, 1952.  I loved the work but I quit on February 12, 1955, and married Howard Crist.  We had three great kids. We divorced on November 24, 1967.  Marcia Faye was born May 8, 1956, Linda Kaye was born August 27, 1957, and Duane H. was born January 4, 1960.

After the divorce, the kids and I had it rough.  We didn’t have much but what we needed.  When I was at work, the Lord took care of the kids.  So I guess you could say, “The Lord and I raised the kids.”  Howard has accepted the Lord.  He and I have forgiven each other and life goes on.  I retired from the telephone office on November 19, 1990, having worked there 28 years and 9 months.
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Duane and Linda each married so I didn’t need a house any more.  I couldn’t afford it and it needed repair.  So I sold the house after 29 years.  The ad came out on a Sunday.  Someone came that afternoon and took it.  I thought it was meant to be.  I bought a mobile home.  It was 14’ x 70’.  Two elderly ladies had lived there for eight years.  I think all they did was sit and watch TV.  It looked brand new.  Marcia and I moved in.  She was with me for a few more years and then she got married.  I lived there for 22 years, then sold it and moved to Cambridge Square Apartment, 3800 S.A., Apt. B206 in Richmond, Indiana.  I love my apartment and all the residents.  We have birthday parties every two months and just have fun.  I wish I had moved here ten years ago. 
[image: image81.jpg]


When Marcia was young she took art lessons.  She met Jan C. Montgomery, who was born July 16, 1947.  Marcia and Jan married on July 16, 1986.  They have 21 cats plus one dog.  They are their children!

When Linda was young she took dance lessons.  She married Bonnie Petry on June 15, 1975, and later divorced.  They had three children.  Amy Dawn was born June 16, 1976, Wayne Leon was born May 3, 1979, and Jeremy Carl was born March 2, 1982.  Later Linda married Dennis Charles Anderson on February 14, 1988.  One year after they were married Dennis adopted all three children.  Their names were changed to Anderson.  When they went to court for adoption, the judge asked five year old Jeremy who that guy (Dennis) was.  Jeremy spoke up loud and strong and said “My Dad!”  The Judge said, “Adoption granted.”
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Amy Dawn, my granddaughter, was married to Darrell Charles Wilson in 1996.  They divorced in 2002.  They had two children Sierra Lyn who was born in 1997 and Dakota James who was born in 1999.  Sierra is in second grade and at the top of her class.  She is also in Girl Scouts.  Dakota is in first grade and is also at the top of his class.  He is in Cub Scouts and his father, Dennis, is his leader.

Amy then married Jeff Linker in 2005 and divorced in 2006.  Amy has not married since.  She, like me, learned better, but it took her two times.

Wayne, Linda’s son, has a Civic car and a motorcycle.  He has worked at a good job for seven years.  He doesn’t want to get married, as yet.  He played baseball at school and now is in a league.  When he hits the ball, it is a homer!
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Jeremy Carl, Linda’s son, just bought a house, and Wayne and Jeremy are working on it and living there together.  Jeremy sold his motorcycle to Wayne.  He has worked for Smarrell the past six years.  He is their concrete guy and his Uncle Duane says he is good.  No girl at this moment that I know of, but he usually has one.  He has them coming out of both ears.
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Duane, my son, married March Ann Miles in 1982.  She was born January 4, 1960, and they have been happily married for 25 years.  They have two sons.  Thomas Andrew was born in 1989 and Alex Taylor was born July 8, 1992.  They also have four cats and a dog.  Duane works for American Water Company of Richmond.  He started shortly after he was married.  After graduation he had worked at Hill’s Flowers.  March tutors children and just loves it.  She should have been a school teacher.
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Thomas graduated from high school June 1, 2007.  He ranked ninth in a class of 350 students.  He is going to Purdue this fall.  During school he played drums in band, worked at the Morrison Library, was in a church youth group and has a steady girl friend.  In high school he kept a 3.5 average.  I’ve been told that everywhere you see Thomas, there’s a bunch of girls around.
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Alex finished grade school with 98%.  Duane and I wonder where all their brains came from.  We think it had to be the Miles side.  Alex starts high school in the fall.  He has been swimming for several years.  The high school swim coach has been watching him and told him he would be on the swim team.  He has been in Logos ever since fourth grade.  Logos is a class with extra work for those who need to keep busy.  He also plays the saxophone in the band.  He is going to inherit a dog this fall.  Thomas bought a dog and is going to Purdue, so Alex gets his dog.

Not long ago I broke two bones in my left ankle and it took four months to heal, but I’m okay now and getting along well!
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  I go to church every Sunday and help when needed.  Sierra and Dakota go to church with me.  They are also in Logo’s.
Dean West Shriner
June 12, 1943

Written by Dean Shriner
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I was born June 12, 1943, to Carl Shriner and Elizabeth West Shriner.  My father was born March 15, 1889 to Carl and Jennie (Jane) Shriner and my mother was born December 9, 1907, to Walter West and Laverne Crist West.  She was the oldest child of twelve children.  

I have one sister, Jane Shriner, who was born December 18, 1933.
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My father and mother owned and operated Shriner’s Grocery in Liberty, Indiana.  My father enjoyed woodworking, yard work, walking in the woods, and the Masonic Lodge.  My mother enjoyed piano, croqueting, tatting, flower gardening, making candy, sewing and DAR (Daughters of the American Revolution).

Jane used to take me places and we had lots of fun.


We did not take family vacations, but after church we went to our grandparents for Sunday dinner.  Then I went outside and played on the big rock out front.  On Saturday my grandparents would pick me up at the store, and I spent the day with them.


I graduated from Short High School.  As a teenager I enjoyed woodworking and working on my cars.  I ran around with several close buddies.
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I met Patricia Earline Largent through my sister, Jane.  We dated for about four years.  Pat and I got married at Mt. Pleasant Church, where I went to church.  Pat was born November 21, 1946, to James Brad Largent and Norma Gertrude Sands Largent.  Uncle Eugene McCormick took the pictures for our wedding and Aunt Jean West played the piano.  We didn’t take a honeymoon.  Pat is a very loving and caring person who thinks of others.  She continues to be a very loving wife, mother and grandmother.  

We had two daughters, Carla Jo, who was born July 27, 1967, and Carolyn Jane, who was born July 7, 1977.
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Carla Jo likes to do latch hook and crossword puzzles.  She also loves animals.  She was in Rainbow Girls and took dancing lessons.  She was married to Les Richardson for ten years then divorced.  She works at J & J Packing Company.  She has one daughter, MaKayla Dawn, who was born July 2, 1996.  She is autistic and will be eleven years old.  Carla is happy being a single mom.
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Carolyn is always running around.  She drove a car as soon as she could and got a job as soon as she could.  She is very good at needle point and doing crafts.  She was married to Roger Sams for four years then divorced.  She had Kaylee, who was born September 7, 1998, and is eight years old.  Later she married Steve Myers.  He is going to school to be a lawyer.  They have a son, Carter, who was born December 17, 2002, and is four years old.  [image: image105.jpg]


Carolyn is a massage therapist.  She lives in Union City, Pennsylvania.


I was an electrical contractor and also worked at Green House and Florist.  I was a fire fighter for eight years and a Deputy Sheriff for four years.  Now I’m doing custom woodworking.
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I now attend the Liberty Church of Christ.


When I was three years old my dad lost his thumb and two fingers on his left hand.  When I was six years old we were hit by a train.


I would like my family to know that I love them deeply and I took care of them the best that I could.

I love the Lord and thank Him for saving me and I thank him for everything He has given me and does for me daily.  My blessing is knowing Jesus, my country, and my wonderful family.  It’s been a blessing God gave me my talent and love for woodworking.

Written by Pat Largent Shriner
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I want my children and grandchildren to never look down on anyone unless it is to lift them up.  We are all of God’s children.  God gives us strength to endure all things.  I married a wonderful man.  Dean has always been a good provider, the love of my life, and a good father and grandpa.  He is my soul mate.  We are like doves; we mate for life.  We have been married now for 42 great years.  Dean and I have two beautiful daughters and four grandchildren.
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I’ve had a great mother, who I still miss today, a good father, wonderful in-laws and a wonderful sister-in law.  Jane is like a sister to me.  When I married Dean, I married a wonderful big West family with lots of aunts, uncles, cousins and Grandma West was the only grandma that I ever knew.  My own Grandma died way before I was born.  

I’ve had so many blessings, but I have one more.  I am a cancer survivor.  I enjoy being who I am at 60.  When my autistic grand daughter got hurt at school, I started a support group at our library for parents and grandparents of children with special needs.  My health isn’t good, but I can look back and thank God for all that I have had in my life.  Without Him there is no life or tomorrow. 
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Lester Monroe West
September 1, 1909 - August 25, 1963
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Lester Monroe West was born September 1, 1909, to Walter and Laverne West.  He was the second of twelve children.  In September, 1955, he married Shirley Vaughn Lay, who was born December 25, 1919.  He had two stepchildren:  Allan Lay, born June 10, 1940, and Barbara Lay Dunn born January 18, 1947.  Lester later divorced.
Lester was a well-known farmer.  He had also worked at Honaker’s Saw Mill for a few years.  He was a member of Mt. Pleasant Methodist Church and was an active member of Wayne County Citizens Radio Band Club.

  He died August 25, 1963, and is interred in the Mausoleum at West Point Cemetery, Liberty, Indiana.
Lester Monroe West

Written by Ruth Logue
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I don’t know anything about Lester’s youth.  I know he drove a Model T to school.  The older kids went to school at Pea Ridge and then Short High School after Betty graduated.  Before then it was horse and buggy.  He was a great reader.  He knew so much of the Bible and was a great radio buff.  Most of the time he had his own bedroom; for a few years Bob and Lawrence did share with him.  He stayed at home and worked for Dad for nothing.  I was told that if he did, Grandma would give him 80 acres, but it was not in writing.  He did buy it after Dad died.  


He was the one elected to take us the few places we got to go.  He would wait at Betty’s on Saturday night until I got off work so I could go home for the weekend.  After Grandpa died he also was selected to live with Grandma for many years until she went to live with Dad and Mother.  He lived at Grandma’s house alone until he married Shirley Lay.  She had two children and Lester was really happy.  She divorced him and took a large share of his farm for settlement.  He forgot to change his life insurance and she got that also.  He was alone again with his reading and radio. 
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He always had gall bladder trouble, but would not do anything.  One day it got so bad he went to the hospital.   But he would not have surgery until all of his siblings had been to visit.  His stepdaughter, Barbara, was to have anything she wanted from his estate.  She only wanted to see him; she loved him.  To me he was a dedicated servant who never complained, but accepted life as it came. 

Minnetta Marie West Williams

August 14, 1911 - July 14, 1993


Minnetta Marie West was born on August 14, 1911, to Walter and Laverne West.  She was the third child of twelve children.  
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She married Ralph Williams on February 5, 1933.  They had three children:  Marilyn Joan Williams Good, Richard Lawrence Williams and Louie Randolph Williams.


She died July 14, 1993, and Ralph died February 23, 1984.  They are both buried in Dale Cemetery, Connersville, Indiana.  
Minnetta Marie West Williams
Written by Ruth Logue
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Minnetta was always a cheerful little optimist.  I cannot remember anything getting her down.  She worked with Betty for Aunt Grace.  I don’t think she was much of a cook, but she was a good waitress.  She met Ralph at the restaurant.  He worked in a grocery store at Connersville.  After they married, they lived on Eastern Avenue.  They always came home on Sunday.  Ralph was as happy-go-lucky as Minnetta.  One Sunday, they had Marilyn and Dick, and they had an accident coming down the hill on State Road 44 and she broke her back.  Eleanor went to live with them and care for the babies.  


Ralph got a job in the factory.  Minnetta was quite a manager.  She lived on a budget all of her life, so much for Ralph, church, expenses and groceries were last.

[image: image127.jpg]




She got pregnant again.  The doctor said there was no way she could have the baby with her bad back, but she had Randy.  She had a hard life.  Dick, her son, graduated from Butler with a CPA and was working in Kokomo and was killed by a hit-and-run while he was out walking one evening.  Ralph, her husband, worked for Ford.  The boiler exploded blowing him against the wall with many injuries.  He survived and went back to work.  He later died with cancer on July 14, 1993.


She lived alone, but had heart trouble and Marilyn found her dead in bed one morning.  Through it all, she was always fine.  She loved her family, her church and baseball.

Marilyn Joan Williams Good
December 3, 1933
Written by Marilyn Good
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I am the oldest grandchild of Walter and Laverne West.  My parents were Minnetta Marie West, who was born August 14, 1911, in Union County and Ralph Ardmore Williams, who was born January 30, 1913, in Connersville, Indiana.  They eloped to Alexandria, Kentucky on February 5, 1933.  They had three children, Marilyn Joan, who was born on December 3, 1933, Richard Lawrence, who was born on October 10, 1936, and Louie Randolph Williams, who was born on September 30, 1946.  My father, Ralph Williams, passed away February 23, 1984, and my mother, Minnetta Williams, passed away July 14, 1993.  
Richard never married, but was a doting uncle.  He was middle named Lawrence at Grandpa’s request to carry the Lawrence name on and was despairing of getting any male grandchildren after several girls.  Randy married Paula Mohler March 9, 1968.
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Our family went on many vacations.  We went to Canada, Washington D.C. and New York City.  We always went to “history” things like the White House and took tours.

One time we went to Canada (at the time, Canada was in a war, but the United States was not) and picked up several Canadian Airmen hitch-hiking back to their base.  Some held us on their laps while others stood on the running board on the side of the car.  They were tickled to death for a lift.

Our family also visited Uncle Bud (Lawrence West), Mom’s brother, when he was in the Great Lakes.  Upon seeing our car with an Indiana license plate, one guy followed our car until we got to where Uncle Bud was.  The guy was from Indiana and he was so homesick.

When we were kids, Uncle Bud worked at a factory in Connersville and lived with us for awhile.

I remember Grandma West had an old goose as a pet and he bit me.  Uncle Bud got so mad, but Grandma kept yelling at him not to kill the goose.  She finally made him let it go.  He was so jealous of the goose!
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I married James L. Good on February 19, 1955, at First Methodist Church in Connersville, Indiana.  Jim was born September 30, 1931, in Connersville to Leona Cullins and Delva L. Good.  He had three brothers and six sisters.  He served in the Marine Corp. during the Korean War from January, 1952 to January, 1954.  He was a corporal.  Coming from a large family, he always said he didn’t want one.  He only wanted one girl, but we ended up with five children.

Our children were Kelly Joan, born September 1, 1957; David James, born July 21, 1959, (he was supposed to be as Grandpa West’s birthday present, but I ran late!); Daniel Joseph, born March 10, 1962; Kerry Shannon, born April 15, 1972; and Casey Michael, born September 14, 1990.  Casey is (of course) our adopted son.  We took him as a baby.

Kelly is our prolific child.  She married Charles Friend December 19, 1975.  They divorced in 1985 after ten years and five children.  Their children are Charity Jo, born December 11, 1978; Courtney Ann, born January 11, 1980; Brittany Marie, born April 11, 1982; twins Jasmine Daniel and Jama Shannon, born May 24, 1985; and Ian Jacob Isaacs born December 7, 1988, from Kelly’s second marriage to Woodrow Isaacs.  Woody is deceased.  Kelly married again to Daniel Fox.  Dan has two sons from his first marriage to a Korean girl, giving Kelly two stepsons who live with Kelly and Dan, Hunter 15, and Ash 13.
Kelly has twelve grandchildren.
Charity has four children.  Brendon Michael Hahn was born September 14, 1994, and Kristan Joan Hahn was born December 12 by her first husband Jack Hahn.  They divorced.  Charity remarried Paul Drew and Dylan Chance Drew was born May 11.  She divorced and remarried Christopher Baker and Abbigale Baker was born March 2.  She is now divorced.  Charity lives in Greensburg.
Courtney married John Brimhall.  They have two children:  Destiney Michelle was born January 30, 1997, and Alexis Margaret was born January 8, 1999.

Brittany was married to Dale Long and had two children Gage Alexander Long born Nov. 11 and Kale Lee Long born October 28.  They divorced.  She married Troy Hatcher and Chase Matthew Hatcher was born September 9, 2006.  They live in Shelbyville.
Jama married Toby Hinchman and has three children.  Aleryah Renee was born December 19, 2004; Colton was born August 19, 2005; and Tice Jocob was born September 1, 2006.  They live in the county in the same area.

Jasmine is at the College for Blind Children.  She has never had sight until last year when treatment gave her very limited sight at very short distance through very strong glasses.  One eye was removed when she was three.

Ian is unmarried.  He is a senior in high school at Thibodaux.

Kelly, Dan and the three boys reside in Thibodaux, Louisianna, where Dan is employed on a ship that delivers supplies to oil rigs in the Gulf offshore.  Courntey and John recently moved to Thibodaux also, and John is employed on a ship also, but not the same one that Dan is on.

David was married to Paula Jeffries and divorced. They have one son, Cody James Good who was born August 24, 1993, and three step children and a step grand daughter from that marriage.  He is married to the former Melita Oliver.  Melita has two daughters, Crystal and Debby May and a son, William May, all grown.  Will has a daughter, Alexis May.

Daniel Joseph has Downs Syndrome and lives at home with Casey and me.  

Casey is a sophomore at Connersville High School.

Kerry Shannon has three children.  She and her husband, Robert Harriett reside in Greenwood.  This is her third marriage.  Her children are Oyla Marie Linville born September 3, 1989, Damion Malachai Hunter born March 21, 1994, and Raven Micah Hunter born February 5, 1995. 
If I counted right, I have five children (three boys and two girls), ten grandchildren and five step grandkids, twelve great grandchildren and one step great grandchild.

My younger brother, Randy, is married to Paula.  They have two children:  Jennifer Ann Williams, who was born December 19, 1968, and Matthew Joseph Randolph Williams, who was born September 13, 1972.  

Jennifer married Sean Shannon.  They have three girls:  Katie, Megan, and Allison.  Matt now has two boys giving Randy five grandkids.

Richard Lawrence Williams
October 20, 1936 – July 12, 1973

Written by Marilyn Good

Richard was born October 20, 1936, to Ralph Williams and Minnetta Marie West.  He had one sister, Marilyn Joan Good and one brother, Louie Randolph.
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Richard graduated from high school in Connersville, Indiana.  He liked to read and he belonged to the Chess Club.  He also attended the Methodist Church.  

He was a graduate of Butler University with a degree in Accounting.  He worked in accounting in Indianapolis, Indiana.
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He was a “doting” uncle.  He never married, so my children were his kids - he spoiled them rotten!  For Kelly’s birthday (when she was little) he bought toys and a fancy dress - a blue dress, because Kelly had brown hair and blue eyes.  She opened her present and said “It’s pretty, but everyone always buys me blue.”  He didn’t say anything; he just went out and bought her a red one too!
Richard walked home from work one night.  It was dark and raining; and he was hit by a car and killed on July 12, 1973.  He is buried at Dale Cemetery, Connersville, Indiana. 
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Killed Walking Near Road

PLYMOUTH — A former
Connersville man, who
moved here recently, was
killed Thursday night when
he was struck by a car as he
walked along old U.S. 30, just
west of the city limits.

Dead is Richard L. Wil-
iams, 36. He listed both 814%
Lake Ave., Plymouth, and 825
West Twenty-fourth St., Con-
nersville, as his home ad-
dresses. According to Mar-
shall County police, Williams
was walking west in the east-
bound lane of U.S. 30 about
four feet from the pavement
when he was hit by a car
driven by Thomas W. Taber,
36, of Plymouth. His death
was the tenth traffic fatality
recorded in Marshall County.

A native of Connersville,
Williams was graduated from
Connersville High School in
1954 and from Butler Univer-
sity in 1958. He was a member
of the First United Methodist
Church of Connersville, of

Warren Lodge No. 15 F&AM
of Connersville and of the
Scottish Rite of Indianapolis.
He was working as a super-
visor of accounting for
McCord Corp. in Plymouth.

He is survived by his par-
ents, Ralph A. and Minetta
West Williams; one sister,
Mrs. James Good; one
brother, L. Randolph of Mar-
tinsville; two grandmothers,
Mrs. Clara Williams of Con-
nersville and Mrs. Laverne
West of Liberty, and several
aunts, uncles, nieces and
nephews.

Services will be at 10 a.m.
Monday at the Myers Funeral
Home in Connersville. The
Rev. Orville Hendrixson will
preside. Burial will be in Dale
Cemetery, Connersville.

Visitation will be con-
ducted after 3 p.m. Sunday at
the funeral home. Masonic
memorial services will be
conducted at 7:30 p.m. Sun-
day at the home.




Louie Randolph (Randy) Williams
September 30, 1946

Written by Randy Williams
I am the youngest child of Ralph A. and Minnetta M. Williams.  I was born and raised in Connersville.  My date of birth was September 30, 1946.  I graduated from Connersville High School in 1964, earned a B.A. from Ball State University in 1968, and an M.S. from Indiana University, Bloomington, in 1973.
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In 1968 I married Paula Sue Mohler.  She is still the love of my life.  We have two grown children, Jennifer Ann, born December 19, 1968, in Connersville, and Matthew Randolph Joseph, born September 13, 1972, in Martinsville.

I have been a career school teacher and a part time guitar teacher.  When I was a younger teacher I had experience coaching basketball and football.

Jennifer, our oldest child, married Sean Shannon in December of 1989.  She earned a B.S. with honors from IUPUI and has three children.  Her eldest, Katlin Elaine Shannon, was born September 29, 1989, in Bloomington, and is a senior at Martinsville High School.  She will attend Ball State this fall, 2007.  Her middle daughter, Megan Elizabeth Shannon, born April 1, l996, at Community South Hospital in Indy, is a fifth grade student at Maple Grove Elementary School in the Center Grove School District.  Her youngest daughter, Allison Erin Shannon, born April 14, 2000, in Franklin, is a first grade student at Maple Grove.  Jennifer and Sean are divorced.

Matthew, our younger child, married Michelle Duncan in June of 1996.  Matthew was an outstanding football player and played at Indiana State before leaving college.  He has two sons:  Austin Matthew Williams, who was born January 1, 1997, and Caleb Michael Williams, who was born August 25, 2000.  Both boys were born in Martinsville.  Austin is a fourth grade student at Poston Road Elementary School in Martinsville, and Caleb is a kindergarten student at Poston Road School.  Matthew and Michelle are now divorced.

The five grandchildren are the apples of our eyes and are extremely close to each other.

Martha Belle West Mathes

May 6, 1913 - September 6, 1985


Martha Bell was born May 6, 1913, to Walter and Laverne West.  She was the fourth of twelve children.  
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She married Francis Edward Mathes on July 15, 1933.  They had two daughters Joyce Ann Mathes and Evelyn Sue Mathes.


She was a member of the Mount Pleasant Community Church in Connersville, Indiana.


Martha died on September 6, 1985, and her husband, Frances, died five days earlier on September 1, 1985.  They are both buried at Dale Cemetery, Connersville, Indiana. 
Martha Belle West Mathes
Written by Ruth Logue
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I was told that Martha had kidney trouble as a baby and child, but she survived.  I know that she graduated from high school, but did not work anywhere.   


 Martha, Minnetta, and Betty all married about the same time.  I think she met Francis through Ralph.  They lived in Connersville and Francis worked in a factory.  During the depression, they came home and lived with us.  Susie was born at our home.  


They lived with Grandpa and Grandma for a while.  Dad built the house across the road and up on the hill.  They lived there for many years as Joyce and Susie both graduated from Short High [image: image139.jpg]


School.  They moved back to Connersville.  


When we would go to the tourney at Connersville, all of us plus friends would go there for chili soup.  She loved to cook and made many afghans and baby clothes.  


Francis loved to play cards and tell jokes.  He retired from the factory and died suddenly from a heart attack.  Exactly one week later, they found Martha dead in her bed.  
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Joyce Mathes Durham
May 24, 1934

Written by Joyce Durham
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My parents are Francis and Martha Mathes.  Francis was born in 1911 and Martha Belle West Mathes was born May 6, 1913.  My mother was the daughter of Walter and Laverne West.  They had two daughters, Joyce Ann and Evelyn Sue Mathes.

I married Ralph Durham January 23, 1953, at Mt. Pleasant Church.  He was born in 1931 and we have two children Mike, who was born in 1954 and Beverly, who was born in 1957.
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We were married 34 years before his death in 1987 from cancer.  We owned our own business called Kaiser Supply Store, named after the man we bought the store from, John Kaiser.  Ralph did plumbing, heating, and wiring, and I worked in our store.

 
Our son, Mike worked for his dad and also attended Purdue University for 2 ½ years before returning to work for his dad.  Beverly, our daughter worked for Hooks and C.V.S. 
Mike is married to Missy and they have three sons.  Missy works for WENDY’S and Mike is not able to work because of poor health.  Their son, Adam, is in the Army and is married to Brook.  Steven is a junior in high school.  He plays football, runs track and wrestles.  Logan is a freshman in high school and is in track.
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Our daughter, Beverly, is married to Tim Ripberger.  Beverly works at the grade school as a substitute teacher and Tim works at a factory as head maintenance man and is also a welder.  They have a daughter, Amy (Moistner) Ripberger Hendricks,  who is married to Kenny Hendricks.  Amy is studying to be a nurse and Kenny is a welder in a factory.  They have two sons, Dawson Moistner, who is eight years old and Tyler Henricks, who is five years old.   They also have a son, Josh Ripberger, who is married to Megan and they are expecting their first child.  Josh works as a welder in a factory and Megan works for NATCO Credit Union. 

Ralph was in the marines and I was happy to be a grandma and a great grandma.  I am also an adult Sunday school teacher at Pershing United Methodist Church.


I have several memories of my grandparents, Walter and Laverne West.  One thing I remember is that Grandpa West gave me a silver dollar for Christmas every year for a long time.
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Another thing I remember is that I was scared to climb a tree and I was talked into climbing one anyway.  I got scared and wouldn’t come down, so Uncle Bob had to bring me down.


Grandpa and Grandma had a big rock in their front yard that we sat on a lot.  With so many children in the West family, it was like having a party every time Sue and I went there.
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I used to help Grandma make butter.  She also made so many loaves of bread a day.  We would just love to eat it hot!  When the floors were mopped, all the kids took turns sitting on the towel to shine the floors.

I used to lead the horse when Grandpa and the boys put up hay.

Another thing that I remember is that Mr. & Mrs. Poe, who were neighbors, and all their children and the West kids and grandchildren got together and played and sang songs. 

My parents, Francis and Martha Mathes, both died in 1985.

Evelyn Sue Mathes Fields
March 2, 1937

Written by Sue Fields
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My mother, Martha Belle West, was born May 6, 1913, and married my father, Francis Mathes, on July 15, 1933.  They had two daughters, Evelyn Sue and Joyce Ann.  I was born March 2, 1937.

I usually spent part of the summer visiting Grandma and Grandpa West.  I always loved being in the country. I can remember climbing the trees in the front yard and playing on the big rock also in the front yard.  Aunt Kitty, Joyce Ann and I used to go down the road to an old apple tree and throw rotten apples at each other.  We used to take a cup to the barn when they were milking and get a straw from the straw stack and drink warm milk right from the cow.  I remember watching them pour the milk into the old separator and also watching Grandma make butter.  We always had what they called thickened milk for supper, which was like chocolate pudding.  We put it on our potatoes.  We slept in featherbeds with the old soap stones to keep us warm in cold weather. 
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We lived in Connersville until I finished the fifth grade, then we moved to Milton, Indiana for a year, then we moved down by Grandma and Grandpa West.  We lived there until I got married.


I remember when Joyce Ann and I were younger.  Daddy worked at the factory.  He came home for dinner (noon).  We would go down to the corner to meet him.  We always knew when he was coming because he always whistled.  Same thing when he got off work-he whistled a lot.


Mother made most of our clothes.  She ironed most everything, even our sheets.  She was an excellent housekeeper and cook.  We had to help with the dishes and we sang while doing them.  Mother was sick quite a bit when we were younger so we had to help around the house.  I never liked to cook and Joyce Ann never liked to dust, so we each took these chores.


Another thing I can remember is Mother putting our hair in long curls.  
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I married Stanley Fields at the Mount Pleasant Church on August 24, 1958.  We have five children:  Teresa Ann, born September 16, 1959; Lisa Kay, born July 22, 1961; Deborah Lynn, born January 7, 1964; Jeffrey Scott, born June 1, 1966; and Sarah Maria, born December 14, 1976.  Teresa is married to Harold Fisk and has two stepdaughters:  Melissa and Jessica Fisk and two sons, Mark and Brian Prifogle.  Lisa is married to Steven Eadler and has two stepdaughters, Michelle and Jaime and step grandchildren, Garrett and Colin.  Jeff is married to Beth Luke and has twins Matthew and Allison.  Sarah is married to Tom Schwendenman and has a daughter, Alexa (Lexi) and a son, Jacob.
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Our kids were all in 4-H.  They took many different projects.  They all took livestock and learned responsibility from this.  Three kids graduated college with the other two excelling in their jobs.  Some of the kids participated in sports at school.  They did very well in school with two being number one in their graduating class.     


Stan served in the Air Force for three years.  He was stationed at Wright-Patterson Air Force Base, Dayton, Ohio.  He taught Business in high school and junior high, math for five years, been farming for 43 years, worked at Union County Co-Op for 18 years, and retired in 2002.  I have been fortunate enough to stay at home raising children and helping with grandchildren.

Eleanor Cleo West Rapson

May 26, 1915

Written by Eleanor Rapson

(as told to Peggy Byers)
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I was born May 26, 1915, to Walter West and Laverne Crist West.  My father, Walter, was the son of Lawrence Philander West and Sarah Catherine West and my mother, Laverne, was the daughter of Parker Crist and Mary Catherine King Crist.

I was number five of twelve children.  I have three brothers:  Lester, Robert and Lawrence and eight sisters:  Elizabeth (Betty), Minnetta, Martha Belle, Helen, Mabel, Ruth, Hazel Jean (Jean) and Clara Catherine (Kitty).
Our mom lived one block from downtown before she was married.  She played the piano in a music store.
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Lester worked outdoors and Helen and Minnetta worked in the house all the time but Betty, Martha and I liked to be outside.  Our grandparents had a car and Lester drove it all the time. 

We got out from under Mom’s feet by following behind Dad in the fields picking up rocks. Martha and I rode two horses bareback to the fields and worked them.

Dad liked to tease Mom.  He would pick her up and set her on the other side of the field fence.  I guess she had to walk to the end of the field or climb back over it.  Also my Mom would get on the wagon and throw feed to the cows and pigs.  I think it was her way to get outside every day. 

 Mom baked every day but Sunday.  She made her bread on Saturday for Sunday.  We had bread three times a day.

Everyone came to the house- all the neighbor kids.  They played in the snow, went sledding, wading, and swam in the creek at the foot of the hill.  We also played baseball.  Mom and Dad sat in the yard, and Dad played the guitar while we kids played.

I remember Dad could find water with a water wand and people came to him to find water wells.

When I was a little girl I got left in Liberty on a Saturday night.  Mom and Dad got groceries and visited on the street.  The kids got to walk the street-two blocks.  My mom sat in the car watching people and looking after groceries we bought.  They took eggs to town to trade for food.  Grace had a store-hats and clothing-and we visited her a lot.  Somehow I got left behind.  I went to Aunt Grace’s and called my parents to come and get me. 
Church was never missed.  Sometimes we walked three miles each way.  We walked the short cut by the river stream.  Mom didn’t walk as she had babies all the time.  I can’t remember what she did.


Dad always saw that the preacher was paid.  He paid whatever the offering was short.  The preacher preached in town too; he came around at least once a week for dinner.  He visited a lot, always coming for noon lunch.
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When the weather was bad we took the horse and sleigh to church.  People didn’t come until the West’s came.  Dad was the Superintendent.  Betty played piano and Eleanor Conaway played some.  Clyde Kassen helped with the money at church too.

Betty, Martha, Minnetta and I would go to different churches to sing for revivals.  I never felt I sang very well, but they put up with me.

We had two pianos, one in the dining room and one in the front room.  Mom and Betty played and all of us sang when people visited.  We had company every Sunday.


Gene, my husband, taught Sunday school classes at the church after we were married.  We came out from Connersville.  

Martha, Helen, I and several from other families, walked home from high school when the weather was nice.  We beat the bus home!
At Christmas Dad always ran outside around the house hollering “get up” as he was ringing bells.  I remember we got material for Christmas and laid it out on a chair. Mom made all our dresses.
 I remember I once had a fancy yellow dress, my favorite!  I wore it over and over.  Mom wouldn’t touch it-I had to wash and iron it myself.
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The boys slept in one room and the girls slept in two rooms - two or three per bed with two-three beds per room.  The boys only had one bed with Bob sleeping in the middle.

Our grandparents lived a half mile away.  We walked there every day to visit and see how they were.  Grandpa was a big teaser.  I remember Grandpa West sat on the porch with his feet up singing and hollering and playing with us grandkids, and Grandma always had cookies for us. Grandpa sold horses; he was a horse trader.
We got the eggs out from under the hens and got pecked once in awhile.  Also once in a while we got something “extra” in the nest-a snake!  I sure didn’t like it!  I got so I wouldn’t gather the eggs.
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Once a year the girls washed the neighbor’s (Poland’s) windows.  We got paid!

Betty, Mabel, Martha and I worked for people sometimes washing windows.  We either walked or rode a horse to work.

People from town also came to get us girls to work for them.  I worked at a house in the country staying a week at a time.  I remember a boy living there and hiding in the haymow-innocent, I think!  Uhm!

I worked for the dentist (Hastler’s) while I was in high school.  I took care of their little boy for three or four years; his name was John.)  The pay was good; it bought my dresses and I ate with them.  It was unusual for “help” to eat with the family.  The people that lived across the street wouldn’t let the help eat with them. I did have to have a physical to work for them.  When I couldn’t go, Mabel took care of him some, but Mabel also worked at the “poor house.”  (The “poor house was the County Farm where people lived who had no family or little money.)  (I think this was when we were teenagers).
[image: image165.jpg]



When I got married Ruth took my place working in the drug store.  Mabel worked at the dime store and Betty and Minnetta worked in Grace’s (my mom’s sister) millinery store.  She had some kind of food in the store (like tea and sandwiches).

My dad left quarters or dimes lying around, but none of us ever took them.
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We had a big rock or meteorite.  One time a scientist came to look at it and run tests.   They couldn’t find the bottom of it.  

I didn’t know there was a depression.  We had horses, our own cows for milk, pigs and hens.  We had an apple orchard and grew our own garden food and canned.
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The Ku Klux Klan came every weekend.  Dad had an empty house and barn with a long lane.  The Klan hid up there for secret meetings.

Eugene Rapson, Sr. dated Betty.  That’s how I met Eugene (Jr.) at church.  His father, Eugene Rapson, Sr., worked for a woman in the country, went to church, and took me home and introduced me to Eugene.  Eugene is the son of Eugene Franklin Rapson, Sr., and Francis Wells Rapson and was born November 18, 1917. 

Eugene and I got married on July 25, 1942, in Rockford, Illinois, on the Army Base.    Eugene’s whole platoon attended.  We shook hands with the whole platoon.  They threw rice and then we had to clean it up.  We went in a boat upstream and stayed for our honeymoon. 
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 I worked in a department store and took care of the middle section.  I rode a bus to work, but I often walked the fourteen blocks home.  We lived in an apartment.  Another woman and three men also had apartments there; we had to share the bathroom.

My father bought the house on the hill where Martha used to live.  Then he bought another house where Lawrence lived.  He also bought a double house in Liberty, and we lived there too. 

I worked in the drugstore in Liberty.  Gene called me every day while I was at work (he was in the army).  The men customers teased me a lot about the calls. 
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Eugene and I had three daughters:  Patricia Kaye, was born June 11, 1943; Peggy Jeanne was born July 15, 1946; and Rosemary was born October 29, 1955.
Eugene and I went on a mission trip to Haiti in February of 1976.

Eugene passed away on August 17, 1999, at home in Pine Village.  He had been bedridden for several months.  He died from congestive heart failure, but he also had lung cancer and was a diabetic.

Eugene loved to walk.  He always walked the streets for hours.  He “wrote” his sermon’s in his head while walking—he also paced when he preached.
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I canned everything.  I made homemade ketchup and even canned meat when I could.  Eugene grew it and I canned it.  He lived to plant new and different things to try. 
I enjoy reading, word puzzles, crocheting, knitting and tatting.

Eugene read too.  The house was full of books.  Our three girls all are readers too.
Eleanor Cleo West Rapson
May 26-1915
Written by Ruth Logue
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My memory is bad, but I do remember Eleanor living at home.  One morning when she was going out the back walk to go to school, she slipped on the ice and broke her elbow.  


Five of us, Eleanor, Mabel, Jean, Kitty, and I shared the same bedroom.  We had two double beds.  We were crowded, but girls loved to come home with the older girls and stay all night.  


After high school Eleanor worked for Helen Hastler, whose husband was a dentist.  When her son was born, Eleanor did the cooking, cleaning, and child care.  She then worked at Harcourt’s Drug Store and stayed with Betty.  
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One Sunday a soldier, Franklin Rapson, was at church and met Eleanor.  I know she went to a camp northwest of Chicago and they were married there.  He was in the Medical Corp and was sent to the South Pacific.  She and her daughter, Pat, came home and lived with us.  When Frank came home, they lived in an apartment in Liberty and he worked for Fosdick’s.    They moved out to the country and lived in McCormick’s rental house and he worked at Connersville.  He went into the ministry and they lived in many different places.  Finally they ended up at Pine Village, where she still lives.  


As you know, she is always fine.  God is taking care of her.  She had colon cancer and refused treatment because God was healing it, and she is still going strong.  


The last two years of Frank’s life, she cared for him.  He had lung cancer and heart trouble, but yes, they were fine.  She is still fine and now lives with Peggy and Terry Byers.

Patricia Rapson Taylor

June 11, 1943

Written by Pat Taylor

[image: image175.jpg]



I was born June 11, 1943, to Rev. Franklin Eugene Rapson Jr. and Eleanor West Rapson.  My father’s parents were Franklin Eugene Rapson Sr. and Francis Wells Rapson.  My mother’s parents were Walter West and Laverne Crist West.


I have two sisters Peggy Rapson Byers and Rosemary Rapson Alban.


My father was a preacher.


I studied psychology and human relations at Ivy Tech.


I married David C. Taylor in August, 1962, at Independence Church.  My husband, David, was born August 15, 1941.  We later divorced.  We had two children.  Our daughter is Regina Taylor Scott, who was born July 22, 1964, at Williamsport Hospital, Williamsport, Indiana. Our son is Brian Taylor who was born August 26, 1966.   
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Regina graduated high school in 1982 from Bluffton, Indiana.  She graduated nursing school in 1998 from Purdue at Ft. Wayne.  She is an avid bowler, belonging to a league.  She collects Barbie dolls and is very involved at her daughter, Katie’s school.  She met Terry Scott and they were married April 4, 1990.  She later divorced.   They had a daughter, Katie Ann, who was born June 17, 1991, in Wells Community Hospital in Bluffton, Indiana.  
Katie attends Southern Wells, where she has been active in cheerleading, softball, P.E.E.R.S., and FCCLA (Future Community Career Leaders of America).  She learned how to play the clarinet and was in band for five years and sang in the choir and show choir for several years.  She is a peer mentor and hopes to be a social worker and to attend Ball State.  She is presently in the 10th grade.  Her hobbies are dancing, singing, sewing, volunteering, cooking and scrap booking. 
Regina remembers when she was 6 or 7 years old, her Grandma (Eleanor) came to take care of her.  She rocked her to sleep.  Regina had a bad ear infection.  Between 1977 - 79 Regina, Brian and I lived with Mom and Dad at Pineto.   
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Brian graduated in 1986.  He played football and basketball (forward and center.)  He likes to fish, loves guns and is a trained gunsmith.  He enjoys racing and dirt track.  He used to drag race and build race cars.  
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Brian is a licensed mechanic and manager at Denny’s Automotive Specialist in Bluffton, Indiana.  He remembers visiting his grandparents (Eleanor and Eugene) in the summer.  He helped build their garage and fished with Grandpa.  He also went to the Indianapolis boat show with Grandpa.  He went on vacation with his grandparents once to Opryland.  
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Brian met Beverly Arnold and they were married on July 30, 1989.  They live in Bluffton, Indiana.  Beverly was born July 2, 1969, and works at Bluffton Middle School in the cafeteria as a lunch room cashier.  She is also a substitute school bus driver for Bluffton Schools.  They have two daughters.   Jessica Renee was born September 19, 1990, at Wells Community Hospital.   Shelby Lynn was born May 2, 1993, in Wells Community Hospital.  Jessica is 16 and is a cheerleader at Bluffton High School.  She has been a cheerleader all through school except her freshman year.  Shelby is in everything except cheerleading!  She plays volleyball, basketball, swimming and track.  In basketball she plays on a traveling team. 
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Peggy Jeanne Rapson Byers

July 15, 1946

Written by Peggy Byers
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I was born July 15, 1946, to Eugene Franklin Rapson Jr. and Eleanor Cleo West Rapson at the Connersville, Indiana hospital.  My father’s parents were Eugene Franklin Rapson, Sr. and Francis Wells Rapson and my mother’s parents were Walter West and Laverne Crist West.
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When I was born, Mom’s placenta came first.  Dad had to choose who to save, Mom or me, as they didn’t think they could save us both.  Dad chose Mom and said it always haunted him - I don’t know why - I’m here!  Mom had a direct arm– to-arm blood transfusion in the operating room from her brother, Bob West.

My dad, Eugene, was in the army as a medic seven years.  He had an honorable discharge because he’d contacted a tropical disease.  (He had occasional fevers all his life.)  He worked in Liberty at the hardware store, then in Connersville in the office of a factory.  At age 40, he became an E.U.B Methodist minister.  He’s done many things, helping in funeral homes, Kiwanis; he loved to garden, sing and play guitar.  I remember sitting around the big radio (no T.V. yet) and Dad singing and playing with the guitar.

My mom, Eleanor, was a housewife and a busy minister’s wife.  She played the piano at church a lot.  She belonged to the usual Ladies Aid, U.M.W.  When Rose was in high school in Paoli, Mom worked as a nurse’s aid at night.  She always had stories.  When we lived in Ridgeville, which was Dad’s first church, I had two close girlfriends.  Mom got famous for her homemade doughnuts.  We sold them door-to-door to go to church camp.  We always had demands for more.

Mom and Dad were always available to help others.  I can remember being poor, but people would come, strangers stranded, in trouble, and needing money.  They always gave and we always had what was needed.  I remember in the country at Liberty, hobos eating on the back step coming from the train tracks close by.

Dad had a healing touch.  When I was ill he’d touch me and pray.  I could feel heat radiate through my body and I was always better.  How I miss those prayers!
Mom was our backbone, so wise.  She always had time to listen.  We always had our friends in.  They loved to talk with her about everything.  Our door was always open; our table often had extras.  Oh, Mom sewed too.  She even sewed my senior prom dress and my bridesmaid dresses.
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I have two sisters:  Patricia Kaye who was born June 11, 1943, and Rosemary who was born October 29, 1955.  Pat is three years older and Rosemary is nine years younger.  Pat was ill a lot as a child.  She had rheumatic fever.  I remember I got in trouble for waiting on her too much.  She was a lot quieter than I was!  Rosemary was so much younger.  I remember when she was little.  Mom had to “time” Pat and me because we’d fight over holding her.  I also remember Pat and I having to sit on the couch from fussing.  We’d have to face each other, and if we’d make faces or if we laughed, etc., we’d get swatted with the fly swatter.  


I remember one time Mom made Pat and I dresses alike for Ladies Aid.  Mom played piano and we had to sing “Sister’s.”


I remember picnics, going to Hammond to Dad’s family and to Chicago.  We had trips around Indiana, historic sights, etc. and to the Cincinnati Zoo and a cabin at a lake.  Dad went out fishing and Mom enjoyed reading.  All of us enjoy reading.


I attended Liberty School to the end of fifth grade, when Dad became a minister.  How I hated to move.  Sandy Kalsbeek and I were just a few months apart.  She was always there for me.  I remember her visiting and me visiting at her house.  Terry and I and a friend, Jim Oswalt, went to Liberty from Pine Village for her.  She went to our Jr. Prom with Jim.  What a weekend!

Dad’s church conference was always the week of my birthday.  I remember one year Grandma West came and stayed that week.  I was dating Terry; we had a somewhat troublesome courtship.  I think we drove Grandma up the wall.


Before we moved away I remember Saturday evenings at Grandma and Grandpa’s.  The T.V. line up:  cowboys, “Lawrence Welk”, “Hit Parade” - Grandpa in his chair - Grandma in hers.  I remember aunts, uncles, cousins, fun, always pies - always had to save some pumpkin pie for Dean Shriner.  I remember Grandma was working crossword puzzles, silver dollars at Christmas, 4th of July reunions, lots of food, love, laughter, discussions, the big shade tree in the front, everyone under it, and climbing on the big rock.  I remember the cider press out in back; oh, and the sulfur water.  I think I’ve spent nights with every aunt and uncle.  I loved visiting.


I attended Ridgeville School for 6th and 7th grades, Kingman School for 8th and 9th grades, and Pine Village High School through graduation in 1964. 
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I babysat through high school for a family with four girls.  I belonged to our church youth group, the school choir and pep club.

[image: image193.jpg]



I always had some very close friends everywhere we lived.  Some we still visit with, some we kept through Terry’s college and then lost track of.  We had friends while Terry was in college that we’re still in contact with and see occasionally.  We’ve had some wonderful friends; we still have wonderful friends.  In Ridgeville, Wanda, Vickie and I were called the Three Musketeers; we were always together.  We still visit Sharon and her husband from Kingman.  We also were together six nights at least every week, at one’s house or another.


My continuing education was through work at Bank One.  I attended a lot of night courses that were offered, earning certificates.
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I met Terry Dean Byers in 10th grade.  Terry has an identical twin.  They both used to tell me their woes in study hall; they were dating identical twins from a different school.  They were always talking with me.  At the end of the school year a mutual friend, Cheryl Sikes, decided we’d do well together.  Anyway, she talked Terry and I into going out.  We’ve been together ever since.


Terry was a star basketball player, plus he worked.  We always went out after the Friday night basketball game.  Terry and his brother, Larry shared a car.  Often, very often, on the weekend, Terry would walk or hitch hike from Pine Village to Independence (10-12 miles) to see me.  Dad would always take him home.  Once in a snow storm we got stuck in a big drift.  I don’t remember Dad ever complaining about it though.
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I married Terry Dean Byers on June 6, 1965.  He is the son of William and Betty (Bisel) Byers, and he and his identical twin were born on August 6, 1946 at Williamsport Hospital.  Betty was divorced.  “Bud” Gerrity was Terry’s stepfather.  We both had graduated high school (Pine Village) in 1964.  Dad performed the ceremony at the Independence United Methodist Church.  We just went to Indianapolis later.  Later we went to Mammoth Cave and Kentucky Lake.  We always said that was our honeymoon.  Terry only had one semester of college in when we married.  I remember when he transferred to Ball State.  We packed up and left with a U-haul.  No jobs - no housing -just our friends - from my childhood in Ridgeville.  (I’d go nuts if my kids did that!)  We lived with our friends for [image: image198.jpg]


1-2 weeks and found jobs and an apartment.  In 1971 Terry graduated from BSU with a teacher’s degree, later going to night school (driving from Rossville, Indiana to Muncie and got his master’s degree.)  Terry has always had to work hard, working at the age of nine for area farmers.
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Terry is a very giving, caring man.  He’s there when he’s needed.  We have the same goals, values, and love of kids.
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We have three children.  Melody Dawn was born February 13, 1971.  Aaron Eugene was born on January 10, 1975.  Melody and Aaron were both born at Home Hospital in Lafayette, Indiana.  We raised Terry’s niece from 18 months on.  Misty Marie Herriott was born November 29, 1971, to Tom and Patricia Herriott at St. Elizabeth Hospital in Lafayette, Indiana. 
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Melody married Jon Dean Layton on October 8, 1994.  Jon is from West Lebanon.  He is the son of Bill and Karon (Anderson) Layton.  They were married at the Pine Village United Methodist Church.  Melody’s grandfather assisted with the ceremony.  Jon was born at Danville, Illinois on March 31, 1968.  Jon graduated from Seeger High School in 1986.  He’d been in basketball, cross country, track, and student council.  Jon graduated from Indiana State in 1990 with a degree in business management.  He is a Driver Superintendent for Roadway in Indianapolis.  His hobbies are golfing, Nascar racing, reading, and playing basketball.  Until recently he was on the Christian church’s league.  
Melody graduated from Seeger High School.  She played flute in band, played piano, was in Girl Scouts all 13 years and she played girls basketball.  She graduated from Ball State in 1993 with a BSW in social work.  She works for CICOA again and In Home Solutions in Greenwood, Indiana as a care manager.  She enjoys reading, spends most all her free time with Emily and is a co-leader for Brownies.    They have a daughter Emily Renea born on July 12, 1999.  

Emily was born at St. Francis Hospital in Indianapolis.  She enjoys playing soccer and going to Brownies.  She attends Greenwood South Elementary and enjoys reading and likes Bratz dolls.
Jon, Melody and Emily live in Greenwood, Indiana.
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Aaron married Angela Irene Schultz on May 20, 2000.  Angie is the daughter of Grover and Londa (Taylor) Schultz from Boswell.  They were married at Dayton United Methodist Church in Dayton, Indiana.  Angie was born at Home Hospital in Lafayette, Indiana.  All their children were born there too.  Angie graduated from Benton Central High School in 1988.  She keeps busy with the kids and likes to read.  Angie and Aaron help teach little ones in Sunday school at Dayton United Methodist Church.  
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Aaron graduated from Seeger High School in 1993.  He played drums in band and basketball.  He graduated from Ball State in 1997 with a degree in Criminal Justice and a minor in counseling.  He is the owner of Sagamore Home Mortgage with six Indiana offices and one in Kentucky.  He enjoys fishing and family time.  He’s a member of Kiwana’s, teaches and preaches at Mission Rehabilitation Center in Lafayette.
  They have two daughters:  Allyson Elizabeth Jeanne was born July 4, 2001, and Hannah Irene was born November 14, 2006.  Angie has two children from a previous marriage to Jeff Fyffe and they are Clayton James Fyffe who was born October 30, 1989, and Megan Danille who was born June 28, 1992.

Aaron, Angie, Clayton, Megan, Allyson and Hannah live off Highway 52 thirteen miles outside Lafayette, Indiana.

Clayton attends McCutcheon High School.  He has been in Boy Scouts, played basketball and baseball.  He works at McDonalds, enjoys camping, fishing and computers.  He hopes to get further education.

Megan attends Wainwright Jr. High.  She plays soccer, volleyball, basketball, has been in Girl Scouts and gymnastics.  She enjoys reading, camping, fishing and computers.  She hopes to further her education.
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Allyson is our miracle child with a congenital heart defect.  She has had repair work plus two open heart surgeries and is doing well.  In her words, “I like going to movies with Daddy, cartoons, and visiting Grandma and Papa.”  (Terry and I)  She likes being a big sister, school, and is excited about big-girl school.
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Hannah is a real joy, a very good and happy baby.  
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Misty married Jeffrey Alan Brummett on June 26, 1999.  Jeff is the son of Marion and Carol (Shop) Brummett.  Jeff was born on October 4, 1970, and graduated from Benton Central in 1989.  Jeff is a trained electrician and works for Huston Electric.  He enjoys darts, snowmobiling and sports.  Misty and Jeff were married at his parent’s home outside of Otterbein.  Misty graduated from Seeger High School in 1990.  She graduated from Indiana Business School in 1992.  She works at Purdue as a supervisor in food service.  She enjoys reading and darts.  Brittany Paige Herriott was born April 8, 1991, to Misty Herriott and Mike Ferrar.  Tyler Alan was born March 24, 1997, and Abigail Marie was born December 26, 1999.  All the children were born at Home Hospital.  Misty, Jeff, Tyler and Abby live in Otterbein.

Tyler attends Otterbein Elementary.  He plays baseball, enjoys mowing, tractors and snowmobiling.  He’s also in Boy Scouts.


Abby attends Otterbein Elementary.  She plays softball and likes babies.
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Brittany attends Harrison High School.  She’s been a cheerleader, played basketball, softball and sang in the choir.  She’s working at Purdue Memorial Union at Pappy’s.  She hopes to further her education.  She lives (since 2004) with Rose and Don Alban, spending lots of time with Terry and Peggy, Aaron and Angie, and Melody and Jon.


I worked for over thirteen years as a bank teller at Bank One’s main branch in Lafayette, Indiana.  Most of those years, I was head of the drive-thru.  After my cancer I worked in the vault, working occasionally on the front line.  I retired early on June 6, 2003.  While working I met many great people.  I truly enjoyed chatting with them.


Terry has worked many jobs in his quest for education.  He was a grade school teacher for 33 ½ years, retiring early in May of 2004 from the Lafayette School Corporation.  He also coached basketball, track, and flag football.  He’s had a mowing business with his twin brother, Larry, for thirty years.
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I love reading, embroidering, sewing and painting ceramics.  Terry enjoys reading and movies.  We both love family times with the kids and grandkids.  We love to travel and enjoy Florida in January and February for 4-8 weeks every year.


We are gradually taking the grandkids each to Disney World.  We have two to go yet.  We enjoy taking small trips with them when we can.


Terry and I attend the Pine Village United Methodist Church.  We’re not very active at present, but in the past we’ve both taught Sunday school and VBS.  Terry’s been on the board and I’ve been in the choir, UMW, and the secretary.


I’ve helped with Girl Scouts and Terry took care of the baseball field for Warren County and umpired games.


One of our greatest joys is our grandchildren.  We are blessed with eight, each being a special joy.  We love time with them:  babysitting, trips, and school activities-all are special occasions for us.


I think being grandparents we’re more laid back.  We get to give and receive lots of love without doing the discipline.  Our kids say after the grandkids have been here, it means days of de-programming for them as parents.
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We love the holidays; our favorite times are when we’re all together.  The 4th of July remains a big one!  It’s Allyson’s birthday.  Because of her health, we rejoice that we have her.  People are always welcome; we have a big gathering, lots of food, and a big fireworks display.  Somewhat like the West’s Reunion for Grandpa’s birthday

I love to be needed - to be of help to others.  I feel so blessed in life, having wonderful parents.  I guess they taught me service to others by example.  
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Terry’s family was very different from mine.  He was always amazed at the family.  He loves the aunts and uncles, etc. - all the love, caring and goodness.  I know I missed a lot living away, but I’ve always felt the love and prayers when I had special needs.  I’ve been so blessed with Terry.  He’s provided for me and taken such good care of me.  He’s sort of restless (used to be).  He’s learned to sit and wait for hours at my side.  My love for Terry, the kids and grandkids gave me a reason to fight for life, encouraging me when I was so tired and didn’t care.  I’ve been so very close to death three times - I’m thankful everyday and always try to be positive.  I firmly believe in God’s wisdom, love and healing powers.  He has certainly blessed me.  I try to love with God’s love - agape love - to pass it on, show it to others.  That’s my wish – love - joy of life - of people - of family.
Rosemary Rapson Alban
October 28, 1955
Written by Rosemary Alban
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I was born October 28, 1955, to Eugene Franklin Rapson, Jr. and Eleanor Cleo West Rapson.  My father’s parents were Eugene Franklin Rapson and Francis Rose Wells Rapson and my mother’s parents were Walter Lawrence West and Hazel Laverne Crist West.

I have two sisters, Patricia Rapson Taylor and Peggy

Rapson Byers.

My childhood was at church, Wednesday night prayer meetings, youth group when older and going to two to three services every Sunday.
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I remember when young (in Independence when I was about 9 years old), Dad baptized me in the Pine Creek and Lloyd Buck used his cane to pull me out as Dad dunked me real well.

I played the accordion until band came along, then I switched to clarinet for band.  I went to St. Louis on a band tour and played in several contests.  After eighth grade, I had to give up choir as the school said either band or choir, not both.

We moved a lot when I was growing up as Dad was a preacher by then.  Patricia and Peggy were both married by the time I was one year old, so I was alone a lot.  Mom had a heart attack and crocheted wedding outfits for all my Barbie dolls, which I received for my tenth birthday and her homecoming from the hospital.
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Since we moved so much, my best friends were my animals, music and my Barbie dolls.  Books were received every Christmas along with a Christmas ornament, homemade to keep for my future trees.  (The last one I had fell apart two years ago.)  It was a fishing line strung with acorns and plastic beads that Dad and I made.  Our Christmas tree still has lots of homemade ornaments (mostly angels) that I have made.


They used to wonder as every time I went to Pat and Dave’s house, I’d find a snake and scream.  They finally investigated and found an old well full of snakes.  They moved after contacting their landlord.
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Peggy and Terry used to take me to dinner and movies with them when they were dating and made me sit in the middle (at least that’s what I was told.)

The best years of my childhood were at Orleans, Indiana (5th – 8th grade).  The school had several “preacher’s” kids and was a religious community, so I fitted in for a change.  I read books for the school librarian and gave veto power whether they were fit to be read by students or not. 


In high school, I attended an Elvis Presley concert in Indianapolis and thought that was fantastic.

I never dated much as I was more into books, church, etc.

Dad laughed as a teenager, I got as busy as him and Mom.  I’ll never forget one call at 2:00 a.m. from a girlfriend wanting me to come over as her Mom’s boyfriend was drunk and her mom locked him out and she was afraid of her mom getting hurt.  Dad walked me over.  He talked to her mom while I talked to my girlfriend.  The boyfriend saw us and drove away before we got all the way there.


I don’t remember Grandpa West at all.  I do remember going every summer to visit Grandma at the trailer.  We spent a lot of time just talking.  At Christmas time, I remember all us grandkids got a silver dollar.
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I had given up getting married so I bought my own house (700 sq. ft.) and set up home.  Some friends from work asked me to take in their friend from El Salvador for two weeks while they moved.  After they moved she decided to stay in my second bedroom rather than move in with them and their new baby.  Mom and Dad encouraged us to go to First Assembly of God singles group so we would go to the class time, then leave before social time.  Ana Rosa thought she’d have to go back to El Salvador, so we decided to go on a singles trip to “Old Indiana Amusement Park.”  That Saturday morning, a car pulled up on each side and a guy got out of each car and asked if I was driving and if they could ride with us.  A year later Ana Rosa married Ron and I married Don.  They had been around us all day long, telling us they didn’t want to miss a ride home.  Don told me after we were married that he had turned to Ron and told him that I was his.  Don had been in the singles group for seven years.  This trip was in June, 1987.
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Don’s parents wanted to meet me as he was serious about me, but I wasn’t interested.  We finally met when they took us to the 1987 Purdue Christmas Show.


Don would call me every day just to see what I was doing.  If he could, he wanted to go wherever I did.  Once he called and I said I was going to visit my parents.  He said “Wait, I’ll go with you” and hung up and raced over to my house before I could tell him No!  That’s how Don met my parents.
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On June 18, 1988, I married Donald Keith Alban, who was born March 9, 1949.  Don’s father is Lester Eugene Alban and his mother is Faye Katherine Porter.
My childhood dream was to be a wife and stay at home mom, which didn’t happen.

God doesn’t promise a bed of roses, so I will tell this as well.  During the first three years of our marriage, we had several miscarriages and finally decided to do a private adoption.  A friend’s niece was pregnant with a biracial baby in Indy, so we talked to a [image: image221.jpg]


lawyer to set things in motion, but she decided she couldn’t carry the baby and had it aborted at 3 ½ months.  We felt that God closed that door, but we would have this baby in Heaven with our own.  Then we tried an artificial method, which only made me sick, so our dream of children was over. God has always put children in my heart and in my life.  Mom says God made me a mother for many instead of my own.
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Today Don and I do the nursery (baby to three years) on every other Wednesday night.  Don is completing 35 years working at Purdue University in September and I am the senior nursery teacher (10 months - 20 month or 1’s class) every weekday at our church daycare.  It is exciting helping kids learning to walk and talk.  Our class size ranges from 11 - 13 children for three teachers.  It has been interesting working with all the different nationalities.  Our class now has two from India, one from China, one from South Korea, a set of twins, etc.  You could say we are also teaching them to get along with all nationalities.  Their favorite song is “If You’re Happy and You Know It Clap Your Hands.”  They love the “Amen” part, not hooray.
Helen Louise West LaMar

March 24, 1917 - February 25, 2005

Helen Louise West LaMar was born on March 24, 1917, to Walter West and Laverne Crist.  She was the sixth of twelve children.

Helen married William LaMar on February 17, 1943.  They had two children Nancy Lou LaMar and James Monroe Lamar.


Helen died on February 25, 2005, and is buried in the Salem Friends Church Cemetery, Liberty, Indiana.

Helen Louise West LaMar

Written by Nancy Huntington
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Helen Louise West was born on March 24, 1917, at the family farm west of Liberty near Pea Ridge School.  She was the sixth child and fifth daughter of Walter and LaVerne West.  She was named for a relative, Helene Osborn.  She shared happy childhood memories with me including the fun the children had playing games in the yard with their father and how much he enjoyed celebrating Christmas.  She also told me how she assumed the responsibility of polishing shoes and washing and ironing clothes for Uncle Bob and Uncle Lawrence when they went out on dates.  Perhaps the saddest memory she related was the trauma she and her siblings experienced as they lined the front sidewalk and watched their mother being taken out of the house for extended medical care.

Mother attended Pea Ridge and Dunlapsville schools and graduated from Short High School in 1935.  She had many academic talents, but she excelled at typing and shorthand which prompted her teacher to recommend her for a job at the Liberty Herald.  Mother declined the job offer because she didn’t think she was capable.  Instead, she ended up working for a couple, Carl and Grace Kline, near Camden, Ohio.  Grace was in fragile health and Mother assisted her in running the house.  Dad and Mom met through a friend of Dad’s who helped Carl on the farm and who arranged a foursome date including himself, Dad, Mother, and the Kline’s niece, who was Mother’s friend from Liberty.  Even though he was quiet, Dad was adamant that he would go only if his date was “the tall, good-looking one” – Mother!
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Dad and Mom were married on February 17, 1943, at her parent’s home near Pea Ridge.  Mother was sentimental and had chosen the date which was her paternal grandparent’s 63rd wedding anniversary.  Her grandparents, Sarah Catherine and Lawrence Philander West, were to be the only two attendants.  The plan had to be changed because Sarah suffered a fractured hip earlier in the month and was still recuperating.  Mother’s sister, Mabel, and her future husband, Howard Kalsbeek, were the attendants instead.  Dad was so private and shy that he didn’t invite his family to be there.
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My parents were married for 55 years.  Their married life was filled with many challenges but also with much happiness and total devotion to each other.  They were decent, unassuming individuals whose personalities complemented each other.  They preferred to live a quiet life centered mostly on their family.


William Reese LaMar (who preferred to be called Bill) was born on October 5, 1916, in Preble County, Ohio.  He was the second child and first son of Alma and Arthur LaMar.  He grew up on farms near Camden.  Even when he was a child he loved to be outdoors, enjoyed nature, and helped on the farm.  He derived more pleasure from work than from going to school.  He was a quiet child but didn’t hesitate to defend anyone who was being picked on by other students.  He was already farming when he and Mother met.  They lived upstairs at the family farm – Maple Front – when I was born.  We had moved downstairs by the time Jim was born.


When I was in first grade, we moved to Liberty where Dad worked on the farm for several years.  He enjoyed raising pigs more than cows.  He was good at judging the weight of pigs and cows before they were sent to market.  Years later, he enjoyed estimating the weight of livestock at the county fair.  Dad eventually worked at Miami University as the head houseman at Symmes Hall for 27 years.  When he first began working at Symmes, it was the residence hall for the Miami football team.  Dad enjoyed the football players and they respected him.  When a new football stadium was built, the players’ housing was changed to a hall near it.  Symmes became a residence hall for girls.  The girls loved Dad and called him “Mr. Bill”.  Symmes Hall was the largest residence/dining hall on campus for many years and Dad kept it in top shape.  A tree was planted near Symmes in his honor when he retired.


Dad’s pride was evident in everything he did.  On the farm, he kept the weeds around the fences cut even though that invariably led to him getting poison ivy.  When he baled hay or straw, the bales were stacked neatly and securely on the wagon and in the barn.  When he washed windows, they had no streaks.  He raked leaves numerous times in the fall and kept the driveway and sidewalks cleared of snow no matter how many shoveling sessions were required.  He respected his tools; the wooden handles were oiled and the blades were sharpened.  Dad loved to sharpen tools and knives.  He even enjoyed polishing shoes!  He equated self-worth with a work ethic.  He enjoyed being busy and always gave his best to any project.  One of the highest compliments he gave was that an individual was a hard worker.


Dad was not vain but enjoyed being well-groomed.  He always kept his hair cut, and he was very neat in his clothes, even when he was working.  He had unique, dreamy, aqua eyes.  Blue eyes can sometimes be cold and penetrating but Dad’s eyes were warm and friendly.  In his elder years, he looked much younger than his actual age.  The few lines on his face were smile crinkles around his eyes.  Neither Jim nor I nor any of his grandchildren inherited those beautiful aqua eyes – maybe a great grandchild will be lucky someday.
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Dad loved all children unconditionally.  Mother said that children sensed this.  Toddlers in the grocery store would notice Dad and would give him a special smile.  He enjoyed the kids at church and the neighbor children in town.  He liked being “Uncle Bill” to his nieces, nephews, and then later to their children.  He was a wonderful grandfather to Taddie, Fairy, and Jim’s boys.


Dad watched over Mom.  She walked uptown every day for exercise.  Gout and the poor circulation in his legs made it impossible for him to walk with her.  He feared that she would fall on the uneven sidewalks, so he drove along her route in the car just to make sure she was okay.  He also helped her around the house.  He peeled the potatoes for her, ran the sweeper, and always kept the trash emptied.


Dad liked to listen to good singers and to watch them on television.  Some of his favorites were Mary Robbins, Al Martino, and Jim Reeves.  His favorite song was “Mona Lisa”.  He always asked my cousin, Carolyn, to play it on the piano at LaMar family gatherings.  Those in our immediate family experienced Dad’s sense of humor.  He appreciated the humor found in everyday life more than actual jokes.  He named his milk cow “Moon” because he usually milked her in the moonlight.  Our next cow was named “Satellite” around the time Sputnik was launched.  Dad was not scholarly and rarely read books, but he did read newspapers and magazines about nature and farming.  He watched the television news every night before he went to bed.  He always knew about current events and people in the news.


Dad kept busy.  We were apprehensive when he decided to retire from Miami University at the age of 70.  We feared that he might be bored and decline in health.  That never happened!  In the summer, he was usually outside working in the yard and garden.  Weeds did not have a chance with him around.  His garden looked perfect and yielded excellent produce which he enjoyed sharing.  He had a way of making plants, flowers, and trees thrive.  Maple saplings from the woods became beautiful large trees in the yard.  Mother attributed this to his constant care.  He would hoe, weed, and water daily.


He once told me that winter made him sad because everything was dead and dreary.  He coped with that, though, by watching the birds and animals in the yard.  His numerous bird feeders were never empty and he enjoyed seeing all the different species of birds that came to feed.  He took rides on the back roads with the hope of seeing ducks, quail or geese.  He and Mother made regular trips to Whitewater to look at the deer.  We enjoyed those trips with them when we visited in Liberty.    


Dad died unexpectedly in the morning on December 8, 1997, in the way he had hoped – sitting up in a chair at home.  He had gotten up before dawn as usual, bathed and dressed, talked to Mother while she was still in bed, started coffee, and filled the bird feeders.  He was planning to go shopping that day for his annual Christmas gifts for Mom and me, a new dress for her and hose for me.  Pneumonia and breathing difficulties had put too much strain on his heart.  Mother knew he had passed away as soon as she came downstairs.  He had died alone with none of his beloved family with him.  We were grateful that we had visited Dad and Mom the previous week for Thanksgiving.


Throughout her life, Mother loved flowers.  She grew houseplants and outdoor flowers.  When we lived on the farm, she planted flowers everywhere – in the garden, all around the garage, along the fence to the chicken yard, and in front of the house.  I remember the creativity she showed when she painted 10-gallon farm buckets and planted geraniums in them for the front step.  They looked great!  She and Dad also demonstrated ingenuity when I was about four years old and the Easter Bunny brought colored Easter eggs for me in a farm bucket filled with real straw!

Mother’s talent with flowers extended beyond growing them.  When I stopped working fulltime at the greenhouse, Mother took my job.  She learned how to make centerpieces, funeral arrangements, and wedding bouquets; she did great.  She helped me with the flowers for my wedding and for the weddings of both Tad and Laura.  She always laughed at me and said she liked to watch me arrange flowers because I would subconsciously step back, look at the arrangement, and make little changes.  She stayed up with me many late hours throughout the years offering encouragement while I worked through the night.  Those memories keep me company now when I am up all night working on a floral job.


Mother was a talented and creative seamstress, too.  She probably was influenced by her aunt (Grace, I think) who was a dressmaker.  I am told that Mother made me the most wonderful little dresses when I was a toddler.  I have seen one or two of them.  She did not use a pattern but just created them on her own.  They were hand-sewn with neat, precise stitches.  Mother also mended clothes with the same pride.  Dad’s blue farm overalls were old and faded, but they had the neatest possible patches.  Sometimes the patches wee on top of patches.  She also adjusted his farm hats so they fit just right.  The hats and overalls were ironed perfectly, too!
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Mother was a great cook who often did not use recipes.  For a few years, she was the cook three or four days a week at Park Manor Nursing Home.  The residents loved her meals.  She had some flexibility with the menu and was able to prepare home-style meals for them, not just standard institutional food.  She served homemade butterhorn rolls for the residents at least once a week.  Yeast rolls were always part of our special family dinners as well.  Her English tea rings were a treat whenever she made them.  She made pies for us when we visited and knew each family member’s favorite type.  Her fudge was delicious and she always made an extra batch without nuts for Laura.  Tad was especially fond of Grandma’s deviled eggs.  She made scalloped potatoes for me; she knew that Howie enthusiastically ate everything she served.  When she worked on the housekeeping staff in a residence hall at Miami University, she delighted in surprising the students with homemade cookies. 

Mother’s expertise as a quilt-maker continues to be appreciated.  She made her first quilt when she was in high school.  It was green and white, but the green faded when it was washed.  When I was a little girl, she sometimes showed me her early quilts and the unfinished ones.  She let me arrange the individual blocks of the Georgetown Wheel on the floor to see which way they looked best together and to decide which block I thought was the prettiest.  She made numerous quilts, especially during the later years of her life when she had more time.  She asked each member of our immediate family to choose a pattern and color for their special quilt.  A blue and white quilt that she made for Jim won a prize at a Founder’s Day quilt show.  Her picture and a story were in the Liberty Herald.  She stressed that preciseness in cutting the pieces was very important.  She assessed the quality of a quilt by the number and even-ness of the stitches and also by the way points and corners were constructed.  She told me that 9-patch quilts were her favorites.  Dad was proud of her wonderful quilts and assisted her by assembling the quilting frames and by threading the needles.  After she retired, she and Aunt Ruth spent many happy hours quilting together.  The legacy of her quilts is priceless.


Even when Mother was in her 80’s, she had a wonderful complexion and soft skin.  She enjoyed new clothes and having her hair done at the beauty shop.  After Dad died, Aunt Jean McCormick drove Mother to the beauty shop.  Frequently, there was also lunch and a stop at Marie’s dress shop!  As Mother aged, the beauty and purity of her soul became even more evident.  Her quiet charm and radiant smile captivated even the busiest doctors and nurses.  Strangers noticed her special aura.  It wasn’t contrived; it was just there.  She was an inspiration.

Mother might have seemed fragile, but she was actually quite strong in spirit.  When she had a radical mastectomy in her fifties, I was the person who told her about the surgery when she woke up.  She did not cry.  The next morning the first question she asked the doctor was, “how soon can I start the exercises?”  He looked at me in disbelief – no self-pity or questions about the prognosis!  She left the hospital several days ahead of schedule and was never diagnosed with cancer again.  Mother was extremely sensitive to medicine.  She could get over-medicated with standard dosages.  At one point, she lost most of her motor skills and did not regain them until she was off all medications for nearly three months.  In hindsight, it is obvious that this sensitivity had plagued her for many years, but it had not been recognized. 

Mother’s quiet resolve was evident when Dad died.  He had been her life partner and best friend.  They had enjoyed doing everything together whether it was watching the deer at Whitewater, canning tomatoes, cleaning the house, or sitting on the breezeway talking.  Mother showed her quiet strength as she went on living day by day, doing what needed to be done, accepting life, and going on.  She did not complain, but she often spoke about how much she missed Dad.


When I was very young, Mother was sick and had to lie outside in the sun for hours during the summer to gain strength.  She still found a way to take care of me even though she was weak.  She kept me at her side, taught me nursery rhymes, and sang to me.  A special bond was formed.  I was so lucky to have her love and attention even though she was not in good health.   Years later, it was our privilege to care for her needs.  She spent a lot of time with Howie and me after she broke her hip and couldn’t find reliable, 24-hour home care in Liberty.  Since Howie and I had jobs, she went to an intergenerational day center at a local hospital on weekdays.  She enjoyed the little children, made friends, and participated in the activities.  She was the best Bingo player there.  She worked crossword puzzles and was alert.  She was enthusiastic about whatever we were doing and always was eager to participate, whether it was a 4-H meeting at our house or seeing a student program at school.  She died alone in her sleep at our house sometime during the night of February 25/26, 2005.  She had lived a remarkable life but was ready to join Dad.  They are buried at Salem Cemetery next to the farm where our family of four had lived.
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Although neither of my parents sought to be the center of attention, we honored them with four celebrations.  Jim and I hosted a surprise 25th wedding anniversary party for them.  Aunt Mabel baked a tiered wedding cake for it.  They were surprised that Sunday afternoon when they came home from a visit with Grandma West and saw all the cars parked at their house.  For their 50th anniversary, we had a reception at Salem Friends Church.  We celebrated Dad’s 80th birthday at their home under a big orange and white tent in the yard.  Mom’s 80th birthday was celebrated at Salem Church and included a display of her wonderful quilts draped over the pews.  Those occasions created special memories for Mom and Dad and for all of us.

By the time they retired, Mom and Dad were financially secure enough to not worry about every purchase; however, their greatest pleasures were found in everyday life – a wave from Butch West when he saw Dad in the yard, an African violet blooming profusely on the coffee table, a mother cardinal and her babies at the bird feeder, a short chat with Stanley Fields when he delivered fuel oil, or a visit or phone call from anyone.


Life lessons from Mom and Dad were not spoken or preached; instead, they were consistently demonstrated.  Mom and Dad shared many common character traits – kindness, humility, compassion, honesty, integrity, generosity, and modesty.  They never compromised their values.  They accepted life’s challenges and did not dwell on hardships or disappointments.  They lived each day with contentment and without remorse, envy, or regret.  Jim and I were lucky to have been their children.

Helen Louise West LaMar
Written by Ruth Logue
I am afraid as little kids we were a thorn in Helen’s side.  She was always a great worker and my mother’s helper.  We called her “Elsie,” our neighbor, to tease her.  She was so neat and clean.  She cleaned the house, cooked, baked, did the laundry and sewed - all beautifully.  
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We were the outside gang; we weren’t needed inside, and we did not appreciate all she did.  She would chase us outside.  


After school, she worked at McNurney’s store.  She went to work in Ohio for Klein’s (Carl and Grace) at Fairhaven and that is where she met Bill.  They were married at our home on Grandma’s birthday and Grandma was to be her attendant, but she broke her arm and could not come, so Mabel was her bridesmaid.  They lived on a farm over by Camden with Bill’s two maiden aunts and his grandpa.  They had an apartment upstairs, so she carried everything up and down stairs.  She worked so hard.


When Nancy was little, she put her in a basket and helped Bill farm.  After Jim was born, they moved up where Steve lives now and farmed for us for several years.  Finally he went to work at Miami University.  Helen worked at Park Manor, the greenhouse in Liberty, Indiana, which also had a flower shop, and then Miami University as a housekeeper.  


When they lived up the road, we did many things together; we helped each other clean house, sew and she took care of me when some of the children were born.  She loved to cook and made many beautiful quilts.  She was a quiet, loving person.

Nancy Louise LaMar Huntington

May 19, 1944

Written by Nancy Huntington
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I was born on May 19, 1944, at 2:37 in the afternoon to William Reece LaMar and Helen Louise West LaMar, at Reid Memorial Hospital in Richmond, Indiana.  Mother had done a week’s laundry that morning using a wringer washer before she went to the hospital.  I was named for Mother’s maternal great-grandmother, Nancy Immel Crist.  My middle name, Lou, is shortened from Louise, Mother’s middle name.  
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Our family moved to Liberty from Camden, Ohio, when Jim and I were young.  Life was not easy then for my parents.  Mother had health issues; Dad was sad, tired and worried.  Dad drove old cars and most of our furniture was given to us, but all four of us loved the beautiful house and farm at Pine Ridge.  (I remember wishing that we could use the fireplace!)  The Logue’s lived just down the road and our two families were entwined forever during those years.  Dad helped Uncle Red on the farm.  Mother and Aunt Ruth frequently worked on projects together – doing spring housecleaning, sewing, making homemade fudge and cookies at Christmas, and freezing and canning fruits and vegetables in the summer.  In the fall, our two families usually had a big wiener roast in the apple orchard using fallen tree limbs for the bonfire.


Jim played with Bobby, Davey and Tommy.  My little cousin, Teeny, was so cute but a lot younger than me.  I remember when Uncle Red came to our house to pick up the four kids and told them that they had a new baby brother, Stephen Richard.  Aunt Ruth and Uncle Red were a big part of Jim’s and my childhood.  Even after Dad went to Miami University to work and our family moved to town, the bond between our two families remained strong and special.


Howard Shideler Huntington was born in Richmond, Indiana on February 2, 1945.  He was the second child of Marion James and Ruth May Shideler Huntington.  He was named in honor of his paternal grandfather and his mother’s maiden name.  When his father returned from Europe after serving in the Army during World War II, the family moved to a farm west of Liberty on a road about a mile from Grandpa and Grandma West’s home.  As a child, Howie enjoyed riding horses with his family and friends.  I remember seeing them ride past Grandma and Grandpa’s house on Sunday afternoons.  His favorite horse was named Nancy (long before he met me!)

Howie and I both graduated from Short High School and were in many of the same school activities, but we did not date until he left Liberty to attend Purdue University.  In high school, Howie won awards for his thespian talent; I was content to be a member of the Thespian Club.  Howie excelled in math and science; I did better in English, Latin and home economics classes (which led to the Betty Crocker Homemaker of Tomorrow award at graduation).  Howie participated in the Co-op program at Purdue.  He attended college part of the year and worked at Philco in Connersville and later Delco-Remy in Anderson the other semester.  He graduated from Purdue in June 1968 with a Bachelor of Science Degree in Electrical Engineering.

The day after my high school graduation, I was surprised with a summer job offer at Jackson & Son Greenhouse in Liberty.  The owner knew me because I had been in charge of decorations and flowers at graduation.  I enjoyed working at the greenhouse so much those summer months that I continued working there and attended night school at Earlham.  After a few years, I decided that I needed to earn more money in order to eventually attend college fulltime.  I worked in the premium audit department at the Insurance Company of North America in Richmond but continued to help the greenhouse with weddings.  I attended night school at the Earlham College-Indiana University Center until our marriage.
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Mother and I made several trips to Dayton, Ohio, to choose my wedding dress.  It was pure silk, totally simple without any trim.  A long veil trailed behind it.  I purchased the dress and veil at Rike’s, a quality department store.  Howie thought that I bought the dress at Rink’s which was also known as Rink’s Bargain City.  Rink’s television commercials during Saturday night wrestling shows usually showed the announcer throwing merchandise at the camera.  Howie told me later that he was puzzled when I bought the dress at Rink’s!  Rink’s probably did not even sell wedding dresses.  We still laugh about it!


Howie and I were married in a traditional Quaker ceremony at Salem Friends Church on August 10, 1968.  Some of his ancestors had been Quakers and I had attended Salem ever since we lived on Pine Ridge Farm. All the guests signed the Quaker Marriage Certificate as witnesses.  Grandpa LaMar and Grandma West attended and Jim came home from Mississippi on a two-day leave to be an usher.  Our reception was at the 4-H Building.  We had a brief honeymoon at Hueston Woods Lodge and few to Florida to live.  It was my first airplane flight.


Howie had accepted a job in St. Petersburg, Florida, at Electronic Communications Incorporated which was a company involved with the space program.  I worked at the St. Petersburg Times/Times Publishing Company in the accounting department as the jobwork cost analyst.  We bought a house in St. Pete and visited our parents at Christmas and in the summer.  Our time in St. Pete was a two-year honeymoon.  When the space program hit a lull, Howie decided to accept a job offer he had received from Motorola when he had graduated from Purdue.  We each drove a car from St. Pete to Chicago.  Howie had the convertible with a radio and I drove the Volkswagen with no radio!  The solitary drive provided plenty of time for reflection.  I realized how much I had missed the Midwest and our families.

We rented a brand new apartment in Rolling Meadows, Illinois, which was about three miles from Motorola.  During the two years we lived in the apartment, the trip to Motorola changed from five minutes to half an hour.  We lived within a mile of the huge Woodfield Shopping Center which opened during our first year in Rolling Meadows.  We were expecting Tad when our apartment lease expired.  We bought a house in Lake Zurich, which was an established town ten miles farther north from Motorola but with a faster, less-congested commute for Howie.
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Howard LaMar Huntington was born on September 27, 1972, at Arlington Heights, Illinois.  He was named for his paternal great-grandfather and with the tradition of the maternal maiden name as a middle name.  We knew that we wanted him to have a short nickname he could use as an adult.  We didn’t choose one until Howie’s mother mentioned that she had been called “Tad” by her cousins when she was younger.  That was it!  Tad has the distinction of being named for his grandmother!


Laura Louise Huntington was born on November 19, 1973, also at Arlington Heights.  We barely made it to the hospital in time.  She didn’t have a name for two days because we liked so many.  Each of Howie’s parents had a favorite Aunt Laura – Laura Kennel of Eaton, Ohio, and Laura Osborn of Union County, Indiana.  It seemed appropriate to have our own Laura.  Louise was an easy choice in honor of Mother.  Dad and Mom called her Fairy; she was their adored only granddaughter.


We wanted Tad and Laura to have a close relationship with their grandparents like each of us had experienced.  Although we lived over 300 miles from Liberty, we traveled there at least one weekend a month while they were younger.  Nearly every Christmas, Thanksgiving and Easter was spent with our parents.  Liberty was Tad and Laura’s second home.  When they were toddlers, they called my parents Grandpa and Grandma Fishy (for the fish in their aquarium) and Howie’s parents were Grandpa and Grandma Doggie (for all the dogs).


Somehow in the middle of traveling, raising children, and working, Howie earned a Master of Science in Electrical Engineering degree from the Illinois Institute of Technology in Chicago.  Quite by chance, I started a small wedding flower business operating out of our house before the kids started grade school.  We moved to a bigger house next door in Lake Zurich when Laura was in kindergarten and Tad was in first grade.  We built a house in Hawthorn Woods when the kids were in high school.  That is where we live now.  Hawthorn Woods adjoins Lake Zurich, so our roots have been in this area for 35 years.
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Tad and Laura participated in many activities together, beginning with gymnastics in preschool and progressing to soccer, 4-H, school newspaper, yearbook, cross country, track and marching band during their school years in Lake Zurich.  Tad and Howie spent two weeks hiking and camping at the BSA Philmont Ranch in New Mexico one summer.  Tad achieved the rank of Eagle Scout the next year.  Tad and Laura have always been best friends who totally supported each other.  They both graduated from Lake Zurich High School and the University of Illinois.  Tad earned a Bachelor of Arts degree in Political Science in 1995.  In 1997, Laura earned a Bachelor of Arts degree in English and a Bachelor of Science degree in Electrical Engineering.  My parents attended both college graduations.
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The kids participated in numerous activities at the U of I.  Even though it was a big university, they had friends wherever they went.  We enjoyed visiting them and being part of the campus life.  We helped refurbish Tad’s fraternity house and we assisted Laura with the mandatory change of rooms every semester in her sorority house.  By her final year, she had a private room which was very comfortable!  Tad played trombone in the Marching Illini all four years and had great experiences playing in the band at bowl games and the NCAA basketball tournament.  Laura was an enthusiastic Fighting Illini fan.  Laura was also quite involved in student government; she was elected to the Student Senate in her senior year.  Tad and Laura were on the staff of a student newspaper.  Tad was the Art Editor and Laura was the Editor-in-Chief.  Howie and I have many happy memories of the University of Illinois as parents and still attend Homecoming weekend even though we are not alumni.
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Both Tad and Laura are attorneys.  Tad graduated in 1998 from Chicago-Kent College of Law, the law school of the Illinois Institute of Technology.  He was admitted to the bar in Illinois and Indiana.  Laura graduated from the University of Chicago Law School in 2000.  They practice in different fields of law.  Much of Tad’s work involves civil litigation and Laura concentrates on intellectual property law.  They both work at law firms in downtown Chicago.
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Tad married Ellen Catherine Blanchard in Evanston, Illinois, on May 18, 2002, a beautiful spring day.  The reception was held at the historic Women’s Club of Evanston.  On their first dance, they surprised everyone – especially Howie and me – with their dancing expertise.  They honeymooned in the British Virgin Islands.  Tad met Ellen in her senior year at Northwestern University where she earned a Bachelor of Music degree in 1999.  After graduation she studied for a year in Stuttgart, Germany, as a Fulbright Scholar and then on a fellowship at The Ohio State University where she received a Master of Music degree in 2001.  Currently, Ellen is in the second year of a Doctor of Music program at Northwestern University.  Ellen is a flutist and is a member of the Quad Cities Symphony Orchestra.  Tad is active in the U of I alumni association and his fraternity’s alumni group.  Tad and Ellen purchased a home in Mt. Prospect, Illinois, which is about 30 minutes away from our home in Hawthorn [image: image241.jpg]


Woods.
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Laura married Robert David Donoghue on November 16, 2002, at a church in downtown Chicago.  Their reception was held at Symphony Center, home of the Chicago Symphony Orchestra.  The evening was beautiful.  Snow began to fall during the reception and the view overlooking the Art Institute and Michigan Avenue was spectacular.  They honeymooned on Hawaii’s Big Island.  They met while working at a law firm in Chicago.  They dated while she lived in Washington, D.C., working as a law clerk at the United States Court of Appeals for the Federal Circuit.  David grew up in Midland, Michigan, and graduated from the University of Michigan where he received a Bachelor of Science degree in Aerospace Engineering in 1996.  He graduated from Georgetown University Law Center in 1999.  He is Special Counsel at a Chicago law firm and is also an Adjunct Professor at the Loyola Chicago School of Law.  They moved to Oak Park, Illinois, last November.


Laura and David have a little boy, Charles Huntington Donoghue, who was born on March 1, 2006, when they lived in Birmingham, Michigan.  Charlie is cute, curious and adorable.  Most importantly Charlie is healthy and happy.  He is a very busy little boy.  He loves animals, especially their dog, Gertie.  He loves to ride in his special bike seat with David.  Laura and David are expecting another baby in December 2007.  We are looking forward to its arrival!
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Howie has been an amateur radio operator since high school.  He receives a lot of pleasure from HAM radio, especially contests and dx (contacting foreign countries).  His call is K9KM.  He has been a Vice Director for the national American Radio Relay League since 1983, representing members from Indiana, Illinois and Wisconsin.  I received my amateur radio license before the kids were born.  My call is WB9HGN.  We applied to the FCC for a special event license – WS9UCI – for the Sesquicentennial of Union County Indiana.  We set up a temporary station for WS9UCA at Mom and Dad’s house so that people could visit and observe.  Tad and Laura also have HAM licenses, but are too busy to use them.
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Howie has worked for Motorola since April 1970.  He was in the right place at the right time to be in the forefront of cellular telephone technology.  He was part of the Motorola engineering team that designed the receiver for the first cell phones (cellular radios).  He predicted then that cell phones would be used by everyone.  We had an early experimental system in our car which required a bulky unit in the trunk with wires going to the front seat.  A regular phone handset was used.  He has participated in the development of cell phones from large units to the razor - thin phone that fits in a pocket.  He has traveled to 19 countries for Motorola.  He currently launches new products for Asia Pacific.


I have worked for the Lake Zurich School District for over 22 years.  I began as the part-time bookkeeper in the Jr. High and have been the secretary to the principal in one of the district’s elementary schools for twenty years.  Every day is different and the environment is stimulating.  The biggest challenge of my school career occurred late this summer when our school building (which is located on a hill) was flooded due to a major transformer in town blowing out during record heavy rains on a weekend.  In addition to flooding, there were mold and asbestos problems.  As a result, we were relocated to an unoccupied school building that was slated for demolition.  It took dozens of volunteers, district employees, movers and contractors to relocate everything and to refurbish the building for occupancy. We couldn’t start school on time.  Our plight was reported on the major television stations in Chicago and on the front page of the Chicago Tribune.  We are now in session, but the relocation has been a constant challenge for nearly three months.
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Besides working at school, I still have the floral design business for weddings and events in the suburbs and downtown Chicago.  I couldn’t do it without Howie’s encouragement and support.  My boss at the greenhouse predicted in 1962 that I would always be working with flowers.  I didn’t expect that it would be in the middle of the night, on weekends, and on vacation days.


Howie and I look forward to a slower lifestyle…spending more time with family and friends, staying in Liberty for extended periods, renewing our hobbies, working on projects together, and sitting by the fireplace and enjoying our home.

James Monroe LaMar

October 24, 1948 - April 30, 2005

Written by Nancy Huntington
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Jim was four years younger than me.  I remember knowing that he was going to be born because Mother wore a pretty pink floral maternity dress every time she went for check-ups at Dr. McKinley’s office.  Jim’s arrival was a very big event in the LaMar family.  He was a boy to carry on the LaMar family name!  Grandpa LaMar drove his new Studebaker to take Dad to Fort Hamilton Hospital to bring Mom and Jim home.  Jim was named for Mother’s bachelor brother, Lester Monroe West.  We called him Jimmy when he was little.


I don’t remember seeing Jim for the first time, but I do remember his black hair when he was a baby.  I also remember people bringing baby gifts to the house which I thought was fun!  I believe that Aunt Eleanor came to help Mom when Jim was born or sometime when he was little.  I have a memory of playing under the kitchen table and causing it to crash, much to Aunt Eleanor’s dismay!


Jim became a tow-headed little boy.  We played together even though we were four years apart.  He always wanted to play “farm” and I always wanted to play “house”.  When we moved to Liberty, we compromised by designating one half of the huge sandbox under the maple tree as the farm and the other half as the house!  Jim loved his farm toys and always made a distinct motor noise when he was playing with them.  Once on a hot summer day I convinced him to “swim” with me in a big mud hole.  That didn’t make Mom or Dad very happy.  When it snowed, we sledded down the hill by the corn crib.  It was exciting because the hill ended at the creek.  He broke a front tooth sledding and I don’t remember if we ever sledded down that hill again.


One year Mother and Aunt Ruth had a birthday party for Jim.  He was probably four or five.  Since his birthday was very near Halloween, I remember that the napkins and plates were “Halloweeny.”   A few years ago I found a book in which I had carefully recorded the guest list and the presents he received at his party.

Jim was in Cub Scouts.  It made my parents very proud when he got his awards.  His Cub Scout book is very special to me.  He was also in 4-H, but he didn’t enjoy that as much since he didn’t have an animal to care for and show at the fair.  Through Jim, Howie and I had an early connection long before we were married.  Jim was a student in the class Howie’s mother taught in grade school.  She offered free kittens to her students.  Of course, Jim convinced our parents to let him have one but I think he took two!  Another memory I have is when he went to Hahn’s Jewelry Store when he was in high school and bought a ring for me at Christmas.  It was such a thoughtful surprise!  I still have the ring. 


With his fall birthday, Jim started school almost a year younger than the other kids in his class.  It was a disadvantage through the years.  He couldn’t get his driver’s license in the same grade as his friends.  He also couldn’t be hired for the well-paying summer jobs at the factories in Connersville because he was too young.  He worked at Carter’s filling station and enjoyed that very much.  He also worked on lawn mowers at Herschel Grimme’s shop.  I don’t remember which job came first, but both jobs enhanced his skills with engines.  Jim could fix any problem with a lawnmower and was very knowledgeable about cars, too.  Both of these talents were admired and appreciated by Dad.


Jim had a great love for music.  It started when we still lived on the farm and one of his friends played guitar in a band from Connersville.  Jim saved money for a guitar and was soon learning all he could about it.  This love of music and especially of guitars stayed with him forever.  He entertained my parents and me with his music.  He especially admired Eric Clapton.  He enlightened me about guitar playing and gave me a much better appreciation and understanding of the music he enjoyed.  He made a special CD of Willie Nelson music for me to play as I drove back to Chicago alone one weekend.  When I liked a CD he played, he would burn me a copy to take home.  He loved to collect music and guitars.  He played with bands for fun.  It was special to see a video of him having a good time playing in a band not too long before he got really ill.


Since I was four years older than Jim and there were some periods of instability in our lives as we were growing up, I felt very protective of him.  When he and I were living for awhile with Grandpa and Grandma LaMar at Camden, all the elementary students were given polio shots at school.  During class a day or two later, my teacher told me that Jim wouldn’t be going home on the school bus in the afternoon because he had gotten sick and the custodian had driven him home.  When I got home, I discovered that Jim was nearly paralyzed and couldn’t walk.  He had a bad reaction to the shot.  We were told that without the shot he might have developed polio; I don’t know if that was valid or not.  I remember how happy I was a few days later when he could walk again.

Unfortunately, there was no way to protect him from cancer.  Jim’s life ended much too soon.  I think that somehow he held on until Mother passed away so she wouldn’t experience the pain of losing him.  In the few days before his death, it was amazing how much Jim resembled Grandpa West.  When Jim died, I held his hand until Hospice arrived.  It was still warm, but my little brother was gone.  


Jim was in the Air Force for four years.  He joined in 1968 during the Vietnam War.  Jim had always liked airplanes, so the Air Force was a logical choice for him.  When Jim was still in high school, he showed me a poem called ‘High Flight’.  One line was ‘(I) put out my hand and touched the face of God’.  He liked the poem so much that I gave him a framed picture of three military jets in high flight.  Tad read the poem at Jim’s memorial service.  The picture was there on display, too.
James Monroe LaMar
Written by Carolyn Wagers LaMar
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James Monroe LaMar was born on October 24, 1948, in Hamilton, Ohio, to William R. LaMar and Helen (West) LaMar.

He has a sister, Nancy (LaMar) Huntington.

[image: image251.jpg]



Jim served in the United States Air Force from 1968 - 1972.  
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Jim met Carolyn Wagers, who was born August 21, 1945, in Richmond, Indiana, to Jimmy and Verna Collins Wagers.  Carolyn was married previously to Alton Hale and had two children: Jeffrey Ray Hale born February 4, 1965, and Curtis Alan Hale born December 4, 1966.

In June, 1972, Jim took the boys and Carolyn out for ice cream at Jay’s.  Curtis, who was only five years old said, “I sure am glad he found us.”
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In December, 1972, Jim and Carolyn were married by a Quaker Justice of the Peace in Richmond, Indiana.  Jeffrey and Curtis were in the back seat talking.  Curtis said, “What are we supposed to call him?”  Jeffrey, a very grown-up and wise seven year old said, “He’s our dad now!”  So on that day, at the age of 24, Jim became a Dad.  He loved the boys and often commented he had to remember that they were not born to him.  


On April 4, 1977, James Arthur LaMar was born.  The family is complete.  Everyone is thrilled!  Jim’s dad is thrilled - the LaMar name will continue.  Jim’s mom is thrilled; her baby has a son!  James has always been an endearing child in our family; he keeps us all laughing and wanting another hug from him.


The boys were in music, sports, scouts, and had lots of friends in and out of the house in Richmond and Lawrenceburg.  When we moved to Lawrenceburg, Jeffrey was left behind at Indiana University.  Curtis, after two years in high school in Lawrenceburg, went on to the University of Tennessee.
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Each older son met and married their wives after graduating from college and living on their own.  Jeffrey married Denise Anne Budinich on March 14, 1992.  Denise was born on September 26, 1968, the daughter of Brenda Joy Roig Budinich and Carl Arsane Budinich Jr.  Jeffrey graduated from Indiana University and is a Technical Marketing Engineer and Denise graduated from the University of Alabama and is a Software Engineer.  Jeffrey and Denise are employed by Hewlett-Packard in Boise, Idaho.  They have three children:  Meredith Elaine Hale born March 11, 1996; Lindsey Marie Hale born December 1, 1998; and Emily Grace Hale born July 9, 2002.
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  Curtis married Amy LeAnn Balmer on May 13, 1995.  Amy was born on October 10, 1969, the daughter of Karen Loy Montgomery Balmer and Steven Donald Balmer.     Curtis graduated from the University of Tennessee and is the area Business Manager with Myriad Genetic Laboratories, Inc.  Amy is a homemaker, mom, wife and volunteer.  She is a graduate of the University of Kentucky in Interior Design.  They have three children:  Madeleine Montgomery Hale born September 8, 1998; Jack Henry Hale born August 22, 2000; and Harry James Hale born March 20, 2002. 

James attended MTSU and Martin Methodist, but he chose to play music in a band and work.  He finally settled on 84 Lumber Company and Jessica Belanger from New York, an investment banker.  I think it’s a perfect match.  James married Jessica Margaret Belanger on December 29, 2006.  Jessica was born September 28, 1979, the daughter of Kathleen Louise (Haskin) Belanger and Gerard Allen Belanger.  Jessica is currently awaiting the birth of her and James’ first child.  She graduated from Northern Illinois and St. Petersburg College in Florida with degrees in criminal justice and forensic science.
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After serving in the United States Air Force, Jim worked for Ford Motor Visteon Systems launching new products worldwide before his death on April 30, 2005.  Jim enjoyed his work and travel; new cultures and all the people he met.  I worked as a pre-school teacher for six years from 1988 - 1994.  Then being a homemaker, wife and mother were my primary occupations.  Family, friends, (church) fill my days since Jim’s death.
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I never knew Grandpa West.  I did, however, prevent Grandma West from falling backwards out Aunt Betty’s door.  Jim and I and the two older boys had stopped to visit Aunt Betty and Uncle Carl.  I guess Grandma West spied the car and did not want to miss an opportunity for a visit and came up the steps with her walker, and as she came through the door unassisted, started to go over backwards.  I was the only one to notice her and held onto her for dear life, all 105 lbs. of me.  We often laughed that she risked life and limb for a visit.
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Our married life was spent with family, mine, who lived two doors away, in Richmond and Jim’s mom and dad in Liberty.  My dad always thought Jim could fix anything, but thought him extremely dangerous with a hammer.  After church on Sunday mornings the afternoons were spent with Jim’s parents in Liberty.  We enjoyed one of Helen’s famous Sunday lunches and a ride in Bill’s Nova, always for Jim to make sure that the prized machine was running properly.  We played games Yahtzee, Uno, and Carom to pass the afternoon.  Later Jim’s parents enjoyed visits to Tennessee.  Lawrenceburg, being a small rural community like Liberty, hosted an antique tractor show each fall which was a huge hit with Jim’s dad. 

[image: image262.jpg]


[image: image263.jpg]


All three of our sons took family leave the month of April, 2005, to be with their dad and support me.  Ten days before Jim passed away, Jeffrey had pushed Jim’s wheelchair into the bedroom.  Jeffrey helped his dad to stand.  I was sitting on the bed watching as Jim held onto the door for balance.  He looked at Jeffrey and said, as he struggled to stand, “I would have taken a dozen just like you.”  Just like in the days of old when the blessings were passed on to the children, as Isaac blessed Jacob, Jim blessed Jeffrey.  Jim blessed each one of us with his love.  He passed away on April 30, 2005.  Rest in peace, dear love.
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Mabel Corinne West Kalsbeek

August 31, 1919 - July 16, 1982
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Mabel Corinne West was born August 31, 1919, to Walter West and Laverne Crist.  She was the seventh of twelve children.

Mabel married Howard Kalsbeek on September 23, 1943.  They had two children William Howard Kalsbeek and Sandra Marie Kalsbeek.


Mabel died July 16, 1982.   

Mabel Corinne West Kalsbeek
Written by Ruth Logue
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Mabel was a live-wire.  She always had something going.  She had many friends home from school to spend the night.  She was the “outdoor gang” with me.  I remember in the summertime going down to the creek behind the barn and lifting big flat rocks to get clay to play with.  Sometimes it was crawl dads and snakes!  In the winter we would sled ride.  Mabel and I were on the grain wagon for threshing.  We would hold two bushel sacks and watch the grain, then drag it back and stack it on the wagon.  


After she was out of school, she worked at McNurney’s store and lived with Betty.  She also worked at the county farm and finally at the Co-Op as bookkeeper for many years.


She married Howard Kalsbeek and had Bill and Sandy.  She lived up on US 27 and we would baby sit a lot for them.


Mabel worked hard, but she did not have much.  She was always helping somebody else.  One time we were without electric for three days, and she would bring pots of soup for us.  She had a gas stove.  She painted and made several wedding cakes.  She loved her yard.  
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Howard died working in the garden of a heart attack.  After she left the Co-Op, she took care of Keith Bossert for several years.  Sandy was building a house (underground on US 27).  Mabel came from work and fixed drinks to take out to the workers as it was hot.  She slipped and fell on a construction rod and ruptured her aorta.  She died while serving others; that was Mabel.
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kills Liberty woman

LIBERTY — A Liberty woman
was pronounced dead on arrival at
Reid Memorial Friday evening af-
ter falling at a construction site in
Liberty.

. Mabel Kalsbeek, 62, R.R. 1, Lib-
erty, was taking iced tea to a con-
struction site at the corner of Lib-
lerty Pike and U.S. 27, where a
home is being built for her son-in-

%) law and daughter, Larry and
' Sandy Boggs, the Indlana State Po-
 lice said.

Obituary
—on next page:,

Mrs. Kalsbeek appakently
slipped on loose dirt at the embank-
ment and fell into the coricrete
foundation. She was impaled in the
chest and hip by vertical iron rein-,
forcement rods implanted in the
foundation, .according to Union
County Coroner Mike Blackwell.





William Howard Kalsbeek

August 28, 1944

Written by Bill Kalsbeek


I was born August 28, 1944, to Howard Kalsbeek and Mabel West Kalsbeek.  My father, Howard was born January 30, 1919, in Rochester, New York and died May 26, 1970.  My mother, Mabel, was born to Walter West and Laverne Crist West on August 31, 1919, and died July 16, 1982.  I was almost a birthday present.  I don’t remember anything until about age 3 ½.  
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Mom and Dad were about six months apart.  Dad’s family moved here in 1932.  The story of Mom and Dad goes like this.  Mom was working in McNurney’s Dime Store in the first block west of the Post Office in Liberty.  Dad would come in every Saturday afternoon and buy two or three little handkerchiefs for his mother to crochet borders around for six or seven weeks.  Finally he asked if he could take her home after work.  She said only if my sister can go too.  I don’t remember which sister, but she worked at the Drug Store in front of the Court House (one block away).  They both lived with Aunt Betty Shriner (2 blocks south).  


That evolved eventually into marriage.  They were married September or October, 1942.  Eventually I arrived and eighteen months later on March 6, 1946, Sandy, my sister, arrived. 
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My earliest memory is at age 3 ½ and Sandy was two.  The B & O Railroad was just behind the house (about 100 feet).  Mom heard workmen on the railroad (section crew) laughing and pointing and she came outside to investigate.  I had Sandy by the hand and was leading her around the yard and holding a flower stem with the other hand (probably iris) so she could smell them.  The workers were laughing and embarrassed me and I guess that’s why I remember it.  By age 4, Sandy learned that if she tormented me enough after seven or eight repeated warnings, I would hit her.  She would run to Mom and say, “Billy hit me” and Mom would get a switch from the lilac bush and whack me.  After Dad got home from work, I would get another, because you just don’t hit girls.  This is the way it went until about age 15.  


I remember catching 70 or 80 fireflies in the evening and putting them in a quart jar with a handful of grass and holes in the lid and going to sleep watching them and turning them all loose in the morning just to do it again the next night.  I remember summer sunsets for hours in the front yard most nights and hearing the crickets until the fireflies started up.  (Sunsets now only take 30 minutes maximum).
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At age 8 or 9, I was allowed to go across the railroad on Saturday mornings to a 4 or 5 acre woods.  I was armed with a school bag about two foot square with a shoulder strap, a bottle of Pepsi, an opener, two fried egg sandwiches and my little books.  One book showed and identified all trees by the leaf and bark, one about wildflowers in the woods, one about reptiles picturing all snakes, salamanders and turtles, and an Audebon Bird Book, and one showing all insects.  I eventually learned to take my shoes and socks off and put them in my bag so I didn’t scare the birds, squirrels and skunks.  By doing this before entering the woods I didn’t cause alarm to nature.  I learned to move silently through the woods in harmony with nature while allowing me to observe all living things naturally without raising an alarm.  Within two years I knew all living things from plants, trees, and critters and how to be accepted as part of their world.  I credit this knowledge for keeping me alive years later while serving Uncle Sam. 
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 I remember digging worms every dry day and putting them with my cane pole by the yard gate in the evening.  Dad didn’t like to fish and was usually too tired, but occasionally he would take me fishing.  Uncle Frances Mathis loved to fish and would come get me about once a month in the summer and put up with me all afternoon at a farm pond.  What a great joy that was and stands out today among my fondest memories.  I learned a lot about fishing also and today live on a houseboat five months each year and fish whenever I want to.  My little black dog was my best buddy in the whole world.  When I was 3 ½ years old I got her as a puppy and at age 22, I held her in my arms when she died.  As a child when I sat on the kitchen door step pouting or crying (probably from a switching) she would sit beside me and put her head in my lap like “I understand”.  She was my best buddy in the world.  I told her everything.  She was half black Cocker Spaniel and half black Labrador.  She loved the water as much as I did.  One summer afternoon in August, it was very hot and very humid and in the 90’s.  We went fishing in a neighbor’s farm pond.  (I was 14 years old.)  She was very hot and panting heavily from running around, and I noticed she hadn’t jumped into the pond to swim around and scare the fish away like normal.  She was beginning to show her age.  I picked her up and tossed her in the water about 15 feet out.  She swam around for a minute then went down.  When she came up I jumped in, swam to her and brought her back to shore.  I learned that day that there was something I might risk myself for.  It never occurred to me before.  I didn’t learn to swim until years later in the military.  I never told Mom and Dad.  Why we didn’t both drown that day, I’ll never know.  I guess God decided to save a dumb young boy and his dog.  This sort of sums up my childhood.


At about age 15, I noticed Sandy was growing up and I became very protective of her.  This lasted until her death a few years ago.  In high school, if a boy asked her out, she would say, “You must ask Bill first.”  She wouldn’t say yes unless he got my permission first.  I felt very responsible for her, but also secretly respected her trust in my judgment or opinion.  This protective attitude lasted until she started her ten-year fight with cancer.  We were both devastated.  For the first time in my life, something bad happened to her that I couldn’t make go away.  In general, she handled it very well.  Again, I learned (or was reminded) that God controls all things and my opinion is really irrelevant.


As far back as I can remember I loved airplanes.  When I was small I used to run to a window and watch an airplane until it disappeared.  While in the first and second grade I did the same thing.  This got me in trouble at school, but after two years, I learned not to run to the window to watch an airplane pass over.  (A slow learner, I guess.)
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At age 13 I started helping Uncle Julian Logue bail hay, and one summer I lived with Uncle Bob and Aunt Jean West to help on the farm.  At 15 ½ years old I had enough money to take flying lessons.  Four months before my 16th birthday I could fly a plane anywhere in the country, but I couldn’t drive a car.  Someone had to drive me to the airport.  I have always loved flying and have been in the air every way possible except a blimp and a hot air balloon.  If lucky, I may be able to do the balloon next summer if I can get someone to take up a 62-year-old man with a bad heart.


After high school I went to college in Cincinnati.  I became an Architectural Engineer.  I designed farm equipment (5 years), escalators (5 years), vacation cottages, apartment complexes, ski resorts and condominiums (7 years), sold insurance (17 years), started a trash collection business with a friend (2 years), sold it to Rumpke and worked for them as a driver and supervisor of routes, managed Greenville, Ohio and Richmond, Indiana operations (15 years), then I was disabled by a heart attack.


I married Carol Marjorie Thatcher on July 14, 1968.  We were married for sixteen years and divorced.  I married Cheryl Morgan McConnell on August 24, 1987.  We were married for two years and divorced.  I now live with Christine Zimmerman Saylor from 1992 to the present.
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I have several memories of Grandpa and Grandma West.  Grandpa owned their home and over 900 acres.  They owned all the ground on the south side from Pea Ridge School to the Poe farm across from Uncle Bud’s (Lawrence West) house and south from Pea Ridge to the McCashland farm (first curve) and all on the north side of Pea Ridge School, including Uncle Bud’s farm (Robin West home) and Philander West home farm (where Grandpa Walter was born, Uncle Lester’s home and now Ted Bostick home) all the way north to State Road 44 (frontage on State Route 44) all on the south side of 44 from the Gun Club East to one field past Dr. Byron Eaton  home (in the woods) then south to Snake Hill Road  and all south of Snake Hill Road from Pea Ridge School east to top of steep hill down to Marian Huntington (Howard and Nancy Huntington owns it now) farm.  This was over 300 acres, mostly woods, taken by the state for Whitewater Park.

I remember Grandpa farming with a team of horses and a F20 Farmall tractor (steel wheels).  Hay was put up loose in the barn.  Grandpa kept a 6’ or 7’ black snake in the haymow to control mice and he always told us not to bother the snake.  We listened.  The shed behind the house had a porch roof over a hand pump and the shed housed a Delco Plant (a series of batteries that supplied electricity to the house and was replaced by R.E.M.C. Power before my childhood).


Grandpa had a large garden east of the house (he was a very good gardener).  Farther east over the hill from the yard were 14 beehives.  Grandpa was also a good bee keeper, and I wish now I had paid attention when he explained the process to me.  It’s almost a lost art now.  Grandpa also had a cactus collection, which I acquired after his death since nobody else in the family wanted it.  I cherished it - 73 different kinds.


Grandma baked homemade pumpkin pie every Saturday (from pumpkins they raised and canned).  I used to eat one piece every Saturday night with too much baking powder in the crust and it always had burnt places on the crust where it bubbled over while baking.  Nobody could make it like Grandma, and I used to say so each Saturday night - (sort of like chocolate gravy at Uncle Bob and Aunt Jean’s house - I never tasted any better than Aunt Jean’s chocolate gravy.)


Grandpa and Grandma had the second T.V. in the county, and we went every Saturday night to see “Midwestern Hayride” and the “Hit Parade.”  Uncle Lester was president of Lee Jones Fan Club from the Hayride on WLW.  The T.V. had a 10” round screen and looked like an old upright radio.  It was really something.  It was a Zenith brand.  They also had the third color T.V. in the county - it was an R.C.A.  Grandma used to doze off while working crossword puzzles and listening to the T.V.  Grandpa would take off his Romeo house slipper and toss it in her lap to wake her up, then they would both grin. 

I remember all the family dinners on 4th of July and Christmas.  Grandpa was a true Yankee Doodle Dandy - born on the 4th of July.  There were many tables of food (I always ate three helpings and my uncles would tease me).  There were lots of fireworks set off by Uncle Bob West, Uncle Eugene McCormick and Uncle Bill Jones.  There were usually three or four churns of homemade ice cream and Uncle Bob used to let me crank one so I could lick the ladle - what a treat!  At Christmas they always gave all the grandchildren a silver dollar in a little crochet bag with a drawstring that Grandma made over six months in the evenings.  I remember summer evenings on their front porch just before dark listening to crickets and katydids.  I remember catching small yellow belly catfish and bluegill in the pond west of the barn over the hill.
Sandra Marie Kalsbeek Boggs

March 6, 1946 – May 20, 2002
Written by Corinna Boggs Vonderwell
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My mother, Sandra Marie Kalsbeek Boggs was born on March 6, 1946, to Howard William Kalsbeek and Mabel Corinne West Kalsbeek.  Her father, Howard, was the son of William and Gertrude Kalsbeek.  He was born on January 30, 1919, and died May 26, 1970.  Her mother, Mabel, was the daughter of Walter L. West and Laverne Crist West.  Mabel was born on August 31, 1919, and died July 16, 1982.
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Mom had one brother, William Howard Kalsbeek (who is also known lovingly and self proclaimed as the black sheep of the family!)
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Mom graduated from high school in Liberty, Indiana, in May of 1964, and married my father, Larry Edward Boggs, the next month on June 26, 1964.  My dad was born February 23, 1944.  My parents were married for 21 years and then divorced.  My dad now lives in Florida.


My parents had two children, my darling brother, Barry Scott Boggs and me, Corinna Marie Boggs Vonderwell.


Barry was born October 12, 1968.  After graduation from Union County High School in 1987, Barry joined the United State Air Force and served for four years.  He married Stefanie Ann Scott (UCHS grad in 1989) on October 21, 1989.  She is the daughter of George and Anita Scott of Dunlapsville, Indiana.  They have three children: Ethan Scott, born January 17, 1992; Logan Edward, born September 21, 1995; and Kathryn Corinne, born April 27, 2000.


Ethan is a football player for Union County High School; Logan is an absolute wiz at any video game you can put before him; and Katie, well, she’s the princess.  She enjoys Dixon Dancing, baseball and soccer among other things.  All of Barry’s kids are active in 4-H and church groups.
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Barry is currently a TSA Supervisor at the Dayton Airport and studying Criminology through distance education at Indiana State University.  His family attends Hanna’s Creek Christian Church.
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Barry and Stefanie began dating when Stef was in 6th grade and he was in the 8th grade.  They weren’t really high school sweethearts. They were more like Junior High School sweethearts.  From the beginning of their serious days though, Mom and I made sure to run off any other girl that gave my brother a side- way’s glance.  Stef was our pick for him too!  Stefanie is an avid crafter and excellent gardener.  I affectionately refer to her as our own “Martha Stewart.”  For our family, she was a “good thing”, as Martha would say.
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Mom used to speak of her childhood as being difficult in many ways.  Mom grew up very poor, with no indoor plumbing.  She often told me stories about how she used to wake up in the mornings during the winter with snow on her bed.

I remember her talking about her relationship with my Grandma, her mother, Mabel.  They didn’t often see eye to eye I suppose, and Mom could be, well, temperamental at times (and I’m sure Grandma could also.)  What I remember most however, was Mom talking about her “daddy” as she called him.


My grandfather died when I was five, so I don’t remember much really about the man that he was.  I have seen pictures and heard lots of stories though.  To me he was larger than life.  That was probably because he seemed to always be that way for my mom too.  He was a big man, standing probably 6’4” or so.  I remember that his hands were huge (as compared to my own anyway.)  He had a booming, bass voice that he put to good use in the local Barbershop Quartet.  I have photos of he and his friends singing and I even have a recording of his voice that I can listen to from time to time.


It was my grandfather that taught me how to tie my first pair of shoes, and they were tap shoes.  I remember sitting on his lap in what seemed to me at the time, to be the largest recliner I could ever imagine.


I remember his funeral only barely because I still have the little dress that I’m told I wore during the ceremony.  I remember my mother being profoundly sad because, when he passed away, she was angry with him at that time.  She didn’t have the opportunity to say anything to change that.  He died of a massive heart attack very suddenly and without warning.  I can only remember that my mother took the loss very badly.


Then there was my grandmother.  I treasure the memories that I have of her and I’m not sure I’ll ever recover fully from her death.  My grandma and I were close and I spent a great deal of time with her.  She never complained about anything that I can remember, except for perhaps being tired in the evenings.  She loved life and enjoyed what she could to the fullest.  I could write stories about her for days on end.


I remember when I was little, she used to let me get into her oil paints at the kitchen table.  We would paint mostly flowers and birds.  She loved cardinals.  To this day, I cherish what few paintings of hers that I have been given as gifts after her death.  She gave most of her paintings away while she was living, which is just how she was.  I can honestly say she was the most generous person to have so few earthly possessions that I have ever known.


Grandma also loved redbud trees.  I never see one without thinking of her.  In fact, I planted one in her memory in my back yard, much like the pink flowering dogwood tree I have in my front yard that reminds me of my mom’s favorite tree.


My grandmother would plant loads of flowers in her landscaping each spring and each summer.  She would turn me loose with clippers or scissors and I would bring in handfuls of flowers – mostly pansies (which she called “monkey faces”) or babies breath that grew on a bush next to the persimmon tree (under which my mom’s favorite dog, Blackie was buried.)

One of the pictures of my grandma that is most vivid in my mind is of her bouncing around on her old Snapper mower.  Grandma was determined to keep the family homestead after Grandpa died and she remained there until her death.  She would keep all eight acres pristinely mowed, even with her arthritis and bursitis and all the other “itises” that she suffered but never complained about.  My brother and I would race up the driveway when we were little just to see who could ride on the mower with Grandma first.  She would balance us on her knees.  Her straw hat was poised “just so” over her tired brow.  The one of us that wasn’t riding on her knee was rolling down the freshly mowed path after the mower in the warm grass.  Oh how I loved Grandma’s house, with trees to climb, train tracks behind to explore, and the flowers.  In all my travels, there is no place to this day that brings me more comfort in my mind than my grandma’s house.


Grandma always had a treat for us.  She never missed!  Barry and I would make a beeline for her three-cornered cupboard where she kept our toys.  There were always small packages of M & M’s or other sugary treats for us to find.  BUT, the best thing about Grandma’s house was the roses!  Not just on the outside of the house, but more specifically, those she kept in the freezer.  My grandma was the most expert wedding cake baker that I had ever experienced.  She always made a few extra roses when she decorated cakes that she kept on small sheets of waxed paper in her freezer.  To this day, I can still taste the cold icing from those roses, almost like our very own floral popsicles.


As Barry and I grew older, we would attend church with Grandma at the Liberty Presbyterian Church nearly every Sunday.  After church, Grandma would let me drive her car to visit our great-grandmother in the nursing home in Oxford, Ohio.  Well let me tell you, that was a long drive to me at the time with a fresh learners permit in my hands.  The deal was that we had to be respectful and well behaved during our visit.  Grandma wanted us to be ladies and gentlemen when we were in public and expected nothing less.  If we kept up our end of that bargain, she would let me drive home, stopping on the way at a little Dairy Twist on the edge of Oxford.  Needless to say, I can’t remember a time when we weren’t able to stop by for a sweet treat…even after raiding her purse earlier that morning for treats she had hidden in there to keep us quiet in church!


Grandma also critiqued all of my boyfriends.  She wanted to know about their families (why I don’t know, because she knew everyone in town!)  She was very involved.  One time, a young suitor stopped by the house and was parked in the driveway as she passed on her way home from work.  She pulled into the driveway, spoke nicely to the young man who became nervous and left abruptly.  She warned me that perhaps that wasn’t the proper way for a young lady to entertain a fella, even though there was nothing inappropriate happening by today’s standards at all.  She carefully explained that although no sin had been committed, I had a reputation to uphold and be proud of (and that she needed to be proud of also) and then she agreed not to mention the incident to my parents.  That was Grandma.  She was a fearless protector – especially of Barry and me.  Let’s just say that if she wasn’t fond of one of my suitors, they didn’t last long.


I was a cheerleader for the varsity squad my senior year of high school in 1982-83.  Grandma was so excited that I made the squad that she made me don the uniform (even though the old uniforms were wool and this was June!)  I can remember her sitting on her front step while she made me run through the battery of cheers that I had used to try out.  There I was doing cheers in her front yard and I was horrified.  I just knew that on the busy highway on which she lived, someone that knew me might see me.  As a teenager, I failed to see that Grandma was just my biggest fan.  She put me through dancing school and attended nearly every show; she attended every choral concert; she bought that first ice cream cone when I got my first real job at Diary Queen and learned how to make the swirl on top; and she was overjoyed that I made the cheerleading squad because, even though I would never admit it, she knew deep down how important to me it was.  Because it was important to me, it was important to her.


I remember when our house burned February 23, 1982.  We got the word at school and Mom arrived to pick us up covered in black soot.  I can remember she was wearing an ivory coat that smelled of smoke and was just ruined.  I was, as anyone would be, very emotional about the situation, and wanted to be alone.  I saw my Grandma arrive at the burning house and she was making a beeline to offer me comfort that I most certainly did not want.  I thought if I were to wander under the bridge that crossed a side road and into the creek, that she would surely not follow me there.  I was wrong.  I was going to receive a comforting hug whether I thought I needed it or not, and I’m certain now that had I jumped off the train trestle across the road, she would have jumped after me.  She didn’t care about being cold and wet; she cared about me.  (She also rode my three-wheeler and took the rope swing over the ravine to my tree house…she was quite the daredevil.  If I did it, then so would she.)


My very favorite memory of Grandma though was at Christmas.  Christmas Eve was always at Grandma’s house.  She always decorated and Mom always made her famous yeast rolls.  My Aunt Carol (KK as I have always called her) made cheesy mashed potatoes.  There was always a big feast.  Sometimes Great Grandpa Kalsbeek would attend.  This was before he passed away.  He was always quiet and just studied the excess of it all.  We would gather around Grandma’s organ and sing – something that we did, even after she died, at Mom’s house.

Most importantly, to me as a child was that we weren’t allowed to open any presents until dinner was finished and the mess was cleaned up.  I’m telling you this was torture.  Grandma would spend what seemed like hours preparing the meal.  Then there was so much conversation over dinner that I thought Barry and I would surely explode.  Then KK would tell some lengthy and humorous story just to make us wait longer.  This was almost unbearable.  The ladies would clean up while the men did whatever they did. Barry and I would lie under the tree looking for our names on the many packages that we always found.  There were advantages to being the only grandkids.  I don’t really remember the presents so much as I do the pageantry of the event.  It was so traditional and so homey.  I miss it.

That evening, Grandma would always come home with us.  She would take turns sleeping with one or the other of us (because we didn’t have a spare room.)  When Barry and I were little, we would argue over whose year it was to have her as our guest.  We each wanted our turn with her.  As we grew older though, we argued over whose turn it was because she slept so soundly and snored so loudly!  What I wouldn’t give to have that opportunity back with my kids today.


Back to Mom…Mom was shaken badly when Grandma died, especially since she died trying to help someone, as she always did.  Grandma was helping Mom take iced tea to the workers that were building our new house after the fire.  She slipped on some loose dirt and fell backwards into the construction site.  I’m not sure Mom ever really forgave herself for sending Grandma out with the tea, not that she could have stopped her.


I have always felt that my mom lived outside of her time.  She loved the book and movie “Somewhere in Time.”  She always prided herself on being “classically elegant”. The ladies in that movie wore long dresses and gloves and had impeccable manners.  Barry and I were both raised to be decent human beings with good manners.  I barely remember a time when Mom left the house without hair and makeup done.  She was known by her hair, both in style and color.


Everywhere we went, people would comment about her auburn colored hair.  I became so tired of hearing about it that I threatened to dye it green and orange when she died.  It became our little joke during her long bout with cancer.
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I remember when Barry graduated from Basic Training at Lackland Air Force Base in Texas; we flew out together for the ceremony.  Mom had never flown and was terrified to get on the plane.  She most certainly did not want to sit by the window.  People stopped her in the various airports that we traveled to ask about her hair.  Once on the plane, shortly after takeoff, she noticed (after she became brave enough to look out of the window) the clouds that were now below us and beside us in all their majesty.  She spent the rest of the flight in my lap taking pictures out of the plane window of the clouds.  Later, she flew a lot and traveled to Italy among other places with her sister-in-law, Carol (my beloved Aunt KK.)

Mom worked at various banks throughout her life and had a definite appreciation for money (having done without an over abundance most of her life.)  Her banking career started when Barry and I were small, but not before we went to school.  She believed a mother should be home with her children when they were small, a point she and I argued about when my own children were small.  She worked at Union County National Bank for years in Liberty.  Then she moved to Connersville after her divorce and worked at Fayette County National Bank for several years, working her way up the ranks.  Her career ended when she wound up in Indianapolis, after Fayette Bank was purchased by Merchants and then subsequently National City.  She was asked to relocate.  By that time, the cancer had taken quite a toll, so she essentially retired on disability.  She always missed the banking but not the politics that came with it.
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At one point in her life, she decided she might switch careers all together.  She always had the desire to help people and perhaps become a counselor or social worker of some sort.  She had always wanted to attend college so she began classes at IU East.  She was quite proud of the fact that she was a straight-A student.  Because of her illness however, she was unable to complete a full degree.  College gave her independence and confidence, something she lacked most of her life.  She was a well put-together lady, but had little self-confidence when it came right down to it.
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Mom was an excellent decorator and I always thought she missed her calling in the decorating business.  She almost totally decorated Barry’s house and mine:  making curtains into the wee hours of the morning, picking out furniture and hanging wallpaper.  She was a perfectionist and had an eye to be able to envision what the finished product would look like. She never missed.  I would like to say that Mom helped me decorate, but she really didn’t help.  She just did it; and I was glad.  Sadly, I didn’t inherit her gift of decorative vision.


Mom was an avid quilter.  She made many small children’s quilts and lap robes.  She donated them to a women’s shelter in Indianapolis, Indiana.  She would take the time to really make the stitches even and tiny. The back of her quilts would always look as good as the front.  She always said her goal was to be as good a quilter as her Aunt Helen LaMar. 


Mom had breast cancer two times.  She was diagnosed the first time at age 45.  She had a radical mastectomy and tram flap surgery to replace what was lost.  She endured horrific chemotherapy and other treatments that left her without her beloved auburn hair.  After the initial shock of it all, we joked about the fact that losing her hair was more devastating to her than having the actual cancer.  After all, her hair was a primary source of her identity.  When it grew back, it came in curly and white.  We covered the white as closely as we could to her natural color.  The curls - she just had to adjust.


On her fifth year checkup she learned the cancer had returned to her bones.  The next few years were very difficult for her.  In that time, she had to leave her job and she became sort of a recluse.  She attended Conner Quilters meetings when she felt up to it. She also attended church pretty regularly.  She watched TV evangelists’ with a passion and she read her Bible every day.  She was always in touch with the Lord, but in her last few years, she made sure to strengthen her bond and the bond of those around her.  She spent her final two years or so living with both Barry and I.  She passed away at his house on May 20, 2002, at the age of 56.
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After she passed and we sifted through her things as one does, I had the opportunity to read her letters from Emmaus.  It was amazing to me how she touched the lives of so many people - some I knew, but most I didn’t.  I learned as much about my mom through her death process as I learned in her life process.  Mom never remarried, but did leave behind her beloved Yorkshire Terrier, Suzy. (Suzy lived with Aunt KK until February of 2008. She remained the most spoiled of dogs – just as Mom would have wanted.) 
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I suppose I inherited the stubborn streak honestly from both my mom and my grandma Kalsbeek (or my dear Uncle Bill for sure!)  We pride ourselves on being rebels to the core.


I was born March 22, 1965, and I can remember Mom saying I tested her patience from the first moment.  I was an angel in the hospital weighing just barely enough to be able to go home.  That first night however, I cried non-stop and when Grandma walked in the door the next morning and took me in her arms, I stopped crying immediately.  Mom didn’t know whether to be upset with Grandma and me (a battle she would suffer with Grandma and me most of her life) or to be relieved and get some sleep.


Over the years, Mom and I would become both best friends and bitter enemies at times when I thought I knew best.  It was Mom that taught me how to dress and how to behave.  It was Mom that forced me to study cooking and clothing in 4-H because she said I needed to have that to fall back on as an adult (and I’m glad I know how to cook now.)  It was Mom who taught me that I MUST control my inherited temper by making me open and close a slammed door or cabinet until I “got it right!”  I swore to her I would never make my child open and shut a door in that fashion.  The first time it happened to me and I took that same action without so much as a second thought, I called Mom and owned up to what I did.  She didn’t rub it in at all.  Instead we laughed together about my right of passage.


One of the things you may not know about me is that my name has been mispronounced most of my life in the family.  That stems from another battle between my mother and my grandmother.  My name is Corinna (pronounced Kareena), however I was officially named after both of my grandmothers – Corinna from Mabel Corinne and Marie from Edna Marie (my father’s mother.)   My grandmother said that since I was named after her, the pronunciation of my name should sound like her name and she called me “Karinna” all of my life.  My mother changed the spelling of the last letter of my name when I was born as well as the pronunciation so the outside world knew me differently.  Even now, I can tell who is calling me by what they call me.  The West’s all address me Grandma’s way.  When I hear it, it’s like coming home.


I was a Dixon Dancer throughout most of my childhood (as my niece Kate is now) and I studied every kind of dance they offered over the years – even Hula!


I attended Indiana State University right out of high school on a vocal talent grant.  Then when I arrived on campus I found out that I was really just a little fish in a very big pond.  My college years were during my parent’s divorce years.  They were frustrating times for me.  My parents were both immensely strict when Barry and I were growing up. I saw ISU as one big freedom fest.  Needless to say, I wasn’t very successful there.  I became engaged in my junior year of school to a nice young man that was a senior.  When he graduated, he was to join the military and I would finish my education at whatever base we landed on.  So I quit school as a junior.  I didn’t really have a direction at that time anyway and was clearly floundering. I moved to Greenwood, Indiana, and lived with his parents.  Then, about a month before our Valentine wedding, we called the entire thing off.  It was a mutual split, although I would never have been brave enough to make that decision alone and would have tried to make it work.  He was smart enough to see that we really didn’t “fit.”  So I moved out, rented a small house, bought a car, and found a job.

Over the years I worked for Community Hospital East in Indianapolis where I was both a pharmacy technician (and ironically made chemotherapy for a living) and then I became the Department Secretary for Physical Therapy.  From there I moved on to the State of Indiana where I was the Executive Secretary for the Commissioner of Welfare.  After welfare reform happened, I transferred to the State Office Building Commission.  I worked as an assistant to both the Director, who was an Architect and the Deputy Director who was an Attorney.  Needless to say, I learned a lot.  It was during this time that I met Paul Vonderwell.
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One of the pharmacy students I had worked with at the hospital told me about a young man that had just been transferred with his job at Advanced Microelectronics to Indianapolis from her hometown of Vincennes, Indiana.  I was told that he was a little shy and that he had just ended a six year relationship.  He was not, I was told, interested in anything serious…he just wanted to make a friend of the female persuasion to have dinner with once in a while.  We agreed to meet for a group date.  When I arrived I noticed he was immensely quiet and he said very little.  His friend from home did most of the talking.  What I also noticed however, was his impeccable manners.  About two weeks later, Paul called and we went on our first official date.  Some 20 years later, (we married June 19, 1993 after dating for six years) we are now the parents of three children.


Kaleb, born October 18, 1994, is 13 and plays baseball, golf and soccer.  He is an aspiring pilot, taking flying lessons once a month.  His goal is to acquire his pilot’s license before he gets his driver’s license.  Kameron, born July 19, 1996, is 11 and is our social child.  Kameron is on the Academic Team at school as well as the Basketball team.  He plays baseball and club soccer.  He is also involved in Circle the State music competition and special music at school, as well as a member of the Singing Eagles.  Karlye, born July 25, 1998, is our “baby” and is 9 years old now.  She studies voice, plays softball, and takes riding lessons.  She hopes to be a veterinarian some day.  She loves all things great and small (even creepy animals – she has had 2 pet rats!)  She is also a former pageant winner in Tiny Miss Northwest Territory.  She plays for the Vincennes Vipers traveling soccer team.  I’m proud to say she looks just like I did as a child.
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Paul and I are both employed by Vincennes University.  Paul is an instructor in Electronics Technology and Computer Networking and I am the Coordinator for Twenty-first Century Scholars.  I work for both V.U. and for the State of Indiana.  I suppose I’ve come full circle.  I now have a Bachelor’s Degree in Organization Management and a Master’s in Management from Oakland City University and Paul is a Vincennes University Alumni.


Paul is an avid woodworker and has created several masterpieces for friends and family.  I am sort of a philanthropist in the community.  I enjoy working with the local Civitan group (and was even voted their Citizen of the Year in 2004), and I’m a member of Tri-Kappa Gamma Zeta Chapter and Psi Iota Xi social sororities.  Both sororities are involved with helping children.  I started Youth Leadership Knox County some years ago and then moved on to chair the Y-Leaders group at our local YMCA.  My interests always seem to revolve around youth, whether my own, or someone else’s.  I like to think if keeps me young.
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Lawrence Franklin West
May 21, 1921 - May 20, 1970
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Lawrence Franklin West was born May 21, 1921, to Walter West and Laverne Crist.  He was the eighth of twelve children.

Lawrence served three years in the U.S. Navy in World War II in the South Pacific, Japan, and Aleutian Islands.

He married Gertrude Francis Sturgeon on March 27, 1942.  They had two children Trudence K. West and Robin Linn West.


Lawrence died on May 20, 1970, and Gertrude died August 24, 1973.  They are buried in Dale Cemetery, Connersville, Indiana.  
Lawrence Franklin West
Written by Ruth Logue
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Lawrence was sure welcome after six girls.  He was a blond and always big for his age.  He always reminded me of my grandpa.  He investigated everything.  He liked to garden.  He had his own big garden down by the creek.  He would give his extras to the married sisters when they came on Sunday.
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He was a good student, especially in Ag, livestock and crop judging.  He also ran track.  I don’t remember if it was one or two miles, but he went to state.  There was always a friendly contest between him and Bob on games, monopoly, carom, etc., eating popcorn and who could do the most push ups in a day.  Then they would get out of bed and do more.  

[image: image303.jpg]ey

§ bride
ONNERSVILLE, Ind.’ — The

e of Miss Gertrude Frances
Mt:t‘so. daughter of Mr. and
" Russell Sturgeon, 803 Hast
Fifth street and Lawrence West
of Connersville, son of. Mr. and
Mrs, Walter West of Liberty, took
place at 1:45 o'clock Friday after-
noon in the Mount Pleasant Meth-
odist'church. Rev, C. R. McCarty,
astor, officiated and read the
single ring ceremony. The im-
préssive service took place before
e jalfar decorated with greenery
and chndelabra. Miss Ruth West,
bridegroom, ~was

sigter of the
bridesmaid, Miss Thelma Sturgeon,
sister of the bride, .was flower
girl, dnd Miss Autherene Salyers
and Judith Kay Sturgeon, another
sister;of ‘the bride, were veil bear-

2 Gene ' Sturgeon, . brother of
the bride, was best man.

reoeding the ceremony, Miss

dged ‘Bgldwin,  played. {Lishe-

« (Lisat) 'and Bobby Stur-

“on,’ brother of the bride, sang

NEHELVE s (Techalicow-

ces Sturgeon
Lawrence West

ski) and I “Love - You. Truly”
(Bond). Miss Baldwin ‘played:
“You ,.and I (Wilson) and for
the entrance of the bridal party,
the “Bridal Chorus’ from “Lohen:
grin” (Wagner). “To'a Wild Rose”
(McDowell) ‘was played during the
ceremony _and  Mendelssohn's
“Wedding March” for the reces-
sional.

Given by Father
The bride, Who was given in
marriage by her father, wore floor
length gown of white rayon chit-
fon and lace made with basque
waist and square neckline. The
sleeves were puffed above the el-
bow, and she wore long white
gloves. * Her long veil which
matched her dress fell, from a cap,
made cornet style with a band of
seetled pearls. Her only ornament
was a-double strand of pear] beads
apd she carried a_ white leather
ible from which fell white roses
nd white sweet peas showered
ith white ribbons. ~'The Bible was
gift from her parents.
¥ Miss West wore a_gown of light
blue mousseline de soie made along
lines similar to that of the bride.
‘The dress was trimmed in pin rib-
bons and she carried an arm bou-
3\:‘“ of pink roses and pink snap-
gons tied with blue ribbons.
{She'wore a cornet of flowers to
atci her dress. \ Miss Thelma
Bturgeon wore & short pink tat-
fgta frock with white accessories
2 cgrried a basket 9f sweet peas
ch al:;iphced in the aisle as the

bride appfoached the altar. Miss
‘Autherend Salyers and Miss Judith
Sturgeon wore dresses alike
4h aqua blue taffeta and lace with
White accessories.
« Mrs. Sturgeon wore maroon vel
Veteen with navy accessories and
.| West was dressed in rust
With navy accessories.' They wore
der corsages of white carna-
. The, family pews were
kedsWith white ribbons.
%’ Reception Held
{4 Following, the ceremony & recep-
tion ‘was held at.the home of the
bride's parents. Refreshments were
served from the dining room table
centered with'a thee tiered wed-
ding cake topped with a miniature
Dridal couple. Tapers and flowers
in pink, white, and blue, formed
ther decorations for the fable and
lor", the rooms. ~ Misses Helen,
Bleanor, and Mabel West, sisters
of the bridegroom, presided at the
'serving table.
. The couple left for a wedding
trip to Niagara Falls, and other
points of interest in the East. The
bride. traveled in a three piece
light wool suit of British tan with
navy accessories. After Apr. 1
they will be at home in the Aber
apartments, 1225 Conwell street
The bride is a graduate of Con.
nersville high  school with _the
class of 1941 and holds a positior
in the office of the McQuay-Norris
Manufacturing company. Mr. West
graduated from Short High school,
Liberty, and is also employed at
the McQuay-Norris,
Out-of-town guests who_attend-
1 the wedding and reception were
m iy Mneinnati and





He also got to do a lot of hard work since he was big.  Lester did most of the tractor work.  Lawrence pitched most of the hay, wheat bundles, shoveled corn, etc.  These were not paying jobs.  


He did get the car to go to church youth meetings and that is where he met Gertie.  He also would drive to Connersville and worked in the factory.  
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During the war, he enlisted in the Navy. He was in the South Pacific on a destroyer and was in several bad battles.  It left him with a lot of stress and nervousness.  After the war, he came back to farm.


They lived where Robin lives now.  After Dad died they lived at the home place.  He had heart trouble, but he kept working hard.  He was shoveling corn for pigs out of the old school house.  He was shoveling more than normal so he could go get Trudy and bring her home from college.  He ruptured his aorta and Gertie found him by the shovel the night before his 50th birthday.

Trudene K. West McCall

December 14, 1949
Written by Trudy McCall
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I was born December 14, 1949, to Lawrence Franklin West and Gertrude Francis Sturgeon West.  My father, Lawrence, was the son of Walter Philander West and Laverne Crist West.  He was born on May 21, 1921, and died May 20, 1970. My mother, Gertrude, was the daughter of Russel Sturgeon and Mamie Sturgeon.  She was born on January 25, 1923, and died August 24, 1973.  My parents were married March 27, 1942.            


I have one brother Robin Linn West, who was born April 21, 1951. 

Dad and Mom’s Work
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For many years, Dad worked at the Philco Manufacturing Company in Connersville, Indiana, on second shift while continuing operating the farm during the daytime.  Dad would maintain his farm equipment very carefully.  He would clean and/or repair the tools as soon as he was through using them.  He was equally careful of the care of his clothing, both dress and work clothes. He always hung up his clothes and never went anywhere in dress clothes without first polishing his shoes.


Mom was equally well dressed.  She went to work at Liberty’s Farm Bureau Insurance Company when I turned ten years old.  She worked six days a week.  She always wore high heeled shoes with matching bag, and she liked to wear jewelry and lipstick to match her outfits.  She also had her hair done every week at the beauty shop.


Our parents enjoyed people and were hospitable.  They loved to have friends and family over and Mom would cook wonderful meals.

Outhouse Bathroom
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While living in our first home, until I was ten years old, we had outdoor plumbing during all the seasons.


Baths were fun.  Mom placed the aluminum bathtub on her well covered “cherry” dining table in the kitchen and hauled and heated enough water for us to take baths.

Big Move
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Our family had moved into Grandpa West’s house, with indoor plumbing, when I was 10 years old.  This was exciting to me as we had, up until this time, hand pumped all water to be brought into the house from outside, year round, for drinking water or food preparation.  We also brought it in from the back porch for baths, laundry, etc.  The water had to be heated on the stove and then used carefully to make it go as far as possible.  I remember helping Mom with canning when she would oversee an acre or more if Dad planted corn and other vegetables in the cornfield.  That entailed a lot of water to be hauled and heated for the cleaning, canning, and processing.  It was always worth the effort from the wonderful meals Mom served the remainder of the year.
Church
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We attended the Methodist church, just up the road from the Keasling’s house off highway 44, when I was a small child.  Sometime during my seventh year, Mom and Dad got saved and began attending Calvary Baptist Church in Connersville, Indiana.  This church and the people there became a very big influence in my parents’, my brother’s and my life.  They witnessed to family and friends and shared their new faith in God [image: image313.jpg]


through the redemption of their sins by Jesus’s death on the cross.
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They became Sunday school teachers.  Mom played the organ and sang in the Evangeliers Quartet for many years.  Dad became a trustee, helping to look after business and spiritual matters within the church.  The quartet Mom sang in traveled and sang in several states including Indiana, Ohio, Kentucky, Michigan, and Wisconsin.  They gave their personal testimonies and were able to make four LP albums (I still have these).
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Because Mom had to drive from Liberty to Connersville to practice her organ offertories and choir numbers, she purchased a new piano and organ to have at home to practice.  I fell asleep many nights listening to beautiful hymns and music.  I still have her piano and have a grandson who goes to it to “play” every time they visit.  Her organ was given to the church she was a member of at the time of her death.  A couple of years ago, we were notified that the church was no longer using organ music and we were able to find a new home for it in a small church whose pastor we know in Alabama.  The people there have been thrilled to have the organ to add to their music services.  I am sure Mom would be pleased to know that her love of music is still being shared by so many people who love the Lord.

Grass Cutting

One thing I remember about Dad, he kept his tools clean, oiled, and sharpened in good repair for the next use.  He did not have a weed eater (how he would have loved that tool!).  He kept the fence lines up and down the road clean and free of weeds by using a hand scythe.  He was fastidious about doing that at least twice during the growing season.  He used the hydraulic tractor to pull the weed cutter up and down the roadside as close to the fence as possible and then used the scythe to get up real close and complete the clean look he wanted on the property.


My brother and I took after him about helping to cut the grass.  We went into Dad’s tool shed and borrowed the hatchet to go into the garden and cut down some overgrown grass.  Robin was maybe 4 and I was about 5 years old.  He had me hold the blade of grass while he chopped.  Unfortunately, he missed the grass, but not my right leg.  I carry that ugly, band aid covered scar to this day and still laugh (now…) at our antics.

[image: image316.jpg]



Summer
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Hayrides; Dad hooked up the tractor to the wagon piled high with straw and once again hosted the teen group from Calvary Baptist.  He always used this time as a reason to clean up the property around the pond near the woods close to highway route 44.  He would pile up all the dead limbs that would come down during the winter snow and storms, along with the brush and scrub trees that grew up around the pond area.  Earlier on the day of the hayride, he would start the brush pile burning and tend the bonfire until time for the hayride.  He placed some bigger logs around the perimeter of the bonfire for seating.  After the hayride, he would end up delivering the teens to the bonfire site and we had a wiener roast.  It leant a good mood for singing and pondering our great God.  Again, Dad made things happen with a lot of hard work, planning, and little expense.
Gardens

Dad always planted a huge garden as well as sweet corn and other crops planted in between the seed corn fields.


The abundance was always shared with neighbors and friends from church.  Mom would can and freeze for days.  We had an old aluminum bathtub that Dad filled up by bucketfuls with whichever crop he was harvesting:  tomatoes, green beans, corn, etc.  Whatever veggie was harvested became the meals for the day - all day long whenever you were hungry, you just helped yourself!


I still think Dad’s choice of sweet corn was the best, a mix of yellow and white.  A few years ago, one of Robin’s sons-in-law was getting ready to harvest fresh sweet corn and the boys and I were home for a short visit.  They told me to take what I wanted back to South Carolina with me.  I loaded the whole trunk full of that wonderful sweet corn and drove home to South Carolina.  When we got home, the boys and I shucked corn immediately, and I froze corn on the cob for the winter months.  How delicious that corn tasted all winter long and what a terrific memory for my boys!  

Building a Flower Bed
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This was a 4-H project of mine one year.  I told Dad what I had in mind and he helped me make it happen.  Again, this was after the move to Grandpa West’s house.  There was a spot along the kitchen and bathroom outside walls where I envisioned a large stone flower bed. There had been a chicken coop just through the orchard gate a few feet which had a natural stone foundation someone had painstakingly built from what appeared to be stones from a creek bed with much fossilization throughout the stones.  I wanted to haul the stones to the back of the house and build a flower bed out of those.  He thought it a good idea and helped me bring the stones to the new location.  Then he set about leveling the ground and we stacked and mortared the flower bed into shape.  That was a lot more work than I had imagined.  The next step was to fill the bed with dirt.  Not just any old dirt would do.  Many of you will appreciate the distance to the barn and back especially when you are carrying five gallon buckets of enriched “dirt” from the decades of decaying manure from cows, pigs, horses and chickens on the loose.  I did not realize that the size of that flower bed could hold so much dirt.  The flowers planted in that bed were gorgeous and I really appreciated the time and patience my father spent showing me how to do a project the right way with a lot of elbow grease and good planning.  I still love getting my hands in the dirt and planting new flower gardens.  I am currently doing a hundred foot “L” shaped bed on the back of our property which will be part shade garden and part dappled or full sun.  Grandpa West’s love of gardening has continued in many of us grand’s and great grand’s, I am sure.

I have only one regret about that flower bed.  Last year while home visiting Robin and Margie, I was stunned and disappointed to see that Grandpa West’s house was demolished and the beautiful lilac bush, the side yard tulip beds, the flower bed Dad painstakingly helped me build, the irises, and the huge bed of bells of Ireland (about 4 foot wide by at least 8 foot long) were all bull dozed down.  The new owners have built a beautiful huge home on the side of the old “peg built” barn we all climbed around in as children.  I can’t remember if the huge maple shade trees were gone or not that we sat under with Grandpa and Grandma as children.  I am very thankful for the memories - especially now.

Barn loft memories

Tunneling in the old barn loft through the bales of hay with our city cousins, Larry Gene Sturgeon and Debbie Martin, was a special memory.  Somehow we managed to pull out enough bales of hay to make a tunnel under the hay, just down two or three bales from the top.  On one bale removal we uncovered a nest of newborn mice!  We would crawl through, hide and play fort—that is until Dad discovered what we were doing.  He detailed the danger in our antics and put a quick stop to “our fun”.  No telling how many hours we actually spent trying to dislodge those bales or the danger we were in if the tunnel had collapsed on one of us while inside.  We were occupied in a project that kept us off the couch and not in front of a TV or computer.  We were all healthy, skinny, tanned naturally, and using our vivid imaginations.


We also had adventures riding the backs of calves put into stall (again, Dad stopped the “fun”).


We rode ponies and built “forts and corrals” near a creek…just being kids.

Chicken Killing

Dad used a tree stump with two nails about an inch or so apart and a sharp hatchet to remove the head from the chickens to prepare them for the pot or for freezing.  I also remember his playful grin when he would just hold one by the head and swing the body around until its neck broke.  Odd, what we remember.

Snow and Sledding
The hill behind the barn in the pasture had a creek running along the bottom of the hillside.  If it was a really slick snowfall and freezing cold so that the creek bed froze over, then a person with a little practice could take the fast sled ride down the hill and begin a “precision” turn angling into the frozen creek.  This would extend the ride on the icy creek as far as your speed could carry you before you hit a 3-4 foot drop off.  While it [image: image319.jpg]


made the ride longer and more fun, it also made it more dangerous.  I remember Mom and Dad describing some sledding parties in their youthful days - some of the more daring sledders took some tumbles and even carried away some scars of their adventure.


Another sledding event took place during some of our teen years.  The teen group from Calvary Baptist Church would bring a couple bus loads of kids to the farm to sled.  Mom would cook up kettles of chili soup to be consumed by all.  Sometimes she made taffy and the teens would stand in the cold back porch and pull taffy until it was just right and then everyone stuffed themselves.

Christmas (always special)
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Dad would start scouting for just the right tree that he always went into the woods on the farm to select.  He would cut it down and bring it in for all of us to trim and decorate.  Because the choice of tree was usually a cedar tree, which could be ugly, he would get a really big one both in width and height; it had to scrape the tall ceiling in the farmhouse.
Dad’s Apple Story

Dad told a story, I will let you decide the truth of the telling, about bringing an apple to the bed he shared with Lester and Bob upstairs in Grandpa’s house.  It seems Uncle Lester asked for a bite and Dad refused.  Uncle Lester would keep asking for a bite until the apple fruit was consumed leaving only the core, seeds, and stem.  Supposedly, according to Dad’s story, Uncle Lester kept asking for a bite of the core, seeds, and stem until Dad had eaten it all.  Now - this could be a story that suggests two ways of thinking.  One sibling was too selfish to share, or the other knew the apple eating sibling well enough to get him to eat every last part of that apple.  I leave it to your imagination.  Dad did like to tell stories, as I remember, and spin a good yarn.
A Special Blessing to Our Family

During my junior year in high school, Dad experienced heart difficulties and had to be hospitalized in the spring during planting season.  While he was hospitalized, some dear men came with their own equipment and planted some two hundred acres of corn for Dad.  We were amazed and blessed by the outpouring of help and love they showed.  Again in the fall at harvest time, Dad was hospitalized.  As happened in the spring, the men came back and harvested the crops and put them up for Dad.  What a tremendous blessing and something I will never forget.  I have told our sons this remarkable story many times.  They never knew my parents and I have only one five-by-seven snapshot of the two of them, the year I graduated from high school, to show them what my parents looked like close to the time of their deaths.


Memories shared are all they have about their grandparents.  I look forward to reading about your treasured memories with each of your families and to have some photos and thoughts that you all can share with them to fill in the gaps of their grandparents.  Aunt Jean, Uncle Eugene, Uncle Julian, Aunt Ruth, Uncle Bob and Aunt Jean West have been a special blessing to me and our family.  On the occasions they came to visit here in Greenville, they made special memories for the boys, like the “cousin’s 4th of July get-together” at Aunt Jean’s and Uncle Eugene’s home.

Ahhhh Cousins - Lots and Lots of Cousins
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It was Fourth of July weekend and everyone was invited to Aunt Jean and Uncle Eugene McCormick’s pretty new home for the reunion dinner.  Our family could not get home until the next weekend because of our work schedule.  There had been over a hundred wonderful people there that July 4th weekend.  When Aunt Jean and Uncle Eugene found out we were coming the next weekend, she called as many as could come back to do so and we had another celebration get together.  [You all can never know what that meant to me and especially to my three young sons.]  They were running around and getting to know some of the many, many kids their own ages who were there that day.  One of my boys looked at me and said, “Mama, who are all these kids?”   I told him they were his cousins on my side of the family.  He stood there and looked at me in awe and wonder for a few seconds and then happily ran off to play.  That question and his response will stay with me for the rest of my life and I hope his.  They have grown up with one cousin, another boy, here in South Carolina, and they are all close like brothers.
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It makes me so very thankful for the many cousins I did have the joy of getting to know while growing up, when we all came to Grandpa West’s house for Sunday get-togethers.  Family is a wonderful blessing. [I am glad to have you all as part of my growing up years, especially after Mom and Dad went home to be with the Lord at such an early time in their lives.]  I now marvel that I have lived almost ten years longer than my father.
Education


I attended Dunlapsville Elementary School through grade eight; then went to Liberty Short High School, graduating May 21, 1968.  I played sports throughout high school - tennis for fun, three years on county league softball team, and high school volleyball and basketball.  I took part in all the youth group activities through Calvary Baptist Church.  I also took part in our local 4-H Club program for eight years taking courses in  food preservation, sewing, flower gardening, a calf one year, horse and pony, and crafts.
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After high school I attended Baptist Bible College (BBC) in Springfield, Missouri, graduating in May of 1971.  In the fall of 1971, I went to Miami, Florida, and taught junior high for two years at Dade Christian School.
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Salvation 

I knew in my head how a person asked Jesus into his heart.  I believed I had done this during VBS at age 7.  Then at age 15, while attending a father/son basketball game on a Sunday afternoon at Brownsville, I realized I had never accepted Christ as my personal Savior.  At the game, one father dropped dead on the gym floor.  This experience impressed on my mind that life is short and we never know how long we have to live our lives.  That afternoon I truly accepted Christ as my Savior and have known and [image: image326.jpg]


experienced God’s leading in my life ever since.
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I met Houston McCall (Hubby and I’m Trobby) while we were both counselors at Shady Grove Christian Youth Camp located near Leesburg, Florida.  We met the summer Mom died.  The following May, we were married and went back to Shady Grove to help run and operate the camp for that summer.  At the end of camp, after we were married, we came to Greenville, South Carolina, to live.  Here we have remained to work and raise our sons and work in the local church and outreach through mission trips throughout the years.  
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We have three sons:  Joshua Lawrence who was born April 7, 1975; James Daniel, who was born November 12, 1976; and John Houston, who was born October 28, 1982.


Joshua married Ashley Lane Stepp, who was born on November 9, 1972, on March 19, 1994.  They met at church at HPBC and worked together in Bus Church.


James married April Jean Shepherd, who was born on December 13, 1974, on August 27, 1995.  They met while working together during high school at Win Dixie Berea High School.  They have two boys:  Logan James was born on May 18, 2002; and Ian Luke was born on June 29, 2005.  Logan was an invitro baby and born 5 weeks early.  He weighed 7 lbs. 11 oz. and had underdeveloped lungs.  He stayed in NICU for two weeks.  Ian was one week early and weighed 11 lb. 4 oz.  James works for Charter Cable Communications and April is a full-time Mom and attends Greenville Tech for nursing school.  They attend Renfrew Baptist [image: image330.jpg]


Church.  April teaches children’s classes and James sings in the choir and special groups.  They attend small group Bible studies.
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John married Anna Hardin, who was born October 6, 1983, on September 24, 2005.  They met at HPCS and graduated together in May of 2000 and went on to college.  John graduated from BJU in Business Finance and works for Fusion Limited, a multimedia and security systems installation company.  Anna graduated at North Greenville College in Elementary Education and will receive a Masters in August, 2007.  She teaches first grade at Duncan Chapel Elementary school and teaches the ESL children.  They attend Pleasantview Baptist Church.  They separated in May, 2007, Mother’s Day weekend.  This was not John’s choice and a shock to all of us.  We are praying for them to get back together.


Houston works for BMW Car Manufacturing as an ESA (well-paid mechanic) with schooling/training to fix everything that keeps the line running in the manufacturing of BMW cars.  This includes:  electrical, computer programs, welding, robotics, etc.  He worked in textiles since age 16 until BMW hired him several years ago.  


I am a wife, homemaker, gardener, mother and grandmother.


We currently have a 19 year old MK (missionary kid) living in our home for the summer while she works two jobs to earn money to go back to college in August.  We feel God has given us a ministry to help missionary parents and their children who come to the states to go to college and need a “home away from home.”  We previously provided a home to her older brother during his senior year of high school, summers, Christmas vacations and during his final year of college while he worked.
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When Dad and Mom Died 
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Dad and Mom went to Springfield, Missouri, where I attended Baptist Bible College during Easter vacation in 1970.  We had a wonderful time and I’ll always thank God for those special 3 or 4 days.  Just 6 weeks later, I got a call from home.  Dad had died and my world exploded and crashed around me.  There was no sleep during that long…long night.  It seemed the tears would never stop nor the sobs.  It couldn’t be true or real - my parents were supposed to be driving down the next day after the call (they were to arrive on Dad’s 49th birthday, but he died the previous evening while doing chores before Wednesday night prayer meeting).

Robin, Mom and I talked when I arrived home.  One conversation dealt with a buried memory I had had from a breakfast conversation with Dad some few years before.  I told them that Dad had mentioned he would never live to see 50.  Mom looked at me and said, “You never told me.”  I said, “I was shocked when Dad made the statement.”  I was only a naive teenager; and I had told him not to talk like that.  He never mentioned it again - but somehow he had known. 

I loved my father dearly.  We did get through the difficult times in the weeks and months that followed and Mom insisted I go back to college for my senior year.  God provided the financial means through social security and VA support and my continuing to work through my senior year.


During the final months of my senior year, I was interviewed for a teaching position in Miami, Florida, at a very large school (2400 student enrollment K-12 grades) and accepted a teaching position for junior high in the fall after graduation.  During the fall of my second year of teaching, Mom was diagnosed with breast cancer.  An intense regimen of radiation and chemo treatments began from that time of discovery in October of ‘72 until a radical mastectomy in January of ‘73.  Mom seemed to recover—she moved into a house following an auction of the southern half of the farm.  The auction was a real crush to me personally.  It took place at the end of the week following Mom’s surgery while she was still in the hospital recovering.  The auction did not seem real.  I watched as wagonloads of several generations of West heritage items were systematically held up, bid on and hauled away dismantling the home I had known.  When they herded the beef cattle into a circle created by shoulder to shoulder spectators in the barn lot, the reality of that long week set in.  Dad’s previous home going, Mom’s poor health and absence from the auction, never being able to share the special times with family and friends ever again, and that house, that old pig barn, the yard, barn lot and fields surrounding it, and the importance it had to our family as we grew up was now gone.  I broke down and Ralph and Faye Poe got me away from the auction and put me on a plane back to Miami to teach.


Short of losing Dad, this was the second most difficult time of my life.  God was in control and I had a job to do.


In May, I returned to the house in Connersville that Mom had moved into following her surgery.  Her recovery seemed to be going well and I asked if she needed me to stay with her through the summer.  “No.”  She was adamant that she was doing fine and that I should go to a Christian camp in central Florida to be s senior girl counselor for the summer.  I talked often with Mom by phone.  She never once hinted as to her physical decline, but insisted I continue counseling.  Three weeks before the end of camp, Robin called.  “Sis, you better come home; Mom’s not doing well.”  I was shocked to find Mom at Ralph and Faye Poe’s home lying on a cot bed in a downstairs room off their kitchen.  She was barely able to eat a few bites of anything from a cup saucer plate.

Robin and I hired an ambulance and took Mom to Indianapolis to the hospital for her cancer doctors to check her.  In a hallway outside Mom’s check-up room, the doctor told us he gave her three weeks to live.  Again, the shock was devastating.


The Poe’s made Mom as comfortable as possible on a sheepskin lined hospital bed in an upstairs bedroom of their home.  Mom seemed to know what was coming.  I never asked her or the doctor if she had been told what we were told.  She sent me to the bank to make sure that a few funds contained both our names so that “later” we could access them to take care of “business”.


The final week of Mom’s life here on earth, she refused medication and then food, and then finally water by Thursday of that week.  She was quite remarkable!  She sat up in bed and talked with Shannon and Bethany with Margie nearby.  Later in the evening, she again sat up to receive three ladies from church who visited for about 45 minutes.  During their visit, I was downstairs on the phone talking to a friend who was a nurse.  She was preparing me for what might happen and what to watch for.  About ten minutes following the ladies departure, I was called upstairs.  Mom was just taking four or five final breaths and she was ushered into God’s presence.  It all happened just as Sonnie, my nurse friend on the phone, had described.  The next three days were a blur.  I think Robin, Margie and the Poe’s must have made most of the decisions - I really do not remember.  I was so young, immature and naïve.
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After the funeral, I arrived back at Robin and Margie’s house in the country.  It was at sunset, and peaceful, and I was so, so, so ALONE.  Where do I go?  What do I do now Lord?  The intense loneliness in my gut could have been cut with a knife.  As I sat at their kitchen counter and gazed at that brilliant, golden sun setting, a comforting, warm feeling began to comfort me.  I genuinely felt and knew God was talking to me in His still voice assuring me of His love, presence, and guidance for the days ahead.  Proverbs 3: 5 and 6, “Trust in the Lord with all thine heart; lean not unto thine own understanding.  In all they ways, acknowledge Him and He will direct thy path.”  Those verses have been my life verses ever since God showed them to me following Mom’s death and home going.  God is good and He keeps His promises.  He has held my hand through all the lonely and difficult times.  He has been my Father and Mother and guiding Light from day to day.  Never doubt His abiding love or the comfort, direction and correction of His Word, the Bible.  This is the heritage I most appreciate having received from my loving, earthly parents. 
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Robin Linn West

April 21, 1951

Written by Robin West

I was born April 21, 1951, to Lawrence F. West and Gertrude F. Sturgeon West.  My father, Lawrence, was the son of Walter and Laverne West.  He was born on May 21, 1921, and died May 20, 1970.  My mother, Gertrude was the daughter of Russel Sturgeon and Mamie Sturgeon.  She was born January 25, 1923, and died August 24, 1973.
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I have one sister, Trudence (Trudy) K. West McCall, who was born December 14, 1949.  She sang in the school choir. 


My father was a Navy veteran in World War II.  He farmed the home place.  He was a member of Calvary Baptist Church in Connersville, Indiana.  My mother worked for Farm Bureau Insurance until six months before my father’s death.  She sang in a Gospel Quartet called “Evangeliers” through Calvary Baptist Church with her sister Thelma Martin, Richard Hogan and Jack Gilland.  She played the church organ at Calvary Baptist and later Baptist Temple in Connersville, Indiana.


When I was young I remember visiting Uncle Red’s (Julian Logue) and Uncle Bob’s (Robert West).   I also remember many family gatherings that took place at Grandpa and Grandma’s and all the aunts and uncles being there.  I went to Grandma’s everyday and she always had cinnamon rolls waiting for me.
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I attended junior high at Brownsville and high school at Liberty Short High.  

During my teen years I helped with the farm work.  I also played basketball, cross country, and track.  I was a member of FFA and 4-H, taking animal projects.  I was also a member of our church and I received Christ as a youth. 

After graduating from high school I went to Midwest Farrier School in Xenia, Ohio, in the early 1970’s.
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Margary Kathleen Hudelson was born March 29, 1950, to Donald F. and Rose Ann Hudelson.  I grew up with Margary at church.  She was gorgeous then……and now!  We dated for a short time.  I married Margary on February 15, 1969, at Calvary Baptist Church in Connersville, Indiana.  We honeymooned at Gatlinburg, Tennessee.  She is my loving companion and puts everyone first, above herself always.
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We have three beautiful daughters: Shannon, Bethany and Stacey.
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Shannon Faye West Hill was born September 15, 1969.  Shannon is a school teacher.  She married Jeffrey Spencer Hill on August 20, 1988.  He is the son of Larry Hill and Joann Hill and was born on May 2, 1968.  They have two children: Ashley Renee Hill, born December 12, 1991, and Bradley Spencer Hill born February 20, 1993. 

I introduced Ashley and Bradley to the sport of reining through the National Reining Horse Association.  Ashley finished the 2007 show season third in the World in the 14-18 year old division.  Brad finished the 2007 show season fourth in the World in the 13 and under division.   We are so proud of both of them competing in these world titles.
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Bethany Ann West Hill was born August 31, 1971.  Bethany is a nurse.  She married Vinton “Vince” Ronald Hill on July 9, 1994.  He is the son of Carolyn Joyce Wolfe Redd and was born October 2, 1964.  Bethany has a step-child Derek Andrew Hill, born May 13, 1988, to Vince and Pamela Alcorn Hill from his previous marriage.  Also twins Daniel Matthew and Dylan Michael Hill born September 6, 1989.  Daniel died at birth and Dylan died February 1, 1996.  Vince and Bethany’s children are:   Danielle Kathryn Hill born July 18, 1997; Nicholas Ryan Hill born March 26, 1999; Stephen Linn Hill born November 2, 2000, who the Lord took home on the same day; and Brady Patrick Hill born May 9, 2002.

Stacey Kathleen West Isaac Dils was born February 10, 1975.  Stacey is a surgery assistant.  Stacey married James Donald Frank Isaac on February 2, 1994.  Jim is the son of Donald and Sandra Isaac and was born May 13, 1973.  They have a daughter, Taylor Kathleen Isaac born September 17, 1995.  They are divorced.  Stacey married Matthew William Dils on August 6, 1997.  Matthew is the son of Jan Dils and Barbara Dils Montgomery and was born July 26, 1977.  They have one son Jacob William Dils who was born January 25, 1998.  They are divorced. 
For thirty-seven years I have been shoeing horses.  In my leisure time I ride horses, camp and show Reiners.  What I enjoy most is “rest.”
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Has Nine Charter Members Sworn In

Charter members of the Union County Sheriff's Mounted
Patrol are shown in the above photograph as they are being sworn
Union County Clerk. From left to right,
they are, first row, Omer K. Blakley, Donald E. Dearth, Robert J.
Wolf and Ronald D. Greye; and second row, Paul L. Weers, Robin

in by Mrs. Esther Cox

L. West, Robert W. Lackey and Dale E. Dearth. Harold D. Lackey,

the ninth charter member of the Sherifl

Mounted Patrol, was

not present. Fred Stubbs, Union County Sheriff, is shown at the

far right, watching members taking their oath.

The Mounted Patrol met Tues-
day night in the I O. O. F.
hall on North Market street, at
which time the organization's
Dy-laws were read and accepted.

The group discussed the fu-
tare Pony Express ride June §,
with proceeds going to aid two
needy families in Franklin and

—Crone Photo

Fayette counties. Patrol uni-
forms and equipment, were also
discussed.

Other routine business was
transacted including reading of
the minutes of the past meeting.

The next meeting will be at
:30 pam. March 19. >
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Robert Marion West
May 16, 1923 – December 15, 1987

Robert Marion West was born May 16, 1923, to Walter and Laverne West.  He was the ninth of twelve children.

Robert married Jean Evelyn Steele on May 3, 1947, at The Fairhaven Presbyterian Church, Camden, Ohio.  They had four children:  Kenneth Lawrence West, Joanne Laverne West Shaver, Shirley Louise West Mitchell and Darrell Marion West.

Robert was a dairy farmer living in Preble County, Ohio.  He was a member of the Fairhaven Presbyterian Church, which later became Fairhaven Community Church in 1983.
Robert died December 15, 1987, and Jean died July 1, 2005.  They are both buried Fairhaven Cemetery in Fairhaven, Ohio.

Robert Marion West

Cassette tape (as recorded by Bob West) - around 1985

[image: image359.jpg]



My name is Robert Marion West.  I was born May 16, 1923.  My mother’s name was Laverne Crist West.  She was 88 years old when she passed away.  My father’s name was Walter Lawrence West.  He passed away when he was 73 years old.  He was an only child.  My mother’s father was Parker Crist and his wife’s name was Catherine.  My mother had two sisters:  Grace who married a Dr. Burns, who was a veterinarian.  Her other sister was named Irene and died when I was about 17 years old from hemorrhaging.  She had blood come out of her ears and mouth.  My mother also had one brother whose name was Earl Crist. 
My dad’s father’s name was Lawrence Philander West.  He had one brother, Carl West.  They were neighbors.  My grandmother’s name was Sarah Catherine Crist.  She was very small and lived to be 97 years old.  She had one brother named Howard Crist.  She had three sisters whose names were Helene Osborne, Mary Carven, and Clara Gard.


I had two brothers whose names were Lester and Lawrence.  I had nine sisters:  Betty Shriner, Minnetta Williams, Martha Mathes, Eleanor Rapson, Helen LaMar, Mabel Kalsbeek, Ruth Logue, Jean McCormick and Catherine Jones.
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We had a big house which was always full.  We got along real good as a family and when we went to school, we brought others home with us to stay all night.  I went to school the first eight grades at Dunlapsville.

We always milked about 15 cows by hand.  I had to milk three or four cows each morning before I went to school.  Then I had trouble getting the manure smell off.  One time when I was in high school, I had a gilt (pig) for the FFA and 4-H to breed.  I took her two miles to breed before school.  I had trouble getting the gilt home and the bus came just as I got back.  The bus waited for me to get ready for school.

From 8th grade on, Lawrence and I planted our own little garden.  We sure had fun learning how to plant things.  One year, I planted some peanuts, but they never did very well.  You have to keep covering up the bloom on them as that is where the peanuts come from.

We played a lot of horseshoes when growing up.  One time, I hit Ruth in the middle of the forehead and it really bled.  Was I ever sorry!  She still has a scar there.

I always had the knees worn out of my pants from crawling and playing.  Sometimes, we would play in the barn.  We played basketball in the driveway.  The neighbors always came to our house to play.  We had a small loft in the barn.  We used to string up a blanket for a curtain.  We would play and have side shows and try and out do each other.  We would play Follow the Leader and we also would climb up as high as we could in the barn and jump off into loose hay.  It was loose hay then, as we did not bale.

I got my first bicycle when I was a sophomore in high school.  We went sled-riding a lot in the wintertime.  We had a big hill in the back of the barn.  We had an outside toilet and no bathroom.  It was out in the chicken yard.  Sometimes a rooster was mean and would chase us as we went to the toilet.  The girls were afraid to go because the roosters would try to flop you on the legs.  In the wintertime, we used a chamber instead of the toilet.

I was always little and short.  I grew four inches after I got out of high school.  Lawrence was six foot tall when he was in the 8th grade.  I always slept with my sisters until about the fourth grade.  Then Lawrence and I slept together.  We had two beds in each room upstairs and it was really cold in the wintertime.  We would heat irons and silk stones to wrap up for heat to keep warm when we would go to bed.  We only had a wood stove downstairs and we would run downstairs in the morning and stand by the stove to get warm.  One time, Ruth caught her nightgown and hair on fire.  My mother put a cold rug over her to put the fire out, but she burned her hands really bad.
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I was in 4-H about eight years and enjoyed it very much.  I had a Grand Champion Steer in Union County in 1941 and a Reserve Champion in 1942, my last year in 4-H.  I played baseball and took track in high school.  My last two years, I ran the mile and half-mile run on track, but didn’t do too good.  Lawrence ran the 400 dash and always won. He went to State his senior year and came in third.  I got to go along to watch him run.  We went to the 500 mile race try-outs (Indianapolis 500 time trials) to watch for awhile. 

We cut a lot of wood by hand with a cross-cut saw, about 100 yards each winter.    We heated with wood and cooked with wood so I wasn’t that cold.
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I went to Liberty Short High School and graduated in 1942.  My best subjects were arithmetic, math, shop and agriculture. Ruth and I were in the same grade from third grade through high school as I was sick a lot in third grade and missed too much school.  I had to repeat the third grade.  I did make a nice cedar chest for Mabel in shop class, I think in my junior year.  We now have the cedar chest as Mabel gave it to us when she passed away. 

I started farming with my dad when I got out of high school.  I was the smallest in my class.  I was five foot one inch as a freshman and weighed about 103 pounds.  We had a threshing machine that cut and threshed our own wheat, as well as some neighbor’s wheat.  We shucked corn by hand, about 80 to 100 acres.  We put hay up by hand and used a wagon and pitch fork.

We always had horses which I worked an awful lot over the summer.  We planted corn with horses and had to follow the corn planter to cover corn that didn’t get covered.  I shucked 80 acres of wheat by myself before I went to the Navy.  I always had it hard to harness the horses because I was little.  They got a combine and corn picker after we (Lawrence and I) went to the Navy.

We had a tractor but my older brothers drove it.  I got my driver’s license when I was 21 years old.  My first car before I went to the Navy was a 1935 Ford.  We used to make a lot of cider, maybe 100 gallons.  We always put it outside next to my dad’s bedroom and one year someone stole two barrels of cider.
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World War II started and Lawrence went to the Navy.  I joined the Navy in 1945 and took training at the Great Lakes Training Station.  I went to California and trained at Treasure Island.  They put me on a big ship that was named Selma.  It was 600 foot long and carried ammunition for all the other ships, like aircraft carriers, battleships, destroyers, and others.  The shells were 16 inches.  My grandpa died the day the war ended.  The war ended in 1945, but I did not get discharged until 1946.  I was in the service about 18 months.  I drove a lot of liberty boats out in California after the war was over.  I had a great experience in the service and felt great to serve my country.
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After I got out of the service, I went three years to GI classes at Liberty to study farming.  I also met a real nice, sweet, little girl whose name was Jean Steele.  She worked in Hamilton, Ohio, and I lost a lot of sleep going to see her and going to school three nights a week.  It is great to be young and full of life.  You are young only once so make the best of it.
I thought so much of Jean that we got married May 3, 1947.  She was two years younger than me, so we learned everything together with a great life ahead of us.
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We have two sons, Kenneth and Darrell.  Kenneth was born in Indiana as we lived there one and one-half years until March, 1947, when we moved to where we now live.  Kenneth married Sharon Buchanan and had a little girl named Amy.  My other son is Darrell, who married Annie Schmitt.  They both were great to me and helped me farm.  They both have doctorate degrees now and like to teach others what Jean and I taught them.  Ha, ha, ha!
We did try very hard to help them. Darrell doesn’t have any children yet, but is working on it.  I hope so, as we have no one to pass the West name on yet.  Kenneth lives in Ft. Lauderdale, Florida, and Darrell lives in Providence, Rhode Island.
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We have two daughters also, which we are proud of.  One is Joanne, who married Tim Shaver and she has two sweet kids I like to spoil.  One is Jeff and the other is Katie, a little girl with curly hair.  They live close to Fairhaven.  It is nice to have them close so we can see them often.  Tim works in Oxford as an engineer and also is farming on the side.

Another daughter, Shirley married Jim Mitchell.  They have three sweet kids I also like to tease and spoil:  a daughter, Laura who is in school; Mark at home farming; and Doug also at home.  They live close to Eaton and are farming-glad to have them close by also.  We can baby-sit with them and also they can help me when I get into trouble.

I have always farmed and enjoyed the hard work of raising my children and teaching them new things.  I wished I could have spent more time with them when they were little.  I spent a lot of time raising hogs, calves, chickens, cats, dogs, and also milking.  The kids all carried milk and helped carry silage when they were young.  Please spend lots of time with your kids.  They will love you later.

I fell out of a metal corn crib when Joanne was starting school.  I always had trouble with my back after that.  I also enjoyed working in the church, which I love very much.  The Lord has been really good to me.  I enjoyed being an usher, superintendent of Sunday school, being a trustee, being an elder, teaching Sunday school, being on the Evangelistic Committee, and forming a prayer group that has worked overtime for me many times.  I pray my kids and grandkids also accept the Lord as their Savior and know what life is all about. 

I also have slowed down a lot with operations.  I had a hemorrhoid operation and hernia operation to remove my belly button.  I had a heart attack, leg trouble, and many other backsets, but I still thank the Lord for being good to me.  I enjoyed being on the Extension committee, the Pork Festival Board, Farm Bureau president, township trustee, and serving my community.
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The girls helped do the farm work while I was laid up.  They plowed corn.  One time, they ran into each other.  I like my hobbies now doing things each day.  I like working puzzles, doing garden, work books, latch hook, painting, carpentry work, praying and taking care of my wife and cooking.  I have great neighbors and friends and am glad to live where I do.  The United States is a great country.  I hope I can live the best life possible.  I hope I can continue to be a good dad and grandparent.  Thanks for all your visits and it is nice to be part of a big family.  Thank you for listening. 

Robert Marion West

Written by Ruth Logue
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Bob was next to Lawrence in age so they had many fun days together.  He was the opposite though:  small, dark hair, and was sick a lot.  He was always the one who had diseases the worst (scarlet fever, diphtheria, etc.)  He had a lot of ear trouble as well.  He had big knots behind his ears.  So from the third grade on, Bob and I were in the same class.  We did lots of things together such as feed and carry wood.  We were both little, so it took two of us to do things.  When he was a sophomore in high school, he grew and I always thought he looked like my dad.  

He too was in ag and track.  Bob was in 4-H and had the grand champion steer one year.  Everyone was so happy for him.  


He enlisted in the Navy.  He also was in the South Pacific.  He carried ammunition to different islands.  It was not easy.  It was very dangerous but not as dangerous as the battles that Lawrence was in.


I think that Bill and Helen LaMar introduced Bob to Jean Steele.  For a few years all the brothers and Dad farmed together.  This was not enough land, so Bob and Jean moved to Fairhaven, which is where Jean’s folks lived.  He farmed for a family who lived in Wisconsin and milked cows.
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Bob and I always seemed close.  Jean and I were always pregnant at the same time.  We exchanged children a lot on Sundays when we went to Mom and Dad’s.  


He too had a bad heart.  He had open heart surgery.  He got along fine with this and did much after that.  He had clots in a leg and they were going to amputate it.  He prayed for the leg not to have to be amputated and the night before the surgery, the leg broke open and bled.  They removed the clot and said he would not walk again.  And of course, he did, but he semi-retired from farming.  


He learned to hook pictures and rugs and liked to work puzzles.  He loved his church and was active in the Preble County Pork Festival.  He was a township trustee.  They were responsible for keeping the roads clear.  Bob and his neighbor were doing this on my birthday, December 15.  He went home for lunch and did not return to work.  He had eaten lunch, got dressed to go back out to work and fell out the door with a heart attack.  It was a shock for all of us, but it was as he would have wanted.

Jean Steele West Life Story (August 4, 1999)
Interviewed by Darrell West
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Darrell West:  Good morning.  Today, we are talking with Jean West.  Jean was born October 26, 1925.  Today is August 4, 1999, and Jean has agreed to sit down and discuss her life.  The first question I would like to ask is how would you describe your early childhood?

Jean West:  I was an only child for nine years.  We didn’t have TV to entertain us so we had to make our own entertainment.  I liked to play ball, generally by myself.  I played ball at school.  When I had company come over like Jean (Charles), the first place we would go would be the creek.  That seemed to be my favorite spot.

Darrell:  What did you do down there?  Why did you like it?

Jean:  It was a peaceful place, to hear the water running.  It still is.  We would get crawdads, which I would not do now.  My first eight years I went to Fairhaven School.  From 9 to 12, I went to Dixon. From there, I went to work for four years and then got married.

Darrell:  What was your father like?

Jean:  He was a hard-working man, a farmer. He had to farm with horses.  I would go out and ride the horse half a day at a time while he was working the field.  I also rode the binder to help cut wheat.  I would help trip it with my foot.  At that time, we also thrashed wheat, we didn’t bale like we do now.  They had those big thrashing rings.  When it came our turn, there was a lot of men there for dinner so the women around had to cook this big meal.  I would have Jean come over when we had this.  There was always this big haystack coming along.  I always got the warning, “don’t you dare jump into that straw stack.”  If you did, you could smother because you would just go down, it was so soft.

Darrell:  Did you ever jump in?

Jean:  I never did.  I always wanted to, but I didn’t.

Darrell:  What was your mother like?

Jean:  She was a very warm person, devoted.  She certainly helped me take care of the kids; she would babysit the kids when we would go somewhere.  Sometimes when Bob and my Dad were working together, wherever they were working, that is where they would eat their dinner.  Lots of time, she wanted to come up and help cook.  If I did not get down there right at a certain time because she did not drive, there were times that she walked from her house to mine across the fields, up the creek and across the fields.  So I soon learned to say if I was going to be there, I better be there because I didn’t want her to do that.  That was a hard walk.

Darrell:  Why didn’t she learn to drive a car?

Jean:  She didn’t have any desire to drive.   Some women didn’t drive then.  Some learned later.  She never had the desire to drive.

Darrell:  What was your favorite subject in school?

Jean:  Probably music was one.  I liked shorthand and typing.  I always got A’s in those.  From high school, I went straight into a job at Wright Aeronautical in Cincinnati. I had gotten enough training that I could go right into a job.

Darrell:  What was your least favorite subject in school?

Jean:  Chemistry.  We didn’t go very well together, chemistry and me.

Darrell:  What was the problem?
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Jean:  It was hard.  I want to go back.  There is one thing I want to say on music.  My Dad used to take me.  I would take music lessons in the summer only because the room the piano was in was cold.  We just had room heaters.  I could only take them in the summer time.  Jean and my Dad took turns driving each week.  He would leave the field to do that, which I was very impressed with that, that he took time out to do that.

Darrell:  How did you meet your husband, Bob West?

Jean:  He had a sister, Helen who worked for Grace Kline for awhile.  Helen had a Halloween party up there one year.  She had her family and asked me to come and I did.  That was the first time I saw him.  But he did not know I was there that night.  It was several years later before we got together.  We started going together after he got out of the service then.

Darrell:  How would you describe him?

Jean:  A very hard worker, dependable, dairy farmer.  We milked cows for 35 years.  We also along the line had chickens, hogs and some beef cattle.  His teacher had always said don’t put all your eggs in one basket, so we didn’t.  But it ended up we were mostly diary and grain farming in the later years.  I think his biggest job was baling hay because then we would have to hunt up boys to bale.  He would send me to Fairhaven to round up some boys.  Sometimes, that was hard to find.  That was a hot and hard-working job.  He was a church goer, which I am thankful for that.

Darrell:  Early in your marriage, you moved from Indiana to Ohio. Why did you make that move?
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Jean:  My Dad heard that there was this farm that was going to become available, right around the corner from him.  A man named Peterson owned it.  We went to talk with him and got together.  We decided here he could go into dairy so we came over there, over near my folks.  We lived there for 35 years.

Darrell:  What is your favorite memory of your husband?

Jean:  We got lots of good memories.  In the early years, milking cows, you couldn’t get away.  But eventually we started taking trips and enjoyed that.  He was a good father and a good husband.

Darrell:  You had four children:  Ken, Joanne, Shirley, and Darrell.  What was it like to have four kids?
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Jean:  Chaos!  Busy!  From morning to night, it was a 24 hour a day job.  We had a big garden, Bob liked to garden.  I did lots of canning and later on freezing after we got a freezer.  As far as milking, the kids helped out, taking turns carrying milk.  We fed silage to the cows, threw it down and fed it.  It was a big job.  But I have no regrets anyway of anything that we did.
Darrell:  What was Ken like when he was growing up?

Jean:  All you kids were different.  Each had their own personality.  They all were good kids.

Darrell:  But what do you remember about Ken in particular?

Jean:  He was a studious kid. He has been very school-oriented.  When he was in college, he wanted to go to Luxembourg.  He and Sharon and Amy went over there for six months.  He seemed to want to learn all he could about everything.

Darrell:  What do you remember about Joanne when she was younger?
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Jean:  You all wanted to go to college and you all did.  The girls didn’t get to finish, but they quit of their own accord.  They both went two years.  She went to Kansas to school for two years.  Her dad didn’t want her to go that far away.  But she did.  That’s where some of the others had gone and she wanted to go.  It was a church school.  She came back and worked at Wright-Pat at Dayton for awhile.  She tried Baltimore for about six months, then came back and worked at Miami University.

Darrell:  What do you remember about Shirley when she was younger?

Jean:  Shirley was a little homebody.  She didn’t leave home until she got married.  She did work in Eaton for awhile at the courthouse.  I remember when she was going to Bible School when she was little, she didn’t want to go.  She cried.  She wanted to stay home and help her mother.  But I think she did go.  She was a little homebody.

Darrell:  What do you remember about Darrell when he was younger?
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Jean:  Darrell got to milk cows.  Sometimes in the later years, we did take off for a little while.  He did the milking, with everybody else’s help too.  But he wanted to go to college too and did.  One summer, he worked at the Palladium-Item in Richmond.  He had this room and just about had a bed, table, and chairs, was about all he had.  That was all he wanted and that was what he lived in that summer.  He worked hard; he did his four years at Miami.  He went to Bloomington for his PhD and now is at Brown University.  So it all paid off.  He is a professor up there.

Darrell:  Why did you decide to go to work at Miami University?

Jean:  Because we needed the money.  He wanted to buy a tractor.  He wanted me to help pay for that tractor.  When I started, I had no idea how long I would work.  I thought it probably would be a few years, but it ended up 25.

Darrell:  What was your favorite thing about that job?

Jean:  Meeting people.  It was a good place to work.  I enjoyed it.  Secretarial work was what I always wanted to do.

Darrell:  What was your least favorite thing about your job?

Jean:  I can’t say there was anything that I disliked.  They were good to me down there.  It was a good place to work.  I don’t have any regrets.

Darrell:  What has surprised you the most about your life?

Jean:  I don’t have any surprises.  I am just thankful God has given me a good life and a family.  The kids have all been good kids.  They have given me grandkids.  The family goes on.  I guess the worst thing is when you lose your spouse, it is not as easy.  You have to go on anyway.

Darrell:  How did you handle that adjustment?

Jean:  You have to have faith that God will see you through.  And He does and is- and your friends and family.

[image: image380.jpg]


Darrell:  At what age in your life were you the happiest?

Jean:  Probably the best years were when we were all at home and the kids were growing up.  We were all together.

Darrell:  What made those years happy?

Jean:  It was a good family life.

Darrell:  At what age was most difficult?

Jean:  The first years after Bob passed away.  You have to do everything for yourself.  Or you have to call on somebody to help.  I don’t like to do that if it is not necessary.

Darrell:  What is your best personal trait?  
Jean:  I have no idea.  I don’t have any.

Darrell:  There must be one.

Jean:  I enjoy my music.  That is a good relaxing thing to do, sit down and play something.

Darrell:  What you say is your worst personal trait?

Jean:  Probably procrastination.  Sometimes I put things off longer than I should.

Darrell:  Of all the vacations that you took, which one was your favorite and why?

Jean:  I have enjoyed all of them.  I went to London twice, went to Romania with Jean (Charles) once, and went to Hawaii on our 25th with the McCormick’s.  We went to several places in the U.S. and I enjoyed all of them.

Darrell:  Does anyone of them stand out?

Jean:  They all do.  They each have their own special place.  They were all different.  You better go when you are able.
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Darrell:  Do you have any regrets about your life?

Jean:  No, no.  God has been good to us.  We have health.  Sometimes, we get sore bones, but we are able to get up everyday.
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Darrell:  Is there anything you would have liked to do that you didn’t do?

Jean:  I would have liked to go to Grand Canyon.  We were planning that for the next year, but then he passed away, so we never got there.

Darrell:  Now that you are in your early 70’s, what advice would you offer to the next generation?
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Jean: First of all, take your faith seriously.  After all, God put us here for a reason.  We have a purpose.  Study and be faithful to him.  Work hard.  Be honest.  Play hard too.
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Darrell:  You say people were put here for a purpose.  What do you think your purpose was?

Jean:  I guess to raise a family, but also to witness for Him.

Darrell:  How would you like to be remembered 50 years from now?

Jean:  Oh, I am going to let the kids testify to that.

Darrell:  But if you had any say in it, how would you like to be remembered?

Jean:  I hope I was a good mother.  I am sure I failed lots of times, but I tried.

Darrell:  What did you like most about being a mother?
Jean:  Watching your kids.  Seeing your grandkids and watching them grow up.  There are lots of temptations out there for them now.  I hope they can withstand all that, the bad stuff.

Darrell:  Now that we are nearing the end of this interview, is there anything else you would like to say?
Jean:  I don’t think so.  

Darrell:  Thank you for joining us.

Jean West Life Story II 
Interviewed by Darrell West – July 28, 2001
Darrell West:  We know that you started working at Miami University.  Why did you work at Miami?

Jean West:  Bob wanted me to get a job and help him pay for a new tractor.  He needed a new tractor.

Darrell:  Was it a difficult decision to start working off the farm?

Jean:  No, I had wanted to for a long time, to help out.

Darrell:  Why was that?  
Jean:  Because we needed the money with four kids.

Darrell:  Why did you decide to look for a job at Miami University as opposed to somewhere else?

Jean:  I had Richmond, or Eaton or Oxford in mind.  I think Ken was going there so I decided to try there first.  And I got on right away.

Darrell:  Were you looking for any particular kind of position?  
Jean:  A secretary.

Darrell:  Where did you end up working at Miami?  
Jean:  The political science department.

Darrell:  How did you happen to end up there?  
Jean:  That’s where they took me for an interview.

Darrell:  Who did the interview?  
Jean:  Dr. Woodworth.

Darrell:  What did he want to know?  How did the interview go?

Jean:  He wanted to know my abilities, what I could do, how long I intended to work.  I told him I didn’t know, maybe five years.  It ended up 25.

Darrell:  Did you enjoy working at Miami?

Jean:  Yes.  It was hard sitting still for eight hours.  I was so used to being on the go.

Darrell:  So Jim Woodworth was the first chairman you worked with.  What was he like to work with?

Jean:  Very good chairman.  I had no problems with him.

Darrell:  What was he like as a boss?

Jean:  Considerate, very good boss to have.  In fact, all my bosses were.  I can’t complain about any of them.  He was first, then Dr. Waltzer and then Dr. DeLue.

Darrell:  What was Waltzer like as a boss?

Jean:  He was a good boss, only you never knew what he was thinking.  He was a quiet person.

Darrell:  What about Professor DeLue?

Jean:  He was very nice.  I like him.  They were all good bosses, I cannot complain about any of them.  It was a good place to work. Glad I worked there.  It had good benefits too.

Darrell:  What was it like being in a political science department?

Jean:  I learned a lot.  It is a broad area.  There are several departments in it.  It was interesting.  I learned a lot working there.

Darrell:  Such as, what did you learn?

Jean:  It had current news, history, international and urban; there was Russian; there was a law department and there were… several different things.
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Darrell:  Who was the most memorable professor in that department when you worked there?

Jean:  Well, I remember all of them.  I don’t know that anybody stands out above the others.  They were all fine.

Darrell:   How many years did you work at Miami? 
 Jean:  25.

Darrell:  What year did you retire?  
Jean:  1993.

Darrell:  Why did you decide to retire when you did?

Jean:  I was retirement age and then I had worked over that, over 65.  I worked some more and then decided it was time to quit.  We got three years added benefit.  That was the reason I picked that particular time.

Darrell:  Are you happy you retired?  
Jean:  Yes.
Darrell:  Did you worry how you would spend your time after you retired?
Jean:  There always is something to do if you want to do it.  There is no problem hunting a job at home.
Darrell:  When you first retired, how did you spend your time?

Jean:  First of all, mowing the lawn in the summer time, gardening, flowers, doing crafty things, crafts.

Darrell:  You also worked at the church.  What types of things did you do there?

Jean:  I helped out in the music department.  I was involved in the WMS, the Women’s Society.  There were dinners.

Darrell:  What is your favorite thing about the church?

Jean:  The whole thing.  I always enjoyed going to church, since I was young.  That is part of my life.

Darrell:  You also get together with some women from time to time?  Who are the people you get together with the most?

Jean:  All the ones who have lost their husbands:  Jeanette Hays, Jean Charles, Mary Croy, Lucille Giffen, Eunice Murphy, and Ruth Stevens.  We go to the Bible Fellowship in Richmond during the school year.  I learned a lot from that.  You dig down deep for that.  We always had homework.
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Darrell:  Did you always do your homework?

Jean:  Yes, I did.  It wasn’t something we had to turn in.  It was something we had to keep ourselves.

Darrell:  What do you women do after Bible study?  Jean:  We go out to eat.

Darrell:  Where do you go?

Jean:  We try different places up there, but MCL seems to be our main one in Richmond.  Whenever the kids are out of school because of snow or something like that, they don’t have it because of the leaders and their own kids being home.

Darrell:  Do these women ever talk about their husbands?

Jean:  Not at church, it is strictly on the Bible.

Darrell:  But what about when you go out?

Jean:  Well, we are widows, most of us.  Mary Croy isn’t a widow, but most of us are.

Darrell:  What do you talk about?

Jean:  Anything and everything, what is going on, anybody who is ill in the community and the church, just things that are going on then.

Darrell:  What are your impressions of Jeanette Hays?  
Jean:  A very good friend and neighbor.

Darrell:  What is your favorite thing about her?

Jean:  She has lived in the community all her life.  We both know people who used to live there, families of ones who already have gone on.  I don’t know what we talk about.

Darrell:  How would you describe Jean Charles?

Jean:  A very good friend.  We grew up together.  We have the same problems.  You have to learn to live by yourself and do all that you can without depending on someone else.  But you have to call on someone from time to time, the sons-in-law, the grandkids, and the daughters. 

Darrell:  What is the hardest thing about being on your own?

Jean:  Fixing something that you can’t fix.  Being alone, I guess.  I got used to coming home from work, you get used to talking about what happened during the day.  Now there is no one to tell it to.

Darrell:  Are you surprised at how your life has been since Dad died?

Jean:  Yes, I guess.  I thought I couldn’t cope being alone.  But you do what you have to do.  There is no choice.  You have to go on.

Darrell:  You have to do a lot more things for yourself?  
Jean:  Yes, definitely.

Darrell: Do you file your own taxes?  
Jean:  Yes, I do.

Darrell:  Do you keep your own books?

Jean:  Yes, I do.  I go to a tax person.  I don’t file without someone helping out with the books, figuring it out. 

Darrell:  Is it difficult to keep track of things?
Jean:   Not if you had a good memory (laughs).  I keep all my bills and anything that I think I might need during the year.  I keep a record book.  It is not up to date now, but it will be.

Darrell:  Do you keep a diary?

Jean:  No.

Darrell:  Why not?

Jean:  I have tried three or four times, but I don’t stick with it.

Darrell:  What is the thing about your life that you are most proud?

Jean:  My family.  My kids have all done very well.  They all have been good to me.  I don’t know what I would have done without them.
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Darrell:  Is there anything about your life that has disappointed you?

Jean:  No, I don’t think so.  No.

Darrell:  Is there anything you would have liked to have done? 

Jean:  We were talking about going to Grand Canyon, which we never got there.  We were going to go that last year before he left.  We did a lot of traveling and I am glad for what we did.

Darrell:  What was your favorite trip?

Jean:  I had a lot of favorites.  I went to London twice and Romania.  That was a place I thought I would never go, but I did.  I saw how the other side of the world lives.

Darrell:  Do you think your parents would be surprised at how your life turned out?

Jean:  Probably. Our way of living is nothing compared to what they did.  Things have changed tremendously since I was born.  I can even remember when they put in electricity.  Your lifestyle is different.

Darrell:  When did they put in electricity in your house?

Jean: It must have been when I was 10 or 12.

Darrell:  When would that have been?  

Jean:  1935.  I remember using a kerosene lamp at night.

Darrell:  After you get married, you lived in Indiana for a while?
Jean:  A couple of years.

Darrell:  Where did you live?

Jean:  We were with his parents.  They were building a house for us.  So we lived with them from May until December.  Then we moved across the road from Bob’s parents, west of Liberty.

Darrell:  How did that work out?

Jean:  It worked out fine.  I had the best mother-in-law anybody could have.  But you still are better off in your own place.  She never chided me about anything, and she could have.

Darrell:  And Dad was farming then?  
Jean:  Yes.

Darrell:  Was he working with his father? 
 Jean:  Yes.

Darrell:   How did that work out?
Jean:  Well, he was farming on the thirds so we didn’t make much money.

Darrell:  Why did you decide to move from Indiana to Ohio?

Jean:  My Dad found this place that was open to a new tenant.  We talked to him and went.

Darrell:  Where was this?

Jean:  Across from Grace Kline or next to her.  She later moved across the road from us on the Scott farm.

Darrell:  You were farming on the halves then?  
Jean:  Yes.

Darrell:  How did that work out?  
Jean:  Pretty good.

Darrell:  What was the house like when you moved over?

Jean:  There was no running water in it or hot water of any kind.   No bathroom.  We got things one at a time.  It was the only way to do it.

Darrell:  How did you deal with the fact there was no running water?

Jean:  You carried it in.  There was a sink in the kitchen.  There was a pump, a hand pump.  Gradually, we got water in there.

Darrell:  What did you use for a bathroom?  

Jean:  We went outside (laughs).

Darrell:  Did that get cold in the middle of the winter?

Jean:  A little bit, slightly!

Darrell:  Is it true you got electricity in the barn before you got it in the house?

Jean:  There was electricity in there.  We had that.  Where did you mean?  Where I live now or where we lived before?

Darrell:  Across from Kline’s.  
Jean:  There was electricity in there.

Darrell:  But you had running water in the barn before you had it in the house?
Jean:  Yes.

Darrell:  What would you do about laundry?

Jean:  I had to heat water on the stove.  I got a Maytag washer right away and washed that way, which is a long time between carrying the water in, heating the water, wash, rinse, and carry it back out, and hang it up.  You didn’t do it in 15 minutes.

Darrell:  What was it like when you had your first child, Ken?

Jean:  It was great.  I didn’t have much experience.  I hadn’t been around babies much before.  It was great.  I learned a lot there.

Darrell:  How did you know how to raise the first baby?

Jean:  I don’t know.  You do things by instinct.  My mother helped a lot.  She took him home for a couple of days.  I had wrote out everything she was supposed to do, just the way she was supposed to do it.  She kept that letter and razzed me about it quite often after that.  The more kids you get, the less rigid you are.

Darrell:  Did Ken sleep through the night when he was first born?

Jean:  Well no, not for a little while.  I don’t remember how long.

Darrell:  What do you remember about him as a baby?

Jean:  A good child.  I didn’t have any trouble.  I can’t remember anything specific.

Darrell:  How did life change when Joanne came along?
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Jean:  A little busier.  When you had two and they were pretty close together.  Then Shirley came along and that was like having twins almost.  You did what you had to do as quick as you can.  Every child had their own needs.  Every child was different.

Darrell:  How would you describe the childbirth of Darrell?

Jean:  He was pokey.  It took him hours to think about it.  He was a breech birth, so that was why.

Darrell:  What does that mean?  
Jean:  He came backwards.

Darrell:  How long was your labor?

Jean:  I don’t know what time I went to the hospital.  He was born about 10 o’clock in the morning.  We went the evening before.  I guess he could be a lot longer.  Now they do it by Caesarian for breech birth.  But I didn’t.

Darrell:  You did it the hard way.  
Jean:  Yes.

Darrell:  Was the doctor worried about that?

Jean:  I don’t know.  He didn’t tell me.  But then I really did it the better way because you don’t have as long a time in healing.

Darrell:  What was it like having four little kids in the house?

Jean:  Busy.  Very busy!  It seemed like Joanne could out-cry Shirley.  She kept me on my toes.  

Darrell:  Which one was the most difficult to raise?

Jean:  I am not going to say that.  I don’t know.  I didn’t have time to think of it that way.

Darrell:  How did you keep up with four kids?

Jean:  It was a 24 hour a day job.  It was busy all the time.  You had things to do.

Darrell:  Do you have any advice for the future?

Jean:  What kind of advice?

Darrell:  Any kind of advice for anyone?

Jean:  The biggest thing would be to get involved in your church.  Don’t forget who our Creator is and serve Him.  Make Him your Lord and Savior.  You have to trust in Him.

Kenneth Lawrence West

March 24, 1948

Written by Ken West


I was born March 24, 1948, in Richmond, Indiana at Reid Memorial Hospital.  My father was Robert Marion West, born May 16, 1923, and died December 15, 1987.  My mother was Jean Evelyn Steele West, born October 26, 1925, and died July 1, 2005.


My dad was a hard working dairy farmer in Israel Township, Preble County, Ohio.  He later was an Israel Township trustee and active in local politics.  My mom was a stay-at-home mom while the kids were growing up, homemaker, organist and pianist at church, gardener, and later, departmental secretary in the Political Science Department at Miami University in Oxford, Ohio for over 28 years.  Both of my parents were very active in the Fairhaven Presbyterian Church (now Fairhaven Community Church) and raised their four children with lots of faith and love (and strictness).
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I have two sisters, Joanne Laverne West Shaver (Tim) and Shirley Louise West Mitchell (Jim) and one brother, Darrell Marion West (Karin).


I had a normal childhood with many farming chores.  I attended Dixon-Israel Elementary and Junior High School and Eaton High School, graduating in 1966.  I participated in 4-H (dairy cows), church activities and band (playing the coronet).  All my siblings, including myself, were actively encouraged to play musical instruments.


After graduation, I attended Miami University in Oxford, Ohio.  It helped that my mother worked there, as far as tuition was concerned.  I majored in Political Science.  I attended Miami’s European Study Center in Luxembourg during my senior year.  I graduated in 1970.  I worked in retailing for one year and decided to go into education.  I returned to Miami University and earned a master’s degree in elementary education in 1972.  After moving to Florida in 1976, I earned my Specialist’s degree in administration and supervision in 1979.  In 1983, I received my doctorate degree.  During my career, I have published many resources for Broward County Schools, including elementary math materials for remediation and enrichment, students with specific learning needs and test materials.  I also wrote reviews of books and special math materials marketed by national publishers.
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I have one wonderful daughter who is the “apple of my eye”:  Amy Elizabeth West Leskowyak, born April 14, 1969.  Amy’s mother is Sharon Buchanan West whom I married September 1, 1968, and divorced in 1976.  Amy is a homemaker and works in retailing.  She enjoys sewing, cooking and taking care of her family.  Amy has a loving husband, Jay Leskowyak, born November 25, 1954, who works in construction.  They live in Indialantic, Florida (on the east coast).  They are blessed with two children:  Jay Steven, born August 21, 1989, and Christina Marie, born September 11, 1992.  Jay Junior (JJ) loves to hunt with his father and enjoys fishing.  He is able to fish almost every day since he has always lived within a block of the ocean.  JJ enters college in the fall of 2007.  Christina plays the violin and has been inducted in the district orchestra the last two years.  I am very proud of my daughter and her family!


I have had the good fortune to truly enjoy every job I have held in my educational career.  I started as a classroom teacher at West Alexandria Elementary (Ohio) in 1972.  I initiated a math lab that was a “hands-on, minds-[image: image395.jpg]


on”.  I also started an environmental community club at the school.  I was at the school for four years and then moved to Florida.
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In 1976, I moved to Ft. Lauderdale, Florida and was a classroom teacher for three years at Pembroke Lakes Elementary. I began working at this school the second year that it existed.  We worked in portables until the permanent facility was completed two years later.  In 1979, I was asked by the principal to be the curriculum specialist for the school.  I assessed all new and kindergarten students then counseled parents and teachers on the results.  I assisted teachers with developing instructional strategies to enable remedial students to be more successful.  I counseled lots of parents with any concern that they had.  I held this position for ten years.


In 1989, I became elementary math supervisor for the Broward County Schools (the sixth largest in the United States).  I had direct responsibility for the math curriculum of 138 schools.  I implemented many workshops for teachers (to build their own math background and to share successful math instructional strategies) and personally conducted 805 workshops.  I also coordinated countless other workshops, all designed to increase teacher competencies and research-based instructional strategies.  I also implemented Family Math workshops for over 70 schools as a way for families and their children to connect with math at home.  In this position, I also implemented technology software in classrooms as it was just being introduced in schools, and worked with lots of principals and teachers to become comfortable with technology-based learning.  In addition, I coordinated the district school-wide math competitions for elementary students as a way to increase motivation and excitement for this very important academic area.  I also served on state textbook adoption committees, state testing program, state test writing, and bringing rigorous national standards into the state of Florida.  I also was an adjunct professor at local universities in mathematics [image: image397.jpg]


education.  After seven years in this position, I decided to pursue other goals.
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In 1996, I entered school-based administration and became assistant principal of Orange Brook Elementary in Hollywood, Florida (still within the same school system).  I enjoyed “walking the talk” and implementing the philosophy I had shared as math supervisor.  I worked “in the trenches” and loved working with individual students and their parents and teachers in the whole arena of student education.  It was a very rewarding (if sometimes challenging) time in my life as I counseled parents and students on behavior issues, academic concerns, personality conflicts, etc.  I was assistant principal for ten years and retired in June, 2007.  I have truly enjoyed being an educator, at many different levels.


I have had several hobbies over the years, including orchids and gardening, reading and going to movies, cooking and dining, being with friends and traveling.  To date, I have visited 68 countries on six continents and plan to add to that number in the coming years.

Joanne Laverne West Shaver
August 10, 1950

Written by Joanne Shaver
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I was born August 10, 1950, in Hamilton, Ohio, to Robert Marion West and Jean Evelyn Steele West.  My father was born May 16, 1923, to Walter Lawrence West and Hazel Laverne Crist West.  My father died December 15, 1987.  My mother was born October 26, 1925, to Harry Knox Steele and Dorothy A. Sheffer Steele.  She died July 1, 2005.

I have two brothers Ken and Darrell and one sister, Shirley Mitchell.


My father was a dairy farmer.  He milked 30-35 cows during the whole time they raised their family.  They rented a farm until my grandfather’s death, at which time they inherited the Steele family farm.  When I was very young, I recall they also raised pigs, but they quit that at some point when I was pretty young.  They were very involved in the Fairhaven Community Church and took us to church every Sunday.  Dad was an elder for many years in the church and I recall that he stood up and give his testimony after he had numerous medical problems later in his life.  I know that he felt God had miraculously healed his leg when it could have been amputated due to vascular disease.


When we were growing up and had kids come over, one of their favorite activities was playing in the haymow while Dad was milking cows.  It was great fun and we made forts in the hay and also made a shooting slide down through the hay.  Our friends also liked to play tag with Dad while he was milking.  My friends would tell me their dad didn’t do stuff like that.  We also really enjoyed every fall when it was time to fill the silo.


They were also very involved in the Pork Festival and Dad was chairman of that event one year.


My mother stayed home and raised the kids until I was a junior in high school at which time she got a job as a secretary at Miami University in the Political Science Department.  That job was a good fit for her.  She made a lot of friends and enjoyed her work.  She was a pianist and organist at the church our whole lives.  She was the chairman of the music department and kept that ministry going.  Her last wishes for Shirley and I were that she wanted us to keep the music going at church, which we are doing.  When she passed away, within a couple of months, it was discussed at a Church Council meeting that she did several duties at the church and her absence was noticeable.  She typed the church newsletter on a monthly basis and prepared the bulletins every week.  Someone else had to take over those duties she had faithfully done.  She played the piano and organ and had her own spirited style of playing.  She was a great mother and I always felt like I could talk to her about anything.


I remember back in my childhood when our silo was being built.  Mom made a pie that morning and asked me to take each of the workers out a piece of pie.  They really appreciated it.  I don’t think people do that today
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My brothers and sister and I were all born within six years, so we were pretty close in age.  We had a lot of fun growing up and are still close.  It’s getting harder to all get together at the same time since Ken lives in Florida and Darrell lives in Washington D.C.  When we do manage to get together, we do a lot of reminiscing and there is a lot of laughter.  We are all actually very funny when we get together.

[image: image403.jpg]



We worked hard on the diary farm since it was a family affair.  I do remember when I was 8 or 10 that Dad told us he wanted us to help him with the milking and silage for “a while”.  I thought he meant for about a week on a temporary basis.  In my wildest dreams, I didn’t realize then what it was going to involve.  We all certainly learned how to work and that work ethic has served us all well in our adult lives.  The dairy farm kept us from ever taking a family vacation when we were growing up.  The cows recognized us and certainly knew when a stranger was in the milking parlor.  I recall that Darrell had an accident before he started school out in the barn.  Mom filled his little bucket with hot water because she was going to use it.  He reached for it and spilled it all over his arm.  I saw the skin dripping off just like water.  That accident made us miss the ice cream social our church was having that night.  We were kind of mad at him for making us miss that event.

We also had a huge garden and it was always clean.  We spent a lot of time hoeing and harvesting that garden.  We felt like Dad planted a garden the size of the family he had when he was growing up.  It was the biggest garden of anyone we knew.


One of our favorite activities growing up was playing Monopoly.  We knew the cost and rent of all the properties by heart.  One of my favorite ways to cheat was to convince Shirley that she owed me rent (because I knew how much the rent was) on properties she owned. We did a lot of yelling when we played Monopoly.  When we play it together as adults and our children observe our behavior, they are truly shocked at the yelling we still do when we play monopoly.  We love playing monopoly loudly.  We also played a lot of cards.  We lived back a long lane and were pretty much by ourselves.


We went to Liberty to visit Grandma West every other Sunday afternoon.  I have many fond memories of playing with cousins on those Sunday afternoons.  During summers, we often traded kids with cousins and visited many of their homes and they came home with us as well.  It was a lot of fun.


I went to Dixon School through the eighth grade and then our school consolidated with Eaton High School where I went for the last four years, graduating in 1968.  I was in band (clarinet), GAA and several other things.  We always carpooled with other kids in our community to attend the after-school functions.  Mom taught me how to play the piano.  We didn’t take piano lessons like others did.  We would practice our song and then ask Mom to listen to it to either pass it or not.  She wouldn’t even come into the same room.  She would keep doing what she was doing and just tell us what she thought.  One time when I had the mumps and couldn’t go to school, I went through a whole music book and passed on to the next book.


I feel like I had a lot of friends and we did a lot together in high school.  I enjoyed it and it was a lot of fun.  During those years, our church had a big youth group.  For a small church, the youth group was unusually big.  We were not only a church group but also a social group.  We really bonded and I believe the core group in our church today is made up of that group that really bonded as teenagers.  It was just wonderful.  I recall going to 4-H camp and church camp.
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I worked for two years after I graduated from high school.  Then I went to Sterling College in Sterling, Kansas, for two years.  I started working at Miami University and took about another year of college by taking classes part time.  My first job at Miami was as a stenographer in the Personnel Office.  I worked there 34 years.  I took time off to have a family and didn’t go back to work full time until my kids were in school.  I ended my career as Assistant Director of Benefit Services within the Personnel Office and retired September 30, 2004.  Three years later, I still marvel at being free.  I loved my work at Miami and I learned a lot.  When technology entered the picture, everyone who was working there was taught to be computer literate.  I made a lot of friends that I still get together with today.  I never wanted to be involved in insurance, but by the time my career was over, I was an expert in insurance.  This was very fulfilling because many people do not understand their benefits.  I assisted many employees in resolving insurance issues among other things.
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We still attend the Fairhaven Community Church where Tim has been a trustee, elder, Sunday school teacher, and sings in the choir.  I am a pianist and organist and have taught Sunday school.  I was recently president of Women’s Ministries.  Our most fulfilling job was when we were youth leaders when our children were in junior high and high school.  We saw God open many doors and provide for this group.  It certainly stretched us as we depended on the Lord to lead us in this ministry.  We took the group on mission trips every summer to Tennessee or Kentucky.  It was a great experience for all of us.  It was a big responsibility when both Tim and I were working full time, but we were committed to it.  We didn’t do a lot of other activities while we were doing this.  We wanted this to come first.

Tim and I met a couple of years before we got married November 27, 1976.  Tim was born on August 18, 1952, to Hortis Shaver and Evelyn Shaver.  He lived in Harrison, Ohio, and was commuting to Miami University from his home. His aunt and uncle, Jim and Edith Williams, lived in the Fairhaven area.  Jim Williams had knee surgery and asked Tim if he would stay with them for a little while, while he recuperated.  Tim started doing things with our college group and this is how we met.  We took our honeymoon in Niagara Falls.  It seemed that everyone there was on their honeymoon.  We got snowed in with approximately 35 inches of snow.  One of Tim’s best qualities is his kindness to me and others.  Tim graduated from Miami University with an Industrial Arts degree.
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Tim and I have two children.  Jeffrey Lynn Shaver was born September 20, 1979, and Katie Marie Shaver was born July 23, 1981.


When our children were growing up, following my mother’s example, we provided lots of music lessons.  They both took piano lessons and violin lessons.  They both played in the band.  Jeff played the French horn and Katie played drums and flute.  They both played baseball, and Jeff played soccer.  We certainly went to lots of ballgames.  We always took a family vacation since my family never went on one while I was growing up.  They both graduated from Miami University on the same day in May of 2003.  Jeff first went to ATI in Wooster, Ohio, for two years to pursue landscaping.  He then transferred to Miami and got his BS degree in Communication.  Katie went one year to Indiana Weslyan and then transferred to Miami where she got her BS in Social Work.
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Jeff went on staff with Campus Crusade through Miami University for the next two years.  The first year he went to Liverpool, England, for a one year stint and we went to visit him.  He is now working in sales and living in Cincinnati.  He met Katie Grenko, who was also on staff with Campus Crusade through Miami while in Liverpool, England.  They were just friends but weren’t dating at the time.  We met her parents at the airport when they both flew back and ate together with them.  I told them I had hoped Jeff and Katie might get together that year they spent in England.  When I told Jeff what I had said, he was horrified!  Lo and behold, about three months later, they started dating and got married a year later on August 19, 2006.  We got a big laugh out of that.  (We now have two Katie Shaver’s.)
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My daughter, Katie, has been a Probation Officer at Butler County Juvenile Court ever since she graduated from Miami.  She enjoys her work and experiences a lot of drama due to the daily trouble these kids get into.  They are now developing a drug court for teenagers because it is needed.  She will be the female probation officer working with this drug court when it gets off the ground in six months.  She has experienced some success in helping these kids turn their lives around.  Most of them go on to lives of crime.  As she meets their parents, she understands why they’re in trouble.  She also lives in Cincinnati.  We love that they all live in Cincinnati and we get to see them more often.  Approximately once a month, we call them and invite them to join us at a restaurant somewhere in Cincinnati.  When we tell them we’re going to do the buying, they come every time! 
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Raising our children has been the joy of our lives.  We wouldn’t trade that experience for anything.
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I have enjoyed my flowers, my music, knitting and I plan to start taking up the hobby of quilting this winter.


Tim and I went on an Emmaus Walk in 1991.  This spiritual experience affected us profoundly and changed the direction of our lives.  I could sense God was preparing us for something in the first year after we did this, and this was when God called us into the youth ministry.  I think the Emmaus Walk made us open to this opportunity.

Shirley Louise West Mitchell
July 9, 1951

Written by Shirley Mitchell
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I was born July 9, 1951, to Robert Marion West and Jean Evelyn Steele in Richmond, Indiana.  My father, Robert, was the son of Walter Lawrence West and Hazel Laverne Crist West.  My mother, Jean, was the daughter of Harry Knox Steele and Dorothy Ardella Sheffer Steele.


My dad was a farmer and we lived on a farm in Israel Township near Fairhaven, Ohio.  He farmed 123 acres of corn and wheat and milked 35-40 Holstein cows, raised hogs, chickens, cats and a dog.


I have two brothers, Kenneth Lawrence West and Darrell Marion West and one sister, Joanne Laverne West Shaver.  Joanne and I are 11 months and one day apart, so for 30 days we are the same age.  When I was young, on my birthday I used to tell Joanne, “I caught up with you...u!”  Now that we are older, she tells me, “You caught up with me…e!” and still does to this day.
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I remember as a child having no bathroom and having an outhouse.  I also remember taking baths in a tub in the milk house.  One time when Joanne was little, she was taking a bath out in the milk house and the milkman came before she got done.  She thought she would just hold her breath under water while he was there and maybe he wouldn’t see her.  Wrong!  Even as a child, it was embarrassing to get caught!  Around 1960 we remodeled our house and took out one of the stairways (because we had two) and put in a bathroom.  I felt like we were coming up in the world.  No more going to the outhouse or taking baths in the milk house!


We used to store milk in milk cans and keep the cans in a cooler with cold water until the milkman came.  When I was about nine years old, Dad put in a bulk tank.  We had been given a choice by the milk inspector to either quit milking or make changes, so he made the changes and put in a sink and a bulk tank in the milk house.


When I was about 9-10 years old, I was expected to help do chores.  I remember carrying milk (2 milk buckets at a time) and having to lift them up and dump them in the strainer to put it in the bulk tank.  Boy, were they heavy!  We kids had to take turns helping Dad do chores.  We rotated jobs by carrying milk, getting the cows in from pasture, feeding hay or feeding silage.  We also had to get up early to help in the morning and we just hoped Dad would let us go in time to clean up and get ready for school.  I hated the morning chores because you always had to worry about getting the smell off.
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We had a huge garden.  I think because Dad came from a family of twelve kids, he never learned to cut back, even with only having four kids of his own.  We had to hoe by hand to keep the weeds out.  The rows were very long. Each of us kids had to dig a whole row of potatoes by ourselves before we were allowed to go to the fair.  We also had to shell a whole bucket of peas each.  If you complained, Mom would say, “I’ll trade you places.  I’ll sit and shell peas and you can pick them!”  We raised sweet corn, popcorn, green beans, peas, tomatoes, carrots, beets, potatoes, sweet potatoes, lettuce, pumpkins, and squash.  Mom canned or froze the vegetables.  Because we had such a large garden, Dad would be very generous and share with friends and neighbors giving them “buckets” of vegetables.


Dad farmed with Grandpa Steele, Mom’s dad.  They picked corn, made silage, harvested wheat and baled hay together.  It was always fun to go down to Grandma and Grandpa’s (Dorothy and Harry Steele) while the men decided what they were going to do that day.


Grandpa Steele would make sure we got either cookies or a Clark Bar candy bar when we visited, but we weren’t allowed to ask for it.  Sometimes Grandpa would ask me if I wanted one and I would say “no,” but he knew I did, so he kept insisting until I took one.


We lived back a long lane.  It was about 0.3 of a mile long.  During school we had to walk out the lane to get on the bus.  If it rained Mom took us out in the car and picked us up.  One time it was raining and we were all standing by the front door waiting on Mom to get the car.  She drove right on by without stopping to pick us up and we all laughed wondering what she was going to do.  She drove out and came back to get us while the bus driver waited.  Of course, he never let her live that down; needless to say, we didn’t either.  Another time, when Ken was just starting school (probably first grade), he was running out the lane and saw the bus coming.  Since he knew he was late, he decided to hide in the ditch, but the bus driver saw him and kept waiting and honking.  Grandpa Steele drove in, saw him hiding in the ditch, and had him get in the car.  He backed all the way out while the bus waited!


Grandma Steele never learned how to drive a car, so Mom took her every week to Eaton to get groceries and do errands.  Sometimes we would stop at Shaver’s Ice Cream and she would buy us each an ice cream cone.  The cones cost either a nickel for one dip or a dime for two dips.  What a treat!
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By the time I was around 12-13 years old, Dad thought I should learn how to drive the tractor.  I remember raking hay, discing and plowing corn.  You “heard” about it if you plowed out any corn, but Dad had us continue anyway so we would learn.  I remember one time raking hay way back on a farm where there was a cliff at the end of the field.  The next thing I knew when I turned at the end of the field, the tractor was being pulled down the hill because I had not learned to use the brake.  I jumped off the tractor (on the side where the rake sticks out), but I didn’t get hurt.  The tractor and rake started going down the hill!  It stopped - when it finally ran into a tree!  I remember thinking, “Dad is going to be so mad!”  He was cutting hay and going the other direction, but when he came back, the first thing he asked me was, “Are you alright?”  It took Grandpa and Dad several hours to get the equipment out.  By the time I got to church the next day, everyone already knew what had happened!  After that, I did learn how to use the brake.


We also helped bale straw and hay.  We had to either work on the wagon unloading hay on the elevator or work in the haymow.  Straw was so much easier since it was lighter.  Mom had to try to find boys to help bale, so she would go to Fairhaven scouting for boys that were just hanging around.  Dad would just tell her how many he needed.

I remember we had to gather eggs.  I was scared the chickens would peck me, so I wouldn’t reach under them while they were setting.  We also butchered our own chickens.  When Ken saw how Dad would step on the chickens’ necks and throw their bodies, he was horrified!   They would flop around for awhile; hence the saying, “chickens running around with their heads cut off.”  He would never eat chicken again, even to this day!  We helped Mom scald the chickens and pluck the feathers, and then Mom would cut up the chickens.  What a job!


Monday was wash day.  Mom would pull in the wringer washer and tubs from the side porch and start filling them with water from the kitchen sink.  It would take all day just to wash clothes.  She would hang the clothes on a clothesline to dry.  Then she had to fold them and iron them.  It was so nice when we got a washer and dryer.  She could actually do something else while the clothes got washed and dried!


We used to divide the yard up into fourths and take turns mowing yard.  I even remember using a push mower, one that had no engine, but only once.  Then we got a push mower with an engine and it was so much easier.  Finally, they got a riding lawn mower, after all the kids left home!  Next thing we knew, Dad was mowing out the lane!
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We all actually thought Darrell was going to be a farmer.  When he was young, he would follow Dad everywhere to be his “little helper”.  When he was older, he helped milk the cows, not just carry milk like the rest of us.  Over the years, Mom and Dad had been so tied down with the cows that we never took a vacation.  When Darrell was older, he volunteered to milk the cows so they could finally go some place.  But we were all wrong in thinking Darrell would be a farmer; he became a professor instead, about as far away from being a farmer as you could get!


Even though we worked a lot, we did play and have fun together too.  Dad would challenge us to a game of croquet and we would all play.  Of course, he would always beat us.  He would also challenge us to race him out the lane.  We could never seem to beat him.  As he got older and he had grandchildren, he even continued challenging them to a race.  He still won!  However, he would breathe so hard, no one really wanted to race him any more.  In the winter we would play Carom, Rook, Rummy and put puzzles together.  About every night we would make popcorn.  We would take turns popping the corn.  Mom and Dad also enjoyed it when our friends stayed over night.  We would play in the haymow and make tunnels, never thinking about how dangerous that was.  Once I lost my glasses in the hay; after that none of us did that again.  A few times we jumped out of the haymow into the hayloft where the cows ate.  That was scary, but Dad would watch and urge us on!
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We had an old Ford car.  The car had holes in the floor on both sides of the back seat.  We kept telling Dad to slow down driving in the lane because it was throwing dust all over us.  I was so glad when we got rid of that car.
Even though Dad was busy planting crops in the spring, he made sure to take the time to hunt mushrooms.  He just loved hunting mushrooms!  I’m sure that’s why I hunt mushrooms today.
  
My dad was a member of Farm Bureau and was the president for a term.  He also was a board member of the Preble County Pork Festival for several years and one year was the president.  He was very involved in the church.  He was a Sunday school teacher and an elder for years.  Along with another elder, he visited many people in the community when they were sick [image: image420.jpg]BOB JACKSON of Camden is shown above giving a helping
hand to his neighbor Robert West.
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and also urged them to come to church.  I remember Dad having several surgeries.  Two different times he had health problems during planting season.  Men from the church, neighbors, and family came in to plant his crops.  I remember him testifying in church how the Lord brought him through those times and being overwhelmed by the help he received.  I watched and saw the Lord working in his life during those times.

I remember wondering how Dad would be able to do all the work after we all left home.  I wondered if he would get a silage unloader or what he would do.  After Darrell left home, next thing I knew, he sold all the cows!  I couldn’t believe it!  He and Mom later moved to Grandpa and Grandma Steele’s home.   He continued to farm, but he didn’t milk cows anymore.        
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My mom was a quiet example that spoke volumes.  As a young child, I watched my mom make food and take it to various people in need.  She would take the time to visit and encourage them.  She had a servant’s heart.  
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Mom loved flowers and her yard brought her much enjoyment.  I’m sure that’s why Joanne and I love flowers today.  
Mom also had a love of music and shared this love of music with others.  When she was a young girl, she was asked to play the piano for church.  Later, she played the organ and accompanied the choir.  When Joanne and I got to high school, she just said “it’s your turn” and turned the choir over for us to accompany while she still continued to play the organ and accompany various soloists.  Many times Mom, Joanne and I would play trios.  Mom would play the organ, and Joanne and I would each play on a piano.  Later, Laura joined us and the four of us played with Mom playing the organ, Joanne playing a piano and Laura and I sharing a piano.  Before Mom passed away, she told Joanne and me to “keep the music going.” 
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In her later years, Mom lived with a lot of pain, but she didn’t complain about it.  It was amazing how she kept going in spite of it.  Even though she could only walk a short distance with her walker, she continued to type the church bulletin, type the Parish Visitor (our church newsletter), work at the Ice Cream Social, and sew baby quilts for Birthright and The Pregnancy Care Center right up until she had a stroke.
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I remember going to Liberty every other Sunday afternoon to visit Grandpa and Grandma West on the farm.  It was great!  Grandpa always sat in his chair between the dining room and the living room and we would try to run past him without getting caught!  He loved to tease us.  Many of Dad’s family members were visiting too.  While the adults would visit we would play with all the cousins and play on the big rock in the front yard.  Sometimes some of us girls would wash the walls and clean Grandma’s bathroom.  Other times we would play in the barn on a big rope as well as check out the big work horses.  They were intriguing!  Quite often we would either go home with one of our cousins or they would come home with us for a few days.  We were always exchanging kids!  I loved those Sunday afternoons!


I remember all the family reunions on 4th of July and Christmas.  Almost everyone came.  Over the years the reunions were held at Grandpa and Grandma’s, Glen Miller Park, Logue’s, McCormick’s, Jones’, Mom and Dad’s, Dunlapsville in the historic area, Edward’s Memorial Church, or Salem Friend’s Church.  McCormick’s continue to host the annual 4th of July for the West family reunion.  It is still fun to see everyone, meet their families and “catch up” on what each are doing.  


When Grandpa West died and Grandma moved to the trailer in Aunt Betty and Uncle Carl Shriner’s yard in Liberty, we would visit her there on Sunday afternoons.  Sometimes we would go for a walk around the block or walk to Jay’s to get a strawberry soda, her favorite.  Sometimes we would bring Grandma home to visit for a few days.  She would help us carry milk and fix supper.   We would then sit on the side porch and she would tell us stories about baking seven loaves of bread a day when all her kids were home and other stories about raising her large family.  You also knew when she was homesick and ready to go home!
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When I got married, Aunt Ruth Logue made the bridesmaid’s dresses, Aunt Gertie West played the piano, doing all the music, and Aunt Mabel Kalsbeek made our wedding cake.  All were gifts, giving so much of their time, which I will always cherish.


Later, Aunt Ruth made a bridal dress and veil for my daughter’s (Laura) Barbie doll.  She made it from scraps left over from making her own daughter’s (Christine) bridal dress.
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I went to Dixon-Israel School for eight years and then we consolidated with Eaton.  I graduated in 1969 from Eaton High School.  I was involved in 4-H sewing, band playing the French horn, GAA (Girl’s Athletic Association) and played baseball on a girl’s team at Fairhaven.  I played second base.  Later, after graduating, I coached a girl’s softball team as well as played on a girl’s softball team.  I attended Miami University for two and half years taking Business and Secretarial Science classes. 

We went to the Fairhaven United Presbyterian Church (which became Fairhaven Community Church in 1983) and were involved in Vacation Bible School, juniors and Youth Fellowship.  By the time I was in junior high I started playing piano for the little kids during Sunday school, then for the adults during Sunday school, and then for the choir after Mom asked Joanne and me to take over.  After we each married, Joanne and I took turns accompanying the choir while we were busy having children.  Now we both play for the choir.  She plays the organ and I play the piano. 


When I was a senior in high school I met James William Mitchell Jr. at our church.  We teased each other a lot.  Finally, Joanne had to tell me that he was interested in me.  He was a couple of years older than me and went to Ohio State University.  We started dating.  He got drafted and went into the Army.  Jim became a Sergeant.  His platoon went to Vietnam, but he was only there for a short period of time.  He got malaria and other complications and was sent to a hospital in Japan.  Then he was released to a hospital in Pennsylvania until he was finally released from the army.  He returned home and went back to Ohio State University and then started farming.  We dated for awhile to get to know each other again.  We got married on February 24, 1973.  Jim was born on May 26, 1949, and is the son of James W. Mitchell and Marian Morrow Mitchell.
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Jim works hard and has a heart to help other people.  In the winter after he plows all our snow, he goes around the neighborhood plowing their driveways as well.  He has helped many people who have had flat tires or who ran out of gas along our road.  He cuts wood for a widow at our church each winter.  He helped restore Hopewell Church at Hueston Woods State Park and he helped plant the landscaping at our own church. He also helped Doug and Laura build their deck and plant new shrubs around their home. Jim is a man of many trades.  He not only helps other people, but he designed and helped build all our own hog barns, shop, grain set-up, fertilizer containment system as well as remodeled our house.   
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After getting married, we lived near Eaton, Ohio.  Then we moved down the road to the Mitchell family farm.  We are the third generation of Mitchell’s to live here.  We raise soybeans, corn and for 27 years raised hogs.  I did the record keeping on our computer and helped out discing, until Jim went to minimum tillage.  When he bought a new combine, I learned how to operate it and continue to help harvest corn today.  I also worked at Eaton Municipal Court as a Deputy Clerk with Small Claims and Civil cases.  I continued to work until I was ready to deliver my first child.  I decided to be a stay-at-home mom, raising my own kids and helping Jim.  It was at a time when most women who had children were also working outside the home.  I really appreciated Jim’s support and encouragement to help me through that “trying” time when many considered me “not working.”  But it was worth it!  I loved staying home with my kids and also helping and supporting Jim.


We have three children.  Laura Jane was born October 5, 1975, Mark Daniel was born June 5, 1978, and Douglas Alan was born June 15, 1982.  Our children have been such a joy and it was a very busy time in our lives.  They were involved in many activities including 4-H, baseball, soccer, swimming lessons, music lessons, band, and Youth Fellowship.
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Every Sunday night all the grandchildren, Jeff and Katie (Joanne and Tim’s kids) and Laura, Mark, and Doug, would go to Grandpa and Grandma’s (my parents) while Tim, Joanne, Jim and I went to choir practice.  The kids just loved going there!  In the winter, they made popcorn (of course!), put on “shows” together, and just had a big time.  The kids would sometimes play in the front room with the lights out and the door shut.  They called it the “dark game”. You would hear happy noise until finally someone would come out crying, usually Doug because he was the youngest.  In the summer they got Grandpa and Grandma to either go down to the creek or to play ball, with Grandma pitching to them.
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Our kids also enjoyed going to Grandpa and Grandma Mitchell’s and spending the night.  Once a week for a couple of years while I took piano lessons, Grandma would keep the kids.  She made cookies with them and took them to the grocery store and they got a special treat of “riding the boat”.  Grandpa Mitchell would come over to our house every day to see the kids and see what was going on.  Sometimes he would just sit down on the kitchen floor and they would sit on his lap and he would read them a book.  They loved both sets of grandparents; they were very fortunate to know all of them.


We had a garden and the kids helped plant, hoe and harvest the vegetables.  The kids also had a truck patch and grew Indian corn, pumpkins, and gourds.  They would sell the produce to make money and also took it to the Pork Festival Country Store to sell.  Jim and I were chairmen of the Country Store at the Pork Festival for 29 years.  What a job, but as a family, we all worked and helped run the country store.


A big part of our lives is our church.  We are members and attend the Fairhaven Community Church.  Jim is an elder, Sunday school teacher, choir member, and he used to sing in a quartet called “Homeward Bound,” which I accompanied.  Our kids were involved in Bible Hour, Sunday school, Junior’s, Youth Fellowship and went on several mission trips.  Laura eventually accompanied the choir when she was in the eighth grade.  Mark and Doug both were ushers while in high school.  While Doug was in Youth Fellowship his senior year, Jim and I became the Youth Leaders.  We thoroughly enjoyed doing the activities with the teens and teaching them God’s Word.  Jim wasn’t able to go, but I took the Youth Fellowship on several Mission trips to West Virginia, Tennessee, Kentucky and New Orleans.
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Laura played softball and took swimming lessons.  She was also in 4-H, band (playing the clarinet), took piano lessons and was involved in the church youth group.  She became a very accomplished musician with her clarinet and piano.  She participated in many Solo and Ensemble contests with both instruments.  She also played piano solos at band concerts throughout high school.  When she was in eighth grade, she accompanied the choir until she graduated.  She started taking piano lessons at the age of five.  She had come home from nursery school and asked me to show her how to play a song on the piano out of a xylophone music book.  It was either by number or color, but I showed her one song.  Before I even had lunch ready in less than a half hour, she was playing all the songs in the book!  She started piano lessons before she could read or write.  She continued taking lessons through high school and entered various piano competitions.  When she was a sophomore in high school, she won the Young Artist Competition and performed with the Richmond Symphony Orchestra.  She graduated with honors from Eaton High School in 1994 and became an accomplished piano student.  She received her BM in Piano Performance at Wheaton College Conservatory of Music, Wheaton, Illinois, in 1998.  She later received her Master of Music in Piano Performance from Miami University, Oxford, Ohio, in 2002.


Laura met Doug Atkins during the summer she was a practice supervisor at Interlochen Center for the Arts, Interlochen, Michigan, and while Doug was a piano technician working there also.  Doug is from Ringwood, New Jersey, and was going to North Bennett Street School in Boston, Massachusettes.  [image: image436.jpg]


They dated long-distance while Laura completed her degree at Wheaton, Illinois.  At this time Doug is a piano technician for Cedarville University in Cedarville, Ohio.  
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Laura married Douglas John Atkins on June 20, 1998.  Doug was born on May 26, 1968.  He is the son of William Carver Atkins Jr. and Jean Rohloff Atkins.  They live near Waynesville, Ohio, and have three sons:  Booker Douglas, who was born November 4, 2002; Wyatt “Carter”, who was born November 8, 2004; and Decker James, who was born November 6, 2006.  They are expecting another baby in November, 2008.    At the age of four and half, Booker started taking piano lessons.  The boys love coming over to Grandpa’s to ride in the combine during harvest.  What a joy to have them so close!  I take care of them one day every week while Laura teaches piano lessons!  Grandpa and I really enjoy them!
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Mark played baseball, soccer, and took swimming lessons.  He was also in 4-H, band and youth group at church.  In high school Mark was involved in Hi-Y.  He played the trumpet and took extra lessons.  He became a very accomplished trumpet player.  When he was in high school, he was first trumpet in the band and participated in many Solo and Ensemble Competitions.  He graduated with honors from Eaton High School in 1997 and went to Taylor University for one year.  He then transferred to The Ohio State University and graduated with a BA in History.  While at OSU he got very involved in Campus Crusade for Christ.  He went on several summer projects and then did a one year STINT in Baku, Azerbaijan.  After graduating from OSU he worked for three years.  He is now attending Trinity Evangelical Divinity School in Deerfield, Illinois.  He will graduate with his Masters of Divinity in May, 2008.  He is currently looking for a pastoral position in a church and is planning on future missions in the former Soviet Union.
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Doug played baseball, soccer, and took swimming lessons.  He was also in 4-H, band and was involved in the church youth group.  In high school Doug was involved in the Hi-Y, track, golf, tennis, Quiz Team and was a class officer.  He played the saxophone and took extra lessons and also became an accomplished musician.  He participated in many Solo and Ensemble contests.  His senior year of high school, he played a saxophone duet with his teacher, Mrs. Phillips, as well as performing a solo at his final band concert.  Doug graduated from Eaton High School with honors and was the class valedictorian in 2001.  He went to Rose-Hulman in Terra Haute, Indiana, for one year and a quarter, then transferred to The Ohio State University and received his BS in Mechanical Engineering in 2006.  He received his Masters in Mechanical Engineering from The Ohio State University in 2007 and started a job with Cummins in Columbus, Indiana, as a mechanical engineer. 

At this time, we are praising the Lord for an answer to prayer.  Doug has gone through a lot of medical issues that various doctors were unable to figure out for the past four years.  He had struggled with numerous health issues including chronic fatigue and pain (which led to him sitting out a quarter while at OSU) and food allergies.  After going to many doctors, specialists, and an alternative clinic in Michigan, we took him to the Mayo Clinic in Rochester, Minnesota, two different times.  Many family, friends and churches were praying and seeking the Lord to intervene for Doug for a diagnosis.  Praise the Lord, one doctor suspected Celiac Disease, which had previously gone undetected by normal methods.  Celiac Disease is being intolerant and toxic to gluten (which is in wheat, rye, barley and possibly oats).  After six more weeks, Celiac Disease was confirmed.  He was told he would be better in one year if he carefully watched his diet and refrained from eating any gluten.  In only a few weeks, we saw unbelievable improvement!  What a trying time for Doug and our family as we struggled to get a diagnosis, but we are so thankful to the Lord for His answer to our prayers and a diagnosis.  In the midst of this struggle, the Lord continued to bless Doug by helping him persevere and complete his two degrees at The Ohio State University.
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I am so thankful to have been brought up by Christian parents and having had a Christian heritage.  And I am so thankful that each of our children know and love the Lord.  Jim and I pray for each of them every day.  We entrust the Lord to draw each one of our grandchildren to Him so that they too will have a personal relationship with Christ also.

I have loved being a mother and am now enjoying being a grandma.  I had been told “there is nothing like being a Grandma,” and I have found that out.  I love each one of my children very much and I love each one of my grandchildren very much too, even as I look forward to having more. 
Darrell Marion West
October 6, 1954
Written by Darrell West

Ancestry
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I was born October 6, 1954, in Richmond, Indiana, to Robert Marion West and Jean Evelyn Steele West.  My father Robert, the son of Walter and Laverne West, was born on May 16, 1923, and my mother Jean, the daughter of Harry and Dorothy Steele was born October 26, 1925.

My Grandma, Laverne West, was a religious woman.  Her church was a tiny country congregation a few miles from where she lived.  She attended regularly and always kept a Bible nearby.  When her husband died in 1960, 14 years before she passed away, she was confident he had gone to heaven.  Her view of Paradise was as a recreation of human life on Earth.  “Families will be reunited, and husbands and wives will have eternal life together,” she preached.  As she grew older and her own health declined, she often declared “I am ready to go.  I want to be with Dad in heaven.”


My father’s side of the family was of English stock.  Its members had grown up on the Indiana side of the Ohio border in Liberty, a small town of 5,000 people.  My great, great, great grandparents were Lawrence West and Elizabeth Nickels West.  Lawrence had been born in 1807 and gotten married in 1831.  He and his wife had 10 children, including sons named after George Washington and Thomas Jefferson.  Their oldest son was my great, great grandfather, John West, born in 1832.  He married Miriam Laird West in 1854, and this union produced two sons, including my great grandfather, Lawrence Philander West.


When his parents died, Lawrence was left out of the family will.  His brother got the family farm and all the household property.  Yet despite this setback, Lawrence proved more industrious and prosperous than his brother.  He married Sarah Crist West in 1880 and had one child, my grandfather, Walter West, in 1886.  Lawrence was a dedicated farmer who liked to innovate.  He was a firm believer in keeping up on the latest trends in agriculture, including the use of fertilizer, and he worked hard to keep his property in good shape.  His wife, Sarah, rarely left the house, except to go to church.  According to relatives, Lawrence did the family shopping, undertook family business, and purchased the groceries.


In 1907, Walter married my grandmother, Laverne Crist West, over the objections of her mother.  Sarah feared her daughter, who had been a sickly young child, would be exhausted by the rigors of farm life.  She thought that Walter was spoiled because he had been an only child.  Her life plan for her daughter had been for Laverne to become a pianist and kindergarten teacher.  However, one parent had to provide permission for the 19-year-old daughter to marry so while Sarah boycotted the marriage ceremony, Lawrence attended and signed the official papers.  For years, her mother refused to see her daughter, still upset over what she considered a rebellious and not-well-thought-out action.
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Although my grandmother never got to teach kindergarten, she liked to joke that she “raised one.”  Walter and Laverne had a large family of three boys and nine girls.  My grandmother used to get up at 5 a.m. to have a little peace and quiet.  Then, she would go out and milk their 10 cows by hand.  As her mother feared, Walter rarely got up before 9:30 each morning, well after the early chores and milking were completed.


With a dozen kids, cooking, washing dishes and making clothes kept my grandmother busy.  She washed clothes on a washboard and hung them outside to dry.  She kept three or four irons on the stove so that one always was ready to press clothes.  When meals were served, she never ate with the family.  She would rest while everyone else dined.  Then, she would clean up and do the dishes.

Walter was the disciplinarian in the family. On religious grounds, he opposed gambling with card games so there were no games of chance in his home.  Although a farmer who did physical labor, he was sick a lot.  His children recalled that he required lots of rest and always was taking medicine.


My Mom’s family came from English and Scottish roots.  My great, great, great grandparents (Joseph Steele and Janette Taylor Steele) had come to southwestern Ohio from near Asheville in Buncombe County, North Carolina in 1818, three decades after the Ohio Territory was formed in 1788.


At that time, farmers on the East Coast faced difficulties in producing their crops.  The constant plantings without adequate fertilizer undermined agricultural yields and made it difficult to earn a living.  Rather than migrate to the cities, my ancestors moved West to the newly formed territory of Ohio.  In the early 19th century, rural Ohio was barely settled along its southwestern boundary.  Some areas had more Indians than white settlers.


Their son, Samuel Steele, was born in 1814 and he married Martha Hays in 1840 when he was 26.  In 1848, he and Martha purchased a 356-acre farm in Israel Township from her father Robert Hayes that became our family homestead.  Robert had been one of the early settlers of the area in 1812 when he had purchased the land from the United States national government.  With a land deed signed by President James Madison and Secretary of State James Monroe, he bought the land which sat on a rolling hill overlooking a creek.  The scene was so gorgeous that early Preble County atlases identified this homestead as “Beautiful View Farm.”


The land passed down to Samuel and Martha’s son, Robert Steele, who was born in 1852, the third of 10 children.  Robert’s oldest brother had married and moved away and his oldest sister had died so he got the farm.  He was a long-time bachelor who did not get married until he was 41 years old.  His bride, Emma Irwin Steele, was 13 years younger than he was.  They had five children, one of whom died at three months of age.  
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Their son, Harry Steele, was born in 1898.  He married my grandmother in 1925, and they had two daughters.  My parents met at a Halloween barn dance held in a corn crib.  They didn’t pay much attention to each other at this party, but they corresponded during World War II and started going out seriously after he returned from the Navy in 1946.  My mother knew he was serious one night when she playfully untied his shoe laces and for five hours he refused to leave her house until she retied them for him.  It was shortly before dawn when she capitulated and retied the shoes.  She knew that if her parents got up and her boyfriend still was around, she would have a lot of explaining to do.

Home and Childhood


My father, Robert West was a farmer who was a member of Fairhaven Community Church.  He was president of the Preble County Farm Bureau and an elected trustee from Israel Township.  My mother was a housewife who helped Dad on the farm and then worked as a secretary in the Political Science department at Miami University starting in the 1960’s.


I have one brother, Kenneth West and two sisters, Joanne West Shaver and Shirley West Mitchell.


My father used to plant a garden that was quadruple the size needed to feed our family.  We raised row after row of potatoes, corn, green beans, peas, onions, carrots, tomatoes, and strawberries.  There were apple trees, cherry trees, grape vines, and bushes bearing blackberries and raspberries.  It took weeks to plant these crops in the late spring, hoe out the weeds during the summer, and harvest the fruits and vegetables in July and August.  Everyone in the family spent long hours tending this garden.  It was less a hobby than a full-time vocation for our six-person family.
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After the produce was harvested, the work was not complete.  My mother froze berries and corn, turned grapes into juice, and canned green beans and tomatoes.  My least favorite activities were shelling peas and breaking green beans into thirds.  Later, I learned the French served peas in the shell and whole green beans, and I thought these were the most wonderful ideas in the world.  Had my mother been aware of these culinary practices, it would have saved us hours of labor.
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In order to prepare vegetables for eating or canning, we had to pull the peas out of their shells and break the green beans.  There were several harvests during the summer.  Our garden was above the family’s cesspool, and the constant source of nutrition always seemed to produce bountiful yields.  Over the course of the summer, there would be gallon buckets of peas and green beans of which to take care.  We sat on the front porch of our house and prepared the vegetables.
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In the late 1960s, my father was elected president of the Preble County Farm Bureau.  This was one of the major lobbying organizations on agricultural issues.  Several times a year, he drove to Columbus to lobby state officials.  He would come back with stories about meeting then-Governor Jim Rhodes or various state representatives.  Rhodes was a traditional, back-slapping politician who told everyone what they wanted to hear.  My father liked him personally, but never counted on him to do much for farmers.  The governor mostly was interested in economic development, not agriculture.


Just hearing these stories about state politics stimulated my interest in politics.  It was fun to hear what politicians I knew from newspapers really were like in person.  I learned which leaders were helpful to farmers and which ones had little interest in agrarian issues.  From his stories, it seemed clear there were a lot more of the latter than the former.  


Unlike my father, my mother was completely disinterested in politics.  She would read newspapers days after they were published, if at all.  Later, I would use her as a barometer of policy activation among apathetic Americans.  When an issue that aroused consternation in Washington filtered down to my mother and made her mad, I knew it was a real problem.  If she didn’t know about something, it meant that average Americans had not yet tuned into that subject.


I learned this in 1991 when the political establishment was buzzing about a possible presidential candidacy of then-New York Governor Mario Cuomo.  Wondering whether Cuomo would be able to appeal to conservative Midwesterners, I asked my mother what she thought of Cuomo.  Answering the question in a far more definitive manner than I was anticipating, she replied “who’s Cuomo?”
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Teen Years

I attended Dixon Elementary and Junior High School and Eaton High School, graduating high school in 1972.


I played the drums when I was growing up, worked on the farm, was a member of 4-H, and a member of the Fairhaven Community Church.  My friends were Dale Thomas, Richard Charles, Scott Chapin, Tracey Keller, Vic Snively, and Jeff Kissick.

Continuing Education

I graduated from Miami University in Oxford, Ohio in 1976 with a degree in Political Science.  I earned a Master’s Degree in Political Science from Indiana University in 1978 and a Ph.D. Degree in Political Science from Indiana University in 1981.  I have been a political science professor at Brown University in Providence, Rhode Island since 1982.  
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I am the author of 15 books on American politics including Patrick Kennedy:  The Rise to Power, The Sound of Money, Digital Government, Air Wars:  Television Advertising in Election Campaigns, and Biotechnology Policy, among others.  I have a Website:  www.InsidePolitics.org and I am a member of Central Congregational Church in Providence, Rhode Island. 


I married Annie Schmitt August 6, 1983, in Providence, Rhode Island and was divorced in 2006.  She is a professor of biology at Brown University.

I married Karin Rosnizeck of Munich, Germany on May 5, 2007, in Providence, Rhode Island and on May 12, 2007 in Regensburg, Germany.  I met Karin of Munich, Germany at an international conference.  She worked for the U.S. State Department and was the consulate public affairs person who arranged lectures, conferences, and seminars.  Karin is one of the most charming people I ever have met.  She has a nice and engaging personality and is a great conversationalist.  I had never met [image: image453.jpg]


someone with whom it was so easy to converse.  Karin is Catholic and had been raised in a small Bavarian town of a few thousand inhabitants [image: image454.png]


about 80 miles north of Munich.  Her father, Hans, served in the German Army, while her mother Christa worked around the house.  Her family had lived in the contested Sudetland between Germany and Czechoslovakia, and migrated to Bavaria in 1945 after Germans were expelled.  Karin has the ability to engage emotionally; that is very impressive.
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I taught political science at Brown University from 1981-2008.  I have taught courses on campaigns and elections, mass media, and public policymaking.  My hobbies are collecting travel books, traveling to foreign countries, and watching college basketball (especially Indiana University).
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I do political analysis on local and national television stations.  I have been quoted in the New York Times, Washington Post, Los Angeles Times, Chicago Tribune, Providence Journal and Boston Globe, and on National Public Radio, MSNBC, CNN, the Today Show, O’Reilly Factor, Hardball, NBC Nightly News, and ABC World News.

On July 1, 2008, I am starting a new job as Vice-President and Director of Governance Studies at the Brookings Institution in Washington, D.C.  Brookings is the leading think tank in the country and it will give me the chance to continue my research and writing on American politics.

Significant Events/Memories

Growing up on a dairy farm fills me with many memories.  City folks extol the virtues of country living.  They think of beautiful farms, rolling hills, and flowery meadows.  They don’t realize chickens, pigs, and cows produce manure and need to be fed every day.  Even today, it amazes me how demanding the physical labor is on a farm and how much anxiety is associated with rural life.

A typical day on our Ohio family farm meant getting up before dawn.  During the summer, my job would be to gather our cows from the field.  Invariably, the creatures would be at the far end of the field.  The inviolate law of cow herding was that alfalfa, timothy, and grass tasted better the farther the animals were from the barn.


I would walk several hundred yards out to the field hoping the cows would not take too much time getting to the barn.  At an early age, I discovered the trick was to identify the “lead” cow and direct her toward the desired destination.  Most herds are hierarchical and over time, you can see which one eats first, drinks first, and gets the coolest spot under the shade tree.  If you could encourage the leader to walk toward the barn, the others generally would follow.  However, there always were strays and stragglers who lingered for an extra bite.

In the winter, it was easy to gather the cows because they stayed around the barn to avoid the cold weather.  But since there was no grass to munch in the fields, we fed them chopped corn harvested during the fall that we put in our silo.  This meant entering a narrow, cobweb-filled passageway along the exterior wall of the silo and climbing 35 feet of iron rings to the top.  The space was just big enough that a small person could ascend the rings.  Midwesterners don’t like to build things any larger than necessary.  If you had any hint of claustrophobia or fear of heights, this vertical tunnel would activate it.


When you reached the apex, you climbed into the silo through a four-by-four foot hole and used a large pitchfork to throw the silage down the exterior passageway.  After shoveling the morning’s allotment through the little window, you went back down to the base of the silo and carried the chopped corn outside to the cow troughs.  You would do this one fork at a time, and it would take considerable time to feed the entire herd.  To this day, just seeing one of those concrete silos towering on the horizon in the country induces feelings of claustrophobia, agoraphobia, and back-breaking labor.


Once you got the cows to the barn, we would bring them into our milking parlor nine at a time.  There was a line of iron stanchions, one for each cow.  I would direct each animal into the stanchion with ground corn feed as the incentive and lock the metal stanchion around its neck so it couldn’t back out.  While the cows were mesmerized by food, we would wash the manure off their udders.  Judging from the amount of stench surrounding them, it was clear cows never lay very far from their excrement.  Somehow, large animals seem most comfortable when they are surrounded by their own smells.


I would attach rubber suction tubes to each cow’s four teats.  These tubes were connected to electric milking machines that would pump out the milk in rhythmic pulses.  The machines simulated the grip of the human hand on the teat, and over the course of five or 10 minutes, their suction pressure would draw the milk out of the cow without any discomfort to the animals.


The only problem was that using milking machines, you have to lean close to the cow right in front of their hind legs.  If it had been raining outside and the cow was soaked, you got wet.  If it was 90 degrees, the close encounter with the cow was stultifying hot.  If the temperature was zero degrees, your hands grew frozen due to the frosty conditions.


After years of doing these chores, I developed my first life goal.  I constantly reminded myself during my teenage years that “when I grow up, I want an inside job with no heavy lifting.”  No desk job I ever performed later in life seemed like work compared to the physical labor of my youth.  Seated on a comfortable chair in a heated office in front of a computer screen isn’t real work when you grew up on a dairy farm.


The job of milking cows was cold in the winter, hot in the summer, and dirty and dangerous all year round.  Since cows were eating while we milked them, they sometimes would get startled when someone came up beside their hind legs to clean their udders.  When a cow is surprised, her first impulse is to kick the offending party.  I quickly learned the virtue of managing the expectations game.  You had to warn cows in advance about impending moves so they would not kick the crap out of you.  This was a life skill that came in hand later in my academic life as chairman of a university department.  When I violated the expectations rule with collegiate colleagues, they generally reacted the same way as our cows did.
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All of our dairy animals had names.  There were Milly and Sally, my favorite cows due to their friendly dispositions.  They were the animals I took to our county fair for exhibition.  I still have the pictures of me with my 4-H cows.  Using halters around the face of the cow, you led them around a sawdust-covered ring in front of a judge and an audience, and hoped they didn’t attempt to bolt the arena.  Cows which exhibited promising qualities of stature, disposition, and body tone were judged champions and received ribbons.  They were the Arnold Schwarzeneggers of the Preble County Fair.


On the farm, we kept detailed records of every cow’s milk history, butterfat content, and volume production.  Those who didn’t measure up got sent to the butcher.  Later, I thought academia was demanding with its emphasis on “publish or perish”, but for our cows that dictum was a literal truth.  Produce large quantities of rich milk, or you die.  I never thought much about this at the time, but looking back on this period, I realize that I knew most of the hamburger I consumed during my youth.  Despite my best efforts at being a calming presence, one cow named Doris constantly would kick me when I tried to milk her.  She didn’t last long in our herd.  For her delinquent behavior, she was sent to the slaughter yard.  I may even have eaten her.


When I went to school after milking the cows in the morning, I always worried about the residual smell of cow shit on my hands.  After milking 32 cows, washing their udders, attaching our milking machines, feeding the animals, and cleaning their stalls, it took a lot of scrubbing to remove the offensive smells.  I feared that others would detect the remaining odors and I would become a permanent outcast at school.


Although many of my classmates lived on farms, most of their parents no longer milked cows.  The number of dairy farms in America had dropped to 334,000 in 1980 (and eventually would decline to 60,000 by 2006).  By the late 20th century, half of the milk produced in America would come from farms containing herds of more than 500 cows.  Even rural people in my hometown thought the work of the small-town dairy farmer was too hard and demanding.  There was no time off from the twice-a-day grind.


My parents had a traditional marriage common in rural households of this generation.  As was true with most women of her era, my mother was the family caretaker.  She was the one who prepared the food, cleaned the house, took care of the kids, and made sure everyone was okay.  Along with these family responsibilities, she played the piano and organ at church and prepared the church bulletin every week.  She never wanted credit for any of these activities.  She just did them and took pride in being able to help other people.


Dad was the exact opposite.  He was not in good health as a boy and was not tall for his age.  In the third grade, he had so many health problems that he was forced to repeat the school year.  As a freshman in high school, he was the shortest boy in his class.  He stood five feet, one inch and weighed 103 pounds.  It was not until his 20’s that he grew to his adult height of 5 feet, nine inches.  Perhaps because he had been doted on as a child by his sisters or maybe because he was short in high school, he craved attention and was domineering in the way he dealt with people.  He needed attention, and she was happy to oblige.


Between 1948 and 1954, my parents had four kids, my brother Ken born in 1948, Joanne in 1950, Shirley in 1951, and me in 1954.  The parade of four children in the course of six years must have been very stressful for them, even with her parent’s right around the corner from our house.  I can’t imagine what it was like having four children under the age of six.  But she always found time to minister to our wounds, cheer at our baseball games, and attend school band performances.


Sometimes in her rush to help us, though, a few details would get overlooked.  We lived in an old farmhouse back a long lane that was 3/10 of a mile from the road.  If it was raining or cold, she would drive us out to the school bus.  One day, it was cold so she decided to drive us out the lane.  She went out the back door to get the car.  We went out the front door.  As the four of us marched out, she drove around the house.  But instead of stopping to pick us up, she kept on going.  When she got to the end of our lane, the school bus was waiting for us.  She turned around and looked in the back seat and noticed there were no kids in the car.  Undaunted, she turned the car around, drove back to the house, picked up the four of us, and took us back to the bus.  For years afterwards, our bus driver would kid her about her forgetfulness on that day.


By national income standards, we were quite poor.  The average family income in 1954 was $3,960, and we were well below that figure.  When asked what their house was like when they moved over to Ohio, my mother said, “there was no running water in it or hot water of any kind.  No bathroom.  We got things one at a time.  It was the only way to do it.”


Water was carried in from the barn.  It was not until 1952 that the house got running cold water.  Indeed, because of the cows, our barn had running water before the house did.  To complete the family’s laundry, Mom heated water on a gas stove, washed the clothes in a manual washer, rinsed them through a hand-cranked wringer, and then took them outside to dry.  There was no mechanical dryer until much later in her life.  Jokingly, she said of the laundry, “you didn’t do it in 15 minutes” the way she could after she had an automatic washer and dryer.


Our first telephone was installed in 1954, right at the time when I was born.  The day of its arrival, my brother excitedly told his elementary school teacher, who also was one of our neighbors, that there was a new object in the house.  Thinking he was referring to my birth, she asked “what is the new arrival?”  Proudly, he stated that “we got a phone this week.”  Apparently, that made a bigger impression on him than my birth!
Running hot water and an indoor bathroom were added in 1960, when I was six years old.  This replaced the outhouse the family used prior to this time.  Our home got its first furnace in 1965.  It replaced a coal stove we used in the kitchen and one we had in the living room.  I appreciated this because my bedroom was on the second floor, which meant my room was unheated for the first 11 years of my life.


Despite our lack of cash, our family never felt poor because we lived in a big house and grew most of our own food.  We had cows for milk, chickens for eggs, and a ready supply of beef, pork, and chicken.  There was a huge garden that supplied vegetables, tomatoes, berries, corn, and potatoes.  I never had a moment of hunger at any point in my youth.


My mother was the designated chicken-killer when we wanted roast chicken.  She would capture the particular chicken, place its neck under a board on which her two feet sat, and pull the body of the chicken until its head snapped off.  Then, she let go and I always was amazed how long a chicken with no head could fly around until it bled to death.  To this day, my brother refuses to eat chicken.


When the electricity went off and there were four little kids to entertain, my father came up with the idea of making homemade ice cream.  Generally, when we lost power, it was zero degrees outside and a snowstorm had taken down the power lines.  “What better time to make ice cream?” he argued.  There was ice on the cows’ water tank and plenty of free labor to crank the ice cream freezer so that is what we did.  I remember a number of times when we ate homemade ice cream under blankets in the kitchen, freezing from lack of heat and power.


In the Spring, there were fields to be prepared and crops to be planted.  When the corn rose to around six inches, we had to drive tractors with cultivators attached to them that dug out the weeds without damaging the rising crop.  It was work that required constant attention to the corn row.  This was not a place for someone who suffered from Attention Deficit Disorder.  What made the job so difficult was that it was boring driving the tractor, row-by-row, across the field.  It might take half a day to finish a single field, and you couldn’t let your mind wander too far because you would plow out the newly-planted corn.  If the corn didn’t survive, there would be nothing to harvest.  My father always noticed if we plowed up too much of the corn.


In the summertime, there was hay to bale.  This was the dirtiest and hottest job.  Baling hay generally took place in July and August, when the temperature was above 90 degrees.  You had to cut the grass, alfalfa, and timothy that made good winter feed for our cows.  After it baked for a couple of days in the hot sun (hopefully with no rain that would damage the hay), you would drive a tractor and mechanical rake that would turn the cut hay into row after row of winnowed grasses. 

At this point, the serious labor would begin.  My father would drive a tractor with a hay baler attached to it.  The baler would draw up the rows of hay, combine it into a rectangular mass that was five feet long, two feet wide, and three feet deep, and place twine around each bale so someone could move the bale.  Each bale weighed around 50 pounds.  A wagon would be attached to the end of the baler, and one-by-one, a bale of hay would come out of the machine once every 10 seconds.


My job on the wagon was to take each bale that came out of the machine and construct intertwined rows two-bales wide and five rows high.  The bales had to be stacked neatly so they would not fall off the wagon when you were going along bumpy hills.  It was back-breaking work during the hottest months of the summer.  Even in my current aerobics class, I have never sweated as much as I did during those long summers baling hay.  Although in my youth, I fantasized about becoming a farmer and owning my own land, the teenage experience of making hay persuaded me there must be an easier way to earn a living. 

After the wagon was loaded with 80 to 90 bales of hay, it would be driven to the barn for storage in the hay mow.  This was the elevated loft above our milking parlor where the hay was placed before it was fed to the cows in the winter.  Unloading the wagon involved placing each bale on an elevator, one-by-one, and sending the hay from the wagon up to the second-floor loft.  To this day, when friends with condominiums talk about their beautiful, second-story lofts, I still think of hay mows, not yuppified, urban dwellings.


Two or three people would stand in the hay mow and take each bale off the elevator and stack it in the barn.  If the heat in the fields seemed unbearable, the hotness in the barn was even worse.  There was not ventilation in the mow, just dirt, dust, and human sweat.  Anyone who had allergies or suffered from hay fever never would have survived this job.  It generally took 30 minutes to unload one wagon of hay.  When we finished that task, there were more loads coming from the field.


A “good” day of haying meant loading and unloading 8 to 10 wagons, often starting at 9 a.m. and finishing around 7 p.m.  At the end of that day, your arms would be scratched from the hay.  You occasionally were surprised by turning a bale over, putting your hands into the twin, and discovering a half-dead field snake that had been picked up by the baler.  Even in their damaged condition, these snakes were not happy about being intertwined with a bale of hay.


In the Fall and Winter, there were barns to be cleaned and manure spread on the fields.  While this was not as physically demanding as other farm jobs, it had its own peculiar type of torture attached to it.  We had to use tractor loaders and shovels to clean out the manure of our cows, pigs, and chickens.  After several years of experience with this, I developed my first classification scheme.  Due to its concentrated form, chicken shit smelled the worse, followed by pig shit, and cow shit.  But even cow shit smelled pretty bad.  The idea that it rated no higher than third on the smelliness dimension, though, was off-set by the fact that there was lots of it due to our 32 milk cows and 20 heifers.  I constantly was amazed at how much manure 2,000 pound animals could produce.


If cows left the manure in the field, there was no problem.  We simply left it where it dropped and it became fertilizer.  However, since our cows spent a considerable amount of time in the barn, especially during the winter, periodically we had to clean out the stalls.  In the country, you learn to be very efficient in your use of material.  Not having money to buy commercially-made fertilizer, we loaded up the manure onto a mechanical spreader and drove it out to our fields for what I later learned was called “recycling”.


At that point in my life, though, spreading manure on the fields didn’t seem so environmentally sensitive or ecologically valuable.  The job meant riding a tractor while right behind a whirling contraption threw the manure off the back of the spreader.  At least, that was the theory.  In my experience, around 10 percent of the manure flew forward onto me, as opposed to behind the spreader, where it was supposed to land.  After a few experiences with spreading manure, I learned the virtue of wearing a jacket with a hood attached to it.  That way, the flying manure did not get on me or in my hair.  Even if it was hot outside, I always wore a hooded jacket for spreading manure.


Despite the dirt, the heat, the cold weather, and the back-breaking labor, farm work taught me many valuable life skills.  Following the lead of my father, I learned the virtues of hard work, good organization, maintaining a focus, and perseverance until a job is completed.  It takes strong organizational skills and a single-minded focus to complete farm chores.  As an adult, I found that my organizational talents were superior.  I knew how to break tasks into required components and how to complete them efficiently.  When you are milking cows or baling hay, wasted motions dramatically increase your work load.  It is crucial to know what will advance you toward your goal of getting a particular job done versus what is extraneous or inefficient.  If you don’t learn those skills, you create extra work for yourself.


When calamities happened, there was not much money for health care.  This was made clear from the initial moments of my life.  A breech birth, I was delivered feet-first in a long and painful childbirth.  These were the days before Caesarian deliveries were common with complicated deliveries.  Many years later, my mother recalled the delivery.  “You were pokey.  It took you hours to think about it,” she joked.  A good friend of theirs named Gene Skinner had a child called Darrell so they gave me the same name following the birth.


But the lengthy delivery was no joking matter.  She and my father had gone to the Richmond, Indiana hospital where I was to be born the evening before.  Expecting the childbirth to take just a few hours, as had been true with her other three children, my mother labored throughout the night and well into the next day.  When morning came and still there was no child, my father went home to milk the cows.  He arrived back at the hospital in plenty of time for my 10 a.m. delivery.  Everyone sighed with relief when I turned out to be a healthy young baby.


My parents didn’t have health insurance to cover my birth.  They bore the $75 doctor’s fee and the $125 hospital bill themselves.  This reflected their general attitude toward health care.  People went to the doctor when there was a specific reason but not before.  There were no annual check-ups to determine if you might catch a disease.  Preventive medicine was not a concept my parents understood.  You visited the doctor when you had to, and only if it were something serious.  I went to a doctor a few times when I was growing up, but never saw a dentist or optometrist until my teenage years.


When I was really young, the only time I needed a lot of medical attention was when I suffered serious burns on my arms from scalding hot water.  I was at the barn where our hot water was and scalding water had accidentally spilled on me.  My sister Joanne said the skin was just dripping off my arm.  I was rushed to the hospital and they were able to put me back together without much in the way of ill effects.


In Spring, 1966, though, something more dangerous came along.  I had developed a cold and a sore throat.  Thinking that it was not very serious, my parents did not take me to the doctors.  Physicians cost money, after all, and we didn’t have much excess cash.  A few days later, on a Sunday morning, I got out of bed and could barely stand up.  My joints were inflamed and I knew something was seriously wrong.


My parents rushed me to the doctor.  In those days, you could see your family doctor on the weekend if there were an emergency.  He took one look at my symptoms (a terrible sore throat, high fever, and inflamed joints), and told my parents to take me straight to the Hamilton hospital.  I had developed rheumatic fever.  


This was a disease that earlier in the century had been both common and deadly.  It afflicted those of low socio-economic status, people without access to antibiotics or quality medical care.  Caused by streptococcus bacteria, the disease strikes children between the age of 6 and 15.  I was 11 years old.  Only three percent of those with untreated strep throat develop rheumatic fever, but I was one of the unlucky few.


At the turn of the 20th century, rheumatic fever was the leading cause of death among school-age kids.  As late as 1940, according to medical researcher Peter English, 2 percent of school children were infected with rheumatic fever.  A significant percentage of those afflicted with the disease died from it.  But by the end of that century, due to improved treatment through antibiotics, the incidence rate had slowed to 0.05 per 1,000 population.  The death rate dropped to nearly zero by 1960.  After 1970, with the exception of a few isolated flare-ups, almost nobody in developed nations got the disease any more.  In the last part of the 20th century, it became a disease of the Third World.


Fairhaven wasn’t exactly the Third World, but I had rheumatic fever.  Fortunately, I received quick medical care that saved my life.  I was in the Hamilton Hospital for two weeks.  Twice a day, I received injections of penicillin. Soon the fever was under control and my joint pain gone.  However, the bacteria that caused rheumatic fever attacked my heart valves.  For several years after this episode, I had a heart murmur.  One of my heart valves did not close completely and blood from the oxygenated chamber flowed back to the other side of the heart.  The soft gurgling sound of backward blood flow represented what doctors called a murmur.


In the time after I had the disease, doctors insisted that I limit my physical activity.  For several months after my hospitalization, there would be no sports (bad news), no school (good news), and no milking cows or baling hay (outstanding news).  But the downside was that I was a prisoner in our house.  I missed the last six weeks of the school year.  To prevent me from having to climb stairs, I was given my brother’s first floor bedroom.  I took penicillin for eight years after the illness to limit the odds of a recurrence and to mend the damage done to my heart valves.


We never determined the source of the infection, but I always suspected the unpasteurized milk we drank.  Since we had a dairy herd, our family never purchased pasteurized store milk.  We drank the milk that was freshly produced from our own cows.  It was not pasteurized until it reached the dairy processor so all the milk I consumed during my youth was unpasteurized.  Who knew what was in that milk?  I had seen a number of unsanitary objects fall into our milk bucket so there was no shortage of bacteria in our food supply.  Whatever the pathway, some of those dastardly streptococcus bacteria had found their way into my body.


A year later, my brother Ken developed a milder case of rheumatic fever.  For me, that confirmed the probability of local contamination.  The odds of two people in the same family developing rheumatic fever in the industrial world during the 1960’s were near zero.  Yet it had happened in my immediate family.  The culprit must have been the raw milk.

Befitting an area with a strong sense of community, I was well cared for during my stay at home.  My church gave me a big gift box, and I was allowed to open one present a day over the course of two months.  Gifts included puzzles, books, toys, and objects that could entertain a young boy trapped at home.  Classmates from school sent me letters telling me how much they missed me.  Friends stopped by to visit.  Although I didn’t like being sick, the outpouring of community care made me appreciate the small town in which I lived.

Our dairy farm was subject to periodic and unannounced milk inspectors, whose job was to insure the quality and safety of the food supply.  They would visit our farm, and inspect all of our barns and dairy equipment.  Anything that was unclean or in violation of government standards would be written up on a sheet and left in our milk house.  If you got flagged for the same violations several times in a row, the inspector had the power to close down the dairy operation and prevent the milk from being sold to processing plants.  This was the nuclear option for milk inspectors, and sometimes they invoked it to make sure farmers took cleanliness seriously.


My father had regular run-ins with these inspectors.  They took positions he found hard to fathom.  Early in my life, we raised both pigs and cows.  This came to an end one day when a milk inspector informed us pigs and cows could not graze in the same fields for fear of cross-species contamination.


For a small family farmer of 160 acres, it was impossible to separate these farm animals.  We didn’t have sufficient acreage to isolate our cows from the pigs.  My father complained bitterly about this decision, and thought it was overly-intrusive into our business operations.  From his standpoint, it personified all that he thought was wrong with government.  “Milk inspectors should not tell farms how to run their operations,” he argued vehemently.


But the inspector was inflexible.  Sell the pigs and keep the cows, or vice versa.  He didn’t care which we did as long as one set of animals disappeared from our farm.  My father’s appeal of this draconian decision fell on deaf ears, and we sold the pigs and became dairy specialists.


These inspectors also objected to open milk cans.  In the barn parlor where we milked the cows, we had buckets into which we would pour the milk.  Inspectors insisted that these buckets had lids to keep the dirt out.  My father went out and purchase a tall, stainless steel bucket with a perfectly-fitting lid.  He kept it in our milk house so the inspector would see we were in compliance with appropriate standards.


Of course, we never actually used this steel bucket, except to make large batches of fruit punch for family reunions.  We continued to use the old buckets with no lids to carry our dairy milk.  They were more convenient to use.  Having lids on cans made it difficult to pour milk into the cans from our milking machines.  But at least we were in technical compliance with the government rules.


This is not to say that the inspectors didn’t have legitimate concerns about the cleanliness of our dairy operation.  When the cows walked into our milking parlor, they strode right past the open milk containers.  One day, I saw a cow crap directly into a bucket full of milk.  Asking my father what we should do, he walked over and scooped

the fresh ball of manure out of the bucket with his bare hands.  “Nothing,” he said and dumped that bucket in with the rest of our milk.  I made sure I did not drink any milk that night or for the next few days.  Privately, I became a little more sympathetic to the government’s position on food safety.

Ruth Christine West Logue
December 15, 1924


Ruth Christine West Logue was born December 15, 1924, to Walter and Laverne West.  She was the tenth child of twelve.


Ruth married Julian Robert Logue on December 15, 1946, at Mount Pleasant Church.  They had five children:  Robert, David Warren, Thomas Allen, Sara Christine Logue Rude and Steve Logue.


Their house has been in the Logue family since 1920.  It was used in the Underground Railroad Station in the Civil War. 
Ruth Christine West Logue

Written by Ruth Logue

I was born December 15, 1924 - the tenth child.  When I was still little (about 16 months) Mother had a ruptured appendix and infection, so she was in the hospital several weeks.  When I was four or so, someone bought me a red coat, hat and boots.  They said I loved them so much, they called me “Boots” and many of the older girls still do.  I had several (mothers) in all my older sisters.  As far as my memory goes, Betty and Minnetta worked in Liberty for Aunt Grace - who had a restaurant - and lived with her during the week but came home on Sunday bringing groceries with them.  I don’t think Martha ever worked away from home.  They were all married about the same time in the early 1930’s.  


In the summertime I would go visit the three married sisters.  Betty and Carl lived in New Salem over by Rushville.  They had a filling station with some groceries and a little restaurant.  In a few years they moved to Liberty and Carl worked for the Farm Bureau.  Ralph and Minetta lived in Connersville and he worked in a grocery store.  Francis and Martha also lived in Connersville and he worked in a factory.  Betty would take me places like the fireworks and the Connersville fair and give us a little money.  When we were in high school, I remember going to her home for lunch every Wednesday and we could stay there and go to the ball games.  After school when I went to work, I lived with them for three years paying about $5.00 a week rent.  She made me clothes and even my wedding dress.  She and Carl really were second parents to me.  Eleanor was out of school and working when I was in high school and she bought me things and gave me a little money. She gave me a watch for graduation.  My first trip to Richmond was when I was a senior in high school.  I guess the older ones took care of the younger, as I tried to help Jean when she was in high school.  I loved my Dad very much, but he never thought we needed much extra in life.


I started school when I was young and little.  There was no heat on the bus and we had a long ride to Dunlapsville.  I remember going to the furnace room and getting warm before going to class room.  I always liked school.  My first two or three years were at the time when every disease hit our family and everyone had to stay home then.  We were quarantined.  Small pox, scarlet fever, diphtheria - Bob always had everything hard.  He had ear trouble a lot so from the third grade on, we were in the same class.  I went to Dunlapsville for eight years and then to Short High graduating in 1942.  I was very shy and scared in high school and had few friends.  Many of my grade school friends went to Alquina, as they had a choice which high school to attend.  The teachers were all my friends as I was a good student.  I took the commercial course, business.

Being next to Bob and Lawrence and having many older sisters, I was an outside kid.  I milked cows, helped the boys feed, picked up corncobs in a sack for Mother to burn in the cook stove, made lots of garden and hoed it and mowed a big yard.  We would follow the corn planter to cover up corn that did not get covered.  Then we would follow the cultivators to uncover corn that had dirt on it.  We would hold sacks and catch the grain when threshing and stack it on the grain wagon. We would shuck corn and unload it by hand into the crib while the boys were shoveling on the other end with the scoop shovels.


We did have time to play.  The Poe boys were always at our house ready to play when we could play.  We would play in the creek behind the barn in the summertime and sled in the winter.  We climbed trees and played tag, hide and seek, etc.  I did help Mother some when the older girls were gone.  We all learned to make bread, bring in the garden, can vegetables, and clean house.  Almost every winter night, we would pop corn - three milk buckets - one for Bob, one for Lawrence and one for the rest of the family.  We played carom, flinch, rook, and Monopoly, but during school time by the time home work was done, we went to bed, as we were always up early.  We were in 4-H.  The club was in Dunlapsville and yes, we walked to the meetings with Alice Graff and Mildred Lee.  I remember carrying a basket between us when we gave demonstrations.  Usually we walked on one side of the river going and the other coming home.  I never won anything.
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Church was always a must for us.  When State Road 44 was being built, we walked every Sunday even in cold weather and snow.  I remember walking one Sunday when it was so bad that we were the only family there and sitting around the heater at church and having the sermon.  I had excellent Sunday School teachers and they took such an interest in us kids.  We had a Young Adults Group and even after we were married, we had Bible Quiz Group and really studied our Bibles.  Dad always thought you should go to church in the community where we lived, so I became a Quaker and have gone to Salem since being married.


I graduated in 1942 - war time.  I took the civil service exam and was offered jobs in Dayton and Richmond, but my dad would not let me go.  I worked at Brunner Motor Company in the parts department and did some bookkeeping.  Then I went to a drug store as clerk and did his bookkeeping.  From there I went to the License Branch, which also sold insurance at that time, and still did the drug store bookkeeping at night until I married.  I kept books for the drug store [image: image459.jpg]


for a while after being married.


Julian was a senior when I was a freshman, but I really did not know him until my drug store days.  We dated until he went to the Navy and we lost touch with each other.  I really think he was running from commitment when he joined the Navy.  When he came home, I was dating someone else and he dated a girl in Richmond.  In August he gave me a ring while we were going to the Connersville fair, and we were married on December 15, 1946, at the Mount Pleasant Church.


In our first married years we raised chickens to buy the groceries.  We had three milk cows and a big garden.  We babysat a lot for Dean Shriner and Bill and Sandy Kalsbeek.  We tried to keep warm.  There was ice on the water bucket many mornings when I got up to get breakfast.  Jean McCormick was cooking at the Kitchel School so she lived with us one winter so she could get to work.  Also, Mr. and Mrs. Bird would come from Cincinnati in June and share the house with us until cold weather in the fall.  They had four rooms; we had five.
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Everyday and every event was special.  There are so many memories; I could write a book.  One of the most traumatic was when Tom broke his leg when he was two and spent ten weeks hanging by his heels at Reid Hospital.  We were only allowed to visit on Wednesday and Sunday.  Other traumatic events were the fire and living in a trailer.  Clifford McCormick went to Richmond the day after the fire and had it moved to our back door—fully equipped with dishes, towels, food, etc.  They were buying it for Maxine to live in while building a home, but got it early for us to use.  What love!  Bob and Dave slept in the bed as they were in school.  We had a cot in the alleyway of the kitchen and Tom and Chris slept on opposite ends of it.  Steve had his baby bed and Dad and I had a daybed that opened out at night.  You got up the same way, as there was no room to move.  We did have TV for the kids and used the bathroom in the house.  It was just six weeks and we were so thankful to be together and home where the work was.  We were thankful for Bob and Dave being in the service, their time in Vietnam and being brought safely home.  The year Melinda was born on December 12, 1974, my Mother died the next day (the 13th), Tom and Sue were married the day after Mother’s death (the 14th) and the day before her funeral on the 15th; a full cycle in such a short time.  Along with my memories, another one was Tom falling off the grain bin.  Hope you (as family) will write your memories down some day.  Each will be different and I pray you have some special ones.  I loved being a mother - sewing, cooking, cleaning, rocking, reading, etc.  I know I have made many mistakes as a parent, but I love each of you so much.  I love each of your spouses as if they were my children also and each grandchild is a special gift.  I thank God each day for each one of you, for all His Blessings, Guidance, and Help, and I am especially Blessed that He is a part of each of your lives.  I guess that’s what makes it all worthwhile.  You, me, GOD, and LOVE.

Julian Robert Logue

March 5, 1921
Written by Julian Logue

I was born March 5, 1921.  My parents moved to the house where I live south of the Salem Friends Church a month before I was born.  I grew up thinking “farming” because that’s how all our family made a living.  I remember Lois and Virginia Young, who lived at the end of the road south of us, wanting to make me their baby and my rebelling at the age of three.  At about the same time, I had a sock doll that I slept with and carried around with me.  I decided that I was too old for such and I threw it over the fence to the sows.  We have pictures that were taken when I was three of me on top of our sorrel horse; we had six of them.  I was afraid I would fall off and my legs couldn’t reach the sides.  Dad was holding the team and there was no danger for me.  I grew up playing farm with horses made out of wood in a cross shape and hitching them together with string.  Before I went to school, I had one metal toy.  It was a model racer and red in color.  I thought it was about eight inches long, but later found it and it was only four inches and still had the wheels on it.  I had a box of blocks and before I went to bed at night, I picked them all up and when the box was full, I knew I had them all.  We still have some of these blocks.  At the age of five, I remember going to Hanna’s Creek and getting a load of gravel with Dad.  While he loaded the gravel, I played with rocks along the bank.  When we got to the school, Dad let me take the lines of the four horse hitch and drive past so the children could see how big I was.  I was very proud.  At that time we did all our work with six horses and two mules.  Dad farmed 240 acres and that was a lot at that time.  We milked cows by hand, raised hogs, and had a beef herd at the Coleman farm.  Dad had help that lived in the Coleman house or down at Sorgum Town and also hired day help as he needed it.  Everyone did as much as we could to help.


I started to school at Salem just south of the church where a house trailer is now.  There was a three room school made of brick and wood with a slate roof.  One morning I was walking to school and noticed smoke coming out from under the slate roof and I had some trouble getting anyone to look because I was a little first grader, but when they finally saw the problem, it was a real fire.  They put a ladder up to the roof, tore off some shingles, and the older students, teacher, and janitor formed a bucket brigade from the well pump to the roof and put it out.  It was spring and it didn’t keep us from going to school.  After two years, they closed the school and bused us to Liberty.  I had difficulty for a time adjusting to the different teachers.  Also the town had to try out the little “country boy” and I had a fight the first day.  The teacher told me to take my seat and of course I had to say, “I have no seat in this room.”  I remember her coming to her full height, pointing her finger at me and saying, “sit down.”  When the bell rang, she let me go to my room.  I soon found out I didn’t have to fight, but I never took much off of anybody.


Well, I wasn’t the student that my sister was, but I got by and had a good time too.  I had a lot of good friends and participated in Glee Club, plays, and baseball three years.  I played mostly center field and can only remember one error in three years.  I couldn’t hit very well, but I played good defense and I caught the fly ball that ended the game when we defeated Richmond in 1938.  We had a good group of athletes on our team:  Roy and Lloyd Collier, Harold Brunner, Clarence Brunner, Charles Melvin, Glade Montgomery, Truman DuBois, Keith Hensley, and Dean Myers.  I enjoyed the fellowship. I always had to go home and feed afterwards.  I was in a quartet in high school-- Dean Myers, Wilfred Bias, Eugene Thomas and me.  I sang bass.  Bob Stanley sang solos and he helped me learn to sing.  He also hauled me around in high school.  We were good friends for years and he sang for our wedding.


I graduated in 1939 and my sister, Lois, graduated from Earlham the same year.  There wasn’t any money for me to go to school the next year and I wasn’t sure I wanted to anyway, but after farming with Dad a year, I decided I wanted to go to school and study geology, so I went to Earlham the next year.  I went out for football and enjoyed it until I got my ankle sprained in practice.  My short career with football was over and it harmed my ability to cover a lot of ground that spring when I went out for baseball.  I made the team, but I was not as good as when I was in high school.  I did make better grades in college than in high school, but Dad offered to let the hired hand go if I wanted to come home and farm on the shares at the Bird farm.


I’ll back up a little on my story because losing my brother, Winston, when I was eleven was hard for the whole family.  We went on, but it was difficult.  Things just didn’t seem right.  I spent a lot of time thinking about life and death for a long time and I couldn’t understand why it happened.  It put a lot of burden on all of us, not only mentally but also extra work.
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When I was nine or ten, we had a pony that was ornery as any and I remember Dad telling Winston to go over to Uncle Elwood’s little grocery to get a loaf of bread.  Winston told Dad the pony wouldn’t go past the house, so Dad got a 2 x 4 and told him to get the pony.  When he stopped, Dad hit him and the pony kicked Dad in the stomach and took off.  When Winston got back, Dad was just getting up out of the ditch very angry to say the least.  Much later we laughed about it, but the pony got sold.


I went to the Navy after farming for three years.  I guess I got tired of listening to criticism of others about people who stayed out of the service.  I volunteered and left January, 1945, and was discharged June 22, 1946.  VE (Victory in Europe) day came while I was in boot camp.  I went to the West coast and was attached to the USS Morris.  It had been hit by a suicide plane and was in dry dock for four months.  We unloaded everything that was loose and stored it in a barrack close by.  We had liberty every other day and fire watch while they were welding.  About a week before we were to go to sea, VE day came.  They transferred me to a carrier, the USS Yorktown, which had been converted to a troop transport and we hauled 4500 CB’s back from Guam.  The second trip we brought 5500 army personnel from Manila.  I had one day wondering around the city feeling very glad I lived in Indiana.  The Philippines were a mess with no sewage system.  The smell was terrible.  On the way home, we hit the tail-end of a typhoon and was I glad it wasn’t any worse.  I didn’t seem afraid but I was told by officers on deck that the waves were 85 feet and torrential rains plus! 
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I was very happy to be back home and back to farming.  Ruth and I worked things out and in August I asked her to marry me.  I went to GI School, stopping in at Betty Shriner’s to see her and worked all day.  By the time we were married on December 15, 1946, (Ruth’s birthday) I weighed 147 pounds.  I haven’t been that small since.  We took a short honeymoon to Chattanooga.  We lived at the Bird farm about four years.  Bob was born in May of 1948, and David in July of 1950.  We moved December 26, 1950, to our present home.  Dad had built a house in Liberty and retired.  Since we were going to milk cows and had a family, they thought we should live close to the cows and also have a furnace, bathroom and running water.  We worked hard.  Tom was born in April, 1953, Christine in October, 1954, and Steve in October of 1957.  Ruth has been a wonderful helpmate to me.  In 1965, we had a chance to purchase the farm from Kuder’s, who had inherited it from Bird’s.  We borrowed on our insurance policy and from Prudential and Kuder’s carried us on a second mortgage on the balance.  It took us twenty years to get the farm paid off and out of debt.
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In December, 1987, I had my hip replaced.  After I came home, my hip came out and I had to go back to Reid and be in traction for four days.  A couple years later I had a heart attack and ended up in the hospital with congestive heart failure and have taken medicine for that ever since.  We had an exchange girl from Wales at the same time.  I went to the hospital on Saturday and she left on Sunday.


I’ve played golf since I have retired and enjoy it very much.  I enjoy the association with friends.  The past three years I’ve gone to Bible Study at Richmond and have gained a great deal.  I have attended Salem Friends Church all my life and served in many capacities of its organization.  A couple of years ago I went on the Emmaus Walk at Camp America and had a closer walk with Christ and have been active in its gatherings.  I feel God has truly guided my life and blessed me in so many ways, but especially with you children and grandchildren.
Robert Logue
May 11, 1948
Written by Bob Logue
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I was born May 11, 1948, in Richmond, Indiana to Julian Logue and Ruth West Logue.  My father, Julian Logue, was born March 5, 1921, to Roger and Bertha Logue and my mother, Ruth Logue, was born December 15, 1925, to Walter L. West and Laverne Crist West.  My parents were farmers and attend the Salem Friends Church.


I have three brothers, David, Tom and Steve and one sister, Christine Rude.
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When I was young I was involved in 4-H and showed cattle all over the U.S. for two or three beef farmers.  I also worked a lot on the farm.  I was involved in FFA and livestock judging.  A group of older boys used to go camping.  David and I were allowed to go if we brought some of Mom’s pies.  We had a pony that was stubborn and we couldn’t ride, so we got a cart and was told it would help tame him down.  It didn’t.    I graduated from Short High School.  


After high school I was drafted in the army.  I went to Vietnam.   I was in the military from 1968 - 69 and went to Vietnam.  I used a 16 mm gun with eight or nine other men for these 16 months.

I married Christine Harvey on December 1, 1972, in Oxford, Ohio, but we are now divorced.  She was a good mother and made me a better man.    We had a daughter, Melinda, who was born [image: image468.jpg]


December 12, 1974, and a son, Brandon, who was born October 30, 1976.  
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Melinda was involved in 4-H beef and played basketball.  She went to the University of Indianapolis and majored in Psychology and Math.  She worked at IU East and substitute taught in Area 9 for children.  Melinda married Geoff Schlichter on August 25, 2001.  They have two boys:  Hayden Brant, who was born January 22, 2003; and Dexter Duke, who was born July 23, 2006.  
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Brandon played football and was also in 4-H beef and livestock judging.  He is a banker.  Brandon married Jessica Scaggs on November 1, 2004.  They have two daughters:   Payten Marie, who was born November 1, 2005, and Jorden Elizabeth, who was born January 9, 2008. I enjoy all my grandkids.  
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I farm and now work on a hog farm.


I love and have raised two great kids.  They are just great!

David Warren Logue
July 7, 1950

Interviewed by Shirley Mitchell


I was born July 7, 1950, to Julian Logue, son of Roger and Bertha Logue, and Ruth Logue, daughter of Walter and Laverne West.
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My father was a farmer and my mother was a homemaker.  They went to Salem Friends Church, which was about ¼ mile from our home.  


My dad was an extremely likeable, nice person.  My mother was a nice person, who was a really, really hard worker.  She was very talented in sewing.  My dad was a farmer but didn’t really want to be a farmer; his dad talked him into it.  He had gone to college for two years and wanted to be a geologist and his dad talked him into quitting college and coming home to farm.    He could never understand why his sons wanted to be farmers, but he made a living at it. 
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Dad always liked to play golf.  When I got out of school and came home from the army and was there to do the work, we would get the planting and harvesting done and then he would go play golf. 
Mom and Dad had five kids:  Bob, me, Tom, Christine and Steve.


Bob and I helped Dad a lot on the farm.  Steve and Tom were always into sports and Christine was always the “little princess”!

I remember when we went to Uncle Bill and Aunt Helen’s.  They didn’t have a T.V.  We would play Rook and card games or carom.  Kids today now play video games, but back then, everyone - even Uncle Bill and Aunt Helen - sat around playing games because they didn’t have a T.V.  I don’t think kids do that much anymore.
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As kids, we always played a lot of games.  My Grandpa Logue would get upset because Tom and Steve always liked to play poker.  My Grandpa always played poker at the Liberty Restaurant, but he didn’t think Tom and Steve should play poker!
We were in 4-H.  Bob and I had beef steers.  One time Dad had beef calves and we were going to show a couple of calves.  We were trying to get them broke.  We put the halter on them. Later, they had Dad down underneath the feed trough and we tried to get in and help him because the calf was butting him, but Mom didn’t want us to help.  She thought we were too little!  4-H was important to Dad.  I remember when Bob first started 4-H.  He and Grandpa went out and bought a couple of gilts just to get a couple of them for 4-H. 
We hardly ever had family vacations.  When my Grandma and Grandpa Logue had their 50th wedding anniversary (they always went to Florida for the winter time), we went to Florida for their wedding anniversary over Christmas break.  It’s the only vacation I can think of.
We never went out to eat.  About twice a year Grandpa Logue would take us out to eat to learn how to behave.  Mom always had a big meal after church every Sunday.

I remember Grandma West because the kids that lived over here (at Liberty) stayed with her after school when Grandpa died.   We took turns staying with her at the trailer when she lived in town.  I was ten when Grandpa died. 

 Every Sunday we went to visit Grandpa and Grandma’s house and stayed all day until it was time to milk.  I remember we weren’t allowed to walk between the T.V. and Grandpa’s chair.  I remember you always wanted to get to the kitchen for the pumpkin pie and cinnamon rolls.  Grandma always had them in the oven, but you were supposed to go outside and around because he was watching T.V.  We weren’t supposed to go between Grandpa and the T.V.  I do remember the cinnamon rolls and pumpkin pie!
Everyday my mother had pie or cake for lunch and supper - every day!  That’s the reason I am fat; I ate that kind of stuff all the time!  We don’t do that today.  Mom baked pies for Restaurants, about 10 - 12 pies a day.  We always had some for dessert!  Everyone always made cookies and stuff.  I don’t think kids do that much any more today.

I went to school at Short High School. The Jr. High and High School were all in one building.  Mr. Cummins was the principal.  I remember the juniors and seniors, who I thought were giants, getting paddled when I was in the 6th grade.  I thought they were invincible, but I could hear them screaming all over the school.  The paddle had holes in it.  It was sure a deterrent at misbehaving.  When they were considering building the new building, they used the excuse that the floors squeaked too much.  But if you heard the floor squeaking, you knew Mr. Cummins was coming!
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Dad went to Short High School and Mom did too.  She went to grade school at Alquinna.
I was in FFA and helped Dad as a teenager.  That was my main thing.  We went to church every Sunday, youth group, and Sunday School at the Salem Friends Church.  I was never in sports.
I like to work.  That’s my main talent.  As I got older, I don’t think it’s all that terrible.  I thoroughly enjoy what I do.

After I graduated from high school, I went to an eight week short course for farmers at Purdue in the winter time, (January and February).
I dated in high school, but I never had any girlfriends.
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Cathy Ferris worked at Jay’s Dairy Queen in Liberty.  We met when Christine, my sister, set us up after the Queen Contest.
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Cathy was very pretty.  Her parents are Tom and Mary Lou Ferris.  We got married on February 6, 1972.  She actually has aged well and has gotten better looking as she has gotten older.

We have three sons:  Jeffery David, who was born October 3, 1972; Scott Michael, who was born July 16, 1974; and Brad Joseph, who was born August 19, 1980.  Jeff married Becky Frymier on November 20, 1999.  Scott married Daisy Dare October 4, 1997, and Brad married Kristin Heeg on October 29, 2004, but they are now divorced.  
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Cathy’s mother left her when she was two years old.  Her stepmother raised her.  Her dad, Tom, married Mary Lou when Cathy was five.  Cathy’s mother’s mother had left her mother too.  She had three more kids and left them too.  Her dad was always sure that Cathy would never stay around and raise her kids.  She overdid things like taking them to the doctor.  She was overly cautious; always afraid she wouldn’t do it right.  One thing I can say for her, I don’t have to worry about taking care of her after I die; the three boys check in with her every day, either about kids or something, but always checking with her.  She was a good mom.
[image: image480.jpg]


The kids always helped me on the farm; Scott, not because he enjoyed it, but he helped a lot.  Jeff and Brad would ride the tractor with me 10 - 12 hours a day.  Brad told me when things needed adjusting when he was 13 years old.  He knew exactly what was going on; he had watched so much!  He just rode the tractor forever.  They planted corn when they were 14 - 15 years old.  
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Jeff said I fixed it for Brad to farm but not for him.  I thought when he became a veterinarian that he was taken care of.    I guess if you want to do something….  He said he is going to turn over his practice to someone when he retires and then he will farm. Jeff takes vacation time and helps me do things.    He owns his practice, TLC Pet Hospital (Tender Loving Care Pet Hospital) in Richmond, Indiana.  He bought a farm last year two or three miles from his clinic and has 15 calves; so Jeff got started on farming already.
We have groups of feeder pigs, up to 22,000 - 23,000.  Four farmers in Preble County feed hogs on contract for us.  We feed half ourselves.  We sell two semi loads a week.  I did this because I wanted Brad to make a good living farming.
    
We have four grandchildren.  Jeff and Becky’s children are Samuel David born February 25, 2003, and Alexander Brook born March 27, 2005.  Scott and Daisy’s children are Levi Winston born March 11, 2000, and Hunter Wyatt born March 1, 2003.
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Jeff and Scott each had one child four days apart.  Do you think they are going to be competitive?  Jeff’s four year old is extremely talented and intelligient.  If you miss a word the second time you read a book to him, he tells you about it.  Scott’s four year old boy is ornerier than Scott is, if that’s possible!  When Scott was that age, he would hold his breath and make himself pass out. Hunter hasn’t done that yet.   Levi, the oldest one, is good in school and he really, really likes school.  He just behaves perfectly at school.  When they had the teacher’s conference last fall, two weeks before the conference, he told Scott he knew what the teacher would say about him. I asked him how he knew how good his report would be.  He just knew.  He’s very taken with school.  His teacher just really got him off to a good start.  Hunter and Sam both go to Nursery School.
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We go to the Methodist Church in Liberty.  Jeff goes to Central United Methodist in Richmond, Indiana.  Scott goes to Hannas Creek Church and Brad goes to The Church of Christ in Liberty. I’m just glad they go.  They don’t have to go to same church we go to.  

Both Bob and I were drafted into the army.  About 4-5 months after Bob got home, I got drafted.   Mom didn’t think she was going to make it.  You are drafted for two years, but I had extra training.  I went to Vietnam for a year, but if you have less than 150 days left of a two year time to serve, then they released you instead of reassigning you.  Because of the extra training before I went to Vietnam,  I  had 149 days left when I came home, so I was released.  I was discharged.  I didn’t have to go somewhere else for the last five months.
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They trained me to be a radio operator and then they trained me to be a radio teletype operator, which took three more months.  The last time I ever saw a radio teletype machine - was in the training. When I got to Vietnam, they made me a radio operator again. I was with the Vietnamese Army.  The Vietnamese loved the American 101 Airborne because of the helicopter support of the Vietnamese Army.  They took me to the 54th Vietnamese Regiment and they had to have someone talk to the helicopter pilots. About a week after I got to Vietnam, they sent me out to the 54th Regiment and they told me they would rotate me back into the American Army after two months.  They came and got me about a week before it was time for my company to go home!  They forgot I was there!  They gave me $86 a month because they didn’t have any way of providing food for me.  I could buy sea rations or I could buy food out of the villages or whatever.  But they didn’t have a mess hall or anything like that, so they had to provide food for me.  I came home the skinniest I’ve ever been in my life.  My dad kept writing me letters that said, “They can’t do that.  They can’t do that!”  But I guess they can do anything they want.  I weighed 147 lbs.
I’m happy to stay home and work and to make my family happy.

I hope my family would say that I was a good father.  We never, ever went through things that the kids didn’t want to be around us.  We never went through a time when they didn’t want Dad and Mom’s opinion.

Thomas Allen Logue
April 1, 1953

Written by Tom Logue


I was born April 1, 1953, (yes - April Fool’s Day) and am the third son of Julian Robert Logue and Ruth Christine West Logue.    My two older brothers’ are Robert and David.  Later I welcomed my younger sister, Christine Logue Rude and my younger brother, Steve into our family.
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My father’s parents, Roger Sherman Logue and Bertha Stout Logue, and my mother’s parents, Walter Lawrence West and Hazel Laverne Crist West, were very much a part of my early years.  After spending the winter in Florida, Grandpa and Grandma Logue would return to Indiana about the time of my birthday.  My grandfather (Logue) was quite the carpenter and would use me as his “gofer” as he would work until noon about every day fixing projects around the farm.  On Sunday mornings I would often share a pew sitting between my grandfather and grandmother (Logue) and can still hear my grandfather’s strong voice singing, “Turn Your Eyes Upon Jesus”.  Occasionally, they would take us out for lunch after church, where it was expected that our behavior was “better” than what they would find in our home.  It was training.  But at the same time, Sunday’s were also shared with my grandfather and grandmother (West).  Many Sunday afternoons were spent playing with cousins in Grandpa’s yard as we jumped off the big rock at the end of their sidewalk, ate grapes off the grape arbor, and played around the pond behind the big barn.  One of the benefits of a large family was there was always plenty of activity which meant plenty of fun.

Without question one of the benefits of growing up in a farm family in the 1950’s and 1960’s was that everyone felt important because everyone was needed.  My parents had a unique way of finding jobs that fit our skills which made us inter-dependent.  Some worked in the fields.  Some worked in the garden.  Some worked in the house.  But we all worked.  Of course, it was understood that our inter-dependence would be “under attack” every time we would sort hogs.  Fuses were short and fights were often, but in the end, the hogs did get moved.  In the hog lot there may have been times we fought each other, but outside of the hog lot, we each knew we would fight for each other.  Needing each other can be pleasant and painful.

Parenting four boys and one girl I am sure, was not an easy task.  But Mom and Dad seemed to handle it - I’m sure with much prayer.  My father is a strong, steady man who provided for his family.  Farming was financially difficult, but as his child, I never felt the difficulty.  He milked cows twice a day every day until all of us children had left home.  He instilled in me the qualities of hard work, strong character, and commitment to family.  I am proud to be his son.


My earliest memories of my mom are of her reading Bible stories at bedtime.  Being the third son, I spent much of my time doing yard and garden work, which gave me opportunity to interact with Mom.  At an early age my mother instilled in me the thought that I could do anything I really wanted to do.  I later discovered this was not true, but it was a nice thought.  Her confidence in me gave me confidence.  As I look back on my mother’s life, I realize her life has been about doing for other people - a life that brings her satisfaction.  I admire my mother’s simple yet practical faith.  If you look up the word mother in the dictionary, I believe you would find a picture of my mom.


Growing up on a farm meant growing up learning how to work, but my parents always managed to incorporate fun into our day as well.  I remember fishing in the pond, going to little league baseball games, picking strawberries out of the side ditch, playing cards and board games, damming up the creek, for which I got in big time trouble, and riding Trigger, our pony that provided many bumps and bruises.  Our summer vacations for the most part was the 4-H fair, where all of us loved the competition.  When I was ten years old we took the only family vacation, which was a trip to Florida to celebrate Grandpa and Grandma Logue’s anniversary, where I saw for the first time oranges on trees, ocean waves, and my grandparent’s winter home.  Whether we were at work or at play, it was time spent together as a family.
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I received a quality education from dedicated teachers who, by the time I entered school, knew my family well.  Interestingly, I was the last of the Logue’s to graduate from Short High School, as later it consolidated into Union County High School. I went on to attend Indiana University and became a student manager for Bobby Knight’s first IU basketball team where my love for the game increased.  The learning curve was steep.  It was a wonderful experience, but it wasn’t always pleasant.  While at IU, I became aware of how much I missed the farm and made the decision after a year and half not to return to college.  IU could not take the farm out of me.


In 1972 I started working for Steven’s Farm Incorporated for a whopping $2.00 an hour where my education continued!  Farming is the occupation that I love and has provided well for my family.  Speaking of love – on December 14, 1974, I married the love of my life – Sue Lackey – I can’t imagine my life without her.  God really knew [image: image490.jpg]


what He was doing when He brought us together.  We share common values, strong faith, and [image: image491.jpg]


a dedication to family.  We have three children:  Angela Sue born April 14, 1976; Leanne Elizabeth born January 4, 1979; and Ryan Thomas born July 5, 1988.  Our children have always honored us and have been a great blessing in our lives.  Angela is currently working at our public library and leads a rich and full life.  Leanne is an occupational therapist specializing in pediatrics and absolutely loves what God has gifted her to do.  Ryan is a freshman at Franklin College, with many varied interest and capabilities; but like most nineteen year [image: image492.jpg]


olds, he is still searching for his passion.  After parenting for over thirty years, Sue and I realize the truth found in 3 John, verse 4, “Nothing gives me greater joy than to hear that my children [image: image493.jpg]


are following the way of truth.”

God has given me the privilege to teach others the truth of His Word.  I believe the Bible is true and is a gift from God to direct our lives.  I am still amazed at His grace for me.  His grace has proven to be truly sufficient for any difficulty in my life and His presence gives me peace.  When the world seems out of control, I am comforted by the knowledge He is in control.  Farming is how I earn a living, but it is my relationship with Jesus Christ that gives me life.
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Sara Christine Logue Rude
October 11, 1954

Written by Christine Rude
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I was born October 11, 1954, at Reid Memorial Hospital in Richmond, Indiana, to Julian Robert Logue and Ruth Christine West Logue.  Julian was the son of Roger and Bertha Stout Logue and Ruth was the daughter of Walter and Laverne Crist West.


My father and mother were farmers.  They worked very hard and provided the family with a wonderful life.  They both were very active in church and the community.  They never missed church unless they were extremely ill.  We attended Salem Friends Meeting.  We had a large garden and lots of flowers.  My mother worked in the garden in the evening after supper.  I think she knew none of us would bother her then.  We had a lot of love and laughter in our home.  I was my mother’s right hand gal.  I was more help in the house than outside.  My four brothers worked out with my dad more than I did.  My brothers are Robert Cecil, David Warren, Thomas Allen and Stephen Richard.

[image: image499.jpg]




The only vacation we took was to Florida for my grandparents’ (Logue) 50th Anniversary.  We loaded up the station wagon with the seven of us and food and games and blankets and pillows.  It was such a wonderful time.


One memory that sticks out the most about my family is we always made candy around Christmas.  One Saturday we would make taffy and the whole family would help.  We would divide up in teams of two and pull the taffy until it was just perfect.  Then we would cut it into strips and put it on cookie sheets and put it upstairs in the cold pool room to set up.  It was so good!


In the winters we would play cards or carom.  My father would never let us win.  If we beat him, we knew we had played well. In the summers we would play croquet and catch lightning bugs.  These games were played at night before bed because the days were filled with work.
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In the summer the family would take one day to process corn for the freezer.  Everyone would help and we all had a good time.  We still to this day get together and process corn.  It is still a big day and a lot of fun.  The corn is so yummy!
My fondest memory of Grandpa and Grandma West was going to their home on Sunday’s.  Everyone was there.  I had a lot of fun playing with my cousins.  The only memory I have of Grandpa was getting to sit on his lap and light his pipe.  I still to this day love the smell of a pipe.  I was so young when he died.


I have many wonderful memories of Grandma.  She was a spunky little lady.  She was an enjoyable woman to be around.  She would help me and tell me stories of her life while we were working.  She was always a positive, spirited person.  She worked crossword puzzles, loved chocolate candy (which she would share) and strawberry sodas.
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I went to school at Liberty Jr. High and Union County High School.  I was in 4-H nine years.  I went on a bike trip with Wondering Wheels and I went on a couple of bus trips with God’s Night Crawler.  They were great times.  I also took dance lessons for a year.  Sue Lackey Logue, who became my sister-in-law, was my best friend.


I quit college after two years to get married.  I worked as a waitress, was a cashier at the Oxford Hardware Store, worked at Hahn’s Jewelry Store, did alterations, sold rolls, noodles and pies, was an aide in the elementary school, and am now the High School study hall monitor.  I get the joy of visiting with kids all day long.  I play scrabble with a lot of them.  


In my spare time I love to walk, read and do crossword puzzles.    
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I met Russel Rude at a Pork Producers supper.  I thought he was the hottest guy I had every seen.  It was love at first sight for me and he was definitely interested.  We were flirty friends for years.  When the time was right, he asked me out and nine months later I married Russel Eugene Rude on December 31, 1975, during an ice storm.  It was a wonderful surprise how many people braved the storm and got there.  Russel is a kind person who would do anything for anyone. 
[image: image504.jpg]


 We have four children.  Nathan Edward was born on March 27, 1977.  He had a baby sister named Sarah Kathryn February 21, 1979.  Benjamin Robert was born in May on the 19th day in the year of 1981.  Maranda Elyse was a wonderful surprise eight years later.  She was born March 3, 1989.   
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We spent a lot of the growing up years running to and from sporting events.  All of our children were very academic and athletic.  I enjoy going to our kids sporting events.  Nathan is now a teacher.  He teaches Bio-chemistry.  Katie also teaches.  She teaches Physical Education.  Ben is in banking.  Maranda is on her way to Purdue.
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Nathan married Melia Carlton on September 19, 2006.  Melia has a son.  His name is Trevon and he was five September 4, 2006.  They just had a baby girl, Olivia Lian, who was born on July 5, 2007.


Katie married Tim Hollendonner on June 9, 2007.  They have a son, Shea Ryan who was born December 28, 2007.

Ben is getting married September 23, 2007, to Allison Smith.  She has a son named Evan.  He will be two in June, 2007.  
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Maranda has a boyfriend but isn’t engaged or married at this time.


I have lots of wonderful memories.  It has been such a wonderful life!  Everyday has been filled with such joy!

Stephen Richard Logue

October 17, 1957

Written by Steve Logue
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I am the youngest of the five Logue children.  I was born October 17, 1957, to Julian and Ruth (West) Logue and have lived in Liberty, Indiana my entire life.  I was born in Richmond, Indiana.  I graduated from Union County High School in 1976.  After graduation, I attended Purdue University and graduated with a BS degree in Agriculture Economics.  After a brief try at farming full time, I have been an Agriculture Lender for 25 years and am currently at Eaton National Bank and Trust Company in Eaton, Ohio.


In High School I participated in athletics.  I loved basketball even though I was not very good at it.  I also played golf and football.  I was in 4-H livestock projects.  Attending the 4-H Fair and State Fair was our summer vacation.  I did have some success at that and developed a love for animal agriculture.  We still have a small cow/calf operation.
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The only family vacation I remember was a trip to Florida for Grandpa and Grandma Logue’s 50th wedding celebration.  I was young, but it was a good memory.  Most of the other vacation memories were at the 4-H Fair and State Fair.

Summer jobs were baling hay and straw, mowing yard, working in the garden, working on the farm and 4-H livestock projects.  In my later years, I also did a little work showing cattle for other people.


I was lucky enough to marry a wonderful person twenty-two years ago, Vicky (Bostick) who is a Secretary at Liberty Elementary.  We have two children.  Adam is currently a junior at Illinois College and plans to teach English at the Middle School or High School level.  He also hopes to coach wrestling which has been a big part of his life.  Karen will graduate from High School this year and plans to pursue a degree in Nursing [image: image516.jpg]


at IVY TECH.  She currently plans to stay at home and commute the first year while working part time.  We are lucky to have two very good children that we love very much.  They have both been a joy to us and provided a lot of help and love over the years growing up on the [image: image517.jpg]


farm, around the house and in many community activities.
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I have attended Salem Friends Meeting in Liberty my whole life and it has been our family home church.  It is small and deep with history and religious experience.  I have been blessed with filling many opportunities to lead worship and different services.  I was honored to do Helen (West) LaMar’s and James LaMar’s funeral services.  I have also been a part of performing marriage ceremony’s for a nephew and soon my niece.  


I don’t remember Grandpa West at all, as he died when I was 6 months old.  Grandma died when I was in Jr. High I think, but I do remember taking her strawberry soda’s on Sunday afternoon visits when she would sit in her chair, smile, darn socks and listen to the rest of our family stories.  I don’t remember her talking about herself very much, but she always seemed interested in what our family was doing.


We are all active in many community activities.  My parents taught us how to work and give back from our abilities.  I don’t think they could have given us any better teaching.

Hazel Jean West McCormick

November 9, 1929


Hazel Jean (Jean) West McCormick was born November 9, 1929, to Walter and Laverne West.  She was the eleventh child of twelve.


Jean married Carl Eugene (Eugene) McCormick on June 6, 1948.  They have three children:  Gary Eugene, Wilma JoAn (JoAn) McCormick Cain, and Marie Elaine (Elaine) McCormick Patterson.

Hazel Jean West McCormick
Written by Jean McCormick
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I was born on November 9, 1929, to Walter Lawrence West and LaVerne Hazel Crist West in the Pea Ridge Community west of Liberty, Indiana.  I was told that my older sisters named me, as I was next to the last of twelve children, nine girls and three boys.  My older sisters thought out of nine girls, that one of them should be named after our mother, and I feel honored to have that privilege.
I had fun running the hills on my Dad’s farm with my brothers and sisters.  We always had a houseful of family and neighbors.  In the winter we went sledding, played basketball in the barn, and in the summer we played baseball, caught lightning bugs, jumped rope, etc.  We didn’t go to town very often, but it was a special time when we did get to go.
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 Grandpa and Grandma West lived close to us in the Pea Ridge Area.   On many days I would walk to their house to do any chores they might have.  Grandpa always gave me $.50 and a piece of candy for cleaning the house.  I remember Grandpa chewed tobacco and we had to clean the spittoon.

My Grandfather Crist was one of twelve children.  He was a carpenter who married Mary King.  She was a seamstress and did a lot of sewing for other people.

  I rode the bus to Dunlapsville where I went to school for eight years and then entered ninth grade at Short High School in Liberty where I graduated from High School.
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I can remember when I was Jr. High age, my mom took a discarded plaid coat and made me a skirt for school.  When in High School, my sister, Ruth, made me skirts and bought me sweaters. 

When I graduated from 8th grade I got a new dress!  It was pink with flowers.  Father took me to Richmond to buy that dress.
At Christmas, Mom crocheted little drawstring bags and her and Daddy put silver dollars in them and hung them on the Christmas tree for each of the grandchildren.

A year before I married Eugene, I helped his sister, Maxine, cook for the school.  I peeled a lot of potatoes and washed a lot of dishes.
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  It was in my senior year in High School that I met my sweetheart.  When Eugene and I were dating, I guess my Dad (my parents’ bedroom was right off of the living room) thought Eugene was staying a little late, so he threw his old work shoe out in the middle of the room.  Eugene jumped up and said, “I guess I had better go home.”  He got the message.

For my first date with Eugene, he said he would be at my house at 7:22.  So he sat along the road and came at that exact time.   
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 A year out of High School, Carl Eugene McCormick and I married in the Mt. Pleasant United Methodist Church.  Eugene was born July 15, 1928, to Clifford R. McCormick and Mildred Marie Haag McCormick.  

We were married on June 6, 1948.  To our union we had Gary Eugene, 1949, Wilma JoAn, 1951, and Marie Elaine, 1953.  When we married, we moved into a large brick home on Stone Road built by Eugene’s grandparents in 1915.  It was a wonderful home to raise our family.  We had many family reunions and entertained many teenagers through the years.

When we were first married we raised all kinds of animals, pigs, chickens, cows, etc.  When Gary was little I put him in a bushel basket while I milked the cows and Eugene was busy farming.  We raised layer chickens and had to gather the eggs two or three times a day.   We also had to have roosters for so many hens.  The roosters were very cocky and always wanted to flog me.  So needless to say, I didn’t enjoy the chickens much.
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When Gary, JoAn and Elaine were 8, 6, and 4 we decided to take a trip to Florida.  We didn’t have much and our station wagon was our transportation.  The kids still laugh about that trip as the station wagon had a “hole” clear through the floor and we had a piece of plywood over it.  Also, we covered our meals on the back of the station wagon.  One time we were cooking hot dogs.  Somehow the pan got knocked off the table and spilled the hot dogs!  We hadn’t much else to eat, so we washed them off and ate them!  We had a good time and many experiences.  One time Elaine got lost and Gary found her, so big brother was her hero.

Early in our marriage we were asked to be Youth Counselors at a small rural church, Greenwood E.U.B. near our home.  We had great times with the youth and still hear from several of them.  One year we took two car loads of young people to New Mexico to work in McCurdy Mission.  This was a great experience for us and the youth.  
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Our three children graduated from High School in Liberty.  Gary married Susan Murphy and chose to farm the family farm.  They had two children, Monica and Andy.  JoAn graduated from Indiana Central in Indianapolis and married Steve Sudduth.  They had two daughters, Jenny and Casey Jean.  Jenny died at the age of 28 from epilepsy.   Casey Jean married Stiles Mtandwa.  Steve and JoAn divorced and she married Bob Cain.  JoAn works for Major Engineering and Land Surveying in Indianapolis, Indiana, as manager of the office.  Elaine graduated from Indiana Business College.  She also attended one year at Ball State University.  She married Tony Phenis, who helped Gary on the farm.  At the age of 32, he was killed in a grain bin accident on the farm.  Elaine remarried to Ray Patterson and they live on the place where her grandparents lived.  Tony and Elaine have two children.  Lisa was 5 when her Daddy died and Joshua was 10.  After Ray and Elaine married, Ray was a wonderful mentor to the children.
After our children were gone from home, Eugene and I started a youth ministry called God’s Night Crawler owned by the South Indiana United Methodist Church Conference.  We felt called to this ministry and did it for 8 ½ years.  We still hear from many of the participants.

Our lives have been full of blessings and a few tears along the way.

Eugene and I hosted 24 exchange students from many countries:  Brazil, Peru, Finland, Norway, Sweden, France, etc.
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Eugene and Jean McCormick of
2036 S. Stone Road, Liberty, Ind.,
will celebrate their 50th wedding
nniversary with an Open House
from 1 to 4 p.m. Sunday, June 7, at
the Union County Middle School in
Liberty. The couple requests no
s

Eugene and the former Jean West
were married June 6, 1948, in the
Mount Pleasant Methodist Church
by the Rev. Preston.

They are the parents of three chil-
dren, Joan Sudduth of Indianapolis
and Elaine Patterson and Gary
McCormick, both of Liberty. They
have six grandchildren and one
great-grandchild.

Mr. and Mrs. Eugene
McCormick




We have enjoyed traveling and feel blessed that we were able to do so.

We went to South America (Brazil) to one of our exchange student’s wedding, and then visited our mission work all over South America.

We traveled to Europe for two months and visited exchange students in that area.
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We had the opportunity to travel to Australia and New Zealand and stayed with a farm family in Australia for a few days.  We still hear annually from this family.

Eugene and I have hosted at our home the annual “West” family reunion for the last ten or fifteen years.  This tradition was started many years ago as it was my Dad’s birthday on July 4.  We usually have an average of 75 family members with a carry - in dinner and much catching up on each family’s lives.

Our lives have been exciting and God has blessed us in so many ways.  I hope that my example is Christ centered and others can see Him in my life.  We were not perfect, but we raised our children the best we knew how and prayed that they each would find their own way to witness.
Jean and Eugene McCormick

Reprinted from “Faith at Work”, April, 1975


Jean and Eugene McCormick, of Liberty, Indiana, have found a unique means to worm their way into the hearts of young people.  They have equipped a large bus with 34 sleeping bunks.  Traveling at night (using two drivers) the groups they host can spend their daytime hours hiking, swimming or sightseeing, depending on what destination they choose.


The McCormick’s call the bus God’s Nightcrawler, after the earthworm that emerges at night.  “As the nightcrawler is used by fishermen to make their catch,” they explain, “so God’s Nightcrawler is used to catch the minds and hearts of those traveling on it.”  It is the bait on the hook for two ardent Christian witnesses.


The McCormick’s are farmers who, 20 years ago, began working with senior highs in their small country church.  Over the years 13 foreign exchange students have lived in their home.  One of them, a Brazilian, kept in touch with them when he returned home and when he married, urged the McCormick’s to come to his wedding, which they did.  After the wedding they spent three weeks visiting missionaries in Brazil, Argentina, Peru, Columbia and the Canal Zone.  So impressed were they with the dedication of men and women who had gone overseas to serve Christ that they came back to Southern Indiana dissatisfied with their own efforts.


They heard of someone with a bus ministry and urged the conference camping commission in their Methodist church to purchase a bus for their youth program, and they were turned down flatly.  But the McCormick’s wouldn’t give up and finally the conference voted $13,000 to buy a new bus.  On delivery, Eugene and his father went to work building bunks and welding them into the body.  Women of the community sewed mattress covers, while the young people helped in every possible way.  Bright carpeting was installed on the bus floor.  Altogether 500 hours of volunteer labor went into making the bus a traveling hostelry.


Liberty youth took the first trip on God’s Nightcrawler.  Since then 1800 people have traveled more than 90,000 miles to such faraway places as Disney World in Florida, The Passion Play in Eureka Springs, Arkansas, the Smoky Mountains and Atlantic City’s famous boardwalk.


The McCormick’s have equipped the bus with an eight - track tape player to provide music for their trips.  They prepare meals on a Coleman stove, but Jean often brings along baskets of homemade caramel corn and cookies.  Her sour cream coffee cakes are a specialty of the trips.


At the back of the bus is an area large enough for group meetings.  Singing and group discussions about the Bible, prayer and Christian living often bring young people to take new steps of personal commitment.  A candlelight service usually concludes each trip.  The McCormick’s estimate that two young people plan to enter the ministry as a result of taking trips on the Nightcrawler.  Many others have committed their lives to Christ or joined a local church.


Jean and Eugene McCormick thought the bus ministry would only take a bit of their time when they undertook it, but it has become virtually a full - time job.  Cleaning and maintaining the bus between trips, keeping in touch with each young person after a trip, managing the finances and arrangements for the next trip and scheduling future trips leave little room for any other work.


Fortunately, two of the McCormicks’ three children live nearby, and help with the farming, freeing Jean and Eugene to do what they love most - witness to their faith in Jesus Christ by creating a happy, harmonious travel experience.
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Many happy memories linger in the McCormicks’ minds as they think back over the trips they have taken.  One that stands out was the trip to Atlantic City.  Their busload of teenagers were eager to swim in the Atlantic, but on their first morning were greeted with fog and rain.  As Jean prayed, Eugene got on the phone to call local churches, looking for some alternate activity for the young people.  His first call met a hearty response.  The church opened its doors to the teen-agers from Indiana.  Not only did it have a gymnasium, but the local church youth group showed up to play their visitors in volleyball and stayed on for an evening of spiritual encounter.


On another trip to the Smoky Mountains, Eugene McCormick parked the bus in a campground.  A 70 year - old man watch and listened as they sang and talked around a campfire. Later he stopped by to say that he was so impressed he had gone to the office and paid their parking fee.  “It won’t hurt for a Baptist to give to Methodists, will it?” he asked.


God’s Nightcrawler is booked ahead for six months by different youth groups.  Occasionally it carries a group of adults and has even been used for family camping.  To Jean and Eugene the whole experience proves that Christians can find unique adventures for God if they look for them.  “Our lives are full and overflowing,” they report.  “We’re thankful that God has chosen to use us.”

Hazel Jean West McCormick

Written by Ruth Logue
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My mother’s name was Hazel Laverne.  My first memory of Jean was the lady who stayed with us when she was born.  She was a drill sergeant and we were not used to that.  We were so glad to see mother up and her gone.  


Jean had a lot of hair.  Mother would divide it in three layers and make long curls around her finger every morning before school.  


I remember her going swimming in a pig mud puddle - what a mess!  She, unlike the rest of us, was chubby.  We used to call her “Hefty.”  
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Jean always said that Dad was “her” dad.  She would climb up on his lap every night and listen to the radio with him.  I was away from home and working during her teen years.  I remember her in the room upstairs over our living room trying to see and listen through the register what I was doing on a date.  She did not like Julian as she thought he was taking me from her.


I would buy her sweaters and make her skirts when she was in high school.  


Jean cooked at Kitchel School with Maxine McCormick.  She was engaged to Eugene.  She came to live with us during the week that school year.  Maxine would pick her up at our house.  

We have always been there for each other.  When we had a fire, we stayed with them for a few days.  We have traveled together a lot and have shared a condo at Ft. Myers Beach for ten years.

Gary Eugene McCormick
April 26, 1949
Interviewed by Shirley Mitchell
I was born in 1949 to Carl Eugene McCormick and Hazel Jean West McCormick.  My dad, Eugene, was the son of Clifford and Mildred McCormick and my mom, Jean, was the daughter of Walter and Laverne West.  I have two wonderful sisters, JoAn and Elaine, who have grown nicer as they have matured.
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It was my job to milk cows and fill the furnace with coal.  I remember youth groups and my Mom and Dad drove God’s Nightcrawler.  I played kickball with the Smith’s, who were our neighbors.  I also took viola two years and I played in the Junior High School Orchestra.  I was in 4-H and showed pigs. I had played a little in Little League, and then I was the manager for basketball until I was a junior in High School.
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When I was young, we used to go to Grandpa and Grandma West’s house on Sunday’s.  I used to light Grandpa West’s pipe.  I remember Grandma’s pie crusts.  And I remember the big rock in the front yard.  Everyone knows about the big rock in the front yard.  I went to several of the cousin’s houses when the family exchanged kids.  I also remember the West Family Reunions.  We used to play croquet and badminton at Uncle Bob’s house.  


I remember staying all night at Grandma’s trailer when she lived in town.  The one’s that lived around here took turns staying with her after Grandpa died.    She loved strawberry sodas.    We always gave her chocolate covered cherries for Christmas.  She also had an organ in her trailer. 

I graduated from Short High School 1967.  I was the “hall monitor.” They thought I was the hall monitor because I was always in trouble and out in the hall!  


 After graduation I spent six years in the Reserves in Rushville, Indiana.  I had to go once a month and two weeks in the summer.


I met Susan Marie Murphy in High School.  She was the only girl that would go out with me more than once!  She went with me twice!  When we were dating we went to basketball games and bowling.


  I married Susan at Greenwood Church in 1968.  She is the daughter of Ralph and Margaret (Hartman) Murphy.  We went to Chicago for our honeymoon and then came back to Hueston Woods the last night. We have two children:  a daughter, Monica Marie, who was born in July, 1969, and a son, Andy Eugene McCormick, who was born in 1973.

I farmed with my dad and Tony Phenis raising hogs and grain.  

Tony lived with us since he was 15-16 years old.  He lived here in the summer.  That is how he met my sister, Elaine.  


Susan and I took our kids on trips to caves and took them to Hawaii, which was our last trip with them.  We took them to the Bahamas on several Thanksgiving vacations and we taught them how to play euchre down there because they didn’t have a T.V.
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Then we started carpentry to make money:  building barns.  My dad, Andy, Tom Logue and I built the sheep barn at the fair for 4-H.  Years later, Andy and I built the 4-H picnic shelter, sided all the buildings at the fairgrounds, and then we built the chicken barn last year.  


Monica and Andy were both in 4-H.  Monica made enough money to go to college for three years and also buy a car.  Andy made enough money to go to Purdue Short Course and also bought a car.  


Monica played basketball and volleyball and Andy played baseball, basketball and football.  He was a great field goal kicker.  Andy was the ornery one.  In grade school we took him out of school early and put him in soccer and swimming in Richmond so he could get his energy out.    


Monica went to college at Ball State and she worked two jobs to stay there all summer.  She was very independent.  


Andy worked at the hog farm and then he helped me build the barns. He moved into the house where Mom and Dad lived and got into cabinetry work.  He’s got the house back to about 1913.  He stripped all the walls and redid the baseboards.   That’s how he got into doing cabinetry.  


I also started cabinetry work when I saw how much fun Andy had.   I have made several things for other people too, but I don’t just do it to make money.  I do it for enjoyment!  


We owned an airplane for about seven years.  Susan and I both took flying lessons.  We took turns flying.  I would fly one way and Susan would fly coming back.  Once, we flew through a snow storm.    One day we went to Muncie Airport.  I sat in this airplane and I decided to buy it!  We sold it about seven years later when we didn’t make a whole lot of money from farming.  Sometimes on a Sunday we would leave from the Richmond Municipal Airport, fly to Middletown and eat at Frisch’s at the Airport, and go back home.  We took the kids sometimes.    We flew to Iowa to a hog farm once and flew to Clay Equipment and picked up an old tire for the honey wagon.  We had to take the back seat out to get the tire in.  We also flew to Ft. Wayne and got a tire there too.  


We had a boat years ago and did some water skiing when Tony was around.  David Logue lost his glasses in the bottom of Brookville Lake.  
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Last year we went to the Busch Races.  Lester Buildings, who we build for, sponsors a team.  We got the opportunity to go to about eleven or twelve races last year.   We got to park our camper right next to expensive campers on the infield.    We got to stand on top of the haulers during qualifying and also to stand in the pits during the race.  What an experience!
We take the fifth wheel camper out when we build barns and Susan cooks all the meals.  Besides Andy, we have several employees working for us in the summer.  Susan’s job is to unpack bundles and clean up and cook all the meals for us.

We attend church at the Central United Methodist Church in Richmond, Indiana.  We took one mission trip to New Mexico and we took a tour to Israel for twelve days with a group in the late nineties.  We went to every church in Israel and rode a camel!  Susan stuck her foot in the Mediterranean and ever since has wanted to do a Mediterranean Cruise.  


We’ve taken several trips with the seed and feed companies.  We’ve been to Germany and went out in the cornfields there and also went to a concentration camp.  We’ve also gone to London, Puerto Rico, Hawaii, etc.    

Monica married James Johnson and Andy married Michele Kellams. 


We have two grandchildren:  twins Chloe Marie and Lauren Anita Johnson, born in 2001.  They are starting to learn to read.
Monica is a computer programmer at Nationwide in Columbus, Ohio.  Her husband, James, works for Discover in Customer Service.  Michelle works at Primex Plastics as an accountant and Andy does woodworking and helps me build barns.  If we need each other, we holler. 

I like the country song that goes “Life ain’t always beautiful, but it’s a beautiful ride.”  Our life has had its ups and downs.  But mostly, it’s been great!
Wilma JoAn McCormick Cain
September 3, 1951

Written by JoAn Cain
I was born to Carl Eugene McCormick and Hazel Jean West McCormick on September 3, 1951.  I have a brother, Gary Eugene and a sister, Marie Elaine McCormick Phenis Patterson.  
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My father is a farmer and my mother is a housewife and preschool teacher at Greenwood EUB, Edward’s Memorial United Methodist Church.  Mom was also a 4-H leader.  Mom and Dad were always a strong support all through my teen years and difficult adult years.

As a child I remember going out to Grandma and Grandpa West’s house and playing with all of my numerous cousins on the big rock in front of their house.  Grandma made the best pimento cheese spread and I always wanted some on a cracker.
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As a little girl, I loved to go to Uncle Carl’s grocery store to “work”.  They let me mark the canned goods with the price and even sometimes run the cash register!

After Grandpa passed away and Grandma moved into the trailer next to Aunt Betty’s house, some of the grandkids took turns staying over night with her to keep her company.  It was always a treat for me because instead of riding the bus home I was able to walk to Grandma’s with some of my friends.  I would walk in and Grandma would be working on her puzzle books.  Her face would always light up and make us feel so special.


With such a large extended family, I always had someone to help me with my 4-H projects.  I would go to Aunt Mabel’s and Sandy would help me with some of my projects.  My favorite 4-H memory was going to Aunt Ruth’s so that she could teach me how to sew.  I taught her patience!
I learned how to be a dairy farmer from my Uncle Bob.  I still remember the smell of those cows!
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Gary and I used to play Monopoly until the wee hours of the morning (only on weekends).  The bank would “loan” us money so we could continue to play.  Elaine and I played on our big front porch - usually “Miss America” or “Here Comes the Bride”.  I remember playing “Miss America” and pushing Elaine off of the winner’s stand.  She fell on a broken glass bottle and had to have several stitches in her leg.  We would dress our babies (cats) up and take them for a ride in our baby carriage.  When our basement would flood we would go swimming.  Dad made us a swimming pool in the backyard.  He dug a hole and put plastic down and filled it with water; it was actually more of a big mud puddle.


We usually went to Florida to visit Grandma and Grandpa McCormick in our old station wagon that had a hole in the floor.  We ate baloney sandwiches and chips by the side of the road.  We would make beds in the back and sleep or drive each other crazy most of the way to Florida.


I went to Liberty Elementary School and Short High School in Liberty, Indiana, graduating in 1970.
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I took piano lessons for several years.  The only play I was in was the Junior Speech Class play “Jane Eyre.”  I was in 4-H for 10 years.  I went to the State Fair Girl’s School in 1968 and then was a 4-H teen caravaner to France in the summer of 1969.  I worked for the County Extension Office.  I played the piano for Sunday School and Greenwood EUB.  I was active in the church youth group and choir at Edward’s Memorial Church.


My friends were Brenda Ray Abernathy, Patty Morrison Whipple, Marianne Sharp Brewster and Karen Estridge Hartje.  I still get together with Brenda, Marianne and Karen about every two years for a girls night out!


I went to Indiana Central College, which is now University of Indianapolis.  While in college I learned to play Euchre, watch baseball, football and wrestling.  


I have worked for Major Engineering and Land Surveying since 1989 in Indianapolis, Indiana.  I am a CFO/Office Manager.  I really enjoy my job.  


I met Steve Sudduth on a blind date during my sophomore year of college.  We went to movies (“Billie Jack” - five times).  We were married on August 5, 1972, at Edward’s Memorial in Liberty and honeymooned at King’s Island.  We divorced in 2001.
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We had two daughters.  Jennifer Danyelle Sudduth was born April 1, 1975.  She went to heaven on July 3, 2002.  She passed away in her sleep from what I believe was an epileptic seizure but never verified.  Jennifer’s life was difficult having been diagnosed with epilepsy at the age of six months and then mildly mentally handicapped the rest of her life.  She loved horses, stuffed animals and became active in a single’s Christian group a year or so before she died.  It was such a blessing.   Casey Jean Sudduth Mtandwa was born April 30, 1978.  Casey works for the Hearing Center in Indianapolis and is taking classes to become a ParaLegal.  She has become a wonderful mother after some difficult teen and young adult experiences.
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After my divorce, I met Bob Cain at Christ United Methodist Church in 1986 and began dating in 2000.  We were married June 30, 2001.  We honeymooned in the Smokey Mountains.  Bob’s most important quality is that he is honest, faithful, funny and dependable.


Some of my hobbies are counted cross stitch, making Christmas stockings as gifts and reading.  What I enjoy most are my grandchildren!

I have gone to Christ United Methodist for many years and now attend LifePoint Community Church.  We are in a convenant group called 10x7 with four other couples.  We formed after we all went on our Walk to Emmaus and the death of Jennifer - they realized I needed some help finding “joy” again.  Boy, have I!  We pray, talk, study the Bible and LAUGH.  We even take vacations together:  cruises, Smokey Mountains, Kiawah, and South Carolina!  I went on a Walk to Emmaus around 1991 and have worked numerous walks.  I also went to McCurdy Mission in New Mexico in High School as well as several Night Crawler trips.  Steve helped Dad drive the bus.
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I have two grandchildren.  Steven Andrew Sudduth was born February 17, 1999, and Keanna Danyelle (after her Aunt Jenny) Mtandwa was born July 4, 2005.  They live in Indianapolis about five minutes from me.  It is sure different than being a mom.  It is THE BEST!  I love being a grandma.  Being a mom was difficult, but a grandma, all you have to do is love them and have fun!
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Casey married Sylvester (Styles) Mtandwa on March 18, 2006.  Styles is from Zimbabwe and will soon become a United States citizen.  They are the parents of Keanna Danyelle (named after her aunt Jennifer Danyelle) Mtandwa born on July 4, 2005.  Casey also has a son, Steven Andrew (Drew) Sudduth born February 17, 1999.


I am devoted to and blessed by my God, my family and my friends.  At times life is almost unbearable, but I found joy through family and friends.  When there are storm clouds, I have learned to look for the silver lining.  God will put it there no matter what happens!
Marie Elaine (Elaine) McCormick Patterson
August 11, 1953

Written by Elaine Patterson

I was born August 11, 1953, to Carl Eugene McCormick and Hazel Jean West McCormick.  My dad, Eugene, was the son of Clifford and Mildred McCormick and my mom, Jean, was the daughter of Walter and Laverne West.

[image: image550.jpg]


[image: image551.jpg]



My dad was a farmer.  He was a member of the Greenwood United Brethren Church, then the United Methodist Church and in 1970 transferred membership to Edwards Memorial United Methodist Church.  He was a  4-H leader and a youth leader in church.  He drove God’s Nightcrawler for the United Methodist Church, Indiana South Conference and led those spiritual retreats.  He was also a lay minister.

My mom was a homemaker, a co-leader on spiritual retreats on God’s Nightcrawler, and a Nursery School teacher.  Mom also co-led youth groups at Edwards United Methodist Church with Dad, was a 4-H leader, and a district leader of the United Methodist Women.
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I have a brother, Gary Eugene McCormick, who is five years older than me.  He graduated in 1969 then went into the National Guard.  He was a typical “big brother” who gave me rides to school on his motorcycle, stood up for me and tormented me in equal amounts.


I have a sister, W. JoAn McCormick Cain, who was one year ahead of me in school.  In 1970, she honored me my junior year by asking me to be one of the honorary guards at her graduation.  This means I got to dress up and hold a candle during graduation ceremony.  She went to France the summer after my junior year in high school and I was lonely!  I didn’t realize how much we did together until she was gone!  When “we” got in trouble, I usually was blamed.  I probably was who needed to be blamed too!  Even when we were in our 20’s, when she went to Indiana Central College, Indianapolis, I got to spend some weekends with her there.  She never came home after that move.  She got married and lives in Indianapolis.

I remember vacationing in Florida over Christmas break.  I got locked in a bathroom, got lost (Gary found me), and upset a bushel basket full of grapefruits.


I remember Sunday afternoons at Grandpa and Grandma West’s.  I remember Grandma’s peanut butter and cousins, cousins, and cousins.  I remember 4th of July family gatherings.  We usually ended up going home with cousins.  I usually went to Uncle Bob and Aunt Jean’s and helped (?) milk.
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In my teen years I attended Jr. High and High School at Short High School and graduated in 1971.


I didn’t take piano lessons or viola lessons, but I played one time when I was in Jr. High, never again!

I was in 4-H and showed beef and hogs.  I learned to sew from Aunt Ruth Logue and learned to bake from Mom.  I was active in Youth Fellowship at Edwards Memorial United Methodist Church, was a district officer for youth, went to Haiti twice during summers with the district youth, was president of cheer block during high school and was in Future Teachers of America.  I worked evenings and weekends at Grove Veterinary Clinic in Liberty, Indiana.  I babysat neighbor kids.  JoAn and I rotated depending on our schedules.  Some of my friends were Kandy Whipple, Jill Retherford, Rock Brandenburg, Diane Overton, Jennifer Talbott, Linda Stevens and Kathy Lafuze.


I attended Ball State University one year and then I went to Indiana Business College graduating in 1972.


I wanted to go to Indiana Central College with JoAn, but alas, I majored in social activities, not academics, and didn’t make the grade, so I went to Ball State and hated it.  I hated the dorms and hated that someone pulled the fire alarm over 75 times in our dorm.


I was a nurse’s aid at Park Manor Nursing Home in Liberty Indiana, delivered the Palladium-Item newspaper, and was a teacher’s aide at Liberty Elementary school in Liberty, Indiana.  Now I am a secretary at Oxford Presbyterian Church, thanks to my cousin, Joanne Shaver, who told me about the opening.
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I am a member of the Edwards Memorial United Methodist Church and I am active in serving as Director of Vacation Bible School, Nursery Worker, Sunday School Teacher, and a Youth Leader for Jr. High.  At the Oxford Presbyterian Church, I have taught Sunday School and was a nursery worker.


I met Tony Phenis in High School.  He worked and lived with my brother and sister-in-law, Gary and Susan McCormick.  I dated Tony and we went to ball games, track meets, and youth meetings.    On June 9, 1973, Tony and I got married and had a big church wedding in Liberty, Indiana, and honeymooned in Gatlinburg, Tennessee.  We were married until his death in January, 1985.
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Tony and I had two children:  Joshua Michael Phenis born May 8, 1975, and Lisa Elaine Phenis born September 28, 1978.    One lesson my kids have learned is that they learn from their mistakes.  They pick themselves up, dust themselves off and start all over again.  Wow! 
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After Tony’s death I then met Ray Patterson at our dentist’s office, Dr. Hoover, when we each had our kids there.  We dated and went to dances for singles at Interaction in Richmond, Indiana.  We danced, and danced, and danced.  We were married on October 12, 1990 at Mom and Dad’s.  We honeymooned at Pine Mountain, Kentucky, where Ray’s family is from.  Ray is a gentle soul who says I am his soul mate.  We complement each others strengths and weaknesses.  Ho loves me unconditionally.  

Joshua is married to Erin Reynolds.  They have a son, Jackson Matthew Phenis, who was born April 28, 2003.  They live in Liberty, Indiana.  Joshua works in Richmond as night supervisor at B & F Plastics.  Erin works at Masterbrand Cabinets as a customer service representative.  Joshua also is the proud father of my beautiful, red headed, long legged granddaughter, Alexandra Carol Bennett.  Her mother was Joshua’s high school sweetheart, Michelle Bennett from College Corner, Ohio.  They never married.  They are friends now - wow!  That took about 10 years!

Lisa is married to Gary Gayhart.  They have a son, Tristan Michael Gayhart who was born July 20, 1999, and a daughter, Allyson Elaine Gayhart, who was born May 26, 2002.  Lisa is a school teacher at College Corner, Indiana/Ohio, depending which side of the building she is on!  She graduated from Indiana University East in three and a half years with a husband and two children!  Gary works as an asbestos remover with a company in Cincinnati, Ohio.  I am his favorite mother-in-law!
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I have three step-children:  Dana (Damian) Risch, and their children:  Rachel, Robyn, Joey Murry, Rene Risch, Samantha Hoke, and Benjamin Risch; Geoffry (Sarah) Patterson and their children:  Caleb Patterson, Dylan and Owen Miller; and Amanda Patterson and her child Skylar Patterson.

I am now a secretary at Oxford Presbyterian Church.  I love my job.  It changes every day!  I also love gardening (vegetable and flower), reading, following the grandchildren and their many activities of soccer, track, t-ball, ballet and gymnastics.  I love being with my husband and having my kids and grandkids around.

One thing I would like my family to remember about me is that I have a sense of humor, which has gotten me through tough times and good times.  I hope they will believe in themselves because I believed in them.


I am blessed with family, friends, pets and a job I love.  What more could I want?  Okay, a million bucks, but hey!

Clara Catherine West Jones
October 28, 1932

Clara Catherine (Kitty) West Jones was born to Walter and Laverne West on October 28, 1932.


Catherine married William Morton Jones in November, 1951, in the Mount Pleasant Church, Liberty, Indiana.  They had five children:  Donna Marie Jones Marling, Sharon Lynn Jones Arn, Rebecca Sue Jones Stanton and James William Jones.

Clara Catherine West Jones
Written by Catherine West
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I was born October 28, 1932, in our country home west of Liberty, Indiana, to Walter West and Laverne Crist.  My name is Clara Catherine West.  I was named after my grandmothers.  My Grandma West’s name was Sarah Catherine and my Grandma Crist’s name was Mary Catherine.  My great Aunt’s name was Clara, thus Clara Catherine.  I have no idea how much I weighed, but I was always small.  I had very curly hair and was sick a lot.  I don’t remember much about my life until I started school.
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I was the youngest of 12 children.  Beginning with the oldest they were:  Elizabeth Maxine married Carl Shriner; two children Jane and Dean.  Lester Monroe West.   Minnette Marie married Ralph Williams; children were Marilyn, Richard and Randy.  Martha Belle married Francis Mathes; children Joyce and Sue.  Eleanor Cleo married Franklin Rapson; children Patrica, Peggy and Rosemary.  Helen Louise married Bill LaMar; children Nancy and James.  Mabel Corine married Howard Kalsbeek; children Bill and Sandra.  Lawrence Franklin married Gertrude Sturgeon; children Trudy and Robin.  Robert Marion married Jean Steele; children Kenneth, Joanne, Shirley and Darrell.  Ruth Christine married Julian Logue; children, Robert, David, Tom, Christine and Steve.  Hazel Jean married Eugene McCormick; children Gary, JoAn and Elaine.  I am number twelve.  I married William Jones; children, Donna, Sharon, Rebecca and James.  We were a very happy, close family.  My home where we grew up has since burned and a new house has been built there.

My Life on the Farm

We had everything we needed on the farm.  We had an orchard which had every kind of tree.  It had cherry, transparent apple, grapes (purple, white and pink), raspberries, blackberries, gooseberries, plums (purple and yellow), red apples and pear trees.


The orchard also had many hives of bees.  So we had our own honey; plenty of bee stings too.  The orchard had many pretty hollyhocks for the bees to use for honey.  They also were one of my favorite toys, as we made many dolls with them.
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The orchard had a chicken house, one for laying hens and one for baby chickens.  They provided eggs and chickens for food.  We also had a goose, guineas, ducks, bantie chickens, horses, pigs, and cows.  The cows were for milk and the pigs for food and sold for money.


In the winter time, when it was very cold, we had butchering day.  After the pigs were butchered, Mother canned the meat.  What wasn’t canned was put in the smoke house to cure.  The fat was rendered for our lard.  Oh, those cracklings were a real treat!  It often took several days to get this all done and everyone helped, including the neighbors.


The cows provided our milk, cream and butter.  We had a machine called a separator.  You poured the milk in the top and turned a handle.  The cream came out one spout and the milk came out the other spout.  We had no refrigerators.
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We had huge gardens.  One for potatoes and corn and the other garden was for all kinds of vegetables.  We grew radishes, onions, carrots, parsnips, horseradish, sweet potatoes, pickles, melons, cabbage (we made a lot of kraut), tomatoes, Chinese cabbage, turnips and asparagus.  As you can see, we ate from our gardens.  We didn’t have freezers then and Mother canned fruits and vegetables.  We also grew popcorn and made apple cider and grape juice.  Yum-yum!


The farm crops were mainly corn, wheat, hay and some oats.  It was used mostly to feed livestock. 


In the winter we made maple syrup.  We all got on the wagon pulled by the horses, went to the woods, put taps on the Maple tree and waited for the maple syrup to run.  It was gathered and taken to a big bonfire and placed in a big iron kettle.  Then it was cooked till it became maple syrup.  It was a family fun time.


After school I often helped Bob go to the cornfield to shuck corn.  We walked along beside the wagon and had to throw the corn into the wagon.  It was hard work and often very cold.
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When I was growing up we didn’t have many modern conveniences.  We had what you would call an outhouse.  At night we used a pot.  It had to be emptied and cleaned every day.  We didn’t have electric lights, but we were fortunate to have Delco lights (similar to battery operated).  It was better than candles and lamps.  Our water system was a pump in the back yard.  It was cold in the winter time, but water always had to be pumped and carried to the house.
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Our house had a wood stove in the kitchen.  It was used for cooking, heating water and heat.  Someone had to be responsible to always keep the wood box full, a nightly chore.  We also gathered corncobs, which were used for kindling to start the fire every morning.  We had a large kitchen, which only held a stove, table and chairs, plus a cabinet; no refrigerator.  We had a dining room which had a pot bellied stove.  It was here behind the stove that baths were taken in a big tub.  Yes, like you see in the movies.  Most of our time was spent around this stove.  We had a living room in which Mom and Dad sat.  It had a coal burning stove.  There was a front parlor, which held the piano and good furniture.  We weren’t allowed in this room much.  Mom and Dad’s bedroom was downstairs.  Upstairs were three bedrooms.  There was no heat in the winter.  It was very cold.  The windows would be covered with ice.  To keep warm, we had things called soap stones.  We had to put them on top of the stove until it was very hot, wrap it in newspaper, then wrap it in a towel.  This was placed in bed to keep your feet warm.  Also we had feather beds.  The feathers came around us to keep us warm.  Also, we had nice, heavy comforters Mother made.  Then we slept together to keep warm.  Lawrence and Bob shared a room.  Lester had a room to himself.  The girls shared the other room.  It had two double beds.  Ruth was eights years older than I and she soon left home to work.  That left only Jean and me at home.  My brothers, Bob and Lawrence, both were in the Navy.  All the rest of the girls were married and had homes of their own.


My first day of school was at Dunlapsville.  There were about ten kids in my class.  Second grade was in the same room.  One teacher taught both grades.  My teachers’ name was Mrs. Windslo.  The thing I remember most about first grade was the food.  I was forced to eat everything, and to this day, I don’t eat noodles.  I can’t remember much about the first two grades of school.  I was held back the first year because I was sick a lot.  Each year a group picture was taken of each room and I still have mine.


My third and fourth grade teacher was Miss Hale.  She was young and pretty.  We all loved her.  I can’t remember too much about studies, but I remember one of my girlfriends had a bad accident.  She got up to go to the door and her pant’s fell down.  She just stepped out of them, picked them up and went home.  I felt sorry for her and I don’t know if anyone else saw it happen.  We went outside to play a lot.  We had swings that hung from a tall tree and a slide.


Mrs. Bossert was the fifth and sixth grade teacher.  We were getting older and one of the most exciting things to us was who would be elected president.  The Democrat and Republican kids argued constantly about this.  I think the Democrats won that year.
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Marcella O’Dell was one of my best friends.  We spent a lot of time at each others homes.  In winter we went sled riding often.  At her house we played in their big bank barn.  Her father drank way too much and did a lot of stupid things.  I remember at her birthday party, her dad put on her bra.  It was supposed to be funny, but I don’t think she thought so.  I also went to Geneva Howard’s house.  She had ponies and I had my first pony ride there.  I was scared to death.


In the seventh and eighth grade the principal was our teacher.  We thought we were big stuff, the oldest kids in the school.  Basketball was our main past time.  In the afternoon we all boarded a bus and went to play another school a game of ball.  In the summer we played baseball.  The boys and girls both played together so we had enough for two teams.  We also played a lot of red rover and hide and seek.  It seems like we played a lot, at least that’s what I remember.


Once there was a Billy goat on school property.  He was real mean and we were afraid to go outside because he chased us and butted us with his horns.  It was about a week before the owner was located.


At the end of eight grade, I graduated.  I got my first store dress.  All others had been made by Mother.  The graduation service was at the Dunlapsville Church.  After that we had to decide whether we wanted to go to Liberty or Alquina to High School.  Most chose Liberty.  I met many new friends here, boys and girls.  I remember clearly when I got my driving permit.  It was the first time Driver’s Training was offered. I excelled and received an A in the class.  J.T. Blevins, the basketball coach, was the teacher and he was very handsome.  Ha!  Dad would let me drive to church on Sunday’s.  One Saturday we went to town and I begged him to let me drive.  You guessed it.  I had a fender bender!  Dad never said a single word.  He didn’t have to.  I felt awful!  I remember I had the old fashioned measles when I was a freshman and was very sick.  I also had the mumps.  I had to stay upstairs for two weeks because my father had never had them.  He never did get them after twelve kids.

Bill and I were a twosome all through my high school years.  He used to come to school at noon to spend time with me.  I think he was afraid I would look at another boy!  Ha.
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I graduated from Short High School in 1951.


I can’t remember when I didn’t work.  I started gathering eggs when very young.  I used to be afraid of the old hens because they would peck your hand when you took their eggs.  I can remember squirting milk into the kittens’ mouth as they were always lined up waiting.  We milked at 6:00 in the morning and again at night.  Another job I had was to go to the pasture and fetch the cows.  We had a bull that I was scared to death of.  I always tried to keep a cow between him and me.  He never hurt anyone, but I didn’t trust him.


I helped feed the pigs when the sows were having babies.  They sometimes were cross.  Bob and I were the ones who took care of them and he was there to protect me.  That’s what he said!  Ha.


In the summer we had to make hay but not like they do today.  The hay was cut and left to cure.  It was then loaded on a wagon by hand with forks and taken to the barn.  It was the girls’ job to lead the horse that pulled the fork load of hay into the mow.  This was a big hay fork that hung on a strong rope and was attached to the hay.  It was hard for the horse and he really struggled to pull it into the mow.  I hated this job because it made the horse work so hard.  When the horses were done for the day, we had to pump water by hand for them.  This was a hard job and took two or three people to pump it as they drank a lot after a hot day’s work.  When they were in the pasture they drank from the creek.  We farmed Grandma’s farm, which was about a mile down the road from us.  They used the horses then and it was my job to ride them home.  One night the horses got spooked and started running very fast.  They ran right past my house right on down the road.  I was scared to death and I guess God saved me, for all at once, they turned around and went straight home.  I never liked that job after that.


We were always a church going family.  I probably went to church as soon as I was born.  We attended Mount Pleasant, a small church in the country.  We went to church on Sunday, on Wednesday and when revival was going on.  We went every night.  Dad pretty much ran the church.  Every Sunday the preacher and his family were at our house for lunch.  Mother prepared all the food on Saturday, as they didn’t work on Sunday.  Sunday was for visiting family or the sick.  If we had company or were alone, we played games like Carom, Bingo, Rook and a lot of Chinese checkers.  Mostly in the winter we played games and ate popcorn.

We had Church Revival often.  This was when a special preacher came and a lot of music was sung.  It was to help the people renew their walk with God.  I think we should still have revivals.


I was very close to my Grandpa and Grandma West.   My grandma was a real little person.  She only weighed about 85 lbs. and was five feet tall.  She was extremely active.  She had a large garden with a lot of flowers.  I guess that is where I get my love for flowers.  Grandma had two or three favorite cats, which she trained to do tricks.  She would say “roll over” or “fetch the ball” and they did.  She always had time to play with me.  She taught me many songs.  I don’t know why, but she always sat with one leg over the arm of her chair.  I have her chair in the basement and it still leans to one side.  She made the best sugar cookies.  They always had one raisin right in the center for a decoration.  Raisins were a treat for us.  I wish I had her recipe.  I used to sneak into her cupboard and get Ritz crackers.  We never had anything like that at our house.  She never said anything when I did this.  I spent many days at their house.  They only had one child, my father, and he was born very late in their life.  I think Grandma was in her forties.  My Grandpa was a large man over six feet tall.  He always sat in his chair and listened to the radio.  He also chewed tobacco and had a spittoon.  He was very clean about it, as Grandma was cranky about her house.  He always had peppermint candy for us kids.  When my brothers went to the Navy, it really upset him.  And he lived for the day they would get home.  He was sitting in his chair when the radio announced the end of the war.  He never woke up, but died in his sleep.  The telephone was out and Grandma couldn’t get help.  She walked all the way to our house to tell us he had died.


In those days the funeral was held in the house.  I can remember his casket to this day.  He died on a hot day in August, 1945.  After Grandpa died, my brother Lester went to live with Grandma.


After a few years my brother, Lester, had gallstones.  He had surgery but it was too late and gangrene had set in.  His temperature soared to over 106 degrees.  They packed him in ice.  It was too late and he died.  After this, Grandma came to our house to live.  She just gave up and quit eating.  When she was 97, she slept away.  I had only been married just a short time.


Christmas was a very special time for our family.  We would go to the woods and find the biggest, best cedar tree we could find and drag it home.  We would make popcorn strings and also paper rings.  There were also red and green streamers across the room.  It had balls and other decorations also, but we thought it fun to make some of the decorations.  Mother was the one that worked hard for Christmas as she always made pajamas and dresses for the girls.  We got an orange in our stocking and that was a special treat.  We would get mittens, (sometimes Mother knit them) boots, and other needed items but few toys.  On Christmas morning Dad would get up early, about four o’clock, go outside and take sleigh bells and run around the house ringing them.  We knew Santa had been there.  This was a very happy time for our family.


My gift to my parents was always homemade.  For Mother, we gave notes promising to keep the wood box filled and dry corncobs for starting the fire.  There were two ways to get the cobs.  One was by putting corn in a sheller, turn a handle by hand and the corn would come off.  The other was to feed the pigs and when they ate the corn off, we gathered the cobs off the ground.  After that they had to dry before they could be used to start the fire.  Without the cobs, it was hard to start the fire and this was a very special gift.  The first thing that was done in the morning was to start the fire.  This was necessary for food, heat and hot water.


I remember every spring we always cleaned the house.  The beds were carried outside and left in the sun to air.  The carpets were put over the clothesline and it was my job to take a carpet beater and bang the dirt out.  That was fun!  The rooms were all cleaned and curtains washed.  This was done in every room.  Our house was always clean and it was Dad that helped clean it.  He could do about anything in the way of refinishing furniture.  He could fix broken springs and upholster to make things look like new. 


Mother baked homemade bread - at least three loaves a day. I don’t know how she did everything!  To do laundry, water had to be heated on the stove and carried to the washer.  The washer had a wringer.  [You turned the wringer with one hand and you put the clothes in with the other.]  There were two tubs used for rinsing.  In winter the clothes hung on the line; sometimes they would freeze.  Sometimes they had to hang in the house to dry.  Of course, we didn’t have very many clothes.  I only had probably three dresses.  You wore them to school, came home and changed them, and wore them two or three days before they were washed.  People would die if they had to do that today.  That’s the way we survived. 


In the summer we played with the neighbor kids.  We played wolf, hide and seek, handy-over, tag, and ball.  We also played in the creek; that was our swimming pool.  Ha!  There was clay between the rocks and we spent a lot of time digging it out to play with.  Also there were plenty of snakes there too.  One summer Mom and Dad took a vacation and left Helen to take care of Jean and me.  We decided it was a hot day and we needed to go swimming.  We went to the pond; actually it was no more than a pig hole.  We took off our dresses and went swimming.  When we got out, the pigs had eaten our dresses.  We tried to sneak home, but Helen caught us.  Boy, did we stink!  We were covered with mud!  That’s the only time I can remember Jean doing anything.  She was a little “goody-two-shoes”.  She never went outside very much.  She liked to listen to the radio all the time.


In the winter we had a lot of sled parties.  The church kids came to our house because we had the best hills.  Also my friends used to come home from school and we spent many hours sliding down the hills.  We were a family of lots of fun.  Everyone always came to our house.  We hardly ever went away from home.  The only time we did was to go to church.  Kids would die today if they never got to go, but we made our own fun and were very happy doing it.  I can’t remember ever being bored.
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Among Seniors
At Liberty

LIBERTY, — In the past twen-
ty-five years Mr. and Mrs, Walter
West of Rural Route 4, Liberty,
have had the pleasure and honor
of seeing their 12 children gradu-
ate and receive diplomas at the
Short High School Commence-
ments,

This year they had the pleasure
of seeing their youngest child,
Catherine and their oldest grand-
child, Jane Shriner, graduate with

, the class of 1951,

" __Their oldest child, Elizabeth
West Shriner, graduated with the
class of 1926, which celebrated its
twenty-fifth anniversary at the
Short High alumni this year. In
1928 their son Lester received his
diploma followed by Minnetta
West Williams of Connersville in'
1929; Martha Belle West Mathes'
graduated with the class of 1932;
in 1934 Eleanor West Rapson re-
ceived her diploma followed by
Helen West LaMar in the class
of 1935; Mabel West Kalsbeek was
in the class of 1938 and in 1940
Lawrence received his diploma
followed in 1942 by his sister, Ruth
West Logue and his brother, Rob-
ert; in 1947 Jean West McCormick
received her diploma and this'
year Catherine completed the
family school record.

Although their own family has
successfully reached the goal, a
high school diploma, the West fam-
ily is still represented in the lo-
cal school by their grandchildren,
as six of their 20 grandchildren are,
enrolled in the Liberty grade and
high school.

They have had children in
school for the past 37 vears.





When I was in High School I stayed with my niece, Jane, on Saturday’s.  We would go bike riding and sometimes we went to a Roy Roger’s movie.  Yes, there was a theater in Liberty.  I would stay over night and go to church the next day and then return home.  We were the very best of friends and graduated from school in the same class.
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I can remember exactly when our furnace was put in.  I had gone to church camp and when I came home, they had dug a big hole under the house.  A bathroom and water was put in the house at the same time.  Now our house was modern!  It was between my eighth grade and freshman year, 1947.  That was a year to remember!  We got a TV when I was a senior in high school.  We used to go to Grandpa McCormick’s every Saturday night to watch the Midwestern Hayride.  Finally, Dad could stand it no longer and bought a TV.  He also was in charge of it.  We watched only the programs he selected.  They were good ones, like Carol Burnett, Jackie Gleason, Red Skelton, Milton Berle and anything that was a good family show.

I met Bill when he came to our house to date my sister, Jean.  They were in the same class at school.  They were four years ahead of me.  I paid little attention to him then.  Later after I graduated from 8th grade and went to high school, I began to notice those things called boys.  I was in 4-H and also Jr. Leaders Club.  Bill was the president of that club.  They were having a hayride and we ended up going on it together.  That was the beginning of a long courtship.  I dated a few other boys but always ended up dating Bill.  He had the most beautiful blue eyes and pretty white teeth.  I guess I fell in love at first sight.  We dated for almost four years until I graduated.  He used to come to school during lunch hour and spend the time with me.  I don’t know if he wanted to see me or if he was keeping an eye on me.  Ha!  When I was a senior, for Christmas, he gave me a diamond.  I didn’t dare tell my parents!  They would have died.  I wore it around my neck on a chain until I graduated.  Only a few of my friends knew about it.  We were married in November of the same year, 1951.  I think my parents just gave up and let me marry.  We were married at Mount Pleasant Church.  My sister, Jean, was my maid of honor.  Bill’s sisters, Pat and Phyllis, were the other attendants.  Eugene and my brothers helped Bill out.  We traveled to Florida in Bill’s Plymouth car. It was well decorated with a horse collar, shoes and tin cans.  We came home from Florida and started housekeeping on the Willis Sandford farm.  We were very poor.  Our home consisted of three rooms:  a bedroom - the most important room (ha!), a living room, and a kitchen.  We had no modern conveniences like hot water.  We only had a pump in the back yard.  Also we had an outhouse.  I had a big garden and milked the cows.
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In 1953, we were blessed with a baby girl.  We named her Donna Marie.  She was our pride and joy.  It sure was hard caring for her without hot water or a bathroom.  In 1955, Sharon Lynn was born.  I had it a little harder with two little ones.  I used car seats.  They were different than the ones you have today.  I hung them on the fence while I milked the cows.  I got tired of this, so we got rid of the cows.  Woops!  I was pregnant again!  We could no longer live in a house without a few conveniences.  We were lucky enough to get to farm for Jim Davis, a big businessman out of Dayton.  Our new home was on U.S. 27 North.  It was a great improvement over our first house. We had running water, a bathroom and gas heat.  It had three bedrooms, a large living room and a very nice modern kitchen.  Now I could have an automatic washer and dryer.  It’s a good thing because Rebecca Sue was born soon after we moved here in 1956.   Our family was growing fast.  The year Rebecca started to school, we moved to another Davis farm.  It was much larger and Bill had to have hired hands to help him with all the work.  The house was huge.  It had a bathroom upstairs and a half one down.  This big house kept me busy.  In 1961, James William was born.  One thing the kids will always remember was the cleaning of chickens for the freezer.  It was a busy day as I would dress about 30 chickens.  The kids were required to help with this chore, like plucking the feathers.  They would hardly eat chicken after that.  One day we lost Sharon.  We looked everywhere for her but she was not to be found.  After several hours of searching, we found her curled up in the bottom of a cupboard sound asleep.

When anyone got hurt, every kid would come in screaming, no matter which one it was.  Usually it would be Donna, but you never knew by all the crying who was hurt.  When one was hurt, they all cried.  If I put soap in Donna’s mouth for bad words, they all cried.  We lived on this farm for 18 years.  We bought the farm across the road.  Rebecca, Sharon and James lived here as Donna had already married.  Sharon soon graduated and married, then Becky was married next.  James went away to school at Purdue.  Becky lived next door and had little Christy, our first grandchild.  Jim used to teach her the biggest word he could and she would repeat them.


Grandpa and Grandma Jones both passed away and we bought their home at Cottage Grove.  We moved here in February, 1982.  The next day I entered the hospital to have gall bladder surgery. It was a long time before I could do much.  Bill’s aunt, Aunt Imo, moved in with us at this time.  She brought us a lot of laughter.   Jim had fun teasing her.  She loved all the little kids.


I became Bill’s hired hand working very hard in the fields and doing whatever had to be done.  In 1990, Bill was no longer able to farm much.  Jim and Lisa took over farming for us.  They received nothing for this, only doing it to help us.  We decided it was too hard on James, so we sold our equipment and have cash rented ever since.
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Since retirement we have had some wonderful memories.  Sharon and Gary took us to Florida with them for a week.  Andrew was a little baby.  I spent many hours on the beach looking for shells.  One day Sharon took Andrew for a walk in his stroller on the beach.  I was collecting shells.  I became very involved in this.  She got tired and went back to the apartment.  I didn’t even know she was gone.  When I looked up I was lost.  I had wandered a long way from our apartment.  I couldn’t remember anything because I panicked.  It took me quite a while before I finally figured out where to go.  I was very careful not to stray far after that.  Also Gary pulled a nice trick on me.  He planted a pretty shell in the edge of the ocean and let me find it.  I was excited and made a nice fool of myself.  He was taping all this on his video camera.  They took us to pick oranges, dog races and out to eat a lot.  We had a wonderful time!

Also Sharon and Gary took us and all the grandchildren to the Passion Play in Pennsylvania.  We really enjoyed the play and hoped the kids felt God a little bit more and what He suffered.  We also went to a large animal reserve.  It was great!  We took a bus ride and were very close to all kinds of wild animals.  I liked the giraffe when it was very close to us.  Bill was in a wheelchair and I really appreciated all Gary did.  Not many children would take the time and trouble.  I will always be grateful for this trip.


James and Lisa also took us to Florida.  This time we went in a camper, which was wonderful for Bill.  We camped at Disney World.  We rented wheelchairs and took in all the sights.  Fantastic!  We took a midnight ferry ride.  We had great fun riding around in the golf carts.  After Disney, we went to a Wild Bill show.  It had horses performing while you ate your lunch.  Then we visited a farm market.  Did we ever like it!  We came home with the camper loaded.  We had a case of strawberries, oranges, grapefruit, potatoes and onions.  I don’t mean a few potatoes, but a sack full - fifty pounds!    We put stuff in the bathtub; everywhere there were goodies!  We also had fresh tomatoes.  We will always be grateful for them sharing their vacation with us.
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Sharon and Gary took us to see another outside play, “Tecumseh”.  We enjoyed spending time playing cards and watching Andrew in the pool.  We have been truly blessed with wonderful children that are willing to take two old, lame people with them.  I’m sure they have been truly blessed.


Donna has always been the one the entire family relies on.  She comes running every time I call.  She is my sounding board always willing to listen to my whining.  She has done about everything for me at one time or another, maybe mowing yard, planting surprise flowers and just cleaning my house.  She has been my best friend.  I feel she saved my life when I had pneumonia.  I know God has blessed her for her years of caring and patience with me.  Thank you, Donna.


Becky gave us our first grandchild.  Becky was the dog lover always bringing dogs home for her dad.  Ha!  When she got married her little dog, Buttons, was so attached to us.  He wouldn’t go live with her, so he became our dog.  Also there was Brutus.  The kids thought he was a little pony.  When we moved here, he went clear back up to Mitchell Road where we used to live; he didn’t want to move.  Finally after he got used to living here, he just disappeared.  I think someone shot him.  Also I think Becky got her love of flowers from me.  She helped dig and weed my flowers.  I can’t wait to see my new flower bed next spring.  Thank you, Mike and Becky.  I have been happy to help Becky learn to make pies.  Good luck!

It’s time to end this little book.  I am very happy to sit in my chair, look out the window at the beautiful green grass and the sun shining in the pretty blue sky.  I will love my flowers, God willing them to grow.  I love watching all the different kind of birds.  I really love our home.  Our children are close and give us a lot of loving care.  Thank you.  We dearly love all the grandchildren and love taking care of them.  I pray I have taught them to love one another and to always put God first in their life.  Without Him, we have nothing.  All the material things we have will be left behind, but I pray you will have some fond memories of your Grandmother. God bless each one of you.
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All my love,
Grandma Jones 
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Clara Catherine West Jones
Written by Ruth Logue
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My grandmother’s name was Sarah Catherine.  “Kitty” was such a tiny little thing.  I think we all handled her with care.  She too had really curly hair.  I don’t remember too much.  She had bad eyes and wore glasses.  She spent a lot of time reading as she was alone so much.  Dad and Mom were old and worn out.

She enjoyed Sunday when everyone came home to visit.  She had three nieces who were her age:  Marilyn Williams Good, Jane Shriner Crist and Joyce Mathes Durham.  She and Jane Shriner were in the same class.  


Kitty married after high school.  It seems like she has always taken care of someone.  Jim and his family have lived with them.  Bill’s Aunt Imo lived with them for years.  Bill has been an invalid for several years.  Their granddaughter, Rachel, has also been an invalid for years.  She loves to cook, sew and garden.  She has cared for a lot of her grandchildren.

Donna Marie Jones Marling
May 23, 1953
Written by Donna Marling
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I was born May 23, 1953, in Richmond, Indiana to William Morton Jones and Clara Catherine West Jones.  My father, who was born on October 20, 1928, in Richmond, Indiana, was the son of Hubert Morton Jones and Grace Lee Baker Jones.  He passed away on June 10, 2006.  My mother, who was born on October 28, 1932, in Richmond, Indiana, is the daughter of Walter Lawrence West and Hazel Laverne Crist West.

I was born on my great Aunt Imo Jones’s 63rd birthday.  She was my closest friend and teacher in life.  She lived 102 years and died in my arms at the nursing home where I directed the nursing care.  She never married or had children of her own but probably taught me the most about living life and loving others.  She was amazing; she still knelt on the floor to pray when she was in her 80’s.
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I have two sisters: Sharon Lynn Arn, who was born October 20, 1955, and is married to Gary Arn; and Rebecca Sue Stanton, who was born November 20, 1956, and married to Michael Stanton.  I also have a brother James William Jones, who was born October 19, 1961, who was married to Lisa Martin Jones and is now divorced.


I was wed to Larry Gene Marling on January 6, 1973, at Hannas Creek Christian Church.  Larry prepped me for two years before we tied the knot.  He really did go home at 8:00 p.m. to go to bed.  His mother verified it.  His marriage proposal:  It was the night of his sister’s high school graduation.  He drove me in his pick-up truck.  I played the piano for his sister’s graduation.  There was an after party at his parents’ home.  We had talked of commitment and he talked about a first love ring the last few months.  This was also my birthday so he had asked me what I wanted.  I had told him a pair of nursing shoes.  We got in the truck to go to his parents for his sister’s graduation party and in the dark he said, “Here!”  He handed me a jewelry size package.  I was upset - it wasn’t my shoes.  He kissed me and I opened the ring and put it on my finger.  Imagine my surprise when his mother met me at the door and said, “When’s your wedding date?”  Oh no, it’s not a first love ring!  He never did ask me to marry him, but we both said, “I do!”


Larry was born on August 6, 1951, in Richmond, Indiana, to John Wilkerson Marling and Edna Mae Dees Marling.  


Larry and I did not have children of our own, but that didn’t stop God from placing children in our life and home.  Larry’s baby sister was two when we got married.  She was more like our daughter than a sister.  We felt like we had children because we helped in the raising of nieces and nephews.  The two oldest nieces spent quit a bit of time with us.  Andrea lived with us when Rachel became ill – many months.  Other children came along and the parents needed help. When parents needed help or children needed a retreat it was provided for them.


Our 16 blood children:  Being a nurse, I actually helped coach with some of the birth labors.
 Larry’s side: 

 Nephews in Minnesota: 

1.  Jonathan Dicks, born July 15, 1983.  (Joyce’s, Larry’s sister) 

2.  Tyler Gene Macal, born August 10 (named after Larry) (Karen’s, Larry’s sister)  
Nieces in Minnesota:  

1.  Allison Dicks, born September 3, 1988 (Joyce’s)

2.  Caitlin Dicks, born January 30, 1990 (Joyce’s)

3.  Emily Macal, born March 12, 1994 (Karen’s)

4.  Lindsee Macal, born June 12, 1995 (Karen’s)

Donna’s Side:

Nieces and Nephews were born in pairs:

1.  Christie Stanton Bass, born April 27, 1979.  (Becky’s) (Spouse:  Kevin Bass born October 21, 1979 in Brownsville, Indiana) 
2.  Andrea L. House, born April 26, 1980.  (Sharon’s)
3.  William Matthew Jones, born January 28, 1986.  (Jim’s) 

4.  Kyle Michael Stanton, born April 3, 1987.  (Becky’s)
5.  Rachel House, born June 12, 1984.  (Sharon’s) 

6.  Jessica Diana Jones Williams, born May 10, 1985.  (Jim’s)
7.  Andrew Casey Arn, born November 6, 1991.  (Sharon’s)

8.  John Thomas Wesley Jones, born March 7, 1992. (Jim’s)


Like the nieces and nephews, some of these children came into the world with Nurse Auntie Donna in the midst of births again.  With Christie Stanton Bass, we actually developed a backyard walking birthing ritual.  When she was ready to start pushing, then we would quickly go to the hospital, the doctor would come in and the child would come out.  The doctor actually asked me to give him more time the next time so he wouldn’t have to hurry to do his scrub.  One time the doctor turned around and asked who coached this delivery.  When I said I did - he thanked me for earning his money for him.  Ha!  Ha!


Julia Harkebusch, who was born February 10, 1987, was a foreign exchange student from Germany who lived with us for a year 2004 - 2005.  She adopted my family as her own.  She is a daughter to us in our hearts.  She maintains a relationship with us.  She comes to visit when she can.  She has had friends come stay with us as well as her mother and her brother.  When they visit they stay for 1 - 3 weeks at a time.  She calls several times a month.  She calls and has mail contact with Jones and Marling family members to this day.  She plans on getting her green card and coming to America to become a doctor and live here.  That is her American Dream.  The next trip she is planning to visit us is December, 2007.

[I find it interesting that on my father’s side (5 sisters and dad) - that 4 of the first born children had NO children (Marilyn, Elaine, Terry and Donna).  I find it most interesting of all the Marling clan - a family about equal to the West Clan - that two brothers had no children - Larry and Dale Marling.]
Occupations and Education:

Larry

Grades 1 - 6 Kitchel Elementary School - Kitchel, Indiana

Grades 7 and 8 Liberty Jr. High School – Liberty, Indiana

1969 Graduated from Short High School – Liberty, Indiana

1968 - 1969 worked with Father on farm – General Laborer

1969 - 1973 Montgomery Jones Filling Station – General Laborer/Customer Service

1969 - 1972 built dairy barns for Bowers – General Laborer

1972 - 1974 Wasco – truck Driver - delivered to Rodefelds

1974 - 2001 Rodefeld Co., Inc. – Machine Shop (Richmond/Connersville/ and Oxford).  He was an Outside Salesman in Oxford and a Store Manger in Oxford for years

2001 - 2002 Carquest – Store Manager

2002 - Current College Corner Implement – Customer Service


Larry has had a side hobby for years of refinishing/restoring guns.  He fits this in when the weather or seasons are not fit for hunting, fishing or motorcycle riding.


He is an avid hunter, fisherman and lover of the outside world.  He currently has two boats; I guess that’s to make sure nothing will prevent a fishing trip.  Ha!


He has enjoyed hunting and fishing trips with his buddies through the years.  He has hunted or fished in Indiana, Minnesota, Tennessee, Florida, Wyoming, and Canada (several trips) and he has hunted for antelope in August 2007 in New Mexico.  His love of nature has taken us to Yellowstone twice.

Donna
Grades 1 - 6 Kitchel Elementary school – Kitchel, Indiana

Grades 7 and 8 Liberty Jr. High School – Liberty, Indiana

Nurse Aid at Park Manor Nursing Home (Summer 1970) - Liberty Indiana
1971 Graduate from Short High School – Liberty, Indiana

August 1971 - August 1972 Graduate from Richmond School of Practical Nursing at Richmond, Indiana

Late Fall 1972 – Passed Indiana State Boards Exam Licensed Practical Nurse at Indianapolis, Indiana

1972 – L.P.N. (Licensed Practical Nurse) – Lincoln Manor at Connersville, Indiana.  I worked swing shift until my body said, “No!”

1972 – 1978 - Square D Company – Oxford, Ohio as General office job for a few months.  The remainder of my employment was an Insurance Clerk, First Aid Triage Attendant and Secretary to Safety Director.  I took a few months off working here and actually worked with my father on the farm.  This was a special time for me.

1978 - August 1996 Park Manor Nursing Home, Liberty, Indiana, Director Nursing until the law changed, then I was Assistant Director of Nursing.

August 1996 - December 2001- Rodefeld Company, Inc. (Home Office) at Richmond, Indiana - Accounts Payable, Accounts Receivable, Collection Debts and Petty Cash.  The Company sold out to Carquest.
1998 – 2000 - Advantage Home Health Care in Richmond, Indiana as a Licensed Practical Nurse.  This was a personal choice even though it was a second job to help Rachel stay at home.  Special permission had to be obtained from the governor because of family ties so that this could occur.  I would NOT trade a moment of this Rachel time God gave me to be near an Angel on earth.  Rachel and I are special buds!

January 2002 - June 3, 2006 – D & L Industrial Finishes, Inc. - Liberty, Indiana.
This was a paint manufacturing company.  Accounts Payable:  2002 - 2004.  Production Mgr. Assistant, July 2004 - June 3, 2006.  Company sold out.

July 5, 2006 thru current:  WBI a.k.a. Winslow-Browning, Inc. – Liberty, Indiana.
This is a paint manufacturing company.  Current Position:  Production Mgr. Assistant and Accounts Payable Assistant.  I work directly under the V.P. of Operations.

Special Work Memories/Experiences

Square D Company – Oxford, Ohio

I had the opportunity to get my sister, Sharon Jones Arn, interviewed for a position at Square D and she was hired.  I enjoyed working a couple of years with her at this location.


My friend and co-worker Kenneth Sharp the Safety director - was killed in a tragic auto accident and my life changed on the spot.  I changed occupations.


I also enjoyed eating some lunches with my Aunt Jean West who worked at Miami University while I was employed at Square D Company in Oxford, Ohio.


Park Manor Nursing Home – Liberty, Indiana – Mrs. Stubbs was Administrator at the Liberty Park Manor Nursing Home and her husband, Mr. Stubbs, was Administrator at Connersville Nursing Home in Connersville, Indiana.  After several months, Mr. Stubbs offered me a Director of Nursing Position in his facility “The Connersville Nursing Home”, which I held for 9 months.  While I was in Connersville, I was able to spend special time having lunch at Aunt Martha (West) and Uncle Francis Mathes’ home.  These were great times.

Mrs. Stubbs offered me a Director of Nursing Position in her facility “Park Manor Nursing Home” in Liberty, Indiana where I lived.  I considered it a privilege to provide nursing care to my hometown.  I made special memories giving care to loved family members, friends and local community members daily. I worked in this position until August of 1997.  After 27 active years in nursing I was ready for a change.  I was working around the clock and getting very little sleep.  I realized that the owners were in failing health and that this business would soon close.  Larry was working for Rodefeld’s and had learned that they had an office position open so I applied for it and was hired.  I worked a 12 hour shift, went home, slept four hours and started my first day at Rodefeld’s Main Office - Richmond, Indiana.  I loved my job here and was disappointed when they sold out to CarQuest.

While I was at Rodefeld’s, there was a position open that I was able to have my niece, Andrea House, come in for an interview.  She was hired to work with us.  For the second time in my life, I was blessed to help a family member and enjoy a close relationship working with her.

When I worked for D & L Industrial Finishes (Paint Manufacturer - Liberty, Indiana), I learned of an opening and was able to have my brother, James, come in for an interview.  He was hired and for the third time in my life I was blessed to enjoy a different and close relationship with a family member.
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My Memories

My father was a farmer.  My mother worked on the farm, she cooked at school for awhile, but she mostly was busy keeping her kids in line.


Dad had two sides to him:  the prankster, let’s have some fun, or the hard worker, who got it done with the help of his wife, his children and hired help.  Dad had polio as a boy and Parkinson disease, but he taught us life lessons every day.  He taught us how to smile and go on with life’s adventures as it is dealt to you and to do it with all your gusto and efforts that make life worth living.  Dad had a crippled body, but we never knew it.  He never complained.  He had some serious injuries through life, but he kept on going.


Dad saw to it that we did the necessary things in life.  He taught us to help on the farm, play baseball, allowed us to swim in the creek, and have neighbor boys in to play games - like baseball with us.  We had several boys in the neighborhood.  Later I decided we were allowed to do this so Dad would get a chance to view the lot of them to see if he could hire any of them to help with the chores like baling.  Ha!  Ha!
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My mother trained her daughters to clean house, do laundry, and cook because she actually spent a lot of time beside dad farming and we would do the house chores and mow the yard.  My brother was 8½ years younger than myself, so I was nearly out of the home before he was old enough to start helping out.  We were always allowed to have friends over for parties and special events like birthdays.  One time we spent the night in a tent, until dad scared us to death.  He quietly came out of the house in his socked feet to come up and scratch on the tent to scare us.  He ended up with a scare himself when our dog thought he was a prowler and started to chase him.  We all spent the night in the house!


Mother saw to it that we got our education and careers in life, even if she had to help with our studies.  She saw to it that we reach for our dreams.  She made sure we had transportation to get us where we needed to be.


Childhood and young adult events I participated in:  cheerleading, 4-H, school sports events, church, piano and organ lessons.  I worked as a nurse aid one summer while in high school and decided I wanted to be a nurse.  This was a late decision so my last two years of high school were quite packed and I really had to study a lot.  I played piano for classmates to sing.  I also played at graduations and weddings.  When my music teacher retired, I took over her students and went to their homes to give them lessons.  So I was known as “the traveling music teacher”.  While I was in nursing school, I played for my nursing friend who sang on radio stations.  We traveled around the country once a month for these airings.  I played a piano solo at my nursing graduation.


Friday was usually family outing night and we would go visit friends and family or go to the movies.  We spent a lot of these nights at Ralph and Joyce Mathes Durham’s playing cards, games and watching professional wrestling.  Sunday was always family day.  We would go to church, out to lunch, and Dad always took us on long rides and then to visit our grandparents.  I will always remember climbing on the big rock in Grandpa and Grandma West’s front yard, a glider swing, and the pink peppermint candies.  It was a treat to get a saltine cracker with peanut butter on it.  Grandpa’s pipe smell was in the air too.  The family reunions were always fun.  A few times we went mushroom hunting and made something out of apples.  We did that at Aunt Ruth’s too.  We spent Sunday evenings at Grandpa and Grandma Jones.  We would watch the Ed Sullivan show there and have a meal or snack and other cousins would be there too.  I remember we watched the show with the Beatles first airing there.  It was always a big treat to stay with Uncle Bob West’s family, the McCormick’s and the Logue’s.  I would say they all attributed to our raising and values we have in life.


My parents always saw to it that we went to church and had devotions.  We went to Greenwood Church until I was in my teens.  We later changed to Hannas Creek Christian Church where Larry and I are still members.


Aunt Jean and Uncle Eugene McCormick had a lot to do with the religious beliefs and commitments I made in life.  We had fun and learned a lot under their leadership in the Church Youth Group at Greenwood.  It was at this time I learned what it meant to have God in your life and to know him personally.  I also believe seeing the experiences that they had with exchange students led to my own experience in having an exchange student in my home. 


Aunt Ruth and Uncle Julian Logue, Aunt Jean and Uncle Bob West, and all the other Aunts and Uncles also helped us grow into the people we have become.  Even though Aunt Eleanor and Uncle Frank Rapson lived “out of town” we had great mini- vacations and adventures with them.  Aunt Betty and Uncle Carl Shriner’s store was the best treat every week – “mmm, candy”.  I spent a lot of time with Aunt Martha and Uncle Francis Mathes while I was employed at Connersville.  I ate lunch with them at their home.  It was a really special time and I really missed them when they both passed away during this time frame so close together.  I remember visiting all the aunts and uncles on a fairly regular basis growing up.  The amazing thing about this family is that no matter whose house we were at, we felt the same wonderful love in each home that we had at home.  I don’t remember ever crying or being homesick when staying with our relatives because I always felt like I was home.
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Larry is my best friend and tries to meet my needs even when they are outside his comfort zone.  We enjoy boating, fishing, traveling and movies.  He has really been there for me with the ill health I went through the last two years.  Losing three parents in two years took its toll on me.  I was septic, had a seizure and was hospitalized the day after my father-in-law was buried.  I was still grieving over the loss of Larry’s mother.  My work place had gone out of business and I was out of work hunting for a new job.  I had just finished a very busy year with Julia, our exchange student, and was adapting to her absence too.  I was not ready to grieve yet again.  The doctor told me I had a short time left with my father so make it count.  I had another seizure episode in May, 2006.  My father died in June, 2006.  These two years forced me to stop and live each day like it’s your last day.  Julia came for a vacation with us to Yellowstone.  She brought her mother too.  The third day in Yellowstone July 13, 2006, I had yet another seizure episode.  We drove home in 26 hours.  I have a job again.  I don’t move as fast these days, but I get through each day with God holding my hand.  July 13, 2007, it will be one year for me with no episodes, which is an answer to my prayer.  God must still have more for me to do!  He is awesome!
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My family members have really been supportive and there for me too.  It’s pretty special when you are not just family, but best friends too.  Sharon, Becky and I were able to take a year discipleship course together at Hannas Creek awhile back.  The pastor was hesitant that we all are together in this same class, but it turned out to be the tie that binds us together as one.

We always thought we knew about God, but in this class we learned to love Him and share Him as a unit and do God’s will His way.  We supported each other together through this year, even when it was really hard because we knew it was what God wanted from us.


Sharon was our contact seeker to find people with needs, Becky was the ventilator with the people and I was the one to pray.  When I prayed for people, prayers were answered.  It took us all to meet the needs as a team. The Pastor and his wife were trying for a baby without success.  I put the need on my prayer list.  It was nine months to the day that their baby was born and a girl too, the wife’s request, they already had a son.  This made me realize the real power of prayer.


My family has been tested the past two years, lots of surgeries, injuries and health problems and we still survive and go on with the power of God and family in our lives.


Thank you God for family!

Sharon Lynn Jones House Arn
October 20, 1955

Written by Sharon Arn
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I was born October 20, 1955, in Richmond, Indiana to William Morton Jones and Clara Catherine West Jones.  My father’s parents were Hubert Philip Jones and Grace Lee Baker Jones and my mother’s parents were Walter West and Laverne Crist West.  My parents were married November 18, 1951, at Mt. Pleasant Church in Liberty, Indiana.


I have two sisters:  Donna Marie Marling born May 23, 1953; and Rebecca Sue Stanton born November 20, 1956; and one brother:  James William Jones born October 19, 1961.

Life could not have started out any better for me.  My childhood was blessed with two wonderful, loving Christian parents and three siblings who I love very much.  We were so fortunate to have been raised with parents, working as a farmer and housewife, who were home with us everyday.  Almost every Saturday night we had some kind of fun family night.  Whether it was visiting relatives or friends or going to the outdoor theater, we were happy and together.  My dad would take us all to church every Sunday and out to eat after church.  Most of my life we lived on the Davis farm which was approximately 800 acres.  My father farmed in the northern part of Union County just off of 27 North.  I helped my Dad a lot on the farm.  I was in 4-H.  I had tons of fun with my siblings, Donna, Rebecca (Becky) and James (Jim) growing up on the farm.


My mom’s parents were Walter West and Laverne Crist West.  I was pretty little when my Grandpa West died.  The only thing I can remember is being allowed to get the pink candies off the bedroom shelf when we visited.  After my Grandpa West died, my grandmother lived in Liberty in a trailer.  We visited her frequently.  All the kids on the block called her Grandma.  She made good banana nut stuff.  She let you do whatever you wanted; no wonder all the kids on the block called her Grandma.  She gave us silver dollars for Christmas.  I remember Aunt Eleanor and Uncle Frank and Rosemary coming to visit and staying with Grandma.  Aunt Betty lived next door.  Aunt Betty was the aunt who had the grocery store in Liberty with all the candy and the Santa Claus that came to the store.


We visited frequently with Aunt Ruth’s (Mom’s sister) family.  I will never forget making homemade taffy in Aunt Ruth’s kitchen.  Pulling and stretching it out by hand.  Nor will I forget how those boy cousins teased Christine and me.  And I teased right back.  It was a fun kind of teasing to me but probably not as much fun for Chris.  They had strange tasting milk - it came right out of the cow!  We made applesauce from their apple trees.  What great relatives and wonderful times.


I have endless memories of playing at Aunt Jean’s home.  The night my brother was born, we stayed at their home.  Since he was born the day before my birthday, I spent my 6th birthday at their home.  Normally, I loved spending any time I could there, but that is one night I wanted to be with my Dad, for he and I shared the same birthday.  I remember hiding in the back seat of his car, so I could go home with him and spend the night.  They found me.  Uncle Eugene and Aunt Jean have been very special in my life.


We spent numerous Saturday nights at Joyce Mathes Durham’s house in Pershing, Indiana.  Our parents would play cards and we would watch scary movies on TV with cousins Mike and Beverly.  We called her Aunt Joyce because she was almost the same age as my Mom, but she was really our first cousin - same with Sue Fields.  I spent a week in Connersville at Aunt Martha Mathes’ house with Beverly.  We also would visit cousin, Jane Crist, in Richmond.  We visited Aunt Helen and Uncle Bill often.  They were always smiling and so nice.   I went on a vacation somewhere around Lake Erie with Aunt Eleanor, Uncle Frank and Rosemary when I was in the 7th grade.  We stayed in a little cottage, fished, swam and had a good time.  We visited Uncle Frank’s family in Hammond.  I spent many nights with Aunt Mabel.  The wonderful memories of times with family just go on and on.
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As an adult, I used to go to auctions for a hobby.  I went to an auction in Fairhaven and bought a large oak pedestal table (with several leaves) and 8 chairs.  I wasn’t sure how I was going to get it home, but my Uncle Bob West took care of getting it home and unloaded for me.  Uncle Bob always had a warm smile on his face.  I had an awful lot of cousins that were older than me.  That was because my mom was the baby of 12 West children.
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I married Michael Ross House on August 23, 1975, and resided at 117 East Seminary Street in Liberty, Indiana.  His parents were Keith House and Elizabeth (Betsy) Ross House Hopkins.  Mike was born on August 19, 1954.  We had two children:  Andrea L., born April 26, 1980, in Oxford, Ohio; and Rachel, born June 12, 1984, in Oxford, Ohio.  We divorced in 1987.
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Well, here we are in 2007.  I met my husband, Gary Arn, at Square D.  We dated four years and then were married May 19, 1991, at Edwards Memorial Church in Liberty, Indiana.  Our residence is at 140 W. Paddock Street, Liberty, Indiana.  Gary was born April 4, 1962, in Cincinnati, Ohio, to Elmer Arn and Carolyn Freidhoff Arn. Gary grew up in Cincinnati and went to Colerain High School.  He has three brothers and one sister.  He was five when he lost his mother to cancer.  His older siblings ages 20, 17, and 12 helped raise him.  His father was president of a bank on Colerain Avenue and he passed away in 1994. He was a good father-in-law and grandfather.  Gary received his business degree at Miami University and his Masters in International Business at Xavier.  He is a Corporate Quality Manager for Square D Company.  He has had many opportunities to travel and we have been fortunate to join him in many of those.

[image: image585.jpg]



[image: image586.jpg]


  Andrea is 26 and has a daughter Hannah Grace, who was born September 7, 2003, in Oxford, Ohio, and she is three.  Her father is Michael Wulf.  Andrea and Hannah currently live with us.  Andrea is a single parent; we enjoy being able to help Andrea raise Hannah.  Andrea has an associate degree in applied science with medical specialty and currently has been accepted to the RN program at Ivy Tech in Richmond.  Andrea works at McCullough-Hyde Hospital in Oxford, Ohio.  Hannah Grace is active, fun and happy.  There is never a dull moment in our home.  

Rachel is “our angel on earth.”  Rachel is now 22 years old.  She became ill on June 11, 1989, a day before her fifth birthday with encephalitis.  We had vacationed in Daytona Beach where there was an outbreak of Encephalitis.  The disease left her mentally and physically challenged.  She has a severe seizure disorder as well.  A newspaper article was done on Rachel in the Richmond Palladium-Item in 1996 on the ketogenic diet.  The article was titled “There was no other hope.”  God sent us this diet, the diet that [image: image587.jpg]


saved her life.  We cared for her at home until she turned 16.  At that time she went into the nursing facility two blocks from our [image: image588.jpg]


home where she resides today.  With much support from parents, relatives, siblings and friends we managed to look for the blessings in our lives.  I visit Rachel daily.  She has a wonderful Aunt Donna who visits her regularly.  I have learned more things from Rachel than one could imagine.  Rachel will never marry, never have a college degree, never have children, never work, or never own a car, a home or many other material objects.  The world today may not see Rachel as having a [image: image589.jpg]


very good quality of life, but I see her as having the BEST quality of life that she could possibly have.  She knew Jesus Christ as her Lord and Savior at the age of five.  What matters in life is how God sees you.  Her life has been filled with so much love from others, that she too is [image: image590.jpg]


filled with God’s love.  Although she cannot speak or walk, it is amazing the lives that she has touched.  The small ways that she shows love gives great joy.  Love is [image: image591.jpg]


the greatest command of all. 

Our son, Andrew Casey Arn, was born November 6, 1991, in Oxford, Ohio, and is 15 and a freshman in Union County High School.  An “A” student, we are proud that he works very hard to do his best.  He recently made three local newspapers.  He is enrolled in a pre-engineering course for high school students and stepped forward for a project to help his school upgrade electrical equipment in the engineering and lab rooms of the school.  He loves soccer and has been a soccer referee since he was 12.  He plays on the school basketball team, tennis and now golf.  Last summer he worked with his Uncle Mike Stanton doing construction.  He spends a lot of quality time with his half sisters Andrea and Rachel and his niece Hannah.  Lookout, he just got his driving permit last week!
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I worked for Square D Company in Oxford, Ohio for 28 years.  I had the opportunity to work in several different departments which I enjoyed.  When Rachel became ill and was hospitalized for 4 months at Children’s Hospital, my work family each gave up a day of their vacation to me so that I could remain with Rachel during the entire hospital stay.  I was a single parent at the time.  It meant so much to me.  Aunt Jean and Uncle Eugene also got together a Gospel Benefit for Rachel that helped us get through some tough times.  Unfortunately I was part of the company downsizing in 2002.  I went back to school and received an associate in applied science with a medical specialty.  I worked at an urgent care facility in Richmond for a year and a half.  Then it became clear to me that I may want to further my education down the road and our son Andrew wants to attend Miami University as his father did; therefore, I am presently employed at Miami University in Oxford, Ohio, in customer service.

We have visited most every state in the U.S.  Gary and I spent our honeymoon in Hawaii.  A few years after we were married we took a nightcrawler bus trip with Aunt Jean and Uncle [image: image597.jpg]


Eugene to Branson.  We saw a glass church in Arkansas.  We [image: image598.jpg]


celebrated our 10th wedding anniversary in Grand Cayman Islands.  We swam with stingrays and snorkeled.  Snorkeling would be my favorite activity.  In 2004 Andrew and I joined Gary for an awesome trip to Paris.  Andrea, Hannah and I took my mother (Catherine Jones) to Hilton Head last summer.  Gary, Andrew and I took a trip to Seattle, St. Helen’s and beautiful Victoria, British Columbia.  We frequently visit the beaches, the ocean and the warm weather, where my heart longs to be.
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My father, William Morton Jones passed away on June 10, 2006.  He was the best father ever.  The past few years, our family (the Jones’s) has been working on a landscaping project in my sister, Becky, and Mike’s backyard and around their pool.  There is a little bit of each of our lives planted in the flowerbeds and garden.   Aunt Ruth and Aunt Jean’s flowers bloom and bring back so many of those past memories.  Our families meet there almost every weekend in the summer.  It has become a family spot for sharing old memories and creating new ones for our siblings, children and grandchildren.

We are members of Hannas Creek Christian Church, which I have attended since childhood.  God has blessed us throughout our life in many ways.

Rebecca Sue Jones Stanton
November 20, 1956

Written by Rebecca Stanton
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I was born on November 20, 1956, in Richmond, Indiana, to William Morton Jones and Clara Catherine West Jones.


My father, William, was born October 20, 1928, in Richmond, Indiana, to Hubert Morton Jones and Grace Lee Baker Jones.  He died June 10, 2006.  My mother, Clara Catherine (Kitty), was born October 28, 1932, in Richmond, Indiana, to Walter Lawrence West and Hazel Laverne Crist West.  


I have two sisters:  Donna Marie Jones Marling and Sharon Lynn Arn, and one brother James William Jones.
I attended Kitchel Elementary School grades 1 - 6 in Kitchel, Indiana, and I attended 7th and 8th grade at Liberty, Jr. High School in Liberty, Indiana.  I graduated from Short High School in 1975 in Liberty, Indiana.
I was in National Honor Society and participated in volleyball and track.  

I got an honors degree in general studies with concentration in business and computers from IU East.  I am a Sales Service Manager for Stride Rite Corporation.  While working there I received two awards:   “Unsung Hero Award” and Who’s Who in Cambridge.   I also went to school at Catenese and am a licensed nail technician at night.
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Donna, Sharon and I all stayed at my Aunt Imo’s for a week.  She had a big, old house and had rooms of old clothes, high heels and hats.  We played forever upstairs and had a lot of fun.

It seems every Sunday we went to church and had fried chicken, mashed potatoes and gravy.  After dinner we would either go to Grandpa and Grandma West’s house or to Grandpa and Grandma Jones.  Sometimes we went out but not like today.  It was a treat.  Once a week, on Sunday’s, we had popcorn and pop.

We played in the sand pile at home.  We had an above ground swimming pool.  My dad was scared of the water and he would tie an inner tube around his waist.

My dad bought us a tent.  We camped out in the back yard and he would try to scare us.  But Dad wore white socks and our German Shepherd could see him and got him. 

We had a huge garden and everybody helped.  My mom dressed chickens and we plucked the feathers.  Having seen them killed, we knew what it meant with the statement, “a chicken runs around with its head off!”
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 I had to share a room with Sharon while growing up. I love thunder and lightning.  I slept well while everyone else ran to Mom and Dad’s room.  I still love thunder today.  This reminds me that when anyone screamed, we all screamed!

Sometimes my sister, Donna, Elaine McCormick and Kathy Lafuse would babysit us while we were growing up. 

When I was young, Grandma West used to stay all night with us and spent a lot of time talking to us.  I remember going to Grandpa and Grandma’s house and playing at the creek with the blue clay.  I also stayed all night with Aunt Ruth and Uncle Red Logue and Uncle Bob and Aunt Jean West.  I remember we all went to Aunt Jean McCormick’s when my brother, Jim, was born.

Many times our family would go to Ralph Durham’s and watch “Big Time Wrestling” and eat popcorn and drink pop.  

Sometimes we would go to Aunt Martha and Uncle Francis Mathes’ house, eat lunch with them, and then go to the basketball game.

When I was in Jr. High I had to build a log cabin for a project.  Uncle Howard helped me build the log cabin and Aunt Mabel helped with the inside.  She crocheted little rugs and helped paint the furniture.  Later, she painted me a painting that I have hanging on my wall.

I went on a couple of trips on God’s Nightcrawler with the McCormick’s. 

I did several things with my cousins.  I remember Steve Logue was only a year younger than me.  When I was in the 4th grade, he was at our house and we dressed him up as a woman for Halloween.  We used apples for his breasts and he won a prize!  I also rode on the tractor with Steve too.

I remember double dating with my cousin, Darrell West, and setting him up with my girlfriend, Susan Hubbard.  He set me up with Tracy Keller and we went bowling.

I was a flower girl in Larry and Sandy Boggs wedding.  I remember my dress was green.

Some of my hobbies are horses, reading, gardening and flowers.

I married Gary Michael Stanton on August 4, 1978, at Hannas Creek Christian Church.  Mike was born on February 7, 1955, in Richmond, Indiana.  His parents were Harold Glenn Stanton and Freda Maxine Stanton.
Mike went to Liberty Jr. High School and graduated from Union County High School in Liberty.  He participated in basketball and track.    He is self-employed as a general contractor.    


Mike and I love to dance together.  We also have a lot of common interests.  We like the same music, we enjoy outdoors and we love to horseback ride. 


We have one daughter, Christie Stanton Bass who was born April 27, 1979.  Christie is married to Kevin Bass.  Christie and Kevin have two children:  Alex Bass, who was born February 23, 1997; and Christian Bass, who was born August 15, 2001.  We also have one son, Kyle Michael Stanton, who was born April 3, 1987.  Mike and I had our children far apart, eight years.  

Christie, was a cute, adorable child and well behaved.  She did very well in school and was in the Dixon Dance, gymnastics and ballet.  She was the first Jones grandchild until Andrea came along.  Jim played with her.  He taught her the biggest words he could think of, such as “supercalifragilisticexpealidocious.”  When she got to Jr. High school, I wanted my child back. She quit dance and played basketball.  She also worked at the Dairy Queen and became the night manager and closed.  She graduated from high school from Union County High School.  She got a degree in Medical Assistant, LPN from Ivy Tech and is currently attending the RN program.   
Kyle, my son, had health issues.  He was breach at birth and had asthma as a child.  We had several scary times having to get up in the middle of the night and rush him to the hospital.  He is a comedian and had a lot of fun entertaining people.  He played baseball when he was young and also t-ball.  He always knew what he wanted to be.  He loves to paint.  He went to Connersville Vocational School and got Outstanding Award his junior and senior year. He participated in basketball and football.  He went to Lincoln Tech in Indianapolis, Indiana, in Auto Body Collision.  He is employed by Victory Chevrolet Dealership.

Our family attends the Hannas Creek Church.

I loved having a close knit family growing up.  Also growing up in farm life was a huge benefit.  It gives you a good work ethic - something you have forever.  It teaches you so much and gives you so many skills and life experiences. 

The family unit is very important.  The family is what counts.  When you start something, you keep the end in mind.  I always want to be with my family - you realize the importance of family.  When you need help, that’s who’s there.

James William Jones
October 19, 1961
Interviewed by Shirley Mitchell
I was born October 19, 1961, in Richmond, Indiana, to William Morton Jones and Clara Catherine West Jones.  My father, William, was born on October 20, 1928, to Hurbert Morton Jones and Grace Lee Baker Jones.  My mother, Clara (Kitty), was born on October 28, 1932, to Walter Lawrence West and Hazel Laverne Crist West.


I have three sisters: Donna Marie Jones Marling, Sharon Lynn Jones Arn, and Rebecca (Becky) Sue Jones Stanton.
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I went to Kitchel Elementary School and graduated from Union County High School in 1980.  I was active in our church youth group, 4-H, school clubs, basketball, choir and band.  I played drums and baritone.  When I was growing up, I was always busy on the farm.  I helped out on the farm between school activities and 4-H.  That kept me busy.

I graduated from Purdue in 1983 with a BS in Ag Economics.  


I have worked at People’s Bank in Bloomington, Illinois, Farm Manager and Appraiser, Farm Credit, Brubaker’s, Miami University and GE Capital.
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I met Lisa Kaye Martin through church.  She was born May 30, 1964.  We married after high school on October 1, 1983, at Hannas Creek Christian Church.  We are now divorced.  After we got married we moved to Illinois.  We lived there a couple of years until my Dad got sick.  Then we moved back home to farm for a couple of years.  We had three children:  Jessica Diane Jones who was born May 10, 1984, in Norman, Illinois; William Matthew Jones who was born January 28, 1986, in Richmond, Indiana; and John Thomas Wesley Jones who was born March 7, 1992, in Richmond, Indiana.
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Jessica married Neil Williams.  

William married Emile Vandevender and they have a son, Ian Vandevender, who was born January 6, 2004.


I attend the Cobblestone Church in Oxford, Ohio.


In my spare time I spend a lot of time in Oxford at the Recreation Center playing racketball.  I also spend a lot of time with Stephanie Asher.  She does data work involving the computer at IT in Cincinnati, Ohio.  
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My main hobby is geneology.  I have an interesting family.  I have done a lot of research in Union County at the Court House looking at wills, in the Cincinnati area reading in libraries, in Rushville looking at church documents, and checking out through the internet.  Hopefully, I will make it to New York and New Jersey and visit some areas out there because of geneology.  Both of my family lines are from that area.


I do have a lot of information in Germany, where a lot of the family is from, which is why I have an interest in going to Germany some day.  There are a lot of changes in Germany.  However, with the districts changing in Germany, it’s hard to figure locations. 


One thing that has been pretty consistent is that most of our family has been farmers, with some exceptions.  On both sides of my family, this is the first generation some haven’t been farmers.  In the West, Lafuse and Crist family, we are probably related to 10 - 20% of Union County.  We also have other relatives around Cincinnati, Ohio.
I didn’t know Grandpa West because he died before I was even born.  I was under ten years old, but I got to stay with Grandma West a few times.  I remember watching T.V. with her and she talked to me a lot.


I thought a lot of my dad.  He had a lot of things he had to overcome, but it spoke volumes just how he faced life.

West Family Reunions
Written by Catherine Jones, Ruth Logue and Jean McCormick
As long as we can remember, the West family has celebrated the 4th of July.  Mother’s sister, Grace, who had a store in Liberty, Indiana, would give us fireworks that had not sold.  Since it was Dad’s birthday, on the 4th of July we had fireworks, cake and homemade ice cream.  Neighbors and friends came and we celebrated.  One year the field east of the house was in wheat.  It had been mowed and shocked, but it caught on fire; we had some real “fireworks” that year! 
We don’t remember when the reunions started, but they have always been on the 4th of July, Dad’s birthday.  We remember meeting at the Dunlapsville School, at the 4-H Building in Liberty, at Bob and Jean West’s, at the Methodist Church, at the Salem Friends Church and lately, at Eugene and Jean McCormick’s.  Almost everyone made a special effort to be there, at least some of the years.  It was such a tradition that we almost knew what each family would bring to eat.  Now as one-by-one we lose our siblings, the next generation continues to make that special effort to keep in touch.


The Christmas reunions started because of our Dad’s love for Christmas.  Dad would always make Christmas special.  The tree was a cedar cut off the farm and we strung cranberries, popcorn, and made paper chains of red and green paper to decorate it.  The tree always sat in front of the big east window of the living room.  Dad sometimes would go outside during the night and ring sleigh bells, but we kids were not allowed to get up.  He would yell, “Go back to bed.”  On Christmas morning each kid had a chair and a sock.  We would start with the youngest and go up.  Mother usually had made us all new pajamas and we got games for the family but not many toys.  We’d play Rook, Flinch, Carom, etc., but no Playing Cards were allowed.  Dr. DuBois, our family doctor, brought oranges and a big sack of hard candy to our family.  We would be given only one piece of candy a night so that it would last a long time.


After the older girls were married, they continued to come home for Christmas morning; they came early, around 5:00 a.m.  It could be snowing, cold, or rain; the weather didn’t matter.  

After we were married, Dad always gave us a Christmas gift and we all got the same thing.  We remember blankets, dishes, and mixing bowls.  The men usually got a shirt.  Each grandchild got a silver dollar in a little bag that Mother had crocheted.  As long as Dad was alive, Christmas was held at home.


For the last several years, we don’t remember how many, Eugene and Jean McCormick would host the 4th of July Reunion and Julian and Ruth Logue would host the Christmas Reunion.  In the past few years Christmas was held at the Salem Friends Church.  As the siblings died and the grandchildren married, it was hard to find a day that suited everyone and the attendance got smaller.  For a few years, Logue’s had it in their home, but now we just unite on the 4th of July.

West Family Get-Togethers
Written by Nancy LaMar Huntington


When I was growing up, there were two big annual family occasions.  One was the 4th of July picnic to celebrate Grandpa West’s birthday.  It was held at various locations.  I remember it being at Glen Miller Park and at the Logue, McCormick, Kalsbeek, Rapson and West (Uncle Bob and Aunt Jean) homes, and once at our house at Pine Ridge.  My dad parked a flatbed hay wagon in the front yard between two pine trees and that was where all the food was placed.  It worked out very well and was an exciting time because it was at our house!


My memories of the summer picnics include Grandpa West wearing nylon shirts, the wonderful food (including Aunt Jean West’s scalloped potatoes and fresh fruit brought by Aunt Betty), the adults sitting around talking, the cousins getting together for adventures, and the children going home afterwards to stay a few days with another family.  It was an exciting event at just the perfect time in the summer.  Now, the July 4th tradition continues at Aunt Jean and Uncle Eugene’s home.  It is always on the 4th, no matter what day of the week.


The second official family celebration was Christmas.  Grandpa was in his glory since it had always been a favorite holiday for him.  Grandma prepared for it far in advance, making little bags that held a silver dollar for each grandchild.  The grown-ups received gifts, too.  The men frequently were given shirts from Max’s Men’s Store where meticulous records of sizes were kept!  The gifts for the women varied.  One year it was smocked, cross-stitched gingham aprons made by my mother.  We still treasure the set of iridescent orange/bronze dishes given another year.  Mother was very proud of them.


Grandpa would cut a cedar tree from the woods.  It was always placed in front of the picture window. A highlight of the Christmas celebration was the gift exchange.  Names were drawn in the fall during visits to Grandpa and Grandma’s house and were to be kept secret.  The gifts were to cost a dollar.  Although I am sure all the gifts were chosen with great care, I vividly remember one special gift I received.  It was a baby blue plastic belt with a blue plaid jumper that Aunt Jean West sewed.  I am sure it cost more than a dollar.  It was a thoughtful gift for a skinny little girl who didn’t have many new clothes, but who still was very aware of clothes!


When I was a child, the Christmas celebration was always at Grandma and Grandpa’s house.  After Grandpa died and Grandma moved to town, it was held at the larger homes of family members – Logue, McCormick, West and Jones - and sometimes at Salem Church.  Aunt Ruth and Uncle Red kept this tradition going for several years, but now the individual families have their own Christmas traditions.

The Cousins
Written by Nancy LaMar Huntington


There were four groups of cousins at the early family get-togethers.  The older cousins were one tier – Jane Shriner, Marilyn and Dick Williams, Joyce and Sue Mathes.  Then there was my age group – Pat and Peggy Rapson, Dean Shriner, Bill and Sandy Kalsbeek and me.  We always stuck together and tried to ignore the next younger group – my brother, Jim, Gary McCormick, Bob and David Logue, Trudy and Robin West, and Ken West.  The younger cousins, toddlers, and babies were the fourth group.


My ‘cousin group’ had various adventures.  At Grandpa and Grandma’s house, we always played on “the rock” by the front sidewalk.  When we tired of that, we would sit on the lattice benches at the entrance to the fish pond.  The fish pond was about three feet in diameter.  It was not deep; I don’t recall ever seeing fish in it.  Even though it was only about 20 feet from the house, it was a secluded, slightly spooky area because the bushes and trees had grown up around it.  It was our hideaway!


Inside the house, at least one upstairs bedroom had model airplanes hanging from the ceiling – probably left there by Uncle Lawrence and Uncle Bob when they moved out.  Downstairs, the front room had pictures and a piano.  There was sheet music in the bench and wedding pictures of Aunt Catherine and Aunt Jean on the top.  That room was rarely open or used, but we cousins spent time there.  Grandpa and Grandma’s bedroom downstairs was a special place that was open to anyone.  It had pictures of ancestors above the bed.  There was also candy in there, usually mints of some sort.  We cousins were welcome to have a piece of candy.

West Family Reunion Photos
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The Walter and Laverne West Family Lineage


1.  Elizabeth (Betty) Maxine West Shriner m. Carl Shriner 






a.  Jane Carlene Shriner Crist m. Howard Crist (divorced)





1. Marcia Crist m. Jan C. Montgomery

2.  Linda Crist m. Bonnie Petry (divorced) then                                m. Dennis Charles Anderson

a.  Amy Dawn m. Darrell Charles Wilson (divorced) then m. Jeff Linker (divorced)


1.  Sierra Lyn


2.  Dakota James






b.  Wayne Leon






c.  Jeremy Carl





3.  Duane Crist m. March Ann Miles






a.  Thomas Andrew






b.  Alex Taylor




b.   Dean West Shriner m. Patricia Earline Largent





1.  Carla Jo m. Les Richardson (divorced)






a.  MaKayla Dawn

2.  Carolyn Jane m. Roger Sams (divorced), then m. Steve Myers






a.  Kaylee Sams






b.  Carter Myers



2.  Lester Monroe West m. Shirley Vaughn Lay (divorced)




Step Children:




a.  Allan Lay




b.  Barbara Lay Dunn



3.  Minnetta Marie West Williams m. Ralph Williams




a.   Marilyn Joan Williams Good m. James L. Good

1.  Kelly Joan m. Charles Friend (divorced), then m. Woodrow Isaacs (deceased), then m. Daniel Fox

a.  Charity Jo Friend m. Jack Hahn (divorced), then m. Paul Drew(divorced), then m. Christopher Baker (divorced)

1.  Brendon Michael Hahn

2.  Kristan Joan Hahn

3.  Dylan Chance Drew

4.  Abbigale Baker






b.  Courtney Ann Friend m. John Brimhall







1.  Destiny Michelle







2.  Alexis Margaret

c.  Brittany Marie (Friend) m. Dale Long (divorced), then m. Troy Hatcher (deceased)


1.  Gage Alexander Long


2.  Kale Lee Long


3.  Chase Matthew Hatcher

d.  Jasmine Daniel Friend

e.  Jama Shannon Friend m. Toby Hinchman


1.  Aleryah Renee


2.  Colton


3.  Tice Jocob

f.  Ian Jacob Isaacs

Step Children: 

g.  Hunter

h.  Ash

2.  David James m. Paula Jeffries (divorced), then m. Melita Oliver


a. Cody James Good


Step Children:


b.  Crystal


c.  Debby May


d.  William May



1.  Alexis May

3.  Daniel Joseph

4.  Casey Michael

5.  Kerry Shannon m. Robert Harriett


a.  Oyla Marie Linville


b.  Damion Malachai Hunter


c.  Raven Micah Hunter




b.   Richard (Dick) Lawrence Williams (deceased)




c.   Louie Randolph (Randy) Williams m. Paula Mohler





1.  Jennifer Ann m. Sean Shannon (divorced)






a.  Katlin Elaine






b.  Megan Elizabeth






c.  Allison Erin

2.  Matthew Joseph Randolph Williams m. Michelle Duncan (divorced)


a.  Austin Matthew Williams


b.  Caleb Michael Williams



4.  Marthabel (Martha) West Mathes m. Francis Edward Mathes




a.   Joyce Ann Mathes Durham m. Ralph Durham





1.  Mike m. Missy






a.  Adam m. Brook







1.  Steven







2.  Logan





2.  Beverly m. Tim Ripberger






a.  Amy (Moistner) Ripberger m. Kenny Hendricks







1.  Dawson Moistner







2.  Tyler Henricks







3.  Josh Ripberger m. Megan




b.   Evelyn Sue (Sue) Mathes Fields m. Stanley Fields





1.  Teresa Ann m. Harold Fisk






a.  Mark Prifogle






b.  Brian Prifogle






Step Children






c.  Melissa Fisk






d.  Jessica Fisk





2.  Lisa Kay m. Steve Eadler






a.  Michelle







Step Children:







1.  Garrett







2.  Colin






b.  Jamie







Step Children:







1.  Logan





3.  Deborah Lynn





4.  Jeffrey Scott m. Beth Luke






a.  Matthew






b.  Allison





5.  Sarah Maria m. Tom Schwendenman






a.  Alexa






b.  Jacob



5.  Eleanor Cleo West Rapson m. Eugene Franklin Rapson

a.   Patricia (Pat) Kay Rapson Taylor m. David C. Taylor (divorced)


1.  Regina Taylor m. Terry Scott



a.  Katie Ann


2.  Brian m. Beverly Arnold



a.  Jessica Renee



b.  Shelby Lynn




b.   Peggy Jeanne Rapson Byers m. Terry Dean Byers





1.  Melody Dawn m. Jon Dean Layton






a.  Emily Renea





2.  Aaron Eugene m. Angela Irene Schultz






a.  Allyson Elizabeth Jeanne






b.  Hannah Irene






Step Children






c.  Clayton James Fyffe






d.  Megan Danille





Raised Terry Byers neice:

3.  Misty Marie Herriott m. Jeffrey Alan Brummett


a.  Brittany Page Herriott (father, Mike Ferrar)






b.  Tyler Alan






c.  Abigail Marie




c.   Rosemary Rapson Alban m. Donald Keith Alban



6.  Helen Louise West LaMar m. William Reese LaMar




a.   Nancy Lou LaMar Huntington m. Howard Shideler Huntington

1.  Howard (Tad) Lamar Huntington m. Ellen Catherine Blanchard





2.  Laura Louise Huntington m. Robert David Donoghue






a.  Charles Huntington 




b.   James (Jim) Monroe LaMar (deceased) m. Carolyn Wagers





1.  James Arthur LaMar m. Jessica Margaret Belanger





Step Children:





2.  Jeffrey Ray Hale m. Denise Anne Budinich






a.  Meredith Elaine Hale






b.  Lindsey Marie Hale






c.  Emily Grace Hale





3.  Curtis Alan Hale m. Amy LeAnn Balmer






a.  Madeleine Montgomery Hale






b.  Jack Henry Hale






c.  Harry James Hale



7.  Mabel Corinne West Kalsbeek m. Howard William Kalsbeek
a.   William (Bill) Howard Kalsbeek m. Carol Marjorie Thatcher (divorced), then m. Cheryl Morgan McConnell (divorced), now lives with Christine Zimmerman Saylor

b.   Sandra (Sandy) Marie Kalsbeek (deceased) m. Larry Edward Boggs (divorced)


1.  Barry Scott m. Stefanie Ann Scott



a.  Ethan 



b.  Logan Edward



c.  Kathryn Corinne


2.  Corinna Marie Boggs m. Paul Vonderwell



a.  Kaleb



b.  Kameron



c.  Karlye



8.  Lawrence Franklin West m. Gertrude Francis Sturgeon



a.   Trudence (Trudy) K. West McCall m. Houston McCall





1.  Joshua Lawrence m. Ashley Lane Stepp





2.  James Daniel m. April Jean Shepherd






a.  Logan James






b.  Ian Luke





3.  John Houston m. Anna Hardin (separated)




b.   Robin Linn West m. Margary Kathleen Hudelson





1.  Shannon Faye West m. Jeffrey Spencer Hill






a.  Ashley Renee






b.  Bradley Spencer





2.  Bethany Ann West m. Vinton Ronald Hill






a.  Daniel Matthew (died at birth)






b.  Dylan Michael (died)






c.  Danielle Kathryn






d.  Nicholas Ryan






e.  Stephen Linn (died same day he was born)






f.  Brady Patrick






Step Children:






g.  Derek Andrew Hill

3.  Stacey Kathleen West m. James Donald Frank Issac (divorced), then m. Matthew William Dils (divorced)


a.  Taylor Kathleen Isaac


b.  Jacob William Dils

9.  Robert (Bob) Marion West m. Jean Evelyn Steele



a.   Kenneth (Ken) Lawrence West m. Sharon Buchanan (divorced)





1.  Amy Elizabeth West m. Jay Leskowyak






a.  Jay (J.J.) Steven






b.  Christina Marie




b.   Joanne Laverne West Shaver m. Timothy Lynn Shaver





1.  Jeffrey Lynn m. Katie Grenko





2.  Katie Marie




c.   Shirley Louise West Mitchell m. James W. Mitchell Jr.





1.  Laura Jane m. Douglas John Atkins






a.  Booker Douglas






b.  Wyatt “Carter”






c.  Decker James





2.  Mark Daniel





3.  Douglas Alan

d.   Darrell Marion West m. Johanna “Annie” Schmitt (divorced), then m. Karin Rosnizeck



10. Ruth Christine West Logue m. Julian Robert Logue



a.   Robert (Bob) Cecil Logue m. Christine Harvey (divorced)





1.  Melinda m. Geoff Schlickter






a.  Hayden Brant






b.  Dexter Duke





2.  Brandon m. Jessica Scaggs






a.  Payten Marie




b.   David (Dave) Warren Logue m. Cathy Ferris





1.  Jeffrey David m. Becky Frymier






a.  Samuel David






b.  Alexander Brook





2.  Scott Michael m. Daisy Dare






a.  Levi Winston






b.  Hunter Wyatt





3.  Brad Joseph m. Kristen Heeg (divorced)

c.   Thomas (Tom) Allen Logue m. Sue Lackey





1.  Angela Sue





2.  Leanne Elizabeth





3.  Ryan Thomas




d.   Sara Christine (Christine) Logue Rude m. Russel Rude





1.  Nathan Edward m. Melia Carlton






a.  Olivia Lian






Step Children:






b.  Trevon





2.  Sarah Kathryn (Katie) m. Tom Hollendonner





3.  Benjamin Robert m. Allison Smith






Step Children:






a.  Evan





4.  Maranda Elyse




e.   Stephen Richard (Steve) Logue m. Vicky Bostick





1.  Adam





2.  Karen

11. Hazel Jean (Jean) West McCormick m. Carl Eugene (Engene) McCormick  




a.   Gary McCormick m. Susan Marie Murphy





1.  Monica Marie m. James Johnson






1.  Chloe Marie






2.  Lauren Anita





2.  Andy Eugene m. Michele Kellams

b.   Wilma  JoAn (JoAn) McCormick Cain m. Steve Sudduth (divorced), then m. Bob Cain


1.  Jennifer Danyelle Sudduth (deceased)


2.  Casey Jean Sudduth m. Sylvester (Styles) Mtandwa



a.  Steven Andrew Sudduth



b.  Keanna Danyelle Mtandwa    

c.   Marie Elaine (Elaine) McCormick Phenis Patterson m. Tony Phenis (deceased), then m. Ray Patterson


1.  Joshua Michael m. Erin Reynolds



a.  Jackson Matthew Phenis



b.  Alexandra Carol Bennett


2.  Lisa Elaine m. Gary Gayhart



a.  Tristan Michael



b.  Allyson Elaine


Step Children:


3.  Dana (Damian) Risch



a.  Rachel



b.  Robyn



c.  Joey Murry



d.  Rene Risch



e.  Samantha Hoke



f.  Benjamin Risch


4.  Geoffry m. Sarah



a.  Caleb Patterson



b.  Dylan Miller



c.  Owen Miller


5.  Amanda Patterson



a.  Skylar Patterson



12. Clara Catherine (Kitty) West Jones m. William Morton Jones 




a.   Donna Marie Jones Marling m. Larry Gene Marling

b.   Sharon Lynn Jones Arn m. Michael Ross House (divorced), then m. Gary Arn

1.  Andrea L. House


a.  Hannah Grace Wulf

2.  Rachel House

3.  Andrew Casey Arn

c.   Rebecca (Becky) Sue Jones Stanton m. Gary Michael (Mike) Stanton


1.  Christie Stanton m. Kevin Bass



a.  Alex Bass



b.  Christian Bass


2.  Kyle Michael Stanton




d.   James (Jim) William Jones m. Lisa Kaye Martin (divorced)





1.  Jessica Diane Jones m. Neil Williams





2.  William Matthew Jones m. Emile Vandevender






a.  Ian Vandevender





3.  John Thomas Wesley Jones

Sarah and Philander West Records – 1881
Purchased 40 Acres from John West
[image: image658.jpg]g%fmwv'/w
ﬂim /M,z/ma -

/ /Sf?l/— ’%/Aly i





Sarah and Philander West Records – February 13, 1883

Purchase 40 acres from John West
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Sarah and Philander West Records - 1884
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Sara Catherine Crist West Diary
Excerpts from 1880
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Walter Lawrence West Pedigree Chart
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Walter Lawrence West Pedigree Chart
(Information used by permission from James W. Jones)
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Hazel Laverne Crist West Pedigree Chart
(Information used by permission from James W. Jones)
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Walter Lawrence West Family Tree
[image: image677.jpg]Elizabeth Smith
1794 - 1874

Susan S. Alexander
1811- 1904

James Weller Crist
1803 - 1859

Elizabeth Nickels
1812 - 1905

Joseph Imel Jr.
1792 - 1861

Mary Lafuze
1804 - 1890

Ambrose Crist
1824 - 1900

Miriam Isabel Laird
1836 - 1902

Nancy Imel
1824 - 1900

Sarah Catherine Crist
1856

Walter Lawrence West
1886 - 1960




(Information used by permission from James W. Jones)

Hazel Laverne Crist West Family Tree
[image: image678.jpg]George Weller Crist
17701844

Mary Morgan
1801 - 1858

Eleanor Harper
1776 - 1852

Sarah Bell
1770 - 1864

George Pernell Hittle
1800 - 1880

Samuel Lafuze
1776 - 1863

William B. Crist
1805 - 1860

John R. Mitchell
Abt. 1828 -

Margaret Lafuze
1810 - 1900

Ellizabeth Hittle
Abt. 1827 -

Parker Crist
1852 - 1912

Mary Catherine Mitchell
1850 -

Hazel Laverne Crist West
1888 - 1974




(Information used by permission from James W. Jones)
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To Celebrate 94th
‘Birthday Sunday

Mrs. L. P. West

LIBERTY. — Mrs. L. P. Wes
of near Liberty will celebrate he
ninety - fourth birthday Sunda;
Mrs. Wést, who has lived all of he;
life in the same neighborhoo
does all of her own work and love
to be out of doors. Her grandson
Lester West, lives with her: ¢

Mrs. West has one son; Walte
who also lives west of Libert,
and 12 grandchildren and 17 great.
grandchildren, The family is plan
ning a dinner honoring her birth
day Sunday at the home of he:
son,
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97 Years Old, Dies

LIBERTY. — Mrs. Sarah Catl
erine West, 97-year-old Union cour
ty native died Tuesday followin
several weeks’ illness.

Born in Union county, she was
member of the Mount Pleasar
Methodist church, west of Libert,

Survivors include a son, Walte
of Liberty” rural route; a siste:
Mzrs. Helen Osborne of Connersyill
rural route; 12 grandchildren an
23 great-grandchildren.

Funeral services for Mrs. We;
will be held at 2 p. m., Friday ¢
the Fosdick funeral home in Li
erty. Rev. E. A, Boston, pastor
the Mount Pleasant Methodi:
church, will officiate. Burial will b
in West Point mausoleum. Frienc
may begin calling at the funer:
\home Thursday afternoon,



[image: image682.jpg]Mﬂrgé're ‘Crist was the daughter o
Samuel and ‘Ellen Lafuse, of Fayett
county, Pa., where she.was born Oct. §
1810, und died at the home of he
daughter, Mrs. J. W . Connaway, it
Libertv, Ind, July 17,1900, at the rip:
age of 89 years, 9 months and 9 days
Ab the age of two yearsshe emigrate
with her parents to Union county, Ind.
where she spent the remainder of he
long life. At the time of her emigra
tion here Indi na was a comparaliv
wilderness. She witnessed Union count;
advance from that sta'e to its presen
high state of development; but few peo
ple were longer identified with our beau
tiful town and presperous county that
she Her life was one of active industry
She was united in marriage to Willian
{B. Crist Feb. 7, 1828, by Edghill Burn

aides, associate . Judge of ion scounty
From this union tHere were born twelve

Idrep, eight boysang four girls. She

was the grandmother of forty-five ch t

dren, thirty-six of whom are living, anc
the great grandmother of twenty-fou;
children, fifteen of whom survive her,
On the 10th day of April, 1856, under the
minigtry of Isaac Monfort, she became &
fember of the Presbyterian church, and
was gver diligent and faithful’in the dis.
charge of ber Christian duties. ~Her
pow was seldom wvacant until so en
feebled: by age she was unable longer to
atténd churchy'meetings. She contrib.
uted liberally of her means for church

urpoges, and wes cver zealous in her

‘bristian duties. The hungry and desti.
tute were never turned unfed from' her
| door, as the-practice of charity was the
prime feature of her Christian life. She
was left a widow in March, 1860, when
her husband was stricken down by dis-
ase in the vigor and strength of his use.
ful manhood »t the age of 55 years, Al.
thoygh the cares and duties of life had
fﬂllxheavily upon her when the country
called for volunteers to put down the
gheatwrobellion of 1861, three sons went
forth frém her ‘roof in defense of the
flag—one of whom did not live to return.
Her life was devoted to duty, in the dis-
charge of which she uever faltered. In
her domestic life she was a loving and
devoted wife and mother. Her life’s
work is acoomplished her journey ended
and with tender hands and loving but
saddened hearts we have laid her away
to her rest in peace until summoned to
her eterngl reward, T W C,

atve
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[image: image685.jpg]Mrs. J. R. Mitchell Dead.

On Monday evening at S o’clock Mrs,
John R. Mitchell, who has been a con-
stant sufferer from rheumatism for over
a year, pussed away. She has required
constant care and atttention at all times
and the husband who faithfully nursed
her has been confined to their home
constantly, the neighbors sometimes
relieving him while he went on some
errand for his wife. Mr, Mitchell cer-
tainly deserves and has the symputhy
of all in his great bereavem&nt. Fun-
eral services were held at the residence
this morning at 8:30, and the body was
taken to Rushville for burial on the
9:55 train. Mrs, Mitcbell was a true
wife and mother und had endeared her-
self to many friends since coming to
Liberty.





[image: image686.jpg]Tennie B, Kine was born in
Rushville, dnd,, March 14, r8%1,
and came with her mother to Lib-
erty ‘when about nine years of age.

Deceased about 12 years ago was
stricken with typhoid' fever, and
about 7 years ago with pneumonia,
from which she never fully recov-
ered. Her family and friends could®
I notice from that time that she was
gradually faiiing, and on Wednes-
day evening, Nov. 29, at about 9:45 |
the messenger came and she an-
swered the summons, aged 28 years,
8 months and 15 days.

For the last six months she was
compelled to give up the active da-
ties of life and those who loved her
best. She bore her sufferings with-
out a murmur, and in answer to the
oft-repeated questions in regard to
her condition she always replied in
a cheerful manner, *“Oh, I'm all
right,” thus teaching us a leszon in
patience through suftering.’

She was a kind and obedient
child and a tender and loving tie
has been broken. * But when the
good and pure and-noble, whose
high integrity, sweetness of spirit,
nobleness of ambition, uatiring in-
dustry, and supreme devotion to
duty, make them the light of houne,
the joy of all hearts, are stricken
down’ just as the flowers of youth
are beginning to blush into the ripe-
ness of womanhood, and the beauti-
ful tree of life, its branches already
bending under the weight of grow-
wg fruit, is blasted, we stand ap-
palied by the presence of the awful
ruin,

In February 1897, she ‘united |
Jvith the Church of Christ, of Liber-
ty, thus surrendering her will to
that of her Master, whom she loved

and  served the rgmainder of her
life. She was thful Sunday
School and u  Endeavor

worker, though 'she sounded no
trumpet before “her. But her life
of service is ﬁn'x;’hed, and we may
fittingly speak of ®er worth and her
works.  ~he was also an honored
member of the Relief Corps of this
city, in which she served as an offi-
cer a ‘large part of the time after
she became a member.

Her father, Samuel King, died
when Tennie was about six months
old. Though deprived of the care
and counsel of a father, she was
blessed with an affectionate mother,
whose watchful and-tender care to
her is a noble example of the love
of a mother, About seven wecks.
before the death of her father, a li
tle brother about z: months old
died, thus heaping a double sorrow
on the faithful wife and mother.

, She leaves a mother, step-father,
three sisters and one brother to-
gether with many friends to mourf:
her death. May God comfortvthei
hearts of those made to bleed by
the departure of this loved %one.
And though the home circle i«
hraken. vet :heaven is..nearer. and
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Walter L. West

LIBERTY—Walter L. West, 73
years old, Rural Route 4, Liberty,
died Friday. A native and life-
long_resident of Union A
Mr. West had lived his entire life
on the same farm. Their 12 chil-
dren were all reared there. Mr.
and Mrs. West celebrated their
golden wedding anniversary Jan.
13, 1957. He was a member of
the Mt Pleasant Methodist
church.

Survivors include the widow,

LaVerne Crist Wests nine daugh 37
ters, Mrs. Carl Shriner of Lib-
erty, Mrs. Ralph Williams of Con-
nersville, Mrs. Francis Mathes of
Rural Route 4, Liberty, Mrs. Eu- Vi
gene F. Rapson, fr., of Kingman, 3%
Ind.. Mrs. William Lamar of Ru- J
ral Route 2, Liberty, Mrs. How-
ard Kalsbeek of Rural Route 1,
Liberty, Mrs. Julian Logue of Ru-
ral Route 2, Liberty, Mrs. Eu-
gene McCormick also of Rural
Route 2, Liberty, and Mrs. Wil-
liam Jones of Rural Route 3, Lib-
erty; three sons, Lester West of
Rural Route 4, Liberty, Lawrence
West also of Rural Route 4, Lib-
erty, and Robert West of Rural
Route 2, Camden, Ohio; 34 grand-
children and eight great-grand-
children.

Services for Mr. West will be
held Monday at 2 p. m. at the

Fosdick funeral home. Rev. Ed- 4
win Jaycox, pastor of the M.
Pleasant Methodist church, will

officiate, assisted by Rev. Arthur ¢
Fields, pastor of the Methodist
church of Metamora. Interment
Y will be in the mausoleum at West
Point _cemetery. Friends may
call at the funeral home after
2 p. m. Sunday.
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LIBERTY
verne West, 86, formerly of
2 West Vine St., died Friday
momning at the Oxford
View Nursing Home where
she had been a patient for
one year.

She was a member of the
Mount Pleasant United
Methodist Church and the.
Women’s Society of the
church. She was a native of
Liberty.

Mrs. West was the
widow of Walter West.

Survivors _include _one
\son, Robert West of Cam-
den, Ohio; nine daughters,

Mrs. Betty Shriner, Mrs. g
Helen LaMar, Mrs. Mabel
Kalsbeek, Mrs. Ruth

Logue, Mrs. Jean McCor-

mick and Mrs. Catherine

Jones, all of Liberty, Mrs. p
Minetta Williams and Mrs. 1
Martha Mathes, both of
Connersville, and Mrs. Elea-

, 31 great-
grandchildren and ~ two
great-step-grandchildren.

Services for Mrs. West
will be at 2 p.m. Monday at
the Baker-Showalter Fos-
dick Chapel here. Rev. Ma-
rian Brooks and Rev. Ar-
thur Fields will _officiate.
Entombment will be in
West Point Mausoleum.
Friends may call at the fu-
neral home after 4 p.m.
Sunday. Memorials may be
made to the Mount Pleas-
ant Church Building Fund.
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Mabel West Kalsbeek ,
LIBERTY — ‘Mabel West Kal-

sbéek, 62, R.R. 1, Liberty, died en

route to Reid Memorial Hospital in

Richmond Friday evening after an

accident at her daughter’s home.

; She was a native and lifelong
resident of Union County, and an
elder of the First United Presby-
terian Church in Liberty, where
she had sung in the choir for:30,

years. ey A
She was a longtime member of

the Violet Order of Eastern Star

and the Liberty Music Study Club,

She was also an amateur painter,

and had worked for many years as

a bookkeeper for the Union County

Farm Bureau Co-op. She had been /

a private duty nurse for the past

seven years. g 4
Survivors include one son:and ¢

one daughter, William and Sandra

Boggs of Liberty; one brother, '

Robert West of Fairhaven, Ohio;

eight sisters, Marthabel Mathes

and Minneta Williams of Con-
nersville; Eleanor Rapson of Pine

, Villagete, Helen Lamar; Ruth Log-

ue, Jean McCormick and: Cath-

erine Jones, all of Liberty;and two .

grandchildren. Her husband, How- ",

ard, died in 1970, and two brothers, /

Lester and Lawrence, also preced-

ed her in death. AN 2
Funeral service for Mabel West:

Kalsbeek willbe at 11 a.m. Monday

at the Showalter-Blackwell, Baker

Fosdick Chapel in Liberty, with the

Rev, Teff: Cover, ‘pastor of her”

church, officiating.. Burial wijll be

in West Point Cemetery.

A Violet Chapter, -Order of the
Eastern Star, service will be at
8:30 F.m. today-at the chapel. =4

Friends may call after 2. p.m”
,today at the chapel. e
.:Memorial contributions may be

ade to the gnsy.}‘ousdation or
the MultipleSélerosis Fo.indation.’
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LIBERTY—Lester West, well-
known farmer of R. R. 4, Lib-
erty, died Wednesday morning
at Reid Memorial Hospital in
Richmond. He had also worked
at Honaker’s Saw Mill for the
past few years. A native of
Union County, he would have
been 56 on Sept. 3. He was a
member of Mt. Pleasant Method-
ist Church and was an active
member of Wayne County Cit-
izens Radio Band Club.
Surviving are his mother, Mrs.
Laverne West of Liberty; nine
sisters, Mrs. Carl Shriner of
| Liberty, Mrs. Ralph Williams
and Mrs. Francis Mathes, both
of Connersville, Mrs. Frank
Rapson of Boonville, Mrs. Wil-
liam Lamar of R. R. 4, Liberty,
Mrs. Howard Kalsbeek, Mrs.
Julian Logue and Mrs. Eugene
McCormick, all of R. R. 1,
Liberty and Mrs. William Jones
of R. R. 3, Liberty; two broth-
ers, Lawrence West of R. R. 4,
Liberty and Robert s} of
Camden, Ohio, ¥-2 (X
Services for Mr. West will be
held at 2 p.m. Friday at the
Fosdick Funeral Home, with
Rev. Wilburn Cropper officiat-
ing, followed by interment in
the mausoleum at West Point
Cemetery. Friends may call at
the funeral home Thursday from
2:30 to 4:30 and 6:30 to 9 p.m.
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PINE VILLAGE — Eugene F.
Rapson Jr., 81, of Pine Village, died
there at 2:30 p.m. Tuesday, Aug.
17, 1999. He had been in failing
health one year and seriously ill
for six months.

He was born in Gettysburg, Pa.
on Nov. 18, 1917. He had been a
resident of Pine Village for the past
20 years. i

On July 26, 1942, he married
Eleanor West at Camp Grant in
Rockford, I1l. She survives.

He attended Kentucky Wesleyan
and graduated from Indiana Cen-
tral College in Indianapolis. He re-
ceived his minister's license in 1957
from the Evangelical United
Brethren Church and was or-
dained in the EUB Church in 1962.
He had served as a pastor for more
than 40 years at Ridgeville, King-
man, Riverside-Independence, Old
Union-Leipsic, Benson Chapel in
State Line, Jonesboro, and Pone-
to-Reifburg churches, at Bethel
Church, and for the past 19 years
he was the pastor for Greenhill
Community Church.

He was a veteran of World War
11, serving in the Army as a medic.
He served in the Pacific theater.

He loved to read and walk. He
enjoyed his family, fishing and lis-
tening to Christian music.
daughters, Patricia Taylor of
Bluffton, Mrs. Terry (Peggy) Byers
of Pine Village and Mrs. Don (Rose-
mary) Alban of West Lafayette.

© Lamonatt inc., K.C., MO. Mado In USA
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- Wiss Lawrence . West
CONNERSVILLE ' = Mrs.
Gertrude S. West, 50, 700 Tu-
lip Lane, died Thursday night
at the home of Mr. and Mrs.
Ralph Poe, R.'R, 3. She had
been ill since January. She
was the widow of Lawrence

F West, who died in'1970.
<:"'She 'had' just' moved: to
Connersvllle from ' Liberty
last week, She was a native of
Connersyille ‘and ‘a- member
of the Connersville Baptist

Temple. She had 'been em-

ployed by the P. R. St Insur-
-ance Company of Liberty and
in the law offices of Hunt-

ington and Brldenhager in

Liberty.

Survivors include a son, !

Robin Linn West, R. R. 4, Lib-'

erty; a daughter. Miss Tru-
dence Kay West, Miami, Fla.;
two grandchildren; three

brothers, First Sergeant Rob- ‘;

"

ert Sturgeon of Orlando, Fla.,
Loren Sturgeon of Con-~
nersville and Jerry Sturgeon®
of Upland, Calif.; two' sisters -

who reside in Connersville,
Mrs, Melvin Martin, a patient
at Mercy Hospital, Hamilton,
Ohio, and Mrs, Judith Rudi-
cel, a patient at Reid Memg-
rial Hospital in Richmond.
Services for’ Mrs, Welt will

be htld at 3 p.m; Saturday’ at:.,
ithe’ COnnersville %aptisv

wertson officiating,
1'; in Dale Cemet

nay call at the church from
oon Saturday untll ‘time’ of :

ARD
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/¢# CAMDEN — Robert M. West, 64
10237 Ohio 732, a member of Israel
trustees, died

% 23
%Mvuch‘:’mm"

k&

Catherine Jones, all of Liberty. oy
Services will be at 2 p.m. Satur- {§
day at the Fairhaven Community
5 Church, the Rev. Robert DeMass
officiating. Burial will be at S0
airhaven Cemetery. Visitation G<
will be from 6 to'9 p.m. Friday at {
the R.C. Nein & Sons Funeral Home @/
and at the church Saturday from 1 27
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Jean E. West, 79, of Fairhaven,
died July 1, 2005, at McCullough
Hyde Memorial Hospital in Ox-
ford.

A Preble County native, she
was born Oct. 26, 1925, in
Fairhaven, the daughter of
Harry and Dorothy (Sheffer)
Steele.

She was preceded in death by
her husband, Robert M. West, 2
lifelong farmer, on Dec. 15, 1987.
They celebrated 40 years of mar-
riage together She graduated
from Dixon High School, became
ahomemaker and later worked as
a secretary at the political sci
ence department at Miami Uni:
versity for 25 years. She retired in
1992.

Mrs. West was involved in
church and community activi
ties. She was an active member of
the Fairhaven Community
Church, Fairhaven Women'’s Mis:
sionary Society, Richmond Bible
Study Fellowship, Mother’s Club,
Sew Caring Quilters, Farm Bu:
reau Council Discussion, former
4-H Club leader and former mem
ber of the Preble County Pork
Festival Board. In addition, she
volunteered over 1,000 hours of
service to McCullough-Hyde
Memorial Hospital. She enjoyed
gardening, music, quiltmaking
cooking, sewing and her family
friends and church. She was ar
organist at Fairhaven Communi:
ty Church for over 50 years an
accompanist for the church choir

Survivors include her four chil
dren, Ken West of Fort Laud
erdale, Fla., Joanne Shaver (Tim
of Fairhaven, Shirley Mitchel
(Jim) of Eaton, Darrell Wes
(Annie) of Providence, R.L; si3
grandchildren, Amy Leskowyal
(Jay) of Melbourne, Fla., Laur
Atkins (Doug) of Spring Valley
Ohio, Mark Mitchell of Eaton
Doug Mitchell of Columbus, Jef
Shaver of Fairhaven, Katie
Shaver of Dayton; four great
grandchildren, Jay, Christina
Booker and Carter; and one sis
ter; Helen Conway of Eaton.

Visitation will be held Satur
day, July 2, 2005, from 5 to 8 p.m
(Ohio time) at the new location o
the Smith & Ogle Funeral Home
5086 College Corner Pike, Oxford
Funeral services will be at 3 p.m
(Ohio time) July 3, 2005, at th
Fairhaven Community Church
Burial will be inFairhaven Ceme
tery.

In lieu of flowers, memoria
contributions may be made t
Fairhaven Community Church
6585 Israel-Somers Road, Cam
den, OH45311. :

070205-25234411-33"
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| i ) ‘yiam M.
Jon, Tyesday, MW"M?, June 10,
2006, 1d Hos-
pital, Richmond.

He was born on
Oct. 20, 1928, to
Hubert P. and
Grace L. Baker
Jones in Union
County, where he
lived all of his
life.

He married Catherine West on
Nov. 18, 1951, and they worked to-
gether as they farmed in Union
County. He had attended Short
High School ‘and also took a
course at Purdue University in
agriculture. He was a member of
Hanna's  Creek  Christian
Church.

Survivors include his wife,
Catherine Jones; one son, James
W. Jones, both of Liberty; three
daughters and  sons-in-law,
Donna and Larry Marling,
Sharon and Gary Arn and Becky
and Mike Stanton, all of Liberty;
five sisters and their spouses,
Betty and Loren Logue of Liberty,
Shirley and Joe Carter of Colum-
bus, Peggy Higgins of Virginia,
Phyllis Mason of Munster and
Patricia and David Lineback of
Southport, N.C.; eight grandchil-
dren, four great-grandchildren
and several nieces and nephews.

Funeral services will be con-
ducted at Hanna'’s Creek Christ-
ian Church, Union County, at 6
p.m. Wednesday, June 14, 2006,
with Pastor Dana Hadden offici-
ating. Burial will follow in the
Salem Cemetery, south of Liber-
ty. Friends may visit at the church
from 4 p.m. Wednesday until the
time of service, where memorial
contributions may be made to the
Hanna’s  Creek  Christian
Church.

Showalter Blackwell Long Fu-
neral Home, Fosdick Chapel, Lib-
erty is in charge of arrange-
ments. For further information
or to sign the online guest book
go to www.ShowalterBlackwell
Long.com

061306-24585151-246
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LIBERTY, Ind. — Helen Louise
West LaMar, 87, of Liberty, Ind.,
passed away Saturday, Feb. 26,
2005, at Hawthorn Woods, 11,

AUnion County native, she was
born inLiberty, Ind., on March 24,
1917, the daughter of Walter and
LaVerne (Crist) West.

She graduated from Short High
School in 1985. She married
William Reese LaMar on Feb. 17,
1943, in Liberty, Ind.

She was a member of ‘Salem
Friends Church and was Past
Noble Grand of the Liberty Re-
bekah Lodge. She worked at Park
Manor and Jackson & Son Green-
house and retired from Miami
University, Oxford, Ohio, in 1985.
She enjoyed homemaking, read-
ing, flower gardening and creat-
ing traditional handmade quilts.

Survivors include her daughter
and son-in-law, Nancy and Howard
Huntington of Hawthorn Woods,
I0l; her son and daughter-in-law,
Jimand Carol LaMar of Lawrence-
burg, Tenn.; five grandchildren,
Howard (Ellen) Huntington of Mt.
Prospect, M, Laura Louise
(Robert) Donoghue of Wicker
Park, IIl, Jeff (Denise) Hale of
Eagle, Idaho, Curt (Amy) Hale of
Carmel, Ind., and James LaMar of
Lawrenceburg, Tenn.; six great-
grandchildren, Meredith, Lindsey,
Emily, Madeline, Jack and Harry
Hale;and four sisters: Eleanor Rap-
son of Pine Village, Ind,, and Ruth
Logue, Jean McCormick and
Catherine Jonesof Liberty Ind.

She was preceded in death by
her husband, who died Dec. 9,
1997; her parents; four sisters,
Betty Shriner, Marthabelle Math-
is, Minetta Williams and Mabel
Kalsbeek; and three brothers,
Lester West, Lawrence West and
Robert West.

Visitation will be held Wednes-
day, March 2, 2005, from 4 until 8
p.am. at the Showalter Blackwell
Long Funeral Home, Baker-Fos-
dick Chapel, Liberty, Ind. A funer-
al service at 1 pm. on Thursday,
March 3, 2005, at Salem Friends
Church will be led by Steve
Logue. Burial will follow in the
Salem Friends Church Cemetery.

Memorial contributions may be
made to Salem Friends Church.
For more information and to sign
the guest book, go to www.Showal-
terBlackwellLong.com.

030205-24585151-311
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LAWRENCEBURG, Tenn. — Mr:
James Monroe “Jim” LaMar, 56, for-
merly of Rich-
mond, Ind., passed
away on Saturday;
April30,2005,athis
home in
Lawrenceburg, '
Tenn,, after a
courageous 3%- EJames M.
year battle with  LaMar
lung and brain
cancer.  Under the
guidance of Hospice
of the Highland Rim,
hewaslovingly cared = e
for and surrounded | P
by his wife, their three
sons, his sister and hls extended
familyatthetimeof hisdeath.

Amemorial servicefor Mr. Lamar
will be conducted Friday, May 6,
2005, at 4 pm. at the Salem Friends
Churchon South Salem Road in Lib-
erty, Ind., with Stephen Logue offici-

~ ating. The family will visit with
friends Friday from 2 pm. until ser-
vicetimeatthechurch. Williams Fu-
neralHomein Columbia, Tenn., isin
chargeof thearrangements.

He was born on Oct. 24, 1948, in
Hamilton, Ohio, to William R. and
Helen L. West LaMar. He graduat-
ed from Short High School, Liber-
ty, Ind., in 1966 and continued his
education in Louisville, Ky, before
joiningthe United States Air Force
in 1968. He served as a telecommu-
nication expert until 1972.

After his military service he was
employed by the Avco Ordinance
Division in Richmond, Ind., where
he met the love of his life and his
wifeof 32years, Carolyn. Heearned
an associate in applied science de-
greefrom Purdue University.

Jim was employed by Visteon in
Connersville, Ind., as a braze engi-
neering technical specialist whose
duties required him to travel exten-
sively to the Far East, Middle East
and all of Europe as he assisted
with new product launches. Previ-
ously Jim was employed by Modine
Manufacturing Corp. in Lawrence-

burg, Tenn., where he was the plant

engineeringmanager.

Jim was a member of the Salem
Friends Church, Liberty, Ind. Jim
hadasweet, caringspiritwhich was
evident as he volunteered in the
Mentoring Program in Fayette
County; Ind. Jim was instrurmental
inafundraiserforaliver transplant
for Christin Daniel in Lawrence
County, Tenn. He also supported
TheBoys Clubof America.

Jim was a wonderful and loving
family man. He loved nothing more
than to be in his home surrounded
by his family. He loved sports and
wasanavid University of Tennessee
football fan. Jim had a true passion
for music. He thoroughly enjoyed
picking and playing his guitar. Over
theyearsheplayed invariousbands.
There has never been a bigger Eric
Clapton fan than Jim. None of us
will ever beable to hearasongbyhis
famed “E.C.” withouthavingasweet
remembranceof Jim.

He is survived and will forever be
missed by his wife, Carolyn; his son
andhiswife, Jeffreyand Denise Hale
of Eagle, Idaho; his son and his wife,
Curtis and Amy Hale of Carmel,
Ind.; and his son, James LaMar of
Manchester, Tenn.; his sister and
her husband, Nancy and Howard
Huntington of Hawthorn Woods,
T1L; hissix cherished grandchildren,
Meredith, Lindsey and Emily Hale
of Eagle,Idaho, Madeleine, Jackand
HarryHaleof Carmel, Ind. Heisalso
survived by Carolyn’s sisters, broth-
ers, sister-inlaw and brothers-in-
law who loved Jim as a true brother:
He is further survived by his pre-
cious aunts, uncles, cousins, nieces;
nephewsandmany friends.

Memorials may be made to the
Hospice of the Highland Rim Inc.,
2014 Elmer Pogue Drive, Columbia,
TN 38401, or the Salem Friends
Church, c/o Julian Logue, 2276 S.
SalemRoad, Liberty, IN47353.

The family thanks the staff of
the Hospice of the Highland Rim
for their help and support.

Condolences may be sent to the
family at www.williamsfh.com.
050405- 23882135595




About the Editor

Shirley W. Mitchell of Eaton, Ohio, is the daughter of the late Robert Marion and Jean (Steele) West.  Born in Richmond, Indiana, she has lived in Preble County, Ohio, her whole life.
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The 1969 graduate of Eaton High School attended Miami University, Oxford, Ohio.  She and her husband, James W. Mitchell, Jr. are the third generation of Mitchell’s living on the family farm near Eaton, Ohio.  They raise 1600 acres of corn and soybeans.  She does all the record keeping on the computer and also helps run the combine in the fall harvesting corn.


She enjoys vegetable and flower gardening, accompanying the Fairhaven Community Church choir on the piano, taking the youth group on mission trips, and her grandsons:  Booker, Carter and Decker.

Shirley and Jim are the parents of three grown children, Laura Atkins, Mark and Doug.[image: image701.jpg]
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Walter West





�


Walter West





�


Walter and Laverne West – Fall, 1952





�


Sarah Catherine, Walter L. and Lawrence Philander (L.P.) West 





�


Lawrence Philander West





�


L.P. West





�


L.P. and Sarah West





�


Susan Alexander Laird - L.P. West’s Grandmother





�


Sisters:  Clara Gard, Sarah West and Helene Osborne








�


Minnetta and Marilyn Williams, Walter West,                         Sarah and L.P. West





�


Sarah and Lawrence Philander West





�


Walter West, L.P. and            Sarah West





�


Sarah Catherine and Walter West





�


        Laverne Crist West 





�


Laverne Crist in front of Music Store





�


Walter and Laverne West





�


Parker Crist - Laverne West’s father





�


Grace, Earl, Laverne, and Irene Crist








�


Grace Burns – Laverne West’s sister





�


Grace, Earl, Mary Catherine, and  Laverne Crist








�


Mary Catherine Mitchell King Crist





�


Grandma Crist and


Grace Burns








�


Tennie King - Laverne West’s half - sister





�


Clara Gard - Laverne West’s sister





�


Irene Crist





�


Front row:  Eleanor, Martha, Lester and Minnetta.  Back row:  Laverne, Betty and Walter West.





�


Lawrence, 2 years; Lester, 14 years; Walter 36 years; and Bob West              4 months - Oct. 4, 1923





�


Front row:  Minnetta, Martha and Betty West.  Back row:  Lester West.





�


Martha and Ruth West





�


Betty, Minnetta, Lester, Mabel, Lawrence, Eleanor, Helen and Martha West - October 4, 1923








�


Lester, Lawrence, and Bob West





�


Front row:   Jean and Ruth.  Back row:  Bob and Lawrence West.





�


Front row:  Jean and Catherine West.  Middle row:  Ruth, Betty, Walter, Laverne, Mabel and Bob West.  Back row:  Lester, Minnetta, Helen, Lawrence, Martha, and Eleanor West.   





�


Back row:  Betty, Minnetta, Martha, Eleanor, Helen, Mabel.  Front row:  Kitty, Jean & Ruth





�


Ruth, Betty, Lester, Minnetta, Catherine, Eleanor, Lawrence, Laverne, Walter, Jean, Helen, Mabel, Bob and Martha - January, 1946
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Walter and Laverne West - 1952





�


Laverne and Walter West





�


Painting of Home Place by Mabel West Kalsbeek (painted around 1970’s) - painting given to Gertrude West - house was on Pea Ridge Road





�


Walter and Lester West working





�


The back pasture





�


Trellis and bench made by Walter West





�


Farm horses in pasture on Pea Ridge Road





�


West Farm on Pea Ridge Road





�


Wood pile on W.L. West Farm





�


Laverne feeding chickens





�


Goose - 1946





�


Pig behind home place





�


Hog pen at home - 1945





�


Old School House on West property on Pea Ridge Road -                          no longer standing





�


Laverne and Walter West











�


50th Wedding Anniversary Announcement





�


Walter and Laverne West








�


Laverne and Walter West





�


Catherine Jones, Jean McCormick, Ruth Logue, Bob West, Mabel Kalsbeek, Lawrence West, Laverne and Walter West, Helen LaMar, Betty Shriner, Martha Mathes, Lester West, Minnetta Williams and Eleanor Rapson





�


Jean West, Gertrude West, Francis Mathes, Julian Logue, Laverne and Walter West, Bill LaMar, Eugene Rapson, Ralph Williams, Shirley West, Howard Kalsbeek, Carl Shriner, Eugene McCormick, and Bill Jones





�


Front row:  Nancy LaMar, Sandy Kalsbeek, Peggy Rapson, and Barbara Lay.  Back row:  Marilyn Williams and Pat Rapson








�


Walter and Laverne West





�


Cousins - Robin West, Peggy Rapson, Shirley West, Joanne West, JoAn McCormick, Sandy Kalsbeek, and Barbara Lay 





�


Walter and Laverne West - The Unionaires - Dean Myers, Ellis Myers, James Kamp and Howard Kalsbeek





�


Betty West





�


Betty West





�


Betty West - age 19 (1927)





�


Betty and Carl Shriner





�


Jean West, Jane Shriner, and       Catherine West





�


Betty Shriner





�


Betty Shriner





�


Carl Shriner





�


Jane Shriner





�


Carl, Betty and Jane Shriner -first home in New Salem - Mom and Dad ran the station





�


Jane Shriner, Joyce Mathes, and Marilyn Williams





�


Carl, Betty and Jane Shriner





�


Dean and Jane Shriner





�


Shriner’s Grocery





�


Jane Crist - new board was a computer - just touch a few keys and the call went through -1987





�


Jane Crist - Fun at Work!  Supervisor at this time -loved the girls she worked with!





�


Linda Crist and Carl Shriner





�


Marcia and Jan Montgomery





�


Linda Crist (age 14) Dance Review





�


Marcia and Jan Montgomery





�


Wayne and Amy 


Anderson - 1982





�


Dakota Wilson - 9 years old - 2006





�


Sierra Wilson -2006





�


Wayne, Jeremy, Amy, Linda and Dennis Anderson - 1992





�


Amy Anderson - 1991





�


Wayne Anderson - 1997





�


Jeremy Anderson -2000





�


Duane and March Crist - 1982





�


Thomas Crist - 2006





�


Jane Crist and Sierra Wilson





�


Alex Crist - 14 years old - 2006





�


Jane Crist





�


Dean Shriner





�


Betty and Dean Shriner





�


Dean Shriner





�


Dean Shriner





�


Dean and Jane Shriner





�


Pat and Dean Shriner





�


Pat Largent





�


Carla, Pat and Dean Shriner





�


Pat and Dean Shriner and Laverne West








�


Carolyn, Dean, Carla and Pat Shriner





�


Carla Jo Shriner





�


Carolyn and Steve Myers





�


Dean Shriner





�


Walnut Entertainment Center - made by        Dean Shriner





�


Cherry Entertainment Center - made by       Dean Shriner





�


Makayla Dawn -           10 years old





�


Kaylee Sam’s -             8 years old





�


Dean and Pat Shriner





�


Cameron Meyer - 6 years old





�


Palladium-Item did a whole page article on Makayla, Carla and Pat








�


Article - Carl Shriner





�


Shriner’s Grocery Store





�


Carter Meyers - 4 years old





�


Shriner’s Store at Andersonville, Jennie, Carl, Atwell, Fred and Luca





�


Betty and Carl Shriner





�


Carl Shriner ran this machine at the Blower Company
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Lester West





�


Lester West





�


Lester West
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Lester West





�


Lester West





�


Minnetta West








�


Minnetta and           Ralph Williams





�


Minnetta Williams





�


Minnetta Williams





�


Marilyn Williams, Jane Shriner and Catherine West





�


Marilyn Williams





�


Marilyn Williams





�


Dick Williams





�


West “cousins” with Walter and Laverne West – (Right front)  Dick Williams 





�


Newspaper clipping – Richard Williams





�


Randy and Paula Williams  and family








Randy & Paula 








�


Martha Bell West





�


Francis and Martha  Belle Mathes





�


Martha Belle West





�


Martha and Francis Mathes





�


Martha Mathes, Eleanor Rapson (standing) and Francis Mathes 





�


Francis and Martha Mathis clipping





�


Francis and Martha Mathis             wedding announcement





�


Ralph Durham





�


Sue and Joyce Mathes





�


Joyce Mathes





�


Steven Durham





�


Adam Durham





�


Missy and Mike Durham  with Adam





�


Josh and         Megan Ripberger





�


Dawson Moistner





�


Dawson Moistner and                  Tyler Hendricks





�


Logan Durham





�


Amy and    Kenny Hendricks





�


Tim, Josh, Amy and            Bev Ripberger





�


Joyce Mathes





�


Joyce Mathes, Jane Shriner and Marilyn Williams serving at Catherine and Bill Jones       wedding reception





�


Sue and Joyce Mathes





�


Francis and Martha’s home - up road from the Walter West home on                Pea Ridge Road





�


Sue and Stanley Fields





�


Sue and Stanley Fields wedding -


Family and Friends





�


Eleanor Rapson - 2002





�


Betty, Minnetta, Lester, Martha Belle, Lawrence, Eleanor, Helen and Mabel - October 4, 1923





�


Eleanor Rapson and Doug West - cousin - first one drafted from Union County





�


Eleanor West





�


Eleanor and Eugene Rapson





�


Eleanor West -                Wedding Announcement





�


Eugene and Eleanor Rapson





�


Eleanor and Eugene Rapson Wedding - 1942





�


Eugene and Eleanor Rapson





�


Pat and Eleanor Rapson





�


Pat Rapson, Joanne West and Peggy Rapson





�


Peggy, Eugene, Eleanor, Rosemary (front) and Pat Rapson





�


Eugene Rapson - Pastor        Independence Church





�


Eleanor and   Franklin Rapson





�


Front row:  Rosemary, and Eleanor.  Back row:  Franklin, Peggy and   Pat Rapson.





�


Patricia Taylor and her dog, Precious





�


Pat and David Taylor Wedding - Eleanor and Franklin Rapson





�


Regina Taylor





�


Front row:  Pat and David Taylor.  Back row:   Regina and Brian - 1972





�


Brian and Beverly        Taylor -1989





�


Brian (2) and Regina (4) - 1968





�


Katie Scott





�


Terry and Regina Scott, and    Pat Taylor





�


Katie Scott





�


Katie Scott





�


Shelby (2) and Jessica (5) Taylor - 1995





�


Brian, Jessica, Bev              and Shelby - 2005





�


Jessica and Shelby    Taylor -2005





�


Jessica and Shelby





�


Peggy Rapson -           1 year old





�


Peggy Rapson





�


Front row:  Rosemary and Eleanor Rapson.  Back row:  Franklin, Peggy and             Pat Rapson





�


Peggy Rapson - 1964





�


Peggy Rapson and Terry Byers - 1964 Sr. Prom





�


Peggy and Terry Byers





�


Peggy Rapson and Terry Byers Wedding Announcement





�


Front row:  Aaron – 9 months and Misty      3 years.  Back row:  Terry and Peggy Byers and Melody – 4 years.





�


Front row:   Melody Byers and  Laverne West.  Back row:  Peggy Byers and Eleanor Rapson - 4 generations





�


Front row:  Aaron, Eleanor and Misty.  Back row:  Brian, Melody, Eugene and Regina. - grandchildren -1985





�


Front row:  Terry, Aaron, and Peggy Byers.  Back row:  Melody and Misty -1989





�


Melody and Jon Layton - 1994





�


Jon, Melody and Emily Layton - 2006





�


Angie and Aaron     Byers - 2000





�


Jon, Melody and Emily  Layton - 2006








�


Tyler Herriott Brummett





�


Misty Herriott Brummett





�


Abby Brummett





�


Brittany Herriott - 2006





�


Front row:  Emily (6), Brittany (14), Allyson (4), Megan (13), and Clayton (15).  Back row:  Jon, Melody, Peggy, Terry, Aaron and Angie.  Peggy and Terry Byers 40th Anniversary - 2005





�


Brittany, Abby and Misty - 2006





�


Terry and Peggy Byers - 2003





�


Brittany, Rosemary and Don - 2006





�


Franklin and Eleanor Rapson





�


Franklin and Rosemary - 1955





�


Peggy, Eleanor, Eugene, Pat, and Rosemary Rapson





�


Rosemary Rapson





�


Rev. Eugene Franklin Rapson





�


Rosemary and Grandma (Laverne West)





�


Don and Rosemary Alban





�


Rosemary and Don Alban





�


Lester and Faye Alban, Don and Rosemary Alban, Eleanor and Franklin Rapson - 1988





�


Don and Rosemary Alban and Eleanor and Franklin Rapson





�


Pat Taylor, Rosemary Alban and Peggy Byers





�


Helen LaMar - Second row – second from right 





�


Bill and Helen LaMar





�


Bill and Helen LaMar





�


Nancy, Helen, Jim and Bill LaMar





�


Jean McCormick, Ruth Logue and Helen LaMar





�


Bill and Helen LaMar - 50th wedding anniversary





�


Bill and Helen LaMar - 25th wedding anniversary





�


Helen West





�


Bill, Helen and       Nancy LaMar





�


Bill, Helen and Nancy LaMar





�


Nancy Huntington - 1968





�


Tad and Laura Huntington, Bill and Helen LaMar, Nancy and Howie Huntington





�


Howie, Nancy, Tad and         Laura Huntington





�


Tad, Bill and Helen LaMar, Laura, Nancy and Howie Huntington





�


Tad and Ellen    Huntington - 2002





�


Tad and Ellen Huntingtona - 2002





�


Tad, Helen LaMar and        Laura Huntington





�


Helen LaMar and             Tad Huntington





�


Ellen and Tad Huntington, Laura and David Donoghue, Nancy and Howie         Huntington - 2002





�


Ellen and Tad Huntington, Laura, Helen LaMar, David Donoghue, Nancy and Howie Huntington - 2002





�


Helen LaMar and Laura Donoghue





�


Howie and Nancy Huntington, Charlie, Laura and David Donoghue - 2006





�


Laura and Charlie Huntington - 2006





�


David, Laura and           Charlie Donoghue





�


Ellen and Tad Huntington





�


Nancy and Howie Huntington





�


Jim LaMar





�


Jim LaMar





�


Jim LaMar





�


Jim and       Carolyn LaMar





�


Jim and Carolyn LaMar





�


Front:  James, Curtis and Jeffrey.  Back:  Bill and Helen LaMar and Carolyn LaMar -1980





�


Jim and Madeleine - 1998





�


Curtis and Amy Hale, James, Carolyn and Jim LaMar, Denise and Jeff Hale - 1995





�


Madeleine Hale and Jim LaMar - 2000





�


James and Jessica LaMar’s wedding -


December 29, 2006





�


Jim and Carolyn LaMar’s family





�


Jim, Meredith and Lindsey Hale - 2001





�


Jim and Harry     Hale - 2004





�


Jim and Carolyn





�


Jim and Helen LaMar - 1998





�


Jim LaMar, Helen LaMar and NancyHuntington





�


Carolyn and Jim - Cancun, Mexico -late 1990’s





�


  Front row:  Carolyn and Jim LaMar.  Back row:   Jeff, James and Curtis - 2004





�


Mabel Kalsbeek





�


Eleanor, Helen and Mabel West











�


Mabel West





�


Mabel and Howard Kalsbeek





�


Mabel Kalsbeek article in Palladium-Item





�


Howard and Mabel Kalsbeek








�


Bill and Sandy   Kalsbeek - 1947








�


Bill Kalsbeek











�


Bill Kalsbeek –         1952 (3rd grade)





�


Bill’s 14’ x 55’ houseboat





�


Bill Kalsbeek





�


Bill Kalsbeek and Ethan Boggs





�


Sandy Kalsbeek





�


Larry, Corinna, Barry and        Sandy Boggs





�


Front row:  Kate and Logan Boggs.  Back row:  Barry, Stefanie and Ethan Boggs.





�


Karlye Vonderwell





�


Front:  Stefanie Boggs.  Middle row:  Barry Boggs and Paul Vonderwell.  Top:  Corinna Vonderwell.





�


Kameron Vonderwell





�


Katie Boggs and                   Karlye Vonderwell





�


Barry Boggs





�


Maxine Finch (Mabel’s friend), Mabel Kalsbeek, Bill and Carol Kalsbeek





�


Sandy Boggs





�


“Mimi” (Sandy) Boggs and   Karlye Vonderwell





�


Logan and Kate Boggs, Karlye Vonderwell, Ethan Boggs, Kameron and Kaleb Vonderwell





�


Corinna Vonderwell and  Bill Kalsbeek





�


Karlye Vonderwell





�


Kameron Vonderwell





�


Kaleb Vonderwell





�


Kaleb Vonderwell





�


Karlye Vonderwell and Kate Boggs





�


The Boggs and Vonderwell families with Dad, Larry Boggs





�


Corinna Boggs and Dad (Larry Boggs)





�


Corinna, Karlye, Kaleb, Kameron, and Paul Vonderwell





�


Lawrence West





�


Lawrence West - Senior





�


Lawrence West





�


Lawrence and Gertrude West         wedding announcement








�


Lawrence West





�


Lawrence and Gertrude West





�


Trudy West





�


Gertie and Trudy West





�


Lawrence holding   Trudy - 1950





�


Gertie holding Trudy - 1950





�


Trudy, Gertrude and Robin   July, 1959














�


Robin, Lawrence and Trudy West - July, 1959





�


Gertrude and Lawrence West -1959





�


Robin and Trudy West





�


Newspaper article





�


Gertrude West





�


Robin, Lawrence and    Trudy West





�


Robin, Gertie and Trudy West





�


Gertrude and Lawrence West





�


Robin (2) and Trudy (4) sitting on Santa (Carl Shriner) in back of store





�





Lester West, Robin, Lawrence and Trudy West - 1952





�


Trudy and Robin West





�


Trudy and sons





�


Trudy – 1971 - first year of teaching





�


Robin gave Trudy away –wedding - May 3, 1974





�


Trudy and Houston McCall -     May 3, 1974





�


Trudy and Houston McCall - on honeymoon








�


 Front row:  Joshua, John and James.  Back row:  Houston and Trudy   McCall - 1986





�


Joshua, Trudy, Houston, James and John McCall





�


 Houston, James, Ashley, Joshua, Trudy and John McCall.  Joshua and Ashley McCall Wedding – November 9, 1972





�


April and James McCall August 27, 1995





�


Joshua, John and James McCall - 2005





�


Houston, Anna, John and Trudy McCall.  John and Anna McCall wedding - September 24, 2005





�


Joshua, John, Houston, James   and Logan McCall





�


Lawrence and Gertrude West





�


Top of mountain - mission trip - Houston McCall (on right)





�


Logan, Ian and Trudy





�


April and James McCall





�


Ashley and Joshua McCall





�


Anna and John McCall





�


Trudy, Gertie and 


Robin West





�


Margary and Robin





�


Robin and Margary West - 1969





�


Robin and Stacey West - 1976                





�


Robin, Shannon, Bethany and Stacey - 1978





�


Stacey, Bethany, Shannon and Jeff Hill, Margary and Robin West - 1988





�


Robin holding first grandchild                Ashley Hill - 1991





�


Front row:  Danielle, Brady and Nicholas.  Back row:  Vince and Bethany Hill - 2005





�


Bethany and Vince Hill - 1994





�


Taylor Isaac, Stacey, Matt Dils and Jacob Dils - 2005





�


Matt and Stacey - 1997





�


Jim and Stacey Isaacs - 1994





�


Robin - Saddlebarn (owner/operator) - 1996





�


Robin West - Union County Sheriff’s Mounted Patrol - 1975





�


Robin West horseshoeing - Turkway Park, Cincinnati, OH – 1978 - his lifelong career





�


Margary and Robin trailriding - Eminence, Missouri - 1999





�


Ashley Hill - 2007 World Show





�


Robin - his favorite pastime and relaxation - trail riding - Shawnee National Forrest, Illinois - 2001





�


Brad Hill - 2007 World Show





�


Bob West





�


Bob West





�


Bob West with Grand Champion steer





�


Bob West





�


Bob’s Navy ship - WWII





�


Bob West





�


Lawrence and Bob West





�


Jean Steele and Bob West





�


Jean and Bob West       May 3, 1947





�


Bob and Jean West





�


Bob, Darrell, Shirley, Joanne and Kenny West





�


Front row:  Doug Mitchell and Katie Shaver.  Back row:  Mark Mitchell, Jeff Shaver, and Laura Mitchell.





�


Front row:  Jeff and Katie Shaver, Doug, Mark and Laura Mitchell.  Middle row:  Joanne Shaver, Jean and Bob West, and Shirley Mitchell.  Back row:  Tim Shaver, Ken and Amy West, Darrell West, Annie Schmitt, and Jim Mitchell.





�


Bob West





�


Bob West





�


Jean Steele





�


Jean and Bob West





�


Robert and Jean West home





�


Ken, Joanne, Shirley and Darrell West





�


Mrs. Dicker, Jean and Bob West - 25th Wedding Anniversary, Laverne West, and Harry Steele





�


Jean and Bob West





�


Joanne, Shirley, Kenny, and Darrell West





�


Front row:  Doug and Mark Mitchell.  Back row:  Laura Mitchell and Amy West. 





�


Katie Shaver and Doug Mitchell





�


Jeff Shaver and        Mark Mitchell





�


Doug Mitchell and 


Katie Shaver





�


Jean West





�


Jean West





�


Front row:  Doug and Mark Mitchell, Jeff Shaver, Laura and Doug Atkins and Shirley Mitchell.  Back row:  Jim Mitchell, Joanne and Tim Shaver, Jean West, Darrell West and Annie Schmitt





�


Darrell West, Joanne Shaver, Ken West and Shirley Mitchell - 2004





�


Ken and Joanne West





�


Shirley, Ken and Joanne   West - 1952











�


Jean and Bob West with Amy West





�


Bob West, Amy West, and Jean West





�


Bob West, Amy and Ken West





�


Jean and Bob West with Amy West - 1976





�


Front row:  Christina and J. J. Leskowyak.  Back row:  Ken West  and Jean West





�


Front row:  J.J. Leskowyak, Katie Shaver, Doug Mitchell, Jeff Shaver and Laura Mitchell.  Back row:  Tim Shaver, Helen Conway, Joanne Shaver, Shirley Mitchell, Mark Mitchell, Amy Leskowyak, and          Ken West.





�


Jay, Amy, J. J. and 


Christina Leskowyak





�


J.J. Leskowyak - 2007





�


Ken West and Jean West





�


Christina Leskowyak -2006





�


Joanne West





�


Joanne West





�


Joanne West - 1965





�


Joanne and Tim Shaver





�


 Jeff, Katie, Joanne and Tim Shaver





�


Jeff Shaver





�


Katie Shaver





�


Jeff Shaver





�


Tim, Joanne, Jeff and Katie     Shaver - 1994





�


Katie, Joanne, Tim and Jeff Shaver - 1993





�


Tim, Joanne, Katie, Jeff and Katie Shaver - 2006





�


Joanne and Tim Shaver





�


Katie Shaver





�


Shirley West





�


Ken, Shirley and Joanne West





�


Shirley West





�


Ken, Joanne, Shirley and Darrell West





�


Shirley West - 1965





�


Bob West with his mushrooms!





�


May, 1982, newspaper article








�


Jean West, Shirley Mitchell and Laura Atkins at the piano





�


Mom’s flower and vegetable garden





�


Jean and Bob West





�


Laverne West





�


Laverne West





�


Shirley West - 1969





�


Shirley and Jim Mitchell February 24, 1973





�


Laura and Mark Mitchell





�


Jim, Shirley, Doug, Laura and      Mark Mitchell





�


Front row:  Doug Mitchell, Katie and Jeff Shaver.  Back row:    Mark and Laura Mitchell.





�


Shirley and Jim Mitchell with Amy West





�


  Front row:  Mark and Laura Mitchell.  Back row:   Shirley, Doug and Jim Mitchell.





�


Laura Mitchell - 1985





�


Laura and Doug Atkins       June 20, 1998





�


Laura Mitchell - 1994





�


Jean West, Laura Atkins, Shirley Mitchell - 1998





�


Booker, Decker and Carter 


Atkins - 2006





�


Mark Mitchell -1988





�


Mark Mitchell - 1996





�


Doug Mitchell - 1988





�


Front row:  Laura Atkins, Shirley Mitchell and Booker Atkins.  Back row:  Doug Atkins, Doug, Mark, and Jim Mitchell.





�


Doug Mitchell - 2001





�


Decker, Laura, Booker, Doug and Carter Atkins - 2007





�


Shirley and Jim Mitchell - 2007





�


Darrell West





�


Laverne West





�


Front:  Darrell West.  Back: Joanne, Kenny and Shirley West.





�


Darrell West -2nd grade





�


Darrell West





�


Bob West (on right) – President of Preble County Farm Bureau





�


Darrell West





�


Darrell West and Karin Rosnizeck





�


Darrell West and Karin Rosnizeck - May 5, 2007





�


Darrell West





�


Darrell West - Channel 12 Newsmakers





�


Darrell on MSNBC





�


Darrell West with his cow, Milly





�


Ruth West





�


Front row:  Steve, Bob and Christine Logue.  Back row:  Ruth, David, Tom and           Julian Logue. 





�


Julian and Ruth Logue





�


Julian Logue





�


Ruth Logue





�


Julian and Ruth Logue





�


Bob Logue





�


Bob Logue





�


Bob Logue





�


Bob Logue





�


Front row:  Jeff, Scott, Brandon, and Melinda.  Back row:  Cathy, David, Bob and Christine Logue








�


Melinda Logue





�


Brandon Logue





�


Branden Logue, Melinda and Geoff Schlichter, and Bob Logue








�


David and Bob Logue





�


David Logue





�


Front:  David and Bob Logue.  Center:   Tom Logue.  Back: Ruth and Julian Logue.





�


David Logue





�


David Logue





�


Cathy and David Logue February 6, 1972





�


Front row:  Steve, Christine, Cathy and David, and Bob Logue.  Back row: Tom, Ruth and Julian Logue. February 6, 1972





�


Scott Logue            15 years old





�


Front:  Cathy and Brad.  Back:   Scott, David, and Jeff Logue.





�


Brad Logue                10 years old - 1990





�


  Jeff Logue                 14 years old





�


Daisy and Scott Logue, Hunter (back) and Levi (front)





�


Front row:  Cathy and David.  Back row:   Brad, Scott             and Jeff Logue





�


Brad Logue





�


Becky, Alex, Sam and Jeff Logue





�


Front row:  Becky, Daisy, Cathy and Brad Logue.  Back row:  Jeff, Scott, Levi, and David Logue. 





�


Bob, David, Tom and Christine Logue





�


Sue and Tom Logue





�


Mr. and Mrs. Robert Lackey, Sue and Tom, Ruth and Julian Logue - December 14, 1974





�


Leanne, Sue and          Angela Logue 





�


Angela Logue





�


Angela Logue





�


Ryan, Sue, Tom and              Angela Logue





�


Front row:  Julian and Ruth Logue.  Center row:  Ryan Logue.  Back row:  Sue, Angela and Tom Logue.





�


Ryan, Sue, Angela, Tom and Leanne Logue





�


Leanne Logue





�


Julian, Christine, Tom, Ruth, Bob and David Logue





�


David, Christine, Tom and          Bob Logue





�


Christine Logue





�


Front row:  Julian, Christine and Ruth. Back row:  David, Steve, Bob and Tom Logue - December 31, 1975





�


Christine and          Russel Rude   


December 31, 1975





�


Christine and          Russel Rude  


December 31, 1975





�


Katie Rude








�


Nathan Rude 1986 - 3rd grade








�


Katie, Nathan, (top) Ben, Christine and Russel Rude





�


Maranda Rude





�


Ben, Russel, Christine and Nathan Rude





�


Ben Rude








�


Russel and Nathan Rude, Julian Logue, Christine Rude, Ruth Logue, Ben and Katie Rude





�


Christine Rude





�


Steve Logue





�


Steve Logue





�


Christine, David, Bob, Tom, Julian, Ruth and             Steve Logue





�


Steve Logue





�


Vicky and Steve Logue March 16, 1985





�


Mr. and Mrs. Bostick, Vicky, Steve, Ruth and Julian Logue





�


Karen, Steve, Vicky and Adam Logue





�


Jean West - 7th grade





�


Jean West





�


Jean and Catherine West





�


Jean and Eugene McCormick





�


Eugene and Jean McCormick’s home on Stone Road - built 1915





�


Elaine, Gary and         JoAn McCormick





�


JoAn, Gary and Elaine


McCormick





�


Eugene and Jean McCormick - 25th    Wedding Anniversary





�


McCormick’s 50th        Anniversary Announcement





�


Front row:  Eugene and Jean McCormick.  Back row:  JoAn, Gary             and Elaine.





�


God’s Nightcrawler - Eugene (3rd row, 2nd person) and Jean (2nd row, 3rd person).   Trip to The Passion Play, Eureka Springs, Arkansas.  Group is from             Sellersburg, Indiana.





�


Jean West - about            7th grade





�


Jean McCormick and Laverne West - 1973





�


Gary McCormick - 1956





�


Gary McCormick - 1967





�


Gary McCormick (18 mo.), Bobby Logue (2 yrs., David Logue (4 mo.) and Jean McCormick








�


Susan and Gary McCormick





�


Front row:  Eugene and Jean McCormick.  Back row:   Andy and Michele, Gary and Susan, James and Monica Johnson





�


Elaine, JoAn and Gary McCormick - 1953





�


JoAn McCormick     first grade





�


JoAn McCormick - 1955





�


JoAn and Elaine McCormick - 1970





�


JoAn McCormick - 1972





�


Steve and JoAn Sudduth





�


Jennifer and Casey Jean Sudduth - 1978





�


JoAn and Bob Cain - 2005





�


JoAn and Bob Cain, Casey Jean         and Drew





�


Casey and Styles, Keanna and           Drew - 2006





�


Styles and Casey   Wedding - 2006





�


Front row:  Eugene and Jean McCormick.  Back row:   Jennifer, JoAn, Steve and Casey Jean Sudduth.





�


Jean McCormick and Casey Mtandwa





�


Elaine McCormick -1956





�


JoAn McCormick, Peggy Rapson, Elaine McCormick, Pat Rapson, and Gary McCormick - 1956 - Richmond Depot





�


Elaine, JoAn and Gary McCormick - Easter 1957





�


Elaine, Jean, Gary, Eugene and JoAn McCormick - 1964





�


Tony and Elaine Phenis





�


Ray and Elaine Patterson





�


Lisa Phenis, Ray and Elaine Patterson and Joshua Phenis





�


Front row:  Eugene and Jean McCormick.  Back row:  Erin and Joshua Phenis, Elaine Patterson, Alexandra Bennett, Ray Patterson, Lisa and Gary Gayhart. 





�


Catherine West





�


Catherine and Bill Jones





�


Catherine and Jean West








�


Catherine and Jean West





�


Joyce Mathes and   Catherine West





�


Sue Mathes, Catherine West, Jean West and Joyce Mathes





�


Clara Catherine West








�


Catherine West








�





�


Catherine and Bill Jones








�


Front row:  Sharon, Jimmy and Becky.  Back row:  Donna, Bill and Catherine Jones.





�


Poem written by:  William M. Jones








�


Story about Rachel.          Written by Andrea House (Catherine’s granddaughter)  





�


Jones grandchildren:    Front row:  Wesley and Andrew.  Center row:  Andrea, Rachel and Christie. Back row:  Kyle, Jessica, and Matt.   





�


Bill and Catherine Jones Family                                               50th Wedding Anniversary - 2001





�


Bill and Catherine Jones





�


Donna Jones





�


Donna and Larry Marling January 6, 1973





�


Catherine and Bill Jones





�


Donna, Sharon, Becky and Jimmy Jones





�


Larry and Donna Marling





�


Becky Stanton, Sharon Arn, Jim Jones and Donna Marling





�


Sharon Jones





�


Gary and Sharon Arn, Rachel  and Andrea House





�


Andrea - 12, Andrew -      9 months, and              Rachel - 8 - 1992





�


Andrea and Rachel House, Gary and Sharon Arn - May 19, 1991





�


Andrea House –graduation - 1998





�


Andrew Arn and   Andrea House





�


Hannah Wulf





�


Rachel House -   High School Completion - 2004





�


Rachel House





�


Andrew Arn





�


Andrew Arn





�


Andrew Arn








�


Rachel House -1994











�


 Front row:  Rachel House and Andrew Arn.  Back row:  Sharon and Gary Arn, and Andrea          House - 1997





�


Gary, Sharon and Andrew Arn  Paris - 2004





�


Sharon Arn and Hannah Wulf





�


Gary, Sharon and Andrew Arn  Mount St. Helens,  Washington - 2006





�


Hannah Wulf - 2005





�


Catherine Jones - first trip to Hilton Head - 2006 with Sharon Arn, Andrea House and Hannah Wulf











�


Becky Stanton and Hannah Wulf





�


Bill and Catherine Jones





�


Becky Stanton





�


Becky, Sharon and Donna Jones





�


Becky Stanton, Sharon Arn, Jim Jones and Donna Marling





�


Catherine Jones, Lisa and Jim Jones, and Bill Jones - October 1, 1983





�


  Front row:  Jessica, William and Lisa Jones.  Back row:    Jim Jones.





�


Jessica, William and John Jones





�


Front row:  John, Bill, William, and Jessica Jones.  Back row:  Catherine, Lisa, and Jim Jones





�


Eating watermelon at the home place





�


Sue Mathes, Catherine West, Jean West and Joyce Mathes





�


Jane Shriner, Sue Mathes, Joyce Mathes and Catherine West





�


Back row:  Ralph and Minnetta Williams, Bill and Helen LaMar, Mabel and Francis Mathes, Betty and Carl Shriner.  Front row:  Gertie West and Eleanor Rapson.





�


Dick Williams, Catherine West, Marilyn Williams, Jean West, Jane Shriner, Joyce Mathes and Sue Mathes





�


West family gathering





�


West Family Reunion - Games





�


West Family Reunion - Sack Races





�


Lester, Ruth, Bob, Walter, Laverne, Jean and Catherine West - January, 1946





�


Front row:  Bill and Sandy Kalsbeek.  Back row:  Kenny and Jean West, and Mabel Kalsbbeek.  





�


West cousins with Walter and           Laverne West





�


West Family Reunion - 1955





�


Laverne West, Peggy and Pat Rapson





�


West Family Reunion - Cousins





�


Back row:  Gary McCormick, Kenny West, Sandy Kalsbeek, Nancy LaMar, and JoAn McCormick.  Front row:  Jimmy LaMar and Joanne West.





�


West Family Reunion - Cousins





�


Walter and Laverne West with Bill Kalsbeek





�


Minnetta Williams, Laverne West, and Eleanor Rapson





�


Eugene McCormick, Donna Jones, Bill LaMar, Bill and Sharon Jones, Julian and Christine Logue, and Shirley West





�


Back row:  Trudy West, Joanne West, David Logue, Robin West, Kenny West, Bobby Logue, Jimmy LaMar.  Front row:  Tommy Logue, Mike Durham, and    Shirley West.





�


Front:  Bob and Lawrence West.  Back:  Mabel and Howard Kalsbeek.  Playing croquet.  


Playing croquet.





�


Ralph and Randy Williams





�


Bill and Sandy Kalsbeek - 1950





�


Eleanor Rapson, Ruth and Julian Logue and Lawrence West





�


Suzie Mathes





�


Jean and Elaine McCormick





�


Front:  Peggy, Rosemary and Pat.


Back:  Eleanor and Franklin Rapson





�


West Family Christmas





�


West Family Christmas





�


Donna Jones, Shirley West, JoAn McCormick, Joanne West and Sharon Jones





�


Singing:  Howard Kalsbeek and Trudy West.  Accompanying:  Gertie West





�


Gary McCormick and David Logue on train at Glen Miller Park





�


Cousins on train at Glen Miller Park





�


Train ride at Glen Miller Park





�


Cousins on the train at                   Glen Miller Park





�


West Family Reunion - Cousins





�


West Family Reunion - Cousins





�


West Family Reunion





�


Julian Logue and Stanley Fields





�


Minnetta Williams, Bob West and Martha Mathes





�


West Family Reunion





�


Front row:  Minnetta Williams, Mabel Kalsbeek, Eleanor Rapson, and Betty Shriner.  Back row:  Ruth Logue, Jean McCormick, Catherine Jones and      Helen LaMar.





�


West Family Reunion





�


Back row:  Bill Kalsbeek, Joanne Shaver, Sue Fields, Rosemary Rapson, David Logue, Randy Williams, and Jim Jones.  Front row:  Sandy Kalsbeek, Elaine Patterson, JoAn Sudduth, Christine Rude, Shirley Mitchell, Marilyn Good and Tom Logue.





�


Front row:  Jean McCormick, Ruth Logue, and Catherine Jones.  Middle row:  Helen LaMar, Eleanor Rapson, Jean West and Minnetta Williams.  Back row:  Bill LaMar, Eugene Rapson, Eugene McCormick, Julian Logue, and Bill Jones.    





�


Jean West, Dean and Pat Shriner





�


Helen LaMar, Ruth Logue and                  Jean McCormick





�


Eleanor Rapson, Jean McCormick, Ruth Logue and Catherine Jones - 2006





�


Ruth Logue and Jean         McCormick - 2007





�


Eugene and Jean McCormick - 2007





�


Sarah and Philander West Record of farm note – March 1, 1881





�


Sarah and Philander West Records – February 13, 1883





�


Sarah and Philander West Records – January, 1884





�


Sarah and Philander West Records – February, 1884





�


Sarah and Philander West Records – March, April and May, 1884





�


Sarah and Philander West Records – June, 1884





�


Sarah and Philander West Records – August, 1884





�


Diary of Sarah Crist West in 1880 – ( January, 1880, starts in middle of page)





�


Sarah Crist West’s diary – January 1880 continued





�


Sarah Crist West’s diary – February 1880





�


Sarah Crist West diary – February, 1880 continued


Note:  Tuesday, February 17, 1880 - Sarah married to Philander West





�


Sarah Crist West’s diary – March 1880





�


Sarah Crist West’s diary – April 1880





�


Sarah Crist West’s diary – April 1880 continued








�


Sarah Crist West’s diary – May 1880





�


Sarah Crist West’s diary – May 1880 continued





�


Sarah Crist West’s diary – June 1880





�





�





�


Walter Lawrence West Family Tree





�


Hazel Laverne Crist West Family Tree





�


Parker Crist Obituary





�


Sarah Catherine West





�


Sarah Catherine Crist


West Obituary





�


Margaret Crist Obituary





�


Irene Crist Obituary





�








�








�


Tennie King Obituary – Step-sister of Laverne West





�


Martha Belle Mathes Obituary





�


Francis Mathes Obituary





�


Walter West Obituary





�


Hazel Laverne West Obituary





�


Mabel Kalsbeek Obituary





�


Lester West Obituary





�


Eugene Rapson Obituary





�


Gertrude West Obituary





�


Robert M. West Obituary





�





�





�





�





�


Shirley Mitchell





�


Gary and Susan McCormick
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