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¥ From Our Readers

We thoroughly enjoy
every issue of Boone
Magazine, It brings
back fond memories of
our Indiana years.

Sincerely,

Mrs. Elmore
Saltmarsh, Louisville,
Mebrazska

LTI R L R T

It is 50 nice to receive
the Boone Magazine
each month. | can see
by the letters from
former Boone residents
who are now scattered
over the United States,
that there a lot of us
who never break the ties
from the county where
We grew up.

I brought a good
friend with me in July
when 1 was home to
visit my parents, Mr.
and Mrs. Roger Martz
of Lebanon, and to at-
tend my brother Jay's
wedding. She still talks
of the wonderful time
she had and of the
friendly people she met
and the beauty of the
county and state. She is
homesick already and
wants to know when we
can go back to Indiana.
I will pass the Boone
Magazine on to her.

Sincerely,

Mrs. Becca Makava,
Santa Ana, California

ShkkrkkR SRR

My aunt, Orpha
Delano and I both enjoy
Boone Magazine very
much, and have often
thought that somewhere
out there in the future,
with some time to spare,
1 would like to wax
nostalgic and compose a
short item also. Just
don't hold your breath.

Thanks for the
reminder notice,

Yours very truly,

V.W. (Mike) Atkins,
Columbus, Indiana

Sk sk kR Rk

1 enjoy your
magazrine very much.
My father, George Tirl
Stroup, was born and
reared in Boone Coun-
ty. He spent the last 13
vears of his life in my
home. Like many peo-
ple, we listened to story
after story and after his
death, we wished we
had recorded them. We
have spent the last 10
VEears trying to
reconsiruct them. Your
magazine has been very
helpful.

I am interested in
knowing if your book
on Civil War has a
chapter on George Tirl
Williams who was a
Civil War soldier from
Boone County. If not
when your series is com-
plete, 1 would like to
submit an article on
him, as I have a letter
mentioning him and
others from Boone
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County and the baitle
of Peach Tree Creek.

Also am interested to
know how I could get in
touch with Walter H.
Harmon who submitted
the article in February,
1980 issue.

Again, thank vou and
keep up the good work.

George E. Stroup, In-
dianapolis, Indiana

Editor's Note: We were
unable to locate a
George Tirl Williams in
the Civil War Book, but
we would be very in-
terested in your article
on him.
L L LR E ]

We sure have enjoyed
the Boone Magazine,

Alice Joan Wendling
is our niece. 5o, we
know almost all the
folks that she writes
about.

She got me all the
back issues last [all.
They are one of our
greal {reasures.

Keep up the good
work. [ know many
families are grateful to
you all. Hoping to send
you some pictures later,

I know this is a litile
late but please send me
from October on, |1
hope it is okay that [ am
subscribing for 2 years
instead of 1.

Thanks to vou all,

Mr. and Mrs. Walter
K. Williams, San Ber-
nardino, California

P.5. We were both
born and raised in
Boone County (Ken-

neth Williams, Ruth

Anna (Warren)
Williams
srdbd e nnes

I would like a
subscription to your
magazine.

My father was John
F. Ditzenberger and had
d twin brother, Bert L.
Ditzenberger who lived
between Whitestown
and Zionsville. They
had a small museum
there called Tecumseh.
I didn't grow up in
Boone County but am
very interested in it.

Mrs. Ruth Jane
Siders, Bradford, Ohio

LR L ELEEE LR

I enjoy the Boone
Magazine very much,
but what became of
Violet Hill? Haven't
seen any writings of
hers for some time.

| enjoyed Margaret
(Brock) Cunningham’s
writing, too. 1 was in
the Clinton Township
graduating class with
her brother, Robert and
understand he is a resi-
dent of Jacksonville,
Florida. | am within 30
miles of Jacksonville
and would enjoy talking
with him again.

A Boone resident,

Mrs. Paunline (Col-
tingham) McClintock,
St. Augustine, Florida
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THORNTOWN:
Telephone Company,
Western Boone  High
School Library, Devon
L. Bevington, and Mrs.
Marjorie Olive Wait.

During

recent

weeks, we have also FRAMKFORT:  Mrs.
heard from the follow- Neva E. Staton
ing:
WHITESTOWN:
Charles E. Padgett, Sr.
LEBANON: Maoble
Rose, Mr. & Mrs.
Charles Thompson,

Roscoe Burgin, Mrs, ZIONSVILLE:
Pauline Harris, Mrs. Millard Pipes
Raymond C. Jones,

Miriam Hays, Malvis

Grisel, E. Serelda OTHER INDIANA
“=. Smith, Mrs. Lee Seale, TOWNS: Fannie
«Mr., & Mrs. Raymond Wurtzler, Warren;
=Duff, Thomas W. Leslie M. Carder,
Anderson, Ethel E. Franklin; Leona

Hume, Lorem C. Mar- Haverkamp, In-
fin, Mr, & Mrs. Roger dianapolis; Basel
G. Martz, Mrs. Harry Williams, Anderson;
Bishop, and Mrs. Faye Mrs. Richard E.

M., Brown. Bowman, Mooresville.
OUT-OF-STATE:
Jerry Wall, Long

JAMESTOWN: Beach, California; E.

Wilbur Pennington, McLeod, Morrow,

William Pipes, and Georgia; Mrs. LB,

Mrs. Vicy Broshar. Bateman, Sneads,
Florida.
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With His Face

To The Woods

This is a true story told by Urban W. Huber about
his grandfather, Samuel Titus.

The farm that Samuel Titus settled on was nor-
theast of Thorntown, in Washington Township,
Boone County. The land was south of Sugar Creek
and about 1% miles north of State Road 47 and along
U.S. Highway 52.

by Urban W. Huber

In the early days of our history, when Indiana was
being settled, Samuel Titus braved the dangers of
the wilderness, and with his family, which consisted
of his wife and four children, and an ex-slave, whom
they called Old Med, entered a quarter-section of
fine land.

This was nearly all bottomland. At the north end
was a large creek that the Indians continued to roam
up and down. At the other end of the quarter sec-
tion there were about twenty acres of upland. The
slope of the hill that divided the upland from the
lowland extended entirely across the farm, from east
to west. In fact the bluff extended for miles in either
direction, a formation left by the great glaciers that
passed over that part of the country in the glacial
period. Along the foot of the hill could be found
numerous springs, some of which were not affected
by dry weather, while others only ran during certain
periods when rainfall was abundant.

On the brow of the hill, near one of these springs,
Samuel built his log cabin. It was the customary log
cabin built in those early days, with high windows, a
door in the center of one side, and the large fireplace
at one end, built of sticks and mud, but later replac-
ed with brick.

After the cabin was completed a small barn was
commenced. But as it was getting late in the spring,
a little patch of ground was cleared and a few garden
vegetables were planted. Also a small field was fenc-
ed in with poles and brush and planted in Indian
corn. After the corn was planted he went into the
bottoms and began clearing a field. Between this
field and the house was a strip of ground about thir-
ty rods wide that was a bog. During the greater part
of the year there were places that could not be cross-
ed because the springs flowed into them and the sub-
soil was a gumbo which water could not penetrate,
There were great clumps of willows that shut off the
view from the house. There was also a lane through
the swamp where the soft places were filled with
poles so the horses would not sink when they grazed.
Many a deer had lost its life in the treacherous slime
of the bog.
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In the spring of the second year, a tribe of Indians
who were not friendly toward white settlers, came
up and surrounded Samuel while he was plowing
and led him away. The Indians were on their way to
a summer camp near the mouth of the Wabash river,
but they had a camp near the creek that flowed
through Samuel’s farm. To this camp they took
him, arriving late in the evening. That night they
bound him hand and foot and let him lie on the
ground near the fire. They gave him nothing to eat.
Being hungry and chilled by the night air he did not
spend a comfortable night. His mind was not easy
for he feared what the Indians were going to do with
him and how he would let his people know what had
become of him.

The next morning he was untied and brought to
the braves who were sitting in a circle around a fire
over which hung a large kettle. He was given a place
next to the old chief who sat smoking a long stemm-
ed pipe. After Samuel sat down the old chief laid
aside his pipe and a woman with a large wooden
bowl and spoon entered and filled it from the kettle.
She handed this to the old chief who dipped up a few
spoonfuls and ate them with apparent relish. The
bowl was then passed to the next man who ate a few
spoonfuls, then passed it on.

When it came to Samuel he took a spoonful and
pretended he was eating, then passed it to the old
chief who had it filled again. He kept wondering
what the soup was made of. When he was offered
the bowl again he thrust the spoon to the bottom
and brought up a dog's leg with the hair still on.
That was enough for him and the Indians did not of-
fer the bowl again.

After trying to live on grass, bark, and tender
shoots he became so hungry that he was glad to eat a
few spoonfuls, regardless of what might be in it.



The Indians were continually on the move. The
tents were taken down stream by boats, but the men
walked through the woods that bordered it. Samuel
was compelled to walk with them. His hands were
always tied behind him and he was generally placed
near the center of the line. At night they camped
Em the stream where it was convenient to land the

oats.

The days passed and at last they came to the large
camp and were welcomed by the head men of the
camp. They apparently took no notice of the
prisoner, but seemed to regard him as one of the
band. He was always tied securely at night and had
to sleep between two stalwart braves. Two days
after his arrival he was released and given freedom
of this camp. But he knew that he was constantly
being watched whenever he approached the boun-
dary of it. He thought of trying to make a dash for
freedom, but he knew that his chances of escaping
would be slim for there were hunting parties scat-
tered through the woods and along the river.

It was getting to be late summer and the Indians
were making preparations to begin moving the camp
farther south for winter. Samuel kept wondering
what fate was awaiting him. He was constantly wat-
ching for some means of escape. Thus the days
dragged into weeks and the weeks into months until
one fine day the old Chief sent for Samuel to be
brought to him.

At first the old Chief paid no attention to him but
kept on smoking and looking at the ground as if in
deep meditation. Finally he knocked the ashes from
his pipe and, turning to Samuel, said, ““Heap good
man. Mo try get away. Give um chance."' He then
had six of his runners called up and stationed one
hundred paces away. They then stripped Samuel to
the waist and faced him toward the woods, away
from the river. The old Chief then told him he
would have to run for his life and if he wanted his
freedom he must outrun his swiftest warriors. He
then gave Samuel a push and said, “Go,”' and
Samuel knew from the whoop behind him that the
warriors were after him.

He needed no urging, for he ran as he thought he
never could. He looked steadily ahead and tried to
pick his way through the woods with the best of care
circling towards the river. Although he was strain-
ing every muscle to the utmost his pursuers were
steadily gaining. He saw an open space ahead and

made for it. As he passed into the opening he cast a
glance over his shoulder and saw that one Indian
was far in advance of the others and gaining rapidly.
He tried to run faster, but his pursuer was closing in
and he turned his head to dodge, if possible, the
blow that he knew was coming.

The Indian raised his tomahawk to strike but just
as he swung it aloft, his foot slipped and he fell full
length upon the ground. Samuel whirled, wrenched
the tomahawk from the Indian's grasp, and with one
blow, cleft his skull. Dropping the tomahawk, he
sped on toward the river, which was but a short
distance away.

When the other Indians came up they stopped to
look at their fallen comrade and this gave Samuel
even more of a margin so that when he came to the
river his pursuers were somewhere in the woods, He
came upon the river where a large drift had formed
entirely across it. He ran out on this and jumped off
on the up-stream side. The water was over his head
but he hurriedly came up under the drift. He caught
hold of some limbs on a log and it supported his
weight.

The Indians came up and ran across the drift.
Then he could not hear them, but they came back
and began to examine the ground on both sides of
the river. They also seemed to be examining the
drift, for he could hear them cross and re-cross from
one side to the other, He feared they would set the
drift on fire, and kept listening for it. He could hear
the snakes and turtles crawling through the drift, but
he knew they would not bother him if he didn't
bother them.

After several hours of anxious waiting the Indians
seemed to have left. So he waited until it was quite
dark, then floated quietly down stream. He kept to
the river for nearly a mile, as he did not find any
place to land where he thought he would not leave a
trail. Finally he came to a place covered with gravel
and large boulders. He came out of the water and
stepped from one bould to another, thus leaving no
trail close to the water's edge.

Before entering the forest he got his directions
from the stars, then started to the southeast, the
direction in which he knew his home lay. Although
the night was warm he felt chilled after his long stay
in the water. He travelled all night and by morning
had placed many weary miles between himself and
the Indian camp.

He was able to find a few late blackberries to eat
when it was light enough to see, but he did not stay
long in one place as he was afraid the Indians might
find his trail and try to overtake him. He was very
tired for he had lost much of his strength and vigor
from lack of proper food. At noon he took a short
rest under thick bushes, but dared not go to sleep for
fear of not waking up before the Indans discovered
him. Afiter a time he got up, stretched his limbs, and
started on.
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As evening drew near he wondered where he
would spend the night for he could go no farther
without sleep. After a time he found a large hollow
tree 50 he climbed up and found he could rest in a
sitting posture. He settled himself in a comfortable
position, went to sleep and did not wake until the
sun was shining the next morning. He climbed down
and became aware for the first time that he was very
hungry. He began hunting for berries, which were
not very plentiful for it was growing late in the
season. He chewed roots and bark which gave him
strength to stagger along on his journey.
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For a week he wandered through the forest, sleep-
ing under trees if he could find no better place, sub-
sisting on berries, roots, and bark until one fair
evening he entered a little clearing and found a set-
tler and his family. They took him in and set before
him the first meal he had enjoyed in months. He
also learned that it was but a day’s journey to a
small village of white settlers called LaFayette.
From this village it was about thirty miles to his
home by way of an old Indian trail that passed close
to his farm. This trail was made by the Indians
before the white settlers came, and led from the
White river to the Wabash river, and was later
known as the Old State Road, which connected In-
dianapolis with LaFayette.

Samuel rested for a day and then, having obtained
a shirt, he set out on his journey for the village
which he reached that evening without accident.
The villagers made him welcome and were much in-
terested in his story. The next morning many of
them gathered to see him depart. The good
housewives had prepared for him a lunch which was
placed in a bag. So, swinging it over his shoulder, he
hurried down the trail. The day was very warm so
he made frequent stops to rest. Toward evening he
came to the creek that ran across the back of his
farm. He left the trail and followed it to the lane
that led up to his house.

Just as the sun was casting its longest shadows at
the close of a perfect summer’s day, he swung up the
lane whistling his old favorite tune in the highest key
as was his habit of former days.

IrF



Genealogical

Heritage

Have you ever thought about having a page in
your wonderful magazine devoted to inquiries about
family ancestors for those of us who are working on
family histories? [ am sure there are others who
have asked you this same question. 1 do have a pro-
blem!

My grandfather, George R. Proffitt, lived a short
distance from Advance. He came from a very large
family that lived around that area of Boone County.
I have information on his brother Henry's family,
but I need information on most of the others.

Descendants of the following are needed: Isham,
Ed (Edward), Joseph E. and Jesse B. Proffitt,
Sophia Alice Proffitt Golladay and Nancy Victoria
Proffitt Frarier. If there are any descendants of
these families who can give me any information, |
would appreciate it so much.

Russ and I grew up in Boone County, and have
many relatives and old friends there. It is so nice to
read the Boone Magazine as there is usually
something aboui people we remember,

Evelyn Proffitt Grater
{Mrs. Russell K. Grater)
1102 Arapaho Way
Boulder City, Nevada 89005

I”””f""’”f”’f’:\
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Editors Note: If you have any genealogical
heritage in Boone County and wish additional infor-
mation on your families or friends please feel free to
write to us with the information you request and we
will publish it in our Magazine. Please be brief.
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In Praise Of Genealogy

by Elizabeth Marie Fodora

Genealogy is a pursuit that is educational, recrea-
tional, and entertaining. For some avid
genealogists, genealogy is not only a hobby pursuit
and pastime but a full-time occupation that is
laudable work and lucrative, too. But, whomever it
serves and ingratiates, genealogy serves as a tool for
us to study our heritage and, also, to study
ourselves.

Genealogy is educational because it teaches those
who study it, their own personal history with the
backdrop of general history. As Donald L.
Jacobus, the noted genealogist who is the author of
Genealogy As Pastime and Profession, has said:
*One of the chief delights of genealogical research is
the insight it gives us into the motives, the customs,
the daily manner of life, of people who lived in a dif-
ferent epoch." Genealogy can teach and enlighten
us about our past and establish facts about our
ancestry and heritage, Heritage is one of the most
unique things about an individual and, thus,
geneology gives us our heritage,”'
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The results and consequences of our study of
genealogy can last for many years to come and can
have far reaching effects. Several generations from
now, our progeny can use genealogy of his (her)
ancestors as a frame of reference for choosing a
career or in choosing a person to marry. Too,
geneology has been known to have a good influen-
tial effect on persons who “‘have had a bad start in
life.”” Knowing about the good in one's ancestors
can change one's life for the better; more often than
not. Our ancestors have contributed greatly to mak-
ing us what we are today. Efforts in gencalogy will
last for many years to come and will have long-
lasting fulfillment for those who spend time on it
and for those of future generations.

In return for a little time we can spend doing our
genealogies, the science of genealogy can do much
for us in return. The reasons, for studying
genealogy, that I have mentioned are good justifica-
tions for research in our own private genealogies but
the best reason has not been stated yvet. The first
and foremost reason to study genealogy is that it
keeps us growing. It can help us to **branch out" in
our own mundane and sometimes boring lives to
make new interests and new friends - both out of the
past and of the present, What is better in life than to
have an enthusiasm for that life and keep us growing
in it? Genealogy helps us to grow, to learn, and to
live and in that order I praise the many aspects of
genealogy.

Genealogy is entertaining and recreational
because it is about ourselves as individuals.
Whoever heard of someone who was not interested
himself (herself)? Genealogy is like a puzzle or a
game to which we are trying to find answers. Says
Jacobus: ““There are so many ancestors in each suc-
cessive generation, and the proper spaces for them
on the chart or in the record book, and with many it
becomes a sort of game to ascertain and fill in the
correct mames and dates.'"” Genealogy is recréa-
tional because it is refreshing to the spirit, and
strengthening, too, to learn and know where our
“roots"" originally were planted.



The Robertson Heritage

by Doneita Robertson

The stun' of S;Ermer H. Robertson was copled

Bowen's 1

5 Biographical book, and con-

trll:utl:d by Donetta Robertson.

Sylvester H. Roberison, of New Brunswick,
Boone county, Indiana, is one of the old settlers and
educators of Harrison township, and is of Puritan
descent. His forefathers came to America in the ear-
ly history of the seventeenth century with the
Pilgrim fathers and settled in Massachusetts. Later
the family name again appears in Virginia. His
great-great-grandfather, Beverly Robertson, was
speaker of the Houses of Burgesses of that state, and
David, great-grandfather of Sylvesier, was the son
of Beverly; Ezra, grandfather, son of David, was
born in Maryland, on his father's farm, and was
married to Elizabeth Trotter, and to this union the
following children were born: Elizabeth, David,
Tohn T., William, Hannah, Benjamin, and Delilah,
all of whom lived to rear families of their own. The
grandfather and grandmother were members of the
Baptist church, and moved to Ohio in 1793, and set-
tled in Warren county, where they owned a large
farm, especially well improved, which was their
homestead, and another farm of less dimensions.
Beside farming, Ezra was engaged in transporting
merchandise from Cincinnati for the use of dealers.
He died suddenly. While at a sugar camp, in charge,
he sent his boys home and when they returned to
camp they found him sitting by a tree, with a bucket
in his hand. He had probably died of apoplexy. He
was a Jefferson democrat, took great interest in
school work, and was much respected. His widow
survived him several years and died at the ripe age of
eighty-five.

Benjamin Robertson, son of Ezra and father of
Sylvester H., was born in Warren county, Ohio,
December 10, 1806, on his father's farm, near Fort
Ancient. He worked on this farm until his father’s
death, and after that for his mother. He married
Mary Masterson, a native of Kentucky, born
December 10, 1808, and of English parentage. Two
of her uncles were in King George's life guards. Her
parents were named Moses and Kysander (Villers)
Masterson, he being a planter, but not a slaveholder.
The children of Benjamin and Mary Robértson were
born and named as follows: Sylvesier H.,
September 26, 1830; John T., December 13, 1832;
Elizabeth A., December 16, 1834; Delilah F..
December 30, 1836; William J., February 2, 1839;

Duncas G., March 28, 1841; Susan C., July 5, 1843;
and Ara P., September 2, 1845,

Sylvester H. Robertson lived on his
grandmother's farm in Ohio until he came to In-
diana, March 17, 1840, where he lived in Bar-
tholomew county on an uncle’s farm until his father
bought forty acres for himself, about 1842, in the
same county. March, 1847, his mother was called
from earth, and later on his father married
Catherine Critser, of German descent and daughter
of William and Hannah Critser, the former being a
wealthy farmer, miller and millwright, and to Mr.
and Mrs. Robertsons union were born two children:
Mary F, and Emma. In 1866 Mr. Robertson and
family moved to Ste. Genevieve county, Mo.,
bought 270 acres of farming land, modestly improv-
ed, and on this farm both ended their days., The
daughter Emma was burned to death by her clothes
catching on fire, also on this farm. Mr. Benjamin
Robertson was first a Jeffersonian and then a
Douglas democrat; was a well-read man, although

?;q:

Left to right - Hershell, Chloie, Oliver P.M., and
Harley Robertson.
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Left to right - Bertha Robertson Dinsmore, Her-
shel in wagon, Arthur, Mertie Robertson, Savana

Smith - Lucinda's sister; Goldsmith, Lucinda Smith
Robertson, Harley on his mother's lap, Ira, Davey,
Ollie, Sylvester, and Mary Elizebeth.

self-educated; was a plain but intelligent farmer and
was honored and respected by all his neighbors as a
man of worth and integrity.

Sylvester H. Robertson never attended school un-
til he was ten years of age, and was mostly self-
taught, studying by chip-light and hickory-bark light
at night, and working by day at 38 per month, until
he had saved sufficient money to go to high school
to qualify for teaching, in which he succeeded. He
attended the high school for two years, and then,
when twenty vears old, taught his first school and
received $40 per term of sixty-five days; for the next
two sessions he received one dollar per day; he then
engaged in mill-building and milling for two years,
when he resumed teaching, which for twenty-one
years he has followed without missing a vear, eleven
of them in New Brunswick, where he now lives. Of
course he has seen much difference in construction
of school buildings since he began. His first school
he taught, in Bartholomew county, in a log cabin, 16
by 20 feet, with a log cut out of the side to admit
light and glass inserted, and when one of these was
broken greased paper was glued in as a substitute;
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for seats, logs were split open, the flat side turned
upward and pins driven into auger-holes on the
rounded sides for the legs; for writing desks, broad
poplar puncheons, hewed down and smoothed, were
laid on pins driven into the wall, and slightly slop-
ing. Mr. Robertson has made hundreds of quill pens
with his own hands, and still uses one himself,

Mr. Robertson was first married Marsh 21, 1852,
to Elizabeth Robertson, a distant relative and a
daughter of Ezra and Mary (Yeley) Robertson. The
Yeleys were of German descent, came from Penn-
sylvania, and were substantial farmers of Bar-
tholomew county, Indiana. The children born to
our subject by this marriage were Addison S,, April
5, 1854; Mary Delilah, March 21, 1859, and died
April 22, 1860. The death of the mother of these
took place April 24, 1859, She was a pious member
of the Christian church, was a fine musician, both
vocal and instrumental, taking great delight in
church and home music, and was beloved by all who
knew her. Mr. Robertson's second marriage took
place February 21, 1861, to Mary E. Pierson,
daughter of Wesley and Martha (Galloway) Pierson



Oliver P.M. and Lucinda Smith Robeértson

- the former a good farmer, and an old-line whig in
politics at first, but later a republican; both parenis
were leading members of the Methodist church, the
father being a class leader; he now lives in Winfield,
Kans., at the age of eightv-three. Mrs. Robertson’s
grandfather and grandmother were Benjamin and
Aldsie (Galloway) Pierson, and were both also devout
members of the Methodist church. To this second
marriage children were born as follows: George J.,
September 4, 1861; Martha A., October 31, 1863;
Laura A., Movember 1, 1865; William G., June 24,
1867; Oliver P.M., November 11, 186%9; Lucy J.,
April 22, 1871; David A., June 26, 1873; Ira H.,
March 26, 1878; and Arthur B,, March 19, 1883, Of
the above, Luara A. died September 12, 1866; and
Lucy l., September 5, 1878. The children that sur-
vived were all well educated; David A., however,
who was sent to the Normal college at Danville,
Ind., could not stand the confinement on account of
ill health.

In 1862 Mr. Robertson bought 224 acres of the
farm on which he now lives, and which, by good
management, he has increased to 100 acres. He has
it well cultivated and fenced and improved with a
comfortable dwelling and substantial farm

buildings, and has shown himself to be a model
farmer. In politics he is a republican and has served
as justice of the peace; has belonged to several
temperance organizations, and has always been an
active temperance worker, while in religion both he
and his wife are ardent members of the church,
which they aid liberally with their means and in-
fluence, and socially they deservedly hold a very
high position.

He has kept a diary or journal from November
1858, up to the present date, September 26, 1894,
and can tell the days that rain, hail and snow fell;
each day that was frosty; where he was, and the
business he was each day engaged in, and other im-
portant events of his location.

We need not let the story of the Robertson family
end with Sylvester.

One of Sylvester’s children, Oliver P.M. Robert-
son married Lucinda Smith and they were blessed
with three children: Hershell born 1891, Harley
born 1893, and Chloie born 1895. Harley is the
branch of the family we will be following.

Around 1900 Oliver lost his wife but shortly after
married Alta Hardesty who died around a year later,
giving birth to a son, Emery.

Oliver had four children to provide homes for.
His daughter, Chloie, went to live with a grand-
mother, then an Aunt; while the boys were put in an
orphanage or place in homes to work for their keep.

A third marriage occurred to Lucinda Allen
Campbell who had five children of her own - Lola,
Cecil, Vercia, Roy and Olive.

Mr. Robertson's children were not especially fond
of their stepmother and the boys did not live with
their father much after the marriage. They prefer-
red working for their keep in other homes.

Around 1907 Mr. Robertson moved to Elizaville
where he ran a restaurant and supplemented his in-
come by operating a Huckster Wagon for Theadore
McManas who owned a grocery store in Elizaville.

While living in Elizaville Harley and Chloie at-
tended Clinton Township schools and the Elizaville
Christian Church. In 1911 the family moved to
Kirklin and from there they moved to the country
where Oliver was a tenant farmer for Robert Wind-
brough.

Oliver P.M. Robertson had heart trouble and
finished his last days on earth in the Robert Long
Hospital. His daughter, Chloie married Cecil
Campbell, and resides at this time in Lebanon. Her-
shell and Harley are deceased.

Harley married Carrie Louella McClay in 1922,
He was a farmer in Boone County for most of his
married life. He was living on his farm in Marion
township when he died in 1967 at the age of 73. To
this union five children were born: Dorthy (deceas-
ed), Carl H., Harley, Frances Joan, and Noble Lee.
Three of the children, Dorthy, Carl, and Harley, at-
tended Whitestown School for a time, but by the
time Frances Joan was ready to attend school they
had moved into the Pinnell School district from
which she graduated. Noble Lee started at Pinnell,
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but transferred to Marion Township when his
parents moved to Waugh. Noble is a graduate of
Sheridan High School.

Carl married Donetta Sue Tinder in 1953 and they
moved into Lebanon until 1955 when Carl rented
twenty acres from Lyle Cason on the Ratsburg
Road, In 1959 Carl and Donetta bought seventy
acres of ground in Clinton Township from William
0. McRoberts. In 1969 Carl sold the seventy acres
and purchased sixteen acres in Clinton township
with plans to build a permanent home. Donetta
always referred to Carl as a gentleman farmer
because he worked for Indiana Bell Telephone for
twenty-four vears. In 1974 he accepted a job with
Continental Telephone Company of Missouri, and
moved there.

It was in 1979 when Carl purchased the Elizaville
Store so he could retire early to fulfill every man's
dream of being his own boss.

Carl and Donetta have three sons - Jerry Wayne,
Kenneth Dale, and Phillip Lee. The boys attended
the Clinton Township School and Kenneth and
Phillip were both attending when it closed. All three
boys went to Washington Township School where
Jerry graduated from Thorntown High School in
1973. Kenneth and Phillip graduated from Went-
zville High School in Wentzville, Missouri.

Jerry married Pamela Barber in 1974 and have
one daughter, Stacy Lynn born January 29, 1975,
They were divorced in January, 1980 and Jerry mar-
ried Susan Mason on August 30, 1980, They have
one son, David Mason.

Phillip married Rita Draper in March, 1980, and
have no children as yet.

Kenneth has remained single to date.

Jerry resides in Indianapolis and works for
Ransburg Electrostatic Painting. Phillip remains in
Missouri and is engaged in farming; while Kenneth
helps his parents with the Elizaville Store.

Harley Robertson Family

From left to right, front row - Dorthey, Louella,
Harley, MNoble.

Standing, left to right - Carl, Joan, and Harley.

Carl Robertson Family
From left to right - Carl, Donetta, Phillip, Jerry,
and Kenneth.
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The Elizaville Store's
Six Dollar Bill

Submitted by Donnetta Robertson

The Elizaville grocery had been closed and empty
of stock for almost a year when Carl and Donetta
Robertson bought it. The date for opening was
planned for Monday, June 4, 1979, however; first
oneé thing and then another kept postponing the
delivery of their entire stock of groceries.

On Friday June 1, 1979 about one p.m., & semi-
truck loaded over half full stopped at the side door
and began to unload boxes of groceries.

At the front door there walked in four people
from Wentzville, Missouri just passing through and
wanted to talk and see the Robertsons’ new place.

At last, friends departed, truck unloaded, driver
paid, three people surveyed boxes stacked and piled
in every available space leaving no where to even
walk, Time is slipping away. It is already afier 5:00
o'clock. Dwespair is creeping into their hearts. How
could they possibly check in, open up, price and
place on the shelves all this stuff in just two days.
They were already tired, almost to exhaustion.

Voices were heard and in walked five people all
dressed for work sayving you rest awhile and we'll get
started. *‘Without those five people'’, says Mrs,
Robertson, ‘“we never would have been able to get
the store open by 8:00 a.m. on June 4 like we did.""

MNow hanging on the wall in a very nice frame is a
one dollar bill.

Anyone who enters this store knows nothing is
ever done in the best, easiest or most complicated
way. This dollar is no exception.

Before the store was open, a truck driver stopped
to buy some soda pop and as he left he said, *‘Frame
this as your first dollar.”” His dollar didn't really
count since the store wasn't officially open vet.

On Sunday afternoon the Robertson's oldest son,
Jerry, and his family stopped by to wish them well
and see if everything was ready for opening tomor-
row. They bought some things and Jerry said as
they were leaving, *‘Frame this dollar because | was
your first cutomer.” But the store wasn't officially
open, 5o like the truck driver, his dollar didn't really
count either.

At glance at the clock showed it to be ten o'clock
and as Mr. and Mrs. Robertson with their son,
Keith, looked around, it was agreed that nothing
needed to be done that couldn’t wait until morning.
They began to turn out the lights and close the doors
when a car drove up.

To the Robertsons surprise and delight it was Jim
and Ruth Ann Hollingsworth and their family who
had once owned this wvery same store when the
Robertsons lived in Clinton Township several vears
ago. The Hollingsworths gave the Robertsons much
valuable information and staved until about one in
the morning.

They bought some things and because it was now
June 4, pictures were taken to be added to other pi
tures already taken and these were labeled first
customers. After all, the nicest thing to happen to
anyone just starting in business is (o have a former
owner to be your first customer.

As they left, Jim said, **Be sure to frame this as
vour first dollar." But really the store wasn’t of-
ficially open so maybe it didn't count either.

Monday morning the doors were opened at eight
and lined up outside waiting were members of Mrs
Robertson’s family with cookies, punch, coffee and
decorations to give thém an official open house, *'It
was just the most wonderful surprise ever,” said
Mrs. Robertson.

“The most remarkable thing about the entire
opening,'" says Mrs. Robertson, ‘‘is the first item
sold cost one dollar was purchased by a tall lady and
I don't even know who she was. "

The dollar hanging on the wall in the very nice
frame belongs to Mrs. Robertson and cost her five
dollars to have it framed - for a total of six dollars.

Until now, there was a trucker, a son and a friend
who thought it was theirs.

ir

Have A Happy
Thanksgiving

The Staff
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Notes From The Sullivan Museum

by Rosie Greene

Numerous letters of inquirv come into the
Museum from people hoping to find information
about their families who either came from Boone
County or passed through this area. Josephine
Ford, the curator, responds from the records of
newspapéers, books and micro-film that have been
collected here,

One such letter, especially interesting came from
Mrs. Hattie E. Poppino of Bonner Springs, Kansas,
a town on the west side of Kansas City where you
pick up yvour ticket to drive further west on the turn-
pike.

She was asking about a Joseph Poppino, her
husband's great-grandfather who was once a miller
in Zionsville. He lived in 1872 at Carmel, Indiana,
died in 1888 and is buried at Crown Hill in In-
dianapolis, She had never been able to find the
names of his parents. She thought there was a
possibility that he was the son of Jesse Poppino who
was descended from the early Hugenot Papineaus of
Orange County, M.Y. Joseph was a Civil War
veteran, enlisted May 7, 1864, Union Army at
CGreensburg, Indiana. Mustered in May 24 in Co. D,
134th Indiana Volunteers, discharged at In-
dianapolis September 1864. He was married in
Franklin County, Indiana, Oct. 6, 1839 to Emeline
Simpson who was born in Ohio. She died at
Portland, Oregon, Jan. 22, 1913, There were two
sons, Oliver and Alexander and a daughter, Jenny.
Mrs. Ford responded with all of the information she
had at the Museum.

One of the nice things that came about because of
Mrs. Poppino's query was her thank-vou offer 1o
send the Boone County Museum her family
genealogy and also microfilms of the Jackson Coun-
ty, Missouri census (alphabetized) from 1830
through 1870. The sets were made by the Microfilm
Co. qf Kansas City and are a very fine addition to
our hibrary.

This iz so important because Jackson County,
Missouri contains the towns of Kansas City,
Westport and Independence, all blending together
now as close population. In the 1800°s this was the
last outpost of civilization, the Gateway to the West.
It was where the wagon trains from the East began
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to gather about the first of May for the journey west
on the Santa Fe or Oregon Trail, Supplies could be
purchased at the depots placed there by the U.S.
government which was eager to have the West settled
because of its competition with Britain. The
unknown of the Great Plains, and the Mountains
were ahead in many miles of land populated by In-
dians, friendly and unfriendly, far flung army posts
and a few settlers along the way.

Can't you picture the streets of this area with an
array of colorful people? Carpenters and
bricklayers escaping the Panic of 1837 in the East,
Rocky Mountain trappers, Indians, fancy women,
prim Mew Englanders, Missouri River boatmen, new
European arrivals, land speculators, cowhands,
children large and small, seekers all in a new land.
Mixed with humanity were the animals - oxen,
horses, dogs and a variety of others. It is estimated
that 90,000 people passed through Kansas, some to
gain wealth, others to perish. Near the present little
town of Gardner, Kansas was a crude signboard,
“Road to Oregon,” if choosing this they left the
Santa Fe Trail. It has been said that never before
nor since, has so simple an announcement pointed
the way to so long and hard a journey.

The Santa Fe Trail was about 775 miles long from
the Kansas City area to Santa Fe. Four hundred
miles of its length went through Kansas. Travel
began in 1822 for the purpose of trading with Mex-
1€0.

The Oregon Trail was sometimes called the Mor-
mon Trail. The forty-niners followed it and on to
California.

Supplies consisted of flour, bacon, coffee, sugar,
rice, beans and sali. Unnecessary luxuries were not
taken. The buffalo along the way was the fresh
meat for the travelers.

There was a Wagon Master or Captain of the
Caravan of perhaps a hundred wagons, and
Lieutenants for each of the four groups. All men
were well armed with pistols, shotguns, rifles and
knives. Their food depended on that and their very
lives. A young boy had to become a man very quick-
ly. There are stories of teenage children who led
their younger members of their family on to Oregon



after their parents died or were killed along the way.
Fortunes were best made by men in their early thir-
ties. By lorty, if still alive, they were usually old.

A wagon (rain was its own community, but on the
move. They did circle formation for protection in
the evening, and if in friendly territory, had a fire
for their meal and maybe even a dance. The women
did the usual housekeeping chores, helped each
other with their children and even taught some
school along the way. They tried hard to bring
along some gentle culture for their children who ear-
ly became exposed to a rougher world. One old lady
reminiscing said that it was kind of nice rockin' and
bouncin' along in the wagon, the skies so clear and
pretty and all the world so new out there just waiting
for them. Hardships shared made firm friendships
even down to fourth generations of these pioneer
families. Faults and failings were dismissed by a
larger common bond for survival and never forgot-
ten,

So, we say thank yvou to Mrs. Poppino, a retired
librarian who attended a class in the Mational Ar-
chives Building in Washington, D.C., and became
interested in alphabetizing the census, Jackson
County 1830 through 1870. We have it here.
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A Thanksgiving Prayer

by Penny Blaker Ruiz

Tomorrow is Thanksgiving Lord., Now, while the
children are sleeping and the house is silent, I will af-
Ser my Thanksgiving prayer.

Thank you for the children. Thank you for their
questions, their laughter, their tears. Thank you for
their smiles. How they ease the pain in life. Thank
vou for their bright and curious eves. Thank you for
their acceptance and trust. Thank you for their
healthy bodies, sirong limbs and gquesting minds.
Bless them, Lord, please.

And help me, Lord fo be more patient. Show re
the knowledge of compassion, love and understan-
ding thar I may guide the babes io the same. Help
me feach them respect and honesty. Help me
remember that I cannot protect them from mistakes
and fears. Help me "let go. "’

Thank you, Lord, for Davey, Joey, Ray, and
Mary, Let me be warthy of them.

Thank yvou, Lord, for mothers and fathers, grand-
mothers and grandfathers, aunis and uncles. Thank
you for special and dear friends. Some will join us
at the Thanksgiving table tomorrow evening.
Others will be with us in thought and memary.
Thank you for each mile we have walked together;
for each second we shared. Thank you for the uni-
queness of each and for the special place each has
harbored in my heart.

Thank you for this home and the memaories it has
known. So often in the baitle of cobwebs, dust and
clutter, I forget how grateful I am for these walls.

Thank you for the food we will share fomarraw;
the turkey, sweei potatoes, vegefables, salad and
pumpkin pie. And thank you for peanut bufter and
Jelly, chicken noodle soup, Grandma’s noodles, hot
dogs, and hamburgers.

Yes, rthank vou for the heartache. For it is by
knowing pain, my own or that of others, that I grow
and feel. Each rear is a tiny rainbow in the soul.
Thank you for the sirength to handle the woe.
Thank yvou for the joy that lifts from the depths of
darkmness.

Help me, oh Lord, relinguish the dreams that can-
not be, Help me live day-by-day.

Thank vou, Lord, for laughter.

Bur most of all, thank you for Thanksgiving.
Thank vou for giving one special day to remember
all the blessings of the year. Each week, month and
year brings new joy, new sorrow, new hope. Each
‘vear brings growth. So it is pood fo have one day to
pause to think aof the year. I need Thanksgiving,
Lord,

And tomorrow night, as I put away the china and
silver and find room jfor each scrap af leffover
turkey, help me remember to still be thankful.

In the guiet of tonight the miracle of the blessings
of my life is nearly overwhelming. Who am I, Lord,
fe know such bouniy?

Thank you for Thanksgiving, Lord. Thank vou.
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