Fri Apr 29 2016 Marion Co.

o ‘ , 3}? ; 2580 ii? P Yoo .

6. Tichia Whila they 'all i, X

aroynd --ani "SAYy-- - -ngtuy Sadle, : ie, - Be . and|
pOpRS T T 7T R Lucebra. _:F‘#T\:ro fof |'the " children— |
T et {Copyright.) 1%homas (4 and Jpmes=-died in 1930
1% = : Surviving are|jone son ' and - six

Publlic Libr‘ary ‘

daughters, a“xm ber.

Passes In Ilh_mls

(Contnb ted) 0
eg- Mrs. Lueenda Ellis, al nati
W= thls county and' for fmoré’ than -

‘ fty-

two'- year sidenit of).
View " F. .in® f,hc; Pant
community,; near Modesta, Ill.,
at:12 p.m. Sunday, August 20, a

‘thomre followmg an extended. 4l
. She ‘was the wni,w of  Ben

Bt member of “the . en ' .entucy
. |fantry; Co, I Mr. Elhs died-in

b

-] Before her. marr)age Mrs E“l" ’
M}ss " Tucenda - Coppage, a |
" {daughter of Uriah and Margaret
page, and was bommear Bradf
ville on November 10, 1844, W
she grew to womanHood. She
Wmﬂr‘\’ghﬁ Christian Chureéh at k @
less fhaniant’ Valley, near -Bradfordsvilld;
T %M»*She was unitedin marrla
4rs? Honestly, | Mr.. Edlis on October |9, 1864
know iwho. will
»rovemeat .for
for

p dl Mgmshed
from Europe

i

the "young couple started for |}
was® then. the” distant West, arnfvi
|at~Girard, M., October I1, 1864
fiearest Tailroad—sta ion to. +haing
tination which was Scottsville

| There is_a_one room log cabin
|of the pregent village of- Scott

2ione what’ ig ‘how the present txc’
School land, whére |they “establfshed
their homg. . Nine children ere

|

and;
and twe brother ‘
‘The funecral seyvi
ed ‘at “the home Tu sdayafterioon, | |
Fred Pratt. of

3

Ay g-US"t 22, the :

Palmyr'a officidiy g
1in ‘the Pant:her q ee
d “an, by ore; likd tlt‘ childrem,

| - They dre droy ng off to sleep
\ To aweken in-the¢|morning -

Thov are now w

Nl “Qnre by one,.
" They are leavit 1g - by .the. way,
As-the ‘toiler" draps’

q

As ihe doves wh
Drapes the gulgw
Hmm-\\aul for 1‘%;.

“anﬁ haw left

Of the mornjng
_ V\re know we'l f

1 Happy now.
| Al the passing

brain
thmgs by 1sappor

Where their e

, Mark theil yoaxx

uen,

‘Passing -not t

A the ending

- So_these. hastc

Léading upwa

!
]

Never followed

ds s
th

it l’é 7

ES
(

. 1 .
l!’

f i}

n*

to

hl
" 1o,
AW
‘by
nd

In a. City rirh

b

We,

wi
ma

lof 1t

BS were conduct-

nirzrgnd..ckul_dren

“lnterment - was:
Cemetory

all never weep
y ave many,

ime ‘is ended
ay again.

1icavy burdens B

is labor )
e day.’ .
ilight’s cartain
; of the West,
ind -shelter—
their res it

d thc footpr nts

When Nature
it usuall‘

produces a shallow

tr
ing

les to evdn up

a ﬁuent tomgufr.

the Light ucky

s pm.
th gold . W ou ri
e (i and b

5, {born of the tmmn, as "




i
|

-=Herald & ReVyiew TrA Vel d———

Trip tc

By PAT ALEXANDER
256 Hickorywood Drive

When we left on vacation June 2,
I really didn’t feel I would be
searching for my roots. It was our
first vacation on two wheels (motor-
cycles), and my husband, Russ, and
I were traveling with our friends
from Galesburg, Chuck and Cheryl
Prather.

Our tentative plans were to ride
south into Missouri, over to Tennes-
see and then, if we had the time, I
wanted to visit the grave of my fath-
er in Kentucky. I was born in Gravel
Switch, Ky., and my father had been
killed when I was 18 months old.

My mother was pregnant at the
time and gave birth to my brother,
Howard, six weeks after my father
died. She moved back to Monmouth,
Ill., where she was raised, eventual-
ly remarried and set about rearing
her family in Alexis. I knew I proba-
bly had cousins still living in and
around Gravel Switch, but having
had no contact with any of them my
only interest was visiting my fath-
er’s grave.

THANK GOODNESS, tentative
vacation plans are made to be
changed. Russ and Chuck decided
they’d like to see the motorcycle

races in Louisville on the evening of .

June 2, so we altered plans and

headed for Louisville. Needless to.

say, we decided to take a tour of my
birthplace the next day.

It was about 3 p.m. when we
found Gravel Switch. We stopped at
their very small and only store to
ask directions to the cemetery. We
soon discovered there’s practically a
cemetery for every family name in
the area, but no one knew where my
father was buried. An elderly couple
thought we should ride up to the
cemetery by ‘‘the forks.” They gave
us directions and we started on our
way. The scenery was beautiful as
we followed .the narrow, winding
road but it didn’t look like we were
going to find “‘the forks.”

Chuck saw a farmer plowing and
stopped him to ask directions.
Thanks, Chuck! That’s when I dis-
covered an extra bonus in my life.

The farmer couldn’t direct us to
the grave, but he was sure my fath-
er’s daughter, Lois Ellis, who lived
on down the road a piece, would
probably know.

DID I HEAR right? Chuck holler-

ed and asked me if I had a sister or '

half sister in Kentucky. I said no, I

Today in “My Way,” Pat Alexg
r of Decatur describes her B
ising discovery on an unforg
e vacation as she searched fo
ts.

Pat is a supervisor in the cus
convenience center at Sears Rpe
ck and Co. She and her hush4
uss moved to Decatur five y¢
o from Knoxville. They enjoy |
rcycle riding and logged
iles on the Kentucky trip she
s about.

‘‘My husband is a bigger fa .
otorcycles than I am,” she layghs.
er other hobbies are bowling|4n
ework, especially wall hang
give to friends.
The Alexanders have two ¢hi
n, Kris, 19, and Brad, 17. Ruj$ i
assistant gas superintenden
linois Power Co.

“My Way"” is a Herald & Re
avel feature written for readerg
aders. Next Sunday, in the ¢p
uding chapter of Central Illi
sidents’ search for their ro
is Sayre Wells of Decatur tel
chance remark that launch
arch for roots in- England.

of people who had written a
lled ‘‘The Forgotten Past”’
ily cemeteries in the area.
We decided to visit Lois,
as sure it was some type of mik
I surely would have known a
r. When we found her house
e was home so we climbed
to our cycles and headed up
rrow winding road to find the lgdy
ho had co-researched the book e
d been told about. Her house ¥
the top of a long high drive an{
reached the top we were greefe
a gentleman who invited ug|

ome on in, get off those thilgs
d sit a spell!”
So, sitting on a nice cool palio
ith Shirley Sherperson, her Wy

band, her brother and his wife and
daughter, I learned that, yes, indeed,
I did have a sister. Shirley told me
what a nice person Lois was and felt
we should stay in the area and try to
meet her. She sold me a copy of her

i
'book, but my father wasn’t listed in
any of .the area family cemeteries.

* AROUND 5 P.M. we headed once
more for Lois’s house. I truthfully
had butterflies as I knocked on her
door. As she walked toward me, I
knew we were sisters. She is seven
Eegrs older than I am and was con-
ceived in a marriage that ended in
divorce before her birth. Like my
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up unknown branc

brother, she never knew our father.
She was reared by her mother and
her grandparents and was aware

that our father had remarried and

that there were two children of that
marriage. But she had no knowledge
of what had become of us. I had no
knowledge of her at all, but I'm ab-
solutely thrilled to have accidentally
discovered her.

At the time of our first meeting
she was the only one home, but in
July my family and I stopped for a
visit and met her husband, Bobby
Jo, her three daughters and their
husbands, her son and her two
grandchildren.

l"_o

I did learn where my father is
buried and visited the cemetpry in
July. :

Our brother, Howard, whq lives
in Alexis, and Lois wanted tofmneet,
so we arranged a reunion f “ Sept.
29 in an Evansville, Ind., park

WE SHARED A picnic|junch
which included a delicious Ke tucky
jam cake, which Lois brougit. We
had never heard of it, but wege told
it's quite famous in Gravel Sw§tch.

Lois and I discovered we’rd alike
— and unlike — in some way}. She
says creek and I say crick. Sh§ says
children and I say kids. also

Section

spent Some time just lo

pking st each
other. Howard was amdzed &t how
much Lois and I resgjnble each

other. We have decided e all share
the same nose, but that Howard
looks very much like o father.
" Lois, Howard and m| i“ plan on
buying a headstone for|qur fdther’s
grave and in the spring pf 1985, we
plan to have a small mdthorial serv-
ice for him.

The news of our
spread in Gravel Swi

peting has
1!::: S6 eral

cousins of ours have exp pssed an in-
terest in meeting Howa 14 and me. I
have the feeling that sorieday soon I

will discover all of my :: ts. |
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