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FLIGHT 98 -

Dear Friénd:

When you read this, we'll be in the cold turn of planet earth
on my 98th trip around the 583 million miles around the sun. If
I'm not put off before April 1, 1991, I will hévé traveled 57
billion, 154 million miles and goneinowherep We'fe just specks of
dust, so small the highest poWeré&Mscope couldn't pick us up. I

know that someone has led me every mile of the way. I'm always

glad when we come out of the cold turn. (My mother zlways pravad;

8
"Lord, let not my flight be in the winter time.") It wasntt., It
was warm and on Mother's Day, ny 5lst flight, 1944. This was

supposed to be a newsleftter and things that have happened on Flight
98. There have been earth guakes and rumors of war that vou heard

Lefore I did, as I can't read newspapers or see TV news,. I Jjust

D

listen to TV news and radio. So, I'll Jjust put down a Iew

1

reminiscings and a few memories cf friends.

Jesse Vaughn (born November 2, 1598 and died May 17, 1890} and
wife Ora-May (Hieston) Vaughn (born November 7, 1897 and died
September 7, 1974) were married in Casey County on August 10, 1918.
fhey moved to Union Township, Hendricks County, Indiana on the farm
of Lou Leak (on the farm I now 1ive ony. He lived here eight

years, salary $40.00 per month, with the milk frcocm one cow and a

meat hog. He raised a fine family of four girls and one soa.
Then, he bought his own farm. Then, he bought & pigger farm. Ang,
when he Jeft planst sarth, he was financially wall oXf and rich ln
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géodwill and respect. Jesse was the son of Wm. Andrew and Parleee
(Sandusky) Vaughn. Jesse was brother to seven boys and two girls.
He was half brother to two boys and two girls. The Vaughns were
of German descent and settled in Casey County when it was part of
Lincoln County in 1807. ©Now, most folks get a good wb;évand some
flowers when dead. Jesse aléo got them while he li;ed. When I

bought this farm in 1944 from Lou Leak, he mentioned some good

neighbors I'd have: Mrs. Sarah1Whéét, the Lowes, the Browns, the

Pritchetts, the Odoms, and Jesse Vaughn. Jesse was a Kentuckian
but a good one. In 1965 I hosted some family and friends to Long
Lake in Ontario, Canada on a fishing trip. The lady who owned

Lakota Camp was named Ida Lupino. She asked ne,

"Who recommended

my camp to you?"

"Jesse Vaughn," I said.
"How is Jessc? I've missed him the last two years. He was
one of the nicest cuests I ever had. A real gentleman. XHe loved

these deep, lonely lakes and cur blueberries.”

Now, a bit zbout his home county. My two best loved rivers,
the Green and Rolling Fork, drain its beautiful hills and fertile
valleys. Its county seat is'Liberty. It's a pretty town, In it

is the Oshkosh overall factory employing 750 people. The town of

Dunnville is the gate capital of the world. The tartar gates are
sold in forty-eight states and Canada. Casey County Jrows more
apples than any other county in Kentucky. Casey County's annual

homecoming in September features the big apple pie containing sixty

. apples baked in a twelve-Zoot, portable oven. Casay

.
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County has sixty-nine churches and no saloons, but the revenuer,
the late Jim Phillips of Lebanon, Kentucky, said the Casey County
shiners were the meanest and smartest in the state. Casey County,

along with Adair County, was made immortal by the late, great

novelist, Janet Holt Giles. In her book, The Enduring-Hills, when

the late Kirtley brothers, Frank and Bill, played their fiddle and

banjo and sang, Casey County Jail, they could makevgoose bumps cn

goose bumps.

wda

When I moved to the Lizton community in 1945, some of the

first good neighbors I had were the Pritchett brothers, Jewell,

Lowell (Shorty), and Chester. Theirs were the neatest., o3t
productive farms in Union Teownship. They weren't tall men, but
they were strong and workaholics. They workgd as a team and got
things done, tnd, 1if something came up extra hard or difficulzt,
they had a saying, "Us boys can do it." They were my hay balszrs,
They did it on time and efficiently. They were dairymen and kant
good Holsteins. Jewell told me he had to change bulis. I was on

D.H.I.A. testing and knew of a high producing herd near Thorntcwn,

Indiana that wanted to sell their herd bull. Jewell and Steward
(his dad) came by, and I went with them to look at the bull. It

was with the herd on pasture. We drove in the barn lot and parked

the car. No one was around. We walked down in the pasture. They
were lying down. When we got about thirty yards from the cattle,
the bull got uwp, threw some hoofs of dirt over his back, bellowed
deep in his chest, and started walking fast towards us. Jewell
said, "Ycu boys get out of here. He's gonna take us.” He didn't
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have to tell me twice. I'd been attacked by bulls before. Jewell
never had a club or rock. He just started walking backward,
shaking both fists and talking mean to that bull. The bull slowed
but kept coming. When Jewell thought Steward and I were near the
gate, he turned and ran the las; few yards. The bull hit the gate
as Jewell went over. Steward was the first over. Hag we'éli three
ran, one of us would have been.killed or badly mauled.x I said,
"Thanks, Jewell. I don't think i could have done it."

"Well, I'm younger than you or Dad and would have tried to
grab onto his long horns."

I1'd seen men fight. That was gane. But, Jewell Pritchett was
the gamest man I ever saw in a tight place or when a neighbor was
in trouble and needed help. (Us bovs would do what needed to be
done. ) Cne cold, hard winter 1 came down with a bad case of the

flu. I had to sell my dairy herd. Shorty and another ngighbor,

A
~
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len Brunes, took over my herd to get them ready for zale. Thevy
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13 looked like they were ready for the State
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sold high. Charles made the babky calve

1]

sell high. It was

snowy and cold. Jewell hauled truck lcads of corn cobs and spread

AT
them on the snow for an outside sale ring, but something went wrong

at this fine farm with its nmodern dairy barns and its three

fiarvester silos. I'm sure Jewell was in deep depression ang let
his legs get caught in a grain auger. I don't think he wanted to
live a cripple. He was a loving family man and = member of the
United Methodist Church of Lizton, Indiana and was a community

asset. when the Hendricks County Hospital was built, he
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wholeheartedly supported it with goodwill and money: Jewell Bailey
Pritchett was born in Boone County, Indiana October 10, 1914 and
died February 19, 1990. He was married to Ruth Marie Runnells
(born January 21, 1939). Theyrhad five children: Wendell, Ruby,
James, Shawn Ann, and Daniel. Jewell was the son of AndTEQ:Steward
and Luna (Bailley) Pritchett. It's my sincere wish thaé this fine
farm be under Pritchett management again soon.

Ruth (Dowden) Wertenberger (bofn April 18, 1903 and died

September 21, 1990) was the daughter of Milc and Hattie (Leak)

Dowden. When I moved to the Lizton community in 1845, I bought the

farm of Lou Lealk, her uncle. She was talked of as a very nice
lacdy, a teacher in her home town and Cincinnati, Ohio. Later, I

bought the forty acres that were where she'd been born and raised.

She also owned the land in front of my housea. I only met Ruth

Dowden one time. She was a very friendly person. But, we've had
scnething in common. We loved the driven well of the sweetest,

coldest, and softest water in the township. There was a well house
and milk cooler. (The house burned in 1947.) I love the trees
she'd played under. The land in front of my home never let me
forget the lady who married lafe in life to Doctor Wertenberger of
Richmond, Indiana. (It's sold now.) On the land her great
grandfather, William Leak, picneered in the 1830's and then her
grandfather, Gecrge ¥W. Leak, the only thing left of the large Lezak

iznd holdings now are the little city of old, thin, white . slabs on

the southeast corner of State Road 22 and $00 North. It's alone
3 T e . a1s : o A . - 3 - 3 I~ - g ix
and not wanted, but thank God not neglected. L oniy know two
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living relatives now living in Indiana. That's the_lést of the
grand old family from Bracken County, Kentucky (Betty Jo Lowe and
Fern Blake) who lived through the plague of cholera that all but
wiped out this community in 1870. I'll let the Leaks rest with a
quote from the late Bob Ratliff. I told Bob I'd bought'thg Dowden
homestead. He said, "In the old days I was in the Léakwthrashing
ring, and everybody looked forward to thrashing for Milo Dowden.
fde had the coldest and best water in the county, "

A cousin, W. W. (Bill) Hedgespeth (born in Taylor County,
Kentucky October 11, 1900 and died in Princeton, Illinois on July

3i, 168¢

u

0), was the paternal great—jrandson of Holland Hedgespeth
who settled on Jones Creeck, Green Couvnty, Kentucicy about the early
1800's. He was the maternal gréat—great grandson of James McGavoclk
who received a military land grant of 3,000 acres in Kentucky of
which 1,414 acres on which the east boundary weas the Salt Lick
Creek from the Coes Lick Hollow to the Mortar Cave Hollow reaching

nortawest to the Ball Hollew in Larue County, Kentucky known as the

Level Vioods where John 3Baird, a circuit rider from Maryland, buiit

H

the first Methodist Church west of the Appalachian Mountains in
1796, my late wife's home church. It still stands. Bill
Hedgespeth married wWavie Bales of Tiskilwa, Illinois about 1920.
He was laid to rest with her in the family plot at Mount Bloon

Cemetery. It's a beautifu

s

Cemetery in the Bureau Creek Vallev.

t's uniqgue in a way for I'm sure there are more native born

- 1 ey @y - R " 3 ¥ ~ o 5 .. h] °
the Thompscns, Morrissee, Hunters, Russellis, Ba

@
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and my great uncle, Richard Scott from Mt. Washington Church of
Scotts Ridge. It has a nice marker (I'm told) énd recenfly‘put
there by James H. Hedgespeéﬁ whom i‘ll write about later. Few who
have and in the future pass this grave will ever know or care that
once the one who sleeps hefe had owned more slaves .than anybedy
else except the river planfations. (He wasn't a giave dealer.)
He made bourbon whiskey that scld in rew Orleans and peach brandy

(out of this world). He lived in the finest house in the country.

o

He had his own still house, na

(.

ie his own whiskey barrels, and had

his own graveyard, but he rests just as well where he is as he

-

(6]

would have beside old Aunt Mary (his wife) overlooking the cld

grown-up rubble that was once a heppy, prospercus plantation before

-

!

the Civil War. Bill Hedgespeth once did me a great favor. Hz

srought my mother, Jane Jones, from idarion Ceunty, Kentucky o

Bureauw County, Illinois o visit me. 7This was in 1917 in a Model-
T when 21 W. Zrom Louisville to Indianapeclis and U. S. 52 onto

1y paved in or near towns. I believe he had cthar
things on his mind too, a pretty, little, blond sweetheart who
lived at Lock ¢ on the old Hennepin Canal. W. W. (Bill) and Wavi

(&

had a son, James H. Hedgespeth. World War II took Jim east. H

[0}

tound the only girl, 3Betty. After World War II they have lived

since in Baltimocrs, Maryland, a teacher and genealogist. I ran an

ad for my first book, The Kentucky Legend, in the Bureau County,

P

I1linoi ent it toc his son, Jinm, in

)

6]
e
o
o

er. W. W. read it and

&)

Baltimore, Marvland. Jim liked the book and wrote me. He szid,

T T 4 Yra xreys o \ PR, B g e o N T4 : - E
"I dilke ycur beok, and when I visit dad in Illincis, I'11 steop in
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Indiana and make your acquaintance." He did, and.in the last ten

years we've become good friends. The last time I saw Jim was

August 1st when he stopped on his way home from his dad's funeral

'in Princeton, Illinois. Jim is a native born in Illinois. He is

very interested in the Richard Scott dynasty who is his’ maternal

)

great grandpa. Recently, Jim erected a marker at the old farm.

I've made two new friends since Flight 97. Last spring I had

a letter from Mabel Smith of Quincy, Indiana, saying she'd been to
Taylor County, Kentucky to find out who she was, saving, "I'm the

daughter of Bob Myers and Virgie Nelson near the Mt.

Washington
Church. Did you know them?" ! told her that I knew Bob and
Virgie. Bob was the son of Berry and Mary Liz (Whitlock) Myers.

. His sister, Jocie Myers,

was the prettiest girl in school. I was deeply in love. My luck
was bdad. I was fifteen and Jocie was thirteen. She married at

thirtesen To

(o]
-t
6]

nry Lash who was sixteen. There was gnashing of
teeth. The teacher was going to have the law on Jocie's dad for
child neglect. They left for Illinois. Berry Myers had six girls
and two boys by Mary Liz Whitlock and two boys by his first wife,
Bill and Dick. Virgie Neison‘was the youngest daughter of Jim and
Cloe (Thompson) Nelson. They had four boys and three girls. Mabel

(Myers) Smith and her sister Shirlsy (Myers) Cooper came to see me

two times this vear. They are rcal nice, but I got the impression
Beb Myers was neither an ideal parent nor always a loving husband,

but he did make a home for them where they could get an educat

ion.
r = 4 Tom et A e LN - o 29 b I R,
Mazipie bas a farm near Quincv, Indizna. Shirley Cocper still lives
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in Peoria, Illinois. “

Well, I didn't go to the Mt. Washington Church homecoming this

fall. On the regular date the church was getting a complete

remodeling. That's the first I'd missed since I'd started going

back in 1¢84. Most everybody there in 1915 was vet tdﬂﬁe born, but

I still love Mt. Washington. I ran away from Mt. Washington in

1915, but there are no verses in the bible more true than, "Bring

up & child in the way he should go and when he gets old, he won't

depart from it." (Hope I got that right.) Eighty years can make

a lot of changes. I remember when Mt. Washington was a little, 30

X 40 foot hewn log church. The outs

[N

de was sided with whipsawed

siding. The rcof was carved by hand riven shin

es

o

nd finished

Lo
b

on & shaving horse. The inside was rough logs and lime chinked.

oo

', it becaire one of the eleven churches in

~ 5 ES " 3 e Nayor N e F eyt
the East Lvnn Association. (Noyi, there are fourte

rteen churches.)

But, it was like 2 poor relaticon when it camre time t at last ¥t
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her first sosation about 1%00. Now, the rich
brethren frcm the Relling Fork and the Union Band Churches would
see how poor we really were.

We finally used egg money, possum

hides, or ginseng money and bought encugh tongue and grooved yvellow

T

b

ine siding to cover them awful logs. EBerry Myers did the work.

It was & great day ~-—- Christmas, the 4th of July, 2ll rolled into
one, Dad butchered a sheep. We sent to Lebancon and got light
hread. Everybody and theilr doge nad a feast. Then, in 1932 a new

church was bullt and at a naw location where the old schoclhouse

) -2 E's s TR TQET =~ . ! “ 1
ad e P grmer 3 T 3657 ¥ a1 Ty, R SO7, raln In L Rol ’



10

and now in 1990 completed with a $100,000 remodeling. I
congratulate Pastor Donnie Blick, the Elders, and the whole church
for such progress. The Rolling Fork Church was organized in 1801
on the banks of the river. we don't know how many charter members
they had. In 1989 <there ve}e forty-eight members enfblled and
twentv-six enrolled in Sunday School. Union Band w;s built in
1850. Ls of 1989, there weré fifty-two members énd ten enrclled
in Sunday School. God forgive me, but I just had to write this.

Who is the poor relation now? I'm glad I had my roots in Mt.

i

e

Washington.
I menticned in Flight 96 that our friend, Gwynette Sullivan,

nad taken the job of giving Main Street Campbellsville a new lock.

She's cdone 1it. Al pbuildings are either cccupied or ready to
lease. The old movie house (The Cczv) was the preblen, Nobody
wanted a movie house, She bought it and remodsled it. It's now
a busy little store, The Cozy Comfort I haven't seen it, but iwo
friends have and sav it's very nsat, £ or October 1, 1990 she
hosted managers from other Kentucky towns. The News Journal gave

I haven't had many out-of-state visitors this flight. Stephen
Brady of 10504 Statie Lynn Court, Louisville, Kentucky 40223,
sometimes has business in Indianapolis. Then, he drives the twenty
riles to see me. Then, he makes ny day. His hobbies are old guns

and the Erady history. If you've got an o©lid gun or know an cld
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askedyLiz to get me some . informatlon about the old'canalkthattran

through Bureau County nght“soon I got . all there was'to-know
.,;aboot it, It was " the Hennepln Canal that ran trom Hennepln,
1llinois on ‘the Illlnols River to’ Mollne,. IlthOls . the

i

Mississippi. It was first surveyed 1n 1866 It became a political
football for fifty years. Then, work began in 1890: It took
seventeen years to build, It crossed seventy-five. mlles of the

l;fineSt farm land in the world..'It was fiftyétwo foot Wide@at[the

Abottom and elghty root wide at the top with a mlnimum or seven feet

It had‘thirty~three concrete locks, 35 X 170 toot.‘

were tlfty nine modern homes fof;
'fSuperJntendents. These homes had barns and chicken homeshwahe
lock keepers were encouraged to. keep anlmals to eat the graso along

the'toe path. At first it was too b;g, then too smal;,'and then

obsolete. It had cost $7,318,368.39 to build. It had operated as
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“3nle.;~But; it had been a God sent boon It ‘was built during a

depression tlme. Many boys and men went to IllanlS to: work on the
canal: Rev. Danlel Nancy Russell's boys, Joe, Jim, and Bill nge
Morrie' boys, 'Henry, Logan, Bertle, and Jim. Henry goles was a
cerpenter. He went and built houses for lock tenders. Then; he
was lock tender at Lock 9 neeg_i;skilwa, Illinois.

Please excuse if I brag some on my great grandchildren, Temmy
and Cindy Germillion and Kelly and Eric Jones; Iamm§ graduated
from the University of Mississippi at Hattiesburg, Mississippi in
1989. ©She is now at the University of Georgia to get her doctor's
degree. Cindy is just fourteen and is already a .talented artist.
It can't be she takes her talent from the Jones side, but I hear
her other grandpa was a talented Creole. Kelly Jones had just
taken her first job in my Flight 87 story. Her motto was to stick
to it until a better one came up. She is now part of American
Airlines. If she wants to fly-away, she can go free. Eric is only
nine. He's not interested in a vocation yet, but he likes motor
bikes., A lot of our prayers and worries are for Eric. He's had
it rough the last five years. If he knew what's out there, I think
he'd be more depressed than heiis.

Now, I'll give you an early part of my Flight 27 in 1920.
Flight 27 had more to do with what my life has been since than'all
the other seventy flights put together. I was the only passenger

that got off the Great Northern westbound .passenger train at the

-
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and sald that a ‘one mlnute stop was comlng up athichlgan

?Clty When I stepped off that warm coach:onto a snow covered
cinder platrorm it was like breakzng through ice overﬁmy head in
water. The traln door clanged shut A red lantern signeled a hiss
when the brakes released The train sllpped away west I stood
on the north side of the tracks fac;ng south. There was a llttle
.green depot and a row or tall graln elevators. I turned around
looking north, Well, it sure wasn't a»city. It was a w1de street,

also, the Teddy Roosevelt Trail, a sign said. On the northeast
‘corner it said Lambs Bank. There was not a car, horse, or vehicle
on that wide street. The only thing that moved.was snow being
pushed east by a cold west wind. There were three blocks of false
front businesses with board waiks. At the west end near the middile
of the street was a red brick,rtwo story building with a sign that
said Palms Hotel. In front there stood a fifteen foot artificial
palm tree. (That looked mighty out of place.) I could only see
three lights, the telegraph office, the hotel, and the restaurant.
‘The hotel lobby was warm and felt good efter that four block walk.
The clerk said when I signed the register, "$2.00 now."

I said, "How much for a week?"

Then, he got friendly and asked how come I'd want to stay
there a week. I wanted to make friends. I explained 1'd shipped
my things and car by rail and when they came I'd move on north to,

Whitman, North Dakota. The bath water only. got lukewarm. After
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I washed away most of the cinders, I put on my long johns and went
across to the restaurant. I hadn't patronized the train diner

much. I didn't have that kind of honey. I was the only customer.

- She was a pretty, little, dark haired girl, and she was friendly

.

(and I sure needed that, tired, hungry, and depressééﬁgs I was).
The first thing she sat a sfeaming cup of coffee before ne. "I
don't drink coffee," I said. |

"What? ©No coffee on a cold diéht like this?"

"Milk if you have it,"

She did. I had a tender beef roast and potatoes and blueberry
pie for $1.00. I hated to go back to that hotel. We talked. She
hoped I'd make good farming this devil plagued country and dead and
buried town (at least in snow five months of the -year). Ten years
it was a boom town. It went west when the railroad moved on. She
said, "I barely make a living for me and my little girl.” when I
paid my check, she said she made the fluffiest pancakes in North
Dakota. I ate her pancakes and tender beef for two weeks. We
became good friends. Aabout fhe 12th of March we awoke one morning
and the eaves were icicle free and a soft wind blew. I said to
Hazel, "I like your spring." These are the Chinook winds that are
off the warm currents in the Pacific Ocean. After these winds,
storms come again. I workednin a horse sale barn to pay board for
my six horses. On the morning of the 16th the sun came up dripping
blood, The boss said, "Let's haul hay. There will be a stornm
Tomorrow." We went out on the prairie where hay was stocked. The

rrairie chicksns had come out from under snow covered bushes,

Big
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white jackrabbits were hopping around Before we cqme in with the
hay, I noticed an ink black lnne in the west fronm horizon north to

south. 1In the restaurant at 11:00 a.m. a rancher came in and spoke
to two cowboys and said, "Let's ride while we can,"

Hazel said, "A blizzard?®
"Yes, and coming up fast."
She made the sign of the cross and said a prayer to the Holy

Mary. A little ways west near the town of Center, North Dakota

Bill Miner, his wife, Blanch, and kids, Hazel (168), Emmett (10),

and Meredith (8) lived on a small ranch, It was a happy family.

They were proud of Hazel. She was bretty and the most popular girl

in the community. She could make a cow hand. They didn't have %o

hire help. Emmett could ride too. Scheol was three miles east of

the ranch. No busing yet. But, there was a big barn at the school

house for the horses the kkids rode or drove to school. Bill had

& canvass covered cab on sleigh runners, and Hazel drove

& young mare named Maud. When Bill and Blanch ate an early dinne

Blanch glanced out the west kitchen window. She screamed, "Bill,
come look." It was close and the most terrible looking storm

they'd seen since they'd homesteaded this ranch twenty years ago.

"Hazel is very dependable, but I don't trust Maud in a blizzard
that this looks to be. 1I'l11l saddle Kit andg ge and lead Maud tied
to my saddle."

The storm hit before he got there. He but Kit in the barn and
went in. Hazel said, "Hi, dad. You don't trust nme?"

i

I trust you, honey, but not Maud in a storm like this. CGet
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the kids ready. 1'11 go hitch Maud to the sleigh."
He came after them. He carried Meredith. Hazel held onto her

dad with one hand and held Emmett with the other. Visibility was

zero. He'd brought extra blankets. He got Emmett and Meredith
down in loose straw. Hazel was snug in the seatﬂﬁfgpped in an
extra blanket. He gave hér the lines and led her out headed
towards home. ‘"Don't let hér move. I'll get Kit and rope her to
my saddle. Kit will take us\hOméf;: When Bill came out, they were
gone., Bill almost panicked. He spurred Kit into the storm,

praying he}d overtake the kids or find them already home. Thev
were lost. There was a country phone systen. He told Blanch,
"Alert the country side." Then, he headed back into the stornm.
In thirty minutes forty men were out on horseback, bob sleds, and
some walked tied together. All night they combed that three milies
in a five mile wide strip. They had to come or go toc cne of the
bonfires to get warn. They had to go out and find them frozen
bodies, They had been out twenty-six hours. While Bill was
getting Kit, there was & blinding streak of lighting. It struck
down in front of Maud. She reared up, jerked the lines out of
Hazel's hand, and ran away in front of the storm. When she finally
stopped, Hazel got out and got her lines, but no way could she turn
Maud to face the storm. Well, she'd just drive until she found a
ranch. The sleigh ran into a gully. A tug came unhocked. She got
out to fasten it, and she was in water up te her thighs. She ran
into a barbed wire fence. She though*t she'd lead Maud with .one

hand and held the wire wi

3

h the other. She lost the wire when a
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fifty mile wind turned the sleigh over. Emmett got out to help
turn it back.. They couldn't. Meredith was cfying for her déddy
to come and get them. Hazel made up her mind. Save the kids. 'she

put them down in the straw, tucked. the blankets -around them,

unbuttoned her coat, and lay down holding the blankets down with

At

her arms and legs. Emmett said, "Get under here with ggf”

"If I do, the blankets would blow away."

She didn't tell him she was ice coated from waist down.

She said, "Don't you darewgd“fSA;leep before daddy comes."

She told them to keep moving their toes and tingers. Then,
she and they ﬁrayed and sang songs. Only God knew how long. About
2:30 p.m. and about five miles southeast of the schoolhouse, one
party saw an odd shape snowdrift. Yes, it was Maud and sleigh.
Maud was still alive. Gently; they broke the froéen SNOW. They
were glad Bill wasn't with this party. There, she had embraced
them in death like she had when they lived. In the court house
yard in the town of Center, HNorth Dakota there stands g granite
spire. For seventy vears it sfood to defy all the blizzards thevy
didn't win. It's not the Teddy Roosevelt Trail now, just
Interstate ?. I hope some who épeed by stop and read these words,
Hazel Miner, born April 11, 190%, died March 16, 1920, To the dead

PoSTRAT

a tribute. To the living a memory. To pres eTIty an inspiration.

aAnd, in the dusty archives of the Oliver County Court House in

Center, North Dakota, is the story of Hazel Miner, heroine,

There'd only be a few who read this who know the horror of &

blizzard. I do.
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I also know the blessing of a; Chinook wind “on Fllght 27 and
.close my Flight 98 with a repeat of Flight 97 In a fight with
your spouse, if you are wrong, admit it. If you are right, skip
it. It could save a lot of tears and money. Give:your kids a
break. It costs so little and could mean so much. ihgy need all
fhe love and security they can get. And, remember thaf green dgrass
on the other side of the fence has the same snakes on both sides

plus a lot of dirty little bugs called viruses. And, if you sce

me when I can't see you, I'll be waiting for you.

Ben Jones

~

F.S. Emmett and Meredith lived. ﬂégit

{//’Y//

12/13/90
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Named for Cayce,

L

few hours before dawn on

November 14, 1900, the Illi-

nois Central Railroad’s crack
“Panama Limited” passenger train
stopped on a siding near Vaughan, Mis-
sissippi. Using light provided by lanterns,
a handful of passengers tumbled out of
Pullman cars, listened to a commemora-
tive speech, laid a wreath and then heard
a phonograph voice sing:
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Come all you rounders, if you want to hear
A story ’bout a brave engineer—

Casey Jones was the rounder’s name

On a six-eight wheeler, boys, he won his
fame...

Thus begins what poet Carl Sandburg
once called “the greatest ballad ever writ-
ten on the North American continent.”
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The ballad is named for its hero, engi-
neer Casey Jones, who dies in a train
wreck in his effort to deliver the mail on
time. The ballad has become part of
American folklore. Who, precisely, does
it commemorate?

Born on March 14, 1864, John Luther
Jones was the oldest of five children born |
to Frank F. Jones, a tall, stern school- 1
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master, and Anne Nolen Jones. There
= were four sons and a daughter.

Not even the future Mrs. Casey Jones
knew for certain where her husband was
born. She thought it might have been in
a backwoods section of southeastern
Missouri. The Illinois Central publicity
department claimed it was Cayce, Ken-
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it hard. Five minutes later the fish was in
the net. Rock Creek had come through
again.

To look at it, you wouldn’t think that
Rock Creek was one of the best trout fish-
eries in the commonwealth. Flowing out
of Tennessee, it alternates deep, rock-
lined pools with ankle-deep flats, and the
occasional riffle and plunge pool. After
eighteen miles it empties into the Big
South Fork.

Two developed campgrounds line its
banks at Great Meadows, as does a horse
camp at Bell Farm.

Despite this, the river remains rela-
tively uncrowded. Even on weekends,
we’'ve never seen more than three or four
fishermen on the stream. So there’s
plenty of room to get off by yourself.

Plenty of fish, too. Rock Creek is
stocked with eight-to-ten inch rainbow
trout every month from February
through October. But, because of light
fishing pressure (and the fact the Forest
Service wisely refuses to reveal the exact
release dates and sites), the fish have
ample time to disperse. Thus, holdover
fish, rather than freshly stocked ones, are
the norm. We've never caught a trout in
Rock Creek smaller than 11 inches. And
we’ve seen them up to about 18.

Rock Creek is
rather infertile,
S0

hatches. Instead, nymphs and the occa-
sional caddis dry fly make the most
sense. For nonfly fishers, nightcrawlers
fished upstream on a thin wire hook with
little weight work well, as do crickets.
There are very few spots where hardware
works. In some of the pools, however,
there’s room to cast an in-line spinner.

Given its depth and cover, however, fly
rods really make the most sense. A long-
ish rod, eight feet or more, gives you
plenty of control, even in some of the
tight spots. And keep your flies on the
small side — #16-#20 — for best results.

To find Rock Creek, take KY 92 west
from Stearns six miles, turn left on
County 1363 for 12 miles to Bell Farm.
You can access the creek upstream and
down from there.

For more information, contact U.S.
Forest Service, Stearns Ranger District,
PO Box 429, Whitley City, KY 42653.
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health-care

MYTH :3

There’s nothing I can do
about health-care costs.

Actually, there’s a lot we can do as individuals to hold down the cost
of health care. For starters, we can practice vehicular safety and we can
urge the legislature to adopt laws to save lives and reduce medical
costs. Kentucky Physicians welcome your support of these legislative
proposals:

eReduction of allowable blood alcohol content for drivers from

0.10% to 0.05%.

*Periodic testing of vision for driver’s license renewal.

eProhibit youngsters from riding in the rear of open trucks.
Kentucky physicians also ask for your support for mandating the teach-
ing of health education to all students from kindergarten to 12th grade.

Public Education Committee

[t's not just
a log home,
it's your ,

Southland
Log Homes
Visit Our Model Homes

+ Columbia, Exit 101, 1-26
« Creenville, Exit 39, -85

Our full color, 56 page Southland
Log Home Planning Guide can help
you select your log home and it's
only $7.50 ... the information
however, is priceless.

Enclose $7.50 and mail to:
Southland Log Homes

Mill and National Sales Office

7521 Broad River Road

PO. Box 1668 Irmo, SC 29063-1668
(or call 1-800-845-3555).

Name:
Address: Phone:
City: State:

© 1996 Southland Log Homes _ Visa/MC Welcome
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Summer of 1898 — Water Valley, Mississippi, Engineer J. L. (Casey) Jones and fireman J. W. McKinnie.

house in Memphis.

The Cannonball was an hour and 35
minutes late when it was turned over to
him from the division to the north. He
was determined to make up time and get
the train back on schedule, which meant
cutting the normal operating time by a
third.

Sim Webb, his longtime fireman,
shoveled on coal. Casey poured on steam.
With bursts of speed in excess of 100
miles an hour, they made up 60 minutes
in the 102-mile stretch to Grenada, Mis-
sissippi, the first stop. In the 23 miles
from Grenada to Winona, Casey made up
15 minutes more.

He was only two minutes behind
schedule as he approached Vaughan, just
14 miles from the end of his run. Incred-
ibly, the Cannonball had made up 91
minutes in 174 miles. But trouble lurked
ahead.

Two freight trains — one northbound,
the other southbound — had orders to
pull off the main line at Vaughan to let

the Cannonball through. However, the
siding was too short for both of them —
they totaled 77 cars —and the train crews
planned to let Casey “saw by”; that is, the
forward freight would extend out over
the south switch until Casey had passed
the north switch; then the trains would
back over the north switch to clear the
south one. Unfortunately, while one
train still blocked the north switch, an
air hose broke and the trains couldn’t
move any further; four cars hung over
onto the main line. They would mean the
death of Casey Jones.

Regulations required that warning
torpedoes (cartridges that explode under
a locomotive’s wheels) be placed on the
track “30 telegraph poles away,” that a
flare be ignited, and that a trainman be
sent with a lantern to intercept an on-
coming train. John Newberry, a flagman,
was dispatched to do all these things.

Some 3,000 feet north of the switch,
Newberry frantically waved his lantern as
Casey shot past doing 70 miles an hour. A

hundred feet further on, the engine deto-
nated a torpedo that Newberry had
placed on the track.

According to Sim, Casey immediately
hit the brakes. Sim then went to the left
side of the cab and looked out. As they
rounded a curve, he saw the lights of a
caboose a few hundred feet ahead.

“We're going to hit,” Sim shouted.
Casey Jones reacted swiftly. He shut off
the throttle, applied the air brakes,
pulled the reverse engine lever and
sounded a blast on the “whippoorwill
whistle.”

“Jump, Sim!” he shouted. Those were
Casey Jones’ last words. As the express
slowed from 70 to perhaps 35 miles an
hour, Sim jumped. Casey remained in
the cab.

With a crash heard for miles, the loco-
motive splintered the caboose and
plowed through a boxcar carrying hay
and another that was loaded with shelled
corn. Engine No. 382 then turned over
on its side. The tender and all the coaches

KeNnTtucky Livina/March 1996
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n The Throttle Was...

Casey Jones

Kentucky, the engineer’s ambitions made him a folk hero

By Joe Zentner

tucky, a cattle shipping point on the
Mobile & Ohio Railroad. Other “authori-
ties” settled for Hickman or Jordan, also
in Kentucky.

It is known for certain that the family
moved to a farm near Cayce, in Fulton
County in western Kentucky, when John
Luther was 13. There the lad practically
lived at the train depot. He listened to the
chatter of telegraph instruments while
learning the Morse code. Luther also did
custodial work, went out with switching
crews, and helped load livestock onto
boxcars.

In 1882, he became an apprentice te-
legrapher on the Mobile & Ohio at Co-
lumbus, Kentucky. At that time there
were already three John Jones working
for the railroad. One day a brakeman
asked him, “Kid, where you from?” The
kid replied, “A place called Cayce” (pro-
nounced “Casey”). “Well,” the brakeman
replied, “we got too many John Jones
around here. From now on, to distin-
guish you from other railroad men with
that name, you're Casey Jones.”

In 1886, Casey married Jane Brady.
She always called him “JL”; as a good
Catholic, she could not bring herselif to
call him Luther.

Casey amazed his fellow workers by
the ease with which he mastered telegra-
phy, but he was not satisfied with the job.
He wanted to become a locomotive engi-
neer; nothing else would do. When he

Kentucky LiviNg/MArcH 1996

turned 18 he applied for a locomotive
fireman’s job. That was the traditional
way to get into the cab and eventually be-
come an engineer. Several months later,
after he had passed an examination and
began firing steam locomotives, he was
happier than he had ever been in his life.
But Casey was not satisfied.

On March 1, 1888, Casey Jones moved
from the Mobile & Ohio to the Illinois
Central, after learning that a yellow-fever
epidemic had killed many train crew
members on the latter railroad, thereby
bringing about unexpected vacancies. In
February of 1890, he passed an examina-
tion and became a locomotive engineer.

Six feet, four inches tall, with gray
eyes, a ready smile, and raven black hair,
Casey Jones neither drank nor caroused.
Perry Walker, one of his firemen, de-
scribed him as “a lean, lanky man who
was so tall he couldn’t stand up in an en-
gine cab without his head sticking out-
side, looking somewhat like a giraffe.”

In those days, there was no standard
train whistle. Engineers used a whistle of
their own choosing, employing a tone
that suited them; they then practiced a
blowing technique that would be distinc-
tive. This was known as “quilling”; it was
a highly developed art.

Casey “went on the air” with a long,
plaintive wail that advertised to the
world: “the man on the throttle is Casey
Jones.”

On January 1, 1900, partly because of
his engineering skills and partly because
there were few others who wanted the
job, Casey was transferred to the most
dangerous route on the Illinois Central,
and given the toughest schedule. This
was the run between Memphis, Tennes-
see and Canton, Mississippi, of mail
trains No. 1 and 2, known as the Cannon-
ball Express.

He was given locomotive No. 382. It
was not “a six-eight wheeler,” as the bal-
lad proclaims. There was no such thing.
No. 382 was a ten-wheel McQueen with
six driving wheels, six feet high.

Accidents were common along the
route, and the Cannonball’s time for the
188.5-mile run had been whittled down
by 40 minutes in the preceding two
years. The Cannonball had to average 50
miles an hour to maintain its schedule.

What happened? Known as a “fast-
roller,” a man who could get more miles
out of a tankful of water than any other
engineer, Casey brought Cannonball No.
2 north into Memphis exactly on time at
9 p.m. on April 29, 1900. He was sched-
uled to rest there and take No. 1 south
the evening of the next day. But at the
roundhouse Casey was told that Sam
Tate, the engineer scheduled to take No.
1 south that evening, was ill.

“I'll double out,” Casey said. He needed
the money. Casey had a wife and three
children, and he was planning to buy a

23



remained on the track.

Adam Hauser, a reporter, was on board
the Cannonball. The next day he wrote,
“The marvel and mystery is how Engi-
neer Jones slowed the train as much as
he did. Railroad men themselves won-
dered about it. But slow it he did, in a way
that demonstrated his mastery of the
engine, as well as his sublime heroism.”

Beside the twisted rail, half-covered
with coal and the shattered walls of his
cab, lay Casey Jones, with the broken end
of the whistle cord still clutched in his
hand. No one else was killed — just Casey.

The origins of “The Ballad of Casey
Jones” are obscure, but a headline in a
Memphis newspaper the day after the
accident may have provided inspirational
influence. It read, “The Sad End of Engi-
neer Casey Jones.”

According to one authority, the
songwriting team of T. Lawrence Seibert
(words) and Eddie Newton (music) pub-
lished a “Casey Jones” song in 1902 and,
although it was a best-seller by 1903,
waited until 1909 to secure a copyright.
According to another account, the even-
tual publishers, Shapiro, Bernstein &
Co., believed the verse was written in
1902 and recited in a vaudeville act; New-
ton added the music in 1907, and the
resulting ballad was copyrighted two
years later.

A third school maintains that the song

Syied pue ‘saliaysid ‘ajlIpIiM Jo uswpedaq 1ddississipy

Casey Jones
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was written by Wallace Saunders, an
engine wiper who knew and admired
Casey Jones, who began singing a tribute
to him soon after he died. However,
Shapiro and Bernstein maintain that
Saunders was merely singing a version of
a much older railroad song, to which he
had attached Casey’s name.

Housed in a restored railroad depot in
Vaughan, Mississippi, the Casey Jones
Railroad Museum sits alongside the train
rails less than a mile from where Casey
died. The museum is located 35 miles
north of Jackson, Mississippi off I-55, via
the Vaughan exit (exit 133).

Casey Jones lies buried in Mt. Cavalry
Cemetery in Jackson, Tennessee. The
grave is marked by a small wooden cross.
At Cayce, Kentucky, the town for which
he was nicknamed, there is an impressive
bronze plaque. A bas-relief of Engine 382
is engraved on the plaque, together with
the words:

In this community

The famous locomotive engineer,

John Luther Jones,

(Alias Casey Jones)

Spent his boyhood days.

Casey’s many feats as locomotive
Engineer engrossed him deeply in the
hearts

Of his fellow workers.

On the morning of

April 30th, 1900, while running the Illinois
Central fast mail train, No. 1 ‘The Cannon-
ball,’

His engine bolted through three

Freight cars at Vaughan, Miss.

Casey died with his hand clenched to the
Brake helve. His was the only life lost.
Famous for bravery and courage, the
name

Of Casey Jones lives deeply set into the
Hearts of American people in both tradi-
tion

And song. It can be truthfully said of him,
‘Greater love hath no man than this that
A man lay down his life for his friends.’

The plaque was dedicated in 1938 by
Kentucky’s senior U.S. Senator, Alben
Barkley. Sen. Barkley, who had recently
returned from a foreign trip, used his
impressions of Europe as a backdrop for
his address. He said he beheld the scene
at Cayce with unbridled satisfaction be-
cause, unlike most of the monuments he
had seen abroad, this one was erected to
the memory of a man of peace, “a human
being, respected by all who knew him.”
That was Casey Jones, symbol of Ameri-
can railroading. ]
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Iremember Dad and Grandpa send-
ing me around the hill, a few yards from
the house, to see what “the light said.”
The light was in the belfry on top of the
commissary. One had to walk only a few
steps from any place in the camp to see
it. Green meant work and red meant no
work the next day.

In addition to these two buildings
were the post office and doctor’s office in
one building that was located just be-
fore the company store, and before that
was a company gas station with a big
Texaco sign. There were several ga-
rages built to house miners’ cars for a
fee. The Texaco station was later torn
down and reassembled at Combs.

At the end of the camp was the
elementary school.

The houses at Blue Diamond con-
tained three rooms and were built much
like today’s trailers. There were a few
square houses with four or five rooms.
Most were heated by two open fire-
places. Some houses had flues for wood
and coal stoves. It was rare if a house
had a furnace downstairs.

The company store had a furnace,
and the hot air blew up through steam
registers on the floor.

One day my brothers, Vince and
Bill, were coming from school, and Bill
complained about being cold. Vince took
him into the company store and stood
him on one of the grates. “Are you get-
ting warm?” Vince asked, knowing that
the building was room temperature.
“No. I'm still cold,” Bill answered. Vince
explained the working of the furnace,
and how he should be warm now after

‘standing there as long as he had. Bill

still was not convinced, “I’'m cold, and I
can’t see the fire!” Leaving the building,
they crossed the porch and went home
where Bill could see the fire.

The porch was a gathering place for
the miners in the late 1950s.

The miners would gather near the
pay office and wait for the latest cutoff
or layoff list to be posted. It was a
working man’s nightmare when they
were laying off workers. Every week
brought new layoffs, and before it was
over, every worker in the coal camp of
2,000 souls was either transferred to
another coal camp or laid off.

Dad was on one of the last lists. He
was offered a transfer to another Blue
Diamond mine in West Virginia, but he
declined. Grandpa had just retired and
moved to Owsley County. Dad didn’t

i

R. L. Jones, 202 McGowan Avenue, Bardstown, KY 40004; 502/350-3443, shares this

.photo of his uncle, John Madison Jones (1876-1909. He ran a livery business in
Augusta, Bracken County, Kentucky. The boy in the photo is John's son, John Paul
Jones (1900-1959). The photo was taken in 1908 in Augusta.

want to go too far away from Eastern
Kentucky. Even after Blue Diamond
shut down and the union pulled, Dad
worked for Bill Durbin who, as a private
operator, leased the coal from Blue Dia-
mond. Dad worked over 20 years for
Blue Diamond.

Most of Dad’s children were born at
Blue Diamond and several were reared
there. Dad left two daughters buried in
the cemetery on First Creek. It was
located just where you came into the
camp. Uncle Bill lived directly below it.

Dad spent most of his working life
as a miner, and his tombstone at the
Shepard Cemetery in Booneville,
Owsley County, Kentucky, reads, “Re-
tired Coal Miner.”

Dad was a hard worker. He was a
drill man (probably better than John
Henry) and drilled holes in the coal
seams for dynamite to be inserted and
blasted. It was very few days Dad ever
missed work. Dad worked every day he
could.

Dad didn’t waste but a few days
after he was brought out of the mines
one night to Dr. Wagers (the company

doctor) to have his jaw sewn up. Dr.
Wagers sewed Dad up after the drill .
malfunctioned and cut his face.

. Dr.Wagers was a character, and he
made house calls. I remember one time
he came to check on Mom, and he gave
all the children money to go to the
movies. He was a great guy. He was
getting us all out of the house, so Mom
could get some rest. Dr. Wagers re-
ceived his pay from the company, and
the company would cut each miner a
few dollars. This paid the doctor’s sal-
ary and gave him a medicine allowance.

Iremember taking Walter down to
Dr. Wagers to.have his eyes checked.
He was not doing well enough in school,
and someone thought he was having
vision problems.

Late one night, the family took
Chester to the doctor’s office when a
miller, which was flying around an .
open light bulb on the porch, decided to
fly in his ear. I went with Dad and
several others. Dr. Wagers was very
nice about coming in after hours when
something happened. He took a toy
squirt gun and shot Chester in the ear,

Wilgreen Lake in Madison County was built in 1966.
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