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Page 26, Line 16. “The Shoop Family”
 IMPORTANT TO ME!

I, Arden Charles, was the third child of Charles F. & Irene E (Notter) Gemmer, and was born on November 23, 1917 in Huntington Indiana. I weighed ten pounds and was born at home, which was the usual custom in that area in those days. I was a breast fed baby, which accounts for my superior knowledge. The fact which was only recently discovered by scientists. Their first child, named Eldon, was born in 1913 and died from spasms when he was four years old. He died in the hospital shortly after he had a convulsion while his temperature was being taken, and he clamped down so hard on the thermometer that it was splintered. My mother was there and was of course, quite concerned. The nurse used her finger to remove the broken pieces, and assured my mother that she had found them all, which was always a doubt in my mother’s mind. Eldon died a short time later. Nowadays that would be grounds for a malpractice suit that would be very difficult to defend. My sister, Geraldine,  was born in 1915. After me came sister Gladys, born in 1923, sister Phyllis, two years later, and then brother Ralph born in 1928. I remember my mother telling, that I did fall out of a second story window (probably on my head) with no apparent damage.

My maternal grandfather, Louis B. Notter, was of  Irish descent, not real big, but had a fiery temper, and was quite handy with his fists, as was conveyed to me by stories told by older members of the family. He was born in 1855 and died, I think of cancer in 1915, two years before I was born, at the age of 60. They lived on a farm, but he was not very active in farming their eighty acres. He was a carpenter. In those days, and at least in that area, the carpenter would room and board with the family he was working , because it was quite likely several miles from his home. He would get up in the morning when the host family did, and would start working until breakfast, while the farmer was doing his chores. And of course work all day, and even after supper. An example of working from “Dawn to Dusk”. I think that he went home on week ends. My maternal grandmother, Louisa E. Yentes, was of German heritage. They lived in a community called “German Settlement”, in Huntington Co. Indiana, and was right across the road from the farm that she and grandfather Notter had, the farm that my mother was born and raised, and was in the family until the 1960s.  She, (my grandmother), was born in 1865 and died of cancer in 1923. She was from a large family, most of whom I met when I was a boy. As I was only five, all that I remember of her was that she was loving, and that she was in bed and bad sick.

My paternal grandfather, Henry M. Gemmer, came to this country from Germany when he was about five years old, and lost his hat when it blew from his head as he looked over the ship’s railing. He was born in 1843 and died in 1923. While raising  his family he had an 80 acre farm in Wabash Co. Ind. I remember him, only as living with us in his latter days, and he was very much upset because I couldn’t speak German. The only German that I remember of learning was “Essa coma!”, that, I used when calling him to come to dinner. He had five daughters from his first wife, Elizabeth G. ?, born in 1852 and died in 1883. He married his second wife, Elizabeth Todd soon after. She was born 5/18/1868 and died in 1900. She had just come over from Germany, was only 16 or17, pregnant, (father unknown, at least to us.) Grandpa apparently adopted Uncle Bill, because his last name was Gemmer. My dad, Charles Fred, was next and born in 1886. He was followed by seven siblings, and grandmother Gemmer was quite likely worn out after nine children and passed away at the age of thirty two. The half sisters from the first marriage were in their twenties, and no doubt practically raised their younger siblings.

Grandfather Gemmer was a victim of fast talking land dealers who talked him to trade his good farm of eighty acres in Indiana, for barren acreage in Texas that was found to be worthless, and he was very nearly broke in his final years.

My father Charles, knew that he wanted to be a carpenter when, as a boy, he helped to put a new roof on their barn. One of his first jobs as a carpenter was working for my mother’s dad before my folks were married. I’m not sure which came first: his dating mother, or working for grandpa, and then starting to court my mother. One of dad’s younger brother’s, Uncle Harmon, was always complaining how his father, Henry, mistreated the family. I once asked him why he thought that, and my father never saying that he thought that his father was unfair. Uncle Harmon said “Why that’s because your father was his first son, and traditionally, the first son was given preferential treatment”.

My dad grew up in a rural area of Northeastern Indiana. He never got beyond the fourth grade in school, which was apparently not unusual in those days, at least in that area. It did not keep him from becoming a successful carpenter contractor. He used to put in long hours preparing bids for houses. He was a good craftsman, well liked, hard working and honest. The depression of the thirties came at a bad time for him. The contracting business was almost nonexistent then, and after the depression he never got his business going again like in the late twenties. One of the reasons was that his former work crew were not available, and rather than get going again on his own, he either took on small jobs or worked for another builder. He did build three houses that they lived in for several years at a time, after he was in his late fifties.

I was born on the corner of Charles and Taylor Streets in Huntington, Indiana. It was at Charles and Irene’s first home on November 23, 1917. When I was five I was awakened on Christmas morning by someone outside hollering, “Charlie, Charlie!”. When dad answered the call, it was a man that wanted to buy our house, and he did. I think that the price of the house was agreed on was $5,000. I think that the buyers name was Grossman. By this time, or soon after, dad was began working in the booming town of Fort Wayne, about twenty miles away. Upon giving possession of their house, they rented an adjacent home for a few months. It was while living in this rented, “Strauss” house, that sister Gladys was born, in 1923.  In the meantime dad bought a couple lots on Lillie Street, in Ft. Wayne and built one house for sale and one for us to live in. Upon moving, as the house was not finished, we temporarily lived in the garage, which did not have the final roofing material on. So after a big rain came, we were all busy putting around buckets and pans, trying to catch the deluge. It was during this wet spell that part of the cement block basement wall, of the house being built, caved in due to the hydrastic pressure. What a mess!

While living on Lillie St. sister Phyllis was born in 1925, and sisters Gerry and Gladys had typhoid  fever. Gerry was very sick, and had a very high fever which caused her to lose her hair. That was quite an embarrassment to her. and the doctor made daily visits for awhile. The doctor had a big car and a driver that waited in the car while the doctor visited is patients. After a big snowstorm, and I was shoveling the snow from the sidewalk, I deliberately threw the snow under the doctor’s car. Of course the driver saw me and was quite unconcerned. I anxiously waited for the return of the doctor to his car, with the hope of the car being stuck in the snow. I was chagrined when the driver drove away with no difficulty. He did, however, wave and smile at me as he drove away. 

Dad’s youngest brother Tarfield, lived with us and worked for dad. Uncle T’s work habits, and ambition, did not meet dad’s high standards, and he soon left more by request than choice (I believe), and  went to live in Chicago, and lived near his oldest sister, Anna, who was a housekeeper for Mr. & Mrs. Bynan family. Aunt Anna was with the Bynum family for the rest of her  working years. Bynan’s was a well to do family, and with no children. Upon their demise, Aunt Anna was a principal  beneficiary. I think that she inherited about $200,000., which at that time was a considerable amount.  It enabled her to live comfortably the rest of her life. She was never married, and especially after her inheritance, was very popular with her sisters and brothers and offspring. Not to be outdone, shortly after I was twenty one, I borrowed $2,000. from her that enabled me to buy the nearby 84 acres that I bought for $3,000. For the record, the loan, with interest, was repaid within the next several years

.

Back to my childhood: I started to kindergarten while we were still living in Huntington. I depended on sister Gerry to help me get to school, and upon parting from her it was important to give her a final “goodbye”. One morning we got separated before the usual farewell and I was heartbroken! And many tears later I finally got to my destination. I entered first grade in Ft. Wayne at James Smart School and was there until the fifth grade. It was a relatively new school, in a rapidly growing area, due to population growth in that area. My class was held in a portable classroom for a year or two. Each grade was divided into two, half year sections. The A and the B. For instance: If you entered first grade in September you were in 1B, and normally promoted to 1A in January. If you were the right age to start school in January, you were in 1B and  hopefully promoted to 1A the following September, and so on. My 1A teacher was unhappy with me writing with my left hand and insisted, or demanded, that I learn to write right handed. That practice was soon discontinued as the accepted modern teaching practice. In my case, however, it  had no noticeable harmful effect.. I liked school and made pretty good grades. The fall when I was in 5B, the class was much more overcrowded than 5A. I was one of four students picked to be placed in 5A. Thereby skipping a half grade. One of the four classmates that was promoted was my friend, Olin Lehman. We lost track of each other for 30 years, and during the late 60’s and early 70’s, I worked for him in the construction business for several years.

It must have been soon after sister Phyllis was born that we left the Lillie St. house and moved to a new house that dad built. It was a nice two story house directly across the street from Weisser Park. It must have been about a twenty acre park that had lots of nice big oak trees, tennis courts, baseball diamond  and the usual slides, swings, etc. Many of the industries had their own semi-pro baseball teams that played some of their games at that park in the evenings. It was while watching one of those games that the sirens, bells, and whistles went off, telling us that Charles Lindbergh had successfully flown across the Atlantic and had landed in Paris! 

FAMILY LIFE

If our family relations were not the “usual ones, I was not aware of it. Dad presided over the family with a firm hand. What he said was not very often questioned. He was a hard worker, industrious, a good business man, honest, a very good carpenter, and a good family man. It seemed hard for him to show affection, for others or us kids. My feelings towards him was one of respect, and more of a boss, and not as a good friend, as I now think that it should have been. Not that he was unfair, just serious. It may be a Gemmer family trait to be rather stoic, and a sign of weakness to show affection. I am sure that has always been one of my many weaknesses. I am consciously trying to improve that fault.

As I have mentioned, I never thought that he showed his appreciation of mother’s devotion to him, and of her efforts to be a good wife to him, and mother to us, as she tried to be, and that I firmly believe, was. Sister Gladys said to a couple years ago that she thought that sometimes she thought that dad was mean to me. I never felt quite that extreme. He was good to me in many ways. Very seldom was I refused the use of his car, or not given spending money when requested. There were no curfew hours. But by the same token, ate night hours were no excuse for a later than usual wake up call, and the hour or two chores to do before school. Mother was the one to see that we got up. Usually a little after dad got up. Dad would get the cows in. I would feel guilty if he had more than one cow milked by the time that I got to the barn. He would get up early enough that he would help milk, then go and work his eight or nine hours in town, and probably help out again when he got home.

I’ll have to admit, there was an element of apprehension on my part of criticism or punishment for my conduct or lack of achievement. I recall that when I was in the fifth grade, and I was one of four, that got picked to skip a half grade in school. I was quite thrilled, and when I ran home at noon to tell mother the news, I remarked, That although that she and I were excited, I was of the opinion that it would be of little interest to dad. She reassured me that he would be pleased of the distinction.

We always had plenty of good food, as mother was a great cook. From the old German custom.. I was not aware of our family being especially frugal during the thirties. We had the necessities of life, and as many or more of the “extras” than our neighbors or classmates. Our lifestyle was definitely much different than our boys was, just as our grandchildren life so much differently than our boys did. While this may be the natural progression of changing times, it concerns me, because I can’t help believing that today’s younger generation are greater “users” than they are “producers”. We were taught to believe that everyone should contribute positively to the general welfare of the community, or to mankind. To be a leach or a parasite was a nono. I suppose that if similar times to the thirties were repeated, the younger generations could adapt, but it would be extremely difficult. At least that is my thinking. With the modern families being so much in debt, and if their income stopped, it could lead to civil rebellion or uprisings. If ones’ family has no food, and the parents have no means to lawfully obtain any, would the parents allow their child to starve, or would they try to obtain food for them unlawfully? I hope that it never comes to that. We have seen examples of civil unrest and food scarcity in many foreign countries in the last century. Mankind has been using and wasting natural resources that took nature millions of years to place on or in’ this earth. There is our oil, coal and gas reserves, topsoil, clean water and air pollution, our forests are being depleted. All these help contribute to a misleading prosperity. So much of mankind is living off wealth that was accumulated by no direct effort of his own, by using, and selling off, the above mentioned natural resources and not maintaining the soil fertility.


INTRODUCED TO  MANUAL LABOR

Even before I was thirteen years old, I was introduced to manual labor! Actually, the summer that I was twelve , my main job was to keep the Canada Thistles hoed off. There were many large patches on the 76 acres Whitely County farm. The hoeing didn’t kill the thistles, but it would keep them from going to seed. Coming into use, in the next few years was calcium chloride. It was mixed with water and sprayed on the thistles, and it did a fair job of killing the weed. Also, by this time, I remember helping dad with the cross cut saw, and cutting fire wood in our small woods. I had learned to milk and take care  of the hogs. One hot spell, I neglected to keep our sows watered, and one died. When I found the dead hog, I hurried and put some water in the water trough.  (A devious deed, I’ll now admit). of course that just diverted the blame. I still just hope that she died for some other reason than being out of water. Later, Dad seeing the water in the trough, concluded she died from some other reason.

The summer that I was twelve, a young neighbor, had planted some muck ground to onions to earn tuition money to go to North  Manchester College. He hired me for 18 cants an hour to help him keep the weeds out. I was to start on the next Monday morning. When I asked dad if it was OK with him he said, ”Do you have all the thistles chopped off/” I had to admit that I didn’t. So in order that could go work in the muck field and straddle and crawl down, a row of onions on my hands and knees to work for 18 cents an hour, I went to the field on Sunday afternoon, and chopped the rest of the thistles off!

ROAD VIEW FARM  1931 and  LATER

By this time (early 1931, carpenter business had slowed down considerably. Dad had interests in several properties in Ft. Wayne, which he felt were not too solid, and if he could dispose of them it might be to our advantage. Especially if he could consolidate his properties, and trade them for a larger farm. With this in mind, he traded his town properties, and the 76 acre Whitley County farm, for the 191 acre farm in Lafayette Township, Allen Co., Ind. I think that it was an even swap deal. Dad did assume a $2,000.mortgage. This mortgage was not paid off until after the depression. This is the farm that was my home through High School and for the next 15 years. I think that I have more memories of those years than of all the 65 plus years before and after.

We named this farm “Roadview Farm” because it was intersected by several roads. In fact each field was bordered, at least on one side by a road. This was not necessarily an advantage. Not only was there wasted ground for the right-of-way, but it took more fencing. At that time we thought that it was necessary to have each field fenced so that we could use them for pasturing or for gleaning, after harvest, by the livestock.

This farm, with a very limited amount of cash, a team of horses, a few hogs and milk cows, a wagon, a ’31 Model A Ford pick-up truck and a few very basic tools was the extent of our farm equipment. As I think of it now, his, or our, main asset was an ambitious family, headed be two good teachers and leaders. Dad was a superior carpenter, hard worker and a good father. He was probable a little bigger than average, nice looking with a full head of wavy hair. He was very particular, and probably most critical of me for being too careless, and placing emphasis on quantity, and not on top quality. I remember while I was doing the farming, in my early twenties, and I was loading hay bales on a wagon by myself, one Saturday afternoon, he was on his way to town, and he stopped by the field. He said, “I could stay and help you, but you would just try to do that much more!”, and on to town he went. My philosophy of “90% results with 60% effort, was better than 100% effort and 98% results” was and is, not the usually accepted policy.

I think that I inherited my lack not being as particular as I should have been on my Mother. At this time I want to say, that in my judgment, a better mother was never born. She was rather short and portly, frequently weighing 200#. Periodically she would go on a quart of warm salt water diet for breakfast, and would temporarily lose as much as twenty pounds.  She always put her children first, and her husband a close second. I always thought, true or otherwise, that I was her favorite. She did so many good things for me! I know that I, as well as my siblings, was not alone in our love for her. She had so many good friends and confidants. Not only her blood relatives, but Dad’s family as well. Dad’s brothers, Pete and Harmon took her into their confidence relative to personal problems. Also, she did not hesitate to make a home for Grandpa Gemmer in his latter days. He lived with us when he passed away in 1923. Mother was very close to her sister Agnes, and her brother, Ralph. They each had boys near my age, and us three cousins did many things together as we were growing up. Many were the times that our families would get together and us three boys would find local girls and go out for the evening. What fun! Of course we would have to hurry home, as our folks were still visiting, sometimes not getting back until eleven o’clock, but I don’t remember it causing us serious trouble. It was traditional to have Thanksgiving dinner at our house. The men going rabbit hunting, and the women preparing dinner. It makes my mouth water just to think of those meals. Mother was such a good cook, being very generous with cream and sugar in her cooking and baking. She was a living personification of a “Good Samaritan.” Sister Gladys is a “cookie cutter” image of mother. I never remember an unwelcome visitor coming to our house, regardless of the day or hour. If it was mealtime she would set another place, and if necessary fry another egg, or add a little water to the soup. She frequently had bad back pains, and from time to time gall bladder attacks and she would be in terrible pain. She always had a fear of getting cancer, since both her parents and her sister died of that disease. She believed that an operation was useless and actually hastened death. So she stated that there would never be an operation for her! However, at her final illness when she was in such pain and seeking relief, she consented for an operation. They found her filled with cancer and just closed her up, and she died a few weeks later. It was the spring of 1957 and she was 67 years old..

For the most part, Dad enjoyed good health. There was a time about 1936 or 1937 that he was bedfast for a few weeks with a sciatic nerve problem. At the same time brother Ralph had the mumps and they shared the downstairs bedroom. But they did feel good enough that they sure got good playing Chinese checkers! In the summer of 1956 dad was doing the finish work on Elmer DeBolts house, near Ossian, when he had a stroke. The stroke impaired his right side considerably, but did not adversely effect his mind. This was less than a year before mother passed away. One of her last wishes was, that we take good care of dad. I think that we did. Especially sister Gerry. She lived only three or four miles from him, and would take him his main meal nearly daily. We tried to get a housekeeper for him, but he was too fussy and not very hospitable, so they wouldn’t stay very long. Dad continued to drive his car at this time, but his ability and proficiency was questionable. 

Early in 1960 he was feeling worse, and a little more receptive for a companion, then Leafy came to work for him. She just suited him, and was his age. After she was there a few months, I got a call from dad wanting us to come over Saturday night. Suspecting something special, I went right over, about 15 miles. Yes, he said that he and Leafy were going to get married. They agreed to a prenuptial agreement. I took them  to Lawyer Galivan in Bluffton. They agreed to a fair arrangement, and were soon married. That was in August 1960. He had a fatal heart attack a few days before Christmas that year. He was especially looking forward for sister Phyllis and family coming home from Seattle for the holidays. .Leafy lived in the house for awhile, and spent her final few years in a nursing home in Marion. Dad left an estate of approximately $60,000.. I was named administrator, and we had an amicable estate settlement, as far as I know. .

THE PINE LAWN FARM, 1946--1956

In the spring of 1945, and Betty &  I were living on the home place “Road View Farm”. We had been living there since being married in 1941. Although Betty had lived in the country, her father being a carpenter contractor, it was a whole new experience for her being a farmer’s wife. I t had to be a great adjustment for her, but she soon learned how to milk, and the many other duties of a farmer’s wife. Her mother Gola Hoopingarner, being rather stoic, and the mother of seven children, didn’t take the time to teach her girls how to cook. Gola was a fine mother-in-law, and we always got along fine. She was rather tall, a little overweight, but very neat and a good mother. She had to work hard as Roy was occupied very much with his business. As Betty’s father had died of lung cancer when he was 51, leaving Gola with five children under twenty, she had a big load to carry. When Betty’s parents, Roy and Gola Hoopingarner were married, They lived and farmed with and for her parents, John and Essie Smith. Essie was not too fond of Roy, so after a year or so they left the farm and he pursued his career as a carpenter

Betty’s father, Roy, was a prominent member of his community, and had many friends. He was from a big family and was quite an athlete in his youth, and was a member of  a semi-pro, Zanesville basket ball team for several years. He was very tender hearted and family loving. He lost his hair at an early age, and was nearly bald by the time he was fifty. He was interested in horse racing, and made several trips to Louisville to attend the Kentucky Derby. He also enjoyed fishing, and tried to take his family to the lake for a week each summer. It was hard for him to discipline his children. He would go out in the yard and break off a little branch and say “Next time!”, put it in a corner, and as soon as opportunity arose, was promptly disposed of by the miscreant. Roy and his brother Dee, were partners of the Hoopingarner Construction Co. in the years preceding WW 2, and probably had 15 or 20 employees, and built many homes in the Ft. Wayne area.  When Roy passed away in 1942 the company lost its main man.

Betty’s brothers, Don, and Ron were only four and five years old when their father died, but they both grew up to be successful business men. Don was the president for the Markle, Ind. State Bank for many years, and Ron was a prominent carpenter contractor in Muncie, Ind. He built several doctor’s homes there, and did much building for Jim Davis, the owner of “Garfield.”

 After we were married a few years and we were milking about a dozen cows, and needing stable improvements, water under pressure, and a milk house to meet Grade A milk requirements, which would net about a third more than the Grade B milk, which we had been selling. Dad and Mother, lived on the adjacent “Triangle Farm”. While talking to dad one day, I said that I would like to have the barn remodeled to pass Grade A milk inspection. He was not in favor of the idea. So I replied with an offer of 24 or 25 thousand dollars to buy the home place. He agreed, but in a few days or so, he had thought it over, and he concluded my offer was a thousand or two too low. I guess that I was a little chagrined, and told him that I intended to keep milking cows, but on a farm equipped to  pass Grade A milk inspection. So I suggested to him that we would look for some place else to farm the next year. As this was in the spring of 1945, it would give us a year to find a place to farm. We did some looking for a farm to rent, but were hoping to find one to buy.


PINE LAWN FARM---1946-1956  PART  2

Shortly after dad’s decision to sell the home place, he told me that the farm was listed with a Realtor for sale. It was sold in a couple months to Lou Johnson and family. When he told me that it was sold, we were near the big bank barn doors that led to the hay mows. The tears came to my eyes, as after all this had been my home for fourteen years, of a pretty important time in my life. Swallowing back the tears, I said to him, “Well, I guess that we both made a mistake!”. He replied, “What do you mean?” I said,” You for selling it, and me for not buying it”

 So then it was imperative for Betty and me to find a farm to move to by March, 1946. Then for the next few months, whenever I could leave the work at home for a few hours or the day, I  would go farm shopping. I, or we probably looked at a dozen farms. Generally Betty was too busy with the boys, who were one and three years old at the time, to go with me. One day in late August I saw an add in the paper for farm for sale in Miami County that interested us. It mentioned 180 acres with good buildings for sale at $18,600. The Realtor was Eisenbarger from North Manchester. I called for an appointment to see the farm, and went to see it with him. Upon seeing it, I was favorably impressed and when I returned home, I said to Betty, who was ironing in the kitchen, “I think that I found the farm for us to buy!”. And proceeded to tell her the reason for my enthusiasm. I think that it was the next Sunday that we drove to see it. It was owned by Jack Morris, and the farm where he was raised. The farm was about 45 miles West of us in Miami County, near Roann, and about three miles away from the school in the little town of Gilead.. Still hesitant to make a decision, we kept looking for another month. About the first of October, still with the Morris farm still seeming to be the best buy, I called Realtor Eisenbarger on Sunday evening and found out that the Morris Farm was still for sale, and made arrangements to meet him the next day. We met with Jack Morris and agreed on the price of $18,400, with the papers to be signed a week later, and to obtain possession March 1, 1946. That was a memorable day in our lives! That evening, bursting with excitement, I went to tell my folks, who lived on the adjoining farm, of the big news. Dad was less than impressed and said, “You should have waited until things got back to normal”. His reaction was a disappointment to me. Possibly there was a little ill feeling between us over the sale of the home place to Johnson’s. Also, it was just a couple months after World War Two was over, and there was much uncertainty as to the future economy. 

About a week after buying the farm, the tenant, Mr. Harger, called and told me that the 14 acre field of soy beans had been harvested, and he knew that I would like to sow it to wheat.           The following Sunday, brother in law, Owen Allen and I loaded seed wheat on the wagon and pulling it with our ’42 Dodge, took the seed to the “new” farm, and went to another farm of Jack Morris’ and got fertilizer for the next days planting. We got back home soon enough to load the grain drill and disc on the wagon for a trip to the new farm the next day. About 4 AM  I left home with the loaded wagon driving the Model M International tractor, to go 45 miles to sow the wheat. It had a road speed of about 25 miles per hour. So the trip took about 2 hours. I arrived at the new farm as the tenant was just finishing his milking. After unloading the wagon I disked the bean stubble’s once and then fastened the drill back of the disk, sowing the wheat and went over the field again. Upon finishing, I stored the disk and drill in the barn and headed for home, arriving there about 8 PM. What a big day!

Preparing for the move to the farm that was to be our home for the next ten years was looked forward to with much expectation. As it was a move of forty five miles, it took quite a bit of planning. I think that Grandfather Gemmer must have come to America from Germany, through Scotland. As many of his descendants (including me) are quite frugal . I had a friend that rented me a spare 1 ½  ton truck, chassis only, for $5. per trip, to use in the move. I had to get a hay rack temporarily mounted on the chassis. Most of the trips I even pulled a loaded wagon back of the truck. To avoid the empty wagon bouncing around on my return trip, I would load the wagon on the truck to have an easier and faster trip home.

 We were very fortunate to be on good terms with the farm tenant, as he didn’t object to our moving some of our thing before the first of March. So I moved some hay and grain, some farming tools, and even some canned fruit and vegetables that Betty had canned the previous year. There were many cans of garden vegetables and a variety of fruits and included home made catsup. These were moved to some empty shelves in the basement. Mr. Harger, the tenant, was tempted by the home made catsup so much, that he swapped a bottle of it, for a bottle of his beer, which we found much later.

Moving day was the fruition of much planning. Betty’s brother, John, drove the tractor, and I think, pulled the combine. Eugene Greek, (who thought that he owed us a favor because we helped him get, a very short of supply at that time, a combine),hauled the live stock, brother-in-law Owen, was in charge of moving the milking machine. Cousin Carl Shoemaker drove the last 22 miles with the horses and wagon.

It is now August 20, 1999. The next ten years, while living in Miami County, were the most satisfactory years of my life. The boys were growing, and showing much potential. (Some possible prejudice.)  Our years there were financially rewarding, and I showed that farming was good life, and it is with mixed emotions that I try to recall incidents that occurred during those years

The first years on our farm near Roann. were filled with many different kinds of emotion. Most remembered is the thrill of owning our own farm. It was with so much pride that we were able to afford such a nice place. Of course there were many challenges that faced us, and so many things that we needed and wanted to do, that it was hard to decide what to do first.

We had stantions for 17 cows, and that many cows. We had a team of horses and some hogs. Naturally the former tenant left much manure to be hauled . So if there was a light freeze overnight, I would haul a couple loads of manure until the ground thawed. The barnyard, which was on the South side of the barn, was a muddy mess, especially in the spring, and when the ground was thawed. So I made a mental decision to concrete parts of the barnyard, hopefully sometime that summer. Mostly during the month of August, I did concrete part of the barn lot. I bought a small concrete mixer from Norman Implement at Gilead. It was powered with a small electric motor. I poured a 10 X 10 foot section per day, as my schedule allowed. I would grade and prepare a section in the afternoon, that was to be poured the next morning, Oh that was an improvement! In the next couple years the concreted portion grew to at least a 30 X 90 foot concrete barnyard. At that time, I think that a 94# bag of cement was 55 cents! I don’t believe that I painted the buildings until a year or so later.

The winter of  ‘45-‘46 we made significant improvements to the house. As we were heating the house with a hard coal stove, we needed a furnace. The dealer from Akron put in an oil furnace in our basement. Since we were still carrying our water in from the pump house, we needed to put  in a water pressure system. We decided to have a new 4” well drilled, and a new jet pump water pressure system installed. This, of course, enabled us to use water under pressure in so many different ways. We added a nice bathroom upstairs, and a stool in a little room off the kitchen. A hot water heater was needed. We put in a shower head in the basement, which was a very popular place during the hot summer months, especially. We hired Dad Gemmer to help us with the carpenter work, and Andy Haver with the plumbing. Dad built the kitchen cabinets. Of course we now had a much needed kitchen sink.

With the addition of the bath rooms, a septic tank was required. We formed and poured concrete for the septic tank. To get a drain, it was necessary to put in a tile drain from the crossroads corner. Several years later we had a much better drain available. We hooked on a good tile from across the road, on the Margburger farm, where we had plenty of fall. It was deep enough that a good basement drain could be connected later, if needed. This drain was needed to drain some low spots between the hog house and the barn. The drain was used to put in a drain from the milk parlor that we built about 1951. It was extended to drain part of the field north of the barn. By this time (aprox. 1951), we were doing more ditching and usually hired the Deeds Brothers to do the work

The addition of the water pressure system enabled me to pipe water to the outbuildings. I did this work as time allowed between the regular farm operations. We took water to the barn, the hog house and the chicken house. The pipes needed to be about four feet deep, to be below frost line. Also, the hydrants need to be frost free. In the barn I put in drinking cups to the stantions, with a couple drinking cups in the tramping area, Except in extreme cold, the heat from the cows kept the drinking cups from freezing in the barn.

About 1951 Dad helped me build a milking parlor, feed closet, and milk house on the East end of the barn. The milking area had four stalls, two on each side with the operating area 30” below the level of where the cows stood. This allowed the operator to attach the milking machine to the udders of the cows without stooping or squatting. The door that allowed the cows to enter was operated by a rope pull from the operating area. The arrangement permitted two cows to enter, while the other the other two cows were being milked. As the cows were fed their grain here, they were ready to enter when the entrance door was opened. The De Laval milking system sent the milk from the cows through a stainless steel pipe directly to the milk cooler. Our first cooler used ten gallon cans to collect the milk. It was replaced with a bulk cooler. The principal advantage of the bulk cooler was that the milk could be pumped from the cooler to the milk truck. It is easy to see that methods of farming are changing. The above mentioned modernization is just a drop in the bucket compared with the changes that have been made since we left the farm in 1956. I remember the point being made that “If you are performing a task the same way you did 10 years ago, you are out of date!”

On retrospect, I have often wondered how much our life would have been different if we had stayed on the farm. The challenge of being successful had been minimized. Each year we made physical improvements. For instance: the last year that we were there I decided that we would expand our hog enterprise. At a Purdue economics meeting, the speaker said that the hog farmer was making $3.00 per hour that he spent with his hog enterprise, while the dairyman was receiving less than $1.00 for each hour spent with his cows! Don’t forget, this was in the middle ‘50’s. Upon my recent visit to the farm, (July 1999.) I was quite impressed with the advancements made at the farm that we had left 43 years earlier. No doubt but what they ( the Deardorff’s) have progressed significantly. They have bought 270 ( more or less) additional acres in the area, and have almost completely changed the dairy setup from what we had. They have advanced with the times (apparently). Tom, the son of Ralph Deardorff, seems to be running the farm with the help of three hired hands. I think that he said that he had 130 cows, each producing 80# of milk a day. A $13. per  100 wt., that would be $1300. gross per day. 

In addition to the physical improvements that we made each year, I spent two or three thousand dollars each year maintaining or improving my farm equipment. Also, each year, we were adding approximately $5,000. to our savings account. Please don’t forget that the buying power of the dollar has changed dramatically in the last 45 years!

I suppose that I have inherited the work ethic. My dad was a hard worker, and I think my grandparents also. I remember when I was in the eighth grade, staying out of school, and feeding the concrete mixer when dad was pouring a basement foundation. This, missing school, however, did not happen often. I was given the job of hoeing out thistles at our Tunker 76 acre farm when I was 12 years old. I had a chance to help weed an onion field for Virgil Juillerate and earn 18 cents an hour. I could start working on Monday morning. When I asked dad for permission  to go, he asked, “Have you got those thistles all hoed out of the pasture field?” I had to admit that I did not. So going out to the field on Sunday afternoon, I completed the task of chopping out the thistles. Thus gaining permission to weed onions. This was done by straddling the row of onions on my hands and knees and advancing and using my thumbs, pull out the weeds as I went. For this, I was paid the great sum of 18 cents an hour.

Examples of this kind of frugality can be recalled many times during my life. For instance: during the winter , the seasonal workers and small farmers would spend lots of days running fox. One of them, Dale Deeds, remarked that while they were trying to keep up with the fox hounds, he would see me going to the field with the manure spreader. A neighbor, Howard Kraft, the township trustee, while visiting me after my bout with my lung trouble in the fall of ’54, said “Well Arden you shouldn’t expect to work as hard as you do without having a breakdown sooner or later!” 

We were also active in community affairs while living near Gilead. Betty was Worthy Matron, and I was Worthy Patron. of the Eastern Star. Betty was star points a couple years. I was Worshipful Master of the Masonic Order at Gilead in 1950. ( I had been Worshipful Master at Roanoke in 1944.) We were active at Olive Branch Church of God, the Farm Bureau, and some school activities. I led the local party in being elected to the Township Advisory Board. I also did some local  field measuring and sign ups for the AAA. as time permitted. But we still took time to go to some of the local high school ball games

MARCH,  1956

    What a change in our lifestyle, moving to the house on the Allen-Wells County line! As I previously mentioned, our house was not completed by moving day, so we lived in a small trailer for about a month, while the house was being finished, and Betty and Charlie Clark did the painting and varnishing. My Dad built the kitchen cabinets. We had the trailer parked in the driveway, and so small that Dave slept in the unfinished house. The boys seemed to adjust to the new school, but they might have been a little behind scholastically than their classmates. Of course we were busier than usual that first spring and summer. There was the yard to level and seed, and the landscaping to do, as well as the usual extra work connected with a move. But still not the amount of work that we had been used to before moving.

    It seemed that the timing of our move coincided with the time that Uncle Dee decided that he wanted to quit the construction business. So there my expectation of working for him was capoot. With encouragement from Betty's brothers and Cousin Denver, we decided to go on our own. Since I was the oldest, and the only one with means to meet a payroll, and pay for material, there was no choice but for me to be the boss. So it was "Arden Gemmer, Home Builder". My experience as a building contractor, was just moderately successful. We got along fine, and kept busy. Carpenter wages at that time was about two dollars per hour. Since the men working for me were well known in the area, and Uncle Dee throwing some work our way, we always seemed to have work. Then too, it really wasn't that far from my old stomping grounds, where I had many friends and acquaintances. And we soon extended our acquaintances in the Ossian area. Also, if we saw a slack period coming up, I would build a house for sale on one of our lots. One of them was bought by Joe Clark, one by Leroy Wibel, and one by Welty's. Then too, we bought a lot from Dee Hoop. near Ossian, where we built the tri-level house. These speculative houses were not big money makers, but they did help fill in during slack building periods. Probably the most trouble was disposing of the tri-level house. We finally took a house as a trade in on Smith St. in Fort Wayne. We allowed about nine or ten thousand dollars as a trade in, and were stuck with it for about twenty years. During that time, we had it sold about three times, but always had to take it back. When we got the house, it was an all white neighborhood, and a well kept house. Soon the area was taken over by the Negroes, and the property depreciated rapidly. It proved to be quite an education for us, both business wise, and how differently some people live. We finally gave the house away to avoid being owners of a condemned house, and having to spend money to have it bulldozed, and the debris removed.

    Ron Hoop. bought the lot farthest to the West, and lived there in a mobile home for a couple years, and then built a nice house there. I think all three of their children were born while they lived there. Ron was almost like a son to us. He missed his own father, who died when he was only about three years old. He is such a nice individual, and we worked together, and they lived nearby. Betty and Eric, and Bob and Nancy formed close friendships, also.

    We built homes in Ossian, for the Wienlands, the Veterinarian, Shaddys, the dentist, Ingels, the optometrist, and Bensons, the school superintendent. Also, I co-contracted, with Carl Lee, a sizable addition to the Ossian U.M. church.  So I guess you could say we were pretty well accepted in the community. I will say though, that about half of our time was spent in remodeling, or additions.

    After seven years of this, I guess I got restless again, and decided to quit the contracting business. Ron had found other work a couple years previous, but I still felt obligated to keep work for Denver and Dale. So in the spring of 1963, the season when carpenter work is easiest to find, my career as a contractor ended. It was seven years of no big highs, or big lows. I guess the biggest satisfaction was the progress of our boys.

    The year we moved from the farm, the boys were seven, twelve, and fourteen. they soon made friends, and were soon involved in sports, and the usual school activities. The Ossian school wasn't so large but what they soon became acquainted with their schoolmates, and seemed to be favorably accepted both in the school and in the community. I think Dave made the Babe Ruth team, and Jim, the Little League team that first summer. Dave worked with me, and Jim drove a tractor for Betty's cousin's husband, Frank Rich. Jim fell off the tractor while operating the cultivator lever, and broke his arm. His Little League coach, Gabby Miller, never let him forget how disappointed he was that Jim was unable to play in the tournament, and blamed him on their eventual loss. Later, when Bob was Little League age, he played, and was a fairly good player, but he seemed to be more interested in the Boy Scouts. I believe he got started in Cubs, then Weblows, through the different classes of scouts, became an Eagle Scout, and got his God and Country Award. As a reward for his achievement, he got to attend Philamont Boy Scout Camp in northern New Mexico, ten days or two weeks, compliments of his parents. His good friend Cliff Conover went too.

       Jim always seemed to be one of the top students in his class. Dave and Bob mostly in the "B" and "C" class. They held class offices, and were involved in varied class projects. They were involved in the usual boy-girl relationships, as near as I could tell, with the usual ups and downs. The two older boys affections would switch to a different girl occasionally, Bob however, seemed to be satisfied  quite early with his first love, and didn't wander far. (And I don't blame him, Marsha)

    Several things remain in my mind relative to the boys participation in sports. Of course, being Hoosiers, basket ball was number one. While playing on the Junior High team at Gilead, Dave was awarded the Good Sportsmanship award at the tournament. It was a BIG night, when he was a Junior, and they beat Bluffton in the finals of the Sectional Tournament. I was disappointed that they seemed to let down, and not get emotionally prepared for the Regional Tourney, and consequently, got beat their first game. Dave did catch a bad cold riding on the Fire Engine during the celebration after the sectional victory. During his Senior year, there was a tense time when he threw his shoulder out of place. 

    For his size, (perhaps 5’10”), Jim was a pretty good defensive player, and of course played a smart game. I think he made the tournament team when he was a Freshman, and was aboard during the '59 Sectional win. None of the Gemmer boys were famous for putting the big numbers on the scoreboard, but for the most part got a high grade for effort. ( I think). I think that Jim held the Ossian high jump record at the time of the school closing.

    In my mind, Bob had the potential to become a pretty good player, and probably, the best of the three boys. Bob Windmiller, the coaches' son, was an outstanding player, whom, the coach was naturally reluctant for him to share the glory, and thus minimize his son’s chances of getting a good scholarship.

   After the coach telling our Bob often enough, that he wasn't a shooter, Bob believed it, so he became a non shooter. Anyone who might read this, please take into account that this author is quite likely to be prejudiced.

    While we lived on the Allen-Wells County line, Betty worked away from time to time. She worked for some time at the coil factory at Markle, some time at the Royal Lace plant at Baer Field, and some time as a waitress at the Feasthouse at Waynedale. Of course this was a busy time for her at home, but the change in routine seemed to do her good. Also, I suppose she enjoyed the independence of her own spending money. Perhaps if she had worked less during our first thirty years together, she would have enjoyed better health the next twenty. She also worked as a volunteer for several years at the Lutheran Hospital in Fort Wayne. I think she enjoyed the friendships she made, and also the sense of satisfaction of doing good.

    In the spring of 1963, after closing out my career as a self employed building contractor, I needed to find another means of making a living, and occupying my time. I saw an add in the paper that a Building Superintendent was needed at the Fort Wayne YMCA I got the job and worked there for four years. It was a low keyed and low paying job, but I sure enjoyed working there. Until my retirement, there was no doubt it was the easiest job of my "working" career. My hours were from 8 to 4, and quite frequently spent part of the time playing volleyball, swimming or other sports. Up to this point in my life, I was always working for myself, and had formed the habit of getting the most work done in the least amount of time. In public life I found out that was a no-no. I had about fifteen employees in my department, including a day and a night engineer, a painter, a carpenter, elevator operators and several janitors. About my first change was to eliminate the carpenter job. I decided that I could do the small amount of work that he did in my spare time, and still not be doing as much as I customarily did. There were several other changes I made that resulted in departmental savings, which were well received by top management. After being favorably accepted, I was pretty much allowed to run the department as I saw fit. I was able to pretty well able to stay within budget, in spite of the inflationary trend. I think my wages, while I worked there, was around $7,000. per year.

    While I was working at the "Y", Dave graduated from Purdue, and moved to San Francisco to work for Southern Pacific. He had bought his '63 Corvette that summer (1964). I think he paid $2300. It was quite a traumatic experience for all of us when he left home, as he was the first one to leave the nest, and moving "so far away". We did not visit him until the spring of 1966. I took my '65 and '66 vacations together and was able to accumulate a months leave. Betty and I enjoyed the trip very much. We had a '66 Pontiac, that I enjoyed driving. We went West via Albuquerque, and visited with Marjorie a couple days. We went through Phoenix, and saw a spring training ball game. After the ball game we drove to Flagstaff, and the next day visited the Grand Canyon. I think we spent the next night at Kanab, Utah. They were just 

finishing Glen Canyon Dam at Page, and the water was starting to fill Lake Powell. It was a nice trip, as it was the first time we had been in this part of the country. We went through Las Vegas, Barstow, Fresno. west from there to the ocean, and then North. Of course, I was a little nervous, as to how we would be able to get along in the Bay Area traffic. I had been studying the San Francisco map, and thought I had it down cold. For some reason, the cloverleaf looked differently than the map, and we missed a turn or two, but we found Dave's place, and had a happy reunion. I guess we were satisfied with his style of life, but everything was so much different than anything we were used to. Of course he showed us the "sights" while we were there.

    After leaving Dave, we headed North to visit Phyllis and Joe in the Seattle area. We stayed a night in Roseburg, Or. I was impressed with the beauty of that area. We had a good visit with the Grubers. Heading back to Indiana, we probably had the biggest fright of our traveling life. In Idaho, we got caught in a dust storm, which became so bad that we didn't even have time to pull off the road, and not being able to see the berm, just stopped in the road. We were, of course, scared to death another car would be coming, and crash into us. Luckily, in a few minutes, that seemed like an eternity, the visibility increased enough that we were able to pull into a school yard until the blow diminished. Soon after, we stopped at a service station and had our air and oil filters changed. We were so anxious to get home, that on the last day we went from the west edge of Nebraska. About a thousand miles, I think. We were glad to get home.

    We flew to see Dave nearly every year, and he came home from time to time. I think we remained in close touch, and our relationship remained very good. I think he met Shirley within a year of living there. but I don't believe we met her until her famous 1966 (not sure) Christmas visit. Of course she snowed us with her bubbly personality, and we sympathized with them during their stormy courtship. We were happy when they decided to tie the knot, and thought they had a nice wedding, and a fine family. Most of their aunts and uncles attended the Detroit area wedding, February, 1968.

       Jim finished High School as Valedictorian of his class, and received several awards, signifying his popularity. On going to I.U., he was undecided on what business or profession, he would like to pursue. After joining the A.T.O., and his fraternity brothers, seeing how easy it was for him to get his relatively good grades, suggested that he should try to become a Doctor. He followed their advice, and has probably regretted his decision several times. But from my point of view, I am of the opinion that they couldn't do the things, or live the life style they do, with an average income. They will have to decide if the rewards are worth the efforts. 

       We liked Anne, too. They had a nice wedding in LaPort, Indiana, in August, 1968. They had a big wedding, and lots of friends and relatives attended. I think that the reception was at the Country Club. I think that they rented an apartment in Indianapolis, as he was still in med school.

THE TRAVELING YEAR ---1972

The year 1972  was one of the most memorable years of my life. The incident that  probably  contributed to the decision  was that I again got the urge to do something differently. I had the desire to have a workshop where I could have my power carpenter tools. and a place where I could work on small wood projects. Since we had an extra lot adjacent to the lot that our house was on, I suggested to Betty that we build a nice building at the back of that lot, near to my garden spot, to be used as my shop, and that could be used as a garage at some future time, if needed. She would not agree. I guess that she thought that it would look out of place. Any way, it was a sign of my wanting a change!

Soon after, while at work for C. A. Lehman & Sons Construction Co., at an apartment building, a co.-worker mentioned the building boom in Denver. There has only been a time or two in my life that I got a message as plain as then flashed before me! Go to Denver! It took some strategy on my part to make a plausible plan to bring this about. First, I had to present an acceptable alternate plan. Betty, hesitatingly agreed to put our house up for sale, sell our 19’ Coachman trailer, buy a 31’ Airstream, and travel around a year or so, and "Seek Our Fortune."


The plan proceeded unexpectedly, as hoped for. Dale Taylor’s daughter and son-in-law, Dennis Gerber, had expressed to Betty that if our house was ever for sale, they wanted a chance to buy it. So they bought the house. We had no trouble selling our Coachman trailer, and soon made a deal for the Airstream.


It took some changes on the trailer hitch of our 1968 Pontiac for pulling the new trailer. We had to dispose of some of our household goods, which we sent to an auction at  Zanesville. Some that we especially wanted to keep, we stored in an unused upstairs bedroom at Orville Haiflich’s. I quit my job at Lehman’s, and we gave possession of our County Line house about May 1, 1972. We spent our last night at Glady’s and Jack’s. We sleeping in our home, (The new Airstream). We tearfully left the next morning, me pulling the fully loaded Airstream with the ‘68 Pontiac, and Betty following in my tool loaded work car, a ‘63 Dodge Station Wagon. It was certainly a start on an experience to remember! It was scary for both of us as we caravaned through the area South of Chicago with the big trucks whizzing past us on both sides! We got to Denver on Wednesday PM and found a temporary trailer park. The next day we took a drive to the mountain area. We stopped at a small town where they were getting ready to build a school. I talked with the foreman, and he thought that they would have carpenter work for me. Betty nixed the idea of living in such a remote area. The mountains were kind of scary for her.


The next day, Friday, I looked for work in Denver. I had good prospects at seven different jobs. Some Union and some not Union. It so happened that on that week end the Carpenters Union voted to go out on strike. So I called Mr. Rebich, who had a small (non-union) insurance repair business. He said, come to work Monday morning, which I did. I thoroughly enjoyed working the summer for him.


In the meantime, we found a very nice trailer park on S. Federal, where we were parked for the summer. Most week ends we would load our sleeping bags and the cooler and camp stove in the back of the ‘63 Dodge and head for a different area to see. I enjoyed the summer very much, and I think that Betty did, too. However, at first it was very trying. The first or second night after we got to Denver, Betty cried, and I almost did, because we were homesick, and we reflected on what we had done!


When I started working for Rebich, he had me work on a fire damage repair job. There was extensive damage, and I probably worked, mostly alone, there a couple months. Rebich probably stopped every day or so at first. Seeming to be satisfied with my progress, he visited less frequent. When checking up, he said a couple times that he had forgotten to bring my check. Finally he said that we never had mentioned how much he was to pay me. When he asked me what I expected, I said that if I didn’t get at least $7.00 an hour, I would get a job working on a Union paying job, which at the time was a little more than $7.00. He asked that if he would pay me the $7.00, would I stay with him? I told him that I would until the end of the summer when I had told Dave that we would move our Airstream to California. He paid the $7.00, and we got along fine. I later found out that a painter that had been with him for several years was getting paid $4.00 per hour. However, Rebich did furnish him gasoline for his work car. About the middle of September, I told Rebich that we would soon be leaving for California. He wanted me to stay. After I told him that we wouldn't want to stay in Denver in our trailer during the winter, he offered to furnish us a house to live in. Since Jim was stationed at Beale Air Force Base, and Dave’s in California, too, we  reluctantly left Denver about the last of September, 1972.


That summer, while in Denver, we bought a '72 Ford 250 pickup truck. I think that I paid $ 4300. or $4400. for it. Then I had a camper shell and a heavy trailer hitch put on it. From then on we used the pickup exclusively to tow the Airstream. I really liked the truck and trailer combination. We sold the truck and trailer together, in October '86, to a Sun City resident for $5,000. Two or three months later, after he upgraded the outfit considerably, he sold it to a neighbor for $7,000. I sold the '63 Dodge station wagon to a young fellow in the Denver neighborhood for $200. or less. That summer we were visited by Bob & Marsha, Jim, Anne & Todd, (Todd slept in the bath tub), and Dallas & Ruth spent several days with us. We had a good time with Dallas & Ruth. For a couple days we traveled in the nearby mountains in their camper-truck. We have many very pleasant memories of times spent with that couple.


We had a good trip from Colorado to California. Me driving the truck and pulling the trailer, and Betty now getting to drive the '68 Pontiac. We spent a few days near Beale Air Force Base, where Jim was stationed. Being a doctor, I think he served as a Second Lieutenant. Then we went to the Oakland area. We stayed in a trailer park in San Pablo until the last of January, '73. Dave's friend, Sketch, who worked for Kaiser, got me a job on their carpenter crew. I worked on a condominium project near our trailer park. I rejoined the Union, and liked working there, too. The California carpenters only worked 36 hours a week, and were off at noon on Friday. I liked that. While working for Kaiser a perk was medical coverage in Kaiser medical system. The four months or so working there, we did not have any medical needs. In October of '95, when we assigned our Medicare over to Kaiser, we found that they still had records of our previous medical coverage. Although it was very rainy that fall we enjoyed being near Dave's. They were living in Oakland, and we saw Jim's frequently, too. During Thanksgiving week end, Mother & I went to Lake Tahoe to "Colonel Boone", Dave's cabin. There was some snow, but we spent most of the time cleaning, etc., getting the place ready for frequent winter rentals.


While working on the condo project, I had my 55th birthday. My co-workers called me the old man. One evening during the wet weather, the path to the tool trailer was quite a lob lolly. I was working some distance to the trailer. My truck was parked nearby. Knowing that I would resume working at the same place the next morning, I just put the company saw that I was using in the truck and went home at quitting time. The next morning, to my surprise, they had had a tool check, and was one saw short. The young laborers hunted the complex, and of course couldn't find the saw that I had taken home. They discovered the next morning where the missing saw was. The boss said that if I didn't want to walk through the mud at quitting time, to send the tools in with one of the laborers. They were about ready to do the "finishing" in the middle of January, 1973 when I told the boss that I would be leaving soon to move to the Phoenix area. He seemed surprised, and at least seemed a little disappointed, that I was leaving. Betty had, in the meantime, made some friends in the trailer park, even going to S.F. shopping with the neighbor lady.


While we lived in San Pablo, Betty and I were going to Dave's one Saturday. Out of the corner of my eye I got a glimpse of a deer dodging the traffic and coming our way. Sure enough it went broadside above the left rear wheel. It went end over end and slid down off the trunk. Stopping as soon as I safely could, I went back to where the deer was lying. Just as I reached it, the deer got to its feet and dashed away. Consequently, there was some damage done to the car. It wasn't repaired until we had moved to Phoenix. After it was repaired, Dave’s drove it to Phoenix when they came to visit us in March or April.


So at the end of January, 1973 we left the SF area, with our Airstream and '72 Ford Pickup. Our first stop was at Moro Bay. We stayed there a couple days and visited Hearst's Castle. Then we went to LA and visited Disneyland, Universal Studios and another place or two. We then stopped at Hemet where we visited some friends that we had got acquainted with while living in Denver the previous year. On our way to Phoenix we went through Quartzsite and were astonished at the number of campers of all styles and descriptions that were gathered there for the winter. From what we hear the winter event has grown considerably in the years since then.


Arriving in the Phoenix area from the West, we got our first glimpse of Sun City, and was impressed with the tall palm trees and the neat and clean appearance. Going a few miles farther, we saw that Case del Sol had some trailer spots for rent. We stayed there for about three months. Jim's had bought a house in nearby Glendale. he had about a ten month period between being discharged from the Air Force, and his Orthopedic residency to begin in Cincinnati. He spent that time working as an emergency doctor at a couple local hospitals.


As usual, we made friends at Casa del Sol, and enjoyed our stay there. We visited Jim and family frequently, did some sight seeing and I did do a few small carpenter jobs foe Jim's friend and neighbors. As I mentioned before, Dave's visited us, and Owen and Helen came about the time we were ready to leave Arizona. They were there to help Todd celebrate his first birthday. Owen's and us went back to Indiana together. They driving the Pontiac and us the trailer. The first night after leaving Casa del Sol we stayed in Tucson. The next day to Mexico in the Pontiac and back to Tucson. We went to a town in Southern New Mexico the next night, and then to Albuquerque with Marjorie for a night or two. We traveled together for a day or two, but when we got to Missouri, Owen's left us and drove home from there. Betty & I took an extra day with the truck and trailer.

When we got back to Indiana we parked at Owen’s for a couple nights and then found a space in Ossian that Nolan and Phyllis Johnson had available. We rented that space for the summer of 1973. I worked that summer mostly at Lehman’s again. Part of the time I worked for Schenkel & Sons. It was a good company to work for, too. That fall, not wanting to spend an Indiana winter in the Airstream, we rented an apartment in Indian Village, and were there for three years. In all these moves I believe that Betty was content, and adjusted and made friends wherever we were. We spent parts of those winters in Florida. We would take our trailer, going different ways, and staying in different places. However, in December of 1974 we decided to spend part of the winter out West again. We headed for Arizona, still remembering our favorable impression of Sun City when we were there three years previously. It still looked good to us. We priced two or three year old houses and also new ones. We made an offer for a used one, which was accepted with several conditions by the seller that I later thought was excessive. When we got to Dave’s area, my buyer’s remorse was so strong that I persuaded Dave to call the seller and cancel my offer. No money had been deposited.

We spent a couple months in the Oakland area. Part of the time was spent in the Tulare area, in our trailer, where I spent most of my time trying to find ranches for sale that might make potential Limited Partnership deals for Dave to put together. It was during this time that I promoted the 400 acre Pixley farm partnership. I think that I invested $5000. And Dave gave me a “finder’s fee” of the same amount. We kept the partnership for a few years. It turned out to be profitable.

HOUSES THAT I LIVED IN !

The first house that I remember living in was on the corner of Charles & Taylor in Huntington, Indiana. We lived there until I was 6 years old. I remember going to an upstairs bed room and calling Grandpa Gemmer to come to dinner. He was short tempered with me because I couldn’t talk or understand German. As he was about 80 yrs. old and probably not in good health, was part of the reason. I was prompted to call him in German, “ESSA COMMA”, the only German that I knew. He was so aggravated when he spoke to me and I answered “Huh”, (not understanding his German.) I don’t remember much else about the house. I do remember that it was next door to mother’s good friends, the “Rodebushes”. I don’t know if they had any children. They were “old”, and always had a kiss for us! And I remember that it tasted “old”!

After selling that house, we rented the Straus house next door for a few months until dad had a place for us built in Fort Wayne. Gladys was born while we lived there. For some reason or other, about all I remember about that house was the open stairs. It was when the movers moved our furniture to Fort Wayne, mother & I drove with “Old Nell” pulling the buggy the seven miles from Aunt Agnes’, to oversee the loading of the furniture.

The first house that we lived in after moving to Fort Wayne, was a two story square type with basement. It was on 2902 Lillie Street. It had three bedrooms and bath upstairs, and kitchen DR & LR on the main floor. A neighbor boy called me outside one day so that we could watch the airplane fly over us! As dad’s carpenter contracting business was doing good, in a couple years he built a bigger house in a better location on 721 Eckart St. It had about the same number of rooms plus a “den” that dad used as an office. There was a three car  garage, and a big divided basement with a coal furnace and a toilet. Mother had her washer down there and there was a room partitioned off for a fruit and  canned food storage. At that time the electric wall plugs were just female receptacles, like where you screw in a light bulb. To use an electric sweeper it was necessary to screw in a plug that would accept a two pronged appliance. Once or twice was generally enough for us to remember to keep our fingers out of the socket! Hot! 

 It was across the street from Weiser Park. There were lots of trees and playgrounds there. There was a nice base ball field that the Industrial League had scheduled games on many Summer evenings. I was watching a game there in 1927, when the bells rang and the whistles blew to honor the successful non stop solo Atlantic flight of Charles Lindbergh to Paris. Once, while watching a game, Mother came after me with a switch because I had either gone without permission, or had left home before the supper dishes were washed! We had the annual Yentes reunion in the park one year. There was a tub of cold pop available Arden, taking advantage of the occasion, drank way too much pop. It was one of the very few times that I have ever had to get up at night to upchuck! One time as a fourth or fifth grader a few of us boys wanted to use the baseball diamond on a Saturday morning. As I thought that we might have trouble getting and keeping possession of the diamond from older boys, I went to City Hall and got a permit to use the diamond at 9 AM that morning. It started out OK. First off, we found that the pitchers mound was too far for us to pitch over plate, so we shortened the distance. Then about 9:30 some older boys came and disregarded our “permit” and we had to yield to ”power”. It seems to me that the park must have contained about 20 acres. On the opposite corner of the park, dad’s brother Rudolph. “Uncle Pete”, lived. His wife Edna, was one of the very few people that didn’t seem to care for mother. Mother was a very good friend of Pete’s. So Aunt Edna may have been jealous of either the friendship or, since dad and Pete were in partnership, Edna may have thought that dad took advantage of him some way. I can’t imagine that being so. They had one daughter, Eloise, a couple years younger than I am. Probably due to the unfriendliness between Aunt Edna and mother, cousin Eloise and I never became very well acquainted. I never noticed anything but good brotherly feelings between Uncle Pete and dad.

In 1927 dad bought a 76 acre farm in Whitley County, about ¾ mi. South of a little country village of Tunker. We moved there in November. It was an older brick house, three bed rooms upstairs, a bedroom, where brother Ralph was born, kitchen, dining, and living room down stairs. A rather small basement with rather rickety stairs. We had a wood cook stove in the kitchen, and a heating stove near the center of the house in the dining room. Outside privy, and no water pressure. There was a hive of bees in the wall of an upstairs bed room. The mortar had partly come out below a concrete window sill, leaving a hole for the bees to get between the brick and the inside wall. Dad even drilled a hole by the hive and placed a box for the bees to store their honey so we could use the honey. The bees sometimes made it dangerous for us to mow the yard below that window!

We lived there from 11/’27 until 4/’31. Then when dad suspected (correctly), that a depression was eminent, he thought that a larger farm might be a good place for him to have his assets. So he traded the Whitley County 76 acres for the Allen County 191 acre farm. He had a small two room house on Spring St., one room rented to a barber, and the other room with a bed that he used sometimes to stay overnight, instead of driving the 20 miles home. He also had equity in a house or two that he had sold on contract. I’m not sure how the Eckart St. house money was used. Part of the $10,500. was no doubt used for the 76 acre farm, which was aprox. $7,500. The way that I remember it was, that he ended up with the Road View Farm, with a $2,000. Mortgage, and not much cash. He did have a team of horses, a few tools, a few cows and pigs, the ’26 Chrysler, and a Model A Ford Pickup.

The house that we moved to in 1931 was a big 5 bedroom, two story house, with a four room basement. The main floor had a good sized front porch, with a door into our middle room, and another door into the kitchen. The big kitchen had a pretty large cabinet, a wood/coal burning cook stove, a sink, with a nearby water bucket. The water was carried in from the well. The well had a windmill. Of course if the wind wasn’t blowing, we pumped the water by hand. 

There was an unusual “soft” water system. The room above the kitchen had a regular, big stock watering tank. The rainwater from the roof directly above this part of the house was diverted into this tank. This tank supplied water to a tank directly below that was in a small room that had a tub and a washbowl, where we washed for meals and took our weekly baths. The approximately 25 gallon water tank in this room was connected to the special “water front” in the cook stove on the other side of the partition. Thus heating the water in the holding tank. So we usually had warm water to wash and bathe in. However, this luxury was dependent on several factors. First there needed to be a good fire in the cook stove, then we had to hope that there had been recent rains, or the upstairs water tank would be out of water. We had two methods of back-up water supply. Part of the roof drained into a cistern that was connected to a two way hand pump in the basement that forced the water from the cistern to the water tank in the upstairs bedroom, then gravity supplied water, to the warm water tank below. Occasionally, if the wind was blowing, we would connect a hose to the well water pump, and pump water into the upstairs water tank and renew the water supply in that way. The well water was very “hard”. Of course there was no stool in our bathroom because we did not have water under pressure, and no septic system.

Originally, we had a small privy in the orchard, near the chicken house. Under the “seat” was a wood box probably big enough to hold about a months or six weeks deposits. Then it was necessary to perform the distasteful task of emptying the box. Dad suggested putting straw in the box after emptying. This made the “chore” a little less repulsive. One of Roosevelt’s Public Works projects was mass producing outside privies, mostly for farm families. This was a building about four foot square, with a pre cast concrete floor with basic stool, topped with a wood seat and lid. This privy was hauled in and set over a good sized, pre dug pit. I do not remember ever having to empty this pit. Of course the usual “chamber” sat at the head of the stairs to take care of our nightly needs. Put the lid back on quick! A daily disposal of this collection was avoided by me if possible. (My poor sisters!) I must confess that the use of this potty was shunned by me. Especially in the summer, if I needed to go ”wee” during the night, I would kneel at the low open window and urinate through the screen. This left two incriminating bits of evidence. One, a definite rust area about the size of a dinner plate on the above mentioned screen, and a dead spot in the grass below the window about the size of a wash tub. No doubt caused by a too high concentration of nitrogen.

 The most used entrance was from the direction of the barn, about thirty feet passed the well and windmill, up about four steps to the wood house. It was an area of aprox. 20X20 with a loft for storing  little used tools. I remember that we stored butchering tools and the big copper kettle used in making apple butter. We would go from the wood house into the house proper and be in a small room where the cream separator was. Can you imagine, that for years, we carried milk from the barn, about 300 feet away, to the house, and after the cream was removed, carried the skim milk back to the barn to feed to the pigs! No wonder that the Gemmer kids are bothered by bad shoulders! This separator room had three doors. One to the small bathroom, one to the enclosed back porch, and one to the kitchen.

The large kitchen was really the family center. 99.9% of our meals were eaten here. Mother was renown for being an excellent cook and baker. Much like my sisters are, especially Gladys. (She is almost a carbon copy of mother.) A higher complement could not be paid Gladys. Many of our evenings were spent playing euchre or pedro. We did not get electricity until I was out of high school (‘35) for two years (’37). So of course we did not have a refrigerator or electric lights until then. My neighborhood friend. John Zurbrick, not being blessed with a good home life, spent quite a bit of time at our house. He played cards with us, and felt free to help himself to any of mom’s goodies that might be available.

The two other doors went to either the front porch or the ”middle room”. It was used as the dining room on very special occasions like Thanksgiving dinner. It was an annual event at our house. Uncle Ralph’s and Aunt Agnes’ families would come early enough for the male members to go rabbit hunting, and the distaff members would be preparing the fabulous dinner. The “middle room” was aprox. 20’ square. (Reader, please remember that this writer has not been in that house for fifty two years. That is the reason that all dimensions might be questioned.) In this room there was a furnace register about three foot square. The center had about a 30” heating pipe directly above the furnace in the basement. The area outside this pipe served as the cold air return to the one duct furnace. By no means ideal, but satisfactory.

.

There was a double doorway from the MR to the living room. There was a door to the upstairs, and one to the sewing room or den. Dad had his desk in that room. That was the desk that I used to get my lessons in the evening, while preparing my class work for the correspondence business course from the Anthony Wayne Business College in Fort Wayne.

The living Room was about 20’ square. Not much used until we got a radio, except for my sisters’ night time entertaining. So with that in mind, I’ll recant the aforementioned “not much used”. Gladys and Jack were married in this room, 5/9/’42. (15 hours after son David was born in our upstairs bed room.)

Through the LR to the Southwest corner of the house was the downstairs bedroom. It was seldom used except by occasional over night visitors or as a result of illness. I would like to mention that this room had the only closet in the house, and it, being under the stairway, had a sloping ceiling. Can you imagine teen aged girls having no closet to hang their clothes? (Upon reflection, there might have been a small guest closet off the MR.)

Going up the stairs was the upstairs hall. It was about 10’X15’. The stairs had banisters around three sides. On two sides was an area of about 15”. This space was where gallon jars of apple butter or sorghum molasses was stored. About 20 gallon jars of each! Can you imagine using that much molasses? Lots used for cookies and on bread! At the head of the stairs was a small stand that held the turned down kerosene lamp needed to find the potty or our way about. At the left at the head of the stairs was my bedroom. It was shared by Ralph, but more frequently by a hired man (Dick Marley, who worked one winter while I was still in school for a dollar a week and his room and board.) There were others, and Richard Heneline went to school from our house for one winter. There were others from time to time. After we were married, Betty and I used the downstairs bedroom while my bedroom was replastered. Then that was “our” room and the room that David was born in.

The first room to the right of the stairs led to the girls room. It was the Northwest part of the house. It was a little bigger than my room. The East door from the hallway led to Charlie and Irene’s bedroom. It was the largest bedroom. It had two beds. The second bed was used by Phyllis, before Gerry left, or by Ralph, or by any combination that would best meet the needs at that time. This bedroom was above the MR downstairs, and had a small floor register, and the only heat furnished to the upstairs.

 There was a door East out of the previous bedroom leading to the “storeroom”. It had the previously mentioned rainwater supply tank, and other odds and ends. It was the area where our cured hams, shoulders and bacon was stored. Can you visualize 8 hams, 8 shoulders and 8 slabs of bacon hanging in a hot storeroom, from probably February until the last was used, in August or September? I will admit that it was sometimes necessary to cut the mold from the meat before being used. In order to help insure against spoiling, the meat was cured be being soaked in STRONG salt water before being smoked. Consequently, the cured meat was pretty salty. That is where I probably acquired the imagined need for lots of salt on my food!

I believe that the basement had a block wall and had four rooms. A rather low ceiling, so watch your head! The first room that we came to was for canned food storage. This, being the coolest part of the house was where we kept our milk and butter. As we had no refrigerator until 1937. The next room was under the center of the house, and no window. This was the room where the “one register” furnace was. It was necessary to put coal or wood in the furnace several times a day. How hard it was to have to come down and put fuel in the furnace, being tired and sleepy, before going to bed!

The basement room under the living room, the north west part of the house was used for coal and wood storage. It had a potato bin where we kept our home grown potatoes. The forth room, also accessed through the furnace room, was where the previously mentioned “force pump” was. It was used to pump water from the cistern to the supply tank in the second floor store room. In the two West rooms there was about a four by four foot ledge on the West side. In this room dad kept his wine kegs and barrels where he stored the wines that he and mother made. Some of the varieties were, dandelion, grape, elderberry and elder blossom. Also, perhaps raspberry and blackberry.

At this point I feel that I must confess to doing something that is an example of teen age dumbness. In my Senior year we had a pretty good basket ball team. In the county tournament draw, Lafayette Central was probably the favorite, but due to the draw, we played our first game on Saturday morning. We won that game and also the semi final game in the afternoon. We met Elmhurst in the finals that evening. They were not one of the stronger rated teams, and had only played one previous game that day. We should have been the odds on favorite, and probably was. The game was rather close, and in the closing seconds, a teammate fouled an opponent. We were leading by one point. The Sophomore, Shearer, coolly walked to the foul line and promptly sank two free throws, and they won by one point. Talk about “Heartbreak Hotel”! The following week, our coach, Ralph Young, came to me in the assembly with the score book in his hands. He said, “Who was guarding this player, Baker? Look at all the points he scored!” I was forced to admit that it was me!

Now back to the connection to the home made wine. I must have felt that there was some magic power in that wine. Before leaving home that morning, I found an empty extract bottle,(which probably holds less than a cup full). I filled the extract bottle with some of dad’s wine and put it in my basketball satchel. Before each game, and during half time, in the locker room, I would discreetly go to my satchel and take a swallow or two of wine, and things went well. Why my teammates didn’t notice, or the coach didn’t smell it on my breath during our huddle, is surprising to me now. This sip or two happened five times. For some reason I failed to go to my fortifier at the half-time of our final game. Thus ended the spell of our invincibility, and probably when Baker got so many points!  

HE MADE AN IMPRESSION ON MY LIFE!   12/20/00

When we moved to the Road View Farm in 1931, the fields were already rented to Orlo Shoop. He was a very hard working farmer that had moved to Allen County from the western part of the state. The area that he came from was very good farming ground. He had lived on and farmed a couple hundred acre rented farm. He was probably about 45 years old at the time. Although he had no doubt worked hard, I don’t think that he had accumulated enough money to buy a farm in that area. So he came to Allen County and bought 40 acres adjacent to Lafayette School. It was a good small farm, but not enough acreage to meet his needs. Hence, he rented the farm that dad bought from Alva Hayden.

He had rented this farm at least one year prior to our moving there. He had a team of mules and a team of horses. He did a good job of farming, and was able to do more work with his two teams than anyone we knew. He farmed on a 50-50 rental agreement. He and dad each paid ½ farming expenses. But dad did have to shuck his half of the corn. The following year we did our own farming. During that year (1931) Mr. Shoop and I became good friends. I think that he looked to me as the son that he never had. He hired me, and our team of horses, to pull the hay from the wagon, with a hay fork, to the mow when he made hay. Also, during threshing he asked me to haul the threshers from our place to his house for the noon meal. A distance of two miles. Dad had a Model-A Ford Pick-up. It was the custom for the farmer to furnish the noon meal for the threshers. There were about ten or twelve farmers in the threshing “ring.” So you see that the truck was pretty well loaded, and driven by a boy, me, not yet thirteen years old!

Mrs. Shoop, Lilly, was a very nice lady, too. She was so much like my mother. They had one daughter, Alice May, that was two years younger than I was. She was a very nice girl, but a little on the heavy side. Later, I think that I would have been a welcome suitor for Alice May. I was never romantically attracted to her, but considered her a good friend. I did take her to one of her class parties when she was a Sophomore. We never had any more dates. Later, she went with and married an Ossian boy. John Heckley. They had two sons, about the age of our boys. John has passed away and Alice May lives in Ossian now, I think. I would like to visit with her sometime. 

In the winter of 1937, Mr. Shoop needed an operation for a hernia. He hired me to take care of his chores, and be the man of the house. So I lived with them for a month or so. I had four or five cows to milk, a few hogs and the mules to take care of. Also, I was the designated driver. I took Lilly and Alice May where they needed to go in their two year old Dodge. Mr. Shoop had the contract to furnish the bus, and drive a school bus route. So that was part of my job, too. The route was the one past our house, so Gladys, Phyllis and Ralph were on my bus. An interesting side light to my bus driving occurred when some of my friends, still in school, wanted me to take a load of school kids to a roller skating party. Mr. Shoop said OK. But when they sought the principal’s permission, Mrs. Tonkel, she looked up my school record and saw that I was only 20, and thus not legally old enough to drive a school bus. So, no skating party! 

Mr. Shoop still had a little corn shucking to do. So between morning and evening bus routes, and possibly Saturdays, I finished that job. As I had always thought that I would like to have a team of mules. Shucking that corn gave me a chance to use his mule team. Things went fine until about quitting time. The mules would ordinarily walk slowly forward keeping pace with me, shucking along side of the wagon. Getting close to evening, they would walk a little faster, wanting to get to the barn, and I wasn’t able to shuck fast enough to keep up with them, and hit the wagon with the corn. They would stop for a short time when I hollered “whoa”. But soon they would walk forward again. Finally, out of exasperation, I jumped on the wagon and headed for the near by road. When I got to the road, I made them go the opposite way of their barn, of course where they wanted to go. There was a scoop shove on the front of the wagon that I used on their rumps to make them go as fast as they would. I’d show them who was boss! The road trip was about a half mile each way. When I got back to the corn field, I drove right back toe the rows that I had recently abandoned. Thinking that I had taught them a lesson, I started shucking again. WRONG! Same thing. I could hardly keep up to the wagon again! I am a firm believer of the saying, “Stubborn as a mule.”

Another memorable incident occurred when I was running the evenings milk through the cream separator. The separator, operated with a crank, was in a little room off the kitchen.. Warm milk, after going through the separator, forms quite a bit of foam on the top of the milk. I overfilled the bucket, and the foam was above the top of the bucket. Not yet overflowing, but very near. Just as luck would have it, Mrs. Shoop chose that particular time to enter the room. She, being very fastidious, saw the bucket about ready to overflow, reprimanded me by saying “That is a lazy mans load!” That is something that has remained in my memory for sixty years.

Later, Dad and Ralph built Shoops’ a small house on the corner across from Lafayette Central school. I think Alice May and husband, John, then lived in the original house. 
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