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Jacob Franklin Pontius

Preface to the Electronic Edition
The Pontius book, as this text has been referred to, was written by my dad, Joseph Pontius, and was completed in 1972, in time for Jacob Pontius'
100th birthday. Several copies were printed up and distributed at that time.
About 1991, we planned to update the book, and re-print it. I re-typed most of the stories, but it was shelved before ever going to print.
In May of 1996, I pulled together as many of the files as I could find, and started this electronic edition. There's still a lot left to do. All the existing
electronic documents are now included, but that leaves quite a few in other formats such as newspaper clippings, letters, drawings, etc.
You will find some of the information listed is 20 years out of date. This applies to the family charts, except in a few instances, where later notations
penciled into the master copy of the book, have been entered into this version. The nice thing about history is that it doesn't usually get obsolete over
time.
A companion book, Rowan-Hartley story is on the World Wide Web at http://www.eng.uci.edu/students/mpontius/hartley/index.html.

Update
It is now February of 2000, and the loose ends are being wrapped up. The photos have been scanned, the missing stories inserted, and some of the
long overdue corrections are being made. It will never be "finished", but at least it is starting to look closer. These books are being moved from my
UCI student account to Geocities ( http://www.geocities.com/heartland/cottage/"), for hopefully a more permanant home.
Mark's index to the stories
--Mark Pontius
mpontius@eng.uci.edu or mark@entridia.com
Mark Pontius
1 Whitney, Irvine, CA 92620
pontius@compaq.net
Joe Pontius
2125 E. 63rd Street, Long Beach, CA 90805
Last Update: February, 2000
The Ancestors and Descendants of Jacob Franklin Pontius by Joe Pontius.

Mark's family history stories index
The following index is for those of you who like a good story, but aren't interested in the family organization and relations. This list gives a brief
description and a pointer. Use the back button to get back to this list. Click away!
Coming to America from Germany. The trip down the Rhine, crossing the Atlantic, indentured service, and establishing a life in the new
land.
Alone, surviving an Indian attack.
The buffalo hide with Indian story on it.
The Yankee-Pennamite War. Trying to resolve a land claim dispute.
Indian attack leads to the evacuation of Wyoming Valley, many go to help defend Forty Fort.
How German immigrants became the Pennsylvania Dutch
A distant volcano results in family to move to Ohio
The oatmeal industry is born in America
Revolutionary War soldiers, one who's end comes at Gettysburg. Another soldier who went AWOL. And a man who stayed home to
take care of his mother.
Childhood memories of crossing the frozen Mississippi, begging Indians, and an encounter with outlaws.
Dad convinces daughter to marry older Civil War Veteran
Poem about Canadian soldier killed in Hong Kong.
A visit to Cousin Philip the historian.
Poem about mother.
Stories of a school teacher.
Moving to Wyoming

The Ancestors and Descendants of Jacob Franklin Pontius by Joe Pontius.

Introduction
The degree of accuracy of the data presented in this book is limited by the sources, and I leave it up to the reader as to how much faith is to be placed
upon the various details. Public records are considered primary sources and have been consulted wherever possible. These would be such as birth,
marriage and death records, tax lists, census polls and the like. There is still some possibility of original error in these records, but in best cases can be
considered as pretty close to the mark.
Secondary sources would be where someone else had researched the primary sources and I had received my data from their county history, family
genealogy, obituary, and the like. Here the truth may have been stretched, or edited in such a way as to be incomplete or misleading.
Third comes "hearsay" of third person stories. This is where most of the family tradition comes from and is the source of all the colorful adventures
that are so interesting to hear about. Whatever the factual value of these stories, they are the meat and potatoes of any family history. They provide the
visions of the long dead ancestor who fought the Indians or sailed the ocean, and give some substance to the shadowy dates and names on some
musty long forgotten paper. Ideally, eyewitness accounts of some of these adventures would be considered as primary sources, but depending on the
storyteller and the enthusiasm in which the event was viewed several entirely different tales could evolve.
I have tried to be factual where the record permits, and fair to the memories of my many contributors, but I don't place such a high value on proven
fact that I would sacrifice a good tale to the editor's blue pencil.
Wherever I have listed a full date, I got that date from a record of some sort. Month and year or just year means that the data was incomplete and the
date may be a calculation or tied to a historical event of which the date was known. "About" 1915 means that is a pure guess.
The genealogy charts in this book take on several forms. It seems some people read maps and diagrams better than narrative, and others quite the
opposite. In presenting the information in a variety of ways, I hope to make it clear to everyone. This permits some data to overlap and may be
confusing, and I hope I haven't double-crossed myself by placing contradictions in my cross-checks.
Cousin Philip Pontius developed a numbering system in his catalog of Pontius descendants of the ancestor immigrant. He identified John and
Nicholas as J1 and N1, and their firstborn as J1-1 and N1-1. Under this system, Daddy (Jacob Franklin Pontius) becomes J1-1-4-3-9-4. By knowing
the order of the children in each generation, the place for each can be quickly determined.
Cousin Philip said that he started to research the Pontius family to find out where the roots came from, and each place he got a little data, he picked
up a few riders who couldn't offer much but wanted a copy of his book when he got done. He finally wandered so far afield and had so much Pontius
history not his own that he decided he might as well gather it all and publish a book to pay for the trouble. Several schemes were advanced to finance
such a book and many of them fell flat, the more aggressive of these alienated many potential relative-customers and caused some resentment. He
couldn't bring himself to publish a book until all the data was in and it was never completed. In the early 1960's, some of the interested Pontius clan
managed to work the data Philip had collected and sorted into a family corporation called the National Pontius Association, or NPA. Philip was the
President "because it was his ball and bat", but it would seem that the intent was to secure the vast accumulation of data against its loss, if Philip, in ill
health for years, should die.
The NPA printed a series of booklets of about 20 pages to be published twice a year. The booklets were called the "Bridgebuilder" as a reference to
the Pontius name meaning "of the bridge" or "by the bridge". Membership to this association is [$7.50 in 1993] a year. This was to continue interest
in the project until such time as a book could be printed. Anyone wishing to join should contact:
Treasurer:
Paul Myers Pontious
1400 White Ash Drive
Columbus OH, 43204-1558
Archivist:
James Wilson Pontius
2009 Garden Drive
Schenectady NY, 12309-2309

[Note: These addresses were updated from the web site of Joan Pontius at http://www.ucmb.ulb.ac.be/~joan/family/pontius.html on 5/20/96 who
reported they were from 1993 literature.]
Cousin Philip died in 1971. There is no estimate as to when a book will be printed or how much it will cost. Research is still going on.
I don't want to get involved in "selling a book". I made this book for my kids for whenever and if they are interested. I thought that it would be only
right to share what I have found with the friends and relatives who have helped me. Some may hold this book in high regard and some view it with
contempt. I find that the research involved was fun, but the mechanics of putting it together is a lot of work. Several have offered to help defray the
expenses of printing so many copies, but the burden isn't really in the cost as the total intrinsic value is only about $10. I find myself on the edge of
the morass in which Philip struggled for so many years: that of energy expended far beyond the proportion to the trickle of achievement, and the day
of harvest is at hand.
I have made copies of this book and they were distributed firstly to each brother and sister in the family, secondly to each one who contributed an
important part of it, and finally to the ones most interested in the stories who have asked to have copies made for them. I have made this on loose leaf
notebook format so that if any of the children of the families that receive a book wish a copy, it will be a simple matter to take it down to the local
print shop and run a Xerox copy. Pictures now can be copied with the detail of a newspaper picture, or if you really want them better they can be
photocopied.

This is primarily a book about my dad, Jacob Franklin Pontius. However some preliminary material was necessary to set the stage, and so his
ancestors were searched out and as much history as possible is included. This only scratches the surface, and whets the appetite of the true historian,
but does give a glimpse into the past and satisfies the question "where do I come from". Left almost unturned is a fertile field for the dreamer, and a
trail left dimly marked for the detective who would know more about his beginnings.
Daddy lived nearly 80 years. He had many adventures, some ending in failure and some in triumph. He wasn't famous, nor did he alter history to any
great extent, but the life he lived was full and the challenges honestly met, and that is about all any one can ask of life.
If the "proof of the pudding is in the eating" then the mark of a man's life should be found in his children, and their children, and theirs. Most of this
book is about the descendants of Jacob Franklin Pontius and the part they played in his life and times. Daddy had 15 children and a stepdaughter. He
saw two die as babies, and had one son taken in war, but raised the rest by a code of conduct taught him by his father and his father's father and
before, and the times in which he lived.
Daddy's family was larger than any of his brother's or sister's, leaving 150 descendants at last count. They are scattered across the continent like the
cottonwood tree loosing its seeds on the June breeze.
This story is not complete. There is no ending, and there never will be as long as there are children and children's children from Daddy's line. Looking
at the tunnel from the other end, the story can go back as long as there are ancestors. With each generation the number of ancestors are doubled; 2
Parents, 4 grandparents, 8 great grandparents, and so on. I have identified 16 generations from Thomas Shepard in 1562 to the newest baby born this
year, but I have only listed two 16-times-great-grandparents; there should be 32,768 in that generation. I have found 11 in the eleventh generation;
there should be 1024. There are so many left to find that I wouldn't presume to claim that I had written "THE" history of my family.
Cousin Philip Pontius spent 20 years of his life researching the Pontius line. He determined it to be such a monumental task that he dropped a line
when it lost the Pontius name. All female ancestors appear only where they married a Pontius son; all female descendants disappear when they
married. Still he had over 20 notebooks filled with data, historical papers and stories about the Pontius family in America a little over 235 years.
I have picked up some of these lines, researching my mother's family, my wife's family and my paternal grandmother's. By reprinting the Pontius
book and changing to a more compact format, there was room for a book of my mother's family, but I found the numbering system that had served a
male line so well didn't work with a line whose surname kept changing with each generation. A sampling of various available genealogy techniques
resulted in an overhaul of the Pontius book that Mark so effectively reoganized for me.
I must confess, the Rowan-Hartley-McCreary-Tomlinson book is not very well organized, and the stories are not evenly representative of each
branch, but there was enough there to tell some of the history before I ran out of steam.
Ursula's family was a whole separate book. I did the work on it by gathering tales about her adventures in Poland through the war and included all the
interviews with her family members that I could coax to tell. I made it into a little booklet and gave copies to all her brothers and sisters with the
apprehension that as an outsider I might offend the family by telling their stories for them. It was well received and provided stories the parents had
not told since the war in an effort to not reawaken old hurts and bad memories, and some of the family had never heard of these things, and their own
memories did not cover the events in any detail. I thought these pages should be added also.
Now the book is beginning to look less like a Jacob Pontius story and more like a Joseph Pontius story (which I guess it always was) so what would
be more natural than an autobiograpy of sorts. Such a story usually requires a prerequisite of fame or superior accomplishment, but in my case is
more of a summation of life's events before someone else summarizes it for me. I could go on and on (as my family knows I can) but I should try to
keep it down to the milestones and memorable events.
Joseph Edison Pontius
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Heredity
by
Edgar A. Guest
"Somebody labored years ago
Whose name I do not even know
Ploughed ground or sailed the open sea,
And loved a maid that I might be.
Two centuries ago or more
A woman at an English door
Looked fondly at a lilac tree
And passed that bit of pride to me.
One stood enraptured when he heard
the music of a singing bird,
And now with each returning spring,
I find I do the self-same thing.
Could we untangle all our lives
And learn how much in us survives,
We might discover just how far
Goes back what makes us as we are."
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Relationship Chart
4 X Great
Grandparents
/
\
3 X Great
4 X Great
Grandparents
Uncle-Aunt
/
\
\
2 X Great
3 X Great
1st Cousin
Grandparents Uncle-Aunt 4 X Removed
/
\
\
\
Great
2 X Great
1st Cousin
2nd Cousin
Grandparents Uncle-Aunt
3 X Removed 3 X Removed
/
\
\
\
\
Grand
Great
1st Cousin
2nd Cousin
3rd Cousin
Parents
Uncle-Aunt
2 X Removed 2 X Removed 2 X Removed
/
\
\
\
\
\
Father
Uncle
1st Cousin
2nd Cousin
3rd Cousin
4th Cousin
Mother
Aunt
Once Removed Once Removed Once Removed Once Removed
/
\
\
\
\
\
\
ME
Brother
1st
2nd
3rd
4th
5th
Sister
Cousin
Cousin
Cousin
Cousin
Cousin
\
\
\
\
\
\
Son
Nephew
1st Cousin
2nd Cousin
3rd Cousin
4th Cousin
Daughter
Neice
Once Removed Once Removed Once Removed Once Removed
\
\
\
\
\
Grand
Grand
1st Cousin 2nd Cousin 3rd Cousin
Child Nephew-Neice
2 X Removed 2 X Removed 2 X Removed
\
\
\
\
Great
Great Grand
1st Cousin 2nd Cousin
Grandchild Nephew-Neice 3 X Removed 3 X Removed
\
\
\
2 X Great 2 X Great Grand 1st Cousin
Grandchild
Nephew-Neice
4 X Removed
\
\
3 X Great 3 X Great Grand
Grandchild
Nephew-Neice
\
4 X Great
Grandchild

If you have ever wondered about your relationship to a distant cousin, or come across the term "second cousin, once removed", this chart may help to
find where they fit into the family. The diagonal ascending lines are the parents and the diagonal descending lines are the children. For example, if
you have the same Great-Great Grandparents as someone, you are 3rd cousins. If your Great Grandfather is his Great Great Great (3 X) Grandfather,
you are second cousins, twice removed (2 X). I don't know why, but Uncles and Aunts can be Great but never Grand.
The chart above can be extended to the upper right and lower right as far as desired for whatever degree of cousin you want. I guess eventually we are
all related in some way.
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Family Tree

In 1972, I thought to display my charts as a real family tree. The fruits were the latest generation, the branches connected to our folks, and the roots were the ancestors. My
daughter said, "I know why the ancestors are underground, because they're all dead."
The Ancestors and Descendants of Jacob Franklin Pontius by Joe Pontius.

Ancestors of Jacob Pontius
Information on this side came
from the research files of
Joseph Phillip Pontius and the
National Pontius Association

Information on this side
came from Jesse D. Pontius
in a letter to Olive Wenzel

Aaron
Starke =+=
1602
!
/ -1685
!
/
!
Came from
+----+
Scotland to
!
Hans
Connecticut
William
Nickel =+=
Starke =+=
A shepherd
Hauch
!
1664
!
in Baumholder
!
-1730
!
Germany
!
!
/
+------------+
+---+
/
!
!
Peter
Anna Rosina
Johann
Anna
Christopher
Rev Henry
Pontius =+= Catharina
Heinrich =+=
Starke =+=
Cary
=+=
-1736
! Hauch
Zeller
!
1689
!
!
!
!
/ -1773,8 !
!
!
!
/
!
!
+---+
+-------------+
Came to Penn.;
+---+
+-+
!
!
Two sons killed
!
!
Johannes
Anna
John
Anna
at Wyoming, PA
William
Polly
Pontius =+= Catharine
George =+= Maria
massacre 1778
Starke =+= Cary
1718
! Zeller
Wolfe
! Schmidt
1742
!
/ -1792
!
!
-1795
!
/
!
!
!
Came to America
+---+
+--------+
+----+
in 1738, settled
!
!
!
in Pennsylvania
Henry
Anna
Elijah
Mary
Pontius =+= Catharine
Clarke =+= Starke
1744
! Wolfe
1783
! 1772
/ -1822
! 1752-1829
-1849
! -1859
/
!
!
Lieutenant in
+---+
+-----+
Revolutionary
!
!
War
Nicholas
Christina Ruben
Thomas
Phoebe
John
Matilda
Pontius =+= Ott
Garl =+=
Place =+= Campbell Clarke =+= Howes
1775
! 1775
!
!
!
/
/ -1848
! -1840
!
!
!
/
/
!
!
!
! It was said
Came to
+----+
+--+
+-----+
+----+ that she was
Stark county
!
!
!
!
a Delaware
Ohio in 1816
Daniel
Sarah
Nelson
Matilda
Indian
Pontius =+= Garl
Place =+= Clark
1804
! 1811
1826
! 1824
/ -1847
! -1883
-1876 ! -1858
/
!
!
Died of a
+----+
+-------------+
Fever in
!
!
Summit Co.
Joseph
Margaret
Ohio
Pontius =+= Mahala
1842
! Place
/ -1912
! 1849-1922
/
!
/
Came to
+---+
/
Missouri
!
Met Jesse James
in 1864
Jacob
1. Julia A. Young
Pontius =+= ----------------------------------------->
1873
!
2. Edith E. Rowan
/ -1953
!
/
!
Came to Texas 1901,
Oklahoma 1902, and
to Kansas 1913.
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Johannes Pontius
Husband:
Name: Pontius, Johannes
Birth: Aug 18, 1718, Berlangenbach, Germany
Death: Jun 16, 1792, Northumberland Co., Pa.*
Burial: Pontius family cemetary near Mifflinburg, Pa.
Married: Jan 14, 1743, Berks Co., Pa.
Father: Pontius, Peter
Mother: Hauch, Anna Rosina Catharina
Wife:
Name: Zeller, Anna Catherine
Birth: 1722
Death: 1794
Burial: Pontius family cemetary near Mifflinburg, Pa.
Father: Zeller, Johann Heinrich
Mother: Anna Maria
Children:
1. [M]
John Henry Pontius (Feb 24, 1744, Berks Co., Pa. - Dec 22, 1822, Union Co., Pa.*) married Anna Catherine Wolfe (1752 1829)
2. [M]
John Andrew Pontius (Dec 29, 1745, Berks Co., Pa. - Aug 8, 18??, Green township, Ross Co., Ohio) married Barbara Ann
Sherman (1749 - 1831)
3. [M]
John Peter Pontius (Oct 22, 1747, Berks Co., Pa. - Mar 17, 1835, Center township, Snyder Co., Pa.) married Catherine
4. [M]
John Nicholas Pontius (Nov 22, 1749, Berks Co. Pa. - Jan 28, 1831, Mifflinburg, Union Co., Pa.*) married Maria Appolonia
Wilhelm
5. [M]
John Jr. Pontius (Aug 16, 1751, Berks Co., Pa. - Oct 5, 1836, Dayton, Armstrong Co., Pa.) married Barbara Katterman
6. [F] Anna Maria (Mary Eliz) Pontius (1752, Berks Co. Pa. - Aug 19, 1811, Northumberland Co., Pa.*) married John Aurand (died
Mar 30, 1807) and Jacob Welker
7. [M]
John George Pontius (Feb 1753, Berks Co., Pa. - Sep 9, 1824, Pickaway Co., Ohio) married Catherine and Dorothy Moyer
8. [F] Anna Catherine Pontius (Apr 14, 1757, Berks Co., Pa. - Nov 3, 1838, Union Co., Pa.*) married John Michael Emerich
9. [M]
John Frederick Pontius (Apr 4, 1759, Berks Co., Pa. - Aug 5, 1823, Green township, Ross Co., Ohio) married Ann Morget and
Catherine Reedy
10.[F]
Elizabeth Pontius (Aug 30, 1763, Berks Co., Pa. - Sep 28, 1851, Nippinos township, Lycoming Co., Pa.) married George
Youngman

References:
"Pennsylvania German Pioneers" Vol I, page 204.
Records of J.P. Pontius
Linn's Annals of Buffaloe Valley.
1790 U.S. Census, Pennsylvania
Will: Northumberland Co. Deed Books.
* Union County, Pa., was made out of Northumberland Co. in 1813.
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Johannes Pontius
Johannes Pontius was born in Berlangenbach, Germany, August 18, 1718. He was the son of Hans Peter Pontius and Anna Rosina Catharina Hauch.
His father was a shepherd born in 1684 in Eborn, Germany. His mother was the daughter of Hans Nickel Hauch and Anna Maria of Berlangenbach
Germany. 1

Johannes had five brothers and a sister. They were Johan Friderich Pontius born Oct 15, 1715, Johann Karl Pontius, baptized June 19, 1721, Mary
(born about 1725), Johan Nickel, baptized January 27, 1727 (it appears this baby died, as the next son bears the same name), Johann Nickel, baptized
Aug 24, 1728, and Johan Peter, baptized March 14, 1731, and died July 4, 1734. 1 2
The father, Hans Peter Pontius died of a stomach ailment, (magenweh) on September 4, 1736 at the age of 52 years. 2
This part of Germany was the borderland along the Rhine, which had been the battleground in many wars, often contested and full of the
uncertainties of life that falls upon the people in such a land. When William Penn had been given the land of Pennsylvania as payment for a
long-standing debt to his father, he held a piece of worthless wilderness unless he could settle it. Penn went to Europe and saw in the Germans of the
Palatinate a hardy, hardworking people, and offered land to any and all who would come to his land in America. The Germans, poor and tired of war
responded in large numbers. 3
Johannes Pontius and his brother Nicholas (Johann Nickel) came in 1838 it is certain. It is speculated that his mother and sister also came at this time.
With the father dead and a family to support it probably seemed to 20 year old Johannes to be his best or only choice. 3
The first part of the journey was aboard a Rhine-Boat to Rotterdam, Holland. The Rhine-Boats from Heilbronn to Holland had to pass no less than 26
Custom Houses where the ships are examined, taxed and detained as suited the convenience of the custom house officials. During this time, the
passengers must spend much of their meager savings for food. The trip lasts from 4 to 6 weeks. The prices are high and the passengers arrive in
Rotterdam with all their money spent. 3
To obtain passage on a ship in Rotterdam, an agreement is signed promising to pay upon landing in the new world. Being the only choice open to
most, the stories of prosperity in the new land offering promise of a quick repayment, many signed and boarded the ship. 3
The ships were mostly English. They touched home port in England for outfitting of provisions for the long voyage. Most of the ships outfitted at
Cowes, on the Isle of Wight, as did Johannes Pontius and his family, but other ports were Deal, Dover, and Portsmouth. There was a week or two
delay in England, waiting for the ship to clear customs or waiting for a favorable wind. 3
When the ship finally weighed anchor and entered the North Atlantic, the misery really began. Unless they had a good wind, the ships often had to
sail 8 to 12 weeks before arriving at Philadelphia. Even with good wind and the right weather, the voyage lasted 7 weeks. 3
The passengers were packed aboard like herrings. Without proper food and water and sanitation, they were subject to all sorts of disease such as
dysentery, scurvy, typhoid, and smallpox. Children were the first to suffer and died in large numbers. One ship lost 32 children on the voyage. 349
passengers were on Johannes' ship. 3
The passengers were farmers and not sailors, and in a storm were a most miserable lot, the sick and well being tossed about and covered with the filth
of the ship-- spoiled food and water, and the over-riding terror of the vast power of the sea. The ship's sailors' pity was diminished by the greater
contempt for the screaming, moaning, praying,---and dying--- cargo. 3
When at last the ocean voyage was at an end and "the city of brotherly love hove into sight", there was another delay. The ships were inspected by a
health officer. If any disease was found which was determined to be infectious, the ship was ordered to remove 1 mile from port. A fine of 500

Pounds was levied against the Captain and he was taken into custody until the fine was paid. In some cases seriously ill passengers were dropped
overboard while at sea. Until the quarantine was lifted, no passenger or baggage was allowed ashore. 3
After much delay, one ship after another was allowed to enter the docks. This was now September and winter was at the door.
A book, Pennsylvania German Pioneers, Vol 1, lists on page 204, the passengers of the ship Glasgow (males 16 and over). The list headed
"September 9, 1738. Palatines, in all 349, imported in the ship GLASGOW, Walter Sterling, Master. From Rotterdam, last from Cowes, England."

Johannes Pontius appears on three lists, #1 the captain's list, which was usually written by a ship's officer who's English ears and sailor's hand
transformed many German names into a variety of phonetic errors; #2, the signers of the oath of allegiance; and #3, the signers of the oath of
abjuration (giving up the rights under former rulers). The name became #1 Johanis Ponteus, #2 Johannes Pontius, and #3 Johannes Pontes.
The oath was as follows: "We subscribers, natives and late inhabitants of the Palatinate upon the Rhine and places adjacent, having transported
ourselves and families into this provence of Pennsylvania, a colony subject to the Crown of Great Britain, in hopes and expectation of finding a
retreat and peaceable settlement therein, do solemnly promise and engage, that we will be faithful and bear true allegiance to his present Majesty,
King George the Second, and his successors, Kings of Great Britain, and will be faithful to the proprietor of this provence; and that we will
demean ourselves peaceably to all His Majesties' Subjects, and strictly observe and conform to the Laws of England and of this province, to the
utmost of our power and best of our understanding."
The passengers were taken in a procession to the city hall, where they are to sign an oath of allegiance. For the first few years (until 1727), these
immigrants were allowed to settle pretty much as they pleased, but the people of Philadelphia and the settled coast lands being of English origin
became alarmed at the large numbers of Germans settling the back country and took these steps to insure their loyalty to the King of England. After
signing these documents and swearing the oath, they were marched back to the ship.
Now the bills of freights and agreements signed in Holland, and the bills for the ships provisions advanced to the "newlanders" was brought out and
shown to interested merchants of Philadelphia. Those who have money, pay and are free to go. Those with friends willing to pay or sponsor them are
free to make some sort of contract and once their debt is settled to the satisfaction of their creditors, they are free to go.
Passage cost from 45 to 75 dollars (10 to 17 Louis D'ours), but the value can be more readily seen when it is noted that the term of bondage was from
3 to 7 years of labor. Children served to 21.
Then announcements are printed in newspapers stating how many new arrivals are to be sold. The Ship becomes a marketplace. The buyers make
their choice among the arrivals and bargain with them for a certain number of years and days. Then they take them to a merchant, pay their passage
and debts, and receive from the government authorities a written document which makes the new-comers their property for a definite period. 3
These people were called bonded servants or indentured servants. The term indentured came about from the method of certifying the authenticity of
the agreement. The agreement concerning the amount owed and the time promised to serve was written twice on one sheet of parchment. Then a
rough tear was made to separate the two halves, the more unique the ragged torn edge, the better, for any dispute that came up about the agreement
such as unauthorized alterations by either party, the two halves could be matched before an officer of the court matching the "indentures" or the tear.
It is not known if Johannes and Nicholas and the Mother and Sister were indentured or not. The signatures of Johannes at the oath-giving and his
name on the ship lists is the only trace of any of the family until he married in 1743.
Indentures largely depended on the nature of the Master. Some cases were pure slavery while others were more on the order of an apprenticeship.
While the penalty for running away was severe, and if caught a reward was given, some married into the Master's family or was granted some of the
master's land. One such runaway was advertised "Two cents for the return of my bonded servant boy, age about 14. He is no good, and may be using
my name, but is no kin of mine. Do not trust him as he will cheat and steal from you."
At Swatara, in Berks County, Pennsylvania, on January 14, 1743, at the age of 25, Johannes Pontius married Anna Catherine Zeller. The marriage
was performed by Lutheran Rev. John Casper Stover. Anna was the daughter of Johann Heinrech Zeller and Anna Maria Zeller of Tulpehocken.
They came to America with "Queen Ann's Colony" in 1709 and settled in upper New York State at the place called New Annesburg in the Schoharie
region. In the 1720's they moved to Pennsylvania and settled on a tract along the Little Swatara. This beautiful little valley, watered by the Swatara
and Tulpehocken Creeks is in Tulpehocken township, Berks County, about ten miles north of Reading. This community was mostly settled by
refugees from the same area along the Rhine from where Johannes Pontius came. 4
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Johannes and Anna had seven sons and three daughters, all born in Berks County. The sons were Henry, Andrew, Peter, Nicholas, John Jr., George
and Fredrick. Their names were all preceded by "John", as was the custom, and the girls were Anna Maria, Anna Catherine, and Elizabeth. 4
Shortly after the end of the French and Indian War in 1770, Johannes Pontius moved to Buffaloe Valley, Northumberland County, Pennsylvania. His
eldest son, John Henry, preceded him. Five of his sons went with him, but Peter stayed in Berks County. 4
The land which they acquired was part of the William Penn Grant. It was a 619.7 acre tract along what was called Cedar Run. It had been part of a
military bounty tract granted to soldiers. It was usually the case that bounty land didn't stay with the soldier who had won the grant, but quickly sold
for ready cash. This tract had belonged to a Captain Bucher since 1768. Johannes Pontius purchased the land for 900 Pounds on March 15, 1774. 4
The 1775 tax list shows John Pontius Sr. to have 20 acres, Henry and Andrew each with 15 acres. It is interesting to note how the land changed
hands in succeeding tax lists.
1775 1781 1782
John (Johannes) 20
410
410
Henry
15
205
205
Andrew
15
150
Nicholas
John Jr.
Frederick
Peter (stayed in Berks Co.)
George (not shown on lists)

1783-4
0
200
150
200
162
200

1785
0
200
180
200
200
200

1786
0
200
150
200
150
200

1787
0 (acres)
200
140
200
100
200
5

In 1776, Johannes Pontius was a Civil Officer in Buffaloe Township, an Overseer with John Clarke; with Christian Storms as Constable. Johannes
was a Supervisor in 1788.
All the boys went off to war in the Revolution. Henry was a lieutenant and his brothers were privates under him. Peter was in an outfit from Berks
County.
In 1788, Johannes made a legal agreement with sons Nicholas and Frederick to take care of them (the parents) in exchange for his land. Actually
these two sons had been paying the taxes on it for five years (see above). 6
Agreement and Obligation to John Pontius from His Son Frederick
Deed book G., pp. 25-26 Northumberland County, Pennsylvania. No. 1.
November 27, 1788. Frederick Pontius shall give to his father every year: in wheat 24 bushels, in rye 12 bushels, in oats 12 bushels, in
flax 8 pounds, in tow 8 pounds, a fat hog of 100 weight, in beef 100 weight, in tallow 5 pounds, and must keep a mare and colt for his
father, he must also keep 2 cows which must stand in the fore part of the stable, he must also keep 2 calves reserved unto themselves
(the old people), the privilige of some grass in the fields, also their cattle to share of the pasture in the fields with Frederick's cattle, and to
be kept in fodder the same as his, agreeable to the article here made between them, further he must keep two sheep for him summer and
winter, but the lambs only during the summer season-- further he must give him one third out of the orchard and half of the garden to be
plowed and dunged, also half of the spring house, and to sow a quarter of flax for Elizabeth (the unmarried daughter) so long as she is
single and stays at home. And to haul the firewood to the door and if the Mother lives longer than the Father, then she must have half of
all these mentioned articles, and must cut the wood for the Mother, and carry it into the house, and must attend and nurse his mother
when she stands in need, he must also give them half of the hens and eggs, agreeable to this written article, and agreeable to the said
article here written, if it should not be a sufficient supply an additional supply shall be made by the said Frederick Pontius or his
successors without further delay, on the above mentioned date, at the expiration of the year as above mentioned to be delivered-- when
the mother or father dies the moveable estate shall be divided equally among all the children.

----The pipe stove and the clock shall belong to the moveable estate.
----Frederick shall have the wagon, tongue and breast chain to the place and if Frederick can pay more in a Gale than what is mentioned
above, when eight years are expired, he shall pay so much more in a gale as he can.
====John Pontius
====Frederick Pontius
Then as added insurance, Johannes made almost the same agreement with Nicholas, except in addition Nicholas came across with 3 bushels of
turnips and 3 bushels of potatoes. 6
It was in 1788 that Johannes Pontius set aside a plot of land for a burial ground and church. This plot is 1.7 miles east of the present Mifflinburg,
Pennsylvania. 4

The Pontius Cemetery is a small plot "three perches square (50x50 feet) to remain forever unsold"
on the farm of Howard Wehr (whose great grandfather was John Nicholas Pontius 1833-1915).
Here are buried Johannes Pontius and his wife Anna (Zeller), and sons Henry and Nicholas, and
other stones with names weathered away. Howard Wehr lives in Mifflinburg, and his brother John
and sister Mrs. Ruth (Wehr) Zimmerman Live on the ancestral farms. 7

Johannes Pontius died June 16, 1792, and was buried on the old place on Cedar Run. His wife Anna died in 1794. 4
Of the children, Andrew moved to Ross Co., Ohio in 1805; Peter stayed back in Berks County; John Jr. went to Armstrong County, Pennsylvania;
George went to Pickaway County, Ohio; Frederick to Ross County, Ohio; the others lived out their lives near the old place, Henry and Nicholas are
buried beside their parents at the Pontius farm on Cedar Run. 4
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Zeller's Fort

The Zeller house of refuge is an old, well preserved building built out of solid masonry and in part ornamented with carved stone door jambs and
headstones or lintels. It was erected in 1745 on land owned by Heinrich Zellers (a first cousin of Anna Catherine Zeller Pontius) and now (1916) is in
posession of his eigth lineal descendant, Mr. Monroe P. Zellers. Even then it was built for protection and to guard against attack, the original windows
being mere port holes as shown, in some still preserved. Many traditions still cluster about this old landmark.
It is related of the original Mrs. Zellers that she superintended the construction of the house whilst her husband was out on an expedition against the
Indians and that her laborers were colored slaves.
It is said also of this same Christine Zellers that one day whilst alone in the fort she saw three prowling savages approaching and headed for the small
hole in the cellar steps and stationed herself at this window with an uplifted axe. Presently the head of the first Indian protruded through the hole
when she quickly brought down the weapon with an effective blow. Dragging the body in, she disguised her voice and, in Indian language, beckoned
his companions to follow, which they did and all were dispatched in like manner.
It was here that the community found refuge during the Indian troubles at which time it is said to have been attacked.
"The Indian Forts of the Blue Mountains by HMM Richards 1916."
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Bibliography on Johannes Pontius
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.

Berlangenbach Church Records # 493257 (film), Evangelical Luteran Parish of Baumholder, Germany.
Gerberich Papers.
"Pennsylvania German Pioneers" by Strassburger.
"Bridgebuilder" National Pontius Association, Vol 3, No. 1, Pages 3-8. Also Linn's Annals of Buffaloe Valley.
Pennsylvania Archives Vol X, XIV, XIX, XXV, and XXVI.
Deed book G. page 25-26-27
Will book I. page 143-145
Deed book N. page 548-549
Deed book P. page 155
Deed book O. page 71 (Northumberland County, Pennsylvania)
"Bridgebuilder" Vol 3, No. 1, pages 14-18.
7. "Bridgebuilder" Vol 2, No. 1, May 1969, page 4.
8. "Bridgebuilder" Vol 5, No. 1, May 1972, page 11. From material furnished by G. Thomas Zellers, Pottstown, Pa. 3/26/1969.
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John Henry Pontius
Husband:
Name: Pontius, John Henry
Birth: Feb 24, 1774, Berks Co., Pa.
Death: Dec 22, 1822, Union Co., Pa.*
Burial: Pontius family cemetary near Mifflinburg, Pa.
Married: 1768
Father: Pontius, Johannes
Mother: Zeller, Anna Catherine
Wife:
Name: Wolfe, Anna Catherine
Birth: Sep 16, 1752
Death: Apr 23, 1829, Northumberland Co.*, Pa.
Burial: Pontius family cemetary near Mifflinburg, Pa.
Father: Wolfe, John George
Mother: Schmidt, Anna Maria
Children:
1. [M] Andrew Pontius (Jun 17, 1770, Northumberland Co., Pa. - 1828)
2. [M] Frederich Pontius (Jun 1772, Northumberland Co., Pa. - 1848, Stark Co., Ohio) married Ann Margaret Reedy
3. [M] Henry Jr. Pontius (Dec 22, 1773, Northumberland Co., Pa. - 1814) married Elizabeth Wiser
4. [M] Nicholas Pontius (Apr 19, 1775, Northumberland Co., Pa. - Oct 4, 1848, Summit Co., Ohio) married Christina Ott (1775 - 1840)
5. [F] Catherine Pontius (May 19, 1777, Northumberland Co., Pa. - ?) married John Peter Knig (King)
6. [M] John Pontius (Oct 8, 1778, Northumberland Co., Pa. - Jun 17, 1869)
7. [M] George Pontius (Dec 13, 1780, Northumberland Co., Pa. - 1858) married Margaret Pontius (cousin)
8. [M] Peter Pontius (Mar 20, 1783, Northumberland Co., Pa. - Dec 24, 1862) married Barbara Kleckner
9. [F] Christina Pontius (Jun 12, 1785, Northumberland Co. Pa. - 1877)
10.[F] Barbara Pontius (Jun 13, 1787, Northumberland Co. Pa. - ?) married George I. Wichterman
11.[M] Philip Pontius (Aug 15, 1789, Northumberland, Pa. - Sep 7, 1872) married Abigail Thompson in 1814
References:
Linn's Annals of Buffaloe Valley page 458.
Records of J.P. Pontius (NPA)
Pennsylvania Archives-- Wills and Administration of Northumberland Co.
1790, 1800, 1810 US Census of Pennsylvania
Military Service: DAR Vol 10, p. 296, #9838 Lieutenant, Revolutionary War, Jersey Campaign.
Bridgebuilder, Vol VI, No. 1, p. 4-5.
* Union County, Pa., was made out of Northumberland Co. in 1813.
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Bibliography on John Henry Pontius
1. Egle's Notes and Queries of Pennsylvania.
2. Baptismal Records of Rev. Stover, 1730-1779 Vol 1.
3. Linn's Annals of Buffaloe Valley 1755-1855.
a. p. 458 Henry locates on Cedar Run.
b. p. 314 Philip recollects Henry's appearance.
c. p. 185 Attack on French Jacob's Mill.
d. p. 187 Henry's part in the attack.
e. p. 71 Tax list.
f. p. 119-120 Associators Officers list.
g. p. 39 Record of Baptisms 1771-1775 Lutheran Church.
h. p. 51 Henry appointed viewer to lay out a road.
i. p. 65 Supervisor Oct 12, 1775.
j. p. 181 Inhabitants list.
k. p. 241 Field Officers, first battalion.
l. p. 269 Constable of Buffaloe.
m. p. 274 Divided the township into East and West Buffaloe.
n. p. 279 Taxed for "Still House".
o. p. 304 Assessed as farmer with hewed log house and log cabin.
p. p. 122 Captain Bucher tract identified.
4. History of Susquehana and Juniata Valleys, Vol II, p. 1237.
5. Pennsylvania Archives Vol X, XIV, XIX, XXV, XXVI.
6. DAR Vol 10, p. 296.
7. DAR Nat. Nos 43546, 76782, Vol 43 p. 210, Vol 55 p. 391.
8. J. P. Lambert, 2670 Jefferson Ave., Ogden, Utah.
9. NPA Bridgebuilder, Vol III, No. 1, p. 10, 11.
10. U.S. Census of 1790 for Pennsylvania p. 183.
11. Deed Book N, p. 662, Lewisburg, Pennslyvania.
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The Great Runaway
From time to time in researching a family history, one comes to a place in the path where two family stories merge for a moment, the lives of direct
ancestors who shared a common adventure without the hint that one day a common descendant would look back in recognition-- and awe.

The Yankee-Pennamite War
Once such event was the time of the Yankee-Pennamite War in the 1770's. Reference to page 8 and the ancestor William Starke and his wife Polly
Cary. They were the Connecticut Yankees who under charter from the Connecticut Land Company settled in the Wyoming Valley of what is now
Pennsylvania. Both states claimed title to the land and the Indian title had been clouded in controversy.
Just about fifty miles down stream on the Susquehana River, a little bit up Buffalo Creek lived the Johannes Pontius clan including Lt. Henry, a
constable, Indian fighter and soldier.
History tells us that a sheriff was sent up from Sunbury to either run out those Yankees or pacify them and get them to recognise the soverignty of
Pennsylvania. It seems they had a little trouble doing this in the style they set out with:
On November 23, 1775, a posse of 500 men and the sheriff of Northumberland County (Pennsylvania) set out to Wyoming Valley to arrest the
leaders of the Yankee settlement. In an interview with Zebulon Buttler, the Yankee leader, Sheriff Samuel Hunter asked if they would peacably
submit to the laws of Pennsylvania. They answered that they despised the laws of Pennsylvania and would never submit unless compelled by force.
The sheriff returned on December 30, 1775 with a show of force and was reading to them a declaration when he was fired upon, killing one deputy
and wounding three. It was found impossible to force a passage on that side of the river, as the narrows had been fortified with great care and were
lined with numbers of men greatly outnumbering the Pennsylvanians. An attempt was then made to cross in the night in boats. When the boats had
nearly reached the opposite shore, they became entangled in a margin of ice strong enough to stop the boats but too thin to support the weight of a
man. The Pennsylvanians were suddenly and repeatedly fired upon from the bank above them, and the boats returned hastily to shore.
In a report signed by Sheriff William Scull, Coroner Samuel Harris, and Justices William Plunket, Samuel Hunter, Michael Troy, and John Weitzel, it
is stated, "Baffled in the second attempt and the weather being intolerably severe, and receiving information that the parties we desired to arrest were
chief in command of the breastworks, it was deemed advisable to desist from any further attempt."

The Revolutionary War begins
About this time their common feud with the British had turned into the Revolutionary War, and their arguments over the ownership of the land was
postponed. Both the Pennsylvanians and the Connecticut Yankees sent their men to war. Henry Pontius and his brothers served from October 1776
to January 1777. (see Lt. Henry Pontius story)
In 1778 came the Wyoming Valley Massacre. (see The Wyoming Valley Massacre) That was what it was called at Forty Fort. What it precipitated
was called "The Great Runaway" in the part of Pennsylvania where the Pontius families lived. In a book "Linn's Annals of Buffalo Valley" page
154-159 the story is told.

The Great Runaway
July 3rd occured the massacre at Wyoming, the news of which received on the 5th, caused the general stampede of the settlers of the valley, called
"The Great Runaway".
On the 9th, Colonel Hunter (the same who tried to evict the "Yankees") writes that both branches (of the Susquehana River) are nearly evacuated,
and Northumberland and Sunbury will be the frontier in less than 24 hours.
July 12, Mathew Smith writes from Paxton (Harrisburg), that he had just arrived at Harris' Ferry, and beheld the greatest scenes of distress that he
ever saw. It was crowded with people who had come down the river, leaving everything.
On the same day, Peter DeHaven writes from Hummelstown: "This day there were twenty or thiry passed throught this town from Buffalo Valley
and Sunbury, and the people inform me that there are two hundred wagons on the road coming down. I was at Mr. Elder's meeting today, and
Colonel Clark and Colonel Rodgers made an appeal to the inhabitants to turn out one hundred volunteers."
A letter written by William Maclay, from Paxton, on the 12th, gives a very graphic picture of the distress. "I left Sunbury, and almost my whole
property, on Wednesday last. I will not trouble you with a recital of the inconveniences I suffered while I brought my family, by water, to this place. I
never in my life saw such scenes of distress. The river and the roads leading down it were covered with men, women and children, flying for their
lives. In short, Northumberland County is broken up. Colonel Hunter only remained, using his utmost endeavers to rally the inhabitants to make a
stand. I left him with a few. I cannot speak confidently as to numbers, but he had not a hundred men on whom he could depend. Mrs. Hunter came
down with me. As he is now disencumbered of his family, I am convinced that he will do everything that can be expected from a brave and
determined man. It was to no purpose Colonel Hunter issued orders for the assembling of the militia. The whole county broke loose. Something in the
way of charity ought to be done for the many miserable objects that crowd the banks of this river, especially those who fled from Wyoming. You
know I did not use to love them, but I now pity their distress."
A letter dated Lancaster, 14th July, from Bertram Galbraith, says: "On Sunday morning last, the banks of the Susquehana from Middletown up to the
Blue Mountain, were entirely clad with the inhabitants of Northumberland County who had moved off, as well as many in the river in boats, canoes,

and on rafts. This I had from Captain Abraham Scott, a man of veracity who was up at Garber's mills for his sister, the wife of Colonel Samuel
Hunter, and spake with a lieutenant, who was in the action at Wyoming. He also saw six of the wounded men brought down." (there were certainly a
lot of men helping to get Colonel Hunter's wife out.)
Robert Covenhoven, describing the scene nearer home says: "I took my own family safely to Sunbury, and came back in a keel-boat to secure my
furniture. Just as I rounded a point above Deerstown (now Lewisburg), I met the whole convoy from all the forts above. Such a sight I never saw in
my life. Boats, Canoes, hog-troughs, rafts hastily made of dry sticks, every sort of floating article had been put in requisition and were crowded with
women, children, and plunder. There were several hundred people in all. Whenever any obstruction occurred at any shoal or ripple, the women would
leap out into the water and put their shoulders to the boat or raft and launch it again into deep water. The men of the settlement came down in single
file, on each side of the river, to guard the women and children. The whole convoy arrived safely at Sunbury, leaving the entire range of farms along
the West Branch to the ravages of the Indians."
The Indians burned Peter Swartz's house, and killed a man named Ayres, near White Deer Creek. John Fisher, with his two sisters, concealed
themselves in the straw in their barn and expected every moment to be burned up in it; but the Indians went into Hoffman's house, just above, and
carried out a good many items, among the rest a clock. They seated themselves to examine the clock, when Aaron Norcross, John Fisher Jr., and
others who had gathered, hallooed and startled them off, leaving their plunder. This old clock is still in the possession of Jacob Hoffman, living up
near the Muncy hills.
Mrs. Fought tells of the raid. She said they were threshing flax on their place, where the road through Chappel's Hollow comes out into Dry Valley,
when the Indians came upon them suddenly. Her baby was near her, and she picked it up and ran. Another child, that could just run about, was back
of their little barn. She heard it call, "O mother, take me along too!" She looked around and the Indians were close upon her. She ran the whole way,
two miles, to Penn's Creek, to a house where the neighbors had gathered. She never heard of her child again; but as there was no indication that it
was killed, she hoped for its return some day. At night and in the quiet hours of the day, the last words of her child, "O mother, take me along too,"
she said, rang in her ears, long years after.
She said the house they took refuge in was surrounded by the Indians. They suffered from thirst, and a man named Peter-- said he would have water
if he died for it. They allowed him to go out, and as he turned the corner of the house, a rifle cracked, and he fell dead. The next day the Indians
withdrew, and they embarked in canoes, and went down Penn's Creek. On the Isle of Que, she said she went into a house, and found no one about. A
baby sat propped up in a cradle. On close inspection, she found it was dead, and the marks of a tomahawk.
I don't know how the Pontius family fared through all this, whether they fought or fled, but these were their neighbors and was their adventure too.
Page 74 of the Annals of Buffalo Valley makes reference to land of Michael Snyder, (at the east end of Peter Wolfe's warrantees) and that he had
cleared 8 or 9 acres of it and had grain planted on it at the time of the Great Runaway. After that, Martin Rinehard bought the land, and sold part of it
to Andrew Pontius, and part to Christopher Boohave (Bogenreif). That the first year settlers returned after the war, he saw Andrew Pontius in
possession of it, enclosed in fence and grain growing upon it. Snyder made a claim as to his rights to the property, but failing to secure it, left for Ohio
in 1800. This would indicate that the Pontius family, or at least Andrew had stayed through the battles and occupied his land (and a little more).
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Pennsylvania Dutch
from an old Pennsylvania Dutch
cookbook published in the 1930's
In the early years of the 18th century, nearly all the first settlers in Eastern Pennsylvania came from the Palatinate in Germany. They selected pieces
of land, built log houses and began to clear and cultivate the soil. Though these good people came from Germany they came to be known as "Dutch".
These same settlers developed a language, a mixture of their mother tongue in the old world and that spoken in their new homeland, America, which
came to be known as Pennsylvania Dutch instead of Pennsylvania Deutsch.
In those early days, the good housewives had brought with them the recipes of the traditionally famous German cooks. Life was hard and at first the
land yeilded but little return. There were few roads and the towns were far apart. It was not always possible to secure the prescribed ingredients and it
became necessary to develop new recipes to utilize the plainer foods in the creation of tasty dishes. Necessity was again the mother of invention and
these good women became famous for their fine cooking. Pennsylvania Dutch cooking is renowned throughout the world.
As you drive through the beautiful farming country of Eastern Pennsylvania you will see rich green fields, carefully fenced in, solid and well kept
farmhouses, freshly painted barns-- mute testimony of the thrift and industry of these solid citizens. You will see behind many a farmhouse, if you
look closely, an old time stone oven-- and to this worthy oven is due some of the reputation which made famous the name of "Dutch" cooking. It was
customary to build these ovens wide enough to admit a large log. They would then heap the base of the oven high with wood and build a roaring fire.
When the fire had burned lown and the coals were red hot, they would rake out the fire, and set their foods to cook-- the result was an inimitable
flavor which is not always easy to recapture.
One of the most notewothy and one of the quaintest niceties of the Pennsylvania Dutch is the celebrated custom known as the "Seven Sweets and
Seven Sours". Tradition has it that the housewife used to set the table with precisely seven sweets and seven sours-- and it is the custom for guests to
look for and even count to see that there are exactly that amount. It often becomes a matter of much gayety to chide the hostess whould there be a
shortage. The custom adds to the always abundant variety and interest of the table and is a delightful aid to appetite and digestion.
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Nicholas Pontius
Husband:
Name: Pontius, Nicholas
Birth: Apr 19, 1775, Northumberland Co., Pa.
Death: Oct 4, 1848, Summit Co., Ohio
Burial: St. John's Lutheran Cemetary, Uniontown, Ohio. *
Father: Pontius, John Henry
Mother: Wolfe, Anna Catherine
Wife:
Name: Ott, Christina
Birth: 1775
Death: 1840, Summit Co., Ohio (Stark Co. divided in 1840)
Children:
1. [M] Jonathan Pontius (1797, Northumberland Co., Pa. - ?, Wayne Co., Ohio) married Wetzgi
2. [M] Andrew Pontius (1801, Northumberland Co., Pa. - ?, La Grange Co., Indiana) married Hossler
3. [M] Peter Pontius (1802, Northumberland Co., Pa. - ?, Summit Co., Ohio) married Roser
4. [M] Daniel Pontius (1804, Northumberland Co., Pa. - 1847, Summit Co., Ohio) married Sarah Garl (1811 - 1883)
5. [M] George Pontius (1806, Northumberland Co., Pa. - ?, Marshal Co., Indiana) married Smith
6. [F] Susan Pontius (1807, Northumberland Co., Pa. - ?) married Rose
7. [M] Frederick Pontius (1809, Norhtumberland Co., Pa. - ?, Wayne Co., Ohio) married Wise
8. [F] Mary Pontius (1811, Northumberland Co., Pa. - ?, Stark Co., Ohio) married Kauffman
9. [F] Catherine Pontius (1812, Northumberland Co., Pa. - ?, Stark Co., Ohio) married Foust
10.[F] Barbara Pontius (1817, Green Township, Stark Co., Ohio - ?) married Henney
11.[M] Jacob Pontius (1821, Green Township, Stark Co., Ohio - ?, La Grange Co, Indiana) married Oberlin
12.[M] Nicholas Jr. Pontius (?, Green Township, Stark Co., Ohio - ?)
References:
Records of J.P. Pontius and the National Pontius Association (NPA)
Revised data Sep 1974, from Ray F. Pontius, president of NPA.
U.S. Census; Pennsylvania, 1800, 1810, Ohio 1820, 1830, 1840.
* St. John's Lutheran Cemetary was destroyed in 1960's and paved over. Cousin J.P. set a stone for Nicholas at Millhiem Cemetary, north of
Uniontown, Ohio, where Daniel is buried.
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Nicholas Pontius
Nicholas Pontius was born in Buffaloe Valley, Pennsylvania, April 19, 1775, a son of Henry Pontius and Anna Catherine Wolfe.
His brothers and sisters were Andrew, born June 17, 1770; Frederick, June, 1772; Henry Jr., born December 22, 1773; Catherine (married King)
born May 19, 1777; John, born October 8, 1778; George, born December 13, 1780; Peter born March 20, 1783; Christina born June 12, 1785;
Barbara born June 13, 1787; and Philip born August 15, 1789.
Nicholas Pontius married Christina Ott (1775-1840). His children who were born in Buffaloe Valley, Pennsylvania were: Jonathan (1797), Andrew
(1801), Peter (1802), Daniel (1804), George (1806), Susanna (1807), Frederick (1809), Mary (1811) and Catherine (1812).
Nicholas lived near his father and his Uncle Frederick. It isn't clear why he left the valley and all his family to go off to Ohio, but there are three
historic events that happened about that time that may have combined to shape his decision.
In 1813 Union County was formed out of Northumberland. The population was growing and the same predicament must have faced Nicholas as
faced his father and grandfather in Berks County-- not enough available land for the sons to settle.
In 1815 a volcano called Tamboro, just east of Java in the East Indies, literally exploded blowing 24 cubic miles of powdered rock into the
stratosphere. It was dark in the East Indies for several days, as dark as night, and the blast killed outright 56,000 people, and dooming another
200,000 to starvation and disease over the following year. The dust in the atmosphere circled the globe and for the next 3 years, spectacular red
sunsets were seen everywhere. The cloud filtered out about 30% of the sunlight and changed the climate of the earth the next year. In New York
state, 1816 was known as the year of no summer. There was a frost every month of the year, heavy snow in June, ice of considerable thickness on the
4th of July. Song birds frozen to death covered the ground underneath the evergreen trees. Young domestic animals suffered and died. As might be
suspected, crops were frozen out that year and many a larder was bare facing the coming of even colder prospects.
In 1815, the land of northern Ohio known as the Western Reserve was opened to settlement. The land where Nicholas settled was not part of the
reserve, but only a few miles from its border.
Nicholas and his brother Frederick Pontius (1772-1848) and their families moved to Stark Co., Ohio in 1816. Frederick settled in Plain Township,
and Nicholas in Green Township up in the northwest corner of the country. It was here that Nicholas and Christina had their last 3 children, Barbara
(1817), Jacob (1821) and Nicholas Jr. ( ).
In 1840, Summit County was created with 4 townships from Medina Co., ten townships from Portage Co., and two from Stark Co. The new county
was called Summit because a large part of it is located on the summit of the divide separating the St. Laurence and Mississippi River Systems. The
district from where most of the county was taken was called the Western Reserve. The townships taken from Stark Co., Franklin and Green were not
part of the Western Reserve, and the settlers, insetad of being New Englanders, were chiefly of German extraction-- "Pennsylvania Dutch". These
sturdy individuals had no liking for the Reserve and contemptuously referred to it as "Cheesedom" alluding to the dairy products marketed from there.
They wanted to remain with "good old Molly Stark" and fought the new county movement to the bitter end.
Nicholas died October 4, 1848, in Summit Co., Ohio. He was buried at St. John's Lutheran Cemetary in Uniontown, Ohio. This cemetary was
destroyed in the 1960's and paved for a parking lot. A new stone was set in his honor on his son Daniel's lot at Millhiem Cemetary, north of
Uniontown, Ohio in August, 1964 by his great-great-grandson, J. Philip Pontius.
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Daniel Pontius
Husband:
Name: Pontius, Daniel
Birth: 1804, Northumberland Co., Pa.
Death: 1847, Summit Co., Ohio *
Burial: Millheim Cemetary, northwest of Uniontown, Ohio
Father: Pontius, Nicholas
Mother: Ott, Christina
Wife:
Name: Garl, Sarah
Birth: 1811
Death: 1883
Burial: Martin Cemetay, Tindall, Missouri
Other Marraiges: Michael Fouts
Father: Garl, Ruben
Children:
1. [F] Catherine Pontius (1829 - ?, Summit Co., Ohio) married Jacob France
2. [F] Christina Pontius (1831 - ?, Elkhart Co., Indiana) married George Franks
3. [M] Reuben Pontius (1832 - ?, Berrien Co., Michigan)
4. [F] Mary Pontius (1834 - ?, Elkhart Co., Indiana) married Weyrick
5. [M] Daniel Jr. Pontius (1836 - 1910, Trenton, Mercer Co., Missouri)
6. [M] Samuel Pontius (1838 or 37 - ?, Elkhart Co., Indiana) married Caroline
7. [M] Benjamin F. Pontius (1840 - July 3, 1863, Gettysburg, Pa.)
8. [F] Sarah Ann (Sarran) Pontius (1841 - ?, Stark Co., Ohio)
9. [M] Joseph Pontius (Mar 19, 1842 - Mar 2, 1913, Mercer Co., Missouri) married Margaret Mahala Place (1849 - 1922)
10.[M] Jacob Pontius (May 15, 1845 - Dec 25, 1931) married Sarah Jane Young (1836 - 1916)
11.[F] Susannah Pontius (1847 - ?, Portage Co., Ohio)
References:
Revised Sep 1974 from records of J.P. Pontius
U.S. Census: 1880, 1870, Mo. 1860,1850,1840, Ohio
Jacob Pontius headstone
Military Service: Jacob, Daniel Jr. and Benjamin were in the Union Army
* When Summit Co., Ohio was created in Feb 1840, Franklin and Green Townships were taken from Stark Co.
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Daniel Pontius
Daniel Pontius, the fourth child of Nicholas Pontius and Christina Ott, was born in Buffalo Valley, Northumberland County, Pennsylvania, 1804.
He traveled to Ohio in 1816 with his father and family, and settled in Green Township, Stark County, Ohio.
He married about 1828 to Sarah Garl (1811 - 1883) and the young family moved to Coventry Township, Portage County, Ohio, only a few miles
from his father's farm. Daniel was a farmer.
Eleven children were born to Daniel and Sarah, Catherine (1829), Christina (1831), Reuben (1832), Mary (1834), Daniel Jr. (1836), Samuel (1838),
Benjamin Franklin (1840), Sarah Ann (1841), Joseph (1842), Jacob (1845), and Susannah (1847).
In 1840, ten townships were taken from Portage County to form Summit County, and Coventry was one of them. The two townships taken from
Stark County were Franklin and Green, so Daniel again was in the same county as his father. The county seat of the new Summit county was bitterly
contested between Akron and Cuyahoga Falls in 1842, and an election April 5, 1842 gave Akron 2978 votes against Cuyahoga Falls 1384. Akron
was to become an industrial town of considerable importance. The Goodyear rubber company and Quaker Oats are two that started there.
An interesting note is that oatmeal in America as a commercial product was born in Akron. A german immigrant, hungry for the taste of the oats of
the old country had them shipped to him by the barrel from Germany. It became so costly and unreliable to get them in good shape, he built a small
hand mill and roasted and rolled a small supply for his own use. Soon he was supplying his German neighbors. When the Civil War began, a friend of
his who was a purchasing agent for the Union Army ordered several barrels of rolled oats for the Army. The soldiers reaction to oats as opposed to
corn meal mush was so good that the order was increased. The demand became so great by the end of the war that he had to equip a large mill and
produce oats by the hundreds of barrels. When the war was over and the soldiers returned home, they sought his oats as a civilian staple, and the oat
became an important cereal in America. This story and many others of the era are told in the book "50 Years and Over in Akron and Summit Co."by
Samuel A. Lane, and "Akron and Summit County", by Karl H. Grismer.
In 1847, Daniel came down with a fever and died. He is buried in Millheim Cemetary, northwest of Uniontown, Ohio.
Sarah, being unable to care for all eleven children, allowed them to go into several homes in the area. Some were taken in by relatives. Three of her
children, Jacob, Daniel Jr., and Benjamin, were soldiers in the Civil War, Benjamin dying at the battle of Gettysburg.
In 1860, Sarah and Joseph were living together in Summit Co.
After the war, Sarah went to Bristol, Indiana where some of the Pontius family had settled, and her daughter lived. There she met and married
Michael Fouts. He died shortly and is buried in Bristol, Indiana.
Her sons Jacob, Joseph and Daniel had come to northern Missouri and extablished themselves and Sarah came to stay with Jacob. It was there that
she died in 1883. She is buried at the Martin Cemetary at Tindall, Missouri. She was 72.
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Uncle Dan and Uncle Benjamin in the Civil War
Benjamin Franklin Pontius was born in 1840 in the new county of Summit, in Ohio. His father Daniel and his mother Sarah (Garl) had moved to
Portage County, Coventry Township from his grandfather's place in Stark County, Green Township, only a few miles away. In February 1840, both
Coventry and Green became townships in the new Summit County.
In 1847, the father Daniel died of a fever. Mother Sarah couldn't take care of eleven children, so many were taken in to board with neighbors or
relative. Frederick Pontius was appointed as guardian to Benjamin, Joseph, Jacob and Susana. In the 1850 census for Coventry Township, Summit
Co., they are counted with the family of Sally Pontius. (This seems to be the wife of Frederick, who apparently has died.) Christina Pontius is 18, and
is with a family of George and Jane Robbins, a young couple in their mid-twenties. Also working on the farm is a 19 year old boy, Abram Garl (a
cousin), a young Irish immigrant, Robert Herron, 21, and 9 year old Melinda Martin.
Daniel Pontious and Samuel Pontious were with 21 year old William Warner and his wife Susanna and their 6 month old daughter, Mary. Daniel was
12 and Samuel was 8. I do not know where the other children went.
In 1860, Sarah (Garl) Pontious, 48, and her son Joseph, 18, are in the same household. On one side of them lives Daniel, 23, with his wife Matilda,
22, and daughters Mary, 3, and Clara, 2. He has living with them a Margaret Heyridge, 17, and a cousin, Daniel Pontious, 20. It is July 17 (the date
of the census), and probably harvest time. On the other side of Sarah lives Jonathan Pontious, 23, his wife Elizabeth, 23, Mary, 2, and his mother
Elizabeth Pontious, 55. His cousin and brother to our Joseph, Samuel Pontious, 16, is a farm laborer living with them.
Benjamin was over in Elkhart County, Indiana that year. He was 20 and listed as a farm laborer. There were three families of John Pontious' in
Concord Township, one 70, from Pennsylvania, one 40 from Ohio and one 20. Joseph had gone there in 1858, but returned to Summit County.
In April of 1861, the Civil War began with the firing on Fort Sumter. On September 10, 1861, Benjamin Pontious enlisted in the Union army in
Akron, Ohio, his home county. He is listed on the government record as being 22 years, 5 feet 9 1/4 inches, fair complexion, blue eyes and brown
hair. He was born in Coventry, Ohio, occupation, Wagon Maker. He enlisted in Company D, 29th Ohio Infantry as a private for 3 years.
Benjamin was in Jefferson County, Ohio to be mustered-in on September 27, 1861. In January 1862, he was sick in the hospital in Cumberland,
Maryland. The March-April muster reported him on furlough. May-June muster states "Nurse in hospital from March 1st, until April 10th, 1862, is
entitled to pay accordingly. Has had transportation furnished to the amount of $6.60." He was present on every muster until October where he was
"Absent, detatched as hospital nurse September 25, 1862, Frederick, Maryland." Then again he was present until April of 1863 when he was sick in
the hospital in Aquia Creek. May and June showed him back in the outfit, then the muster roll for July states, "Died. Killed in action July 3, 1863 at
the battle of Gettysburg". The only engagements listed for the 29th Ohio was in March 23, 1862 at Winchester, Va., and Port Republic, Va. on the
9th of June, 1862. They may have been a part of other battles, but are not listed. Benjamin was in the hospital during these two battles, but he was at
Gettysburg. I wonder if he was a nurse (or corpsman, medic) instead of a regular soldier? Jesse Pontius and Clayton Pontius visited Benjamin's grave
on Oct 27, 1954. Jesse reports that the date on the monument states Killed July 2, 1863, and that there were 131 soldiers buried in the Ohio section.
Daniel Pontius waited until the war was about over before he joined. At Cleveland, Ohio, on May 11, 1864, at the age of 28 he enlisted for 100 days
in the 164th Regiment, Company H Ohio National Guard Infantry as a private. He is listed as a farmer from Akron Ohio, grey eyes, dark hair, dark
complexion, 5 feet 6 inches tall.
He was assigned to guard Washington, D.C., for which he got a medal at the end of the war. He was mustered out on August 27, 1864 (the war
wasn't over until April of 1865) in Cleveland, Ohio, and the muster roll states, "Not paid. Advanced $26.41 for clothing. To pay for one haversack,
one canteen." His name as well as that of Benjamin is spelled both Pontius and Pontious.
After the war, Daniel went to Mercer County, Missouri, along with brothers Jacob and Joseph. In 1870 he is shown age 39 with his wife Matilda 37,
Mary J. is 15, Clara E. is 12, Sophia 9, Sallie 7, Matilda 4 and George A. 2. All were born in Ohio but George, so that would but his arrival between
1866 and 1868. His occupation is listed as railroad hand.
In 1880, Daniel, a farmer, is 50, Sophia 19, and Sally A. is 17. Mary is 23 and married to Henry Livermore, 30, a German immigrant. Mary and
Henry lived with Daniel at the time of the census, and their children were Annia 2, and George A. 8 months. It would seem that Daniel's son George
A. had died as he would be 12 in 1880 and was not listed.
Jesse says Dan owned property at Tindall and Spickard in Grundy County, Missouri. His daughter Sally married a man named Crawford and later
committed suicide.
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Benjamin Franklin Pontius
"Benjamin Franklin Pontius (1840-1863) in his Civil War uniform. Age 23, the photo taken while he
was home on furlow, March and April 1862. This reprint is from an original enlargement first owned
by his mother, Sarah (Garl) Pontius-Foutz, given to her daughter, Christina (Pontius) Woodward,
then to her daughter, Salome Frank, and to her son George Frank, of Bristol, Indiana, and 101 years
later, presented to Joseph Philip Pontius."
"The original photo is in an antique embossed oak frame, 31 x 35 inches under glass, all in excellent
condition, and is so clear that his blue eyes can easily be distinguished. His hands are resting on the
Bible given to him by his sister. His Bible was one of the posessions which helped to identify
Benjamin after he was killed."
"Benjamin was killed at the Battle of Gettysburg, July 3, 1863. He was on Culp's Hill in that part of
the battle. Just after the cease-fire order was given, Benjamin left his firing position and stood out in
the open to view the battlefield, and was hit by a Confederaate sniper's bullet. The sniper was hidden
in a distant tree top. One story says the sniper was killed by Ben's companions, and another story says
the two shot at the same time and both were killed."
From Joseph Philip Pontius, Keokuk, Iowa, 1972.
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Reuben Pontius
Reuben Pontius-- Born 1832 Summit Co., Ohio; Died Berrien Co. Mich.
This picture was supposedly taken on his way to the gold rush in California in about 1850. He
apparently didn't get rich because he ended up with a tannery outside of Baroda in southwestern
Michigan. You'll notice that his cap looks a little strange. I suspect that it was painted on. He was said
to be quite sensitive about being bald and maybe had it covered up in the picture. He's a good looking
man and appears to have quite strong hairy hands and arms. He looks very much like my father and
probably had gray eyes.
From Ray F. Pontius, Hinsdale, Illinois, 1972
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Uncle Jake in the Civil War
Daddy's Uncle Jake served 3 years in the Union Army. His records are on file in the National Archives in Washington, D.C.
Jacob Pontius volunteered on August 7, 1862 at Elkhart, Ind., and was enlisted as private in Company G, 74th Indiana Infantry. He is described on
his enlistement papers as: Age 18, 5 feet 5 1/2 inches, sandy complexion, blue eyes, and sandy hair. Born in Summit County, Ohio, occupation,
laborer.
He was mustered-in August 20, 1862 and was paid $25 enlistment bounty.
August 21 to October 31 he was listed as absent; left in hospital in Danville, Ky. He appears on a list of deserters dated October 1, 1862, Danville,
Ky.
He was admitted to the hospital at Camp Dennison, Ohio on January 27, 1863 with no disposition stated. There he is listed on the Hospital muster
rolls until the end of March, 1863.
A special muster roll dated April 10, 1863 states: "Taken from military authorities at Camp Dennison, Ohio, about March 29, 1863 by virtue of a writ
of Habeus Corpus." (It would seem the hospital treatment wasn't satisfactory and he was removed by his family. His father being dead in 1847, this
was probably the uncle who raised him.)
A "Muster roll of deserters, stragglers, and other soldiers to whom transportation has been furnished" dated Jan 14, 1864, Indianapolis, Ind. It lists
cost of arrest as $3.60, and charges for arrest and transportation to Louisville, Kentucky.
Every two months thereafter, his muster roll reads, "Awaiting trial, ordered to stop $5.94 for his arrest and delivery to Regiment by Col. Simonson."
After November, it reads, "Restored to duty with loss of pay and allowances. He is to make good the time lost while absent without leave, by Special
Order of Brig Gen'l Baird, Commanding 3rd division, 14 A.C. (Army of the Cumberland). Stop $5.94 for arrest and delivery to regiment."
One point that should be noted is that on March 24, 1863 Danville was attacked by Morgan's Cavalry. Some of the other battles Jacob missed while
A.W.O.L. were: Sep 19-20, 1863, Chickamunga, Ga. Union losses were 1664 killed, 9262 wounded, 4945 missing-- Chattanooga, Nov 23-25, 1863,
Union losses were 757 killed, 4529 wounded, 330 missing-- Ringold and Taylor's Ridge, Nov 27, 1863, Union losses 68 killed, 351 wounded-Tunnel Hill, Ga., Jan 28, 1864, and again on Feb 25-27, 17 killed, 274 wounded.
He returned to his regiment in time to participate in these battles: May 5-9, 1864 at Tunnel Hill, Ga.-- May 25-Jun 4, Dallas, Ga.-- July 22 to Sep 2,
1864, the Seige of Atlanta.
He may also have been at Jonesboro, Ga. on Sep 1, and the Seige of Savannah, Ga., Dec 10-21, 1864, but although the 14th A.C. had units in these
battles, I have no record of Jacob being there.
He marched in the Grand Review down Pennsylvania Avenue on May 23, 1865.
On June 8, 1865, he was transferred to the 22nd Indiana Vereran Volunteers, and was mustered-out near Washington, D.C., on the following day,
June 9, 1865.
The last muster roll states he was last paid to Sep 7, 1862, his original clothing account never settled, and $95.13 drawn since then. It lists enlistment
bounty paid $25 with $75 due him. It seems they never got their $5.94. He was discharged June 22, 1865.
Cousin Philip found Uncle Jake's diary in a second-hand store or antique shop in the 1960's. In the February 1968 issue of the Bridgebuilder, the
National Pontius Association magazine, he prints extracts from this diary. The spelling and wording is Jacob's, printed as written.
Ringgold, Ga., 1864, Sunday (Apr) 10th inspection a 9 A.M. was to church at 2 o'clock P.M. and shortly after the congregation
proceeted to the chicamunga crick at the foot of Pigeon Ridge. 44 of Adams sons recieved the christian Baptism in obundience to the
commands of christ our lord and then we retired again the church and all recieved the Emblems of Christs broken body and spilt
blood and went to church in the eavening and had a good time-Wednesday (Apr) 27th very warm day we had Brigate drill in the afternoon went to church in the evening Behold all things are yours,
oh holy spirit thou dost awake strong and ardent desires in my breat to love and serve thee-May 8th the aramy at tunnel Hill this morning the news is favorable generel lee, was whipped By general grant.-Friday June 4 under fire a all night and the reabs try to advance on our pickets 3 times and repuls etc. Jacob, Eyer, and Davit
Duntsinger slightly wounded by a shell from our own batterys-Monday (June) 27th moved to the front in the rear of 2 Devision at 9 A.M. there was a general attacked all along the 2 Div & one Div
of the 4 corps. charged the enemys lines but failed to take, loss reported heavy on our sied. Wounded are coming in fast it very hot
and wounded suffers much from immence heat connoating and skermishing continues till dark camped at 5 P.M. for night-Thursday June 30 I took sick very sudden and had a very hurt pain in my breast very near killing me my bed was a plank and no
shelter--

July 12 in camp all day. Rebs and our Boys go in the river swimming to gater and traid with each other-July 23 the reabs are gone again this morning & we have orders to be ready to march immediately advance within two miles of
Atlanta. Very heavy fighting on our left we got in position at about noon and threw up a heavy line of works. General McFerson is
killed a very hot day.-August 5 Col. Baker was killed instantly killed by a sharpshooter this P.M. the whole regiment deeply regret the loss of this Brave and
competent officer-September 1st 1864 Marched at 11 A.M. to the right and formed a line on the right of the 4th A.C. Marched in line of battle for a
mile. At the same time the 2nd Brig. of the 1st Div 14th CLC made a charge on the rebel works but were repulsed. Our Brigade then
came up and were ordered to unsling knapsacks and fixed bayonets on th side hill in a corn field. The order was then give foreward
and the whole Brig moved in quick time and at a right shoulder shift until within a few fors of the woods where the rebels fire a volley
into our closed ranks which cut down many brave boys. The order was then given double-quick and everyone gave a yell and went for
the woods and we soon found the rebels thick in their works but they could not stop our Brig and the boys went over the breast wrks
and the rebs had to surrender or be clubbed or bayonetted they did not like cold steel so about six hundred were taken prisoners in
both lines of thier works-April 12th 1965 Went in camp at Calton station: marched about 12 miles; we had the official orders Teat to us of General Sherman
& in the eavening about the surrender of Genl Lee's arma and the capuere of Richmond. the arma in great joy. We Gave cheers after
cheer ware shouted and at the same time Every thing halted for a second or two the Whistle of an Engine was heard what we see hear
comes the engine with a flag of truth then shouts and cheers then ware again Begun. the loudest voices I ever heard. We all felt happy
for now the war is over I was just ready to set down with my plate on the ground to eat super but when the good news reaced my ears
it took my appetide I was not very hungry then-May 23, 1865 Weather fine Brigade inspection in the forenoon by Genl Green & staff the Potomac arma is reviewed in the fcity of
Washington May 24th. today we will be reviewed (the 3rd Div 14 A.C. Corps) in the city of Washington. Left camp at 7 o'clock and
marched to the long Bridge on this we crossed the Potomac River & is one mile and waide after crossing this. We marched near the
Capital Building where we stacked arms & rested til the 20 corps passed when we again moved on in column of capital squair then
on the worth & then down on the West to Pennsylvania avenue down Pennsdsylvania avenue to the U.S. Treasury and passed the
presidents mantion & crossed to georgetown & recross the river on the acquiacetock Bridge thence on the Camp. I never yet
witnessed such crouds of People before. the side walks & verandis or Porches & every window was crowded with men & women &
Children & in many places were built scaffolds in front of them on white canvas or clothe in large & Beautiful letters were the words
of Welcome Home Brave Boys & All hail our Western Heroes!! & All Honors to the Brave!! Shiloah, Chickamuga, Mishonary Ridge.
Atlanta! Jonesboro! & in front of the Presidents Mantion on Both sides of the streets was large scaffolds reading the length of one
whole squair; this was as full of peoples as it could Hold! was the stand occupied by the President, Genl Grant, Genl Gherman & a
number of other Generels togather with the members of the capient! Such ansuthiasm I never witnessed before & I enjoyed myself
mutch! Allthough hard work for ust to march the distance of six miles & carry our guns in one Position all the time. It was a very
warm day and somewhat dusty. We got to our camp at 6" in the evening consteable tatiqued by our days work; makeing in all a
march of about 20 miles-END
Daddy's Uncle Jake came to Northwestern Missouri around 1870 and settled in Grundy County. He bought land at Tindall and Trenton. He owned a
large livery stable at Trenton, and was in the Real Estate business.
Jacob was married twice. He had 2 girls, one was a baby and the other about 15 when his first wife died. He remarried a widow named Lowery; she
had 2 boys and one girl. The 1880 Census lists Jacob Pontius, 34, a farmer, his wife Sarah, 42, a daughter Elva R., 5, and stepsons William Young,
19, and Elmer Young, 17.
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Joseph Pontius
Husband:
Name: Pontius, Joseph
Birth: Mar 19, 1842, Coventry Township, Summit County, Ohio
Death: Mar 2, 1913, Ridgeway, Missouri (cancer of the stomach)
Burial: Ridgeway, Missouri
Married: Aug 12, 1866, Princeton, Missouri
Father: Pontius, Daniel
Mother: Garl, Sarah
Wife:
Name: Place, Margaret Mahala
Birth: Nov 20, 1849, Delaware County, Ohio
Death: May 20, 1922, Rigeway, Missouri
Father: Place, Nelson
Mother: Clark, Matilda (1/2 Delaware Indian)
Children:
1. [F] Christina Pontius (Apr 28, 1867, Mercer Co., Missouri - Nov 2, 1907) married Rafe (Ralph Ouray) Woodward on Jun 28, 1885.
2. [M] Edward Samuel Pontius (1869, Mercer Co., Missouri - Jan 11, 1948, Weimar, Placer Co., California) married Florence Crabbe (died
Jun 28, 1948)
3. [M] Ernest Winfred Pontius (1871, Mercer Co., Missouri - 1935) married Ollie Whistler, Rachel Hughes and Orpha Whistler
4. [M] Jacob Franklin Pontius (Nov 30, 1873, Mercer Co., Missouri - Sep 13, 1953, Hugoton, Kansas) married Julia Anna Young on Nov 5,
1893 and Edith Ellen Rowan on Nov 19, 1918
5. [M] William Samuel Pontius (Aug 27, 1876, Mercer Co., Missouri - Dec 31, 1946, Harrison Co., Missouri) married Hanna Elizabeth
Dennis
6. [M] Jesse D. Pontius (1879, Mercer Co., Missouri - April 1, 1955, Englewood Co., Colorado) married Cora McBee Duncan and Elsie B.
Farr
7. [M] Joseph Jr. Pontius (1880, Harrison Co., Missouri - March 20, 1957) married Cora Spence
8. [F] Ada Pontius (1890, Harrison Co., Missouri - Aug 26, 1956, Gillette, Wyoming) married Archie Guy Hoadley, M.D.
References:
Records of J.P. Pontius, Keokuk, Iowa, 1963-1971.
Records of J.D. Pontius.
Personal memories of Jesse E. Pontius.
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Joseph Pontius
Joseph Pontius was born March 19, 1842, Summit County, Coventry Township, Southeast of Akron, Ohio, and the 5th son and 9th child of Daniel
Pontius (1804-1847) and Sarah Garl (1811-1883).
Joseph lost his father when he was five years of age. The court appointed his uncle Frederick Pontius as his guardian.
As a young man in 1858, he came to a farm in Elkhart County, Indiana, near Bristol, where other members of his family had settled. For a short time
he worked near St. Joseph and Berrien Springs, Michigan, in the timber with his older brother Ruben. In 1864 he came to a farm between Princeton
and Spickard, Missouri (Mercer County).
He married at age 24, on August 12, 1866 at Princeton, Missouri, to Margaret Mahala Place (1849-1922). Margaret was formerly of Delaware
County, Ohio. Her father was Nelson Place (1826-1826) and Matilda Clark (1824-1858), her mother. The Clark line is said to be that of the famous
William Clark of the Lewis and Clark Expedition (though as yet I haven't proven it) and Matilda's mother was said to be a Delaware Indian. The Place
line is Scottish and Welsh.
Margaret Mahala Place was 16 years 10 months of age at her marriage. She met Joseph Pontius at Unionville, Missouri, (Harrison County) while he
was working on a job of painting signs.
Margaret had come to Northwest Missouri with her father in 1859, her mother having died at 34 years from tuberculosis.
Joseph had no military service. His brother Benjamin was killed at the battle of Gettysburg. His brothers Jacob and Daniel were also Civil War
veterans and they resented Joseph for not going to war. One family story says that Joseph was excused to take care of his widowed mother, a German
woman who spoke little English. His registration with her in the 1860 census for Summit County, Ohio would seem to bear this out.
Joseph had some trouble with alcoholic spirits earlier in life, but through the efforts of his wife, he overcame the habit and united with the Baptist
Church in the Pleasant Valley Community. (He was once "churched" for trading hats on Sunday). With four other followers, he built the Christian
Chruch at Pleasant Valley. The church was still in use in 1963. He rode horseback over the country in 1898 to gather donations to help build this
church. He served as Trustee, Elder, Deacon, and Chairman of the Board. He was a man much beloved, and sincere and devoted father and husband
and friend to all. He was true to his faith until death, intensely reverent and devout.
Joseph and Mahala Pontius were charter members of the Pleasant Valley Baptist Church in 1885. Their son Jacob became a member and was
baptised by J.H. Burrows, October 1885.
Joseph and Margaret Mahala Pontius were the parents of eight children, Christena, Samuel Edward, Ernest Winnfred, Jacob Franklin, William
Samuel, Jesse Daniel, Joseph Jr., and Ada.
Joseph was tall, slim, had dark hair, and blue eyes. He was a hard worker. He was a farmer, orchardist, carpenter and bee keeper. He located on a
farm in 1880 in Harrison County, Missouri, northeast of Rigeway, where he raised his family.
The barn on the old place was built without nails. The beams are jointed timbers held by oak pins and the siding put on with oak pegs. The barn was
still standing in 1963, although nails have been used to repair the siding, and it has been re-shingled.
In 1893, he visited the World's Fair in Chicago, travelling by horse and buggy. After an absence of nearly 30 years, he visited his old home and
relatives at Bristol, Illinois. The round trip covered nearly 900 miles. In Bristol, he secured a bundle of cedar tree seedlings, and upon returning home
he set them as a windbreak around the farm, giving some to his son, Edward. These trees are still growing on both farms.
In 1906 Joseph retired from farming.
He was a democrat.
Joseph Pontius died March 2, 1913 at his home in Ridgeway, Missouri, with cancer of the stomach. His son, William Pontius furnished the team and
drove the hearse ahead of the funeral procession through axle-deep slush of snow, water, and mud to the Ridgeway Cemetary. He was buried in a
polished oak casket with a soft duck-down pillow as he had requested. His grandsons Clayton and Joseph Philip Pontius placed perpetual care on this
lot May 25, 1962.
In the summer of 1963, I (Joseph Edison Pontius) visited the old Pontius place as the guest of Gerald Pontius. We drove to the old place, where the
owner allowed me to look around and take some pictures. I was the inside of the old barn and wondered at the patience and craftmanship to work so
many jointed timbers with hand tools. I took some pictures inside the barn, but it was too dark for good ones. The house looked much like the pictures
taken in the 1890's, except the cedar tree in the driveway is about two foot thick, there are bushes along the west end of the house, and a TV antenna
was upon the roof. Jesse tells me the house caught fire and burned in 1971. I wasn't invited to see the interior.
We went up the road next to the church which Grandpa Joseph had helped build. An old bell sits silent by the corner, but it looks very much alive, as
if I had gone back in time 50 years or more. There is a beautiful clump of silver maple trees near the road, and the wind was stirring the leaves so that
the silver flashed.
We visited the cemetary where Grandpa is buried, and paid a short visit to Iva Dean Simpson in town. Then I was on my way again to return to
California.

Most of the above is from a story by cousin Philip Pontius, told in 1963 and 1964. Other parts are as told by Jesse Pontius and Olive McClellan,
Christina Woodward's daughter. These ingredients are bound together with historical data and facts of record.
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Margaret Mahala Pontius Obituary
Margaret Mahala Place was born near Delaware, Ohio, Nov 20, 1849, and died at Humeston, Iowa, May 20, 1922, at the age of 72 years and 6
months.
She was married Aug 12, 1866 to Joseph Pontius, to which union were born eight children, seven of whom are living. Her husband and oldest
daughter have preceded her in death.
Those living are Edward E. of California, Ernest W. of Saskatchewan, Canada, Jacob F. of Kansas, Jesse D. of Iowa, Joseph C. of Kansas, and Ada
Hoadley of Wyoming.
Her father immigrated from Ohio in 1856 to the northern border of Missouri, near Lineville. As a child she remembers crossing the Mississippi on the
ice, her father drawing his mittens on over her shoes so she could walk better; of Indians calling at the door begging for tobacco or bread; in early
married life of the outlaw James Boys' gang once stopping at her door riding seven horses and leading an eighth, and requesting her to get them some
dinner. She refused the request to feed so many "fruit tree agents" (as they said they were), so they rode on. The following afternoon the Corydon
bank was raided by these agents (?) and Cashier Sheets killed.
She united with the Baptist Church along with her husband and two sons, about 35 years ago, under the preaching of Rev. J.H. Burrows of
Cainsville, Mo., and lived a commendable Christion life until death claimed her.
For ten years she had been a sufferer of paralysis. The last two years of her life she spent with her son, Jesse at Humeson, Iowa.
Eight days before her death she suffered a stroke, lapsed into final unconsciousness twelve hours later and passed away as in a deep sleep at 8:45
Saturday evening.
After a short service at the house the remains were taken to the old home at Ridgeway, Missouri, for interment. Rev. M.SDS. Jamison of Albany,
Missouri, an old time preacher friend of the family, preached the funeral sermon, after which loving hands laid her to rest by the side of her husband
to await the resurrection of the just.
J.D. Pontius
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Margaret Mahala Place's Ancestry
+--Hannah Starke
!
+--Phoebe Starke
!
+--Christopher Starke
!
+--William Starke
+--Elizabeth Starke
+--Aaron Starke
!
!
!
+--Daniel Starke
+--Aaron Starke
+--John Starke
! m. Judith
! d. Wyoming Valley Massacre*
Aaron Starke --------------+
!
!
b. 1602 or 1603
+--(Several daughters)
+--Phoebe Starke
+--Daniel Starke
probably Scotland
!
! m. Walworth
! d. Wyoming Valley Massacre*
d. 1685 New London,
+--William Starke ----------+
!
Connecticut
! b. 1664 Majestic,
+--Christopher Starke ------+--Mary Starke
!
Connecticut
! b. 1689 Groton,
!
! d. Sep 30, 1730
!
Connecticut
+--James Starke
!
Groton, Conn.
! d. between 1773-78
! m. Walsworth
!
Morning Valley, Pa.
!
+--William Starke
! b. 1742 Groton,
* The Wyoming Valley Massacre, July 3, 1778
!
Connecticut
was in Luzerne Co., Pennsylvania, when the
! d. 1795 New York State
British and Iroquois Indians captured a
! m. Polly Carry -----------fort in which the valley residents were
!
(daughter of Rev.
the losers.
!
Henry Cary)

+--Anna Clark
! m. 1. Ebenezer Camp
+--Mary Clark
!
2. Daniel D. Shinn
! m. Harlem Spencer
+--William Starke
!
!
!
+--John Clark
+--Clarissa Clark
+--Nathan Starke
! b. Nov 20, 1796, Pa.
! (died at age 16)
!
! d. 1874
!
+--Lucy Starke
! m. Matilda Howes --------+--Matilda Clark ------------!
!
b. 1796 Maryland
! b. Oct 19, 1824 Ohio
+--Nancy Starke
!
d. 1875
! d. Jun 30, 1858 Ohio
--William Starke
!
!
! m. Nelson Place
b. 1742 Groton,
+--John Starke
+--James Clark
!
b. Jun 16, 1825 Ohio
Connecticut
!
! m. Laura Benedict
!
d. Dec 10, 1889 Mo.
d. 1795 New York State
+--James Starke
!
!
m. Polly Cary -------------+
+--Moses Clark
+--Amanda Clark
(daughter of Rev.
+--Oliver Starke
! m. 1. Eliza King
! b. 1827
Henry Cary)
!
!
2. Eliza Fancher
! m. 1. Darby A. Ports
+--Elizabeth Starke
!
!
2. George Easterday
!
+--Temperence Clark
!
+--Samuel Starke
! m. Jason McBurney
+--Benjamin Clark
!
!
! b. 1832
+--Frederic Starke
+--Isaac Clark
! m. Susie Sheeks
!
! m. Amy Fancher
!
+--Mary Starke
!
+--Luara Clark
! b. Oct 3, 1772
+--Lucinda Clark
! b. 1834
! d. Feb 12, 1859
! m. John Wickiser
! m. Chancy Place
! m. Elijah Clark * -------+
!
!
b. May 10, 1773
+--Rosanna Clark
+--John Clark
!
d. Dec 1849
! m. Lat. Robinson
! d. 1836
!
! d. in army, civil war
/
+--Elijah Clark
/
! m. Mary Brown
/
/
* Elija's brothers were: John, killed in Revolutionary War,
Moses, died near New York City, and
Reuben, a sea-faring man.
It is thought his grandfather was Irish or Welsh and his
grandmother was English.

+--Christina Pontius
! b. Apr 28, 1867
! d. Nov 2, 1907
!
+--Edward S. Pontius
! b. 1869
! d. Jan 11, 1948
+--Margaret Mahala Place
!
! b. Nov 20, 1849
+--Ernest W. Pontius
Thomas Place
! d. May 10, 1922
! b. 1871
m. Phoebe Campbell --------+
! m. Joseph Pontius -------+ d. 1935
!
!
b. Mar 19, 1842
!
+--Nelson Place
!
d. Mar 2, 1913
+--Jacob F. Pontius -------! b. Jun 16, 1825
!
! b. Nov 30, 1873
d. Dec 10, 1889, Mo.
+--Jennie Place
! d. Sep 13, 1953
--------------------------------m. Matilda Clark --------+ m. Elmer Day
!
b. Oct 19, 1824
!
+--William S. Pontius
d. Jun 30, 1858
+--John W. Place
! b. Aug 27, 1876
! m. Annie Lax
! d. Dec 31, 1946
!
!
+--Angeline Place
+--Jesse D. Pontius
!
! b. 1879
+--Legnaniel (?) Place
! d. Apr 1, 1955
!
+--Joseph Jr. Pontius
! b. 1880
! d. Mar 20, 1957
!
+--Ada Pontius
! b. 1890
! d. Aug 26, 1956

This genealogy of Clark-Starke-Place was made up by J.D. Pontius and given to Olive Wenzel. Cousin Olive McClellan says it is from a book "Clark
and Fancher Genealogy".
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The Wyoming Valley Massacre
The Wyoming Valley, Pennsylvania, is situated in Luzerne County and crossed by the Susquehanna River. It is crescent shaped, approximately 20
miles long and 3 to 4 miles wide.
A fertile, aluvial plain containing anthracite coal deposits, it is noted for its beauty. The valley was claimed by connecticut under its charter of 1662
which named its western boundary as the Pacific Ocean. This description conflicted with the William Penn grant and the Wyoming Valley was
claimed by both colonies. It was settled in 1750-1760, mainly by people from Connecticut. The French and Indian War interfered with its settlement.
The Iriquois Indians in 1754 repudiated the agreement with the Connecticut colony and resold the rights to Penn. The Pennamite-Yankee wars of
1769-1771 and 1775 was the result of the ensuing dispute.
During the revolution, a large portion of the men of the valley joined the Continental Army. A number of Tory-Loyalists remained and in 1778 were
joined by a group known as Butler's Rangers, their Indian allies (Iriquois) some Scots and Dutch, whom the Connecticut people had expelled from the
valley at the beginning of the war. The invaders were led by Sir John Johnson, John Butler, and Joseph Brant.
Prior to the attack, the settlers had taken refuge in the fort known as Forty Fort near Wilkes-Barre. The settlers did not number over 400, chiefly boys
and old men; the British force including 700 Indians was about 1100. After a desperate battle fought on the 3rd of July, 1778, the settlers were
completely defeated, about 2/3 being killed. They were forced to capitulate. After the surrender, many of the prisoners were tortured and killed by the
Indians. The greater part of the inhabitants of the valley were compelled to flee to other settlements and endured great hardships.
Christopher Starke, the 4th great grandfather of Mahala Place Pontius had two sons killed at the Wyoming Massacre. They were Aaron and Daniel
Starke, brothers to our ancestor William Starke. William's wife was Polly Cary. A Joseph Cary was one of the victims, perhaps her brother, and
Samuel and Nathan Carey (note the spelling) were survivors.

Data taken from "History of Luzerne County" by H.C. Bradsby; Encyclopedia Americana, Vol 29, page 590-591; Encyclopedia Britanica, Vol 23,
page 833; and Colliers Encyclopedia, Vol 23, page 657.
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Forty Fort
The site of this stronghold is in the borough of the same name on the southerly side of the line of the junction of River Street with Fort Street.
Standing on the high western bank it was admirably situated to command the river at this point. It derived its name from the forty pioneers who,
having been sent forward from Connecticut in 1769 by the Susquehana Company to take possession of the land in its behalf, were rewarded for their
services by a grant of the township of Kingston, and from this circumstance known likewise as the township of the Forty, and the Forty town, within
which the fort was located. The building of the fort was begun in the year 1770, and served as a place of security in time of danger and alarm; at a
later period it seems to have been partly destroyed, or at least left in a condition not fitted for guarding as the law of the time required, for we learn
that in 1772 and 1773 the Kingston men were ordered to mount guard in the fort at Wilkes-Barre until they shall build fortifications of their own.
In 1777, under direction of the committee it was partly rebuilt adding much to its strength as well as its dimensions. Opinions differ as to its size, the
better authority seems to be that it enclosed an acre or more of ground; indeed, recent excavations disclosed the remains of the timbers in place,
entending in one direction, two hundred and twenty feet, indicating in connection with other circumstances an enclosure of at least an acre. The walls
of this fort were of logs, the material generally used in such defences; these were set upright in a trench five feet in depth, extending twelve feet above
the surface of the ground, and were sharpened at the tops. The joints or crevices between the upright logs were protected by another tier of logs
planted and secured in like manner, thus forming a double wall.
Barracks or huts were built along the walls within the walls for the shelter of the occupants; the roof of these buildings served as a platform from
which the garrison could defend the works; and the space in the centre, surrounded by the barracks, was used as a parade. The enclosure was
rectangular in shape, having a gateway opening towards the north, another towards the south, and small sentry towers at the four corners rising a few
feet above the walls. A strong flowing spring at the margin of the river, below the structure, supplied water to the fort; access to the spring was
rendered safe by means of a sunken passageway, having the top protected by timberwork leading down from the fort. A water supply was always one
of the controlling influences in the location of a work of this character. This was true in the case of the several forts in Wyoming; some contained
within their walls running water, others had springs near at hand as in the present instance.
During the last days of June, 1778, when it became known that the enemy in great force was approaching Wyoming Valley, the inhabitants generally
sought the protection afforded by the several forts. Probably the largest number gathered at Forty Fort, owing to its larger dimensions and promise of
greater security. The militia likewise mustered at this point, marching from their several stations when the alarm was given, having first detached a
few of their numbers to add to the garrisons of the other forts.
Meantime the enemy, numbering about eleven hundred men, under command of Major John Butler, had descended the Susquehanna river in boats
and landed a few miles above Wyoming. The enemy's force were made up of two hundred British Provincials, and a like number of Torries, and
about seven hundred Indians, chiefly Senecas and Cayugas. From the point of landing they marched by a route at a distance from the river and
reached their destination on the night of July 1st, and camped on the mountain near the head of the valley, four miles north of Forty-Fort. After
having gained some small successes in the capture of two stockaded forts, they sent a flag, July 2nd, to Forty-Fort, demanding the surrender of the
several forts in the Valley together with all Continental stores. This demand was refused, and preparations were made to attack the enemy. Every
available man was assembled at the fort, and the chief command given by common consent to Col. Zebulon Butler, a Continental officer at home on
furlough. The force gathered at Forty-Fort numbered less than four hundred, made up of six companies of militia, the train bands, and old men and
boys, "chiefly the undisciplined, the youthful, and the aged, spared by inefficiency from the distant ranks of the Republic."
Scouts reported the enemy driving off cattle, plundering in the vicinity and preparing to leave the Valley. Of the number of the enemy they could give
no information; it was, however, believed to be much smaller than in fact it was. These circumstances perhaps precipitated the battle. Deceived both
in number and purpose of the enemy, our men marched on the afternoon of July 3, 1778 to engage them in battle.
After a march of three miles they formed in line of battle, presenting a front of some five hundred yards; in this order they advanced toward the
enemy over ground covered with scrub oaks and pitch pine, not high enough to obstruct the vision, but well adapted to form a cover for the Indians.
The right of our line resting on a hill not far from the river was commanded by Col. Butler supported by Major John Garrett; the left stretching
toward a marsh to the northwest, was under the command of Col. Dennison and Lieutenant Col. Dorrance. The enemy's left wing, composed of
British Provincials, was commanded by Major John Butler; next to them, and forming the centre were the Torries under Captains Pawling and
Hopkins, on the right were the Indians. The enemy's right rested upon a marsh, and behind thick foliage of its undergrowth there lay concealed a large
number of Indian Warriors.
At the word of command our men advanced and delivered a rapid fire with steadiness, which was returned by the enemy who slowly fell back before
our advancing column. Advancing thus for the distance of a mile our line found themselves in a cleared space of several acres, where unprotected by
any undergrowth, they were exposed to a galling fire from the British who were shielded by a kind of breastwork formed in part by a log fence
running across the upper part of the clearing. The Advance was checked, and at this moment the horde of Indians rushed from the swamp and in
overwhelming numbers, with war whoop and brandishing of spears, fell upon our left, attacking in the flank and rear. Confusion ensued, orders were
misunderstood or could not be executed. The left wing was forced back toward the right, the column was broken, and the day lost. Lieutenant Col
Dorrance fell mortally wounded, Major John Garret was killed; "every captain fell at his position in the line, and there the men lay like sheaves of
wheat after the harvesters."
In the flight from the field the men began moving off in squads firing at their pursuers, until decimated by fire and borne down by numbers, they fled
as best they might. Some reached Forty-Fort others fled to the river, and a few of these succeeded in reaching Wilkes-Barre. Those who were taken
were either killed outright or reserved for death by torture the following evening.
Our loss is variously estimated at from one hundred and sixty to two hundred. Major John Butler, the commander of the enemy, says two hundred
and twenty-seven scalps were taken. The loss of the enemy is unknown, but it is believed to be from forty to eighty. Such was the Battle of Wyoming,
very briefly and imperfectly told.

Col. Denison escaped from the field and assumed command at Forty-Fort. On the following day, the 4th of July, a second demand was made by the
enemy for its surrender. There was no means at hand for further resistance, and the terms offered being looked upon as favorable as could be
expected under the circumstances, the fort was given up in accordance with the following articles:
Westmoreland, July 4, 1778.
"Capitulation made and completed between Major John Butler, on behalf of His Majesty King George the Third, and Col. Nathan Denison, of the
United States of America.
Art 1. That the inhabitants of the settlement lay down their arms and the garrisons be demolished.
2nd. That the inhabitants are to occupy their farms peaceably and the lives of the inhabitants preserved entire and unhurt.
3rd. That the Continental stores be delivered up.
4th. That Major Butler will use his utmost influence that the private property of the enhabitants shall be preserved entire to them.
5th. That the prisoners in Forty-Fort be delivered up, and that Samuel Finch, now in Major Butler's possession, be delivered up also.
6th. That the property taken from the people called Torries, up the river, be made good; and they to remain in peaceable possession of their farms,
unmolested in a free trade, in and throughout this state, as far as lies in my power.
7th. That the inhabitants, that Col. Denison now capitulates for, together with himself, do not take up arms during the present contest."
These articles having been duly executed the fort was immediately surrendered.
The victorious columns of the enemy were seen marching toward the fort. On the left were the British Provincials and Tories in columns of four, led
by Major Butler; on the right were their painted savage allies, disposed in like and order. With banners flying, to the music of fife and drum, and with
all the pomp and circumstance of war which so heterogeneous a mass could assume, they approached the fort. At a signal the gates were thrown
open. Butler and his followers marched in by the north gate, while the Indians, led by their chiefs, entered by the south gate. All the arms of the fort,
stacked in the centre of the parade, were given up to Major Butler who at once presented them to the savages, saying "they were a present from the
Yankees," and then turning to Col. Denison, remarked, "That as Wyoming was a frontier, it was wrong for any part of the inhabitants to leave their
own settlements and enter into the Continental Army abroad; that it never would have been attempted if the men had remained at home." Col.
Franklin, who heard the declaration, added, "I was of the same opinion."
The people had taken with them into the fort many of their household goods and personal belongings; these now became a prey to the cupidity of the
savages, who, unrestrained by any authority, went about the fort robbing the inmates of whatever they possessed, even to the clothes they wore. From
robbing the people in the fort they soon passed to the plunder and devastation of the whole valley, burning and destroying wherever they went. Many
of the people living in Wilkes-Barre and the settlements below Forty-Fort, had already begun thier flight through the wilderness toward the Delaware
and to Sunbury by the way of the river. The flight now became general and continued in terror and panic until nearly all had gone. A few remained in
their cabins in the forts a fortnight or more, detained by illness or by the lack of means of getting away.
Notwithstanding the terms of the capitulation this fort was not demolished, and a few years afterwards was put in repair and garrisoned for a short
time.
From a book "Frontier Forts of Pennsylvania" 1916
Edited by Thomas Lynch Montgomery.
A multitude of stories of individual savagery have been told about the massacre at Wyoming Valley, and allowing for exageration and embellishment
in the retelling, many are no doubt true. The great extent of the tragedy seems to have been that the Indians were without control of the British leader
and were free to do as they pleased. Many of the tales are of torture and mutilation, and many of the survivors of the surrender met this fate.
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Descendants of Joseph Pontius and Margaret Place
Daniel Pontius =+= Sarah Garl
Nelson Place =+= Matilda Clark
1804-1847
!
1811-1883
1825-1889
!
1824-1858
!
!
Joseph Pontius -------------+----------- Margaret Mahala Place
1842-1913
!
1849-1922
!
+------------+------------+-----------+--+---------+-------------+------------+---------+
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
Christina
Edward S.
Ernest W.
Jacob F.
William S.
Jesse D.
Joseph
Ada
m.
Ralph O.
Woodward

m.
Florence
Crabb

m1.
Ollie
Whistler

m1.
Julia Anna
Young

m.
Hannah
Dennis

Lola
Avis

Elsie
Mae

Chester
Norwood

Jesse
Earl

Joseph
Philip

Olive
Blanche

Glen
Okley

Gerald

Minnie
Esther

Russell

Ruth
Ola

Oscar
William

Grace

Pearly
June
Fern
Iona
Edna
Arlyn

m3.
Orpha
Whistler

m2.
Elsie B.
Farr

m.
Cora
Spence

m.
Archie Guy
Hoadley

Cleo

Frank
Wayne
Joseph
Edward

Clayton
Lola
Olive

m2.
Rachel
Hughes

m1.
Cora McBee
Duncan

Ralph
Oray
Roy
Russel

Margaret
Mahala
Helen
G.
Iva
Dean

Carl
Aubyn

Arthur
Ella
May
Grace
Lucille
Robert
Lewis
m2.
Edith Ellen
Rowan
Arthur
Vernon
Edna
Lenore
Delpha
Jane
Margaret
Elaine
Joseph
Edison
Norma
Jean
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Anna
Ruth
Mary
Louise

Pontius brothers in Missouri. Uncle Daniel, Father Joseph, Uncle Jacob.

l-r: Edward, William, Joseph, Ernest, Joe jr.

Pontius family 1885, back l-r: William, Edward, Rafe Woodward, Christina. front
l-r: Jesse (JD), Mahala, Joe jr., Joseph sr., Earnest, and Jacob.

l-r: Christina, Ada, Mahala.

Pontius home in Missouri, About 1915.

Mahal, Ada, and Joseph in the parlor.

Ada Pontius

"Chester and me (Mahala) northeast corner of my porch, Cainsville, Mo., 1917."

Elmer Day and Jennie (Place) Day, Mahala's sister.

Ernest's wife, Rachael, Mahala Pontius, and the twins, Grace and Gerald, 1910.

Sisters, Jennie Day and Mahala Pontius

Mahla and Joseph Pontius home in Ridgeway, Missouri.

In 1963, the farmhouse still stands, but in 1971 it was struck by lightning and burned.
(see page 30-31)

The 80 year-old barn, "built without nails".

Pleasant Valley Church that Grandpa Joseph helped to build. 1963.
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Christina (Pontius) Woodward
Wife:
Name: Pontius, Christina ('Tina')
Birth: Apr 28, 1867, Mercer Co., Missouri
Death: Nov 2, 1907, Harrison Co., Missouri
Married: Jun 28, 1885
Father: Pontius, Joseph
Mother: Place, Margaret Mahala
Husband:
Name: Woodward, Ralph Ouray ('Rafe')
Birth: Dec 3, 1842, Decatur Co, Indiana
Death: Mar 15, 1928, Kansas City, Missouri
Other Marriages: Moss, Nancy J. (children: Ona, Ed, William H., Maude)
Father: Woodward, John, son of Chesley Woodward
Mother: Julia Ann
Children:
1. [F] Lola Avis Woodward (Jan 23, 1888 - ) married Laurence L. St Clair on May 16, 1912
2. [F] Olive Blanche Woodward (Nov 30, 1889 - ) married Carl C. McClellan in 1935
3. [F] Ruth Ola Woodward (Oct 13, 1899 - ) married Charles C. Shumard
References:
Olive McClellan, 741 Yucca St., Barstow, CA, 92311.
Military Service:
Rafe enlisted May 23, 1863, private, Company M, Sixth Missouri State Militia to July 19, 1864.
Captured at Neosho, Missouri, Oct 4, 1863, paroled same day.
Re-Up Jul 20, 1864, 13th Missouri Cavalry, Quartermaster Sargent, promoted Sgt-Mjr. Muster-out Jan 11, 1866.
Fought indians in West Kansas, Colorado, 1865-1866.

Rafe Woodward
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Christina (Pontius)
Woodward

Taps Sounded for Aged Civil War Veteran
R. O. Woodward, Aged 85, Died at Kansas City Thursday (March 15, 1928)
Ralph Ouray Woodward, son of John and Julia Ann Woodward, was born in Decatur County, State of Indiana, December 3, 1842.
He moved with his parents to Harrison County, Missouri, in the year 1847, they lived in log cabins in different places where Cainsville is now
situated, this being a wild country then.
To John and Julia Woodward were born ten children; three of whom died in infancy. The seven who lived to their maturity were Ralph O., Mary
Elizabeth, Chesley B., Rhoda B., Susan J., Eliza C., and Nancy E. Mrs. Rhoda B. Wilson is the only surviving child of this once well known family.
Our subject worked on a farm with his father until he was twenty years of age. He secured his education attending subscription schools held in the
homes of the patrons, until a log school house was built-- the only light entering the building was through a large crack in one side some ten inches
wide, covered with greased paper. Later, panes of glass eight by ten inches were used. No stoves in those days so a large fire place furninshed the
heat.
A the age of eighteen years he began teaching school and taught for sixteen years at different periods of time, from three months to six months in the
year.
At the the age of thirteen he was converted at a meeting held in the home of John and Elizabeth Chambers, conducted by his father, John Woodward
and Granfather, Chesley Woodward, who were well known Baptist Ministers in those days. R. O. Woodward united with the Zoar Baptist Church
October 1855 and was baptised in November of the same year.
Uncle Ralph had no special choice of Scripture, but loved it all. He mentioned at times receiving comfort fromt he 1st, 19th, 103rd and 121st
Chapters of the Psalms. Also 21st and 22nd Chapters of Revelation, the latter two chapters describing the "Holy City".
He chose a text for his funeral, "There is no Night There". He daily sang sacred songs, and the following songs were especially designated by him in
his memoranda, "Jesus Lover of My Soul", "Rock of Ages", "Savior More Than Life to Me", "I Need Thee Every Hour", "On Higher Ground" and
"Some Day We'll Understand". The themes and thoughts expressed in these songs portrayed his daily life.
Our subject enlisted May 23, 1863, in the Union Army of the late Civil War and served as a private in Co. M Sixth Missouri State Militia until July
19, 1864, when he was discharged from this service by reenlistment July 20, 1864, when he was assigned to Co. D. Thirteenth Missouri Cavalry as
Quarter Master Sergeant. Later being promoted to Sergeant Major of the Regiment. He was mustered out January 11, 1866. October 4, 1863, with
his Company he was taken prisoner at Neosho, Mo., by Confederate, Col. Joe Shelby, but was exchanged for Confederate prisoners the same day.
His service in 1865 and 1866 was in fighting Indians in western Kansas and in Colorado.
Uncle Ralph was married to Nancy J. Moss, of Cainsville, Mo., in July 1864. To this union four children were born, Ona, Ed. E. Wm. H., and
Maude. June 28, 1885, he was united in marriage to Christina Pontius. To this union three children were born, Lola Avis, Olive Blange, and Ruth
Ola. All the children survive him. Christina Woodward died November 2, 1907.
Uncle Ralph has been gradually failing for a number of years. Early in December last year he went to spend the winter with his daughter, Mrs. Ona
Welden, and family, at Gilman, Mo. Feeling badly, he concluded to try baths at the Bethany Mo., Sanitarium a few weeks ago. Not receiving the relief
hoped for he returned to Gilman and soon went to Excelsior Springs, Mo., for baths and treatments. Hefelt he was failing, although for a time it
seemed he was doing nicely, and he called his son, Ed from Colorado to come and assist him to Gilman and thence to his home in Cainsville. Ed and
his father were enroute to Gilman via Kansas City, Mo., where they stopped to visit a grand son, Ralph Welden, over night when Uncle Ralph had a
chill and developed bronchial pneumonia, to which he succumbed, March 15, 1928, at 8:45 P.M., aged 85 years, 3 months and 12 days.
Thus passes one of the community's noblest, upright characters, loved and revered by old and young alike to the extent of his acquantance. We feel if
any person lived a Christian life, honest in all his dealings with his fellow man-- loyal to his Nation, Church and Home, standing for everything good
and frowning on every semblance of evil, it was R. O. Woodward. What more can be said of any man?
Among Uncle Ralph's papers was found a sketch of his life and at its close he wrote-- "I like the following for the evening meditation".
"The day is passed and gone
The evening shades appear,
Oh! may we all remember well
The night of death draws near.
We lay our garments by
Upon our beds to rest,
So death will soon disrobe us all
Of what is here possessed.
Lord, keep us safe this night
Secure from all our fears
May Angels guard us while we sleep
Till morning light appears."
Rev. Z. V. Reed, pastor of the Baptist Church of Gilman, Mo., rendered the funeral discourse to a large, appreciative and sympathetic audience.

Seldom have so many complimentary remarks been heard about a funeral sermon. Rev. Reed endeared himself to all when he portrayed the life and
faith of Uncle Ralph, so simply and impressively, how he looked beyond the hollow tomb with this ever tightening earth and sod shutting out the light
with his hope and faith always strong in that thought "There will be no night there".
The Scripture reading was from the last chapter of Revelation.
The large assemblage of people and the many beautiful floral offering at both the church and Oaklawn Cemetery where he was tenderly laid beside
his wife, Christina, bespeak more than words the esteem in which Uncle Ralph was held in this community.
A quartette composed of Mrs. Maude French, Mrs. Pauline Bartram, Mr. Lester Reeves and Mr. Ed Girdner, accompanied by Mrs. Bronna Scott on
the piano, touchingly rendered the following songs: "Savior More Than Life to Me", "I Need Thee Every Hour", "I Am Happy in Him", "Rock of
Ages".
The pall bearers were of the deacons of the First Baptist Church of Cainsville.
Those in attendance from a distance were: Miss Olive Woodward, of East Las Vegas, N. M.; Mr. and Mrs. L. L. St. Clair and duaghter, Jean, of
Mexico, Mo; Mr. Ed E. Woodward, of Brush, Colo.; Mr. and Mrs. W. J. Welden and James Welden and wife, of Gilman, Mo.; Mrs. Rose Stoner,
Mrs. Lena Tucker and son, Chauncey, Earl Woodward and Mr. and Mrs. C. H. Woodward and daughter, Anna Claire, of Des Moines, Ia.; Rev. and
Mrs. J. D. Pontius, of Chariton, Ia.; Mrs. W. H. Schumard, of Bethany, Mo.
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Obituary of Christina Pontius Woodward
The Cainsville News, Cainsville, Missouri, Thursday, November 7, 1907.
Gone From Our Midst Is Sister Christina Pontius Woodward.
Before the midnight hour had come Saturday, November 2, 1907, the spirit of Sister Christina Woodward had taken its flight to spend its first
Sabbath in Heaven, leaving her bereft one's weeping and heart broken.
For many months she has so often come to the border line of life, that death, the cruel despoiler of our race had lost its terrors and often on Saturday
when she closed her eyes she saw beautiful visions of Heaven.
The dying words of Frances Willard, "How beautiful to be with God," have enriched every believer in Christ and will live on thru the ages to come.
Death is the crown of life.
Sister Woodward, Nee Pontius, was converted in the latter part of 1884 and was baptized by the writer into the fellowship of the Pleasant Valley
Baptist church, April 11, 1885, and with her parents and two brothers were constituent members in the organization of that church, but was lettered
out and became a member of the Cainsville Baptist church in November, 1885 and continued so until death. Sister "Tena" was a woman with
positive convictions, bordering on the dogmatic and had she lived in the days of Martys she would have gone to the stake for what she believed.
She was born April 28th, 1867 in Mercer county, Missouri, and was the oldest in a family of eight children, six sons and two daughters, and the first
death in that family.
She was united to Bro. R. O. Woodward in marriage June 28, 1885. To this union 3 daughters were born, two of whom are now teachers, a
profession honored by both of their parents. They are exemplary christians and with their God loving father and other bereft kindred can look up thru
their tears to a happy reunion in the "sweet bye and bye.".
The memorial services wre held at the home as planned by the deceased last summer when she thot her time had come. Appropriate passages of
scripture were read and hymns tenderly rendered and after prayer by Bro. Harper the writer used the words, "Her sun has gone down while it was yet
day". A part of the 9th verse, 15th chapter of Jer. "Death at the noon hour" was the theme. There was a large congregation of people and heart felt
sympathy was in every face. The farewell look taken and followed by a large concourse of people the white casket embowered in flowers was laid to
rest in its festooned grave in Oakland cemetery Tuesday afternoon November 5th 1907. The the Lord be near these weeping loved ones for Jesus
sake.
All the children of Bro. and Sister Pontius were present save Jake and Jessie. One by one we are passing away.
Death's but a path that must be trod,
If man would ever pass to God.
Thanks
Bro. Ralph Woodward and daughters beg me to express to each and all the dear friends who came so near to them and rendered them so many favors
and showed them so much sympathy that words seem inadequate to express their thanks and appreciation. May the Lord bless them.
Affectionately in sorrow.
--J. H. Burrows, Her Pastor.
Mrs. R. O. Woodward died at the family home in the east part of town on Saturday night, after an illness of some two or three years with rheumatism
and heart trouble. The latter was the immediate cause of death. Deceased was highly respected by all, and her death is sincerely regretted by the entire
community. She leaves a husband, three children, parents, and other relatives. Funeral services were conducted from the late residence at 2 P.M.,
Tuesday after wich the remains were laid to rest in Oakland cemetery. The News joins a host of friends of the family in extending sympathy in their
bereavement.
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Olive McClellan
In November, 1972, I visited Olive McClellan at her home in Barstow, California. Olive is the second of three daughters of Daddy's oldest sister, Tina
(Christina Woodward).
Olive was just recovering from a cold; she says she has arthritis but is in otherwise good health. She is 83 and has the same birthday as Jake (Nov 30).
Olive is married to Carl "Mac" McClellan; married at age 46 in 1935, and came then to Barstow, California. They owned a furniture store, but in
recent years leased it out-- business hasn't been good since Camp Erwin closed several years ago. Mac is a 32nd degree Mason. He has had some
trouble recently with cataracts on his eyes, but intends to have them removed.
Olive taught school for many years. She holds a masters degree from Columbia University in New York. She once dated A.G. Hoadley before Ada
married him, back in Missouri.
Avis St Clair, 85, her older sister lives in Columbia, Missouri. Avis drives a new Chrystler and gets around very well. She is Chairman of a chapter of
D.A.R. Avis has a daughter Jean St Clair, who is head of the "National Research Council" in Washington, D.C. Jean has been instrumental in having
a new library built to house the records she is in charge of maintaining and indexing.
Ruth Shumard of Hopewell, New Jersey, is the younger sister. She is the wife of Charles Shumard. Carl has an artificial hip joint and walks with a
cane. Ruth's son-in-law, Mr. Mastrocola is an architect who has designed several big buildings in and around New York City. Olive doesn't believe
Ruth would be interested in a family history at this time, as she has had a lot of family tragedy lately.
A few years ago, Olive made up a family scrapbook and sent copies to her sisters. Some of the material she got from Cousin Philip Pontius. She wrote
to him 3 times for information and paid a total of $60. She is not a member of the NPA. Several years ago when Philip was beginning the research for
his Pontius book, he contacted several of the relatives wanting them to share the cost of publishing his book. She thought the price was too high and
didn't want to invest in the project. When Philip was a young man in Missouri, he lived with the Woodward family for awhile.
I asked her about some of the stories about the family, and why her mother came to marry a man as old a Joseph himself. "Christina was 25 years
younger than her husband. She had a steady boyfriend near her own age, but grandfather Joseph didn't aprove of this character, so grandfather ran
him off the place. Rafe Woodward was a widower with several children. He was the same age as grandpa and was a Civil War Vereran. He was a
very religious man, didn't smoke or drink and had grandpa's aproval.
Olive's father's full name was Ralph Ouray Woodward. The girls were Lola Avis, Olive Blanche and Ruth Ola. I suppose that may be where Daddy
got the names for Ralph and Olive, and Jesse got the name Lola for his daughter.
She remembers Aunt Julia (Young). She said she doesn't belive Jake was too fond of work, as he farmed 160 acres for them in Missouri and didn't
produce much of a crop.
"I don't think J.D. would be much of a preacher. He used to smoke and drink. I don't think he seemed very happy with his second wife and family;
maybe he wasn't treated well."
"Before Grandpa's family moved from Mercer County to Harrison County, they lived in a little 2 room house-- can't you imagine all those boys in
such a small house?"
Olive gave me the obituaries of her father and mother and of grandmother Margaret Mahala Place Pontius. She loaned me several pictures of her
family and helped me with several questions that I hope will help to make this book more accurate and interesting.

Rafe and Christina's children, May 1971: Avis St Claire, 83, Olive McClellan, 81,
Ruth Shumard, 71
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Samuel Edward Pontius
Husband:
Name: Pontius, Samuel Edward
Birth: Nov 6, 1869, Mercer Co., Missouri
Death: Jan 30, 1948, Wilmar, L.A. Co., California
Burial: Selma, Fresno Co., California
Father: Pontius, Joseph
Mother: Place, Margaret Mahala
Wife:
Name: Crabb, Florence
Birth: Jan 28, 1874
Death: Feb 18, 1948, Wilmar, L.A. Co., California
Burial: Selma, Fresno Co., California
Children:
1. [F] Elsie Mae Pontius (Mar 13, 1894, Ridgeway, Missouri - Nov 5, 1973, Grass Valley, Nevada Co., California) married Albert J. Jensen on
Jun 10, 1914
2. [M] Glen Okley Pontius (Jan 7, 1896, Ridgeway, Missouri - Nov 10, 1928)
3. [M] Oscar William Pontius (Sep 15, 1898, Ridgeway, Missouri - 1962, Fresno, California)
4. [F] Pearly June Pontius (Jun 4, 1901, Ridgeway, Missouri - ) married Martin
5. [F] Fern Iona Pontius (Jan 2, 1904, Ridgeway, Missouri - ) married second time to Lewis H. Smith on Jun 13, 1952
6. [F] Edna Arlyn Pontius1 (Aug 13, 1910, Ridgeway, Missouri - ) married Clarence W. White and then Hugh Hines on Sep 15, 1927
Notes:
Edward married and had 6 children in Missouri. He came to California in March of 1912 and settled on a fruit ranch in Fresno County, a mile
north of Selma. Upon retirement, they moved to Wilmar in the Rosemead area of Los Angeles Co., where they lived until 1948.

William Pontius' children July, 1908, l-r: Russel 6, Margaret Mahala 4, Joseph Phillip 8.
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Ernest Winfield Pontius
Husband:
Name: Pontius, Ernest Winfield
Birth: Dec 7, 1871, Ridgeway, Missouri
Death: Aug 11, 1935, Ridgeway, Missouri
Married: three times Ollie Whistler, Rachel Hughes, and Orpha Whistler
Father: Pontius, Joseph
Mother: Place, Margaret Mahala
First Wife:
Name: Whistler, Ollie *
Birth: Dec 22, 1874
Death: Jul 13, 1900
Children:
1. [M] Chester Norwood Pontius (Jun 9, 1897, Ridgeway, Missouri - ) married Opal Inez Bennett (Jan 5, 1899, Ridgeway, Missouri - ) on Jun
18, 1917
2. [M] Gerald Pontius (Sep 18, 1909 ** - )
3. [F] Grace Pontius (Sep 18, 1909 ** - )
Second Wife:
Name: Hughes, Rachel
Death: 1918, Regina, Saskatewan, Canada
Third Wife:
Name: Whistler, Orpha *
Children:
4. [M] Arthur Pontius
References:
Revised Nov, 1974
* Ollie and Orpha Whistler (Ernest's 1st and 3rd wives) were sisters.
** Gerald and Grace Pontius (Ernest's 2nd and 3rd children) were twins.
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Ernest Winfield Pontius married Ollie Whistler
1. Chester Norwood Pontius married Opal Inez Bennet
. 1. Lavina Bell Pontius married William Fredrick Cole
. . 1. Gerald Berton Cole married Marjorie Ulmer
. . . 1. Kimberly Ann Cole
. . . 2. Kelly Wade Cole
. . 1. Gerald Berton Cole remarried-- Rose Marie Turcott
. . . 3. William Edward James Cole (Billy)
. . . 4. Holly Dale Cole
. . 2. Alice Inez Cole married Joseph Rudolph Alexander Turman
. . . 1. Tannis Vanessa Turman
. . . 2. Mark Stephen Turman
. . 3. Wayne Frederick Cole married Diane Robertson
. . . 1. Cristie Diane Cole
. . 4. Carol Elsie Cole married Dennis Leonard Turman
. 2. Ira Winfield Pontius
. 3. Chester Norwood Pontius Jr.
. 4. Inez Opal Pontius married Sam Ferris
. . 1. Willa Marie Ferris married Eugene Mah
. . . 1. Jack Samuel Mah
. . . 2. Kenneth William Mah
. . 1. Willa Marie Ferris remarried-- Jim Hanson
. . . 3. Chad Leslie Hanson
. . 2. Helen Ann Ferris
. 5. Ethel Pauline Pontius married Joseph Surma
. . 1. Chester Joseph Surma
. . 2. Joyce Lynette Surma
2. Gerald Pontius
3. Grace Pontius
Ernest Winfield Pontius remarried-- Rachel Hughes
Ernest Winfield Pontius remarried-- Orpha Whistler
4. Arthur Pontius
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The Bugle Calls
by Carol Cole Turman (1974)
The bugle calls again today.
We are to remember-Tragic times, war times, those times
Years ago-- but relived today
In heart and soul and mind.
I remember.
Not the wars or those who died
For I never knew them.
Yet I remember.
I remember one year on this day
When just a child in school.
A poppy on our blazers.
Someone read "In Flander's Field".
A record played the bugle calls.
Then the needle would scratch and lag
As we bowed our heads in silent prayer
Beneath a lowered flag.
Then off home I'd run
In great anticipation
Of a free afternoon from school.
No lectures! No classes!
In the front door-- letting it bang.
I'd never even heard it
But mother chided me
As she wiped tears from behind her glasses.
"Why are you crying, mother?
I'm sorry I let the door bang."
Mom gave a little smile.
Then it was as if her very heart sang,
She told me this story through tears
She could not hide.
"You never knew your uncle.
Ira was his name.
We were close, so very close.
We knew each other's every thought.
He gave me this little jack-knife-- his favorite.
Then that last day came.
The bugle called-- he answered
To serve his native land.
Just a boy of twenty-one
Khaki clothed, a duffel bag, a perceptive smile,
He said his last good-byes
And kissed us all
Then walked down the road,
Turned, and waved his hand.
Through the distance from the house
To where he stood
A million memories surged our hearts.
I could not see his eyes
But there were tears.
I just knew.
A train whistled-It would be taking us far apart.

And yet he lingered near the gate
Looking back.
Again he'd wave his hand.
He'd turn and walk, then look back again
At his home, his family.
He would fight for us-- die for us
In a war he didn't understand.
And so he went
To join the marching boots-The Winnipeg Grenadiers.
He'd wear his uniform well.
Do what must be done.
Hong Kong! Where was Hong Kong?
A million miles-- maybe more
From the sound, the voices
So dear, so loving to his ears.
Now your grandma has his medals.
I have his jack-knife
Memories, a few pictures.
Ira-- standing with his horses.
Ira and I-- standing by the house.
Ira-- a portrait in uniform.
Ira! Ira!
A telegram-- Ira lost his life.
A buddy of his had gone with him.
He said he saw Ira die.
He said he'd tell us one day,
When he could,
When he found the words.
When? When?
No, he never told us
And the years have gone by.
Private Ira Pontius
His name is inscribed
On a monument for those
With unknown graves.
No Flander's Field!
No cross!
No poppies blowing!
And that is why today
Your mother cried."
No, I never knew my Uncle Ira,
But I have two brothers of my own.
So on this day I remember
My mother's story.
My mother's tears.
I wear a poppy, bow my head
In respect to days I'd never known.
I remember, yes, I remember.
But most of all
I pray for peace
So my brothers won't have to answer
The bugle's call.

Ira Winfield Pontius, the second child of Chester Pontius and grandson of Ernest Pontius, died in Hong Kong December 19, 1941. His elder sister Lavina,
is the mother in the poem. The poem is written by her fourth child, Carol, and was printed in a Winnipeg paper on November 11, 1974.

William Samuel Pontius
Husband:
Name: Pontius, William Samuel
Birth: Aug 27, 1876, Spickard, Missouri
Death: Dec 31, 1946, Ridgeway, Missouri
Married: Dec 10, 1899
Father: Pontius, Joseph
Mother: Place, Margaret Mahala
Wife:
Name: Dennis, Hanna Elizabeth
Children:
1. [M] Joseph Philip Pontius (March 1, 1901, Missouri - June 21, 1971, Keokuk, Iowa) married Ada C. Irelan in 1922
2. [M] Russel Pontius
3. [M] Clayton Pontius
4. [F] Mahala Pontius married Don Barker
5. [F] Helen Pontius married Alton Carter
6. [F] Iva Dean Pontius married Howard Simpson
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Obituary of William S. Pontius
In Memorium
William S. Pontius was born Aug. 27, 1876, near Spickard, Mo., and passed away quietly in his sleep at his home in Ridgeway, Mo., Dec. 31, 1946,
at the age of 70 years, four months and four days. He was the son of Joseph and Margaret Mahala Pontius. About the age of four years he moved
with his parents to the Pleasant Valley neighborhood, near Ridgeway, where he grew to young manhood.
On Dec. 10, 1899, he was married to Hannah Elizabeth Dennis and they made their home on a farm near his parents. To this union six children were
born: Phillip of Keokuk, Iowa; Russel of Redfield, Iowa, Clayton of Cainsville, Mo.; Mrs. Don Barker of Ridgeway; Mrs. Alton Carter of Bethany,
and Mrs. Howard Simpson of Ridgeway.
In 1836 they moved to their new home in Ridgeway, where his companion passed away about two years later. At the age of 14 William joined the
Pleasant Valley Baptist church and some time later changed his membership to the Pleasant Valley Christian chruch, where he was an active member
for many years. After making their home in town, he and his wife placed their membership in the Ridgeway Christian church, and here he remained a
faithful member. Members of his Sunday school class were as brothers to him and he was deeply affected by the passing of any one of them.
His life was an example his children and friends could proudly follow. It seemed he could not completely give up his farming activites and spent a
great deal of his time helping with the work on his farm. He was extremely proud of his children and was always so happy to have them visit him.
In 1932 he suffered a severe head injury from which he never fully recovered.
Besides his children, he is survived by 12 grandchildren, one great-grandchild, four brothers, Edward of San Gabriel, Calif., Jake of Hugoton, Kans.,
Joseph of Topeka, Kans., and the Rev. J. D. Pontius of Denver, Colo., and a sister Mrs. Ada Hoadley of Gillette, Wyo. A brother Ernest Pontius
preceded him in death.
So live, that when thy summons comes to join
The innumerable caravan, which moves
To that mysterious realm, where each shall take
His chamber in the silent hall of death
Thou go not, like the quarry slave at night,
Scourged to his dungeon, but sustained and soothed
By an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave,
Like one who wraps the drapery of his couch
About him, and lies down to pleasant dreams.
A rock of strength to lean upon in time of joy or stress;
An understanding, loyal soul,
A heart of tenderness,
A mind of wisdom, knowing how justice and love to blend;
A teacher -- loving, patient, kind -My Father and My Friend.

On Friday, Jan 3, 1947, memorial services were conducted by Rev. Noel T. Adams at the Ridgeway Christian church and a comforting talk was
given by Rev. J. D. Pontius.
Members of his Sunday school class, who served as pallbearers, were Andy Johnson, Ovid Butler, Lyon Smith, Carl Provin, Jesse Whisler and Alva
Wolcutt.
The music included "Have Thine Own Way," "Whispering Hope" and "Going Down the Valley" and were sung by Elmer Rinehart, Mrs. Garland
Rinehart, Mrs. Max Fancher and Frank Rinehart.
Interment was in the Rose Hill cemetery by the side of his dear wife.
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Cousin J. P. (Philip) Pontius
I met cousin Philip Pontius (Joseph Philip Pontius) in the summer of 1963 while on a vacation trip back through Illinois to see Margaret and her
family. He had called on Margaret and had invited her to come and see him in Keokuk, Iowa, sometime and he would take her out to Grandpa's old
place and show her the old barn that was build without nails.
That part about the old barn interested me and so on the way back to Kansas, I stopped to see him. My truck was having some troubles with the
clutch, so I was having feelings that I should be getting home before something broke down beyond fixing, but when I got into Keokuk it was
mid-afternoon and I decided to stop.
When cousin Philip came to the door, I introduced myself as Joseph Pontius, his cousin, and then I realized that he was also Joseph Pontius, I added-son of Jacob Pontius. He got it that I was Jacob Pontius, son of Joseph, and then he spent several thoughtful minutes trying to put me in the proper
niche.
Philip explained that he was due for a visit from his doctor, that due to his heart conditions, he had daily injections and had to sleep afterwards for
most of the afternoon. He showed me quickly through some of his notebooks of Pontius data, books that I would have liked to read over at greater
length, but a short glance convinced me that I wanted to find out more about my family. I copied some pictures only to find later that the film hadn't
properly threaded in the camera, and lost them.
He introduced me to his wife Ada, and while he was napping she took me in the car and showed me around. We drove to a point where you could see
3 states, and drove me around to various points along the Mississippi River.
That night after supper, their son and his family came over for a visit, and just as we were getting acquainted there was an explosion of some sort at
the power plant along the river and the lights went out. It was still fairly light outside and Ada and I drove down to the dam, and watched some barges
come through the locks. The next morning they were due at a funeral in Princeton, Missouri, and I headed on toward Kansas.
I wrote to cousin Philip when I got back to California and found him eager and helpful in talking family history. He sent me without cost many pages
of data, dates and tales. I have gone over the original tax and census records and I find them pretty reliable where I have been able to check them. I
have drawn heavily on his material for the "Ancestry" part of this book, adding material that I have found and rearranging his work as to be more to
my way of telling the story.
Philip died in 1971 and his work is being continued to eventually produce a "Pontius History" by a family group called the National Pontius
Association.

Phillip Pontius and Ada.
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Jesse D. Pontius
Husband:
Name: Pontius, Jesse D. (Daniel ?)
Birth: 1879, Mercer Co., Missouri
Death: April 1, 1955, Englewood, Colorado
Burial: Crown Hill Cemetary, Denver, Colorado
Married: twice Cora McBee Duncan and Elsie Farr
Father: Pontius, Joseph
Mother: Place, Margaret Mahala
First Wife:
Name: Duncan, Cora McBee
Second Wife:
Name: Farr, Elsie B.
Notes:
J.D. was a minister in his latter years in California and Colorado.

J. D. Pontius and Elsie
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Ode to My Mother
Mother! A precious jewel given here,
Above all friends, she is most dear.
After friends have turned us away at last,
Her life she'd give to hold us fast
To the paths our blessed Savior trod,
While yet we are spared from 'neath the sod.
Her boys never sink too low in crime,
That she would desert us at any time,
But her precious body she'd sacrifice,
Not that we may live a wicked life.
Rather to bring us where once we stood,
When just from the cradle, pure and good.
And from her anxious heart she sent a prayer,
That her boy might find a resting there,
With Father and Son in Heaven above,
Where the King on High sways his scepter of love.
T'was Him who gave us this Heavenly queen,
Who forms the radiant light between
The morning of Eden and the Judgement Day,
When the Heavens and planets are passed away.
How can we calculate her golden worth,
Rubies and diamonds make a trashy purse,
When compared with this God-given gift of ours
That is priceless as light from Heavenly powers.
It makes our heart ache when we see her form bend,
And know that God's angel soon will be sent,
To pluck the fair rose from our home so dear,
And leave us naught but little Ada to cheer
Our dear father's life, while the remaining seven,
Are making their fates and preparing for Heaven.
God knows, dear mother, that I am the cause
Of those grey hairs, death hails with applause,
Caused by my wicked and worldly ways,
Which has wrinkled your brow and shortened your days.
My the good Master give me a grateful heart,
That I may repay your goodness in part,
If not in full, which I'm unable to do,
But I'll do what I can, God helping me through.
--Composed and written by J. D. PONTIUS, May 14, 1898
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Jesse D. Pontius
This is a part of a letter from Aunt Ada to Edith Pontius, telling of J.D. Pontius' death and funeral.
April 12, 1955
Box 150
Gillette, Wyoming
Dear Edith,
So much can happen in such a short time. Tho' we left you only a few days ago it seems much longer. There has scarcely been any time for writing.
Luckily Joe located us in St. Joe. I felt stunned to hear brother J.D. was gone, that never again would I read his good letters or hear his voice and yet
we have expected such for years. On Saturday we drove pretty hard for us, thinking possibly the funeral might be Sun. or Mon. Called Helen Sat.
night and she said they couldn't get arragnements made until Tuesday. We arrived at Elsie's house Sunday evening. Could have made it sooner, but
dad didn't want to be there with the commotion and strain. Drove in a terrible dust storm for over 200 miles. In places, could only drive by seeing the
white road line by front wheel. Burned the lights too. Air was so opressive in car or room.
The wind the previous day (Thursday, before he died) had blown much dirt into the windows, yard and side of house at J.D.'s, and Elsie remarked
that the dirty window gave her the willies. J.D. went out and washed the window and hosed the side of the house and raked a little grass, then fell
near their incinerator. A 3 year old neighbor boy told his folks "Mr. Pontius fell down." They came over and called Elsie who just had supper ready,
but J.D. was gone. He struck his face and forehead on the cement walk when he fell. They thought he was trying to get to a stump or block of wood
there, to sit down. Elsie said she took his head in her arms, but saw he had passed away. The fire department sent out a recusitator but to no avail.
Monday we went to the mortuary and to Crown Hill Cemetary with Elsie and Helen; brought flowers etc. The cemetary is 12 miles across city from
where they live; J.D. has owned lots there for several years-- a beautiful place. Mon. night Clayton, Vivian, Iva Dean, Gerald, and Helen (Pontius)
Carter arrived. Also Elsie's brother in law from Montana.
The funeral was at University Church where Mr. Kitchen was once pastor. (Mr. Kitchen also preached in Gillette 7 years.) A tape recording was
made of the sermon. Jean is to send me a typed copy and if she does I will have some copies made. 'Twas a very fine sermon and flowers and cards
came from most everywhere he had preached-- at least in the later years. Elsie, Helen and Jean had a flower piece made for the casket to represent an
open Bible. 'Twas white carnations, edged around with golden asters (for the edge of the book) set in sprays of green-- Dad and I had a spray made of
pink and white carnations and the Mo. bunch had Easter lilies with red roses. Some church members sent a piece (upright) representing a harp-- very
lovely.
Three men told us that Bro. J.D. was the means of the turning point in their lives and such a wonderful teacher.
I have J.D.'s sermon notes but they are quite abreviated and needs his delivery and personal application to make a sermon but to take a subject from
them and the references makes an excellent study. Some remarked "What a pity that all his knowledge is lost." The answer was, "It isn't lost! He
passed it on to thousands." Elsie and Helen said, "Beyond a doubt, he was the most unselfish person they ever knew."
with love,
Ada

J.D. Pontius and Ada Hoadley
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Joseph Jr. Pontius
Husband:
Name: Pontius, Joseph Jr.
Birth: 1880, Harrison Co., Missouri
Death: March 20, 1957
Father: Pontius, Joseph
Mother: Place, Margaret Mahala
Wife:
Name: Spence, Cora
Children:
1. [M] Cleo Pontius
Notes:
As of 1961, Cleo lived at Valley Falls, Kansas.

J. D. Pontius, Jesse E. Pontius and Joe jr. Pontius at reunion in Missouri, Sept, 1952.

J.D., Jessie, Esther, Joe jr. "Taken at the Pontius Reunion, Sunday before Labor
Day, 1952. 62 years ago, Aunt Jennie and Mother took us four to Ridgeway and
had our pictures taken. I noted that we four were at the reunion so I suggested that
we, 'Repeat The Operation.'" --J. D.
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Ada Pontius
Wife:
Name: Pontius, Ada
Birth: Apr 17, 1890, near Cainsville, Harrison Co., Missouri
Death: Aug 25, 1956, Gillette, Wyoming
Burial: Mount Pisgah Cemetary
Married: 1910
Father: Pontius, Joseph
Mother: Place, Margaret Mahala
Husband:
Name: Hoadley, Archie Guy, M.D.
Children:
1. [M] Frank Wayne Hoadley (Apr 15, 1911, Cainsville, Harrison Co., Missouri - Jan 12, 1940, Gillette, Campbell Co., Wyoming)
2. [M] Joseph Edward Hoadley, M.D. (Jan 12, 1913, Cainsville, Harrison Co., Missouri - ) married Frances Ross
3. [F] Anna Ruth Hoadley (July 26, 1924, Maysdorf, Campbell Co., Wyoming - ) married James Grady on Dec 9, 1949, in Hollywood,
California
4. [F] Mary Louise Hoadley (Jan 19, 1929, Maysdorf, Campbell Co., Wyoming - ) married Gould and Harold Creighton
Notes:
Maysdorf, Wyoming no longer exists as a town.

Ada Pontius

The Ancestors and Descendants of Jacob Franklin Pontius by Joe Pontius.

Ada (Pontius) Hoadley story
by Mrs. J. E. (Francis) Hoadley
Ada Pontius Hoadley taught school in the old G-Bar-M clubhouse which was located at the north end of what is now known as Cooksey Lake, about
a mile southeast of the present G-Bar-M clubhouse. She taught from the autumn of 1918 through the spring of 1921. Her schoolhouse was about six
miles from the Hoadley homestead, which lay southeast of the schoolhouse and at the foot of Mr. Logan. Mrs. Hoadley had to cross the Belle
Fourche river twice a day, travelling in a single-horse buggy that required her to be on the road to school by seven O'Clock each morning and in
which she reached home in the winter long after dark had fallen. Her own sons, Frank and Joe, were taught by Mrs. Grace Nail at the Liberty School
at the foot of Mr. Logan, since teachers were not permitted to teach their own children.
Since the road from home to school was only a trail and it wound through many of the homesteads, there were seven gates to open and close. Most of
the year, the Belle Fourche River was no particular problem, but in the spring it oftern flooded and went out of its banks and would sometimes be
deep enough to swim the horse and float the buggy! After the teacher arrived at the schoolhouse, since she was also the janitor, she had to chop
wood, carry in the coal, and build the fire in order to warm the place for the day's school activities. Sometimes these tasks were taken over by the older
boys.
Hers was a one-room schoolhouse, and she usually had about 8-10 students, ranging anywhere from the first grade to high school. She taught lots of
"plain old arithmetic", English grammar and sentence diagramming, geography, spelling, and reading, usually from McGuffy's or Gordon's readers.
Her students were required to memorize much poetry of Longfellow, Whittier, etc. Joe can't remember that his mother was ever able to get to a
teachers meeting, since these were held in Gillette, and her only travel conveyance was the horse and buggy. She relied heavily on the County
Superintendent to bring all supplies and textbooks to her schoolhouse.
Ada Pontius went to a grade school in a small country school in northern rural Missouri known as the Valley School; she graduated from High School
at Ridgeway, Missouri, and then attended Normal School at Chillicothe, Missouri, where she obtained a teaching certificate. Soon after finishing
Normal School she married a young doctor of Cainsville, Missouri, Archie Guy Hoadley. The doctor's family moved to Wyoming in the late sunmmer
of 1916 as homesteaders. At that time there were two small boys, Frank 5, and Joe 3.
Joe Hoadley, youngest son of Ada Pontius Hoadley can recall only two students of hers who are still living in this area. They are Archie Lindsey of
Gillette, and Ivan Pettibone of south Montana. Archie recalls that Mrs. Hoadley was his second grade teacher in 1918-1919. His most vivid
recollection of her was that she was a very strict teacher and expected the children to get their lessons, and she was strict about other things. Simple
obedience and constant vigilance were mandatory for survival; rattlesnakes were so thick and aggressive that the first thing Archie's father taught him
was how to kill a snake with a hoe, and he carried a hoe to school with him in warm weather. Archie also recalls clearly that he and the other children,
outdoors at recess time on the day of November 11, 1918, were able to hear a lot of unusual noise borne on the breeze from town. Later they learned
that the noise was the exuberant celebration of the Armistice which brought the end to World War I.
Achie Lindsey expressed a gratitude to Mrs. Hoadley and other early country teachers, for he knows now that they were performing a very necessary
service to the children of those homestead days, and many of the teachers had small children of their own and hard work under unfavorable
conditions waiting for them at home. School patrons appreciated their teachers more deeply than they do now! Everyone in the country community
went to all school affairs, and all events were celebrated with wonderful food!
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Ada (Pontius) Hoadley story
by Ruth (Hoadley) Grady
Twenty five years ago this spring I was in Kansas City, Missouri, and among my souvenirs found this letter from Mother:
"I expect signs of spring are in evidence in Missouri. I remember that 27 years ago at this time, trees were almost in bloom, strawberries were white
with blossom and all the world looked lovely. Without a care or a worry, except for leaving mother and father, we began a home, with high hopes and
expectations, little dreaming of the years and years of work, patience and discouragement requiring endless faith, hope and love."
Dad preceded Mother from Missouri to Wyoming by a few weeks. He first viewed the Wyoming homestead after it had been bathed in soft spring
rains and that lovely, fragile green was everywhere, dotted only by the interesting tops of red shale buttes. However, by the time Mother, Frank age 5,
and Joe age 3 arrived, the blades of green grass had drooped its head and Wyoming sage provided the color.
Last summer I stood at their graves appropriately sited on a hillside which overlooks the trail they followed as they left Gillette to the Ole Homestead.
For one fleeting moment, through the crystal clear Wyoming air, I could almost see them as a team of horses pulled a wagon loaded with building
needs, staple food supplies and topped with four crates of chickens. Tied to the wagon was a buggy and trailing was a Jersey cow. After four miles,
Mother asked if they were almost there, little realising how far 26 miles of Wyoming prairie could stretch when it had not been broken by fence or
roads.
As they approached the Belle Fourche River, the wagon tilted enough to let the chicken crates slip to the ground, freeing every chicken to wander at
will under western skies. I really don't know if the time it took to rebuild the crates and catch all the chickens was ever clocked-- at any rate it created a
story the grandchildren loved to hear. A little further down the river, by a high sand cliff, Mother and Dad with their two young lads spent their first
night in Wyoming. Feeling the security of being with friends, the Bill Barnes family, they discussed with enthusiasm plans for the future.
"Where the sage is the thickest," someone told Mother, "is the most fertile ground." Therefore, they chose the place on their 640 acres which had the
highest, thickest sage to clear and build their home. Dad chopped and piled as Mother carried and burned sage. Somthing flapping on her back caused
her to drop one big load to find a huge rattler coiled at her feet.
Water had to be hauled, coal mined, fields plowed and planted. All was such a new experience for them that each task was accomplished only with
difficulty and determination. For example, Dad could harness his team only by slipping the harness carefully from the horse and laying it on the
ground just as it went on the horse. If anyone moved it, he was in trouble and had to call a neighbor for help to get it straightened.
In 1918 Mother taught a community school several miles from home. One morning after a heavy rain she left for school with both young boys at her
side. Not realizing how much the river had risen, she drove into the water and the current floated the wagon box. One quick snap of the whip caused
the team to pull them to safety on the other side. After a moment of deep thought she decided that, if the river went up another inch she could not get
home. Therefore, turned the team around and plunged back in across the water. Every penny earned from teaching that year was invested in cattle, all
of whom died the following winter in a severe Wyoming blizzard.
Dad rode over miles of Wyoming prairie caring for the sick. When possible, mother went with him and served as nurse, companion, and neighborly
friend. During the flu epidemic of 1918-1919 they found it necessary at times to serve as funeral director and minister. (In 1950, as my husband and I
went into a store in Springfield, Ill., to buy a baby crib, the saleslady upon learning my name said, "Your father saved my life in 1918 when we were
homesteading in Wyoming.")
Mother organized the first Church and Sunday School in the Laver Community and taught Sunday School for over 50 years. She believed that
service is the rent we pay for our room on earth. Her measure of success was to make others happy. I found the following in her recipe book:
Once, I thought I'd write a book,
But what I did was learn to cook.
When I see boys' hungry eyes,
I'm glad I make good apple pies.
and this
These tall young sons, each straight as a pine,
--can they be mine?
Once I stooped to kiss their lips,
But now must stand on toe tips.
I'm so glad I had small sons to stoop to-Tall sons to reach to-- Clean sons to give-That other sons might live.
In 1924 Ruth, and 1929 Louise were born in that homestead shack. Our childhood home was more than walls to keep out the wind, a roof to keep
out the rain and a floor to keep out the cold. Its doors were always open to those in need of a friend, food was always prepared to share, we felt love
and companionship. It was a place where we learned that money was not as important as loving kindness. It was the place we learned to talk to God
both silently and aloud. We were taught that first we must learn how to kneel before we would find how high we could climb.
As Mother realized her days on earth were few, she told me-- "As we travel through life we collect souvenirs and things we count valuable, hoping to

pass them down to future generations-- but as you near the end of earthly travels, you realize your trust and faith in God-- the love of your family and
friends-- and what you have been privileged to do for others are the only really important things in life."
The Federal Government by offering homesteads to the early settlers opened doors of opportunity-- the challenge was accepted-- hardships
conquered-- and character developed.

Ada Hoadley with Frank and Joseph.
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Obituary of Ada (Pontius) Hoadley
Mrs. A. G. Hoadley, Resident here 40 years, succumbs here.
Mrs. A. G. Hoadley, 66, a well-known resident of the county for the past 40 years, passed away Saturday morning, Aug. 25, 1956, at her home
following a prolonged illness. (She died of cancer.)
Funeral services were held from the First Baptist Church on Tuesday with the Rev. Robert M. Phenix, minister of the First Presbyterian Church, and
Arthur Donnelly, interim minister of the Baptist Church officiating.
Mrs. Kenneth Jay of Laramie sang "The Lord's Prayer", and "I Will Lift Up Mine Eyes", accompanied by her mother, Mrs. Clyde Ross of Cheyenne.
They are respectively the siter and mother of Mrs. J. E. Hoadley.
Mrs. V. L. Patterson and LaVern Harrod sang two duets, "Face to Face" and "Beyond the Sunset". They were also accompanied by Mrs. Ross.
Pallbearers were Fred Wagensen, Wayne and Claude Haight, Nick Strastsma, Ollie Newton and Omar Carter.
Burial was made at Mount Pisgah Cemetary. Graveside services were conducted by members of Gentian Chapter #23, Order of the Eastern Star.
Ada Pontius was born near Cainsville, Missouri, on April 17, 1890, the youngest member of the family of eight chldren. She attended Bethany
Normal in Missouri and for a short time taught school there.
In 1910, she was married to Dr. A. G. Hoadley, and to this union, four children were born.
The Hoadley family with several other families came to Wyoming in 1916 to homestead. During 1918 and 1919 Mrs. Hoadley taught school, acted
as nurse, mother and homemaker. She was a friend to all in a young pioneer community.
Preceeding her in death were six brothers and a sister, and a son, Frank, who passed away here in 1940.
Mrs. Hoadley began her church work at the age of 12. She started in Sunday School work and became a member of the Christian Church. She helped
to organize Sunday Schools and churches throughout the rural areas and for many years taught Sunday School classes. She was a member of the
Eastern Stars of Gillette.
Among those who remain to mourn her passing are her husband, one son Dr. J. E. Hoadley, two daughters, Mrs. Ruth Grady of Springfield, Illinois,
and Mrs. Louise Gould of Gillette, one brother Joseph C. Pontius of Denver, Colorado, and seven Grandchildren.
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Jacob Franklin Pontius and
Julia Anna Young
Husband:
Name: Pontius, Jacob Franklin
Birth: Nov 30, 1873, Mercer Co., Missouri
Death: Sep 13, 1953, Hugoton, Kansas (heart attack)
Burial: Hugoton, Kansas
Married: 1. Nov 5, 1893, Mt. Moriah, Missouri to Julia Anna Young
Married: 2. Nov 19, 1918, Liberal, Kansas to Edith Ellen Rowan *
Father: Pontius, Joseph
Mother: Place, Margaret Mahala
First Wife:
Name: Young, Julia Anna
Birth: Feb 8, 1875, Harrison Co., Missouri
Death: Aug 8, 1917, Hugoton, Kansas (childbirth)
Burial: Hugoton, Kansas
Father: Young, William (Mar 13, 1853 - Apr 12, 1941)
Mother: Shepard, Caroline (Jan 20, 1852 - Jan 22, 1884)
Children:
1. [M] Jesse Earl Pontius (Aug 24, 1894, Harrison Co., Missouri - Oct 1, 1981, Herrington, Kansas) married Ruth Milligan on Nov 17, 1915
2. [F] Minnie Esther Pontius (Aug 30, 1896, Harrison Co., Missouri - ) married Cecil Long on Jul 5, 1917 (died Nov 10, 1987)
3. [F] Lola Olive Pontius (Mar 9, 1899, Mercer Co., Missouri - ) married Theodore Henry Wenzel on Aug 12, 1917
4. [M] Ralph Oray Pontius (Mar 11, 1901, Harrison Co., Missouri - July 27, 1986, Carlyle, Saskatchewan) married Elizabeth Henry in 1924
5. [M] Roy Russel pontius (Jan 30, 1905, Beaver Co.**, Oklahoma Territory - ) married Sally Harrod Littrell
6. [M] Carl Aubyn Pontius (Jan 20, 1908, Texas Co., Oklahoma - Jan 20, 1989, Redding California) married Valora Sykes, Helen Brown and
Joyce Barlow
7. [F] Ella May Pontius (Jan 8, 1910, Texas Co., Oklahoma - ) married Edwin Wortz
8. [F] Grace Lucille Pontius (Jul 10, 1914, Rolla Morton Co., Kansas - Aug 21, 1986, Salem, Virginia) married Alfred Bayha on Apr 19, 1931
in Ashland Kansas (died Jan 14, 1987)
9. [M] Robert Lewis Pontius (Aug 8, 1917, Hugoton, Stevens Co., Kansas - Aug 17, 1917, Hugoton, Stevens Co., Kansas)
Notes:
* Jacob's second wife Edith Ellen Rowan and family is listed on page 170
** Beaver County was divided into 3 counties when Oklahoma Territory became a state, the middle one being Texas County.
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Ancestors of Julia Anne (Young) Pontius
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UNCLE MILES AND FLORA
Edna talked to Uncle Miles and Flora August 1971, and Edna recorded the following.
Julia Young was a full sister to Uncle Miles. There were five children: Fred, George, Miles, Julia and Manda. (That is not in the order of birth, as
Miles mentioned one sister and one brother was older than he.)
Their mother's mother was a full-blood Indian, but he didn't know what tribe.
There were several half-brothers and sisters in a family younger than those above, he wasn't sure how many, but about 10. Two are living now, one in
Amarillo.
Some research has been done on the Young family, and the woman who wrote them was a Mrs. Shephard in California.
Uncle Miles is 91 years old, and the only homesteader now living in what was old Beaver County, Oklahoma. All the land between Beaver City and
the New Mexico State Line was in the "No Man's Land" strip, and when Oklahoma became a state in 1907, it was divided into three counties:
Beaver, Texas, and Cimarron.
I asked Uncle miles if it was correct that the homesteaders were called Pumpkin Rollers; he just laughed and said they were called "Warts of
Creation."
Daddy and Miles and families came to homestead in wagons, it took them about 2 weeks to come from Coyle, near Stillwater, Okla., about 300 miles.
They had signed up for homestead in October, and had to be on the land and home established before March 1st. (6 months) They came in January
1903. They first had a dugout about 8 x 10 ft., and later enlarged it to about 12 x 14.
He said Daddy had four children, Minnie, Olive, Jesse and Ralph, and that Ralph was about 2 years old. Roy was born the first winter they were
there.
They brought household goods and some machinery, but it was hard to get by the first couple of years and they learned to use what they had or do
without. Many homesteaders failed and returned home. It cost $16 to file homestead on 160 acres.
Aunt Flora said her family came by train to Texhoma and stayed with relatives while lhe father came to the area. He came on a freight train, renting a
box car, and bringing the household goods and animals. This was in 1904. Although he was supposed to be alone, he built a little room in one corner
of the box car and her brothers hid in there and they did not have to pay fare for them.
They lived in a dugout a few miles east of where Miles lived and they attended Sunday School in someone's home (dugout) until the school house
was built in 1905. It was finished in time for a short term of school in the spring of 1905. Miles and Flora were married June 11, 1914.
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The Interview With Miles
I don't remember just what year Edna went to Kansas, or how they decided to go visit Uncle Miles, I guess in the early l970's. Norma and her
husband, Joe Lange, they drove down the old Hooker Road, and up the familiar driveway to greet Miles sitting in his chair on the front porch of the
farmhouse. It was just like all the old times when we would go for a visit and find him, or he and Flora sitting on the porch, trying to catch a cool
breeze and watching the road for our arrival as the roostertail of dust curled up behind our old car.
Edna was determined to get some stories, as I had done on the trip home at the time of Daddy's Funeral. The only trouble was that Miles was older,
and it was hard to keep the conversation on the old days. A question asked; a short answer; and soon the discussion turned on how the crops were
coming, and whether the rain might spoil the harvest. A noble number of probes were made, and the answers were about what she came for, though
in bits and pieces.
Finally, Miles declared that was all he could remember, and the usual moves were made to "be going," as the sisters made their way to the car. Joe
lingered on the porch with Miles for a few last good-byes. It seemed like he had forgotten that they were going; and then after a long time, came to
the car. "What took you so long to say goodbye," he was asked?
"That old man got to talking about the olden days, and went on with one story after another. He sure can tell a tale," and Norma's husband started the
car toward home.
"What did he say!?" the women wanted to know.
"Well I don't just know what he was talking about, since I don't know anything about him, but he sure had a lot to say about it."
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Shepard Story
Julia A. Young's mother was Caroline Shepard. A genealogy (1963) researched by Eva Belle (Shepard) Basole covers the Shepard history. Miles and
Flora Young loaned me their copy in 1971, from which I edited this version of their family tree. J. E. Pontius.

SHEPARDS OF ANCIENT TIMES
Collected and edited by Eva Belle (Shepard) Basole 1963
The earliest mention of the name Shepard thus far found with the year specifically stated is in "Palmgrave's Parlimentary Writs" which gives Richard
le Shepard, manucaptor, of Johannes filius Gwydonis, Knight of the Shore, returned for Warwick 1298, and Hugh le Shepherd, manucaptor of
Rogerus de Barton Burgess, returned for Kings-upon-Hull, 1305. The Margaret le Shepherde and Joss le Shepherde, were of an early date as their
names appear in the "Hundred Rolls" a Cencus record that was ordered by Edward the first, who reigned from 1272 to 1307.
In the "Gentleman's Magazine of 1830, a writer referring to Bibliotheca Britania, Vol V, Number 52, says: "The family of Shepard is of Suffolk. The
earliest notice of them which I met with there is an inscription on a loose stone in the vestry, which serves as a support to the Church." He then gives
the inscription in Latin, without date and adds, "These lines I have seen translated into the doggerel."
One mind did both of us direct,
One love united found;
Our hearts to the One God of Love,
Our bodies to the ground.
We both by one and self-same name
Of Shepard long were known;
The wife she was Elizabeth,
The husband he was John.
We both did thrice three sons produce,
And daughters fair twice two;
God grant that, thus increas's our house
May ever do so too.

In the Visitations of Shropshire, 1623, we find arms from Harleian records bearing date 1396 for "Shepard", the spelling being identical with that
herein used as the proper spelling. Variations in spelling are numerous, but of no special significance and in some English records we find the name
abbreviated as "Sheppe." The spelling "Shepard" is phonetically correct and contains no superfluous letters, and having been in use more than 500
years ago, we can well be accepted as a correct form of the name.

OUR ENGLISH ANCESTORS
(Names in bold refers to our direct line. References to 'nth grandfather refer the author, Basole.)
Thomas Shepard, 9th grandfather, was born about 1562 in England. He married Benet Dale (or Day), born about 1564 at Abbots Langby,
Hertsford, England.

John Shepard, 8th grandfather, was born in London, England, about 1584. He married Rebecca Waller. Of their children, Edward was born about
49 miles from London, and Benet, born Aug 1, 1609.
Edward Shepard, 7th grandfather, a captain of his own ship, came to America about 1638. That Edward was a mariner appears from his own
assertion, for this is what he called himself in his will, dated 1674; and in deeds to Edward Champey, 19 Mar 1652, and to W. Fessenden 18 Feb
1649. Mention was made in the record of the Steward of Haro. Coll 1654, of 2 importations of wheat "from aboard Ed. Shepard's vessel"; also from
a letter from Thomas Stanley, of Hartford, to Mr. Albee, of Boston, showing that Goodman (Edward) Shepard was engaged in the carrying of trade
between Boston and Hartford and probably other parts in 1562.
Edward married Violet Stanley in England, where their 5 children were born. the Stanley family is very ancient in England, and there are many
branches settled in various counties. The Americana book says of the American branch, that it is thought to have spring from the family of that name
in County Kent, England, which was descended through a younger son from the great Lancashire family of Stanley. These Stanleys of County Kent
were allied with the most distinguished families of their days and times dating back to William the Conqueror.
The following is from the record of "Shepard and Mitchell Church" which was made up from memory by Rev. mitchell in 1658 after the death of
Rev. Thomas Shepard: Edward Shepard, member of first church, so also was his wife, Violet Shepard, deceased. The children of Edward and
Violet Shepard were, John Shepard, Elizabeth, Abigail, Dehborah, and Sarah. Violet (Stanley) Shepard, wife of Edward, died Jan 9, 1649-9 and
is buried in Cambridge, Mass.
Edward Shepard second married Mary Pond. They had no children She was the widow of Robert Pond of Dedham. Her son Daniel Pond married
Edward's daughter Abigail Shepard. Edward Shepard's name appears in the town records of Cambridge, Mass. in various relations until 1880-81;.
His will was proven Aug 28, 1680. His son John sold the homestead to Owen Warland Sept 18, 1681. Edward's will is on file at the Middlesex
Probate Office in East Cambridge, Mass:
"In the name of God, Amen. Know Ye that I, Edward Shipheard, of Cambridge, New England, Mariner, being through the favor of
God arrived unto old age expecting daily my change, I account it my duty to set my house in order; and therefore do hereby make and

declare this instrument for my last will and testament.
1. I commit my immortal soul into the hands of the Lord God Almighty, the only living and true God; distinguished into three glorious
persons, The Father, Son, and Holy Ghost; resting and relying on the merits, righteousness and satisfaction of my dear Lord Jesus Christ
for life and salvation.
2. That concerning my body, my will is that it be decently interred, resting in hope that by the virtue of Christ's Resurrection it shall in
God's appointed time be raised up again and united to my soul, and both soul and body in one man be translated to eternal happiness, and
there to live with God and praise him forever.
Lastly, concerning my temporal estate, that which shall be and remain after my death, my will is that my just debts and funeral expenses,
being first paid, the remainder to be disposed of as followeth: Imp- I give and bequeath unto my dear wife Mary, either the sum of
twenty pounds to be paid her by my executors within three months after my decease in such household goods and other things as may be
suitable for her at equal prices as two honest men shall judge, or in the case of difference to be determined by the County Court; or else
the use of my dwelling house, barn and orchard that lie on the north side of the street during her life, provided she keep the same in
tentable repair. All the rest of my estate, my will and order is that it be divided into six equal parts--- two parts I give and bequeath unto
my son, John Shipard, or in case of his death before me, then equally divided among his childrenn; unto my daughter Elizabeth one
sixth part or in case of her death before me, then equally divided among her children; unto my daughter Deborah one sixth part, and in
the case of her death before me, then equally divided among her children; unto the children of Daniel Pond, which he had by my
daughter Abigail, decessed, one sixth part equallly divided; unto my daughter Sarah one sixth part, or in case of her death before me,
then equally divided among her children.
I do hearby nominate and appoint my dear son, John Shipard my executor of this will, and in case he chould decease before me that I
do appoint his eldest son my executor.
In testimony of the truth hereof, I have hereunto set my hand and seal this first day of October, 1674.
Signed: Edward Shephard
In the presence of us, Daniel Gookin, senior,
Daniel Gookin, junior.

Sergeant John Shepard, 6th grandfather, was the son of Edward and Violet Shepard. Mitchell's Church record contains the following, "John
Shepard, son of Edward and his wife, both in first church. John Shepard married Rebecca Greenhill."
John and Rebecca's children were: Rebecca, John, Sarah, Violet (all baptised July 29, 1660), Edward 1662, Samuel 1664, Thomas (baptised 19
Nov, 1666 at Cambridge, Mass.), Deborah 1670, Abigail, and Hannah (the last 3 born in Hartford, Conn.)
John Shepard, Sargeant, made Freeman at Cambridge, 22 May 1650. (Colonial Records Vol X, page 228). We suppose that he removed to Hartford
after the birth of Thomas in 1666, as this is the last birth recorded in Cambridge.
In the Hartford, Conn. town vote, we find that John Shepard was voted an inhabitant of the town, 2 June 1671, which is the first record we find of
him as a resident of Hartford.
The first instance found where he is described as Sergeant, he lived on what is now known as Lafayette Street just south of the Capitol. Two of his
sons, John and Thomas and perhaps Samuel lived on the same street. The fact that he and his four sons were coopers (barrelmakers) caused the
street to be named, "Cooper's Lane" by which name it was known until changed to Lafayette St. by vote of the Common Council on 24 May 1852.
Rebecca Greenhill, 1st wife of John Shepard, called Sargeant John, died 22 Dec 1689 at age 55. Judd says she died 26 Dec 1689. They were
married, probably at Cambridge, Mass., Oct 1, 1649.
John Shepard married 2nd Susannah, widow of William Goodwin senior, Aug 2, 1691.
Sergeant John Shepard died June 12, 1707. The distrubution of his estate Nov 28, 1710 names Martha Shepard, 3rd wife, John Shepard, Samuel
Shepard, Thomas Shepard, Elizabeth Goodwin, Rebecca, Sarah Stone, Deborah White, Abigail Butler, and Hannah Ensign.
Sergeant John's grandchildren were 68; Rebecca had 6, Deacon John 7, Sarah none, Violet 2, Elizabeth 10 sons, Edward 3, Samuel none, Thomas
12, Deborah 10, Abigail 12, and Hannah 6.
Hineman says he was a 'Man of Consequence in the Colony.' The court records of Hartford show the distribution of his estate, Hartford land records
include his name, and Records of th Particular Court show lawsuits he broughyt about with his wife's father's estate and her brother (Greenhill.)
Religious quarrels concerning qualification for baptism and membership, and rights of the brotherhood broke up the church into factions. It was at
this time they left Cambridge for Hartford.
Thomas Shepard, 5th grandfather, was born Nov 12, 1666 at Cambridge, Mass. He was admitted to the first church, Hartford, Conn. March 1,
1695, and married first Susanna Scott Sept 5, 1695, and second married Jane North Oct 12, 1710, widow off John North of Avon, who died in
1709 leaving no children. Jane was from Wetherfield and her maiden name was Stebbins, daughter of John and Deborah Stebbins and born in New
London, Conn. The children of Thomas and Susanna were: Susannah 1687, Thomas 1697, Violet 1700, Ebenezer 1702, Edward 1703, Daniel
1704, and Zebulon Shepard born Oct 5, 1705. The children of Thomas and Jane were: Jane 1711, Deborah 1713, and Sarah 1717. Thomas' will

was proven Mar. 6, 1743.
Zebulon Shepard, 4th grandfather, was born Oct 5, 1705. He resided in West Hartford, and died in the "French and Indian War." He married
Elizabeth Blanchard Feb 9, 1743, a daughter of William Blanchard Jr. She died at Barkhamstead, Litchfield Co. Conn., in 1804.
Zebulon and Elizabeth's children were: Ebenezer 1744, Pelatiah 1746, Elizabeth 1749, Phineas born Jan 17, 1757 at New Hartford, and Elizbeth
1761 (the first Elizabeth had died as a baby).
In the summer of 1734, the town of New Hartford was laid out and built, one of 4 townships colonized by the original proprietors. The pioneers of
the town, were with very few exceptions, either proprietors or sons of proprietors, members of well-to-do families in Hartford, hence the name New
Hartford. The first settlers, as accurately as can be ascertained, were 16 heads of families as follows: Stephen Kelsey, Jonathon Marsh, Martin Smith,
Zebulon Shepard, Samuel Douglas, Eleazor Goodwin, Cyprian Watson, his son Zacharaiah, John Watson, Thomas Olcott, Noah Merrill, Joseph
Merrill, John Merrill, John Andrues, Israel Loomis, Mathew Gillet, and John Seymour. Among the ones to follow were Daniel Shepard and William
Steele. The proprietors in Hartford took a fatherly interest in the little colony.
Zebulon Shepard enlisted in the "French War" April 17, 1762. A detachment of 16 men from New Hartford went in the expedition against
Havanah, under General Lyman, only one of whom, Benjamin Merril lived to return. The expedition which reached Havanah was fatal to more than
2/3 of the men who composed it, chiefly by reason of sickness inclement to the climate at that season. Of a regiment numbering 802 men on Aug 10,
but 34 were reported fit for duty Oct 2, and part of those who lived to embark home died on the voyage or suffered shipwreck. Zebulon's will was
proved Dec 15, 1762.
Phineas Shepard, 3rd grandfather, was born Jan 17, 1757 at New Hartford, Conn.
He married in 1783 to Deliverance Smith, daughter of Seth Smith and Deliverance Caldwell of New Hartford. Deliverance Caldwell was
descended from Abraham (4), Edward (3), Edward (2), and Thomas (1) Caldwell. They were manufacturers from Scotland.
Seth Smith is mentioned in the town records: "--the town had previously voted that we sing Dr. Watt's psalms on the Lord's Day, and that David
Ensign read the psalm in time to Deacon Martyn Smith's absence." Books being scarce, the Deacon read 2 lines of the psalms, the choir singing it
after him, and so on through all the stanzas. Isaac Kellogg, Chorister of New Hartford Church was given permission to appoint Seth Smith to tune
the psalm (probably with a pitch pipe) when he playeth."
Captain Seth Smith, with 82 men, marched to the Lexington Alarm, April, 1775. Col. Seth Smith appointed by the General Assembly, Lt. Colonel
of the battalion raised for the defence of the states and sea coast and frontiers in 1777, again commissioned for the same service in 1778. Col. Seth
Smith was a representative to the General Assembly, also a Selectman several times. Seth Smith also marched with troops to Peekskill at the call of
General Washington. Among men's names of quality mentioned were Col. Seth Smith, Moses Shepard and Joseph Shepard jr.
Phineas Shepardi was but 17 years of age when he enlisted in the Revolutionary Army. He served under General Montgomery. At times he had
suffered much privation and hardship as a soldier. At White Plains he contracted smallpox, but pulled through in spite of exposure and lack of proper
nursing. At the end of 3 years he received an honorable discharge.
Phineas Shepard and Deliverance Smith Shepard had 6 children born near New Hartford, Conn.. They were: Miles Shepard 1784, Helen 1787,
Maria 1789, Delia 1791, Matilda 1794, and Amelia 1796. They caught the "Eastern Fever" and removed in 1800 to Lucerne, Penn., from there to
Pittsburgh, then to Akron, Ohio, called "Old Portage," and finally in 1816 to near Cleveland. There he laid out Ohio City, which was later
incorporated with Cleveland. Phineas 1800, Elizabeth 1803, Flora 1805, and William 1808, completed the family of 10 children.
Phineas was a fervent communicant of the Protestant Episcopal faith. Three of their children were confirmed by Bishop Chase before coming to
Ohio. When he reached there and found no church of any denomination, he at once proceeded to organize one of his own preference. On Nov 9,
1816, a little company of men met at Phineas' inn, called Carter's Tavern, which he ran for 3 years. These 17 representative men of the community
soon organized a church. The Reverend Mr. Searl, of Plymouth, Conn., presided at the meeting and visited the little parish at intervals. When he
could not be present a lay reader selected from their numbers conducted the services.
After living in the tavern about 3 years, Phineas and family moved to the west side, and lived at 342 Pearl St., near Franklin Avenue. He took his
church with him. All services were discontinued in Cleveland Village, and for 6 years held either at his residence or that of Josiah Barber, who was
equally an enthusiastic church man.
Only the marriage records of the five youngest children have been secured. Whether the older ones died or removed to western states, it is not known.
the younger daughters of the family were very attractive women. Amelia was an unusually intelligent and beautiful belle. Elizabeth and Flora were
both beautiful girls and were greatly admired.
Mrs. Deliverance Smith Shepard died and was buried in Cleveland. She was noted for her kind, neighborly acts, and for her wonderful skill as a
nurse. Her services were freely given and always gratuitous. Consequently she was much beloved by the community.
In 1833 Phineas Shepard, sr., married 2nd Flora Mc Intyre. He died in 1842 at the home of his daughter, Flora L. Jackson at the age of 85, after a
life replete with good works.
Miles Shepard, 2nd grandfather, was born in Litchfield County, Conn., near New Hartford in 1784, one year after the revolution.
Miles, the oldest child of the family was 24 years of age when the youngest member was born. Miles left home early and struck out for himself.

When William was about 12 years of age his father, Phineas Shepard sent him to a church school in or near Columbus, Ohio. On his way there by
stage coach, he stopped overnight at an obscure country inn. He got into a conversation with a man who asked him his name. "Any relation to
Phineas Shepard?" he inquired. "I am his son," was the reply. "You are? Well, my friend who is out at the stable is another son of Phineas Shepard."
Thereupon William hastened to seek his brother, who proved to be Miles, whom he had never met before, and never met again, as Miles went to the
far west (Ohio) soon afterward.
Miles Shepard married Elizabeth Geer July 3, 1807, near Sandusky in Thrumbul County, Ohio. Elizabeth was a daughter of Abel Geer, who was
born Nov 1787 in New London County, Conn. She died April 10, 1870 near Mt. Moriah, Missouri.
The children of Miles and Elizabeth were: Hiram 1808, Harriet 1809, Caroline 1812, Elizabeth 1814, Emily 1816, Louisa 1818, Juliann 1820,
William 1822, Miles Amurith Shepard born Feb 20, 1823, Francis 1827, Calvin 1829, and Althea 1830, twelve in all.
Abel Geer, father of Elizabeth, was born in New London County, Conn. May 5, 1759. He married miss --- Carlisle and later moved to Warrensberg,
New York, where he had a large farm. In 1800 they moved to Sandusky, Ohio where all were slain by Indians, with the exception of Elizabeth. Abel
geer's children were: Elizabeth, Nancy, Abigail, Lois-Althea, and Abel jr..
Abel Geer was a son of Daniel and Abigail Spicer Geer. Daniel Geer was the son of Daniel and a grandson of George Geer, the immigrant from
England. George Geer was born about 1621 in Heavitree, near Exeter, Devon, England, and died 1726 in Preston, Conn. He married Sarah Allyn,
daughter of Robert Allyn.
George Geer arrived in Boston in 1635 with his brother Thomas. About 1651, George became an inhabitant of New London, Conn.. Thomas
moved to Enfield, Conn., where he established his residence and raised his family.
Abigail Spicer Geer, mother to Abel was a daughter of John Spicer and Mary Geer Spicer. Mary's parents were Robert and Martha Tyler Geer.
Robert Geer was a brother to Abel Geer's grandfather Daniel Geer making Daniel Geer jr. and Abigail Spicer first-cousins once-removed.
A clearer picture can be shown of first-cousins once-removed by charting.
George Geer---:----Sarah Allyn
:
:------:------------:
:
:
:
:
Daniel Geer--:--?
Robert Geer--:---Martha Tyler
:
:
:
:
:
John Spicer--:----Mary Geer
:
:
:
:
Daniel jr. Geer-----:------Abigail Spicer
:
:
Abel Geer---:----? Carlisle
:
:
Miles Shepard---:----Elizabeth Geer
:
:

Miles and family proceeded to Pittsburgh, Pa. first, and remained there 2 or 3 years, then came down the Ohio River to Cincinatti and remained there
for a time. Indiana being a new country, they came to Washington County. (that is where Miles Amurith Shepard was born). They remained there
16 years and then moved to Martin County 30 miles farther west in 1831 and remained there for 9 years. then they moved 2 1/2 miles south and
lived there for 5 years, where father Miles sr. died in 1845, 60 years 10 months and 7 days old.
Miles Amurith Shepard, grandfather of Julia Anna Young, was born in Brown Township, Washington County, Indiana, Feb 20, 1823. He was
born about 80 miles southwest of Cincinatti. There he met and became acquainted with Delana Spencer in 1835. They went to the same school and
lived in the same neighborhood for 13 years. They married July 2, 1848. Delana was born Sep 10, 1825, in Surry County, North Carolina. Her father
Hiram Spencer was a son of William Spencer of Virginia and North Carolina. Hiram married Mary Reece of North Carolina. Mary's father was
Daniel Reece of that state.
In 1855 Miles and Delana left Indiana and moved eventually to Missouri. Miles Amurith died here at Mt. Moriah, Missouri March 1914 at 90. She
died also there on Feb 13, 1898, 72 years, 6 months, 3 days.
Miles and Delana's children were: Ellen 1849, Daniel 1851, Caroline 1852, Adaline 1854, Hiram 1856, William 1859, George 1861, Naomi
(Nettie) 1863. (of Daniel's 6 children, the second, Eva Belle Shepard Basole, is the author of this genealogy.) (Here is where I separated from the her
geneology to follow the path to Julia Anna Young's direction, Joe Pontius.)
Caroline Shepard born Jan 20, 1852 in Martin County, Indiana, and died Jan 22, 1884. She married in 1872 to William Young, who was born
March 13, 1853. Their children were:
1. Amanda Young born Dec 6, 1873 or 74 and died nov 2, 1914. She married Marian Richardson and they had 3 boys and 1 girl. The girl lives in
Utah and the boys are in California. Marian Richardson died---

2. Julia Anna Young, born Feb 8, 1875 and died Aug 8, 1917. She married Jacob Franklin Pontius Nov 5, 1893 at Mt. Moriah, Missouri. They
had 5 boys and 4 girls.
3. Fred Young, born Jan 3, 1898. He died in 1962. Fred's first wife died and left him with 3 girls and one boy that died. He then remarried and had 3
girls and 1 boy. Only 2 of these girls are now living. The last wife also passed away.
4. Miles Calib Young was born in Harrison County, Missouri, Feb 9, 1880. He filed on an 160 acre claim in the Oklahoma Panhandle in 1903. He
moved to the claim March of 1904 wher he has since made his home, near Hooker, Okla. On June 11, 1914, he married Flora Williams. Miles and
Flora's children were: Helen Young born March 26, 1915, married ---Leaming. A son, Larry Leaming born Aug 15, 1940 has 2 children, Sandy and
Amber. Orval Young born Sep 20, 1916. Orval married Dorothy Hadley, lived in Hooker Okla., 11 1/2 miles from the homestead. Bonnie Young
born Sep 6, 1924, married Joe Butler; lived in Denver, Colorado and Phoenix, Arizona.
5. George Young, born July 18, 1883, and died Dec 1, 1957. George married and they had 1 girl and 2 boys. They lived at Eagleville, Missouri.
The original genealogy by E. Basole is more detailed with various branches and runs to 15 pages. I have taken the liberty to rearrange her data to
follow Julia Young's ancestry. This is taken from a copy loaned to Miles and Flora Young in 1971.
To give an idea to the difficulty in obtaining all this data, and present an opportunity to follow the research, I list the Sources for Shepard story:
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
7.
8.
9.
10.
11.
12.
13.
14.
15.
16.
17.
18.
19.
20.

Stanley genealogy A-10-B6-65 page 643.
Founder of New England R-834 page 299.
Biographical Record of Hartford County, Conn. by James Shepard Gen R 974, 61H 32Cc.
Middlesex Probate Offfice, East Cambridge, Mass. (Edward's will)
Mitchell's Church Record, Cambridge, Mass 1858.
Colonial Records, Vol X page 228 (Cambridge, Mass.)
Hartford, Conn. Court Record page 95-7 July 1707, page 126-4 April 1709, page 128-6 June 1709, page 17 Vol VIII, Sep 1710.
Records of The Particular Court Vol II, page 48 (Hartford, Conn.)
Connecticut Colonial Report Vol I page 360.
Hartford Land Records Distributions page 577, page 591.
Particular Court Records Vol III page 138, page 148.
Hartford Town Notes page 207, Jan 14, 1683.
Private Controversies, Hartford, Vol II.
Particular court Records Vol II page 88.
Records of the State Department of Captain John Patterson.
Miles Amurith Shepard's letter 1910.
Pioneer Families of Cleveland 1796-1840, Gen R-977.12C 63 Wi Vol 1,2.
Headstones from old Shepard Cemetary (Miles Amurith) about 7 miles from Ridgeway, Missouri.
Birth, death, and marriage records from various counties and states of residence.
Material analysed and assembled by Eva Belle Shepard Basole in 1963. 1513 Harvard St. Santa Monica, California.
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The Young and Stoner Lines
This data was obtained from the research of Bernadine Stoner, Box 13, Mt. Moriah, Missouri, and Aunt Rhoda Young. RR 1 Box 110, Ridgeway,
Missouri. (1974). Names in bold refer to our direct line.
Young in German (Junge) means "young man" and Stoner (Steiner) means "stonemason or maker of stone-crockery."
John Stoner was born 1762 in Penn. In 1768 married Catherine Stoner, his cousin. The only child listed was a son, Jacob Stoner born Oct 8 1791,
Bedford Co. Penn., married Feb 11, 1819, Nancy Jorden in Muskingum Co. Ohio. Jacob died Dec 29, 1855, Warren Co. Indiana. Nancy Jorden
was the daughter of Caleb Jorden, born 1773 in Baltmore, Md., he died 1845, Adamsville, Ohio.
Their daughter, Jerusha Stoner, born Aug 29, 1824, Muskingum Co. Ohio, died Mar 11, 1907, Harrison Co. Missouri. Married in Zanesville, Ohio,
1842 Jacob Frederick Young, born 1818 in Schorndorf, Germany. He died Oct 26, 1905 in Harrison Co. Missouri. Jacob Frederick's father was
Jacob Young from Wurtemburg, Germany. He came to America about 1825 and settled near Sandusky, Ohio.
The children of Jerusha and Jacob Young were: (1) John J. Young, born about 1846. The family story says this boy ran off and joined the army
when he was 16 years old (1862) and died of yellow fever while in the South.
(2) Nancy L. Young, born about 1848. Shown as age 12 in the 1860 census for Harrison Co. Missouri, born Sandusky, Ohio. She was engaged to be
married to Oscar Hammack, but died just before the wedding date. Not shown in 1870 census.
(3) Levi Caleb Young, married Clara Rebecca Lilly born Dec 10, 1864 and died Dec 12, 1917. She is buried in the Lilly Cemetary, Harrison Co.,
Missouri. The children of Levi and Clara were: Rosa Anna Young Nov 29, 1887, Cora Etta Young, Jan 11, 1889, Nellie C. Young, Mar 16, 1890,
died Jun 5, 1890, Flora Lily Young, Jun 14, 1891, and Earl Caleb Young, Oct 18, 1893.
(4) William Jonathan Young born Mar 13, 1853, Sandusky, Ohio (then Huron Co.) died Apr 18, 1941 Harrison Co. Mo. He married Sep 25, 1885
Nancy Caroline Shepard, born Jan 20, 1852 Martin Co. Indiana, died Jan 22, 1884, Harrison Co. Missouri. Their children were:
(4.1) Amanda E. Young, born Dec 5, 1874, married Francis Marion Richardson (his second wife) and Richardson children were Jesse, Orville, Oscar
and a girl (name missing).
(4.2) Julia Anna Young, born Feb 8, 1876 near Cainsville Mo. She died Aug 9, 1917 with complications of childbirth of her ninth baby. Married
Nov 3, 1893 Jacob Franklin Pontius, born Nov 30, 1873 Mercer Co. Mo., died Aug 13, 1953, Hugoton, Kansas. They had 9 children (see Pontius
data.)
(4.3) Fredrick William Young, born Jan 3, 1878, married Jan 7 1898 Anna Emma Chudah born Oct 3, 1881, died Apr 15, 1906 at Hooker,
Oklahoma. They had 3 boys and 1 girl. He second married Jan 2, 1907 Bertha Flaville Sinderson, born Sep 27, 1898. They had 3 girls and 1 boy.
(4.4) Miles Caleb Young born Feb 9, 1880 near Ridgeway, Missouri, married Jul 11, 1914, Flora Williams, born Mar 18, 1893 Elmore City,
Oklahoma. Miles and Flora homesteaded next to his sister Julia and Jake Pontius. Their children were: (4.4.1) Helen Young, born Mar 26 1915,
(4.4.2) Orval Young born Sep 20, 1916, and (4.4.3) Bonnie Young Sep 6, 1924.
(4.5) George Washington Young born July 18, 1882 near Ridgeway, Mo. Married Dec 24, 1901, Cora May Summers born Dec 14, 1884. Their
children were 1 girl, 2 boys.
(4) William Jonathan Young second married, Sep 25, 1865 Arminta Caroline Buis 1861-1938. Their 11 children were Irving 1886-1824, Albert
1888-, Rhoda 1989-, Austin 1892-, twin boy unnamed 1893-1893, Pearl 1893- (the other twin), Byron 1896-1962, May 1898-1969, John
1901-1942, and Dora 1904-1967.
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The "Massacree of Abel Geer and Family"
as told by his grandson, Miles Amurith Shepard in 1910.
"Grandfather Geer, Mother's father's name was Abel and he lived near Sandusky, Ohio, 70 miles west of Cleveland on the lake shore. Father (Miles
sr.) became quite acquainted with Abel's eldest daughter Elizabeth Geer, and in the course of time they were married. That was in 1807. Then the
war broke out between England and the United States. The Indians sided with England. Grandfather Abel Geer was in the fort, where the city now is,
with his family. Finally he became tired of being confined, and move out on his farm 1/2 mile away from the fort. The Indians came in one morning
at the break of day and slew the whole family that was at home, 5 in number, both old people, 2 girls and the only boy, young Abel. They are all
buried in one grave."
(I have heard that the girl Althea saved herself by hiding in a haystack, and lived to become a wife and grandmother. If this is so, this was evidently
something that Miles Amurith had never heard. A Mr. Mason claims that she moved to Pennsylvania, and was his grandmother.)
"The Indians came across the lake from Canada, where it was 40 miles wide, in canoes. When the Indians were discovered there, near morning, they
were just out of range of our guns. Father Miles, and Mother Elizabeth lived but a short distance from the old folks and were warned by and Indian
woman that the bucks would make a raid about that time. Each one hasily snatched up a child, mounted a horse and fled for their lives, and left
everything behind. Hiram and Harriet were the children."
Miles and family first proceeded to Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, and remained there 2 or 3 years, then came down the Ohio river to Cincinatti and
remained there for a time. Indiana being a new country, they came to Washington County. (That is where Miles Murith Shepard was born.) They
remained there 16 years and then moved to Martin County 30 miles farther west in 1831 and remained there for 9 years."
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Orval's Story
About the trouble with the cattlemen, I didn't remember hearing that Jake got arrested, but Dad told about several of the homesteaders seeing the
cattlemen come around and they got guns and followed them. They went around Jake's place and down south and seeing they were being watched,
rode off toward the southwest.
The gas well near the place is in the center of the section, so it would be about 1/2 mile from the place. About 100 feet from the old well is a water
well that produces some of the best water in the area. They found that the water supply under that area is the best in quality and quantity in the whole
county.
Amanda Young married Marian Richardson. I just found out that the boys live in California and visited with one of them. They are Jesse, who lives
in La Puente, and the twins Orville, who lives in El Monte and Oscar who lives in Joshua Tree. It seems to me that the girl has died.
Caroline Shepard (Miles' mother) died about the time George Young was born, 1883.

Miles' father was William Young and he lived in Ridgeway, Missouri. I don't know who William's father was, but remember Dad saying he came
from Germany. Aunt Rhoda Young lives in Ridgeway Missouri and she would likely know. He came into Missouri about the end of the Civil War or
maybe before.
The homestead Jake had was on section 24, township 5, range 15. I farm that land now and have often referred to it as 24-5-15. I have seen the land
record in Guymon and it went to the J.I. Case Co. after Jake owned it.
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A SHORT STORY
It was during Prohibition, and it was common for a lot of people to make home brew (beer). Kansas was a "dry state" anyway, and if you wanted
beer, you had to make it yourself, or know someone who did. As with any such project, the problems were, (1) getting caught and (2) the product
exploding. Many times a breaking bottle triggered others in a chain reaction until most of the bottles had followed the example of the first.
Daddy had just completed a new batch, it seemed stable enough, and there was a case under a tarp in the back of the truck on its way to quench
somebody's thirst. Daddy had parked on Main Street and walked away from the truck, when he heard a loud bang behind him. Daddy looked up in
time to see the Deputy Marshal, his attention caught by the noise, turn and walk toward the truck.
Daddy was pretty sure one of the bottles had exploded, but when he got near, he saw one of his old tires had just blown out. Daddy's cars were always
on the verge of one disaster or another, and a "fix" only bridged the gaps between. One version of the story said that the deputy even helped him fix
the flat.
I don't doubt that. I'd also bet he guessed about the beer.
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February 2, 1973
Court Clerk of Beaver County
Dear Mr. Pontius,
Enclosed are copies of the case, State of Oklahoma -vs- J. F. Pontius. This seems to be all the available records on this case.
Apparently the case was eventually dismissed as you will see from the copy of the Appearance Docket page. Some of the older cases were not always
disposed of, or at least there is no written record of what happened in your father's case.
If we can be of further service please let us know.
Very truly yours,
Leora Woodson, Deputy
Encl. 10 pages
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Missouri Weather
I often wondered what made daddy forsake the land of his birth and move to a spot as colorless and desolate as western Kansas and Oklahoma. To
me, Missouri sounded lush and green, where gardens would grow without watering and fruit trees abounded, as contrasted to dry western Kansas
with its dust storms and grasshoppers.
I ran across a book by W.B. Rogers, "A Souvenir History of Mercer County, Missouri", in which many local stories were told and a large number of
pictures and biographies of oldtime residents were printed. I searched in vain for a Pontius entry, but did come across this interesting chapter on the
climate. The book was written in 1911, and had 701 pages.
"In 1873, Mercer County people remember one of the coldest winters in history, the old timers of that date declaring it unequalled within 50 years.
The thermometer hovered between 10 and 20 degrees below zero for weeks, and on the 26th and 27th of January there was recorded a minimum
temperature of 32 below. To be sure, the old time thermometers were more or less imperfect, but there is no record of anyones being sunstruck in this
section during that month."
"The first severe heated spell of which there is good record was in 1878, when on the 13th, 14th, and 15th of July, the thermometer ran as high as
104 degrees in the shade. This was eclipsed by the severe weather of July and August, 1881. In July the thermometer ran between 96 and 104 daily
for two weeks. After but a few days of cool weather, a memorable heat wave was begun on August 4th. Crops were blighted and reduced to 1/2 their
usual bounty, wells dried up, stock water was scarce and many deaths resulted throughout the middle west from prostrations."
"The following record was kept within a few miles of Mercer County, showing the mercury reading of that period:
Aug 4, 1881
5
7
8
9
10
11
18
19
25
26
27

morn
102
104
98
104
92
92
94
------

noon
108
108
108
108
106
104
100
------

afternoon
100
97
104
110
108
-102
106
(it must have been too
108
hot to go out and read
102
the thermometer until
106
it cooled off in the
100
afternoon)

No record is found at any other date that compares with this one for severity of heat. The great drought was relieved by a light rain on the 29th and
entirely broken by a soaker on the 31st and Sept 1st. These were too late for the crops, however."
"A severe windstorm occurred on Saturday, April 24, 1880, and did some damage here. A memorable hail storm in which stones fell that measured 5
1/2 inches in circumference occurred the preceeding Sunday in the southwestern portion of the county."
"A serious wind storm occurred June 20, 1887. The roof of the Rock Island station at Princeton was blown off, the public school building struck by
lightning and seriously damaged, the iron bridge across Grand River was blown into the stream and great damage was done to smaller buildings and
growing crops. The loss of the bridge made it necessary to improvise a crossing over the river and teams were at once dispatched to level down the
bank at the west end of the fairground below the dam. This made a good ford."
"The belfry of the Baptist Church at Princeton was struck by lightning during a sharp electrical storm on June 28, 1888 and completely riddled the
building. It was repaired."
"In May, 1892, heavy rains to the north brought Grand River out of its banks and completely covered the bottom lands between Princeton and the
west bluffs. The stage of the waters was the highest in many years."
"One of the worst snow storms in history occurred in February, 1894, beginning about the 10th. Eighteen inches of snow fell and in places was
drifted from 4 to 6 feet deep. All mails and traffic was delayed."
"A wonderful electric storm visited the county March 14, 1894. George Cook, the fireman of a construction train engine was knocked down by
lightning and seriously injured, but not fatally. Mrs. C.H. Douglas was also badly shocked. The barn of M.F. Oxford near Cainsville was struck by
lightning and burned up."
"A real cyclone of the funnel shape passed through a portion of the county May 3, 1895, south of Modena. The Nigh Schoolhouse was entirely
demolished and other minor damage done. The path of the storm was about 40 feet in width and no dwellings were encountered. Its course through
the county was almost identical with that of another storm in 1891."
"Hailstones measuring 10 to 16 inches in circumference and weighing a pound each fell during a storm that crossed Mercer County covering a strip
some 2 miles wide on May 27th, 1896. It was most destructive in the neighborhood of Cainsville and passed some 2 miles north of Princeton. Great
damage was done to fruit and other crops and at Cainsville the glass front of W.S. Prior's business house was demolished. Old settlers say it surpassed
any hailstorm they had ever known."
"'higher than 1876' was the declarations of the 'oldest inhabitant' concerning the big overflow of July 1902, when Grand River spread from bluff to
bluff as a result of the continued rains. Farmers, who the year before had lost their upland crops in the big drought, and this year had gone to the

bottoms to protect themselves, found that the lottery of nature is two edged."
There were stories of spectacular structure fires and more storms, and even an earthquake, but there wasn't even a suggestion that there might have
been some good weather in between. I wonder if that might have had something to do with why Grandpa left Mercer county for Harrison in 1880,
and Jake came west after a couple of years of trying to farm in Missouri.
J.E.P.
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Jake Pontius, 79, Dies at Home
Funeral services for Jacob Franklin (Jake) Pontius, 79, who died Sunday at his home in Hugoton will be held at 2:30 P.M. Friday in the Christian
church. Claude Lorts, pastor the Christian church and Rev. Everett Vivian, pastor of the Baptist church, will officiate at the services.
Mr. Pontius had lived here since 1916, operating an ice plant until 1916, drilling wells, repairing windmills and wells and operating a garage.
Born in Grundy County, Mo., he homesteaded in Oklahoma in 1904 and moved to Rolla when the town was founded in 1913, living there three
years before moving to Hugoton.
He operated a steam-powered custom threshing machine shortly after the turn of the century when there was so little grain grown here that custom
threshers made an annual trek to the central part of the state for harvest.
He had been unable to work regularly since a heart attack in 1941 and because of injuries received later.
He was the father of 12 children, ranging in age at the present time from 19 to 59 years. They include Jesse E. and Ella Wartz, both of Blue Island,
Ill.; Carl A., Joseph E. and Edna Denton, all of Long Beach, Calif.; Minnie Long, Wichita; Olive Wenzel, Los Angeles, Calif.; Ralph, Carlyle,
Saskatchewan, Canada.
Also Grace Bayha, Castro Valley, Calif.; Roy, Canon City, Colo.; Margaret Roberts, Great Bend and Norma, Hugoton. Three children preceded him
in death, two babies and Arthur V., who died in a plane crash while a pilot with the Airforce during World War II. His second wife also survives him.
His first wife, the mother of nine of the children, died in August 1917.
Jacob Franklin Pontius was born in Grundy County, Missouri, November 30, 1873, the 4th son of Joseph and Mahala Pontius, in a family of eight
children, and passed away at his home in Hugoton, Kansas, September 13, 1953 at the age of 79 years, 9 months and 13 days.
He became a member of the Baptist Church at 16 years of age.
He was married to Julia Young in November 1893 and to this union nine children were born.
From Missouri they moved to Hereford, Texas, where he lived for a year, and in 1904 came to Texas County, Oklahoma and took a homestead west
of Hooker. In 1913 he moved to Rolla, Kansas, lived in the first house in town and ran the post office. He moved to Hugoton in 1916 where he has
lived the past 37 years.
His wife died in August 1917.
He was married to Edith Fenton, November 19, 1918 and to this union six children were born.
His life was long and filled with hard work which varied with the years. He ran an old time steam thresher for several years, and owned and operated
the ice plant at the time it was destroyed by fire in 1927. In later years he drilled and repaired wells and windmills.
His health was excellent in his younger days until he had a heart attack in 1941. He regained his health somewhat but he has not been very able since
then and failed rapidly the last two years.
He was the father of 15 children and leaves 34 grandchildren and many great grandchildren. One Step-daughter grew up in the home.
He was preceded in death by 3 chldren, Robert E., Delpha Jane and Arthur V. who was killed in a plane chrash in 1942.
The oldest child is 59 and the youngest 19 years.
He is survived by his wife Edith E. Pontius, two brothers Rev. J. D. Pontius, Englewood, Colorado, Joseph Pontius, Topeka, Kansas and a sister Mrs.
A. G. Hoadley, Gillette, Wyoming. Five sons: Jesse E. of Blue Island, Ill.; Ralph O. of Carlyle, Sask. Canada; Roy R. of Canon City, Colorado; Carl
A. of Long Beach, Calif.; Joseph E. of Long Beach, Calif. Eight daughters: Minnie E. Long, Wichita; Olive L. Wenzel, Los Angeles, Calif.; Ella M.
Wortz, Midlothian, Ill.; Grace L. Bayha, Castro Valley, Calif.; Lois I. Crane, Santa Rosa, Calif.; Edna L. Denton, Long BEach, Calif.; Margaret
Roberts, Great Bend; Norma J. Pontius of the home.
Services were held at the Christian Church Sept. 18 at 2:30 P.M. Rev. Everett H. Vivian, Pastor of the Baptist Church had charge of the service.
Mr. Thomas Ward sang two numbers "Abide With Me" and "The Lord's Prayer." He was accompanied by Jane Pyeatte.
The pallbearers were Ralph Grubbs, Morton Brewer, R. H. Fuller, Mark Renfro, F. E. Thompson and Laurence Brower.
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Jesse Earl Pontius
Husband:
Name: Pontius, Jesse Earl
Birth: Aug 24, 1894, Mercer Co., Missouri
Death: Oct 1, 1981, Herrington, Kansas
Father: Pontius, Jacob Franklin
Mother: Young, Julia Anna
Wife:
Name: Ruth Mae Milligan
Birth: May 11, 1896
Children:
1. [F] Lola Viola Pontius (Nov 20, 1916 - ) married Hobart Porter (Feb 3, 1912 - )
1. [M] Arminta Ruth Porter (Aug 29, 1937 - ) married Lawrence Cecil Bye
2. [F] Esther Elizabeth Porter (Aug 29, 1937 - ) married Harry James Weiant
3. [M] Lawrence Hobart Porter (Oct 28, 1941 - Oct 31, 1958)
4. [M] Robert Thomas Porter (Dec 1, 1943 - ) married Janice Kay Meister
5. [M] James Arthur Porter (Mar 24, 1946 - )
6. [M] John Clinton Porter (Feb 27, 1947 - ) married Joyce Neimoller
7. [M] Jessie Maxine Porter (Aug 6, 1948 - ) married Rayburn Hartke
2. [F] Esther Pontius (Feb 2, 1920, Carlyle, Iowa - about 1924)
3. [M] Charles William Pontius (Feb 19, 1923 - ) married Katherine Loraine Voss (Feb 1, 1923 - )
1. [F] Barbara Jean Pontius (Dec 30, 1943 - ) married David Wilson
2. [F] Sandra Lee Pontius (Feb 16, 1947 - ) married Charles Barzycki
3. [F] Cheryl Pontius (May 22, 1952 - ) married James J. Zakhar II
4. [F] Opal Lorraine Pontius (May 6, 1936 - ) married Donald Braden
1. [M] David Allen Braden
2. [F] Donna Braden
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Jesse Pontius' Story
We left Missouri to Hereford, Texas in March, 1901. Ralph was about 2 weeks old. Pa bought 640 acres for $600 eight miles south of town. He built
a half-dugout hut. In about 2 months, he sold it for $1600.
Pa worked on a ranch until September, 1901. He went to Coyle, Oklahoma, and picked cotton for Ma's Uncle and farmed the land in 1902.
Uncle Miles came to live with us, an Pa and Uncle Miles went out in the fall of 1902 to Hooker and homesteaded. We left Coyle March 2, 1903 and
travelled in covered wagons to the homestead. We landed on March 16, 1903, the day the "rights was up." The next day or two, Miles and Pa went to
Guymon to buy a sod plow. A prairie fire broke out, but Ma and I made a fire guard to save the tent.
It was tough. The cattle men tried to run us out. They called us "pumpkin rollers".
Then we built a dugout. The cattle men kept trying to get rid of us, so Pa shot several of the cattle. They had him arrested and took Pa to Guymon to
jail, but had no proof. They turned him loose, thinking he would go home so they could look him up, but he got a job for 75 cents a day and one meal.
The cattlemen made up to come to the homestead and kill the family, but a neighbor got wind of it and came and took us to their place 2 1/2 miles
northwest. The next morning we went home and saw what had taken place.
The Deputy Sheriff got wind of the deal. He told Pa, so they came out to see. They took Pa back to Guymon. The deputy told the Sheriff, so they let
Pa come home in about two weeks. He had to "tend court" every month for about three or four years. He had to go to Beaver City. At this time the
whole strip was one county and Beaver City was the county seat.
We had to haul water the first years on the homestead. The closest well was about 3/4 mile north. We had sort of a sled with runners to put the water
barrel on and pulled it with a horse. Sometimes there was no wind and I remember several times climbing the windmill and turning the wheel by
hand, trying to get that barrel full, as there wasn't a holding tank at that well. If that well wasn't working, there were two other places to get water, one
as far away as the Wild Horse Well west of us. That was about a 7 mile trip. Afterwards, Miles got his well, and then we got ours, and that was the
end of the water hauling.
When more settlers came in 1905, Pa bought a threshing machine. He ran it two years, sold it and bought a new "Case" machine. By 1911, the bad
crops was one thing that broke Pa. The Citizen's bank sold everything, even took the homestead.
In 1908, Pa built a telephone line from our place to camp. He had about 300 phones. A man by the name of E.G. Albrite run wire from Hooker to our
place and later Pa bought him out. Then the homesteaders built a line southwest of us and took lots of Pa's customers. About 1913, Bell Telephone
Co. bought all the lines around, but Pa would not sell, so the creditors took over.
I left for Canada on March 1, 1913. I was up there for 11 or 12 years. I was married about 50 miles SE of Regine, Saskatchewan, Nov 17, 1915.
Ruth's maiden name was Milligan and she was born in Iowa, May 11, 1896.
Joe Pontius, our grandpa lived 6 miles west of Cainsville, Missouri where all of his children were born. When he moved, I don't know, but shortly
after they were married. Clayton Pontius, Cainsville, Missouri, may give you the exact date. It would be in the 1870's.
Uncles Dan and Jacob went to Trenton, Tindall and Spickard. Uncle Dan bought land at Tindall and Spickard which are 5 or 6 miles apart. Uncle
Jacob bought land at Tindall and Trenton and owned a large livery stable at Trenton. He was also in the Real Estate business; at his death he had one
farm next to my farm, and one 1/2 way from Trenton and Tindall, 8 or 10 houses, and a livery stable. He was married 2 times. First marriage he had
2 girls, one baby, the other 15 or so. His wife passed away shortly. Her name I forget. He remarried a widow with 2 boys and 1 girls by the name of
Lowery. I did not see his second wife. The oldest stepson was my neighbor on the farm, the other I did not know. I don't know the date they moved
there, but Uncle Jacob and family are buried at the Tindall Cemetary along the 65 highway. The name Young, I did not know was his first wife's
maiden name, (It could be) but if it was she was no relation to Ma or Uncle Miles, or we would have known of it.
I don't know too much about Uncle Dan and family. I know Sally married a Crawford and committed suicide.
There was only one Pontious buried in Gettysburg Cemetary, killed in the civil
war. Clayton and I went to the place where they keep the records of the ones
buried there, we found he was buried in the Ohio plot instead of Pennsylvania plot.
I have a picture.
Pontious is the way it is spelled in Holland. Our folks was Holland Dutch. They
came over to Pennsylvania and all the boys was in the war. Our Grandpa said
when the war was over, they came west and dropped the last "o" out of the name.
Their sister lived in Elkhart, Indiana, had 2 girls which I had the pleasure of seeing
at Clayton Pontius' reunion.
I don't know much about the Places. Grandma had 1 sister that I knew her name,
Jennie Place married Elmer Day. They had 2 girls, Jessie married Walter Thomas;
they had 3 boys Hugh, Russel and Wendel. Hugh lives in Kansas City, Russel and
Wendel live in Sandusky, Ohio. Walter Thomas was a Postal Carrier for 38 years.
His folks were natives of Trenton.

Esther married Charlie Tuttle; both are dead. Charley was the best blacksmith in Trenton, he died at 89 years. Esther died at 86 or 88. They lived in
Trenton all their lives.
Grandpa had a Indian Peace Pipe that I remember. It was a bowl about so big (cupped hands) with several stems coming out the sides. They sat
around a circle around it and each smoked from a different tube. Grandpa said I should have it but it got made off with by somebody. I don't know for
shure where it went, but think one of the cousins got it.
Cousin Philip is writing a story on the Pontius family and no doubt he could tell you some things.
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Memories of a Bygone Era
by Floyd Clymer (1949)
As a youngster I can recall the many interesting incidents that took place during the threshing season when I lived in the small town of Berthoud,
Colorado. My father, the late Dr. J.B. Clymer, was a small town physician and surgeon-- a typical country doctor and one of the thousands of early
day practicioners who never failed to respond to a call, day or night, rain, snow or sleet, winter or summer.
Many times I would go along with him on these calls, first in our curved-dash Oldsmobile and later in other cars we owned such as the single-cylinder
Reo, two-cylinder Maxwell, four-cylinder EMF or Flanders. At times it seemed to me that his largest practice came from the owners of threshing
machines and the accidents they caused-- or perhaps I was more anxious to go along on such calls because the operation of the threshing machine
outfits intrigued me. Many a trip I made with Dad to find a thresherman injured because his clothing had become caught in the belts or pulleys, or
perhaps a man had fallen off a separator, or to ease the pain of a loser in a fight between the hired hands, or one who had a live steam burn, or an
injured foot caused by stepping on a pitchfork, or to attend someone injured when the heavy traction engine crashed through a wooden bridge.
During the threshing season in our community it was the practice of owners of threshing equipment to move from one farm to another. In Berthoud I
can recall the owners of threshing outfits were Lovejoy Brothers, Bill McKanna, Jim Hulleat and Joe Stubbs. In the nearby town of Loveland,
Orsborn Brothers also owned an outfit. I recall more about the operation of the Lovejoy outfit because Hank Lovejoy was my good friend and many
times I would ride with him from town to some farm a short distance from town. It was a great thrill as we chugged along dirt reads at speeds of two
to four miles an hour. I would often repay Hank by giving him a ride in our early automobiles.
The owners of threshing equipment from about 1904 to 1910, as I recall, charged about 7 for threshing a bushel of barley and 9 for a bushel of
wheat. These were the days when wheat sold for around 50 to 60 a bushel.
It was the practice of the threshers to move on from one farm to another, and many times this was done overnight. The moving of one of these outfits
was an interesting project. The traction engine usually pulled the separator. The water tank wagon and the "cook shack", horse drawn, usually trailed
along behind forming a sort of caravan in the move. The cook shack was always and interesting affair. The threshers needed this for feeding the crew.
At mealtime the helpers, usually hungry as wolves, would enter the "eating house on wheels" and sit on each side of a long wooden table usually
covered with oilcloth. The cook who accompanied the crews during the season was usually a man and a colorful character. About twenty men could
be seated at one time in the average cook shack.
The makes of machines which were most popular around our community, which I remember, were the Case, Advance and Reeves. When the
machines were set up for operation the separator was usually placed so that the direction of the wind blew the chaff in the direction opposite the
engine to lessen fire hazard-- even so, fires in the field were not uncommon.
The coal necessary for fuel to produce steam was usually furnished by the farmer, but the threshers would haul it from town or coal mines nearby.
Threshing season was a big event in the life of the average farmer and especially the farmer's family. Nearly always extra help was needed during the
threshing season and the hired hands secured by the farmer were usually fed in the farmer's house. I recall many times seeing the hungry men seated
at a large dining room table eatin like they were starved-- and for a good reason too-- they were hard workers. Many times when Dan was making a
coll, whether planned or not, we arrived at the farmer's house about noon time and as a result many times we ate with the men. In those days two
more mouths to feed meant nothing. And the meals were wonderful, no doubt about that! Usually soup, steak, potatoes, beans or cabbage and corn-fresh milk from a big pitcher, coffee or tea and big cuts of home made pie, or melon in season. The farmers' wives usually vied with each other to see
who could serve the greatest variety of vegetables, salads, pies, etc.
With the passing of steam traction engines, the threshing machines and the colorful crews that were a part of the early day history of farming, and
interesting era in American history passed on. However, in the vicinity of Berthoud, one lone steam threshing outfit is still in operation during the
season. It is an old Advance owned by the Habbinga Brothers. No doubt there are other outfits still in use in various sections of the United States.
Like the horse and buggy, they are not entirely extinct.
Floyd Clymer is a publisher of several books on old cars, motorcycles and racing. This article is from his book "Album of Historical Steam Traction
Engines and Threshing Equipment".
Although this is not a Pontius family story, it is of a similar time when Daddy ran a threshing machine, and could just as easily have applied.
Jake Pontius (extreme left) seeding broomcorn

Wheat threshing crew. Jake Pontius extreme right. 1910.

Jake Pontius top threashing wheat. 1910.
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Minnie Esther Pontius
Wife:
Name: Pontius, Minnie Esther
Birth: August 30, 1896, Mercer Co., Missouri
Married: July 6, 1917
Father: Pontius, Jacob Franklin
Mother: Young, Julia Anna
Husband:
Name: Long, Cecil Bertram
Birth: October 23, 1881
Death: November 10, 1967
Children:
1. [F] Lorraine Lee Long (Mar 25, 1918 - Jan 1, 1972) married Jack A. Eades (Sep 23, 1918 - )
1. [M] Dennis Arthur Eades (1942 - 1942)
2. [F] Rose Adele Long (Dec 19, 1920 - ) married John Walden Resseguie
1. [F] Jane Carol Resseguie (Dec 16, 1946 - )
2. [F] Judy Marie Resseguie (Jun 24, 1949 - )
3. [F] Joan Carol Resseguie (Jul 24, 1951 - )
3. [F] Dorothy Virginia Long (Jun 11, 1922 - ) married Junior Dale Burger, M.D. (Jun 2, 1921 - )
1. [F] Joan Lee Burger (Mar 22, 1943 - )
2. [F] Marilyn Diane Burger (Jul 28, 1949 - )
3. [M] Jerry Burger (Jun 14, 1952 - )
4. [F] Betty Nadine Long (Oct 10, 1925 - ) married Dwight M. Travis (Dec 1, 1922 - 1986)
1. [F] Debbie Esther Travis (Mar 26, 1955 - )
2. [F] Britney D Travis married John Stephen Corwine on Mar 14, 1987
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Minnie's Story
I never lived with our Dand and my step-mother at all. (I was married and moved away before my real mother died.)
I do remember that Dad had the first theatre in Hugoton; also at one time, he had the first ice plant in Hugoton. He built the first ice-boxes for the
homes and meat markets in that area. He trucked ice to all these places. When I was little, he was a homesteader in Texas County, Oklahoma, and my
parents had come there from Missouri. They were farmers.
Daddy used to be the first one in the area to try something new. He had the first telephones in our county. I remember him getting the new phones
and opening the boxes and all of us watching him hook up several phones together in the house to try them out. Once we all held hands and held onto
the wires, and when Dad turned the crank we all got a jolt.
I have a picture of a baby dressed in a fancy frilly dress that I have always believed was a picture of Roy, but he says it is not. We never had that much
money for that kind of clothes now that I think of it, but Dad had a camera back then, one of the first of its kind and he used to take our pictures.
When we were in Rolla, we had the Post Office in our house. Dad couldn't get it since he had the trouble in Oklahoma, so it was in my name.

The Ancestors and Descendants of Jacob Franklin Pontius by Joe Pontius.

Olive Wenzel

Lola Olive Pontius
Wife:
Name: Pontius, Lola Olive
Birth: Mar 9, 1899, Mercer Co., Missouri
Death: Nov 16, 1990, Hawaii
Father: Pontius, Jacob Franklin
Mother: Young, Julia Anna
Husband:
Name: Wenzel, Theodore
Children:
1. [F] La Neva May Wenzel (May 4, 1919 - ) married Cassidy and Arlo Brown
1. [M] Lester Lorrin Cassidy (Nov 27, 1937)
2. [F] Sharon Marie Cassidy (Sep 4, 1941)
3. [M] Archie Eugene Brown (Aug 5, 1947)
4. [M] Gary Lee Brown (Sep 24, 1948)
2. [F] Opal Irene Wenzel (Oct 20, 1920 - ) married Hendricks and Seaman
1. [M] Randy Earnest Seaman
2. [M] James F. Coleman (May 20, ? - )
3. [F] Julie Ann Coleman (Jul 28, ? - )
3. [F] Anita Fern Wenzel (Oct 13, 1925 - ) married Roseigh, Williams, Griffin, and Winborn
1. [F] Dianne Marie Williams (Jan 16, 1943) married Chubb
2. [F] Jeanette Rose Williams (Jun 7, 1946) married Hicks
3. [M] Steven Griffin (Jul 26, 1955)
4. [M] Ronald Bruce Winborn (Nov 23, 1960)
4. [F] Mary Lucille Wenzel (Jul 12, 1933 - ) married Ledbetter, Saplad, Krebs, and O'Loughlin
1. [M] Thomas Lee Ledbetter (Nov 12, 1948 - )
2. [F] Thalia Ledbetter (Jan 19, 1952 - )
3. [F] Deborah Sue Ledbetter (May 9, 1953 - )
4. [F] Theresa Ann Saplad (Sep 9, 1958 - )
5. [F] Linda Krebs (Apr 13, 1962 - )
6. [F] Rebecca O'Loughlin (adopted Tisne Kim, 1960)
7. [F] Kim O'Loughlin (adopted Kim Hi Sung, 1962)
Olive Pontius and beau, Albert Ferguson

The. Wenzel
The. Wenzel
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Olive's Story
I can remember living in Coyle, Oklahoma. I was about 2 or 3 years old. I remember listening to the katydids and finding out where they were
singing, would sneak up on them and catch them. We had a big house and some grape vines.
The first winter we were there, Daddy played Santa Claus. We were told that Santa was coming and we were lined up sitting on the old trunk. Daddy
made some excuse that he had to go out to feed Santa's reindeer and came back dressed as Santa Claus-- I don't know where he got the costume.
Jesse and Minnie were so excited but I was scared. I hid down behind the trunk and wouldn't come out.
We lived not too far from town, and when Daddy would walk to town, he walked along the railroad tracks. Daddy had been having stomach cramps
for some time and hadn't been able to clear up the trouble. One day he was walking to town and as he walked by a boxcar on a siding, a voice called
out "Hey there!" Daddy turned and saw a man standing in the doorway of the boxcar. He said, "You have stomach trouble, don't you?" Daddy
allowed he did, but how did the stranger know? "By the way you walk," he said. He said to Daddy, "When you get to town, get a beer, and put salt in
in. Then wherever you go, carry a salt shaker, and if you have cramps, get a beer and salt it." Daddy tried it and the cramps went away. At first he
didn't like the taste and it was hard to get used to, but after awhile he came to like it. He never knew who the man was, or how he came to know
about stomach trouble, but it did work.
When he went to Western Oklahoma to homestead, we had a covered spring wagon. We kids rode up on the wagon while Daddy drove. Before we
got there, a storm came up. There was a lot of wind and dust and it was cold. Daddy tied the canvas around the wagon box and we got under the
wagon. He tied the horses to the wagon wheel. The wind blew and the horses were so restless, Miles and Daddy were afraid they would pull the
wagon over us. They took the horses and we walked to a farmhouse that was not too far away. They were very nice people. Daddy decided to stay
with the wagons. He stayed for awhile, but after dark it got so cold and the wind so strong, he tried to find his way to the house. He lost his way in the
dark, and stumbling, he felt around and determined he had stumbled over a cellar door. He pulled the boards aside and crawled inside. Felling his
way, he found some cloth on a bench and lay down to sleep. In the morning, the sun shone through a crack in the boards and onto his face,
awakening him. The storm was over. Then he looked around and right by his hand was a big tarantula-- he lost no time getting out of there!
Jesse went back to Missouri one year and they found a nest of little red squirrels. He managed to keep one of them alive and raised it as a pet. It was
the prettiest thing, but I hated it for giving me a bad bite on my finger. We had an old leather bag hanging on a nail on the wall and in hanging by one
handle it had pulled itself partly open. That squirrel used to steal things and hide them in that bag. It didn't like to be petted, but liked to be around
Jesse. I got bit when I tried to catch it and pet it. One summer when Jesse was getting the threshing machine ready for harvest, he had the squirrel as
his constant companion. Afterward the squirrel came up missing and we wondered if he might have been closed into the machine somehow. Jesse
sure felt bad about losing him.
One time we had a big lightning storm come up in the west. Mother went our to disconnect the telephone wires from the house. The wires were
looped in such a way that they could be lifted off and the wires dropped on the ground to keep the lightning from following the wires into the house.
Mother had unhooked the wires and just as she threw them down, the lightning must have struck near the end of the line; Mother spun around and
just stood there with a dazed look on her face. It turned her clear around and stunned her for about a minute.
I remember a time when the lightning jumped from the telephone in the house to the iron bedstead. The floor of the dugout was packed dirt. I
remember Mother would sprinkle the floor with hot water and then sweep it gently with the broom. When it dried, the dirt floor was as hard as rock.
Later I think Daddy put down a floor of planks over the dirt. Anyway, the bedpost was grounded or nearly so and the lightning would jump to it easy.
When I was a girl, I used to walk in my sleep sometimes. Once I got outside and almost to the road north of the house, when our dog, "Bounce"
jumped up at me trying to lick me in the face. I let out a scream and it woke up Daddy. He called to me through the north window and talked me back
into the dugout.
One night Ralph was dreaming the calf was loose and he had to catch it. We used to leave the horse's bridle on the bottom step in the dugout when
we put the horse away. Ralph got up, grabbed the bridle and went outside. Dady had a couple of wooden barrels in the yard and one was on its side
by the door. Ralph chose that one for his horse, put the bridle over the end of it and mounted it. Then kicking his heels into the sides, he began
coaxing his "horse" to get after that calf. I went up and got him and took him back to his bed. He was about 9 I guess.
We had a box that had a bevelled front edge where the lid opened. It had been a meal box, but Jesse had claimed it as a place for his toys, papers and
stuff. Recently, he asked me if I remembered what ever became of it. One of the things he had in it was his train. I think there was the engine, coal
tender, and maybe two cars. They were made out of iron and had some bright polished silver parts. It was a nice train, and I think he may still have it.
Thinking of trains makes me think of the fruit train that wrecked. The Rock Island Line runs west from Liberal and goes down south of the place to
Guymon and on to California. One night it derailed, spilling oranges for a long way along the tracks. The railroad gave out the word that anyone that
wanted could have what they could pick up. That saved the railroad the task of cleaning up the mess, as everyone went to get some. Daddy brought
back the wagon box full. We had a wash tub full of oranges sitting in the middle of the floor, and anyone who wanted an orange helped himself.
I think that old wagon was the one that once ran over Roy. It had wide iron wheels and when Roy was little, he was trying to climb up the spokes.
The horse moved and he fell under the wheel. The wagon was empty or it might have killed him, but as it was, he was only frightened.
I remember the passing of Haley's Comet in the spring of 1910. In the evening the tail was trailing away to the west, and in the mornin it was wavy
like a horse's tail in the wind and pointed off to the east. The head of the comet was a bright light and the tail was full of stars. That is a sight I will
never forget.
On the homestead, there were two broomcorn balers over against the east fence. We piled tumble-weeds up against them and strung

tin-can-telephones between them. That was one of the games we played.
In the fall the tumbleweeds would blow into the fence, and would have to be burned out. We carried wet sacks in case a fence post caught fire, and
would beat it out.
We had to go to the windmill north of our place for water for a long time. We would drive the cow up there to water too. One time I was up there
with the boys, Ralph and Roy when they were little. Two bulls were at the well and while we were there, they started to fight. We all climbed up on
the windmill tower to safety. I guess we were only up 10 feet or so, but it seemed pretty scary. We didn't think we were going to be able to hold on
until the bulls went away, but we managed somehow.
We had some pigs one time and we kids went down in the field with Daddy to cut some pig weeds for them. We were coming up to the fence with
our arms full of weeds when we saw Jesse up on the hog house roof. He shouted for us to go back. We didn't understand why, and began to argue
that Daddy had sent us up with weeds for the hogs. Jess was all excited and said to drop the weeds and run back to Dad as there was a mad dog loose
and that he was in the barn! We ran to Daddy and told him. He sent Roy to the dugout for the .44. Roy ran up, all out of breath, and told Mother,
"Daddy wants the 2 by 4"!!
"What does he want a 2 by 4 for?" she asked him.
"To shoot a mad dog!!" he panted.
She figured out that he wanted the rifle, so he took it and ran to Daddy. By this time the dog had come out of the barn and stood between Daddy and
Ralph and I. He was completely blind and was listening, and would attack any sound. We knew enough to keep quiet. Daddy waited until we were
out of the line of fire, then gave out a shout. The dog whirled to face Daddy and as he raised up, Daddy shot him in the head. We looked around and
saw the foam that had dripped from his mouth all along the fence where he had paced back and forth trying to get at the hogs.
When word got around that we had killed the mad dog, everyone was glad. It turned out that he had travelled about 60 miles before he got to our
place, leaving a long trail of bitten livestock. He wouldn't have lived much longer anyway, but everyone was relieved that his trail had ended.
One of our favorite pastimes was to put some water in the threshing machine's water wagon and pull it down to the prairie-dog town in our pasture.
(This was after we got our own windmill.) We would run water down the holes and try to wash out a prairie dog or ground squirrel. We would catch
the little animals about half drowned and nurse them back to health. We made little wagons out of boxes with tin can lid wheels. We made harnesses
out of string and hitched them to the wagons. Then we would race them. Usually after awhile they would get away and we would catch another one
next time. Any hole we found was fair game and if it was near the well, we would carry a bucked of water. We were warned about rattlesnakes and
there were plenty of them around. Once we flushed out a big tarantula and it cooled our interest in holes for awhile.
When we butchered hogs, we had a regular assembly line operation and everyone had his job. Once the sausage was made we put it in a crock and
poured hot lard over it. That kept the air out and preserved it for the winter. At first we had no way to smoke hams, so we gave them the sugar cure.
We mixed saltpeter and brown sugar and made a syrup and packed a thick coat of this on the meat. It sealed in the juices and the sugar soaked into
the meat until it was tender and sweet.
After awhile Miles built a smokehouse. I don't know what wood he used. I remember some honey-locust trees north of his house that had some
mighty long wicked thorns on them. We didn't cut through there much barefooted after picking up our first thorns.
We used anything we could get for fuel. Being a fairly treeless place, we burned mostly cow chips, but sometimes broomcorn seed made a fire for
want of anything better. Flora Young once remarked of all those years we went along on cow chip fuel when all along we were sitting on all that
Natural gas and didn't know it was there. Now there are gas wells all over that area including a well only about 100 yards from the old dugout site.
In July, 1972, several of us walked over the old home-stead which Orville Young has been farming for years. Orville and Roy paced off where the
house and well and barn would have been and Harrod, Joe and I searched the ground for pages from the past. We found chips of crockery, iron parts
from the machinery, a .44 cartridge shell-case, some chips of dishes with patterns I remember. There was part of a doorknob, a stove leg, the top of
the pepper-sauce bottle (now turned purple), and batteryposts from some of the old telephone cells. Orville said if he knew there was that much junk
still out there, he would have been worried about his tires when he worked the field.
I remember the day when the sheriff came to throw us off the place. The sheriff had sold the livestock. Jess had a span of mules and Daddy had the
Case threshing machine, and they were the first to go. When the sheriff made to come in the house, Mother held the shotgun across the door and
said, "That's as far as you go. The things in here are mine and I didn't sign your paper!" Then they let us alone. I don't think we got to move all of it
though, as it seems to me some things were left behind.
We live in Hugoton in a two story house "on the hill". (On visits since then I couldn't find a hill, as houses have built up all around.) I hadn't been
married long. We were living with Edith and Daddy and the family that winter of 1918-1919, the winter the flu was so bad everywhere. They say the
flu was brought back by the returning soldiers after World War I. Just about everyone had it, quite a few died. One house had three members die.
They said pregnant women were especially vulnerable. I was about 6 months pregnant with LaNeva when we began to come down with the flu. We
all were put off our feet finally but Edith and she took care of us. Ralph had got a big batch of stew meat from a farmer and Edith made a big pot of
soup. One morning Edith got sick and since she stayed up longer than she should have, she was sicker than we. Daddy called upstairs that someone
should come down and help out, now that Edith was sick. I was feeling better, so I got up. That day I had a relapse and got sick again. When the
doctor came for his rounds he said the baby was in position and I was likely to miscarry. He had some medicine made from herbs that he had learned
from the Indians. It broke my fever and I recovered. He was Doctor Harrison.
One of the things they learned about the flu was quite by accident. Someone was passing by the home of Harry Sturman, the druggist, and noticed

through the window that the stove was red hot. Whoever had built the fire had banked it too good and in a little bit, the house would have been on
fire. But the family was the first to recorver from the flu. They figured that the heat was breaking the fever, so whoever wasn't sick went around to
the houses of those that were and kept the fires going. We all recovered, but I got the flu every July for the next three years.
Ralph was in a car coming home from a ball game at Liberal, and was with a bunch of other young people celebrating their victory (and maybe
driving too fast) when they ran into dense dust blowing across the road near the corner of town. Someone screamed, the driver swerved and the car
turned over in the ditch. Mother heard it and ran out to the road, calling "Ralph, where are you?"
"Here I am, Ma," he came forward. He had a broken jaw. They took him into the house.
I remember I had a similar accident near that same corner. I was driving a boyfriend's car and he wanted to put his arm around me. I didn't like it and
wiggled my shoulder to shake off his arm, but turned the weel sharp at the same time. Over in the ditch went the car. It threw him clear, but it pinned
me across the middle. He came over and lifted the car up enough for me to crawl out.
We used to hunt arrowheads in th blowout. The sand would blow away leaving a patch of coarser gravel and sometimes an Indian arrowhead. I still
have a nice one I found out there.
We were living in another house in Hugoton that had a little house in the back. Theodore and I lived in the little house-- that is we slept there, but we
ate in the main house. Edith was always getting after Theodore for not having a job. Theodore always had the knack of being liked by almost
everyone who knew him, and people he had just met felt like they had known him for a long time. Edith got along well with him, but thought he
wasn't trying hard enough to find work. Aubyn and Roy used to tag after Theodore to take them hunting and he was always ready. The took the dog,
"Fluffy" and went to the blowout. They were walking along when the dog began barking at a clump of soapweed. Theodore stepped back and sunk to
his knees in a hole in the sand. He climbed out followed by a skunk. He hit it with a stick. Another came out-- same thing. Finally, they had five
skunks. Theodore brought them home and skinned them. Edith made a terrible fuss about the smell, but when he got them skinned and got rid of the
carcass the smell mostly went away. He stretched the pelts and scraped the fat off. Then he asked Edith to render the fat and she hit the ceiling! He
said goose grease and turpentine made a good liniment, but skunk oil and turpentine was about the best there was. I ended up rendering it out for him.
The skunks had several different stripes, the wide one was common, but one had a fine narrow stripe and the skin below a sort of blue color. I bet him
that would bring the most money. When they were cured, he rolled them up and sewed them into a sack and sent them in to Kansas City. Sure
enough the one I guessed was the prize pelt. When all the fuss was over, Edith laughed and said she had to admire the guy for trying, anyway.
Theodore and Ralph worked up along the Cimmaron River after a big storm skinning frozen cattle. The ranchers lost a lot of stock that winter and the
hides were the only salvage they had. Ralph and Theodore make quite a bit of money on that, but it was hard, cold work.
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Ralph Oray Pontius
Husband:
Name: Pontius, Ralph Oray
Birth: Mar 11, 1901, Mercer Co., Missouri
Death: July 27, 1986
Father: Pontius, Jacob Franklin
Mother: Young, Julia Anna
Wife:
Name: Henry, Elizabeth
Birth: Jan 15, 1902
Children:
1. [M] George Jacob Pontius (Sep 21, 1924, Regina, Sask. - ) married Evelyn Ludtke on Oct 16, 1948
1. [F] Yvonne Mary Pontius (Oct 11, 1950 - )
2. [M] Brian George Pontius (Nov 19, 1955 - )
2. [F] Esther Helen Pontius (Mar 24, 1926, Arcola, Sask. - ?) married Tom Hargreave (Dec 27, 1923 - ) on Sep 3, 1949
1. [M] Bradley Robert Hargreave (Jun 2, 1963 - )
3. [M] Elmer Wilfried Pontius (Sep 28, 1927 - ) married Corrine Rutherford on Jul 29, 1948
1. [M] Barry Lynn Pontius (Jul 28, 1949 - ) married Patricia McLean and Helen ? remarried Emma Simpson in 1960
4. [M] Oray Charles Pontius (Jul 8, 1930 - ) married Muriel Morell on Aug 23, 1969
1. [F] Sherle Pontius
2. [F] Heather Pontius
3. [M] Brett Pontius
5. [F] Elizabeth (Betty) Margaret Pontius (Jun 19, 1932 - ) married Robert Beatty on Apr 4, 1953
1. [F] Deborah Dianne Beatty (Aug 30, 1954 - )
2. [F] Brenda Lee Beatty (Jul 27, 1956 - ) married John Voutour
3. [M] Timothy Robert Beatty (Aug 17, 1960 - )
6. [F] Ella Marie Pontius (Apr 29, 1934 - ) married Clint Aylmer Dyer Feb 5, 1955
1. [M] William Aylmer Dyer (Aug 23, 1955 - )
2. [F] Terrie Lynn Dyer (Aug 6, 1956 - )
3. [F] Jody Elaine Dyer (Dec 17, 1958 - )
7. [F] Joan Grace Pontius (Sep 21, 1937 - ) married Lorne Earle Crawford on Jun 4, 1960
1. [M] Lee Sheldon Crawford (Jul 15, 1962 - )
2. [F] Nancy Elizabeth Crawford (Jan 27, 1966 - )
8. [M] Donald Lloyd Pontius (May 9, 1942 - ) married Joan Eilene Tourtgny on Sep 28, 1963
1. [F] Teresa Pontius (Jul 13, 1966 - )
2. [F] Marcie Pontius (Mar 30, 1968 - )
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Ralph's Story
I remember Pa was Deputy Sheriff at Hugoton for years. We had the ice plant and I used to tend it. I must have been about 14.
One thing I'll remember as long as I live. There was an old fellow at Moscow that was insane. He had a big white beard. Pa and the drugist (I forget
his name, but he was the other deputy) went to get him at Moscow and bring him down to Jail. There wasn't any place for insane people and we held
him until we could find a place that would take him.
He was strong, and as strong as Pa was, it took two men to handle him. I used to go over to the jail to "babysit". The old fellow was as gentle as could
be with me and would do anything I wanted. He liked to have is beard combed and was pretty particular about his appearance. I didn't even lock the
cell when I was in with him. About all the words he could say were "yes" and "no" and a few swear words.
One day they were to take him on the train to Dodge City. The train was due and Pa and the Drugist were trying to get the old man ready. He fought
them and wouldn't go. They called down to the ice house for me. I walked in and said, "Good morning, Grandpa. Today's the day we go for a train
ride. Are you ready to go?"
He said, "Yes, by damn!" and we got his hat.
We got up in the car and when Pa tried to get in the old fellow wouldn't have it!! I got up and said I'd drive and told them they would have to get there
another way. It was about 1/2 mile to the depot. They came later in another car. The old man and I got on the train and Pa sat behind us and the
Drugist in the seat across the aisle. The train started up and I jumped up and said, "Well, goodby Grandpa, come and see us!" and jumped off the
train.
He got up to follow me and Pa and the drugist, who was a big man, had so much trouble getting him back in his seat they had to handcuff the old
fellow all the way to Dodge.
(Lizzie spoke up, "You mean to say you drove a car when you were only 14?" Then Ralph began to tell about the race he drove in.)
When I was 15, I ran a car in the 500 mile race in Texas. They had car and motorcycle races. Out of 12 cars that started ony 3 finished. I came in
second and averaged 96 miles an hour on an oval track. The car was geared up so high you had to push it to get it started.
One of the guys I knew in the motorcycle race (after the car race) broke his chain and it caught in the wheel and flayed all the meat off his back
before he could get it stopped.
Pa put up windmills and I was the monkey who would hang by my feet on the top of the tower and bolt on the wheel and the tail.
What I remember about the Oklahoma Homestead was that we had to hoe the Russian thistles out of the field by hand.
The Texas men used to water their cattle in that little lake west of us and then run them in on our crop. When they had Pa in jail in Guymon, they
almost got Jesse. He went out to run the cattle out of the field and the Texas fellows rode up. Mother got up on the roof of the dugout with the rifle
and threatened to shoot them. She made them get their cattle and run them off.
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Ralph's Obituary
Ralph O'Ray Pontius passed away at Brock Union Hospital, Arcola, Sask., on July 27, 1986 at the age of 85 years.
Ralph Pontius was born in Ridgeway, Missouri, USA on March 11, 1901. He moved to Osage when he was 19 where he met and married Elizabeth
Henry in 1924.
Their first years were spent in Osage and Browning district. He was employed at Ed Wright's garage in Arcola for 3 years before moving to Carlyle in
1928. This became their home for a remarkable life that spanned nearly 60 years together and where they raised their family of 8 children.
While in Carlyle he owned and operated a service station and was an implement dealer. He was later employed by the Department of Natural
Resources and Department of Highways until retirement.
Ralph was a member of the Masonic Lodge and was actively involved with baseball, hockey and curling and enjoyed fishing, hunting and gardening.
Ralph was predeceased by his wife Elizabeth and a daughter Esther (Toots), 4 brothers and one sister. He is survived by 4 sons George Elmer, O'Ray
and Donald; 3 daughters Betty Beatty, Ella Dyer, Joan Crawford; 17 grandchildren and 17 great grandchildren, 2 brothers and 7 sisters.
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Roy Russel Pontius
Husband:
Name: Pontius, Roy Russel
Birth: Jan 30, 1905, Texas Co., Oklahoma
Death: Aug 13, 1982, Canon City, Colorado
Father: Pontius, Jacob Franklin
Mother: Young, Julia Anna
Wife:
Name: Littrell, Sally Harrod
Birth: May 29, 1909
Children:
1. [M] Harold Dean Pontius (Apr 2, 1928 - )
married Betty Wilson (Mar 5, 1931 - )
1. [M] Darrel Wayne Pontius (Oct 6, 1951 - ) married Helen Brenton on Jul 16, 1971
2. [M] Steven Dean Pontius (Apr 11, 1954 - ) married Judy
second married Valerie Edmond-Wetters-Seymour (Dec 13, 1924 - )
3. [M] Jerry LeRoy Pontius (Mar 19, 1958 - )
4. [F] Janet Lorraine Pontius (Jan 9, 1959 - )
third married Shirley Ehmke-Andrews (Jan 17, 1940 - )
5. [M] Duane Pontius (Nov 12, 1970 - )
2. [F] Dolores Beth Pontius (Jan 27, 1931 - )
married Lon J. Runner (Dec 28, 1927 - )
1. [F] Debra Beth Runner (Nov 28, 1948 - ) married Richard Livsey
2. [M] Lonnie J. Runner (Feb 25, 1951 - ) married Christine Strack
3. [M] Jackie Roy Runner (Dec 17, 1952 - )
3. [F] Mary Lou Pontius (Mar 4, 1939 - Feb 5, 1997)
married Clarence Earl Jones Jr.
1. [M] Clarence Earl Jones III (Chuck) (Jan 13, 1957 - )
2. [F] Shelia Sheree Jones (Aug 27, 1959 - )
3. [M] Galen Wayne Jones (Jul 10, 1961 - )
4. [M] Stephen Russel Jones (Nov 17, 1962 - )
second married Harold Heald
third married John
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Roy's Story
We moved from homestead to Rolla, Kansas, and Dad ran the Post Office there for one year. Then he got the telephone office with it in the same
house.
Then in 1914 we moved to Hugoton. Dad ran the first moving picture show there for several years.
In August, 1917, mother died. That fall there was a big flu epidemic in Hugoton and I came down to Miles' place to stay. Or it may have been the
winter of 1918-19, the year of the big snow. I got snowed in and didn't go home until February. I remember the drifts so high that when we took the
Model T out to town, we had to go over fences and through fields to get there. We got food for everybody who couldn't get out, as most everybody
was down with the flu.
I didn't have much to do that winter and built lots of box kites, and kites of all kinds and flew them.
Daddy got a job at the ice plant and worked there. The plant changed hands three times during that time, so finally they sold it to us in 1925. We ran it
for four years before it burnt.
While Daddy was running the ice house, he met Edith, who was running a cream station. I helped Edith sometimes and I remember one funny thing
that happened. One day a woman came in with a can of cream. She said whe wanted to sell her cream, biut would buy back the same amount. Edith
was curious and finally got her to tell why she would sell hers and buy somebody elses. It seems a mouse had got into the can and drowned. She said
she couldn't bear to think of eating anything made with that cream, knowing about the dead mouse, but since it hadn't really hurt the cream,
somebody else could use it, and "---what they don't know won't hurt them." So while Edith was testing the cream, I took it in the back room and
poured it out, then poured it back into her can and sold it back to her, her own cream, at a profit. When later she came in again, she remarked, "That
cream sure made good butter." Edith could hardly keep from laughing every time she saw the woman.
The Ice Plant was a block west of Main Street, about where the present Post Office is or a little farther north. When Arthur was about 4 or 5, he used
to come to the ice house and pick up all the pennies that we had in change. At one time I think he had over $50 in pennies. Then he would take them
to the bank and that is the last we saw of them.
Next to where the ice plant burned was the tin shop. We bought it and worked the tin business.
When Dad was deputy, we lived about 3/4 of a block from the jail and we kids were there a lot of the time. I had to keep it cleaned. A lot of the time
there wasn't anybody in it, so we kids would go over and play jail ourselves, and lock one another in. I knew where the key was, so never had to stay
in and have some one come and let us out.
When I got married, I lived out a mile north of town on the Ulysess highway. The house and all are gone now but there are still a few scrub trees that
mark where the house was.
We came to Colorado in 1936. I worked on the highway to the Royal Gorge that year and then on the Skyline Drive road. Once the surveyor wasn't
there and we needed to cut a grade through a hill, I got the job of laying it out using a carpenter's square and a level. I worked out pretty well, and the
boss was surprised you could do it that way.
Then in 1937, I went to Florence and started as a mechanic for the Chrysler-Plymouth dealer. The pay wasn't much at the start, but got better as I
went along, and I worked there 12 years.
In 1949, I got a chance to work on appliances and they sent me to Denver to a refrigeration school. It was supposed to be a two weeks school, but
after a week I had finished the course; having worked with the ice plant for several years filled in the rest. I worked on Maytag washers for several
years in Canon City.
Harold Dean and I built houses in and around Canon for a couple of years and when Harold Dean went out to Oregon, we went out there and built a
duplex with him.
Then the last 10 years we have run rest homes in three different places in Canon. The most we had at one time was 26 when we had the hotel on
River Street.
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Carl Aubyn Pontius
Husband:
Name: Pontius, Carl Aubyn
Birth: Jan 20, 1908, Texas Co., Oklahoma
Death: Jan 20, 1989, Redding, California
Father: Pontius, Jacob Franklin
Mother: Young, Julia Anna
First Wife:
Name: Sikes, Valora Emily
Birth: Oct 24, 1911
Death: Mar 20, 1962
Children:
1. [F] Gwendolyn Louise Pontius (Jun 16, 1932 - )
married Richard Graham Cornthwaite (Jun 15, 1928 - )
1. [M] Dan Richmond Cornthwaite (Oct 17, 1949 - ) married Becky Graham
2. [F] Doris Marie Cornthwaite (Oct 7, 1950 - )
3. [M] Carl Graham Cornthwaite (Apr 7, 1953 - ) married Teresa Bethell
4. [F] Carey Lynn Cornthwaite (Aug 23, 1955 - )
5. [M] Donald Ray Cornthwaite (Aug 13, 1957 - )
Second Wife:
Name: Brown, Helen (Peggy) Elizabeth
Birth: Sep 15, ?, New York
Death: Mar 2, 1962
Children:
2. [M] Gerald Lee Pontius (Jan 28, 1942 - )
married Carol Jean Shaw
1. [F] Kristi Pontius ( - )
2. [M] (twin) Kenneth Pontius (Oct 17, 1967 - )
3. [M] (twin) Craig Pontius (Oct 17, 1967 - )
Third Wife:
Name: Barlow, Joyce
Birth: Sep 14, 1927
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Carl's Story
Carl Aubyn Pontius was born on the Oklahoma homestead in 1908. Olive says she thinks where the name Aubyn came from was that they once had
someone working for them whose last name was Auburn. Daddy used to call him Or-bin with a heavy accent on the "r" that wasn't there.
Uncle Ernest had gone to Canada and sent back stories about how much money could be made constructing roads and the farmland was cheap and
the crops were easy. Jesse and Ralph followed him there and Aubyn went up in 1919 and stayed until 1923.
I have it that the Ice Plant burned in 1930 and that Roy and Aubyn were sleeping in the building at the time. Lois tells that Roy ran around to sound
the alarm and get Daddy, and when they got back the fire was well underway. Daddy was worried that a 300 pound barrel of Ammonia would blow
up, and when Aubyn came from around in back saying it was alright as he had wheeled it out the door and rolled it to the alley.
Carl says that in 1928 he went to Kansas City, where he joined the Marines. He served in Nicaragua during the revolt. Perhaps I have my dates
wrong. In the Marines, they required that a man's first name be used, and so from that time on he became Carl and Aubyn was used only in the
family.
Carl said he would write me a story sometime for the book, and so until then this will have to be his story.
Joe
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Ella Mae Pontius
Wife:
Name: Pontius, Ella Mae
Birth: Jan 8, 1910, Texas Co., Oklahoma
Father: Pontius, Jacob Franklin
Mother: Young, Julia Anna
Husband:
Name: Wortz, Edwin Morrill
Birth: Jun 15, 1909
Marriage: May 11, 1930
Children:
1. [M] Arthur Martin Wortz (Nov 20, 1932 - )
married Diane McCoy (Jul 12, 1933 - ) on Oct 31, 1951
1. [M] Charles Arthur Wortz (Aug 21, 1955 - )
2. [F] Cathi Lynn Wortz (Jun 20, 1959 - )
3. [M] Robert James Wortz (Jul 17, 1961 - )
2. [F] Eva Joan Wortz (Aug 23, 1935 - )
married Silas Littlejohn (Sep 16, 1931 - ) on Nov 1, 1951
1. [F] Janice Elynn Littlejohn (Sep 18, 1952 - )
2. [M] Steven Boyd Littlejohn (Nov 7, 1953 - ) married Berda Magains on Oct 13, 1972
3. [F] Dorothy ODean Littlejohn (Mar 30, 1956 - )
3. [F] Carol Dawn Wortz (Dec 21, 1937 - )
married Glenn Retzlaff (Jan 11, 1932 - ) on Mar 3, 1955
1. [F] Cheryl Lynn Retzlaff (Sep 26, 1961 - )
2. [M] Gary Allen Retzlaff (Aug 26, 1964 - )
3. [F] Linda Jo Retzlaff (Aug 28, 1969 - )
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Ella's Story
Dad was a very wise man and to him idleness had no place in life. He used to always say, "Find something to do while you're resting."
I can remember how good the ice cream used to be that he froze in the vats at the ice plant, and all those big watermelons they kept in the storage
room.
I can remember one time he went to a fair somewhere and won a doll dressed in overalls. He gave it to Lois and I felt so bad that he went back, and
came home with a red-haired doll with a fluffy dress for me. Land only knows what it cost him.
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Grace Lucille Pontius
Wife:
Name: Pontius, Grace Lucille
Birth: Jul 10, 1914, Rolla, Kansas
Death: Aug 21, 1986
Father: Pontius, Jacob Franklin
Mother: Young, Julia Anna
Husband:
Name: Bayha, Alfred Loyd
Birth: Jun 8, 1907, Emporia, Kansas
Death: Jan 14, 1987, Roanoke, VA (Salem ?)
Children:
1. [F] Velma Jean Bayha (Feb 20, 1934 - )
married Harry Peter Van Krey (Oct 2, 1931, Kimberly, Wis. - )
1. [F] Suzan Jean Van Krey (Sep 23, 1953, Oakland, Calif. - ) married Lester Karlin
1. [F] Rachel Ann Karlin (1986 - )
2. [F] Karen Ann Van Krey (Jun 9, 1955, Oakland, Calif. - ) married Steve Ayers
1. [F] April Ayers (1980 - )
2. [M] Dallas Ayers (1982 - )
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Grace's Story
I recall as a child, running down the old dusty road in Hugoton, Kansas, with a couple of big tumble weeds tied to a string and playing like they were
wild horses. The wind blew them so fast my short legs could hardly keep up, but to me I was flying on the wind behind two wild horses.
Then I remember the day when Dad bought our first radio. I just could not believe that all that pretty music was coming in out of the sky. Then as the
music would fade out (as it did in those old sets), I would run outside to listen to see if I could hear where it was going.
I used to like to go and watch Dad drill water wells. I thought he sure was brave to climb so high up. I know now it wasn't very high, but to me it
seemed like he was way up in the air.
Dad and Roy took me one time to Texas to watch the daredevils put out a burning oil well. My that was a sight I'll never forget.
Ella and Lois and I used to sleep outdoors in the summer time and we would lay there and they would tell me all about the stars and the names of so
many of them. I think the young children of today are missing out on so many wonderful things like running in the wind and counting the stars.
When Alfred and I moved to California, Dad came to visit us and we would take him to San Francisco to the Cliff House at the beach. He would
stand for hours looking out at the ocean watching the big ships coming in and the seals playing on the rocks, and the waves hitting against the rocks,
and he seemed to be in a far away dream. One time when we were looking out at the ocean, he said, "Grace, if I had my life to live over I would like
to have a home right here and big windows like these; I would watch the water all day." He said, "It seems like I can breathe so easy and life's
problems are so far away." He turned his head and he was crying. I never went there again that I didn't see him as he was standing there that day.
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Robert Lewis Pontius
Name: Pontius, Robert Lewis
Birth: Aug 8, 1917
Death: Aug 17, 1917
Father: Pontius, Jacob Franklin
Mother: Young, Julia Anna
Julia, his mother died in childbirth at Hugoton, Kansas. At the time of his birth, synthetic milk formulas were unheard of and newborn babies do not
digest cow's milk very well. He lived 9 days. Minnie said last summer that she had though back on it and was sorry that she didn't think of taking the
baby to try to raise. She had just married about a month before.
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Jacob Franklin Pontius and
Edith Ellen Rowan
Husband:
Name: Pontius, Jacob Franklin
Birth: Nov 30, 1873, Mercer Co., Missouri
Death: Sep 13, 1953, Hugoton, Kansas (heart attack)
Burial: Hugoton, Kansas
Married: 1. Nov 5, 1893, Mt. Moriah, Missouri to Julia Anna Young *
Married: 2. Nov 19, 1918, Liberal, Kansas to Edith Ellen Rowan
Father: Pontius, Joseph
Mother: Place, Margaret Mahala
Second Wife:
Name: Rowan, Edith Ellen
Birth: Aug 31, 1889, Garfield (now Finney Co.), Kansas
Death: Aug 22, 1975
Burial: Hugoton, Kansas
Father: Rowan, Albert
Mother: Hartley, Jane Clementine
Children:
1. [M] Arthur Vernon Pontius (Jan 6, 1920, Hugoton, Kansas - Oct 15, 1942, Bascomville, Chester Co., South Carolina in plane crash)
2. [F] Edna Lenore Pontius (Dec 1, 1921, Hugoton, Kansas - ) married William Hal Denton
3. [F] Delpha Jane Pontius (Dec 25, 1924, Hugoton, Kansas - Oct 4, 1925, Hugoton, died of a fever)
4. [F] Margaret Elaine Pontius (June 7, 1927, Hugoton, Kansas - ) married Billy Joe Roberts
5. [M] Joseph Edison Pontius (Oct 18, 1931, Hugoton, Kansas - ) married Ursula Algajer
6. [F] Norma Jean Pontius (Nov 26, 1933, Hugoton, Kansas - ) first married Leon Gray, second married Joseph Lang, third married Kenneth
White
Notes:
Jacob F. Pontius' first heart attack was on Nov 17, 1941.
* Jacob's first wife Julia Anna Young and family is listed on page 101.
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Ancestors of Edith Ellen (Rowan) Pontius
=+= Mary Ann
! (?)
!
!
!
Archibald =+= Helen
Samuel
=+= Jane (?)
Christopher =+= Mary
Thomas
=+= Nancy
Rowan
! Ferguson
"Grandpap" !
Hartley
! Holden
Tomlinson ! (?)
!
McCreary
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
+-----+
+-----+
+-----+
+-----+
!
!
!
!
Archibald =+= Sarah Jane
Ed
=+= Elizabeth
Rowan
! McCreary
Hartley ! Tomlinson
!
!
!
!
+-------------------+
+--------------------+
!
!
Albert =+= Jane
Rowan
! Hartley
!
!
!
1
!
2
Frank =+= Edith Ellen =+= Jacob
Fenton
Rowan
Pontius
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The Deer Meadow, The Rough Hill, and the Crow's Landing by Joe Pontius

Lois Irene Fenton
Wife:
Name: Fenton, Lois Irene
Birth: May 13, 1909, Finney Co, Kansas
Father: Fenton, Francis
Mother: Rowan, Edith Ellen
Husband:
Name: Crane, Alvin Earl
Birth: Aug 4, 1907
Death: May 12, 1969, Santa Rosa, California
Children:
1. [M] Alvin Earl Crane Jr. (Nov 24, 1928, Ponca City, Oklahoma - Sep 13, 1951, killed in action, Korea)
married Joy Coleman
second married Ruth Angello
2. [M] Floyd Maurice Crane (July 19, 1930, Hugoton, Kansas - )
married Charlene Rush
second married Jean Montgomery
third married Mary Schubert
3. [F] Shirley Jean Crane (July 8, 1933, Ponca City, Oklahoma - )
married Mearl Adams
second married Bruce Romalia
4. [M] Arthur Vernon Crane (July 8, 1943, Tulelake, California - )
married Mary Avellar
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Lois Crane's Story
Mom went into the cream testing business in Garden City. She learned how to test cream and the methods and records that were necessary to buy it.
She had her choice of going to Eads, Colorado, or to Hugoton, Kansas. She said afterwards she wondered how much different things might have
been if she had chosen Eads. The manager of the cream company told her, "There is a man named Pontius in Hugoton who has an ice house and
buys cream, but he is a poor business man and isn't doing right by his customers. You will go down there and do a good job and just put him right out
of business."
Mom moved to Hugoton and set up the cream station. We had a little house just comfortable for the two of us and I really liked it there. Before the
house we roomed with a family named Robinson. They were from the south and served hot bread of some kind every meal. We had been used to
Grandmother's "light" bread and they served so much corn bread that I ate less and less. Mom also wished for some different foods, so we finally
rented the little house. The first thing we got for the house was a loaf of bakery bread.
The farmers brought in 5 and 10 gallon cream cans full of sour cream and my mother would test it for butterfat and pay for the weight of the cream
by the percent of butterfat. The cream was in all stages of sourness, some even swelled to the top of the can and would be all over the floor if allowed
to set too long, so we shipped every night. The drayman would take it to the train depot at night for the morning train, and sometimes the dopot agent
found some which had blown the lids off when he came to the depot in the morning. The cream station was small and hot and I played there while
my mother worked. One day the ice man stopped and introduced himself as the man who owned the other cream station in town. After that he gave
us a piece of ice for our water bucket every day, without charge of course.
Before long Mom was testing the cream that Jake took in as it was a bother to him and she did a good test. Some of the customers she eventually won
away from Daddy praised the high test in butterfat she gave their cream, saying that was much better than the test that Pontius gave. They weren't
aware that she had tested both batches.
My mother married Jake Pontius, and if she hadn't I would have because I thought he was "pretty neat". Besides the cream station and the ice plant,
he owned the movie theatre and a garage. We kids always had free tickets to the movies, and skating (which was in the theatre) even after my
stepfather (who I never called anything but "Daddy") sold out his theatre. We could have ice cream any time from the ice plant and cold melons in
season, and we enjoyed life immensely.
When Mom and Daddy got married, I went with them to Liberal, but the rest of the kids had to stay at home. Daddy bought me a ring too to make me
feel better. When we got home, my gift from my new dad didn't set too well with the other kids.
At first the arrangement wasn't too happy for me. I had gotten used to a quiet, neat house, and a great deal of independence. I was about nine years
old when they got married and Ella was 8 and Grace was 4. I slept with these younger girls and of course thought myself much older. Grace would
wet the bed sometimes and I was disgusted. The newness soon wore off and I was at home. Daddy treated me as much like a full daughter as any of
his other kids and I loved him like a father.
From this time on, I lived a double life. My stepfather had a house full of children and though I was a loner, I enjoyed the play and companionship of
those my own age. That is, I liked it up to a point and then I was glad to go to my grandmother Rowan's ranch on the Pawnee Creek for some
solitude.
I went there every summer and some winters, so that there were large gaps of time when I was away from my mother. She began raising a new
family and I was there when Arthur and then Edna was born.
In the winter after Mom and Daddy married, we were living in the big house in the southeast corner of Hugoton. Nearly everyone got the flu that year
and many died. We were all coming down with the flu and I remember Mom took special care to comb and tightly braid my hair. My hair was curly
and bad to tangle unless combed every day, and she knew we would be too sick to worry about it for several days.
The weather was cold and snow was on the ground. Old Doc Harrison would make his rounds in the morning and look in on us, building a fire in the
stove and banking it. (Doc Harrison walked with a limp. He had been a messenger boy in the Civil War and had ridden his horse off a cliff in a hard
night ride. The horse fell to his death and the boy snagged by his hip on the stub of a tree, and hung there until the next day.)
That year Olive and Theodore Wenzel was just married and lived with us. Ralph was staying out on a farm.
We lived right on the "angle", the diagonal street from the corner to the middle of town, the road funeral wagons took on the way to the cemetary; not
a pleasant reminder of the seriousness of the disease we shared. There were three or four wagons a day went by our windows.
Daddy lost the big house, and we moved down beside the old high school building in the spring of 1919. Arthur was born there. It was right across
from the jail, and Daddy was a Deputy Sheriff. The kids used to play in the empty jail cells and lock each other in. They tore the place down when
they built the new high school in 1920. One Halloween some of the boys took a cow up the stairs of the school at night and since a cow will walk up
steps but not down, they had an awful time getting her down in the morning. I think Roy was in on that prank.
We moved to the southwest corner of town into a two-room house, where Edna was born in 1921. I came home from school one day and Mom was
having a baby. Nobody was there, I guess Daddy and Roy had been there and had gone for the doctor, but Mom was alone and the baby cried and I
just stood there and screamed. All our beds were in one room.
We had about an acre of land here. I remember some trouble with a neighbor, Mrs. Little. She caught some of our chickens that strayed into her yard
and rung their necks. We moved down by the court house into the old Jones place. I remember one dusty windy day, a window blew out and Arthur

cried and cried.
We moved into the house on Polk Street in 1923. When Delpha was born, I was in high school in Garden City. I had come home for Christmas, and
Mom was making pies for Christmas Dinner. She didn't feel good and lay down for awhile, soon Delpha was born (on Christmas Day). We didn't
have a big Christmas dinner that year. I remember me and Roy and Daddy being there.
When Delpha was about 9 months old, she took sick. She had a fever of 104 and 105 for four days. She couldn't keep anything on her stomach and
the doctor said to give her rice water. She couldn't hold that down and actually I guess she died of dehydration. The doctor wasn't too sure what she
had, in those days they couldn't cure anything very complicated and I'm sure it would have been better understood now. Mom blamed herself for not
having very nourishing milk, as none of her kids did too well while breast fed. In 1968 on going over some of Moms pictures, I came across a scrap
of paper on which Mom had kept a record of temperatures for the four days before Delpha died.
I wasn't home when any of the other kids were born.
When I graduated from high school, I went to visit my father, Francis Fenton, in Oklahoma. I married there the next December 6, 1927. My first child
was born there (Alvin jr.) in 1928. We lived like most of our neighbors, very poorly, and came back to Hugoton, Kansas. My second son, Floyd was
born in Hugoton in 1930, and then when the depression hit along with the dust storms, we went back to Ponca City, Oklahoma. My daughter Shirley
was born there in 1933.
I remember the ice plant. There was an office and a bedroom off the office, a big freezer room and a cool room where they kept watermelons, and a
cooling tower. Roy and Carl slept in the ice plant and tended it. There was a garage in back of the ice plant where Roy and Carl fixed cars. The
compressor pumped ammonia through the cooling tubes, and the ice was made in big, rectangular steel cans. The engine that ran the compressor
leaked or threw oil until the floor all around was soaked with oil and I guess the night it caught fire, a spark must have set off the oily boards. Roy and
Carl were awakened by the fire and Roy ran to get help. When Daddy came it was pretty well ablaze and he was worried about a drum of ammonia
the he thought might explode. About that time Carl came up and said he had rolled it out to the alley. They never could figure how he got that heavy
drum through the door and out there by himself.
I remember an outhouse in back of the Ice plant. Since it was almost down town everybody used it. One day Grace and I pushed Ella inside and
buttoned the door when there was a man inside. We thought that was quite a prank, but Ella didn't think much of it.
After the dust storms were over, we went back to Hugoton, but only stayed a few months. We left for California in September of 1939. Up to this
time we had lived in tents, attics, old graineries, tumble down houses, and in with our relatives. We went to Tule Lake, near the Oregon border and
Alvin got a job right away. My son Arthur was born there in 1943. We moved to Woodland, and in 1944 to Santa Rosa where I have lived ever since.
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Arthur Vernon Pontius
Name: Pontius, Arthur Vernon
Birth: Jan 6, 1920, Hugoton, Kansas
Death: Oct 15, 1942, Bascomville, Chester Co., South Carolina in plane crash
Father: Pontius, Jacob Franklin
Mother: Rowan, Edith Ellen
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My Memories of Arthur
by Joe Pontius
When Arthur was a little baby, Mom was bouncing him and laughing with him, and said to Grace, "He's a terror-to-cats", meaning he was a wild,
100% boy. Grace thought for awhile and cautiously asked, "What would he do to cats?"
It seems he had a reputation to uphold, as he hated cats, and had no use for them on the place. He taught the dog to chase away stray cats, and on one
occasion shot one with the shotgun. The dog would be laying on the floor in the evening and Arthur would say in a whisper, "Get the cat". The dog's
head would come up and he would listen. Again, "Get that cat!" And the dog would tear out the back door barking as he went, and would make a
patrol of the yard. If he found a cat, he would chase it up a tree or over the fence.
When we were putting on the new roof, Arthur taught the Pup to climb the ladder. He got so he was pretty good at it. Then he taught him to fetch a
tin can lid. He would carry only metal, but it could be anything from a license plate to a Prince Albert tobacco can (which we always had plenty of).
Arthur got the dog to go up the ladder for the lid and he got so he would do it at a run. We used to play with him that way and it got so that whenever
anyone came to visit, Daddy had to show off the Pup and the ladder. I guess it was a little different than most dog tricks, and Pup was famous for it.
The ladder was always left up.
One evening, a stray cat came into the yard and I watched the Pup chase him up the clothesline post and then the cat made a run for the ladder. He
ran to the top and stopped. Then he turned and had on his face the smug look that only a cat who thinks he is smart can wear-- only to find the Pup
about a foot behind him at the top of the ladder at full speed. The cat let out a yell, jumped about three feet straight up and took off over the north side
of the roof, jumped to the ground and was over the north fence in about three bounds-- he may be still running. I laughed until my jaws hurt.
Arthur was good at making model planes and handy with his hands. He like to make the balsa and paper models, and would turn out some beauties,
all painted and trimmed just like the real thing. My one and only balsa model was done from the things I had learned watching him. I was all thumbs,
the glue got all over and the paper wasn't stright. I wound up the rubber band and let her go-- straight into the gound and to ruin. He could make kites
too. I think Roy taught him to make kites, and they all flew. He would get a yardstick, split it, string the braces and put on newspaper and just go out
and fly it. When I got big enough, I tried to make a kite. I split my yardstick and tied it just like his, attached the tail and wham-- right into the ground.
I never got them high enough to get them tangled in the trees or telephone wires. I would wreck one and make another. I was actually getting better
when the man at the Star Lumber asked me what I was doing with all those free yardsticks. When I told him I was making kites (I was taught to tell
the truth) he cut off my supply.
One time I remember Arthur and I took a walk out to Sturgen's Grove. It was a grove of mulberry trees alternated with wild plum bushes, and the
nearest thing to woods that I had known. We walked along the railroad tracks and he found a window shade roller. He got out his pocket knife and
whittled on it for awhile and made me a popgun that would shoot rocks. I thought he was awfully smart to know there was a spring iside that stick,
and what to do with it to make it into a toy. For several years I made that trip along the tracks trying to relive those moments of that day.
For a summer or two Arthur worked at the high school as a janitor's helper to earn some money. That was about 1937. I was 5 or 6 and sometimes he
took me along. The janitor was Henry Gentzler, and the only thing I can remember about him was that he could stand on his head. He did that real
well and would do it when asked. That was my favorite trick and used to keep him busy standing on his head every time I would visit.
They had a tunnel under the school. It was rough and uncemented and housed the steam pipes, water lines and electric conduits that wound around
under all the rooms. There were places where you had to squeeze past pipes or crawl over or under. There were lights about every 100 feet, but for
some reason they were in two parts and one switch was at each end. He took me in there and it was like a cave or some spooky castle dungeon and I
though it a comfort that he was along. We got to the halfway point and ran out of light. He said he would have to go back and turn on the other
switch and left me there. He turned it on alright, but he turned off the ones behind me and I had to find my way out. I wanted out of there so fast and
bumped a few pipes on the way. He and Henry thought it was a big joke.
In 1949 Norma had the same job, helping the janitor. I wonder if she ever made that long tunnel trip?
I remember Arthur went off to Emporia to teacher's college in 1939 and 1940. Once he came home with brown knee boots and riding pants-- the kind
that flare out at the thigh. He looked pretty dashing in his "boot pants" as we called them. I don't think he had a horse, but rather was dressing like an
aviator, but I always though he should be carrying one of those little switches and hitting his boots every so often like in the movies about fox hunters.
One year he had a "new" 1936 chevy. It had doors that opened at the front, I think. The first week home, Norma slammed the door and broke the
right front window. He was sure mad. He had fender lights on a stick on each side with plastic devil's heads on them that lit up when the headlights
were on. He had a foxtail on the radiator ornament and the car was shiny black. When he went off to war, he gave it to Daddy. It was the newest car
we had ever had. Daddy drove it until 1950 when it finally gave out.
Lois once told me the only time she ever heard Daddy singing was once when she came into the house and Daddy had Arthur on his lap singing to
him, "Barbry Allen". He stopped when he saw her and never finished the song.
Arthur worked in Hodgeman County, Kansas, one summer on a farm. One day while plowing a field he turned up a round rock that caught his eye
and he got off the tractor to see what it was. It turned out to be a flint Indian hammer head. It weighs about 5 lbs and has a grouve around it where it
had been bound to a handle. The number of chips and gouges suggest that it has seen the plow for many years since some Pawnee or Comanche lost
it in a buffalo hunt.
Arthur had been working that summer to make money for college. Times were hard and money was hard to come by and he didn't have quite enough

to last the year so he was cutting corners every way he could. He decided that when he returned to school, he would ride the rails hobo style to get to
Emporia. He got on the train alright, but as he lay up on top of the boxcar he got cold. The farther he traveled the colder he got. His hands were so
stiff he was losing his grip and was afraid he would fall off. After a long ride of increasing terror, the train stopped. He managed to get off, vowing not
to try that again.
One summer Arthur and Victor Littrell were going to Colorado on their bicycles. They made a brave start and were picked up by a truck about 5 miles
out of Hugoton. The truck went nearly all the way, so their 300 mile trip was pretty tame. Arthur used to ride me around on the bike in the evenings,
telling me stories and said one day he would buy a motorcycle and we would go to Canon City togoether. It thought that would be great, but we never
did.
One summer Arthur worked with or for an old prospector in Colorado. I don't know just what he did, but when we went out to see Roy the next year,
Arthur took me and we went out to the mine to look up his old friend. I remember playing around a big rock pile and Arthur saying not to go far as a
mountain lion had been seen there recently. I kept looking up to the top of the hill expecting any time to come face to face with the cat.
I think that was the year we drove over skyline drive. It was just a two track (rut) road, unpaved with a sheer drop over each side only a foot or so out
of the car window. Mom was afraid and cautioned Arthur to be careful. I wasn't scared, but in times since I have gone over the new paved road I have
thought about that day and would have been scared if I had enough sense-- or maybe as one grows older he gets more cautious.
One summer in the 1930's Uncle Albert Rowan and his family were going on a long vacation and asked Arthur to go along. They went as far as
Yellowstone Park, and Arthur brought back some souvenirs and pennants from Yellowstone, and Cheyenne Frontier Days Rodeo.
One of Arthur's shop projects in High School was a steam engine, or rather an air engine. He made the cylinder and valves and connecting rods to
work double action like a steam engine. It was a dandy piece of machinery mounted on a 2" x 12" x 4' plank. When he explained to me how it would
work and we took it up to the Security elevator to hook it up to the air compressor. It ran after a fashion with some hand help but not as good as he
had thought it should. He was disappointed and never worked on it any more.
Some of the Poems that I remember that Arthur wrote:
If you're a lily of the valley,
Be the fairest.
Be the whitest, be the loveliest, and the rarest,
So what your companions may
Always feel that you will stay
When they are gone.
If you're a rock upon the mountain,
Be the hardest.
Be the oldest, be the firmest, most adhesive
To the spot on which you lie,
"Others may move but never I",
Down the mountain.
If you're a rose upon the briar,
Be the redest.
Be the most alluring, let your thorns be ever sharpest,
That the daily passer-by
Will hesitate to pluck your eye
From the briar.
If you're a path in life's dull road,
Then be the brightest.
That to trod your way the burden becomes lightest,
Be ye free from rut or stone,
May ye beckon men alone
From the world.
If you're the object of one's fair heart,
Be the truest,
On others do not squander your affection.
Have someone to love and praise
Anc comfort your declining days
In recollection.
And this one:
He may not be as fancy,
And he may not be as fine,
But the next-door-dog is the next-door-dog,
And mine, is mine.

Margaret, Norma and I had a playhouse in the old brooder house and Arthur made us a windmill out of angle iron and the fan and waterpump off one
of the old cars. It turned in the wind and looked just like the real thing only was about 8 foot high. He was always making things for me. He made a
wagon that was so sturdy and had such heavy iron wheels that it was too heavy for us keds to pull around, really a monster of a coaster wagon with
wheels about 2 feet across. Then there was the car he made me. To steer it he strung clothesline rope from each end of the front axle and twisted
them around the shaft of the steering wheel. Where they went through the frame, simple holes weren't good enough, he passed the ropes through
pulleys taken from an old window sash. He always took great pains to make anything he did as good as he could-- I was content to slap it together and
make it do, but his projects were measured and trimmed and painted, which made it hard for me to immitate him. He made a little Piper Cub airplane
out of a 2x4 and some house siding that was a beautiful model. It had wire struts and a propeller that turned in the wind. He mounted it on a pole over
the wellhouse where it was a weathervane until several years after he died. The propellor would wear out and come off and I broke the wing one time
getting it down to fix it.
In 1941 we went to Kansas City to visit Uncle Charles Rowan. On the way we stopped at Wichita where Arthur and one of his college friends from
Emporia State were to take a test for the air corps. Mom and we kids waited in the car all morning out at the air field waiting. Finally they came out all
smiles and said they thought they had passed. The friend was to go into the Navy and Arthur into the Army. We went on to Kansas City and visited
for a couple of weeks. Arthur was about the age of our cousin Darwin, and they would go and play golf together. Norma and I found a wooden
wagon that was Darwin's when he was little and Nora let us play with it with a caution that we were to treat it like a precious thing of great
sentimental value. The first trip down the hill, Norma was pushing and I was riding. It ran away from her and was headed for a busy intersection. The
only way I could stop at that speed was to run it up hill, so I drove it up a steep banked lawn and turned it over a few times. It had headlights at one
time, but all that was left was two three-inch screws sticking up on the sides. I got one of these rusty screws in my leg-- it made a big gash-- but the
only thing Nora could do was scream that I had wrecked the wagon.
We went home after that. We drove one night in the rain and it was so much of a storm that the wipers wouldn't clear the windshield. We drove very
slow as Arthur was afraid he would go over a washed-out brige in the dark and rain and not be able to see it in time to stop.
I remember that fall when the war started. I guess Arthur's papers had come through for the Air Corps, but he hadn't enlisted yet. Then when the war
broke out I remember him saving the paper and going over and over it. Mom didn't much want him to go, but one day he packed a bag and walked
out the gate. It was January 6th, his 22nd birthday.
He came home I think twice. Once after he was out of cadets as a second lieutenant. He bought me a B-B gun down at the Star Lumber Yard. I used
up the first box of B-B's and went back to buy another 5 cent package. There was a schoolmate and his mother wanting to buy the gun, but the clerk
told them he had sold it already to "some soldier" that morning. He took them out to the yard and showed them where he had put up a target 50 feet
away, and "that dumb soldier couldn't even hit the whole target let alone the bulls-eye". They laughed and he asked me what I wanted. I told him I
wanted a box of B-B's for the gun my brother had bought me that morning. The clerk and the lady were pretty embarrassed. I told Arthur what he had
said, but he just laughed and said he was used to shooting a machine gun and so had enough shots he could afford to miss a few.
He taught me the manual of arms with the gun and pretended to be a strict officer-- wipe that smile off your face-- throw it on the ground-- step on it-jump up-- who told you to come down, and things like that.
He came home once more when his plane landed at Liberal, then in October, we got word that he was killed. When they sent his foot-locker, George
Baldwin brought it on his truck. It was locked, and we were anxious to see what was in it. Daddy cut off the lock with a hacksaw. We spent that
evening going through his letters and pictures, real quiet like. It didn't seem that he was really dead, that might still be coming home. The next day we
got the key in the mail.
One day about a year later, I went through his chest and got out one of his uniforms. I tried it on and it swallowed me. I went into the kitchen where
Mom and Daddy were sitting to show them how I looked. Mom said to take it off "When you earn the right to wear one, you can wear your own." I
felt pretty shamed.
There was an airfield at Liberal, Kansas, during the war. It handled the B-24 bombers among others. We used to see the planes flying around, so one
day when we were over to Liberal, Daddy drove by the base and decided he would like to go in and see some of the "bummers" as he called them. We
drove up the road toward the main gate and Norma and I from the back seat tried to tell him they wouldn't let us in, but he said, "I know better," or
something like that, and drove on in. We got up to the gate and a couple of MP's came out from the little guard shack and there were soldiers with
guns all around. One MP stuck his head in the window and told us politely that we couldn't go in, all the while calling Daddy, "Sir." They did let us
drive through far enough to make a U-turn. Daddy didn't seem embarrased in the least, but we kids sure were. I'm not sure, but I think that must have
been about 1943, or at least after Arthur's death.
One time before Arthur went to war, I remember him taking me out to Forest Farrar's farm. We took the cow out to have her "freshened". I tried to
find out just what was involved in freshening a cow, as I had though the smell was natural for a cow that lived in such a stinky barn, and he changed
the term to "serviced". That brought up visions of a filling station with a car (or cow) over the grease pit-- and more questions. He said they were just
going to put her in the pen with Farrar's bull and soon she would have a calf. More questions. Finally he said "forget it", just when I thought I was
beginning to get the picture.
One other time we went out there to get some cow feed at Farrar's, and he loaned Arthur the wagon and a team of horses to bring it home. The wagon
was loaded up high with maize fodder tied in bundles. We rode up on top where it seemed pretty risky that we might fall off, but I fugured if he didn't
fall he could catch me. It was a cold November day. The horses were slow moving and I guess we had 6 or 8 miles to go. The novelty wore off long
before we were in sight of home. It got so cold and I was so miserable that Arthur helped me to bury by legs in the maize stocks, but they were
freezing cold and barely served to break the wind. I remember when we got in home I was crying and was too stiff to walk, but Arthur made me walk
into the house under my own power while he unloaded the wagon and then drove it back to the farm.

Arthur used to carry me around on his shoulders, and I didn't have anything to hang onto. He wouln't let me hold his ears and when I held around his
head my hands covered his eyes and he would complain about that. I would ride up there when we went out to get the cow in from pasture and he
wanted me to just sit up there and balance myself, but I would cry and he would call me a pansy. One time he called me a pansy and I called him a
wild geranium, and he about laughed his head off, as wild geranium was about our most common weed.
One morning in 1942, Margaret came to the door of my 5th grade classroom and called me out into the hall. She told me that Arthur had been killed
in action. I said it couln't be so, as he wan't in action yet, and thought surely she heard it wrong. Maybe it was someone else. She told me to get my
books. I called the teacher to the door and Margaret explained to her why I was leaving class. When we got home everyone was crying. Iva Baldwin,
our neighbor, came over crying and that broke up Mom again. It finally sunk in to me that Arthur was never coming home. Margaret took care of the
sending out of the telegrams and took care of the funeral arrangements and such. I thought she handled a big responsibility, and as I look back on it, I
realize she was only in the first year of high school.
I think I missed Arthur more than just losing a brother. Daddy never had any time or patience for me and he was more like a grandfather than a father
to me. Arthur moved into the role of teacher and advisor. It was Arthur who took me for hikes and bike rides and told of plans he had to travel.
The military escort at his funeral was Lt. Herbert Beers. He was a pretty nice guy, and we thought if funny how the old Pup would run to greet him,
then sniff and walk away when he found he wan't Arthur. I had misunderstood almost all the details about Arthur's crash as told by Lt. Beers. I
thought he called the plane a B-15, then later when I found there was no B-15 I though it was a B-17, and had this in mind for years. I understood
that he was on a ferry mission from a base in South Carolina to one in North Carolina when they ran into a storm. Half of the planes went through
and half went back, but Arthur's plane crashed in the night into a mountain. I wrote the editor of the Chester, S.C. newspaper and he dug up the facts
for me. The plane was a B-24.
It seems that Jesse and Roy were suspicious at the time of the funeral when they wouldn't open the casket for them and upon lifting it found it very
light. Sometime later some of them were in South Carolina and investigated the scene in person, still wonering if they had the true facts.
One time when Arthur came home, he told of having a close call while in Cadets. He was flying the trainer, and AT-6 I think, along with a squadron
of other fliers. Suddenly he hit an "air pocket" (I understand there is no such thing) and lost lift and went into a spin. The bump cracked his head
against the canopy and knocked him out. The other fliers saw him go down and didn't think he would make it. He came-to about 500 feet from the
ground and was barely able to pull out in time.
He said one time he didn't wear a parachute, as you couln't bail out of one of those planes "with the double tail" without getting tangled up in it, so
you were better off to take your chances with the plane.
Arthur had an I.D. bracelet that he wore. It was steel with a heavy chain for a wrist strap. On the back it said something like this, "In these things I
trust: Love, Hope, God, and Fate." It was returned with his things, smashed, twisted and burned. I think someone found it near the wreck and sent it
to Mom.
After Arthur's funeral, Mom got a letter from a Edith Helen Pontius wo had a son Arthur in the Air Corps. She though when she saw the paper that it
was her own son. When she found it was not, she wrote to Mom to say how sorry she was, as she knew some of the grief she felt.
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Arthur's last letter to Gace and Alfred Bayha
Air Corps Advanced Flying School
Mather Field, California
August 9th (1942)
Somewhere over Texas

(Please destroy this letter as soon as you finish it, cause it contains things not to be spread.)
Dear Folks;
A few lines before we come in to land. It has been a long time since I have written you folks and a lot has happened to me. We were expecting to be
made instructors when we graduated but it didn't turn out that way. Also we counted on a 10 day leave which we also didn't get.
We were sent here to Will Rogers Field to fly A-20 which is a fast light bomber doing about 350 M.P.H. Instead when we got here we were put
aboard one of the Army's biggest high altitude bombers and told we would be given 10 hours instruction and be expected to know how to fly the
damn thing. Well, I now hold the rating of "unlimited co-pilot" and will be checked out as "first command pilot" before we leave for overseas. It
brings a raise in rank and also a raise in pay. I hope and wouldn't be surprised if we are all Captains by Christmas.
It is really a job to fly this thing. It weighs almost 30 tons empty and carries over 4 tons of bombs. Its four motors develop 6000 horse power and burn
350 gallons of gas an hour. It is a 1 1/2 million dollar airplane and costs $400 per hour to fly so you see where some of your tax money is going. The
thing will fly to Australia in one day and needs to refuel only once. It holds 23,800 gals of gas at a cost of 88 cents per gallon.
We are really fortunate in getting the experience of flying this big a ship. It makes the airliners look like toys.
We have spent our first week on patrol duty off the Gulf Coast and are headed home for repairs and a little rest. We eat, sleep, and live in the thing.
Maybe thats why I love it so. You know the old saying "No place like home". I can't tell you how fast it is but I could fly from here to Canon City in
less than two & 1/2 hours so you see it doesn't poke around.
I don't know how long we will be here but you can write to me at the address on the envelope within the next week or so and I'll pick it up the next
time we come in for repairs.
I am boss of a crew of fourteen and second in command of the ship.
I'm sorry I couldn't see you when I was home. Got there Thurs. nite & left early Sat. Morn. Didn't get to see Edna as she left Hugoton for Los Angeles
the same day I left Los Angeles for Hugoton. Stayed over nite with Carl & Peggy. Dad seems to feel a lot better since he had all his teeth pulled but
looks kinda funny.
Suspect I better quit and make my landing check. Have 164 instruments to check before putting wheels down to land. Must help the pilot land as it
really is a two man job to set our 40 tons down at 150 MPH.
Bye for now,
Arthur

P.S. Look for a picture in a paper of a B-24 or the one the British call the Liberator and that's my home.
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Arthur's letter to Edna
Lt. Arthur V. Pontius
470th Bomb Sqdn
Greenville, South Carolina
Postmark Oct 5, 1942, 11AM
To:
Miss Edna L. Pontius
279 Esperanza
Long Beach
Calif
September?

Dear sister;
I just went over to the finance office to get paid and it was closed so figure it must be Sunday or a holiday.
Maybe I can write a few letters today as there is nothing else to do.
I have been feeling punk for several days, but guess I am on the mend. Mostly just a cold I guess.
Have flown very little lately, and am getting even more disgusted with the army. I guess there isn't a lot to look forward to except sweating out the
duration. When I graduated in July I was "eager", and ready to end the war single handed if they'd just let me at them. After two months of down
grade I am content just to sit and wait and watch the army squander and waste millions of dollars uselessly to no avail. No other purpose in mind than
do just as little as you can get by with.
I got me another radio, a G.E. portable from some fellows who went to Australia a couple of weeks ago. It is playing "Rock of Ages" and naturally
makes me think of Mom. Have had but two letters from home in five weeks. They consisted mostly of repremands for my careless nature and
slipping attitude. Really mostly stern parental lectures on what to do and what not to do and keep morally clean. I happened to mention drinking a
little and an occasional poker game, and I've never heard the last of it.
I got a bunch of pictures made a while back and will send you one as well as Carl and Peggy. I suspect they are pretty disgusted with me for not
writing for so long. I'll try to scribble them a line pretty soon.
Yes, I still write to the lady of my life. Am very much engrossed in our possibilities after I get out of this damned army. Sometimes I almost wish we
were married now.
It has its advantages and disadvantages. She wouln't like it, I don't believe, living from hand to mouth as it is and never having a place to call home.
On the other hand. The benefits would be mostly financial I guess. I would get $346 per month if I were married instead of my $225. I could rent a
wonderful furnished appartment in town for the $45 per I spend for this 8 x 10 room with an army cot. Not even a chair. Surely the two of us could
live pretty well for $75 per for eats. That's what we pay here, and it usually consists of rice, hominy and rice, with an occasional weiner in the gravy.
I don't have any idea about when we will leave here or where I will go. I am no better prepared than I was three months ago. Even less cause then I
could fly, now I doubt if I am as quick and efficient.
I guess what I need is someone to gripe and to feel sympathetic toward me.
I have flown only 30 hours since July which is about one weeks work in Cadet training.
Well, must close now pretty soon (and I expect you are gad too), and write a letter to my Honey. We write every day and her letters are about all that
keeps me going I think. If you ever care to write her or look her up, Her address is, Irene Nicolitsos, 2732 Sherman way, Sacramento. Suspect she
would enjoy hearing from you.
Look for a picture about Friday.
Write me sometime only don't make it as rotten as this.
Art
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Arthur's girlfriend's letter to Edna
Irene Nicolitsas
3732 Sherman Way
Sacramento, California
Sunday, Nov 1st (1942)

Dear Edna:
I want to thank you for both of your letters and for writing so soon. Arthur's death was a terrible shock and as yet seems almost impossible. I too am
sorry our introduction had to be as it was, but if you are able to come to Sacramento sometime with your husband I hope we can really become
friends. I really feel I already know you because Arthur spoke of you often.
Edna, Arthur sent me a lovely picture just a few weeks ago of himself in his officers uniform so I'm sure when you get yours you will value it as I do
mine already. I want you to know I really appreciate your offering to secure something of Arthur's for me, but Edna the things I already posess mean
so much more because you see he picked them out and each have a personal meaning. On his last trip to Florida he sent me a toy dog to keep me
company while he was gone, and then a razor and shaving brush for my charm braclet so I could shave off his mustache when I saw him because that
was something he grew while he was gone. I have many other items too numerous to mention here but I'm sure you'll understand what I'm trying to
say.
I have some pictures which Arthur wanted to go back into his picture album so I'll send them to you so you can take care of them.
Edna, I work six days a week so in case you should get to come up soon and arrive during the day I work at Bon Marche' and can be reached by
calling 3-6551.
Please write again soon as I would really enjoy hearing from you often.
Sincerely yours,
Irene
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Obituary of Arthur V. Pontius
as read by Rev. Karlowski
Arthur Vernon Pontius was born at Hugoton, Kansas, Jan 6, 1920 and died near Richburg, South Carolina, October 14, 1942, age 22 years, 9
months and 8 days. He spent his childhood in Hugoton where he attended school, graduating high school with the class of 1938. He attended
Emporia State Teacher's College for two years. There he took Civilian Pilot training and was given a private pilot's license. He thus prepared himself
to enter training for the Army Air Corps.
He was called to the service January 4, 1942 and was sent to basic training school at Bakersfield, California. After several transfers, all within the
state of California, he graduated Juluy 26, 1942 at Mather Field, Sacramento, California, and was commissioned Second Lieutenant. He was trained
for an instructor after the second transfer, the upper ten percent of the class being chosen and he passed second in the class. After graduation he was
told there was a greater need for bomber pilots than instructors, so he was made a bomber pilot as they must be the best. He was transferred to
Oklahoma City for a short time, then he was sent to Michigan and later to Greenville, South Carolina where he was located at the time of his death.
He lived the quiet home life of a Hugoton school boy, even as your boy of today. As he grew older, he became a deep thinker and took quite a serious
view of life. He was always ambitious for his own advancement and to make easier the life of his parents and he was always ready to do his part no
matter how hard or unpleasent the task. Many little things about his home are memories of his skill and effort. He made friends of young and old
alike.
He leaves his immediate family, his parents, Mr. and Mrs. J. F. Pontius of Jugoton; a sister Edna of Long Beach, California; two sisters Margaret and
Norma and a brother Joe, all of the home, also nine older half brothers and sisters.
Following is a fitting epitaph taken from a book that he had compiled of his favorite poems:
"Up to my last unconscious breath
Fortune was with me still:
I died before I looked on death;
I never learned to kill."

Eulogy by his cousin, Hallie Prine
A little boy with model planes
And the joys that childhood brings;
A grown-up boy, beyond his years,
With a pair of silver wings.
Step by laborous step he climbed
And each was a victory won,
A struggle for honor and love and life
That was finished before it begun.
Our country called, and he answered,
Nor shirked his tasks in the strife;
He gave his all for our freedom,
T'was the best that he had-- his life.
He gave it bravely that you and I
Might live and love and be free;
And reluctantly he left a task
To be finished by you and me.
We'll not break faith with you, Arthur
You shall not have died for naught;
Your life, with the best of our manhood
In the annals of God shall be wrought.

Funeral Services for Arthur Pontius
Funeral services were held Tuesday in the high school auditorium for Lieut. Arthur V. Pontius, who was killed in an airplane accident last Thursday
night near Richburg, South Carolina while in the performance of his duty in the service of his country. Just how the accident happened no one will
know. The great bomber crashed in the night and all aboard were killed in the crash.
The funeral service was held at the high school to accommodate the large number of friends who came from all parts of the southwest to pay respect
to the departed and to the family which has been a part of this community for so many years.
The remains were accompanied to Hugoton by an escort, Lieut Herbert Beers, Greenville, S.C. of the same field where Arthur was stationed. This

escort flew with Arthur the day before the fatal accident. He remained and assisted in the funeral service.
W.D. Darnall, minister of the Christian Church delivered the funeral sermon. Rev. Wayne Karlowski, minister of the Methodist Church assisted in
the service. A male quartet accompanied by Prof. Peercy of the high school furnished the music and singing. Beautiful flowers, the compliments of
friends made a fitting background for the flag-draped casket as it rested for the service.
The Hugo-Stevens Post of the American Legion assisted in the service at the high school and had charge of the service at the grave. Following the
military salute and taps, careful and trusting hands laid to rest the remains of a brother soldier. The pall bearers were former classmates and friends.
The Prine Funeral Home was in charge of the arrangements.
This was the first burial servixce in Hugoton for World War No. 2. It was touching, sorrowful and beautiful. It brought war home to every man,
woman and child. While Arthur was the fifth to have given his life from this community, his body was the first to have been brought home to be laid
at rest by his friends.

The Ancestors and Descendants of Jacob Franklin Pontius by Joe Pontius.

Arthur's Plane Crash
THE CHESTER NEWS
W. Ward Pegram, pub.
Chester, S.C. 29706
January 16, 1971
Joe Pontius
2125 E. 63rd Street
Long Beach, California 90805

Dear Sir:
Regarding your inquiry of January 5th concerning a military plane crash in this area on Oct 14, 1942, I have talked with a man who was at the scene
of the crash.
The man says he heard an announcement of the plane crash on the police radio and went to the scene where he talked with a man who lived in teh
immediate area.
The man told him the plane circled the area several times and that the engine was not operating properly. He said the plane went into a glide for
landing and struck the trunk of a large oak tree.
He says the terrain was reasonably level in the area and that it was a clear night.
He further states that a man who was employed by the Rock Hill, S.C. police department had a son on this plane who was also killed. I don't know the
man's name.
When the plane finally stopped, it was within sight of the highway at the location now owned and used by Pershing Farms, a horse breeding and
training farm. The man presently owning this property did not live in the area to the time of the crash.
I can assure you that there are no mountains in Chester County nor anywhere in the state of South Carolina except near the North Carolina line in the
western part of the state.
The spot where the crash took place is about 1/2 mile east of a crossroad known as Bascomville on Highway 9 east of Chester. This highway
connects Chester with Lancaster.
I regret I have not been able to locate any reference in our paper regarding the crash but, as you probably know, weekly newspapers are not known for
their news coverage.
If I can be of further service, kindly advise.
Cordially,
W. Ward Pegram
Editor

The Ancestors and Descendants of Jacob Franklin Pontius by Joe Pontius.

B-24 Liberator

Mfg. Consolidated Vultee
Length 66 ft. 4 in.
Span 110 ft.
Height 17 ft. 11 in.
Crew 10
Speed 300 mph

Range 3300 miles
Ceiling 36,000 ft.
Armament 10 50 cal machine guns
Bomb load 12,800 lbs.
Gross weight 41,000 lbs.
Loaded weight 56,000 lbs.

The Consolidated-built heavy bomber reached higher production than any other U.S. World War II combat aircraft. A total of 18,188 of these
versatile four-engine bombers were built for the U.S. Air Corps, Navy and Allies. The B-24 went through many modification which added armor,
power-operated gun turrets, self sealing gasoline tanks, and armament to the original model. The B-24 was used not only as a bomber but as a tanker
and transport, and although it flew in all theatres of war, it was used most in the mediteranian and Pacific, where longer range gave it an edge over the
B-17. This range made it particularly useful in the Pacific for search missions for downed Airmen.
One of the most famous raids by the B-24 was on the Ploesti oil fields in Rumania. They were heavily defended and though the attack was
successful, nearly the entire attack force was lost.
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Edna Lenore Pontius
Wife:
Name: Pontius, Edna Lenore
Birth: Dec 1, 1921
Father: Pontius, Jacob Franklin
Mother: Rowan, Edith Ellen
Husband:
Name: Denton, William Hal
Birth: Dec 19, 1910, Memphis, Tenn.
Death: Sep 5, 1983.
Stepson:
1. [M] William Denton jr. (Feb 2, 1942 - Nov 8, 1981)
married Mary Verboom (Netherlands - )
1. [M] Billy Denton (Jun 15, 1967 - )
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Edna's Story
I just faintly remember the ice plant, as I was about 6 years old when it burned. I remember the long center driveway, and the elevated platform where
the cakes were frozen, the metal cans being lowered into the vat of water; and the big storage room. Both of these terrified me.
Mom tells about how they would buy a truckload of watermelons in the summer, for sale, but would eat many of them too. They would cut one and
only eat the heart of it, and Mom deplored such a waste of food. They'd bring it home for her chickens.
There was a negro named Sandy Moon who always raised good melons and would bring them to us (for sale) in the summer. He was also very fond
of the green winter onions we grew. Mom often would give him some, or sell them to him; one year she game him some onion sets, telling him how
to plant them, and how they would multiply so he would have is own patch. Next year, he was asking for them again, and she inquired why his didn't
grow. He siad, "Wy, them chillen just wouldn't let them alone; soon as they were big enough, they'd pull 'em up and eat 'em."
One year when Roy and Harrod lived about a mile north of Hugoton on a farm, Arthur stayed with them to help with chores, etc. They had a goat and
Arthur harnessed it to a cart. One day Harrod had him come into town to sell some eggs, and buy groceries with the money from them. On the way to
town, the cart tipped over and a lot of the eggs were broken. Arthur came home with the mess, and Mom helped him wash and repack all the eggs
that hadn't broken. He took them to the store and found the price to be several cents more than Harrod had expected them to be, so he was able to get
all the groceries after all. As I recall Mom telling the story, the price was about 6 cents a dozen.
Daddy always liked to finish off a meal with something sweet, and a favorite was a slice of bread with brown Karo syrup over it. He also liked apple
butter. Mom often said that it was fortunate the two things he liked best were about the cheapest. We got the syrup in gallon pails. Sometimes we'd
get a 5 pound bucket of honey, and that was a treat.
Daddy like clabber milk with sugar sprinkled on the top, to eat it like dessert. None of the rest of us liked it. Mom would make cottage cheese and we
all liked that. Daddy also liked cold baking powder biscuits, crumbled and milk and sugar on them.
We received surplus commodities during the depression years, mostly dry foods such as flower, beans, cornmeal, etc., but sometimes dried fruit (lots
of prunes), and quite often canned beef. Mom made a deep dish casserole with that using baking powder biscuits on top.
We always had chickens for eggs and to eat, and nearly every year tried to raise a calf and pig to butcher. We always had a cow, and tied her out on a
picket rope and stake. Sometimes in summer the grass would be so dry and scarce, she hardly had enough to eat, and would have to move her a
couple of times a day to a new spot.
Several years Mom raised the big white geese. We ate them, and also saved feathers for pillows. Mom would pluck feathers by holding the goose
firmly with its head under her left arm, and in spite of its loud objections, pluck away.
For many years we didn't have refrigeration, just an ice box, and often money was so scarce we couldn't buy ice. We had a milk trough, one was of
wood and later had a concrete one, the windmill pumped into it, keeping it cool. Of course we couln't keep meat, but it was adequate to cool the milk
and eggs until we ate them.
I remember when I was about 12 years old, I'd take a bucket and walk to the ice house (two blocks west, at the railroad tracks) and the men would let
me go into the storage room and pick up broken pieces of ice. It would make us a welcome cool drink or Jello on a hot summer day.
I can recall only one birthday party I had, and it must have been when I was in the 1st or 2nd grade. For dessert Mom made lemon Jello molded in a
teacup and turned out on a slice of pineapple. I don't know why this impressed me as such a "treat" to remembered, as it was December, and surely
cold enough to set Jello.
One year when I was in 3rd or 4th grade, we had been told to get some school supplies, a drawing tablet and either paints or crayons, as I recall. This
was strictly non-essential, and I was wondering how I'd get money for it. I was going home, walking out the northwest angle sidewalk, scuffing my
feet (as usual) and I found a quarter, which was sufficient to buy what I needed. Mom always fussed at me for dragging my feed and wearing out my
shoes on the toes. She threatened to buy boy's high top shoes for me, and I remember being very upset, thinking she really would, and how
embarrassed I'd be to wear them.
I remember the tin shop, and the benches with metal pieces and the tools on them. The thing I liked best was the crimping tool, which was used to
finish the end of the stove pipe (so one piece would go inside the next. It was clamped on the bench and turned with a crank. We liked to feed scraps
of tin through it and make ruffles.
When Daddy had the tin shop (and the year natural gas came to Hugoton --1929?--), Daddy got in several (5) gas cook stoves. Those with the right
hand oven sold quickly, but the one with the left hand oven didn't sell, so he brought it home. We used it all through the years and it is now at the
Hugoton Museum. Mom especially like the left hand oven. (Many a cold morning, hands and backsides were warmed in front of the open oven door;
which also "took the edge off" an icy breakfast kitchen.)
We used a topsy stove for heat in the fall, and burned scrap lumber, etc., as long as it lasted; then we bought coal to burn. When gas first came in, we
got fire brick that looked like potatoes (with holes through them) and put a burner into the old stove. Later we had the open front gas stoves with the
ceramic elements. These were unvented and if the house hadn't been so full of holes and cracks, we might have been asphyxiated. We did't heat the
bedrooms, and near bedtime, Mom would open the door-- to temper it a little-- she would say. We took a heated flat iron wrapped in newspaper to bed
to warm our feet.

Mom made real "homemade" mincemeat with (lean pork) meat in it, and apples, raisins, etc. She had to simmer it a long time, and would put it on the
topsy stove in the living room. It cerainly smelled good, and bore no resemblance to the product called mincemeat in the stores today.
In 1937 (?) we bought an old office building that had been at one of the elevators, and joined it to the center of the house to form a "T". Up until then,
we had just the 3 rooms, the south room was the kitchen as it had a back door. We certainly though we were up in the world with the extra room. I
remember sleeping with kids at both ends of a bed; of kicking and being kicked too.
We had an outside cellar which flooded ever so many times. When we joined on the new kitchen, we made a basement under the new room. The
men poured the cement walls, but not being skilled in that, they did a very poor job. They stopped at night and finished the next day, and it would
always leak water at that joint when it rained. It also flooded over the foundation several times. Then we'd have to pump out the water, clean up the
mess, and dry it out so the things could be put back again. It was cool down there so Mom kept her home canned foods stored there; Arthur and Joe
also used it as a bedroom, being cooler in the summer and warmer in the winter than the house.
The George Baldwin family lived across the street from us. He had the dray and delivery business (a horse and wagon at first, then an old truck). Mrs.
Baldwin was the local mid-wife, and helped Mom when Joe and Norma were born. Oneta Baldwin married John Barton and they lived right across
from us for many years. Oneta could play the accordian, she played by ear, and mostly folk or church tunes. We enjoyed hearing her play.
The year that Arthur went to College at Emporia (1938-39) money was so very scarce. He wrote what a difficult time he was having, I took his letter
to the school principal, and the teachers and business men took up a collection fund. I believe it was $35, but that was a lot of money in those days.
He repayed it, and reading his "to the penny" account book for that year shows how very pitiful it was for him to get by on what he had.
During the summer of 1940, Mom and the other kids went to where Roy lived in Colorado to get some fruit to can. I suppose Arthur drove although I
cannot recall what kind of car we had then. Daddy and I stayed at home, as I was working on an old car, and it slipped off the jack or blocks and the
rim edge landed on his foot, breaking some bones. It swelled and was very painful. We did not have money to pay a doctor and had to use the doctor
who was paid by the welfare. I recall the difficult time we had getting approval to see the doctor, then couldn't find him, and the poor medical service
received.
Several years Daddy had a very good crop of sweet potatoes, and he always liked to be generous and give things to friends. Mom fussed about it, and
wanted to sell them. We learned to eat sweet potatoes in about every form possible. One way we liked was to boil and cool them, cut into slices, then
fry with a little sugar sprinkled on.
Meat was so scarce many years, and Mom used to wish for some bacon grease to give flavor to the gravy (white sauce). We made many meals from
bread and gravy with milk to drink.
We sold green spring onions for many years. Daddy would dig them sometimes, then we'd clean and wash and bunch them to take to the grocery
stores. We usually tied them with (saved) string, but one year we got colored rubber bands which were faster to use-- but any expenditure that wasn't
necessary cut into profits. The stores usually wanted us totake it out in groceries, but that helped some on the grocery bills.
Mom had a small blackboard out on the fence corner and would write items she had for sale.
In the years after Daddy died, and after Norma moved away, Mom lived by herself and was terribly lonesome. She was beginning to have trouble
with her eyes, and so could not read or sew as much as she would have liked. She always pieced quilts, both cotton and wool from old clothing. She
crochetted rugs, but never as very good at making braided ones. Every year she would enter various items in the County Fair. There was a small
money prize for winners, as well as the pleasure she got from entering.
Arthur was in nearly every class play or program; one that I particularly remember was when he sang the lead in "H.M.S Pinafore" operetta. He had a
very good voice. He practiced so long and faithfully, that by the time the play was given, we were getting sick of the "Captain" and his songs.
He always made good grades in school, and it was difficult for me to follow a year behind him. Everybody kept comparing us and expecting me to
keep up the pace. I recall how much he enjoyed the woodworking class, he never had an opportunity to do anything like that at home, as we didn't
have tools, etc.
The time Arthur was in training at King City, California, a boyfriend and I drove up to see him. We left after work and drove through the night. That
day we took Arthur and drove over to Monterey Bay on the coast. He said he had never seen the ocean, except from several thousand feet up when
flying over it. It was a bearutful day after and early morning rain, and the waves were crashing on the rocks-- blue water, and white foam, and he was
very impressed. We hunted starfish, and tidepool creatures, which he had never seen. We left him that evening at the base, and he took the long walk
from car to gate; and the last time I saw him was when he passed the guard and went on through the gate.
Joe, the more I think about your story about Daddy's trip to California, I believe you have it wrong. I'm positive he came out with me on the train, as I
recall him threatening me with the "I'll be dead in the morning" story. It bugs me that I can't recall the actual details of how we talked him into it,
Margaret would be about the only one who might remember.
The story about packing a suitcase and pretending they were going somewhere, was another time. It was Roy and Harrod, wanting him to go home
with them, and they asked Mom to pack a suitcase. They planned to go to Uncle Miles', then on to Colorado instead of coming back to Hugoton.
Mom wouldn't do it, as she said it wouldn't be fair, he was not that stupid, and he would never forgive any of them.
Carl and Peggy came back in January 1941, and that's when I came out with them. Carl did make another trip a year or two later, but I just cannot
remember if Peggy came also, or if I rode with him. I think that was the time he brought Daddy the big leather chair.

Delpha Jane Pontius
Name: Pontius, Delpha Jane
Birth: Dec 25, 1924
Death: Oct 4, 1925, Fever
Father: Pontius, Jacob Franklin
Mother: Rowan, Edith Ellen
Lois tells of Mom starting Christmas dinner that year and suddenly having labor pains. The dinner had to wait for Delpha was born on Christmas
Day.
When Delpha took sick, she couldn't hold anything on her stomach. The doctor didn't know what to treat her for, so he suggested they try to feed her
rice water. (Soaking rice in water dissolves some of the inside starches.) She still could not hold down anything and had a high fever of around 104
for four days. Lois thinks part of her fate might have rested on dehydration, as the importance of water in the system wasn't stressed nor was an
attempt made to artificially break the fever. Mom blamed herself for not having richer milk, and thought perhaps the 4 days without food was the
cause of death. I had heard that she died of Diptheria, but Lois says that was only a guess.
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Margaret Elaine Pontius
Wife:
Name: Pontius, Margaret Elaine
Birth: Jun 7, 1927
Father: Pontius, Jacob Franklin
Mother: Rowan, Edith Ellen
Husband:
Name: Roberts, Billy Joe
Birth: Sep 28, 1925
Children:
1. [M] Jeffrey Lee Roberts (Nov 13, 1950 - )
married Leda ( - )
1. [F] Jennifer Sabrina Roberts (Jul 31, 1984 - )
2. [M] Kevin Roberts ( - )
2. [F] Allyn Faye Roberts (May 12, 1954 - )
3. [F] Juanita Ann Roberts (Sep 22, 1956 - )
married Tom Thompson ( - )
1. [F] Sarah Elaine Thompson (Dec 29, 1983 - )
2. [M] Andrew (1987 - )
3. [F] Elizabeth (1990 - )
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Margaret's Story
When I was little, Daddy used to take me on his lap and would whistle to me. I liked to hear him whistle, and I tried and tried to do it. Finally I got so I
could whistle a little bit and I thought he would be so proud of me. He told me, "Hens that crow and girls that whistle both come to a bad end," and
that is the last time he whistled for me.
(There is an old German saying, "Madels die pfeifen, Huhner die Krahen, Sell man beiden den Kopf abdrehen." and it says almost the same thing
only spells out the trouble as getting their necks rung.)
Edna donated the following she says she learned as a kid,
A whistling girl and a crowing hen
always come to some bad end.
Boys may whistle, of course they may,
they may whistle the livelong day.
Boys may whistle, but girls must sing,
for she said that girls were a singular thing.
And this:
A gum-chewing girl and a cud-chewing cow,
Are something alike but different somehow
Oh, yes I see it now
It's the intelligent look on the face of the cow.
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Joseph Edison Pontius
Husband:
Name: Pontius, Joseph Edison
Birth: Oct 18, 1931, Hugoton, Kansas
Marriage: Jul 16, 1964, Edmonton, Alberta, Canada
Father: Pontius, Jacob Franklin
Mother: Rowan, Edith Ellen
Wife:
Name: Algajer, Ursula
Birth: Jan 8, 1934, Lodz, Poland
Father:
Mother:
Children:
1. [F] Linda Edith Pontius (Aug 31, 1965, Long Beach, Calif. - )
married Gregory William Schmidt (Sep 9, ? - ) on Nov 28, 1987
1. [M] Benjamin William Schmidt (May 4, 1996 - )
2. [F] Elizabeth Ursula Schmidt (Jan 20, 1998 - )
2. [F] Marilyn Kathleen Pontius (Dec 21, 1966, Long Beach, Calif. - )
married Stan Lewis (Jun 15, 1966 - ) on Aug 27, 1988
1. [F] Ariel Elizabeth Lewis (May 5, 1990, Davis, Calif. - )
2. [F] Emily Michaela Leokadia Lewis (July 23, 1995 - )
3. [M] Joseph Alexander Lewis (July 6, 1997 - )
3. [M] Mark Alexander Pontius (Jan 16, 1972, Long Beach, Calif. - )
Linda was born on my Mother's birthday, her 76th, and got Mom's name for a middle name.
Marilyn missed Ursula's mother's birthday, Dec 17, but we decided not to call her Leokadia, but a name picked after nobody special.
Then Mark came along and being Ursula's dad's 15th grandchild without a single namesake, we named him Alexander after his German "Opa".
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My Memories of Daddy
--Joe's Story
When I sat down to write Daddy's story, it wasn't long before I discovered I didn't really know much about Daddy at all. There were fragments of
things that I had heard him tell, but I only knew him when he was old. Then I decided if I was to tell his story, I would have to get it from the ones
who had lived it with him, and I got most of his kids and others to add to it until you begin to get a picture of him all through his 80 years. These are
some of the things I remember. Time dims some details and makes others more clear, and I hope the reader in years will forgive me for mixing
impressions and feelings with fact, for that is the way memories are made.
Daddy said his mother had long black hair, and that she was part Indian. That was where the Pontius nose was supposed to come from. Her mother
was a Clark and he said we were related to William Clark of the Lewis and Clark expedition. (I have found no Indians and no connection to William
Clark.)
He said when he was little, he saw Jesse James. It seems they came up to the farm in Missouri and watered their horses. He and J.D. gave them some
apples. (See Mahala's obituary)
I used to like to stand in the doorway and watch the lightning and feel the thunder crash. Daddy was always warning us away from the fences and
telephone, and we would unplug the radio during lightning storms. He told me once in Missouri when he was a boy he stood in the kitchen doorway
much as I was doing, watching the flashes, his dog at his side. One big close crash hit a tree in the yard and knocked him back into the room. When
he got up, the dog was dead.
Cousin Philip says he got this story from William, his father and Daddy's brother: Jake was always fond of peanuts. Once when he had 50 cents he
bought a big bag of peanuts, raw in the shell. On his way home he saw a gang of roughnecks he had been having trouble with and proceeded to stuff
the peanuts into every pocket. Having some left and no pockets left, he filled his had and pulled it down onto hes head. When he met up with them,
they started a fight and knocked off his hat, peanuts flew everywhere. He grabbed his hat and took off running while they scrambled for the nuts.
Olive said he once worked as a roustabout in a circus when he was a boy.
He told Mom that he used to be a pretty good cook, as there were 6 boys and only 2 girls (and Ada came along late) the boys had to help their mother
in the kitchen. Mom said he'd never offered to show any sign of it since they were married.
Of his family I only met William, J.D. and Ada. J.D. came to the grade school one morning and we kids got out of class to go out front to see him. He
was bald headed and told me a little story about it. I was about 8 or 9 and didn't understand it but remembered it. He said, "When you grow old and
get lots of gray-matter, your hair turns gray. I got old but didn't have any gray-matter, so mine fell out." Years later I found that they call brain cells
gray-matter.
I don't remember Daddy drilling wells, but I do recall the rig being stored in the back lot for a time. It was an ugly beast but had a certain appeal to a
boy and was something to climb all over. Mom didn't like me on it as it was greasy and I might fall, but I recall one evening some kids came from
school with me and we played "going to work" on the machine.
When Daddy went off to work on a well, he was gone all day. Sometimes Arthur went along, but I only remember once that I watched them work on
a windmill. Being out on a farm usually meant that you were invited to the farmer's table for dinner. Arthur had told of going to dinner one place and
having relished the taste of the meat, heard one of the kids ask, "Please pass the lights" (beef lungs), and the idea of it about turned his stomach. He
told it as a joke on himself and we all laughed at his expense. This one day I went along was at Paden's farm and I played on the ground while Daddy
and Arthur worked on the tower. At noon we were called to dinner and though I was hungry, I declined to eat any meat. Arthur offered me meat a
couple of times and finally said, "It is steak, you like beef steak!!," but I still refused. When we got home he was telling Mom about it at supper.
"Wasn't that the place where you ate the lights?" I asked. "Yes, but that was beef steak!" Well," I said, "I figured if you didn't know any different
before, you might be making the same mistake again, so I wasn't going to take your word for it."
I was on the road home with them another time and we saw a chicken hawk (all hawks were chicken hawks to me) on the telephone line, and Arthur
shot him with the shotgun. We went up to see it and found it still alive, but with one wing shot off. We took it home and I put it in a cage. I din't know
what to feed it besides chickens (and Mom wan't about to donate one) so I gave him a long-dead pigeon-- stiff as a board-- and of course he wouldn't
eat it. I put up a sign, "SEE THE HAWK 1 CENT", but getting no takers, showed him to the neighbor kids for free. I had him about a week without
feeding him, and he turned up dead out in the weed patch. I thought he must have got out and died, but I'm sure Daddy must have ended his suffering
but didn't want me to know.
Daddy used to come home about dark and that was about 9 O'clock in the summer time. We wouldn't eat supper until he got home, so there wan't any
of this 5 O'clock eating for us. We usually had boiled bread and milk, tomatoes and macaroni, salt pork and beans, or potato soup. They were simple
but inexpensive and we all liked these dishes. Sometimes boiled rice and raisins or sausage with bread and gravy was the dish. Norma was pretty
skinny and Daddy's pet (it seemed to me) and he used to always try to save something for her out of his lunch, a sweet roll, or cake or something. I
wondered why I didn't get any, but sometimes she would share it with me.
One morning a man came to the front door and told Mom that Daddy had broken his finger when it got smashed by a pipe dropping on his hand. He
kept assuring Mom it was his left hand; I couldn't understand why it made it any better being the left one, but it seems that catastrophe would have
been greater if the right one was damaged as he was right handed. Then I was really puzzled when Daddy came home with his right hand in a
bandage, and I knew the man had lied. Daddy always had a stiff index finger on that hand after that.

Then there were the dust storms. I have a vivid memory of a big cloud, like a giant brown mattress roll being unrolled down on top of us. It seemed
like slow motion and so quiet before the storm-- we had got the chickens in at the first sign of black clouds in the northwest sky, tied off the windmill,
and carried in a fresh bucket of drinking water into the house. We were just standing around the back yard watching the storm roll in, and then it hit-there was dirt and wind everywhere, and it got so dark. We went into the house and it blew all night. Dust got in and settled on everything. We used
to have a lot of dust storms, but I can't remember any as bad as that one.
The dust was fine and sifted through the smallest crack. You could clean the table top and five minutes later write in the dust that had settled, but
nobody though about the dust in the attic until the ceiling fell in one day. I guess I was 4 or 5 and was playing on the floor in a spot of sunlight in the
south room, our kitchen at that time. Mom was making dinner (the noon meal was dinner-- lunch was what you ate cold, out of a paper bag) and
Norma was asleep on the couch in the "middle" room. I heard a dull "WHUMP!", and there was dust everywhere like an explosion out of the living
room, and Norma screaming and crying. Mom waded in to get her. It seems she was just under the overhang of the chimney and wasn't really hurt.
The ceiling had been cardboard held on to the ceiling joists with wooden strips and when the dust built up to about a foot thick it let go and down it
came!!
When Daddy and Arthur came home for dinner they began to clean it up. I remember the ceiling being off for most of the summer. Arthur and I slept
on the cot in the middle room. That was when he got bit by the black widow spider. It seems the spider dropped down in the night from the open
rafters and Arthur must have rolled over on it. It got him on the back. He woke up and seeing the black widow woke Mom and Daddy. Daddy went
up to George Baldwin's place to phone for the doctor. The doctor came and treated the bite that night. He was sick for several days, but then
recovered. I think that was the spring or summer of 1936. They didn't wake me and I slept through the whole thing.
One night that summer, Arthur bet me that I would be afraid to sleep out by myself all night. We had a playhouse in the brooder house when it wan't
little chick season, and we had a shelf I called a bed, with a piece of tin for a door that could be bent closed and wired shut. I took his dare, as he said
he would buy me a ice cream "tub" (you remember the little cup with the wooden spoon? if I made it until morning. I took the dog with me and a
hammer for protection. That darn dog would bark at everything that passed by or any dog or cat, barking so that I though it must be at least a tiger or
bear. I didn't get any sleep all night that I recall, and when the first ray of sun peeped in, I went in to tell Arthur I had made it and come through alive.
He turned over and mumbled something about morning being when everyone was up, and not at the crack of dawn, but he paid up.
When they finally repaired the room, and lathed it and plastered it. Arthur made a 1" x 1" stick about 10 feet long and marked on each side the
location of every stud in the 4 walls. We kept it for years and used it to locate nails for hanging pictures, and hit the stud every time. The other 2
rooms never got anything better than wallboard. Arthur wired in a wall socket to plug in Daddy's radio and added a built-in radio aerial. I thought that
was just about as modern as you could get.
Daddy had an old Buick coupe and it had a rumble seat. One summer we loaded up and hitched the two wheel trailer on and headed for Roy's place
in Colorado. We started out about dawn and got in there after dark. Norma and I rode curled up on the ledge back of the seat next to the rear window.
We both fit, so we couldn't have been very big. We came home with a trailer loaded with fruits and vegetables. In Rocky Ford, at the packing shed,
they would give you all the cantaloupe culls you could carry away. They were good, but too ripe to freight back east. A Mexican boy my age handed
me two nice ones that I took without thanking him. "He probably wouldn't have been able to understand me," I explained to Grace, "and I didn't know
the words he talked."
We had a livestock tank and as far back as I can remember it had big goldfish in it. They were big red-white-gold carp up to a foot long.
Arthur had pigeons. At first they were in an aviary, a covered pen around the brooder house. He sold or ate the squabs. Then he built an "apartment
building" birdhouse with 12 apartments, on a pole made of water pipe (to keep it out of the reach of cats). The box had to be cleaned annually as
sparrows and pigeons would cram it so full of sticks that no bird could get in. Sparrows ranked only a notch above cats on his list of no good
varments.
I think it was in 1938 when they built the new windmill tower. It lay on the ground to the north of the well until it was painted white and ready to go
up. Then the car was hooked to a long rope and driven through the south garden and with about 8 neighbor men on the guy ropes, the car with
Daddy at the wheel slowly pivoted the tower up. It seemed so easy and so efficient and I was pretty much impressed that they knew how to do it. We
had a gasoline engine up to that time to run the pump. The floor around it was always thick with black grease, and it was hard to start. When we got
the windmill, we put the water barrel where the engine had been and Arthur made a new milk trough out of cement. He made it big and fancy, and
reinforced the bottom with a steel grid from an old car seat, but somehow the end broke out. Arthur put in a makeshift end and it was that way for 20
years or so.
The washing machine was in the well-house and it was about 1939 when we got rid of the old machine (I think it was gasoline driven) and got a new
electric Easy Ringer Washer. We kept the old machine frame and put the rinse tubs on it-- I must have dumped a million gallons out of those tubs-carried to a tree so the water didn't go to waste. The soapy water was dumped with a bucket through the south window onto the currant bushes.
Maybe that is why for years those bushes barely clung to life but never amounted to anything.
In the summer we would make ice cream. Daddy would give us a nickel and send us up to the ice house over toward the railroad tracks. We could get
a 12 quart pail full of ice scraps for a nickel. Mom would have the ice cream mixed and we would put ice in a canvas bag and crush it with a wooden
mallet. Then we packed ice and rock salt in the freezer and took turns cranking and crushing and one would have to sit on a pad on top of the freezer
to anchor it. It always seemed that it took forever, but I guess a half hour was tops. Boy did it taste good. We would fight over who got to clean off the
paddle.
We always had a big garden. It usually was the front half of both the north and south lots flanking the house. We had winter onions to sell about
every spring. What we didn't sell to the store (orders like 80 dozen bunches were common) at 5 cents or 3 cents or whatever they would give us, the
rest we peddled from door to door. Daddy would dig the onions in the evening in the spring and Mom and us kids would clean onions until bed time.
It wan't a big operation, but made some extra money for the househodl. I think we kids got a few cents a dozen bunches as an added incentive. In the

summer we sold cucumbers door to door, and in the fall we'd sell a few squash, but most of it passed over the table. Daddy always had a few rows of
sweet potatoes, and usually some peanuts, and plenty of crook-neck squash.
Mom told of Daddy giving it away as fast as it grew. She had her eye on a cerain muskmelon and that day Daddy had a visit from an old friend he had
worked for on a well. She went to pick the melon and it was gone. Asking Daddy about it, he said old Charlie admired his garden so he just picked
him a couple of melons-- and some corn-- and some tomatoes, and a few other things that there was plenty. That is one strong memory of Daddy. I
can't think of any time that he was stingy-- if you admired it or asked for it, it was yours if there was enough to divide.
Daddy's generous nature got him into a fix now and then. Lois tells of times when he would go out on a job all day and more, and completing the job
the farmer would say, "I'd pay you the $5 if I had it, but just don't have it now." And Daddy would let him owe it, much to Mom's dismay. She tells of
many times when there were no groceries in the house, and Daddy would go downtown and hang around the bank corner until someone came along
who owed him money, and nearly always came home with a sack full of food. He had an awful lot of friends, and most of them at one time or
another owed him money. Whe he got so he couldn't work he would loan his well tools and then not remember who had borrowed what. Most of it
eventually was lost or just written off as a gift.
I notice when I received the papers from Beaver, Oklahoma court about Daddy's trouble with the cattlemen, that 4 good friends came forward and put
up bail for him-- not in cash, but in everything they owned. That is the kind of man Daddy was.
Some of my favorite memories of home are the visits we made to Uncle Miles and Flora's in Oklahoma. We always called him Uncle Miles although
he actually was no relation to us younger kids, the Uncle applied to Daddy's first family, but he was our favorite Uncle anyway. Usually what inspired
a visit was when Roy or Jesse or Ella came to visit us. They came almost every year in the summer and before they had been home for very long, we
were off to see Uncle Miles and Flora. Sometimes we went just for our own visit.
We would start off in the morning after breakfast and the chores were taken care of, and since it was all of about 15 miles or so (it seemed longer
since it was across a state line) we had to get an early start. There was one spot on the road, the dirt county road south from the southwest corner of
Hugoton, where the road looked like it would run right through the open doors of an old barn, and just at the last minute the road swerved and we
went right on past it. At the state line the road took a 1/8 mile jog to the west, a tribute to surveyors who couldn't get together, and we knew we were
about half way. Daddy knw the turn where we left the main road and drove west about a mile, but we kids were still lost until we came to the
mailbox. Then we would sight the farm buildings and windmill and try to see if anyone was out on the front porch.
About the first thing Margaret, Norma and I would do when the car stopped was ask if there were any baby animals and take off toward the barn to
find the new calf or kittens. That taken care of, we walked around the barnyard and up to the house, taking not of any changes they had made since
our last visit. Things were always comforably the same as last time.
Miles had an old Victorola phonograph, not so old to have a horn, but one with a crank and a little well full of needles. We played the records and
changed needles about every third one. I'm not sure we changed for a new one, just a different needle, but that was part of the process of getting it to
play right. My favorite record was "Little Joe the Wrangler," and we about wore that one out. On one visit, I had some records in the seat of a chair
and accidently sat on them, and little Joe wrangled never more-- as it said in the song. I was sure sorry about that. We all took turns at the crank
whenever the music would slow down.
Mom and Flora would be getting dinner and Daddy and Miles would be out on the porch talking about crops or just catching up on each other's news.
Then came dinner time and such a table full of good things to eat! There was usually chicken, as that was the quickest meat from barnyard to table,
but there might be ham or beef, several kinds of vegetables including a big bowl of potatoes (with plenty of butter and gravy), home made bread or
biscuits and a big glass of milk. Sometimes there was a watermelon cooling in the water barrel-- or pie, but at any rate we stuffed ourselves before we
left the table.
The afternoon was spent sitting around the living room talking as it was usually too hot to run around. They had a lot of car batteries in the northeast
corner of the room, all hooked together to run the light and the radio (32 volts) and outside the north window was a tower with a windcharger on it.
The windcharger was a big propellor on a generator, with a tail that kept it turned into the wind-- and there was always plenty of wind-- and it kept the
batteries charged.
I remember going down to the barn when they had grain bins in it and playing in the new grain right after harvest.
Along about sundown, Daddy would start stewing to go home, as he didn't like to travel in the dark-- a holdover from the old days when getting
caught out on the prairie was next best thing to being lost, as there were no landmarks and it was like navigating on the sea, and sometimes risky. We
would drive back the way we came and dut to the slight rise in the land south of Hugoton, we could see the top of the water tower and then the grain
elevators several miles before the trees and light of town showed up. In western Kansas, you can see a long way and most of the time anything as tall
as an elevator can be seen for 10 miles or so.
That last few miles seemed the longest time home, and one night we sang songs as we rode and wondered about what far away places we might
someday travel, and home seemed pretty good when we got there.
About getting lost on the prairie, Daddy once told us he was on his way home from someplayce on foot when dark overtook him. There wan't a house
or light to be seen and he just kept going in the same general direction by the stars. Finally he saw a light. Julia had put out a "jack-o-lantern" on a
fence post at the corner of the field. It was a tin can with sides cut down in strips and a candle burning inside, and it guided him home.
Harold Dean worked in the wheat harvest a year or two and once was at Uncle Miles place when a storm came up. The men all went into the house
and he was standing in the kitchen doorway wathing it rain when a ball of lightining like a big ball of fire fell softly to earth, bounce and floated up

against the chickenhouse and disappeared through a crack. The next theing he saw was flames through the cracks. He called out the alarm and they
all turned to put out the fire which was set in some straw inside the chickenhouse.
One summer, I think it was 1945, we went to Colorado to get Daddy's car fixed. It was running pretty bad and needed paint and had been just
made-do during the war. Roy was working in a garage and he sent Harold Dean out to help us make it. We had to add oil at the rate of 1 quart about
every 25 miles or so, but we made it. Only Daddy, Harold Dean, Norma and I made the trip. I don't remember how long we stayed, but it was several
weeks while Roy rebuit the car from stem to stern. He overhauled the engine completely, banged out the dents and gave it a new paint job. We kids
helped some on the sanding. One day Roy was doing something with the battery-- it was loose from the car and had one cable attaced-- it pinched his
finger or something, but he was pretty near the boiling point from some other frustration and all at once he stepped back, shouting I'll fix you, you
blankety-blank, and began swinging the battery over his head by the cable and smashing it into the floor-- then back over again to smash on the other
side like he was killing a cat. About three smashes had the case broken, acid all over the thing pretty much in rags. Then he calmly threw it in the
corner, went up and got a new battery off the rack and installed it as though nothing had happened. Roy was always such a little guy that it surprised
me to see he was so strong.
Harold Dean was just learning to drive and we went around some in Roy's car. Once we had a couple of flats of cherries in the trunk and Harold
Dean hit a railroad crossing too fast and the fruit bounced around. Roy got after him when he got back and I rose to his defence saying he was only
going 45 (when it was probably about 55) and found I had spilled the beans. His limit was to have been 35 mph. That was the year I passed from
grade to high school-- we sure had a lot of good times that summer.
One summer I remember there was a skunk got into our board pile out by the picket fence in the back lot. Daddy sent me into the house for the gun. I
couldn't decide which gun to get, the 22 rifle or the 16 ga. shotgun. I thought the shotgun might blow him open and he would stink up the place,
where if the 22 didn('t kill him clean with the first shot, he still might stink up the place.
I came on the run with the rifle, having decided that I could get a point blank head shot down through the boards. I found Daddy up on the pile of
boards, jumping and poking for all he was worth. About that time the skunk took off. Daddy kept yelling at me to shoot, but the angle the skunk was
going meant the bullet would likey ricochet off toward town.
The skunk got stuck trying to go through the fence by the barn and I ran up to get a steeper angle into the ground. Just then he got through and made
off down the alley and through the tall weeds. Daddy just looked disgusted and said, "Well, why didn't you shoot? You're about the most worthless
thing that ever stood on two legs! Now he will come back and get the chickens!" I sure felt ashamed.
When Margaret just turned 21 she got to vote in the 1948 election for president. She came home and announced that she had cast her vote for
Dewey. Daddy all but threw her out of the house. He had been a staunch Democrat all the depression years and through the war for Roosevelt and
thought it such a waste to have gone through so much only to find he had raised a Republican right in his own house. I don't know, maybe Margaret
did it just to spite him as they were always sniping at each other.
Mom told of one election where they had a local school bond due to be voted on. They had talked about how it would raise taxes and were both dead
set against it. On election day, Mom got Daddy dressed up (she always had to lay out his clean clothes and see that he put them on before going to
town) and they went down to vote. She had some shopping to do and he stood around outside talking with some friends, and they voted separately.
After they were on their way home, Mom said she thought it would be a close vote, but she hoped it wouldn't pass. Daddy said, "Well, I voted for it."
Mom hit the ceiling and asked why in the world? Daddy said, "Well, I thought it would probably pass anyway." Mom thought she had gone to a lot of
trouble just to get her own vote cancelled.
In the summer of 1944 Daddy took Mom, Norma and myself up to Tina and Harry Mekeal's ranch above Garden City. Tina was Mom's sister. We
visited for about a month and before we came home we were to pick wild grapes and chokecherries down by the creek for canning jelly. Daddy came
up to help and we spent the day picking wild fruit. we kids climbing trees and vines and having a great time of it. When we got back to Hugoton, we
had a hundred chigger bites and boy did they itch. We got all sorts of home remedies, but most were for how to avoid being bit in the first place.
Daddy didn't get a single bite. Mom said it was because he smoked a pipe and smelled so no chigger would go near him.
Daddy had a heart Attack Nov 17, 1941. I was in school and Arthur came to get Margaret, Norma and me and took us down to Dr. Kenoyer's office
where Daddy lay on a bed in the back room. I didn't understand what a heart attack was or that you could die from it. I was standing with the rest of
the family by his bed, but couldn't understand the serious looks everyone had. Daddy was awake and could talk a little. I looked at a machine beside
his bed with a lot of dials and knobs and was wondering what it was for when Arthur hit me on the side of the head and said I shouldn't show
disrespect for Daddy as he might be dying. Later he apologised and said he realized I might be looking away out of sorrow, and he was sorry he hadn't
understood.
It seems they had gone out to work on a well that morning and were unloading the tools and stuff out of the trailer, and Daddy was getting ready to
climb the tower when he held his chest and fell down. Arthur put him in the old car and drove as fast as he could for town. The doctor told him if he
had been 20 minutes longer it would have been too late.
They took Daddy to Dodge City or Garden City to the hospital and Mom went with him for about a week. She stayed in a hotel not far away and
visited when she could. We went up there one weekend, but kids couldn't go in the hospital to visit, so we visited Mom. I remember the fire escape in
her second floor room was a knotted rope that was to be thrown out the window. Mom was pretty fat then, and we laughed about her climbing down
that rope.
Daddy came home and took things easy for quite awhile. Arthur had a telephone installed. We kids were interested in this new gadget and thought we
had moved up in the world now that we had a telephone. I was surprised to find that Daddy knew all about telephones. Our number was 169.
In 1942, Arthur died, he left his government insurance of $10,000 to go equally to Mom and Daddy. The insurance people came and talked it over

and said they had a choice of taking it in a lump sum, or so much a month (I think it was $65 each) for the rest of their lives. They chose the latter.
When Daddy died in 1953, Mom's payment increased. I think over the years, it has come to something like $45,000 so I guess they made the right
choice. It was a gamble that they would live long enough to collect it.
Daddy always resented Mom having this independent income and his pride got in the way many times. Mom called her check "compensation" and
Daddy called his "my pension". For years, most of Daddy's check went for doctor bills and medicine. Mom's went for groceries, utilities and taxes.
I remember in the early forties, Daddy would get in a mood where his pride was hurt and he would say to Mom, "I'll just go down to Kramer (the
lawyer) and have the car and the house put in your name-- you have everything your way anyway-- you don't need me anymore. I'll just have the
papers drawn up and get out." And he would go down to the Argus Hotel and stay for a week or a few days. When he came back, we never made
mention that he had been away. I used to worry about him leaving for good and what home would be like without Daddy. He left at least three times
that I remember, but thankfully he always came back.
About 1946, Daddy had a skin cancer come on the side of his nose. He had to go to Dodge City for treatment with X-rays about twice a month. I
remember a time or two when I went up with him. The old 1936 Chevy that Arthur had left him would roar along at 35 miles an hour, which was as
fast as he thought safe. At 40, it sounded a lot faster, so daddy would drop it back to 35. Gas and tires had been rationed, so he was still conserving
those as he did during the war. One time we had just got to the outskirts of Dodge City when we had a flat. It was about 4 PM and we were on our
way home. He took the tire and went back into town with it to have it fixed. He was gone over 3 hours and Mom and us kids were worrying that
something might have happened to him as it was getting dark and we were pulled off to the side of the highway. Finally he came back with the tire
and said he had to wait to get it recapped and the line was long and slow. Most of the time Daddy took the bus. Once while he was waiting in the bus
station, he noticed a couple of little Mexican girls watching him, but couldn't tell what they were saying. When he would look up they would run
away and come back a few minutes later. After he was part way home, he noticed his wallet missing. He figured they saw him drop it under the bus
bench and were waiting for him to leave to pick it up. He lost about $50 and was pretty upset about it.
Daddy used to get after me for leaving his tools out overnight; sometimes he would find his hammer or saw on the ground where I had been using
them and he would tell me what a dumb son I was. He never explained anything about the tools and their care to me, as his other sons had picked up
the knack by themselves and he thought me a bit retarded that I didn't instinctively know. It wan't until I took a shop class in high school that I found
out how to use and care for tools, and I could see what he thought of me. I never heard him give me a word of praise or encouragement and one day I
found out why. I was out behind the wellhouse by the tank, and Daddy and a friend of his was on the other side and didn't know I was there. He said,
"That boy of mine is sure a smart one. Why he can take an old radio and tinker it and make it work like new-- of course, I wouldn't tell him that, it
might give him a swelled head."
When I was ready to go to college, he asked me what I was going to study. I said I wanted to learn electronics and someday be an engineer. He
recoiled like he was burned, and told me he thought that was about the lowest ambition on the face of the earth. I was stunned, but I found out he
held contempt for the County Engineer since WPA days when they would work hard all day and this guy would drive out in his new car and strut
around telling them what to do. I couldn't convince him there was a different kind of engineer, and I think that had something to do with my failing to
finish school even though I carried a high average.
Daddy had always been a hard worker. In my last years of being at home, I tried to help hom as he would take on some job around the place and then
work until he was sick all night. On several occasions he about worked me to death. I would go up and take over the job, saying, "How about letting
me try that." Then before I could get that one done, he would be at some other job, just as hard. I would hurry and finish and then take on the next
one-- so he could rest-- but he wouldn't rest (he wasn't tired) and so would find a third job to do. I dreaded those days when he felt like a good day's
work. Maybe he just outfoxed me.
When I graduated from high school, I worked for a year to save money for school in Milwaukee. One of my jobs was wheat inspector for the County
Commissioners who had charge of getting government loans for the farmer. I was to measure and calculate the volume of the grain bins and make
weight and moisture tests on the wheat. I needed a car, so Daddy let me take his old 1936 Chevy. I had worked about a month all over the county
when one day I was on a sandy road out west of town and the left rear wheel locked. I don't know if it was the brake or bearing or what, but I drove
and dragged that wheel for 1/4 mile or more before I burned out the clutch. I hitch-hiked the 10 miles to town after walking a mile to the highway.
Daddy bawled me out for leaving his car out there; it had tools in it and he was afraid someone would steal it.
Margaret loaned me her 1948 Ford and Daddy and I went out to tow his car home. We hooked on, he steered while I pulled him along. We were
going down the highway about 40 miles an hour when he started swerving from side to side and began blowing the horn. "What are you trying to do,
kill me?" He shouted when I stopped. We drove on in at 20. He had it repaired and made such a fuss over it every day, that Margaret finally paid him
for the repair bill and said she didn't want to hear any more about it. He wouldn't let me drive anymore, so she let me use the Ford to finish the season.
I made $10 a day and 10 cents a mile and managed to save $450 for school. It lasted me just one semester.
Daddy had a pretty good sense of right and wrong and when he had made up his mind about something he stubbornly stuck to it in the face of all new
information. But his business dealings had in them a touch of larceny. He was as generaous a man as I know, but strongly resented it when he felt
like he had been tricked or taken advantage of. One time Daddy bought a culvert to put in the back ditch to save dipping down into the mud when it
rained. I don't remember the name of the man, but he told daddy he had a culvert out in the country someplace that was in good shape and sold it to
him for $25 sight unseen. Well, Daddy went out to get it and found one culvert about a foot in diameter, rusty and dented, and a new one two foot
across. Now surely there was no doubt which one he had intended to sell, so I can't call it a mistake, but Daddy took the new one home, and quick as
he could buried it in the ditch and finished it over. Before the week was out, the man came by boiling mad that Daddy had taken the wrong one.
Daddy explained calmly that he had in good faith paid $25 for a culvert "in good shape" and since there was only one there that fit that description, he
knew the man wouldn't charge that much for the junk, he must have got the culvert he paid for. Daddy kept the culvert and the man went away mad.
Once in the summer of 1942, I was working out at Otis Williams' place north of town, herding cattle. They were going someplace for a day or so and
wanted someone to stay with me and take care of the place. Daddy was asked and said okay. He cooked for me and we did the chores together and

got along just fine. In going over the junk pile, in some old scrap iron, Daddy came across an old coffee grinder. He said it was too good to throw
away, so put it in the back of the car. I said I though we should ask for it when they got back, but he said no, it was junk and they wouldn't mind since
they had no further use for it. I don't know if they paid him for the "farm-sitting" or not, but he never mentioned the grinder. It served to grind grain
for baby chicks for years after that.
One time in the 40's but after the war, there was a dispute over the property line. It seems the neighbors west across the street in one of George
Baldwin's houses was complaining about how little front yard he had and called the surveyor, who at that time was Bryce Crawford. Daddy had
worked for Crawford in times past, I understand he was supposed to have owned the rig that Daddy used to drill wells. Crawford came down and
made a couple of measurements and showed them a length of 1" pipe driven into the ground about 4 foot inside our fence line, saying that was his
bench mark and showed the true corner of our property-- then the street was 80' wide and that located the corner of the neighbor's lot. Daddy
disagreed and said when he moved in the corner was marked by a wooden 4"x4" set into the ground with a number stamped in it. It was rotten, so
Daddy said he dug it out and placed a brick in the bottom of the hole, then set his corner post on top of it. Crawford claimed Morgan had laid out the
town and when he had gone over it he found a 4 foot error from east to west and the new metal markers were official. Daddy said if there was any
error it was Crawford's and that he wan't about to give up his front row of trees and fence to the city. It stopped there and nothing was done, but I
suppose if ever the property changes hands the new boundary will apply.
In 1944, I guess about January or February, Carl and Peggy came to visit us. I think Edna came with them. Toward the end of their visit they began to
talk to Daddy about coming to California for a visit. His answer was always, "I would like to, but--" --modified with a dozen excuses. He couldn't get
away right now-- or the weather was too bad to travel, or something like that. They packed a bag for him in secret and put it in the car with theirs.
Then on their last day they made some excuse to have him take a ride with them-- and they kept on going. After a while he began to say they had
better be getting back and they told him he was on his way to California. He was plenty mad. He knew either the low altitude he would be going to
would surely kill him, or if that didn't do it, the high altitude they would go through to get to the low altitude would do the job.
I understand he stayed mad a lot of the time he was in Long Beach. Mom always had a newspaper laid out at home for him to spit on, or a coffee can
for a spitoon, but Peggy wan't going to have anything like that around her house, so Daddy would go over and spit behind the door!
He went up to visit Grace at Berkely and then Lois at Tule Lake in northern California. He enjoyed seeing Mt. Shasta and the fields of potatoes. After
he had been gone about 3 months, he began stewing to get home. They took him to Reno and he was impressed with the silver dollars on the
gambling tables. There they put him on the train for home. He had it in his mind that Mom had run off with old George Baldwin and the place had
gone to ruin without him.
When he got back he had a lot of post cards and stories to tell about each one. We listened to them over and over and he sure was proud of them. In
1953 when I came home, just a few days before he died, he got out his cards and since I had been all around the country that summer on a camping
trip, we began to trade stories. He told me Mt. Shasta was the tallest Mountain in the United States. I said I din't think so, and he said, "No, of course
it isn't, I meant the Cliff House in San Francisco." I let it stand.
That week I had come to see Aunt Ada in Wyoming to find them away on an antelope hunt. I went down to Denver to find I had just missed Uncle
J.D., who had gone to see Ada. I got down to Roy's to find tha Jesse had been there and they went out to Hugoton. When I got home, Roy and Jesse
were still there. We had a good visit until they had to go home, I think on a Friday. Daddy died the following Sunday. Jesse had just got home when
the telegram came and he got on the train again to return for the funeral.
After Daddy's heart attack he was always in fear of having another. He got so convinced that each bit of gas, indigestion or heartburn was another
attack that he had everyone living in one crisis after another. I remember him begging the doctor on the phone to come on a house call, tears in his
eyes, and the doctor telling him to take some baking soda and stop pestering him.
He finally had all the doctors intown refusing to make an emergency house call after a time or two with false alarms. Several times he sent Margaret
out in the car in the night to get someone. Margaret was upset and tried her best; I remember going once with her to get the county nurse who scolded
her from the upstairs window and us out on the lawn, for wasting her time, and Margaret had to return empty handed and expecting to find Daddy
dead or dying.
When Daddy did finally have another heart attack, it was a surprise to everyone, probably him as well, since it came on so different from the way he
had expected for 12 years.
Daddy came in from outside in the afternoon and was coughing hard. He choked up a lot with phlegm when he came down with a cold and coughed
a lot. Mom said to him, "Why don't you take a drink of water and clear your throat?"
Daddy was always a poor person to take advice, and seeing a pan of cold breakfast biscuits on the kitchen counter, took a bite of one and tried to
swallow it. Then he came in the living room, still coughing, and got himself a newspaper and put it on the floor near the couch. He sat down on the
couch astraddle the paper and bracing his elbows on his knees, spit a few times and coughed, then was quiet as though he was getting his breath.
Mom came over and asked if he felt alright, and touching his arm toppled him over onto the couch. Norma and I were there and we took his pulse
and found none. Mom felt with her thumb and finding her own pulse decared him still alive. We tried to get him breathing again, but his heart had
stopped and he was dead. Norma called that doctor and he came in about 15 minutes. He said the exertion of the coughing had brought on a heart
attack, and doubted if there was anything he could have done had he been right there. The doctor called the funeral home and the hearse came and
took him away.
At his funeral, Ralph, Roy, and Jesse, Minnie, Ella, Margaret came bringing some of their families. Norma and I were already there, Miles, Flora and
Orval Young, and Mom's brother Albert came. It was the biggest gathering of Daddy's kids since they had left home. We agreed it was a shame they
all couldn't have come about two weeks sooner.
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Norma Jean Pontius
Wife:
Name: Pontius, Norma Jean
Birth: Nov 26, 1933
Father: Pontius, Jacob Franklin
Mother: Rowan, Edith Ellen
First Husband:
Name: Gray, Leon
Children:
1. [M] Donald Gene Gray (Aug 25, 1960 - )
Second Husband:
Name: Lange, Joseph
Birth: Oct 19, 1933
Third Husband:
Name: White, Kenneth
Birth: Mar 25, 1926
Death: Mar 2, 1987
What follows is a story Norma wrote for the Hugoton Hermes (June 7, 1973) about the old home place featuring the old windmill. "The facts and
some of the dates I got from stories you have sent of Jesse, Roy, and Ralph. The old deeds are still here. Daddy paid 3% interest on the ice plant and
tin shop notes."
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Pontius Well Is
"One Of A Kind"
1’

The only working well in Hugoton still pumps everyday in the
summer after nearly 40 years of use.
By Norma Pontius Lange
This picture is of the Jacob
Pontius home a t 302 P o l k
Street. It was purchased in
1925. The water well w a s
drilled in 1935. It is 140’ deep.
The tower and head are the
original ones. The well still has
30' of water and pumps nearly
every day in the summer. The
water is used for gardening
and for Jake’s grandson’s
minnow business. It is the only
working well in Hugoton.
Jacob Pontius was born in
1873 in Ridgeway. Missouri,
and came to Herford, Texas in
1901 then homesteaded near
Hooker, Oklahoma on March
16. 1903. T h e homesteaders
were
called
“pumpkin
rollers."

When more settlers came in
1905. Jake bought a threshing
machine. He ran it for 2 years
and then bought a new “Case”
machine.
In 1908 he built a telephone
line and had 300 phones on it. A
man by the name of E. G.
Albrite ran wire from Hooker
to Jake’s place (about 8 miles)
and later Jake bought him out.
In 1913 Bell Telephone Company bought all the lines
around. The Pontius family
(eight children), moved to
Rolla. Kansas in 1913 and Jake
ran the Post Office there.
They came to Hugoton in
1914. Jake ran the first moving
picture show for several
years. His wife died in 1917.

there were at least 75 wells
with wind driven wheels on
them on the townsite. In fact, I
have in those years heard
many people refer to Hugoton
as the "town of windmills."
Hermes, July 12, 1889: The
south well was cleaned out and
put in repair Tuesday. (The
writer can remember when
there were three wells on the
main street of Hugoton. One in
the exact center and one a
block north and one a block
south, all for the public’s use.)
As the county was well populated with homesteaders at
that time. T h e y came t o
Hugoton for miles around and
sometimes had to wait their
turn to get water for their
Jake purchased a well digneeds. As they could afford it
ging rig from W. B. Crawford and could get it done, many
in 1 9 2 7 and he drilled many
got wells on their claims.
water wells in this area and
Many were dug by hand, just a
became a well repairman. He
pick and shovel and a horse or
serviced wells in this area
mule to pull the dirt out of the
until 1939 when he had a heart
hole over a pulley. They had in
attack while working on a
most places have to be dug to
tower.
at least eighty feet before they
Jake and Edith raised 14
hit water, sometimes more
children three of which were These hand dug wells were
born in this home. They were
then shored up with lumber to
both gardeners and worked keep them from caving in. Of
hard for years to make the
course, some well drilling
place into what it is today
machines came in and many
There are 13 children still
settlers had their wells drilled
living. The youngest of these, with machines similar to what
Norma, still lives with her
we have now. although much
family on the home place,
more primitive.
E d i t h Pontius resides a t
Hugoton H e r m e s . FebruPioneer Manor. Father died in
ary 7, 1902: J. A . Kelley is
1953
putting up his new twelve foot
Norma says, “My husband,
Sampson windmill today.
son and I try to keep the place
R. M. Crawford is putting
up the way my folks would
down another well on his ranch
have But I find I am not near
south of town. This is the
the gardener or worker my
second watering plant on the
parents were. Where did they
ranch.
get all their energy? They
Hermes, October 15, 1920: R
were made of better stuff than
E Jennings is the first one t o
we are.”
attach to the City water mains
and he has installed modern
water equipment
his
in
rooming house and is ready for
the City to furnish the water
supply. P. J. Barton installed
As sort of a follow-up to Mrs.
the septic tank.
Lange’s account of her family
These rambling items and
and the picture and discripremarks are just put in print
lion of the last and only windagain to "remind and inform”
mill
on
the townsite of
Hugoton, It may surprise the younger generation of how
their parents and grandparsome people to read that in the
ents did things 75 or 80 years
years between 1900 and 1920
aago

Jake remarried in 1919 to
Edith Rowan Fenton who
came to Hugoton in 1918 to
operate a cream station. She
came from Eminence, Kansas
where she was born and
raised. She was a teacher in
that area for years. She came
by buggy with her daughter.
Lois.
Jake and sons operated the
tin shop and ice plant and
finally bought the tin shop in
A u g u s t , 1926 from W. B.
Crawford. This was located in
Block 46, Lot 20. He purchased
the ice plant from J. E. Hamby
in November, 1927 Block 46,
Lot 21. The ice plant burned in
1930.

Clipping from Hugoton Hermes.

The little house in Rolla, Kansas, 1915. "The window with the paper in it was
where the Post Office was, and the other was where the Telephone Switchboard
was. Later, the organ was placed there. Ella was inside, crying." --Olive

Aubyn, Ralph, Roy, Mother, Grace, Olive.

Aubyn, Ralph, Roy.

Mother, Grace, Olive.

Carl Aubyn Pontius

Jake Pontius pouring sidewalks in Hugoton. Cooper's Lumberyard in background.

Jake Pontius pouring sidewalks in Hugoton.

Case Steam Tractor, like the one Daddy had.

Case Steam Tractor, like the one Daddy had.

Wheat threshing crew, 1910, Jake Pontius, far right.

Jake Pontius far left, seeding and baling broomcorn.

Jake Pontius top, threshing wheat.

Jake Pontius, Hugoton, 1924 with grandchildren l-r: Lola, Opal, LaNeva, Charles,
Virginia, Rose, Loraine.
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