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President Tom.  Thanks.  And we 
thank you, Ben and Judy, for your 
service to us. 
 
   The Association has talked about 
the evolution and acceptance of use 
by a greater number of people of 
corresponding via electronic mail, 
or email.  We expect in the not too 
distant future that the Eller Chroni-
cles will be provided on a restricted 
website for the EFA members who 
wish to receive it via email rather 
than on a hard copy.  This would 
save the cost of printing a hard copy 
plus the cost of mailing it.  Obvi-
ously, members would be given the 
option of receiving it either way.  

This is still in the discussion stage. 
 
   The officers and board members 
of the Association are always ame-
nable and eager to hear from you, 
the members.  We welcome your 
comments, suggestions, as well as 
your criticisms.  Our duty and con-
stant objective is to serve you.  We 
need to know what your concerns 
are, and what you think.  You may 
email or drop a note to us, any one 
or all of us, at the addresses you 
will find on the newsletter.  We 
look forward to hearing from you 
and we thank you. 
 
Roger Eller, Secretary/Treasurer    

  

   This newsletter is the bearer of 
the news to you of the resignations 
of Ben and Judy Eller as Webmas-
ter and Editor.  They came along at 
critical time to serve our association 
and each one has performed a great 
service.  Each of them will be 
sorely missed.  Replacing them is 
not going to be easy, because the 
work of webmaster and editor are 
both such specific disciplines.   
 
   However, amongst our member-
ship there are probably those who 
have precisely the talent we need.  
So, if you don’t mind, please iden-
tify yourself and permit us to ask 
you to serve.  Just call or email 

Dear members of the Eller Family As-
sociation:  
 
   Hello from sunny south Florida as I 
write this at the end of January. Anne 
and I left Colorado with six inches of 
new snow and a temperature of just 
above zero. We’ll be back there again 
tomorrow night spoiled by a week of 
warmth and sunshine. 
 
   I regret to inform you that I received 
the resignations of Ben and Judy Eller 
from their positions of board member, 
webmaster, and editor of the Eller 
Chronicles, effective as soon as the 
February issue of the Chronicles is 
published. Since they accepted these 
positions, the pace of their lives and 
the scope of their other responsibilities 
have increased. I appreciate the fact 
that other things, such as jobs, demand 
their time and attention. Every once in 
a while one simply has to cut back.  

Ben and Judy have served our EFA 
creatively and diligently for many 
years.  We thank them for their service 
and wish them the best as they regain 
some time into their lives. 
 
   I am now soliciting your recommen-
dations and/or volunteer statements for 
the position of Editor of the Chroni-
cles. Publication of the Eller Chroni-
cles is one (Number 7) of the stated 
purposes of the EFA in the Bylaws. It 
is one of out most important ongoing 
activities. The Board hopes to appoint 
an editor at a Board Meeting to be held 
on 9 April. (Telephonic board meetings 
are tentatively scheduled for the second 
Sunday evening at 9:00 PM Eastern 
time in January, April, July, and Octo-
ber.) 
 
   Our website is proving to be a valu-
able tool in reconnecting Ellers. Last 
summer we heard from an Eller family 

in Estonia and from one in Brazil. It is 
interesting to learn that when Ellers left 
Germany to head to the United States, 
some also went to other countries as 
well. 
 
   SAVE the Date: EFA Biennial Meet-
ing in Akron, Ohio July 18-22, 2007. 
Thanks to the hard work by Lois and 
Lee Hardy, the contract with the hotel 
is just about ready for signature. 
 
   Since this is my first communication 
to you in 2006, please accept my best 
wishes to each of you for a happy and 
prosperous year. Let’s make it a prior-
ity for each of us—each member—to 
find more Eller relatives and encourage 
them to join our Association. 
 
Thomas J. Eller, President 
Eller Family Association 

President’s Message... 

From the Desk of the Secretary/Treasurer... 
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   Jochim Eller confirmed the family 
emblem of nobility in 1600.  The 
last Eller to carry a baronetcy title 
was Drasten Christian Ludwig Von 
Eller. 
 
   Many members of the Eller fam-
ily were in possession of high hon-
ors of dignity.  General Major Wolf 
Ernst Von Eller was one in this 
category.  He died in 1680.  The 
Eller name is found among writers, 
physicians, teachers and explorers.  
Drederick Eller was private physi-
cian to “Frederick the Great.” 

  The Eller immigrants to North 
America came between 1737 and 
1750, settling in Pennsylvania.  
The Eller brothers who came at 
that time were Jacob, Christian, 
Mechour, William, Peter and 
George.  They first settled in 
Lancaster County, Pennsylvania, 
then some traveled west while 
Jacob, Christian and George 
went south to North Carolina.   
 
The Eller family was of the Prot-
estant faith, mainly Lutherans. 
 

   The brothers who settled in North 
Carolina became interested in the Bap-
tist Church and became leaders in 
many churches in western North Caro-
lina. 
 
  The ancestry of the William Sheridan 
Eller branch of the family tree is as 
follows: 
 
   Jacob Eller—great-great grandfather 
   His children: 
      Luke born 1806 
      Mary born 1808 
      Nancy born ? 
      Elizabeth born ? 
      Peter born ? 
 
   Peter Eller —-great grandfather 
   Traveled to the west several times 
returning to live permanently in North 
Carolina.  He was married twice and 
had a large family, part of which fol-
lows:  John, William, Susanna, Sarah, 
David, Jacob and Calvin.  
 
   Calvin Eller—grandfather 
   Married Celia Heath (English).  
Their children are William Sheridan 
(born August 12, 1870), John, Emma, 
Peter, Roxie, Luke, George, Robert, 
Benjamin, Ella, Doane and Syna.  The 
names Peter, John, William, David, 
Luke and George are still prominent 
names among the present day Eller 
(1980). 
 
   William Sheridan Eller was married 
twice.  His wife died after a son was 
born:  Noah Winifred Eller (born May 
13, 1891).  William’s second marriage 
was to Charity Louise Barker.  Their 
children are: 
 

Continued on page 34. 

William Sheridan Eller Family (continued) 

William and Charity Eller, Drumore (Lancaster County), Pennsylvania 



A meeting of the board of directors via telephone conference is hereby scheduled for April 
9, 2006, at 9:00 p.m. Eastern time. Members off the Board will be notified of the number to 
call for the conference. 
  

Roger Eller, Secretary 

   Pursuant to a called meeting 
of the Board of Directors by 
President Tom Eller, the fol-
lowing members of the Board 
met via telephone hookup at 
9:00 pm, January 22, 2006:  
President Tom Eller, Secre-
tary-Treasurer Roger Eller, 
and Director Joe Eller.  Also 
present by invitation was Lois 
Hardy, 2007 Conference Co-
ordinator.  Tom stated that he 
has three subjects on the 
agenda for discussion; the 
Eller website, the Eller 
Chronicles, and the 2007 
Conference.  He also noted 
that inasmuch as we do not 
have a quorum, the meeting 
will be a matter of discussion 
only.  Neither Ben Eller, the 
Webmaster, nor Judy Eller, 
the Editor of The Eller 
Chronicles, was present.  
Roger said that he had called 
and talked with Ben just prior 
to Christmas, during which 

conversation Ben said that 
both he and Judy had been 
very busy, and that Judy had 
to travel a lot in her current 
work.  At that time Ben said 
that he thought the newsletter 
would get to the publisher by 
December 31. 
 
   Tom said that the website 
contains information that is 
not current, and that the last 
data posted was September 
2005.  Joe logged onto the 
website during the meeting 
and said that it appears some 
information was presently be-
ing updating.   
 
   Tom said that the bylaws re-
quire that The Eller Chroni-
cles be published quarterly, 
during the months of Febr u-
ary, May, August and Nove m-
ber.  We are now approaching 
the end of January and the 
November issue has not been 

mailed to the membership yet.  
He suggested that possibly we 
find someone to assist Judy 
with the task, considering her 
work schedule. 
 
   Tom then asked Lois to re-
port on the 2007 Conference.  
She said there are some issues 
regarding the contract with the 
hotel, and that the contract is 
in the process of revision.   
She also said that she has 
talked with several companies 
about bus transportation to the 
Amish country, but can’t get 
definite figures yet because of 
gasoline prices. 
 
   Tom thanked all present for 
their continuing dedication 
and hard work for EFA.  He 
adjourned the meeting at 9:34 
pm. 
             

Roger Eller, Secretary 

The Eller Family Association 
Minutes of the Meeting of January 22, 2006 
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Announcement for the Board of Directors 



“In a mountain greenery where  
God paints the scenery,  
Just two crazy people 

Together . . .” 
 
From the song, “Mountain Green-
ery” by Rodgers and Hart. 
 
Tuesday 
May 19, 1992 
 
   Didn't really wake up at any par-
ticular time 'cause I never really 
went to sleep. Knew it was time to 
get up when our neighbor started 
his diesel-powered car or truck 
parked right outside our door and 
let it idle to warm up.  Drug myself 
to the bathroom and growled a low 
"Good morning" to my sister 
around 8:00 AM. Seems Louise lis-
tened to the all night semi-serenade 
too. We were in grand shape for 
day two of our adventure.  After 
getting cleaned up and dressed our 
spirits improved. 
 
   First on our agenda for the day 
was to make telephone calls. Louise 
called a somewhat distant relative 

first.  She placed a call to our 
grandfather's second wife's father's 
second wife.  That would have been 

Alma's stepmother, who is listed in 
the telephone book as Mrs. Walter 
E. Brown. Mrs. Walter E. Brown is 
not well and couldn't come to the 
phone; but Louise spoke to her 
daughter, who is our step grand-
mother's step sister, which I guess 
makes her our step, step, step great-
aunt.  Not by any stretch of my 
vivid imagination can I consider her 
kin.  She was very nice to Louise on 
the phone and promised to let her 
mother know that some Eller girls 
were in town and asked about her. 
 
   I had second shot at the phone.  
Called our second cousin David 
Cook, known as D.D., who lives 
with his mother.  She is grandma 
E1ler’s sister -- our great-Aunt 
Laura.  His grandparents Howell are 
in the cemetery we were looking 
for, and I was confident he would 
be able to help us.           
 
   I introduced myself to David and 
explained that I was trying to find 
the cemetery where his mother's 
parents, my great-grandparents, are 
buried.  This man is over 50 years 
old and has lived in the area his en-
tire life; but when I asked him if he 
knew where his grandparents were 
buried, he said he was sorry; he did 
not.  But, he too needed to find out 
where they are because, he said, 
"I've been meanin' to get up there to 
see 'em." 
 
   David was no help.  He said that I 
could call his sister Shirley around 
1:00 PM and maybe she would be 
able to help me.  She wasn't home 
right now, because she had taken 

their mother to the doctor for a 
check up.  He said his mother 
wouldn't be able to help us, because 
she's 90 something; and even 
though she knows where she is at 
all times, she doesn't know exactly 
how she got there.  He said Shirley 
was our best bet, because she's a 
Registered Nurse.   
 
   Louise and I packed up and left 
the motel around 10:00 AM.  We 
had several things we wanted to do 
before calling Shirley at 1:00 PM. 
 
   Headed back toward Marion to 
look for a camera for Louise.  
Stopped at the WalMart and Louise 
bought a Kodak.  The nice young 
man behind the counter put it all 
together.  Bought a magnifying 
glass to help us read the fine print 
on the road maps.  Louise and I 
agree that the mapmakers are using 
much smaller print than they used 
to.  Must be so they can squeeze all 
those new roads into the same 
amount of space.  I let Louise use 
my reading glasses last night and 
that seemed to help her a little. 
 
   Took I-81 north to Rural Retreat 
to check out a craft store our Aunt 
Sis told us about, only to discover  

Excerpts (2) from A Journal by Frances Eller Edwards 
“Going Down South With My Sister” - June 3, 1992 
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This journal is published in its entirety in this issue.. 

Continued on page 31. 



Subject:       Eller Island - 
German Colonial Period - 
Pacific Marshall Islands in 
Kwajalein Atoll 
Date:  Wed, 16 Nov 2005 
20:20:55 -0500 
From:          George Eller 
<eller_g@bellsouth.net>  
To:     Benjamin Eller 
<Benjamin.eller@eller.org>  
CC:    benjamin.eller@eller.
org <benjamin.eller@eller.
org>, Judy L. Eller <judy.
eller@eller.org>, Gene 
Eller <geller72@hotmail.
com>, Marilyn Custer 
<mcuster@grandecom.
net>, Hannah Elizabeth 
Eller <HEHughes@pssd.
com>, Sawina Eller 
<sreller@yahoo.com> 
 
Subject:      Eller Island -  
Date:           Wed, 16 Nov 
2005 20:20:55 -0500 
From:         George Eller 
<eller_g@bellsouth.net>  
To:     Benjamin Eller 
<Benjamin.eller@eller.org>  
CC:    benjamin.eller@eller.
org <benjamin.eller@eller.
org>, Judy L. Eller <judy.
eller@eller.org>, Gene 
Eller <geller72@hotmail.
com>, Marilyn Custer 

<mcuster@grandecom.
net>, Hannah Elizabeth 
Eller <HEHughes@pssd.
com>, Sawina Eller 
<sreller@yahoo.com> 
 
Hi everyone, 
 
Thought you might find 
these sites interesting. At-
tached a map image of the 
Kwajalein Atoll (in the Mar-
shall Islands) made during 
the German Colonial period 
which shows "Eller Island" 
visible in the lower right 
quadrant of the map. Ger-
many had control of the 
Marshall Islands and 
Mariana Islands until the 
First World War. 
 
Map of Kwajalein Atoll 
taken from the 1893 map 
'Schutzgebiet der Marshall 
Inseln', published by Paul 
Langhans in 1897 (Eller Is-
land can be seen in the 
lower right quadrant of the 
map): 
http://marshall.csu.edu.au/
Marshalls/html/histmaps/
Lang-
hans1897_map_Kwajalein.
jpg  

German Period (1885 - 
1914) Germany bought the 
Marshall Islands off Spain 
in 1885. It established a 
small administration, run 
first as a concession com-
pany and later adminis-
tered directly from Berlin.  
http://marshall.csu.edu.au/
Marshalls/
Marshalls_History.
html#German 
 
Historical German Maps of 
the Marshall Islands during 
the German Colonial period 
1886-1914:  
http://marshall.csu.edu.au/
Marshalls/html/histmaps/
histmaps.html  
 
German Language Sources 
on the Mariana Islands 
An Annotated Bibliography 
by Dirk HR Spennemann 
http://marshall.csu.edu.au/
CNMI/CNMIBIB/CNMIBIB2.
html 
 
George Eller  
eller_g@bellsouth.net 
 
Note:  Map follows on next 
page. 
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Genealogy Exchange 
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Genealogy Exchange (continued) 
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Genealogy Exchange 
   Ellers are as prominent in Ashe 
County as Jones’ and probably more so 
than Smiths.  Peter Eller loaned us some 
documents from his family that helps 
explain why. 
 
   His family tree begins with Michael 
Eller who was born in Enterstein, Ge r-
many in 1667, married Barbara Swartz 
on August 15, 1690.  They also had 
seven children.  He died at age 68 and 
was buried at Grethenrule, Germany on 
December 1, 1724. 
 
   One of his sons, George Michael 
Eller, was born in Germany in 1695.  
He married Anna Maria and they had 
nine children.  They came to American 
in 1740 on a ship called The Phoenix.  
The family moved three times in six 
years.  Their first son was born in North 
Carolina.  George Michael Eller died in 
Frederick County, Maryland in 1778 at 
the age of 83. 
 
   Peter Eller was born in Ashe County 
in 1746.  He married Elizabeth Dick in 
1767.  They had nine children.  He 
named the Phoenix Mountain for the 
ship that brought his parent to America.  
He died in Ashe County in 1799 at the 
age of 53. 
 
   Henry Eller was born in Ashe County 
in 1788.  He married Elizabeth Johnson 
in 1812.  They were the parents of seven 
children.  Like his father, Henry was a 
farmer.  He died in Ashe County in 
1876 at the age of 88. 
 
   Peter Eller was born in Ashe County 
in 1828.  In 1842 he married Nancy 
Brooks.  They had ten children.  He was 
also a farmer.  He died in Ashe County 
in 1898 at the age of 70. 
 
   Calvin Eller was born in Ashe County 
on January 30, 1844.  He enlisted in the 
Confederate Army in Jefferson on July 
20, 1862.  He was in Company L, 58th 
N.C. State Troops, C.S.A.  During the 
war he was Commander of the com-
pany.  He attained the rank of Captain.  

While in the army he was wounded 
twice; once in the wrist at Chicka-
mauga, Georgia and in the leg at At-
lanta.  His company was one of the lst 
to surrender. 
 
   After the war, Captain Eller returned 
to Ashe County and settled in the Wal-
nut Hill Township.  He married Celia 
Jane Heath, the daughter of William 
and Mary Heath, on October 2, 1869.  
In the 1890’s he served as Justice of the 
Peace for the Walnut Hill Township.  
He died in 1920.  He and his wife are 
buried in the Eller Family Ce metery on 
the Big Phoenix Mountain in Ashe 
County.  Captain Eller was the father of 
thirteen children: 
 
ü William Eller –  married Laura 

Hudler – 7/5/1891 and Charity 
Barker – 7/15/1896 

ü Luke Eller –  married Cora Hur-
ley – 8/12/1895 

ü Emma Eller – married Eugene 
Blevins – 3/8/1897 

ü John Eller –  married Edith 
Darnell – 4/3/1900 

ü Donna Eller – married Troy 
McNeil – 11/9/1901 

ü Robert Eller – married Mary Ann 
Housler – 8/4/1901 

ü Elizabeth Eller – married Bunk 
Bullins – 1/11/1902 (both died in 
the 1918 flu epidemic) 

ü Benjamin H. Eller – married Susan 
Childress – 1/6/1912 

ü Senith L. Eller – married (first) 
May Wagoner, (second) Lenord 
Blevins, (third) John Testerman 

ü Mary Eller – married Author 
Bullins 

ü Peter J. Eller – married Rachel 
Dolinger 

ü Nancy R. Eller 
ü George W. Eller – married (first) a 

Dolinger, (second) a Price. 
 
   Benjamin Harrison Eller was born in 
Ashe County on April 3, 1891.  He 
married Susan Childress on January 6, 
1912.  They had six children.  He was a 
farmer, lumberjack, and courthouse 

caretaker during the 1940’s.  He died on 
April 28, 1968 at the age of 77. 
 
   P.J. Eller was born March 19, 1933.  
He married Betty Holman on August 
12, 1961.  They have two children.  At 
this writing he is in his twenty-second 
year at Phoenix Chair Company in West 
Jefferson. 
 
   Peter Lenn Eller was born October 20, 
1963.  He is currently working at the 
Ashe County Career Center as a night 
supervisor.  He is the contributor of this 
material. 
 
   Tradition in the Eller families who 
descended from Peter and Elizabeth 
Eller of Wilkes and Ashe Counties, N.
C., is that these Ellers’ ancestors came 
from the Palatinate of Germany as Ge r-
man Baptists, Brethren, or Tunkers 
(sometimes called Dunkards).  The 
North Carolina branch of the Ellers was 
impressed by the similarity of their faith 
with that of the American Baptists who 
church, in the lat 18th century, was 
growing so very fast in Western North 
Carolina, that they flocked to that 
church in great numbers.  By the end of 
the 19th century, it would be difficult to 
find any Ellers in Wilkes or Ashe Coun-
ties who were not Baptists. 
 

Company L – 58th Regiment 
(Infantry) 

 

   The 58th Infantry Regiment, of which 
Company L from Ashe was a part, had 
John B. Palmer as its first Colonel.  
Captain Calvin Eller was the command-
ing officer of Company L.  Poindexter 
Blevins and Leander Henly were First 
Lieutenants and Elisha Henly was Sec-
ond Lieutenant. 
 

   The non-commissioned officers were: 
First Sergeant, William Waddle; Second 
Sergeant, Edward Blevins; Third Ser-
geant, James M. Calloway; Fourth Ser-
geant, Jesse Spira; Fifth Sergeant, W.H. 
Blevins; First Corporal, J.A. Fowler; 
Second Corporal, F.M. Handy; Third 
Corporal, J.F. Hurley. 
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Genealogy Exchange (continued) 
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Genealogy Exchange (continued) 
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Genealogy Exchange (continued) 
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Genealogy Exchange (continued) 
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Genealogy Exchange (continued) 
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Genealogy Exchange (continued) 
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Special Feature—Van Eller 
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Reprinted from the February 4, 1998 
issue of The Daily Ledger. 
 
 

ELLER receives farmer 
award 
 
FISHERS — Van Eller of Fishers 
was recently honored at the annual 
meeting of the Indiana Association 
of Soil and Water Conservation 
Districts with the Conservation  
Farmer of the Year award. 
 
Although Eller’s farm is in the 
path of development, he has 
worked to preserve a natural agri-
cultural area among urban sprawl.  
This was the major contributing 
factor to his receiving the award, 
which is given to recognize out-
standing on-farm conservation 
practices along with significant lo-
cal conservation related activity 
and leadership.  

Van Eller Wins 
“Conservation Farmer of the Year” 

 
   Van Eller was recently honored at the Annual Meeting of the Indiana Asso-
ciation of Soil & Water Conservation Districts, with the “Conservation 
Farmer of the Year” award for the 8-county Wapahani Natural Resources Re-
gion.  Following is a short background on the Eller operation.  
 
   The first 40 acres of the farm near Fishers where Van and Betty Eller cur-
rently live were purchased in 1831 by Joseph Eller and have remained in the 
family.  In 1976, the enterprise (originally named Eller’s Bridge Farms) be-
came a registered Hoosier Homestead Farm.  During Van and Betty’s tenure, 
the operation grew to nearly 1,150 acres, most of which were leased. 
 
   About ten years ago, however, pressures from urban development began to 
slowly reduce the size of the operation.  Today, Van farms approximately 
700 acres, most of which are no-tilled.  Nearly 100% of his land is ade-
quately protected from soil erosion.  A recent purchase of land, some of 
which is highly erodible, now presents a new challenge for the Ellers.  They 
plan to install grassed waterways, to continue utilizing conservation measures 
and practices, and to improve their forested acres through the use of timber 
stand improvement. 
 
   Conservation Practices Applied.  No-till planting to control soil ero-
sion — Utilization of a conservation cropping sequence — Woodland im-
provement — Pasture management — Installation  of grass waterways and 
grade stabilization structures. 
 
   Service to the District.  One of the original signatories of the petition to 
start the Hamilton Co. SWCD — Served as supervisor (regular and associ-
ate) — Serves as SWCD chair and treasurer — Chaired the NACD Great 
Lakes Region meeting for the Water and Food Resources Act — Represented 
the SWCD on the state water resources committee, the Hoosier Heartland 
RC&D urban committee, and the Area III IASWCD urban development and 
watershed committees — Has hosted the county and regional soil judging 
contests. 
 
   Community Activities.  Farm Bureau director and member of the execu-
tive committee — Director of the Farm Credit Co-Op — Member and presi-
dent of the Lions Club — School board member — Member of the Masonic 
Lodge — Member of Senator Lugar’s agriculture committee — Served on 
the Hamilton Co. weed board — Member of the Experimental Aircraft Asso-
ciation and the Squadron Three Warbirds.  (Van also built a replica L-4 
“Grasshopper” airplane, which he often flies.) 
 



   Van and Betty Eller started 
their Piper J-3 replica project in 
1976, and five years later it was 
selected runner-up in the An-
tique Replica Division at Osh-
kosh.  The finished product is 
powered by a Lycoming 150 
engine, and has an all wood 
wing whereas the original J-3’s 
were a combination of metal 
and wood.  The aircraft is a lit-
tle heavier than a J-3 but a little 
lighter than a Super Cub.  Van 
stated that since it has no flaps, 
it is not always fun landing in a 
cross wind. 
 
   Van started in aviation in 
1940 after graduating from 
high school in Fishers.  He 
worked for North American 

Aviation at Englewood, Cali-
fornia.  Most notably, he 
worked on installing the trun-
ion supports for the nose gear 
of the B-25B’s used by Jimmy 
Doolittle’s Tokyo Raiders.  Af-
ter the B-25 work was fin-
ished, he helped rivet up three 
AT-6 tail sections per nine 
hour shift.  He also worked one 
evening on a prototype P-51.  
Van recalled being paid $25 
per week for 45 hours of work. 
 
   Had Van’s vision been bet-
ter, he probably would have 
been ferrying T-6’s from the 
assembly plant to Canada.  He 
recalled that many guys with 
not much more than J-3 experi-
ence were being used to ferry 
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the T-6’s.  Well after the war, 
Van bought a J-3 with 450 
hours for $450.  After flying it 
a couple of years, the fabric 
was in need of replacement.  
When he removed the fabric, 
many of the metal pieces came 
with it.  Other aircraft he has 
owned include a Vagabond, 
Ercoupe, and a Cessna 150 and 
172. 
 

Van joined EAA in 1961, but 
Oshkosh in 1959 was hig first 
fly-in, and he has been going 
ever since.  He has been a 
Warbirds of America member 
for six years, and is doing a 
great job as Finance Officer for 
Indiana Squadron 3.  Hats off 
to Van and Betty for their part 
in preserving warbird aircraft. 
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Special Feature— Benjamin H. Eller 
Submitted by Benjamin Eller, Jr. 

Reprinted from the January 8, 1951 
issue of the Journal-Patriot, North 
Wilkesboro, North Carolina 
 

Progress Cited On B. H. 
Eller’s Farm in Wilkes 
 
By J. G. Chipman 
 
   About 20 years ago B. H. 
(Benjamin Harrison) Eller was 
just an average farmer.  Not a 
good deal different from the 
other farmers in his neighbor-
hood which happened to be the 
Boiling Springs Church com-
munity, or we might say the 
Eller Community, for almost 
everyone in about 2 square 
miles seem to be Eller.  In fact, 
it has been said that a stranger 
passing through is reasonably 
safe to address anyone he meets 
as Mr. Eller.  You find here 
among the Ellers a fine sense of 
neighborhood co-operation.  
But getting back to the case of 
Mr. B. H. Eller.  About 20 years 
ago he was working his whole 
farm or all of it that was open in 
corn and grain crops and 
thought he was doing very well 
if he made a yield of 15 to 20 
bushels to the acre. 
 
   Mr. Eller, his wife and ten 
children worked hard all the 
time to keep their 76 acre farm 
going.  And it seemed their farm 
was about to wash away when-
ever they had a hard rain.  Fi-
nally, as the children grew up 
and began to marry off, the 

number in the family began to de-
crease and Mr. and Mrs. Eller were 
growing older and could no longer 
do the necessary work to keep the 
whole farm going.  It became nec-
essary to rent some of the land and 
fortunately they rented a 15 acre 
field to a neighbor who had plenty 
of manure from his poultry houses.  
He put on plenty of manure and 
made a bigger crop of corn.  Mr. 
Eller took advantage of this chance 
to follow the corn with gran and a 
good cover crop of lespedeza and 
orchard grass which did extra well 
after the good application of ma-
nure. 
 
   About this time, Mr. Eller was 
contacted by the personnel of the 
Wilkes county work unit of the 
Tri-Creek Soil Conservation Dis-
trict who had their soil scientist 
make a land capability map of the 
farm and then worked out with Mr. 
Eller a soil and water conservation 
plan to fit the needs of the farmer 
as much as possible while planning 
the use of each field to fit the land. 
 
   The land capability map showed 
a small amount of good class 1 
land along the small creek running 
through the farm.  The major part 
of the farm was in class 3 and 4 
land which could be farmed suc-
cessfully with the right amount of 
soil and water control measures.  
There was some steeper and more 
eroded hills that fell in class 6 and 
7.  The plan was made to run the 
best laying land in a long rotation 

that would keep the land in 
cover for at least 3 years out of 
every 4.  The steeper land was to 
be used for pasture and the very 
steep and badly eroded land was 
planned for reforestation.  Te r-
races were staked and built on 
the crop- land and gully work 
was started. 
 
   Now, ten years after the plan 
was started the land that had 
gullies large enough to hide a 
horse in is covered with a beau-
tiful crop of different grasses 
and clover; the gullies can no 
longer be traced because they 
have been completely filled up.  
Not with a bulldozer but by 
building brush dams filling in of 
silt and working with nature in 
the use of good sod crops. 
    
   Before the plan, the farm sup-
ported 3 head of cattle, a team 
for farm work, a hog or two for 
home use and a few barnyard 
chickens.  Now the farm sup-
ports 40 head of cattle, still has 
the one team of horses, raises 
several head of hogs both for 
home and market.  His hen 
houses now have 2500 laying 
hens in them, the manure from 
which is doing wonders for the 
pastures, hay and corn crops. 
 
   Mr. Eller liked the grass and 
clover in his rotations so well 
that he has retired most of his 
land now to permanent hay 
crops, plant ing corn only on 
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about 8 acres of his best land on 
which he averages near 100 
bushel to the acre instead of the 
one time 15 or 20 bushel.  He 
now has about 33 acres of im-
proved pasture and hay crops.  
He has been using ladino clover 
for about 3 years and likes it fine.  
He stated that 3 acres of his best 
ladino clover pasture carried 15 
head of small heifers from last 
fall through the winter to June 
with very little extra feed. 
 
   Mr. Eller finds that by the use 
of good pasture, he can feed his 
ground corn on the cob to his cat-
tle and they do fine with very lit-
tle protein supplement.  He keeps 
some beef type cattle, but takes 
most delight in raising milk cattle 
and selling them as spring heifers 
which appeals more to his cow 
trading spirit. 

   In addition to the manure pro-
duced by his own hens, Mr. Eller 
uses a good deal of lime and 
phosphate and high potash fertil-
izer.  He has also purchased 
6000 broilers from which he 
uses the manure. 
 
   The farm now with its beauti-
ful grassed hills, fat cattle, and 
grapevines are a pleasing sight to 
see.  Also, the rough branch 
banks have been graded back so 
now you can mow right down to 
the water 
 
   The whole farm now is fenced 
with good four strand wire with 
locus or steel posts that gives as-
surance cattle will not get out. 
 
   The beautiful old home with 
its flowers, nice yard fruit trees 
and grape vines is indeed a place 

Special Feature— Benjamin H. Eller 
(Continued) 
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of happiness and contentment 
for Mr. and Mrs. Eller who both 
have passed sixty one years of 
time but still are quite young in 
spirit. 
 
   Mr. Eller’s one son, Doff Eller, 
age 27, is all the help he needs to 
run the farm that once took the 
whole family of twelve. 
 
   Their youngest son, Lawrence 
Eller, who has just passed his 
18th birthday, lately decided to 
leave the farm life to move to the 
city.  Mr. and Mrs. Eller are both 
confident that being a good 
farmer as he is that he will 
shortly miss all the good things 
of life he enjoyed at home on the 
farm and will be back to help run 
the old place again.  
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Genealogy Exchange, continued 
http://boards.ancestry.com/
mbexec/board/an/surnames.eller  
 
Subject: Matthias Eller/ Eller 
Family Wangen, Germany Au-
thor: Eileen Moessle Date: 06 Jan 
2006 6:16 PM GMT Email:  
 

Recently an A. Eller died in 
Wangen in Allgäu, Baden Würt-
temberg without any known rela-
tives. She had postcard/ photo 
albums which have now been 
given to the city archive. One 
postcard was from a Matthias 

Eller and sent from Porkupine 
Island, Maine (date illegible, but 
with 2 cent stamp). Just wonder-
ing if he or a descendent is out 
there?  
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Excerpts From the Autobiography of William Ervin Stoker 
submitted by Kathleen Stoker Overton 
(Genealogy: Kathleen Stoker Overton—Ervin Rowe Stoker—William Ervin Stoker—Michael Stoker—
William Stoker—David Stoker—Catherine Eller) 

   I was born April 27th, 1875 in 
Spanish Fork, Utah which was 
then a village of about one thou-
sand people. My grandfather, 
William Stoker, was born in 
Bloomfield, Ohio on March 26, 
1819. He joined the church in 
1836 at the age of seventeen 
and was with the body of the 
church at Far West, Missouri 
and Nauvoo, Illinois. He and his 
wife, Almira Winegar, were 
driven from Nauvoo with all 
their earthly possessions in the 
winter of 1846-47. They found 
refuge in Iowa, where my fa-
ther, Michael, was born on Sep-
tember 6, 1847 at Mt. Pisgah. 
They immigrated to Utah in 
1851 and located at Fort Pal-
myra just west of the present 
site of Spanish Fork.  
 
   My grandparents on the ma-
ternal side were Ervin Riley 
Wilson born in Bedford County, 
Tennessee on January 23, 1823 
and Jane Sargent born in Ed-
wards County, Illinois. Mother's 
name was Almira Jane and she 
was born in Salt Lake City on 
August 4, 1852, the eldest of 6 
children. My father and mother 
grew up in the most primitive 
pioneer life of Utah. They were 
married on December 12, 1870 
and had three children, Almira 
Jane the eldest, Michael Cla-
rence J. who died in infancy and 
myself, the only survivor today. 
My father, Michael, died April 
1, 1875 27 days before I was 

born. He was only 28 years old 
when he hurt his back and kidneys 
lifting a log in the mountains. It 
has always seemed to me that 
much is taken out of a boy's life 
who has never had the companion-
ship or training of a father. All I 
ever heard of him was good. He 
was a good singer and sang in the 
entertainment of the town. He was 
a farmer.  
 
   At the time of my birth all of the 
marks of early pioneer life were 
still in our community. Some of 
the men were still driving oxen. 
Many were still living in their 
original log houses, some had 
adobe houses but no convenience. 
Fireplaces in every home and poor, 
cheap, wood burning stoves in 
most of them. It seemed to me that 
men were forever chopping wood 
as there was no other fuel. Bed-
rooms were seldom if ever heated. 
Spinning wheels were ever present 
but not much used; furniture 
mostly homemade; floors wide 
pine boards with knots and cracks, 
mostly bare but sometimes cov-
ered with rag carpets; walls annu-
ally whitewashed with lime; can-
dles for bedroom lights. Nothing 
was ever wasted and poverty was 
everywhere but no one seemed to 
mind because so few of them had  
more. The fingers of the women 
seemed always busy. They made 
all of the clothing; knit the hosiery 
and gloves and of them it was truly 
said, "A woman's work is never 
done." The men worked their 

fields with poor inadequate 
tools, mostly homemade. The 
village blacksmith was a great 
institution in those days. The 
cattle and horses were small and 
so were the crops. The people 
had no money. They traded 
among themselves to meet their 
needs.  
 
   When I was 4 years old my 
Mother married Edward P. Tho-
mas, a widower with three chil-
dren. This mixture of families 
(details of which I will omit) 
made it necessary for me to 
leave this house at the age of 6 
years. I went to live with my 
Grandfather Wilson and his 
daughter, Arminta, 17 years old 
who became like father and 
mother to me. There were no 
free public schools, no trained 
teachers and the buildings were 
substantial without any conven-
iences. The course of study was 
the chart class and 1st to 5th 
reader classes, all taught in the 
same room. The teachers re-
ceived their pay in kind. My tui-
tion in the 3rd reader year was 
paid with a 5 gallon keg of mo-
lasses. About this time the free 
school system was introduced. 
After finishing the 5th reader 
year I spent two years at the 
Brigham Young Academy at 
Provo.  
 
   As a boy I worked hard on the 
farm and herded cows during 
the Summer--mostly barefoot. 
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Excerpts From the Autobiography of William Ervin Stoker 
(continued) 

At the age of 14, I started to put 
my vacations in working for my 
Uncles who owned a small gen-
eral store. From that day on I 
paid my board and lodging ex-
penses. One Summer I came to 
Salt Lake where we worked lev-
eling off the spot where the 
State Capitol now stands scrap-
ing the dirt down into City 
Creek Canyon.  
 
   On July 23, 1896 I left Salt 
Lake for a mission to Califor-
nia. I served 27 months. I call 
myself one of the pioneers of 
this mission as at the time there 
were only three small branches 
in the state. I was released Octo-
ber 1, 1898 and returned home 
to take a position as Principal of 
schools at Montpelier, Idaho 
which had been secured through 
the mail. It was the most severe 
winter that I have ever experi-
enced. December 21, 1898, dur-
ing the Christmas vacation, I 
married Eleanor Jane Rowe in 
the Salt Lake Temple. At the 
end of that school year I ac-
cepted a job as bookkeeper in 
the Burgoyne Mercantile Com-
pany and this ended my teach-
ing. My eldest daughter, Anna, 
was born in Idaho on January 
27, 1900. We returned to Span-
ish Fork to live in 1901 where I 
had a job as bookkeeper for the 
Young Men's Co-op. After a 
few months I was made man-
ager. My eldest son, Ervin 
Rowe Stoker was born there on 

June 10, 1902 in a home I had built 
since my arrival from Idaho.  
 
   My wife, Jane, died January 16, 
1910 after a lingering illness end-
ing in paralysis. We had a fine 
brick home just finished which I 
immediately sold. The expenses of 
her illness made it necessary. 
March 9,1911 I married Lois 
Lundquist of Kanab, Utah my pre-
sent wife. Our eldest son, William, 
was born in Provo on December 2, 
1912 and our second son, Cla-
rence, was also born in Provo on 
February 25, 1916. In July 1918 
we moved to Price where our 
daughter, Flora, was born Decem-
ber 18, 1922. We were successful 
there but in April 1930 we moved 
to Salt Lake City and purchased 
three and one half acres and went 
into the chicken business on a 
large scale. This proved to be the 
worst financial error I have ever 
made. What money I did not lose 
in the chicken venture was wiped 
out in the failure of the Sugar 
House Bank. In this failure most of 
the ego had gone out of me and 
much of my spirit. It was hardest 
for my dear wife, because it took 
her through years of the leanest pe-
riod I have ever experienced. My 
youngest son, Don, was (born in 
Salt Lake City on April 29, 1931. 
That same year we moved into our 
present home at 468 First Avenue.  
 
   I was called as Bishop of the 
South 20th Ward and was sus-
tained on 19 February, 1941. Just 

13 days later I went to work for 
Salt Lake City in the water de-
partment by the kindness of 
Commissioner Oscar W. 
McConkie. I was fingerprinted, 
mugged and received a Police 
Star on March 5th. Now I had 
tried many things but had never 
dreamed of being a Policeman 
and never could bring myself to 
feel like one.   
 

Afterward 
 

   Sometime after 1941 Grand-
dad went to work in the LDS 
Church Office Building a job 
that he loved. He was a short 
man who liked to live simply. 
Very often he would ask for 
bread and milk for supper. For a 
long time he slept by himself in 
the basement in a room that dou-
bled for storage and laundry. His 
favorite chair was in the dining 
room and he would always lead 
in family prayer with us all 
kneeling around the table before 
a meal. He was home alone 
when he suffered a fatal heart 
attack on 16 February 1952. He 
is buried in the Spanish Fork 
Cemetery by the side of both 
wives.  
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Life Portrait: Virginia Mae—Her Story 
By Robert C. Eller 

   Virginia, the younger of my 
two sisters, was born on January 
22, 1919, in Superior, Montana. 
We had moved to Superior from 
the Eller homestead near St. Re-
gis, Montana, about a year ear-
lier so that our father, Lee R. 
Eller, could get back and forth 
to work at his new position as 
County Surveyor of Mineral 
County of which Superior was 
the county seat. We had no car, 
and travel by rail had become 
very undependable because of 
the war. We moved back to St. 
Regis later on that year. 
 
   Within weeks of her birth, it 
became clear that there was 
something wrong with Virginia. 
Mother noticed that she did not 
turn her head and look at 
Mother when spoken to. Before 
long, it became obvious that 
Virginia could not hear very 
well, that she had inherited her 
father's and paternal grand-
mother's deafness. It was sev-
eral years before we learned the 
true extent of Virginia's deaf-
ness and the cause of it. A Spo-
kane doctor who examined her 
informed Virginia's parents that 
Virginia had been born without 
nerves connecting her ears with 
her brain, hence she could hear 
nothing at all.  
 
   For several years before be-
coming the County Surveyor, 
our father had worked at the 
sawmill in St. Regis, which at 

the time, was the largest sawmill in 
America. They were very busy 
producing lumber for the Federal 
government, which was building 
army barracks at bases all over the 
country. While working there, Lee 
had become acquainted with the 
radical socialistic organization 
known as International Workers of 
the World, the IWW, or Wobblies 
as they were called. Quite a num-
ber of the mill workers there had 
become affiliated with this organi-
zation, which advocated the over-
throw of the government as a 
means, they thought, of improving 
their lot in life. 
 
   While Dad never became ac-
tively engaged in promoting the 
IWW, he did have strong beliefs in 
similar directions. Our mother, 
however, was a staunch conserva-
tive and could not stand to hear 
Dad talk in favor of the Wobblies. 
She feared that Dad would lead his 
children in radical directions. 
 
   So, as soon as school was out in 
the spring of 1922 (I had started 
the first grade the preceding fall), 
one day while Dad was at work, 
Mother packed up our few belong-
ings and took us children and 
boarded a train for Missoula, leav-
ing a note for Dad telling him she 
was leaving him, without saying 
where she was going. She couldn't 
go to Spokane and face her mother 
and her older sister, Bertha, be-
cause they had never approved her 
marriage to Dad. So she went to 

Missoula, hoping to be able to 
find work there. 
 
   We ended up in a hotel room 
there. When she couldn't find 
work and was rapidly running 
out of money, Mom confided in 
her younger sister, Ethyl, who 
came and persuaded Mother 
that she had to go to Spokane  
and tell her folks what she had 
done so she could get their 
help. So she did, although very 
reluctantly. 
 
   Grandpa and Grandma were 
very understanding about it. We 
lived with them the rest of that 
summer of 1922. In the fall, 
Grandpa set Mother up in a 
small store, selling fruit 
(apples, pears, plums, peaches, 
prunes, currants, and gooseber-
ries) from his orchard on Moran 
Prairie. We lived in the back of 
the store. 
 
   Here is where I can begin to 
see God working for us. One of 
the customers was a man by the 
name of James Bazard. He 
came to buy fruit for the cook 
at a silver- lead mine near Troy, 
Montana, of which Mr. Bazard 
was the manager. He had man-
aged to find our store because 
we were only a couple of 
blocks south of the home of Ar-
nold Litchfield, the president of 
the mine organization. 
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Life Portrait: Virginia Mae—Her Story (continued) 
 

   Jim stopped at the store again 
on his next trip to Spokane, this 
time to buy cigars, which 
Mother also carried. As time 
went on, he became a regular 
customer, buying fruit as 
needed by the mine, or smok-
ing tobacco for himself. 
 
   As the months went on, his 
relationship with Mom grew. 
They were married in Daven-
port, Washington, on Septem-
ber 2, 1923, with Mr. Litchfield 
serving as both chauffeur and 
legal witness. 
 
   Soon after her marriage, 
Mom had the surnames of all 
three of us children legally 
changed from Eller to Bazard, 
with the understanding that Jim 
would legally adopt us as soon 
as possible. Jim never went 
through with his promise, so I 
changed my name back to Eller 
as soon as I finished high 
school. My sisters never 
changed their names back. 
 
   That fall of 1922, my sister 
June and I started school at 
Emerson Grade School, June as 
a first grader and I as a second 
grader. At the end of the first 
day of school, our teachers sent 
home with us notes for Mother, 
telling her that we both needed 
to have our tonsils and ade-
noids removed. (It was the pol-
icy of the Spokane School Dis-
trict that school nurses should 

examine all new students as soon 
as possible after their enrollment.) 
The next day, Mother went to 
school with us to talk to the nurse 
to tell her that she simply could 
not afford such an expense. The 
nurse told Mother that the Red 
Cross would do it without charge, 
and she made the arrangements 
for us to enter the Red Cross hos-
pital the next day. (I know you, 
the reader, are saying that you 
thought this was to be Virginia's 
story, yet she has hardly been 
mentioned so far. But rest assured 
that all this has a very direct bear-
ing on Virginia's life, as you will 
soon see.) 
 
   The day after our surgery, 
Mother caught a streetcar, with 
Virginia, to come and see us. As 
they walked the last couple of 
blocks to the hospital, which, inc i-
dentally, was located on north 
Washington Street, Mother hap-
pened to notice children playing 
in a fenced yard just north of the 
hospital. She noticed that they 
weren't hollering and laughing the 
way children usually do when 
they're playing. When she stopped 
to wonder at this, a woman who 
had been standing in the shadows 
of the building came toward her 
and struck up a conversation with 
Mother. To make a long story 
shorter, that woman turned out to 
be Edna E. Davis, the teacher of 
the Spokane School For The Deaf, 
which was located in the small 
building adjoining the hospital on 

the north, and the eight children 
were her students. 
 
   When Edna learned that Vir-
ginia was deaf, she recom-
mended that Mother enroll Vir-
ginia immediately, saying that 
nothing would be gained by 
waiting until Virginia was 
older. She explained that there 
was no charge for enrolling be-
cause the school was part of the 
Spokane School District. She 
explained that she taught lip-
reading, rather than sign lan-
guage. So within a very few 
days, Mother took Virginia to 
the school and enrolled her. 
 
   Two or three years earlier, 
while on a vacation trip to Seat-
tle from her job as a teacher in 
the School For The Deaf in St. 
Louis, Edna had stopped off in 
Spokane. While here she 
learned that Spokane had no 
school for deaf children. She 
contacted the city school au-
thorities and persuaded them to 
let her try to start such a school. 
So she moved to Spokane and 
started the school that same 
year in space provided by the 
school district. 
 
   The State of Washington has 
a school for the deaf, but that is 
located in Vancouver, Wash-
ington, and only teaches sign 
language. The Spokane school, 
on the other hand, teaches lip 
reading, and then teaches all the 
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Life Portrait: Virginia Mae—Her Story (continued) 
 

normal grade school courses. 
Those who learn sign language 
can only use it to talk with 
those who know sign language, 
whereas lip readers can talk 
with anyone. 
 
   In taking Virginia, Miss 
Davis faced a tremendous ob-
stacle: Virginia had never 
learned to talk. (How could she 
when she couldn't hear?) So 
Miss Davis' first, and hardest, 
job was to teach Virginia to 
talk. That took several years. 
Only then could she begin to 
teach Virginia to read lips. Af-
ter that came the job of teach-
ing her all the normal grade 
school subjects. 
 
   As soon as the fruit season 
was over that fall, Mother 
closed the store and we moved 
to a little house on West Nora 
to be within walking distance 
of the Deaf School. When, a 
couple of years later, the school 
was moved to the lower floor 
of the Irving School, which 
was in the 1700 block of West 
7th we moved to an apartment 
on West 4th.    While l iving 
here, Virginia came down with 
scarlet fever and was sent to 
the Isolation Hospital, which 
was located down river, not far 
from the Downriver Golf 
Course. She had been taken di-
rectly to the hospital from 
school, so Mother didn't know 
about it until the move had 

been made. Fortunately, I also 
contracted the disease and ended 
up with Virginia two days later. 
No visitors were allowed in the 
building, and we were on the third 
floor, so my poor little five-year--
old sister was frightened and be-
wildered by it all until I came. We 
were there for about 6 weeks. 
Mother and sister June came to 
see us a couple of times a week, 
but all they could do was stand on 
the lawn and wave at us behind 
our closed window. Fortunately, 
we were both discharged on the 
same day.  
 
   When Virginia was nine, we 
moved to the Spokane Valley. 
This required her to ride the bus 
into town and then transfer to a 
city bus. Then she had to reverse 
the process to get home. Mother 
went with her the first few times 
to show her how to do it, but our 
smart little girl quickly caught on, 
and was able to go by herself from 
then on. 
 
   She had the kind help of our bus 
driver who looked after her, and 
would have notified us if it ever 
became necessary.  
 
   In 1924 our whole family spent 
the summer at the Sunrise Mine 
near Troy, Montana, where Jim 
was manager. We lived in two 
tents pitched on a leveled-off 
place on the hillside above the 
mine camp, taking our meals at 
the mine dining hall along with 

the miners. Virginia loved it up 
there. Jim's bird-dog, Smoky, 
seemed to understand that Vir-
ginia needed to be looked after 
carefully, so he quickly became 
her special guardian, which 
Virginia loved.  We had to 
leave the mine a couple of 
weeks earlier than planned 
when we received word that 
Grandpa Cadwell had died. 
 
   We were at the mine again in 
the summer of 1927, but this 
time we lived in a small cabin 
built just for us. And this time, 
Mother was the mine cook. We 
all loved to go huckleberry 
picking farther up the mountain 
in the evenings, even though, as 
once happened, we spotted a 
bear having a huckleberry feast 
at the upper end of the big 
patch after we had been there 
fifteen minutes or so. He hadn't 
smelled or heard us because, at 
that time of day, the breeze was 
coming downhill. But he ran 
when we hollered. We also 
liked to go fishing for trout in 
Iron Creek in the va lley below 
the mine. 
 
   Virginia continued at the 
Deaf School until she had com-
pleted all the courses of study 
to enable her to graduate to 
high school. Miss Davis felt 
that Virginia would be able to 
go to a regular high school, so 
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Excerpts (2) from A Journal by Frances Eller Edwards 
(Continued from page 5.) 

the shop in question went out of 
business.  Took the scenic route 
back toward Marion.  
 
Stopped at a combination wood-
work, pottery, Nascar store along 
the way.  It's run by a retired insur-
ance man who has everything he 
likes in his shop and didn't seem to 
care if anyone bought anything or 
not.  Louise and the man ex-
changed some finer points about 
car racing and racing collectibles, 
before she told him about our mis-
sion.  He gave us the name and 
phone number of the local histo-
rian who would be happy to help 
us.  The shopkeeper even tele-
phoned the man for us, but there 
was no answer.  He explained that 
the man was a widower; 
and as it was close to 
noon, he was out to lunch 
with his friends, which is 
his daily routine.  He said 
not to hesitate to try later 
in the day if we needed 
help.  We didn't buy any-
thing as the choices were 
limited.  Louise had spied 
a larger Nascar Collecti-
bles store just south of 
Marion.  Stopped there on the way 
back to Chilhowie and Louise 
bought a few hats and a pin or two 
for Joe. 
 
   After the Nascar store, we had 
planned to stop at the big sweat 
sock outlet across the street from 
the police station in Marion; but, 
instead, I made an unscheduled 
stop at Virginia Monuments.  The 
flower delivery plan Louise had 
the previous night stimulated a 
similar headstone delivery scheme 
that just might lead us to the ceme-

tery up on a hill that we were looking 
for. 
 
   Louise kept an eye on our valuables 
while I went in to do a little investi-
gating.  The two young ladies who 
greeted me acted like my request for 
information was a reasonable one.  In 
the middle of my cemetery descrip-
tion, a round, pleasant faced little man 
walked out of the back and inter-
rupted me.  "I'm Mike Moore.  Please 
start over and tell me everything," he 
said in an assured manner.  I felt in-
stant relief as I began to pour out my 
information to this man.  It was the 
same feeling of relief I get after I be-
gin to describe my symptoms to a 
doctor, knowing that when I'm 
through he'll use everything I told him 

and all his knowledge and 
wisdom to help me get better.  
“You're looking for the 
McClure cemetery.  The new 
road is ten years old.  It's right 
past the dog kennels.  “Here,” 
he said as he reached for my 
little notebook, “I'll draw you 
a map.”  His map began at the 
dreaded blinker light and was 
quite specific.  He told me 
exactly where to turn before 

going up Mt. Roger.  He told me why 
I had missed the gravel lane, often 
covered by weeds, that leads to the 
cemetery, which you can't see from 
the road.  And, yes, he told me you 
can miss it.  If we followed his map 
and didn't find what we're looking for, 
we were to come back; he would help 
us because he said he knows every 
cemetery in Smyth and neighboring 
Washington county as well as most of 
the people buried in them.  
 
   “Hallelujah!”  Now all we had to do 
was make our phone call to Shirley 

and be on our way. 
 
   We agreed to skip the sweat sock 
outlet, but first -- lunch.   Went to 
the grocery store in Chilhowie and 
got a little macaroni and cheese to 
supplement the sandwiches and 
ham and cheese roll ups left in the 
cooler from the day before. 
 
   Called Shirley at 1:00 PM.  D.D. 
hadn't mentioned my call.  That 
didn't surprise me.  Shirley listened 
to the directions Mike Maoze had 
given us and said, “That sounds 
about right.”  Shirley said she 
would pass along our best wishes 
to her mother, who, she said, would 
be celebrating her 92nd birthday on 
June 7, 1992.  Shir ley gave me 
great-Aunt Laura's address so my 
sister Louise and I could send her a 
birthday card.  Shirley said she was 
sure her mom would like hearing 
from us. 
 
   Louise and I sat in the store park-
ing lot and ate our lunch.  We were 
stuffed and could have used a little 
nap, but were excited about solving 
our mystery.  Back out of town; but 
not before stopping by the railroad 
tracks.  Took some pictures and 
picked up half of an old brick,  

Continued on page  35. 
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Life Portrait: Virginia Mae—Her Story (continued) 

she talked to the principal of 
West Valley High School and 
arranged for her to enter that 
fall. Virginia was 172 years old 
at the time, so it had taken her 
14 years to get that far. 
 
   She enrolled in the Commer-
cial Course, although it had to be 
modified somewhat for her. For 
example, she could not take 
shorthand because she could not 
read the dictator’s lips while at 
the same time watching what she 
was writing. But other courses 
were substituted so that she still 
carried a full course load. 
 
   Among the elective courses 
Virginia chose during her high 
school career were cooking, 
sewing, and art. She became a 
great help to her mother in the 
kitchen, helping to prepare 
meals. She loved to sew, and 
created many of her own clothes. 
Once her Aunt Bertha gave her a 
fur coat that she no longer 
wanted. It was too big for Vir-
ginia, but Aunt Bertha showed 
her how to take it apart and cut 
the pieces down, then put them 
together again for a perfect fit. 
And Virginia liked to draw and 
paint pictures although she had 
little time left in her busy life for 
this. 
 
   Several times during her last 
two years in high school, Edna 
Davis arranged for her to come 
to the Deaf School and tell the 
students about high school, as a 

hoped-for incentive for them.  
By this time, the deaf school 
had grown to between 30 and 40 
students. Three teachers had 
been added to the teaching staff, 
including Jo Deeter and Inga 
Mikkelson.  
 
   One of the most amazing 
things Virginia ever did came 
during her first couple of years 
of high school: she learned to 
play the piano. She had per-

suaded Mother to give her les-
sons, which Mother did on a 
somewhat irregular basis be-
cause of lack of time. But Vir-
ginia learned quickly and easily, 
and practiced diligently. She 
could not, of course, hear what 
she was playing, but she could 
feel the vibrations in various 
parts of her body, particularly in 
the pit of her stomach and, I'm 
told, the sides of her head above 
her ears. 
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A sample of Virginia's high school artwork. A pen-and-ink drawing. 
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Life Portrait: Virginia Mae—Her Story (continued) 

   In spite of her handicap, she 
managed to finish high school in 
3 years, graduating in January 
1940. She did so well, in fact, 
that she earned a one-year scho l-
arship at Kinman Business 
School.  
 
   A major highlight in Virginia's 
life was serving as bridesmaid 
for her sister, June, at her wed-
ding on Thanksgiving Day in 
1940. 
 
   She began her studies at Kin-
man almost immediately after 
graduating from high school. 
Her primary emphasis there was 
on bookkeeping, using the 
comptometer, which had just 
been introduced into the busi-
ness world. She did so well in 
her learning that, with help from 
the school, she was able to find a 
bookkeeping job almost immedi-
ately. Unfortunately I do not re-
member whom she worked for, 
partly because it was only for a 
few months. 
 
   She came down with a cold 
around the 10th of April. It 
quickly turned into pneumonia 
and, within a few days, on April 
19, 1941, our darling Virginia 
left us for a place where her 
deafness made no difference. 
God took her home. 
 
   I, Virginia's older brother, 
firmly believe that none of the 
wonderful and amazing things in 
Virginia's life would have come 

to pass if God had not been in 
control. Let me show you, the 
reader, how God moved to bring 
about these life- transforming 
events in Virginia's life. 
 
   First of all, none of this would 
have happened if Mother had 
not left Dad. Most probably we 
would have continued to live in 
St. Regis. If so, Virginia would 
have grown up without ever 
learning to speak or to read lips, 
because there were no schools 
for the deaf in Montana at the 
time. She would have ended up 
in some kind of asylum, for that 
was the fate of those who could 
not hear or speak in those days. 
 
   Going one step farther, we 
have to ask: what if Mother had 
been able to find work in Mis-
soula before her money had run 
out? Did God see to it that she 
would not find work? 
 
   If June and I had not needed 
to have our tonsils and adenoids 
removed, we would not have 
ended up at the Red Cross hos-
pital next door to the Spokane 
Deaf School.  What if the Deaf 
School had been located some-
where else than next door to the 
Red Cross Hospital? After all, 
Mom didn't know at that time 
that there was such a school. 
She didn't even know that such 
schools existed anywhere. 
 
   And did it just happen that, 
when Mom and Virginia came 

to see June and me at the hospi-
tal after our surgery, that they 
approached the school just at 
recess time, when Miss Davis 
was outside watching over the 
children? 
 
   And what if Miss Davis had 
not walked over to talk to Mom 
when she saw her stop and 
watch the children? 
 
   Of course, Mom might have 
found out eventually that such a 
school existed, although few 
people in Spokane knew it.  It 
had only been in Spokane for 2 
years. But, even if Mom had 
learned later that such a school 
existed, Virginia might have 
been well past the ideal starting 
age of 3 or 4. 
 
   But what if Edna Davis had 
not stopped off in Spokane 
while on a vacation trip to Seat-
tle from her job at the Deaf 
School in St. Louis two or three 
years before we moved to Spo-
kane? In that case, none of the 
wonderful things in Virginia's 
life would have come to pass. 
 
   When I add up all these 
events, I can come to only one 
conclusion: God was in control 
and was moving events and 
people around to give Virginia a 
wonderful, happy life. 
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William Sheridan Eller Family  
(continued from page 3) 
 
   Edna Elizabeth born Apr 10, 1898 
   David Luke born Jan 5, 1900 
   Lucy Jane born Oct 12, 1902 
   Celia Martha born Sep 28, 1904 
   Fannie May born Oct 7, 1905 
   Mary Alice born Oct 27, 1907 
   Esther Nannie born Nov 13, 1909 
   Ada Belle born Feb 20, 1911 
   John Calvin born Apr 1, 1913 
   Blanche Rachel born Dec 8, 1916 
   Jessie B. born Feb 2, 1920 
   William Riley born Dec 29, 1921 
 
 
   Noah was the eldest son of Wil-
liam Sheridan Eller.  The pictures 
on this page are of Noah and his 
first wife Annie Louise Howell.  
Their children are:   
 
 
   Gwynn born 1911 
   George William born 1913 
   Garland Robert born 1917 
   Clarence born 1920 
   Charles “Jake” born 1927 

   Carl “Bud” born 1928 
   Elizabeth born 1934 
 
 
   Garland Robert Eller married 
Edith G. Hudler and their chil-
dren are: 
 

   Mark Anthony born ? 
   Mary Louise born 1942 
   Dorthory Marie born 1943 
   David Luke born 1944 
   Frances Gertrude born 1949 
   Susan Elaine born 1952 
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Noah Winifred Eller and Annie Louise Howell Eller 

Noah Winifred Eller and Annie Louise Howell Eller (taken around 1952) 
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Excerpts (2) from A Journal by Frances Eller Edwards 
(Continued from page 31.) 
which just very well may have actu-
ally been seen at some time by my 
daddy.  
 
   Over the railroad tracks.  Down to 
the blinker light and straight through 
the intersection.  Past the dog ken-
nels, right on the next paved road, 
then an immediate left onto a gravel 
lane, which we must have passed 
five times the day before.  If you 
didn't know for sure, you would 
think the road is just a lane up to a 
back field on someone's farm.  Up, 
up the new gravel road (which is in-
deed new when you think of it in 
relative terms) we went.  Mike 
Moore's directions were so exact I 
could have driven there blind folded.  
 
   Parked the Jeep on the turn around 
bend in the lane.  Lots of Ellers and 
lots of Howells.  We walked up and 
down the cemetery and spoke in si-
lence to our great-grandparents 
Howell and Eller.  Lying between 
them was their grandson, our baby 
Uncle Fred.  Shown by the dates on 
the headstones, Grandma Eller had 
Fred two days after her mother died; 
only to lose him too the following 
month.  There was great-Uncle Fred 
Howell and other Howell's and 
Eller's less familiar to me.  Took 
many pictures.  It's a comfort to 
know our people are here, sur-
rounded by mountains like soft 
green arms wrapped around them, 
protecting them while they sleep.  
Louise and I got out our post cards 
and used Charity and William Sheri-
dan Eller's headstone as a desk. Like 
on a ouija board, Great-grandparents 
Howell and great-grandfather Eller 
used my hand and wrote something I 
would never have written, “Like it 
here a lot.  Send dogs and money.”   

   Then, as if someone was trying to 
speak to us from far beyond, the 
sky darkened and thunder rolled 
through the mountains.  It didn't 
come in loud claps, but more like 
gentle rumbles of conversations.  
Conversations like you listened to 
between grown up relatives when 
you were little.  You heard sounds 
and they comforted you even 

though the words may have meant 
nothing to you at the time. 
 
   Before the rain began, Louise and 
I got back in the Jeep and left.  We 
had solved a mystery and shared a 
solemn moment.  Now we know 
where to pay our respects to those 
who have gone before us.  And if 
anyone back home asks us for di-
rections, we'll tell, them to turn left 
at Chilhowie, go straight through 
the 4-way, turn right, and then turn 
left.  You can't miss it. 
 
   Before heading further south, we 
stopped by Virginia Monuments 
and thanked Mr. Mike Moore for 
his assistance.  He seemed to be 
pleased to have been of help.  Said 
if we wanted to put that Jeep to the 

test, he would give us directions to 
an old logging road that few people 
know about.  “Maybe next time,” 
we told him.  Explained that now 
we had to go to Ashe County, North 
Carolina to find the final resting 
place of great-great-grandfather 
Calvin Eller, Capt., CSA.  
 
   Mike said if we had any prob-
lems, we were to look up the people 
at Sturdivant Funeral Home, and 
they would help us.  Once again, it's 
not what you know, but who you 
know that'll get you by. 
 
   Louise wondered if we should 
stop by the drugstore and tell the 
lady to call off her nephew, the 
cemetery buff.  “Nah,” I said.  
“She'll know we don't need him 
when we don't show up tonight.”  
Louise agreed. 
 
   It was ta-ta time for Chilhowie 
and on to Grassy Creek -- or bust.  
Don't know what's in Grassy Creek, 
all I know is I've heard about it and 
been there when I was real little.  
Think my great-grandfather Hudler 
lived there.  I saw him when I was 7 
and he was 103.  Regardless, the 
Grassy Creek area was the neck of 
the woods we wanted to be in, so 
that's where we headed. 
 
   Had to stop and take a picture of 
an Eller Avenue street sign before 
we left town.  Followed Rte. 11 
South out of Chilhowie.  Picked up 
Rte. 58 and followed it to North 
Carolina. Wanted to travel the back 
roads between Chilhowie and Ashe 
County at least once to get a true 
feel for the country.  Every time we 
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Excerpts From the Autobiography of Ervin Rowe Stoker 
submitted by Kathleen Stoker Overton 
(Genealogy: Kathleen Stoker Overton—Ervin Rowe Stoker—William Ervin Stoker—Michael Stoker—
William Stoker—David Stoker—Catherine Eller) 

   I was born in a rented house in 
Spanish Fork, Utah on June 10, 
1902. My father, William E. Stoker, 
had been teaching school and was 
school principal at Montpelier, 
Idaho where my older sister Anna 
was born. My mother, Eleanor Jane 
Rowe, had also been a school 
teacher in Spanish Fork, Utah prior 
to her marriage.  
 
   An interesting thing happened 
about the time of my birth. My fa-
ther had been suffering from a tooth 
ache and had lost considerable 
sleep because of it. At that time 
there were no dentists. If you had 
trouble with a tooth you went to a 
barber. He pulled the tooth without 
anesthetic and that was that. So Dad 
went to the Barbershop and a tooth 
was pulled. A day or two later when 
the hurt from the wound in his 
mouth began to subside, he found 
to his dismay that he still had that 
terrible tooth ache. The barber had 
pulled the wrong tooth. So there 
was nothing to do but return to the 
Barbershop and give the barber an-
other chance. This time he got the 
right one and at the time of his 
death, Dad still had all his teeth ex-
cept these two. 
 
   This could serve to illustrate the 
progress that has been made in sci-
entific, medical and other fields 
within my lifetime. There was no 
electricity and homes were lit with 
candles and kerosene lamps or per-
haps with the flames of an open 
fire. There was no central heat. The 
fire in the kitchen range was al-
lowed to go out in the evening and 

a fire was lit in the heater stove in 
the living room. You either roasted 
or froze depending on how close 
you got to it. The bedrooms and 
other rooms were in a deep freeze.  
 
   There was no running water in 
the house. My earliest memory is 
of a well in back of the house with 
an old oaken bucket. I was about 4 
when running water was piped into 
the lot of my Grandfather Rowe's 
place. It went to a hydrant just out-
side the kitchen door. There was no 
inside toilet, of course, and many 
times as a lad, when the weather 
hung around zero, I'd put off as 
long as possible my excursions to 
that little two-holer way out in the 
back yard. On Saturday, a tub was 
taken into the kitchen, filled with 
hot water from the tea kettle and 
various pots and pans on the stove 
and I had my weekly bath.  
 
   It was an experience worthwhile 
to step outside on a Summer night 
and leave the others behind with 
their talk and mending. The stars in 
the dark sky glittered and laughed 
and seemed so low you could al-
most touch them. There was no 
sound abroad in the night except 
for the occasional bark of a dog or 
moo of a cow. No roar of traffic or 
even the sound of a moving wagon 
or buggy. It seemed at times, in 
this blessed solitude, that you were 
alone in the world , except for the 
night and God.  
 
   I remember very little of my 
Mother, just a glimpse here and 
there. She was in and out of hospi-

tals continuously with one opera-
tion after another. Dad had ob-
tained employment in Provo and 
Anna and I stayed with Grandma 
Rowe in Spanish Fork. My Mother 
died on January 16, 1910, a few 
days short of her 34th birthday. I 
was 7 years old. I had been in 
school on the day of her death and 
had stopped as I always did on the 
way home at the house where my 
Uncle Eph lived. It was there I 
learned the sad news. I cut through 
the vacant lot towards Grandma's 
place and came to the gate of slid-
ing poles that I climbed over. 
There I stopped for a minute and 
cried. It wasn't because I felt sad- I 
hadn't known my Mother well 
enough for that. In fact I've never - 
been able to figure out why I did it 
but I cried.  
 
   When the news came that Dad 
was planning to marry again, all 
the Rowe family were reproachful 
and angry. They felt he had begun 
this romance too soon after the 
death of my Mother. They filled 
my ears and those of Anna's with 
tales concerning the viciousness of 
stepmothers. I was filled with fear 
relative to my impending fate. On 
the day Dad and his bride came for 
us, we had been forewarned of the 
event. When we saw them coming 
in a sparkling new horse and 
buggy, Anna ran outside and hid in 
the raspberry patch and I hid in a 
giant clothes hamper in the kitchen. 
Nevertheless we went to Provo and 
lived in a new brick home and at-
tended Maeser Public School.  
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Excerpts From the Autobiography of Ervin Rowe Stoker 
(Continued) 

   I left for the mission field in Oc-
tober 1927 traveling by way of Nia-
gra Falls, Montreal, Canada and the 
St. Lawrence Seaway, finally arriv-
ing in Liverpool, England. I re-
ported at Durham House, the mis-
sion headquarters, and was assigned 
to labor in Northern Ireland. I took 
a small boat across the North Sea, 
traveling at night, and arrived in 
Belfast the following morning.  
 
   I was there when one new mem-
ber was baptized at St. Helene's 
Bay. This was Gretta Millar, an ea-
ger, lovely lass who was to become 
my wife, after my release and re-
turn to the States. I was never alone 
with her that I can recall, even for a 
minute. We never spoke of mar-
riage or even hinted at it. But there 
must have been a secret, unspoken 
understanding, unknown to even 
ourselves. In fact she said she had a 
dream and knew what I would look 
like and when I would arrive before 
it happened.  
 
   After a year in Ireland, I was 
transferred to Hull, England where I 
became President of the Hull Dis-
trict. In October 1929 I was re-
leased from my mission and re-
turned home after a short  
European tour.  
 
   I took a Civil Service Examina-
tion and was given a job as a Clerk-
Typist in the World War I Division, 
Adjutant General's Office of the 
War Department in Washington, 
DC. I entered on duty December 5, 
1930. I wrote to Gretta Millar in 
Belfast, proposed our marriage, and 

was accepted. It was a long wait 
however before she was able to 
leave Ireland. She sailed on Janu-
ary 27, 1934 and we were married 
in Washington D.C. on February 
24, 1934.  
 
   I was right proud of my bride and 
happy. The first three of our chil-
dren, Kathleen, Michael and 
Ronald, were born in the Sibley 
Hospital in Washington. I was glad 
when I heard that Hill Air Force 
Base had been established in Utah 
and was a going concern. I applied 
for a transfer. I had received sev-
eral good promotions since the 
threat of war, and then actual war 
had boosted the stock of the War 
Department but I was confident 
things would be much better in 
Utah. On the 15th of May, 1943 we 
transferred to Utah. It was good to 
see the mountains again. We rented 
an apartment in the Government 
housing project at Washington Ter-
race in Ogden where we stayed for 
a year. Then we bought the home 
at 290 Melody Street in Layton 
where we lived from then on.  
 
   She1agh was born April 16, 1945 
and now our family was complete. 
Our children grew through the 
years and went to school. Each of 
them went through the grades at 
the same old red school house near 
our home. and all of them gradu-
ated from Davis High School in 
Kaysvi11e. Their Mother saw that 
their religious education was not 
neglected either. They all went 
through LDS Primary, Mutual, 
Sunday School and Seminary and 

attended to their religious duties as 
they properly should. She led out 
in this respect and marked the path 
for them to follow.  
 
   I think Gretta and I had some of 
our most happy days together after 
my retirement. She used to grum-
ble sometimes about me always 
being around the house, but I think 
she really liked it. Then about the 
middle of March 1970 I took sick 
and was sent to McKay Hospital 
with pneumonia. I was still there 
on April 6th when Gretta was 
brought in with gall bladder trou-
ble. I was soon released but she un-
derwent surgery and two harrowing 
months mostly in the Intensive 
Care Unit. She died on June 17th 
and is buried in the Kaysville  
Cemetery.  
 
Afterward 
 
   After Ervin's retirement he occa-
sionally had part time jobs and did 
a little traveling. He was a talented 
writer who put poems in custom 
Christmas Cards each year and had 
some things published. He enjoyed 
his family. He was a patient, kind 
man who rarely lost his temper. He 
loved to talk and especially about 
subjects that had no answers. He 
suffered a debilitating stroke in 
May of 1977 and his health gradu-
ally declined until he died on 20 
September 1982 in Layton, Utah. 
He is buried next to his wife in the 
Kaysville Cemetery.  
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Excerpts (2) from A Journal by Frances Eller Edwards 
(Continued from page 35.) 

saw a real old building we'd say 
Daddy probably saw that.  We said 
that a lot. 
 
   Even though the greenery is gor-
geous through the mountains, after 
the first hour the continual winding 
roads became a little monotonous.  
Louise and I were spared boredom, 
thanks to our continuous witty chat-
ter.  Stopped at a spot where the Ap-
palachian Trail crossed the road.  
Had an icy Pepsi from out of the 
cooler. 
 
   Saw a hiking trail called the Vir-
ginia Creeper that follows a stream 
and an old Indian trail through the 
mountains.  Virginia Creeper is the 
name of a vine that grows wild in 
these parts and is also the name 
given to the train line built along the 
trail that first hauled iron and, then 
later, timber out of the North Caro-
lina mountains. 
 
   Rained off and on going through 
the mountains.  Saw an accident 
along the way, which reminded 
Louise and me of the dangers of hy-
droplaning. 
 
   Out in the middle of nowhere, 
Louise saw an ambulance, with 
muddy wheels parked by a house 
down in a valley.  The site of the 
forlorn ambulance that struggled 
through the mud to get to some one 
amused us.  Smoke from wood-
stoves floated up from houses acces-
sible only by foot.  I'd hate to deliver 
a Maytag to the people that live 
tucked away down in those hollows.  
Reached North Carolina and took 
Rte. 16 south to Grassy Creek.   
 

   It was raining, but we managed to 
take a few pictures of the Grassy 
Creek Baptist Church thanks to 
Louise's wise move to pack dispos-
able raincoats.    Helped Louise 
change the film in here new camera.  
If I thought there was a rocket sci-
entist living anywhere in or around 
Grassy Creek, I would have taken 
the camera to him and let him 
change the film to save me and my 
sister a lot of aggravation.  We gave 

new meaning to “A Kodak Mo-
ment.” 
 
   Found our way to Jefferson, NC, 
through the quiet, gentle country-
side.  After a quick spin through 
West Jefferson and Jefferson, I fig-
ured we had no reason to worry 
about getting lost there.  Stopped at 
the only reputable looking motel, 
the Best Western, and got a room 
for the night--- a quiet room, up-
stairs, at the end of the hall, with 
rocking chairs outside the door.  
Louise liked this room a little better 
than the one we had the night be-
fore and suggested her true calling 
in life is to rate the quality of mo-
tels for AAA. 
 
Louise and I are a lot alike in many 
ways; more than likely we'll be re-
membered as the women who start 

every other sentence with the 
phrase “I'm not one to complain, 
but ....”  We don't think of ourselves 
as hypercritical -- we feel we have a 
keen appreciation of the finer things 
in life, a trait most easily attributed 
to our noble German forefathers.  
We are direct descendants of the 
physician to Frederick the Great 
you know.  That connection and 
$41.83 got us a decent room for the 
night. 
 
   The first thing we did when we 
got to the room, after the obvious 
thing one does after riding around 
in the sticks drinking Pepsi's all af-
ternoon, was to open up the phone 
book to scan for Ellers.  There it 
was before us in black and white -- 
page after page of Ellers.  This is 
where we belong; this is home.  
Here people try to keep up with the 
Ellers.  Here people-receive sample 
credit applications with Jane and 
John Eller's name typed in on the 
sample.  Here, like in Chilhowie, 
streets carry the Eller name. 
 
   We made a few phone calls to the 
Ellers listed in Louise's book, The 
History of Ashe County. No an-
swer, busy, busy, still busy. 
 
It was 7:30 and drizzling rain when 
we decided to abandon the phone 
and forage for supper.  Went to the 
front desk and asked where we 
could get something good to eat.  
The man at the front desk suggested 
the motel restaurant, but we insisted 
we wanted to branch out and try 
some local food.  When I asked him 
where he liked to eat, other than in 
his motel dining room, he suggested 
we go up the road to the 
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 Greenfield Restaurant & Camp-
ground.  The front desk clerk and a 
man waiting to check in, dressed in 
his paint spattered work clothes, 
chuckled to themselves when I 
asked if we would be able to get in 
dressed as we were -- we were in 
jeans. 
 
   When they stopped snickering, I 
asked if we were over dressed.  
“You're o.k.” they said. 
On the way to the Greenfield Res-
taurant and Campground, we passed 
the Adult Education Center and 
Community College complex where 
our "cousin" Peter Eller, who con-
tributed information about the Eller 
family to The History of Ashe 
County, is employed.  We hoped to 
get directions to the Eller cemetery 
from him, and Louise had some cop-
ies of Calvin's military pay records 
she wanted to give him.  

   We were one of the few people in 
for dinner at 8:00 PM. Everyone 
was very nice, but the food wasn't 
all that great. My sister had the 
country ham, which was unpala t-
able, and I had the roast 
beef, which I found to be 
tolerable. The nice lady at 
the register should not 
have asked us how our 
meal was. Louise was 
pleasant but told the truth.
              
   Seems the lady Louise talked to 
was a distant relative, a Howell; 
therefore, the conversation was a 
little longer than anticipated.  
 
   Back at the motel we made a 
"To Do" list for the next day:  
 
1.  Call Ellers 
2.  Find Calvin.  
3.  Obtain phone books to take 

home 
4.  Find Helton, N.C. (daddy's 
birthplace) 
5.  Buy my sister a night light (she 
forgot hers and her tick-tock clock 

and can't sleep well with-
out them)  
6.  Purchase souvenirs 
(walking stick for Hal)  
7.  Get real estate informa-
tion 
8.  Buy postcards  

9. Pick up tourist brochures 
 
   After making our list, we real-
ized we had yet another busy day 
ahead of us and would need a 
good night's rest to make up for 
the lack of sleep the night before. 
Turned in at 10:30 PM. Talked 'til 
the wee hours. Oh, well, we'll be 
able to sleep when we get home. 
Vacationing is not easy.  
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The winds as they sing  
Have a message to bring- 
They lament or they cry or they scream,  
They whine or they wail  
As they tell us their tale - 
Moan or whisper and let us dream. 
 
There are sad winds that mourn  
For a loss you have borne 
And gay winds that laugh night and day. 
There are breezes that sign 
As they float sweetly by 
In search of a good place to play. 
 

In the spring you will learn  
How to love and to yearn, 
As rustling green leaves in the trees 
Speak in whispers so dear 
Only lovers can hear 
Sweet sounds that are borne on the breeze. 
 
Then, as time glides along 
There’s a change in the song 
Of the winds as they grow in their might 
And you’ll snuggle in bed 
Covers high over head, 
As they prowl and then howl through the 
night. 

There are strong winds that roar 
As they beat at your door 
And shriek in mad frenzy and fright- 
They are evil with hate 
And lash out at their fate- 
Bringing darkness instead of light 
 
But the winds I like best 
Take a bird in it’s nest, 
Gently rocking it to and fro- 
It’s soft fingers caress 
And it’s kisses will bless 
And give peace in the earth below. 
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   Did not sleep long but slept well. 
Looked out the window -- rain again. 
Pulled on some clothes and went out to 
get my sister a Pepsi arid a coffee for 
myself. Smelled biscuits baking. 
Hmmmm. 
After morning beautification, we tried 
to call a few Ellers without any luck. 
Guess they all work. Packed up the 
Jeep; then iced up the cooler, while 
Louise lifted a stack of tourist brochures 
from the self serve rack. 
 
   Wanted some local telephone books to 
take home for reference, but felt bad 
about taking one from the room. Asked 
one of the maids if she thought the front 
desk might have some extra telephone 
books. She seemed to think so; but 
when I asked the desk clerk, he said 
they're hard to come by because guests 
are always stealing them. After showing 
him my pitiful, pouty face complete 
with protruding lower lip, he said he 
may have a few old ones in the storage 
room he could let us have. 
We accompanied him to the storage 
room where they keep the hermetically 
sealed plastic glasses and miniature bars 
of soap that make you scratch holes in 
your skin after using it, only to have 
him look around a little and say, "I'm 
sorry. I don't see any." 
 
   I had purposefully followed the young 
man on his search in case a casual 
search, such as the one he had just con-
ducted was made. Being familiar with 
cluttered storage rooms and boxes that 
may have one thing on the top, say -- 
snow boots, and something completely 
different in the bottom, say -- an inflat-
able wading pool, I decided to do a little 
snooping of my own. The first box I dug 
around in had, yes, last year’s telephone 
books. We took a stack. 
 
   Put our phone books in our newly cre-
ated souvenir sack, a large garbage bag 

in which we threw the miscellaneous 
items we picked up along the way, and 
went to the dining room to look over 
our brochures. The need for another 
cup of coffee was the excuse I used to 
get my sister, who wasn't hungry, to go 
to the dining room with me. 
 
   "Do you have biscuits?" I asked the 
waitress. "Sure do," she said.  "Do you 
have gravy?" I asked. "Yeah, we've got 
gravy." 
 
   I ordered a small portion of biscuits 
and gravy, but not before telling the 
waitress that my sister and I were free 
lance writers who were traveling 
through the south conducting a survey, 
trying to determine who has the best 
biscuits available for sale to the public.  
 
   "Do you want some coffee, too?" she 
asked.  Within a few minutes, my sister 
was enjoying biscuits and jelly with an 
iced tea, while I stuffed my face with 
three biscuits with gravy and a couple 
of cups of coffee.  Our waitress was 
transplanted from Massachusetts.  Said 
she and her husband came down to get 
away from all the taxes and live a 
slower paced life.  Said they like it here 
a lot.  We asked her about our bro-
chures, but she wasn't much help.  I'm 
not surprised, seeing how I live 30 min-
utes from the Washington Monument 
and have never been there. 
 
   I told the waitress that the biscuits 
and gravy were delicious – the best I’ve 
had south of the Mason & Dixon.  Told 
her she would probably be reading 
about this meal in a major publication 
in the near future.  She said, “That’ll be 
$3.50.”  I paid, and my sister left a big 
tip. 
 
   No longer novices, we went directly 
to the Ashe County Memorials in West 
Jefferson. Oh, it seemed so simple; but, 
alas, 'twas another day, in another 
place, and yet another cemetery.  Fired 

up the Jeep and headed toward West 
Jefferson.  Parked in front of the Ashe 
County Memorials and went to the 
door.  It was locked, but it had a note 
on it:  If you need help turn around and 
look down the street.  You'll see a sign 
for Miller's Jewelry on your left.  Go to 
Mountain Impressions across the street. 
 
   Found the jewelry store, but, when 
we looked across the street we didn't 
see a sign for Mountain Impressions. 
Moved the Jeep up the street and went 
into the jewelers to ask for help.  The 
gray haired lady working there said she 
never heard of Mountain Impressions, 
but things change so fast it's hard to 
keep up.  She thought it might be the 
printer across the street that doesn't 
have a sign. 
 
   Looked at the store directly across the 
street…when I asked the lady if the 
store with all the political stickers on 
the windows was the one she was talk-
ing about, she said it was.  Blatantly 
Jay-walked.  What did that woman 
mean about things changing so fast 
around here?  I'll bet you can't change 
your socks in this town without every-
one knowing about it. 
  Walked in the store. Scattered about 
on an old oak dining room table inside 
the door were campaign posters, print-
ing literature, and Ashe County Memo-
rial order forms.  I talked to a young 
lady who told me that the man I needed 
to talk to had just left; and as he kept 
no formal schedule, she was uncertain 
when he'd be back.  Suggested we go to 
the Ashe County Public Library where 
the women would be able to help us.  I 
thanked her.  However, when I asked 
her where the library was, she seemed a 
little uncertain as she pointed toward 
the back of the store and said, "Up that 
way somewhere, I think." 
 
   The town wasn't that big that we 
wouldn't be able to find the library by 
just driving around; that is, if it has a 
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sign stating that it is the library.  We 
hadn't gone more than a block before 
my sister spied a mustard -yellow 
(French's not the dark spicy kind) pawn 
shop wedged between an eatery and a 
newsstand. "Guns," my sister said.  I 
didn't feel out of place in the pawn shop 
at first, browsing while my sister chat-
ted about guns and collectibles and this 
and that. Then I noticed the three or four 
men sitting around were staring at us the 
same way the two men did at the used 
car lot at St. Claire Bottom.  But that-

wasn't until after Louise had told the 
men that we were cemetery hunters.  
Told them that we put over a hundred 
miles on the Jeep going up and down 
country roads outside of Chilhowie, fol-
lowing all the different directions the 
local people had given us to one ceme-
tery. 
 
   As if trying to mimic the people who 
had helped us, a distinguished looking 
older man looked at us and said, "Can't 
miss it.  Right?"  He smiled and we 
laughed.  As a matter of fact, everyone 
in the pawn shop laughed, except for the 
man sitting behind the desk.  The cor-
ners of his mouth twitched, like our 
daddy’s used to do when he tried to 
keep from laughing at something silly 
one of us kids had done or said; but the 
man never cracked a smile. 
 
   After the room lightened up a little, 
we told the men we were looking for an 
Eller cemetery in these parts.  The older 
man who spoke to us before gave us 
directions to the general vicinity we 
needed, and told us to stop at Blevins 
Store to ask where we could find Parker 
Eller.  He'd be able to help us. 
 
 
   I was getting ready to write down 
what he was telling us in my little note-
book, when Louise said that the people 
at Memorials had sent us to the library 
for help; but, maybe, we didn't need to 
go there after all.  The men who had 

been sitting around got up as if to see 
us to the door.  One said, "Yes, go on 
up to the library; the old women up 
there will love to help you."  "Yes, the 
library," the others agreed.  "Go on up 
to the library."  The proprietor pointed 
to a large brick building up on the hill 
surrounded by chain link fence topped 
with barbed wire.  "It's right up there," 
he said.   
 
   Up to the library we went. There's a 
sign on the library door that asks all 
genealogy researchers to sign in at the 
front desk, also warns that packages 
and bags brought into the genealogy 
room may be inspected upon departure.  
Stepped up to the desk and Louise 
filled out all the paperwork.  They keep 
records on who uses the facilities, what 
relatives you research, and what mate-
rials you use during your research." 
 
   We were escorted to the genealogy 
room and shown the cemetery files.  
Found out more about Ellers than we 
really needed to know.  We walked into 
the library with one question to be an-
swered -- "Where is Calvin Eller bur-
ied?"  We were to walk out with a lot 
more: "Where is our great-grandmother 
Laura Eller buried?" "-Where is baby 
Uncle Franklin buried?" "Where does 
the Cherokee, Dixie Bell Eller, fit in on 
the family tree?" "Should we join the 
Eller Association?" 
 
   The person who helped us the most at 
the library was, Joanne Kemp, a re-
search librarian, who showed us hand-
written directions to the Eller Cemetery 
which were kept in a private library 
file.  After explaining the directions to 
us, and asking us if we'd met Peter yet; 
she picked up the phone and called him 
at work.  Although he wasn't there at 
the time, the person Joanne talked to 
said he'd be back in fifteen minutes, if 
we wanted to call back then.  Joanne 
knows Peter.  He has a state job in the 
maintenance department of the local 

community college.  After she handed 
us his work number, she said he was bit 
bad by the genealogy bug when he was 
about 17; and she knew that he would 
be happy to meet us.   
 
   Before we left the library, I wanted to 
find out why it had barbed wire around 
it.  When I asked Joanne about it, she 
looked out the window like that was the 
first she'd heard of it.  "Oh, does it have 
barbed wire around it?  I guess it's there 
to keep the kids out," was her response.  
Now, isn't that a great way to educate 
America? 
 
   Being the daring adventurers that we 
are, Louise and I took a chance and 
stopped by Peter's place of employment 
unannounced.  We had passed the edu-
cation complex last night on our way to 
supper and, as luck would have it, it 
was right on the way to wherever we 
were going next.  Peter, dressed in blue 
jeans, red plaid flannel shirt, boots, and 
topped off with an NRA baseball cap, 
was in the office when we came in.  
We introduced ourselves and asked Pe-
ter if he could spare a few minutes. 
 
   Peter took us to an assembly room, 
where we waited while he went to get 
his Eller file.  The overstuffed folders 
he returned with, held together with 
rubber bands, papers and pictures drip-
ping out the ends, looked a whole lot 
like some of the files I keep in card-
board boxes under my bed at home.  
We are, without a doubt, related.  Right 
away, swapping began.       Peter gave 
copies of pictures to Louise, and Louise 
gave copies of Calvin's pay records she 
had gotten from the Archives in Wash-
ington, DC, to Peter.  We exchanged 
our begats:  We are the Calvin, Wil-
liam, Noah, Garland line. Peter is the 
Calvin, Benjamin, Peter line -- one be-
gat closer to -Calvin, yet one genera-
tion younger than us.  We traded tele-
phone numbers and addresses, before 
Louise told him that the sole purpose of 
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our visit-- was to see where Calvin Eller 
is buried. 
 
   Peter said he'd take a break and go 
with us to show us the way.  That is, if 
we had a vehicle that could go where 
we needed to go.  When I pointed at old 
Nellie Bell parked in the driveway out 
front, Peter said that it would do.  I hesi-
tated to tell him that the highest thing 
the shiny, black cherry Jeep with the 
curly antenna on its window has been 
up on is a grease rack at the Jeep dealer-
ship in Leesburg. 
 
   Took old 16 north out of Jefferson.  
Chit chatted about minor things on the 
way to Phoenix Mountain.  He pointed 
out where his father's sister, Wava, 
lived.  Said his parents live on Eller 
Street.  He married recently, a woman 
named Betty -- same as his mother. His 
sister Susie married not along ago too.  
His father is getting ready to retire from 
Thomasville Furniture in West Jeffer-
son. 
 
   We had no sooner passed a our right, 
than Peter it." Came to a near stop left-
hand turn.  Drove forward over the 
steering sign for the Little Phoenix 
Lodge on pointed to the left and said, 
"This is in the road, before making a 
120 degree a short distance and stopped. 
Leaned wheel and tilted my head back 
to look up where the road disappeared 
around a steep, sharp bend.  Slumped 
over the steering wheel, I felt my lower 
jaw drop and freeze in place after I 
asked, "Are we going up there?"  This is 
not real.  This is a cartoon.  The other 
two people in the cartoon aren't saying 
or thinking anything; they're just sit-
ting there.  But floating above my head 
in the cartoon, are little clouds contain-
ing my thoughts; and only you, the 
reader, and I, the flat, two dimensional 
figure behind the wheel, know what 
those thoughts are:  "We're going to 
die!"  "Where's the road?"  "I'll ruin the 
Jeep and Hal will kill me." "We'll get 

stuck and no one will ever find us." "I 
can't refuse to go or my sister will think 
I'm a wimp." 
 
This is real.  Without thinking, I eased 
the Jeep up the road paved with rocks; 
some of which had been washed out of 
place.  High clearance and precise ma-
neuvering got us around them.  I inched 
along until I saw a fallen tree and a 
mud slide covering the right half of the 
road.  The only way up was through the 
mud.  I heard a little voice coming from 
the darkest recesses of my now panic 
stricken Eller brain -- "The Jeep has 4 
wheel drive.  Now's the time to use it, 
genius!" 
 
   I stopped.  Reached down and pulled 
a mysteriously labeled lever, as if I 
knew what I was doing.  As L engaged 
the four wheel drive for the climb up 
the mountain,  
 
   I thought about the swinging bridge 
on the Boy Scouts Place that bordered 
the property our family once owned.  I 
was so little and the bridge was so big. 
I had to be brave, because I didn't want 
my sister to see me cry.  Louise had 
taken me on one of her long nature 
hikes that always proved to be an ad-
venture.  I was totally lost by the time 
we came to the swinging bridge the 
Boy Scouts had built across the Octo-
raro Creek, and I knew if I got sepa-
rated from my sister, I'd never find my 
way back home.  Because I was littler, 
my sister insisted that I go across the 
crumbling bridge first.  What was that 
supposed to mean?  If the bridge fell 
through on me, she'd know it wasn't 
safe for her to cross?  I was scared, but 
my big sister was behind me, so over 
the swinging bridge I went. 
 
   I was scared, and my sister was be-
hind me again as I eased on the gas.  
Through the mud we went.  Peter and 
Louise held on tightly to the hand grips 
above their seats, while I squeezed the 

steering wheel as we rolled up the 
rough,mountain road.  It was the 
strangest thing -- the Jeep stayed 
steady; but everything in the Jeep 
swayed furiously from side to side, in -
cluding us.  I could hear the half 
melted ice in the cooler sloshing back 
and forth like waves breaking on a 
rocky shore. We were on the move.  
 
   My confidence was building.  I felt 
like I was in a Jeep commercial; I was 
going to the top. Nothing could stop 
me. I was ready to conquer the moun-
tain, until I heard Peter say, "Stop here. 
We have to walk the rest of the way."  
 
   Stopped and left the Jeep in the mid-
dle of the road. Took only our cameras 
and rain ponchos, as it was still driz-
zling rain.  Walked about 50 feet up the 
grassy path to the cemetery. 
 
   Slightly obscured by overgrown 
grass, the white CSA headstone, with a 
Confederate flag at its base drew us to 
it. Louise and I stood in front of the 
stone in silence; our pilgrimage was 
complete.  Peter bent over and straight-
ened the flag at the base of the stone.  
He just stood there with us for a minute 
before he told us that he keeps a flag 
there to honor his great-grandfather. 
 
   As we walked around taking pictures, 
Peter educated us further.  The ceme-
tery, he told us, is on land previously 
owned by Calvin and his father before 
him.  Twice a year Peter and a few oth-
ers come up to cut the grass and look 
after the grounds.  Some of the graves 
had been marked only by fieldstones; 
but as they fell over or moved out of 
place by erosion, Peter replaced them 
with small, white, wooden crosses.  
Each August, family members come to 
decorate the graves.  Although the land 
is not in the family now, rights to the 
one-acre cemetery remain with the 
family as long as there are Ellers in the 
area. That seems to be in perpetuity. 
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   Took a picture of George W. and Ben-
jamin H. Eller's headstone.  Calvin 
named his children after famous people: 
George Washington Eller, Benjamin 
Harrison Eller, Robert E. Lee Eller, and 
our great-grandfather -- William Sheri-
dan Eller.  Peter doesn't know why Cal-
vin gave a son of his a Yankee name.  
We left Calvin surrounded by many of 
his children and other family members. 
 
   After we left the cemetery, I realized 
the only way out was up.  We continued 
up the mountain to the end of the road 
where I could maneuver enough to turn 
around in front of a hunting cabin.  
Other than the hunting cabin, the old 
house where Peter's grandfather Benja-
min Harrison Eller was born, is the only 
building on the road.  On the way-back 
down, we stopped and took pictures of 
the restored but unoccupied homeplace.  
Peter said that the man who lived there 
last had been.retired and dedicated all of 
his time to fixing up the house before he 
died.  His children have the place on the 
market; current asking price is 
$100,000.00 -- a steep price for some 
steep property.  The children can afford 
to sit on the place until they get their 
price.  Shame. 
 
   Pulled back on the main road and con-
tinued in the direction we had been 
heading.  We were circling Phoenix 
Mountain to get back to Jefferson.  Not 
far down the road, we stopped at the 
McNeil cemetery where Calvin's par-
ents, Peter and Nancy, are buried. Their 
grave sights, along with several others, 
are marked only by plain cinder blocks. 
There is no record of who is buried in 
each plot.  Peter pointed out an old barn 
in the valley where Calvin's brother 
Henry, a dashing man with black hair 
and a black mustache, who always wore 
a black suit and black knee-high leather 
boots, was, supposedly, shot in the back 
by the sheriff .   Henry was a 
"womanizer" who met a tragic end, run-
ning from the law.  Another of Calvin's 

brothers was hung as a horse thief.  
There is some debate over the veracity 
of these claims.  If true, it would be in 
keeping with the family code of honor 
and denial to only whisper the truth 
from generation to generation while 
always denying it out loud.  I guess it's 
hard for the family to preach hell-fire 
and brimstone while relatives are bla-
tantly diving into the flames head first 
of their own free will. 
 
   On the way back to Jefferson, with a 
good view of Phoenix Mountain .over 
our left shoulders, Peter proudly an-
nounced that a pair of black bears have 
moved back on the mountain. 
 
   Louise and Peter then tested each 
other on Eller lore, more for my 
enlightenment, I suspect, than for any 
other reason. The Phoenix Mountain 
was named for the ship the Ellers came 
over on from Europe.          Migrating to 
California from their first settlements in 
Lancaster, Pennsylvania, one group of 
Ellers branched off and decided to stay 
in North Carolina; presumably because, 
the mountains reminded them of their 
homeland in Germany. 
Peter told us that Calvin, a justice of 
the peace for Walnut Hill Township 
after the war, owned all the land be-
tween Lansing and Jefferson but lost.it 
piece by piece, bailing his ne'er do well 
brothers out of trouble. 
The roadsides around Phoenix Moun-
tain are filled with Ellers.  Passed 
Parker Eller's place.  Peter said Parker 
is on in years but likes nothing better 
than to have someone to talk with, but 
he's hard to get away from.  Saw the 
rustic country dwellings of some other 
Ellers that Peter said it's best not to 
have anything to do with. 
 
   Drove through the area that gave 
birth to all the old family ghost stories.  
Reme mber one that daddy told us about 
a wagon  without a horse going up hill 
with a coffin on it and another scary 

one about a banshee screaming at night.  
In and around Bina, named Berlin until 
World War I, Peter showed us which 
houses used to be "Eller Houses."  This 
was of particular interest, because Bina 
is where our sister Marie's husband is 
from.  
 
   During our travel conversation com-
ing down old 16 out of Grassy Creek 
the day before, Louise mentioned that 
when she was a little girl on a trip 
down south, Daddy had, taken her to 
watch vegetables, most memorable be-
ing bushels of green beans, being suc-
tioned off on a summer's night.  She 
thought the place was near Jefferson.  
As we approached Jefferson with Peter, 
we passed a big old white warehouse 
on the right.  Immediately, Louise rec-
ognized it as the place where Daddy 
took her to the produce auction.  Now, 
Peter said, it's used for flea markets on 
the weekend.  We commented on how 
vivid childhood memories can be.  
Something we should always keep in 
mind when we deal with children. 
 
   Before we dropped Peter back at 
work, he told us that if we wanted to 
talk some more about Ellers, we should 
stop by and see his Aunt Wava.  She'd 
love to talk to us.  But Peter warned us 
that once you got her started it's hard to 
get her to stop.  Promis ed Peter we'd 
keep in touch and said good-by. 
 
   With our main objective completed, 
we decided to push our luck and try to 
find baby Uncle Franklin's resting place 
before leaving Ashe County; but the 
burial records in the library listed only 
Ashe County as his burial place. We 
knew we'd have to rely on an older per-
son’s memory.  We had no choice; we 
went to see Wava.  After we introduced 
ourselves, Wava asked us in and seated 
us on the sun porch with her and her 
husband Reggie, who is now confined 
to a wheel chair as a result of a war 
wound he suffered in World War II. 
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   Louise and I sat silently as Wava gave 
us a run down of the many visits she 
made up north, and the many times our 
northern relatives had come to stay with 
her.  She told us about the time our 
Aunt Sis, then a young girl with long 
black hair, visited during an ice storm.  
Our mother's people, the Hudlers from 
over around Grassy Creek and Weavers 
Ford were fine, hard working people.  
The Ellers just love to talk. Uncle Bill 
(our Great Grandfather) was once the 
minister at Wava's church, The Bristol 
Baptist Church, which burnt down in 
the 1960's but was rebuilt. 
It says G.W. Eller on the reverend regis-
try she showed us, but she said that they 
just had the name wrong.  She gave us a 
letter written to Robert E. Eller from 
Peter J. Eller in 1936, in which Pete is 
telling Bob that their brother Bill, who 
is seriously ill and suffering, has some-
thing he wants to tell him.  Her nephew 
"Petey" is really interested in his his-
tory. 
 
   When Wava stopped once to inhale, 
we butted in and told her we wanted to 
know if she knew where our grandpar-
ents might have buried their infant son 
Franklin. Wava had a general idea 
where Annie and Noah Eller were living 
at the time, but needed to consult with a 
few of the older folks still living in that 
vicinity.  She asked us to go in the 
house with her while she made a few 
calls.  Wava showed us to the family 
room.  We sat on a couch on one side of 
the room, facing the big easy chair with 
the phone beside it, where Wava depos-
ited herself.  Above her chair on the 
wall is a case displaying all of Reggie’s 
medals.  He is a hero. 
 
   By the way Wava dialed the phone, I 
could tell she was a master.  As a matter 
of fact, I wouldn't be at all surprised if 
Alexander Graham Bell designed the 
telephone with Wava in mind.  To each 
person she called, Wava explained that 
she was helping two Eller girls from 

Pennsylvania research their history.  Of 
particular interest was the call she 
made to a Clara DeBord, or DeBoard, 
who attended school with Annie How-
ell, Rob Howell's daughter, at the Silas 
Creek School or the Dickson School on 
the old  Dickson farm. 
 
   As I listened to one side of the con-
versation, I could see my grandmother, 
little Annie Louise, walking to school, 
down a dirt road at the base of a moun-
tain, with her friend Clara. I knew I 
would drive down the same road and 
see places she left behind. I will see 
them with her eyes -- eyes she gave to 
my father that now belong to me.     Her 
eyes will see the old roads and I will 
smile for her.  Her eyes will see where 
one of her babies is buried and I will 
cry for her. 
 
   Considering all the information she 
knew first hand, as well as relying 
heavily on what she had just been told 
over the phone, especially the report 
given by our grandmother's school-
mate, Wava was ready to give us the 
final set of directions to the most prob-
able resting place of our infant Uncle 
Franklin.  If we could come back in the 
morning, Wava said she'd be happy to 
go with us on our hunt for late rela-
tives.  We appreciated the offer, but 
made it clear that we were pressed for 
time and would be able to try only once 
this evening before leaving the area.  If 
unsuccessful, we'd be happy to take her 
up on her offer some other time. 
 
   It was late in the afternoon and my 
sister and I were growing weary.  On 
our next trip, we will leave the sleeping 
bags and pillows behind and bring 
along Louise's night light and tick-tock 
clock, so she can sleep, and my pocket 
tape recorder, so I don't have to use 12 
pages in my little notebook to write 
down all the directions Wava gives us. 
We were supposed to go over the 
bridge, past the sub shop, bear to the 

right, Silas Creek Road, old Dickson 
farmhouse -- it used to be white but it's 
yellow now -- gravel road to the left, 
stop and ask for the old Dickson ceme-
tery, near Helton, don't pass Sturgills, 
bear right at Sturgills, go across hill, 
stay on the road and we should see an 
old school, if it's still there, the ceme-
tery is on top of a hill without a church, 
can see it from the road. 
 
   Thanked Wava for all her help; she's 
a gem.  Pulled away from the lovely 
brick rambler, with the sun porch fac-
ing the flag pole in the front yard and 
carport by the lane, and felt a new 
surge of energy.  Have become ad-
dicted to the hunt. 
 
   Wava's directions were easy to follow 
until we got to the big white farm-
house, that's yellow now, on the old 
Dickson place.  Turned left on the 
gravel road.  That was our first mistake.  
After an hour of driving back and forth 
from one end of the gravel road to the 
other, re-reading my notes before I 
turned around each time, we gave up 
on Wava's directions.  Louise went to 
two houses and I hailed down a pickup, 
driven by a Sturgill on his way home 
from work, to ask for help.  From what 
the people told us, the directions Wava 
gave us were right, the only problem 
was the order in which she gave them 
to us.         
 
   The last person Louise talked to was 
an elderly man who answered the door 
at the old Dickson farmhouse, which is 
yellow now.  He wasn't a Dickson, but 
he was married to one and was able to 
tell us where the family cemetery is. 
We were to continue on the paved road 
past his house for about a mile until we 
saw a church, Trinity United Method-
ist, on the left.  Right past the church is 
a paved lane going up a hill on the left. 
There is a chain link fence around the 
cemetery and the lane leading to it with 
a gate at the bottom and another one at 
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the top. The man asked Louise if she 
would remember to shut the gates back. 
We took that as verbal permission to 
visit the cemetery. 
Zipped down to the cemetery.  Louise 
got out and opened the first gate.  I 
pulled through and waited to give her a 
ride up to the next gate. Dickson secu-
rity is thorough and the cemetery is well 
cared for.  Don't think Franklin has a 
headstone, so we visited all the graves 
marked with field stones, hoping we 
were at least in the right place if not in 
the exact spot.  Looked down the hill 
and watched the dark brown horses 
grazing in the green meadow. Wiped 
something wet from my cheek with the 
back of my hand and smiled. It's a nice 
place. 
 
   My sister, Mary Louise, chose to walk 
down the hill to open the gate at the bot-

tom. Had my grandmother, Annie 
Louise, walked down the same hill be-
fore?  Now, only great-grandmother 
Laura Hudler Eller's resting place 
plagued me, but that would have to 
wait for another trip.  We had accom-
plished a lot more than we had set out 
to do, and both of us were just drained.  
Dusk was rapidly approaching.  Drove 
back to Jefferson and stayed at the 
same motel we stayed at the night be-
fore.  Asked for our usual room, but it 
had been rented. 
 
   Had dinner at the motel. I had fried 
shrimp -- the microscopic kind. They 
were O.K.  Louise ordered her favorite, 
the country ham.  After supper, Louise 
decided she wasn't going to order coun-
try ham again.  Went to the little shop-
ping center next door to the motel to 
look for a night light for my sister.  Fi-

nally found one in the hardware section 
at Roses.  I picked out a Mickey Mouse 
night light for my sister, but she said, 
"It's too childish."  When my sister, 
who is celebrating her 50 th birthday 
this year, told me that the Mickey 
Mouse night light was too childish for 
her, I about cracked up.  She made me 
put it back and selected a night light 
with a plain white plastic cover.         
After we compared prices, we compro-
mised on the Snoopy-on-his -red-dog-
house night light which was half the 
price.  No late night talking tonight.  
Felt like we had-crammed two days 
work into one. Went to bed about 10:00 
p.m. and went to sleep. 

Excerpts (4) from A Journal by Frances Eller Edwards 
(Thursday, May 21, 1992) 
Thursday, May 21, 1992 
 
   Didn’t stay up all night talking.  
Drifted off quickly, but that dumb 
Snoopy on his bright red dog house was 
shining right in my eyes, making me 
wake up each time I turned in his direc-
tion. 
 
   Woke about 8:00 a.m. and went out to 
the cooler to get my sister her morning 
Pepsi.  The sun was shining.  Wanted to 
try and make it as far as Blowing Rock 
that day, for no other  reason than to 
satisfy our curiosity.  Even after reading 
the brochure about Blowing Rock, we 
couldn’t figure out what the attraction 
was.  To us, it just looked like a big 
rock sticking up out of the ground.  Ba-
sically, our plan for the day was to tie 
up loose ends and go whichever way the 
wind blew. 

      The first place it blew us was to the 
gas station and then on down the road 
to the car wash.  Louise and I dug out 
our screwdrivers, her small one and my 
big one, and spent the next 10 minutes 
taking off the telephone antennae.  Fi-
nally, got off the antennae and the 
bracket that holds it, only to drop the 
nut to the screw that holds the entire 
works in place.  Oh, we had a good 
chuckle crawling around on the ground 
looking for the nut; just like looking for 
a contact lense on the bathroom floor. 
 
   Hal said it just unscrewed, but men 
like to make everything mechanical 
sound real simple, yet they’re the ones 
who can’t put a new roll of toilet paper 
on the toiler paper holder because they 
can’t master that little spring that holds 
it in place.  We were proud of our-
selves, taking that thing apart and put-

ting it back together again.  Bragging 
about it later, you can imagine our em-
barrassment, when Hal asked us why 
two grown women needed two screw-
drivers to take off an antennae that un-
screws like a light bulb. 
 
   The car wash did a good job getting 
off the North Carolina mud even up in 
the wheel wells; but, wisely, Louise 
suggested we vacuum it out later after 
it dried. 
 
   Headed back to the Ashe County Li-
brary for some information to take 
home with us.  We wanted the list of 
people buried in the Eller Family 
Cemetery on Phoenix Mountain as 
well as the name of the cemeteries 
where Henry and Laura Eller are bur-
ied. 
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   Louise was using the copier when she 
met a genealogy volunteer who worked 
for the library during the summer.  She 
gave us her card and said she’d be able 
to help us from home, if there was any-
thing she could look up for us, or if we 
needed copies of documents from the 
courthouse.  She showed us the file of 
index cards with the names and ad-
dresses of people who had also been 
there to research Ellers.  Also, told us 
about a man named Wade Eller, who, 
for his whole life, kept cards on which 
he recorded the vital statistics for all the 
Ellers he knew during his lifetime.  The 
Wade Eller file, now on microfiche in 
the library, can be a big help to us.  She 
showed us a lot more in the genealogy 
room — a lot of books and files on 
Ellers. 
 
   Said she was going to Lancaster next 
year to research her husband’s family, 
the LaFevers, and Louise promised to 
send her some background info on Lan-
caster to help her get oriented. 
 
   Louise and I left the library better pre-
pared for our next trip to Ashe County.  
Studying the family history is like solv-
ing a mystery — good thing I read all 
those Nancy Drew novels when I was a 
kid. 
 
   Our next stop was the First Union 
Bank just down the street.  Sandra told 
us we could pick up a good Ashe 
County map there.  
 
   Next, up the street to another car wash 
where we vacuumed out the Jeep  
Found a 22 shell on the ground by the 
vacuum; I wouldn’t advise butting in 
line there! 
 
      Needed a little fortification before 
pressing on.  Decided to try to find a 
home-style restaurant Petey had told us 
about even though we couldn’t reme m-
ber the name of it or where he said it 
was.  Certain we’d recognize it if we 

saw it, we’d drive around until we 
found it. 
 
   Instead, we stopped at the Dogwood 
Realty Office where we amused the 
office workers with our tales of ceme-
tery hunts, our most recent one being 
the one we took using a twelve page set 
of directions give to us by Wava Os-
borne.  “Oh, I know Wava,” on of the 
realtors said.  We waited for further 
comment; as there was none, we took it 
as a cue to mo ve on to the next order of 
business which was homes.  We needed 
real estate information to take home ot 
the curious speculators we left behind.  
If it’s not true that history repeats it-
self — look out — some of the north-
ern Eller may move back! 
 
   Louse got information on a random 
sampling of homes for sale in the area, 
and I got directions to some home 
cooked food.  Since everyone in the 
office agreed that The Lansing Restau-
rant up the road a ways had the best 
food, not to mention Wava recom-
mended it to us the day before, that’s 
where we headed next. 
 
   Arrived at The Lansing Restaurant a 
few minutes past noon during the peak 
of the lunch rush.  The place was busy.  
Didn’t have any problem finding a ta-
ble, though we did have to wait to get 
waited on.  Once the waitress finally 
got to us, holding two big glasses of 
iced tea in her hands, she said, “I know 
you didn’t order these, but do you want 
them?”  Who were we to refuse?  We 
took the tea and ordered our lunch — 
Louise asked for the big hamburger.  I 
ordered one of the lunch specials — 
chicken pot pie and corn and pintos 
served with a piece of homemade white 
and corn bread.  ( I love this place!  
Pinto beans on the menu and they don’t 
even use the word beans.) 
 
   Left Lansing and traveled back to 
Jefferson where we picked up 194 

South.  Took the scenic route to Boone 
so we could stop along the way at the 
Todd General Store.  It was great — 
built in 1914 with a few irises strewn in 
and  the ground hog that stuck his head 
out from uner the foundation went well 
with the weathered wooden building 
and its assortment of rusted farm im-
plements by the bottom of the rickety 
steps leading up to the front door. 
 
   The store sells the same things any 
convenience store would sell, but 
unlike other convenience stores, this 
one has an old wood stove with 
benches around it strategically located 
in the center of the floor.  It also sells 
antiquest, collectibles and crafts, but 
wouldn’t sell us the hiking stick Louise 
picked out for Hal.  It was a stick stuck 
in a stemp.  When Louise carried her 
prized “North Carolina walking stick” 
over to show me, I laughed ‘til I almost 
had an accident.  Hal wanted us to 
bring him back a walking stick.  When 
Louise spied this thing that weighed 
about 8 pounds, being used to hold a 
door open, she thought it was just the 
stick he needed to take on a hike with 
him.  She was sure that as long as he 
was holding on to it, he wouldn’t have 
to worry about falling off the side of a 
mountain or being blown over by a big 
wind.  Not to mention the muscles he’d 
build up.  But, alas, since it didn’t have 
a price tag on it, the lady behind the 
counter said she was sorry, but it was-
n’t for sale.  I went outside and sat on a 
step in the sun and listened to the quiet, 
disturbed only the wind and an occa-
sional bird song, while my sister pur-
chased a few gifts to take back to those 
left behind. 
    
   Stopped at a tourist information of-
fice in Boone to make sure we hand’t 
passed our next destination — The 
Hillbilly Trading Post.  As it turned 
out, we were less than a mile away.  It 
was there that Louise found a sumac 
walking stick for Hal.  I picked up a 
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train whistle for a little guy back home 
that I knew would just love to took it for 
hours on end; but as for his mother, 
that’s another matter.  
 
   On our way to Blowing Rock, we 
stopped at a little house that sold old 
stuff and some new stuff.  I bought sev-
eral old magazines and some wild 
strawberry and blackberry jelly made by 
the proprietor.  Louise bought some 
original blue grass tapes, also made by 
the proprietor.  Louse found rocking 
chairs in the store that are made in Lan-
caster. 
 
   Our energy and our trip were quickly 
coming to an end, even though we were 
left holding a 6-inch thick stack of bro-
chures for tourist hot spots: Mystery 
Hill, Tweetsie Railroad, Grandfather 
Mountain, Northwest Trading Post, the 
Mast General Store, and so on. 
 
   Knowing we’d have to save these 
places for another trip, we decided to 

make our last stop before turning back 
north, the big rock at Blowing Rock.  
For 3 dollars a piece our curiosity was 
satisfied.  “The Rock,” for which the 
town of Blowing Rock is named, is a 
big rock sticking up out of the ground 
at which point wind shears blow up 
past the rock.   
 
   There is some sort of Indian legend 
that says an Indian brave jumped off 
the rock only to be blown back up at a 
later date to the bereaved squaw he left 
behind.  When I asked the ticket seller 
what was so great about this rock we 
were about to see, she said the rock’s 
claim to fame was the Indian legend 
and the fact that snow falls up at the 
rock, a fact which was once used on 
Jeopardy.  The view from “The Rock” 
was spectacular, but we could have 
spent our 6 dollars at a restaurant up 
the road and enjoyed the same view.  
But, then we wouldn’t have know that 
bit about Jeopardy. 
 

   Louise and I refreshed ourselves with 
Pepsi and animal crackers before head-
ing toward home. 
 
   Left about 5:00 p.m.  Took us slightly 
more than an hour to go from Blowing 
Rock over to I-77, which we took north 
to I-81.  By 8:30 p.m. we were near 
Blacksburg, Virginia, where we agreed 
to spend the night; because it’s another 
4-1/2 hour drive from Blacksburg to 
Sterling, and we were both tired.  Also, 
it would be nice to show Louise the 
Virginia Tech campus where daughter 
Judi received her higher education.  Go 
Hokies! 
 
  Stayed at the Marriott and ordered 
Domino’s Pizza for supper.  Called 
home and left a message on the re-
corder.  Couldn’t go to sleep until Hal 
called to let me know he got back 
safely from Atlanta.  Bed by 11:00 p.m. 

Excerpts (5) from A Journal by Frances Eller Edwards 
(Friday, May 22, 1992) 
Friday, May 22, 1991 
 
   Woke to the sound of a compressor 
humming loudly nearby.  At first I 
thought it was the sound of a vacuum, 
but it was much too early for a maid to 
be working.  The drone went on and on 
and on; had no choice but to get up.  My 
sister was a little perturbed by the noise 
too.   I went to get coffee and a Pepsi.  
 
   I don't like to complain; but when I 
checked out, the girl behind the desk 
asked how I enjoyed my stay. I told her 
my sister was very tired from traveling 
and didn't appreciate being awakened at 
6:00 AM by some machine roaring near 
our room.  "Oh," was the reply.  Why 

did she bother to ask?  Why did I bother 
to answer? 
 
   Drove down to the campus and 
parked.  Big, old, gray stone buildings 
surround an oval drill field.  This main 
part of the campus is impressive under 
any circumstances, but it makes an ex-
traordinary impression when the 
weather is perfect like it was that day; 
the green of the lawn and trees, under 
the magnificent gray stone buildings 
with a clear blue sky above makes a 
beautiful sight.  Louise took some pic-
tures before going over to the book 
store to get gifts with Virginia Tech 
written all over them:  Virginia Tech 
pencils, Virginia Tech hats, and Vir-

ginia Tech socks. 
 
   Went to the library next to do some 
more research.  This time we researched 
only rest room facilities -- found- them to 
be satisfactory. 
 
   Left the campus and drove to the apart-
ment complex on Ascot Lane where Judi 
lived during her senior year. It's on top of 
a hill which offers a splendid view, as 
well as a splendid bike ride for someone 
who may have missed the bus and had to 
bike to class and back again.  A morning 
tour of Blacksburg is not complete with-
out a stop at Carol Lee's Bakery where 
they sell donuts -- freshly baked not 
fried.   
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   After the bakery, we headed for the 
interstate.  Filled up with gas and 
bought sandwiches in case we got hun-
gry along the way, which we did. At 
least I did.  Ate at a picnic table at a rest 
area halfway home.  The break felt 
good. 
 
   Arrived in Leesburg, VA around 4:30 
p.m. By coincidence, Judi, who had 
taken her first sick day in over a year on 
the job, and her boy friend Stephen 
pulled up at the Old Mill Boarding Ken-
nel on their bikes, just as we were pick-
ing up Henrietta.  They had stopped by 
the kennel while out biking to see if we 
had been there to pick up Henrietta yet.  
Henrietta sang loudly to us in the park-
ing lot.  The people in the office looked 
out the window and smiled as they 
watched the happy reunion.  She gave 
us each a kiss and then sang even louder 
in her finest operatic hound voice.  
Loaded Henrietta into the Jeep.   
 
   Louise gave Judi and Stephen some 
ice water out of the cooler to fill their 
water bottles for their hot, long pedal 

back to Sterling.  They promised to stop 
by the house before returning to Arling-
ton.  Henrietta rode home on Louise's lap.  
She had just had a shampoo and felt extra 
petable; however, I managed to keep my 
hands on the wheel instead of on her lus-
trous jet black coat and silky, long, brown 
ears.  There would be enough time for 
petting once we got home. 
 
   Arrived Sterling shortly after five.  
Unloaded the Jeep and partially reloaded 
Louise's truck that had been safely tucked 
away while we were gone.  She was 
spending the night and driving home the 
next morning.  Judi and Stephen stopped 
by at about the same time Hal got home 
from work.  We were going out for steak 
and cheese subs, but Judi felt so guilty 
about taking a day off, she want to get 
back home to sulk.  Guess you could say 
she really was sick.   
 
   Hal, Louise, Henrietta, and I drove back 
to Leesburg.  Since it was cool enough, 
Henrietta, as is her custom, waited in the 
Jeep while we ate.  Had a nice supper and 
returned home for a little conversation 

before turning in. 
As happy as I was to be home, I 
have to admit I was sad that the trip 
with my sister was over.  We did so 
many things in such a short period of 
time.  Don't think another duo could 
have accomplished as much.             I 
will remember the trip down south 
with my sister forever.  It was an-
other great adventure. 
 
   "... Being a family does not mean 
being perfect, but coming through 
together whatever life may bring: 
accepting-that family trouble is a 
given, family pain is part of life, and 
that the best a family hurtling 
through time can possibly do is 'to 
love and stay together"." 
 
From Staughton Lynd's review of 
Home Fires written by Donald Katz 
for The Washington Post, June 7, 
1992. 

Forest Home Church 
Submitted by Mary “Louise” Eller 

An article by David Eller 
 
 
   Forest Home Baptist Church was 
built around the year 1873.  The 
church was located where the North-
west Ashe fieldhouse now stands. 
 
   H.A. (Gus) Eller and his brother 
Adophus logged the timber for the 
building.  

   Some of the charter members 
were Lindsay Shoaf and his wife 
Rebecca, James Eller and his wife 
Mary Ann, Gus Eller and his wife 
Mary, Gus Wilcox, Ruth Hobbie, 
and Sidney Eller. 
 
   Rev. William Shuewood, Rev. 
Parks, Rev I.M. Carter, Rev. T.M. 
Duncan, and Rev. Eligheu Tucker 
were some of the Pastors. 

   Gus Eller, the Church Clerk was 
among the 35 members (17 men and 
18 women) who moved their mem-
bership to for Berlin Baptist Church. 
 
   Later on the building was torn 
down and moved to what is now 
known as the Warrensville  Baptist 
Church. 
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JAMES ELLER, continued 
Submitted by Mary “Louise” Eller 

An article by Pam 
Tribble. 
 
   During the Civil 
War, the North and 
South were both crip-
pled, not only from the 
effects of the war, but 
because almost every 
household lost their 
men to the Army.  
When the was started, 

every able man went off to the Army to 
fight for their side.  Although women 
during this time were accustomed to 
severe hardships, losing the head of the 
household meant the total burden of sur-
vival was laid upon their shoulders.  
Although willing, yet unable to serve in 
active duty due to health reasons, one 
man, James Eller, who resided in 
Wilkes County, was a great asset to the 
families left unattended in the surround 
community. 
 
   Mr. Eller signed up to go and fight for 
the Confederacy, but due to his bad 
health, he was unable to fight; however, 
James Eller thought it was his duty to 
serve in some way.  Instead of taking an 
active part in fighting against the Union 
Army, Mr. Eller was left in charge of 
supplies and materials provided by the 
government for the families left without 
a man.  This task of distributing sup-
plies could sometimes be a dangerous 
job.  Scoundrels (these were men from 
the North that did not belong to the Un-
ion Army, but ransacked and terrorized 
the South) would try to steal these sup-
plies and if it were not for the brave and 
honest men like James Eller, these 
scoundrels probably would have suc-
ceeded in getting to the supplies.  Hav-
ing this job gave Mr. Eller many ene-
mies. 
 
   On one occasion, Mr. Eller came fact 
to face with three men who wished to 
kill him.  After a bout with typhoid fe-

ver, Mr. Eller lay at home one day re-
covering from his illness.  These three 
men burst into his home and started 
harassing Mr. Eller and his family.  
These men were too lazy to hold down 
jobs, so the went around harassing 
families in the South and stole anything 
they wanted or needed.  On this occa-
sion, the men wanted shoes.  While be-
ing held at gunpoint, Mr. Eller took two 
of these men to his closet and gave 
them a pair of shoes.  He explained that 
since his illness, he had not worn the 
shoes.  But this was not enough for 
these thieves.  They wanted the shoes 
that Mr. Eller was wearing.  When he 
refused to take them off, these scoun-
drels threatened to kill him.  Mr. Eller’s 
wife, Mary Ann and his son, Gus, be-
gan untying his shoes and begging and 
pleading with him to give the men his 
shoes.  Finally, Mr. Eller consented and 
gave the men his shoes. 
 
   After the war, another such incident 
happened to the Eller family that would 
change their lives.  One September eve-
ning about dusk, James Eller was rest-
ing out on his porch.  Out from the 
house was a fence and across the fence 
stood a patch of corn in the field.  As 
his wife, Mary Ann, came out onto the 

porch, she noticed a 
man riding up the 
road on horseback.  
In just a few minutes, 
the very same man 
came down the road 
again.  This made 
Mary Ann very sus-
picious.  As she 
looked on down the 
road, she spotted an-
other man sneaking 
around trying to get close to the house.  
She knew she must warn her husband 
for she felt sure that these man had 
come to finish the job of killing Mr. 
Eller.  She slowly walked over to her 
husband who was sitting on the shaded 
end of the porch.  She told her husband 
to leave the house because he was be-
ing watched.  Mr. Eller slowly picked 
up his boots and stepped off the porch.  
Since he was on the shaded part of the 
porch it was hard for the men to see if 
he was still there.  Mr. Eller crossed the 
fence and went over into the cornfield.  
The men apparently thought they had 
Mr. Eller cornered, asked Mary Ann 
where her husband was.  She told them 
he wasn’t there.  They did not believe 
her so they searched the house, but 
James Eller was long gone.  He kept 
going until he crossed into Ashe 
County.  He bought the Braybeal farm 
and brought his family to live with him 
there.  Mr. Eller decided to move into 
Ashe County because he knew he 
couldn’t raise his family in such dan-
gerous atmosphere as Wilkes County 
held for him.  
 
   James Eller lived out the remainder 
of his life in Ashe County.  When he 
died, he was buried in the Eller Ceme-
tery in Lansing on the Rowie McNeill 
Road.  Mr. Eller’s granddaughter, 
“Miss Gert” Waddell, was the source of 
my information.  I would like to thank 
Miss Gert for her most helpful and de-
tailed account of her grandfather’s life.  



associated family lines worldwide to: 
ü Discover and preserve our his-

torical past 
ü Report current events and ongo-

ing contributions  
ü Develop and expand current 

family ties 
ü Provide ongoing biennial meet-

ings to summarize accomplish-
ments 

ü Socialize and provide inspired 
direction as we focus on the fu-
ture. 

 
A quarterly newsletter, The Eller 
Chronicles, is published and sent to 
each member in February, May, Au-
gust and November.  Information on 

The purpose of the Eller Family 
Association (EFA) is to draw all 
Ellers, regardless of their particular 
family line, and allied families into 
a cooperative effort.  We owe it to 
the present generation and those of 
the future, this effort to come to-
gether, explore and record our 
common roots and heritage. 
 
The EFA has already demonstrated 
that this approach is the quickest 
and most efficient mechanism for 
sharing family history and genea-
logical information.  
 
The Mission Statement is that the 
EFA exists to assist all Eller and 

all Ellers in the United States and 
Europe, from the 17th century to 
the current time is being gathered 
and made available.  To join the 
Association, please fill out the fol-
lowing information (to the extent 
known) and send with a check for 
$25 for the annual membership 
or $250 for a lifetime membe r-
ship payable to the Eller Family 
Association to: 
 

Roger Eller, Secretary/
Treasurer 
Eller Family Association 
PO Box 515 
Sneads Ferry, NC  28460 

Eller Family Association 
Membership Application 
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Membership Application 

Choose One:         o Annual Membership—$25.00                                     o  Lifetime Membership—$250.00 

Name:    
Address: 

Other family lines in which 
you are interested 

Telephone: 
Email: 

Oldest known ancestor  
(names, dates, place) 

 

 

 

 

 

Signature 



 General Information: 
Contact the Secretary/Treasurer... 
üTo apply for membership to the Eller Family Assn. 
üReport a change of address 
üReport a failure to receive The Eller Chronicles 
üPurchase back copies of The Eller Chronicles 
üPurchase the book George Michael Eller and 

Descendants of His in America by James W. Hook 
(1957, reprinted 1995) @ $40/ea 
üOrder copies of the book John Jacob Eller and His 

Descendants by J. Gerald Eller, Edward K. Eller, and 
Janine Eller Porter (1998) @ $60/ea 

 
Contact the Editor... 
ü To submit genealogy, family history, 

announcements or pictures for publication in The 
Eller Chronicles. 

 
Contact the Webmaster… 
ü To submit information for publication on the 

Website. 

We’re on the Web 
www.eller.org 

President: Thomas J. Eller 1311 Masters Drive 
Woodland Park, CO 80863 

(719) 632-2259 
ellertj@aol.com 

Vice President: Eric D. Eller 5461 Golf Drive 
Soquel, CA 95073-2771 

(831) 462-4322 
Ericeller@cruzio.com 

Secretary/Treasurer: Roger Eller PO Box 515 
Sneads Ferry, NC 28460 

(910) 327-0223 
rfjse@earthlink.net 

Board of Directors Anna Marie Bliss 1140 S. 8th Drive 
Show Low, AZ 85901 

(928) 532-0793 
Ajbliss@aj1.net 

 Benjamin Eller Jr. 64 Long Lane 
Kirkwood, PA 17536 

(717) 529-7525 
Benjamin.eller@eller.org 

 Joe R. Eller 2610 Nantucket Dr. 
Winston Salem, NC  27103 

(336) 765-7353 
Jrgdeller@bellsouth.net 

 Lynn Eller 42 28th Street 
Atlanta, GA 30309 

(404) 351-4304 
Doncarlrobinson@juno.com 

 Sue E. Koenig 303 Newfield Road 
Glen Burnie, MD 21061 

(410) 761-2046 
donnkoenig@aol.com 

Editor: Judy Eller 64 Long Lane 
Kirkwood, PA 17536 

(717) 529-7525 
judy.eller@eller.org 

Consulting Editor: J. Gerald Eller 214 Rocky Mntn Way 
Arden, NC 28704 

(828) 681-8680 
ellchron@aol.com 

WebMaster: Benjamin Eller Jr. 64 Long Lane 
Kirkwood, PA 17536 

(717) 529-7525 
Benjamin.eller@eller.org 

Historian: Lois Hardy 2860 Delhi Drive 
Clinton, OH 44216 

(330) 825-7567 
loishy@aol.com 

EFA ORGANIZATION 


