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JOY WILLETT was born in Crawfordsville and spent much of her child-
hood in southern Montgomery County. She has lived her adult life in 
Indiana, Arizona, and California. She currently lives with her husband, 
David, in Monterey County California. As an amateur genealogist, she 
has done extensive research and has written her paternal and mater-
nal family histories. In addition to genealogy, Joy enjoys writing poetry, 
painting, and traveling.
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KAREN BAZZANI ZACH has been a contributor of local historical articles 
for 40 years. A native Montgomery Countian, she grew up in Waveland, 
married Jim Zach, and recieved her grad degree from IU while working 
at CDPL as Children’s Librarian. Karen authored one of the newer coun-
ty histories, Crawfordsville: Athens of Indiana. After teaching English at 
Turkey Run HS for 21 years, she retired and is now enjoying visiting with 
her two children (Jay and Suzie), writing, reading, doing genealogy, and 
grandkidding!

CHUCK CLORE After a lifelong career in visual communications, Eure-
ka! Chuck discovered that noodling the nuances of the written word can 
be just as much fun as tweaking a font into an iconic logo. Montgomery 
Memories is the perfect venue to explore his treasured C-ville’s east-end 
recollections. An Athenian boomer from the class of 65, he delights in 
graphic design, cartooning, and story telling. Chuck’s articles reveal how 
a CHS senior cordurcy artist eventually evolved into an award winning 
designer and aspiring writer.

KELSEY CURRAN is one of the paginators for the Paper of Montgom-
ery County. She edits and helps complete the daily news as well as 
the Montgomery Memories and Sports Report every month for view-
ers to enjoy. She was born in a small town in Illinois and moved to 
Crawfordsville in 2016. She has three children. She enjoys spending 
time with her husband and kids, reading and baking.



A few days before Christmas, Farol Louise, 
daughter of Arthur and Olive (Jackson) Tague 
passed away and in the 21st (1923) Waveland 
Independent, this little poem wrapped up her 
sweetness “There’s a dear little girl coming home 
today – she is almost ready to fly away – from the 
earth she used to live in.  She has grown so fair, 
she has grown too sweet, for the earth we used 
to live.  Let’s go and open the gates of pearl and 
be ready to welcome the dear little girl.”  Her 
obituary went on to say that her father, mother, 
four brothers and many other relatives and friends 
would miss her “innocent prattle of her baby 
voice.”  Can’t imagine having to bury such a little 
child and it would take a special Funeral Home 
director and/or minister to sooth the mourners.

Rev. Elijah Rockwood Johnson passed away at 
his home in Mulberry for real this time on Sept 
28, 1902.  About ten years previously, he had 
been seriously ill with typhoid fever and for days 
lingered between life and death.  Finally the doc-
tors taking care of him called in his family to tell 
him good bye.  He bid each the same and gave out 
a blessing to all.  He gave specific directions to 
his wife in regards to his funeral which was car-
ried out.  The family and friends all gathered for 
the final funeral service.  Almost complete, the 
choir was singing a closing hymn when the good 
Rev. all of a sudden raised up in his coffin as 
though he had been asleep.  The service of course 
immediately stopped and several women fainted.  
Friends assisted him out of his final resting place, 
doctors made an exam and although it took three 
days before he could speak, his improvement 
was steady and in a few months he was back to 
normal.  Ten years later, though he died for real 
at age 71 and a few months old.  This time the 
doctors were 100% sure he had passed and his 
body was embalmed, thus he rests in Spring Vale 
Cemetery in Lafayette.  

A similar situation was when Minta Wilson just 
14 years old, daughter of Harmon Wilson passed 
away; however, the funeral director felt things 
weren’t just right so he did not embalm the body 
and merely put some preservation on her face for 
the viewing.  When folks went to view the body, 
they noticed that her face had quite a glow, her 
lips a cherry red, her flesh slightly warm and her 
muscles supple, like she was lying “in a sweet and 

dreamless sleep,” so natural-looking.  The funeral 
was postponed and several local doctors called to 
check her closely.  They declared no sign of life 
was there.  However, the neighbors holding a 
vigil overnight all agreed her color and body only 
presented health.  Her “death” was thought to 
have occurred with an aneurism of the heart and 
the family were in hopes that all would be well.  
Doctors said no life was available but the parents 
again postponed the funeral.  Finally, a female 
faith doctor, (Mrs) St. John Roosa fixed a concoc-
tion containing whiskey and stimulating ingredi-
ents and poured it down the child’s throat hoping 
it would stimulate life again.  Nope!  Nor did the 
hot irons touched to her feet or a doctor opening 
a vein.  So, finally although the body still held 
its glow after several days and no decomposition 
showed, the funeral finally took place, after a post 
mortem examination by three local doctors who 

found that she died of a large abscess in her upper 
left lung (it was actually completely destroyed and 
the right lung was close to as bad).  There was 
also water in the chest then top that off with pleu-
risy, which was all too much for her little body to 
combat.  RIP Minta! 

In April of 1891, two young brothers passed 
away, James Byrd just 22 years old died and 
his brother, Edward, 28, passed the next after-
noon.  Perhaps it was a forerunner to the 1918 
epidemic, as the boys both began with the grip 
(flu) and ended with severe cases of pneumonia.  
So sad, both parents were also deathly sick with 
the same.  The double funeral at Oak Hill though 
had many friends and relatives of the young men 
present where the boys were laid side by side in 
the same grave.  (Orval) Edward was married and 
left a young wife (Jennie Carroll) and infant son, 
Roy.  Both boys had shared their amazing musical 
talents with the community many times over and 
were very well respected. BTW – their parents 
both lived beyond, father Peter passing in 1906 
and mother in 1924.  

Clara Munson just 24 years and 28 days old 
died Aug 16, 1910 at the home of her father-in-
law, John Munson who was sexton of the Masonic 
Cemetery (now Oak Hill – Grant Avenue).  She 
slept in a tent in the yard there in hopes of aiding 
her health (tuberculosis).  From there she could 
view the cemetery that would be her final rest-
ing place.  She told the whole family the kind of 
coffin she desired and that she wanted to be buried 
in her wedding dress.  Clara was the daughter 
of George Ebaugh and had been married to Ora 
Munson less than two years.  After viewing the 
cemetery for days upon end, she finally even 
chose the exact place where she wanted to be bur-
ied.  Rev. A. Plunkett had married the Munsons 
and so she chose him to officiate with the Baptist 
Church choir singing for her one last time.  Sadly, 
Ora remarried and is buried with his second wife 
and Clara has no stone.  Wonder if she forgot to 
tell them about her choice for that?  

Thus, you find here a few of the odd funerals 
and funeral happenings in our area in days gone 
by and when I went to find a picture of someone 
or something for the article, the brothers had the 
only tombstone (thanks so much to Fines) I found 
– makes it twice as sad! 
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October Feature: Ya’ All Rest in Peace
Karen Bazzani Zach, Montgomery Memories
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Although this is not Montgomery County it is a sad but unusual funeral.  This took 
place in July of 1893 (CDJ 13th p 4) in Reading, PA.  Six members of the Kreider 
family at Cando, ND were murdered and brought to Elizabethtown, Lancaster Co PA 
to the home of John H. Risser, father of Mrs. Kreider.  There were over 15,000 persons 
who attended and over 3,000 carriages there and many who walked a great distance 
to attend.  A complete hush “prevailed while the bodies were lowered into one large 
grave and placed side by side – Father, Mother, Bernice, their 13 year old daughter 
then the other three children according to their age.” The minister conducted the sad 
services, then the earth was thrown in.  Thousands lingered near to view the most 
remarkable funeral ever seen in Pennsylvania (and likely anywhere).  Note: a photo of 
this family with names is on FindAGrave – tears at your heart to see those little ones 
and such a nice looking couple!  

Another remarkable one in Indiana (St. John’s) was for Father A. Heitman in 
December of 1911.  There were 30 plus priests in attendance, and the bishop.  Father 
Heitman was born in Germany in 1832 and came to America in Sept 1864.  Ordained 
at Ft Wayne the next year he served at St. Mary’s and St. John’s in the Ft. Wayne area. 
Ministers and priests from all over the state attended and the ladies (Rosary Society 
…) served a large meal.  

An unusual post war procession arrived in Santa Fe with 20 freight wagons in the 
procession, each wagon a hearse loaded with remains of soldiers in various stages of 
decay.  They had been buried one by one over a period of several years at Fort Craig 
and the government had ordered them removed and taken to the federal cemetery at 
Santa Fe.  Each had been removed, packed in gunny sacks and labeled.  Only one, 
Lt. Drew was brought in a coffin.  He had perished in the desert because of thirst and 
his protruding tongue showed the intense suffering at his death.  There were a total 
of 140 bodies.  Sadly, there was no religious or military services and “the men hired 
to accompany the procession tossed the sacks into the graves with little care!”  That 
makes me cringe!

Might be the most unusual funeral I’ve ever read about – that of “Mattie Campbell,” 
her working name, but Florence Broderick in actuality who died at the station house 
in Terre Haute after leaving the home she stayed in for three years and returned when 
sick with consumption, going to the Tyron House and having the matron kick her out 
in the street (mid-Feb) to die and picked up by the local police, dying in the station 
house a few hours later.  She was 15 living in Union County when her father kicked 
her out of their home and you know how she had to make money.  She died at age 22 
after having consumption two years.  The police asked a couple of religious folks who 
asked more, and some of her “fellow workers” came down and she asked them to sing 
hymns to her.  For two hours that’s just what they did.  The next day the minister who 
had lead the singing said he found a dear girl at the station gasping for air, a Miss Mat-
tie Saunder with her hand under the sick girl’s head, tears rolling down her cheeks.  A 
large number of people gathered there and at the funeral the next day at the folks (the 
Hunters) who had had her for three years.  In her belongings, they found a letter from 
her brother stating she was welcome to come home and come soon. She didn’t make 
it.  Her death brought a realism to many about the young women who get involved in 

a life they really did not want to be in and 
the minister and several women were hav-
ing an open meeting at the Congregational 
Church that very night to help any of them 
who wanted to get away from such.  Jobs 
found. Homes found for them, isn’t that 
ironic?  Just too late for Florence “Mattie” 
Broderick Campbell! 

Another interesting twist to a New 
Haven, Conn funeral in October 1885 was 
that Alida Harwood was a devout Roman 
Catholic but she was the daughter of Rev. 
Edwin Harwood, pastor of the Trinity Epis-
copal Church in New Haven.  Thus, her 
father had services for her in his rectory, 
and Father MJ McGinney, a Catholic priest 
conducted one as well.  Her mother had 
promised the dying girl to call him when 
she passed.  Although Father McGinney 
could not recall another case, he found no 
rules against a duo-funeral!  Double bless-
ings her way!

Here in MoCo, one unusual affair was 
that of our two-time Mayor, Fred Bandel.  
The great bell tolled early on a cold, gray morning bringing the message to all the city 
they were expecting that their beloved mayor had indeed passed.  Fred was mayor 
when big opportunities arose (to put in the water works for instance) and he tackled 
these with much relish.  “His every act as mayor was characterized by a commendable 
fairness and rare executive wisdom!”  His wife and children gathered around him with 
his friend and pastor, Rev. Leech who read comforting passages and administered to 
him the sacrament of the Lord’s supper, his family also sharing in communion with 
him.  When asked by Rev. Leech if he was ready to entrust his soul to the Heavenly 
father, Mayor Bandle answer, Yes, Oh, yes!  His funeral procession began with the Po-
lice Force, the band, the Fire Department, City Council and all city officials, Delega-
tion of Working men; Order of Moose, Masons, Knights Templars, hearse, mourners 
in carriages and other vehicles, the pall bearers (all past eminent commanders of the 
Knights Templar).  Married for 21 years to Lena Steinhouser, she chose a selection 
of songs, including Nearer My God To Thee.  A stonecutter, Fred Bandel worked on 
the courthouse in his youth.   A member of Ben Hur, AOUW, Moose and many other 
organizations, he had exceptional business sense and had made sure there was enough 
to take care of his family.  Besides that, he was handsome (photo from his memorial 8 
Jan 1897 CWJ).  A truly sad but pleasant funeral was held on Jan 7th 1897 with nary a 
seat left in the First Methodist Church. 

Rest In Peace, each and all! 

Odds & Ends – Collected & Commented on by Karen Bazzani Zach 

This is our county! 
Why not help preserve its history by contributing to Montgomery Memories?

Email Karen Zach: karen.zach@sbcglobal.net      Subject: Montgomery Memories
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The theme for October, “unusual deaths 
or funerals,” is certainly fulfilled by the sto-
ry of Basil Tracy, the focus of this month’s 
Nifty at Ninety. His well-lived and long life, 
as well as his decline, illustrates the vitality 
of this man.

Basil (also spelled Bazzle and Bazil) 
was born on February 7, 1803 in Mason 
County, Kentucky. His parents, John and 
Nancy Price Tracy, were born in Maryland. 
Nancy was the daughter of Veazy Price 
and Samantha Barton. In circa 1795, John 
and Nancy migrated to Kentucky. They 
had eight children. Basil and his brothers, 
Veazy, John, and Jesse, were early settlers 
in Montgomery County, Indiana (History of 
Montgomery County). 

On March 4, 1822, Basil married Eliz-
abeth Price. Elizabeth was the daughter of 
Thomas and Elizabeth (Galloway) Price. 
The Price family, which originated in 
Wales, settled first in Maryland and came 
to Kentucky in ca. 1795. Elizabeth was a distant cousin of her mother-in-law, Nancy Price 
Tracy. 

To afford their move to Indiana, Basil split rails, broke hemp, and worked in a distillery, 
while Elizabeth hired herself out as a domestic. In time, they earned the $100 needed to pur-
chase 80 acres of land. In December of 1827, Basil entered the land in Montgomery County, 
Indiana with the U.S. General Land Office. During their first winter in Wayne Township, 
they cleared their initial 11 acres of timber. In July of 1832, Basil entered an additional 80 
acres. He made money through wintering and selling calves, buying and breaking cattle to 
work, and selling pork in Chicago. He also shipped and sold goods in New Orleans. 

Basil and Elizabeth had 11 children. Their two oldest Nancy (b. 1823) and Thomas  (b. 
1824) were born in Kentucky. Their other children, all born in Montgomery County, were 
Sarah (b. 1826), Elizabeth (b. 1829), Lydia (b. 1834), William (b. 1836), Missouri (b. 1837), 
Mary (b. 1838), Martha (b. 1842), James (b. 1843), and John (b. 1850).  

Basil became a wealthy businessman and farmer. The 1850 census reported that his real 
estate value was $225K in modern day value. This increased to over $300K in modern day 

value by 1860. Ten years later, his personal and real estate value jumped to over $1.14M 
in modern day value. Basil would accumulate almost 2,000 acres of land in Montgomery 
County, and over 900 acres in Benton County.

In addition to his business endeavors, Basil was an active and honored member of the 
Waynetown Masonic Lodge (Crawfordsville Daily Journal Wednesday, 16 March 1892). 
He belonged to the Christian Union Church. The denomination was started during the Civil 
War. Members supported the Union but were opposed to Lincoln and going to war. This 
caused such a rift in certain congregations that the new sect was founded (https://www.
christianunion.com/). In politics, Basil was a Democrat. He cast his first vote for Andrew 
Jackson. 

Three of Basil and Elizabeth’s children died young - William age 12, James age five 
years, and John at the age of twenty. Mary died at too young an age too. She was only 32. 
I couldn’t find information regarding their daughter Elizabeth, who died in 1881. Three 
of Basil and Elizabeth’s children married and farmed in Wayne Township, Montgomery 
County. This included Nancy and her husband Dan Merrell, Lydia and her husband James 
Pierce, and Martha and her husband John Biddle. Two children farmed in Benton County – 
Thomas and his wife Alcy Phillips, and Missouri and her husband Daniel Hauk. Basil and 
Elizabeth’s daughter Sarah married Vezey Grenard. They made their home in Fulton County, 
Illinois. 

Elizabeth died on October 4, 1886. She was interred in the Waynetown Masonic Cem-
etery. Basil’s later years weren’t without controversy. According to the Richmond Item 
(Richmond, Indiana) on May 27, 1891: “Basil Tracy, of Waynetown, is 88 years old… His 
grand-daughter, Mrs. Lizzie Mills, made a home for him…While there, he was induced to 
transfer his entire property to herself and husband…other relatives have asked that a guard-
ian be appointed and that the property be transferred back and put in his charge.” Interest in 
this case was widespread and reported in newspapers across the state.

On March 16, 1892, the Weekly Argus News reported that,  “For seven weeks he [Basil] 
has laid upon the bed unable to move but suffering from no complaint…In this time he has 
taken no medicine or food…The man who was once heavy and six feet high is now picked 
up in the nurse’s hand without the least exertion...This case of wonderful vitality has attract-
ed no little interest.” The story of his extraordinary demise was also reported in the Indiana 
State Sentinel, The Indianapolis Journal, The Daily Democrat, and The Fort Wayne Sentinel. 
The Fairmont News (Fairmont, Indiana, July 7, 1892) exaggerated some, claiming he had 
nothing to drink for fifty days! 

Basil died on March 25, 1892. He was interred next to Elizabeth in the Waynetown Ma-
sonic Cemetery (photo by Velma Dalton). May Basil, who was valiant in life and in death, 
rest in peace.

Photo courtesy of Velma Dalton via findagrave.com
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A solemn epitaph for me, the village 
jester, hardly seems appropriate. On 
the other hand, a power-point presenta-
tion of Mike Baldwin’s graveside car-
toons may be going a little too far. One 
of Mike’s drawings has a foursome 
of octogenarians gazing down into an 
open grave. A fellow addresses the lit-
tle old lady standing next to him, “I‘m 
not climbing down there to fetch your 
teeth. Serves you right for spitting.”

Strike the right balance:  Painting the 
departed as a saint when occasionally, 
like all of us, he ain’t, may cause those 
who knew him well to wander forward 
to check out just who is in the casket. 
Share too much of his humanity. You 
may diminish his contributions to 
the lives of those who have gathered. 
When I go, I am convinced an open 
mic for my buddies to share stories is a 
bad idea. Funerals can be tricky.

I truly, admire the clergyman who 
handles that dilemma well. 

It must have been extremely challeng-
ing for the Alamo Odd Fellows Lodge 
that conducted the services for the 
eccentric Joseph M Willis. A prominent 
doctor with medical patents that earned 
him a fortune, Willis commissioned a 
37-foot granite monument to be built in 
his memory. The 60-tun obelisk spires 
high above the tiny graveyard at the 
southeast edge of Alamo, Indiana. It 
is simply inscribed, WILLIS, on one 
side. Joseph M Willis, December 26, 
1848 — November 11, 1903, is on the 
opposite side with no mention of his life 
achievements. The fact that he died by 
his own hand must have tested the skill 

of the eulogist. It must have been a very 
unusual funeral.

Rest assured, this artist will not draw 
his own conclusion. Although, a 37-foot 
tall obelisk in the shape of a number 
2 pencil would be pretty cool. Does 
Go-Fund-Me allow contributions if you 
are already gone? The inscription might 
read, “Here lies Chuck Clore, a sketchy 
artist who left a trail of graphite and a 
few great concepts. May his final draw-
ing never be erased.”

That and the memoirs I write are my 
shot at immortality.

The cup-of-pencils photo and the 
thought expressed below are inspired 
by a Casting Crowns Christmas video. 

The Jester’s Epitaph

“Is there room in your heart for God 
to write His story?” https://www.
facebook.com/castingcrowns/vid-
eos/446449223028824

Evangelists place such a heavy em-
phasis on avoiding a brimstone finale 
that sometimes we miss the benefits 
He provides on our way to the finish 
line. 

I am not dismissing the value of a 
crackling-fire Sunday night evange-
listic service. In 1962 at the red brick 
Assembly on Wabash Avenue, the 
reverend scared the hell out of us with 
stories of indecisive teenagers sud-
denly entering eternity after a horrific 
car wreck. I came forward, like six 
Sunday nights in a row. But it wasn’t 
totally a fire-escape decision.

Looking back over six decades, the 
real value of that decision is compan-
ionship. It is not having to walk alone. 
The more I make room for God, the 

better life becomes. Notice I said, bet-
ter not easier. He promises to be there 
to help us through life’s challenges. 
Involving God in all your decisions 
will provide the opportunity for Him 
to write a great story.

Whoa, that’s enough serious stuff. 
I have worked hard to mine as much 
humor out of life as possible. Occa-
sionally, I’ve succeeded. My eulogy 
should share a few of those nuggets. 
Paint me as a saint at your own risk. 
When you get struck by lightning, 
brush the ashes from my casket. 

One last request: Another song by 
Casting Crowns I would like at my 
service

Scars in Heaven (Song Session) · 
Casting Crowns, 

The only scars in Heaven are on the 
hands that hold you now. 

htts://www.facebook.com/casting-
crowns/videos/460059282129312

Story & Graphics by Chuck Clore

Photo courtesy of  Chuck Clore

Photo courtesy of  Chuck Clore

Photo courtesy of  Chuck Clore
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By Joy Willett

My dad told a joke,
one hard for me to get,

as we drove by a cemetery
he’d make a bet.

“I can tell you how many
out there are dead,”

as he pointed out the win-
dow

to the gravestones ahead.
I’d ponder and wonder
and count fast as we 

passed,
while he grinned in my 

direction 
“Well, have you guessed?”

“There are too many,”
I’d reply, upset at my 

defeat;
“Try again,” he’d say,

“but don’t cheat.” 

Check out page 10 for the solution
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Poetry and PuzzlesFor Clara
By Mae Mason Thomas (Joy’s 
grandmother upon losing her 
sister when she was age 19 of 

peritonitis)  

She did live and permeate
and make fragrant all the places
which were her earthly haunts.

She brought something fine 
into the world, and it must 

remain,
even tho’ she has departed it.

We should be thankful
that she was allowed

to be with us even for a little
and not 
bitter

that she 
now has 

gone from 
us a little.

1 2

For Whom 
The Bell Tolls

Clara and Nancy Mae Mason
ca. 1895



Karen’s Kitchen
Karen Bazzani Zach, Montgomery Memories

Well, funerals as the theme left me with basically one subject for this month’s column, so thought I’d share a couple of items I usual-
ly take to someone who has lost a loved one.  Usually, I make chicken salad.  I don’t really have a recipe but here’s how I make mine.

I use 5-6 large chicken breasts and a thigh (or two if they are small) as I like the combination of the two – if you use just white meat, 
I think it’s too dry.  I just put those in the oven and cook ‘em (covered) for 30 minutes or until done (depends on the size, sometimes 
it only takes 25 but sometimes a bit more).  Afterwards I have this really cool chopper that I use for just that – I chop ‘em all up.  I 
add various things but usually – green grapes, hard boiled eggs, celery chopped, green onions and fairly large pieces of walnuts.  
Then put as much Miracle Whip as you like – I kind of judge that when it gets smooth it’s good! 

Now, I have also added other items – finely chopped carrots, relish, green peppers, apples.  It’s fun to “play” with the chicken salad 
to refine it just how ya’ like it but if ya’ stick to my basics above, you’ll have some pretty yummy food whether you eat it, take it to a 
reunion, class party or to a funeral.

Probably given ya’ this recipe before but I often make “Two Cake.”  That’s not the original name but when I taught at Turkey Run, 
I’d take this cake in for my lunch hour group (having put up the recipe so the others could make and enjoy it too – a couple of them 
tried and said mine was better – (hmmm I was probably being wooed) – anyway the guys saw all the 2 of this and 2 of that and start-
ed saying, “Hey, you haven’t brought the Two Cake for awhile,” so since then that’s what it is called but the original title was Pine-
apple Easy Cake (and oh, I have it on my Family Recipes on the GenWeb page and some lady from Australia saw it, made it, loved it 
and she calls it, “Karen’s Kake” – what a hoot).

Two Cake

2 C. Sugar 
2 tsp. Soda 
2 C. Flour 
2 Can Crushed Pineapple (do not drain – it is the liquid for the cake).   
2 Eggs

Mix all!  Put in a 9 x 13 pan (do not grease it or spray it – 
I mix it right in the pan).  
Bake 350 for 35-40 minutes.  
Cool and add icing! 

Icing

8-oz softened Philadelphia Cream Cheese  
½ Stick soft butter
1 tsp vanilla
 C. Confectioner’s Sugar.  

Cream together and frost cake.  

YUM! 
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Well, stretchin’ this a bit for the 
County Connection, but James A. 
Scott did come here from I believe 
Shelby County, Kentucky, hav-
ing been born there 8 Aug 1793 
(parents John and Nancy Means 
Scott) and passed away here in 
Crawfordsville, 5 Oct 1845, hav-
ing had a large family, some born 
in Kentucky while others here and 
purchasing at least two land grants 
3 miles southwest of Crawfordsville 
on Offield Creek in 1836, totalling 
around 150 acres.

According to a couple of family 
trees on Ancestry, James Alexander 
Scott married Susan Bell (1801-
1872) in Fayette Co KY 20 Jan 
1817.  They were parents of nine 
children, three sons and six daugh-
ters, most of these children staying 
in MoCo (or Indianapolis) includ-
ing Jefferson White Scott known as 
“Jeff” who was born here 25 Nov 
1843 (his father passing about a 
year and a half later, so sad) and dy-
ing 30 April 1893, a young age, not 
quite 50 years old.  His mother, Su-
san, remained a widow for 25 years, 
passing away of congestion of the 
brain 30 Oct 1872, having raised 
the family all on her own – they are buried at Oak Hill with quite a unique 
stone.  The Scotts go back to Scotland (Morayshire) to Rev. James Scott 
who was the son of a minister, as well.  James’ grandfather, Alexander Har-
din Scott was in the Revolutionary War in the 1st Virginia Regiment.  The 
Scotts (on several Ancestry trees) go back to a Thomas A. Scott born 1560 
in Yorkshire, England but the proof wanes after the Scottish ministers.  

Jefferson White Scott had a variety of careers, first as a laborer in India-
napolis, but home he came and other jobs here included running a grocery 
store for some years.  His brother William H. Scott ran a livery stable 
business in C’ville so Jeff may have helped him as well.  His first jump 
into the political world (a Republican always, believing in their principles) 
was for Assessor of Union Township and he served several terms in that 
as well as Deputy in the county auditor’s office where he was said to have 
been a painstaking clerk.  At his death he was serving as a City Council-
man.  “As a council member, Mr. Scott was very prominent and always 
found on the side favoring internal improvement.  He believed in progress 
and the future of our city.”  Each time he ran, no one ran against him as 

they all believed he was the best 
for the job.  

The second day of January, in 
1866, Jeff married Emma Beal and 
other than not having children (they 
both had several nieces and neph-
ews), they were so very happy to-
gether, and although not a member 
of a specific church, Jeff attended 
both the Christian and Methodist 
and was a believer in church work.  
His death was mourned by the 
whole community, “a friend to all 
men, honest in his business dealing 
and cordial in his work with man-
kind.”  

So, when the bells tolled on May 
5th, 1893, no one knew who the 
tolling represented as no one had 
been particularly sick although Jeff 
had not felt really well for a couple 
of years and had even gone west 
(Hot Springs, Ark) to try to perk his 
health up.  Yet, he was seen about 
town, never missed a meeting, plus 
had gone to William Krug’s funeral 
two days prior to his own death, 
so it was quite a shock when word 
quickly spread that it was Jeff Scott 
who had passed away.  

He had gotten up on that Sunday 
morning at his residence at 516 South Walnut, talked to his wife for about 
20 minutes and when Emma stepped to the table to get a newspaper, she 
saw Jeff raise up his hands, then fall back in his chair, his eyes and mouth 
open.  After trying to revive him, stepping to the door she yelled at the 
neighbors who came quickly as he was so well loved by them all, but it 
was too late and when a doctor came to check him, he announced that 
death had been instantaneous and painless.  Out of his family of nine, he 
left two brothers and one sister.  Emma never remarried and lived until 
Nov 1923.  

At his funeral, not only the present city officials attended but a great 
deal of ex ones, as well.  The Fire Department decorated their wagon in 
black and took part in the funeral procession.  Pall bearers were council-
men.  Of course, appropriate scriptures and hymns were presented and 
there were many floral offerings, one a wheel with one broken spoke, pre-
sented from the city council, representing how life was for them at Jeff’s 
passing! His stone at Oak Hill (picture by Fines – FindAGrave) is a very 
fine one and thus, represents a fine man! 

County Connections:  The Scotts, particularly Jeff 
Karen Bazzani Zach, Montgomery Memories
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has a great desire to aide in the Unsung Heroes 
and Centenarians project for the Bicentennial.  
Check out their facebook page to see how you 
can help https://www.facebook.com/Carneg-
ieMoCo/  Light & Shadow  features art and 
history of the Shades State Park in honor of their 
75th anniversary.  Display through October – 
Wed-Sat 10-5.   

Beginning the first Wednesday after La-
bor Day weekend, the hours will now be 
Wed-Sat, 10 a.m. to 3 p.m. – admission 
same $5 for adults; $3 for 6-11; and free 
-5.  End of business day, Dec 15th closed 
for year until March.  

Colonial Williamsburg tour.  5 days, 4 
nights, May 7-11,2023.  $689 per person 
double occupancy and $888 per person 
single occupancy includes 4 nights lodg-
ing; 4 breakfasts; 2 dinners; full day pass 
to Colonial Williamsburg; self-guided tour 
of Jamestown Settlement; self-guided tour 
of the American Revolution Museum at 
Yorktown; Yorktown’s Riverwalk Landing; 
souvenir gift; luggage handling; taxes and 
meal gratuities; motorcoach transportation.  
Contact: Montgomery County Historical 
Society 765-376-1712. Nov 26 – Christ-
mas at Lane Place and remember closed 
beginning Dec 1 through February but 
scheduled tours will be available through 
March and regular hours starting in April.  
Dec 2 is the Lew Wallace Study Holiday 
tea.

Dr. Howard Miller Sept 29 – Oct 6 , Oct 27th; 
will be lecturing on the Indiana Historical So-
ciety Museum (at St. John’s Episcopal Church 
Fellowship Hall). Oct 20th – Hoosier Author’s 
Book Club – Always a River.  Nov 17 – Hoo-
sier Authors Book Club – All These Beautiful 
Strangers.  Nov 26 – Author’s Fair at Fusion 54.  
Dec 2 - -Lew Wallace Study Holiday Tea.  Dec 
3 – Closed.  

2

Truly one of a kind (last surviving junction depot in Indiana built 
1909 to serve the Nickle Plate RR … the depot closing in 1973 
and reopened as this wonderful museum in April of 1993.  Chil-
dren age 6 and under can ride the antique train; the museum has 
much memorabilia, explore the caboose and something really 
cool is the 1837 Steam Engine (replica) and the model railroad 

museum is awesome!  Make Linden your next stop. Fri-Sat-Sun 
12-5.  Linden Depot Museum – Nov 20-Jan 3 (closed Christmas 

Day) – Old Fashioned Christmas noon-5.
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I’d not have ever thought I’d be 
writing about family funerals, but 
here I am doing just that, appropriate 
for our theme this month.  One of the 
most recent family funerals I attended 
was our daughter-in-law’s mothers in 
Anderson.  Kat had worked so hard 
making wonderful (not sure how 
many but I’d say a dozen at least) 
picture arrangements that kept us all 
busy for quite some time enjoying 
her mom, Maggie’s younger life and 
some of all of us.  Maggie had literal-
ly began the neighborhood watch for 
Anderson, nabbing the then mayor 
and asking him just what she could 
do to help them out.  They talked 
and came up with the idea.  Starting 
with her own neighborhood, the idea 
spread and it was amazing to see him, 
the current mayor, the county sher-
iff, the town’s sheriff, and the young 
man whom she worked with on the 
neighborhood watch – they all talked 
and told funny stories about her and 
her energy and love of the commu-
nity.  Also, one of the neatest things 
was that one of the men in her area 
whom she had never met but called 
3 times each week to check on him 
had his grandson drive him over so 
he could “see” his buddy.  He was 
97 and thrilled to finally see his Maggie! One of the mutual grandsons talked 
about how he hadn’t seen her as much as he used to since getting wrapped-up 
in college and with friends, but he looked at me and said, he was changing that 
(haven’t seen him anymore, but the thought was nice).  Very touching!

Another one was our son-in-law’s (Steve) father at Burkhart Funeral Home 
– first I’d been to in the new place, and it is sure nice!  Our granddaughter got 
up and told the story about not being able to talk very clearly and saying Crap 
Paw vs Grandpa and Steve’s mom heard her and got to laughing so hard, thus 
from there on, Mike Baldwin was her Crap Paw.  She had everyone at the 
funeral laughing.

My Dad’s funeral was amazing as it was one of the worst snow storms ever 
in MoCo, and still I stood up the whole time talking to person after person. We 
thought no one would be there but they came out anyway, one boy he helped 
raise coming from Arizona. The fun part of Dad’s funeral was going to pick 
out what he wanted casket wise and such.  Kent Priebe thought we were more 
than goofy when we chose a sexy pink one.  I had Dad talked into it but (after 
a frustrated look from Kent) we finally got busy and chose a nice, more manly 

set-up.  
My Aunt Hulda was the first person 

I knew to be cremated and she want-
ed her ashes strung out in her yard (I 
assume that was okay at the time).  
My brothers and I went to do that 
and Garry got the first chunk of ashes 
(and had to finish the job).  Larry 
tried but after once, that was it for 
him and I wouldn’t even touch ‘em.  
I know – ashes to ashes and dust to 
dust, but it’s just not for me!   

My Nono’s Tony Bazzani’s was 
the norm for a Catholic service in 
Clinton, but I knew only a few friends 
of my grandmother’s – not a single 
miner who came to view his remains 
and could only pick out a few words 
of what they were talking about. 
Went on a couple of walks with my 
cousins, but mainly just sat there and 
stared.  Interesting, for sure.  Hers 
(my Nona, Carolina Berti Bazzani) 
was much better – mainly English 
and I knew several more of her 
friends since she died several years 
later. 

I remember my grandmother 
Smiths (Hazel Morgan) – I was 9 ½ 
and lost my best buddy.  Her brother 
passed not too long before her and I 
remember holding her hand at that fu-

neral which was a nice size wake, but hers was huge – I was literally squashed 
between my parents and finally had to sit on the floor and give my seat up to 
someone.  

My in-laws were very well taken care of at Hunt & Son’s Funeral Home and 
we have already made plans with them for our funerals – hoping later than 
sooner!  

My grandpa Smith’s was after I was married and pretty sure I played his 
favorite hymn – the Old Rugged Cross (which I played for him on all his 
birthdays) at the funeral on my accordion.  He loved it and a couple of others: 
Amazing Grace and Abide with Me.  I played those, too for him on his birth-
days.  

Another thing in regards to the old family funerals is who preached them and 
that was Rev. John R. Servies who also preached my great grandparents Smith.  
He was wonderful, always finding the right words to make one feel special and 
loved by that person who passed.  Rev. Airhart preached the Morgan greats 
and some of their children.  Almost all at the Machledt and Servies Funeral 
Home right here in good ‘ol Waveland, Indiana.  

Grandcestors
Karen Bazzani Zach, Montgomery Memories
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