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Introduction 

“Away Back When” 

My father, Stephen Sullivan Sabine, the fourth of a family of seven children - four boys 

and three girls - was born in the same year as Abraham Lincoln, near the small village of 

Hamilton, New York, in Madison County and about 35 miles south of Syracuse - among a 

settlement of Quakers.  Here he grew to manhood and married a lovely girl by the name of 

Rebecca Elizabeth Robinson. 

He taught school there for 25 years, at first only a ‘subscription’ school for five dollars 

a month. He ‘boarded around,’ staying with one director one week and another the next, and so 

on.  My Grandfather Robinson (William) was a cabinet maker and from him, father learned the 

trade.  Among his neighbors lived a man named Norton, who was also a carpenter.  (He will 

come into the story a little later.) 

There were two other big families named Hoppin and McConnell.  Three of the Hoppin 

men and two of the McConnell men came to Sangamon County, Illinois around the time of the 

gold rush to California and they bought land near Chatham, a small village.  Dan Hoppin’s 

farm was just north of the village, Frank’s south of Springfield.  They went into the sheep 

business and were very successful.  When they found that they needed improvements, they 

wrote and persuaded my father and Mr. Norton to come out and help build them.   

So it was that Father and Mr. Norton packed their clothes and tools, went by ox-team to 

Syracuse, where they boarded a boat on the Erie Canal bound for Buffalo, thence by stage 

coach to Pittsburgh, where caught a boat down the Ohio and up the Mississippi to what is now 
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known as Bluffs.  There, they boarded a train on the Toledo, Wabash and Western RR (now 

known as the Wabash.)  Father said the rails were 4” x 4” oak with strap iron nailed on top.  It 

was rather cold in the box car and the train ran so slow that when they got chilly they would 

jump off and run along the tracks until they got warmed up again. Then they would jump back 

onto the train.   

Once they landed in Springfield, their friends met them and took them out to Chatham.  

The men built barns and sheep sheds as well as houses for their friends.  Father then built a 

house for his family who came out the next year overland with the Nortons in a prairie 

schooner drawn by oxen.  This home was northwest of the square in Chatham, and in that 

house I was born three years later.  Father also built a two-story home on the northeast corner 

of the same block but, so far as I know, never lived there.  Later, he and my oldest brother Shed 

built the Chatham Hotel that Bob Sumpter eventually bought and tore down, using the lumber 

to build himself a home in the southwest part of town.  Father had a bunch of carpenters in his 

employ and most of them stayed in the hotel.  Among other buildings, he and his crew also 

constructed the E. B. Smith Store, north of the square, and the Frank Smith Store on the east 

side. 

Mother and her children, Anvernette (Net), Sheridan (Shed) William (Bill), Chester 

(Chet), Delia and Edith were glad to be with Father again, but the next summer they were all ill 

with dysentery – bad water.  Bill, Chester and Edith died only a few days apart in the month of 

August.  Father surely was to experience one of the hardest times in his life.  Nearly everybody 

in the village was sick and he could not get help, so he had to make their coffins, help dig their 

graves, and lay to rest three of his beloved children.  It was indeed a dark hour for him.  I was 

born in June 1856 and Mother died the following February. Soon after, Father broke up 



  4 

housekeeping.  He and Shed went to live at the Hotel and he sent Delia and I to live for a time 

with a farmer south of town by the name of Parsons.  

“Net” was married to Fred Whipple of Carlinville and died when her baby boy Fred Jr. 

was born.  He was about my age and after his father married again, Fred Jr. lived on a farm east 

of Waverly, and just west of the Charles Hoppin farm.  When I was about 10 years old, I spent 

most of one summer on that farm.  Fred and I had lots of fun eating the early June and other 

apples and going with Mrs. Whipple to pick tubs full of cucumbers.  On the Hoppin farm, I saw 

the first thrashing machine run by steam power threshing wheat (before that there were only 

horse-powered ones).  In time, the Whipples sold out and went west and we lost all track of 

them.  So did the Hoppins, but they settled in the Bois-D’Ard neighborhood east of Virden 

where their descendants still live.  

In closing, I want to state that Hon. A. M. Garland, an authority on sheep, a legislator 

and writer, was the son-in-law of Frank Hoppin.  I knew him well. 

 

 

[Note: in the following narrative, the author - Lester Fremont Sabine - refers to himself 

in the third person, or as “the boy.”]
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Chapter One 

 

He was born in the small village of Chatham in central Illinois, near the state capital, on 

June 26, 1856.  His mother died when he was only 8 months old and his father placed him in the 

hands of a sister, Delia, who was 13 years older than he. She proved to be a mother to him for the 

rest of her life. 

They were sent to the country to live with a family who had come from Georgia by the name 

of Parsons.  The boy always called Mrs. Parsons “Aunt Sofa,” although she was no blood relation.  

Here they lived until about the time the Civil War broke out. When their older brother, Sheridan, 

commonly called “Shed,” married a girl from northeast New York by the name of Frances Whitney, 

they went to live in the village with them.  Soon after, Shed enlisted in the US Cavalry at Camp 

Butler. So the boy, now five, returned to live with his father until the war was over and for quite a 

while afterward.  His father and brother were both skilled carpenters and cabinet makers. But when 

the war began, they quit the trade and took charge of a local drugstore for a departing soldier, 

adding a small stock of groceries to the drug business.  Around this time the father was appointed 

Chatham’s postmaster also.  Then he was elected Justice of the Peace, holding both positions for the 

years up until his retirement from business – about 1875. 

The boy’s father married again in 1866 and after that, for the next five years, the boy had a 

new home.  He went to the village school until about 12 years of age, but his association with bad 

boys caused him to play hooky from school so much that his father took him out of school and 

made him work in the store.  

After the druggist was discharged from the Army, he took his store back and the boy’s father 

opened a general merchandise business of his own.  It was in this store that the boy learned many 
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things:  things such as how to build fires, clean and sweep, dust and shine the coal oil lamps, help 

his brother with the books, put up and distribute the mail, and many other things that came in handy 

to him in later life. 

At first, he got along fine with his stepmother, but after she had children of her own, she 

tried to make a ‘dog’ of him (or so he thought.)  One day she commanded him to empty the 

chamber slops under her bed and he refused.  She locked him in his room and, after an hour or so, 

she came in with a switch and began whipping him, saying “Now will you mind?”  He grabbed the 

switch, broke it to pieces, threw it out the window, climbed out himself, and went over to the store 

and told his father and brother about it with tears in his eyes.  (Imagine a 15 year old boy crying 

because he had rebelled!)  Shed was happy to settle the matter by taking the boy back into his care 

and home.  They lived almost across the street from the father’s home, and there the boy stayed for 

some time, while continuing his work at the store.   

His stepmother was so chagrined that she kept nagging at the boy’s father, who finally 

decided to send him to live with his sister Delia  who had recently married a farmer by the name of 

Abner Dobbins Bond.  Bond had a large farm (1,040 acres) 8 ½ miles north of Taylorville, the 

county seat of Christian County.  Mr. Bond was a widower whose wife had died, leaving him with 

six children – all girls – and Delia had been employed to teach them.  But after about a year of this, 

Bond persuaded her to marry him.  Delia mothered all six girls until they were grown and married.  

It was here that the “Sucker Boy” was sent . . . to get the life and experience and to learn to farm in 

the rough old ways of the times.  

He left his native village on the 4
th

 day of March, 1872 by train and arrived in Taylorville 

about the middle of the afternoon with two crisp 50-cent paper bills in his pocket and a small valise 

holding a scant change of clothing and nothing else.  After partaking of a light lunch, he looked 

around for some farmer going out to the north.  Finally he found two men who had a two-horse cart 
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which hauled their flour, sugar, tobacco and coal oil.  The roads were so muddy and sticky that only 

one could ride and drive the team while the other walked, but they threw his grip on top and he 

walked too.  About three miles out on the “Four Mile Lane,” they turned off toward their houses to 

the east.  Their name was Davis. The boy grabbed his grip and trudged on alone.   

After splashing down the muddy road, he came to a small brand or ditch.  The bridge had 

been washed out by high water and he could not get across.  So he walked back up to the southeast 

until he came to a narrower place where he threw the grip across the ditch. It burst open, scattering 

his clothes every which way.  He took a running jump and landed on the other side, but a chunk of 

grass came loose and his feet plunged into the ditch, leaving his boots full of water.  He took them 

off, poured out the water, put on a pair of dry socks, pulled on the boots, gathered the clothes, and 

walked back to the road.   By this time it was getting dark and there was a straw stack just a little 

ways on.  He climbed the rail fence, dug a hole in the straw, intending to spend the night there 

when, in a few moments, a huge rat ran across his face.  Oh my!  So he concluded to make it on out 

to the farm that night.  After a couple more hours of wading ponds and sloughs, and losing his way 

several times, he finally succeeded in reaching the farm - wet up to his knees, muddy, and 

bedraggled. 

The girls had all gone to bed but when they heard the commotion downstairs, they came 

scampering down to see what it was all about.  Of course, they knew the boy for he had spent a 

couple of months there the fall before – about the time of the big Chicago fire when Mrs. O’Leary’s 

cow had kicked over the lantern in the barn and started a fire which burned out over a third of the 

city.  After a quick bath, a change of misfit clothes, and a good warm supper, the boy went to bed in 

a little cubby-hole under the stairs that was later enlarged and was his room for the next ten years.   

So ended a Perfect Day! 
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Addendum to Chapter One 

 “My School Boy Days in Chatham” 

I entered the primary department of the Chatham District School at the age of 6.  My teacher 

was Miss Sarah J. Phelps (formerly of Auburn, New York) who had been teaching among the 

French Creoles of Southern Louisiana for two or three years.  She was the same one who eventually 

married to my father and, of course, became my stepmother.  I thought the world of her while she 

was my teacher and cried when I was moved up to the intermediate grade. Once in a while I would 

even slip back into her room, only to be led by the hand back to Miss Hathaway’s room – my new 

teacher. 

When I was about 9 years of age, I was promoted to the upstairs classroom – the advanced 

department.  By then, I was able to read in the McGuffey’s Fourth Reader and studied Ray’s Third 

Arithmetic, had had spelling, geography, and writing.  We had slates, pencils and used copy-books 

with ink and pen.  No tablets or lead pencils were used.  

Our first teacher in the advanced department was a very tall man, six feet two inches, named 

Catherwood.  He took our Ray’s Arithmetic away from us, locked them up in the library, and put in 

our hands Stoddard’s Mental Arithmetic.  He would not allow us to use pencils for solving the 

problems, but made us reason them all out.  This he did for three months before he gave us back our 

old Ray’s and our slates with pencils, but I want to say right here that it was the best training I ever 

had. In after years when I was teaching, I found that mental training is most efficiently formed by 

such mathematical reasoning.  Mr. Catherwood had been a world traveler and his interesting talks 

about other countries, their peoples, habits, customs, products, animals, an so forth got us deeply 

interested in our geography lessons. We studied our maps diligently. 
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Our next teacher was a Presbyterian minister, stationed in the local church, by the name of 

Spence.  Mr. Spence came originally from Massachusetts, living later in Ohio. He was a very 

learned man but a poor teacher and very absent-minded.  One time, three of us boys got into some 

sort of mischief and, being very busy, he locked us into the recitation room, stating that he would 

see to us later.  It was the last session of the school day and after dismissal – instead of coming to 

chastise us – he locked up, walked to the post office, got his mail, and passed right by the 

schoolhouse on his way home.  We didn’t know what to do.  We didn’t call him for fear it would 

make him angrier and we would get punished harder. 

So we waited awhile, then climbed up into the belfry, and tied the bell upside down. One of 

the boys then went down and filled the water bucket.  We poured the water into the bell, left 

through a window, sliding down to the ground on the lightning rod, and went on home.  Before 

dark, Mr. Spence came back to the schoolhouse but found no culprits there.  The next morning 

when he rang the school bell, the water came pouring down all over him.  Sufficient to say, he never 

mentioned the dousing nor did he ever punish us for our watery trick. 

Our next teacher was a very nice young man by the name of Northcutt.  By this time we had 

mastered Ray’s Arithmetic and McGuffey’s Fifth Reader and were studying Ray’s First Algebra. 

There were a half dozen of us boys that hated school so we played hooky a good deal.  We’d go 

swimming or fishing in warm weather or play marbles with the old negro in the Mill engine room. 

In winter, we skated, or played “shinny” on the ice, or spun tops, always on the watch to see the 

kids going home from school, so we could go at the same time.  But Father finally got tired of 

hearing complaints so he took me out of school when I was just eleven and put me to work in his 

store for four years. 
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Addendum to Chapter 1: “My Father’s Store 

Father’s store, in which I helped until I was nearly fifteen years of age, was situated on the 

south side of the Main Street in Chatham, Illinois.  It faced north with no side windows but it had 

two windows at each end with a lean-to shed on the west side.  It was about sixty feet long and 

thirty feet wide.  In housed the Post Office, a table of law books including Statutes of Illinois, as 

Father was also Justice of the Peace for 25 years. He often held law suits or trials there.  The store 

contained a stock of staple groceries: sugar (in barrels), ‘A’ light brown and ‘C’ dark brown (no 

white granulated), bulk sacked green coffee, tea spices, plug, fine-cut and smoking tobaccos, cigars 

(cigarettes were unknown), salt, molasses (not syrups), treacle (also sorghum), and raw sugar cane.  

Father had a rotary toaster at the store and browned the coffee about twice a week; every family had 

its own grinder, which put fresh coffee in every home daily. 

Besides Father and myself, working in the store was my brother, Sheridan, or ‘Shed’ as 

everyone called him, plus a Mexican War Veteran, Captain John Neal - a very eccentric old fellow 

who was the butt of various forms of humor.   One thing I remember about him was his fits of 

sneezing. If he had to do up coffee, tea or spices, he would quite often ask me to wrap them for him 

to prevent his having one of these fits. 

Shed kept the books and I helped him quite a lot by reading off names, items, and figures as 

he transferred them from day book to journal, then to the ledger.  What little I know about 

bookkeeping, I learned by that experience.  He also kept a cash book, paid all bills and expenses 

and, at the end of each month, made a certified statement to Father of the business. 
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My duties at the store were to get up about 5 a.m., go to the store, unlock, sweep it out and 

dust it, then fill the coal oil lamps and clean the chimneys. In colder months, I had to also clean out 

the stove, build a fire, bring in the wood or coal, and wait on the early bird customers.  As soon as 

Father had had breakfast, he came in and I’d go home for mine. While there, I also had to milk and 

feed the cow, feed and water the chickens and, in the warmer months, I had to then take the cow to 

the Lewis pasture just north of the village … then back to the store where I made myself useful in 

many ways.  On dull trading afternoons, Father let me go with the other boys fishing, swimming or 

skating in winter time.  I remember one time, while skating on the old mill pond where we had built 

a fire on a muskrat house, a band of older boys came along and tried to scare us off. One of them 

had dressed as a ghost from the cemetery close by, but we pelted him with stones until he cried 

“Enough!.” 

To describe some more of the things that made up the merchandise of the store:  there were 

a few bolts of muslin, calico, and notions of several sorts; in hardware, we had nails, bolts, strap 

iron, tools (mostly axes, saws, hatchets, files and augers); in fruits, we stocked dried apples, raisins, 

and dried peaches (but fresh apples and peaches in season), oranges and lemons (no bananas, 

grapefruit nor California grapes!). We also sold flour, cornmeal, rice, hominy, but no cereals Cheese 

was so plentiful that customers would often open up the chest, cut off a big chunk, go to the cracker 

barrel, and help themselves to quite a hearty free lunch without asking for it.  Candy was mostly 

stick candy, kept in wide-mouthed glass jars so as to show up well.  There were some lozenges, but 

no soft candies like the gums and chocolates we have now.  (By the way, barbed-wire fencing was 

unknown at the time.) 

The Post Office occupied about half of the space on the east side of the store and most every 

family had a box for which they paid twenty-five cents a year.  There were no lock boxes, no such 
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things as money orders, insured mail, nor special delivery.  Registered mail was the only way to 

send money or valuables. 

Chapter Two 

In his first year on the Bond farm the boy learned a lot of things about stock, crops, plants, 

wild animals, birds and insects.  He made countless blunders, received numerous scoldings and 

‘cussings.’  But for all that, he enjoyed a great many new happenings.  Never before had he had the 

joy of playing with a bunch of farm girls, which to him was a great pleasure. 

It was agreed to pay him five dollars a month, plus free board, lodging and washing.  He 

arose at 4:00 a.m., built fires in three (and when cold, five) stoves, brought in the wood and water, 

milked the cows, slopped and fed the hogs, put in oats, corn and hay for the horses and did other 

parts of the morning chores.  The first year, he helped husk forty acres of shock corn with four other 

farmhands.  Later, he husked standing corn, taking the “down” row dragged by the team and wagon, 

with two farmhands husking two rows each (one went on each side of the wagon, and it helped, of 

course, if one of them was left-handed.) 

That first year on the farm, he did not even know how to saddle a horse, hitch up a team, or 

harness one.  The other hands said that the first time he was sent to the barn to harness a span of 

mules, he put the harness on “wrong end to,” trying to fasten the crupper over the mules’ ears or 

nose and buckle the hames around the flanks.  It really wasn’t quite that bad, but he did throw the 

harness on wrong and one of the men taught him how to do it right. 

He also helped plant the family garden and by the middle of May, the cattle were turned out 

into the pastures. As the grass grew higher, he was given the job of herding them on the open fields 

and raw prairie.  He would saddle up the pony, open the gates, and count the steers and cows as they 
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came through to the tender, fresher grasses.  He would keep them rounded them up, not letting any 

stray away, and after they had had their fill, they would lie down, chewing their cuds, while the boy 

ate his lunch and watched the birds, prairie chickens, quail, plovers, snipes, blackbirds, bob-o-links, 

cranes and wild ducks in their nesting and broodings.  Once in a while, a Virginia rail would come 

flapping and squawking along.  The crawfish were building their miniature mud towers and that 

was where he used to get his drinking water.  By using a long hollow reed, he would insert it down 

into one of these towers and suck up the water.  And that was why he has been called one of the 

Illinois Suckers. After the cattle rested, they would get up and begin to wander so he would round 

them up again, driving them back into the fenced pasture, counting them as they went in.  They 

were constantly increasing or decreasing as other farmers brought them in or took out their stock.  

This continued till late summer when grass got too short. 

The following fall and winter, he did the chores and went to school, sometimes herding the 

cows into nearby corn fields from the school room window.  When they got too far away, he would 

ride the pony and bring them back.  He kept the pony handy in a nearby shed. His school room was 

upstairs at the Bond house. He and the Bond girlsl were taught by a private tutor – Miss Agnes 

Wells of Steubenville, Ohio.  A talented lady, she also taught the girls piano.  The nearest public 

schoolhouse was a mile away to the southwest, but Mr. Bond and his wife Delia (the boy’s sister, as 

you’ll recall) thought it best to hire a teacher at home rather than to have those five girls paddle 

through mud, water, rain, snow or windy weather that far.  The public school was called the Kirk 

School. That first fall, they all went there to a spelling [bee] at the schoolhouse and Belle was 

downed on her first word calico.  She spelled it ‘calaco.’ 

In the evening, Mr. Bond would gpull out his old violin, and Miss Wells would accompany 

him on the piano.  But NO dancing!  Then Bond would go out to the ‘boys’ room and play checkers 
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with the farmhands.  No cards were allowed on the farm.  The reason for this rule was that, as a 

younger man, he had gambled so much that he had gotten into debt to the amount of $20,000. Thus, 

he had sworn that none of his children nor any of his help would ever have a chance to be tempted 

by such G___ D____ business (as he called it.) 

Chapter Three 

That first summer there were only four regular hands, although Bond hired several more 

during the busy harvest season.  They were Bud Virden, Jack Ramsey and two raw Germans, who 

had sneaked out of their native land to escape the army training which required every German boy 

attaining the age of 18 to be in the Army until he was 21.  Pete and Jake Boll were their names.  

Pete had been in this country for about two years and could speak our language fairly well, but Jake 

knew only a few words so it was the task and pleasure of the boy to teach him to use our language 

and, at the same time, the boy picked up a few German words and phrases and learned to write in 

German script.  But it was laughable to hear Jake butcher our language.  For instance, he said hatch-

axe for hatchet and he got noon and dinner-time mixed by saying nooner-time.  The boys were 

good, honest workers, sober and saving. 

On the south part of the farm lived a tenant named Striver whose daughter Massina, a 

comely Dutch lass who helped some with the housework at the Bond home, formed quite an 

attachment with Jake.  One Sunday, dressed in a brand new suit, Jake went down to call on her and 

on the way he picked up a striped kitten, intending to make her a present of it.  Meeting him at the 

door, she dismissed him with some very cutting remarks, slamming the door in his face. He retraced 

his steps in a very despondent way.  Later on, he became infatuated with another Dutch farm girl 

with whom he hugged and kissed slyly on every possible occasion.  One morning (when it was still 
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dark) he found her in the flour room (so he thought), mixing bread.  But, it turned out to be her 

mother – and she gave him a rousing slap with her doughy hand, sending him flying.  He appeared 

at the Bond home, coatless and dejected, but refused to tell anyone what had happened.  A year or 

so later, he married the girl and they moved to Missouri.  

Mr. Bond landed in Christian County about 1855 with six clock (spring) wagons and six 

teams of good road horses, and also $20,000 in gold with which he bought his farm and improved it.  

He hired the prairie sod broken by three yoke of oxen hitched to a 22” plow, built a part of the 

buildings, and eventually had 7 ½ miles of five plank and post fences put in to enclose the field.  He 

disposed of the wagons and all the horses but two, which he kept.  They were a clay-bank colored 

one named ‘Beauregard Billy’ and one named ‘Roan Jim’.  Then he bought three spans of medium-

sized mules: a yellow-colored lazy, fat one named Jim; Tom who was little but quick; and Dick and 

Ginny, a very good span of blacks with mealy noses.  But the best mule team on the farm was 

“Pop” and “Suze” They were another black team, but’mean’ is too nice a name for those two.  They 

had very touchy ears and could not be bridled only by twitching them, if you know what that means, 

so they kept halters on them at all times and used bridles with snaps to fasten to halter rings.  He 

[Bond] named the fat, round-bodied one “Pop” after a miller’s daughter in Indiana, who always 

went around with her tongue sticking out of her mouth.  So did the mule!  She (the mule) had never 

been broke to ride, nor could there ever be found anyone capable of sticking on although Bond had 

a standing offer of $5.66 to anyone who could do it.  If she could not ‘buck’ them off, she would 

rub along a fence or building or drop to her knees, lie down and roll them off.  One day a great, 

long-legged soldier came along who had fought with many a mule in the army.  He took a couple of 

barrel staves, fastening them so they would make a shattering sound when clapped together, jumped 

on her back all unawares and, too quickly to give “Pop” any time to resort to her usual tricks, he 

began to play a tattoo on her ribs and head, sending her down through the hazel-brush pasture at a 
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dead run.  He kept that up until he had entirely conquered her and [she] came back meek and hot.  

The next day, Josie harrowed with her and her mate on wheat ground, never stopping to let them 

rest.  Hobbs helped her get astride Pop and she rode to the barn going by the house.  Her father, 

seeing Josie go by astride “Pop.” was completely taken aback, to think that such a thing could 

happen.  “Pop” was a very wise mule, too.  During the plowing season, she was often afflicted with 

sweeney and when the hand would take her out to the field, past the house, she would act very lame. 

So Bond would have her taken back to the barn to rest.  But then she played that trick on them once 

too often and they took her on out to the field where she soon forgot all about her lameness. 

Mr. Bond also had a horse that he had run blind, hunting deer on the Buckhart prairies.  

Blind Charlie, they called him – a stout, stock, good-natured animal.  They used to use him on the 

beater hay press where he had to travel in a circle, hour after hour. Later, when he was turned out to 

pasture, Blind Charlie would get lost and go round and round and round until someone called him 

and took him back to the barn.  It was a pitiful sight to the boy.  The pony (a stray) was called 

“Bessie,” a little, fat, round-backed, wind-broken cattle horse.  The boy needed no whip in herding 

the cattle and never carried one.  If a steer lagged behind the bunch to nip at some fresh grass, 

Bessie would bite him at the base of his tail and, say, those cattle learned to move when they saw 

her coming for them. 

Addendum to Chapter Three 

“The Housley Family” 

George S. Housley and family, who formerly lived near Canal-Dover, Ohio, sold out and 

emigrated to Illinois where they bought 160 acres of land at the southeast corner of Buckhart Grove, 

two and a half miles northwest of the Bond farm.  At first, they built a large barn like most Dutch 
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farmers did, then later on a good-sized two-story frame house.  It was a large family consisting of 

six boys and three girls.  

The three older boys enlisted in the Union Army in the Civil War.  George S. Jr, was killed 

at Pittsburgh Landing, Samuel at Manassas Junction, and Levi was a prisoner in Libby and 

Andersonville prisons for ten months.  Near the end of the war, he was part of the prisoner 

exchange, and was sailed from Savannah, Georgia up to Baltimore. Mr. Bond went from Illinois to 

meet him there, and had to fight him all the way home to keep him from making a glutton of 

himself on all the food offered by the women at every stopping place.  (More about him later on.)  

Daniel, (who was bow-legged) ran a general store and was a postmaster in Grove City;  Rufus was 

the painter and paper-hanger of Grove City; Henry (Hank) stayed on the farm and was a great race-

horse fiend;  Minnie, the oldest, [note: research proves she was actually not the oldest] married 

Charles Parsons;  “Sis” [Margaret] was Mr. Bond’s first wife; Becky married William Armstrong.  

All three husbands were well-to-do farmers.  Hank got himself into trouble financially and Bond 

went his security and compelled Hank and wife to deed him their farm, in which episode the boy 

takes a part (to be completed in the next chapter.) 

 

Chapter Four 

It was a severe cold, snowy time that first December on the farm, the thermometer down 

below zero. The boy hitched up a span of mules to the bobsled on which the other hands had 

fastened a new wagon-box and put in plenty of straw.  Bricks were heated and blankets provided 

and in piled Uncle Hank, Aunt Frona (Saphronia Porter Housley) and Pa Bond with his double-

barreled shotgun.  They nestled down out of the wind while the boy, warmly clad in fur cap and 

gloves, wool-lined coat, felt boots and four-buckled overshoes,  stood up and drove the team.  After 
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driving down the road about a mile, he spied a flock of quail squatting in the snowy sunshine in the 

hedge.  He stopped the team and Pa Bond, firing both barrels, killed all of them.  The boy scrambled 

out, picked them up, and found there sixteen all told.  About three miles further, seventeen more 

were added to the take. 

On arriving in Taylorville, they repaired to the Court House where the deed was duly signed 

and executed, certified to by a notary public and recorded. [Dec. 1872?]  They then took dinner with 

Judge Andy Simpson’s family.  The dinner consisted of hot coffee, corn bread, boiled ham, and 

apple dumplings – an old-fashioned Kentucky dinner. (The judge came from that state.)  He was a 

very close friend of Bond’s. After the trip back home, the quail were divided. Uncle Hank took part 

of them home with him and say! Did we have a fine baked quail dinner the next day! 

After much dickering, Pa Bond sold the Housley farm to Austin M. Sims who lived in 

Springfield.  Mr. Sims had formerly lived in Chatham, the boy’s native village, and had been a close 

neighbor of his at that time. Before he was six years of age,  the boy had become sorely afflicted 

with dysentery and the family feared he would not live. But Mr. Sims took him over to his own 

house, fed him nothing but toast or buttered bread and plenty of weak coffee – no fruit, nor 

vegetable, nor water.  After a few weeks he had restored the boy to normalcy so that he was able to 

start to school that fall. 

When the boy was about eight years old, Mr. Sims took him on a trip to a sheep ranch that 

he owned five miles north of Taylorville.  While there, the boy got to visit all the Parsons families 

who had bought 480 acres of land just north of the end of the Four-Mile Lane.  They had all 

married, built themselves houses, and expected to make a fortune raising sorghum on their freshly 

broken prairie soil.  They raised lots of it but then failed to find much of a market for it; hence, they 

lost their homes. The old folks lived on the southeast forty acres, Billy on the northeast, Alfred in 
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between, Stanhope on the west side, and John on the southwest forty.  Alfred had the biggest 

watermelon patch that the boy had ever seen and he ate all he wanted (and that was a-plenty!)  

Uncle Charley Parsons and Aunt Minnie lived on a 100-acre farm they owned just to the northwest 

of the Bond farm and between it and the Housley farm. 

After a couple of days with them, Mr. Sims and the boy drove down to visit with “Little 

John Parsons,” a cousin of the others who lived one mile east of Taylorville.  They had a natural 

spring that was on the floor of a rock house, where they kept their milk, cream and butter – the first 

one the boy had ever seen.  (It is there yet.)  The next day they went to the County Fair, held where 

Manners Park is now, the first fair the boy had ever seen.  He was delighted to see the fine horses, 

cattle, hogs, sheep and chickens and watch the horse races.  The next day they went home, stopping 

near Clear Creek west of Edinburg to eat their lunch.  Close by was a plum thicket and they picked 

their lunch basket full of the richest, finest wild plums the boy ever ate and took them home with 

them. 

The second year on the farm the boy was paid $8.00 a month plus 'keep' through the busy 

season.  Soon after Mr. Sims took possession of the Housley farm from Mr. Bond, he went down to 

Southern Illinois and bought one hundred head of little half-starved cattle that were called ‘knot 

heads’ or ‘South downs.’ He brought them to the Bond farm for pasture.  The boy had quite all he 

could do with taking care of them, with about fifty more.  They were always wandering away from 

the herd and once about half of them sneaked away between the tall hedge and fence on the 

southwest corner of the farm, breaking into Mr. John Harmon’s corn field.  The boy heard men and 

boys yelling and, suspecting something was wrong, he rode down to see what was the matter.  He 

got there in time to help round them up and drive them back.  The boy offered to pay Mr. Harmon 

for damages but he refused to accept it, because he and Pa Bond were such good friends.  When the 
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Civil War broke out, Mr. Harmon, along with Hiram Hoagland, Mac Adrian, and ‘Big Dutch’ 

Hen[shie] were working for Bond who persuaded them to enlist; and when they came back he 

helped them to buy farms, lending them money to start with. 

Because of bad snowy, muddy winters, the farmers were compelled to lay in a stock of food 

and supplies in the fall.  One fine day in late October, according to custom, Pa Bond and the boy 

loaded up about forty bushels of wheat in good, new, clean two-bushel grain sacks and, leaving at 4 

a.m., they drove to Springfield to a mill where they exchanged part of it for flour and bran. This, 

they put back in the sacks. After they unhitched and watered and fed the team, they ate dinner in a 

restaurant.  Then they went to Bunn’s Grocery Store on the southwest corner of the square, where 

Bond bought a barrel of salt, a barrel of white and brown sugar, a fifty-pound sack of green coffee, 

a caddy of tea and other smaller foods, a bolt of unbleached cotton flannel at Thayer’s dry goods 

store,. When the winter supplies were loaded up, they started back home. 

That second year on the farm when the weather was nice and the roads good, the boy would 

hitch up the spring wagon on Sundays to take the girls to Sunday School and Church at Grove City.  

He and the four older girls also went to a singing school held in the church once a week.  One 

Saturday night, while coming home from singing school, when they were about a mile from the 

Grove, old “Roan Jim” dropped dead.  The girls jumped out and aroused a nearby farmer named 

Woodruff who, after he had dressed, came out, examined the horse, and said it must have had a 

heart attack.   The farmer loaned them one of his horses so they hitched up and drove on home.   

The next morning the boy, after doing his usual morning chores, rode the pony and returned 

the borrowed horse to Mr. Woodruff, then without eating any breakfast, he turned the cattle out to 

graze – thinking only of the “cussing” he would get and dismissal from service by Pa Bond when he 

met him.  About ten o’clock Pa Bond walked out to where the cattle were and, after talking about 
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the loss of his favorite horse, said he concluded “Roan Jim” choked to death because a collar had 

been used on him that had no buckle on it. He accused the boy of carelessness.  The boy replied that 

Mr. Woodruff had examined it the first thing and said that the collar was in its right place and not at 

all tight.  Pa Bond said “Let me herd the cattle and you go to the house and get your dinner.”  What 

a relief!  No scolding, no ‘cussing’ and kind words that melted the boy’s heart! 

Another incident that year is worth recording.  The four girls and the boy went to a birthday 

party at Sam Saddler’s – a farmer living a mile east of Grove City.  On the way back home, three 

boys living in Grove City jumped on the back of the spring wagon and, when they turned a corner 

in the road, one back wheel broke down, spilling some of them on the ground. The boys found a rail 

nearby and, with the aid of the hitch strap, raised up the bed, so they could drag the wagon home.  

Only one could sit in the seat and drive, so Emma drove and the rest walked the four miles, arriving 

home later than they had expected to.  Plenty was told them at the breakfast table next morning. 

Chapter Five 

Time passed on and the boy grew up.  The next season he was given a man’s wages – $100 

for six month’s wages and double wages through harvest time.  He drove the team to a corn planter, 

mower, reaper or header every day that was fit to use them from May 1
st
 to September 10

th
.  That 

was one of the biggest crop years ever on the farm.  There were 160 acres of wheat, 200 of corn, 40 

of oats and 240 in meadow.  Of the last, 80 acres were in clover.  One old hay shed of sixty-ton 

capacity and a new one of eighty ton capacity were filled and several ricks attached outside.  A 

beater hay press was bought and the bailed hay was shipped as far away as Dallas, Texas, but most 

of it went to Cincinnati, Ohio and Louisville, Kentucky.  Flat cars were used at first but after one 
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broke down they loaded the hay in box cars.  (A farmhand, Tom Scott, lost a fine gold watch while 

loading one day and it was found and returned to him from Louisville.) 

The young man, now eighteen [note: probably 1874], was afflicted with Job’s sores on that 

portion of his anatomy that held him in the seat of the mower and he begged that one of the other 

hands drive and let him pitch hay, but they just laughed at him and said “You built your nest, now 

lie in it.”  So he had to walk and drive.  While cutting seed one day, a bumblebee stung him on the 

bridge of his nose, which swelled both his eyes shut, so then he did have to lay off for more than a 

day.   

There were about 3500 bushels of wheat and it took quite a force of men to take care of it.  

Pa Bond drove a new Osborne self-rake reaper and had a  crew of seven white men to help him. The 

boy drove a John P. Manny dropper reaper with a crew of seven negroes – five binders and two 

shockers.  When the wheat was dead ripe, they quit using the reapers and drove the header.  It cut a 

strip ten feet wide and the horses followed it.  The heads were loaded onto wagons fitted with 

canvas header beds, then hauled to one side of the field and stacked.  A force of men and teams then 

threshed it and hauled the grain to market. 

The men who worked for Bond that year were from Bolivia (pronounced “Bolivay”) from 

the northern part of the county.  They were a tough set.  One of them was arrested for murder and 

taken back to Indiana for trial.  They broke the threshing machine down several times, then would 

all go to Springfield for repairs and come back too drunk to work for some time.  It took them a 

month to finish the job.  Pa Bond was thoroughly disgusted with them.  They took their dinner on 

the farm and at the same time a bunch of corn shellers from Illiopolis shelled and hauled away 2000 

bushels of corn and they were there for dinner, too.  Besides that, another set of men were putting 

up the hay crop.  There was a week or ten days when thirty-five men ate dinner at the farmhouse.  
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Pa Bond got an old, colored “mammy” cook from a hotel in Taylorville to do the cooking and she, 

with the aid of the girls and Ma Bond, kept enough food on the table to feed them.  He also hired a 

young colored girl to help.  He called her the “striker” and sure enough she did strike.  He was 

always teasing her and making fun of her because she wore about a dozen rings on her fingers.  Her 

gave her a quarter and told her she could wear one at a time.  But she put on a different one every 

time she washed her hands.  One morning she got mad at something he said to her and she didn’t do 

a thing but gathered up her clothes and walked back to Taylorville without any breakfast.  The 

mammy’s name was Hattie Holmes.  Her husband John was one of the boy’s crew.  Their son, 

Jimmie, six years old was there too.  Hattie fell in love with another man on the cre w, John Rose 

from Clinton, Illinois, and soon, Hattie and her new lover disappeared.  John, number one, followed 

them to Clinton and tried to persuade her to come back but she would not.  Some time afterwards, 

while the hands were breaking stubble for the next wheat sowing, the boy heard John muttering and 

crying as he plodded alongg. So he asked John what was the matter and John said, “I did love that 

there woman.”  Soon after that, she came back to him and to her old job at the Long House, as the 

hotel in Taylorville was called. 

One of my crew was a preacher named George Washington, an educated negro. On Sundays 

he would preach to the men while they sat or reclined on the grass in the shade and in the evening 

they would all hold a camp-meeting.  These colored men were all born into slavery.  One, Frank See 

– a little man – for years afterward was a waiter in the Leland Hotel in the capital city; another 

became a janitor in the Taylorville National Bank and one, a noted whistler, Ben Turner, just died 

recently.  The best one of all was Plinny Richardson, a six-foot two-inch, broad-shouldered, deep-

chested man, clean to a noted degree (took a bath every day).  [Note: I don’t believe the author was 

expressing prejudice here; for this was a time when all men - white or black - usually only bathed 

once a week.]  He said his master used to keep him for breeding purposes just as he did his racing 



  24 

horses.  He was never married.  He was a member of the Baptist Church in town, the only colored 

member at that time.  He moved to Kansas with two neighbor boys, sons of a Dr. Whitecraft, all of 

them taking claims and proving up on them.  He finally contracted pneumonia and died.  His 

greatest pleasure, or you might say ‘hobby,’ was to gather a few white boys of fourteen to sixteen 

years, sing to them, tell them stories and, after a year or two, drop them and get a younger set again.  

As these boys grew to be men, they remembered the stories of his slave days and the way he used to 

play games with them and they always had the utmost respect and love for Plinny.  He was always a 

genial friend of the boy, as both slept in the old wheat granary on the farm. 

Now a description of this old wheat granary.  It was built before the Civil War under the 

direction of the old English gardener Lockwood.  Its walnut sills were hewed out of walnut logs, to 

twelve inches square, placed on five-inch cast iron pillars sitting on large rocks, imbedded in the 

ground.  The frame was of sawed oak and not a nail was used.  They were tongue and grooved, and 

braced and fastened with wooden pins.  The weather-boarding was sawed walnut – the roof, split 

and shaved clapboard.  It was lined with common house flooring and was composed of two twelve-

by-twelve foot rooms with a hallway in-between which was nearly as large. This was where the 

fanning mill was and a stairway which led to the upstairs was equally as well fitted up.  When it got 

so hot in the hired hands’ room that they could not rest well there, four bedsteads and bedding were 

taken up there and other beds were made on the floor.  With the doors open at each end upstairs, 

and with two open doors below, it was a very good place to rest, as the building was away from 

trees and other buildings.  But say! Did it get hot in the daytime!  The men slept there all through 

the hot weather.  The negroes took the west side, the whites the east. 
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Chapter Six 

The next season on the farm [1875], the young man was put in as “straw boss” at a wage of 

$25 a month, while the other men earned only $20.  It was his duty to plan each day’s work for a 

half-dozen or more men and to see that each did his part – also to see to the stock, implements and 

tools.  He worked hard, many days from 4:00 a.m. until 9:00 or 10:00 p.m. with only an hour’s rest 

at noon.  He usually got along pretty well but once in a while Pa Bond would give him a cussin’ and 

that made him mad.  To think that he was trying to do his best and then to be ridiculed for it.   

So finally the young man made up his mind that the next time it occurred, he would quit the 

job, and he told the family so.  One morning after he had sent the men to the hay field to cock up 

what hay was raked into windrows while he finished milking and feeding some ten or twelve cows, 

he came out to rake up some more hay.  But before he got to feeding the calves (seven or eight of 

them with one and a half gallons of warm skim milk each), word came for him to hitch a span of 

mules to the spring wagon and take the girls to the Grove.  Before he had that finished, Cal Bond, 

who lived on the south end of the farm in the tenant house, came in from the hay field, saying that 

the men had all the hay up and were waiting for more.  So the young man had to drop finishing the 

chores and hustle back out to the field, leaving the calves unfed.  While he was gone, the calves 

strayed out to a nearby cornfield. 

Pa Bond always took a short nap just before dinner, generally getting up cross and irritated.  

This day, while the men were all sitting out on the porch waiting for dinner,  Cal Bond [Cal was the 

older brother of Abner ‘Sonny’ Bond, and both men were cousins of Pa Bond.] who had been out in 

the cornfield to see if the corn was filling out all right, reported to Pa Bond when he got up that the 

calves were out there.  Pa Bond asked the young man how it came that they were not shut up and 

the young man told him.  Bond got mad and gave him another tongue-lashing, the worst the young 
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man had ever had and, in front of all those men, too.  So as they went in to dinner, he picked up an 

empty bucket, went out and tolled the calves back and fed them.  By that time, the men had gone 

back to the field and Pa Bond with them.  The young man choked down his dinner, washed and put 

on his good clothes, told Ma Bond (his sister) that he was done working, and he walked to Grove 

City, four miles away. 

He had not been in Uncle Dan’s [Housley] store more than an hour when a farmer living one 

mile north came in and wanted a hand.  So the young man hired out to him for a dollar a day.  The 

young man walked back to get his work clothes and found Pa Bond and the girls milking and 

feeding calves.  Pa Bond tried to get the young man to stay and apologized for his rashness and 

abuse.  But the young man said ”No” and walked back to Farmer Daigh’s. 

For the next week or ten days, he helped Mr. Daigh cut ten acres of weedy wheat, Mr. Daigh 

sitting on the front seat of a John P. Manny reaper while the young man sat on the back seat and 

raked off the bundles with a straight rake.  Then they picked out the weeds, and bound and shocked 

the wheat.  He also helped Mr. Daigh put up ten acres of hay.  A Mr. Wildman, living two miles 

farther north, then hired him to feed cattle. 

Mr. Wildman had forty acres of corn near Mt. Auburn that he had snapped the fall before 

and thrown in a pile on the ground.  The young man took a lumber wagon with extra sideboards, 

threw on about forty bushels, hauled it to the feed yard, and broke it up for the cattle to eat, and then 

pumped the water trough full.  A day’s work. 

About two weeks later, they drove the cattle to Macon, twenty miles east, to load for 

shipment to Chicago – two carloads.  Mr. Wildman went with them [the cattle] while the young 

man took the saddles horses back and did the chores for a couple of day. He met Mr. Wildman at 
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Edinburg on his return.  It was late in the day so they stayed all night with Mr. Wildman’s brother-

in-law, John Redmond, who lived near Bolivia. 

Now some facts about John Redmond – a big, stout, raw-boned West Virginian, one of 

thirteen sons.  When a lad of seventeen or eighteen, his father gave him a colt all his own.  John 

played with this colt a great deal, taught it tricks, and would throw it over his shoulder and carry it 

around.  As the colt grew, so did John’s strength.  On becoming a man, he ventured westward, 

riding the horse.  He stopped in Chillicothe, Ohio one morning to get a drink of liquor at a saloon.  

While there, a native bantered him for a fight.  “All right,” John said.  “Wait until I bring my horse 

over to the livery stable.  Then I’ll be ready.”  He went over to a hitch-rack, picked up his horse, and 

carried it over to the stable.  When he got back to the saloon, the would-be pugilist had disappeared. 

John and his wife lived in the woods, not far from Buckhart Creek on bottom land, with the 

house set up on blocks to be above high water in time of flood.  The hounds, ducks, geese, and pigs 

all slept underneth it and the night that Mr. Wildman and the young man stayed there, the animals 

made a continual racket.  Mrs. Redmond, a very large, fleshy woman, had been out picking wild 

berries and had been poisoned by wild ivy vines.  She sure was a sight, just spotted all over, at least 

that part of her body that was visible and that was plenty. 

The young man settled up with Mr. Wildman and left for new fields.  A few days later, Mr. 

Wildman, taking a load of wheat to Decatur, stopped in mid-stream at a ford on North Sangamon 

River, to let his team drink.  He walked out on the wagon tongue between the horses to unreign 

them when they got scared and threw him off and the wagon ran over him and killed him.   

The young man worked for farmers east of Grove City, winding up at Uncle Will 

Armstrong’s where he hauled about a thousand bushels of ear corn to a Blue Mound elevator, six 

miles east of there.  He drove a team of big, fast-walking mules at about a four-mile-per-hour gait.  
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(The average gait of a team is about two and half- or three-miles-per-hour.)  Uncle Will would not 

let him trot them for they could make two trips a day with ease.  The young man would walk back 

to the old home every Sunday so as to be with the girl he liked best. 

One Sunday, Pa Bond asked him if he would like to cut corn.  He replied that he would do 

any farm work by which he could earn some money.  He had told the folks that he would like to go 

to school some more and get enough education so that when he became old enough, he could teach.  

He had a desire to teach as his own father had talked of teaching for 25 years.  So one day after Pa 

Bond came back from Taylorville, he told the young man that he had found a place where he could 

stay and work for his board and go to the new West School in town [Taylorville].  The young man 

accepted the chance and prepared to leave the following week to stay at A. G. Barnes house (a 

banker), where he would take care of a horse, a cow, saw and split the wood for the stove and 

furnace, and help around the house. 

School did not commence until October [1875] on account of lateness in completing the 

building.  The teacher was the county superintendent of public instruction, W. F. Gorrell.  There 

were about fifty students, ranging from sixteen to eighteen years of age and some of them knew 

more than their teacher [did]. The teacher had a habit of leaving the room in charge of one or more 

of the older ones, going to the basement to tend the furnace, walk back and forth chewing and 

spitting tobacco for fifteen or twenty minutes at a time.  He installed some simple textbooks in 

science and gave us lectures in the classroom.  He would memorize a chapter and lecture the next 

day and, if we asked him outside of what the text said, he would give some evasive answer.  So we 

did not consider him anything but an ignoramus. 

The young man worked on the farm in the summer, earning  enough money to buy his 

clothes and books and went to school in town for three years.  The second year he still stayed at the 
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Barnes home while the third year he stayed with the Albert Sattley family.  The last two years his 

teacher was a little man by the name of Briggs, a graduate of Harvard, and formerly of Boston, – a 

very learned man and a great statistician.  The young man learned more from him than any teacher 

that he had ever had before. 

The summer the young man was twenty years of age, he took his teacher’s examination and 

passed with creditable success. Next thing to do was to find a school that would hire a young, 

inexperienced man.  After hunting all over the northern part of the county, he finally found one that 

employed him, a month on trial – then, if satisfactory, would give him five months more.  It was 

called the Bilyeu School in Prairieton Township.  The wages were $35 a month. 

He found a place to board with a family by the name of Skiff and had the spare room all to 

himself.  The family included the man, wife, two grown boys and one grown girl, Elize, as ugly as a 

mud fence.  The grub was good but the price was too high, $13.50  a month, so after one month he 

got a change by living with one of the school directors, Richard Adams. He slept with two of the 

boys who went to his school and paid the family $10.00 a month.  Hot rye soda biscuit for breakfast 

and supper, but cold, hard ones for dinner (or lunch, as they say now) that were so hard that you 

could knock a steer down with one of them.  Plenty of meat – pork, beef and chicken – and only one 

mile from school.  It was a very cold, snowy winter and to get up at 6 a.m., walk through deep snow 

to that school house, build a fire and chop wood for the day was no delightful chore. 

Now to describe the schoolhouse:  it stood on a hilltop on the south of the public road in 

dense woods, but cleared away for a short distance around the house.  A frame building about thirty 

or forty feet, three windows in each side, and a door in the north end. 

The teacher was taken by one of the hands to Skiff’s on Sunday afternoon and the next 

morning he went to the school house early to get ready for the beginning of school.  Poke berry and 
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burdock were as high as the eaves surrounding the building, the windows all up, the door open and 

an old sow with six small pigs in a nest were in the southwest corner of the room.  He went to a  

nearby neighbor’s, borrowed a scoop, broom, scythe and pitchfork, mowed the weeds, piled them 

up, drove the old sow out, slipped in through a window, shut the door, and threw the pigs outside.  

The sow took her brood off down in the woods.  Then he threw her nest outside, swept, got water, 

scrubbed the desks and the floors ,straightened up everything and waited for the pupils to come.  At 

five minutes to nine, after a discouraging wait, thinking that no one would come, he heard a loud 

hallooing and laughing down in the woods and here they came – thirty-five of them.  They had 

sneaked around through the woods and weeds and all gathered to surprise their new teacher.  He 

knew a couple of the older boys and they introduced the rest.  There were six little girls, all six 

years old; there were also ten boys and ten girls between the ages of fourteen and twenty.  Of the 

thirty-five, twenty-five were closely related and had the names of Adams or Bilyeu.   

To make a long story shorter, the young man taught from that year 1876 to 1910.  He taught 

in thirteen different schools and for twenty-seven years.  He would work at farming through the 

summer and teach six months in winter.  All were country schools – only twice in the village of 

Stonington, which school at that time consisted of only two rooms, primary sixty kids and advanced 

forty. 

Belle Bond and Henry Goodrich were married February 22, 1877.  The young man rode 

down to spend the weekend with them about two years later and on the way he proposed to her 

Maggie Bond (Belle’s sister) and she accepted.  What a glorious day!  They were married at the old 

Bond homestead April 2, 1882 and went to housekeeping soon after in what was called the “railroad 

quarter.” 
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Chapter Seven 

The writer is rather ‘getting ahead of the hounds,’ to use an old saying, so let’s go back a 

ways.  The old Kirk School District consisted of eight sections of land (Sec. Numbers 13, 14, 15, 

16, 21, 22, 23, and 24.)  At an election, it was decided to split it up and make two regular districts, 

so the old building was sold to Mr. Kirk who moved it to his home and made a workshop of it.  Two 

new houses were built, one a mile west named “The Center” and one a mile east called “Cleveland,” 

our home school.   

The boy helped haul the material for building it and was one of the first pupils to attend.  On 

account of the lateness in finishing the building, school was not started until about November 1
st
.  

There were only six other pupils:  Ed Hurlbutt, as son of one of the directors, four other boys and 

one girl named Nelms, who lived in a  tenant house on the south side of the Bond farm, but who 

moved out of the district before the first of the next March.  The teacher’s name was Andrew Orr, a 

brother of the county superintendent of schools, Robert W. Orr.  He boarded with his sister, Mrs. 

Henry Kirk, but really did not know enough to be a good country school teacher.  Ed Hurlbutt and 

the boy got him stuck in compound proportion in arithmetic.  He had to get help from one of Mr. 

Kirk’s hired men, Jim Connelly, who had taught in Ohio and afterwards taught in Illinois.  Ed 

Hurlbutt quit about the same time the Nelms girl did, but the boy went on until oat-sowing time 

about the middle of March.  After that, Mr. Orr had to go to the school house and pretend to be 

teaching until he had put in five month’s teaching in order for the district to draw its share of the 

state funds.  So for over two weeks, he had to stay there all by himself, no neighbors nearer than a 

half mile, reading and writing and sleeping for seven hours a day.  O, what a merry life he had!  The 

Bond girls did not go as they had a governess at home.  
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This governess was Miss Olive Thayer of Chatham, Illinois.  She had a married sister (who 

had several small children cand was living in Maroa, Illinois) who was very ill and whose husband 

wrote to Miss Olive to come and help.  So one afternoon, the boy hitched up a span of mules to the 

spring wagon and took her to Taylorville.   It was a time of a February thaw and the rain pouring 

down.  They had an umbrella but the wind was so strong that all she could do was protect herself 

while he took the rain and wind, although he wore a slicker so did not get very wet.  It was muddy 

and sloppy.  After seeing her off on a Wabash train, he took the team to the home of an old 

schoolmate, Arthur Crooker, and after putting the team in the barn, stayed there over night.  

Crooker, by the way, was postmaster and also druggist at the northwest corner of the square. 

In the night a storm broke from the northwest and at daybreak a blizzard was raging so the 

boy waited until afternoon to start for home.  As soon as he got out of town, he tied the lines around 

the dashboard and turned the mules loose to pick their own way over the rough frozen ground.  He 

walked beside them all the way home, six miles, with no protection from the raging wind.  It took 

over three hours and they were glad to get there. 

Along about this time, the young man began to notice that the other girls were always 

picking on Maggie, for she was so different from them, always playing pranks on them so they, in 

retaliation, tried to make life miserable for her.  Whenever he had a chance he would take her part 

and thus an attachment for each other grew.  One day he caught her in the hallway, put his arms 

around her and kissed her.  She, in return, took his left hand and placed it over her heart and fled up 

the stairs, throwing him another kiss.  Silly, isn’t it, but it ripened into a lifetime.                                    

      ***      
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Notes from Sue Harkins Elmore, gr-granddaughter of LF Sabine: Lester Fremont Sabine was born 

26 Jun 1856 in Chatham and died in Taylorville, IL on 09 Nov 1945.  He taught in rural Christian 

County Schools from 1876 until 1910 and then went on to deliver mail to rural Christian County 

residents for another 20+ years, retiring at the age of 75. His wife, Maggie Bond Sabine, preceded 

him in death, passing away in August 1927. Both are buried in Grove City Cemetery in Christian 

County, as is Abner D. Bond with wife Maggie (“Sis”) Housley Bond and his 2
nd

 wife Delia Sabine 

Bond. 
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