Schenck Relatives-by Aunt Maud Swartzel
(copied as writken by her)

Great Grandfathers and Grandfathers, both grandfathers names were
John David Schenck

iﬁbx’\ Father, Obediah Schenck had a brother John David, he and our
L~ grandfather died with cholsra when father was 12 years old.

Father, Obediah, had one brother living, Samuel Thomas Schenck and
3 sisters, Sarzh Williamson, Harriet Thomas, Mary Qnn Haleman. His mothers
name was Mary Ann Gregg. She and all her 5 children died with tuberculosis.
The mother died at age 164, Sarah at 64, Mary 39, Harried 73, Father 69 :
Bamuel 52 years. Samuel's Daughter died with TB when she was 28. His Son
Obediah died in 1966 age 82.

¥ahhers home and birthc%ae?Springboro, Ohio

Fathers uncles and aunts lived to be guite old. Two of his aunts visited in
our home, last whenI was 17 years old. Their names were Pheba Vahn of
Batavia, Ohio, Aunt Alice Nepple from Iowa. They were the 86 years old,
Aunt Nepple "nit" 20 shalls for the neices and great neices and never wore
glasses. His other two aunts I never remembered their names. One married
a Derth the other a Githens. They had a brother Willianm..

He had a cousin William that lived in Dayton. He waseither a father or
grandfather of Senator Paul Schenck{ Senator Schencks ancestor$ was Garrett Schenck)
He had a son Obediah and a daughter Anna.

The Greegs at Lebanon were his cousins and also the Wrights.
Mother was born in Franklin Ohio. Our gandmother named yours father. Mother
named Lester Obediah Schenck and Obediah Sharpless

Uncle Samuel, father's brother was a fine shoemaker, made all his and
fathers fine k&d boots adn was fine carpenter.

Father was a broom maker and carpenter. After his family got }arge_he
went to farming, loaned his broom press to blind Wilse Morrow, who llV?lWlthe
Peckners, and the never brought it home, said they didn't know where it was
after he died.
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MEMORIES OF BYGONE DAYS

By
Mildred Elizabeth Schenck Stebbins

Although my parents lived at three other places in Liberty, my
earliest recollections are of the house on the corner across from
the U.B. Church. On the corner south of us lived Mrs. Forney
(Zella Underwood’s grandmother), across from her was Florence
Jacobs (her father was a doctor, but dead) and her mother. On
the other corner was Mr. & Mrs. Oliver Reed. (Mrs. Forney’s
daughter, Zella’s Aunt)

Every spring Mabel, Esther and I would clean the smokehouse, a 9
x 12 building with a basement for our playhouse, we used broken
dishes for our tea set. One time I fell on a broken glass and
Dad made us a cupboard and table. There was a basement
underneath where we stored potatoes and apples. Our kitchen in
the house was an enclosed back porch on the west side of our
house. Whoever enclosed it didn’t remove the clapboard siding,
so Mom and Dad had to paper over the clapboard. Naturally it was
guite a job. Dad seldom got mad but when papering he usually had
to go outside to cool off occasionally. Whenever the wind came
from the west we would get smoked out, because the main house was
two stories high and in spite of extensions to the chimney there
would be a downdraft, and soot would fall on everything. We had
to move out until the wind died down. We would have to cook on

the parlor stove, usually beans then.

When I was about 9 or 10 I was sent over the hill in front of the
church to place a basket with money in It on a corner post at
Liberty-Germantown Road. The New Lebanon Bakery went on that
road and we liked their bread. (He wouldn’t drive the one square
to our house.) On the way back, as I was in front of the church
I saw a 3-foot flame on our kitchen roof. I ran and told Mother,
then ran to Reed’s barn (back of Adam’s house) where I knew was a
ladder. I grabbed it and dragged it to our house. By that time
Mother had some neighbors there and they quickly put the fire out
with buckets of water. It had burned a hole about 3-feet in
diameter. Afterwards I heard them wonder that I could bring the
ladder, it was homemade of 2 x 4’s, with boards for rungs.

Our parlor was never heated in the winter so our dining room was
where we lived. Ir always seemed spacious enough, but years
later I was in it and I wondered how we got a square dining room
table, some chairs, two rockers plus several small rockers,
sewing machine and heating stove In it. In winter when Rev. John
Flory was the minister, he conducted revival services for six
weeks. Every night we kids would sit on the front bench and Rev.
Flory would always ask us to sing a chorus of "There’s Power In
The Blood of the Lamb." Dad was the janitor and had to keep the
furnace going and the acetylene lamps burning. He wasn’'t always



the lights would start to dim and Dad
them burning again,
short. He was

successful. Many times
would hurry to the basement and usually get

but occasionally he couldn’t and service was cut
paid $75.00 per year.

On New Year’s Eve the young people always wanted to ring the
church bell. One year the Board told Dad not to let them in, so
we went to bed early. Around 11:00 they came, one was calling
"Uncle Claud” (It was Paul Schenck) but he didn‘t get up.

As soon as we received word that someone in the community had
died, Dad was to toll the bell for each year they had lived.

We always had a Children’s Day and Christmas program. Mrs.
George Swartzel (mother of Ruth Leighty) usually drilled us in
our speeches, drills and songs. She would sit on the back bench
and make us say them loud enough to be heard. We decorated the
stage with crepe paper and bells for Christmas and with flowers
for Children’s Day. (1st Sunday of June) Usually a lot of
daisies from Swartzel’s hill, south of Ellerton, old fashioned
roses from the church cemetery and locust blooms. Mother would
send us to Aunt Mary’s for her to ger us new dresses. She would
take us shopping, but knowing our parents meager finances she
would buy embroidered organdy and copy the dresses we had tried
on. We always got new patent leather slippers also. I have
oftren wondered how they managed when all they had to sell was a
share of the tobacco crop, most of that went to pay the grocery
bill, and Dad’s wages of $1.00 per day whenever the farmers
needed him. Between times he did get some work with Uncle Will

as a carpenter.

Several times each summer the church had an ice cream social.
The church yard was very preltty strung with chinese laterns.
Bright and early the next morning we would search the ground for

the pennies and nickels that were dropped.

Mother never allowed us to go barefoot until school was out.
Eight months school ended the first weekend of May. Sometimes if
a day or so before the last day, and we were
staying with neighbors, we would take off our shoes and wade in

the little creek that flowed back of Reed’s barn. We always
that creek especially in early

spent many summer days wading 1In
Dad made us a small pond where we put

summer catching tadpolés.
them to watch them put out legs and finally hop away.

she went to town,

Several times a summer, we with some other girls from the town
would go "swimming" (only wading) in Bear Creek. Sometimes a

couple mothers would go along but usually it was just a group of
We always knew enough to keep out of the deep holes.

children.
Fourth of July’s were always fun. We would sell our bags of rags
to the rug men that always came by, run errands for Mrs. Reed and
save our money for fireworks. One year Grandpa Kline gave us a
lot of rags to sell, he and Grandma had divorced and he was



?;Z;L;?i gﬁsthe hoTe. We had more money than usual and bought
oL Chgs » Sparklers, roman candles, skyrockets, pinwheels,
i anzrs, anke;, etc. Mother had them all in her apron she
= & ;andl was sitting on the porch. Esther came to light a
e s e ;n the punk mother was holding. She didn’t move it
e Ououg and ]er‘one ball go into mother’s lap, setting off
e r array of fireworks. Mother did get burned but not
riously while we moaned the fact that our fireworks were gone.
One 4{h, Johnny Sweet, Ezra Coler’s farm hand (where Huffman’s
noy live, across from fireworks place) had some pretty red and
white paper balloons he was trying to send up. Two caught fire
and burned but one went up and was beautiful. He sent them from

Klzne s lawn (the big house on corner, now torn down) which was
just across the alley from us.

On summer evenings we kids played hide and seek all over the
town, no one needed to be afraid, and after dark if we were near
Ruanna Getter’s place (later Dr. Hulls) we would reach thru the
iron fence for some sweet-smelling shrubs.

Many summer evenings as Wwe grew older, we would congregate
around the piano at Kline’s, Morrow’s, Uncle Will’s (when they
were living in Liberty) and our house, and sing until bedtime.

Mom and Dad bought our piano when I was in the first grade.
Cleora Coblentz, my school teacher, gave us lessons in the
summer. Mabel and I played a duet "Waltzing Mice”. I really
never learned the notes I just memorized the piece. Later when I
was in seventh grade, music began to be taught in the school.
John Hughes was the teacher. Then I began to learn the notes and
began to teach myself the piano. I would learn the right hand,
then the left and then together.

Before I was old enough to go to school, I went "visiting" with
Mabel (that was an accepted practice). Mabel did something she
wasn’t supposed o and the teacher, Florence Moats, stood her on
the salt barrel in the corner. (Every school had an oak barrel
of salt water in case of fire) I cried and she was ra%en 40wn.
The next year I started to school, was jlusits fdve, wasn't SIX
until January. I liked school and wouldn 't stay'home even'Jf I
had a bad cold and some temperature. My best friend was Hilda
Wertz, others 1in the class that I can rememb?r were Daisy Fryer,
Lucy Lauver, and Robert Olwine. When I was in the'an grade,
Aunt Audrey (Elwood’s mother) gave mé @ pretty srr{ng of cut
glass beads that I wore to school. Ray Holdgrman 17.1sr grade
and I didn’t Jike him but he {iked me and tried to kiss me. As I
pulled away, his hand caught my peads and tore them. IS never
him that. Our teacher Cleora Cqblentz drove a horfe and
forgaV? he lived across from Lower Miamil Church) and sometimes
?Zigiasz'f there when the last bell rang. We would all sit down
‘et until she came. When I was 1n the 3rd g{ade. Arthur
e e el ching in the other room and his nephew, Wilbur Fryer
doss yasdlei the Moss home, always came in 30 to 60 minutes late.
gﬁz 2;;8C120ra warned him that if he came Jate the next day she



would 1 :
Shi paﬁi?glzehizgr ?e came his usual time and when she went for
Arthur, come here." 0 the door between the rooms and said, "Uncle
Bahe N . He came and the two teachers had a verbal

. €xt year Cleora was sent to District #4. After the

more programs‘ to efh T !
g e nd our SCh001 pICJUIES

We were fortunate

to have a nice hil
remember, ill on our playground. As I

we always had many snows and all winter long we spent
every recess and noon on the hill. We dried our gloves around
the pot bellied stove in the center of the room. All of us had
home-made sleds and someone had a "bob-sled” (big enough for 5 or
6). Naturally when coasting was good our sleds didn’t stop when
we reached the road and across we would go and into Eberly’s
field. The first ones down always broke the palings in the fence
(like the snow fences). Eberly’s never complained, would just
mend it when spring came. Sometimes when we had colds mother
would say, "Now don’t go on the hill today," but we always
forgot. She would doctor us with turpentine and lard, and
"Knock’s All" (a preparation she bought from a peddler).

Dad raised tobacco for many years at Eberly’s and later E.
Huffman. I do remember he did raise for Florence Jacobs. (Where
Allie Nye had lived) One evening as we were coming home from
taking in tobacco, we begged to ride the horse. Mabel had the
reins and I held to her. She decided to make the horse run and I
il @itai Many cold wet springs we laid on boards over the
tobacco plant beds to pull the weeds, steaming came many ye€ars
liaticr: Then when the plants were big enough, we had to pull
them, put them in boxes in the mornings while Dad worked the
ground. After dinner they were set in the field with two people
dropping them on a tobacco planter. From age 12 on I dropped
every year. When much younger Dad cut a forked stick and when he
plowed we had to follow and uncover the bottom leaves. Also had
to pick off worms when they appeared. One summer when Mother was
sick and Dad was working in the harvest Mom told Mabel and I she
would give Uus each a penny for every 10 worms we picked off. We
didn’t kill them just put them in some cans and many craw{ed out
pbefore we got them home. Qur next jobs were at cutting time,
then we picked up the stalks and put rheg in piles so Dad could
load them faster. As we grew older we did the loading and

At first Dad would stand high in the shed and let
dangle a harnéss ]line which we would hook around a lathe of
tobacco and he would pull it up to hang. As we grew'older, Dad
would place (WO rails close together on thg second tier. One on
the ground would hand it to us on §econd tier aqd {hen we to Dad
to hang on the 4th tier. In the winter was stripping time
(pulling the leaves from the stalks). When we were small we
enjoyed playing in the empty clean.boxes, but as we grew older we
had to help strip also. I never liked ’ﬁ?' and pals a{ways glad
when it was too cold to get the tobacco Infcasc deJng the
Christmas holidays- Tobacco was d{y and brittle until a damp

f day came, then it was soft like a rag. Dad usually took a
Jnggown when in case, and then when it was cold and dry he would

hauling in.



sprinkle the piles ;
al n 1
carpets. Next day ight with warm water and cover with old

i ,
e T e I would be ready to strip. When Mom and Pop
€y would come home and get supper for all

After supper
into boxi?. ?aglind L Wa]ked_baCk to Eberly’s shed to "knee" il
ays handed it to him. I always remember those

clear, cold nights
’ when we walked back h
ome
the north stars and the big and little dippeizd ki gt

Davy, Mary Ann, and
the street from our
summer when we were

Zorth Paulus, he was a nephew, lived across
arn. Mary Ann took in washings and in the

sent "uptown”" to the st
o . i store she would be in
yvard pushing the washing machine back and forth and smoking a

c?rg COZ p{pe.. As soon as she would see us she would grab the
jo) p. and hide it under her apron. Davy never did much but sit
against a tree along the sidewalk and move around it to keep in
the shade, or sit on the bench in front of Kline’s
day Mabel and I were going to Aunt Mauds, when we reached the
half-hogshead watering trough by the town pump, Mabel waded
rhrough ;nd I followed. When I was in the middle Davy yelled (he
was sitting on a bench at the grocery store), "Get the h--- out
of there." It startled me and I slipped on the mossy bottom and

went down. We went on. Aunt Maud fitred me in one of Saretta’s
dresses until mine dried.

store. One

Bill Gross, a brother-in-law of the Eberly’s had a piano store in
Eaton. Most of the pianos in Liberty were from his store and he
by our standards was considered wealthy. He bought his daughter
Glenna, a pony and cart. Nearly every summer she would drive to
Liberty to stay with her aunt, Mrs. Arthur Eberly and then take
us a ride.

Halloween was always fun early in the evening, Wwe kriidish odamihe
town dressed up and stopped at nearly every house. As I remember
we didn’t get many treats, maybe an apple, pear or some popcorn
but would stay until they guessed who we Wwerec. Later the young
people would make the rounds. I remember one couple wore an
unusual costume. It was Mr. and Mrs. Phil Shank, Mrs. qudy
Bowman's parents, they had sewed corn.husks all over FhEJi
clothing. Next morning we awoke fo find gates removed (?veryqne
had a fence) corn fodder in the roads and always someoneys toilet
or wood shed or some vehicle in fran.of each.groczry- K}éars'
jater when Fred Whittler ran the filling station where ine’s

grocery was there was S oW rianyihinzMins fronit of Lyl ace:

Early in October he would get apples and cider and the boys could
T ;

ht, our biggest time
, Halloween was only one night, © 2¢ 4
I fhemse]éiiisrmas and New Years when we had Belsnickers ‘
il beryei? Usually candy and popcorn Were offered to eat. We
every nig .

never filled sacks fto take home.

ce for all the young people who
[ till hear the
i rrounding area and I can s !
i thessfhey came to town on a snowy night. One
g v our house and Mom usually made
who was still in the high

the gathering pla

Liberty was
lJived on farms
sleigh bells tink
winter Uncle
pancakes for bre

stayed at
Wa];i;ast. He and Lester,




chair trjed to see l-Vho d F e
coul T
d h] 1 : 2 eart the most. om then on h

; . : One nigh
see his ght when Un
girlfriend, Mabel sajqg "Let’s pin his p§§:m:a;;§; Zzz: T

So she slipped the i
Pins u ;
Another night she sewed ri;;aézzrand I helped put them in.

Mrs. Re A

Tk arezaii:fYZ b;Led. made noodles and raised Veretablcsaito

Jeffers S S LesdalysEand Saltlurdalyishe  She: hadl a. sitand. on

berweenogrhrreztjln front of the Pony House, I think it was

I along for in th Streets. Many times she would take Mabel and
ompany. For our lunch she would buy us sweet rolls

or.creaq horns. Nothing was as luscious as the cream horns, I
§r1]] 11€e them. She also took us along to the Loy Reunion; held
in Baker’s Woods (just west of Route 4 on Farmersville-West
Carrollton Road). Besides the good dinner (all Loy’s were good

cooks) they also had a refreshment stand, usually run by Perry

Morrow. They had games, a program, and one time they had a
contraption called Shute the Shute, where a swing was pulled high
by a‘rope on a pulley on another tree, then released. We got Dad
to fix us one in our orchard. Mrs. Reed had grandchildren our

age and we always had a good time.

Another big day was Mass Day on the last day of school. All the
township schools would go to the High School. There each teacher
had put up an exhibit of writing and handwork usually embroidery
or crocheting for the girls and some small items made by the
boys. These were judged for ribbons, each school tried hard to
get their share. Usually some farmer in the area would come to
the school with a wagon with hay ladders on and haul us to the
high school. Our parents would come later with picnic baskets.
In the morning each school put on a program, then at noon rables
were set up outside, unless it rained when boards were laid over
the desks. Afterwards everyone visited before leaving for home.
In later years we always credited the fellowship of Mass Day for

the school cooperation we had.

Every summer a vaudeville group, (sometimes two) wou]d.come to
town and set up a stage on the school ground.' T@e auqzence sat
on bleachers erected in the open, s0 no shgw {f it ra:ned. Along
with the show they sold medicine a{ intermission. With ;acﬁ
bottle you purchased you could def:gnare the points to r‘e most
popular lady."” Several young ladies were chosen and fhzlr'n?mes
and their charts displayed in the store. Naturally each gir

1 1 t of medicine. I still remember
to win and it sold a lot : T G
wanref.t A na s s almonan BDoRY.cUsknoY; Bill Jones? '"No™
g "I ad you should see how fast he is, he just zips in
Sl Sia v a0 y}hen Bill appears very SIOW]YL dragging his feet,
and zips oul. When he gets to her he says, Please
Dersceoy WOXEREs around.” She turns him and he drags out.

furnsme —  _— ——-= ;o a fortune teller billed as the

Semsjncogthare SZ?Wih:Ogégeﬁigedaughrer. One year when one was

seventhy davghitc nd, Wesley Schenck had lost his Q]qck Hills

on the school g;ouon; et the summer before and visited Black

;j?i. ;TheyrZZY éurchased beautiful rings) Aunt Jane went o
ills where



homes at the unbeli

evabl j ;
and he became SRt ccRowS 200 pesuhour.,

Ty th;_co?rractor hiring help at $1.50 per hour. Pure
PR 5 € also worked the next yYyear and by the summer of
! €gan to shop for a car. What fun we kids had. In the
evenlqgs after Dad came home the car dealers appeared to take us
for rides. We rode in Wescotts, Buicks, Auburns, Maxwells
Chevrolets and Fords. Dad finally bought a Ford touring c;r for
around $490.00. That year Henry Ford said if he sold a certain
number of cars he would send each buyer a check for $50.00. He
sold the cars and we got the check.

Later $2.50

It wasn’t long
washed the car
flush it out.

asked us to go

before Mabel learned to drive. One Saturday we

and polished the brass and drained the radiator
Just then our neighbor, Mrs. Dishong came and
to the traction at Eaton Pike to pick up Hazel.
Dad said Mabel and I could go. Before we got there the Ford
began to knock but we made it. One of the Snyder’s from the
blacksmith shop came out and took off the radiaror cap. He said,
“you don’t have any water." Then we remembered it was drained.
He poured water in very slowly and we got back O.K.

ro

Going back a year or two, after the the flood Dad bought a
beautiful horse named Goldie. We later learned she kicked.
Sunday Uncle Joe’s and Uncle Jesse’s came for dinner, we always
met them at the traction. This Sunday it was getting supper time
when we rtook them back and it was raining, Mabel and I went
along. Coming back, when we started up the hill after crossing
Bear Creek she stopped and kicked the fronr of our surrey and
broke the shafts. We had to leave the surrey and walk leading
the horse. He soon sold her and bought John from Clarence
Getter.

One

had taken him to the Eaton Pike and taught him to race
the traction cars. One day as Mom was coming from Dayton, a
traction caught up with them near the Soldiers Home. John took
off, luckily the traction made a stop and Mom got John slowed
down and turned off the pike.

Pearl Toms

Some summer days we would hang around the blacksmith shop. We
liked to watch the sparks fly when Mac turned rhg bellows. Also
like to watched him trim the horses hoofs and na{I on the shoes
and hear the clang of the hammer hitting rhs anvil when he"s@aped
the red hot shoes. Mrs. McPherson was the "angel of mercy” in
the town, they had no children, so she adopted the town and was
always helping out when sickness came.

was the Sam Huffman

[ ot for we Liberty kids .
Another favorite sp e R

Woods on both sides of Liberty-Germantown
were there watching for the first f]oyers
where to find hepaticas, spring beauties,
and purple violets and May apples.
the west woods then across a

cgegs,
Stanley Huffman (later J.A. Rabold).

Sometimes we would go
field where we often found snake

to another big woods along Bear Creek
There

to appear. We knew
trillium, yellow, white
through

that belonged to
we found the






