
   FORTNER  FAMILY
  HERITAGE

Decendents of Jacob J. Fortner born in 1846.

Left - Earl Norbert Fortner - born March 27, 1903
Right - Roy Amon Fortner - born December 31, 1904

Children of Amon Jesse Fortner and Dora Estella Banks.

Version 7-10-2018



DEDICATION

This book is dedicated to the memory of Amon J. Fortner, who
wrote about his childhood and growing up in the Ozarks.  His stories in-
spired me to research into our families past.  Some of his first writing
was in technical journals explaining his experience in refrigeration and
also his use of early diesel engines and were published in the citrus in-
dustry  journals in California.   Most of his stories about growing up in
the Ozarks was published in the Springfield Daily News.  Joe Clayton
was a staff writer who put them in his  “Over the Ozarks” column and
others were in a column called the “Waste Basket”.  I grew up living at
the small farm that Amon called  “The Little Ozarks” in Pomona Califor-
nia.

Roger D. Fortner    rdfortner@att.net
408 Hillcrest Ave
Nixa, Missouri 65714

“A.J. Fortner, ...transplanted Ozarker and longtime contributor to
one of the most venerable fixtures in The Daily News, the Over the
Ozarks column.

“The feature owes its longevity to unusual people like Fortner, who
offer lifetimes of memories, poems and almost-forgotten history without
reward.

“For 46 years after he moved to California from the Ozarks, Fort-
ner kept his contributions coming.  He refused to relinquish his link with
a region he credited with adding years to his life.”

Joe Clayton
Staff writer for the
Springfield Daily News

0 - Page 1

mailto:rdfortner@att.net


FORWARD

First we need to introduce the FORTNER line that this book is about.

Malinda Patton ? Fortner, born in Kentucky in 1808, died in 1881 at Hollis-
ter Missouri, is the first Fortner in our clan.  For some reason her husband is not in
any records that we could find.  One story is that he was killed in a mining acci-
dent.  She had two children, Jacob J. Fortner, born 1846, died 1913 and Louisa
Fortner, born about 1838 and no more information on her has been found.  Jacobs
son was Amon Jese Fortner who was born on Febuary 4, 1877 and died on January
21, 1953.  Amon is the one that started writing about our past.  I am not very good
at writing but here is where we begin.

I have been gathering bits of information on the Fortner family ever since
about 1968.  My father Earl Fortner, gave me some clippings of stories that grand-
pa Amon Fortner had written.  He often wrote for the Ozark Wastebasket, a column
in the Springfield Daily News. As a child.  I grew up on “The Little Ozarks" farm
in Pomona California and didn’t know what a heritage it represented. Amon said
“...our main crop would be boys and girls - and so it has been.”  My uncle, Cletus
Fortner, found out that I was interested in our history and gave me some more clip-
pings of Amons writtings and I have always wanted to put his stories of faith to-
gether ever since.  In 1991 I was able to copy as much iformation as I could and
put it in the first atempt of Fortner Family Heritage and sent copies to as many
family members as I could.

On September 12, 1969  I moved to Ozark, Missouri and later married   Rita
June Glidewell who I went to church with in California.  I still live in the Ozarks,
about 30 miles from the Fortner Homestead in Taney County, Missouri.  I will
never regret moving to the Ozarks and raising my children here.  I can say like
Amon, this is the “Most interesting place in the world to me - my home.“

Thanks go out to Barbra Beglau for the things she contributed and also to Vi-
ola Hartman, the Hollister historian that helped us find information. I would also
like to see Phyllis Potter, Roy Fortner's daughter, keep updated records on our fam-
ily tree.
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We decided that if we didn’t get our family history out to the rest of the fam-
ily it might be lost.  I am going to put this version of  “FORTNER FAMILY HER-
ITAGE” on line where family and friends can download copies as they want to.  I
hope you like this book, it represents a lot of reserch done over the years by many
people.  It is not going to be perfect and is not ever going to be complete.  The time
period included here will be from as early as we can find records to Amon Fort-
ner's children.  This book is put together in a form so when corrections or new in-
formation comes in, it will be easy to change or add pages.

Putting this book together is a lot of work and will be a work in progress.  I
will update it when new information is inserted into it.   I will include a date in the
file name so you can see when an update is available and also have a small file that
only has the updated pages and larger files that have the complete book.  I suggest
printing out a complete book so you have a complete copy and also save the files
so you have a backup copy.  I will have Word and PDF files available.

It has taken a lot of time and effort to keep the web page on line.  It cost
several hundred dollars per year just to host the site.   If you use the site and can
help support it, you can donate using Paypal.com, my account is my e-mail ad-
dress, any amount would help.

Roger D. Fortner    rdfortner@att.net
408 Hillcrest Ave.
Nixa, Missouri  65714

0 - Page 3



WAY BACK YONDER
Way back yonder in the Ozark Hills
We had no gas or electric bills,
Blackjack wood and a coal oil light
Made that old log cabin warm and bright,
A gurgling spring at the foot of the hill
Quenched our thirst - and sent no bill.
When we wuz Livin’ in those hills,
With “Sassfras” tea Mom cured our ills.
In a springhouse cool, Mom stored our grub
And we took our baths in the old wood tub.
But we had peace amidst those scenes --
For there wasn’t any autos or flying machines.
So long, Folks.

Amon J. Fortner
May 17, 1948
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CRONOLOGY OF EVENTS
1808 Malinda Patton Fortner was born in Kentucky.

1850 Listed in Effington County, Illinois censis with 
Louisa and Jacob.

1860 Listed in Shelby County, Illinois census.

1863 January 8 - William Hopper died at The Battle of Wilson
Creek near Springfield, Missouri.

1868 Malinda applied for homestead - Taney County, Missouri.

1868-69 Hopper family moved to Taney County, Missouri.

1870 May 15 - Jacob J. Fortner and Malissia Hopper McCord 
were married in Hollister area.

1871 November - Helped start Mincy Valley Church of Christ.

1872 December - Jacob quit church and changed belief.(Church
of the Brethern)

1873 August - Malinda Fortner recieved her homestead on 120
` acres.

1873 September 14 - Theodosia McCord died. (Jacob Fortner's
step daughter)

1877 Jacob recieved his homestead on 40 acres next to his 
mother’s property.

1880 Jacob and Malissia's family are in Springfield, 
Missouri, living on the corner of Campbell and Clay.

1881 Jacob Fortner was listed as living on Boonville St. 
North Clay Street. No occupation listed.

1881 Malinda Fortner died in the Ellisson home, Hollister.

1881 February 17 - Malinda’s property sold by administrator.

1882 March 10 - Jacob’s property sold.
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1884 July 16 - Last young child died. (Edward, one of twins)

1884? Jacob and Malissia Fortner moved to Eureka Springs, 
Arkansas.

1887 Jacob and Malissia moved to Aurora, Missouri.

1893 October 19 - Jacob and Malissia signed a deed to clear
up the title on the 120 acre farm as heir of Malinda 
Fortner.

1897 Amon J. Fortner graduates from Aurora High School.

1902 April 26 - Amon and Dora Banks marry.

1902 July 2 - Amon started work at Aurora Light, Ice and 
Storage.

1905 October - Jacob J. Fortner and Norbert Banks go to 
California.

1907 March 19 - Amon and family left for California, lived 
on North Fairfax Ave, ? Pagadera.

1907 April 21 - Amon moved to 959 N. Gary Ave, Pomona to 
work as An Ice Plant Engineer.

1921 April 17 - Moved to the “Ranch” 1662 E. 7th Street, 
The Little Ozarks.

1923 December 31 - Norbert Banks died at Wilcox Arizona.

1924 June 23 - Earl Norbert Fortner went to Wilcox to settle
the Norbert Banks estate. (Dora wrote that he was still
there on March 12th 1925 and is working.)
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CHAPTER 1
THE UNKNOWN

Malinda Patton Fortner, maiden name unknown, was born in
1808 in Kentucky.  Patton may have been her maiden name.

In the 1910 census Jacob, her son, said that his mother was
born in Wisconsin and Jacob’s sister, Clemma Louise (Fortner)
Peebler, also said that Malinda was born in Wisconsin.  This
would seem to mean that they were at least there at one time.  In
the 1850 census report from Effingham County Illinois, it states
that both Jacob Fortner and his older sister Louisa Fortner were
born in Illinois.

Malinda Fortner Age 40 Born in Kentucky
Jacob Fortner Age 6 Born in Illinois
Louisa Fortner Age 14 Born in Illinois

The 1860 census shows Malinda and Jacob moved to Shelby
County Illinois.

Malinda Fortner Age 50 Born in Kentucky
Jacob Fortner Age 14 Born in Illinois

The value of their personal property was stated to be
$150.00.  Note that Louisa was no longer with Malinda, she would
have been 24 years old and probably married.  Also some census
reports had wrong age information, so the ages may be wrong.
Jenkins or Jenekins was Jacobs middle name.

I hope we can find out more about Malinda’s husband but as
of now the only thing we have is the story that he died in a mine
accident in Illinois or Wisconsin.

I have contacted some Fortners in Springfield Missouri that
had a John M. Fortner leave home from Butler County, Kentucky
between 1844 and 1847.  This is one I would like to trace to see
if he could be our missing Fortner.  It could be that she wanted
to be close to her inlaws, about 30 miles away.
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MOVE TO MISSOURI

Malinda Fortner decided sometime after the 1860 census to
move her and her son Jacob to Southwest Missouri.  This
courageous woman apparently moved on her own.  Even though she
was alone with a young son she decided to start a new life in a
wild country.  When she saw the beauty of the small valley that
layed between two sloping bluffs at the end of Turkey Creek’s
journey toward the White River, she fell in love with it.  She
would find out later that Turkey Creek could turn into a wild
stream that would flood most of the valey it flowed through.

This happened about 1868.  It took Malinda and Jacob five
days to make the journey to the land office in Springfield that
was only about fifty miles away.  Some of these roads were so
crooked, it would be hard to say how many miles it really was.
In those days if a tree fell accross the narrow trails they just
found another way to get through the dense forest and that was
it. It was August, 1873 when President U.S. Grant signed the
papers conveying the property to Malinda.

The United States of America to Malinda Fortner, conveying
the S 1/2 of the NW 1/4 and the NE 1/4 of the NW 1/4 of
Section 9 of Township 22 North, Range 21 West in the
District of Lands For Sale - Springfield, Missouri.  Being
120 Acres (Centering about 1 mile South of the mouth of
Turky Creek)

Jacob J. Fortner recieved a homestead on 40 more acres in
1877 that made their property a full 160 acre plot.  This would
eventually be the site of the small town of Hollister Missouri.
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This is a copy of a drawing that the City of Hollister used to
honor Malinda Fortner.  The description was, “In 1873, at the
age of 65, Malinda Fortner, widow, homesteaded the land on
which the town stands.   Her cabin stood west of Turkey Creek
at approximately 4th Street and South 65 Highway.

Hollister Hi-lites



OLD ROADS
I can't understand the apparent indifference shown by the

Waste Basket  (A column in the Springfield Daily News) writers to
the historical value of the old, old roads.

Over these our forefathers plodded behind a yoke of slow—
moving steers, hauling lumber and farm products to the market.

My own uncles (Hoppers) marched fron Cassville along the old
wire road to the Battle of Wilson Creek, where one of them was
killed.

My daddy, (Jacob Fortner), when an orphan boy of 16, (more
like 20) attempted to haul a wagon load of lumber from Branson to
Springfield along the Old wilderness road.  It was in dead of
winter and the only protection that kid had for his feet was tow-
sacks tied with string.

Somewhere on that wilderness road the back axle of his wagon
broke.  Did he give up?  He did not!  He unloaded that lumber,
cut down a hickory tree, and with only a chopping ax for a tool,
he made a new axle, loaded up his lumber and went on his way
rejoicing.  That little task took him 3 days and nights, during
which not one single other person came along that way.

When I asked him curiously how on earth he made the bolt
holes in the green timber, guess what he said?  "I heated my
wagon rods red hot, hundreds of times, and burned those holes
through.  That's what took so long."

He had only taken enough food for an ordinary trip, so for 2
days he lived on parched corn.  I never would have learned that
story except he Just accidentally mentioned it and then
reluctantly gave me the details in answer to numerous cuestions -
- yes, I'm sure interested in the old roads.

Amon J. Fortner
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Malinda Fortner’s homestead was an L shaped piece of property that is now the original town of
Hollister, Missouri.  It’s Northeast corner went across Turkey Creek and included what is now the local
radio station.  The Southeast corner was in “Big Hollow”, that was one way to walk to Mincy and was
sometimes refered to as  “Happy Hollow”.  The Southwest corner was near the Ellison home, there is a
little cemetary at that location.  The Northwest corner is what Jacob J. Fortner homesteaded and this
squared off the farm for a total of 160 acres.

Malinda Fortner would sometimes stay at the Ellison home for weeks at a time visiting, prob-
ably when the water was high.  It has been told to me that Malinda died at the Ellison home.  We have
no record of where she was burried, but it probably was the Ellison Cemetary.



JACOB AND MALISSIA
May 15, 1870 Jacob J. Fortner married Malissia Hopper

McCord, a young woman who’s previous husband went to fight as a
Union soldier in the Civil War and never returned.  She had two
daughters so Jacob found himself with a family to support.  It
was not easy to provide food and shelter as pioneers, but they
were determined to make it.

In 1877 Jacob homesteaded 40 acres adjoining Malinda’s land,
to the North and West, thinking that it was more seutable for
crops.

The NW 1/4 of the NW 1/4 of section 9 Township 22 North
Range 21 West, A tract of 40 acres.
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CHAPTER 3
MALISSIA’S FAMILY

The following is excerpts from letters written by Creel
Hopper, Malissia’s brother, to Rosilla McCord Burkhart,
Malissia's daugther by her first husband, Samuel McCord. This is
an edited version of three letters written in 1906.

Evan, Arkansas
Sunday, May 13, 1906

Dear Nephew & Niece,

Perhaps you know that your mother (Malissia Hopper) was born
in Adair Co. Kentucky about the year 1846.  Well, your
grandfather, my father, was born in Russel Co. Kentucky in the
year 1814 and his father Joseph Hopper was in Virginia about the
year 1764 (? 1774).  I can’t give the date of his father’s birth.
His name was Thomas Hopper.  He lived in Virginia in Colonial
days and was a very wealthy planter.  He was a cripple or at
least had a crippled foot that had got that way by some accident
when he was a very small child.  Otherwise he was a very large
and healthy man.  He could not be admitted into the army during
the Revolution war on account of his crippled foot.

He owned a large farm and a host of negro slaves, but your
great grandfather, Joseph Hopper, was very much opposed to
slavery and left Virginnia in 1802 when the Green River Valley
was first opened for settlement he came across the mountains with
Old Colonel Stephens who had been a colonel during the
Revolutionary war.  Your great grandfather married into the
Stephens family soon after they got into Kentucky and settled
there in the Green River Valley while the country was infested
with almost all kind of wild beasts and some troublesome Indians.
The bear and panther and wolves were so plenty that they had to
make baricades around their houses by digging a trench and
standing up timbers 10 to 15 feet high all around their houses to
keep their children from being caught by wild animals.  Your
great grandfather and grandmother did not have to baricade their
house as they had no children at the start and by the time their
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children was big enough to get out in the yard the wild beast had
become more wild and did not come so close to the house--and
right here I must tell you of a little circumstance that I have
heard my grandmother tell a many a time.

On one occasion when the old man had to go to the mill which
was 18 miles away, he asked her if she would be afraid to stay
alone with the children while he was gone for he knew it would be
late in the night before he could get back and sometimes he had
to stay overnight so she told him she would not be afraid if he
would leave his gun with her and here I may state she was as good
a shot with a rifle as most of men.  Well he went on to the mill
and the day passed off and she prepared supper and her and the
children had eaten and some of the children had got off to bed so
she was in no hurry to clean up the table thinking the old man
might come in so finally 9 o’clock came and the old man was not
in hearing yet so she concluded that he was going to have to stay
overnight so she cleaned up the table and throwed out the scrap
to the dogs which was two very large and severe dogs and a few
minutes later the dogs both gave a terrible bowl and off around
the house and tried to burst in at the back door and she could
hear something still eating at the scraps, so she opened the door
and there stood a big bear in six feet of her so she reached up
and got the gun and leveled on it and fired; well, the bear
whirled around and ran to the yard fence and jumped over and ran
off down a little slope of a hill out of sight.

Then she said she was scared almost out of her wits so she
went to work and barred up the doors with anything that she could
get hold of, then she sat down and said she would not go to sleep
that night for she expected that bear would be back there any
minute trying to break in, so about 10 o’clock she heard the old
man singing on the hill a mile away which he always done when he
was coming home late at night so she unbarred the doors and
arranged things just as though nothing had happened and had the
old mans supper ready when he got there so he was soon ready and
sat down and eat his supper.  When he was done eating he pushed
back and says, “Well, old woman did anything try to catch you
while I was gone?” “Well,” says she, “I don’t know that anything
tried to catch me, but something drove the dogs away from their
feed since dark.”  “Well,” says he, “what did it look like?”
“Says she, “It look to me like a bear.“  “Well,” says he, “why
didn’t you kill it?“  Says she, “I did shoot at it but it ran
off."  "How far did you shoot?, says he.  “bout 6 feet," says
she.  “Well,” says the old man, “I expect you killed it.  Where
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did it go?"  So she told him it jumped over the yard fence and
went off down the hill.  So they took a light and went out to
where it crossed the fence and the blood was poured from bottom
to the top of the fence.  Well they got over the fence and
followed the trail by the blood about 30 steps and there lay the
bear dead.  So it took them just about the rest of the night to
get the bear to the house and get it dressed and salted down.
The old lady said she always imagined that was the best bear meat
that she ever ate and I have heard her tell of killing a number
of deer and turkeys.

My great grandfather (Thomas Hopper) lived to be over one
hundred years old.  I can remember when he died, I think about
1845.  There were thirteen heirs to the estate and there was
something over $12,000 a piece for the heirs.  Well, they wrote
to my grandfather to come out and get his part and he wouldn’t go
and get it.  So they wound up the estate and set off my
grandfather’s part in negro slaves and wrote to him that he had a
lot of slaves out there that he must come and get them.  So he
set down and wrote back to them that he never had owned a slave
and he never would and he further stated that he would not go to
hell with a slave on his back so he never did go and get them but
finally gave them their freedom.

My grandfather (Joseph Hopper), which was your great
grandfather, lived to be 105 years old and my great grandfather
Stephens lived to be over a hundred years old.  My great
grandfather (James)Robertson on my mother’s side, he was also
your great grandfather, lived to be a very old man and was a
revolution pensioner and one of his sons was a captain under
Jackson the war of 1812.  He knew no fear.  My grandfather on my
mothers side was also a Hopper and was a cousin to my father so
his ancestry runs back to old Thomas Hopper of Virginia.  His
first wife was a Robertson and they raised 9 children to be
grown--all girls but one, and he got to be one of foremost
preachers there was in Kentucky. The old man married a second
wife when he was 53 years old and raised 11 more children--mostly
boys-~and they were everyone union soldiers in the time of the
war and one of them is now one of the foremost preachers there is
in Texas.

As to your fathers people, I know very little about them
(McCord).  I think your fathers parents had both died a short
time before the war for your father came to our house seeking a
home and he found it with us til the war broke out.  Then he
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volunteered in the army with the rest of us boys.  I always
thought well of him as a brother and I did not discard him
because he left your mother.  They were not the only couple that
ever married and afterward found they were miss matched and could
not enjoy life together and it was best to make an entire
separation.

My mother’s name was Icyphena Hopper (Her mother’s maiden
name was Bethena Robertson) and she was born in Russel County,
Kentucky.  Mother was born August 18th, 1818 and I think she and
father were married October 4, 1835.  All of their children, down
to your mother, Malissia, were born in Adair County, Kentucky.

Your mother, Malissia, was born June 1, 1845 (or 46). There
were eight other children born after we moved to Iowa.  Your Aunt
Lizzie was one of them.  We left Kentucky in August 1849 and were
on the road over two months.

(I, Creel Hopper, was born February 8, 1840 in Kentucky.)
We first settled in Desmoines County near Burlington, Iowa and
stayed there two years.  We then moved down into Mercer County,
Missouri in August 1855 and were there when the war came up in
1861.  Uncle Anderson was married and living in Iowa so he went
into one of the Iowa regiments, I don’t remember which number.
There were four brothers of us yet at home when the war broke out
and all about grown: myself, (Creel), Marion, William and Milton,
and as all had to take sides one way or another, we all enlisted
in a cavalry regiment.  Our Colonel’s name was Walter W. King, a
very fine commander, and our number was the 3rd Missouri and
known as the M.S.M. Calvalry.

We did service in Missouri, Arkansas, and Indian Territory.
General Schofield was our division commander and as General
Pleasanton was our field commander. Brother William died January
8, 1863 at Sprinfield, Missouri and Brother Marion was discharged
for disability the following fall.

Myself,(Creel) and Milton served our three full years and
were discharged at Warrensburg on April 6th, 1865.

My mother had five brothers who were also soldiers in the
Union Army and did service in Kentucky and Tennessee.

Clem Hopper lived in Mercer County, Missouri from 1855 to
1861 and had 5 sons. During the summer of 1861 Samuel H. McCord
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came to live as one of the family.  When the war of the rebelion
broke out and a call was made for volunteers, Clem Hopper was
among the foremost to muster volunteers.

In September of 1861 the company was mustered into service
with Clem Hopper, Samuel McCord, Creel Hopper, Marion Hopper and
William Hopper all members of the company.  We done our first
service on the Hanibal and Ft. Joe RR at and around Chillicothe
and Utica, Missouri.  We served our time and was discharged in
March 1862 and all except the old man who was now passed 50 years
old re-enlisted and the yonnger son who was just 15 years old
also enlisted with us in the 3rd Missouri Calvery while Samuel
McCord went into the 23 Missouri infantry and at the same time
our oldest brother who was married and lived in Iowa had enlisted
in one of the Iowa regiments.

There was five brother of us and one intended brother-in-law
all in the U.S. service at the same time.  The first of the five
brothers to leave the service was Anderson, the oldest.

We all left Mercer County, Missouri in 1868 and 1869 and
came to Taney County, Missouri.  Father Hopper died in February
1876 and in Febuary 1879 Mother Hopper died.  Then the family
began to scatter and now they are scattered from here to the
Pacific Ocean.

Now this is about all I can give you of our history at
present, but I can say that we have an ancestry that one may well
be proud of.  There had never been a disgrace brought into the
family by the misconduct of any member. The Hopper family as far
as I have been able to get their history has been a very
patriotic set of people and are very adventruous keeping right on
the frontier as long as there was a new country to go too.

This leaves all well.  Your Aunt Sarah sends her best.
Respects to all.

Creel Hopper
Evon, Arkansas

Malissia Fortner’s Brother
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CHAPTER 4
LIFE ON TURKEY CREEK

Life in Southwest Missouri was incredibly hard after the
Civil War.  Missouri was split from the very start.  The governor
took the state malitia and started fighting for the South even
though the majority of the state was held by the Union.  Forsyth,
the Taney County seat was repeatedly under fire from both sides.
On April 9, 1865, when the war ended, there wasn’t much to come
back to.  The war had forced most residents to desert their homes
and leave.  You could not be neutral, you was either for the
North or for the South.  In the previous chapter Creel Hopper
said “...all had to take sides one way or another, we all
enlisted in a cavalry regiment.”  Homes and barns were burned,
what livestock they had was gone and no crops for food.  The
courthouse at Forsyth was gutted and Taney County was broke.  Law
and order was non-existant. From 1865 to 1884 (the approximate
time period the Fortners were there) there was fourty-two murders
with no convictions.  A play called "The Bald Knob Tragedy of
Taney and Christian Counties, Missouri” was an attempt to record
these events.

“Our officers have wholly disregarded the law. Our
juries, to a certain extent, have disregarded their 
duties, as American citizens.  Our murderers, outlaws, and
their friends have had full control of the courts and
juries, not from choice of our courts and juries but through
fear of their lives.  You will remember when men who have
been on trial for the foulest murders that ever was
committed, in connection with their friends, have marched up
and down the streets and around the courtroom, when they
were being tried for their lives, armed with Winchester
rifles, double-barreled shotguns, revolvers and butcher
knives, and filled with bad whiskey, defying the courts,
judge, and jury to convict them, swearing by the eternal God
who made them, that if they were convicted their friends
would release them, and they would then kill every one that
was interested in their prosecution.”

In 1884 a group of men, tired of this type of system,
started what was called the Bald Knobbers.  They were working as
a secret organization and met on one of the open hilltops called
"Bald Knobs” near the church where the Fortners and Hoppers
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attended.  They soon became almost as bad as the criminals they
were trying to stop and were resposible for several beatings and
linchlngs.  The governor forced them to disban when he threatened
to send in forces to take over the county.

It was during this period that the Fortners and Hoppers were
trying to live in this area.  Apperently they were going to the
“Post Oak Grove Church of United Babtist” when Jacob J. Fortner
and Malissia were married.  According to some of the minutes of
the Mincy Valley Church of Christ, they left Oak Grove Church to
help start Mincy Valley Church and then shows how Jacob left to
follow the Church of the Brethern.

R.D.F.
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FROM THE MINUTES OF
MINCY VALLEY CHURCH

At the meeting held in the Mincy Valley.  Taney 60., Mo. on
Saturday before the 3rd Sunday in Nov. 1871 conducted by Elders
A. Hopper. Hyrun Hollers and J.F. Brittain a part of Post Oak
Grove Church of United Babtist who had been legally dismissed
fron said church by letter agreed to go into a constitution of an
independent church at this place.  Wherefore Elder J.F. Brittain
was chosen as moderator proten and Brother Creel Hopper Clk. Pt.
the names of those that went into the constitution were as
follows:

Clemon Hopper, Hyrun Hollers, Elizabeth J. Hollers, Anderson
Hopper, Hary Hopper, J.F. Brittain. Mary Brittain, John
Hutchinson, Creel Hopper, Sarah Hopper, Sarah Pruitt, Marion
Hopper. J.J. Fortner, Melissia Fortner, James M. Hopper.
Mary B. Hopper, Louisy Watts, Malvina Watts, Henrietta Laws,
Noah Laws, George Brittain, Memery Brittain.

These Brethern and Sisters were permitted to constitute
themselves into a church which we agree to call Mincy Valley.
Constituting Prayer was offered by Elder A. Hopper after which a
hynn was sung and the hand of fellowship extended.  The newly
constituted church then proceeded to business lst by motion and
second agreed that we adopt the foregoing rules of Decoren and
Articles of Faith. 2nd by motion and second agreed that we hold
our regular church meeting on Saturday before 3rd Sunday in each
month.  Adjourned in order. J.F. Brittain.

Moderator Proten
Creel Hopper.
Clk. Pt.

______      ______      ______      ______

On Saturday before the 3rd Sunday in Dec., 1872 Peace of the
church called for when brother Jacob Fortner got up and stated
that he had found another denomination not of our faith and
order.  lst by motion and second agreed that we withdraw
ourselves from brother Fortner for want of fellowship.

He left to follow the Church of the Brethern faith.  R.D.F.
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ANENT LOG CABINS
THE OLD RAIL PEN ON TURKEY CREEK

Pomona,Cal
May 17,1948

The first cabin home of my parents in the Taney County hills
wasn't built of logs at all.  It was built of long slender poles
flattened at the ends and nailed securely at the corners with
huge square cut hand made nails. The cracks between the poles
were daubed with clay.

That shanty had no doors, no windows, and only 3 enclosing
walls - also, a dirt floor.

Beneath a roof extension on the open side, a huge log fire
was kept burning day and night the whole year 'round.  In winter
time for warmth, of course, in summer time “to keep the wolves
away”, for nightly those “critters” could be heard hawling
dismally in the “wilderness”.  My mother said, “Sometimes they
stole our little pigs right from under my nose”.  So the log fire
had to be kept burning through the midnight hours, literally to
protect her and the children from the wolves.

A cooking pot was suspended above the fire by a trace chain
hanging from an extended rafter.  A heavy dutch oven with a cast
iron lid, a coffee pot and a frying pan just about completed the
family cooking equipment.

A fuel supply for the open fire was simplicity in itself for
my father would drag up huge logs with the ox teem, to be_rolled
into the open fireplace as needed.  The fire would be kept
burning briskly at the center of the log heap until the long logs
were burned in two.  Then my mother would say. “Chunk up the
fire, Jake” and my Daddy would mosey out and throw some of the
partly burned end pieces to the center to replenish the flames
and then roll in another back log at the outside edge.  My mother
said, long after, that the labor saving features of the open air
fireplace kept her living in “that old rail pen” long after a
better log house could and should have been provided. But “Jake”
didn’t like to chop wood and hated to abandon a heating system
that didn't require much wood chapping activity.

_____     _____     _____     _____
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My mother had 3 daughters by a previous marriage, so the
“old rail pen” served as a home for four people for a period of
two years and became the birthplace of my older brother, “Tom
Fortner”.  Then mother “blew up” and made my Daddy build a real
log cabin in which I and several other children were born.  This
cabin was located right in the heart of what is now the town of
Hollister, Missouri.

Father always loved his memories of early married life in
the “old rail pen” but mother was always bitter in her
recollections - and with good reason, as I happen to know.

Believe it or not, when I showed a pen sketch of that “old
rail pen” to my new California daugnter-in—law, she looked at it
long and wistfully and then said something that amazed me: “Those
cabins sure are awfully nice: We lived in one like that all last
summer up in the mountains back of Santa Barbara.”

So, apparently it's a terrible hardship to live in a pole
shanty if you have to do it, but just fine and dandy to live in
one when you don’t have to do it!

Aren't people crazy??
Amon J. Fortner

This house was built around 1870 and the land was
homesteaded in 1873.
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FAMILY RECORD OF JACOB J. FORTNER
AND MALISSIA L. FORTNER

FAMILY RECORD OF JACOB J. AND MALISSIA L. FORTNER.

Malissia Hopper and Samuel McCord were married on March 19, 1863.
Births Born Died

Theodosia McCord March 23, 1864 Sept. 14, 1873
*Rozilla McCord (aunt ROSE) June 23, 1866

Malissia McCord and Jacob J. Fortner were married May 15,1870.
Births

*Anderson Huston Fortner(Tom) Feb. 27, 1871 Sept. 24, 1928
Margret A. Fortner March 29, 1873 Oct. 26, 1874
*Clemmie L. Fortner Feb. 23, 1875
*Amon Jesse Fortner Feb. 4, 1877 Jan. 21, 1953
Leroy Fortner Jan. 1, 1879 Aug. 13, 1879
Mary, Martha & Joseph April 14, 1881 Nov. 17, 20, 23, 1881
Edward & Edna Fortner March 22, 1883 Edna - Dec. 12, 1884

Edward - July 16, 1884
*Grown to adulthood
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MY VIEWS ABOUT THE FAMILY RECORD
Without taking time to study the FAMILY RECORD OF JACOB J.

FORTNER AND MALISSIA FORTNER, you can miss some very important
history about the hardship of the time.  Malinda had a total of
twelve children, two to a previose marriage to Samuel McCord and
ten with Jacob Fortner.

Let me go through her child bearing life step by step. First
she had Theodosia McCord on March 23rd 1864, and then Rozilla
McCord on June 23rd 1866.

When she married Jacob their first born was Anderson Houston
Fortner, who always went by Tom, on February 27th 1871.  On March
29th 1873 she had another child, Margret A. Fortner.  This gave
her four children in their happy little home.

Then the hardship of living in pioneer times began.
Theodosia McCord died at the age of nine years old on September
14th 1873.  A year later, Margret A. Fortner died at 18 months
old on October 26th 1874.  The family now only had two children
left, Rozilla and Tom.

When Margret died Malissia was about four months pregnant
with her next child, Clemmie L. Fortner, who was born on February
23rd 1875.  In two more years, Amon J. Fortner was born, February
4th 1877.  The family again had four children.

On January 1st 1879 Malissia had another child, Leroy, He
lived a short seven months and passed away on August 13th 1879.

Next a seemingly miracle happened, Malissia had triplets on
April 14th 1881, Mary, Martha and Joseph.  They all suvived, but
disaster struck in November as one by one the seven month old
babies died.

Two years later, on March 22nd 1883 she had twins, Edward
and Edna Fortner.  Edward lived to be 16 months old and died on
July 16th 1884.  Edna lived to be year and nine months old and
died on July 16th 1884.

It is hard to believe the hardship they went through.  Out
of twelve children, they only had four that made it to adulthood
and Amon had what may have been Polio.  Sad times.
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HARDSHIP AND SPRINGFIELD
While doing research I realized that something was wrong

with the move from the Holllster area to Eureka Springs,
Arkansas.  All the stories I have read say that Jacob and
Malissia Fortner went directly from the homestead in Taney County
to Eureka Springs.  The following is how I think the move really
happened.

Jacob had spells of Malaria and one time he collapsed from
too much heat and layed outside all day before he was found. This
left him with bad headaches all his life.  The family was
constantly sick and they had already lost three children by 1880.
Sometime in the spring of 1880 Jacob and Malissia took their
family, including Rose McCord, and went to Springfield to regain
their health.  Malinda stayed in Taney County under the care of
her neighbors the Ellisson's, who’s home is where she died.  The
family must not have been there because she was burried in an
unmarked grave, probably in the Ellisson Cemetary.

When the 1880 census was taken in Greene County, Missouri,
it shows Jacob Fortner and his family living at the corner of
Campbell and Clay Streets, in Springfield.  The next year, 1881,
they were also listed in the city directory as living in
Springfield on Boonville Street North of Clay Street.  This is
when Malinda’s property was sold after her death, so it looks
like Jacob was in Springfield when his mother died.

Now comes the problem, I thought they moved to Eureka
Springs in 1882 but the triplets were born April 14, 1881 and the
twins were born March 22, 1883 (See page 4-7) and they all died
before the family moved to Eureka Springs.  The last twin Edward
died on July 16. 1884.  This means they were either in
Springfield or the Hollister area at that time.  I don't think
they intended to stay in Springfield and research has shown that
the two locations that was listed as their residence were empty
lots.  I think at that time, people who were traveling camped out
while in town.  Both corners they were listed at were one block
apart and in a commercial area of town, near a hospital.  Also
Jacob was not on the tax roll of Springfield.

I now think that they probably moved to Eureka Springs about
the fall of 1884 after Edwards death.  I should be able to find
out more about this later.

R.D.F.
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CHAPTER 5

Rayburn’s OZARK GUIDE was an early tourist magazine
promoting the Ozarks of Missouri and Arkansas.  Amon J. Fortner
had already written in trade magazines on engineering items and
for the Springfield Newspaper where most of these stories in this
book were first published.  Appareently he submitted this story
and Rayburn printed it in at least two issues and one book.

Here is a snapshot of life after they moved to Eureka
Springs.
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“WATER PACKIN’” DAYS
In Old Eureka Springs

By A.J. Fortner - Summer 1952
(Mr. Fortner lives at Pomona, California.  His fruit ranch

is called “The Little Ozarks.”)

Life in Eureka Springs, Arkansas, was almost unbelievably
crude in the early days of 1882 and 1883, three or four years
after the “healing springs” were discovered by white men, and the
place became a mushroom city of five or six thousand people
almost overnight.  No water works, no sewer system, no paved
streets, no street cars and, of course, no automobiles.

My first memories of the town that was destined to become
the leading health resort of the Ozarks are of gangs of men
drilling and blasting on the side of the mountain to change
Spring street in the vicinity of Sweet and Harding springs.
Previous to that time Sweet Spring was in a little hollow far
below its present location and almost exactly underneath a high
foot bridge which spanned the ravine.  The bridge permitted a
short cut from the Crescent Springs district to the down—town
area.  Somehow they were able to locate the under—ground flow of
water and bring it out to the present street level.  Then, of
course, the original Sweet Spring went bone dry.  I rather
believe they relocated Harding Spring also, but I am not sure of
this.  So it happens that the convenient locations of some of the
springs on Spring Street are not entirely the work of Nature.

In after years I often saw crowds of people waiting their
turns to fill their pails with the good water from Sweet, Harding
and Crescent Springs. These scenes
would give a new and vivid meaning to
a picture on one of the cards I
received at Sunday School.  “Women
waiting at the well.”  I would use my
childish imagination and wonder if an
angel was hidden in some dim corner by
the bath house to “trouble the water”
so that the people who came to bathe
could receive miraculous healing.
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Property values in those days were based considerably on the
proximity to some good spring.  Consequently the homes of the
well-to-do people were not located on the hill-tops but on the
lower levels where water was plentiful and easy to obtain.  We
poor folks lived higher up on the hill where rent was cheaper.
Generally, we didn’t have to pay any rent at all, but, of course,
we had to carry our water a long ways and up the steep hillside.

I recall that my brother, who had an inventive turn of mind,
built a rolling water keg so that he could “horse” the water up
the mountain side and not have to carry it.  My sister and I
would frequently help him pull the keg up the steep places on the
trail.

But living that way on the very tip-top of Eureka’s sun-
kissed hills had its compensations.  We, the poorist of the poor,
did actually “look down” on the poor rich people on the lower
levels.

Another advantage of living high up on the hill was the
wonderful view.  My brother some how got hold of an old Civil War
telescope about three feet long and we would look through it and
count the chickens in the yards on East Mountain.  I would
sometimes lie for hours on my stomach in our little yard and
travel far away among the pines and cedars growmg on the distant
ridges.  One time I saw a boy and girl sitting together on a
distant hillside with their arms around each other and when they
kissed I almost passed out for I was only seven or eight years
old at the time.  I saw other things through that old telescope
that I should not have witnessed at my age, but let’s skip that.
Many happy hours did I spend
with the old “seeing eye”
and I am quite sure that my
passionate love for nature
stems from the beautiful
things I saw through it from
Crescent Hill.

The city of Eureka
Springs owes a great deal of
its picturesque and rugged
beauty to one man — Powell
C. Clayton.  He had a
vigorous program of creating
beauty out of medley array
of tumble—down shacks that
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dotted the hillsides.  Of course, he made enemies with some
property owners.  Property values were certainly low at that
time.  My father bought one of the old-time houses and three city
lots for $100, payable $5 down and $2 a month.  Previous to that
time we had lived in at least ten different houses during a five
year period.  Not one of these houses had a stone or cement
foundation except along one edge which rested on the hillside.
Usually the building was supported by spindly wood posts, the
length determined by the steepness of the hillside.  Some of
these houses were so high from the ground that we could walk around
underneath without bumping our heads.  One of them had a southern
exposure and it was so high off the ground that the sunshine
would reach back far underneath.  My mother took advantage of
this spot for early spring garden, planting radishes, onions and
lettuce.  A little later cornfield beans were planted and trained
up the posts that supported the house.  That year we were eating
garden vegetables some weeks earlier than any other family living
in northern Arkansas.

We had to move frequently.  The house we lived in would be
condemned and an official city demolition crew would tear it
down.  But always Mr. Clayton would tell my parents of some other
house in which we could live, rent free, until it came time to
tear it down, then we would move again.  At one time when my
father was out of town, Mr. Clayton even paid the expenses of our
moving.  But he was in a hurry that time.  He wanted to
immedlately start clearing the ground for the erection of the
Crescent Hotel and our shack was on the spot where the hotel was
to be bu11t.  O how I hated to leave that hill-top!

The lumber salvaged from the town was not wasted.  Many
carloads of used lumber were shipped to western Kansas to build
houses and barns for the pioneer families of that region.  Many a
woman, I have been told, stood at the door of her sod—shanty and
wept tears of joy when she saw the “old man” coming with a big
wagon load of second—hand pine lumber from Eureka Springs.

Why a lad of six or seven years should remember these things
I will never understand but, never-the—less, they are true.

I have always thought that the building of the street car
system was a civic blunder, but I may be wrong.  And I am even
more positive in my opinion that the coming of the automobile age
was a great calamity to Eureka Springs . . . . Now, wait a minute
before you call me crazy!
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In 1879 the “Healing Springs Country” was a vast uninhabited
wilderness where timber wolves prowled and howled and froze the
blood in the veins of their waiting victims, and foxes had their
dens in the caves and crevices along the hillside.  Many a “big
bad wolf” slacked his thirst at Basin Springs and perhaps cured
himself of his mangy ills.  (Some “wolves” do that now, I am
told.)  In just two years the wild animals had to take to the
bushes to make room for five thousand people who had poured in to
make their homes at the springs.

There was a reason for the spectacular growth of Eureka
Springs, probably several reasons.  The people believed in the
water as a cure for their ailments.  Practically every family had
some member who had been brought back from the brink of the grave
to health again through (so they thought) the “magic power” of
the healing springs.

I feel that I owe my life to Eureka Springs!  My parents
took me there in 1882, my body ravaged and my spine twisted with
infantile paralysis.  I had lost my sense of balance to the
extent that I would fall headlong if my dragging feet so much as
touched a rough spot on the floor.  I fell perhaps thousands of
times while I was learning to walk a second time.  My parents
moved into a cabin in a lonely hollow not far from Basin Spring.
Each day fresh water was brought from this spring for my dishpan
bath.  It  wasn’t long until I began dragging my feet along as I
tried to follow my brother when he would go to the spring for
water.  I even began to try to climb the hillsides by holding to
bushes growing there.  Each day I would go a little farther up
the hillside.  Then a great day came!

I heard a church bell ringing sweet and clear on the hilltop
high above our home.  An intense longing entered my childish
heart to answer that pleading call in person.  With wishful face
I asked my father, “Daddy, may I go up there?”  A moment’s
thoughtful pause and then his answer.  “Why yes, Jesse, you may
go.  I think you can make it and no harm to try anyway.”  So I
got out all alone to climb that rugged hill.  So steep the way,
so painful the going that I often had to touch the ground with
both my hands as though I were climbing a ladder.

After many rests I made it to the top of the hill and
entered the little unpainted church where I sat through the
service.  Then at the end I heard those people sing!  Most of
them were in Eureka Sprmgs to keep from leaving this “vale of
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tears.”  They not only
sang, they shouted the
words:

“My heavenly home
is bright and fair,

I feel like
traveling on!

No pain nor death
can enter there,

I feel like
traveling on...”

If I ever have gotten religion in my entire life, it was in
that very hour in the little church on the hilltop, and I was
only six years old.  You say a kid of that age can’t “get
religion.”  That’s what you think. I knew the facts of life and
death far better than most children of my age.  My ears were
sharp and I had overheard my mother and father discuss my
probable death in broken tones of grief and despair.  They
already had six precious children sleeping in early graves
scattered through the Ozark hills where they had lived.  And I
would be the next to go.  This talk did not frighten me.  I
didn‘t care.

But when I heard the people in that little church sing that
great song of inspiration I knew that I wasn’t going to die so
soon and, child that I was, my courage was amazing and before the
song was ended I was voicing that one line —-—

“I feel like traveling on . . .”  And I meant it, too!
That’s how I “got religion” at the age of six and it is with me
yet at three score and ten plus.  I still “feel like traveling on
. . . !”

Coming down the hill wasn’t hard at all.  I slid most of the
way.  And when I entered the cabin my mother’s face was happier
than I had ever seen it
before in all my life.  In no time at all, I was climbing all
over the hills,
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ever eager to see what might be in the hollow just beyond.  I
picked huckle-berries and blackberries, caught minnows in the
creek and lived the life of the average boy in the hills.  If I
had been taken to Eureka Springs on soft cushions and whizzed
over paved highways in an automobile, I wonder if it would have
been the same.

The thing that happened to me happened to thousands both
young and old during the two or three decades while Eureka
Springs was at its height as a health resort.  When such folks
arrived in Eureka Springs over the crooked railway their “cure”
began immediately.  The bumpty—bump—bump and the ceasless sway of
the old horse—drawn vehicles that met them at the depot started
their livers into unprecedented activity even before they arrived
to register at the Perry House or the Southern Hotel.

Collapsable tin cups were very popular in those days and the
health seekers would go from spring to spring, rest awhile in the
cool shade, sample the water and argue the respective merits of
Basin and Magnetic or Sweet and Crescent.  They would keep on
going to Dairy Spring and Grotto and some walked as far as Oil
Spring to bring back a jug of water.  A program of strenuous
physical exertion like that, plus the copious drinking of pure
sparkling water, induced an active patronage of the rest rooms
pro-vided at strategic points along the way and it worked
wonders.  Try it and see.

As I write these lines I hear a great choir singing on the
radio:

“I love thy rocks and rills,
Thy woods and templed hills,
My heart with rapture thrills. .”

Gosh-all-hemlock, they’re singing about old Eureka Springs.

Amon J. Fortner
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“I REMEMBER”

The above picture of the old foot—bridge at Eureka Springs
which appeared in the winter issue of Rayburn’s Ozark Guide has
aroused much interest among old—timers.  Here is one comment:

“The most interesting part of the recent issue of Rayburn’s
Ozark Guide to me is the picture of the old foot—bridge on the
front cover.  When we were living in a cabin on the hillside
below Crescent Spring in the early eighties we attended school in
a building on Spring Street near the site of that bridge
and part of our playground was down in the canyon beneath the
bridge. . . My sister and I were crossing the bridge one day when
the church bells tolled for the funeral of President Garfield and
we stood there holding hands while tears crept down our cheeks. .
. Many a painful step that old bridge saved me while I was slowly
recovering from an infantile Poliomytitis.  So do you wonder that
the old bridge looks good to me?”

Amon J. Fortner
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PERSONAL LETTER FROM AMON FORTNER
Letter from Amon Fortner to Clemma Louise Peebler, Amons

sister and her daughter who she was living with at the time.

On The Little Ozarks letterhead

Pomona December 23, 1946

Dear Clemmie and Rose
6026 Echo St.
Los Angeles, California

From present I think that this is going to be the happiest
Christmas ever that Dora and I have have ever known and our
hearts are greatly full of gratitude to God for His countless
blessings during the year which is closing now.

Two of the sweatest babies in all the world have come to us
and both are living just a stones throw of our house so that we
see them every single day.

In fact Fern and her baby lived in our home for several days
after she came from the hospital and what a thrill I got out of
helping her take care of that tiny girl when it would wake up in
the night - how it brought back memories of our own first babies
days back in old Missouri.  Dora wasn'table and I would have to
take care of our kiddies lots of times in the night and you would
be surprised how efficient I became in that line of work -
Diapers - and how it thrilled my heart to do it.

Some time ago in fact for years I've wanted to write the
story of my life and of Dora's too, not necessarily for
publication, but mearly so that our children may know my story
for years to come, the conditions and affairs of my life and the
happiness of the older days and hapiness therin.

I would give anything in the world if I knew more of my
father's boy hood life, but he never told me hardly one single
thing, mainly I guess because I didn't show enough interest.
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Any way, I've been writing quite a lot in recent weeks and I
think I will have an illusstrated article in a magazine, This is
now being published in Eureka Springs based on my memories of
Eureka Springs in the early days.  I didn't solicet the magazine
to get this work either!  But my letters to the newspaper so
impressed them that they asked me to do the work for them.

When I started the sketches, I intended to keep them on a
strictly factual basis, but Mr. Rayburn, the editor, wanted me
"not to do that", but to use my imagination to the extreme limit
or else they could not use the material as it would be too dry
and uninteresting.  And I do have a vivid imagination!  I think
you girls both know that!  So I decided to arange the incidents
which I shall recount not strictly on facts at all, but will
combine and write fiction to exact circumstances.

You may wonder when on earth I have time to write, you would
be surprised.  It is 9:00 am now and I have been writing since
one o'clock, My average writing time perhaps is five hours each
night.  Some times I go back to bed and sleep and get up around
6:00 am, but most of the time I don't.  The writing is so
interesting that I just can't stop and go to sleep.

But I always go to bed about eleven am and try to sleep at
least an hour, almost, then I'm good as brand new for the rest of
the day and go to bed permanently, so there, gives me plenty of
sleep and then I wake up at 1:00 am all ready for a new day.
"Night Life" appeals to me anyway every thing is so peacefull and
still.  When the light flashes in my room or a mocking bird wakes
up and sleepily says "Hello Pop" and then sometimes he sings soft
and low right on until morning comes, he is an early bird too.

Right now I can hear the low hum of a distant airplane,
sounds just like a big old bumble bee!!  It is coming from old
Missouri land, swiftly ahead of the rising sum!  Now and then a
sleepy rooster crows some where, aw a dog barks, a mile away.
Sleepy Drowsy sounds - all - filling accumpliments to my dreams
of the precious years of long ago, and I set them down on paper,
why not!  I often really dream so realistically of long agodays
when I can hardly tell to save my life if actual events occured
or actually was in my dreams.  So why not write it all, trying to
seperate them out.

To this very day I dream of being panic stricken thinking
that I won't be able to graduate with my class in high school.
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Aw, more times than not in my dreams, I do fail to graduate and
have to go back to school for another year. Another dream that
always makes me panic!  It is getting suddenly dark and I am away
up from the old Aurora electric plant and the term is total
darkness.  It is my job and I hurry hurry hurry to the electric
light plant engine to get it started.  And the telephone is
ringing, ringing, ringing!!  Somebody up town in Aurora is trying
to find out why the lights are all out.  Then I am wide awake and
answer the telephone!  Some old darn dairyman is wanting me to
hury right now and fix the amonia leaks that is smothering his
cows in the dairy barn, oh I have a strenuase life already.  I
have dreamed both those two dreams hundreds and hundreds of
times, tho neither of them actually happened to my real life.

So when and if you ever read something very improbable in
one of my sketches, just blame it on imagination.  When I was
only a kid, only 5 or 6 years old, living in the old shack down
on the hillside down below Crecent Spring, the other kids gave us
their second hand Christmas toys, I learned that I could compose
up music by my immagination, better than any I ever heard on
earth.  I bet I have put myself to sleep a thousand times along
life's long years by listening to the Angels singing!  And if
that sounds crazy!  Then I was born crazy and believe you me, it
is a lovely thing to be born that way.

A humble heart is a well spring that never runs dry, you
made a remark as to putting thoughts on paper and bringing up
memories of things, more interesting things that you haven't
thought of for years and years and years, and you want to tell
about them all.  See it was in my writing of the article about
Eureka Springs memories.  I just could not hold myself down or
sort out the good grain from the straw and chaff, so I sent about
four times as much as any could possibly use and told him to sort
out what ever he thought usable, he might have been digusted and
thrown it all out for all I know, but I certainly hope he didn't.

Anyway, I wish you and Rose would write me some of your own
memories!  Particularly about the Fortner family life in Taney
County Missouri and Eureka Springs.  I want to know more about
our grand mother Hopper, her cooking, which smelled so good, made
you hungry all the time.  Also more stories like the one about a
goard full of eggs hanging by the warm chimny to hatch into
fluffy chicks in February.  Somebody tell me this wasn't a dream.

Chapter 5 Page 11



A girl of tender years and a tiny kid walking along gravely
roads and winding paths and the tiny kid, forever throwing stones
at things and hitting what ever he threw at, most of the time.
Some body told me that story, or I dreamed it,? Clemmie!

Our Daddy, one time made a trip to Springfield in the dead
of winter and was without any shoes on his feet and there was
snow on the ground, plenty, plenty of snow on the ground.  Away
out on the "Old Wilderness Road" his wagon axle broke.  He
unloaded that green lumber and downed a tree and made a new axle,
bored holes in it with a red hot wagon rod for the bolts.  The
wagon rod took hundreds of heating for the wood was green!  He
only He.  Barely enough food for the trip without any trouble.
He took 3 days and nights practically without a thing to eat.
Finally he was able to reload his lumber and finish the trip to
Springfield!  This story came to me from another source than he,
but I made him own up to it's truth.  He was reluctant and said,
"Aw that didn't ammount to nothing".  He made trips to the Kansas
Plains with wagon loads of cedar tree's to sell to the farmers.
"Aw that wasn't nothing."

I asked my mother "Why on earth did you mary Jake? anyway."
For once she came out and almost giggled as she answered, "It was
his big black beard that made me fall in love with him".  "He was
up among the preachers in the meeting house and he was the
pretiest man on earth, I thought".  Our mom and dad both smoked
long after they were married, but mom said when they really got
religion and joined the Duncard Church, they agreed to cut it out
because it would be such a bad example for their grand children.
You know how well thier promis was kept.

Well I'll just got to stop it is getting day light and I
have to go to work.

Please write some of the old days.

Amon J. Fortner
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CHAPTER 6
MOVES THAT ENDED UP IN AURORA

This story was written as fiction but is very close to their
real life moves.  Clemma Louise Fortner Peebler was Amen J.
Fortner's sister.

MELISSY'S FAITH
by:  Clemma Luise Peebler

Swish, swash, hissed the wheels at the old wagon as they
groaned and creaked and dragged over the mud-sodden roads and
running rivulets. The drizzling rain rattled on the wagon cover,
while the skies overhead looked as though a steadier and heavier
downpour might be expected at any moment. Melissy and the three
children were crouched beneath some old covers to keep warm, and
Jake was sitting up in front with Mr. Phelps, the man that was
moving the Fortners from down on the White River to Eureka
Springs, a mountain town in northern Arkansas, which was noted
for the medicinal properties of its springs.  The Fortners had
given Mr. Phelps their last cow as payment for moving them to the
springs.

Slush, slash; the children leaned over and looked down
between the edge of the wagon-cover and the wagon, watching the
mud and water as it sloshed along the deep ruts, or splashed on
the wheels, but Melissy looked disconsolately out the front
between the two men, and wondered if they would be able to get
out of the river bottom and up on the mountain top before night.

It had been three days since they had left the little old
cabin, back on Turkey Creek, where the water from the creek
overflewed every Spring and washed out the corn crop; and the
children nearly shook themselves to pieces every fall with
chills.  It had drizzled and rained nearly all the time since
they started, but conditions had reached such a stage that they
were almost compelled to move this time.  They had all been sick
nearly all the Fall and Jake had almost died from the severity of
a malarial attack.

But now they were on their way to a healthier locality, and
there was some satisfaction in that knowledge.
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These two paintings were by the author, this is where Jacob
and Malissa lived with their children.  After years of hardship
they decided to move to the healing springs of Eureka.

This is the home of Malinda Fortner, it shows Turkey Creek
flowing into the White River.
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Their only possessions were in the wagon.  There was some
bedding, a chest, and a few boxes.  One of the boxes had a lid
fastened on with leather hinges; this contained their meager food
supply, which was to last until they reached their journey's end.

At last they left the river bottom and began to ascend the
mountain.  As the road gradually wound up the side of the
mountain, the children wanted to raise the sides of the wagon
cover so they could see the tall pines growing on the mountain
sides and watch the river which they had left behind.

It was getting pretty dark when they reached the summit of
the mountain. They were driving slowly along when they saw a
little old abandoned loggers' cabin, so they drove up in front of
it and concluded to camp for the night.  There were great holes
where the chinking had fallen out and the clapboards were held on
by poles being laid across them, yet, it was better than camping
out-doors when it looked so much like rain.

The children scrambled out, glad to have once more the free
use of their feet and legs.  They pushed through the door and
were soon inside.  An old bedstead made of poles occupied one
corner of the room.  A table, an old chair, and a box nailed up
in the corner, constituted the remainder of the furnishings.

The fireplace was in pretty good shape, so they soon had a
bright fire built of pine knots.  (Pine knots sound like small
pieces of wood, but they were really big knots left over when
loggers was cutting logs.  The area probably had large chunks of
wood laying around that was left by the loggers.  R.D.F.)

“I'll Jest take the gun along as I go out there a piece to
git some more pine knots,” said Jake. “Maybe I'll see a squirrel
or a rabbit.”  So he started off, and pretty soon they heard the
crack of the gun, and before long Mr. Fortner returned, bringing
a nice, fat rabbit.

“We’ll have fried rabbit and gravy to eat with our
potatoes,” said Mrs. Fortner cheerfully.  The children were
almost wild with delight.  They were getting very tired of bacon,
corn-bread and potatoes.

Mrs. Fortner raked out some coals, then set the old three-
legged iron skillet, which Tommie had brought from the wagon,
over the coals.  She put in some slices of bacon and after that
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had fried a while she took it out and placed all around the rim
of the skillet large spoonfuls of corn-meal batter; then taking
the pieces of rabbit which had been nicely cleansed and dredged
in meal, she placed them in the center, the whole being covered
with the iron top which had the edge turned up to hold the hot
coals.  The top had a ring in the center so it could be lifted
off with a hook kept for that purpose.

Soon a very appatizing odor was issuing from the skillet,
and by that time the horses were fed and a lot of pine knots had
been gathered in by the side of the fire-place.  Mrs. Fortner
took up the rabbit and corn-cakes, and made gravy, using a meager
spoonful of flour which she kept in an old coffee can.

They were just ready to sit down to the old rude table which
Mrs. Fortner had covered with some papers which she found in the
old corner cupboard when far down the mountain side they heard
some one singing.  They stopped and listened to the strange
sound; even Mr. Phelps, who had no use for anything religious,
was somewhat moved.  There on the top of that mountain ridge,
with tall pines reaching upwards toward the weeping sky, they
heard a deep, rich voice singing in beautiful cadence, coming
nearer and nearer!

"Hide me, Oh, my Savior, hide me,
Till the storms of life are past---"

Just then the voice stepped.  The singer, an old elderly man
dressed in sober black, had just discovered the presence of the
other people; but noticing the wagon, he knew they were "movers",
so he rode up unconcernedly.

“Why, how-do-you-do, Fellow Travelers,” he greeted then.  “I
am riding across the mountains, and had expected to make the
little cabin my camping place to-night, but I see it is already
occupied.”

“Get down, get down,” hospitably exclaimed Mrs. Fortner.
“You are perfectly welcome,” put in Jake, “Our name is Fortner;
and we are moving to the next town, lookin' for a healthier place
to live in.”

“Well, I’m Preacher Williams.  I am going over about ten
miles from here to preach in a school-house, tomorrow night and
the next day."
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“Then tie up your hoss, Brother Williams, and eat with us,”
invited Jake.  “As long as we have a bite we're willin' to
divide.”  Whereupon the preacher got down and tied up his horse
after feeding him a few ears of corn which he took from a sack
fastened behind the saddle.

After they had eaten their suppers of cornbread, fried
rabbit, gravy and coffee, they sat around the fireplace,
listening to the wind.

“What text do you 'tend to preach from over to the school-
house?” asked Jake as the white-haired old preacher took his
Bible and began to study it by the fire light.

“'Faith is the substance of things hoped for.'  Hebrews 12.
l. I will read the story; where Christ fed the five thousand from
the five loaves and two fishes.  I will try to show the people
that because of the oneness with God which Jesus had that his
faith was sufficient that he knew he could break in pieces the
leaves, and that they would never give out as long as he kept
breaking; or, in other words, Jesus was so conjoined with God,
who is the source of the Universal Substance from which
everything is made, that by his faith He had power to reach right
out into this Universal Substance and partake of the necessary
amount to create sufficient bread and fish to feed the five
thousand.”

“No one ever did such a thing since, though,” thoughtfully
remarked Mr. Fortner.

“No, but peeple could do more if they just had sufficient
faith,” answered Preacher Williams.  “Jesus said, ‘ask and ye
shall receive’ So many give up asking because they don‘t receive
quickly enough.  Sometimes it takes a long time to reach the
place where we come in contact with this substance from which
this earth and all that is in it or on it is made.”

Melissy was busy bringing in the covers from the wagon, and
arranging places for the party to sleep.  The children were
already in bed, and still she busied around; she was anxious to
hear every word, but was able to catch very little of the
conversation, and she did not understand very much of what she
did hear, but one thing impressed her very much: “So many give up
becouse they don't receive quickly enough.”
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After a while the folks were all asleep but still she sat by
the fire and pondered over the words of the old preacher.  How
greatly she had longed for a home; they had moved so much, here
and there.  Soon the children would be old enough to go to
school.  Was it true that if one asked in faith, believing, they
would receive, even though it might be a long time?

The fire glowed in the old fireplace.  Melissy threw on
another pine knot and pondered on.  Once more she was living over
her past life: the time when she was a happy girl at home with
father and mother, and sisters and brothers; and once a month the
preacher came and preached at the old school-house.  One Fall
they had such a big revival that five or six preachers were
necessary to carry on the work.  She was among the number that
were converted and babtized -- but that was so long ago.

She looked up and noticed that the rain had ceased falling,
so she threw a shawl over her head and stepped out under the tall
pines.  Far away in the heavens the stars were beginning to show
through the drifting clouds.  Walking out a little way she came
to a little clearing.  The moon was struggling to appear from
behind the fleecy clouds, and far down the mountainside the deep
shadows made her feel as though she almost stood on the top of
the world.  But she looked up towards the heavens and a deep,
struggling desire came from the very depth of her soul.  “Oh,
God, may we some day have a home to live in - makes no difference
if it is small and humble.”  The pine trees seemed to fade away,
the rocks disappeared and she alone seemed to stand on the shores
of time and look out on an endless eternity.  Slowly and with no
noise from out the heart of the great silence there came to her a
peace, such as “passeth understanding,” and she knew the desire
of her heart would be granted.

Next morning, bright and early, Melissy was up, and stirring
the fire in the fireplace, soon had the coffee-pot steaming over
some coals and some bacon frying in the skillet.  She hurried
around, getting breakfast, and as the children became warmed by
the bright fire they soon scrambled out, ready to eat.

Seizing upon a moment when the family were eating, Melissy
slipped out to the place where she had stood the night before.
Far away she could see the sun coming up out of a sea of
beautiful clouds and vapor; as he rose higher he looked, just for
the world, as though he had just emerged from his morning bath
and was shining forth, all pure and new.  Again Melissy realized
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a beautiful uplift of spirit and felt that God had many good
things, yet in store for her.

After breakfast, the Fortners hitched up and started on
their journey. The road led along the top of the ridge for a
number of miles, then slowly began to descend into a valley.

The old white-haired preacher traveled along with them for
about five miles, then started off on another road.  The last
they saw of him he was going on his way to fulfill the work which
he felt God had appointed unto him.

Slowly on and on the wagon creaked and groaned up one hill
and down another.  At last, just at dusk, they drove up the main
street of a town which was built on the mountainside.  The main
street followed the trough of the valley.  Other streets were dug
right out of the mountainside.  One street, especially, wound
around the mountainside, and at numerous points along the rocky
route there were springs with pavilions built over them and seats
arranged so that people could sit at the springs and drink of the
medicinal waters.

As we said before, it was dusk when the wagon drove up the
main street. Night was coming on, and the children were tired and
hungry.  At last, away up at the far end, a man by the name of
Geigman let them come in.  He was staying at the Springs for his
health and lived in a little two roomed house, but was only
occupying one room; so, he let them have the other room until
they could look around for another location.  Thus they found
themselves in a strange town, with very little resources.

A short time after their arrival, Mr Fortner began to have
the chills and ague, but nothing daunted, Melissy started out to
secure work.  The very first day she went to a man who had just
finished a large hotel and secured a position as chambermaid at a
salary of one dollar per day, which seemed a magnificent sum to
her.  Day after day she scrubbed floors and washed windows; but
no work was too hard for she was ever looking forward to the time
when, as she believed, God would materialize the desire of her
heart.

Many discouraging years followed, and one move was followed
by another. In the Summer times they would move out on one of the
ridges where they could cultivate a garden and raise chickens;
then in the winter they would more down near the Springs where
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they could take in washings, or work at the hotels.  But all
through this discouraging time the children were getting stronger
and healthier, and Melissy managed to send them always to shhool,
even though she dressed them in clothing she had made from old
garments given her out of charity.

Once or twice work became so scarce that Mr. Fortner was
compelled to go away to secure it.  When they had been living at
the Springs about six years, times became very herd, and at last
it was decided that Jake should go away to secure work.  Melissy
had always expressed a dread for him to go to the mining towns in
southern Missouri, as his father had been killed in a mine in
Wisconsin when Jake was a very small child.  Imagine her feelings
when the very first letter she received announced the fact that
he was in Aurora, a new lead-mining town.  The ore had Just been
discovered there.  He had leased some claims and was making
pretty good money for a new prospector.

It was a sore trial for Melissy's faith, but at last she
reached the conclusion that if God could do such wonderful
things, he could keep Jake from harm, even though he was in the
midst of danger.  So she began preparations for one more move.
She spent one whole day preparing lunch for them.  She baked
three whole chickens, and light bread, and fried a whole jar of
doughnuts, but it is very doubtful if all these were enjoyed any
more than the rabbit which was fried in the three-legged iron
skillet over the coals, six years before.

One morning found them driving along Main street in the
apposite direction to that of six years before.  Tom and Eula
walked awhile.  Soon they were driving along the country road.
On either hand the pine-clad hills rose far upward toward the
sky; all along the small streams which they crossed and
recrossed.  The opening of red buds and pussy willows proclaimed
the coming of Spring.  Tommie was bare-footed, but when they
arrived at the ferry, Mrs Fortner had him put on his shoes as the
air from the river was pretty damp and cool.

That night they camped near an old mill.  All night long the
low murmuring water kept Melissy from sleeping very soundly.

That night they camped about five miles from their
destination, and at about ten O'clock next day, they drove into
Aurora.  That afternoon they rented a little place a few miles
out in the country, as there was absolutely no house to be had in
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town; so once more they took up life in a new place, but this
time there was a distinct feeling in Melissy’s heart that before
long she would receive the answer to her long-waited—for desire.

The mine which Mr. Fortner was developing soon began to be a
pretty good proposition, and every Saturday night, when he turned
in his ore, he received a pretty fair payment in exchange.

They first bought a couple of cows and some chickens.  As
Melissy said, “We are getting ready for the little home.”  Every
week a sum of money was laid aside to pay on the place which
Melissy felt was drawing near to them.

At last when the leaves were turning red and gold, a man by
the name of Ryker came to Jake and said: “I understand you folks
want to buy a little place.”

“Well, I guess we do,” answered Jake.

“I have a small farm of 20 acres just one and a half
miles south of the depot.  I am working in the mine and it's
just a little too far out for me to walk it,”

Continued Mr. Ryker. “You folks come out Sunday and 
I‘ll show you the place.”

Next Sunday the Fortners went to see the place.  There was a
little two-room house built of oak lumber, and an old barn.  A
chicken house sat in one corner of the cow—lot.  There were about
five acres of cleared land.  After looking around for some while,
the papers which conveyed to the Fortners this little tract of
land were excuted.  The Fortners were to pay one hundred dollars
down, another hundred dollars in six months, and assume a
mortgage of two hundred dollars.

In the evening twilight Melissy and Jake walked out to the
place where they were living.  Far away a star shown out bright
and clear.  Melissy wondered if it was the same one that shone
out from the clouds on that mountain top years ago, when, lonely
and distressed, she had uttered the prayer for a home which to-
day had been placed within her keeping.

The next day they moved to their new home.

CLEMMA LUISE PEEBIER
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NEW LIFE
My father came to Aurora penniless very soon after the first

discovery of shallow lead ore.  He walked all the way from Eureka
springs, where we were living in poverty almost unbelievable.

One of the first men he met in Aurora was J. W. Rinker, who
immediately hired him for $1.00 per day and his board.  Shallow
lead had already been discovered on the adjoining farm and Mr.
Rinker naturally hoped that his own land also had mineral
deposits.  So he hired my father to do some prospecting.

He took daddy out into the orchard and said, "Now you pick
out a spot where you think there might be lead ore."  My daddy
did so and started digging.  In Just a moment's time, to his own
and Judge Rinker's utter amazement, he began digging out shining
nuggets of lead.

At this particular spot the lead was literally at the grass
roots and the amazing feature was that it hadn't been plowed up
many years before. Apparently, Mr. Rinker's farm hands hadn't
plowed very deep.  Mr. Rinker was so immressed by dad's
spectacular success that he put another hired hand to digging out
the lead ore and told daddy to hunt up another lead mine.

Actually, impossible as it may seem, daddy did that very
thing the same day!  At the second location, however, it took him
several hours, for he had to dig almost six feet before he struck
the ore body.  However, this second deposit was by far richer
than the one he had discovered in the forenoon.

When the sun went down that night, Judge Rinker had two
paying lead mines at a total cost of $1 and that was the
remarkable beginning of the Rinker-Fortner family friendship
which lasted for many, many years.

It was several months later when my mother brought us three
kids, “Tom”, “Clemmie” and "Amon" (myself) from Eureka Springs to
make our home in Aurora. We "parked" our covered wagon beside a
barbwire fence just north of where the city hall now stands.
Madison avenue at that time was only three blocks long and weeds
and grass grew rank on each side of the wagon tracks.

Mother made fruitless inquiries concerning a certain “Jake
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Fortner” but apparently no one had ever even heard of such a man.
Finally, one rough-clad miner asked, “Where are you folks from?”
My mother told him Eureka Springs. Then he shouted with laughter,
slapped another miner on the back and fairly exploded.  “Hit’s
old Eureky's family.”

In half and hour father had been summoned from his prospect
hole out on the Rinker land.

Nicknames stuck like cockleburs or beggar ticks in those old
days.  Daddy kept right on being “Old Eureky,” my brother Tom
became "Little Eureky" and I was “that Eureky kid” for several
following years.  We often had to tell our friends our family
name, for somehow it wasn't so easy to remember as "The
Eureky family."

The Rinker farm had now become a beehive of mining activity.
Royalties from the sale of lead ore had rapidly boosted the
Rinker family fortunes. Judge Rinker soon had a scale office and
was kept very busy weighing the wagon loads of ore that were
being mined from his land.  Of course, a substantial part of the
proceeds from the ore sales were his own without expenses,
because of his ownership of the land.  He soon became president
of the little bank and often his little gray mare and buggy would
be tied out front while Judge took care of big business deals
inside.

But with all that business activity, Judge Rinker never for
one moment neglected his duties toward God and his fellow man.
Even during week days, he somehow found time to visit the school,
as president of the board of education.  He was practically never
absent from his seat in church on Sundays.  In spite of his use
of crutches, he took a very active part in the religious welfare
of teen-age girls and boys of all religious denominations.

A few years ago, I saw a confirmation in print of something
I already knew long ago.  When it was necessary to raise funds
for religious purposes at the church to which we belonged he
would wait until the entire collection was taken up; then he
would write a check for exactly the same amount given by all the
congregation.  It was done so quietly that few people ever knew
that it was taking place.

By reason of the very intimate friendship between Judge
Rinker and my father, my sister Clemmie and I often visited the
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Rinker farm.  Although it was known that mineral lay beneath most
of the land, Mr. Rinker would never allow the immediate home area
to be disfigured by prospect holes, partly, I think, on account
of his aged mother, whose home that old farm had been since her
girlhood.

Impressions made in childhood and youth forever remain in
the human heart.  Right now at this very monent -- I can see that
beautiful two-story white farm house, standing exactly at the end
of a long, dusty road leading out fron town.  As we two poverty-
stricken kids from Arkansas trudged towards
that lovely home, it looked to us exactly like a mansion in the
skies.

I can see, too, the old log cabin where the Judge was born
but it was some distance away from the 'big house'.

I can see as plain as day that old bank—barn, one story high
in front, two stories high in the back.  I can see -- and almost
sniff -- the sweetness of the apple blossoms in that old orchard
where my father discovered the two lead mines in one day.

I can see the Rinker spring, away down at the end of the
meadow, where water, crystal-clear and cold bubbled up and ran
away in a tiny brook -- I can see the countless minnows vanish
like a cloud beneath an overhanging bank of the Rinker branch,
along which willows grew in profusion and a few large walnut
trees were scattered here and there in the little valley.

Yes, and I can still see dear old Grandmother Rinker's
smiles as she laughingly told us interesting stories of George's
childhood.  According to her, George was some boy (of course!)
and it was easy to know, after one became acquainted with
Grandmother Rinker, WHY George had become such a wonderful man.

I can see Mrs. Rinker's face, placid and peaceful and sweet,
as she and G. W. came driving up our rock lane to see some pure
bred Poland China pigs which we had for sale.  The judge wanted
to “get a start” of “that kind of hogs.”

Judge Rinker delighted in the companionship and Christian
leadership of girls and boys in their teen-ages.  He would
regularly attend our Junior Christian Endeavor meetings and our
Sunday afternoon sessions of the Loyal Temperance Legion.
Through his guidance and encouragement, we learned to pray in
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public and to make short talks in our youth meetings, when
otherwise we would have remained awkwardly silent.

Judge Rinker was intensely emotional.  Often times the tears
would be running down his cheeks while he sat in the elder's
chair, facing the congregation.  I, also, am very emotional.  I
think, perhaps, it was this mutual characteristic which tied
Judge Rinker's heart to mine with unbreakable bonds of love.

On April 27, 1897, a group of seven students were graduated
from the old Aurora High School.  I was the Only boy in that
class and mainly by reason of that fact I was "elected" to be
valedictorian by the six girls who were my co-graduates.

With one exception, that entire class started to school
together in September of 1887 and kept right on together through
nine full terms of school.  In the beginning, we numbered 70 or
more.  At the end we were only 7. Times were tough in those old
days and one by one, the boys would drop out and get jobs and the
girls would get married, or teach school.  It was only through
incredible hardship and sacrifice that I kept going on and on --
and Judge Rinker knew that fact.

As I said before, He watched over us kids on week days as
well as Sundays and guided our steps away from primrose paths,
and into the straight and narrow way.  I don't think there was
ever a year in all our nine school years that Judge Rinker wasn't
in our classroom several times.  He was president of the board of
education in the beginning, and he was also president at the end,
and his name comes first on the yellowed diploma which lies on my
desk before me as I write these lines.

The graduating exercises of that class of '97 were held in
the old opera house.  Judge Rinker sat on the stage at the end of
the class, facing the audience, and I have reason to know that
that hour was one of the most happy occasions of his entire life.
For those were seven kids over whom he had watched and prayed for
10 long years and whose faltering footsteps he had guided all
along the way.  His face that night was shining with joy, but
shining at times through a rain of joyful tears.

In those days, each graduate had to give oration or not
graduate.

I really doubt if any Aurora High School class since that
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time ever gave so unanimous a demonstration of the things they
had learned in school.  I do know this: I myself, made by far the
best public address of my entire life in the closing speech of
those graduation exercises -- and all of the six girl graduates
did Just as well as I.

Somehow, in some way I will never understand, I lifted those
folks right out of their seats.  Perhaps it was because I
couldn't keep my pent up emotions out of my voice and would have
to pause and struggle for mastery over my own feelings.

I have had countless thrilling moments in my life along the
years, but never, never again, has my heart reached the sublime
heights of joy to which it soared when I finished speaking and a
storm of applause almost shook the building and rain of flowers
descended on that stage.

In an instant, Judge Rinker had struggled to his feet and
come rapidly on his crutches to my side.  He put one arm around
me and held my hand as we both stood facing the audience.  He
could not, and did not, utter one word of congratulations because
the storm of his emotions prevented speach, but no one knew the
difference, for the cheering continued on and on, while the
audience literally swam before my eyes.

Amon J. Fortner
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THE PLANET MILL
TAKEN FROM A BOOK BY NELLIE MILLS

In 1887, Amon Fotner's family moved from Eureka Springs to
Aurora.  There Amon, a boy in his early teens, became very much
interested in the Planet Mill.  He writes:

“In 1887 it was an old mill.  It was a big mill compared
with most of the water power mills.  It was operated by a
stationary boiler and a steam engine; it required several men to
operate it.  Some of the best known men in Aurora were associated
with this mill: the Longmans, Barnards and Gimberlings all made
their living in the old mill and were outstanding men in the
development of Aurora.  Mr. Stair was the engineer.  His duties
consisted of wheeling in cord-wood which was used for fuel and
keeplng the machinery oiled.

“Finally their business became so great they had to operate
a night shift.  They were shipping carloads of flour to
Birmington, Alabama and to many other southern cities.

“My brother Tom was hired as night engineer.  I was a kid of
twelve or thirteen and became very familiar with the power plant
of the old mill:  I definitely decided to become an engineer
myself, which I did on July 3, 1902. Since that time I have
followed engineering as a means of supporting my family.  Even
today I am supervising engineer for the refrigerating plants of
several large dairies in the Pomona, California area.  Had it not
heen for the old Planet Mill at Aurora I certainly never would
have become an engineer.

“The Planet Mill was established first to furnish four and
feed to the teamsters on the old highway which ran from the
Granby lead mines to Rolla, Missouri, along which teamsters
hauled lead ore long before the Friseo R.R. was built to Aurora.
Finally when the railroad did go through it missed the old mill
by several hundred feet, so all the flour shipped had to be hauled
by team to be loaded on box cars.  This activity required the
services of an extra man so that at least half a dozen families
were entirely supported by the old Planet Mill.
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“Even the farmers around Aurora benefitted by the mill's
operation since it afforded them a market for the cord wood which
they would cut and haul while clearing up their land during the
winter months.  It was nothing uncommon to see a full half acre
of land beside the mill stacked solid with wood for future use.

“The price they paid was ridienlous.  I happen to know
hecause my father and I hauled a load of Wood to the old mill.
The price in those days was $l.25 a cord.  The wood was measured
on the wagon after having been hauled several miles so it was
shaken down aplenty and then some.

“By working from daylight to sundown my daddy and I could
make a whole dollar each day for ourselves and or old ox team.

“In my heart's album is this picture plane as I saw more
than sixty years ago: a country kid with tousled hair seated on
an old gray mare -- that was myself: behind me on the horse was a
bag of yellow corn to be ground into meal at the Old Planet Mill;
the year was 1887.  A kind faced, smiling man first lifted off
the bag of corn and weighed it on the platform scales; it weighed
preciselv sixty five pounds.  Then Mr. Gemberling next lifted me
off the gray mare and stood me on the scales -- and I weighed
exactly the same as the bag of corn -- sixty five pounds.  Mr.
(Gemberling laughed heartily and said, 'Boy. oh, boy, when you
git that bag of meal all eat up, you will weigh a lot more,’ and
I loved Mr. Gimberling from that day to this.  His daughter Helen
is a dear friend of mine and lives in Huntington Park,
California.”

Mr. Fortner went to Pomona, California in 1907.
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THE SPRINGFIELD TO NEOSHO ROAD
THE WASTE BASKET - INTO WHICH ARE OFTEN TOSSED THINGS WORTHWHILE

Published November 5, 1949 in the Springfield News Leader.

This was a regular columne that was edited by an Ozarks
historian, Lucile Morris Upton.  They had several people write
about their childhood living in the Ozarks of Missouri and
Arkansas, Amon was a regular contributor.

FROM "THE LITTLE OZARKS"
I think I wrote to you that I am trying to assemble facts

about the old Springfield - Neosho road, which I think was part
of the old split log trail.  At least it joined up with that road
at Neosho.

My childhood home faced that old road for many, many years,
as also did Pearl Parker's childhood home, just across the road
from our house.

All of the old settlers built their homes facing that
ancient highway.  Then when the section lines were run and fences
built, it left all the old farm houses stranded in the middle of
the farms.

I was an imaginative kid and sometimes I could hear the
ghosts of those old covered wagons going by in the wee small
hours and tens of thousands of them did go by on that old road in
the early days.

In some places that old road was worn down two feet deep by
the steel tired wagon wheels of the pioneers, as perhaps you know
all the country around Aurora was originally prairie and was kept
so by the Indians.  They burnt it off each year to make more feed
for the buffaloes.

Pearl Parker's father told me that when they settled on
their homestead they could see for miles, with just a few
lonesome oak trees dotted here and there over the landscape and
that one could see deer grazing miles away.

THEN WHEN the annual Indian burnings ceased, those ancient
oaks seeded the landscape and small trees came up thicker than
hair on a dog's back.  And, incidentally, that just about ruined
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the land for farming purposes, for it cost more to get it into
cultivation than the land was worth, for there was not more than
6 inches of soil anywhere, partly caused, no doubt, by the
Indians burning it off each year and allowing no accumulation of
humus.

When these few scattering trees seeded the thin land to
blackjack and post oak and hickory saplings, these little trees
came up thick as hops, so close together in spots you could
hardly walk between them.

Pearl Parker's older brother, Walter, worked all winter in
1887 with a 4 mule team tearing out roots and stumps in a 10 acre
field just across the road from our house.  They piled those
stumps up and burned them in heaps 10 feet high, then planted the
land to corn.  Then a mining company bought the old Parker
homestead and let the land lie idle.  Within 10 years that
cleared land was again all covered with brush and small trees, 10
to 20 feet high and today it is a dense forest (so I have been
told.)

BUT TO GET back to the old Springfield - Neosho road, it
came angling in from Marionville where there was an old camp
ground at Bennage Spring.

At a point about 2 and 1/2 miles east of Aurora there was an
old abandoned house place, just a few chimney stones lying
around.  Beside the road and still in use was a shallow well
equipped with the old time well sweep.  That was the first well
sweep I ever saw.

Fifty years later I
discovered one in an
abandoned houseplace beside
the old Butterfield Stage
just a few miles from
Pomona.  Apparently the
pioneers everywhere all
loved wellsweeps.
(Incidentally, it is the
easiest way ever invented
to lift water out of a
shallow well.)

I THINK THE old Springfield Neosho road first followed an
ancient Buffalo trail, for it was crooked as a dog's hind leg and



always took the easy way.  Those wise beasts apparently never
climbed over even a low hill if they could go around it.  At two
points on this old buffalo trail (Springfield - Neosho road)
there were ancient Buffalo wallows where the shaggy beasts had
scrubbed in the mud to discourage ticks, I imagine.

These buffalo wallows held enough water in them to keep
trees from growing, and so remained glades around which grew wild
plums, hawthorn and tall - awfully tall - persimmon trees, and
blackberry bushes, too, of course.

During the summer of 1887 we lived in our old plank cabin 2
miles east of Aurora.  My sister and I attended country school at
Talmage school house.  The old abandoned road became our path to
school (about a mile from our home).  In some spots the oak
leaves would be lying drifted 2 feet deep in that old sunken
road.

Farmhouse after farmhouse was scattered along that ancient
road and left stranded in the middle of a cornfield or an old
orchard after the newer roads were located on section lines.

My own home was reached through a very narrow lane half a
mile long, hence we were never bothered by any passing traffic.
Anyone who came that way just had to be coming to our house.
There was no place else to go on that road.

Lonesome?  During my kid-hood years the family scattered out
and my mother and I lived alone on the old farm for several
years.  Come twilight, with the crickets and the katydids in
ceaseless song, the loneliness would descend like a black canopy
and it made one almost afraid to stay there.

Fifty years before that day that ancient road, a stone's
throw from our farm house, was literally alive with passing
traffic.  Whole wagon trains of pioneers, pushing ceaselessly on
and on and on toward the land of the setting sun.  Some of them
were the same wagon trains which took off southwest on the Old
Split Log road, past the childhood home of Mary Parrish Slankard.

AMON J. FORTNER
1662 E. 7th Street
Pomona, California

Chapter 6 - Page 19



HILLBILLY PREACHER
The best sermon I ever heard was preached by an old

hillbilly wood hauler on the Public Square of Aurora, Mo., in
1902.

Those were in the days when countless wagon loads of wood
were standing in the Square on Saturday afternoons, awaiting
buyers at $1.00 per load.  I think I was a full block away when I
heard that old preacher's voice and I hastened my footsteps, for
there was a wonderfully stirring appeal in that impassioned
message; even though I could not yet distinguish the exact words
he was saying.

As I came nearer, I saw a throng of people, a larger crowd
than I can recall having seen in any church in Aurora in all my
life.  In the center of this throng there was an old white
whiskered man, standing erect in his wagon load of wood,
proclaiming the power of God to save the people from their sins.

No music, no singing, no nothing, except that stirring
message straight from the heart of a saint of God.  Oh, how he
did move the hearts of those people!  I saw numbers of them in
tears.  A richly dressed woman beside me said in a broken voice,
“That man should be in the pulpit of the finest church in this
town!”

When the services ended, numbers of the folks went up and
shook hands with the old man -- and of course, just about every
one present was eager to buy his load of wood.  His face beamed
with Joy unspeakable that he had been able to witness so
effectively for his Lord and Master and under such unconventional
circumstances.

Through the passing years, I've heard of the great
preachers, including Bob Schuler, whose salary is so large that
he says he is ashamed to tell his listeners what it is.  Not one
-- not one of those great men of God had any more eloquence or
authority in proclaiming the saving power of God than did that
old hillbilly preacher of long ago.  I think I know the answer.

It was in the old man's daily, almost hourly communion with
God, as he performed the simple tasks of a hillside farm -- even
as he followed an old gray mule pulling the shovel plow along a
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corn row on a rocky hillside, he could hear the voice of God
talking to his heart.  He could lift up his eyes to the hills
whence cometh strength. . . . .

To have taken that man out of his environnent and placed him
in a fine city church would have conpletely destroyed his
intimate daily companionship with God and, of course, would have
destroyed his effectiveness in God's service.

So friends and kinsmen of mine in the Ozark hills, thank
your God for your little country churches and for those farmer
preachers, both men and women, for they have something which no
city preacher can ever easily obtain -- intinate daily
companionship with God.

Amon J. Fortner
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DORA E. BANKS
I met her on a Sunday afternoon in 1898.

When I came home from church that day, I found visiters
waiting.  One of them was a girl who had lived in our home for a
period of time when she was a tiny child.  She had passed
completely out of my life several years before when she went to
live with her grandparents down in Oregon County, Missouri.

During these absent years a miracle had happened.  The tiny
kiddie I had often kissed and sometimes even held on my lap was
now a well poised little teenage lady.  A lovelier girl had never
come into my life before and, believe it or not, right then and
there I had a presenténent that God had created that girl for me
and for me, alone.  Later events make me believe that more
strongly than ever.

Naturally, under the circumstances, I was eager to resume
immediately our old time brother-and-sister relationship.  But I
was due for a surprise. When I started to kiss her, the girl said
sharply, “Amon, stop that! You make me weary.”  Then she added,
“I'm too old to be kissed that way now." (She was slightly under
14 years of age!)

I was amused by her odd expression, “You make me weary” for
she seemed to have coined a new version of that old saying “You
make me tired,” which was papular in the slang of that day.  I
had never heard any other person say it in exactly the words she
used.

Before the afternoon was over, I found she had many ways of
saying things that were entirely new to me.  That wasn't
surprising to me, for she was a typical backwoods girl and had
received her meager education in the country schools of Oregon
County.

She and I went wild flower hunting on that afternoon.  We
gathered our bouquets along an ancient road and in an old woods
asture; - “Johnny-Junpmups,” white petaled daisies, and lamb's
tongues, which in reality are tiny wild daffodils.  Then we sat
and rested in a secluded little dell where the blue grass grew
rank and heavy.  Blue birds were singing, soft breezes were
blowing, and wild flowers were blooming all about us.  I've lived
the scene over a thousand times along life's years.
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But things didn't go well with romance that afternoon. My
new girl would firm1y resist every sentimental advance I would
make.  The moments passed all too quikly and soon it was time for
her to go.  I did manage to wrangle a promise from her that she
would attend church with me that night.  Even that concession was
due to the fact she knew no one else in the town and it was
either go with me or stay at home.  Love of religious worship was
even then the dominating influence in her life -- and has
remained so to this very day.

We were married more than 3 years later.  Incidentally, we
still gather flowers together each springtime.

Recently I learned that her name “Dora” means “a gift from
God”, and this knowledge was thrilling, but no surprise.  I knew
that definition fitted her when I met her on that Sunday
afternoon, more than 50 years ago.  From that moment she was to
me a gift from God.

Probably no two youngsters on earth ever faced gloomier
prospects than did Dora and I after we had joined our hearts and
lives and started bravely down life’s highway.

I had proven very definitely that I was neither mentally nor
financially equipped to make a living by farming, even though I
loved that sort of life over everything else -- except Dora!  And
Dora was a slender wisp of a girl and I felt sure that she would
never be able to endure the inevitable hardships of a hill billy
farmer’s wife.

With the unquenchable optimism of youth we had decided that
I would become a refrigerating engineer.  Just like that.  The
fact that my entire engineering experience had been limited to
following an old gray mule down a corn row didn't “faze” us one
bit.  Somehow we just knew I could become a refrigerating
engineer -- and I sure did.

By persistent effort and some wire pulling, I managed to
wrangle the promise of a job as day engineer for the old Aurora
light, Ice and Storage Company, to begin work in the spring of
1902.  It was on this vague promise that Dora and I were building
all our hopes to accumulate enough money to get married some time
in the fall.

However, in early spring, rumors came to our ears that some
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of the officials of the electric light company were opposed to
hiring a single man as engineer when there were several married
men with families eagerly seeking the Job. So Dora and I decided
to relieve this critical situation by getting married
immediately, even though we were 'dead broke' (almost).  Of all
the reasons ever advanced for speeding up a wedding, Dora and I
had perhaps the most unusual!  Almost 50 years later, Dora told a
hesitant young couple that “Daddy and I had to get married so
Daddy could get a Job.”  Her statement was actually 100 percent
true.

All of this explains why, after I had given the preacher
$5.00 for performing our wedding ceremony, Dora and I had
exactly.  $16.00 to buy our housekeeping equipment!  It was also
why we were willing to start our married life in an ancient
tumbledown plank cabin on a hillside.  We hadn't yet learned that
the “best laid schemes of mice and men” sometimes fail to turn
out exactly as planned; and that we were due for some heart-
troubling disappointments in the very near future.  It proved to
be a late cold spring and summer and more than three months
elapsed before the job on which we had based all our high hopes
finally materialized.

But I have always been grateful to God that he gave us that
three month period of real vacation together, for as it turned
out this was to be our only period of idleness for 50 years.  A
lot of joy unspeakable -- a lot of dark, grim forboding can be
packed into just 90 days.

Dora and I were living in an area of abandoned farms which
had been bought up for mining lands.  To make our isolation more
complete, our home was at the end of a long narrow lane and a
full half mile from any main travelled road.  That suited us just
fine.  For many weeks we roamed the woods and pastures together,
as sweethearts and lovers were wont to do in those beautiful old
days.

Then came the wild strawberries and blackberries as the
early summer months came on.

All of this was, of course, idylic for a couple of newlyweds
if we could only have been completely sure of a happy ending.
Dora's sublime faith in God kept her from worrying but sometimes
my heart was chilled as I envisioned the bleak poverty that might
come if the job we were depending upon failed to materialize.
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Then one day I heard Dora softly singing, “God will take care of
you, through every day, o'er all the way, He will take care of
you, God will take care of you.”  In an instant I knew!  This
precious girl of mine was singing to a babe under her heart.
When I questioned her, she soberly assented by nodding her head
and then said, “Don't worry, darling, God will take care of us, I
Just know he will.”

But this situation held tragic possibilities from my
viewpoint.  No job, no money, and a baby on the way!  I prayed as
I had never prayed before and God didn't wait very long before
giving me his reassuring answer.

On the following day, I borrowed a horse and went to look
for a cow that formed the main part of my worldly possessions.
She had strayed away and we hadn‘t seen her for several days.  I
had ridden fully two miles from home and had stopped on a brush
covered hilltop to listen for the sound of the old cow bell.
Then out of the deep silence around me I heard a distant whistle
blow faintly, “Whoo whoo! whoo;---ooo!”  A pause and again the
whistle blew. “Whoo, whoo---oo--oo!”  Unapeakable joy and deep
gratitude flooded my heart.  This distant whistle call had been
the pre-arranged signal for me to come to work on the following
day!  From that hour onward for more than 40 years I was never to
have another idle day!

Hardly a moment elapsed after the welcome whistle call
before I heard the clang of a cow bell near at hand.  In a few
moments I was on my way home to a new life, the life of a
refrigerating engineer.  And that, folks, was the turning point
of my life.

From a hill billy farmer into a refrigerating engineer.

Amon J. Fortner
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HONEYMOON COTTAGE
Forty-nine years ago I bought a two-room plank cabin for

$10.00 and moved it to the corner of my Daddy's farm, out south
of Aurora.  I have never been able to understand just why I did
this, for the building was scarcely worth moving, even if I had
gotten it free.

However, two years later, when the sweetest girl I ever knew
(after much persuasion) consented to be my wife, we both saw
possibilities in that old "house" for a temporary home, at least.
Even before our wedding day, we were both working like beavers to
make the old cabin livable. We bought thin matched lumber and put
new ceilings overhead, patched up the shingled roof and papered
the inside walls anew.  I am quite sure that the house and
materials complete did not cost us over $50.00.

We spent our homeymoon working feverishly in order to get
our little home ready for things to come.  Two of the happiest
years of our lives were spent in the old cabin, where the
hardships and inconveniences we endured would seem unthinkable in
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this present day.  For instance, our water supply was at the
bottom of a deep well on an adjoining farm, supplemented,
however, by two or three rain barrels located beneath the eaves
of our house.  Wooden troughs were so arranged that every drop of
rain water which hit our roof was saved to do our family washing.
It generally proved sufficient, even after our baby arrived some
eleven months after our marriage.

I was working 12 hours daily about 2 miles away from home.
How clearly I recall the joyous heart-thrill that was mine when I
came in sight of home each nightfall and saw a long line of white
diapers flapping in the wind!  Dora would be watching for me and
when she saw me come swinging over the distant hill, she would
bring the water pails and come to meet me down at the old well in
the little valley.  We would then both carry enough water home to
last until the next homecoming.

Most of the time we couldn't use rain water for cooking or
drinking purposes on account of the "wiggle tails" it contained
and in extremely dry weather, we even had to carry some water to
do the family washing and then we almost counted the raindrops as
they fell.

We had no bath tub, of course, but took our weekly baths in
an old wooden tub by the kitchen stove.  Naturally, our toilet
facilities were outside and consisted of the old familiar "two-
seater" type, completly hidden behind a honeysuckle vine up on
the hillside.  In winter, Dora kept a whisk broom handy to sweep
the snow off the toilet seat, when the occasion demanded!

It seemed incredible that we could have lived, warm and
comfortable, in that ancient plank cabin, for it was just a box
house and the walls were only one inch thick.  Frequently, there
were tiny snow drifts on the floor after a big blizzard, in spite
of all we could do to chink up the cracks around our crude home-
made doors. . . .I cannot recall that we ever had any difficulty
keeping ourselves and the baby warn, even though he slept in an
old—fashioned cradle beside our bed.  For one thing, I was always
a light sleeper and even a pin drop would bring me instantly
awake.  Countless times during the night, I would reach down and
touch that tiny sleeping babe and whisper a prayer of thanks
giving to God for the precious treasures He had given into my
keeping and then drift off again happily into slumberland.

Amon J. Fortner
Chapter 6 - Page 29



MIRACLES CAN HAPPEN
FROM "THE LITTLE OZARKS"

It was a tiny two-room cabin on a rocky hillside.  The
doctor’s horse and buggy were standing hitched to a fence post in
the narrow lane out front.

Inside, the beloved M.D. was gazing sadly at a tiny wasted
form lying on the bed and his eyes were sadly troubled.  The babe
he was looking at was only 3 weeks old and was actually smaller
and weighed less than when it had been born.  When only a few
days old, an infection had appeared on the childs throat which
rapidly spread and inflamed to a degree that made nursing
impossible without causing pain.

Time and again we had watched through streaming eyes the
pitiful efforts of that baby to satisfy his hunger.  Just one
swallow-then a pathetic cry and the baby would turn away from the
mothers breast.  When the mother's slender form would be shaken
with agonizing sobs, as she saw her precious first born slowly
starving and her lips would move in a silent prayer.

Nothing could be done to alleviate the situation until the
"rising" had developed to a point where it could be lanced and
drained of poison.  This grim race with death went on for days.
Would starvation be the outcome or could the infant cling to life
long enough for the necessary operation to be performed?  Day
after day the good doctor would come, would shake his head sadly
and say, "Not yet!"

It seemed to the anxious parents that ages had passed during
those day after days, while with each passing day the tiny form
grew a little more shrunken and wasted.  Then finally the day
arrived when the operation could be performed.  But still the
doctor hesitated and at last said, “I will have to call in
another doctor.”  He said that the babe could not live for one
instant after he had laneed that swelling.  He added, “The law
requires that two physicians be present at such an emergency
operation.”

I said, “Doctor, would it help you any to have another
physician present!”  He said, “No, but it might keep me from
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going to Jail!”  However, he finally yielded to our persuasion
and consented to act alone, with our assurance that no one but
those parents would ever learn any of the particulars of this
tragic situation.

At the last moment, the girl mother said, “Doctor, would it
help you if I prayed before you operate?”

I happened to know that the M.D. was antagonistic in his
beliefs and I wondered just what would be his reaction to this
offer.  I need not have wonderd!  He almost sighed with relief as
he said, “Yes, dear, I believe it would help me.”

So the little mother prayed and her voice was berely audible
but her face became the face of an angel and it registered
infinite faith, peaceful assurance, and calmness.  Then she said,
“doctor, now you can go ahead.”

Dora Fortner and Earl Earl Norbert Fortner
I held the tiny wasted form in my arms as the steel lancet

cut into the little throat.  I shuddered as we heard one faint
but sharp scream.  That was all.
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The ending was truly miraculous.  Once the wound had been
cleansed with antiseptic, the babe was nursing greedily at his
mother's breast for the first time in many days.  The mother and
I were both crying with unrestraind joy and the good doctor was
busily wiping his eyes as he made the comment, “There are some
things that I simply can not understand, and this is one of
them.”

From that moment forward, our first born son was a marvel of
good heelth.  He is living today within a stone's throw of where
I sit writing these lines.  He bears a plainly visible scar on
his throat where the doctor lanced it 47 years ago, when he was
just three weeks of age.

Can miracles heppen?  They surely can and do -- for this one
I saw with my own eyes.

Amon J. Fortner
1662 E 7th St.
Pomona, Calif.

AURORA ELECTRIC PLANT
A note from Amon J. Fortner, Pomona, Calif. says that 10,000

daffodils were in bloom the day he wrote at his “Little Ozarks.”
He was pleased that a Springfield friend of years ago, who had
read about his fruit and flower farm in the Waste Basket, took a
35-mile bus ride from Los Angeles just to see the place. (I have
been told that Dora set up a small stand on the corner of East
End and 7th Street to sell flowers and misc. from the small farm.
R.D.F.)

Mr. Fortner writes Most entertainingly of his life in
Aurora, around the turn of the century.

“I was connected with a phase of life back in old Aurora,”
he recalls, “that has entirely disappeared in American history,
that is, the operation of isolated electric light plants in every
town of 1,000 or more.”

“My Job for our last 5 years in Aurora was to fire up the
big boiler each evening, turn on the steam, and start the big
engine spinning, then throw in the big Switch and light up the
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whole town -- streets, stores, churches, and so on.  The overall
income of that plant was so small that one man had to do
everything alone, even answer the phone.

“Sometimes (not very often) something would go wrong and I
would have to shut the plant down.  Then the phone would start
ringing!  Ringing!  RINGING! I didn't dare not answer it, for it
might be my boss calling.  As soon as he could get the line to
talk to me I would then just let the phone ring on.

Our entire crew consisted of 3 men for housewiring, line
construction and everything.  The superintendent and I would work
away from the plant during the day until about 4 p.m., then I
would hurry down to the plant on ny bike to get steam up before
it got too dark.

“Sometimes a storm would come up and it would get dark
before I was ready for the plant to go.  Then I would just sweat
blood as related above.”

“So all through my life, to this hour, in my ‘nightmares’ I
am always fighting a desperate battle to get that old electric
light plant going before it gets too dark.  The phone will be
ringing!  Ringing!  RINGING!  Then I come wide awake -- and get
up and answer the phone.  And does that make me mad! To think
events of 45 years ago are still disturbing my slumber at night!

“But it was a great life.”

Amon J. Fortner

AURORA LIGHT, ICE AND STORAGE COMPANY
Amon worked for the Company from July 2, 1902 until he left

Aurora in October, 1905. The conpany started in 1887 by E.L. Foster,
of Independence Kansas, when only arc lamps were used.  Commercial
Bank of Independence forclosed on the utility plant about 1900 and
held the operation until J.R. Woodfill. Jr. took it over and formed
the Aurora Light, Ice and Storage Company with a capital of
$30,000.00.  In 1909 the company bought the Lawrence County Water-
works and was renamed Lawrence County Water, Light and Cold Storage
Company.  This company later merged into the Empire Electric District
system.  The electricity was still being generated by that old steam
engine until around 1917.

R.D.F.
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CHAPTER 7
THE BANKS FAMILY

Malissia Fortner took care of children in need and at one
time took care of Dora Banks and her two sisters, Mirtle and
Willa.  That is why Amon said that she stayed with them when she
was younger.  The children had been abandoned by their mother
when Amon was away from home working.

There is a lot of history in the Banks family but as of now
it is not real clear to me.  Norbert Banks was born in England to
a wealthy family and somehow went to Springfield Missouri.
Norbert married Sarah Lewis and had three girls and then one boy
that died young.  All of them were born in the Springfield,
Missouri area, Dora was born on the Crenshaw farm just West of
Springfield.

Mirtle Banks Born: ? , 1881
Dora Estella Banks Born: Sept. 30th. 1884
Willa A. Banks Born: ? , 1887
? unknown Son Born: ? ,

Sarah left about 1890, while Norbert was working in
Springfield at a harware store on the square.  She did try to
come back, but Norbert would not forgive her for abandoning their
children and she finally remarried.

Willa Banks married a man named ? Hatingly, who was fairly
well off and even had a black servant living with them.  He was
killed in a farming accident.  I think she got remarried in
Pomona and then later moved to the Imperial Valley.  We will try
to have more on this family as we can find the information.

It seems like after Norbert Banks and Sarah separated, he
stayed close to the Fortner family.  He visited California with
Jacob in 1905 but was back in Aurora when Amon and Dora moved in
1907.  They traveled to California by train, Dora was very weak
and had to lay down most of the trip.  Since Amon had to stay
close to his wife.  Norbert held Daisy, who was just 2 1/2 months
old. the whole trip.
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I think Norbert Banks stayed with the family until late in
his life.  At one time, Earl and Norbert lived in an old army
tent with a wooden floor and wooden walls about 4 foot tall.  The
upper part was a tent.  This was on 5th Street close to East End,
not far from “The Little Ozarks” farm.  Apparently he bought some
property in Imperial Valley because he wrote in his letters that
he was “trying to sell the Imperial property...'.  At the age of
about 70 years old he moved to the Willcox, Arizona area and
bought a farm that he lived on until his death in 1923.  After
his, death Earl Norbert Fortner, who was named after Norbert
Banks, lived in the little shack in Willcox until the estate was
settled.  Earl went to a local church and even sang in a quartet
while living there.

R.D.F
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NORBERT BANKS
Norbert Banks 1914

6th St. Pomona, California

The following letters were written by Norbert Banks to Dora
(Banks) Fortner, his daughter, while he was living at Willcox
Arizona.

Willcox
Feb. 15. 1918

Dear Daughter,

Recieved post card and letter the 13th at night and the
letter with key tonight.  Mr. Done handed it to me at the farmers
meeting and I am answering it as soon as I read it.  Everybody is
talking as I write.  Will send a bank
draft tomorrow.  Mrs. Cropper is going in town and she will mail
my letter and her son works in the bank he will make the draft so
you will get it monday if everything goes right I will make it
$20.  I could hardly read some of the last letter the paper was
so transparent and the hanging lamp gave a very poor light I
don't know if Mr. Harris has got home yet or not I have work
untill the first of May and then I will go to work for myself if
everything works out wright.  I am working out a team now, one of
them is 4 in June and the other is his mother.  The mare is a
roan and the horse is galy. He is a dandy.  They are both good
lookers.  They are about as large as Maud was when I bought her.
I got the two for $90 dollars and I may get a cow from the same
man if I can get one that suits me.  I expect to dry farm this
year and as soon as I can raise some I will try and get about 200
pullets and then they will make enough to keep me.

Is Amon still working for the San Antonio Meat Company yet
and did you have Mr. Harris look at your place?  Well I will
close for this time.  Write soon and all the news.

Yours respectfully,
N. Banks

Chapter 7 - Page 3



Willcox
April 5. 1920

Dear Daughter,

Your ever welcome letter at hand.  Was glad to hear from you
and glad to hear you are getting along so well.  You wanted to
know all about my ranch. It is 1 mile North and 1 1/2 miles West
of Willcox.  80 acres of unimproved land. There is plenty of
mosquit on it.  I am letting one of my near neighbors grub some
for wood.  It cost me $1,500.  I paid $750 down and get time on
the balance.  There is a small shack on the 80 west of mine and I
am staying in it at present.  I am trying to sell the Imperial
property to get money to improve my ranch here.  I have 3 head of
stock, one old mare and one cow 3 years old this spring and one
yearling heifer.  My cow will be fresh in June, I think.  I have
not heard from Myrtle yet.  She need not be afraid to write me
for I won’t tell best ? where she is.  Have the children get
their weights and measure and send me and their ages or the date
of their births and Cecil too. And tell Cecil to take good care
of his money and if anything should happen that he gets out of
work he can come out here and stay with me if he wants to and he
can go to school next winter.  We have good schools here.  Is he
ready  for high school?  I get day wages for hay harvest.  Was
$3.00 per day 1ast year and men were hard to get.  There has been
one or two spoke to me to help them already.  I think the wages
will be the same this year.  Mr. Scott wants me to help him for a
few days so I will be at his place for a little while.  He is not
able to work at all.  It is bed time so I will close for this
time.  Write soon and all the news.

Your dad,
N. Banks

(Box 544 don’t forget)

__________________________________________________

Willcox
May 16. 1920

Dear Son and family,

Yours of the 12th at hand.  Was glad to hear from you and
hope potatoes stay a good price untill you get yours all sold.
The check is all right we are both loosers.  You loose in the
potatoes and I loose the tax and interest on money invested and
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you on the potatoes but by putting the money in my ranch here it
will double in a short time so I think it was best that I let it
go and later on I may be able to help you some more.  I am going
to try and sell my Imperial ranch this sunner so I can put it on
improovenents on my ranch here.  I am helping my neighbor Scott
at present $2.00 per day and my dinner when haying.  Starts wages
will be $3.00 per day for a man, $5.00 for a man and team and
hands are scarce.  At that my neighbor Green is grublng for the
wood.  I don’t think I will get very much of a crop in this
spring and what I do I will have to trust to the Lord for rain to
make it.  I will give you a discription of my ranch in case of
accident to me.  You can find it without any trouble.  To wit the
East half of the Southwest quarter of Section twenty-six in
Township thirteen South range twenty-four East of the Gilla and
Salt River meridian in Cochise County 1 mile North, 1 1/2 mile
West of Willcox.

Enclosed find the tax reciepts give them to the man that
bought the lot and all the other old papers so you and I will be
rid of them in your box. This leaves me well so I will close for
this time.

Write soon and all the news.  Box 544.  When you write
please send me a price list of some of the groceries and if I can
save on them I may send over for some.

From,
N. Banks

__________________________________________________

Willcox
Dec. 23, 1922

Dear Daughter,

Your ever welcome letter at hand.  Was glad to hear from you
and about Earl.  I would like to have him with me ever so much
but he is doing better there than he could here.  At present the
wages here on the ranch is only $2.00 per day and at present no
ranch work to be had.  You are one year behind on my age, I am
74.  I am glad you are getting so much paid at the bank.  I got
the peaches yesterday.  I still have some of the apricots you
dried 5 years ago.  They are fine yet. I wish you would have Earl
go to Wright Brothers and see what he can get a good second hand
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matress 3/4 size and 1 full size and let me know as soon as
possible.  This leaves me well. My hens are comincing today.  I
took 10 dozen to town yesterday.  I am very thankful for my
present.  Wish I had something to send you.  I will close for
this time.  Write soon and all the news.

Your dad,
N. Banks

__________________________________________________

Willcox
Dec. 4. 1923

Dear Daughter,

Your kind and welcome letter at hand.  Some time ago you
wanted to know about my age I will be 75 the 5th of December was
born in 1848.  You spoke of delivering milk.  How many cows have
you?  I have four 2 of them are nearly dry and the other 2 are
fresh, the first is a 3 year with first calf and gave 16 lbs. of
milk this morning.  The calf will be 2 months old the 10th.  The
other is a 5 year old with 3rd calf, she gave 22 lbs, calf was a
week old last friday she only missed one milking since the second
calf last January.  I have a three year old that is due to bring
a calf the last of march it will be her second calf she is only
giving a little milk.  She has been giving milk over a year.  I
have one hog left to the 1st of the year and an old cow.

My neighbor Powel that I worked for 4 years ago, came over
with his wife yesterday and brought me a big layer cake all
frosted in fine shape.  I sampled it at dinner, it was for my
birthday.

Well I will have to quit for a while and feed my chickens
they are all round the door.

Dec. 5, 1923

I took a bath last night and put my winter under ware on.
Just got a card from Myrtle.  Am in town, it is a fine day.  We
have had a little rain the 1st and 2nd but has cleared off nice
and warm.

This leaves me well and feeling fine, so goodby for this
time.

From your dad,
N. Banks

Norbert Banks died a few weeks later, Dec. 31, 1923.



DORA’S DIARY
THIS IS A SHORT DIARY THAT ONLY HAD A FEW ENTRIES.

Dora Estella Banks Fortner March 11, 1923

(I was) Born September 30th 1884 at Springfield Missouri on
the Crenchshaw (Crenshaw) Farm.  Went to Aurora Missouri in 1889
or 1890, in about two years went to Alton Missouri where
Grandfather Lewis lived.  In 1894 moved back to Aunt ?Ama's,
Springfield Mo.  I began staying with Mrs. A. ?Glass in Aug. 1896
(and) stayed till April 1900, then went to Mrs. ?Horine's.  Began
having bad health in May, then stayed some with Mrs. White her
sister-in-law. In August 1900 came to Aurora to live with papa
(Norbert Banks, and) went to school 3 months in the 6th grade.
Joined Christian Church in 1900 or 1901. Married Amon J. Fortner
April 26th 1902 at Aurora Missouri by Mr. King, Christian Church
Paster.

Amon began working at the Light Plant July 2, 1902.  I
joined (the) Brethern Church at the Carthage conference, Sept.
1903, Amon belongs to Brethern Church.  We lived in a little two
roomed house of our own on his parents farm till in June 1904 we
moved.  (We) had bought 3 lots at $40.00 each, a big price we
thought then.  Bought a house for $125.00 and moved it on the
lots, had it plastered, or part of it, and moved in about June
1904.

Earl had come to brighten our home March 27th 1903, 2 weeks
early.  Papa (Norbert Banks) boarded with us when we moved in
town or at the South edge of town.

Papa (Norbert) and Amons father (Jacob) went to California
together in October 1905.  Roy came Dec. 31, 1904 and then came
Daisy Dec. 27th, 1906.  And she was a tiny baby when we started
to Los Angeles California on account of my ?frailty on March 19th
1907.  (We) arrived about noon the 22nd, it was raining.  Was
still rainy on Monday 25th when we went to Pasadena where Amon
had rented a house on N. Fairfax Ave.  He got work at night in
the Pacific Electric Repair Shops, his knee got so bad,
rumetisom, (he) had to lay off and we knew he wouldn’t stand to
be exposed so.  Then about this time Mr. Ruggies of the Ice
Plant, the first man he had went to see about work sent him word
that he would give him an Engineer job at Pomona, we moved April
21 or 22, 1907.
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(We) lived at 959 N. Garey Ave. first,(then) moved on East
Center St. Dec., then moved on the corner of Monteray and
?Palamars where Cletus was born.  (The) last part of Jan. 1908,
moved to 960 East 6th St. to a house of our own.

Having bought a lot, we moved Oct. 12, 1909. Amon built two rooms
back porch had canvas around it, so made three rooms, the other
rooms to be built on when we could.  We sold our property at
Aurora in May 1909 to Tom $30.00 down and ____ __ a month.  We
built two more rooms in 1911 and finished building the house
March 1914.  Bought 1 acre in East city limits in Nov. 1916.
Amon had an opportunity to get an Engineer job at the Fruit
Growers exchange in 1912 which he took.  Amons father (Jacob J.
Fortner) died Dec. 9, 1913.  Moved to Chino July 30, 1913, Amon
and my father (Norbert Banks) worked one summer at (the) Sugar
factory.  Came back to Pomona in Nov. __, ____.  In May or June
1917 he went to the San Antonio Meat Packing Co. to help out and
then took the job (he) is still working there this March 11th,
1923.

Freddie came April 29, 1917 then Fern Feb. 13, 1920, we
moved to the Ranch (1662 E. 7th Street) April 17, 1921 and sold
the property at 960 E. 6th St. ?$3150.00.  Bought the 4th acre in
1921 (Bought 2 more in 1920).  Bought the Ford June 2, 1921 for
$500.00.

Amons mother (Malissia Fortner), Granny, went to Wichita
August 1st 1922.  (She) came with us to California, returned to
Missouri April 1909 (then) came back Sept. 1912.

Oh yes our 7th baby Herbert was born Dec. 1922.  I was truly
saved in Sept. 1912, went to Church of God.  We are still on the
Ranch at this writing, March 11. 1923.  Have most all kinds of
fruit.

March 12, 1925

Roy graduated in June 1923.  He went to Big ________ __ work
on L.A. Co. Park soon as school was out then to __________.

Earl went to work at (Sally Ann) Bakery Sept. 19th 1922.
Didn’t go to school last term so didn’t graduate, then went back
in 1923.
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My father (Norbert Banks) died on Roy and Herbert’s
birthday, Dec. 31, 1923.  The telegram came about 9:00 or 10:00
A.M. and Roy went at 2 O'clOCk Dec. 31. 1923 and Mirtle (Dora’s
sister) started _____ after _____. They both came back here
Saturday morning January 5th 1924.  I was very weak when father
died.  Earl went to Wilcox Arizona June 23, 1924 and arived there
the 24th.  (He) is taking care of stock and living in the shack
as they _____. Mirtle didn’t go _____ about 15 acres.  At this
writing, March 12. 1925, he is still there and is working
____________.

Daisy _____ went to _____June 15, 2 days after school was
out (she) took _____ and Scarlet fever _____ 1924.

Came home Sat. eve Feb. 15.  Had operation the 16th of Feb.
1925. I am able to write, have ___(to)____ write while lying
down.

Oh yes, Amon lost his job at S.A. Meat Co. April 1924.  (He)
worked some on engineering at Fruit Growers exchange in May then
(at the) Ontario Ice Plant.  Then July lst they gave him the
engineer job at the Fruit Growers exchange, Park Ave. House,
where he used to work, he is still there.  Roy went to work at
the new Laundry December 1924.  Amon worked one week and helped
Roy get aquanted with the work, Amon oversee's it.  Amon does ice
machine repair work.  Roy was discharged at Laundry the last of
March 1925.

March 29. 1927

Roy married Gladys Rider June 2, 1925.  Roy began working at
the Pacific Electric yards again June 5, 1925 and is still there
at this writing, March 29, 1927.  Richard Leroy was born April
30, 1926, our first grandson.  Daisy went to Harfords again June
28, 1925.  I began doing the work, the Lord gave me strength.
Sunday June 28, I got back to the Lord, was forgiven and He
wonderfully helped me in body also.  Daisy went to Mrs. Johnson’s
Nov. 16, 1925, went to Los Angeles to my sisters in July 1926 and
stayed till September then stayed with Mrs. Johnson till the 1st
of November then came home and worked by the hour for her till
Jan. 1, 1927.  (Then she) went to Harfords for 5 1/2 weeks and
came home Feb. 20.

Diary of Dora Fortner
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LETTER FROM DORA - 1924
Letter from Dora Fortner to her sister n law.     Pomona, Calif.

Mrs. A.H. Fortner(Anderson Houstin Fortner "Tom")
1032 Cleveland Ave.                              January 14, 1924
Wichita, Kansas

Dear Sister,

Recieved your new years card, was glad to hear from you, I
havn't heard from Clemma for so long that we would sure hear
during the holidays.  I sent her a Christmas card.  Tell her we
would love to hear frm her, we have been thru a sad time.  My
dear father died January 31st, Roy and Herbert's birthday.  I
wasn't able to go.  Roy wasn't working he started about 2:00 pm
and Mertle started from El Centro at 3:45 in the afternoon of the
31st.  She arived six hours before Roy, she took it very hard.
Roy said she hardly stopped crying all the time they were there.
He had a ranch at Wilcox Arizona, died very sudden of acute
indigestion.  They think from eating too many raisens on an empty
stomack, he was in town on Saturday and wasn't very well.  He
went to the Doctor Sunday morning and died at 5:00 Monday
morning.  He never thought he was going to die up to the very
last.  Myrtle and Earl are going to live out there.  Earl has in
mind to stay some where in Arizona if he shouldn't stay on the
ranch all the time.  It seems a hard place to get ahead, but they
will try.  They will start some time this month, may start next
week.  Let Clemma read this, I don't want to write again about
things.  I have been very bad, but am claiming the victory this
morning, the Lord has been good.  I am up this morning and sewing
some, have had hemoraged for 8 weeks and I got very week since
Christmas day and my head and neck have been so bad.  I am
thankful to be getting well.  Roy has work now, he had been out
of work since the first week in December.  He is working at the
Pacific Electric shop as a machinest, just a beginning.

How is your health now, write soon and all the news.  I
havn't heard from Rose since the first part of December.

Love and Best wishes, Dora
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LETTER FROM DORA - 1925
Letter from Dora to her sister n law.

Mrs. A.J. Fortner (Dora)
1662 E. 7th Street
Pomona, California

To: Mrs. A.H. Fortner
1032 Cleveland Ave.
Wichita, Kansas

Have Clemma red this.      Pomona, California    January 12, 1925

Dear Louise and family,

I recieved your welcome letter before Christmas, havn't
wrote to anyone since Christmas till today.  I have wrote Myrtle
telling her about Daisy having the scarlet fever, she began with
toncilitus Christmas Eve, went to ebd Christmas day, she is
scaling off now.  She was over here Christmas Eve and she stayed
all night here, but we just thought it a bad sore throat.  She
went back to Harfords where she stays so they are quarantined
only there 2 1/2 year old girl has took it.  They have three
other children, but none of them have taken it and ours haven't,
so we are glad they haven't.  Freddie and Fern had scarlatina
last winter, she sure had it very bad, her throat was quite sore
yesterday.  The doctor says she will have to be very careful or
she will have quinsy.  It sure has cost a lot, we had to get a
graduate nurse as we couldn't get a practical nurse and it cost
$7.00 a day and the Doctor bill was $5.00 per day for a week.  We
couldn't pay it all ... it will put sure her back a lot as well
as us.

Rose left for Ocieanside this morning, she was here twice
while she was in Pomona.  .... She didn't expect to stay here
nights as she knew I wasn't able and she wanted to shop some.
She is better than she has been for some time.  She sure got her
mind changed some while here about our financial condition, she
was under the impression that we were doing fine.  ....  We had
to send Earl $50.00, don't know when the place will be settled,
it should be now.  Amon will have to take it up with that lawyer
it looks like.  ....  Rose went away in good spirits.  ....
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We started buying grandma's medicine and other things in
1913, just a few months after she came out here in September
1912.  Most months after 1913 we spent more than $10.00 per
month.  ....  When she went away we felt all her children were
under the same obligation to help her, for it would have to be
given her with no return.  We have sent since that time $260.00.
....  They wanted about $25.00 a month at the home.  ....

We would be better off if we only had !/2 acre of ground,
but 1 1/2 or 2 acres is all we can sell, will sell in 1/2 acre
places if we ever can, it would make nice homes that way.  We
have more than we can take care of, water cost too much for one
that hasn't any money till tree's get large enough to pay it.
Don't seem they ever will pay, we hope so though.  Last year our
expences on this were a sight.  We have two cows to try to make
some from, though they do pay, but oh the work to make it is too
much for Amon.  ....  We have owed from $1000.00 to $1500.00 for
years and try as we may, we can't get it paid.  ....  We are
going to see the real estate men soon, that is the way they do
here now.

Well  I havn't had an operation yet.  Don't want to of
course, if I can keep from it.  Daisy was going to come home, but
don't know when she will be well now or how things will be.  If I
ever should have to go, I would go to the County Hospital as we
couldn't do otherwise.  It would cost a lot then, but not near so
much.

I will send one of Daisy's pictures soon as I can get to it.
Daisy is staying at this place trying to save money to go to
Buisiness College to finish up so she can be a Stenographer.  I
am glad your girls have good places and like their work.  Was
glad none of you got hurt in the accident comming from Oklahoma.
....  I think Cletus is still at the Dairy, goes part time to
school and Earl is in Wilcox Arizona, He is out of work, but he
is staying with a couple for company.  They don't charge him any
board, so he can't get in debt very much, unless it would be the
cows wouldn't do any good and feed is so high he just breaks even
on them now as there is no grass.

Well it is mail time so, by by.

Love and best wishes to all, write soon, Dora
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A LETTER FROM DAISY
AMON AND DORA’S DAUGHTER

4-4-91
Dear Bernice:

I am writing to ask you if Earl ever told you about our
mom’s father and mother.  Jo Ann has been so interested in our
ancestors and has quite a bit of information on the Fortner
family.

Right now she is trying to get information about the Banks
family.  My mother told me a little but not much, of course I
knew that Earl’s middle name was from Norbert Banks, our maternal
grandfather.  My mom did tell me, that her mother didn't think he
was sending her enough money to take care of her and her 2
sisters, so she left them, to teach him a lesson.  They must have
been about 9 (Aunt Myrtle, my mom around 6 and Aunt Willa 3).
They had a baby brother but he had died when he was a very young
baby.  The girls were 3 years apart.  My grandpa Banks was
sending all he could, but had lost his job in Springfield and had
to find work in another town. Afterward, she begged him to let
her come back, but he would not.  My mom visited her mother
several times as she was growing up, but this was all she ever
said about it.

The reason I thought that Earl might have known more about
it was that grandpa Banks lived with us several months at a time.
Once he and Earl and Roy shared what was called a tent house, in
our back yard on 6th St. in Pomona between Towne Ave. and
Creswell.  (The tent house was a wood frame house, shingled roof,
with a middle part of the wall was made of yard wide heavy canvas
in the middle.)  He and Earl and Roy got along well together and
he did talk some to Earl about it.  I think Earl was around 10
yrs old at that time. When Earl was 11 - Roy 9 and me 7 yrs old,
we moved to Chino for about a year. The house (which my father
built on 6th St.) was closed, but we made trips back to Pomona on
the S.P. railroad and we always had a good time and got off at
the little train station in Chino and walked several blocks home.
Grandpa Banks lived with us in Chino, and my dad and grandpa
Banks worked at nite from 6 P.M. to 6 A.M. at the Sugar Beet
Factory.  It was soon after we moved back to Pomona that Grandpa
Banks, moved to Wilcox, Arizona on his homestead property.  He
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died when he was a little over 90.  Earl then lived there in
Wilcox.  I’m not sure how long but I remember him being gone for
at least several months.  He became acquainted with neighbors,
attended church and sang in a quartet.

By chance, I found out more about the Banks family.  Roy
called last Dec. to wish me a happy Birthday and happened to
mention that he had called Gladys Cosby a few days before.  She
is 87. (Gladys Cosby is Aunt Willas oldest Child.  Aunt Willas
had 12 children.)  I had lost track of her.  She visited us after
we moved to Chino.  She had written a letter to me every
Christmas for many years.  Of course I also saw her at Aunt
Willas funeral.

I called her.  She still drives and even though a few months
earlier she had broken her hip, it had healed with her having to
wear a cast.

Anyway, I found out quite a bit about Grandpa Banks.  We had
both loved him very much.  He was patient with us, a very quiet
mannered person, and lived a very simple life.

I was always happy when he lived with us, because he was a
very neat person an always helped with the housework. He had a
saying, “A place for everything and everything in its place.”  He
really lived it.  This is turning out to be a long letter but I
though maybe Norbie might be interested to find out that Norbert
Banks was born in England.  My cousin did not know what place in
England.  His father was The “Earl of Banks” and was given this
title, because he along with several other families from Ireland
moved to England and because they were wealthy. They completely
paid for a war that England was in at that time.  She did not
know which war, but it was probably in the 17 or 18 hundreds.
The Royal Family conferred this title on them because of
gratefulness, I would assume.  I suppose they were given a large
estate and Norbert Banks was born there.  He had brothers and
sisters, Gladys did not know how many.  Anyway she said he was
the scape goat of the family.  I can’t imagine him ever being a
bad person, but perhaps he rebelled at living in a Royal
lifestyle.

They disowned him and sent him to Springfield, Missouri.
They must have given him some kind of inheritance as he seemed
not to have had financial problems until he got a job.  He
married Sarah Lewis, part Indian (Cherokee). During a latter war
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(it was probably World War I). the Estate was turned into an
airport.

Norbert Banks parents never again contacted him.

Jo Ann - Gerties daughter already has her ticket to England.
This will be her 4th visit.  Thru a friend she found out that
there are many families in England named Banks, mainly in the
midlands.

I have never known what country the Fortners originally came
from, but Jim worked in Denver Co. for a while and met a Fortner
whose ancestors came from Germany.  So maybe we are Irish,
English, Indian and German.

Love, Daisy.

Chapter 7 - Page 15



CHAPTER 8
THE FAITH THAT MOVED THE OZARK MOUNTAINS

When Dora and I were first married,  we lived in a plank
cabin on my Daddy’s little rock patch farm in the Ozarks.  I had
become a salaried employee of an electric light plant in a nearby
town and no part of our living was derived from agriculturel
activities.

When it became evident that our second child was on the way,
we realized that we must have more room.  We began to dream of a
rural home just outside city limits, where we could have the
convenience of city utilities plus room for a growing family.  We
bought a small tract just outside town, purchased a second hand
house and moved it to our little "farm".  There we hoped to spend
our remaining days.  Every improvement we made carried the
thought of what it might mean to us - and to our children - in
years to come.

With plenty of city water and irrigation through dry seasons
our small farming project was successful to an amazing degree.
For instance we raised so many sweet potatoes the first year that
we had to sell the surplus to a band of gypsies for fifteen cents
a bushel!  This, of course, didn't even pay for the expense of
digging.

An amusing incident occured during our cabbage raising
venture. Our baby son was two years old.  He constantly followed
his Daddy's steps about the place.  In setting out the cabbage
plants I dropped one.  Almost before it hit the ground the baby
grabbed it up and set it carefully "spang in the middle" between
two cabbage rows.  There it grew all summer long, to become the
finest cabbage head we raised that year — and did Mama Dora guy
me all summer long for letting a two year old beat me at farming!

There followed three years of blissful living in our dream
home nestled in the Ozarks.  Our two boys (Earl and Roy) were
soon so near in size that every one thought they were twins.
They were healthy and active.  In the bitter cold weather we
would wrap them warmly in coats and mittens and they would tumble
and play like puppies in the snow for hours at a time.  Happy,
happy days!
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The third child born was a girl (Daisy) such to our joy and
satisfaction.  But three babies in five years were too much for a
frail young mother who had started life as a semi-invalid.  Mama
Dora just couldn’t regain strength and health after the baby
girl's arrival.  Our doctor advised us to get her to a warm, mild
climate immediately.

Sadly we made plans to move to California and within a week
we were ready to go.  A carriage came at sundown and took Mama
Dora and the two smaller children to a hotel where we were to
spend the last night in Missouri. The five year old boy remained
with me, watching curiously as I locked doors, fastened windows
and wired the garden gates tightly closed.  Even our voices had a
hollow eerie sound in the empty rooms and the child began to look
frightened.  I took his hand in mine and we started down the
crooked pathway leading toward town - the path we had followed
countless times but were destined never to travel again.  He kept
looking back and soon he was sobbing, “Daddy, Daddy, we mustn't
leave our home!”  He begged to be allowed to go back.  “Daddy,
I'll live there alone until you and Moma come back from
California.”

My heart was too full for speech.  I knelt by his side, held
him close and comforted him in his first great sorrow.  After a
time he quieted down and walked willingly by my side.  At a turn
in the road I looked back and caught my last view of our beloved
“Ozark Dream Home”.  (The house burned down shortly after we
arrived in California).

At dawn of the following day we boarded the train for the
west and a new world.  A steady misting rain was falling.
Through that rain, and the rain of our our tears, we watched the
old familiar landmarks - first the electric light plant where I
had helped to keep the wheels turning for several years - then
the old High School building where Dora and I had both attended
school - all of the dear familiar buildings dwindled away and
passed out of sight and out of our lives forever.

But the migration to the west coast was not all sadness.
The car in which we traveled was only partly filled with
passengers and there was an air of friendly informality.  Our
boys soon became everybody’s boys and played and romped to their
hearts content.  So sadness gives way for the thrill of adventure
when we go forth to discover new worlds.
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After we came to Pomona we abandoned the ides of having a
rural dream home and lived in town for the first eight years.
Then an incident occured which rocked us on our heels and caused
us make drastic changes.

Our oldest boy was now a dreamy-eyed thirteen year old,
easily influenced by his companions.  The youngsters were
attending quite a few movies and egged on by the promptings of
his boy friends, our son became convinced that he was truly in
love with an actress of that day called Marguerite Clark. . . He
could not imagine, of course, that the object of his devotion was
older than his own mother!  We knew nothing at all of this grand
passion until we awackened to the fact that our son had gone
A.W.O.L. and was among the missing for trenty-four hours.  His
plan was to find his sweetheart,  confess his love - and make a
place for himself in the movies - a master plan you must agree.

With a jolt we realized that we had failed our children.
Then fact that he got "cold feet" and came home within twenty-
four hours in no way lessened our sense of guilt and
responsibility.  We must somehow change our way of life if we
would prevent future incidents.  We even considered the
possibility of moving back to the Ozarks.  This thought was
blocked at the outset by the risk to Dora's health.  So Mama Dora
prayed - and prayed — and prayed.  When Dora prays she keeps on
and on until God grows so weary of listening to her pleas that He
breaks down and grants the request.

While Dore prayed, I tried to think things out and as I
thought I began to roll up my sleeves for action.  If we couldn't
take our youngsters back to the Ozarks.  I decided that the best
substitute would be to bring the Ozarks to our children.

The first step was to purchase four acres of cheap land on
the outskirts of Pomona.  There were several old blue gum trees
on the land and a thicket of Indian tobacco.  "Farming"
operations began at once.  Within a week my son had built himself
a shack, moved in and was having the time of his life listening
to the coyotes squall at night up and down the San Antonio wash.
He has never mentioned Hollywood since.
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Before going any
farther with the
story, I need to
explain the story
about Earl Fortner,
pictured here.  Amon
says that his oldest
son went off to
Hollywood.  Earl, my
Dad told me that Amon
streached the truth a
little to make the
story sound good.
Earl wanted to go to
the Riverside Car
Races.  The town of
Riverside held one of
the first race
competitions in the
US.  Amon told him he
could not go, so earl
went anyway, without
permision.  Earl said
that he didn’t plan
on running away, it
was just too tempting
to go.  He was in a
lot of trouble when
he came home the next
day! R.D.F.

It wasn't long until we had dog-woods, red buds, pawpaws and
wild (Ozark) honeysuckle.  Several kinds of Missouri wild flowers
flourished and poke plants for greens grew as high as our orange
trees. But we didn't stop with the wild vegetation of the Ozarks
regions. We picked up quantities of wild trees, plants and
flowers native to California and the west coast.  Today we have a
jungle of tree ferns in part of our small orange grove in which
our grandchildren get lost occasionally.  We obtained our start
for those ferns from Palmer Canyon.

From a monetary standpoint our investment in “The Little
Ozarks” might be classified as a failure.  From the human
standpoint our venture has proved successful beyond our dearest
dreams.  I told the bank manager who loaned us the money to buy
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the land that our main crop would be boys and girls - and so it
has been.  Our seven children have neatly been reared there.  One
or our daughters now has seven children of her own, all born and
reared at The Little Ozarks.  Recently, she became a great-
grandmother with a tiny great-grand daughter born at The Little
Ozarks.  That sends the third generation off to a fine start. . .
Heavens to Betsy!  Will this thing never stop????

Our youngest son - also born at Little Ozarks - took such
precious memories of his birthplace overseas when in the service
that even when starving in the Munich prison camp his letters
always contained this one heart wrenching line - “I wonder how
the ranch looks now?” . . . (He returned safely to build his own
home in sight of The Little Ozarks.)

Now perhape I have written a true story here.  Perhaps I
have written an article on faith.  To me it is a formula for
prevention of juvenile delinquency.  Give a child room to grow.
Keep his hands busy.  Keep his heart sure of God and you - sure
of your perfect trust in Him.  One day you will wake to find that
you and God together have made a man to help make this old world
a better place. You will "look upon" your work and you will
"find it good".

Amon J. Fortner

MOST INTERESTING PLACE IN THE WORLD
 TO ME, MY HOME

Our home is a little patch of sandy land alongside a boulder
wash in Southern California.  Here in our lessure moments we have
endeavored to create a home that will live in the hearts of our
children when they have scattered to their own chosen places of
abode.  Some of them have already gone and their letters to us
abound in love and longing for this old home of ours.

More interesting to me than the tropical verdure from
foreign lands, are a little white-oak tree and a wild rose from
the Ozark Mountains, that form a connecting link between this
home and the home of our childhood days and early married life.
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Our ranch provides no cash income, for we have given over a
considerable portion to woodland, where cedars, cypresses and
willows grow together in lovely tangled confusion, and where wild
birds nest and rear their young in joyous seclusion.  Here are
towering eucalyptus, tamarisk from Egypt, cedars from far off
Gethsemane, almonds blooming white in December, fairylike
eucalyptus blossoms at New Year's time, and then the matchless
odor of orange blossoms in early spring.

Most interesting of all, are the three youngsters who are
growing up in freedom from the confusion and jazz influences of
city life, who are learning lessons of industry and love that
will lift them above the aimless drift of modern youth.  Day by
day, their busy little hands tend fluffy kittens, lovingly pat
woolly puppies, and proudly carry wisps of hay to a sleepy old
horse who playfully nibbles at tiny fingers when the hay has all
been eaten.

Long happy hours the children play in the little woodland
and on the clean sand bars of the dry creek bed.  They bring huge
boquets of blazing stars and the pungent sage gathered for their
mother; then at twilight the three owl-eyed youngsters peep
through bars and listen to the swish-swish of milk in a
glistening pail.

At supper time, their is a crackling wood fire in the
fireplace; other children's voices come in over the radio, music
from a thousand assembled worshipers in a distant city; then the
sand man and tired sleepy voices saying 'Now I lay me down to
sleep'.

So these are blessed days -- full of love, labor and
contentment.  Soon they will have slipped away, and the lisping
voices, the warm chubby fingers and swift flying feet will be
only precious memories in our hearts.  But while they are here,
in their lovely innocence and purity, my home will ever remain
the most interesting place in all the world to me.

Anon J. Fortner - October 10, 1927

_____________________________________________________
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AFTER FOURTY YEARS
This is just a short story printed in the Springfield, Missouri

newspaper about the year 1947.

I haven't seen the Ozarks for more than 40 years, yet my memories of
those "Lovely Hills of Home" (Quoting Mary Elizabeth Mahnkey) are vivid.

My wife became an invalid so we had to get into a milder climate and
came to Pomona, Calif.

Since we could not have the joy of living in the Ozarks, we built us a
“little Ozarks” all our own.  Now we have dogwood and redbuds and wild roses
from our own Springfield; trillium, sweet williams, Johnny-Jump-ups, and wind
flowers from Hickory county.  We have wild honey suckle, May apples, and
woodbine from Carroll county, Ark. (Eureka Springs area).  And believe it or
not, our own "poke patch" where we can gather our own poke greens from 100
poke plants, which we received from Pearl Kincaid at pittsburg, Mo.

Page - Marge Lyon and Mable Maddleford, and tell them we also gather
poke greens, wild lettuce, lambs quarter, and sheep sorrel and "bile" them up
with dry salt pork and bake corn bread, the meal for which we raise "yaller"
corn and grind in our own grist mill!

Amon J. Fortner
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THE MESSAGE OF THE BELLS
My heart has more often been moved to thoughts of God and

filled with a keener desire to get closer to Him in my daily life
by hearing church bells ringing than by all the sermons I have
ever heard preached.

I believe that I really do appreciate the famous painting.
“The Angelus,” for that picture is painted on my heart at this
very moment.  Two people, standing with heads reverently bowed at
the close of the day, listening to the music of bells calling --
calling them to pause and worship God.

The same thing
happened to me
countless times.
While working on my
little ranch, my mind
crowded with thoughts
concerning business,
or perhaps confused
with the trend of
world affairs, the
sound of a bell has
come faintly from the
little Catholic
church nearby and
always I have paused
and allowed my heart
to rest as I listened
to its sweet message.
Never does it fail to

bring that tug at my heart strings, causing me to pause
respectfully until the last faint note has died away.

What a gentle, soothing, and consoling reminder of our
loving Father and Creater.  Why have modern churches allowed this
precious influence to become silent?  The old mission fathers
well knew and used the influence of bell music and went to heroic
efforts to provide the bells which helped Christianize and
civilize their Indian converts.  Long since, the Fathers have
gone to their blessed peace -- but their bells are here today,
able still to send forth pleading invitation to listening ears.
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There is an Italian vineyard in our district which has
provided a chapel for its laborers.  I have spoke of enjoying the
message of its bells when I stopped to do some business with
storekeeper of the little village.  He was the ‘hard boiled type’
but his eyes softened and he glowed with pride as he spoke of
those bells.

”You must come at daybreak some morning and listen to those
bells,” he urged me, “they will truly touch your heart.”

I have since heard them faintly, when weather conditions
were right, and the sound makes me see those Italians pausing and
listening to their bells, creating an "Angelus" all their own.

As a 5-year-old boy in an Arkansas hill town, I heard a
church bell calling from a hilltop far above the hollow where
Father and I were standing. With wistful face, I turned and asked
my father, “Daddy, may I go?”  He understood.  He felt the sane
magic call and answered me, “Yes, son, you may go.”

So I sat out and climbed the hill alone, a hill so steep
that it required touching the ground with both hands and feet, as
though climbing a ladder.  Then I came upon a level spot on the
hilltop where stood a little white church, I sliped in and sat
alone through the church service.  Incredible as it may seem, I
was still wearing the dresses that very small boys wore in those
days!  More than 3 score years have slipped away since that
memorable day yet I can still hear that old familiar church bell
calling to my heart.  Somehow, I can still see that same little
boy climbing the rocky hillside in answer to that call.

I made it that day -- and have made it countless times since
when the going seemed really “rugged”.  If there be anything to
child psychology, the influence of that bell, that little church,
and the experience of climbing to a higher level, where I could
find myself indeed “under the shadow of his Almighty Wing,” made
a profound impression on my mind and on my entire life.

On that day was born my love for church bells and my deep
yearning to respond to that something vague and nameless that
lives in us all and keeps us always struggling, climbing on and
on, toward a higher plane of living, until that day when golden
bells will ‘ring for you and me’.

Amon J. Fortner
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FROM LITTLE OZARKS
POMONA, CALIFORNIA

I often have wondered why people from small towns in the
Ozarks settle in and around Los Angeles.  In a recent report of
the Aurora, Mo., picnic in Griffith park, Los Angeles, I saw the
names of many previous friends of long ago whom I would not dream
could endure the smog and congestion of big city
life.

I am familiar with the locale in which some of those folks
live.  The homes are beautiful far beyond compare with our old
cabin, the streets are perfect -- but I wouldn't live blocked in
that way if some one gave me a deed free of charge to a hundred
thousand dollar home.

Like most of the Ozark folks who come to California, we too
landed in Los Angeles, fully expecting to make it our future
home.  Just one day and night in an upstairs apartment in
downtown Los Angeles made us so homesick for the peace and
quietness of old Aurora that I didn't even try to keep from
bawling in that wee small hours.  Before daylight of our second
day in California, I was dragging heavy trunks down stairs to a
waiting horse-drawn vehicle and we shook the dust of Los Angeles
(as our home) from our feet forever.

We backtracked 32 miles nearer to our homeland, (the
Ozarks), and settled in a town (Pomona) of 10,000 people.  This
was more our size!  As "Samantha" says, we felt that life would
be more beautiful and satisfying if we were medium sized frogs in
a little dry mud puddle like Pomona, than if we were mere
wiggletails in a great big lake.

The fact that Pomona was a dry town influinced us greatly in
the decision to make it the home for our rapidly increasing
family of boys and girls.

Incredible as it may seem, four of our children grew to
manhood and womanhood in Pomona, without ever seeing one single
drunk man or woman.  I myself see more drunks each week now than
I saw during the entire first 10 years of our life in Pomona
under prohibition.
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Invariably, when we tell our Los Angcles friends we live in
Pomona, they say, “Isn't it awfully hot out there?”

I reply, “No, it isn't nearly so hot as in the Ozarks.”

Then I proceed to prove it by government weather reports
from both places.  I also tell them that I can cool my feet by
walking on snow in late June within a dozen miles of our home.
Then their eyes really do bug out!  It is simply amazing how
densely ignorant some of the Los Angeles people are concerning
all areas outside of the Los Angeles city limits.

During all of our 42 years of life in California, I have
never tried to persuade one single person to come to California.
On the other hand, I have advised many people to stay away.  I
have always felt, and still feel, that the opportunities for
living a happy, full life are far greater in the middlewest than
in any of the Pacific coast states.

I do know this for a certainty:  During the first 5 years of
our married life in Aurora, Mo., we saved enough out of my meager
savings to pay for our tiny home completely.  We didn't owe a
dollar on earth.  We had also bought, (cash and Carry), three of
the sweetest kids in the world.  We had saved enough money to buy
our tickets and move to California.

We started it all over again to build or present home, it
took us 37 years to get out of debt!  I was never unemployed for
one single hour of that entire time and my salary was always
larger than I had ever earned in the Ozarks.

Yes, folks, California, right now, is a mighty good place to
stay away from.  So these days, I advise all young folks,
including my own sons and grandchildren -- go east young man and
grow up with the country.

Amon J. Fortner
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SOME CALIFORNIA SPRINGS
When we came to California, 40 years ago, it wasn't any time

at all until I was homesick for Ozark's lovely hills, 'hollers'
and spring branches. In order to satisfy my hunger for these
things I would often visit the parks in Los Angeles, Pasadina and
Pomona -- and one time I even went as far as Redlands to see the
famed "Smiling Heights" where I'd been told almost unlimited
money had been spent to create a realistic imitation of natural
beauty as it exists in any well watered hill country.

My visit to "Smiling Heights" was on a Sunday and there was
a throng of eastern sightseers who had come from Los Angeles on
an excursion train via the "Kite Shaped Track."  In the park at
that time there was a lovely "spring branch" with whispering
riffles and murmuring shoals, and I almost expected to see a
group of dancing fairies pop out of the concealing brush along
the "crick bank."  Though none did while I was there.

The "spring" which created the "spring branch" gushed out
realistically from beneath an overhanging rock and I could hardly
resist the temptation to lie down on the clean white sand and
take a long swig of the clear, sparkling water.

However, over the spring was a warning sign “DO NOT DRINK
THIS WATER!”

An old couple of "plain people from Pennsylvania (so they
told me) who were also admiring the scenery and spring, and the
woman remarked, "Isn't it all beautiful?"

Her husband grudgingly agreed, “Yup, Mandy, it's almost
purty as our old cow pasture back on Sugar Run.”  Then he
plaintively added, “But I don't see why they are so stingy with
their old water.  You'd think they'd hang a dipper by the
spring.”

My engineering instincts went into action, and I grasped the
situation immediately.  Some distance down the branch, I could
see a pumping plant beside a tiny lake, where instead of water
making the wheel go 'round, the "wheels" were making the water go
’round -- and round -- and round again by pumping it out of the
lake and back up to the beautiful “spring” at the head of the
holler.
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Long years after, when Major Bowes would say “round and
round she goes,, and where she steps nobody knows,”  I'd always
think of the “spring” and the “spring branch” at “Smiling
Heights.”

The extreme limit of artificial "spring" construction was
reached, however, when a Chicago publisher of Ozark books built
an estate in the foot hills north of Pomona.  He landscaped
everything to the nth degree and when it was completed those
hilliides were just covered with OZark dog-woods, red-buds, paw-
paws, and cedar trees, kept alive and thrifty by an overhead
sprinkling system which “rained” regularly every Saturday night.

Still, Mr. Book Publisher wasn't satisfied!  Nope, he wanted
an Ozark spring -- oh, how he wanted an Ozark spring!  He got to
a point where he couldn't sleep nights for thinking about that
clear, cold spring at his boyhood home back in the Ozark hills.

He began to think things over seriously.  At the head of the
"holler" above his home, there was a deep well where a small
pumping plant had been installed to furnish a domestic water
supply.  He suspected that his home grounds might be at a lower
level than the bottom of that distant well.  So he hired a
survoyor who ran the levels and found this to be true.

Immediately, Mr. Book Publisher set a gang of men digging a
tunnel a quarter of a mile long, to tap the bottom of that old
well.

When it was all completed and the tiny stream started
flowing, Mr. B. Publisher was jubilant and built a "spring house"
out of clapboards at the mouth of his "cave".  There he ran into
difficulties.  The water wasn't cold enough to properly cool his
milk and butter and cream (and an occasional Watermelon).  So he
installed an ice machine away back in the tunnel to cool the
water so it would in turn cool the milk, butter cream, and
watermelons.

Believe it or not, that guy still wasn't satisfied!  The
'spring' water came from some source deep in the earth and was so
heavily mineralized that it tasted like heck-—and it was so hard
it almost rattled.  Finally, he installed a water softener away
back in the cave, by the side of the ice machine -- and while
they were at it, they also put in a small sand filtration plant.
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From that time on, Mr. Book Publisher would take all his
eastern visitors out to see -- and drink from -- his famous "Ice
Cold Ozark Spring," where a gourd dipper always hung invitingly
from a tree limb.

I can testify to the fact that that water sure was good,
almost as good as the water from a thousand natural springs among
the Ozark hills, which have no ice machines, no water softeners
and no sand filters.

Amon J. Fortner

I think this property was donated to the City of Pomona and
named Ganesha Park and it is still there as a park near the
Pomona Fairgrounds.  As a child we went there many times and I
remember seeing the sprinkler system.  We would walk all over the
hillside, following the many trails.  Mr. Ganesha did creat an
Ozark paradice in the center of Pomona.

Roger D. Fortner
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WHITE CHRISTMAS
On a Christmas eve several years ago, our 16 year old son

(Earl Norbert Fortner) announced his desire to spend Christmas
day in the deep snow.  I think his curiosity had been aroused by
the countless eastern snow scenes pictured on the Christmas cards
which had been arriving in the mail.

For several days the entire mountain range north of Pomona
had been blanketed white with snow which reached far down the
slopes and even covered some of the lower foot hills.  One of the
amazing things about life in Pomona is that if you feel a
yearning desire to wade in deep snow, to build forts and conduct
snow fights, make snow men, or otherwise indulge in winter sports
during the holidays, you can do all these things with only an
hour's drive and a short climb up a mountain trail.

The boy also wanted to see a snow scene sunrise.  That is
how it happened that at 4 a.m. on Christmas morning he and I were
driving rapidly up the highway leading into the San Antonio
canyon.  The night was indescribably beautiful, a full moon
riding high and countless brilliant stars.  The entire mountain
range was robed in white and its jagged peaks were clearly
outlined against the blue northern sky!

Suddenly the boy stopped the car and turned off the lights
and said, “Dad, I believe that's a hold—up.”

It surely looked suspicious.  Some distance ahead we could
see a group of people lined up by the roadside, apparently
motionless.

While we sat waiting and trying to decide what to do, the
whole mystery was explained to our deep and abiding satisfaction.
Out of the stillness of that perfect night came what seemed to be
a heavenly chorus singing “Hark the Herald Angels Sing, Glory to
our Newborn King”.  Airborne by the vagabond breezes, it swelled
loud and triumphantly at times, then died almost to a whisper.

A heart of stone would have been melted by that scene and I
didn't even try to hold back the tears.  I had heard Christmas
programs all my living years but none under such heart thrilling
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circumstances as that one.  We sat still and worshipped with the
distant group of carol singers to the end. “Silent night, Holy
night, all is calm, all is bright”. Their closing number was
“Blest Be the Tie that Binds our Hearts in Christian Love” and
that, of course, reached out and included my boy and me.

Then we drove slowly on past the group of singers and they
smiled and waved, for they had seen our lights before we turned
them off and knew that we had been a part of their unseen
audience.

A little later I left the boy at the foot of the mountain
trail and made arrangements to meet him there at sundown.
Everything worked out exactly how we had planned it.  When he
came down off the high trail, he hurried to meet me, his face
aglow with the joy of achievement.  Alone, he had climbed to the
topmost peak, more than 10,000 feet above sea level.  Often, he
had been forced to travel on his hands and knees across those
particularly dangerous spots known as the “Devil's Backbone” but
he made it.

Neither of us will ever forget that day; he by reason of his
achievement, I by reason of the most thrilling Christmas servece
I have ever known.

Amon J. Fortner
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LETTER TO THE EDITOR
September 9,1841

Dear Miss Banker:

I am mailing you a full copy of a weekly newspaper which I
think is outstanding.  Less than two years ago, under different
management, this paper was deader than the La Verne Leader is
now, (if such a thing were possible).

Lest you think that Eureka Springs is a hick town, I will
offer a few facts.  A greater percentage of the population is
composed of famous people then in any other town of its size in
the entire United States -- and I'm going to become a regular
contributor to the 'Times Echo' or bust a shoe string!
Incidentally, the reaction on the part of that 'Hyphen' Gal to my
stuff was thrilling, especiallv as I had never exchanged
correspondence with her or met her in person.

About ten years ago, I seriously considered buying the La
Verne Leader and trying to develope a real homey, down-to-earth
news sheet that would appeal to the 'common class'.  I've
regretted many times that I didn't make that experiment, for I
believe that this community is in dire need of something of the
sort.  We have untold riches of historical happenings which the
current newspapers completely ignore.

For instance, why have none of you told the story of the
chapel at Webb School?  Did you know that the chapel is built
right out of the earth on which it stands?  That it is an exact
replica of the San Juan Capistrano mission! That is was one of
the first public buildings in the United States to be heated with
radiant heet equipment?  That Mr. Webb searched the southland for
its five bells, one of which came around the Horn more than 100
years ago -- that two others were salvaged from a shipload of
scrap being loaded at San Pedro for shipment to Japan just before
the recent war -- and that one of those bells formerly served as
the fire siren for Claremont. etc??

The greatest achievement of all, I think, is the fact that
Mr. Webb, with one lone assistant manufactured all those adobe
bricks with his own hands during summer vacation.  Dorotly, that
building is as beautiful as a dream and if you've never attended
one of its services you've really missed something which you
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should rectify immediately.  I'll never forget the day I attended
services there as the guest of Mr. and Mrs. Webb.  The ‘kids’
were singing as we climbed the steep hill and it sounded almost
like an angel band -- and “What do you know” most of the songs
they sang that day were old time hymns written a hundred years
and more ago.

The chapel sanctuary is 30 feet wide and 100 feet long and
the roof is supported by vast beams 16 by 18 inches square and 28
feet long.  These beams rest on the side walls which are three
feet thick.  As you know, the original San Juan Capistrano
mission was destroyed by an earthquake more than a century ago
and in that tragic happening a hundred or more Indian worshippers
were killed.  Because of this fact the Los Angeles County
building inspector required Mr. Webb to use steel supports built
into those walls to carry the weight of the roof!! “We don't want
that roof caving in and killing a hundred or so of your
students”, he was informed.

As we stood outside looking down over the beautiful
buildings and landscape, Mr. Webb made this remark in answer to
my question.  “I built it out of adobe bricks because we were
financially unable to build it otherwise. We had to have a
chapel.”

During the sermon an amusing thing happened.  An immense dog
came in and solemnly sat down in the aisle near Hr. Webb and me.
Apparently he paid strict attention to what the preacher was
saying.

Mrs. Webb set just across the aisle from us.  After a time,
the doggie decided to find a seat further up front and started
that way.  Mrs. Webb's reaction was most instantaneous and
effective.  She seized him by the collar and led him back to her
seat, where he sat docilely all through the rest of the service,
now and then looking up at her adoringly.  (I didn't blame him).

After the services I asked Mrs. Webb, “Is that your dog?”
“Heavens, I never saw him before!” was the answer.  “I was just
scared to death but somebody had to do something!”

Dorothy Banker. why don't you editors and reporters dig out
human interest stories like that and run them in the COURIER now
and then???

Sincerely yours, Amon J. Fortner
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MILLION DOLLAR BABY
This was published in the Wastbasket column in the

Springfield Daily News.
Mama Dora had three babies during the first six years of our

married life.  In consequence, the rapid decline in her health
made it necessary for us to move to California.

Though we had both made plans for a large family, we decided
a better way would be to wait for a while and give Mama time to
rest and recuperate.  So it gave us quite jolt when we learned
that another baby was on the way.

It was only natural that Mama should feel somewhat bitter
and rebelios for a while.  One day she exclaimed "Oh, Daddy, I
don't want any more babies now.  Why did God let this happen to
me again?"  But after Mama had talked things over with God for
some time she received divine assurance that everything would be
aright and again she began singing her baby theme song, "God will
take care of you, through every day, o'er all the way",

When the baby came, he was a picture of beauty and good
health.  Our 2 older boys were terribly proud and happy over our
first California son.  Strangely enough, Mama's health did not
recieve the expected setback.  In time, she was riding a bycycle
with her new baby to church in a basket hung on the handle bars.

Then a startling thing happened.  We had some legal matters
to attend to in connection with the sale of our property in
Missouri.  An aged lawyer in Pomona handled the deal and Mama
Dora and I were in his office several times to sign papers.

By that time, she and her babe made an amazingly beautiful
picture of health and loveliness.  It was not at all strange that
the chubby bright-faced child should appeal to the lonely heart
of the aged, childless lawyer.

On our third trip to his office he made us a proposition.
He said that he had talked it over with his wife and they had
decided that they just had to adopt "that baby", otherwise they
would never have any one to inherit their property.  He said they
were willing to give us what seemed (to us) a very large amount
of money if we would give them our baby for their very own.
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Tears glistened in Mama's eyes as she made her quick
decision "I will not give up my baby even for a million dollars."
Then in a broken voice she added.  "And to think I did not want
him at all before he came."

“Buddy” was a boy that would gladden a heart of stone.
Somehow he never seemed to make us any trouble or expense.  From
the time he was 9 years old, he was so full of life and energy
that he was making his own way.  At 12 years of age, he actually
gave his mother several hundred dollars, to buy liberty bonds,
which of course, were made out in “Buddy's” name.

The happy years sped swiftly on until "Mama Dora" came to
the twilight time of life.  For 8 long months we cared for her as
a tiny child.  In accordance with her wishes, we brought her home
from the hospital and I, myself nursed her day and night until
she went away.

During those month’s, she had to make frequent trips to the
hospital for X-ray treatments and her precious son, "Buddy," came
into the picture again.  By now he had grown children of his own
and was carrying on the burden of maintaining his own home.  But
his work was mostly at night, so he took time out from his
daytime hours of rest to visit his darling mother almost every
day.

A big, rugged man now, he could carry his mother-girl as
easily as she had carried-him in his baby days.  He did that very
thing countless times when she had to be taken to the hospital
for her X-ray treatments.

Invariably, these trips did her much good.  Sometimes, after
they came home, she would have "Buddy" carry her around the ranch
to see things in which she was especially interested.  "Buddy"
even studied chiropractic methods and he would gently massage his
mother’s frail, aching body and bring her much needed relief from
her pain.

A few days before she went home to glory, she smilingly told
her darling the story of his birth, how God had sent him to her
against her will but how, after his coming, she had refused to
give him up for a large amount of money, never dreaming that what
she was holding close to her heart was to be the greatest joy and
consolation in her last days on earth.
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Then she gently added, "Buddy, when I am gone, don't forget
to visit your Daddy often.  He will greatly need you then."

Often now in the evening hours “Buddy” and I watch the
television scenes, while Mama Dora smiles her approval down from
her picture hanging on the wall.

AMON J. FORTNER

1662 E. 7th Street
Pomona, California

This is a note from the editor of the Waistbasket column.
“We have been missing Amon J. Fortner‘s reports from his

California ‘Little Ozarks’, but he writes to assure us he still
reads the Waistbasket.  He promises to write for the column again
very soon”.
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SPRINGTIME AT LITTLE OZARKS
FROM “LITTLE OZARKS”

September is definitely a spring month in California so far
as all members of the narcissus family are concerned.  We have
already begun to irrigate our daffodil beds to awaken the dormant
bulbs from their summer-long beauty sleep.  We keep them bone dry
during the summer to discourage wire worms and other insect
pests.  We protect them from too much heat with a cover crop of
summer grass (crab grass to you Missourians.)

In late August we spray down the grass with deisel oil and
then burn it off and start the sprinklers going.  In just no time
at all those bulbs are sending out new roots galore and within a
month the new green spears are beginning to appear above ground.

Why the narcissus family prefers to sleep in the summer time
and then wake up and start growing in September has been a
mystery to me.  However, that is exactly the reason we grow
daffodils, for their flowering time comes in February and March
when there are few other flowers in bloom.

September is also sweet pea time in the Pomona valley.
Really, they should be up and growing now to provide Chiistmas
boquets, but, we haven't even planted any yet.  We've been too
busy harvesting and juicing up our Ozark concord grapes.

Fact is, I may not plant sweet peas, for our neighbor down
the street has planted a long row against a well protected
trellis fence and every time I wish to do so I shall be able to
look across and see countless thousands of blossoms along about
Christmas time.

September is likewise the time to plant our winter garde.
Lettuce, mustard greens, turnips, beets, onions and all varieties
of cabbage family should be in the ground right now.  Vast fields
of young broccoli and cauliflower plants are growing within a
mile of where I sit writing these lines.  Small winter gardens
are much more profitable in southern California than our summer
gardens because they require very little irrigation.
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Last month I commented on Margaret Dempsey's royal zinnia
garden which reminded me of one I glimpsed in the Ozarks hills
almost 70 years ago.  This morning, across the garden fence,
Margaret told me she had gathered zinias almost every day for two
months and right now they are more beautiful than ever before.

Since zinnias are the official flower of the Los Angeles
county fair, there are literally millions of them out there in
bloom, nodding and beckoning to the throngs which will soon begin
streaming into the fair grounds.

Our heavy planting of Mexican sunflowers proved to be a
twittering success!  The shining black seeds were first
discovered by a roving band of desert canaries.  Their yelps of
joy soon drew the attention of every blue jay and mocking bird
for blocks around.

Those smarty jay birds tried their best to drive all the
other birds away and even used unprintable language each time
they saw me approaching. (I couldn't quite make out what they
were saying but I am affraid they may have described me pretty
much in the manner President Trumun referred to Drew Pearsson!)

Virginia Lee, came home came home from their six-months
evangelistic tour of the Ozarks.  Our long distance phone rang
and I answered to hear a sweet voice say.  “Know who this is?”
When I made a wrong guess, the voice went on.  “I'm a gal fresh
from Missoury”.

“Virginia Jessee?”

“at‘s me.  Just wanted to tell you we're coming by your
house tonight on our way to a sing in Colton.”

All dav long I walked on air but the "Jessees" and Virginia
Lee were detained until almost sundown.  When they arrived, the
ladies swooped each other into most natural and aftectionate
embraces with my Dora.  But somehow, even though we are well
aware that this is a time honored old religious custom, ‘Pete’
and I couldn't manage to get in on it anywhere.  After joyful
greetings, we hastened to make a tour of “Little Ozarks” before
nightfall.

The very first thing Virginia spotted was an immense poke
plant, full of ripening poke berries which was growing in the
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corner of our front yard.  She smiled a bit wistfully as she
said.  “Only last week I saw them growing like that in fence
corners in the Ozark hills.”  Then she added “I helped to can a
lot of poke greens last spring at a place where we were staying.”

“Pete” Jessee just had to see my pawpaw crop.  It was almost
dark by that time and it took him a few moments to locate any
“Arkansas bananas” but he finally discovered one hanging high in
the top of the tree and it was really a whopper!  Then we saw the
dogwoods, the redbud tree and a group of lovely pink lilies
growing in a shaded dell.

Finally we came to the double sunflowers.  Both Pete and
Virginia Jessee entered the wire enclosure and walked out among
the golden flowers.  One of them said admiringly.  “We sure
didn’t see anything like this down in the Ozarks.”

Then we said our goodbyes ‘till we meet again’ and hope that
it will not be too long.

Bye Folks, Amon J. Fortner
1662 E 7th Street
Pomona, Calif.

Chapter 8 - Page 24



LITTLE OZARKS FLOWERS
Published in the Wastbasket.

In a previous letter I mentioned, spring aspects of our fall
months in California -- how all the narcissus bulbs wake in early
September and start making preparations to blossom in mid-winter.

The earliest of all the narcissus blossoms are the golden
yellow “Soliel D' or' s” and they come into full bloom about the
first of October.  Then come the paper whites and the china
lilies to be followed a little after by the true jonquils and
daffodils.  Beginning the first of October, there is never a day
thereafter when we can't gather a corsage of narcissus blooms.

Many people are confused over daffodils and jonquils.  To
western flower lovers the word "jonquil" is used only to descrlbe
the daffodils which have more than one blossom on each stalk:
also the jonquil foliage is slender and rushlike in appearance,
sharply contrasting with the broad ribbon like leaves of the true
daffodil.

In recent years, many hybrid jonquils have been
introduced,the flowers of which are as large as the daffodils and
they still retain the habit of producing twins and triplets
instead of single blossoms.  The blooming season of the jonquil
family is considerably longer than that of the daffodils and the
most valued flowers on our ranch are pure white Jonquils parading
under the crazy name of “Shot Silk”.  We never have enough of
them to supply the demand for wedding parties.

Another outstanding winter blooming blub at Little Ozarks is
the snowflake.  These are surely appropriately named, for the
colder it gets the more they blossom and they seem to thrive best
in deep shade.  Many of our visitors mistake them for the old
fashioned lilies of the valley which they resemble somewhat,
except for their giant size....English violets literally run wild
at Little Ozarks and they also blossom only during the Winter
months, beginning in early October.  To my mind, no flower makes
a more suitable or sentimental gift than a big bunch of long-
stemmed, fragrant violets, say at Christmas time.  I love to
enclose a few in my letters back east (to Samantha, for
instance).   (Samantha was another Waistbasket contributor.)
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A lemon tree is something of a horticultural freak to my
notion.  They blossom more or less the whole year round and any
time I want to get a whiff of mid-winter flower sweetness.  I
have only to mosey up to our lemon tree.  Also, they set fruit
the whole year round, so you may find flowers, tiny lemons, half
grown lemons and the fully mature yellow fruit all on the some
tree at the some time.  Recently, I enclosed some lemon blossoms
in a letter to a darling friend in the Ozark hills -- and did I
have that girl guessing???  “What on earth were the flowers with
the heavenly odor?”  And will she be surprised when she reads
this and learns that I “handed her a lemon”, for when the petals
fall, tiny lemons will remain on the flower stem.

Recently, I neglected one of our lilac bushes and let get so
dry that the leaves all fell.  I watered it heavily and imagine
my surprise when a week or two later it burst into full
bloom....I really thought I had something until I received my
next copy of the “Eureka Springs Times Echo” in which “The
Hyphen” reported that lilacs and violets were blooming all over
town.  Guess I‘ll have to move back to them thar hills.

By having wild trees and shrubs in our yard I learn things
that otherwise I would never know.  For instance, in early
September I can actually count my next year’s dogwood blossoms,
although they will not open up until late March or April.  For
the first time our dogwood tree produced seeds and the rich red
seed packages are more beautiful, perhaps then the spring
blossoms.

I don’t know if amarillas are common in the Ozarks or not.
But if they are, I wish someone would tell me how on earth they
blossom.  Right now our clumps of amarilla bulbs are covered with
riotous growth of foliage a foot high or more.  Next spring that
heavy foiluge will all die down to the ground without producing a
single blossom. Along about next August the flower buds will
begin to appear and in no time at all flower stems three feet
high will be covered with blossoms.  Some call them “naked
lillies” for those flower stems do not have so much as a fig leaf
to hide behind!

Our Ozark wild flower garden is rapidly coming to life.  Two
varieties of trilliums are showing considerable activity and our
bed of sweet williams is giving promise of rich floral harvest to
come.  Some Ozark wild flowers rapidly disappear in our garden,
the white petaled daisies and ‘lamb’s tongues’ for instance but
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we have one lone Jack-in-the-pulpit that blooms year after year!
(Mary Holman Grimes, couldn’t you spare a few plants from Little
Wilderness?)

Our first spring rain came a few days ago, bringing a solid
two and one half inches all over our ranch.  I know, because I
had an empty pan sitting in the middle of our daffy patch and it
rained plumb full.  Did I breathe a great sigh of relief, for 33
consecutive weeks I have irrigated our little farm with a three
hour run of water each Friday.  You sure do have to earn your
posies in California!

To the south and west of Pomona are ranges of low hills
almost comparable in height to the Ozarks mountains.  However,
all these hills are “Bald Knobs” and the hillsides are not quite
as in the Ozarks.

Some of them can be dry farmed in grain to the very top.
The steeper and uncultivated hill areas are used for pasture
lands, and are seeded naturally to wild oats, alfilaria and wild
mustard.  Here and there are solid patches of wild blue lupines
growing.

Since the recent heavy rain, these bare brown hills are
springing to life again in vivid green and they will remain so
for months to come.

In some sheltered nooks, the wild scraggly walnut trees have
already shed their leaves and are being reclothed in a brand new
robe of living green.

Along about March wild mustard blooms and poppie blossoms
will splotch our green hills with vast areas of solid gold.  Then
they will become, of course, California’s famous golden hills.

Amon J. Fortner
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MEMORIES OF THE OZARKS LINGER
AFTER ABSENCE OF SIXTY YEARS

A. J. Fortner writes the following letter to the Times-Echo
from his "Little Ozarks" fruit and flower farm in Pomona,
California.

I had Just about decided to stop taking your paper when 0.E.
Rayburn came in with his weekly column:  I sure do love to follow
the meandering of that guy's mind.

Now if you could just bribe "Marge" Lyon to kick in with a
few of her "Wandering thoughts" my life would sure be beautiful
on Tuesdays (when your paper arrives.)

I haven't seen Eureka Springs (with mortal eyes) for more
than sixty years, but I've seen it in my dreams ten thousand
times or more.  I learned my ABC's in a little white school-house
on the mountain top, somewhere near where "Marge" and the "Jedge"
live now.

We were living in a cabin exactly on the spot where the
Crescent Hotel now stands; and we had to move out so building
operations could begin.  You may believe it or not, but the
Crescent building was first covered with slate shingles and there
came a hail-storm with hailstones bigger than baseballs!  (Some
of them were); when it was over it was reported that there was
over a thousand leaks in that slate roof, and it had wood
shingles.

A problem has intrigued me for many years:  Where on the
Earth does the water for Eureka Spring's sixty—odd springs come
from?  It seems to me this Eureka is at such a high elevation
that there could be no back country fountain source on higher
ground.  (I'm a water engineer.)

In South California all our underground water comes from a
mountain range with peaks 9000 feet above our town.  I have
walked on acres of snow as late as the 4th of July not more than
20 miles distant from my home; but there sure aren't any springs
on these mountain sides and tops, and you have to carry a canteen
when you climb the mountains.  I do wish friend Rayburn would try
to figure where Eureka Springs water originates and tell us about
it in his column. Amon J. Fortner
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LOVELY LAND OF LONG AGO
Oh, so many times I see one's name or some incident in the

Waste Basket that sweeps away the years and takes me back again
to that “lovely land of long ago”.

I love my life of today, every single moment of it, and I
wouldn‘t exchange places with anyone else on this old earth.  But
I also love my memories of my childhood and youth in the morning
hours of my life.

To me these memory trips back to the land of long ago are
very inspirational and rejuvenating, far more so I think than an
actual trip back would be, for in my heart's album I see those
things clearly.  I can see those precious ones whom I love and
who loved me.  I see them, not with faltering step and aged eyes.
I see them in the glory of their youth.

If I but still the beating of my heart and "listen, listen,"
I can even pick up the eneffable music of their voices from some
hidden "record" playing softly in my heart.

I can hear the whip—poor—wills a—calling at twilight once
again, the whisper of corn leaves in a vagrant treeze, the drum
of a distant passing shower, fallig in a grove of timber.

I can see again the black-eyed Susans growing in a swale,
the dainty wild chrysanthemums, frost flowers we called them
then, that I gathered on my way to school to give to the girl I
loved, who sat just across the aisle from me.

These and a thousand other precious memories are re-awakened
and lived again through the things I see in your Waste Basket.

A. J. Fortner

The Waste Basket was a newspaper column in the Sprlngflcld,
Mlssourl, Daily News that oldtimers like Amon wrote in about
their life in the Ozarks.  Amon over the years was a regular
contributor that people waited to hear from.

Roger D. Fortner
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CHAPTER 9
SPECIAL MEMORIES

This chapter is for special items affecting the family, but
was not  included in the previous chapters.  We will try to add
things that will be of interest to the whole family.  If you find
any mistakes, or have information that you think needs added let
me know.  My e-mail address is  the following - rdfortner@att.net

One problem with the 1991 version of this book was about
having two Fern Fortner’s in the family.  Fern (Fortner)
Stubblefield saw the “Album of Preachers” and told me that she
didn’t think that the Fern Fortner in the middle of the page was
her.  At the time I put that version together, I did not have the
letter that went with that set of photo’s, but I was able to
locate it and will include it in this version.  The Fern Fortner
in it is Fern Pansy (Peebler) Fortner, Earl’s first wife, who
died in 1943.  One interesting thing to me is that Fern’s sister
told me that Fern and Earl travelled and preached together.  I
know my Dad was a great man, dedicated to God, and a great song
leader, but he never said anything about preaching.  I may be
able to find more out latter.  I am working on a biography of
Earl N. Fortner that will have a lot of information on Fern Pansy
(Peebler) Fortner

Back to Fern Mildred
(Fortner) Stubblefield. In July
1991, I went to meet Fern at the
National Camp Meeting of the
Church of God Holliness at Monark
Springs, Missouri.  I had not seen
her since I was a child and wanted
to see my Aunt one more time.  She
was involved in her church
publication and among other
things, helped edit it’s
publications.  Since she was going
to be neer, I drove over and
visited all day with her.  We had
a great visit.  In a few days, I
recieved the following letter from
Fern.

Roger D. Fortner
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Aug. 1, 1991

“The Lord is my light and my salvation; whom shall I fear?
the Lord is the strength of my life; of whom shall I be afraid?”
Psalms 27: 1

Dear Roger and Rita,

Another day is well on it's way and I am thanking God that I
can , say from my heart, “The Lord is my light and my salvation.”
We returned from the camp meeting last Sat. morning, my friend
driving on to her home in Texas the next morning.  There has been
plenty to keep me busy since then.  I expect that both of you
have been busy, too.  However, with myself I do have to take time
to rest sometimes, but am thankful for the strength that the Lord
does give me.

This morning I took some time to read some in the Fortner
Book and enjoyed it.  I remember my mother's diary—just a black
note book in which she wrote from time to time.  Perhaps my
earliest remembrance of your father, Roger, was of him working at
the Sally Ann bakery.  I rememer distinctly of the time he was
injured there, got his hand in the machinery and there was so
much noise that he couldn't make someone else hear him yell, I
supposé, to turn it off.  I recall of us picking him up after a
visit to the doctor's office downtown and of his bandaged hand.
Then I recall of his return from Wilcox and of watching him take
things out of the old trunk.  He had used some large tin cups and
white granite plates with the rims edged with dark blue. The
picture of the family record on (Chapter 6 - Page 26) looks so
familiar.  It was in the old large family Bible.  The picture on
7-4 (not in this version) looks so familiar of Mother and myself
probably taken after I graduated from high school. Now, about
the mistake in the picture that you first thought was myself. You
explained that it was Earl's first wife and since she was a
preacher you could leave the picture as it is and make some
change in the identification.  As I recall, I believe that she
spelled her name with an e on the end, Ferne.  She could be
identfied as Earl's wife.  It really isn't necessary to add my
picture to the group of preachers, and I wouldn't feel hurt if it
were.  However, I'll leave that matter with you - in making
corrections on the book.
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It was with interest that I read Herbert's letter that he
wrote home while serving in the army during the 2nd world war.  I
recalled the letter and the description of the snow falling while
on guard duty and of watching the French children at play.  Daddy
didn't mention in writing about it that before his division was
caprtured that a piece of shrapnel grazed Herb's side and left
it's mark on the leaves of a small New Testament that he was
carrying in his shirt pocket.  That caused me to believe that it
was surely the protection of God over him.

It would be easy to “talk” on and on about different things
of interest in the book, but I had better close for this time.
Other duties are waiting. Thanks again for the book. Love to all
of you,

Aunt Fern
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Mable Ruth Maddeford 1969

These photographs were all taken in or aboute year of l940.
Clemma Louise and A.J. Peebler are the parents of me and my two
sisters, Fern Fortner and Esther Hawkins and we were all
preachers and in the ministry at the same time, though my Father
only part time.  There were five of us children, the others are
Roy Peebler, a teacher in the school  system in Southern
California and the other is Pauline Cotton, who is a nurse and
lives in Boise Idaho.  Our brother Roy also ministered for a time
and pastored a Church of the Brethren for some time in Wichita
Kansas.  My Parents were of that organization also and they
pioneered and established a number of the churches until the year
of 1931 when our Mother was baptized with the Holy Ghost and very
shortly afterwards we three sisters were saved, filled with the
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Holy Ghost and were called and ordained of God into the ministry
and evangelistic work.  The pictures of me and my husband were
the ones used on our revival posters.  We don't look the same
today, by no stretch of imagination for "TIME" has taken it's
toll.

But so many have asked for pictures and I wanted this Album
as you are so well acquainted with us all: as I write so often of
them all.  Daddy departed this earth plane in 1942 at the age of
96.  Fern was called to join him in l943 at the age of 37.
Father had lived such a great and full life but we all were
shocked at the departure of Fern at the age of 37 and so sadly
missed.  At this writing, I am 71 and Esther is 11 years younger.
Roy is between us and Pauline is the youngest.  Mama went home at
the age of 85 while living with me and Esther in the city of
Pomona California in 1960.

I am building a Book, if I can state it so; around these
loved ones pictured here.  Mother will be the central figure for
she will be THE TALL TIMBER THAT ALWAYS HELD THE PEEBLER HOUSE
TOGETHER IN THE MANY STORMS THAT RAGED AGAINST IT: especially in
the Sense that God was calling forth Ministers of His Gospel from
THIS HOUSE. I will Build this Book from Proverbs 31-10. "Who can
find a virtuous WOMAN?  For her price is far above rubies."  I
will title this Book, "I remember Mama".  There will be the scent
of much "GROUND SPICES" with now and then the fragrance of the
ATTAR OF ROSES which portray the very ESSENCE OF GOD.  This Book
will reveal many PATTERNS FOR THIS HOUR FOR HOMES AND HOUSEHOLDS
STEEPED IN DISTRESS: KNOWING NOT HOW TO OVERCOME.  Hundreds of
times you will see my Mother as she boldly and staunchly STANDS
IN THE GAP AND MAKES UP THE HEDGE TO SAVE HER HOUSE FROM
DESTRUCTION.  I need your prayers that God will enable me to
leave this MEMORIAL to the Mother who really and trully KNEW GOD!

So enjoy these pictures.  We sent them with our Calendar and
many are writing saying how they enjoyed them.  God bless
everyone of you.  We do pray that you will enjoy this book now in
your hands.  Look for me all through it: for I am there.  Please
write us, though we cannot say we are able to answer for certain
reasons: but know for sure you are written in our own BOOK OF
REMEMBRANCES and we will pray every day for you for as we write
these final words it is now in the year of 1969.  May this be the
BEST YEAR EVER FOR ALL OF YOU, With great Love,

Ruth Maddeford

123l-l2th st
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A QUIET DAY ON THE
BATTLE FRONT

It snowed some yesterday while I was on guard duty, the
large flakes slowly drifting down in the quiet afternoon.

All the old familiar descriptions and pictures of snow
scenes fitted here.  Soft flakes floating like tiny feathers in
the air, the dry scrunchy sound of my footsteps, the stark lined
etching of bare tree branches against the cold brilliant white of
a neighboring hillside.

I held out my hand and caught some bits of fluff to get a
closer view but they vanished when they touched my hand and left
only a spot of cold and a faint trace of moisture.

When it began to snow harder the flakes were more compact
and were falling far more rapidly.  They would still melt on
contact with warmth but they would linger a few seconds so you
could see them disappear.  Then the storm eased off and a few
children ventured out, talking, laughing, and throwing snow as
they came.

Soon there were many, some with sleds but there was hardly
enough snow on the ground yet and the sled runners would drag
gratingly on the ground.

Suddenly snow began flying and then, as if by magic, a small
snow man appeared on a wooden bench -- then, wild yells as some
one tried to shove snow down the neck of an unwilling victim.

The language was not understandable to me but the tones and
inflections were unmistakable -- pushing, shoving, yelling,
warnings to each other, snowballs flying -- which mostly missed
their mark -- while French boys and girls celebrated the first
snow storm of the year.

Herbert G. Fortner

The author of the above is the son of our popular
contributor, A. J. Fortner, 1662 E. 7th Street, Pomona, Calif.,
who sends with the article an explanation of its origin.
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“It was written,” he says, “by our son on the battle front
during the beginning of the Belgian Bulge (Battle of the Bulge)
in January 1945.  The snow flurry he speaks about was the
beginning of the terrible snowstorm which caused incredible
hardships to American prisoners captured by the German army.

“Herbert's entire division was captured and taken to a
Munich prison camp where they spent the last 105 days of the war.
He came through without a scratch and is now married and has the
sweetest wife and baby on earth.”

Herbert wrote a self published book about his time in the
army. R.D.F.
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FREDERICK J. FORTNER
22 YEARS LATER, POMONAN COMES HOME

Born: May 15, 1943 Died: October 17, 1967

Father: Frederick M. Fortner,  Mother: Bernice Teal Fortner

Body of flier killed in Vietnam returned to state.

By Peggy Olsen, Statf writer, Pomona Progress Bulliton

Bernice Fortner Whitehead felt a wash of relief Wednesday,
knowing that at last the body of her son was back on American
soil.

Lt. Cmdr. Frederick J. Fortner, a graduate of Pomona High
School and Mt. San Antonio College, was just 24 years old when
his plane crashed into a jungle in North Vietnam.

Now, 22 years later, he is home.
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Years of anguish ended for Whitehead when Fortner’s remains
- among those of five others who died in the Vietnam War - were
flown from Hickam Field in Hawaii to Travis Air Force Base in
Northern California Wednesday. Fortner, a pilot in the Navay
Reserve, had been declared missing on Oct. 17, 1967.

Repatriated to the United States by Vietnam last November,
Fortner’s remains were identified by the Army’s Central
Identification Laboratory in Honolulu before being returned to
California.

The identification makes the former Pomonan one of just 182
servicemen whose remains have been returned from Vietnam as a
result of the war.  Some 2,371 continue to be listed as missing,
according to Pentagon officials.

Whitehead, a longtime resident of Pomona who now lives in
Cambria north of San Luis Obispo, said relief comes from knowing
that even after two decades her son’s remains were positively
identified.  Her voice tinged with sadness, the twice-widowed
Whitehead recalled how her son left for Vietnam, hoping to meet
his brother, Edward, in Hawaii.

But the brothers didn’t meet.  Edward, who was returning
from the war in Southeast Asia, never saw his brother again.

“We've always felt sad about that,” Whitehead said.

Fred Fortner was born in Upland May 15, 1943.  Pomona
resident Ruth Acres remembers him as “the cute boy who lived
across the street.”

His mother recalls that he played football “on the B team
because he was “slight” and loved to surf.

The young Fortner entered the Navy's flight program and was
commissioned an ensign in November 1966 after completing training
at the Naval Air Station in Pensacola, Fla.

He was flying a Skyhawk attack bomber 11 months later when he
radioed the aircraft was out of control.

Whitehead speaks softly, without a trace of bitterness, when
she talks of her son’s death in the controversial war.
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“We were assured that he was not a prisoner. Three in his
squadron saw his plane smoking.  They think he died in the
crash.” she said, noting the family was at least glad Fortner
didn’t suffer as a prisoner.

The Vietnamese government, Whitehead believes, could have
released her son’s body years ago.  “I think they knew
immediately where he was,” she said.

After Fortner was listed as missing, Whitehead and her late
husband, Fred M. Fortner, kept in touch with the National League
of Families of Prisoners and Missing in War.

In 1969, the couple wrote to the Vietnamese delegation
involved in the Paris peace talks, pleading for help in locating
their son.  Negotiators replied that the Fortners would first have
to denounce U.S. involvement in the Asian conflict.

To keep the memory of Vietnam war victims alive, the
Fornters worked with area POW-MIA families and were involved when
 a Freedom Tree was planted on Euclid Avenue in Ontario to keep
alive the memory of area men missing in the war.

Finally, Fortner will be buried in an historic cemetery near
his mother’s home at Cambria by the Sea.

Now, Whitehead's concern is for thousands denied even that
small consolation.  Vigil is being kept for the 2,300 husbands,
fathers and sons still missing, she said.
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VETERANS DAY - 11-11-2000
This is a speach that I gave when I was Mayor of Ozark, Missouri.

Veterans Day is a day set aside to reflect and remember
those who have fought and died for our freedom.  Most people go
on with their lives, not realizing that the freedom we have did
not come without a price.

I can’t comprehend what sacrifices that some of these
veterans have made so that we can live in a free land.  They are
the only ones who can tell you their stories of hardship,
suffering, hunger and sometimes terror.

I do want to share the story about my causin, Fred Fortner.
Fred and I grew up near our grandfather’s farm called, “The
Little Ozarks.”  We both had our dreams of what our future would
be like, get married, have children, and live a normal life.  We
grew up and went our seperate ways.

Fred Fortner went into the Naval Reserves and became a
pilot, eventually going to Vietnam.  On October 17, 1967, he was
flying a mission in a Skyhawk Attack Bomber, when he radioed that
his aircraft was out of control.  Smoke was trailing behind him.
The only reports we recieved were that he was missing in action
and that three other pilots watched as Fred went down with his
plane.

Twenty Two years later, Fred came home with the remains of
five others who died in Vietnam, they paid the price for my
freedom.

there are thousands of similar stories like this one.  We
all have benefitted greatly from the sacrifices of these men and
women.  I WANT TO THANK YOU!  Thank you for fighting for our
freedom.  Lets all remember that Freedom is not free.  These
Veterans have paid a price for our liberty.

Roger D. Fortner

November 11, 2000
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CHAPTER 10
FROM THE LITTLE OZARKS
MEMORIES, MEMORIES

Beside the fire at closing day
Our cares and troubles slip away,
’Tis then we love to live anew
Those chidhood days when cares were few.
And friends were loyal, loving, true.

Through misting eyes we see that band
Of boys and girls, with cheeks aglow,
Our school mates in that happy land,
That mystic land of long ago.

Comrades, pals and sweethearts when
Ambition keyed our souls with power,
Comrades, sweethearts, pals again
When memories live at twilight hour.

0h hallowed days of long ago,
Their beauty lives through vanished years,
Fond memories keep our hearts aglow
While matchless music soft and low
Comes stealing softly in our ears.

Music of voices-long since still,
And the lovely cry of a whip-poor-will,
A cooing dove on a distant hill,
All these within our hearts abide
When memory lives at eventide.

Amon J. Fortner

W.B. May 1952
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ARKA - TOPIA
When we wuz kids in the Ozark hills,
Dad had no gas nor electric bills
Black jack wood ’n a coal oil light
Kept the ole log cabin warm and bright.

The clear cold spring on the side of the hill
Quenched our thirst, but sent no bill.
No telephone with a jangly bell
Disturbed our rest when darkness fell.

When we wuz kids in the Ozark hills
With sassafras tea Mom cured our ills.
In a spring house cool she stored our grub.
’N we took our baths in an old wood tub.

We hadn’t much in the way of thrills
When we wuz kids in them thar hills.
Out of bed in the early morn,
A cuttin’ sprouts 'n a hoein corn,
Feeling abused ’n plum forlorn.
’Til we’d hear our Mom blow the dinner horn.

In early spring we et poke greens,
Come summer time ’twuz corn field beans
With little taters (right bran new)
And maybe a luscious squirrel stew.

When twilight came to the Ozark hills
We’d hear the yells of the whipporwills

` With a “whipporwill” and a “whippoorwill”
So lonesome like in the dusky chill.
That our childish hearts would most stand still
’Till faintly back from a distant hill
The echo came “Whippoorwill!”

And then the jarfly’s rasping woke
A screechy owl in a big post oak,
He’d send out word on the summer breeze
That he, by jings, wuz about to freeze.
While down by the river the deep woods rang
’Til the air seemed to quiver while the bullfrogs sang.

Just twilight dreams of the long ago,
In my easy chair, when the fire burns low.

Published April 19, 1950 Amon J. Fortner



REFRIGERATION
Poetry runs in the family I guess:  Fred just now rushed out

where I was pruning rose bushes with this sour-castic
masterpiece:  DAD:

“A guy just phoned that his Kelvenaire

Has gone on a bust an' needs repair.

He says the old rattle-trap ran amuck

An' burned up the motor,'cause the piston's stuck.

Now Dad!  That guy is as mad as a bear,

So hurry an' fix up his Kelven-aire.”

Herbie, the Family Poet, says:

“Dad raised us boys on turnip greens,

But our Christmas toys were Ice-machines.

And in spite of all our ache and tears,

WE'RE EVER!  ONE TRAINED ENGINEERS.”

Herbie, Fred, Cletus, Roy and Earl

DAD'S TRAINED ENGINEERS

ALL FORTNERS, OF COURSE

1662 E. 7th St. 2 phones: 7732-4743

Amon J. Fortner
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AUTUMN IN THE HILLS
By

A. J. Fortner

It's autumn time in the Ozark Hills,
That loveliest time of the year.
But how do our Ozark concords know
When they're way out here?

With purple and red and golden leaves
The vineyad is all aglow —
For it's autumn time in the Ozark clime,
And our grape vines seem to know.

Our hearts go back to those Ozark hills
To the land of long ago;
Back to the meadows, brooks and rills,
Back where the paw-paws grow.

For as we live o'er those days of yore,
And each fond memory thrills -
Tho we're far away, we softly say,
“God bless those Ozark hills.”

This poem was a grape advertisement and was printed by
California Cultivator Magazine.     R.D.F.

Note:  I have found some of Amon’s writing in trade
magazines that were about engineering.  I may put some in at a
later date.
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Above is a copy of Amon J. Fortner’s Letterhead.

DAFFODILS
Blossom Bargains

Medium size blooms  l¢  each

Large “King Alfreds” 2¢  each

Finest “King Alfreds” in Pomona    6¢  each
_____     _____     _____     _____     _____

That Million Dollar Rain on Feb. 5, 1948
Dark skies were weeping and the winds were damp and cold --

It wasn't raining rain that day, it was raining “liquid gold”

Raining lillies in the valleys, raining lupines in the hills

But at “Daffyland” 'twas raining -- raining -- raining --
Daffodils!

Now it's resurrection morning, as those lovely flowers unfold.

And our erstwhile barren landscape is a royal cloth of gold!

Fortner's 1662 East 7th St Pomona 7732
(We are out of East End Avenue)
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POEMS BY RHONDA RILEY
Rhonda (Fortner) Riley, my daughter helped with some of the

typing on the first version of this book and I really appreciated
the help.

LOVE
LOVE IS ALWAYS BEING A FRIEND.

OR HELPING A PERSON 'TIL THE END.

LOVE IS GENEROUS AND BEING KIND.

LOVE IS SOMETIMES HARD TO FIND.

LOVE IS PICKING SOMEONE UP AFTER THEY FALL.

LOVE IS GOD'S LOVE INSIDE OF US ALL.

MOTHER, MOTHER
MOTHER MOTHER SO SWEET AND KIND .

I'M SO HAPPY THAT YOU'RE MINE.

I WANT YOU TO KNOW I REALLY CARE.

AND I'M GLAD TO KNOW YOU'LL ALWAYS BE THERE.

YOU HELP ME THOUGH TROUBLES THAT ARE SO SMALL.

I THINK YOU'VE PROBABLY BEEN THOUGH IT ALL.

I LOVE YOU AND LOVE YOU AND LOVE YOU AGAIN.

I HOPE OUR LOVE WILL NEVER END.
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CHAPTER 11
FAMILY TREE

In the original version of this book we had some census
records and a little bit of research information.  In this
version I will just have the basic family tree that I had in the
original and a copy of the family tree that Cletus Fortner put
together.  His copy looks different, but if you look close you
can get a lot of imformation from it.

At this time, I don’t know if I will include detailed family
tree information in this book or not.  I will probably use a
family tree program that we can share information among other
family members.  Some of these programs have the ability to
publish a good quality self standing book.

I am open to suggestions, and again I will let everyone know
that there probably are mistakes in this book and if you find any
let me know.

Roger D. Fortner
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