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From the President . . . Lauren Liggett
Hello there Eller kinfolk!
Hope you have had a good summer. Hopefully you were able to do a
bit of travelling or sightseeing somewhere interesting.
I went to visit my sister in Arizona last month to help her celebrate her
birthday. We did an overnight road trip up to the north eastern part of
Arizona. We went to see Canyon
De Chelly.
It is a national
monument up on the Navajo
Reservation. There are many steep
rock walls in the canyon where the
Anasazi Indians built cliff dwellings
hundreds of years ago. We saw
many of their ruins. There were
also ancient drawings on the rocks
that told the history of both the
Anasazi that used to live there and
the Navajo people that currently live
in the area.
The summer months of July and August are the “monsoon” season in Arizona. They get
a lot of windy, dusty storms along with some rain. The canyon floor was very muddy
and some parts had several inches of water running through it. We were signed up for a
tour of the canyon which was guided by a Navajo man named Daniel. He drove us into
the canyon on a Pinzgauer which is an army troop carrier and is made in Austria. It had
2 rear axles with big tires that could climb over and through most anything. Most of the
time it felt like we were on a roller coaster ride! Thankfully there were seat belts and the
seats were well padded.
It was a very interesting tour. You’ll have to go see it sometime. You can always stop off
in Mesa and visit with my sister .
Make sure you plan to attend the Eller Family Conference in Wilkesboro, NC next July.
Get it marked on your calendar. I am looking forward to seeing you and meeting more
cousins! We will have more details on the conference in the next Eller Chronicles.
Your cousin and EFA President,

Lauren Eller Liggett
missliggy@yahoo.com
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From the Secretary . . . Ed Eller
Greetings to all of our Eller Family Association members:
It is still hot here will be in the 90's all week. Betty and I
have a trip planned the second week of September to
Richmond, Va to the Pierre Chastain annual three day
Reunion. My niece Anna Bliss is coming from Arizona to go
with us.
I have been doing a lot of research on the Jacob Eller that married Elizabeth
Winterbower in Jefferson Tennessee. They have a son that was born on
September 5, 1817 and they named him Jacob Eller. He married Malinda
Rash in Jefferson Tennessee on September 3 1849. They had eight children in
21 years. He died on December 8, 1886 in Labette, Kansas at the age of 69
years old. On US find a grave it shows his name as Jacob E. Eller and he died
in Parsons, Labette County, Kansas, Buried in Oakwood Cemetery listing his
Spouse as Milinda E. Eller. In the 1850 Census of Labette, Kansas Jecob E
Eller lists his dad as John Jacob Eller. I have the Family group sheets of this
family and they list it all the way back and list John Jacob Eller born 20
March 1754 in Pennsylvania married Mary Biffle and then married Elizabeth
Winterbower on 1 November 1809. and died 2 may 1862 at the age of 108
years old,
As you can see I think I am getting close in solving what happened to "our
Jacob". Gerald Eller always believed this is our Jacob. On our way to Virginia
we plan to stop at the Jefferson County Court house in Dandridge, Tennessee
and do some search on this.
The only other thing I have is if your dues are due please pay them and also
send articles to Dan for our Chronicles.
Until next time,

Ed Eller

EFA Secretary/Treasurer
kermiteller38@gmail.com
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From the Webmaster . . . Harvey Powers
What People are Using Online
There is no doubt that the internet has changed the way people do
genealogical research. For better or worse, online research is here. So,
where are people doing that research?
The research is a few years old, but San Jose State University published an interesting
research project that surveyed 425 genealogists about their use of the internet. The full
report is at: http://scholarworks.sjsu.edu/cgi/viewcontent.cgi?article=1217&context=slissrj
A 28 question survey was answered by 425 respondents. The largest age group of
respondents was 55-68 (44.2%), followed by 31- 54 (37.4 %), 69+ (12.5%), and 18-30 (5.9%).
This indicates that it is generally those over the age of 47 who engage in genealogical
research.

Harvey Powers
EFA Webmaster

harv@harveypowers.com
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From the Editor . . . Dan Liggett
I’ve heard back from a few people by email and by Facebook that
they really enjoyed reading Part 1 of The Life and Times of James
Gerald Eller by J. Gerald Eller in the May 2018 Chronicles.
Considering the feedback normally received (none), this is high
praise. I’m glad it made for good reading. Now, this month we
have Part 2. For those of you who did not read Part 1, I suggest
you go back and take a look. It is well worth the time invested.
Gerald tells his story in a no-nonsense, yet entertaining fashion.
Also found in this edition of the Chronicles will be the minutes from the EFA
Board/Directors phone conference meeting in June. You will see a discussion of
DNA prospects, plans for the July 17-21, 2019 EFA Conference in Wilkesboro, NC,
membership options and website considerations.
Genealogical research tips in the form of YouTube tutorial links are available, plus
articles about DNA testing, Y-DNA vs Autosomal. Trying to keep these short, but
informative.
A special article about Life In Iceland was submitted by the granddaughter of Gene
and Gloria Ellison.
Also, after Gerald’s story is a piece about Facebook Connections and how a query
posted on the EFA Facebook page ( https://www.facebook.com/Eller-FamilyAssociation-190414534319873/) led one person to learn about his family.
You will also see some changes in the membership form with some added options
and discounts.
This also marks my one year anniversary of becoming the editor. It has been
interesting learning all the ins and outs and getting to know a few people better. I
hope the articles have been worthwhile for you. I know I’ve learned a lot.
Please let me know if you have any suggestions or submissions, I will be glad to
include them within our publication. My contact information is found on both the
front page and at the end of this publication.

Dan Liggett

Eller Chronicles Editor
danliggett@gmail.com
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Board/Directors Meeting Minutes

The June 2018 Board/Directors Meeting started at 9pm EDT on June 17, 2018

People included in the phone conference: Lauren Liggett, Dan Liggett, Ed Eller, Jerry Kendall, Harvey
Powers, Tom Eller, Anna Bliss and Christine Walker.
Tom went first, talking about DNA. He briefly mentioned the changes in the European Union that has
caused WorldFamiles.net (where our DNA results were organized) to cease operations and how it
means we will have to reorganize our DNA information. He is working on that. This was the subject
on an article in the May 2018 Chronicles (p. 6) by Harvey Powers with information provided by Tom.
He went on to mention that he has asked Family Tree DNA if we can order more testing from Walton
Eller’s DNA. They said it can be done, but would have to be requested by someone with the password
to his account. Ed said he would contact Walt’s daughter to see if she or someone else in the family
had the password. The reason Tom was asking is because we were wanting to do an Autosomal DNA
test (FTDNA calls it Family Finder) on the oldest generation available to possibly compare to DNA from
a strain of Ellers in Tennessee that might be connected to Jacob Eller of Buncombe County, NC
(Sukey’s father). Because Autosomal DNA can be traced regardless of male or female ancestry, Ed may
be a good alternative to Walt, especially if Ed was correct when he said that he and Walt were of the
same generation removed from this Jacob. Ed was going to look into what it takes to do Family Finder
on his DNA sample (and may turn his info over to Dan to do the order online). Dan mentioned that
using Autosomal DNA testing is likely to result in contacts with living Ellers that may, in turn, lead to
interest in the EFA.
Christine had now joined in, so she started to report on her progress in planning the next Eller
Conference in Wilkesboro, NC in 2019 (planned for July 17-21). She has visited a couple of prospective
hotels in the area (Hampton Inn and Holiday Inn Express) and talked to Kathleen McKenzie, who
happens to be the Event Director for both hotels. She reports that the Hampton Inn has a conference
room, but it is limited to a maximum of 36 people. Since Ed says we need to expect at least 35 people,
that seems to be an unlikely venue. The Holiday Inn Express has multiple rooms that can be joined to
create ample space. Other hotels in the area include a Days Inn and a Red Carpet Inn. Neither of these
are very big and probably could not accommodate our conference room needs, so Holiday Inn Express
would seem to be the most likely venue. Prices were not seriously discussed, but Christine was
supposed to meet with Kathleen again this week to talk further. Ed volunteered to stop by on his way
to or from the Chastain Reunion in Richmond, VA in September and help Christine finalize the deal and
be sure all the arrangements are made.
Christine wanted some explanation of her responsibilities beyond the conference venue. Arranging for
some kind of tour and the banquet were included in her duties. Some discussion about the Friday
“tour” occurred without any decisions. She mentioned that the local Outdoor Theatre has a play
about Tom Dula (Dooley) that is scheduled for this July, but she was not sure if it would be repeated in
2019. Others things mentioned were the Whippoorwill Village, the Courthouse Museum and the
County Library. A speaker will be needed. She had someone in mind, but is not sure of the health of
that person. Lauren suggested contacting the local library for suggestions for a speaker. The banquet
was mentioned and either a catered meal from a restaurant or a private room at a local restaurant
was thought to be better than the hotel catering even if they had such a service.
Harvey had a few website issues to discuss. He has access to Ed’s Google Doc that lists the current
members with email addresses (for the Chronicles), but does not have access to the list of non-email
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members nor does he have access to their membership expiration dates. He needs this information to
correctly grant requests for member-only access to www.ellerfamilyassociation.com. Ed said he would
get him the information and that he kept people on the list for up to a year after their membership
expired (with notices sent). Wouldn’t it be nice if this was a single list that had everyone’s name,
expiration date, address, phone number, email address, how receiving The Eller Chronicles and any
other piece of information needed. And wouldn’t it be wonderful to have a single file that is accessible
(and editable as necessary) online to the Webmaster (Harvey), Editor (Dan) and Secretary (Ed) ? We
need to find a way, whether it is a Google Docs or Sheets or some other venue.
Harvey suggested we offer a gift subscription/membership online and in the Chronicles. He proposed a
gift membership at $20, versus the normal membership of $25. This was met with hardy endorsement
and hoped it could be used as a recruitment tool for new members. After the meeting, Harvey and
Dan traded emails about the possibility of using the website as a place to sign up for membership, gift
membership and perhaps even payment using Paypal. They are looking into this to see what it takes.
In the same vein, Jerry suggested we could also offer a multiple-membership discount, perhaps 2
memberships for $35 and 3 or more memberships at $15 each. Again, this was met with enthusiasm
and will be made available on both the EFA website and the Chronicles.
Harvey also mentioned that in perusing old Chronicles for information to post on the website, he ran
upon the rather involved story of Ellers in the Civil War by Byron Eller and wondered if he might collect
them into a single PDF file to become available on the website. Harvey wondered if that had already
been done or if Byron was still around and would agree to it. Ed said he thought Byron was still alive
and would contact him about it. After the phone conference, Christine called Lauren and said that she
has a copy of a collection of Byron Eller’s works on Ellers in the Civil War in a spiral bound form (140
pages). Dan found a listing for that bound version in the Feb 1996 Chronicles on p.9 (item 6). Since
Gerald was the editor of the Chronicles at that time, Dan looked through the files from Gerald’s
computer, but could not find any files from that collection. Dan asked Ed to ask Byron about that
spiral book when he contacts him. Perhaps Byron still has the file that appears to have produced the
book that Christine has. If not, perhaps we can get Christine to have it scanned to a PDF file at her
local Kinko’s or similar business.
Ed mentioned that he still had plenty of the reprinted George Michael Eller and Descendants of His in
America (2nd reprint, 1995)book by James W. Hook (1957), but that orders have been non-existent
for some time. He wondered what happed to the advertising about it in the Chronicles. Subsequent
checking in the Chronicles found a very small mention of the reprinted book on the very last page of
the Chronicles, but this can be embellished starting in the next edition of the Chronicles. He wondered
if we should reduce the price to $25 (shipping included).
Ed also mentioned that he has several Eller Cook Books that he would be happy to get rid of, perhaps
even for free or at least for shipping cost only. If Ed will get Dan a picture or scan of the cover of the
cook book and the year of publication, he can put together an ad in the next Chronicles. A rough count
of recipes (or at least the number of pages in the book) and a sample list of recipe contributors would
also be helpful.
By the way, David’s book is still being advertised. Ed’s book is not being advertised since he does not
have any left for sale.
The

meeting

adjourned

at

about

10pm

EDT.
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YouTube & Genealogy In Less Than 10 Minutes
From YouTube

Below are a few links to YouTube videos related to genealogy. The aim is 10 minutes or less, but you may
find one that is a little longer. Below the links are the internet addresses in case you are reading the printed
version of the Chronicles.
Are you interested in how DNA relates to genealogy, but just cannot get through the details? Perhaps
someone telling you about it works better for you than reading about it. Well, you would be surprised how
many videos are available from YouTube about the subject. Why don’t you give it a try? Maybe it will whet
your appetite for more.
How to Get Started Using DNA for Genealogy and Family History
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yGx3xyiR9rA&t=4s
Using DNA in Your Genealogy - Tips from Blaine Bettinger, the Genetic Genealogist
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=unGRx3d-Lw0
Understanding Your Relationship to DNA Matches After Autosomal Testing
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dZ6yme0t-ZA
Centimorgans and Ancestry DNA
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sikXS1UAOTU

Genealogical research using Google:
The Google Genealogist (part 1)
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MUsaxTM7yrw

The Google Genealogist (part 2)
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2HOARtRHv74

The Google Genealogist (new tips and tricks)
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cggDf3nuZL4

Using Google for Genealogy Research (Quick Genealogy Tip #11)
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ekNRcT7l3_w
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Autosomal vs. Y-DNA Testing
By Blaine Bettinger

Posted July 29, 2016 (https://www.familytreemagazine.com/premium/autosomal-vs-ydna-testing/)
Solving genealogy problems with DNA. In the DNA Solutions column, our genetic genealogy expert,
Blaine Bettinger, answers your DNA questions.
Question: My surname is Blanchard. I’ve traced my paternal line back to David Blanchard, born in
1822 in Vermont, but I reach a brick wall at his parents. I’m working with a professional researcher
to find records, but should I also pursue DNA testing? If so, would it be better to use Y-DNA (I’m
male) or autosomal DNA?
Answer: There’s never a guarantee that a particular historical record will solve a genealogical
mystery. The only way to know whether a resource could help is to identify the record types that
might hold answers, find the documents relevant to your family, and analyze their content.
Sometimes they’ll shed light on the question; sometimes they won’t.
The same is true of DNA testing, which in the past several years has become an essential “record
type” for genealogists. Because DNA is a record type that might be helpful in this particular
scenario, you should pursue it if at all possible. The question, therefore, is whether Y-DNA,
autosomal DNA (atDNA), or both types of tests should be used. (Note that there’s no need to
consider mitochondrial DNA testing because this type of DNA reflects only maternal lines.)
When a brick wall involves the direct paternal line, you should always consider Y-DNA as a
potentially relevant record type. Because your working hypothesis is that you inherited both your
surname and your Y-DNA from David Blanchard, finding others with similar Y-DNA might help you
identify the correct Blanchard family within which to search for David’s ancestors.
The likelihood that a Y-DNA test will provide clues depends on many factors. An important one is
whether other people related to you on your paternal line have tested their Y-DNA. A quick online
search for a Y-DNA surname project (enter “Blanchard surname project”) will determine whether
others have tested. If there’s a surname project with numerous participants, you’re more likely to
find clues that’ll benefit your research. Once again, however, there’s no guarantee that Y-DNA
testing will lead to clues.
Another factor to consider, especially if you don’t find a surname project, is whether you have any
“candidate ancestors” for David Blanchard—people you think may be his father or grandfather—
and if those candidates have any paternal-line descendants with whom you could compare your YDNA. This would require you to research each candidate’s family forward in time, in hopes of
finding an appropriate person to test.
As with any genealogy record, it’s important to remember the limitations of Y-DNA testing. There is
currently no Y-DNA test that can determine whether two people are brothers, cousins, or some
other close paternal relationship. As a result, finding a Blanchard who shares your Y-DNA means
that you’re paternally related, but you can determine the exact nature of that relationship only by
combining the DNA record with other genealogy research. Additionally, remember that the David
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Blanchard you’ve found may not have been biologically a Blanchard. He may have been adopted or
changed his name, among other possibilities.
Because Y-DNA is passed
down relatively unchanged
from father to son, a Y-DNA
test informs you about the
test-taker’s male line (shown
in blue). A man should have
the same Y-DNA as his father,
father’s father and brother,
the brother’s son, father’s
father’s father and brother,
and so on. An atDNA test, on
the other hand, informs you about all the test-taker’s ancestors (shown in orange) for up to five or
six generations. (The red line shows the inheritance of mitochondrial DNA.)
AtDNA can be another important record type in a scenario like yours, depending on the number of
generations between you and David Blanchard. The greater the generational distance, the less
likely it is that autosomal DNA is a potentially relevant record type.
You’d be using autosomal DNA to look for relatives of David Blanchard’s unknown parents. David
Blanchard’s birth year of 1822 means he’s likely about your third-great-grandparent or so, which
would make his parents your fourth-great-grandparents. Any cousins related to you through David
Blanchard’s parents would be at least fifth cousins. Unfortunately, you share only a very small
amount of DNA with a fourth-great-grandparent, about 1.56 percent on average. And, not
surprisingly, the chances that you share DNA with a fifth cousin are relatively low.
So your likelihood of randomly matching a fifth cousin descended from David Blanchard’s unknown
parents is low. The likelihood is still significantly higher than “not at all,” though, so you should at
least consider an atDNA test. If the unknown ancestors were more distant, your determination of
whether to use autosomal DNA would likely change.
Because you and your siblings, if you have any, inherited different parts of your father’s atDNA,
testing your siblings could increase your chances of finding a match. Testing cousins who are David
Blanchard descendants also could turn up promising matches you don’t have. Of course, it’s
possible an atDNA test result could lead you to previously unknown cousins who are descended
from David Blanchard, and those cousins might have the answers you’re looking for about his
parents.
One way to increase your probability of finding relevant atDNA matches is to do targeted DNA
testing. For example, if David Blanchard has known siblings, testing descendants of those siblings
could uncover additional segments of DNA inherited from the unknown parents, thus increasing
the likelihood of finding cousins related through those unknown parents.
Similarly to Y-DNA, if you have candidates for David Blanchard’s parents, testing the atDNA of
descendants of those candidates could identify them as cousins. AtDNA also has its limitations:
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Sharing DNA with one of these fifth cousins doesn’t prove the hypothesized relationship—you
could be related to the person through some other shared ancestor. But the match is a piece of
evidence that you can analyze together with other evidence.

Concepts – Why DNA Testing the Oldest Family
Members is Critically Important
By Roberta Estes

Recently, someone asked me to explain why testing the older, in fact, the oldest family members is
so important. What they really wanted were talking points in order to explain to others, in just a
few words, so that they could understand the reasoning without having to understand the details
or the science.
Before I address that question, I want to talk briefly about how Y and mitochondrial DNA are
different from autosomal DNA, because the answer to the “oldest ancestor” question is a bit
different for those two types of tests versus autosomal DNA.
In the article, 4 Kinds of DNA for Genetic Genealogy, I explain the differences between Y and
mitochondrial DNA testing, who can take each, and how they differ from autosomal DNA testing.
Y and Mitochondrial DNA
In the graphic below, you can see that the Y chromosome, represented by blue squares, is inherited
only by males from direct patrilineal males in the male’s tree – meaning inherited from his father
who inherited the Y chromosome from his father who inherited it from his father, on up the tree.
Of course, along with the Y chromosome, generally, the males also inherited their surname.

Mitochondrial DNA, depicted as red circles, is inherited by both genders of children, but ONLY the
females only pass it on. Mitochondrial DNA is inherited from your mother, who inherited it from
her mother, who inherited it from her mother, on up the tree in the direct matrilineal path.


Neither Y or mitochondrial DNA is ever mixed with the DNA of the other parent, so it is
never “lost” during inheritance. It is inherited completely and intact. This allows us to look
back more reliably much further in time and obtain a direct, unobstructed, view of the
history of the direct patrilineal or matrilineal line.
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Changes between generations are caused by mutations, not by the DNA of the two
parents being mixed together and by half being lost during inheritance.
This means that we test the oldest relevant ancestor in that line to be sure we have the
“original” DNA and not results that have incurred a mutation, although generally,
mutations are relatively easy to deal with for both Y and mitochondrial DNA since the
balance of this type of DNA is still ancestral.

Testing the oldest generation is not quite as important in Y and mitochondrial DNA as it is for
autosomal DNA, because most, if not all, of the Y and mitochondrial DNA will remain exactly the
same between generations. That is assuming, of course, that no unknown adoptions, known as
Nonparental Events (NPEs) occurred between generations.
However, autosomal DNA is quite different. When utilizing autosomal DNA, every person inherits
only half of their parents’ DNA, so half of their autosomal ancestral history is lost with the half of
their parents’ DNA that they don’t inherit. For autosomal DNA, testing the oldest people in the
family, and their siblings, is critically important.
Autosomal DNA
In the graphic below, you can see that the Y and mitochondrial DNA, still represented by a small
blue chromosome and a red circle, respectively, is inherited from only one line. The son received
an entirely intact blue Y chromosome and both the son and daughter receive an entirely intact
mitochondrial DNA circle.
Autosomal DNA, on the other hand, represented by the variously colored chromosomes assigned
to the 8 great-grandparents on the top row, is inherited by the son and daughter, at the bottom, in
an entirely different way. The autosomal chromosomes inherited by the son and daughter have
pieces of blue, yellow, green, pink, grey, tan, teal and red mixed in various proportions.
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In fact, you can see that in the grandfather’s generation, the paternal grandfather inherited a pink
and green chromosome from his mother and a blue and yellow chromosome from his father, not to
be confused with the smaller blue Y chromosome which is shown separately. The maternal
grandmother inherited a grey and tan chromosome from her father and a teal and red
chromosome from her mother, again not to be confused with the red mitochondrial circle.
In the next generation, the father inherited parts of the pink, green, blue and yellow DNA. The
mother inherited parts of the grey, tan, teal and red DNA.
The answer to part of the question of why it’s so important to test older generations is answered
with this graphic.




The children inherit even smaller portions of their ancestor’s autosomal DNA than their
parents inherited. In fact, in every generation, the child inherits half of the DNA of each
parent. That means that the other half of the parents’ autosomal DNA is not inherited by
the child, so in each generation, you lose half of the autosomal DNA from the previous
generation, meaning half of your ancestors’ DNA.
Each child inherits half of their parents’ DNA, but not the same half. So different children
from the same parents will carry a different part of their parents’ autosomal DNA, meaning
a different part of their ancestors’ DNA.

The best way to understand the actual real-life ramifications of inheriting only half of your parent’s
DNA is by way of example.
I have tested at Family Tree DNA and so has my mother. All of my mother’s DNA and matches are
directly relevant to my genealogy and ancestry, because I share all of my mother’s
ancestors. However, since I only inherited half of her DNA, she will have many matches to
cousins that I don’t have, because she carries twice as much of our ancestor’s DNA than I do.
Mother’s Matches

My Matches
With Mother

920

371

in

Common

Matches Lost Due to Inheritance
549

As you can see, I only share 371 of the matches that mother has, which means that I lost 549
matches because I didn’t inherit those segments of ancestral DNA from mother. Therefore, mother
matches many people that I don’t.
That’s exactly why it’s so critically important to test the oldest generation.
It’s also important to test siblings. For example, your grandparent’s siblings, your parent’s siblings
and your own siblings if your parents aren’t living. These people all share all of your ancestors.
I test my cousin’s siblings as well, if they are willing, because each child inherits a different half of
their parent’s DNA, which is your ancestor’s DNA, so they will have matches to different people.
How important is it to test siblings, really?
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Let’s take a look at this 4 generation example of matching and see just how many matches we lose
in four generations. We begin with my mother’s 920 matches, as shown above, but let’s add two
more generations beyond me.

As you can see in the above example, the two grandchildren inherited a different combination of
their parent’s DNA, given that Grandchild 1 has 895 matches in common with one of their parents
and Grandchild 2 has 1046 matches in common the same parent. Those matches aren’t to entirely
the same set of people either – because the two siblings inherited different DNA segments from
their parent. The difference in the number of matches and the difference in the people that the
siblings match in common with their parent illustrates the difference that inheriting different
parental DNA segments makes relative to genealogy and DNA matching.
However, if you look at the matching number in common with their grandparent and greatgrandparent, the differences become even greater and the losses between generations become
cumulative. Just think how many matches are really lost, given that in our illustration we are only
comparing to one of two parents, one of four grandparents and one of 8 great-grandparents.
The really important numbers are the Lost Matches, shown in red. These are the matches that
WOULD BE LOST FOREVER IF THE OLDER GENERATION(S) HAD NOT TESTED.
Note that the lost matches are much higher numbers than the matches.

Summary

In summary, here are the talking points about why it’s critically important to test the oldest
members of each generation, and every generation between you and them.

Autosomal DNA:
1.

Every person inherits only half of their parents’ DNA, meaning that half of your ancestors’
DNA is lost in each generation – the half you don’t receive.
2. Siblings each inherit half of their parents’ DNA, but not the same half, so each child has
some of their ancestor’s DNA that another child won’t have.
3. The older generations of direct line relatives and their siblings will match people that you
don’t, and their matches are as relevant to your genealogy as your own matches, because
you share all of the same ancestors.
4. Being able to see that you match someone who also matches a known ancestor or cousin
shows you immediately which ancestral line the match shares with you.
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Your cousins, even though they will have ancestral lines that aren’t yours, still carry parts
of your ancestors’ DNA that you don’t, so it’s important to test cousins and their siblings
too.

Y and mitochondrial DNA:
1.

Testing older generations allows you to be sure that you’re dealing with DNA results that
are closer to, or the same as, your ancestor, without the possibility of mutations
introduced in subsequent generations.
2. In many cases, your cousins, father, grandfather, etc. will carry Y or mitochondrial DNA
that you don’t, but that descends directly from one of your ancestors. Your only
opportunity to obtain that information is to test lineally appropriate cousins or family
members. This is particularly relevant for males such as fathers, grandfathers, paternal
aunts and uncles who don’t pass on their mitochondrial DNA.

I wrote about creating your DNA pedigree chart for Y and mitochondrial DNA here.
Be sure to test the oldest generations autosomally, but also remember to review your cousins’
paths of descent from your common ancestors closely to determine if their Y or mitochondrial DNA
is relevant to your genealogy! Y, mitochondrial and autosomal DNA are all different parts of
unraveling the ancestor puzzle for each of your family lines.
You can order the Y, mitochondrial DNA and Family Finder tests from Family Tree DNA.
Happy ancestor hunting!

About author Roberta Estes
Scientist, author, genetic genealogist. Documenting Native Heritage through
contemporaneous records and DNA.

Posted on October 19, 2016

https://dna-explained.com/2016/10/19/concepts-why-dna-testing-the-oldest-family-members-iscritically-important/
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Life in Iceland
By Amber Monroe

Hello everyone. My name is Amber Monroe and I am the granddaughter of Gene and Gloria Ellison.
In May 2018, I started my M.Sc. at Hólar University College in Iceland. Hólar is a historical site; it
was a bishop’s seat from 1106 – 1802. There has been an agricultural school in Hólar since 1882. In
2003, it was permitted to grant students with undergraduate degrees and a few years later, Hólar
University College officially began operating.
I came to visit Iceland in April of last year, fell in love with it, and
felt that it was where I was supposed to be for this next chapter.
I am working with lumpfish, or lumpsuckers, as part of my
studies. My research is focusing on how their rearing
environment affects their growth. Lumpfish are being used as a
biological, alternative way of de-lousing salmon (they eat sea
lice) instead of increasing the use of chemical treatments.
Iceland is a special place to me. Its landscape is totally different than anything I had experienced
before. You could be in the middle of snowy mountains, then drive for a few hours and see
bubbling mud pots. I have also enjoyed getting to know the local Icelanders and other students,
many of whom come from other countries. They are some of the kindest and most adventurous
people I have met. In the short time I
have been here, I have already been lucky
enough to experience two festivals, the
Hólar Beer Festival and the Midnight Sun
Whitewater Festival. The first was
interesting because Hólar is a small town,
yet national breweries flocked to set up
their booths (P.S., the pink lemonade IPA
was yummy). The second, the whitewater
festival, was unique – we started rafting
on the East Glacial River at 8 PM and
didn’t finish until close to 2 AM, though it
was still broad daylight.
If you ever get the opportunity to come to Iceland, definitely take the chance to do so. In the
winter you can experience the Northern Lights, and in the summer, more daylight hours to go see
large waterfalls, like Gullfoss and Dettifoss. It is a beautiful place to be, and I am happy I was given
the opportunity to study here.
All the best,

Amber
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THE LIFE AND TIMES OF JAMES GERALD ELLER
A STORY OF A MOUNTAIN MAN FROM GRAHAM COUNTY, NORTH CAROLINA

By J. Gerald Eller (written 1996-1999)
<<< Continued from May 2018 Eller Chronicles >>>

I have many memories of my Grandmother Lou, but only one
memory of my grandfather "Bill" Eller. As already indicated they
lived a few hundred yards below our house. I recall seeing
Grandfather Eller on his hands and knees working in the soil
preparing to plant water melons. He had dug a fairly deep hole and
was working a mixture of manure, soil, and fertilizer into the hole
until it was elevated into a mound in which he placed the water
melon seeds. In my mind’s eye I can still see him hunkered over that
water melon hill. He died from infection following an operation for
"prostate trouble," the common affliction of many old men including
me. The story told to me at some point was that his operation was
not successful and his doctor, the same Dr. Maxwell that delivered
me, had come to attend him. He was in such distress because of not being able to empty his
bladder that he seized a scalpel from the doctor's bag and plunged it into his bladder. Urine hit the
ceiling. He died in a few days - and was buried in the Metz cemetery in the Atoah community
where he and his brother John had founded a Free-will Baptist ministry that remains active today.
He was said to be a very serious stern minded individual, perhaps a bit self-righteous. Some of my
older cousins developed an active dislike of him because he was always preaching to them. He was
widely respected in the community as a minister and as a Justice of the Peace. A cousin tells me at
one time he served as a U.S. Marshall, but I can find no record of this. He performed many
marriages as shown by marriage records of Graham County. My father also suffered from enlarged
prostate and had two operations that prolonged his life much beyond that of his father. I also have
the same problem and have had one operation in which cancer was detected, but it has not
recurred. My male descendants should take heed and protect their prostates!
Papa and his brothers were skillful hunters and fishermen. Once, my father took his 11-year old
brother Ernest bear hunting. They used muzzle loaded rifles. Ernest killed the bear. My father lost
two brothers and a sister while they lived on Little Snowbird. The two brothers were next in line
after him. One was named Walter and I can remember he would often by mistake call me Walter
early in mornings when he called me to get up and make the fires. Offrey, the other brother, was
grown and married when he died. A third brother, James Alva, was killed in the last battle on the
last day of World War I in Germany. My first name, James, comes from Uncle Alva who I never
knew since he was killed before I was born.
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Some of my father's neighbors on Little Snowbird were Cherokee Indians, descendants of those
who escaped the Trail of Tears in 1838 and remained in Western North Carolina. Papa was always a
friend to Cherokees, employing many on his timber and lumbering jobs. As a very young lad, I
accompanied my father to town on Saturdays (in those days everyone went to town on Saturday
including many Indians) and my father was one of the few whites to whom Indians would talk. He
and some of his Indian friends talked and laughed together. My father did not speak Cherokee.
My parents had about the equivalent of third grade public education. Both could read and write
quite well. Papa must have received his schooling in Buncombe County, Mama attended school in
the Sweetwater community of Graham County where she was born. As indicated already, Papa was
well versed in arithmetic, especially when it involved estimating or measuring board feet in
standing trees, logs, or lumber. His reading was limited to the Bible and shaped-note song books;
the latter also called Christian Harmony books and were in wide use among country churches of his
day - and even today in some. He loved to sing although his voice was not nearly as good as his 1st
cousin, Doak Eller, who was rather famous locally as an excellent singer. Mama did not have time
to do much reading and that was limited to the Bible.
My first church and Sunday School experience came when I accompanied my father to the small
Free-Will Baptist Church founded by his father and uncle in the Atoah Community. To reach the
Church required that we walk about 3 miles and some of my earliest memories involve my church
attendance or my walking to and from church with my father. Once when I was quite small, I was
sitting with my father in the choir and he gave me a dime to put in the offering. I thought that was
much too much money to give away. I rarely had a nickel let alone a whole dime. Suddenly I had an
inspiration. I slipped the dime into my shoe and when the collection plate passed it remained in my
shoe. On the way home, I asked my father if we could stop at the store. When I bought some candy
he became suspicious and I explained that I had "accidentally" let the dime slip into my shoe and
could not recover it in time to put into the offering. My father only smiled.
Papa was a Christian and a church member, but he never discussed the subject of religion with me
or insofar as I know with any of my brothers and sisters. He never once engaged us in a serious
conversation on the subject; but neither did my mother. There was a reason. Religion and politics
were subjects never mentioned in our home because Papa and Mama were of opposite
persuasions. Mama's family was Missionary Baptist while Papa's was Free-Will Baptist. Papa was a
Republican and Mama was a Democrat. Until I entered High School I attended church with my
father. Then I began to attend my mother's Baptist Church in Robbinsville because most of my
school friends attended this church. One thing we learned very early as young children, we were
expected to attend Sunday School and Church, but the choice of church was left to us.
This was typical of the discipline in our home and the values instilled into us by our parents - they
did not lecture or preach - they taught more by example and by subtle persuasion. Looking back, I
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have decided my parents were intelligent about child psychology and the rearing of children. We
understood what we could do and what we could not do. We knew we were not supposed to lie,
cheat, or steal, but we also knew that our parents held many things, now widely accepted, as
mortal sins: dancing, card playing, and for a while, wearing make-up. Young girls and women were
not supposed to cut their hair. As long as she lived Mama pulled her hair into a bun on the back of
her head and kept it in place with hairpins. The only time I can remember seeing Papa cry was one
afternoon when I found him sitting on the back porch in tears. I found Mama and asked what was
wrong with Papa. She explained that Edora, my eldest sister, had slipped across the hill to a
neighbor's house who had "bobbed" her hair. Papa was heartbroken, but Mama seemed less
perturbed. Mama and Papa came from quite different family situations and this, as I look back, was
quite evident in many ways that at the time I did not recognize.
Papa's family were staunch Republicans while Mama's family were Democrats. The latter situation
probably explains my own long ambivalence about my own political affiliation. I considered myself
a Republican until I finished college. Only after I became a faculty member at Western Carolina, a
state-supported school in a Democratic controlled state, did I gradually become aware of some of
the basic differences between the two parties. I found Democrats were more progressive and
future oriented than Republicans who were champions of the status quo. Democrats looked at
ways to improve conditions in education and economics, especially for the common or poor
people, but the Republicans then and now are out to protect business interests and the wealthy
class. I realized that my beliefs coincided more with the Democrats than with the Republicans, but
this did not prevent me from voting Republican in two or three national presidential elections.
Papa voted Republican and Mama, when she voted, voted Democratic.
Every day was a work day for Mama even Sundays when she stayed home to prepare Sunday
dinner for those of us who went to church. Monday's for her was a hard day because that was
"Wash Day." Wash day began with building a fire under the huge iron pot located near the spout,
mentioned earlier. The iron pot was filled with water and brought to near boiling. Homemade soap
was added to the pot along with the clothes. After a through soaking the clothes were removed
and scrubbed on a washboard in tubs of warm water. After wrenching they were squeezed as dry
as possible and hung on a clothes line to dry. My mother would abide only clean clothes to hang on
her clothes line. Any clothes that did not meet her eye test went back for more scrubbing. She was
the same way about her kitchen utensils, dishes, and floors. Juanita was most impressed when she
observed Mama's technique for washing dishes. She says Mama could keep her hands in scalding
water longer than she thought was humanly possible. Mama had little use for other women who
kept unclean houses and this included some of her relatives.
Mama, like all women of her generation, had a hard life which today would be considered
unacceptable drudgery. When I was born in 1921 there was not more than a half dozen homes in
the county with indoor plumbing of any kind, and this was limited to running water and no indoor
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bathrooms. Everyone had the "little house" which acquired so many different names, "out house,"
"chic sales," etc. In our family it was called the "Closet." I never knew it to be called that by any
other family except my grandparents. Mama, bless her, did get electricity and running water,
before she died but no indoor bathroom facilities.
Our home had the bare minimum of furniture, some of it made by grandfather Rogers, including a
large dining room table and many straight back cane bottomed chairs, as well as other tables. The
only bought furniture were the bedsteads (first ones of wood, later replaced with metal bed steads
when the wood bedsteads became infested with bed bugs -much to my mother's mortification), a
dresser in one bedroom and later a kitchen cabinet. One luxury item stood in the living room - a
large upright organ powered by foot. Grandfather Rogers played the organ and my two older
sisters learned to do so. He and my father both read music and my older sisters were quite musical
but by the time I came along no one remained at home long enough to teach me much music.
Heat was limited to a wood fired stove in the living room (which at times also doubled as a
bedroom), and the wood fired cook stove. In time it fell to my lot to be totally responsible for
cutting the wood to keep both stoves in operation. Throughout my high school years and even
before, I had to rush home after school and start cutting wood. I seemed never to be able to get
ahead - it was almost a daily task. I had to go into the woods and select trees to chop down and
chop up unless Papa was home and we could use a cross cut saw together. Sometimes when Papa
was out of work we would spend several days cutting wood and acquire enough to last for several
weeks - that was a great satisfaction to me. Also, some first cousins, Harold Eller and Arnold Rogers
and I would team up and cut wood.
When Papa was running a saw mill he would have truckloads of waste wood (slabs and edgings)
hauled home for wood. That was better than having to go to the woods for it, but it had to be split
and chopped into proper sizes. To transport firewood from the forest, two methods were used.
Sometimes I would hitch up our old work horse and drag (or "snake" as it was called) trees into the
"wood yard" at the rear of the house and then either chop or saw them into firewood. If no one
was around to help me use the two-handed cross-cut saw I would "buck" saw by myself. The other
method was to chop or saw the wood in the forest and then transport it in a horse drawn sled or
on a wheel barrow. I have hauled hundreds of cords of wood out of the forest on a simple wheel
barrow made by my father, but made so strong that it could carry a heavy load. I competed with
myself as to how much wood I could roll at a time. When possible I cut wood on a hill above the
house so that I could roll the wheel barrow more easily. I had lots of wrecks when I spilled the
wood and had to reload and start all over. It was also my task during most of my high school years
to be the one to get up first in the morning and build the fires, both in the living room stove and
the cook stove. The secret was good kindling wood and the best available was pine knots. Some
days were spent tramping the woods looking for pine knots. I am sure my memory is faulty on this
point but I remember that I seemed to always be cutting and hauling fire wood.
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I return to Aunt Ida. She was an important member of our household, and all us children have fond
memories of her. She functioned as a baby sitter for the young children and their first teacher. She
was the one who guided the children and taught them the rudiments of being civilized and
responsible. She drilled us in our homework in spelling, arithmetic and etc. My oldest sister tells the
story that she did not get to start to school until she was nearly nine years old because of
circumstances that I do not know. When she entered school she could already read and write,
having been taught at home by Aunt Ida. The teachers let her decide in which grade she should be
placed. She chose the fourth grade and they allowed her to enter that grade where she did
excellent work. In fact, she was a top student in her class throughout and went to college for two
years and began teaching. I remember being drilled, especially in spelling, by Aunt Ida. She had a
great sense of humor and she was always laughing about the time she asked me to spell the word
"tore" and I said "r-i-p tore." I confused the meaning with the spelling.
The presence of Aunt Ida and my grandfather Rogers in the home had to be an extra burden on my
mother and in a different way on my father. My mother was devoted to both Aunt Ida and her
father. I never really understood why the two chose to live with my parents instead of one of my
mother's two sisters. Papa seemed to tolerate their presence without complaint. If any problem
over the arrangement existed, it had been long settled when I came along. My memory of Aunt Ida
remains sharp but I have only very limited memory of grandfather Rogers. While my mother and
father had a total of 12 children, the number of children in the house at any one time that I can
recall was limited to my two oldest sisters, Edora and Hildred, my older brother Claude before his
death at age 14, myself, and my younger sister Jeanne. By the time I started to school, Edora was
not often at home - either in college - or after beginning teaching she lived elsewhere prior to her
marriage. Sleeping arrangements at times was very crowded. Three bedrooms often had two
double beds each. One bedroom was for Aunt Ida and sometimes a younger child slept with her.
Sometimes a bed was in the living room, especially during times of illness. Bedding consisted of a
straw filled tick on which was placed a feather bed - before mattresses. Covers included wool
blankets and heavy quilts. Quilting was a winter time affair, one in which my Aunt Ida participated.
How my mother got all the work done now seems a pure miracle. I know it meant that she worked
from the time of arising, often quite early if my father had a job to which he walked from home,
until she crawled exhausted into bed at night. It was only after Papa died and Mama was living first
with one of us and then the other, that we discovered she had a keen wit and laughed easily.
Throughout my life at home, I remember my mother's moods which ranged from somber to
obvious agitation about something. We rarely knew what caused the frown and worry on Mama's
face but now it is all so clear. Her life was hard and almost without any respite. Even though all the
children pitched in to do all sorts of chores, she was the one on whose shoulders fell the total
responsibility for keeping the house and home going.
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My father functioned best when he was on a job and was in some measure only an extra burden
for Mama when he was home. I never observed anything resembling affection displayed between
the two except once. Papa had been away from home for several weeks when he suddenly
appeared one late afternoon while we were sitting on the front porch. Mama jumped up and
hugged him and then looked embarrassed. People of their generation and background withheld
any show of emotion especially of an affectionate nature. They wept and grieved when death came
to a loved one, and this was a frequent event in the life of my parents. They lost so many very
young children to infectious diseases. I think this probably accounted for my mother's extreme
concern about cleanliness. It no doubt accounted for "that look" on her face which we sometimes
did not understand - she was remembering her lost ones - and no doubt pondering why her life had
taken such a hard course.
Mama was the glue and the strength of our family. As mentioned above, she came from a different
background than Papa. She was born in the Sweetwater Community where the most enlightened
people in the county lived. They were all Scotch-Irish families from which came the leaders of the
community and county. Her Grandfather, Thomas Carpenter, was the first Superintendent of
Schools in the County. He and his neighbors were great believers in education. Although Mama had
little more formal education than Papa, she came from a community and had relatives who were
supporters of education. By the time I came along, it was understood in our home that we kids
attend school regularly. We were told that if we ever got a punishment in school, we would get
another one at home. For me, the pattern had been well established by my older sisters, both of
whom were teaching before I finished high school. For them, I suspect my mother was the one who
insisted that they go to school and stay there until they graduated. Like Papa, Mama had about a
third grade education. She could read and write. That was the extent of education for most young
ladies of her community in her day. Her one brother went on to finish high school and had enough
college to begin teaching. In my father's family none of his brothers and sisters finished school. I
doubt if Papa really thought much of formal education. I have no idea if he was happy or proud
that I graduated from high school and college and went on to graduate school. Somehow, I always
thought he wondered what I was up to.

My School Years in Robbinsville
I started to school in the first grade in early September, 1927. I was confused and scared and I am
certain showed very little ability. Aunt Ida made some effort to teach me my letters before I started
school. I don't remember if I could read or write before going to school or not. Apparently not,
since my most memorable event in the first grade was an assault inflicted on me by my teacher, a
Miss Skinner, after becoming frustrated with my reading. She slapped me several times and
thumped me on the head more than once.... all because I was reading aloud the story of Chicken
Little. When I came to the sentence "Chicken Little ate the seed" I would say “Chicken Little eat the
seed." She would correct me but I would read it the same way again. I guess she thought I was just
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being obstinate when actually I was just confused and probably embarrassed. Her method of
making her point was with her hand and fist. I didn't tell my parents because we had always been
told that if we were punished in school, we would be punished again at home. Today that teacher
would be in deep trouble. So much for educational methodology in those days.
In the second grade, I missed a great deal of school due to a cut on my big toe made accidentally
with an ax. In the summer before school started, I was bare foot and carrying a sharp double bit ax
when I stepped against the blade and cut my big toe on my left foot. The cut was not very deep but
it became infected and was very slow to heal. When school started, I could not wear a shoe on that
foot - although kids went bare footed during the summer, they did not do so at school. On my left
foot in lieu of a shoe, I wore a heavy wool sock over the bandage on my toe. I wore only one shoe
to school for some time and the infection did not heal although Mama was using all her home
remedies. When it got cold and a sock would no longer work, I used an old shoe with the toe cut
out for a while. I was growing more and more embarrassed about my affliction and began to dream
up excuses to miss school. I managed to get away on several occasions. That darned toe did not
heal until well after Christmas. It finally got to the point that I could wear a regular shoe but it still
caused me pain all winter long. My academic progress could not have been very impressive but I
was pleased to learn that I was promoted to the 3rd grade. Academic progress in the 3rd grade
remained slow but I learned a very valuable lesson in another way.
I began to read outside of class and my first love was Wild West Weeklies, pulp magazines about
cowboys. This led to improvement in my reading but it also led me into my life's greatest
embarrassment. A class mate, LaVerne Maxwell, a town boy, shared a love of cowboy stories so he
and I exchanged magazines and we also began to act out some of the stories. One of us would be
Billy West and the other Buck Foster, or Joe Scott (cowboys in a serial about the Circle J ranch)
Sometimes we would shift identities. I got carried away with this phantasy of playing different
characters and one day on sudden impulse I thought to myself "How would it feel to play the part
of the bank robber." This idea came just as the recess bell rang, so on the way out, I stole a pencil
from the top of a desk and put it in my pocket. I suddenly had become a "robber" and it brought on
a feeling of daring and adventure. I did this two or three times during the next days, but I was
caught red handed and reported to the teacher. She made me stand up before the class and
confess that I had been stealing pencils. She was probably as mystified as I as to why I was stealing
pencils when I had my own. She punished me by making me always walk last in line as we marched
in and out of the classroom. Also students were told not to speak to me for the next two weeks.
The teacher reported me to my sister Edora who was then teaching in the same school. I am
certain Edora and my mother had a talk about this and decided that I was receiving enough
punishment because the matter was never mentioned to me at home, but I can well remember
how low I felt, and how difficult it was for me to face my classmates at school. I remember this as
one of the lowest moments in my life. I think in the 3rd or 4th grades I began to show more
academic promise and I suspect now that was due largely to the fact that I had become a reader of
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anything thing I could get my hands on. (Upon rereading this I found I have included this earlier - so
I guess this shows how the event left its scar with me.)
In the fifth grade I fell in love for the first time, but alas little came of it because I fell in love with
my teacher, Ada Moody. I had my first "crush" as we called it in those days. She was a good teacher
and because of my special feeling for her, I guess I began to work harder because I did begin to take
my school work more seriously and did better work. In the 6th and 7th grades I had my first male
teachers - they were both athletic inclined and began to teach us various games requiring athletic
skill. It was in these two grades that I first learned that I had become one of the top students in my
class. At the end of each year a battery of achievement tests were given. I made the highest in my
class - 0.3 of a percentage point above the next student, my good friend, Clarence Williams in the
6th grade. In the 7th grade I came in second because Clarence beat me 0.3 of a percentage point.
In the 6th and 7th grades my love life kicked in with a bang. I was in love with a different girl each
year but neither of them knew it. My academic successes did not last long when I got to the 8th
grade which then was the first year of high school. We had only 11 grades then and the last four
were "high-school". In the 8th grade, I suppose, I took off on a wild tangent and began to act up in
class, talking a lot when I was supposed to be paying attention, etc. Another girl in the 8th grade
was the recipient of my deepest love but she too walked in ignorance of it.
My high school basketball career began in the eighth grade. Robbinsville had dropped basketball
because of the depression, but that year, Floyd Millsaps, my old 7th grade teacher, and a man I
admired greatly, issued a call for all students interested in basketball to report to the court at lunch
time. We had a full hour for lunch in those days. I did not report and was playing elsewhere on the
school yard at lunch when Floyd suddenly appeared and told me in no uncertain terms to get
myself down to the basketball court. It seems that in his 7th grade class he had seen some athletic
promise in me. I did as he directed and basketball soon became my passion along with my long
range interest in girls. My academic work suffered. While I always passed my tests and courses, I
did only enough to do so. I certainly did not apply myself. I had no special desire to make high
grades on any subject (until the 10th grade when I took a history course under the principal of the
school who I remember as being one of the best teachers I ever had and who planted in me a
lifelong love for history.)
Floyd Millsaps, my 7th grade teacher and high school coach for two years, played the most
significant role in my decision to go to college - more on that later. Here I am remembering him
years later when I was teaching at Western Carolina and Floyd was a student of mine in a graduate
course in Biology. Floyd and my other high school coach, Arnold Hyde both became lifelong friends
and role models for me. Both attended my retirement party at Western when I retired in 1983.
In the 9th grade I pursued my two passions more aggressively. Basketball remained of prime
interest but a new girl came to town and joined our class. She was Dorothy Smith. For the
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remainder of my high school and even after going to college I was carrying the torch for her. We
had a very on again and off again romance that finally fizzled out long before I met my future wife.
Boy-girl relationships in those days were very tame, although emotions could run high. I remember
very well the day at college when I suddenly became aware that I did not have any feeling at all for
Dorothy Smith and that was one of the happiest days of my life. I allowed her to make my life
miserable for almost five years during which time I could have been having fun with other young
ladies.
I suppose I should attempt to give a lot of advice to my grandchildren and great grandchildren who
will someday face the same kinds of experiences with sports, girls, or other high school obsessions.
I will only say that don't take matters too seriously too quickly especially in the romance
department. You may lose a girl or boy friend and think your world has ended, but good old father
time has a way of curing all such ills and suddenly one day you meet the real one. Also, very few
people end up marrying their earliest loves.
Throughout my high school career I was elected each year as class president. I didn't attach much
significance to it then nor now, but I suppose it indicated that my peers had begun to see
something resembling leadership qualities in me although it would be many years before I found
myself in a position where I learned for the first time that I was indeed blessed with leadership
ability. When I was a senior in high school, a new principal organized the first Student Council in
that school and I was elected the first President of the Student Council. My senior year in high
school was a joyous experience in that I had lots of fun that year - basketball - girls - and big man on
campus. At commencement another innovation of the new principal was to do away with invited
speakers. In their place, he and the teachers chose 6 seniors to speak. As class president, I had to
be the first. Public speaking even then was a heavy chore for me. I was prone to panic attacks and it
took me several years before I began to feel comfortable before an audience. Somehow I got
through the speech that evening but no one including me remembers what I said.
During the summer following my graduation in March, 1938, the high school principal
recommended me for a scholarship at the University of North Carolina but nothing came of it. That
was the first time anyone had suggested to me that I should go on to college. Later that same
summer the same man approached those of us who had been first string basketball players with a
proposition that we accepted. A new commercial course was being launched that year in the high
school to teach typing, shorthand, and bookkeeping. He suggested that we return and take these
courses and also allow the school to sponsor us as an independent basketball team. That year the
prospect for a basketball team from the students was almost nil. Four of us agreed to do so and
did. I had a job that summer from which I could not leave until after school had started. By the time
I enrolled, I was allowed to take only typing and bookkeeping because I would have been too far
behind in short hand. That pleased me because I mainly went back to school just to play basketball
and because the object of my affections - Dorothy Smith - also had returned to take the post
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graduate work. I learned to type quite well, a skill that I have used to great advantage over the
years and without which now I would never attempt to write this story.
One day during the following summer of 1939, I was hanging out on the streets in Robbinsville
when along came Floyd Millsaps who told me that he and Herbert Carpenter, a cousin and another
school teacher, were going to Cullowhee the next day and wanted me to go with them. I agreed to
do so and only on the way to Cullowhee did they broach the reason for inviting me along. They
wanted to see if they could find some financial assistance at the college that would allow me to
begin that fall. They said that I should go to college.
By the time we left the campus to return home, I had been told to expect to hear from the Business
Manager in a week or so and that they hoped to be able to render some assistance. Two weeks
later came a letter enclosing the offer of a work contract at the college for $45.00 per quarter for
which I would be expected to work 180 hours per quarter. That was 0.45 cents per hour. I accepted
and made application to enroll that fall. I still had a big problem. It was to cost a total of $60.00 to
enroll for the fall quarter. Raising the additional $15.00 beyond my work contract proved to be
difficult. My parents wanted to help but had to tell me that they simply could not help financially. I
almost gave up the idea when one day I overheard Mama say to Papa, "I don't know what Gerald is
going to do - but if he has it in him he will find a way." I did find a way but I do not remember how I
acquired the extra money, but I got a job of some sort and was able to register as a freshman at
what was then Western Carolina Teachers College in the fall of 1939. Floyd Millsaps and Herbert
Carpenter changed my life totally and completely by taking enough interest in me to do what they
did. I never will forget them and what they did for me. Both are now gone, but on many occasions I
had the opportunity to thank them.
Like most entering freshmen even in those days, I had little idea about what major I wished to
pursue. My ambition was to become a basketball coach like Floyd Millsaps and Arnold Hyde,
another of my high school coaches who became a life-long friend. The first quarter I signed up for
grammar grade education simply because in the session on instructions for registration that
curriculum was outlined on the board so it was easy just to copy it without much thinking. I knew I
could change to another major later. In the back of my mind however I knew that I was going to
major in history - a carryover from the one course in high school that I enjoyed most. Before the
quarter was over I was told by more advanced students that history was not a very good major for
a prospective school teacher because there were so many already in the field and getting a job
teaching history would not be easy. I also learned that the major that offered the best job
prospects was science. I was taking a science course at the time and began to think seriously about
changing my major to science. So when I registered for the second quarter I declared a major in
science and a minor in history. The amount and depth of course work required for a science major
was not great. One year each of biology, chemistry and physics with one or two additional electives
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was all that was required. When I entered graduate school after World War II in Zoology and
Botany, I had to take several additional undergraduate courses to make up for my deficiencies.
In my second quarter at Western I took introductory biology under Clinton Dodson. To me he was a
most impressive individual. He was tall and elegant looking with a very deep bass voice and a
classroom personality that appealed to me and most students. I will return to Mr. Dodson again
because he was the person who led me to become a biology major and go to graduate school more than any other person he affected my entire future professional life.
Working off that 180 hour contract meant that I had to spend every possible hour when not
actually in class at work. At first I was assigned to the campus maintenance force and did a bit of all
kinds of work until I was given a regular assignment to report each morning at 7:30 A.M. to the
steam plant and fill up the big hoppers on three steam boilers with coal which I had to shovel into a
wheel barrow and wheel in and dump into the hopper. By 9:30 I was as black as the ace of spades
and just enough time to rush to the dormitory, take a shower and dress and get to class. My work
schedule dictated that I could only study at night.
About two months into my first quarter, I got my first big break at Western. I was helping dig a
ditch near Robertson Hall one morning when Mr. Seymour, professor of sociology and my
instructor in Freshman Orientation ( a one hour course required for all freshman), came by,
stopped, and began a conversation with me. In a few minutes he said he would like for me to do
some work for him. I told him I would be happy to do so but I had a work contract for 180 hours
and to fulfil it I had to work every spare minute. “Oh! No!”, he said. “I mean let me have your
contract changed so that you will come and work as my office assistant and grade papers.” Eureka!
No more digging ditches and shoveling coal.
For the remainder that year and throughout my sophomore year, I was the student assistant to Mr.
Seymour. I had caught his eye in my orientation course because after having a unit of instruction on
the use of the library, all freshmen had been given a rather detailed test. I had made the highest
grade in the class on that test so Mr. Seymour sought me out.
Mr. Seymour was a character with a capital C. All Western graduates who knew him still tell
Seymour stories. He could tell outlandish tales and do outlandish things such as asking unexpected
questions on exams such as. "How many brick in the steam plant's smoke stack?" My favorite
Seymour story was told by Mrs. H.T. Hunter, wife of President Hunter, who hired Seymour in the
late 1920s. Seymour was a veteran of World War I. At a dinner party at the Hunters he told of how
badly wounded he had been during the war from shrapnel - that he had many scars. Later, at
another dinner party, he again recited his war experiences but proclaimed that he had "not
received a scratch." Mrs. Hunter said, "Beside my husband John Seymour was the only man I ever
wanted to see stripped naked." None of his manufactured stories ever did harm to anyone. He
treated me exceptionally well and I visited in his home frequently to pick up or return his papers.
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While I was in graduate school following World War II and before I was hired at Western, Seymour
was forced to retire because he had become addicted to drugs - prescription drugs of some sort. It
was obvious to many for many years that he had a mental quirk of some sort. This was aggravated
by severe hypochondria that led to his going first to one doctor and them to another. Each one
started him on new pills, but he kept taking his old ones as well. When I joined the faculty in 1947,
he and Mrs. Seymour were living in the community at the edge of the campus.
Juanita and I began to "look after" Mr. and Mrs. Seymour. We would take them to Sylva to do their
grocery shopping. Gradually Mr. Seymour became more and more ill and was in the hospital at
intervals. One day his landlady called me to tell me that he was in a bad way and needed to go to
the hospital, but refused to go because he still owed them for previous visits. I found him in the
worst condition I had ever seen him and could tell he was almost dead. I told him we were going to
the hospital and for him not to worry about the bills. He could not even stand let alone walking so I
picked him up in my arms and carried him to the car and checked him into the hospital. He was in
the hospital about a week and seemed to recover a bit but took pneumonia and died.
Mrs. Seymour was absolutely helpless so far as making arrangements for his funeral was
concerned. With the help of Dean Bird and others we arranged for the American Legion to bury
him in the Baptist Church Cemetery in Cullowhee. He was a member of that church. In the process
of arranging for his funeral I had to sit down with Mrs. Seymour and almost demand that she tell
me of their financial condition. She was a very proud lady and not inclined to discuss her personal
affairs. Gradually, she opened up and told me the whole story. They owed everyone in the county
from the paper boy to the physicians, drugstores, milk man.... almost $20,000. I spearheaded a
drive within the University and community to raise money to help Mrs. Seymour. I talked with all
those to whom they owed money and they agreed to settle the debts on whatever amount we
could raise. We finally settled all the debts at about 30 cents on the dollar. I owed Mr. Seymour - he
was the first person at Western to recognize that I had some ability and he took me off the ditch
digging crew and gave me my first job at Western.
Clint Dodson, made biology interesting to me for the first time. After taking an introductory course
in biology with him as a freshman, I took a year's work with him my sophomore year - a quarter of
Invertebrate Zoology, a quarter of Vertebrate Zoology and a quarter of General Botany. It was in
these courses that I really faced up the challenge for the first time that college level work was more
than high school and one had to study hard in order to make good grades. I took pride in my work
and in my grades for the first time and did very well in these courses. I think I made a B and two A's
on these courses. I was also digging to become a good student in chemistry, physics and
mathematics.
One aside about the above, a major cost to students during my first two years were text books. It
was common for two or more students to share the cost of one text book. I remember that seven
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of us shared the cost of the text book in General Botany. The burden of textbook costs to students
was recognized by the college so beginning with my junior year a textbook rental system was
installed by the college whereby each student could rent all their textbooks for each quarter's work
for only $7.00. That text book rental system remains in effect at Western to this day and later,
when I was involved in Administration I helped save the Book Rental System.
Near the end of the spring semester of my sophomore year while taking general botany and
general chemistry, an event occurred which was to shape my future career and life. Mr. Dodson
asked me to accept the position as his lab assistant in biology for the next year. That was an
astounding surprise to me. In those days no higher recognition could be bestowed on a science
major than to be asked to serve as Mr. Dodson's lab assistant. I had not recovered from the shock
at my good fortune when Mr. Frank Brown, Chemistry Professor, offered me the same position for
the coming year as his lab assistant. I turned down the latter for several reasons - the major one
being that I liked Biology better and I knew in my heart that I was not a very good chemistry
teacher because Mr. Brown's chemistry classes were the very worst classes I ever attended. All he
did was read from the textbook.
So for my last two years in college, I was the biology lab assistant. This meant I assisted in the lab
for the full year's work then offered in biology. Very soon after I began, Mr. Dodson began not to
show up for labs, leaving me completely in charge. Sometimes he would contact me in advance to
let me know that he would not be present, but often not. I recall more than one occasion that Mrs.
Dodson came and called me out of other classes to tell me that Mr. Dodson was not feeling well
and wanted me to meet his lab or even his lecture class - this was the ultimate in responsibility. I
learned later that it was not so much that he thought I was capable of doing the work as he was at
that time suffering from poor health - much of it pure hypochondria.
When World War II began, the college, like all colleges and universities in the country, turned to
devising programs to assist in the war effort. Representatives of the government and the armed
services visited campuses to brief administrators on what they might do. Western responded
enthusiastically. The first thing that brought home to us that our life was never to be the same
again was the institution of early morning physical fitness for all male students. We were awakened
at 6:00; reported to the gym or field by 6:30; engaged in calisthenics, running and marching for an
hour. Our chapel programs (required assemblies of all students each Tues and Thurs following
lunch) took on a patriotic air.
Each military service offered programs whereby college students could volunteer for service and
would be allowed to remain in college for a period of time to complete as much of their education
as possible. This was not designed to provide a way to escape the draft which was in full swing but
to recognize the need for educated men to serve in the great war machine that was being built by
the U.S. To coordinate these programs, Western appointed my boss, Clint Dodson. He entered into
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this with great gusto which reacted on me because he left more and more of the lab
responsibilities to me. Once he called me in to tell me that he wanted me to substitute for him that
evening at a meeting of the student International Relations Club. He claimed he had a more
important speaking engagement that he had to attend. He said just tell them what you know about
these service programs we have going. By that time, I had signed up for the U.S. Naval Reserve
Corp and was promised that I would be allowed to complete my undergraduate work before being
called to duty.
I went to the club meeting expecting to say a very few words, but I discovered that this was more
than a routine program. A debate had been scheduled between the Publisher of the local
newspaper and Mr. Dodson on whether or not the military programs at Western were justified.
The publisher was a strong republican and, like many republicans, considered the war to be
"Roosevelt's War" and he intimated that all students in the service programs at Western were draft
dodgers. Mr. Dodson had really thrown me to the lions because my opponent was a gifted orator
and many years older than me. I did the best I could but I certainly was ill prepared for this
encounter and I thought Mr. Dodson had really thrown me a curve that I did not deserve. It was a
very painful experience for me. As I look back now, after knowing Mr. Dodson for another fifty
years following this event, I know it to be totally in character for him to pull a stunt like that on me
-- Dodson was basically a very lazy man and one who would go to any length, usually feigned
illness, to escape anything he thought might be the least bit painful to him.
I enjoyed my last two years in college very much. I was "somebody" because I was the lab assistant
in biology, a Student Senator and President of the Men's House Government Association. This
caused other students and professors to look at me in a different light and automatically assume
that I was an above average student. This led to my getting involved in other activities such as the
Science Club and student affairs. I was elected a Student Senator and at the end of my junior year
elected to be President of the Men’s House Government and Editor of the Catamount (the college
annual). Students were not allowed to serve in more than one major office at a time so I had to
elect between the two positions - so I chose to be President of the Men's House Government. This
meant I presided over the Men's House Council which took up such matters as conduct, including
trial of students charged with misconduct, within the dormitories.
Two additional events occurred during my senior year at Western that were to really shape my
future more than any others - Juanita became my love - and near the end of the spring quarter as
graduation was approaching, Mr. Dodson called me in for a serious talk. Among other things he
said, "This war will not last forever, and when it is over I predict this institution will experience a
great spurt of growth. As soon as the war is over, I want you to go to graduate school in zoology
and botany and return here to join me in biology." In addition to marrying Juanita, that became my
game plan for my future career. I never considered any other course and I remained in touch with
Mr. Dodson while in service to be certain that he did not change his mind.
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Juanita had remained through my graduation in the spring of 1943, after which she returned home
and I returned home briefly before taking a job with the TVA in Bryson City. I was hired to be the
Recreational Director at the Fontana Dam which was then being constructed. I was told that the job
would not open up for a short time and in the meantime, it would be to my advantage to begin
work with TVA at another job. I was assigned to a Grave Removal Crew who were removing dead
bodies from all the cemeteries within the watershed of the coming Fontana Lake. Nothing much
happened of note on this job that I care to write about. Suffice it to say that I had an unexpected
and somewhat unusual experience unique to most people. I roomed in Bryson City with Arnold
Hyde and Lawrence Stewart and wrote to Juanita every day and she to me.
In July 1943, I received orders from the U.S. Navy to report to Northwestern University in Chicago
for training. For the past year Juanita and I had been together in college every day. Leaving her to
enter the Navy was most difficult. We wrote almost daily and during that time of loneliness, we
decided to be married as soon as my training was complete and I received leave after being
commissioned an Ensign in the U.S. Naval Reserve.
I am certain much of my life, especially the successes, was a direct result of having Juanita as my
wife. I feel she has been a part of my life all my life, but I know this was not the case, since I was
about twenty one years of age and she was twenty when we first met at Western Carolina Teachers
College. I was a senior in college and she was a sophomore (1942-1943). I thank God every day for
her and our three children, their spouses, and our grandchildren. More wonderful blessings cannot
be contemplated. Some say we are supposed to leave behind a better world than we found. Our
major contributions to the world are our three kids and their offspring.
Just before I had to leave to report to the Navy my sister Jeanne came from California with her new
husband Ray Cable with whom I had finished high school. Jeanne, who began work with TVA in
Fontana after she graduated, had continued to correspond with Ray after he had entered the
service and was stationed in Hawaii. He was there during the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor.
Jeanne and Ray had decided to be married as soon as he returned to the states although by that
time he had been gone for four years. She went to California to meet him and they were married
there.
Jeanne, Ray and I (also Arnold Hyde and his wife Dot and Harold "Spider" Collins who would later
marry Juanita's younger sister Violet) met Juanita, Violet and parents in Chimney Rock for the week
end. Juanita and I stayed up most of the night knowing that I was soon leaving for service.
My tenure with the Grave Removal Unit of TVA involved digging up the remains of corpse and
transferring them to new containers for burial at another site. This job ranked along with that of
"ditch digger" but was a bit more interesting in a macabre way. All came to an abrupt end when I
received orders to report for active duty at the U.S. Naval Training Center at Northwestern
University in Chicago, IL. Northwestern University is located in Evanston, IL but their medical school
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is located in Chicago. There the Navy took over dormitories and other facilities for support of a
Midshipman School for training line officers for the U.S. Navy. This involved an intense 3 months of
the most concentrated work any of us had ever experienced. The demands, both physical and
mental, were stringent and never ending, but very effective in producing "90-day wonders" the
name given to us by regular Naval personnel.
From a peaceful pleasant existence I suddenly was plunged into the most stressful and demanding
period I had ever faced. I boarded the train in Asheville. NC. (Juanita had come to see me off) and I
rode the train all night long sitting up in a crowded and dirty coach. I arrived in Chicago about 3
p.m. where I was met by Naval personnel who shuttled me and others, also arriving at Union
Station, to Abbott and Tower Halls located on Lake Shore Drive. By arriving late in the afternoon
room assignments had bogged down in the mass of humanity that was assembling there from
every college and university in the country. I was assigned to Abbott Hall but was told that my
quarters would not be available until the next day. With about two dozen others, I was ordered to
pick up my bag and follow this young Ensign. He marched us from Abbott Hall to Tower Hall. I was
dragging - no sleep, dirty and grimy- and so tired that I could hardly walk. This hot-shot Ensign
decided to give us a taste of what was to become. He began to call cadence and make us march at
a fast clip. I could not keep up. He comes up beside me and began to harass me because I could not
keep in step. My temper boiled and I said "Sir, had you not slept for the past 24 hours as I, I doubt
you could keep up either." He said no more, but that SOB was my company commander and I never
did like him. Later I ran into him in the Pacific and tried to talk with him again, mentioning that I
met him at Northwestern, but he still was an SOB.
The first few days in the Navy were hectic, rushing, rushing, rushing, mustered at all hours of day
and night in the hallway outside our rooms to be briefed by the company and platoon leaders on
Naval matters. We had a lot to absorb in a hurry. I was a bit confused by it all and wondering what I
had gotten into. I realized that here were hundreds of other recently graduated young men, but all
of them seemed to have come from large Universities and most of them from the North and West.
Many of them had Naval R.O.T.C. training. I began to question my ability to cope with the situation.
My morale was shaken by another problem. It seems I had failed to read an item in my original
orders stating that we would have to pay $5.00 for our first pair of regulation naval shoes. I did not
have $5.00 and had to continue wearing my own white shoes. I was feeling desperate when I
received a letter from my sister Jeanne. When I opened it out fell a five dollar bill which was the
greatest present I can remember ever receiving. I obtained my regulation shoes, threw my old
worn white shoes away, and I began to feel a bit more like I might be able to cope with this new
experience.
Three other classmates of mine from Western also reported to Northwestern - Raymond Rhodes
and Bill Smith (two athletes) and Jimmy Cannon from Sylva. Jimmy, Raymond, and I ended up in the
same Battalion but different Companies. Bill Smith was assigned to another Battalion which lived in
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Tower Hall some few blocks from Abbott Hall. Jimmy and Raymond "bilged" out. "Bilge" was the
naval term for flunking. Bill and I completed the program and were commissioned.
My Northwestern and Chicago experience was good for me in many ways. I was exposed to a large
City for the first time. We had liberty from noon on Saturday to Sunday night. I explored much of
Chicago. Service men could ride buses, streetcars and the EL free so I took advantage. Sometimes I
went with others on liberty but generally alone. I had already learned in college that I was not a
"party" animal. I needed some time to myself to think - mostly about Juanita. I saw several good
shows which also included live performances by a number of well-known bands. The greatest
reward was learning that I could compete with my peers from the larger Universities. The course
work and training was most rigorous and demanding and my success did much to boost my
confidence in my own ability and my desire to go to graduate school once the war was over.
Juanita and I continued to write almost daily and before the end of the second month we had
decided we would be married as soon as I completed my training and received my commission.
Juanita's parents apparently raised no objections and her mother began to prepare for one of the
most elaborate weddings ever held in Lowell, NC. I was a different person when I left Chicago after
being commissioned and rode the train back to Asheville where Juanita met me and we went on to
her home in Lowell for our wedding. I remember so well the extreme happiness we experienced
just being together riding down the mountain from Asheville to her home. My two sisters, Edora
and Jeanne, attended the wedding, Jeanne being one of the Maids of Honor. Juanita wore a
beautiful traditional wedding dress made by her mother- this was later worn by Jerri at her own
wedding.
After the wedding, Mr. Fisher drove us to the Barringer Hotel in Charlotte where we had rooms
reserved for two or three days. I remember so well as we were leaving him that he handed me an
envelope which when opened later contained a check for $250.00 and a note saying "Remember I
will always be there for the two of you." We had a short but happy honeymoon in the Barringer
after which we paid a hasty visit to see my family in Robbinsville; I was soon back aboard the train
and headed across the U.S. to California with orders to report to the Fleet Destroyer School in San
Diego, CA for training as a torpedo officer. I went by train back to Chicago and boarded the Super
Chief for the three day trip to Los Angeles and then by another train on to San Diego. To cross the
entire continent in this fashion was quite an experience for me. I kept remembering the writings of
Tom Wolfe about America, however, I was not very impressed with the desert country of the west.
Another three months of intense training followed. I was impressed during midshipman school at
how well the Navy organized and taught complex courses. The instructor in Torpedo School was an
old Warrant Officer who had served for thirty years in the Navy before retirement, but had been
called back to train torpedo officers. I still say even after graduate school that he was the most
effective and best classroom instructor I ever had.
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Juanita joined me in San Diego for the last six weeks of my training. . I lived in B.O.Q. (bachelor
officer’s quarters) until Juanita arrived to join me the day before Christmas. I had arranged for a
single room in a second rate hotel in the center of San Diego where we lived for the remainder of
the time. We lived in that dingy room at the St. James Hotel - the only place we could find. It was
here that we learned later that our Jerri was conceived. I had to leave each morning before dawn
to catch a bus to carry me to the Navy Base and I got back about six o'clock except two or three
nights each week we had a night session. We did have free weekends and we continued our
honeymoon.
During the course of my training we had two or three training exercises at sea aboard destroyers.
My first time at sea was during a rough period of weather and everyone aboard the vessel,
including the Captain, got very seasick. I have never been so sick in my life before or since. When I
got to our room in the hotel that night Juanita says I was absolutely green. I continued to get sea
sick each time I went to sea for the next couple of years but if you remain at sea you eventually get
over it. By the last year of the war I never was bothered with sea sickness again even in violent
weather.
Those of us in the torpedo training class knew we would be assigned to a destroyer. Our only
concern was would we be assigned to the Atlantic or Pacific fleet. When my orders came through I
was assigned to the USS Erben DD 631, Pacific Fleet. I was pleased because the Erben was one of
the new Fletcher class destroyers.
Another sad parting came the day I left Juanita in that shabby hotel room to report first to San
Francisco for further travel. Juanita had to remain another night for her train back home. Her train
trips provided her with some new experiences and she still says the most courageous thing she
ever did was to board the train in Gastonia for San Diego and watch her father and sister gradually
disappear as the train carried her westward. She had a Pullman ticket all the way to San Diego but
she missed her connection in New Orleans and had to sit up for the next four days. She arrived limp
with fatigue and loss of sleep but we were happy to be back together again.
I arrived in San Francisco and reported in only to be assigned quarters in the Plaza Hotel in the
center of San Francisco. No one could give me a clue as to when I would be shipping out or where
the U.S.S. Erben was located. All such matters were kept secret especially the name and location of
ships. I remained in San Francisco almost a month during which time I had only to report each
morning to the Naval Office in the Federal Building to see if I had orders. We were also supposed to
report for physical training but I simply failed to show up and nothing ever came of it. No one had a
clue as to when I would be shipped out. I did not know if I had to sit there until the ship came in or
if I would be sent to join it.
I walked all over San Francisco, rode the cable cars, went to movies and stage shows, climbed to
the top of Nob Hill and the top of the St. Francis hotel, ate many delicious meals, and regretted that
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I had not brought Juanita to San Francisco with me. Had I known that I would remain in San
Francisco for a month she could have been with me. Finally the word came to collect my gear and
be ready to travel. When I reported in I was informed that I was being placed in charge of 250
enlisted sailors and taken to Treasure Island for overnight before boarding a transport vessel
headed west. So I spent another night in San Francisco but in the middle of the Bay.
We went aboard ship the next day and discovered only after we were at sea that our destination
was the New Hebrides Islands in the South Pacific. So for the next three weeks we sailed southwest
without any protective escorting vessels from possible Japanese submarine attacks. But we arrived
in Espirato Santo in the New Hebrides without any problem except when we crossed the equator.
All aboard Naval vessels who have never crossed the equator have to endure a special initiation
into the Society of Shell Backs. Our group had to crawl on hands and knees down the deck while
water from fire hoses were sprayed in our faces making it very slow going down the deck. We then
were dunked into a deep tank of foul smelling slop and made to eat some horrible tasting food.
On the island at Esprito Santo, I was assigned quarters along with about twenty others in one of
several Quonset huts set up for use by transient officers - those who were on their way to find their
ship. There were about 150 of us and we had very little to do. Again, I could find no one who had
ever heard of the USS Erben. This did not distress me so much as the fact that as long as I was in
transient I could receive no mail, although I could still mail letters.
One day I went to the Fleet Post Office and in desperation cornered a nice looking young mail clerk
and asked him if he had ever heard of the USS Erben. He said yes he had some mail bags that were
going out to the Erben but he had no idea where the ship was operating. When I told him I had not
received a letter for the past two months he took pity sake on me and searched the mail for my
ship. He found a single post card from Juanita. Only those who have been in war and far from home
know the thrill of even a post card.
We had only one duty on the Island and that was to censor mail each morning from 10 until noon.
One morning I censored mail at a table with movie star Richard Ney, husband of Greer Garson ( a
great world war II movie actress). This was my first experience in censoring mail. All letters from
enlisted personnel for security reasons had to be censored by officers. The mail of officers was not
censored; this produced a profound feeling that I never was able to get over - the great differences
between the way in which officers and enlisted men were treated. I can recognize the logic behind
the system, but my deep democratic nature still rebels. I hated to read other people's personal
views and most intimate thoughts, although some letters were extremely funny and provoked
much amusement, like a black mess steward who wrote to many girlfriends proposing marriage to
each one. The climate in the New Hebrides was perfect and we had fairly good food and plenty of
ice cream.
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Again came the word to pack my gear and be on the dock at a given time. I was taken in a boat to a
freighter and was off on another leg of my search for the USS Erben. I was the only transient naval
officer on board this U.S. freighter which was operated by the US Coast Guard - the food was
unbelievably good. We left port and headed northwest only to learn as we cleared the harbor that
Guadalcanal in the Solomon Islands was our destination. By this time the battle of Guadalcanal had
been fought and the island brought under allied control. I spent one night on Guadalcanal on an
army cot draped with mosquito net in an open space just a few yards from the dock. This was the
quarters for transient officers on Guadalcanal at that time. During the night I could hear all those
strange jungle sounds which previously I had heard only in movies.
The next day I was taken across the bay to a tiny island called Savo Island to the main transient
village of Quonset huts set at the edge of the jungle. A great Naval battle had been fought in the
bay between Guadalcanal and Savo Island. We lost three heavy cruisers to the Japs in that battle.
We lost so many ships that the bay was called Iron Bottom Bay. Again, I was assigned to a quonset
hut on Savo along with other officers also in search of their ship. By this time I had been chasing the
Erben for over two months and was beginning to think that it was a ghost ship because no one
seemed to know where it was operating. I spent almost another month on Savo Island without a
single duty to perform, not even censoring the mail. Each morning we were awakened by the black
natives marching in single file out of the jungle, passing in front of our hut, and singing in Pigkin
English various American songs. They were on their way to work for the Navy.
Then again came the word to pack my gear and report to the dock. This time when I got to the dock
I saw for the first time DD 631 anchored about 200 yards out in the bay. I had finally caught up with
my ship. I went aboard and was immediately taken under wing by the Executive Officer Lt. Town
Moore, a graduate of the University of North Carolina, who introduced me to the other officers and
to Captain Morgan Slayton. The Captain was regular navy but the Exec was USNR kuje ne. Everyone
was very warm and cordial and said they were glad that finally James Gerald Eller had shown up
because I had so much mail piling up in the wardroom that they began to wonder what was to be
done with it.
Because my first name was James, I was immediately called "Jim" and as long as I was aboard the
Erben I was known as Jim Eller. And on my first day aboard I found my long delayed mail, dozens
and dozens of letters. The Exec told me to go read my mail and then report back to him and he
would give me a tour of the ship. It took me about two hours to read all my mail. Juanita, bless her
heart, had written me a letter every day. I heard from my parents as well and was relieved that all
my folks back in North Carolina were O.K.
I toured the ship with the Exec. He was very friendly and I think partially so because I was from
North Carolina. He was from Pennsylvania but had graduated at Chapel Hill. I think we got along so
well during the tour that he made the decision to assign me to bunk with him in his cabin which
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was somewhat larger than the other cabins. For the next several months, I bunked in the same
cabin with the Executive Officer and he and I continued to get along very well. The only problem for
me was that during the day he was so busy using our cabin for his office that I had to spend my
spare time somewhere else.
When we departed the Savo Island anchorage and put to sea in a couple of days, I learned we were
on our way to support the landing of troops on the northern coast of New Guinea at a place called
Hollandia. I had finally reached the war zone. Our ship was assigned antisubmarine patrol to
protect the troop transport ships. We carried out our assignments without any problem and the
landings went successfully without any appearance of Japanese planes or submarines. I began
standing watch in the C.I.C. (Combat Information Center) where we had access to all the radar and
radio traffic. We kept track from minute to minute of our exact location relative to other ships in
the formation and to our general location in the region that we were operating in.
***********************************
Having enjoyed a very happy and fulfilled life, I can say truthfully that I harbor no regrets
concerning major decisions I made along the way. I had a career which allowed me the luxury of
doing almost exactly as I pleased I often think of how lucky I have been to have been able to gain a
very excellent education and be blessed with a wonderful wife, three priceless children and four
bright and promising grandchildren.
Juanita is also involved at this time in writing her life's story. Perhaps our stories will survive to be
read by some of our great, great or even our great, great, great grandchildren. It would nice to stick
around and see more of our progeny but time marches on and the inevitable is not very far ahead
for both of us. If this story is to be finished, I must be about it because come 30 January 1996, now
only two weeks away, I will be celebrating my 75th birthday.
***********************************
Now it is 1997 and I have just begun to recheck my writings of last year.
A word to the young - Don't waste your precious time in your youth because when you reach my
age you will look back and wonder where the time went. The older one gets, the faster time seems
to pass. But some things are certain about life - life does come to an end - we each begin to die as
soon as we are born. I do not fear death as I did in my earlier years, because life has a way of
preparing us for the inevitable - all living things that reproduce by sexual means must die sooner or
later - only those who practice asexual reproduction manage to be immortal. It is a waste of energy
to worry about matters over which one has so little control.
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Writing this brings forth many long forgotten events and triggers multiple trains of thought that
lead into many long forgotten nooks and crannies of my existence. I began this story without any
outline or structure in mind, but some pattern may emerge as we go along. I will be unable to
provide as much detail about early events in my life - Juanita remembers everything that ever
happened to her. My memory of my early years is not nearly as sharp as hers, and I have no early
pictures, such as she has, to help me recall events. Her memory is a never ending surprise to me
and others. She remembers all she has read, seen, heard, felt or smelled - words to songs and
poems she learned as a child - dialogues of movies - menus of meals for a specific meal eaten fifty
years ago. I am convinced her memory equipment is most unusual and is closely linked to her high
intelligence level. I learned long ago that her I.Q. was considerably beyond mine. Had she gone on
into a professional field instead of marrying me, I am confident she would have been highly
successful in everything except for singing or quick recall about the difference between her left and
right hand.
*********************************
I did not get back to writing this again until Jan 13, 1998 at which time we were living at 3529
Forest Branch Drive, Port Orange Fl., 32119 in a townhouse that we bought in August 1997. The
story of how we find ourselves here involves some decisions and actions that were hardly in
keeping with our previous image. While in Edgewater, Florida for the winter of 1996-97 we decided
to buy a townhouse which we kept for two years, spending only the winter months there. After the
first year we decided to sell our place on Barker's creek - which sold more quickly than expected and we immediately bought into a four unit cluster home at Hills of Avery in Arden, NC because we
knew we would not remain in Florida.
***********************************
April, 1999
Now after a three years hiatus from writing this I am now 78 years of age and have just been fitted
with a pace-maker for my balky heart. We are living full time at the Hills of Avery and expect this
will be our final place of residence. We are especially fond of our four grandchildren: Holly will soon
complete her doctorate and move on somewhere else for post-doc training, Joe works in Atlanta
and is doing well, Jay has just finished his first semester at Western Carolina University, and Bobby
is in his first year of high school, doing extremely well with his studies, baseball and girls. After
reading what I have already written, I have decided to end this story at this point except for some
appended appendices of documents and pictures.
The End
[Editor’s note: Sadly, the appendices of documents and pictures Gerald mentioned were not
amongst the files we found on Gerald’s computer.]
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Comments from Jerry Kendall about Gerald Eller:
Dion Eller and I were students at Western Carolina College which became a university prior to our
graduation. I recall Dion visiting Gerald while we were students and inquiring if they might be
related. As I recall Dion reporting to me, Gerald said that he didn't know much about kinship, just
that he lived in Robbinsville, North Carolina, with no further contact or interest shown by Gerald.
Fortunately, Gerald did become VERY interested in his ancestry in future years and it is great that
he did so much to help the association and in contributing to Ed's book so much. Since photos of
Gerald are short supply, I decided to look up Gerald in my 1966 Western Carolina College annual.
Gerald and most other teachers were not pictured in the 1967 annual that I also have which was
the final year of the school as a college. As transfer students from our local then Young Harris
Junior College along with Dion changing his major, we both needed an extra quarter with the
school becoming a university during our final quarter in the fall of 1967.
I have scanned the page Gerald was shown on in the 1966 edition of the Catamount and will attach
it in case you can and want to use it. The photo is grainy on the copy so it may not be usable, but I
wanted to make it available in case it is of interest.

Page 40

THE ELLER CHRONICLES

Volume XXXII, Issue 3

Facebook Connections
By Dan Liggett

In February, we re-discovered our own Facebook page (https://www.facebook.com/Eller-FamilyAssociation-190414534319873/) and declared we were trying to resurrect it. Well, since then we
have had a few queries through Facebook that have helped people find their way. In fact, the
answers to their questions were actually found in our other online presence, the EFA website
(www.ellerfamilyassociatation.com). One example is detailed below.
Richard Hunter asked: “My grandmother was Ada Eller Hunter out of Asheville NC. She
married Richard Hunter and had four children - Richard, Jack, Frances, and Carolyn. Are you
guys related to me?” Both Harvey Powers (EFA Webmaster) and I responded.
Found a letter written to a Berrell Eller, one with a letterhead of Hunter Insurance Service
and another by your grandmother Ada Eller Hunter in the Aug 1994 Eller Chronicles starting
about page 163 (as marked). http://www.ellerfamilyassociation.com/chronicles/1994_08.pdf
Your grandmother’s letter referred to a Joseph Eller who is in our database as Rev. Joseph P.
Eller: http://www.ellerfamilyassociation.com/getperson.php?personID=I137&tree=JacobJr01
With only the name Ada Eller Hunter and the loose info found
above, a Google search on “Ada Eller” found an entry on MyHeritage
where an Ada H. Hunter (born Eller), 1892
(https://www.myheritage.com/names/ada_eller ). It said she was the
daughter of Albert Nelson Eller and Loretta C. Eller (born Roberts)
and it listed some of her siblings. Albert was born on August 13
1851, in North Carolina. Loretta was born on October 15 1859, also
in North Carolina.

Ada Hunter
Armed with the name Albert Nelson Eller and Loretta Roberts, a search on the EFA database
located an Albert Nelson Eller, married to Loretta C. Roberts. The birthdays matched up
also. http://www.ellerfamilyassociation.com/getperson.php?personID=I265&tree=JacobJr01 The
listing does not provide much detail for her beyond her siblings, but her grandfather was
the Joseph P. Eller mentioned and linked above.
Joseph P. Eller is in the Immigrant Jacob Eller line, also known as the John Jacob Eller line.
This Jacob Eller was married to Maria Eva Getchey (or Ketchey), both of whom came from
the German Palatinate region and settled in Rowan County, NC in the mid-1700s.
And that means that Richard is related to Harvey Powers who hails from the Christian Eller
line (a son of this Jacob Eller) and to my wife (Lauren Eller Liggett, president of the EFA) who
is in the John Jacob Eller line.
Welcome to the family Richard!
As you can see, other than one Google search, all the answers were found on the EFA website,
either by the search of the Chronicles or of the genealogy database. Why don’t you give them a try
sometime? You might be surprised what you might find.
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On The Lighter Side

ARE YOU A GOOD ANCESTOR?
A good ancestor keeps certificates including birth and death certificates;
records including health, military, naturalization, and school; passports;
newspaper and church notices; awards; photos; art and craft work; journals;
Bibles; diaries; baby, school and wedding books; heirlooms.
He or she dates correspondence, cares for tombstones, keeps research
organized, writes or tapes the family stories, and supports family
organizations.
A good ancestor dates everything, is sure that full names are included,
records where material may be found and always sees that at least one other
copy of important data is somewhere else.
A hundred years from now, will they think you were a good ancestor?

Eller Book on Sale
A limited number of a definitive book on Eller genealogy, George Michael Eller and
Descendants of His in America (1957 reprinted 1995), written by: James W. Hook is still
available for sale from the EFA. Make your check or money order for $25 US to Eller
Family Association. Order from Ed Eller (address below).
kermiteller38@gmail.com

Eller Cookbooks Available
An Eller Cookbook was commissioned by the EFA several years ago. Copies are still
available from Ed Eller (address below). Contact Ed at kermiteller38@gmail.com.
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Sales Tax only applicable if you are purchasing from Texas.
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Register Now on the Eller Website
A special section on the Eller Family Association website (www.ellerfamilyassociation.com)
is just for EFA members and will allow access to the current year’s Chronicles, our
membership list and other members-only features. But, to insure that it’s open only to EFA
members, you need to register. This is important, especially for members who receive their
edition of the Chronicles by e-mail. You can go to the website and look for the login link
near the top left of the page (in the brown stripe). Then click on “Don't have a login?
Register for a New User Account.” near the bottom of the popup box. Or you can click on
this address: http://www.ellerfamilyassociation.com/newacctform.php

ELLER FAMILY ASSOCIATION MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION
The purpose of the Eller Family Association is to draw all Ellers, regardless of their particular
family line, and allied families into a cooperative effort. We owe to the present generation and those
of the future, this effort to come together, explore and record our common roots and heritage.
The Eller Family Association has already demonstrated that this approach is the quickest and most
efficient mechanism for sharing family history and genealogical information.
The Mission Statement is that the Eller Family Association exists to assist all Eller and associated
family lines worldwide to:
Discover and preserve our historical past
Report current events and ongoing contributions
Develop and expand current family ties
Provide ongoing biennial meetings to summarize accomplishments
Socialize and provide inspired direction as we focus on the future.
A quarterly newsletter, The Eller Chronicles, is published and sent to each member in February,
May, August and November. Information on all Ellers in the United States and Europe, from the
17th century to the current time is being gathered and made available.
To join the Association, please fill out the following information (to the extent known) and send
with check for $25 for an annual membership, or $250 for a lifetime membership, payable to the
Eller Family Association to:

Ed Eller
Eller Family Association
1124 Ridgeleigh Circle
Dalton, GA 30720

Gift memberships are now available also. Give the gift of family.
Give a new one year membership for $20
Give a lifetime membership for $200
Give 2 new memberships for $35
Give 3 or more new memberships at a rate of $15 each
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Eller Family Association
c/o Ed Eller
1124 Ridgeleigh Cr
Dalton, GA 30720

Remember…please enclose your $25 membership fee
along with your application for membership.
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Eller Family Association
c/o Ed Eller
1124 Ridgeleigh Cr
Dalton, GA 30720

Remember…please enclose the total membership fees
along with the applications for membership.
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EFA ORGANIZATION

President:

Lauren Liggett

2619 Heathergold Drive
Houston, TX 77084

(281)578-8141
missliggy@yahoo.com

Vice President:

Anna Marie Bliss 4217 East Carmel Ave
Mesa, AZ 85206

(480)396-3364
ajbliss3343@yahoo.com

Secretary/Treasurer:

Edward K. Eller 1124 Ridgeleigh Circle
Dalton, GA 30720

(706)278-1516
kermiteller38@gmail.com

Directors:

Thomas J. Eller 1311 Masters Drive
(719)632-2259
Woodland Park, CO 80863 ellertj@aol.com
David G. Eller

PO Box 572216
(713)952-9400
Houston, TX 77257-2216 davideller@msn.com

Jerry Kendall

1700 Kendall Rd.
(706)970-0244
Young Harris, GA 30582 jerrykendall_2000@yahoo.com

Christine Walker 695 Old NC Highway 268 (336)921-3430
Wilkesboro, NC 28697
Harvey Powers

4913 Wynn Ln. Apt. 102 (434) 247-0317
Midlothian, VA 23112
harv@harveypowers.com

Editor:

Dan Liggett

2619 Heathergold Drive
Houston, TX 77084

Web Master

Harvey Powers

4913 Wynn Ln. Apt. 102 (434) 247-0317
Midlothian, VA 23112
harv@harveypowers.com

Historian:

Lauren Liggett

2619 Heathergold Drive
Houston, TX 77084

(281)578-8141
danliggett@gmail.com

(281)578-8141
missliggy@yahoo.com

Contact the Secretary/Treasurer:
To apply for membership to the Eller Family Association
To report a change of address
To report a failure to receive The Eller Chronicles
To purchase back copies of The Eller Chronicles
To purchase the book George Michael Eller and Descendants of His in America by
James W. Hook (1957) @ $32 ea
Contact the Editor to submit genealogy and family history for publication in The Eller Chronicles
Contact the Web Master about submitting and /or inquiring about information on the web site.
To view The Eller Chronicles on the internet, go to www.eller.org or www.ellerfamilyassociation.com

