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Foreword
This book is the work of two brothers, Michael and Dennis Weber, who became curious about
our immediate family and our relationships to other families in the Roseburg, Oregon area. We
both grew up on a farm in Round Prairie, an area between Myrtle Creek and Roseburg, knowing
mostly only close family members on our father’s (Henry Weber’s) side. Our mother, Grace
Duncan, was born and raised in South Dakota, so we only knew her family from infrequent
visits. On Henry’s side, we knew our grandfather, Georg Ernst Weber, his other children, (our
aunts and uncles) and some our first cousins.
What surprised us later in our lives was our ignorance of the plethora of other relatives in the
Roseburg area who also were closely related to us, namely the family of our paternal
grandmother, Effie Nina (Stephens) Weber, who married Georg Ernst Weber. She was also a
descendant of the Harvey family, which arrived in the Roseburg area the same year as the
Stephens family in 1888. We had heard some of the names of family members during our years
at Round Prairie, but had no understanding of our relationship to them and of their roles in our
existence.
Then, as we dug into these connections and relationships, we discovered that our grandfather’s
brother, Moritz Julian Weber, who preceded Georg Ernst to Roseburg from Germany, also
married into an early-settler family, the Fishers, hence further merging the Webers with the
early-Roseburg community. Moritz Julian settled in Roseburg in 1892 and Georg Ernst in 1895.
Moritz, who had studied agriculture in Dresden, Germany, immigrated from Germany to
Roseburg to make his fortune in the prune business. He had first stopped in Iowa to learn
American agricultural methods where he saw a pamphlet extolling the promise of wealth by
raising prunes in Roseburg, Oregon. He was on his way shortly.
Georg Ernst visited him in 1893, but returned to Europe unconvinced of the virtues of Roseburg.
Finally, after working for six months in St. Petersburg, Russia, (both men had been raised the
first part of their lives in St. Petersburg, Russia) he returned to Roseburg in 1895 and settled in
the area for the rest of his life. Moritz, however, later (1914) returned to Russia to seek his
fortune there, and he tried unsuccessfully to lure Georg back to “the old country”; Effie, who had
visited in both Germany and Russia with Georg, refused to go. It was a good decision as Moritz
and his other brothers lost their possessions and nearly lost their lives in the Russian Revolution
which began in 1918. Moritz returned to Roseburg for a short time in about 1921, but left for
Virginia where he spent the remainder of his life. For that reason, there are more descendants of
Georg, our grandfather, which is the reason this work will be more heavily weighted on Georg’s
family.
When the children of Moritz and Georg married, some of them also married into descendants of
early Oregon settler and pioneer families thereby further connecting us with Oregon history. We
have been able to identify many of our cousins but there are no doubt many families still living
in the area that we haven’t identify who are second, third, etc. cousins of ours.
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The two of us, Michael and Dennis Weber, sons of Henry Weber (1909 - 1999), out of curiosity
about our family, decided to put this book together to document what we’ve learned in order to
share it with others who may also find it interesting, either now or in future generations. We
don’t claim to be formal genealogists or historians, but we have tried to be accurate and to note
entries when they are speculative.
Knowing that most of us don’t develop an interest in genealogy, or even in our own close
relatives, until we are older and that reading pages of dates of birth, marriage, and death bore
most of us, we have tried mightily to find photos of the relatives we write about in order to make
our book more interesting. Of course, we don’t have photos of all of them, but through the
efforts and help of several family members that we mention in the acknowledgments, we have
nice photos of much of the family, and Photoshop software has helped to restore many of them.
We have added Appendices to help future descendants or otherwise interested readers in relating
to the people in this work. Appendix X, although incomplete, is a series of descendant lists of
the children of Moritz and Georg Weber, who are the central characters in this document. Since
we concentrated mostly on the spouses (and their ancestors) of Moritz, Georg, and their children,
we added these lists in order to make relationship connections further down the family trees. We
are working to extend them down to younger generations.
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Introduction
First we’d like to set the stage for this book. Since this book deals with early Roseburg-andvicinity families, we present first a brief history of Roseburg’s roots, which is mostly about
Aaron Rose, the founder of Roseburg. Second, we present a short history of the prune business
in Douglas County, mainly because it was one of the biggest draws to the area from the 1870s to
about 1920 and because it is the reason that our grandfather and his brother came to Roseburg in
the 1890s from Germany.
Aaron Rose: Founder of Roseburg
Aaron Rose was born June 20, 1813 in Ulster County, New York, one of the six children of
Jewish parents, William Rose and Hannah Satler Rose. Aaron moved with his family to
Michigan when he was 24 years old, and in 1851, he left Michigan by ox-drawn wagon for
Oregon. He arrived in Oregon August 22, 1851 and on September 25, he filed a land claim of
320 acres at the junction of Deer Creek and the South Umpqua River. Rose farmed the land and
bought and sold horses. He built a home, a clapboard shanty, and he opened a tavern and a
hotel. He would feed travelers and let them sleep on blankets on the floor for $1 a day. Business
was good. Soon Rose opened a butcher shop and a bakery. One settler remembered that there
was no stove at the bakery. A hole in the ground served as an oven.
The small community he established in 1852 was then called Deer Creek. Rose was bent on
building a town. He built and operated a grist mill that was important to the area because it
provided farmers with the means of grinding their wheat into flour. It was said that he made
friends with the Indians and employed many of them. Knowing the importance of commerce he
encouraged others to settle in the area and sold them land. The community began growing.
Rose was a generous man. He donated land and gave financial aid to many community projects.
In 1854, Rose made it possible to bring the county seat to Roseburg from Winchester by
donating the land and money for the courthouse. His generosity was rewarded by renaming the
community from Deer Creek to Roseburgh - later just Roseburg - in his honor on March 7, 1894.
At that time Roseburg's population had boomed to 789 people. Records showed that Aaron Rose,
worth $8,800, was one of its most wealthy residents.
Aaron gave land for churches and schools and he wisely donated land for a right-of-way and
space for the 0regon & California Railroad station circa 1872 which ensured more commerce to
the area. He aided in the construction of the Coos Bay Wagon Road linking Roseburg to Coos
Bay and he was involved in building a dam on the Umpqua River.
He was also an astute politician. From 1856 to 1857 Rose served as a member of the Territorial
Legislature. During those same years, the Rogue Indian War brought soldiers into the area and
Roseburg became the battalion headquarters. The valley prospered.
On September 14, 1867 Frances Elizabeth Arrington became his third wife. They had four
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children. Aaron Rose died March 1, 1899 and is buried in the Masonic Cemetery in Roseburg.
Prune Growing in Douglas County
The very first prune orchards planted in Douglas County were planted about 1878. Orchards
were started that year in Myrtle Creek, Canyonville, and Dillard. Ten years later, in 1888,
orchards were planted elsewhere in the County. The great planting of prunes in Douglas County
was made between 1910-1915. Many hundreds of acres were planted in that brief span. The last
planting was about 1920. Since that date few, if any new orchards were planted, as after 1920.
the price of dried prunes plunged.
In the boom years of Douglas County, 1910-15, prunes were planted on nearly every farm. The
highest price dried prunes ever brought during Douglas County's prune history was in 1919 when
a stupendous price of twenty-two and one half cents a pound was received by the growers. In
1932, the low price of three and one-half cents a pound would not pay the cost of production.
Prunes ripen in the late summer or early fall and are harvested, if possible, as fast as they ripen.
The bluish-purple prunes are in this locality shaken from the trees onto the ground to be picked
up and put into boxes. In some places growers shook the trees onto canvasses that cover the
ground, while in others the prunes were picked as apples or cherries are.
The prunes were hauled in wagons or trucks from the orchard to driers, where they were washed
and spread on trays. Those trays were placed in the drier itself and the prunes remained in the
drier 18 to 36 hours, then were taken out and allowed to cool. The dried fruit was then scraped
from the trays and sacked or dumped directly into prune bins. The latter method was the more
satisfactory as prunes dumped into sacks spoil more easily and seem to go into a "sweat". While
in bins they would keep for a year or so, depending on the moisture in the air and how dry the
prunes were.
Little information is published about the prune business, but Douglas County was one of the
biggest producers of prunes during WWI and prunes were even exported to Europe. The prune
driers also were used to dry hops, which became another huge export item to Europe.
Interestingly, hops that were grown and dried in Douglas County were exported to Germany to
make beer. Prunes and hops, because they were dried, would keep for up to a year under good
conditions. As refrigeration became common, the demand for prunes waned and after about
1920, it was downhill for them and the orchards were uprooted, never to return.
Roseburg and Vicinity Maps
Because we are focusing on the Roseburg-area family and to a large extent, on the family
members who grew up there and stayed in Roseburg, we first want to present an overview of the
locations where some of the early Roseburgers settled. Figure 1 shows some of those major
areas, which are Garden Valley, Dixonville, Roseburg, and Flournoy Valley.
Of those areas, Garden Valley represents the one with the highest concentration of families that
Page 8

became connected with ours. The early-settler families that we’ll talk about are Jones (arrived in
1853), Matthews (1853-1855), Fisher (1866), Harvey (1888), Stephens (1888), and Weber (1892
and 1895.)
Dixonville is a close second to Garden Valley, with the Bonebrake (1864), Oden (1853?), and
Livingston (1853) families settling there.

Figure 1. Map of Roseburg and Vicinity showing some of the main locations referred to in
this document, namely Edenbower, Flournoy Valley, Garden Valley, and Dixonville.
The Flournoy Valley, to the west of Roseburg a few miles, was where the Flournoy (1850) and
Ward (pre 1866) families settled, with the Flournoy family being the earliest arrival of our
“extended” family to our knowledge. A descendant of those families was Ray Livingston Ward,
who married our aunt Cora Emily Weber, daughter of Georg Ernst Weber, in 1917. Ray and
Cora produced our first cousins, Jeanne Marguerite and Kathleen Elza (a.k.a., Katy or Kate)
Ward and their descendants. Both cousins were born in Garden Valley and spent part of their
childhoods there, but they spent most of their lives in southern California. Katy moved back to
Roseburg in about 2004 and at this time (August 2007) lives in Roseburg.
Another important arrival was the Ferguson family in 1888. Donald and Helen Ferguson arrived
from Canada and settled in an area two miles north of Roseburg, later named Edenbower, and in
fact, they are credited with naming it Edenbower. Their son, Archie Neil Malcolm Ferguson,
born November 4, 1893 in the Roseburg area, married Emily Weber, the daughter of Moritz
Weber, the first Weber immigrant to Roseburg.
Now, a definition: When we write about our extended family, we mean all of the people who
became related to Moritz and Georg Weber by their marriages to two local women, a Fisher and
a Stephens. That, of course, includes their wives’ ancestors, their children and all of their
children’s spouses and their spouses’ ancestors. However, since this book is focused on
Roseburg, we try to limit our inclusion to those who marry Roseburgers, that is, spouses who for
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some reason are living in Roseburg at the time of the marriage. Of special interest are those who
have been in the Roseburg area for a few generations. There are several, and that’s probably the
most interesting to Roseburg history.
So, where does one begin? There are several options for picking a place to start writing about
them, such as beginning with the oldest generations and working down, or with the youngest
working upwards. Inevitably, either leads to zig-zagging up and down the generational scale and
sideways to include biological and married-on cousins. No matter where one begins, one has to
constantly backtrack to include all of the relevant family members, which sometimes makes the
story difficult to follow. Since we have to start somewhere, and since we are Webers, we choose
to begin with the arrival of our grandfather, Georg Ernst Weber and his brother, Moritz Julian
Weber.
Then, as they married, and thereby merged into the pre-existing Roseburg community, we’ll deal
with the families of each of their wives and children. But first, some background on the Webers:
Moritz Julian and Georg Ernst.

Figure 2. Map showing a larger area than Figure 1 that includes some towns referenced in the
text that no longer exist in the year 2007.
Figure 2 is included for future reference. Some of the towns, such as Mt. Scott, Wardton, and
the French Settlement are referenced in the text, but no longer exist in the year 2007, therefore,
are not shown on modern maps.
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Chapter 1: Moritz Julian Weber arrives in Roseburg
After completing the college prep school (in German, called
the Gymnasium), Moritz Julian Weber first served as an officer
in the German Army Artillery, then studied at an agricultural
college in Dresden. He then traveled to the United States to
work on a farm in Iowa, where his goal was to study American
agricultural methods in order to prepare himself for life as a
farmer. However, while he was working at the farm in Iowa
for six months, he received pamphlets claiming that one could
make a lot of money raising prunes near Roseburg, Oregon.
So, at the age of 23 in the year 1892, he set out for Roseburg.
His first stop was Portland, Oregon, and after the freezing
weather in Iowa, the mild spring weather in Portland made him
feel like he was in heaven. He next went to Drain, Oregon, and
took a horse-drawn stage to Scottsburg. From there he took
either a boat or stage to Coquille, where he worked a short time
on a farm before continuing over the Old Military Highway to
Figure 3. Moritz Julian
Roseburg, his final destination. Then, according to family lore,
(sitting) and Georg Ernst
he walked to the top of Mt. Nebo, from where he saw a
Weber in 1893
beautiful valley to the north. He walked to the area, known as
Garden Valley, and decided that it was where he wanted to
make his home. Moritz soon bought a farm and set about planting a prune orchard.
Adam Fisher, Melissa Jones and Moritz Weber connections
Now, to back up a bit, in 1852, John Jones (born in 1813 in
Ohio), his wife, Eliza Louisa Imbler (born in 1820 in North
Carolina), and their first four children had left Ohio to settle
in Garden Valley, where they had acquired thousands of
acres of land. Their fifth and sixth children were born in
Garden Valley, the sixth being a daughter, Melissa Jane,
born January 16, 1857.
A few years later, Adam Fisher (originally spelled Fischer),
born in Edigheim, Germany on February 15, 1841,
immigrated to the United States with his family to the Meigs
County area of Ohio in June of 1847. After growing up in
the Pomerey, Ohio area, he served in the Civil War with the
1st West Virginia Cavalry. He came to Garden Valley,
Douglas County, Oregon as a single man, where he first
appears in Roseburg in the 1870 Federal Census. He
Figure 4. Eliza Louisa (Imbler)
married Melissa Jane Jones on January 28, 1874. Their first Jones, mother of Melissa Jane
Jones.
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daughter, Emma, was
born in 1874.
Although the entire
Adam Fisher family
does not appear in the
1880 census, he does
appear in the 1890
Veteran’s schedule
and other related
pension data. The
entire family does
appear in 1900 and
later.
Melissa’s parents had
given Adam Fisher
and Melissa a ranch Figure 5. Melissa Jane Jones,
Figure 6. Adam Fisher, born
born January 16, 1857 in Garden
at the end of the
February 15, 1841 in Germany
Fisher road in Garden Valley, Oregon
Valley as a wedding present, and Adam bought some more land. Garden Valley turned out to be
important in the lives of our family. The ranch just mentioned, which seemed to be referred to
locally as “the Fisher Place” was later sold to the Webers. Also, in 1888, John Jones and his son
(brother of Melissa) sold land to William Franklin Harvey and in 1889, they sold land to Stewart
David Stephens, both of whom were future relatives of our family. In addition, the Joneses also
sold some of their land to Donald and Helen Ferguson of Edenbower. To get an idea of the lay
of the land of the Garden Valley scene, see the two maps in Figures 8 and 9.
Adam and Melissa produced four children. Their oldest daughter was Emma Louisa, who was
born August 7, 1874 in Roseburg. Their second daughter, Ella Barbara, was born May 3, 1876.
Ella married Elbert William Stephens in 1911, but produced no children. Their son, Chester
Pomeroy, born September 18, 1879, married Vadus Davis and they produced three children.
Alice never married.

Figure 7. Children of Adam and Melissa (Jones) Fisher. From Left to right: Emma (b.
1874), Ella (b. 1876), Chester (b. 1879), and Alice (b. 1882), all born in Roseburg
Page 12

Roseburg Area Maps
The two maps in Figures 8 and 9 show the Garden Valley area with reference to Roseburg where
the Jones, Fisher, Stephens, Ferguson (Edenbower), and Weber families settled. The area
bordered on the north by the North Umpqua river, on the West by the South Umpqua river, the
Melrose Road on the south, and the Garden Valley road on the West roughly defines what is
known as Garden Valley.

Figure 8. Map showing the Garden Valley area with respect to Roseburg. A
noteworthy site here is the Riverdale School 123, where the chidren of Moritz and
Georg Weber began school. Moritz Weber was responsible for maintaining the
roads in this area, and he developed new methods to make them passable in the
wet winter months. Edenbower is shown on the map, a township where the
Ferguson family settled after they immigrated from Canada.
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The exact location of the Fisher Place on the Fisher Road is not known, except that it was near
the North Umpqua River. Originally it was at the end of the Fisher road, but it now is different.

Figure 9. This map zooms in on the Garden Valley area and the first farm of Georg Ernst (he
Americanized his name when he became a citizen to George Ernest) Weber. The acreage
bordering that farm to the north belonged to his brother Moritz
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Chapter 2: Moritz Weber marries Emma Fisher in Roseburg
On April 25, 1894, Emma Louisa Fisher married
Moritz Julian Weber in Roseburg.
Moritz and Emma didn’t waste any time starting a
family. Together they produced four children;
Emily Elizabeth in February of 1895, Johanna Jane
(a.k.a. Josie in the family) in May of 1896, Henry
Leopold in July of 1900, and Oscar Felix in October
of 1904.
Not much is known about the agricultural activities
or successes of Moritz in Roseburg (expect that he
didn’t get rich growing prunes!), but many of his
community works, such as road building and the
Riversdale school (see next page), are documented.
Moritz was a born engineer. He was always building
houses, barns, etc. In a different twist, he became
the Roadmaster for that part of Douglas County. He
was responsible for building and maintaining the
roads in Garden Valley and other locations around
Roseburg. He is noted for creating innovative roadconstruction techniques to make the roads passable
in the wet Oregon winter climate.
Figure 10. Moritz Weber & Emma Fisher
wedding: 1894 in Roseburg

Figure 11. The four children from Moritz’s marriage to Emma Fisher. From Left to right,
they are Emily, Johanna (Josie), Henry Leopold (Lee), and Oscar. The photo is a
composite, so the children are shown at different ages. Emily (5) and Josie (4) are shown in
1899, Lee (4) in 1904, and Oscar (10) in about 1912. The numbers in parentheses are their
approximate ages at the time of the photo.
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Moritz the Road Builder
Moritz described his activities as a road
builder in Douglas County in a letter to his
eldest daughter, Emily, in 1950. The contents
of that letter are included as Appendix V of
this book “Moritz Weber: Roseburg Road
Builder.” Reading it will give you an idea of
the engineering aptitude of Moritz as well as
his community spirit.
Riversdale School
Mostly due to Moritz’s efforts, Riversdale
School District 123 (shown on both maps and
in two photos) was built and opened in 1902.
It was one of his main concerns that there was
no school in Garden Valley since by then,
both he and Georg had children approaching
school age. His daughter Emily was one of
the first students to attend in 1902. Leona
Matthews, later Hill, was one of the first
teachers. She also taught Norval and Lester
Ferguson in Days Creek Grade School in the
1930s.
Figure 12. Riversdale School, first class of
1902

The two pictures
shown here were
both taken by our
grandfather,
Georg Ernst
Weber, in 1902.
The first attending
class is shown,
along with some
extras, namely
Ernest and Cora
Weber sitting in
the first row and
Effie standing in
the doorway
wearing a hat.
Figure 13. Full view of the Riversdale School, showing the first class of
Emily, Moritz’s
daughter is sitting 1902. Photo by Georg Ernst Weber.
below the teacher,
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Nellie Bartlett. Our father, Henry Weber, who spent his grade school years in that little oneroom school beginning in 1915, wrote much about it. The building shown here (which
previously sat at the location shown on the maps) has been preserved and relocated in Melrose as
a historic building.
Emilie, Moritz’s and Georg’s mother who lived in Dresden, Germany at the time, wanted
Moritz’s daughters Emily and Josie to further their education (after finishing the eighth grade in
Garden Valley) in Germany; so in 1910 Moritz sent them, along with his wife’s sister Alice
Fisher (already 28 years old), to Dresden, Germany, where they went to a boarding school for
two years, then to a business school for one and a half years.

Figure 14. The Moritz and Georg Weber families in about 1905. Back row, left to right:
Georg Ernst (b. 1872), Elza Flora (b. 1904), and Emma (Fisher, b. 1874.) Middle row,
Maurice Fritz (b. 1902), Effie Nina (Stephens, b. 1876), Oscar Felix (b. 1904), Moritz Julian
(b. 1869), Johanna (Josie) Jane (b. 1896), & Emily Elizabeth (b. 1895.) Front row: Cora
Emily (b. 1899), Henry Leopold (b. 1900), and Ernst Georg (b. 1897.)
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In the meantime, Moritz’s and Georg’s brother,
Heinrich, had become very wealthy in Russia, and
promised Moritz and Georg excellent positions if
they would come to work for him. Georg didn't go
because his wife, Effie, absolutely refused to go to
live in a foreign country. She had experienced
Russia and Germany in the winter of 1900 when
Georg took her, Ernest, and Cora, their first two
children, on a several-month vacation to both
countries. She loved the family and they loved her,
but perhaps the climate and the prospect of learning
Russian as an adult dissuaded her. In any case, it
turned out to be a good decision.
Moritz, however, returned to Russia in 1912 with his
wife Emma and his two sons Henry Leopold and
Oscar and soon began building a beautiful house on
land that Heinrich owned near Pokrowski. To
describe that time period, we include a letter in
Emily’s (Moritz’ daughter) own words:
Figure 15. Emily, Moritz, & Josie Weber
“We moved to Pokrowski near Moscow in 1914.
in 1912. Emily & Josie had been in a
We left Dresden (where they had just finished
st
business school) and arrived in Russia April 1 . We boarding school in Dresden since 1910.
Moritz had just returned to Europe to seek
went first to uncle Henry’s (Heinrich’s) farm in
his fortune in Russia with his brother,
southern Russia where he had a big saw mill. We
Heinrich. The daughters would stay
were there until May 25th. Dad was having our
another year & a half in Germany, then
house built and that summer we all lived in a big
join Moritz in Russia in 1914.
datcha (summer house) until our houses were
finished. Aunt Lily (Heinrich’s wife) and her (two youngest) sons Leopold and Wolf, and their
Fräulein (nanny) came, as I recall, in June. Grossmama (Emilie, Moritz’s mother) died and was
buried in St. Petersburg and Aunt Lily just had time to go back to Berlin to meet Georgi and
Andrei (Heinrich’s & Lily’s eldest two sons) who were coming home from England (where they
were attending an English school) for their vacation when war was declared and they were held
as prisoners. They were all put in cattle cars with a lot of others who were caught there and
taken to some point on the coast south of Sweden. From Stockholm, Lily wired uncle Henry
(Heinrich) and a business friend of his took them under his protection and they finally got to
Pokrowski some time in August after war was declared. As I recall, our house was finished first
and we moved in before uncle Henry’s house was renovated and they continued to live in the
datcha for a short time after we left (moved out.) However, we had all moved before the cold
weather set in. The boys couldn’t go back to England so uncle Henry hired two teachers to tutor
the children. Marussia, who later married my dad, taught Leopold and Wolf and the two older
boys French. A man teacher taught Georgi and Andrei. We also had a teacher to teach my two
brothers (Oscar and Henry Leopold,) who would eventually enter the Russian school, and to
teach my sister and me Russian.
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About a year before the revolution, uncle Henry (Heinrich) bought a farm near Smolensk and a
house in Moscow. They moved to Moscow and we moved to the new farm. That was in May of
1917. Then, in July of 1917, I started back to the states. My sister (Josie) and my mother
(Emma) had left the year before for Boston because we couldn’t get the food my mother had to
have due to ulcers. She died about 6 months after leaving Russia (August 28, 1916) and it was
after that that Dad and Marussia were married in April of 1917. In September, I went to Norway
and took a boat from Oslo to Boston. Dad, Marussia, and my brothers didn’t get out of Russia
until 1918. I was still in Boston (where Josie and mother had been after they came back) when
Dad came back from Germany in 1918. He wanted me to go with them to Oregon as Marussia
was expecting Andrew in June 1919. Lee (Henry Leopold), my older brother, stayed in Boston.
The rest of us got to Oregon in May 1919 and Andrew was born June 26, 1919.” Dad worked at
various jobs until Siegfried wanted him to run a ranch in Germany, so they went back (circa
1921), but Oscar and I stayed in Roseburg. Uncle Henry and Aunt Lily had gotten out of Russia
by way of Odessa.” End of quote.
During the Russian Revolution, Heinrich and Moritz lost
everything. After Moritz and Marussia returned to
Roseburg in 1918, Moritz was hired to manage the
Sunshine Ranch, which was a few miles from Roseburg
while Marussia produced Andrew, their first child
together.
Final days in the old country!
Siegfried Koenig (Moritz’s first cousin) had married a
Norwegian woman, a niece of Edvard Grieg, the noted
Norwegian pianist/composer, which gave him Norwegian
citizenship and enabled him to escape to Norway prior to
the Russian Revolution with his fortune practically intact.
Siegfried had two peat farms near Oldenburg, Germany,
and he offered Heinrich and Moritz employment there as
managers. They both accepted and moved to Oldenburg in
about 1921, but, after two years, Siegfried sold the farms.
Heinrich got a position in Riga, Latvia, (where he
eventually committed suicide) and Moritz returned to the
U.S.(but not to Roseburg) in 1923. Marussia stayed
Figure 16. Siegfried Koenig and his behind until Georgi, their second son, was born in 1923 in
Norwegian wife
Dresden, Germany, and finally Josie, Moritz, Marussia,
Andrew and Georgi were re-united in Roseburg in June of
1923.
Oscar and Emily had stayed with their grandmother Melissa Fisher in Roseburg while Moritz,
Marussia and Andrew were in Germany the last time. Moritz, Marussia, Andrew, and Georgi
eventually went to live in Ravanna district, Albemarle County, Virginia, where he managed a
large farm for a wealthy man. Andrew and Georgi stayed on the East Coast and never lived in
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Roseburg again. Moritz never returned to Roseburg after 1923 except to visit. Moritz died 19
days short of his 100th birthday in Stafford County, Virginia.
Emily and Oscar lived the rest of their lives in Roseburg. Emily died in Roseburg in 1991, just
over 96 years old. Oscar died in 2003, at 98 years .

Chapter 3: Wives and Husbands of Moritz’s and Emma’s Children
Emily Elizabeth Weber (February 10, 1895 - October 27, 1991)

We begin with the eldest child, Emily Elizabeth
Weber, born in 1895. She married Archie
Ferguson in 1921 in Roseburg and they had two
children, Lester and Norval, born in 1923 and
1925, respectively. Both children were born in
Roseburg, although the family moved to a farm
near Days Creek until 1941 when Lester
graduated from Days Creek High School.

Norval lived out his life in and around Roseburg.
He married Karen Kronke in 1951 and they had
three children, Kenneth, Susan, and Thomas,
born in 1952, 1954, and 1958, respectively.
Thomas died in 1976 in an auto accident and
Susan neither married nor had children.
Kenneth stayed in Roseburg, married Rosalind
Hays and they had one child, Emily Elizabeth
Figure 17. Emily and Archie Ferguson.
Ferguson (the second?), born May 17, 1996 in
Roseburg. Kenneth still lives in
Roseburg in 2007.
After completing high school, Lester
Ferguson moved to California, graduated
from college, and eventually settled in
Saratoga, California. They had two
children, James Clement Ferguson, born
September 20, 1952 and Anne Elizabeth
Ferguson, born November 19, 1954.
Both were born in San Jose, California.
Lester’s account of his life in California Figure 18. Lester (on the left) and Norval Ferguson.
is included as Appendix VI The Lester
Photos taken separately at unknown dates.
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Ferguson Family in this book. In 2000, he and his wife, Alice, moved to Granite Bay, CA where
they are in 2007.

Family of Archie Ferguson
Archie Ferguson’s
parents were Donald and
Helen (Reiach) Ferguson.
Donald was born in 1841
in Canada to where his
parents had immigrated
from Scotland. Helen
Reiach was born in
Wick, Scotland in 1854.
Thanks to Lester
Ferguson, their grandson,
we know something
about them. Lester
supplied the photos in
Figures 18, 19, 20, 21,
and 22, as well as the
information in Appendix
Figure 20. Helen Reiach, born
Figure 19. Donald Ferguson,
IX, The Ferguson
in Scotland in 1854
born in Canada in 1841
Ancestry. Donald and
Helen were married in
Canada and began their family there, where their first three children were born. They were John
(b. 1883), Alexander (b. 1884), and Carrie (b. 1887), shown in Figure 21.

Figure 21. Children of Donald & Helen born in Canada.
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In 1888, the five of them moved to Edenbower, two miles northwest of Roseburg, where they
subsequently had three more children, who were Hector (b. 1889), Ann (or Anny, b. 1890), and
Archie (b. 1893) shown in Figure 22.

Figure 22. Children of Donald & Helen born in Roseburg, Oregon.

An interesting bit of Roseburg history is that some time beginning circa 1910 to about 1926, the
Fergusons had a delivery service in Roseburg called theGeneral Delilvery System. That
information we first learned from Henry Weber, who wrote that he remembered seeing “the
Ferguson Boys” for the first time at their delivery service. Henry had a photo (Figure 23) of the
vehicles, that shows four horse-drawn delivery carriages and one Model-T Ford automobile.
Henry remembers them delivering by automobile. In a letter from Lester Ferguson, he explains
that his father, Archie, and his uncle John ran the grocery delivery service beginning sometime
before 1913. They used horses then, and later bought Model Ts. When Archie and Emily
married in 1921, they moved to Days Creek, after which John Ferguson continued running the
business for some time, until about 1926.
Next is an interesting Ferguson family notation:
Edenbower, Douglas County, Oregon. Edenbower is a locality about two miles north of
Roseburg. It was named as long ago as 1888 by a family that moved from the rigorous climate
of Winnipeg, Manitoba, to the Umpqua Valley. This family , especially Helen, was impressed
by the warm sunshine of that part of Douglas County and coined the name Edenbower.
In April 1948, Mrs. John Ferguson (known in the family as Mayme) wrote from Days Creek,
Oregon, that Donald and Helen Ferguson and their first three children came to Roseburg from
Winnigpeg in 1888 and, after living in town a short while, bought a ten-acre tract and proceeded
to make it their home. Helen was so much impressed by the climate and the surroundings that
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she wrote a poem in November 1888 extolling the locality and referring to it as Edenbower. It
was not long after that, perhaps in 1890, that a school was organized, and Helen suggested that it
be called Edenbower. The name was adopted. The Edenbower community did not have a post
office until August 1, 1908. John Botcher was the first postmaster. That office was discontinued
January 31, 1919. The area was later served by a rural route. Helen’s poem, “Winter - A

Figure 23. The General Delivery System, a grocery delivery service owned and
operated by John Ferguson during the years (approximately) 1910 to 1926.
Archie, his youngest brother, worked there from around 1910 to 1921 when he
married Emily and moved to Days Creek, Oregon. The year written on the
original photo caption was 1910, although that can be disputed.

Contrast,” will be found in the Roseburg News-Review for May 21, 1948. It appears in the
column by Charles V. Stanton, and along with it are some other items about Edenbower.
The above information came from Land of the Umpqua, 1986, by Stephen Dow Beckham.

So, to sum up, a German immigrant, Moritz Julian Weber, married Roseburg-born Emma
Fisher. Emma’s father was also a German immigrant, but her mother was Roseburg-born
Melissa (Jones) Fisher. Melissa’s parents, John and Eliza Louisa (Imbler) Jones were
both born in the United States (John in Ohio and Eliza in North Carolina) but not in
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Oregon. They came to Garden Valley from Indiana in 1852 via the Oregon Trail with
John’s father, Jacob, as trail master.
Then, Moritz’s eldest daughter, Emily, married Roseburg-born Archie Ferguson, whose
parents were immigrants from Canada. His mother, Helen Reiach first immigrated to
Canada from Scotland. His father, Donald, was born in Canada, but his parents also
immigrated from Scotland.
The ancestry of Moritz and his brother Georg, is documented in another book, From Russia to
Roseburg: Stories of Webers and Koenigs who immigrated to Russia, merged, then after almost
a century, immigrated to Roseburg, Oregon in the 1890s,

John Jones, b. 1813 in Ohio,
I
I
Melissa Jane Jones, b. Roseburg in 1857,
I
I
Emma Louisa (Fisher), b. 1874 in Roseburg
I
I
I
Emily Elizabeth (Weber), b. 1895 in Roseburg

m. Eliza Louisa Imbler,
b. 1820 in North Carolina
m. Adam Fisher,
b. 1841 in Germany
m. Moritz Julian Weber,
b. 1869 in Russia,
(but immigrated from Germany)
m. Archie Neil Malcolm Ferguson,
b. 1893 in Oregon. Archie’s family
immigrated to Edenbower (Roseburg) in
1888 from Canada: his mother was
originally from Scotland.
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Johanna (Josie) Jane Weber. (May 02, 1896 - April 25, 1995)
Johanna (as we glean from Emily’s letter) did not
return to Roseburg to live after the family fled from
Russia. After a short time in Roseburg, around 1920,
she returned to Boston, Massachusetts to live, where
she and her mother, Emma, had gone in 1916 after she
had become ill in Russia. Josie, as she is known in the
family, married Arthur W. Edwards in 1922. He was
born July 1896 in Brookline, Massachusetts. The
family, Arthur, Josie, Jackson, and Roger, lived in
North Attleboro, Massachusetts in 1930. Jackson R.
was born on April 6th, 1923 and Roger L. was born on
December 28th, 1925. Both were born in
Massachusetts.
Figure 24. Arthur & Johanna Edwards
According information from her nephew, Lester Ferguson, sometime during the depression (but
after 1930), the family moved to Hampden, Connecticut, and in 1939, they moved to Kenmore,
New York. Arthur died in the 1970s or in 1980 in Kenmore. Josie died in Salamanca, New
York in 1995.
As far as we know, other than a few visits to Emily and Oscar, Johanna never spent any time in
Roseburg. We know precious little about her life and have never met her children. Worthy of
comment is the longevity of that family, Josie lived to be 98, her father (Moritz) to almost 100,
her sister (Emily) to 96, and her brother (Oscar) to 98 years old. The exceptions were her
brother Henry Leopold, who died in a gasoline truck explosion at the age of 26 and her mother
Emma, who died of disease at the age of 42 years old.

Oscar Felix Weber (October 22, 1904 - April 10, 2003)
Most of what we know of Oscar came from letters from Emily
and that information only dealt with the years up to about 1920.
From there on, we know that Oscar lived most of his life in or
near Roseburg, that he visited Emily and family weekly when in
town, and that he lived in Dixonville. He spent a number of
years working as a surveyor for the Bureau of Public Roads and
in that capacity worked in Alaska a number of years on the
Alcan highway, as well as some stateside projects.
He never married, though, and didn’t seem to mingle with the
other Webers in Roseburg. A bit more can be gleaned from the
writings of Henry Weber, who wrote about the life of Moritz and
his family back then. He wrote:
Figure 25. Oscar Felix
Weber
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“I met Oscar when he returned from Russia with Moritz and his new wife, Marussia, in 1919.
Because of moving around, missing school, and not speaking English, Oscar, at 15 years old, had
to start back to school in Oregon in the fifth grade. However, he advanced rapidly and
graduated from the Roseburg Senior High School in 1925 at the age of 21.
Oscar's first job was working at the Round Prairie Ranch, which was a large stock ranch that
consisted of over 2,000 acres all together. In 1940, Grace and I bought a part of the ranch and
we spent 30 years there with our two sons.
One of Oscar's jobs was herding a band of sheep up the Little River Trail to eventually end up in
Fish Creek Valley. There were no roads in the vicinity in those days, so the sheep herders and
their dogs would drive the sheep up a long, winding trail to the valley that was high up in the
mountains and about two miles long. Fish Creek was a very small stream that wound it's way
through the valley, and it was full of trout.
His final employment was with the Bureau of Public Roads, where he worked with a Survey
Crew for many years.
End of Quote.
Oscar retired and lived in Roseburg until his death in April, 2003.”
Here is another excerpt from Henry’s description of one of Moritz’s visits directly after he and
his family escaped from the Russian Revolution (which began in 1917):
“Uncle Moritz' son Oscar came with them, and although he looked a little strange in his typical
Russian blouse and knee pants that didn't fasten at the knees, we had many good times together.
We both loved to hunt, and Oscar was soon speaking very good English again. He was a better
shot than I; however I attributed that to the fact that he had a better rifle. After a short stay with
us (in Garden Valley), uncle Moritz and his family moved into Roseburg, where another son was
born to him in June of 1919, by his second wife, Marussia. They named him Andrew. Marussia
called him her little Martishka, (or that was the way it sounded) which supposedly was Russian
for "Monkey"! Uncle Moritz had a boarder staying with them, and he and Oscar were great
friends. One day, as they were sparring around, this friend hit Oscar on the side of his face which
paralyzed the side of his face for some time.
Soon Uncle Moritz took a job as Superintendent of a large ranch a few miles northeast of
Roseburg, known as the Sunshine Ranch. It bordered on the North Umpqua River. Bud and
Ernie worked for Uncle Moritz on that ranch for awhile, and Mom and Dad were very upset
because uncle Moritz made them sleep in the bunkhouse.
I used to get to go see Oscar now and then, as Dad and uncle Moritz visited back and forth quite
often. Oscar and I used to go riding horseback, and I was really crazy about a pinto pony that I
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would always ride. I called it an Indian Pony, and one day when we went for our "riding the
range bit" we took our guns along. I saw a rabbit or a squirrel and I asked Oscar if I could shoot
off the pony's back. He said ,"Sure", and he was right, but he didn't tell me that I wouldn't
remain on said pony's back. I fell off in some bushes and broke the stock on the new 410
shotgun Ernie had given me and I was heartbroken.”
End of quote.
In spite of what Henry wrote and the fact that they lived in the same area for another eighty
years, they didn’t have any appreciable interaction after the above cited events. As we noted
above, Oscar reached the ripe old age of 98 years old!
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Henry Leopold Weber (July 19, 1900 - July 10, 1927)
Other than what we’ve already said about Henry
Leopold, there isn’t very much to report. Thanks
to Lester Ferguson, we have a photo of him that
was taken in Russia when he was around 16 years
old (shown in Figure 26.) and his obituary. The
year of the photo of Ollie is unknown, but is much
later.
Figure 27. Ollie
In 1918, Henry Leopold left Russia and went first Figure 26. Henry
Lucinda (McDonald)
to Norway, where he spent almost a year. From
Leopold Weber in
there he went first to Boston, where Emily and
Russia circa 1916. Weber. Date unk.
Josie had gone with their mother in 1916. After
that, he moved to Illinois to attend Antioch College, where he made his home. On January 25,
1924, he married Ollie Lucinda McDonald (Figure 27) in Illinois and they had one son, Donald
Lee, born May 12, 1925. Henry died there in 1927 while driving a gasoline truck that exploded,
killing him, his passenger, and injuring several motorists in cars.
After Lee’s death, Ollie married a Navy career man,
David Walter Rush, also from Tennessee. Her son,
Donald Lee, lived with them. They had no children
together..
Ollie died on October 7, 1974 in San Diego,
California.
Henry and Ollie’s son, Donald, moved to San Diego
(presumably with his mother after the death of
Henry Leopold) where Donald later married
Rozanne Katheryn Zalabak, born in 1934. They had
four children there. Donald Lee Weber died in 1988
in Temecula, CA.
No photo of Donald or Rozanne was found, but
Donald and Rozanne’s children (from a newspaper
clipping) shown in Figure 28 are:

Figure 28. The children of Donald and
Ollie Weber. Standing, from left to right
are Mark Charles, Zanne Lee, and Kurt
Lee. In front is Kipp Lynn.

Mark Charles Weber, January 30, 1953,
Zanne Lee Weber, born September 05, 1954,
Kurt Lee Weber, born May 02, 1957, and
Kipp Lynn Weber, born January 31, 1961.
All of the children were born in San Diego, California.
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Chapter 4: Moritz Weber and Marussia
Although the theme of this book centers
around the family members who made
Roseburg their home, it seems remiss not to
include a bit about Moritz’s second family,
one of whom (Andrew, b. June 26, 1919) was
born in Roseburg. Moritz spent most of his
life with his second wife, Marussia, although
not in Roseburg.
As previously mentioned (in Emily’s letter),
Moritz’s brother Heinrich had hired a tutor
named Marussia Kornilova (we’ve seen
various spellings of her last name) in Russia
to teach his children (Andre, Georgi, Leopold,
Figure 29. Marussia and Moritz in 1919 in
and Wolf) the French language. The year
Roseburg, Oregon.
after Emma died (August of 1916), Moritz
married Marussia in April of 1917.
The Russian Revolution subsequently ruined their plans to stay in Russia, and the family fled
Russia at the end of 1918 and most of Moritz’s family ended up in Roseburg. In fact, Marussia
was pregnant with Andrew and they asked Emily, who was living in Boston) to join them in
Roseburg to help take care of Marussia. So, Emily arrived back in Roseburg in May of 1919 and
Andrew, Marussia’s first child was born at the end of June.

Figure 30. Andrew Weber,
born in 1919 in Roseburg,
Oregon.

Moritz worked at several jobs in and around Roseburg until
Siegfried Koenig, who had two peat farms near Oldenburg,
Germany, offered him
employment there as a
manager. He accepted and
moved to Oldenburg in about
1921, but, after two years,
Siegfried sold the farms.
Moritz returned to the U.S.
(but not to Roseburg) in 1923.
Marussia stayed behind until
George, their second son, was
born April 20, 1923 in
Dresden, Germany. Finally
Josie, Moritz, Marussia,
Andrew and George were reFigure 31. George Weber,
united in June 1923.
born 1923 in Dresden,
Germany.
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Oscar and Emily had stayed with their grandmother, Melissa Fisher, in Roseburg while Moritz,
Marussia and Andrew were in Germany the last time. Moritz, Marussia, Andrew, and Georgi
eventually went to live in Albemarle County, Virginia, where he managed a large farm for a
wealthy man. Andrew and Georgi stayed on the East Coast and never lived in Roseburg again.
Moritz and Marrusia lived in Stafford County in their later years. Moritz never returned to
Roseburg after 1923 except to visit, and he died 19 days short of his 100th birthday in Virginia
Those of us who grew up on the west coast don’t know much about the lives of Andrew and
Georgi. Here’s what we know, mostly from the writings of Henry Weber.
Andrew Weber, born 6-26-1919, Roseburg, Oregon
Andrew got a masters degree in mechanical engineering, and served with the U.S. Forces in
WWII. After the War he was a mechanical engineer for the Army Corp of Engineers. In
addition, he owned a farm in Stafford County, Virginia. He married Dolly Malone Fry in
November 29, 1941. She was born March 15, 1922. Together, they had the following children:
Mary Catharine, born September 25, 1942.
Nina Ashton, born February 8, 1945.
Richard Steele, born August 1, 1948.
Julie Lee, born June 3, 1951.
Andrew Scott, born June 9, 1954.
Sarah Page, born January 26, 1959.
On June 25, 1988, Dolly died in Stafford, VA. Andrew married Mary Stuart Davis shortly
thereafter. Andrew and Dolly had been friends of Mary Stuart and her husband for years, and
they had adjoining ranches. Mary's husband had also passed away prior to Dolly’s death.

George (a.k.a., Georgi) Weber, born in Dresden, Germany, April 20, 1923 - Died 1990
From an external viewpoint, George seemed to have had
the more interesting life of the two brothers. He was
neither born nor raised in Roseburg, but we think he
deserves mention here. Like his brother, he served in the
military in WWII in Europe. After the war was over,
George met Marcelle, his future wife, in Belgium.
Marcelle’s father was a career officer in the Belgian
Army, and when the Germans occupied Belgium, he
joined the Underground Army. It was a very dangerous
job. They helped downed American and British Pilots to
rejoin their forces; all under great risk. He became Chief
of the Resistance Army. Although at that time Marcelle
Figure 32. Georgi and Marcelle
was young, she helped her father with the dangerous
wedding.
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work. Then in the last year of the war, the Germans bombed every railroad station and the
resistance members had to hide the Pilots elsewhere.
Her father owned a safe house in Liege, about twenty miles from Marcelle's home, where he
occasionally took a downed pilot to a barber shop. One such day when he returned with a pilot,
he spotted a German standing in front of his house with a machine gun, so they returned to town.
The rest of the pilots in his house had been taken prisoner. He immediately sent a soldier to get
Marcelle and her mother to join him. Her mother didn't want to leave their home; however
Marcelle went the next day. Her mother was arrested and was a prisoner for a year.
When the War ended, the Americans liberated them. Marcelle had been hidden by Nuns in a big
hospital, and she could see her father every day. The Nuns took very good care of her. When
they finally all returned to their home and were airing out the house, Marcelle saw a group of
young American Soldiers standing outside their house. Only one spoke French, and that was
George. Her father invited them in and they all had dinner together. Then they all enjoyed a
good night’s sleep in real beds. George kept coming to see her when he had a leave, and they
were married there in 1945.
George was in the Army for another year. They lived in Paris where he was stationed during
that year and where he was finally discharged.
He and Marcelle then came to the U.S. in 1948 and stayed with Moritz and Marussia. George
finished his degree in three years, and then went to graduate school. He received a Fullbright
Fellowship to write his Ph.D. dissertation in Paris, France, so he and Marcelle were in Paris for
another year and a half. His Ph.D. dissertation was The Relation of Church and State in France.
After their return to the U.S., George taught at the University of Virginia. His last position was
with the C.I.A, where, according to Lester Ferguson, he was a translator. After retiring, he lived
in Vermont a number of years, then returned to Maryland. George was known to the rest of the
family to have been very quiet and sort of a loner, hence we know very little about him.
Marcelle became a US citizen in 1950 and taught Kindergarten and French for 29 years. She
retired in June of 1990. George and Marcelle had no children.
From what we could glean, George had some kind of illness during the latter part of his life and
died young at 67 years old in 1990. Until then, George and Marcelle had enjoyed life together.
They visited her parents every other year in Belgium until her folks died and they traveled
extensively in Europe.
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Chapter 5: Georg Ernst Weber Settles in Roseburg
When Georg, Moritz’s brother, got out of the Army in
1893, he came to visit Moritz in Roseburg. In
Georg’s own words. “In 1892 I served my country in
the Königin Olga Dragoon Regiment, was promoted
to 2nd Lieutenant and put in the Reserve in 1893. I
came to the U.S. to visit my brother Moritz, who
owned a farm in Roseburg. I stayed about eight
months. I didn't like it here and went back to Russia,
St. Petersburg, and worked for six months in a drug
store. They offered me a very attractive position in
Trutsh, Siberia, but Mother talked me out of it. In
1895, I returned to the U.S. and this time I
appreciated this country more, bought a farm in
Garden Valley, and married Effie Stephens January
18, 1897.”
Georg Ernst Weber settled in Roseburg and, except
for three trips to Germany and Russia (1900, 1904, &
1914), never left Oregon again except maybe for an
occasional short trip to California. In gathering
information for this book, we tried to get a feel for
what Georg was like, not only for the book, but
Figure 33. Georg Ernst Weber in 1892
because he was our grandfather and we’d like to
know more about him. We asked family members who spent time with him what he was
interested in, what he talked about, what he enjoyed, but we never were able to learn much
except that he was strict and very religious. That he was a Christian Scientist is well known, but
that he was very religious surprised me. I (Dennis) used to stay with him when I was in high
school, sometimes for a few days, so that Elza and Albert, with whom he lived for the last
several decades of his life, could have some time to themselves. I never heard so much as one
word about God or religion, but perhaps it was because I was too young at the time to ask the
right questions. I just remember him as a nice old man who drank tea and crocheted rugs as a
pastime. I remember that he told me stories about the boarding school (The Bender Institute)
where he, Moritz, and Heinrich went to school for four years after his father died. But, my lack
of life’s experience didn’t allow me to appreciate them or to ask more questions. The man
would have been a wealth of information about many of the ancestors written about in the four
books. The most tragic thing was that he kept diaries all of his life, but burned them all when he
thought his death was imminent. They would have been priceless!
So now, we muddle on and try to piece his story together with what little we have of his past.
Fortunately, his oldest brother Leopold wrote a few anecdotes about him in a couple of his
books, and we glean some information from letters and notes that survived the years.
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Just as a reminder of his life prior arriving
in Roseburg, recall that he was born in what
is now Tallinn, Estonia while his parents
and siblings were vacationing with his
father’s parents, Eitel Moritz and
Wilhelmine (Bötz) Weber. Leopold, in his
book about the family’s vacations in
Estonia, writes of Georg’s birth in Tallinn
and mentions him fleetingly in other
anecdotes of their escapades in later years
when they vacationed in Meriküla, Estonia.
Other than that, we have no information
about him until his father’s death in 1882
when Georg was ten years old. The family
spent the summer following his father’s
death on the Ukraine estate of the “Sugar
King” Leopold Koenig, and then attended
school one more year in St. Petersburg.
After that year, according to the wish of his
late father, he, Moritz, and Heinrich were
sent to the Bender Institute boarding school
near Weinheim, Germany. Unfortunately,
we have not one single anecdote of those
four years. His mother stayed in St.
Petersburg with Leopold and his sister,
Elisabeth, supposedly because Leopold
wanted to finish his last two years of
Figure 34. Georg E. and Effie (Stephens) Weber
schooling there. However, two years
wedding picture, January 1897 in Roseburg
became four as Leopold also attended the
University in St. Petersburg for two years.
So, after four years at the Bender Institute, his mother left St. Petersburg with Leopold and
Elisabeth, picked up the three brothers at Weinheim, and they all moved to Karlsruhe where the
three brothers entered the Gymnasium, the college track level of education in Germany. It is
interesting to know, perhaps, that at the Bender Institute, they received an extremely rigorous
academic education, which included studying up to 5 different languages. They had to rise at
5:30 am to attend classes before having breakfast, and they continued the entire day. No wonder
that all of the brothers were fluent in English when they came to this country, even though
English was not the “international” language at that time. French was. The other languages they
learned were French, Latin, and Greek. Their native language was German, but they also were
fluent in Russian. We don’t have a year for their graduation from the Gymnasium, but Germans
usually are about 19 years old when they graduate. So, most likely, Georg graduated in 1891 or
1892, then served his time as an officer in the German Army, as he describes briefly above.
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There is some time unaccounted for, but on the other hand, imagine traveling in 1893 from
Europe to Roseburg, Oregon. One would have to have taken a steam ship from Europe to New
York, then the train entirely across the US to Portland, then south to Roseburg. He made the
first round trip (Germany-Roseburg-Russia-Germany) in 1893 to 1894, then returned to
Roseburg in 1895, no small amount of traveling in those days.
We don’t know anything about Georg’s activities from 1895 to January 18, 1897 when he
married Effie Nina Arvilla Stephens, but we know quite a bit about them after that, much of it
thanks to his youngest son, Henry V. Weber (1909 - 1999), who was our father.
The following is a brief ancestral chart for Effie Nina Arvilla Stephens.
1. Effie Nina Arvilla Stephens was born December 16, 1876 in Saunders Co., Nebraska and
died June 17, 1935 in Roseburg, Oregon.
Effie’s father: 2.
Effie’s mother: 3.

Stewart David Stephens
Cora Arvilla Harvey

2nd Generation (Effie’s Parents)
2. Stewart David Stephens was born September 4, 1849 in Hannibal, NY and died December
22, 1913 in Albany, OR.
4. Stewart David’s father: Johnson Stephens
5. Stewart David’s mother: Sylvia Mosher
3. Cora Arvilla Harvey was born January 25, 1858 in Massachusetts and died September 17,
1890 in Roseburg, Oregon.
6. Cora Arvilla’s father: William Franklin Harvey
7. Cora Arvilla’s mother: Arvilla S. Thurlow.
3rd Generation (Effie’s Grandparents)
4. Johnson Stephens was born March 18, 1812 in Knox, New York, died between 1850 &
1860, either in Hannibal, New York or in Coldbrook, Illinois.
5. Sylvia Mosher was born 1810 in Hannibal, New York, died Jan. 1880 in Saunders County,
Nebraska.
6. William Franklin Harvey was born February 28, 1822 in Lowell, Massachusetts and died
November 7, 1902 in Roseburg, Oregon.
7. Arvilla S. Thurlow was born September 24, 1821 in Woodstock, Maine and died November
5, 1902 in Roseburg, Oregon.
Note: Johnson Stephens and Sylvia Mosher appear again in Chapter 7
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Effie Stephens’ Ancestors: The Stephens, Harveys, Thurlows, & Moshers
The Second Weber merger! First, however, some information about Effie Stephens and her
family, namely the Stephens, Mosher, Harvey, and Thurlow families shown in the chart on the
previous page. The family information was taken from writings by Henry Weber and from
research done by Michael Weber.
We begin with Effie Nina
Arvilla Stephens’
grandparents, who were
William Franklin and
Arvilla (Thurlow) Harvey.
William F. was born in
Massachusetts in 1822 and
Arvilla in Maine in 1821.
Somehow they met and
married in April of 1844 in
Dracut, Massachusetts. By
1846, they moved to
Newburyport,
Massachusetts, where they
had three children, Frank
Lorentin (b. 1846), William
A. (b. 1850) and Cora
Figure 35. William Franklin and Arvilla (Thurlow) Harvey.
Arvilla (b. 1858.)
By 1870, the Harvey family had moved to Saunders County, Nebraska. In about 1873, Frank
Lorentin married
Julia Diania
Gillmore, born 1851
in Wisconsin. They
had three children,
Joseph Edwin ( born
1874), Ida Cora
(born 1876), and
Loren Duane Harvey
(born 1884.) The
first two children
were born in
Saunders County,
Nebraska and Loren
Duane was born in
Antelope County.
Figure 36. Frank Lorentin and Julia (Gillmore) Harvey
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Their three children are shown below in Figure 37.

Figure 37. The three children of Frank & Julia Harvey. From left to right are Ida Cora,
Joseph Edwin, and Loren Duane. Photos are from different time and ages at time of
photos are not known.
Figure 38 shows William A. Harvey
and his wife Rachel. Nothing is
known about Rachel except that she
was born in 1860 in Illinois. Figure
38 is the only photo we could find of
either of them.
William A. and Rachel had two
children, Lula (born 1877) and Edna
(born 1879) both in Nebraska. We
were not able to find a trace of Lula,
but Edna showed up in the 1900
census, along with her future husband
Linn Harris. They married and had a
son, Roy, born circa 1902. The three
of them appeared in the 1910 census
in Albany, Oregon.
Harveys meet the Stephens
When ( circa 1870) the Harvey family
moved to Saunders County, Nebraska,
they presumably met up with the
Stephens family.

Figure 38. William A. and Rachel Harvey.
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Census records show that Johnson and
Sylvia (Mosher) Stephens lived with
their two sons, Stewart David and Elbert
E., in Hannibal, New York in 1850.
Stewart David was only a few months
old at that time and Elbert E. was thirteen
years old.
Census records for 1860 found Sylvia,
Elbert E., and Stewart David, along with
Sylvia’s brother, David Mosher and his
family in Coldbrook, Illinois. That
would indicate that between 1850 and
1860, Johnson Stephens died. Elbert E.
married in Illinois in 1866 and had a
child there in 1868. By 1870, however, Figure 39. Cora Arvilla (Harvey) and Stewart David
the whole family had moved to Saunders Stephens
County, Nebraska, where
Sylvia died in January of
1880. Elbert E. and Stewart
David were living there still
in 1880.
Sometime after the Stephens
family arrived in Saunders
Co., they met the Harveys,
because in 1873, Stewart
David Stephens married Cora
Arvilla Harvey. While still
living in Saunders County,
Stewart David and Cora
Arvilla had four children,
Elbert William (b. 1874),
Effie Nina Arvilla (b. 1876),
Vivian Elsie (b. 1879), and
Elma Elzade (b. 1881.)
Sometime after Elma’s birth,
the family moved to Neligh,
Nebraska and in 1887, their
fifth child, Floyd Emerson,
was born.
One year later, in 1888, both
the Harvey and Stephens

Figure 40. Family of Stewart David Stephens plus Ida Cora
Harvey. Back row left to right are Elbert, Elsie, Ida Cora,
Stewart David. Sitting Left to right are Effie and Elma. In front
is Floyd. Photo taken in Roseburg in 1895 by Georg Ernst
Weber.
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Figure 41. Elbert William, Blanche (Burtis, 1st Wife), and Ella
(Fisher, 2nd Wife) Stephens.
families were living in Garden Valley, Oregon. The exception
was Stewart David’s brother, Elbert E., who didn’t appear in the
Roseburg area until 1903. .

Figure 42. Elbert W. and
Kathryn (Agee, 3rd Wife) in
later years.

Property deeds show that the Harveys bought land in August of 1888 and that Stewart David
purchased land in January of 1889, both in Garden Valley.
Georg Ernst Weber bought land there around 1895 shortly after he immigrated from Germany
and made Garden Valley his home. It isn’t difficult to imagine how he and Effie met in such a
small community, but nothing seems to be written about it.
Upon the death of Effie’s mother (Cora Arvilla [Harvey] Stephens) in December of 1890, Effie
had to quit school to tend to the family, as she was the oldest daughter, just under 14 years old,
and her youngest brother, Floyd Emerson, was barely three years old.
According to Effie, the family had very hard times when they first came to Oregon. One winter,
they only had potatoes, bread, and gravy to eat. In addition to caring for the other children, she
had to carry water from the South Umpqua river for the household and to do the washing. Her
father, Stewart David was a farmer and carpenter, according to family lore. In 1896, Stewart
David married Anna Stephens (his 1st cousin) in Yreka, CA., and in 1907, they moved to Albany,
Oregon, where he sold real estate. He died there in 1913.
Effie’s older brother, Elbert W. (b. October 17, 1874), married Blanche Burtis and had two
children, Avis (b. 1898) and Alfred (b. 1900.) His first marriage to Blanche didn't last (we don’t
know what happened to her!). He later married Ella Fisher, who was Moritz Weber’s wife’s
sister. He and Ella eventually moved to Reedsport, Oregon where he had a large greenhouse and
did a lot of fishing. He lived there until Ella died in 1935, after which he remarried to Kathryn
Pearl Agee (born Feb. 4, 1886 in Wilbur, Oregon) in 1938 and moved to Woahink Lake where
they resided until he died in 1960. Kathryn Agee’s family were early Oregon settlers.
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Elsie Vivian Stephens (b. Jan 26, 1879) married in Albany,
Oregon to a baker by the name of Carl E. Schnurstein. Carl
was born November 2, 1876 in Neukalen, Germany and
immigrated to the US, arriving in New York in October of
1886 with his parents and a sister. Their destination was listed
as Roseburg, Oregon. He and Elsie Vivian had three children
together. They were Marjorie Marie (b. June 06, 1902 in
Albany, Oregon), Velma Carlena (b. June 24, 1903 in Albany),
and Leah E. (b. September 29, 1906 in Albany). A son, Albert
was born in 1905, but died soon thereafter.

Figure 43. Elsie Vivian
Stephens.

Elsie Vivian divorced him and remarried to Benjamin Chilson.
She died September 13, 1947. Carl died February 13, 1929 in
Roseburg.
Elma, Stewart David’s youngest daughter, married Roscoe
Miller. Elma died in childbirth in 1915.

Floyd Emerson was the youngest of the family, born August
12, 1887 in Neligh, Nebraska, moving with his parents and
siblings to
Roseburg in
1888. At 20
years old, he
moved to Albany,
Oregon with his
Parents He
married Etura
Van Buskirk and
they had two
Figure 44. Elma (Stephens)
children, Stewart
Miller
(b. 1909) and
Carl (b. 1911) who were probably born in Albany.
Floyd became a baker. He reappeared in Roseburg
and worked for awhile at the Model Bakery there.
He eventually bought a bakery in Powers, Oregon,
probably around 1925, and lived there a good
many years. [Note: during that time, he hired the
young Henry Weber to work in his bakery.] But
Floyd had asthma bad, so he eventually sold out
and returned to Roseburg, where he worked at the
Elks Club. He died in Portland, Oregon in 1948. Figure 45. Floyd Elbert and Etura (Van
Buskirk) Stephens.
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About Effie Nina Arvilla, Henry wrote: “My
Mother (Effie Nina Arvilla) was the kind of person
you meet only once in a lifetime. She was kind,
generous to a fault, and I have never heard her
speak ill of anyone. She could always find
something good to say about everyone. One of
her favorite sayings was; "There's so much bad
in the best of us, and so much good in the worst
of us, it hardly behooves any of us to talk about
the rest of us." She was very religious, but lived
her religion rather than talked about it. She
worked from daylight till dark and never
complained about a thing.” Henry Weber,
March 27, 1976
So the stage was set for the “new-world” Weber
family. Georg and his brother Moritz married
local girls, one from the Stephens family and
one from the Fisher family. To mix it up, as we
saw above, one of the Stephens brothers married Figure 46. Effie Nina Arvilla Stephens in
one of the Fisher sisters. Above, we saw some 1895.
high points of the Moritz Weber family’s life,
and the migration of Effie’s ancestors to the Roseburg area. Now we will concentrate on the
family of George Ernst and Effie Nina Arvilla, but this time in more detail because it is the aim
of this writing to focus on the Roseburg and vicinity Webers. Georg and Effie were responsible
for producing the majority of us, and since Henry, our father, assumed the task of being a local
historian during the last twenty years of his life, some of the stories will be told from his
viewpoint. To keep the story at least mildly interesting, we will try to include anecdotes that
show how life was back then, rather than to produce just a genealogical description of births and
deaths, although there will be plenty of them.
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The Children of Georg Ernst and Effie Nina (Stephens) Weber
To get oriented, we introduce briefly the children of Georg and Effie, who were born in
Roseburg and Garden Valley. After some quick info, we’ll elaborate on them individually. Here
they are:

Figure 47. The children of Georg Ernst and Effie Nina (Stephens) Weber. From left to right
are: Ernest (born 1897), Cora (born 1899), Maurice (born 1902, a.k.a. Bud), Elizabeth (born
1904, a.k.a. Elza), and Henry (born 1909.)
Ernest George Weber was born October 24, 1897. He first married Maude Allen, had five
children, George, Wanda, Joyce and William. Maude died in childbirth having their fifth child.
Elza and Albert adopted that child, but it died about six months later. Ernie eventually married
Agnes Hunter, a widow with two children, Evelyn and Dorothy. Ernest died in 1992 at the age
of 94 years old. Ernest’s biological children are:

George Ernest Weber, born September 13, 1921 in Garden Valley. He married Ella Gay
and they had four children, Linda Gay (b. November 25, 1946), Joyce Marie and Janet
Ann (twins, born September 7, 1948), and Rita Kay (b. October 27, 1954.) George
Ernest and Ella divorced and George married Sara Leona Sheridan (a.k.a., Leona).
George and Leona had no children together. At this writing (September, 2007) George,
Leona, and George’s four children all live in Roseburg or in the surrounding area.
Wanda Lee Weber, born October 16, 1922, married Eugene Donald Hargis in 1946.
They had five children, James Paul (b. March 19, 1948), Robert Eugene (b. August 7,
1950), Mary Gene and Lawrence Merle (twins, b. March 15, 1952), and John Philip (b.
August 8, 1954.)
Joyce Effie Weber, born January 20, 1924 in Roseburg, married Richard Leonard Kinney
in 1945. They had three children, Gwendolyn Janice (b. June 24, 1946), Jane Maude (b.
May 15, 1948), and Josephine Valerie (b. December 10, 1953.) All three children were
born in California.
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William Allen Weber (a.k.a. Billy), born March 17, 1925, married Helen Richmond in
1946. They had three children, Greg Allen (b. October 10, 1947), Gary Sterling (b.
October 7, 1950), and Daniel Paul (b. April 1, 1952.) Billy was killed in a helicopter
crash in Hood River County, Oregon, in 1965.
Carol Ann Weber, born October 17, 1937, died April 13, 1938.
Cora Emily Weber was born January 7, 1899 in Roseburg. She first married Ray Ward and had
two children during that marriage, Jeanne Marguerite and Elza Kathleen. She divorced Ray,
married Ocla White, divorced him, married Harry Dutton, he died, then she married Berger
Tinglof, a well known Los Angeles attorney, but then he also died. She never married again, but
she had two other “significant others.” They were Peter Didtel and Phil Harth, both of whom
she also outlived. Both Peter and Phil were Roseburg residents, in fact, Cora almost married
Peter before she married Ray Ward. It seems, however, that Peter was more fond of fishing than
of Cora, so she moved on. Cora died in 2001 at the age 102 years old. She only had children
from her first marriage to Ray Ward; they are:
Jeanne Marguerite Ward, born September 10, 1918 in Garden Valley. She married James
Lee Crawford and they had three children James Lee, Jr. (b. 1941), Sally Jeanne (b.
1943), and Kathleen Ann (b. 1945.) Jeanne divorced and married Alan Palmer. They
had no children together.
Kathleen Elza Ward (a.k.a. Kate or Katy, born February 12, 1920) married Shirley M.
Vader and they had two children, Steven L. (b. 1941) and Suzette (b. 1944). They
divorced and she married James Traill Anderson and they had two children, Douglas
Traill (b. 1952) and Jon Scott (b. 1954)
Maurice Fritz Weber (Bud) was born Oct. 22, 1902 at Roseburg, Oregon. He married Kathleen
Bonebrake in 1923 and they had one son, Maurice Jr. Bud died of cancer in 1970 at the age of
67.
Maurice Fritz Weber Jr., born August 23, 1924, married Annabel Ryerson in 1954 and
they had three children, Maurice (a.k.a., Mark, b. March 23, 1956), Kathleen Marie (b.
November 3, 1960), and Andrew Edward (b. June 16, 1957.)
Elza Flora Weber was born Sept 4, 1904 in Roseburg, Oregon. She married Albert R. Kronke
in 1922. Albert died at the age of 64 (in 1965) and Elza never remarried. They had no children
of their own but adopted a daughter, Karen Lynette, born February 14, 1934. Elza died in
Roseburg May 22, 2001 at the age of 96.
Karen Lynette Kronke married Norval Alexander Ferguson (son of Emily (Weber)
Ferguson and grandson of Moritz Julian Weber.) Norval was born May 16, 1925 in
Roseburg. They had three children, Kenneth Alec (b. October 14, 1952), Susan Elaine
(b. September 30, 1954), and Thomas Neil (b. January 25, 1958.) Karen divorced
Norval, then married Bill Marie, divorced him, and finally, she married Audie Campbell.
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No children from the last two marriages. Thomas Neil died in an auto accident in 1976
and Norval died in 2002 at the age of 76.
Henry Milo Victor Weber was born October 19, 1909. He first married Marybelle Rockwell in
June of 1929 and they were divorced in April of 1933. There were no children from that
marriage. In February of 1934, he married Grace Duncan (born September 8, 1910 in South
Dakota) and they had two children, Michael Lee and Dennis David. Henry died in 1999 at the
age of 89 and Grace died in 2006 at the age of 96.
Michael Lee Weber, born March 3, 1936, married Judith Ann Kuester in 1963 and they
had three children, Dana Aileen (b. October 17, 1964), Daniel Warren (b. August 20,
1969), and Dawn April (b. December 11, 1977.) Michael and Judith divorced and
Michael married Rosalie Renee Klint in 1982.
Dennis David Weber, born September 6, 1939, married Theresa De-La-O and they had
one son, David Whitney, born August 19, 1967 in Silver City, New Mexico.
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Chapter 6: Wives and Husbands of Georg and Effie’s Children
Now we expand on what we presented in the last chapter to explore the marriages with locals
and immigrants of the Georg Ernst and Effie Nina Weber children. We begin with Ernest, the
first child.
Ernest George Weber, born 1897, died 1992.
In October of 1920, Ernest married Maude Allen, who
was born in Shedd, Oregon in 1901. Maude died in 1937
about 8 days after the birth of her fifth child, Carol Ann.
Maude’s mother was Daisy L., born circa 1875 in
Massachusetts. Daisy’s father and mother both were born
in England.
Maude’s father was Louis N. Allen, born in about 1865 in
Michigan. His mother was born in New York and his
father was born in Ohio. Maude had three siblings, all
born in Oregon; Alta M., born in about 1899; Ida, born in
about 1900, and Van L., born in about 1910.
So, Ernest married an Oregonian whose parents were both
born in the United States, although not in Oregon. In
1939, Ernest remarried to Agnes Smith, who was born in
California, but they had no children together.
Figure 48. Ernest & Maude
Wedding Photo

Figure 49. Children of Ernest G. Weber’s first marriage to Maude. From left to right are
George (b. 1921), Wanda (b. 1922), Joyce (b. 1924), and William (Billy, b. 1925.) Pictures
are from different times. A fifth child, Carol Ann, was born in 1937, but died 6 months later.
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First, because Cora’s and Maurice’s spouses (Ray Ward and Kathleen Bonebrake, respectively)
have interesting ancestry with respect to Roseburg, we present a chart that shows their spouses
and some of their spouses’ ancestors.

Figure 50. Ancestors of Ray Ward and Kathleen Bonebrake
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Cora Emily, born 1899, died 2001.
Cora was, perhaps the most interesting of the five siblings in several ways, but that’s a long
story. Appendix VIII: Cora and Ray Ward contains text that was extracted from Henry Weber’s
writing and only slightly edited. It is a story of Cora as seen from Henry’s viewpoint. However,
our topic here is her husband and his ancestors.
In November of 1917, at the age of 18, Cora married Ray
Livingston Ward, a local character with an Oregon pedigree that
reaches back to 1850. From a Roseburg history standpoint, he
may have been one of the most interesting characters in the
family. Thanks to Cora’s and Ray’s daughter, Jeanne (Ward)
Palmer and Jeanne’s daughter Sally Jeanne (Crawford) Levi, we
came across a genealogical book written about Ray’s ancestors.
It’s a story of the Flournoy family that settled in what became
Flournoy Valley, a few miles west of Roseburg. Appendix II:
The Flournoy Family and Ray Livingston Ward, contains
excerpts from the 1976 book "Branches from the Flournoy
Family Tree” by Wayne Spiller. It’s an interesting story.
Ironically, however, Ray Livingston Ward was probably the
most unpopular member of the Weber family of which we write
Figure 51. Ray Livingston
here. He was so despised by his wife Cora, and Cora’s father,
Ward
Georg Ernst Weber, that they literally cut his picture out of
every photograph they had of him. Very few survived and we have none with both of them in
the same picture! The reason for such vitriol is
not clear to us.
After producing two children, he and Cora
divorced within five years of their marriage (in
1923), after which Ray left and was seldom
seen or heard from again. Ray remarried to
Lillian Julianne Strobel in 1937 and had one
more daughter. He died in 1981 in Portland,
Oregon. According to his daughters Jeanne and
Kate, he had very little contact with them after
his divorce from Cora in 1923. Why he didn’t
keep in better communication is not known.
Jeanne and Katy don’t have much to say about
him because they didn’t get to know him well only that he abandoned them for whatever
reason.
Ray tried his hand at a cleaning and pressing
business (The Radio Cleaners) in Roseburg

Figure 52. From left to right, Jeanne, Cora,
and Katy Ward in 1932 in California.
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around 1920. Georg Ernst signed for a loan for the business, but it failed and Georg got stuck
with paying back the loan. The Weber family seemed to think that he only married Cora to get
at the money that he believed Georg Ernst still had. Georg Ernst was from a wealthy family in
Germany, but all that wealth was lost in WWI and the Russian Revolution, both having preceded
1920. So, there are many plausible reasons for Ray having been despised, but we choose to
withhold judgement here and tell about his family. After all, he’s long gone!
One thing we learned from his daughter, Jeanne, was that he trained and performed with exotic
birds, having presented a bird act in Florida. He obtained the birds in Mexico by smuggling
them across the border in his car, a rather risky thing to do.

The ancestors of Ray Livingston Ward.
Ray is a descendant of Oregon pioneers from two
branches of his family (see the chart on a
previous page.) His mother, Etta Adel
Livingston, was born in Dixonville, Oregon in
1870.
Etta Adel’s father, John Livingston, was born in
Missouri and came to Oregon in 1853 by wagon
train. John married Lethy Jane Mathews in
Roseburg February 07, 1866. It’s not known how
he met Lethy Jane Mathews (or how she got to
Roseburg), but there must have been a connection
since she and John were born in the same town in
Missouri. Their story is interesting, so we present
an except from Appendix III: John Livingston's
account of his life and family:
"I was born March 8, 1838 in Clinton County,
Missouri near Plattsburg. When I was quite small Figure 53. Ray Ward and his mother, Etta
my parents moved to Andrew County, Missouri, Adel (Livingston) Ward in 1957
three miles east of Savannah, Missouri. From
there they moved to Dekalb County, Missouri when I was seven years old.
From there we started across the plains to Oregon on April 15, 1851 with eight yoke of oxen and
two wagons. We crossed the Cascade mountains on the Barlow route just south of Mt. Hood,
got to Fosters in the west side of the mountains September15, 1851, five months from the time
we crossed the Missouri River, and went to Polk County that fall.
We were there till the spring of 1853, then with four other families started south. We reached
Deer Creek, now Roseburg, in June of 1853. James Cook and my father took up claims on Deer
Creek, eight miles east of Roseburg. At that time the country was well filled up with Indians,
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great bands of long-horned Spanish
cattle, and great bands of Spanish and
Indian Horses. Deer and elk were
plentiful. Grizzly bear were a
common sight to be seen, but there
were few hunters who were willing to
take a chance on shooting them.” End
of Quote
Ray’s father, Howard Lee Ward, was
born August 8, 1866, in the French
Settlement, an area about two miles
north of the present-day Melrose store,
which is west of Roseburg. Howard’s
father was Frazer Ward, who was born
in Missouri May 10, 1832. It’s not
known when he arrived in the
Roseburg area, but it was prior to
1866, when he married Maryann P.
Flournoy. Maryann (a.k.a., Polly) was
born in Tennessee, but arrived in
Flournoy Valley in 1850 with her
parents (Hoy and Mary Brinegar) in
1850, making them Oregon pioneers. Figure 54. Ray Ward with his exotic birds, circa 1957
Appendix II: The Flournoy Family and Ray Livingston Ward, is a collection of information
from the 1976 book "Branches from the Flournoy Family Tree” by Wayne Spiller. It contains
some history of the Flournoy’s settling in Oregon and of Ray Ward’s quest to understand his
ancestry. It’s perhaps the most interesting single story we have of our family’s connection to
Oregon history. We recommend that you read it. Also, to get more of the story (from Henry
Weber’s perspective) of Cora and Ray, take a look at Appendix VIII: Cora and Ray Ward.
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Maurice Fritz Weber, born 1902, died 1970.
Maurice, known in the family as Bud, was the
sibling we knew the least, in spite of the fact that he
lived near Dixonville all the time we were growing
up. It could have been that he was the busiest. We
discovered a couple of interesting things about
Maurice that we had never heard discussed. One
that he had joined the Marines somewhere around
1920, when he turned 18 years old.
Henry writes in one of his stories “Bud had joined
the Marines and we forgot all about him. Then one
day on Veteran’s Day (then called Armistice Day),
here was Bud in his Marine Dress Uniform and
leading the parade right down the Main Street of
Roseburg. Well, we were almost green with envy,
and after the parade, we all crowded around him to
Figure 55. Maurice and Kathleen
find out about the Marines so we could join up!
(Bonebrake) Weber. Date unknown.
Well, Bud told us all about it and being in some
place called Nicaragua in the swamps and getting
bitten by mosquitoes and all the misery the Marines had to put up with plus the poor pay, and
our enthusiasm vanished in thin air!” End of quote. So much for patriotism!
The other thing was that Maurice was a master baker,
specializing in rolls and pastry. In fact, the authors’
fondest memories of visiting Maurice and Kathleen (uncle
Bud and aunt Kate) centered on eating dinner at their home
in Dixonville. His dinner rolls were worthy of a meal in
themselves. Early in 1929, a few months prior to the great
depression, Henry and Maurice decided to buy a bakery
from August Heck. The bakery eventually became known
simply as “Weber’s Bakery”, a name that stuck to the
building into the 1990s. When the depression hit later in
that year, things got tough for them. They no longer drew
salaries (Kathleen and Henry’s wife at the time, Marybelle
Rockwell also worked there as unpaid help) but at least had
enough to eat during the depression. Adding to their woes,
Henry’s asthma became so intense that he was forced to
leave the bakery for California (where he met Grace
Figure 56. Maurice Fritz Weber
Duncan, our mother.) He returned to Roseburg and
Weber’s Bakery with the idea of being the delivery man for Jr.
the bakery products, but in eventually, in 1940, asthma
forced him out permanently. He sold his share of the bakery to Maurice and moved to Round
Prairie, about 15 miles south of Roseburg, where we grew up. Maurice eventually also sold the
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bakery in order to work outside, which was his preference. Appendix VII: The Last Weber
Bakers by Henry Weber chronicles some of that story.
Backing up in time, on June 13, 1923, Maurice married Kathleen Hildred Bonebrake, born
October 27, 1904 in Roseburg. Kathleen’s parents, George and Daisy (Oden) Bonebrake, were
both born in 1873, George in Deer Creek and Daisy in Mt. Scott, Oregon, which is about 12
miles east-northeast of Roseburg (see map in Figure 2) They married in the Roseburg area in
1903. George’s parents arrived in Dixonville in 1864, both having been born elsewhere,
probably in Indiana. Daisy’s mother’s mother, Catherine Duncan, however, was born in Mt.
Scott, Oregon in 1853, making her an Oregon (but not a Roseburg) pioneer. The birthplace of
her mother’s father, Charles Oden is not known. More detail on the ancestors of Kathleen are
given in Appendix IV: Ancestors of Kathleen (Bonebrake) Weber.
Maurice and Kathleen had one son, Maurice Fritz Junior, born August 23, 1924. Except for
military service, Maurice Jr. (a.k.a., Sonny) lived in Dixonville all of his life. He married
Annabelle Ryerson in 1954 and together they had three children, Maurice III (b. March 23,
1956), Andrew Edward (b. June 16, 1957), and Kathleen Marie (b. November 3, 1960.)

Elza Flora Weber, born 1904, died 2001
Elza married Albert R. Kronke in 1922. Not much is known
about Albert except that he was born in North Dakota August
12, 1902. Albert was an accountant who worked for Hargis
Hardware in Roseburg for many years. He had been aware
of his having a heart condition for many years, but did not
tell his family about it. Albert died suddenly at the age of 62
(in 1965) and Elza never remarried. They adopted a
daughter, Karen Lynette, born February 14, 1934.
It’s interesting to note that their adopted daughter, Karen
Lynette, married Norval Alexander Ferguson, (son of Emily
(Weber) Ferguson and grandson of Moritz Julian Weber)
which if Karen were not adopted, would make them
biological second cousins. On the other hand, since she was
adopted, their children, Kenneth Alec (b. October 14, 1952),
Susan Elaine (b. September 30, 1954), and Thomas Neil (b.
January 25, 1958) wouldn’t normally have been blood
Figure 57. Albert and Elza
relatives of Elza’s. But since Norval’s mother and Elza were (Weber) Kronke wedding picture
biological first cousins, the biological link was preserved.
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Henry Milo Victor Weber, born 1909, died 1999
Henry (a.k.a. Hank!) married Grace Duncan in February,
1934. Grace was born in South Dakota, but she and Henry
met in Alhambra, California when she drove to California
to visit friends from Aberdeen, South Dakota who had
moved to Alhambra. Henry was working in a drug store as
a soda jerk and Grace had gone there to meet her friend,
who also worked there.
Grace and Henry moved back to Roseburg in 1934 and
both of them lived the rest of their lives near or in
Roseburg. Henry died first in 1999 and Grace died in 2006
at the age of 96.
Together, they had two children, Michael Lee, born in
1936 and Dennis David, born in 1939, both in Roseburg.
In 1940, the family moved from Roseburg to Round
Prairie, an area between Myrtle Creek and Roseburg,
where both children were raised. Michael continued to
lived near or in Roseburg except for military service, and
presently (2007) lives in Roseburg. Dennis left Round
Prairie for military service after high school and has not
lived in the Roseburg area since. He now lives in Las
Vegas, Nevada.

Figure 58. Henry & Grace
(Duncan) Weber in 1934 at home
in Roseburg

Michael married Judith Ann Kuester, born May 25, 1942
in Minneapolis, Minnesota August 24, 1963. They had
Figure 59. Michael Lee and Dennis
three children, Dana Aileen (b. 1964), Daniel Warren (b. David Weber around 1963.
1969), and Dawn April (b. 1977).
Dennis married Theresa De-La-O, born October 25, 1945 in Aragon, New Mexico, in 1967.
They had one child, David Whitney, born in 1967.
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Chapter 7: Stephens’ Connection to Fame
Although this book pertains mostly to close relatives of the Weber family, it may be interesting
to some to know that there was at least one brush with Oregon Political movers and shakers.
That connection was with the Stephens family, namely, the mother of Stewart David Stephens,
Sylvia Mosher. Sylvia was the great-great-grandmother of the authors of this document, and she
was the 5th cousin of Lafayette F. Mosher, who married the daughter of former governor Joseph
Lane. Before we expand on Lafayette F. and Joseph Lane, here is the connection:
Generation Level
I

II.

III.

IV.

V.

VI

VII

VIII

IX

X.

XI

Hugh Mosher, married. Rebecca Maxon
b. 1632 in England
b. 1637 in Rhode Island
I
I
Nicholas Mosher- married- Elizabeth Audley
Joseph Mosher - married - Lydia Taber
b. 1666 inWesterly, R.I. b. 1664 Newport, R.I.
b. 1670 Dartmouth MA b. 1673 Dartmouth, MA
I
I
Nicholas Mosher - married- Rebecca Wilcox
Jonathan Mosher married Isabelle Potter
b. 1702 Dartmouth
b. Portsmouth, R.I.
b. 1699 Dartmouth, MA
b. 1703 Dartmouth, MA
I
I
Jabez Mosher -married- Elizabeth Preston
Joseph Mosher married Meribah Allen
b. 1731 Tiverton, N.Y.
b. 1733 Windham, CT
b. 1732 Dartmouth, MA b. 1739 Dartmouth, MA
I
I
Hezekiah Mosher -married-Rachel Hodges
Allen Mosher married
Hannah Eddy
b. 1756 Beckman, N.Y
b. 1756 N.Y.
b. 1755 Dartmouth, MA b. 1763 Glocester, R.I.
I
I
Timothy Mosher -married-Rachel Curtis
Stephen Mosher married Hannah Webster
b. 1786 White Creek, N.Y. b. 1784 W.C., N.Y.
b. 1793 Scipio, N.Y.
R.I.
I
I
Sylvia Mosher -married- Johnson Stephens
Lafayette F. Mosher married Winifred Lane
b. 1810 Hannibal, N.Y. b. 1812 Knox, N.Y.
b. 1824 Latonia, Kentucky b. 1840 Evansville, IN
I
Stewart D. Stephens -married-Cora Arvilla Harvey
b. 1849 in Hannibal, N.Y.
b. 1858 in Massachusetts
I
Effie Nina Arvilla Stephens -married- Georg Ernst Weber
b. 1876 Saunders Co., Nebraska
b. 1872 Reval, Estonia
I
Henry Milo Victor Weber -married- Grace Lydia Duncan
b. 1909 Garden Valley, Oregon
b. 1910 Northville, S.D.
I
Michael and Dennis Weber, authors of this book

For clarification, Hugh and Rebecca (Maxon) Mosher were the great-great-great-greatgrandparents of Sylvia and Lafayette F. Mosher, where their descendant paths are shown on the
left- and right-hand sides of the chart, respectively. The rest of the children are not shown, but
there were many of them at each generation level. The connection between the Moshers and the
Stephens (our lineage) was made when Sylvia Mosher married Johnson Stephens. They
subsequently became our great-great-grandparents.
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So, now, who were these characters?
Lafayette F. Mosher (1824-1890) :
On May 14, 1853, Lafayette Mosher arrived in Oregon. Through 1854, he was involved in a
movement in Southern Oregon to create a new territory, Jackson Territory. In 1855, he was
appointed as a registrar for the Southern Oregon District of the land office. Then on July 1,
1856, Mosher married Winifred Lane, the daughter of former governor Joseph Lane, with whom
he had eight children.
In 1870, he was appointed to the Oregon State Senate after the winner of the seat accepted a
federal position and became ineligible for the legislature. Mosher served as a Republican from
Douglas County. In 1873, he was appointed by Oregon Governor LaFayette Grover to the
Oregon Supreme Court to replace Andrew J. Thayer, who had died in Office. Lafayette F.
Mosher was the 23rd Associate Justice on the Oregon Supreme Court in the United States.
Lafayette died on May 27, 1894.
Joseph Lane (December 14, 1801 - April 19, 1881:
Joseph Lane was an American general during the Mexican-American War and a United States
Senator from Oregon.
Lane was born in North Carolina. He later moved to Indiana, where he was engaged in farming
for awhile. He and his wife, Mary Hart Polly, had eight children. While in Indiana, he served in
the State House of Representatives and the Indiana Senate from 1822 to 1846.
At the outbreak of hostilities with Mexico, Lane was appointed colonel of the 2nd Indiana
Volunteer Regiment and served along the border. The same year, he was appointed brigadier
general of volunteers and commanded the Indiana Brigade at the Battle of Buena Vista. After
the battle, he was appointed major general of volunteers and led the relief force which lifted the
Siege of Puebla defeating Antonio Lopez de Santa Anna at the Battle of Huamantla along the
way.
In 1848, Lane was appointed by President James Polk to be governor of the Oregon Territory.
Lane arrived in Oregon in March 1849, following a hazardous winter trip on the Oregon Trail.
One of his first duties was to obtain the surrender of five Cayuse accused in the Whitman
Massacre. They were brought to Oregon City for trial, where they were convicted and hanged.
In 1851, Lane became delegate to Oregon Territory in the U.S. Congress, and was subsequently
elected as one of Oregon’s first two U.S. Senators when Oregon became a state in 1859. He was
nominated for Vice President of the pro-slavery wing of the Democratic Party in 1860 along
with Presidential candidate John C. Breckenridge. When the Civil War began, his pro-slavery
sympathies effectively ended his political career.
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Lane retired to Roseburg, Oregon where he died
in 1881. His home there is now a museum
maintained by the Douglas County Historical
Society. Known as the Joseph Lane House, it’s
on the National Register of Historic Places.
Lane County, Oregon is named for him. A son,
La Fayette Lane, served in Congress from 1875
to 1877 and a grandson, Harry Lane, was a U.S.
Senator from 1913 until his death in 1917.
Joseph Lane Middle School in Roseburg is
named for him.
Another Historical Note: The photograph of
Lane shown in Figure 60 was taken by Mathew
Brady, who was one of the best-known
photographers in the world during his time.
Brady was born in New York in 1823, started to
become an artist (painter), and ended up
becoming interested in photography in 1839
when the daguerreotype first appeared. He
became a student of Samuel F.B. Morse
(inventor, artist, & professor at New York
University) and opened his own studio in 1844
in New York City.

Figure 60. Joseph Lane (1801 - 1881.)
Photo by Mathew Brady.

Brady conceived of the idea of creating a
gallery of illustrious Americans, people he considered to be “the most eminent citizens of the
republic.” Within a few years he had pictures of Henry Clay, Daniel Webster, Andrew Jackson,
John C. Calhoun, John J. Audubon, James Fenimore Cooper, and a host of other luminaries.
Later, Brady photographed Abraham Lincoln and Robert E. Lee. His final project was to record
the Civil War in photographs, a project he financed on his own and one that eventually led to his
bankruptcy. He died in 1896 a broken man.
It’s not mentioned when Lane’s photo was taken, but it might have been when he was a U.S.
Senator circa 1860.
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Appendix I: Early Days in Roseburg by Henry Weber
We’re adding this section because it describes some of the life of our family in the early 1900s.
It is told by our father, Henry Milo Victor Weber (A.K.A, Hank) in some of his writings that he
did in the latter part of his life. In the interest of saving space and avoiding too much detail we
have edited his work fairly aggressively, but at the risk of losing some of Hank’s ‘folksy’ style.
What the following pages deal with are his recollections of camping and a few other activities,
most of which would be difficult for the youth of today to recreate in the year 2007. However,
since some of our lives overlapped a bit with Henry’s, it won’t be as surprising as it may be to
later generations, who will never experience his “good old days.” So, here it is, beginning about
in the year 1912.
Camping at Cavitt Creek
Our mother (Effie) had hay fever quite badly, so most summers were spent camping out in the
mountains where she felt much better. We spent two or three glorious summers at the mountain
paradise of Cavitt Creek, a tributary of the North Umpqua river, which was an ideal place for a
summer camp. Our father learned of Cavitt Creek from a friend, Fritz Asam, who also came
from Germany and two Purdue brothers, Alex and Leslie, and Fritz. The two brothers had lived
in Edenbower, near the present location of the Douglas National Bank. The three men had a
homestead in the mountains at Buck Fork, and they had told Dad of Cavitt Creek. Cavitt Creek
seemed quite distant from Garden Valley, as our journey back then (about 1912) was made by
means of a team of horses and a large wagon filled with Mom, Dad and us kids, as well as all the
provisions for the summer.
Since we lived in Garden Valley, which was five miles from Roseburg in the opposite direction
from Cavitt Creek, the journey required a pre-dawn start. However, the traffic was light back
then, and after resting the horses at the top of Vinegar Hill (between Garden Valley and
Roseburg), we roared through the city of Roseburg. No traffic signals impeded our progress in
1912, and at about 3 miles an hour, we were on our way to the churchyard just prior to reaching
Dixonville, where we would stop for breakfast.
At the churchyard, our ambience was a large oak tree in the churchyard and our table was a large
cloth spread on the ground. Our mother was the cook, waitress, and dish washer, but she didn’t
even get a tip! After breakfast, we once again loaded up and after Dad had counted us kids to
see that we were all aboard, we were off and within a few minutes we were in the suburbs of
Dixonville, then in the city proper, which was composed of Hatfield’s blacksmith shop and
across the graveled road, the General Store. Two or three houses comprised the rest of the ‘city.’
The next settlement we would encounter after we had traveled up through Black Mud Hollow
and arrived in Oak Creek, where there was a schoolhouse and a cemetery. There also were
several houses, which were not too far apart. We then said goodbye to these small cities and
entered wild country until a while after we turned up Little River, another tributary of the North
Umpqua river, when we would enter the village of Peel, Oregon.
Peel was just a rough board building, housing a general store and a post office. The post office
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was established close to Little River and a few miles upstream from Glide on Jan 1888. The
town was named for Samuel West Peel of Bentonville, Arkansas. The post office was finally
closed on December 15, 1921, but the store continued on until about the 1920s, although it didn’t
seem to prosper.
Peel was the last sign of civilization until we crossed a Little River bridge and headed south on
Cavitt Creek. After several miles of narrow, steep, and torturous dirt road, we arrived at the
settlement of No Fog, which, as the name implies, was free of fog because it sat high on a bench
of land above Cavitt Creek. No-Fog was almost directly east of Dixonville, and would have
been relatively close if we could have traveled as the crow flies. The town was composed of a
post office, school, general store, and several homes. There was also a cemetery for those who
chose to remain in No Fog. The No Fog post office was established on June 7th, 1915 and was
discontinued on February 28th,1918.
Except for window sash, flooring, desks and seats, the whole school building was constructed of
boards that had been split by hand from cedar logs. At one time, eight of the seventeen pupils
were from the same family.
In 1935, my brother Maurice and I hiked up to No Fog and our old camp on Cavitt Creek, as
well as to the orchard of Mr. Cavitt. At that time the cabins and store were still standing at No
Fog, and there was quite a bit of open space. The result was a sad, lonely picture that only a
deserted little village can portray. But in 1984, large fir trees were growing where many years
ago hardy settlers had raised gardens, fruit, and children. Quite a few of the fruit trees were still
alive and bearing fruit; thereby furnishing a few treats for the birds and other animals that are
now the only permanent residents.
I believe one of the main reasons a lot of people moved into these remote areas, was to take up
timber claims. There was talk about putting a railroad up in that area. There were also gold
miners and trappers. There were many fur bearing animals in those days and at the time of
WWI, furs brought a very good price. On Lee's Creek, which emptied into the upper fork of
North Myrtle Creek, extensive mining had taken place in the early days, mostly above the
Donovan farm. It was done by companies that hired mostly Chinese laborers. For several years
Chinese coins could be found near the mining operation. The large mining operations had been
conducted by hydraulic water power, and since there was not an adequate supply of water in
Lee's Creek, a ditch had been dug over to Cavitt Creek. In 1931, my brother Maurice and I had
walked along some of the ditch, which was still plainly visible.
When we finally arrived at our camp site at Cavitt Creek, the Purdue brothers and Fritz Asam
would have a couple deer hanging up for us, thus assuring us of a plentiful meat supply. The
Creek was full of fish and crawfish, which we all liked to eat, and Mom brought a plentiful
supply of canned fruit and vegetables along. It was surprising to look back and realize how well
we could get along in those days without a super market. There were no prepared mixes, frozen
foods, paper napkins, meat, pies and so on; however Mom did it all very well indeed.
There was a lot of long moss on many of the trees and in a swampy place nearby. We had fun
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making piles of moss to jump in, or just to lay on our backs in the soft stuff and watch the clouds
leisurely drift by in the blue sky. We kids had fun with nothing to do but to play and enjoy
ourselves. Mom always seemed to be busy; yet she always had time to comfort us and keep us
in line. When at times we didn't mind her, a threat that Dad would intervene did wonders to
improve our behavior. Our last vacation at our Cavitt Creek paradise was in about 1913.
Camping at Rock Creek
When we first went up the North Umpqua to camp at Rock Creek, which was several miles past
Glide, it was about 1914, as I was old enough to remember much about those happy days. Our
preparations were about the same as they were for our earlier trips to Cavitt Creek, and we were
still using our trusty wagon and reliable horses for slow but sure transportation.
Now I was aware of the noise the iron rimmed wagon wheels made as they passed over small
rocks, and noisily crushed them. Sometimes the wheels would hit a rather large obstacle which
would make the wagon lurch; however to us babbling kids, it was all lots of fun. Anyone who
hasn't ridden in a wagon, doesn't know what he is missing. You can move about, laugh, talk, sing
or do anything, that is, if it didn't disturb Dad!
I don't know why Dad decided to camp at Rock Creek. In fact I can never remember him
consulting us about this change from Cavitt Creek, but his choices always turned out to be wise
ones, and we really loved it at Rock Creek. He might have gone there on account of better roads
or perhaps a shorter distance. Rock Creek was much larger than Cavitt Creek, there was more
level ground, and the North Umpqua river was only a short distance away.
But to backtrack a bit, we left home at dawn and had our breakfast at the Dixonville churchyard;
however, as we turned north at Dixonville, things got more interesting. Just after we started
down Black Mud Hill, to our right was a "haunted house" where a man had allegedly murdered
his wife and kids and then killed himself. Boy, did that place ever look spooky, and the longer
we stared at it, the more convinced we were that it really was haunted. Chills permeated our
bones, and we breathed much easier when this "horror on the hill", was no longer in view.
One advantage of traveling by real horse power was that one could always get out and walk
awhile, which we did on the last long hill before we reached Glide. It was lots of fun to walk
along and throw rocks at bottles and other things. We would generally see a few wild animals
and birds that we threw rocks at, but could never hit. One time we came by an old abandoned
house and it really interested us. Inside I found a pump Benjamin air rifle, which was powered
by compressed air. It had a pump and it worked after a fashion, so I was pleased and to me it
was really a treasure. When we reached the summit of this pass, there in the distance was Mt.
Scott.
We passed through a small narrow valley and soon were descending to cross Little River on a
covered bridge that would lead us on our way to the village of Glide. How those loose boards
clattered on the bridge as they protested the heavily-laden wagon containing our summer
provisions and the whole family, and the horses’ sharp horse shoes must have caused the boards
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to groan a bit more.
The first building we came to was the Forest Service headquarters. Just a few yards away was
the large Glide store, which was owned and run by John Alexander and his wife Anna. John was
born in Scotland in 1853 and his wife was born in Iowa. John was a tall, rather dour appearing
Scotchman, and at that time he seemed very old. Now that I am 81 (that was in 1990), he seems
to have been rather young then. We always liked "Old” John very much, as he was good to us
kids, and would give us some candy now and then. Dad would often stop to buy some supplies
for us, and we could renew our friendship at those times.
What a view he would get in the morning, when he could step out on his front porch, and there in
the north would be Mt. Scott. There was at least one church in Glide and a school that our future
sister-in-law Agnes Smith attended after attending the primary school across the North Umpqua
River near the Wright home. There were quite a few farms and houses in this small valley.
From there, the road followed the river up to the ferry crossing (this was a ferry that carried
passengers and horses, and later, cars across the river.)
The approach to the ferry was quite steep, so we kids would all get out and walk down the hill.
Later on when we got a car, we still walked down, as we were not sure if the car’s brakes would
work, or if the slender cable stretched across the water end would stop Dad's vehicle. Since Mr.
Hall lived on the other side of the river, we would have to yell for him to come get us. Then we
would all help him pull the ferry back across the river. It was a lot of fun, and we could also see
trout swimming in the clear water.
About four o'clock in the afternoon, we clattered across the Rock Creek bridge and after fording
the flow from a small spring, another 100 yards put us at our camp site for the summer, where
we could look forward to a wonderful summer of camping, fishing and just having fun. But first
an outhouse was installed close to camp on a small hillside, and a pit was dug that would
accommodate our garbage. Next the tents and stove were erected under the fir trees. When all
was in readiness and our appetites had reached a feverish pitch, Mom cooked us a delicious
dinner. By now, it was getting dark, and we were soon in our comfortable beds and sound
asleep.
By the next day, Dad had split up a supply of wood for Mom, and since everything else was
taken care of, we really didn't need him around anymore for awhile, so we bade him a fond
goodbye, after reminding him to bring us some candy on his next visit. There was not a single
tear in Dad's eyes as he left us, and before he was out of sight, we had returned to our fun.
The road ended just after crossing the Rock Creek bridge. A little to one side of the end of the
road, a nice little cluster of trees was growing, which was a natural location where people would
camp. We found some old bottles which we took to our camp where Mom filled them with
some delicious home-made root beer. Boy was it ever good
On our first trip to camp at Rock Creek, we found several families that had taken up homesteads
there. Among the settlers was my mother's cousin Loren Harvey and his wife. I guess his wife
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got tired of being a homesteader and a wife, as she left him. One day Loren stopped at our camp
and told us goodbye, as he gave up on his dream and moved to Cottage Grove where he operated
a cleaning and pressing business. We used to stop and see him when we would go to Albany to
see our step-grandmother (Anny Stephens.)
In 1914, when we first camped at Rock Creek, I was too little and stupid to be of any practical
use. Even my sister Elza, who we often referred to as "Simple Sis" could do a few useful things
like baiting Bud's fish hook for him, taking the fish off the hook, and even carrying them home
for him. By accident, I caught my first trout there. It was about seven inches long and looked
enormous to me. I ran back to camp with my "catch of the day", and Mom immediately fried it
for me. I can't remember ever eating such a delicious fish before!
One day Dad said we were going swimming at a little beach at Rice's place. I asked Dad what
swimming was? He said we get in the water in Rock Creek, splash around and have fun. I asked
Dad, "Do we do this with our clothes on?" to which Dad replied, "No, first you remove your
clothes." That sounded like fun, so I hurried down to the swimming hole, removed my clothing,
and stood there stark naked and greeted my startled friends and parents with nothing but a smile.
I guess they were surprised. Well, there were no fig leaves around, so Dad had me hold one of
the largest maple leaves he could find in front of my still growing loins. The leaf was large
enough to hide almost all of me and I still have the picture to prove it!
Since we were in "Indian Country", I guess Dad felt it was only proper that we kids could have
our own little tepee, so he built us one. He decided to take a picture of Elza, Bud, Iris Rice and
me in front of this structure. We only had one feather and Elza got to wear it. Hoping to ruin the
picture, I turned my back to the camera, but it didn't affect the rest of them a bit. Bud and Iris
used to spend quite a bit of time inside the tepee, and always came out smiling. Elza and I used
to go in it now and then; however we never found anything inside that made us as happy as it did
Bud and Iris.
Old Jim Hayes lived down river a short distance with his wife and daughter Merle. They had a
rough-board little house that sat on a little knoll and had a few fruit trees around it. Mrs. Hayes
was usually out on the front porch in her rocking chair and we could see her rocking back and
forth endlessly. Some people said she was off her rocker; however when I saw her, she was
always in it and rocking! I did think her daughter was just a bit unusual and hard to understand.
Jim was the one who brought our mail to the Hoaglin post office.
Just a few steps beyond Jim Hayes’ house, the Forest Service had built a small shed which
housed a telephone. The Forest Service kindly gave us campers a key to the building, so we
could call in a case of an emergency or to order some supplies. It was getting to be almost like
being in town, as all we had to do was go to the booth to telephone or hike on up past the Indian
graveyard to where Bill McMillan ran the Hoaglin post office from his home. He had a
housekeeper named Mrs. Sinnott who lived with him, so at least he didn't have to cook his own
meals. One day Dad took a picture of Mom, Mrs. Sinnott, old Bill McMillan, Bud, and me in
front of his post office. I wore my Indian suit, so I felt like I was among friends when we passed
the Indian graveyard.
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Appendix II: The Flournoy Family and Ray Livingston Ward
From the 1976 book "Branches from the Flournoy Family Tree” by Wayne Spiller. First is a
synopsis of entries in the book by Wayne Spiller to show the ancestral tree of Ray Livingston
Ward.

Hoy B. Flournoy,

b. circa 1793 in Fayette County, Kentucky
m. June 26, 1826 to Mary Brinegar, no birth or death dates

Their youngest daughter was Maryann Pauline Flournoy, known as Polly
b. Tiptonville, Kentucky February 22, 1843
d. Wardton, Oregon November 27, 1901
m. in 1857 or later to Frazer Ward,
b. May 10, 1832 in Missouri
d. November 17, 1929
Their son, Howard Lee Ward
b. in French Settlement near Roseburg, Oregon August 8, 1866
d. August 18, 1925 at Roseburg
m. Etta Adel Livingston
b. September 19, 1870 in Dixonville, Oregon
Their son, Ray Livingston Ward
b. August 25, 1894 in Flournoy Valley, Douglas County, Oregon
m. Cora Emily Weber, November 10, 1917,
b. January 7, 1899.
They were divorced in 1922.

A short ancestral lineage of Ray Livingston Ward
Hoy B. Flournoy: Hoy is believed to have been born in Fayette County, Kentucky about 1793;
married Mary Brinegar (sometimes shown Brinniger) June 26, 1826. She was born, probably in
what later was to become Estill County, Kentucky. She died in Oregon near the turn of the
century.
Hoy’s & Mary’s daughter - Maryann Pauline (also known as Polly) Flournoy, m. Fraser Ward
Maryann Pauline (a.k.a. Polly) Flournoy, the youngest daughter of Hoy and Mary (Brinegar)
Flournoy, was born at "Tiptonville, Ky.- now Tennessee" on 22 February 1843; she died at
Wardton, Oregon "of a stroke" on 27 November 1901. In 1857 or later, she married Frazer
Ward, the son of Samuel Ward and Isobel (Moore). Frazer was born 10 May 1832 at
Marthasville, Warren County, Missouri; d. 17 November 1929 in Oregon - approaching 98 years
old.
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Howard Lee Ward, the son of Frazer Ward and Polly (Flournoy), was born in the French
Settlement, two miles north of present-day Melrose, west of Roseburg, Oregon, 8 August 1866;
Howard died at Roseburg, 18 August 1925. On 8 November 1893, Howard married Etta Adel
Livingston. She was the daughter of Lethy Jane (Matthews) and John Livingstone. Etta was
born at Dixonville, Oregon 19 September 1870.
Ray Livingston Ward, son of Howard Lee and Etta Adel (Livingston) Ward, was born in
Flournoy Valley, Douglas County, Oregon, 25 August 1894. He married 10 November 1917,
Cora Emily Weber. She, a daughter of Effie (Stephens) and George Ernest Weber, was born 7
January 1899. They were divorced in 1922.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------This is directly from the book
Beginning on page 234
Ray Livingstone Ward of Portland, Oregon, who claims a distant kinship to Dr. David
Livingstone (1813-1873) was somewhat stymied in his own Flournoy family research when, on
2 May 1969, he wrote Jack Flournoy of Ben Lomond, California:
"Dear Mr. Flournoy:
"I am writing you because I was born in Flournoy Valley, 17 miles west of Roseburg, Oregon.
This beautiful valley was named for my great grandfather, Hoy B. Flournoy, who settled there
after making a stake in the early California gold mines, went back East and brought his family to
Oregon at the above named place. . .
"My grandfather, Fraser Ward, married the youngest daughter of Hoy B. Flournoy. My father
had a cousin, Alex Flournoy, who located in California and became an inventor of harvesting
and/or farming equipment. Alex was a son of Roland Flournoy, son of Hoy B. Flournoy.
". . . What I wish to know is, do you know the first name of my great grandfather's father?"
Mr. Ward's letter was referred to this compiler and an interesting correspondence ensued. Excerpts
from Ray L. Ward's letters, though he did not intend them for publication, reveal some interesting
facets of the man's life and character. We feel his descendants a few generations hence may be
pleased these excerpts were included herein:
From a letter of 13 November 1971:
"I've traced my Grandfather, Frazer Ward's family back to County Leix, Ireland (pronounced
'lease').... where his grandfather, William Ward was born April 3, 1756, who came to America when
he was 19 or 20 and enlisted in the Revolutionary War. I found his entire 5½ year service in the
National Archives, General Services Adm.
"My wife, Lillian, died June 29, 1969, and I am still living here in my big house with my memories
of our good years together. . .
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"I passed 77 the 25th of August, which overtook me in Dublin, Ireland. I spent a month
altogether there and in England. . .
"I located the general area where the Ward's came from in Leix, but not the town or village.
. . I was in Cork, visited Blarney Castle, kissed the stone. . .
"I visited Winchester Cathedral, Salisbury Cathedral, Old Sarum, a prehistoric mound-ruin
near Salisbury, and Stonehenge six miles north of the town of Salisbury. . .
". . .1 wish I could have taken my wife while she was alive but it was just not to be. . .
"There are ruins of long-forgotten castles in the hills of Ireland visible to the passerby, but
only a few locals even know what they were, as many are pre-historic. No one cares and perhaps
it is just as well. Were it not for sentiment, however, the world would soon deteriorate worse than
it has already.
"My wife. . . was descended from a family who lived a thousand years in one village in
Germany, 500 years in one house that has been rebuilt-out of Sandheim, near Ulm, in Old Swaben,
now Wurttemburg. So life goes. . ."
With reference to his Flournoy forebears, he wrote:
"I have made three trips by car 200 miles down to Roseburg, researched, interviewed old
timers who are still alive near Flournoy Valley (where I was born), and have located the gravesite
of Hoy B. Flournoy, his son, Roland. . . and Roland's two small daughters. I was unable to learn
Roland's wife's family name, but she married a Robert Phipps who lived near present day Dillard;
she had two more daughters by Mr. Phipps, who themselves are now dead and buried in the Rice
Family Cemetery at Dillard, Oregon.
"Hoy Flournoy's wish was to be buried on a knoll overlooking the valley named for him, but
there is no marker for any of the five occupants under some oak trees; only a small lawn-type wire
fence encloses the spot - on land once a part of Hoy's original holdings, now owned by a Mr. Rees."
In a letter of 28 July 1975, Ray Ward inquired of the compiler, "Do you want more detail
of Hoy Barnard Flournoy's offspring here for your book, or is it too late? "
From the remainder of that letter we again excerpt some revealing portions:
"I've been promising to send the Flournoy data to you but lack of time has prevented,
partially due to the fact that I have a place at our seacoast at Warrenton, 4 miles west of Astoria at
the mouth of the Columbia River; I have had it for five years. I have entirely re-built, myself, a
beaten-up cottage with new everything inside. My original thought was to have a place to build my
48 ft. (on deck) auxiliary sailboat, but I couldn't stand to live in a dump while building. In working
on the shanty I had to set over the start of the boat. I may have told you about this before (I have
to watch repetition as that is the universal curse of advancing old age). . .
"I started on said craft last year and am making fair progress. I have the major framing, keel,
stem and stern posts up, and will soon be ready to start the planking and bottom reinforcement.
"It is shallow draft so I can explore more shallow waters, and it will be husky enough to stand
upright between tides if necessary. . .
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"Several friends think I'm off my rocker to do such a thing at my age bracket. I'll be 81 next
month, August 25th. It is good therapy even if I don't last to complete the project. What the hell?
We all have to answer the call for the big sleep. I think I'll make it, as I can still do a full day's work
on it and get out of bed the next morning without a derrick. Great Grandma Brinegar (wife of Hoy
Flournoy), lasted past 100. She lived with us a while before she died. I remember her.”
"I have a friend, a sea captain, in Miami Beach, Florida, who operates (or did) a freight ship to
Bimini in the Bahamas. He is 77 now and thinks I'm nuttier than a loon to begin my project. . .
"I once worked in Miami Beach for several years with my trained animal and bird act. Did I ever
tell you I was a professional animal trainer, first as a hobbyist, then turning professional, extending
over a period of 50 years or so? In winter I worked at my trade of steel construction, ship building,
ship conversion, repair, and later ship wrecking-dismantling. I've done every phase of it - welding,
shipfitting, burning, scrapping and what have you - in off seasons of show business. Our French
ancestors were expert hunters and animal trainers in Europe, so I guess I'm a throwback. (They
didn't throw me back soon enough.) I've led a very checkered career. I am still in very sound
physical shape, the contents of my noggin being my major handicap through life."
Ray Livingstone Ward commented a bit on his personal philosophy, and ended by saying,
"I enjoy every living minute of life, and would like to have another go at it-all over again.
A most bootless wish. "
We have shown in Chapter I, and earlier in this current chapter, some of the forebears of Hoy
Bernard Flournoy. Additionally, some Kentucky and Missouri relationships.
Hoy is believed to have been born in Fayette County, Kentucky about 1793; married about
26 June 1826, Mary Brinegar (sometimes shown Brinniger). She was born, probably in what later
was to become Estill County, Kentucky. She died in Oregon near the turn of the century.
On September 1, 1826, Hoy Flournoy and his brothers, Rowland, Solomon, Lawrence and
Jones H., executed a deed to John Sappington for their interest in the estate of William Hoy. We
presume this to have been land estate. See Deed Book Y, page 197, at Frankfort, Kentucky.
Earlier, in March of 1823, their mother had joined them in a petition with reference to "500
acres in Lincoln county now Franklin county, on Big Benson Creek." This was land granted to
Lawrence Flournoy in 1787 by the Commonwealth of Virginia. The petition indicated that
Lawrence had possessed other land, "the principal part of his estate" in Fayette County some 40
miles from the franklin County land.
This record, according to our previously quoted "Publication No.7," may be found in Box
355 of the Franklin Circuit Court, at Frankfort, Kentucky.
A reference, possibly to the earlier deed to John Sappington, is shown as being in Deed Book
X, page 468 Court of Appeals Deeds at Frankfort, Kentucky. This instrument, dated 23 September
1828, which we do not understand, appears to be confirmation of the September 1, 1826 deed.
Possibly some court action was had with reference thereto.
In 1845 Hoy B. Flournoy, leaving his wife and children in Missouri, joined a wagon train
captained by a Mr. De Vault, and headed west. He settled in the Willamette Valley in what was later
to become Benton County, Oregon; where he maintained a home until 1849.
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The boundary dispute between Britain and the United States was settled in 1846. The
question of a north-south route through the area became important. In Polk County on the
Luckimute, possibly in the spring of 1847, a surveying party, led by Jesse Applegate, was organized
to study and report on the feasability of such a route. Flournoy joined his friend, Applegate, and 15
or 16 others in the undertaking.
The party worked slowly southward. More than a hundred miles south they forded the
Umpqua River where the town of Umpqua is now located. A few miles south of that they came
upon a beautiful little valley of about 2,000 acres, and Hoy Flournoy fell in love with the place.
This, he must have thought, is the pot of gold at the rainbow's end. He resolved to return.
In that near vicinity he found on reaching the summit of a ridge on a trail where few, if any,
but the Red Man's foot had trod, a prairie-like valley lying below. Hoy remarked to his companions,
"It's like a looking glass." That valley, because of that remark, became "Looking Glass (now
Lookingglass) Valley."
Moving ever southward the party continued its work. The compiler has noted on an Oregon
map, an Applegate River in Southwestern Oregon, and wonders if perhaps it may have been so
named as a result of that survey.
The party was out about six months, and as a partial result of Applegate's report to
Washington, the Oregon Territory was created in 1848.
In 1849 Hoy Flournoy, his family still in Missouri, joined the "gold rush" to California. At
Sutter's Fort and Mill, according to his descendants, he discovered a dual bonanza. Both gold and
a quick-buck profession. He acquired a mining claim, and on the side in a few months, made
$8,000.00 baking for and selling bread to other miners.
Flournoy, sharing a cabin with a miner by the name of Wimpier, had the habit, on
accumulating $500.00 in nuggets and dust, of storing it under the hearth-rock. On noting a sack
missing he accused his cabin-mate of stealing it. A fight resulted in which WimpIer was severely
beaten. (Wimpier, it is reported, later in Oregon murdered his 12-year-old bride, whom he had
married in order to secure a larger "Donation Land Grant." He was brought ,to justice in Salem).
From San Francisco, Hoy B. Flournoy took ship for Panama City, Panama. We are unaware
of the method of his crossing to the Caribbean. There was yet no railroad across in 1849 or 1850.
Thousands, during those gold-rush days, walked across. There was a narrow cobbled trail traversing
the isthmus from Panama City on the Pacific side to Ports Belli and Nombre de Dios on the
Caribbean. This, we assume, was the route he took, and walking, his method of travel. By crossing
the isthmus in this manner he was able to save weeks of time and some 8800 miles of travel around
Cape Horn.
From the Caribbean side he took ship to New Orleans, and most likely a Mississippi
Riverboat toward home. At New Orleans he purchased a large trunk of red blankets which he
proposed to use on his return to Oregon as peace offerings to Indians in the area. It is indicated by
his descendants that, as a result, he never had trouble with them.
On arriving home he immediately started preparations for the overland return journey to
Oregon. He disposed of his property in Missouri. He bought oxen and Conestoga wagons. In the
spring - probably early spring of 1850, a caravan, or wagon train, was made up with Hoy B.
Flournoy as captain, and the long journey west was begun.
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Hoy's family was with him - and apparently his brother, Rowland, who had married Margaret
(Simpson) about 9 October 1829 in Jessamine County, Kentucky. "Publication No.7, The
Huguenot," so frequently referred to with reference to these descendants of the immigrants Jacob
and Francis Flournoy, states: "Rowland Flournoy, born in Kentucky; removed to Jackson County,
Missouri; died in California; had a son, Robert." Hoy's family, it is said by descendants, consisted
of his wife, Mary, and 12 children. We doubt all 12 were alive in 1850.
The route. chosen on this journey was the more southern one which would lead the train into
the Sacramento, California area. Timing was a critical factor because of the danger of early snows
in the Sierra passes. Consequently, the journey was one of pressure, the captain brooking no
unnecessary delays, neither for sickness nor for death.
When camp was made at night, any needs of the sick beyond that each family was capable
of rendering en route, were attended to. The dead, if any, were then buried. Hammocks for the sick
were improvised from sheets, and swung across the wagon beds. One of Hoy Flournoy's married
daughters gave birth to a child in one of these as the "train" continued on its journey.
A short time out from the caravan's origin, food became monotonous. Bacon, dried fruit and
bread was the primary diet. It seemed quite a food bonanza, about a month out, when an abandoned
corral was discovered, lush with lamb's quarter - a spinach-like wild green. The women harvested
and the men built campfires and set kettles of water heating in which to cook the greens. A beautiful
meal resulted - the last fresh vegetables for the next four months.
The journey encompassed many trials, including an oxen stampede as the thirst-crazed
animals approached and smelled water after a long journey without. Apparently, however, no Indian
trouble was encountered.
The caravan arrived in California in the fall of 1850. The families of these brothers Flournoy
were settled in Marysville for the winter. Hoy and Rowland headed north on horseback, leading
packhorses. Hoy dreamed of "his valley" as he pushed impatiently toward it. He "arrived in
Oregon" the second time on the 27th day of November 1850, and settled on the land he had so long
dreamed of owning, on the 25th day of December following. For him it was a Christmas present
of the gold at the foot of his personal rainbow. His claim number, 717, is recorded in Roseburg,
Douglas County, Oregon, Volume III. Rowland's number was 142.
Hoy's beautiful valley became, in truth, "his valley" - his dream memorialized in its name,
Flournoy Valley.
During the winter the Flournoy men built a large log house on Hoy's land. In the spring,
when the winter floods were largely over, Hoy headed south for their families, and Rowland stayed
on the ranch to grow a garden and continue with minor improvements.
The return journey north in the spring of 1851 was one of extreme hardship and difficulty.
The trail was new. Few wagons had traveled it since the first in1847. There were wagons with
household goods and other supplies. There were rafts to build and rivers to cross. There was neartragedy on the last trip across the Sacramento as the women and children were being ferried over.
A log to which a tow rope was attached, broke loose, and the log ferry with its human cargo was
almost free to float downstream to destruction - and death of its occupants. Quick thinking by Hoy,
a "pushing pole," and a dunking for Hoy, and the towrope log was retrieved and again secured to
the raft. But even so, the worst of the journey was considered that between where Grant's Pass and
Canyonville now stand. There were times when the wagons were taken apart and eased down steep
grades by logging chains. There were times when the only passage was along the creek beds.
But eventually, in the spring of 1851, they arrived safely in Flournoy Valley - and home!
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Along with this party, among others no doubt, was European-born David Grenot and
Canadians, Narcisse La Raut, Ferdinand Labrie, and Francis Archambeaux (who arrived with a wife
and child). Other Canadian-French settlers in the area, either at that time or later, were Joseph
Champagne, Charles La Pointe, M. M. Moran et Fozet, and Ferdinand Fortin.
The Flournoy families, though of French extraction as to the name, were in 1851 near three
centuries from the land of their origins.
There is said to have been, besides Roland and Hoy and some of their children, a Thomas
Flournoy in that 1850-1851 settlement. Apparently, Thomas did not long remain.
This compiler, possessing extremely limited information with reference to the descendants
of Hoy and Rowland Flournoy, may not positively identify this Thomas. He could have been a son
of either. He was not their father as our previous records prove - nor a brother.
It is our belief, however, that he was Thomas, son of Solomon G. Flournoy. Solomon was
a brother to Hoy and Rowland. His son, Thomas, is shown as having been 21 years of age on 14
April 1850, when final settlement of his father's estate was made.
Hoy had another nephew who went west in 1849 - to California - no doubt afflicted with
"gold fever." He was Francis, son of Dr. Lawrence Flournoy. Francis was born in Kentucky in
1826, married Elizabeth Netherland, and our records show that sometime after California he
removed to Texas and had sons Francis and John.
We do not know who of the children of Hoy and Rowland (or Roland) Flournoy did not
migrate west, or who of them may have stayed in California. We have no knowledge of what
happened to Hoy's married daughter who bore a child en route. Could she have been the wife of
Francis Archambeaux?
Our record, probably only partially accurate, and far from complete, show the following
children of Hoy and Mary (Brinegar) FLOURNOY:
1. *Mary Jane, who m. John H. Hartin.
2. *Roland, who m. Mary Gage.
3. *Jones H., who m. Minden Dixon.
4. *Maryann Pauline (also known as Polly) who m. Frazer Ward. It is said that one of
Hoy's daughters m. a Mr. Newton; another m. a Mr. Graham, places not stated.
Mary Jane Flournoy, whose descendants claim as her birthplace, Linn County, Missouri,
was b. 20 August 1839; d. 1911; m. 1856, John Hamilton Hartin, b. 1829 in Lincoln County,
Tennessee. He had, according to some sources, first m. in Linn County, Missouri, Lucy - on 16
January 1849. Descendants say he was single.
Hartin, in a different wagon train migration from that of the Flournoys, and on a different
route, moved west also in 1850. His route took him by way of the Platte and Columbia Rivers.
At The Dalles, on the Columbia, in the winter of 1850-1851, Hartin worked for the government,
and in the spring moved on to that row of cabins along the river known as Portland. In the
Willamette Valley at Gervais, north of Salem, he spent a year farming and carpentering for a Mr.
Sam Brown, before moving on to the Civil Bend area of Douglas County. It was here he secured
320 acres from some "squatters" and built a log cabin, and later, following his marriage, a sawn
lumber house.
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Their children - HARTIN:
1. James T., who d. in Texas in 1891.
2. Lucy, who d. in Brockway, Oregon in 1900.
3. Robert Zeno, b. ca 1866; d. in Roseburg, Oregon, in 1914.
4. *Virginia Caroline, who m. John Henry McKay, a sea captain.
Virginia Caroline Hartin, b. 17 May 1863 at Brockway, Oregon; d. 4 May 1948 at
Roseburg; m. 17 March 1890 John H. McKay.
Their children - McKAY:
1. Dee Cook.
2. Wallace Henery.
3. Zerita Eudora.
4. William Hartin.
5. Lottie Marie.
6. James Robert.
7. Lucy Foster.
8. Pauline Flournoy.
9. Marjorie.
10. Mildred Maud.
Roland Flournoy, son of Hoy and Mary (Brinegar), m. about 1863/4 at Dillard, Oregon,
Mary Gauge. Roland d. prior to 1894, drowned in the Dillard Rapids of the Umpqua River, in an
attempt to save his team and wagon being swept down-stream.
Children -FLOURNOY:
1. Child, d. an infant.
2. Child, d. an infant.
3. Sarah, called Sadie, b. 1865; d. 10 October 1952 at Dillard; m. Tom Sheridan, a banker,
20 January 1883. He was born ca. 1865; d. in Roseburg. No children apparently.
4. Alexander, called Alex, b. in Flournoy Valley, ca 1865; d. at Healdsburg, California;
buried at Rice Cemetery at Dillard, Oregon. He was a successful inventor of farm
machinery.
Jones H. Flournoy, son of Hoy and Mary (Brinegar) b. ca 1832 in Kentucky or Tennessee;
m. Mindia Dixon ca 1865, near Roseburg, Oregon. There are references to Tiptonville as the
birthplace of several of Hoy Flournoy's children.
Our references usually read, "Tiptonville, KY-Tenn." as though Tiptonville, Tennessee may
at one time, before boundaries between states were finally settled, have been in Kentucky. We have
no knowledge in reference thereto.
Children - FLOURNOY:
1. *Ulysses Grant, b. in Flournoy Valley 3 November 1866; d. April 1954 at Springfield,
Oregon; m. 23 October 1892, Nellie Pitts, who was b. at Salinas, California 24 June
1873.
2. Jones H. Flournoy, Jr., b. in Flournoy Valley (?); d., there 25 December 1898; m. Tina
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Melshine (?), who d. March 1898 at Roseburg, Oregon, Their one child d. an infant.
All three are buried at Edenbower Cemetery in the John Jones family plot.
Children of Nellie (Pitts) and Ulysses Grant FLOURNOY:
1. Ella Leah, b. in Flournoy Valley 23 December 1894. She lives in Eugene, Oregon.
2. William Harvey, b. in Flournoy Valley 1 March 1896; m. 31 August 1934, Helen Kane.
They are childless, living in Springfield, Oregon.
Maryann Pauline Flournoy - known as Polly, youngest daughter of Hoy and Mary (Brinegar)
Flournoy, b. at "Tiptonville, Ky.-now Tenn.," on 22 February 1843; d. at Wardton, Oregon "of a
stroke" on 27 November 1901; m. in 1857 or later, Frazer Ward. He, son of Samuel Ward and
Isobel (Moore) was b. 10 May 1832 at Marthasville, Warren County, Missouri; d. 17 November
1929-approaching 98 years.
Children - WARD:
1. Oscar A., died at Wardton, Oregon, 5 November 1864.
2. Samuel H., b. 29 February 1864; "killed by a rearing horse" 4 July 1883 at Wardton.
3. *Howard Lee, m. Etta Adel Livingstone.
4. Lillie, b. 26 September 1869; d. at Roseburg, Oregon 8 August 1968.
5. Whaify, b. 1880; d. 10 September 1883.
6. Mary Viola, b. 16 May -; d. at Reedsport, Oregon.
7. Thomas Frazer, b. 8 September.
8. Winnifred 0., b. 7 July 1877.
9. Margaret A., b. 11 January 1881; d. 1974 at Coquille, Oregon.
10. George Cleveland, b. 1884.
*Howard Lee Ward, son of. Polly (Flournoy) and Frazer Ward, was b. in the "French
Settlement" near Roseburg: Oregon 8 August 1866; d. at Roseburg 18 August 1925; m. 8
November 1893, Etta Adel Livingstone. She, daughter of Lethy Jane (Matthews) and John
Livingstone; b. at Dixonville, Oregon 19 September 1870.
Child -WARD: 1. Ray Livingstone Ward, son of Howard Lee and Etta Adel
(Livingstone) Ward, b. in Flournoy Valley, Douglas County, Oregon, 25 August 1894;
m. (1) 10 November 1917, Cora. Emily Weber. She, daughter of Effie (Stephens) and
George Ernest Weber, was b. 7 January 1899. Ray is a retired zoologist, living in
Portland, Oregon in 1975. They were divorced in 1922.
Ray m. (2) at Hoquiam, Washington 10 June 1937, Lillian Julianne Strobel. She,
daughter of Lily (Benz) and John Leonhardt Strobel, was b. 15 August 1912;
d. 29 June 1969.
Children of Weber marriage - WARD:
1. * Jeanne Marguerite.
2. *Kathleen.
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Child of Strobel marriage - WARD:
3. *Lillian Patricia - known as Pat.
Jeanne Marguerite Ward # 1 above) b. at Roseburg, Oregon 10 September 1918; m. (1) 28
June 1940 to James Leir Crawford, Jr. He, son of Sarah (Sprague) and James Leir Crawford, was
b. 20 May 1912; d. 14 October 1964 in Greece. He was an engineer for Douglas Aircraft.
She m.- (2) at Los Angeles, California 28 June 1969, Allan George Palmer (changed his
name from Posner because of antisemitism.) He, son of Celia (White) and Solomon Posner, was.
b. 14 March 1908 at Passaic, N.J. He was a locksmith.
Children - CRAWFORD:
1. James Lee, b. West Los Angeles, California, 23 April 1941.
2. Sally Jeanne, b. at Santa Monica 14 May 1943. 3. Kathleen Ann, b. at Pasadena, 4 July
1945.
Kathleen Elza Ward (# 2 above), b. at Roseburg, Oregon, 12 February 1920; m. (1) at Santa
Ana, California on 27 August 1940, Shirley Melbourne Vader (divorced in 1947 at Los Angeles).
He, son of Ralph and Bertha Vader, was b. at Victorville, California 21 October 1909. He was a
fashion designer.
Kathleen m. (2) at Los Angeles in 1951, James Trail Anderson. He was b. 13 July 1916 in
Dundee, Scotland. He was an artist.
Children of 1st marriage - VADER:
1. Stephen Lee, b. at Culver City, California, 1 October 1941.
2. Suzette, b. at Inglewood, California, 15 March 1944.
Children of 2nd marriage - ANDERSON:
1. Douglas Trail, b. at Santa Monica, 27 February
2. Jon, b. 23 February 1954 at Santa Monica.
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1952.

Appendix III: John Livingston's account of his life and family:
"I was born March 8, 1838 in Clinton County, Missouri near Plattsburg. When I was quite small
my parents moved to Andrew County, Missouri, three miles east of Savannah, Missouri. From
there they moved to Dekalb County, Missouri when I was seven years old.
From there we started across the plains to Oregon on April 15, 1851 with eight yoke of oxen and
two wagons. We crossed the Missouri at St. Joseph, then west beyond all settlement except the
government forts; Fort Kerney, Fort Hall, Fort Laramie, then up the Platte River via
Independence Rock, Sweetwater, Green River, and Bear River; crossing the Rockies through the
south pass thence down the Snake River up Burnt River into Powder River Valley on through
Grand Ronde Valley then crossed the Blue Mountains to the Umatilla Valley then up Butter
Creek via Well Spring, Willow Creek, John Day, then to Tygh Valley, crossed the Cascade
mountains on the Barlow route just south of Mt. Hood, got to Fosters in the west side of the
mountains September15, 1851, five months from the time we crossed the Missouri River, and
went to Polk County that fall.
We were there till the spring of 1853, then with four other families started south. We reached
Deer Creek, now Roseburg, in June of 1853. The first three families of Joseph Gage, John Cox,
and James Ballou (Belieu) settled on Donation Land claims near the mouth of Looking Glass
(now Lookingglass) Creek. James Cook and my father took up claims on Deer Creek, eight
miles east of Roseburg. At that time the country was well filled up with Indians, great bands of
long-horned Spanish cattle, and great bands of Spanish and Indian Horses. Deer and elk were
plentiful. Grizzly bear were a common sight to be seen, but there were few hunters who were
willing to take a chance on shooting them.
Our first work after pitching our tent under an oak tree, which still stands, was to build a calf
corral so that we could have milk and butter for the family, of which there were eleven. Our
living was milk, butter, venison, and bread. Wesley Higgins, grandma Livingston’s father,
fought in General Jackson's outfit at the battle of Horse Shoe Bend where he cleaned up on the
Indians. In the fight, there was a little Indian boy killed. When old Wesley saw the little fellow,
he looked so much like one of Wesley's kids that it got the best of the old guy."
This account was copied by Carrie Dixon: A handwritten account by John Livingston written in
pencil exists also.
Next Entry: Per Bob Casebeer:
The Livingston family owned several acres there (Patterson Mills near the present day town of
Idleyld Park - east of Glide) until about 1889. They were logging for the mill, which was located
about a mile downstream from Idleyld Park and their home.
Next Entry: The Livingstons lived (at least for a while during which Amy was born in 1869)
over the hill from 1000 Springs near a Dixon ranch.
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Appendix IV: Ancestors of Kathleen (Bonebrake) Weber
Here is a summary of the Kathleen (Aunt Kate) Bonebrake connection. Jacob, William
Frederick, and John Starr were brothers.

I. Jacob Bonebrake was born May 22, 1812 in Preble County, Ohio, and died October 11, 1879
(probably in Coos Bay, Oregon). He married Levina Drollinger November 14, 1833.
Notes for Jacob Bonebrake: Jacob and Levina moved to Fountain County, Indiana in
1821. Later, they immigrated west and settled in Coos Bay, Oregon in 1866. Their
family history is well documented in a book written by Marie Rizek Bonebrake called
"Beinbrech Bonebrake - Bonbright and other variations." The book includes many of the
Bonebrake families.
II. William Frederick Bonebrake was born September 25, 1814 in Preble County, Ohio, and
died November 05, 1887 in Goldendale, Washington. He married Frances Mellinger
February 07, 1837 in Fountain County, Indiana
Notes for William Frederick Bonebrake: He was a minister in the United Brethern
Church at Dayton, Washington. They had seven children. William, and his brothers,
Jacob and John Starr, came to Oregon in 1862. He was buried in the IOOF Cemetary at
Goldendale, Washington.
III. John Starr Bonebrake was born January 23, 1829 in Fountain County, Indiana, and died
1906 in Roseburg, Oregon. He married Mary Elizabeth Arnold, daughter of David
Arnold and Alpha Seward. They settled in Oregon near Dixonville around 1864. John
Starr had previously spent 2 years in Oregon around 1852.
Children of John Starr Bonebrake and Mary Elizabeth Arnold are:
i. Emma Malissa Bonebrake, b. August 27, 1857, Iowa; d. Roseburg, Oregon.
ii. Edward A. Bonebrake, b. September 05, 1859: Died at about 6 months old.
iii. Clara Theresa Bonebrake, b. December 19, 1860, Newburn, Iowa; d. October 29,
1929, Roseburg, Oregon.
iv. Alpha Lora Bonebrake, b. August 30, 1863, California.
v. William Wesley Bonebrake, b. January 25, 1866, Oregon; d. 1953.
vi. Ida May Bonebrake, b. February 01, 1869, Oregon; d. January 08, 1947, Roseburg,
Oregon.
vii. George Arthur Bonebrake, b. December 07, 1873, Oregon; d. 1955.
viii. Mary Harriet Bonebrake, b. February 06, 1877, Oregon; d. 1956, Dixonville, near
Roseburg, Oregon.
ix. John Frederick Bonebrake, b. April 30, 1879, (Dixonville) Roseburg, Oregon; d.
June 24, 1959, Roseburg, Oregon.
George Arthur Bonebrake was born December 07, 1873 in Oregon, and died 1955. He married
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Daisy Lillian Oden February 01, 1903 in Douglas County, Oregon. Daisy (born September
1873) was the daughter of Charles Oden (born January 24, 1846 in Missouri - died March 6,
1916 in Roseburg, Oregon) and Catherine Adaline Duncan (born January 31, 1853 in Lane
Coounty, Oregon - died February 8, 1931 in Douglas County, Oregon.) Daisy Lillian Oden's
sister was Mrs. Lora Frederickson. Daisy died February 8, 1940 in Douglas County, Oregon and
is buried in the IOOF Cemetery, Roseburg, Oregon. There is a log cabin named for George
Arthur Bonebrake at Lake of the Woods, Oregon. He is buried in the IOOF Cemetery in
Roseburg, Oregon.
Children of George Bonebrake and Daisy Oden are:
i. Kathleen (a.k.a. Kate) Bonebrake, b. October 27, 1904, Dixonville, near Roseburg,
Oregon; d. September 14, 1989, Roseburg, Oregon; she married Maurice Fritz
Weber, June 11, 1923. Kathleen was a member of the Daughters of the American
Revolution. She is buried in Roseburg Memorial Gardens, Roseburg, Oregon.
ii. Shirley G. Bonebrake, b. January 01, 1916.

More about John Starr Bonebrake: John Starr crossed the Plains by ox train in 1852. He spent
2 years in California and Oregon. He then went back to Marion County, Iowa by way of the
Isthmus of Panama in 1854/55 and married Mary Elizabeth Arnold on 27 Nov 1956 in Marion
County, Iowa. The marriage ceremony was performed by Rev. Henry Bonebrake. They
migrated west while Mary was pregnant and spent a year at Sutters Mill, near Placerville,
California. They went to Shasta County, California before coming to Douglas County, Oregon
in 1864. They moved to the area of Roseburg, Oregon first settling south of town on the
Umpqua River. Later, they moved to Dixonville, east of Roseburg, to a place that is about one
mile north of what is now the Dixonville Store.
One source said that John and two of his brothers, Jacob and William, came to Oregon in 1862.
He settled on south Deer Creek. In the 1870 Census in Douglas County, Oregon, it is written
that he was born in North Carolina. ???
John Starr Bonebrake was a carriage-maker and carpenter by trade. He made the benches for
the Pine Grove Church in Dixonville. Around his farm, he took care of their orchard and tended
the stock. That’s where John Starr and Mary Elizabeth Bonebrake lived out the remainder of
their lives. His children and grandchildren loved him and respected him, however he was very
strict with them. Although he was unwell in his old age, family and friends often met together at
his home for an evening of singing and popping popcorn in the fireplace.
He was a compassionate man who retained his sense of humor until he died in 1909 of
what was called "bladder trouble." One of his granddaughters called him "one of my very
good pals." John Starr and Mary Bonebrake are buried on top of a hill east of Roseburg
in Burts Cemetery among family and friends.
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Written by Teresa Adu Bonebrake, his great granddaughter, March 1981
Mary Elizabeth Arnold, wife of John Starr Bonebrake, was a cousin of President Garfield and
an ancestor of Benedict Arnold.
Children of John Starr Bonebrake and Mary Elizabeth Arnold:
i. Emma Malissa Bonebrake, b. August 27, 1857, Iowa; d. Roseburg, Oregon.
ii. Edward A. Bonebrake, b. September 05, 1859: Died at about 6 months old.
iii. Clara Theresa Bonebrake, b. December 19, 1860, Newburn, Iowa; d. October 29,
1929, Roseburg, Oregon.
iv. Alpha Lora Bonebrake, b. August 30, 1863, California.
v. William Wesley Bonebrake, b. January 25, 1866, Oregon; d. 1953.
vi. Ida May Bonebrake, b. February 01, 1869, Oregon; d. January 08, 1947, Roseburg,
Oregon.
vii. George Arthur Bonebrake, b. December 07, 1873, Oregon; d. 1955.
viii. Mary Harriet Bonebrake, b. February 06, 1877, Oregon; d. 1956, Dixonville, near
Roseburg, Oregon.
ix. John Frederick Bonebrake, b. April 30, 1879, (Dixonville) Roseburg, Oregon; d.
June 24, 1959, Roseburg, Oregon.
vii. George Arthur Bonebrake was born December 07, 1873 in Oregon, and died 1955. He
married Daisy Lillian Oden February 01, 1903 in Douglas County, Oregon, daughter of Charles
Oden and Adaline. Daisy Lillian Oden's sister was Mrs. Lora Frederickson. Daisy is buried in
the IOOF Cemetary, Roseburg, Oregon
Notes for George Arthur Bonebrake: There is a log cabin named for him at Lake of the Woods,
Oregon. He is buried in the IOOF Cemetary in Roseburg, Oregon.
Children of George Bonebrake and Daisy Oden:
i. Kathleen Bonebrake, b. October 27, 1904, Dixonville, near Roseburg, Oregon; d.
September 14, 1989, Roseburg, Oregon; m. Maurice Fritz Weber, June 11, 1923.
Kathleen was a member of the Daughters of the American Revolution. She is
buried in Roseburg Memorial Gardens, Roseburg, Oregon.
ii. Shirley G. Bonebrake, b. January 01, 1916.
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Appendix V: Moritz Weber: Roseburg Road Builder
Letter from Moritz Julian Weber to his daughter Emily (Weber) Ferguson in the year 1950.
Dearest Emily,
I will, of course, be glad to satisfy your desire to know more of my early attempts at road
building in Oregon. In fact, it makes me very happy that you take an interest in it.
My first work started on one mile of private road, which began at the Curry property and ended
at the intersection of that road with the county road leading from Roseburg through Edenbower
to Jane’s Ferry of the South Umpqua river. It was used by Curry, your grandfather Adam Fisher,
Johnson, Charlie Anderson, myself, and the Howes. This road became entirely impassable for
vehicles in winter time as it was laid out along the foot of hills and received their seepage in
addition to the heavy winter rains. We could not expect any help from the County. So, I drew
up a contract among us which stipulated the following. The mile was to be divided into seven
parts, Curry to take two parts and the rest of us each one part; which one was to be determined
by casting lots. Each part was to be constructed in the following way: Each party was to
corduroy his piece throwing enough dirt on the ends of the corduroy material to form a drainage
ditch on both sides and holding the road material to be used in place. The corduroy was to be
covered with a thick layer of straw and on this was to be placed gravel six inches deep. The
width of the gravel was to be 9 feet. If one failed to start work by July, the rest would have the
right to hire that work done at double the customary wage. After I got the consent of all parties
concerned, I took the contract to a then young lawyer who later became one of the most
distinguished Circuit Court judges, Jim Hamilton. He got so interested in it that he didn’t make
any charges to have it a legally binding contract. We all signed it and by the first of September
1895, the work was completed. Reading this now it all seems so ridiculously insignificant, when
you have a system of paved roads everywhere including this stretch, but the winter preceding
this work was especially wet and Charlie Curry on a fine saddle horse, mired down in front of
Howe’s cottage and his horse had to be pulled out by a strong team of horses. To this case is
applicable the standing joke of a hobo walking on the railroad track towards Winchester and
seeing a new hat lying in the middle of the road, where it paralleled the track. He thought he
would salvage the hat. When he lifted it, he saw that it was sitting on a man’s head. Horrified,
he blurted out, “Can I help you?” to which the man answered “No thanks, I’m on horseback.”
So, you can imagine our joy when all next winter we could blithely trot that mile in a vehicle.
With the addition of a little gravel here and there, that road was just as good in 1912 when I left
Oregon as when first built.
The greatest drawback I considered the lack of adequate funds to do the work the way it should
have been done, and because of the almost universal prejudice among the old settlers about
building permanent roads. This prejudice had worked out the following slogan: “Do your
hauling before the rainy season really starts. After that, when the roads get miry, ride to town on
horseback till the roads dry up again.” On an average this meant probably from the middle of
November till the middle of April. Nature seemed to help form that conviction. When the first
rains started - generally towards the end of September, the deep dust on the roads would be
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beaten down and mixed by the wheels of the wagons and the hoofs of the horses formed an
almost glossy track, smooth, hard, and yet resilient enough to be easy on a horse’s hoofs. This
was the easiest time for hauling. It used to be one of my greatest delights to hitch up old Dash,
our faithful trotter, and take a long ride through a country that seemed quickly transformed by
the copious rains after the long dry season and turned green as if by magic. And, there is no
more enchanting sound to the ear of a lover of horses than the regular dull thud of a trotter,
especially when the vehicle in which you ride rolls along noiselessly on the smooth dirt road.
I recognized this advantage from the start of my work on the roads and, whenever possible, built
the permanent road in such a way as to leave room for what we later called “the summer road”,
glad to use it whenever dry enough, glad to stay on the permanent road when wet.
Another prejudice that worked against me, but which as quickly dispersed by the great
friendliness and willingness to let me have a try at it, was the fact that I was a foreigner and
stranger and only 26 years old.
As I stated before, the lack of funds I considered my greatest drawback, but the successful
experiment that I had made on the mile of private road to substitute cheap material at hand for a
stone foundation encouraged me to make another experiment on the hardest obstacle on our road
to town, a rather steep hill of about one quarter of a mile with tow very seepy places in it. That
was part of the county road and I could expect to get some of the money from the road district,
but not enough to finish it and I knew I must do so in order to get the full benefit of it. So, I
volunteered the grading, making the road bed wide enough for two teams to pass and left the dirt
along the bed about one foot higher. This was to hold the road material in place. All six of us
who built our first mile volunteered to haul all the straw I needed. Even your uncle Jake and
Charlie (Charlie was Melissa [Jones] Fisher’s younger brother and Jake was her next-older
brother) helped, even though they had a private road to the top of this treacherous hill. The
finest kind of river gravel was only half a mile away. Wages for teams were low and we just
piled the gravel on the almost waist high straw: Some worked to the surface and being chopped
and mixed with some gravel, by the passing wheels made the road only easier to travel on before
the gravel settled. This experimental work was also a success. Years afterwards I made a
careful cross section in the seepiest place and found that all the mass of straw had been
compressed to a thickness of about one to two inches and so tight that no moisture was found
above it.
We now were on top figuratively and literally, for from there on we could drive to town, even
though in places through deep mud and in a slow walk.
The next year (1898 according to Emily) I spent with my family in Europe and when we
returned I was more than ever convinced that good permanent roads must be built in Oregon, for
in Europe I had again seen the efficient system of splendid macadamized roads leading from
village to village and from village to city. One new factor worked in my favor. Many
newcomers were arriving, who bought small places and their way of living could not very well
conform to the slogan of the old settler. The latter were good farmers, raised only staple crops of
wheat, oats, barley, corn and baled hay, all of which they brought in during the dry season to the
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warehouse, the owner of which wrote them out a check on the local bank. With this money he
would buy enough groceries for the whole winter, coffee, sugar, rice by the sack, flour by the
barrel, and then settle down to do their farm work. They did not use the road in winter time, it
was quite good in summer time, so why should they spend a lot of money on road work the
results of which were very problematic. In that he was quite logical. The small landowner
reasoned quite differently. He could not afford to buy in large quantities and being socially
inclined, he wanted to visit and attend church in Roseburg. He wanted roads. So when good old
honest Mr. Davis could not fulfill the duties of road superior any more on account of old age, he
asked me to take over and I was appointed road supervisor for our district. Then followed a
number of laborious years in trying to make the scant means go as far as possible. And, finally I
got my great break.
A law was passed by the State Legislature which enabled each district to tax the assessed value
of their property up to 10% if a majority of the people at that meeting would vote for it, the
money raised to be spent for road purposes in that district. Very few people and only those most
interested in good roads attended the first meeting and a vote for 10% was unanimous.
I had now thousands of dollars for our roads where I had hundreds before and the results were so
obvious that our district meeting the next year was well attended and another vote for 10%
carried again. By this time we had a good graveled road clear to Roseburg. It could be used
even in the wettest weather with perfect safety, but it needed many finishing touches and I had
set my heart on getting another 10% voted. The chances for such a vote were very slim. My
brother George told me that the neighbors will not vote another 10%, because they considered
the roads good enough. Going out from this standpoint, I arranged my arguments accordingly.
The meeting was called and the chairman asked for expressions of opinions. The first man
spoke very moderately, acknowledged the good work done, but stated that people he had talked
with expressed the same opinion he held that the road was good enough and in consequence, we
might save us that extra expense. After that, many clamoring voices demanded the same thing.
The chairman turned to me and said simply, “Morris, we would like to hear your opinion on this
matter before we take a vote.
I looked all the people over carefully and spoke very slowly and deliberately, “I see here tonight
more faces from our district than I have ever seen before. I am very happy about it, because it
shows the great interest in road building. And, I am convinced that everyone of you hasn’t the
least doubt in his mind that I want a majority vote of 10%. You have just heard the opinion
expressed that ours is a good road. It undoubtedly is, but it is not uniformly finished according
to the standard I have set for myself ever since I started with work on our private road many,
many years ago. I have decided to turn my duties over to Mr. Perdue, my faithful and competent
helper for many years and we have carefully figured out that 100 dollars a mile yearly will keep
our road of five miles in perfect shape and that is within our yearly budget, if you vote tonight
for the 10% assessment.
I don’t want to hurry you to cast your vote tonight. Instead, I want to make you the following
proposition. Let our chairman appoint a committee of five members from different parts of our
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district. Then let us adjourn and two weeks from now let us hold an adjourned meeting and then
decide the issue. In the meantime, let this committee examine my records of the work of the last
two years, which you had made possible through your generous contribution in extra taxes. Ever
since you voted that extra work, I felt that some day I might have to account for the way I
handled the money. For that reason, I haven’t paid out one cent in cash, but have written out
checks to the individual worker who helped build your road. And your committee will find that
all the money spent was earned by men and boys of our district.
And then followed an unexpected thing. A rather young man got up and made a very eloquent
appeal and finished with these words, “Why all this delay, the sooner we let Morris finish the
road, the better for us. We all trust him, we all are indebted to him for many years of faithful
service and I propose that we honor his efforts by a rising vote for 10%.”
His words must have been far more eloquent than what I have written down, for a majority rose
quickly and the rest followed, some very slowly.
I thanked them and expressed the hope that I would not disappoint them.
After finishing our road the next year, I had quite a bit of money left and I used it to good
purpose by making neat piles of gravel at well distributed places along the entire length of our
road for any emergency that might arise. This ended my efforts of building roads in Douglas
County. I do not remember the exact year, but you can easily find that out from records. The
first three years of that special road law were my three last years.
You mention in your letter my building the Winchester road after finishing ours. I am a bit hazy
about that. To the best of my knowledge the two districts were united into one after the passage
of the law and I distinctly remember finishing the long flat piece of black mud from the
intersection with our road towards Winchester and the grading of hills to the end of the district,
about half way to Winchester, but I never made any claim to have built a good gravel road to
Winchester.
You also write in your letter that you had claimed my efforts to build good gravel roads in
Douglas County to have been the first ones. I am not so sure of that either. Douglas County is a
big one and I did not visit every part of it. So there might be other claimants for it. I hope there
are.
However, I can tell you one thing that may throw a little light on it. I was, as you will
remember, for many years road viewer besides road supervisor and in that capacity traveled over
many remote parts of Douglas County and I am quite sure that I did not find any systematic road
building anywhere. Many attempts at it, but never a successful finish.
Times were changing fast. A few cars had made their appearance on the roads. People were
beginning to clamor for real roads. Sensing this, the manufacturers of road machinery and road
material were sending out their engineers and publicity agents and many road meetings were
held.
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I will mention one especially well attended one because my work was discussed during it in a
roundabout way. It was a good, interesting meeting and much needed technical knowledge
about modern road building discussed. One speaker said that the roads in Douglas County
reminded him of the story of the unfinished man. In good western fashion, a man in the
audience shouted, “Tell us about him!”
Well, he said, there was a boy about 17 years old who asked his mother one bright warm day,
“what is man made of?” “Earth” his mother replied and went on with her work. “Oh Ma” he
said and went straight to his dad and asked the same question, “”Dirt” replied the old man. Two
straight answers and he was going to try. His father was a miller, and along the mill race were
clay and water to mold any form. So, he went to work and by noon he had almost finished his
man, when his mother called him in for dinner. “Ma”, he called out, “I have almost finished my
man, can’t I have my dinner a little later?” “No” she answered, you come in this minute, you
can finish your man after dinner.”
While the boy was eating his dinner, a man passed by, kicked the clay figure into the millrace
and went on his way. When the boy returned, his man was gone and left plain footprints in the
soft ground. He remembered something he had heard in Sunday School about “breath of life and
man became a living soul.” All that day he looked for his man and asked everybody around if
they had seen a stranger. None of them had. But next Saturday was a County Fair and that boy
looked everywhere. Finally his attention was drawn to a big overgrown country bumpkin, with a
long nose, ears standing away from his head, and big hands hanging awkwardly from long arms.
He began to walk around that chap and tried to look him over carefully from head to foot. A big
crowd began to gather around and the bumpkin got angry with the kid. Finally he shouted, “You
get away from here or I’ll kick you out.” The boy wasn’t scared and, sidling up to the chap, said
“Please don’t get mad, just tell me what made you run off before I finished you up.”
After the mirth and laughter subsided, Salzman got up and said that he enjoyed the meeting and
the many speeches made, but the best speech ever made was the good gravel road of five miles
that Morris Weber had built: it has been speaking day and night for the construction of good
roads. Salzman was a good friend of Charlie Curry, visited the Curry’s often and had witnessed
the construction of our road from start to finish. After he sat down there came calls from the
audience as usual, “Morris, speech.”
So, I got up and said that I was happy for this opportunity to express publicly my gratitude for
the unswerving support and cooperation of my fellow farmers and the moral lift and appreciation
of the town people. However, if time permits, I wanted to correct some unduly severe criticism
of the road supervisor. It was pointed out that he would lay out the road to the top of a hill by
going straight up in the air instead of following a decent grade. And it was added that the
Romans 2000 years ago knew the advantages of reasonable grades.
I confess that most of us road supervisors are not familiar with the Roman road construction,
much less with their technique of following a regular grade. But, we observe our goats and
sheep and find that they make trails in a zig-zag fashion of even grades till they reach the highest
point. And many of us tried to follow their example and make a careful survey to that effect and
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an exact estimate of the cost and then go to the County Board with our precious documents and
prepared speech. The closest estimate we will say was 2860 dollars and after the Board went
over the proposed plans and estimates and listened to the fervent words of the supervisor, they
would say “Jimmy, why that plan is fine, go ahead with the work, we will give you 200 dollars
to do the job.” Ladies and Gentlemen, I ask you in all fairness what could that supervisor do but
go straight up into the air.
But, seriously speaking, I added, you will find that good roads can be built only at high cost. But
whatever the cost, it is never an expense, always a sound investment.
That was the last road meeting I attended in Oregon
I hope that you will find in the foregoing enough material to talk at some meeting that you had
apparently in mend when you asked me in your letter to write you something about our early
road building.
I want to add to this a little more personal message to you.
When I visited Oregon in 1941, I looked up Floyd Frear, whose parents were such good friends
of mine when Floyd was a kid. He was now County Engineer. I asked him how he found my
roads for paving. Laughing good-naturedly, as always, he said, “Why Morris, we just put on the
top dressing, that was all.”
Probably the best compliment I ever received, but I wanted to verify it myself and asked the
person who was to take me over the road to drive very slowly. But we had hardly left the city
limits when I went through a strange experience. My vision became blurred and finally all the
new buildings along the road vanished from sight and instead there stood the old houses only,
the inhabitants of which I had known long ago. When we came to the county store along the
railroad track, the owner was sunning himself on the porch as usual and bid me a happy good
morning as I passed. Just across the track on a hill stood the pretty little cottage of an elderly
cultured couple who pointed to the pretty flowers which they always raised. A little farther on
the opposite side of the road, stood tall gray haired Davis and called out “Hello Morris.” And
then the two Verral brothers, who supported their widowed mother, an exquisite little lady that
sewed our working gloves for 25 cents a pair, if we furnished the deer skins. And then on the
hill on the south side of the road, boisterous Jim, about whom the legend went that when he
wooed his wife he took her to his modest home at the edge of a pretty valley, stretched out his
arm, shut his eyes and said, “As far as I can see, all is mine.” Opposite him the home of Hanson
of Swedish descent who was dying of Tuberculosis. A few days before his death he called in his
best friends and after a short visit with them said in a whisper, “Well, good bye old boys, when I
shall be looking down from heaven won’t I laugh when I see you plodding through the black
mud. At the foot of the hill, right in the black mud the shanty of old man Moore and his crippled
son Charlie, who dragged one leg, but could do all kinds of hard work. When I once pitied him
that he had to keep house beside his daily work, he just laughed and said, “We clean house only
once a year and carry out the accumulated black mud with a scoop shovel.” Just like good old
Charlie to laugh off all difficulties of life. And across the black mud flat on a stony hill stood the
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four sturdy sons of the Berks: Henry, George, Frank, and Bill, all of whom had worked on my
farm at times. And opposite them, hidden a little from the road beautiful dark-haired Anne
Hathaway, the beloved daughter of a mystery man from the East. A tacit man with a flowing
dark beard. “A lar’ned man” the gossip said. And then our beautiful valley before me, but
before we descended the last hill there met us a multitude of old settlers with their heavy loads of
wheat, oats, or barley, and all smiled and greeted us and their features were so clear and friendly,
just as I had known them years ago. And a four horse team with a tremendous load of baled hay
and high up on top of it a happy boy, who must have thought that the whole world lay at his feet.
When we got to my old house, the driver said, “Do you know, Morris, you have not spoken one
word.” “Yes” I answered. “I know, but I have seen so much.”
Dearest Emily, I have only a few minutes left before the mailman comes. Georgi got so
interested in this that he wanted to have some copies typed so that he, Josie, and Andrew may
have a copy too. So kindly return this, or, if you prefer, have three copies made and mail them
back to me.
All my love, Dad
Morris Weber Proffit, Virginia
June 10, 1950
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Appendix VI: The Lester Neil Ferguson Family
The following is an abstract of a family story that Lester Neil and Alice, his wife, wrote in
August of 1990. They wrote about their family in Saratoga, California; its beginnings, its
general course, and its Fall years in America. The following are the main characters:
Lester (a.k.a., Les) Neil Ferguson and his wife Alice May Clement,
their son, James Clement Ferguson and his wife, Barbara Eileen Long.
James and Barbara's daughter, Kathryn Barbara Ferguson, and son, Richard Ian
Ferguson
their daughter Anne Elizabeth Ferguson and her husband, Joseph Wayne Wood, and
Anne and Joseph’s son, Andrew James Wood
The Ferguson family came from the Isle of Mull, Argyllshire, Scotland to farm country in
Ontario, Canada in 1832 and finally came to Roseburg, Oregon in 1888.
Archie Neil Ferguson married Emily Elizabeth Weber in October, 1921 and lived in the farming
community of Days Creek in Southern Douglas County. It was later owned and farmed by John
Ferguson, Archie's eldest brother.
Lester Ferguson was born in November 1923. In 1926, the family moved about 3 miles closer to
the Days Creek post office to a farm, paying $6,000 for 252 acres of both hillside and pretty
good bottom land.
In 1928 in Tampa, Florida, Alice May Clement, Lester’s future wife, was born to Pearl Burrows
Clement and Archie Walter Clement; their first born. In 1945, Archie, Pearl, and Alice sold
their home and boarded a Greyhound bus for Redwood City, California. They bought a house in
Redwood City and lived there until Archie retired in 1966. After graduating from Sequoia High
School, she enrolled in San Jose State College in San Jose, California about 25 miles south of
Redwood City.
Lester also attended San Jose State College, courtesy of Uncle Sam and the GI Bill. They met
during her Junior year, and became engaged in September of 1948. She completed her college
work, receiving her Bachelor of Arts in Business in 1949.
Lester now narrates.
Some of my first remembrances are about the school busses that my Dad built and drove for the
Days Creek Union School district. He bought the chassis (with engine, wheels, etc.) and then
built the bus structure himself. Mom even upholstered the seats; which I imagine were just
boards with some padding. I think he drove the first one for a couple years; then made a larger
one that he drove for a year and when he didn't get the next contract, he sold the bus to the one
who got the contract for "down the river". He did build another bus for the neighbor who got his
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contract, though. With the money from the sale of the bus he bought a 1931 Model A Ford Tudor
car. It was black with a green stripe just below the windows. We kept the Model A until after
World War II had started. I learned to drive in it and had my first lessons in auto mechanics
when we rebuilt the engine in about 1938/9. We always had chores to do around the farm; in the
summer always swam in the South Umpqua river that bordered our property; hiked the hills, as
long as we stayed on our property; played with our neighbor's two boys who were about our age
when Mom and Mrs. Matthews permitted it, played in a p1ayhouse that Dad built from the logs
left over from an old barn he tore down; went to town to see Grandma and Aunt Cass every
month or so; and went to school at Days Creek Union School.
I graduated from the Days Creek High School in 1941 with seven others as the Most Outstanding
Boy; five of the eight were girls. History will tell one that December 7, 1941 was the beginning
of World War II. After staying around to help Dad on the farm, I applied for and attended the
Eugene Vocational School in Eugene, Oregon to learn about radio (electronics) when being
drafted loomed as inevitable.
After three months doing that, I enlisted in the Army Signal Corps Enlisted Reserve Corps.
However, after three more months studying ‘radio’ at the Sacramento Airport, I was called to
active duty in February of 1943. I spent three years and 5 days in the Signal Corps of the US
Army. My travels courtesy of the Army included, Fort Lewis, Washington; Camp Kohler,
California (near Sacramento); Fort Douglas, Utah; Carnegie Institute of Technology in
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania; Camp Crowder, Missouri; Camp Beale, California; Camp Polk,
Louisiana; Dayton, Ohio Army Signal Depot; Fort Lawton, Washington; Fort Shafter, Hawaii;
Saipan, Mariana Islands, Anatahan, Mariana Islands, Camp Anza near Long Beach, California;
and again, Fort Lewis, Washington, for an honorable discharge.
I returned home in February 1946 and started my higher education at San Jose State College in
January 1947, completing a Bachelor's Degree in Engineering with a Communications Option in
1950.
When I met Alice, my social life took on a whole new objective. After spending most of a
summer (1948) going places and doing things with her, I was able to convince her to be my
fiancé; we became engaged in September 1948, and were subsequently married 2 July 1949, the
year before I graduated.
When we got to our new home, we had something like $2.90 in the bank and I had a job at
the Richmond-Chase cannery for the summer. Alice went to summer school to complete one
course needed for her degree, as she had graduated just prior to the wedding. I graduated June
1950.
My first job was with a wholesale radio distributor, then in downtown San Jose; first on the
counter, then as an outside salesman calling on industrial accounts, universities, schools, radio
stations, and similar customers.
James Clement Ferguson was born on 20 September, 1952, about a year after we had moved in
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to a new home. I worked at Dalmotor Company for about 2 years, and just as Alice was about to
deliver our second child, I quit. Anne Elizabeth Ferguson was born in November of 1954.
In November 1956, I began my real career by going to work for Sylvania Electric Products
Electronic Defense Laboratory in Mountain View, CA. In March of 1957, I was given the
opportunity to work for the company at Fort Huachuca, Arizona, a US Army base in
southeastern Arizona next the Mexican border. So by April 1, 1957, we were living in the
Boothill Subdivision of Tombstone, Arizona. I worked there for two years and three months.
In July 1959, we headed back to Saratoga where we bought the house we lived in until May
2000.
By now Jim was getting bigger; was always a happy child; did OK in school; enjoyed sports, but
was not avid; learned to play the drums (traps); and generally enjoyed life. Anne was coming
along, too. She had trouble learning in school, so we (mostly Alice) would spend a lot of time
with her to try to help her. She was such a loving child, liked fun and play, and was a real
struggler. She never gave up as I always thought many kids in her shoes would have done. She
nor Jim were ever into anything to cause delinquency. We were very thankful for that.
In November of 1966, I changed jobs and went to work for Electromagnetic Systems Laboratory,
then in 1968, I returned to EDL/GT&E for about 5 years.
Jim graduated from Westmont High School in June of 1970. He went on to West Valley College
for two years, then attended California Polytechnic University in San Luis Obispo for about 4
semesters, eventually deciding he didn't want to be an Electronic Engineer.
Anne, meantime, after spending a rather frustrating time in high school, graduated from
Westmont in June 1973.
I became disenchanted with the work at GT&E, and was able to, again, find a position at ESL as
a program manager. It was now ESL Incorporated, and had about 500 people.
Alice, during the school years, was involved with activities that the kids participated in as well
as being the High School PTA President one year; and working in the Marshall Lane School
library. She also was involved in the Westhope Presbyterian Church; having been an Elder,
Deacon, President of the Women's Association a number of times, and seemingly, always
involved when there's help needed; she especially liked to work in the kitchen. After all, she's a
charter member.
By 1973, Jim was 21; Anne 19. After leaving Cal Poly, Jim was living with friends in Mountain
View and working at Zeta Electronics in Sunnyvale; Anne was living at home just starting her
college years. Also at this time it is apparent that Jim and his high school sweetheart, Barbara
Long were going to get married.
Barbara attended Fresno State University and received her degree in 1975. On 16 May 1976, Jim
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and Barbara were married at the Methodist Church in Campbell, California.
Anne continued in school and got her AA. After working in several places for short times, she
met and married Joseph Wood on August 20, 1977 at the Westhope Presbyterian Church in
Saratoga. Joe worked as a production control analyst, then later as a magazine promotion
salesman calling on grocery stores. Joe, having an interest in pipes (smoking), worked, first full
time, then part time, for two pipe shops in the area; Anne helped him in one of them.
At home, Alice is still involved in Church work and being a grandmother
In December of 1984, I began having noticeable heart arrhythmia. I went into the hospital with a
palpitating heart. It turned out it was not life threatening, but over the next couple years, I had
several more, so I ended up retiring in February 1989. After consulting for about 5 years, I
really hung it up and got into genealogy, taking care of our home, etc. We moved to Granite
Bay, CA in 2000, and have never regretted leaving the San Francisco Bay area. Our move was
very satisfying financially
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Appendix VII: The Last Weber Bakers: Henry and Maurice
This story begins with Henry Weber’s graduation from high school and chronicles the events
that lead to him first becoming a baker co-owner of the Weber’s Bakery in Roseburg, Oregon.
Further, it is an account of how he struggled with severe asthma, which eventually forced him to
give up the bakery and strike out in a new direction. He is one Weber in a long history of Weber
bakers, beginning (as far as we know) with Georg Wilhelm Weber in the 1700s in Germany.
This is his story.
Henry Weber becomes a baker
In 1926, I graduated from high school at the age of 16 after having skipped two grades in a oneroom country elementary school. Shortly after graduation and after a series of temporary jobs,
my Dad got me a job working for his friend August Heck, who was the owner and operator of
the Oregon Bakery in Roseburg. I would fry the donuts, then deliver bread, rolls, and pastry in a
Model-T delivery truck around Roseburg. In the afternoon, I cleaned and greased the bread
pans, washed dishes, cleaned the machinery and swept the floors. I started out earning $5.00 a
week for six twelve-hour days. Sometimes I worked more hours than that, for in a bakery, there
was a starting time, but quitting time was whenever the work was completed. I really liked Mr.
Heck and his wife and I enjoyed working there. Mr. Heck was good to me, and about every
week he gave me a dollar raise.
Dad evidently had gotten tired of my using his car, because he bought me a Model-T Ford Coupe
from Ford Singleton. It was second hand and had curtains on the back and side windows, natural
wood spoke wheels, balloon tires, cut out and a carburetor control on the dashboard. Along with
the Model-T, I also acquired a real nice girlfriend by the name of Hazel Marchbanks, who had
come from Oklahoma with her Mom and Dad.
Uncle Floyd Stephens, my mother’s youngest brother, whom I had always liked real well, had
purchased a small bakery in Powers, Oregon. It was a logging town of about one thousand souls,
and was along the South Fork of the Coquille River. Venetta Davis was a good friend of Uncle
Floyd's, and one day when he invited her to come to see his bakery, I took her there in my
Model-T Ford Coupe. Uncle Floyd lived there with his wife, my Aunt Etura, and my two
cousins Stewart and Carl.
The roads weren’t good in those days, so it took us three or four hours to get there. Uncle Floyd
greeted Venetta warmly, and he seemed to be much happier to see her than me. The bakery was
small and had no machinery, everything was done by hand, and his big brick oven was fueled by
cordwood. The fire was built inside the oven in one corner, and when the wood burned down
and the heat reached the right temperature, a long handled swab was used to clean the oven, at
which time it was ready to start baking the bread. Since the pastry took a lower baking
temperature, it was baked after the bread. The bread was all wrapped by hand, and in those days,
sliced bread was unheard of.
While we were there, Uncle Floyd offered me a job at ten dollars a week plus room and board.
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With all the wonderful fishing prospects, and getting to work with Uncle Floyd while most of the
men were out of town, I decided to take the job.
The fishing was good and life was very pleasant indeed in the fair city of Powers. The vivacious
Venetta came to work for Uncle Floyd and all was well. By this time, since we all lived in the
rooms in the bakery, it was getting a bit crowded, so Stewart, Carl and I were moved out in the
garage, where we only had my Model T Ford for company.
Meanwhile, back in Garden Valley, while I was working in Powers, Dad had sold almost his
entire farm and his main home to a man named Mr. Rockwell, except for a little house that Ernie
and Maude had been living in. He kept that and about 20 acres and he and Mom moved into that.
As it usually does, the dry season arrived in the summer of 1927 and logging in the woods had to
be shut down on account of the fire hazard. Business was poor in Powers with so many of the
men laid off, and I was returned to the ranks of the unemployed. This meant that Mom and Dad
were blessed with my presence again until Dad could find me another job.
In the fall of 1927, I went to work at the Overland Orchards. My first job this time was on a
brush burning detail. The fruit trees had all been trimmed and the ground was littered with the
trimmed branches and dead wood. A team of horses was hitched to a large sled that was made
fireproof with metal sheets forming an inclosure, and also effectively shielding the horses from
even seeing the flames. We threw all the trimmings and other trash that littered the ground into
the enclosure, leaving the ground nice and clean. It wasn't too bad a job, and even though the
weather was quite cold, we had no trouble keeping warm. When that job was completed,
another worker by the name of Owen James and I were put to work spraying the trees. As the
ground was quite soft, it required four horses to pull the spray outfit with it's machinery and load
of lime sulphur spray. A gasoline engine provided the necessary pressure to spray properly, and
we wore rubber hats, rain clothes, and long rubber gloves. In spite of all these precautions, we
always got enough spray on our arms to burn the hair from our arms, as well as to cause some
peeling of our skin. I didn't mind the job, and Bill Miller was sure a nice supervisor.
By now, my girlfriend Hazel was gone and Mr. Rockwell had a couple good looking daughters, I
got acquainted with them and got a date with Marybelle, the oldest, who was the same age as I
(about 18) and also about the same height. Although I didn't dance, we decided to go to a dance
at the Tenmile Dance Hall. I spelled the banjo player in the band a few times, Marybelle danced
a bit, and then we left for home.
Then one day a miracle happened. August Heck called me and asked me to come back to work
in his bakery in Roseburg. I delightedly told him that I would like to, if he could pay me enough
money so I could make my car payments. He agreed and once again I was working in the
bakery. This time, since I had experience as a baker with uncle Floyd, I came to work at 3:30
am to help make up the bread and rolls, and then I delivered around town and cleaned the pans,
dishes, floor, and greased the bread pans and cookie sheets. My last task for the day was to clean
the machines, including the bread mixer and molder. I usually was finished with my day's work
by about 4 pm. I liked the work, as my good friend Morgan Russell was the bread baker and I
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had always liked August Heck and his wife, Lena, very much. I was now gainfully employed at
a steady position and was living a life of great comfort, at no expense, at home with my loving
Mom and Dad.
Since I was now living in town, I started playing banjo for dances with some of the kids my age.
Eventually, I got together with Adrian Bowen and we formed a small orchestra. Adrian played
piano and I played banjo. Willie Bowdin played drums and sang, Grant Bales played trumpet,
and the others I can't remember. We played at Camas Valley and other places for awhile.
John King and his wife Effie, who ran a store and café at Coos Junction, rented the Wigwam
Dance Hall, also at Coos Junction, and decided to hold dances there every Wednesday and
Saturday night. John contacted a fiddle player by the name of Herb Williams, who had married
a piano player named Myrtle Hercher. Herb got hold of Fred Hargis (drums), Elton Wimberly
(saxophone) and me (banjo) and we auditioned for the job. They must have both been tone deaf,
as they hired us on the spot to play for them two nights a week from 9 until 12 P.M.
We were paid four dollars on Wednesday night and six dollars on Saturday night. That made us
ten dollars a week for each of us, and in those days, it seemed like a gold mine! The crowds
were large, boisterous, and with plenty of drunks, thus insuring a wild time for all. We played
there for quite a while, until the crowd tired of us and the place. Then we played at the Oriental
Gardens in Roseburg in the winter months, and at the Rainbow Gardens at Winchester in the
summer. When the fickle crowds would eventually desert us, we played at Myrtle Creek,
Canyonville, Glendale, Bridge and Myrtle Point. We also played for local clubs such as The
Elks, American Legion, Women's Business Club and at the Turkey Celebration Dance in
Oakland. It was fun and we made good money until the Depression of 1929 descended on the
U.S. Then at times we played on a percentage, and at times made little or nothing. We had our
best orchestra then when Marybelle (then, in 1929, my wife) played piano, Ted Bach played
drums, Almon Rockwell on sax and Mike Crocker on the trumpet. I still played the banjo,
however Ted Bach, our music arranger, changed me to saxophone.
Part of the time Grant Bales played trumpet for us, and a few times Red Tester also played with
us. I was without doubt the weakest player in the bunch. Jerry Hogan played trombone with us,
and when sober he was an excellent player, and drunk or sober he was a better player than some
of us. Marybelle was an excellent piano player and Ted Bach was a good vocalist, drummer and
arranger. One time when we were playing at the Rainbow Gardens in Winchester, we got to
play with Halbert Matthews, who had played with Paul Whiteman. He was a former Roseburg
boy who was lovingly called "Soupy". What a thrill it was to be playing with and getting to
listen to an accomplished Musician. We had fun and played for many dances; however around
the middle of April in 1933, I played my last dance, packed away my saxophone, and abandoned
the profession that I was really never qualified for.
After working a few months for Mr. Heck at his bakery, he asked me if I would like to become
his bread baker, which I gladly agreed to, and after a few days with Morgan Russell teaching me
how to operate the machines, I was the bread baker and Morgan was elevated to pastry baker. I
got a nice raise and life was good. I started to work at 12:30 at night, and after baking the bread
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and rolls, I still delivered the bakery goods, greased the pans, cleaned and did all the other chores
that I did before I became the bread baker. I was now working about 16 hours a day, so I finally
told Mr. Heck that it was too much work for me, so he hired someone else to do the cleaning and
greasing, and I could get through with the deliveries by twelve o'clock and go home for some
much needed sleep.
I had decided that a Sedan would be much more comfortable vehicle, so I traded my Chevrolet
for a Pontiac four-door sedan. I started going with Marybelle Rockwell about that time.
About a year prior to my return to Mr. Hecks Bakery, my brother Maurice had secured a job at
the Model Bakery in Roseburg, and he moved into town. Maurice learned to bake pastry and
cakes, and became an excellent Baker in short order. Meanwhile Mr. Rockwell seemed to excel
in producing children, but was a failure at farming. He sold the farm and bought some stock in a
mill at South Bend, Washington. The mill had closed down, but was in the process of hopefully
being reopened. In the meantime Mr. Heck wanted to sell the bakery to Maurice and me. He
assured Dad that we were well qualified bakers, which prompted Dad to sign a note that enabled
Maurice and me to buy the Bakery.
When the deal was made, Mrs. Heck told me how smart it would be for me to marry Marybelle.
Then Maurice’s wife, Kate, and Marybelle could work for us for nothing and we would save
quite a bit of money. That had a certain appeal in addition to the money-saving angle. Also,
although Marybelle had returned to Roseburg from Myrtle Point, her parents were moving to
South Bend, which left me faced with the gloomy prospect of Marybelle moving away with her
parents. I approached Marybelle with the idea of getting married to me and then perhaps
working in the bakery. I think this appealed to her more than moving to South Bend, where her
numerous brothers and sisters would swarm around her like flies. So with such alternatives, she
chose to marry me.
So, the first of April 1929, Maurice and I became the owners of the Oregon Bakery, to which
was added, "Weber Brothers ", "Maurice and Henry” With our letterhead and envelopes bearing
our names, we swelled with pride. On June 22, 1929, Marybelle and I were married and true to
Mrs. Hecks words, Kate and Marybelle worked in our flourishing establishment.
At first, Maurice and I did quite well in the bakery business. Marybelle and I were living in
Dad's house on North Jackson Street in Roseburg, and Mom and Dad were camped for the
summer at Idleyld Park along with my nieces Jeanne and Kay. As prosperity smiled on us for a
few fleeting months, I had a chance to buy a second hand Buick Master Six sport roadster, with
very few miles on it. Since I was still under age (about 20 years old) I had to drive to Idleyld
Park, where my parents were camping, to get Dad to co-sign for me. Dad was not pleased, but
after a few admonishing looks and discouraging words, he signed and we got this fantastic
Sports Roadster with a rumble seat. Boy did I ever feel great going down the "Main Drag" of
Roseburg in one of the longest cars in our fair city, and wearing the shabbiest clothes.
I always had to start work early on Friday to bake the bread for Saturday, the big day, after
which Marybelle and I would immediately take off for South Bend, Washington. That was
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usually about 2 a.m. Saturday morning. Mr. and Mrs. Rockwell plus their large brood now lived
there and the fishing was good. Mr. Rockwell had a friend with a power boat, so as soon as we
arrived, he, Mr. Rockwell, his oldest son, and I headed up for the river to fish.
That night I could hardly breathe, and was getting worse. The Rockwells called a doctor, who
told them to put a mustard plaster on my chest and call him in the morning. That was small
comfort to a man who thought he was dying! As I got worse, they called another doctor and he
came immediately. He looked at me and said I had had an asthma attack and he immediately
gave me a shot. Much to my surprise, I quickly felt much better. He asked me what I did for a
living, and when I told him I was a baker, he said that was my problem, and I would likely have
to get out of the baking business. I was horrified. I had a good bakery business with Maurice, I
just had married a few months before, and following Mrs. Heck's advice, Marybelle worked as a
clerk for nothing. The worst part was that I had this wonderful Buick Sports Roadster, and I
wouldn’t be able to pay for it if I had to give up the bakery. The Doctor told me I could go home
in the morning, and as I drove back home, I really wasn't very happy, even though we had caught
a lot of fish.
I went to work upon my return. I felt pretty good for awhile; however just as I thought a miracle
had happened and I would continue in good health, I started wheezing again and steadily got
worse. My brother-in-law Nip Rockwell told me that his mother-in-law had a way to help
asthma, so we drove over to see her. She had been treating her asthma for a long time by
injecting adrenalin by using a syringe and hypodermic needle. She showed me how it worked.
After attaching the needle, she drew a dose of adrenalin out of a bottle, jabbed the needle in her
arm and injected the fluid. While that procedure did not exactly appeal to me as a pleasant way
to repel asthma attacks, I bought the necessary equipment at the drug store, (no laws against
hypodermic syringes, needles, or many drugs in those days.) Now all I had to do was wait for an
asthma attack.
I didn’t relish the thought of using the new device and I had misgivings about how much it
would do for me. But, the next attack came, so with sweat pouring from my brow, I plunged the
needle in and after discharging the adrenalin and withdrawing this loathsome weapon of torture,
I immediately felt great. So I came to the conclusion that the horror of the needle would be
easily endured since it brought such wonderful relief. My next attack occurred in a couple of
weeks, and over time I found it necessary to make more frequent and larger injections.
Eventually, I was taking a shot about every four hours and knew that I couldn’t continue much
longer. So, I went to a doctor who found that I was allergic to every kind of flour, and told me
that I must get out of the bakery!
I always felt guilty about having asthma and was ashamed that I had this cursed affliction. Dad
and Mom were Christian Scientists, and Dad always told me it was all in my mind, but it wasn't
my mind that was wheezing. I didn't know if Mom subscribed to Dad's analysis or not, as she
had hay fever, and I hardly believe that Dad thought that it was only in her mind. Dad used to go
to bed with severe headaches and I wondered what his reply would have been if I had told him to
get out of bed, as it was all in his mind.
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Wherever I went, my syringe, needle, and adrenalin were my constant companions. When
fishing with others, I would sneak off by myself and take an injection in an attempt to conceal
my problem. So it went on, and the asthma attacks became more frequent and required
increasingly more adrenalin.
Marybelle was playing the piano for our orchestra now and we did pretty well until things got
really bad due to the Depression. We managed to pay off the Buick, so in our usual senseless
manner, we drove to Portland and traded it in for a used Nash Cabriolet with a twin ignition six
cylinder engine. Boy were we ever happy with our new, second hand car.
In the meantime, Mr. Rockwell and the mill in Dayton fizzled out; so he next bought a small
grocery store in Dayton, Oregon. His large family and frequent visitors gradually ate him out of
his home and business, so he finally ended up on a small farm near Dillard, Oregon. About the
only good thing about the farm was that the little creek was pretty good fishing, and Mr.
Rockwell made some pretty good home brew there. Mrs. Rockwell was a wonderful woman,
and I was very fond of her. She was a lot like our Mom, only she had twice as many kids as our
Mom.
The Great Depression of 1929 was upon us now. Marybelle and I were playing for more dances,
but were making less money because of the dwindling patronage. We even had to depend on
Mr. Rockwell, who had a seven passenger Studebaker sedan, to transport our orchestra to out-oftown jobs. It had needed some repairs, which I had done, but I didn't have the money to pay for
them. Business was so bad at the bakery that sometimes we could barely pay our employees,
and pay enough to our suppliers to stay in business. As a result, Maurice and I often couldn’t
draw a salary, although we always had plenty to eat. Marybelle and I sold our Nash to pay the
repair bill on her father's Studebaker, and except for one bakery truck, we were reduced to
walking.
So we lived frugally without a car for some time until my brother Ernie sold me an old one that
he had. I later traded it in on a new Willys roadster that sold for $750. I was supposed to pay
Ernie back so much a month. I honestly can't remember if I paid him all the money or not. I
suppose if I didn't, Dad would have. Dad was always doing things like that for us kids, I guess
that was what kept him so poor. The car ran well until we had a very bad freeze in 1931 or 1932,
when both the North and South Umpqua Rivers froze over. People were ice skating above the
dam at Winchester and brave souls ventured out on the ice by the Oak Street bridge in their
Model T Fords. My Willys also froze and the spark plugs had detached themselves from the
cylinder head and were perched precariously on top of the head! A friend, George Felt, welded
the head together, consequently restoring the car to good running condition.
Nevertheless, it seemed at times that about everything was falling apart. My asthma was getting
worse, and Marybelle's and my marriage seemed even sicker. There was never enough money to
go around, and since we had no children, it seemed like the ideal time to divorce and make a
fresh start, so we did. Perhaps we were the victims of too young a marriage, and the desperate
times in our entire country, but we always remained on friendly terms.
End of Story
Page 90

To finish the story, Henry moved to California and lived with Cora, his sister. He worked as a
soda jerk for her future husband, Harry Dutton. In that soda fountain, he met Grace Lydia
Duncan, whom he married in Alhambra, California on February 17th. 1934.
Shortly thereafter, Henry and Grace moved to Roseburg where both of them worked in the
bakery that was still co-owned by Henry and his brother, Maurice. Because of Henry’s asthma,
he took care of the wholesale part of the business, and due to the excellent cakes and pastry that
Maurice made and the bread and rolls of our other baker's, they soon had bread, cakes, and
pastry in every grocery store and in most of the hotels and restaurants in Roseburg. Business
had improved greatly, and they we were able to buy new machinery that made them even more
competitive. The C.C.C. Camps bought their bread locally, and their patronage was divided
among the three bakeries in Roseburg at that time. They bought the bread that was left over
from Saturday, which we sold at a cheaper price because it solved the problem of the leftover
bread. If it got stale, they sold it for 25 cents for a sackful, and they also took turns selling bread
to the "Old Soldiers Home", where the last veterans of the Civil and Indian Wars lived.
As time went by, in spite of his reduced role in baking, Henry’s asthma grew much worse. He
often stayed up in the cabin on Brushy Butte while Grace worked in the bakery, but upon his
return to work, it was the same old story with the asthma. He knew Grace and he would soon
have to make a difficult decision because there was definitely no future for them in the bakery.
Finally, in 1940, Henry and Grace sold their half interest in the bakery to Maurice and bought a
farm. Maurice agreed to give them enough money for a down payment on a farm. That farm
turned out to be at Round Prairie, an area between Roseburg and Myrtle Creek. It consisted of
850 acres, including a big, nice house that had electricity, indoor plumbing, and a fireplace. It
also had a spring up on the hill above the house that provided water by gravity feed, so we had
no water bills to pay. The house met with Grace's approval, so in December of 1940, they
agreed to buy the place for $6,500 and moved in, now four of us with the addition of our second
son, Dennis, born September 6, 1939. Henry and Grace raised their two children there and lived
there for 30 years.
Maurice sold the Weber’s Bakery in about 1945. He also had asthma and yearned to work
outdoors. The bakery kept the name Weber’s Bakery until nearly the end of the century, when it
was turned into a restaurant, which in the year 2006 seems to be prospering.
To my knowledge, Henry and Maurice were the last of the approximately 200 years of bakers in
the Weber family. Will there be more?
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Appendix VIII: Cora and Ray Ward
The following text was extracted from Henry Weber’s writing and only slightly edited.
In 1917, when Cora was only 18 years old, she really thought she was in love and wanted to
marry her boyfriend. His name was Ray Livingston Ward, and he used to boast about how he
was going to marry into the Weber millions. Dad detested him and called him "der
Hampelmann" (a jumping jack on a string). Ray used to come home from church with Mom,
Dad, and Cora for Sunday Dinner. At first, Dad wouldn't eat in the same room with him, but
finally he tolerated him with a stony look and an uncomfortable silence.
Ray was very much against WWI and I think he figured that if he married Cora it might increase
his chances for a deferment from the armed forces. Dad finally gave his consent for her to marry
him. The blessed event (according to your point of view) came to pass on November 10, 1917,
and Cora's dream of marital bliss came true. Or did it? Ray's vision of getting his hands on some
of the mythical Weber millions now seemed to be within his grasp. Well, the poor sap was
fooled!
It seems the Draft Board had the same high regard for Ray that Dad did, and they were
determined to get this "Sucker". Ray seemed to have a feeling the draft board was after him, so
besides getting Cora pregnant, they moved to Marshfield (renamed Coos Bay) where Ray got a
job in the shipyards. I guess Cora hadn't figured on getting pregnant, and it must have put her
down in the dumps to the point that Mom had to go to Marshfield to take care of her. Ray was
delighted at this turn of events, which he hoped would positively defer him from the Army. Dad
and the rest of us didn’t like this forced separation from Mother, so dear old Dad decided to go
to Marshfield and bring our beloved Mom home so she could clean and cook for us in the
manner to which we were accustomed.
The weather was a bit unsettled this time of year; however the day came when our weather
forecaster Bud (Maurice) predicted that the sky was just covered by a gray fog, and it was time
to start. Dad had a Dodge touring car by then, and soon it was loaded and ready to go. We piled
all the blankets on the back seat where Elza and I rode. Dad and Bud sat in the front seat and at
daybreak, away we went.
As we got into the Coast Range Mountains, we followed the old Coos Bay Wagon Road. On the
small streams, there were no bridges or culverts, so we forded them in the car. There was plenty
of water to replenish what had boiled out of our radiator and to sate our continual thirst. At one
point we encountered a yoke of oxen in the middle of the road pulling a huge cart. When we
descended into the valley along the Coos River, we saw small steamboats on the river. The only
way to get to Marshfield in those days was first to go to Bandon, then turn north and proceed
over the dreaded Seven Devils Highway, which was noted for its sharp curves and narrow, steep
grades. In those times there were only graveled roads. With Bud at the wheel, we arrived safely
at Marshfield that evening, and we sure were delighted to see Mom and Cora again.
Cora looked exceedingly well, probably because she had been receiving the excellent care that
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Dad, Bud, Elza and I had been deprived of! What surprised us was to see that Ray actually was
working for a change.
Marshfield was a very interesting town to visit, as at that time the harbor was always bustling
with big ships from faraway places. The shipyards where the Liberty ships were being built was
a star attraction. One day we went to Empire City on the Bay and very close to the Ocean. We
had to drive on a plank road across the sand from North Bend to Empire City. The road was just
two lanes of 2" x12" planks placed lengthwise for the wheels on each side of the car, and there
were cross pieces to maintain the proper distance apart. Traffic was one way, except for an
occasional turnout. It required careful driving at a very low speed. Soon we took Mom home
with us, but when Ray got his induction notice to report to the Army, Cora and Ray joined us at
home in Garden Valley.
When the day arrived for Ray to leave for the Army, Ray and Cora were bawling like babies.
Cora didn't go to the train depot with Ray, so Dad took us kids along to make sure Ray didn't
miss his train. As we went down Cass Street to the depot, Shorty Snyder and some other future
soldiers were laughing and having a good time, as they scrawled messages on store windows
like, "To Hell with the Kaiser!" and other fun stuff that was in store for the Huns! On the other
hand, Ray was crying. Our stern Dad also was emoting with tears of joy and relief as Ray at last
disappeared out of his sight.
Ray never left the training camp. He somehow ended up with some kind of a desk job, from
where, according to him, he almost single handed won the war with the pen and pencil. He did
get wounded though during the time he was in the Service. That occurred when he was on a
furlough and had brought his automatic 45 caliber pistol home. He demonstrated the weapon,
but part of his hand was in the path of the slide that ejects the empty cartridge, which whisked
off some skin. I doubt that Ray got a purple heart for this wound, although we kids could attest
to the fact that Ray rolled on the ground in pain.
Soon Cora was ‘expecting’ in the near future. We kids had been told that Storks brought babies,
and I supposed Elza and I believed it at this time in our lives (I was 9 years old in 1918 .) I used
to sleep on the front porch on a cot, and as I lay there on night, the doctor arrived and he didn’t
even greet me as he went inside. Finally I heard a baby cry and my chest swelled with pride as I
became an uncle for the very first time. What a beautiful baby Jeanne was! She was almost as
cute as the baby pig that Elza raised on a bottle and we kids wanted to hold the precious bundle
of joy. At last, Ray had helped produce something that Dad approved of, and made him very
proud grandpa at 46 years old.
When 1919 rolled around and Ray was discharged from the Army, Dad, Mom, Bud, Elza and I
were living in Dad's house on Commercial Avenue in Roseburg. Ray, Cora and Jeanne moved
into a house that Dad also owned on Jackson Street across from us.
Now what was Dad to do with Cora, Ray and Jeanne? It so happened that Ray had some
experience selling clothing and doing cleaning and pressing, so Ray wanted to start a cleaning
business. Since Ray didn't have any money, he asked Dad for help. Dad loaned Ray the money
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with the agreement that Bud would be his partner. However, Ray was out in the front of the
store, chatting and waiting on customers, while Bud did all the dirty work in the back. Bud tired
of that division of labor and the partnership was dissolved, leaving Ray to run the business.
On the morning of February 12,1920, Ray came stumbling across the black mud field that
separated our two homes, and with an ashen face blurted out that he and Cora were cursed with
another baby girl, Elza Kathleen Ward. Poor Ray, events were turning out poorly for him in
every direction.
Ray eventually sold his cleaning business and bought a small black-mud farm a couple miles or
so south of Roseburg where he intended to raise vegetables. But, before he moved to the farm,
he somehow got mixed up with a company that was going to make automobile tires out of
salmon skins from the Columbia River. Although he defaulted on the loan from Dad for the
cleaning business and he hated to see Cora, Jeanne, and Kay leave, Dad was glad to see him
move to Washington State. As usual things didn't work out. Ray got four fish-skin tires for his
car, while Dad got Ray, Cora, Jeanne and Kay back, making Dad a two-time loser. Ray was
supposed to help work on the farm, but as usual, he was allergic to any kind of manual labor and
that irritated Dad considerably.
Then one day, Ray slapped Elza for some reason. I ran at full speed to the chicken house on the
hill, where Dad was working, to informed him. The news sent Dad into a rage like I’d never
seen before. Down the hill he went at full speed to the house, where Ray had made a fast retreat
to the upstairs bedroom. Dad made a ranting speech that would have put Hitler to shame, as he
waved his arms and ordered at Ray to vacate the premises. Ray slipped out of Dad's house,
never again to return!
Cora got a job at Ott's Music Store in Roseburg, which made it necessary for her to stay in
Roseburg. She eventually divorced Ray. He was supposed to pay her alimony and child
support, but he never did.
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Appendix IX: The Ferguson Ancestry
Excerpts from
The Family of Donald and Helen Ferguson
by their grandson, Lester Neil Ferguson

In 1875, John and Catherine (Bruce) Reiach immigrated to a farm in Clear Springs, Manitoba,
Canada from Wick, Scotland. The farm, however, was unable to produce enough income to
support 14 children, so circa 1877, their daughter, Helen Reiach (b. 1854), left the farm for
Winnipeg in order to work to provide additional income for the family. According to letters
written by Catherine, her mother, to her after she left home, her acquaintance with Donald
Alexander Ferguson (b. 1841) began by April 1878. Helen and Donald were married on the 24th
of June 1880, and subsequently moved to a farm near Greenwood, Manitoba, Canada.
Donald’s parents, Alexander Ferguson and Anne McFayden and their children, had moved
earlier to Winnipeg, Manitoba around 1849 when Donald, the eldest of their children, was about
eight years old. Alexander died in 1859 when Donald was seventeen. Anne died in Greenwood
in August of 1884, after Donald and Helen had married.
While Helen and Donald were living in Greenwood, four children were born. Alexander (b.
1881, died after 15 months), John Harold (b. 1882), Alexander Hugh (b. 1884) and Catherine
Bruce (b. 1887.)
In 1888, for reasons that Helen never knew, Donald marshaled the whole family one day and
headed for Oregon, apparently planning to settle somewhere around Portland. While in Portland,
though, they heard about inexpensive land in Douglas County, so they went there and purchased
a plot of land from John Jones, who later became Emily Weber's great grandfather.
For some 8 years, Donald worked for local farmers. Their land wasn’t large enough to farm and
support their family. Three more children, Anna M. (b. 1890), Hector D. (b. 1889), and Archie
N. (b. 1893) were born in Roseburg. Then, in 1896, Donald died, after which the family sold the
country home and moved into Roseburg so that the children could attend school more easily.
During that time, Helen worked as a midwife for a doctor, then as the matron at the Oregon
Soldier's Home hospital on Harvard Avenue in West Roseburg for about 10 years. It later
became the Veteran's Hospital (for mental patients), was enlarged and moved across the South
Umpqua River to its present location.
As soon as they could, the boys went to work, and the girls took teacher qualification tests and
were awarded teaching credentials. After 10 years or so, their mother, Helen, quit working.
John Harold Ferguson married Mary (a.k.a. Mayme) Johnston in 1905, lived in North Bend for
awhile, then returned to Roseburg (circa 1910) where he operated a delivery business (first with
horse-drawn carriages) known as the General Delivery System, with this brother Archie. John
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raised his family in Roseburg, then in 1926, he moved to Days Creek.
Alexander Hugh was in the grocery business; first as a traveling salesman; then as the manager
of the wholesale grocery warehouse in Marshfield, now Coos Bay, where he died suddenly in
1943. Lester remembers him driving his Dodge car up through the Days Creek area on his
grocery selling rounds. He would usually stop for dinner (at Archie and Emily’s), or at least for
a short chat.
Catherine (a.k.a. Cassie) Bruce taught grade school in Riddle, Oregon and San Francisco,
California. Although she hadn’t finished high school, she passed the test to become a teacher
and taught for a number of years. Cassie also spent a large part of her life taking care of her
mother, Helen. She was always ready to tell stories to the youngsters. She had a marvelous
imagination and could spellbind almost anyone that would listen to her tales of adventure and
would let her "read" their palm.
Hector D. began his career with the Southern Pacific Railroad in Roseburg as a freight clerk as
early as 1913. He married Erna Taylor, who had come to Roseburg from Minnesota to teach
school. They then moved to Alameda, California where he raised his family and continued to
work for the Southern Pacific Railroad in the San Francisco office. He commuted to San
Francisco first on the SF Bay ferries, then on the Key System train that ran on the Oakland/San
Francisco bridge. Erna had died in 1942 and he retired early due to a persistent ulcer problem.
He continued to live in Alameda for a number of years, but returned to Roseburg and died there
in 1953.
Anna M. began her teaching career at the Lane School in Roseburg in 1913, in 1920 she married
Clarence Nicholson, then moved to Claremont, California to raise her family there. "Nick" was in
the lemon warehousing business. She died suddenly in 1938.
Archie Neil first worked as a fireman at the Edenbower Planing Mill, then worked with Uncle John
delivering groceries after he was a freshman in high school (about 1910.) He quit school during that
year and didn't go back. During World War I, he joined the Navy and was assigned as a mechanic
in the Lighter-than-Air Service, and went to France aboard the Lusitania. He went first to Brest,
then to Paris just as the Axis was shelling that city with the Big Bertha artillery weapon. They
stopped the next day; and he always said his presence there stopped the war! He was discharged in
Akron, Ohio shortly after the Armistice and returned to Roseburg, Oregon.
In 1921, Archie married Emily Weber and they built the house at 317 West Riverside Drive in
Roseburg that is still owned by the family (Kenneth, Norval’s son.) However, they sold it to Alex
right after they were married and moved to Days Creek where they lived on two separate ranches
(three miles apart) from 1921 until 1961. Archie drove a school bus in 1929 and 1930 for the Days
Creek School, worked for the US Forest Service in 1933 and 1934, and farmed in between and paid
off the debt on the ranch raising fryer chickens in about 1942.
Since neither Norval nor Lester wanted to stay on the ranch, they sold it except for 16 acres where
they build their "dream" house and barn. Archie was active in the school board of the Days Creek
Page 96

Schools for some 30 years, retiring as clerk of the board. Emily loved farming and caring for the
animals, gardening, canning, and related homemaking activities. She always did various kinds of
sewing and complicated "fancywork" (knitting, embroidery, crocheting). In her later life she
claimed having done somewhat over 100 hand-quilted quilts in about 15 years. She exhibited a
number of her "pieces" in the Oregon State Fair in Salem, the Pomona International Fair in Pomona,
California; and the South Douglas County Fair in Canyonville. She usually took the blue ribbon in
any class she entered.
Memories of his grandmother, Helen, by Lester Ferguson
As all Grandmas seem to be, she was a loving, caring, and gentle; and yet softly strict with us kids.
I loved her greatly and thought there was no one else like her. I still think so. She could speak
Gaelic, write great poetry and was the real matriarch of our Roseburg Ferguson family. It was
always, “Do you think Mother (as she was called by her children and their spouses) will want to do
that; or do you think Mother will like this.” They always gathered at her home on Riverside Drive
for all holiday activities. It was obvious, after her death, that that role was no longer a part of those
who remained. By then her grandchildren were spreading out from Roseburg, having children of
their own, and establishing their own family groups. Nonetheless, she was a real role model, in
today's parlance.
Leaving the cold, windy, snowy, bleak prairie of Manitoba so delighted Helen that she quickly wrote
a poem about it. That poem was published in the Roseburg News-Review in the 1888 time frame,
and in 1954 again with a commentary by Charlie V. Stanton. The poem and other activities by
Helen, Donald, and their neighbors resulted in naming the area Edenbower, which was her word.
At that time, there was also a move to name the town Edenbower; rather than Roseburg. There was
an Edenbower post office for some time, but the town finally was named Roseburg after Aaron
Rose. Although Edenbower didn't become the name of the town, it remained the name of the area
where they and several other farmers lived, and to this day (2007), is often referred to by the old
timers that way. Present-day Garden Valley Boulevard goes right through it and their original farm
now sports a major shopping area of Roseburg. Garden Valley lies further out (about 4 miles) the
same road.
Donald, Helen Reiach, Alexander Hugh, Catherine Bruce, John Harold are all buried in Roseburg
at the old IOOF cemetery, now called Roseburg Memorial Gardens. Archie was cremated and his
ashes strewn by Emily and Norval from his airplane over the Coast Range between Roseburg and
the Oregon Coast. Emily's ashes were scattered similarly by my brother, Norval. As well, Norval’s
ashes were scattered by his son, Ken.
Time always changes things; yet if one looks closely, keeps some things the same. Although many
Roseburg Fergusons have found their lives in other climes, many still live in Roseburg and it’s
environs: Kenneth and Susan, Norval’s children; and Emily; Ken’s daughter live in Laurelwood;
Ken in the old family home on Riverside Drive; and Susan on Lilburn St. Janet Lander Day, and
her brother, Michael Lander; Uncle John’s grandchildren, both live out Robert’s Road . Their
descendants were schooled and live in Roseburg. Gordon Ferguson, also Uncle John’s grandchild
lives in the Dixonville area, and runs a sheep ranch there. And I’ve lost track of one of the other of
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uncle John’s grandchildren., i.e., Robert R, Ferguson.
Uncle John’s children; Donald, Helen, and Bruce all lived their lives in the Roseburg area. Don
lives in Sutherlin and Oakland; Helen out Robert’s Road; and Bruce in Myrtle Creek.
All others live/lived in California primarily.
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Appendix X: Descendants of the Moritz and Georg Weber Children
Descendants of Emily Elizabeth Weber
1. Emily Elizabeth Weber (1895-1991)
m. (October 1, 1921) Archie Neil Malcolm Ferguson (1893-1985)
2. Lester Neil Ferguson (1923-)
m. (July 2, 1949) Alice May Clement (1928-)
3. James Clement Ferguson (1952-)
m. (May 16, 1976) Barbara Eileen Long (1952-)
4. Kathryn Barbara Ferguson (1978-)
4. Richard Ian Ferguson (1981-)
3. Ann Elizabeth Ferguson (1954-)
m. (August 20, 1977) Joseph Wayne Wood (1947-1995)
4. Andrew James Wood (1980-)
m. (August 25, 2007) Megan Pence
2. Norval Alexander Ferguson (1925-2002)
m. (June 17, 1951) Karen Lynette Kronke (1934-)
3. Kenneth Alec Ferguson (1952-)
m. (February 29, 1996) Rosalind Denise Maguire (1996-)
4. Emily Elizabeth Ferguson (1996-)
m. Ellen Porter
3. Susan Elaine Ferguson (1954-)
3. Thomas Neil Ferguson (1958-1976)
m. (February 22, 1971) Cynthia L. Morrison

Descendants of Johanna Jane Weber
1. Johanna Jane Weber (1896-1995)
m. (1922) Arthur W. Edwards (1896-)
2. Jackson R. Edwards (1923-)
m. Nancy Sweet (-1982)
3. Susan Lee Edwards (1952-)
3. Scott Reid Edwards (1954-)
2. Roger L. Edwards (1925-)
m. Helen Burdick (1927-)
3. Paula Jo Edwards
3. Peter Lee Edwards (1959-)
m. Lisa ???
4. Chase Lisa Edwards (1984-)
4. Cassidy Edwards
3. Amy Edwards
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Descendants of Henry Leopold Weber
1. Henry Leopold Weber (1900-1927)
m. (January 25, 1924) Ollie Lucinda McDonald (1901-1974)
2. Donald Lee Weber (1925-1988)
m. Rozanne Kathryn Zalabak (1933-)
3. Mark Charles Weber (1953-)
m. (January 27, 1973) Mary Helen Martinez
4. Carla C. Weber (1975-)
m. Nancy Susan Gray (1962-)
4. Morgan Charles Weber (1983-)
3. Zann Lee Kathryn Weber (1954-)
m. (September 9, 1972) Stuart Arthur Leighton Read (1950-)
4. Adam Arthur Leighton Read (1975-)
4. Daniel Lee Eyer Read (1977-)
3. Kurt Lee Weber (1957-)
m. (May 11, 1974) Imelda Rumanglag (1956-)
4. Anthony Donald Lee Weber (1976-)
4. Sabrina Nadalee Weber (1978-)
3. Kipp Lynn Weber (1961-)
m. (September 9, 1978) James Haines Ainsworth (1955-)
4. James Donald Ainsworth (1979-)
4. Sarah Rozanne Ainsworth (1981-)
m. Thomas Ford Dougherty (1956-)
4. Nickolas Dougherty (1985-)

Descendants of Oscar Felix Weber
Oscar neither married nor had any children

Page 100

Descendants of Cora Emily Weber

Cora Emily Weber (1899-2001)
m. (November 10, 1917) Ray Livingston Ward (1894-1981)
Jeanne Marguerite Ward (1918-)
m. (June 28, 1969) Allan George Palmer (1908-2001)
m. (June 20, 1940) James Levi Crawford (1912-1964)
James Lee Crawford, Jr (1941-)
m. (December 27, 1964) Sandra L. Auld (1944-)
Shari Jeanne Crawford (1966-)
m. (October 28, 1995) Jacobson
Gregory Jacobson (2002-)
Emma Grace Jacobson (2000-)
James Donald Crawford (1968-)
m. Sandy Sigismonte (1948-)
Sally Jeanne Crawford (1943-)
m. Gene M. Levy (1938-)
m. (May 23, 1962) Richard James Felix (1942-)
Kathleen Ann Felix (1963-)
m. (August 28, 1981) Thomas Doyle Nelson (1956-)
Thomas Richard Nelson (1984-)
Kaley Kimberly Nelson (1986-)
Kimberly Jeanne Felix (1965-)
m. (June 16, 1990) John Sandau (1961-)
Kathleen Ann Crawford (1945-)
m. (August 4, 1962) Arthur John Dellinger (1944-)
m. Perry Bates
Kathleen Elza Ward (1920-)
m. (September 27, 1940) Shirley Melbourne Vader (1909-)
Steven Lee Vader (1941-)
Suzette Vader (1944-)
m. (September 16, 1970) Charles G. Rubin (1940-)
m. (June 27, 1951) James Trail Anderson (1916-)
Douglas Trail Anderson (1952-1996)
m. unknown
Savanna Anna Anderson (1985-)
Jon Scott Anderson (1954-)
m. Ocla Edward White (1900-1997)
m. Harrell(Harry) Oats Dutton (1895-1982)
m. Berger Olaf Tinglof (1893-1971)
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Descendants of Ernest George Weber
Note: Because of the size of Ernest’s family, this chart has been split into two parts, first
Ernest and his children, then the descendants of his children.
Ernest George Weber (1897-1992)
m. (October 10, 1920) Maude Allen (1901-1937)
1. George Ernest Weber (1921-)
m. (March 24, 1944) Ella Gay (1919-)
m. Sara Leona Sheridan (1928-)
1. Wanda Lee Weber (1922-)
m. (August 6, 1946) Eugene Donald Hargis (1919-)
1. Joyce Effie Weber (1924-2000)
m. (September 12, 1945) Richard Leonard Kinney (1922-1995)
1. William Allen Weber (1925-1965)
m. (August 29, 1946) Helen Richmond (1926-)
1. Carol Ann Weber (1937-1938)
m. (March 18, 1939) Agnes Smith (1910-2006)
Children of Ernest George Weber
1. George Ernest Weber (1921-)
m. (March 24, 1944) Ella Gay (1919-)
2. Ernest George Weber (1944-1944)
2. Linda Gay Weber (1946-)
m. James Rogers
m. (May 17, 1966) William Marshall McCormick (1944-)
3. Rodney Dean McCormick (1964-)
3. Michele McCormick (1966-)
m. (December 23, 1971) Jerry A. Smith
2. Joyce Marie Weber (1948-)
m. Unknown Mitchell
3. Jason Mitchell (1973-)
m. (February 3, 1968) Robert George Pyle
m. (January 20, 1979) Gary Earl Moar
3. Dustin Moar (1982-)
2. Janet Ann Weber (1948-)
m. Joseph Sooter (1940-1984)
m. (August 15, 1968) Rick Lynn Rutter
2. Rita Kay Weber (1954-)
m. Paul Lucas
m. Sara Leona Sheridan (1928-)
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Descendants of Wanda Lee Weber
1. Wanda Lee Weber (1922-)
m. (August 6, 1946) Eugene Donald Hargis (1919-)
2. James Paul Hargis (1948-)
m. Evonne Edna Jones (1948-)
3. Samuel James Hargis (1975-)
3. Andrew Joseph Hargis (1977-)
3. Marianne Hargis (1981-)
2. Robert Eugene Hargis (1950-)
m. Joanne Elaine Bauman (1951-)
3. Benjamin Robert Hargis (1976-)
3. Sarah Anne Hargis (1978-)
2. Mary Gene Hargis (1952-)
m. Billy Eugene Staton (1951-)
3. Michael Todd Staton (1970-)
m. Byron Jeffery Bonney (1950-)
3. Myrtilla Andrea Bonney (1974-)
3. Matthew Lee Bonney (1976-)
2. Lawrence Merle Hargis (1952-)
m. Deborah Jean McGuire (1954-)
3. Jennifer Ann Hargis (1974-)
3. Kelly Leanne Hargis (1978-)
3. Katie Lee Hargis (1980-)
2. John Philip Hargis (1954-)
m. Mary Lee Popish (1958-)
3. Shelly Lee Hargis (1976-)
3. April Marie Hargis (1979-)
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Descendants of Joyce Effie Weber
1. Joyce Effie Weber (1924-2000)
m. (September 12, 1945) Richard Leonard Kinney (1922-1995)
2. Gwendolyn Janice Kinney (1946-)
m. (January 27, 1968) Dennis Leo Bueker (1945-)
3. Wendy Jo Bueker (1970-)
m. (July 3, 1988) Robert O`Conner
4. Robert Luis O`Conner (1989-)
3. Mary Elizabeth Bueker (1971-)
2. Jane Maude Kinney (1948-)
m. Robert Pullings
3. Sarah F. Pullings (1988-)
m. (April 7, 1968) Michael Scott Nystul (1947-)
3. Daisy Lee Nystul (1969-)
3. Sonya Marie Nystul (1971-)
m. Joseph Henry Flores (1968-)
4. Cassaundra Ashley Flores (1989-)
2. Josephine Valerie Kinney (1953-)
m. (December 24, 1971) Steve Pulleu (1954-)
m. (December 10, 1983) Robert Edward Simerly (1957-)
3. Elizabeth Ashley Simerly (1985-)
3. Richard Leland Simerly (1986-)
3. Charles Robert Simerly (1987-)
3. Kenneth Edward Simerly (1990-)

Descendants of William Allen Weber
1. William Allen Weber (1925-1965)
m. (August 29, 1946) Helen Richmond (1926-)
2. Greg Allen Weber (1947-)
m. Nancy Earwood (1949-)
3. William D. Weber (1969-)
m. Jill Gillespie (1968-)
4. Andrew Allen Weber (1995-)
m. Julia M. Taylor (1948-)
3. Derek A. Weber (1980-)
2. Gary Sterling Weber (1950-)
m. Carla Monica Ralston
3. Monica Weber
2. Daniel Paul Weber (1952-)
m. Elaine A. Maute (1949-)
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Descendants of Maurice Fritz Weber
1. Maurice Fritz Weber (1902-1970)
m. (June 13, 1923) Kathleen Hildred Bonebrake (1904-1989)
2. Maurice Fritz Weber, Jr. (1924-1991)
m. (April 14, 1954) Annabelle Ryerson (1934-)
3. Maurice Fritz Weber,111 (1956-2007)
m. Cindy Tatum (1959-)
4. Daniel Adam Weber (1983-)
4. Mark Ryan Weber (1985-)
3. Andrew Edward Weber (1957-)
m. Teresa Barker (1958-)
4. Austin Weber (1980-)
4. Ashley Weber (1983-)
3. Kathleen Marie Weber (1960-)
m. (July 14, 1979) Eric Tolmie (1959-)
4. Amy Tolmie (1984-)
4. Kari Nicole Tolmie (1987-)

Descendants of Elza Flora Weber
1. Elza Flora Weber (1904-2001)
m. (July 18, 1922) Albert R. Kronke (1902-1965)
2. Karen Lynette Kronke (1934-)
m. William Marie
m. Audie Campbell (1932-)
m. (June 17, 1951) Norval Alexander Ferguson (1925-2002)
3. Kenneth Alec Ferguson (1952-)
m. (February 29, 1996) Rosalind Denise Maguire (1996-)
4. Emily Elizabeth Ferguson (1996-)
m. Ellen Porter
3. Susan Elaine Ferguson (1954-)
3. Thomas Neil Ferguson (1958-1976)
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Descendants of Henry Milo Victor Weber
1. Henry Milo Victor Weber (1909-1999)
m. (June 22, 1929) Marybelle Rockwell (1909-1969)
m. (February 17, 1934) Grace Lydia Duncan (1910-2006)
2. Michael Lee Weber (1936-)
m. ( 1963) Judith Ann Kuester (1942-)
3. Dana Aileen Weber (1964-)
m. (June 13, 1984) Scott Argo (1963-)
m. (September 5, 1987) Russell Cohen (1948-)
m. (August 25, 1990) Robert E. Dickey, Jr. (1951-)
4. Beau Daniel Dickey (1993-)
3. Daniel Warren Weber (1969-)
m. (July 20, 1997) Celine Marie Fummerton (1966-)
4. Dawson Daniel Weber (1999-)
4. Duncan Ira Weber (2002-)
3. Dawn April Weber (1977-)
m. (July 20, 1982) Rosalie Renee Klint (1938-)
2. Dennis David Weber (1939-)
m. (1967) Theresa De-La-O (1945-)
3. David Whitney Weber (1967-)
m. (1996) Sheri Duff (1977-)
4. Kristina Janine Weber (1996-)
m. (April 2, 2005) Alyssa Christine Barttels (1974-)
4. Sydney Ann Weber (2006-)
m. ( 1975) Linda Henage (1946-)
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