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Upcoming Events 
August 3, 2018 
9 a.m. to 9 p.m. 

 The Shelby County Historical Society 
has been invited to create an exhibit at the Ohio 
State Fair!   
 In partnership with the Ohio History 
Connection, our exhibit will be celebrating the 
100th Anniversary of WWI.  The exhibit will 
be one day only, August 3rd from 9 a.m. to 9 
p.m.  We hope to see you there! 

"Democracy on Trial in Shelby County in 1918"  
When: August 13 - @ 7:00 p.m. 
Where: The Masonic Lodge, 303 E. Poplar St, Sidney  
  Our court square has been the scene of many dramatic and some 
tragic events which helped shape who we are as Shelby Countians. None 
was more dramatic than what occurred on a soft evening in the summer of 
1918.  When the news of the death of our first soldier reached town, the 
reaction was sudden and dramatic. A large crowd gathered there to witness 
the burning of all the German textbooks in the school. What happened that 
night was a true test of our local democratic principles. Sponsored by the 
Shelby County Bar Association. 

Peoples Federal Bank - 9 a.m. - Noon 
   101 E. Court St. 

GreatStone Castle - 10 a.m. - Noon 
   429 N. Ohio Ave. 

Ross Historical Center - 1 p.m. - 3 p.m. 
   201 N. Main Ave. 

Monumental Building - 1 p.m. - 3 p.m. 
   Corner of Court St. and Ohio Ave. 

Civil War Living History Weekend 10 a.m. - 8 p.m. 
   Tawawa Park, 12 Tawawa Dr. 

 The Shelby County Historical Society will be 
participating in the Ohio History Connection's “Ohio 
Open Doors” event on Saturday, September 15.  Five 
locations in Sidney will be open for free tours 
throughout the day at the following times. 

Saturday September 15, 2018  
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Volunteers 
May Volunteer Info: 

  77 Volunteers 
 486 Hours 

 

Volunteer gift certificate  
winners for May: 

John Wooddell 
Bob Shoffner 

 

Congratulations!  Thank you to all our 
volunteers! We depend on you!  

In May, 3,227 people participated 
in SCHS programs. 

The Morrows’ “Out of the Past”   
hidden clues: 

Lima 14th - I-75 wasn’t built yet 
Montra 21st - Giants and Reds didn’t play 

each other this year. 
 
 

The clues were found by: 
 

Nancy Abels, Doug Benson, Susy Martin, 
Tom Salm, John Laws, Roger Lentz, and 

Jacob Dunaway. 
 
 

 
 

The clue will be found ONLY in the 
“Out of the Past” section. 

This Year’s Afternoon Tea 
 Our Afternoon Tea has become so popular 
we had to do it two days this year!  Mrs. Faye 
Spangler (to the right) entertained the guests 
with a portrayal of local author Lois Lenski.   
 Guests enjoyed an assortment of 
sandwiches and treats made by our “Tea 
Committee” Kathie Woodruff, Jane Jones,  
Jeanne Schlagetter and Jane Bailey.  
 A splendid time was had by all! 



 

By: Isaac Smith Betts 
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Our family’s life on the Betts farm was similar 
to that of other country families in that section, but 
country life seventy years ago [in the 1870s] was quite 
different from that of today.  No automobiles, electric 
lights, running water in houses, paved highways or 
streets (except in the larger cities), movies, radios, 
furnaces or central heating, few railroads, no electric 
street cars, gas or electric heating, telephones, few 
telegraph lines, no hospitals in our part of the country, 
nor many other conveniences of modern times 
appeared until after I had cast my first vote – and 
several of them were unknown until I had reached my 
thirtieth year or later. 

Our house stood one mile from the county 
road, named the Betts pike, and a lane on our property 
led back to it.  Father’s land bordered that pike for a 
long distance and for a mile or two he owned land on 
both sides.  A large orchard was on one side and 
beyond that to the east a thick grove of trees covered a 
wide expanse.  Another forest was on the north only a 
short distance from the house.  There were very good 
views from the house across the rolling hills to the 
west and south. 

Isaac Smith Betts was born on July 12, 1872, in Washington Township, Shelby County, on a farm 
half way between the villages of Newbern and Bunker Hill on the Miami & Erie Canal, seven miles 
southwest of Sidney.  His father was Isaac Betts and his mother was Aurelia Rocella Wilson.  The house in 
which he was born was a large, two-story, red brick house that was built by his grandfather, John Betts, 
who, in 1837, moved to Shelby County from Cincinnati, where his father, William, was an early settler and 
had extensive land holdings.  I.S. lived on this farm until 1884, when his father moved the family into 
Sidney.  They subsequently lived in Hardin and then, again, in Sidney. 

In 1902, Isaac – or “I.S.” as he was known – went to work for John H. Patterson, the founder of the 
National Cash Register Company.  He was assigned to NCR's Sydney, Australia office and subsequently 
traveled as well to Japan and China.  From China he sailed to Genoa, Italy, then overland to Berlin and 
Paris and finally, across the Channel to London.  He lived for several years in New York City, including, 
for a time, at the Algonquin Hotel, home of the famed Round Table of Robert Benchley, Dorothy Parker, 
Edna Ferber, et al.  In 1929, just before the stock market crash, he left New York for California, where he 
lived until he returned to his native Ohio shortly before his death in Columbus in 1960. 

In 1942, he wrote a series of letters to a nephew, describing his life and adventures, which he then 
collected and had privately published as “Chips From the Log of a Lifetime Voyage.”   In it, he tells the 
story of his life, including that of his life and travels in and to the far-flung corners of the world, including 
New York, Europe, China and Australia.  As glamorous and exotic as many of those stories are, some of the 
most vividly described are those of everyday life in Shelby County in the late nineteenth century. 

What follows are just a few such excerpts from the book.  Two notes: I.S. wrote in the somewhat stiff 
and awkward third person; I have taken the liberty of converting his narrative to the first person.  Also, his 
writing tended towards the digressive – veering off from a personal recollection into detailed descriptions of 
the mechanical workings of farm machinery, for example.  I have omitted most of these digressions without 
ellipses.            ~Frank Chaney 

 

(*Editor’s Note: This story will be told in multiple issues of Historical Highlights.) 

Chips From the Log of a Lifetime Voyage 
The canal extended along one side of the farm 

and was only a short distance from our front door.  It 
was where the children swam and fished in summer 
time and skated in winter.  My brother Charlie and I 
leaned to swim in the murky, sluggish waters of that 
canal.  Canal boats plied up and down, except in 
winter, carrying merchandise, livestock lumber and 
everything that was offered from and to widely 
separated cities, town and farms in that part of the 
State. The boats were long vessels of wood with a 
captain’s cabin in the stern, on the top of which he 
walked back and forth in a semi-circle as he steered.  
In the center was a stable for mules or horses when 
they were not working and another cabin in the bow 
for passengers or workers.   

Many of the boatmen were known to our 
family and shouted bits of news picked up along the 
way and in the towns they visited.  These by-word-of-
mouth reports from the outside world were 
appreciated, as Sidney newspapers reached our home 
only once a week.  They were small and carried little 
information about anything other than local affairs.   



 

4 

meantime had been carrying jugs of drinking water to 
the field for the men and doing light work.  They 
gathered the sheaves strewn along the field and carried 
them to points were the shocks would later be set up 
by the men.  The grain was left in these shocks until 
cured, then hauled to the barn or built into large stacks 
at a convenient place to await threshing-time. 

The boys would have the duty and pleasure of 
raking the field to gather into winrows the loose 
strands left during the reaping.  The rake was drawn 
by one horse, the driver in a seat extending upward 
from the axle.  This was a duty all the boys enjoyed, 
although it was not without its moments of excitement 
and even pain.  When the rake stirred up a bumble-
bee’s nest and the bees attacked both horse and driver, 
there was trouble.  The horse must be controlled at all 
costs and the driver had little chance to defend 
himself, so he received many painful stings. 

This was not new to the boys, for one of their 
favorite off-duty sports was to stir up bumble bees’ 
nest deliberately for the fun of the battle which 
followed, and a few stings were considered no great 
punishment. 

In the haying season, the boys had the pleasure 
of hauling in the “hay-doodles.”  After being cut with 
the mower and left scattered on the ground until cured, 
it was raked into winrows, then forked into cone-
shaped doodles, four or five feet in diameter at the 
base and about the same height.  When ready to be 
stacked or placed in the hay-mow of the barn the 
doodles were drawn in by a horse, ridden by one of the 
boys.  The horse was hitched to a long rope which was 
passed around the cone at its base and fastened, and 
the doodle slid along the ground without 
disintegrating.  There was not much labor in this 

proceeding, for either horse 
or boy.  There was no 
controversy about it except, 
sometimes, as to which of 
the boys should have the 
privilege. 
In the winter, there were 
heavy snow storms and 
when we were young boys, 
my brother Charlie and I 
walked ahead dragging our 
feet in the snow to make 
paths for our sisters who 
followed, often clearing 
such paths from home to 
school, two and a half miles.   

Country children began working as soon as 
they were able to do chores in the house, then the 
lighter work outside, like milking – which I began 
when I was five (not because I was required to do it 
but to stop my constant begging for the privilege), 
carrying wood and water into the house, helping to 
feed the stock, running errands of all kinds.  We did 
not consider these tasks hardships, but a part of our 
lives in which we found pleasure.  The average child 
took pride in doing his part especially when some of 
his routine duties were harder or more important than 
those of children of his own age on neighboring farms 
and he liked to boast about what he could do.  The 
good health I have enjoyed during most of my lifetime 
I attribute in large measure to the hardening process 
through which I passed in childhood and youth. 

Do not conclude from this that the children 
loved all the tasks assigned to them.  Certain kinds of 
work they despised and could raise as much objection 
to them as anyone.  I loathed such work as pulling 
weeds, picking potato-bugs from the vines, hoeing 
corn and potatoes in the garden and other menial labor 
I was often required to perform, but I loved to be with 
the men and cheerfully did anything I could to help. 

At harvest time, reapers drawn by two or more 
horses were used to cut grain.  Cutting knives 
oscillated when the reaper was in motion and cut the 
stocks of grain.  A revolving rake swept bunches of 
stocks into neat piles on the ground.  They were then 
ready to be bound into sheaves.  To do this properly 
required much skill, but all farmers became proficient 
and could bind the sheaves rapidly.  A handful of 
stocks was taken in each hand and twisted together in 
a manner which would hold them tightly when wound 
around a large bundle of the stocks and secured in a 
special  way.   Here  entered  the  boys,  who  in  the  



 

Frequently, hands, ears or toes were frozen when we 
arrived at the school or at home and were rubbed with 
snow to take out the frost.  Colds were common, but 
Mother’s home remedies generally were effective.  
The children of the family suffered often from earache 
at night.  The remedy for that was smoke of sugar 
blown into the ear.  Many times, father spent a large 
part of the night smoking sugar and blowing the fumes 
into the ears of the children.   

Heating the house was a problem.  Therefore, 
in winter, the “parlor’ was kept closed except when 
company arrived or was expected, when a wood fire 
was started in the large stove in that room.  The only 
other fires in the house were in a fireplace of 
tremendous size in the combined dining and living 
room, and in the kitchen stove where a roaring fire 
was kept going and the door left open to help heat the 
other first floor rooms.  Our bedrooms upstairs were 
closed to keep out the cold air from the other part of 
the house and we slept in rooms where the 
temperature was often below the freezing point.  This 
was not as uncomfortable as it may sound, with the 
thick feather-ticks which formed themselves closely 
around the boy in a way that created warmth, with the 
woolen blankets and light, but warm comforts, and 
with a nightcap covering the head and face, except the 
eyes, nose and mouth.  But frequently, I and my 
brothers and sisters were compelled to break a thick 
layer of ice in the water pitcher in order to wash our 
faces and hands before dressing in the mornings of 
winter days. 

Those feather-ticks which helped to keep us 
warm and snug on winter nights were filled with down 
and small, soft feathers from our own ducks and 
geese.  The down and suitable feathers were saved in 
large bags until there were enough for a pillow or bed-
tick.  For summer use, we had straw-ticks and pillows.  
These were filled with fresh, clean, bright straw after 
each harvest.  They were stuffed very tightly and 
looked like balloons on the beds at first, but with use, 
the straw mashed down to the thickness of a mattress.  
They made very comfortable beds in the warm 
weather. 

Farm life was not all work and discomfort.  
There were many pleasures and treats – picnics, trips 
to town by carriage or spring-wagon, always horses to 
ride.  One of ours had a trick he liked to play on us.  
Two or three children would climb on his back and 
start him galloping down a long lane.  After getting up 
a fair rate of speed he would stop suddenly and throw 
down his  head  so  the children  would  roll off.     He  

would wait patiently until they could gather 
themselves up and climb onto his back again; then 
after a little time he would repeat the performance.  He 
did not buck and was not vicious or nervous.   In fact, 
he was very gentle and seemed to be playing a game 
which he was enjoying as much as the children. 

My parents were not strictly religious people 
but they believed in the moral influence of the Church.   
The whole family attended church, and the children 
attended Sunday school, regularly at Hardin while 
living in the country.  The five miles from the old 
home were traveled every Sunday morning, in good 
weather, in the carriage or surrey.  When snow 
covered the ground in winter, the bob-sled was used.  
The farm-wagon bed, on top of the sled runners, 
would be filled with clean, fresh straw covered with 
blankets.  Other blankets were provided as covers.  
The riders sat cross-wise on the bed with their backs 
resting against one side.  In cold weather we were 
dressed in heavy coats or wraps, caps or hoods, 
mittens and scarves and were cozy and comfortable.  
Each horse bore a long strand of sleigh-bells around 
his neck or fastened to some part of the harness.  On 
such days the horses were eager to go and did not need 
to be urged to a rapid rate of speed.  The ride alone 
was worth the trip to church and Sunday-school.  
Uncle Henry Wilson (Mother’s brother), Aunt Delia 
(Father’s sister) and their children, Ernest, Nina, Frank 
and Loa (double cousins of the Betts children), lived 
near that church and we often spent the remainder of 
the day, after attending the services, with them. 

There are many stories I could tell you of life 
in the country: harvest time, corn husking, preparing 
and storing the winter food supply, including 
butchering, making sausage, bologna, smoking meat 
in the smokehouse, drying, salting and packing certain 
kinds of meat, making soap, canning and preserving 
vast quantities of fruit, packing and storing in various 
ways vegetables and fresh fruits, and an endless 
variety of preparations for the winter season; bringing 
in the sap from the maple trees and boiling it down to 
syrup or sugar, crushing apples for cider and making 
apple butter.  Nothing was bought that could be grown 
and great quantities were required for our large family.  
About the only articles of food purchased were sugar 
and salt, each by the barrel, and two-bushel bags of 
green coffee-beans, roasted and ground at home as 
needed. 

My first impressions of Sidney as the family 
carriage started to descend Fair Ground Hill to the 
floor of the valley were of wonder and admiration.   
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There were few houses on the hills, which 
were covered with forests and rolling fields, forming a 
circular border around the saucer-shaped valley, with 
business and residential sections on the flat part.   

The center of town, then as now, was Court 
House Square, which covered an entire city block.  
The Court House was then a frame building, as the 
imposing stone building now serving that purpose was 
not erected until the years 1881-83.  Around the block 
were hitching racks to which the horses of the visiting 
farmers could be tied while the shopping was done 
and attention given to other business.  When the new 
Court House was built, the old racks were removed 
and metal posts, connected by long heavy chains were 
provided.  These have been removed only recently.  
The large, well-kept grass plots surrounding the Court 
House were beautiful the year round – fresh green 
except in the winter months when usually they were 
covered with a blanket of glistening white.  For years, 
band concerts by the local band – a good one – were 
held on these lawns one night of each week through 
the warm season. 

Trees lined the streets and enhanced the beauty 
of the place.  The Miami River flowed through the 
town.  Generally, it was a placid stream but at times 
went on rampages, overflowed its banks, washed away 
bridges and buildings and caused great damage in the 
lower parts of the town and valley. 

On one side of the square was the town pump – 
long since removed – where man or beast could 
quench his thirst – the animals from a large stone 
trough and men, women and children of all ages, ranks 
and physical conditions from a large metal cup 
attached to the pump by a long chain.  The lessons of 
hygiene had not yet been learned and few people were 
fastidious about drinking from vessels provided for 
public use.  On the passenger trains of the day there 
was a tank of water at one end of each car with a tin 
cup from which all drank. 

The streets were unpaved in the early days and 
the mud deep and sticky in wet weather.  When dry 
they were covered with a thick layer of dust which 
arose in clouds as each wagon or carriage passed along 
or when the wind was stirring.  Women of that day 
wore long skirts dragging in the dust if not held up, 
and they, too, stirred up a trail of dust.  Prudery, 
propriety or public sentiment forbade exposure of any 
part of their legs above the ankles (encased in high 
buttoned shoes) so the dust and mud could not be   

avoided.  No wonder they wore so many petticoats for 
protection.  The ladies who were bold enough to raise 
their skirts in an effort to prevent the cloud of dust, 
found themselves under a darker and more menacing 
cloud – town gossip. 

In 1884, when I.S. was 12, his 
father bought an interest in a furniture 
business and moved the family into 
Sidney where they lived in a house on 
South Main Street. 
In 1884, it seemed to us children that there 

were millions of people in Sidney, as there was no 
room to move about freely.  We entered grades of the 
public schools, made friends among the children on 
our street, and began to accustom ourselves to the 
changed conditions of life.  In our new “modern” city 
house, there was no running water, no bath tub or bath 
room.  Even in that whole metropolis, there were not 
more than four or five bath rooms and they were fitted 
with crude tubs, tin or zinc lined, but without running 
water.  The water for the bath had to be carried to the 
tub, then after the bath, a plug was drawn and the 
water ran out through a pipe which extended a few 
inches beyond the side of the house. 

One of the interesting features of Sidney in the 
1880s and 90s was the public market.  On Saturdays, 
farmers and their families came to town with wagon 
loads of vegetables and fruits from their land, bread, 
cakes, pies, cookies, cottage-cheese and other foods 
made in their kitchens.  The wagons were lined up 
along the sidewalks around the square and served as 
miniature stores for the day.  This was a boon to 
Sidney housewives, who appeared with huge market 
baskets and soon were seen staggering home under 
heavy loads of delectable foods to delight their 
families.  

Sidney was lighted with gas-fed street lamps.  
For a time, I was the “lamp-lighter” for one section of 
the town.  Making my round on the run, I carried a 
long-handled, lighted torch and went from corner to 
corner of the streets, turned on the gas with a device 
attached to the torch-handle and lit it.  In the 
mornings, I followed the same route to turn off the 
gas.  This was to be done as early as possible and the 
lights in my section were out long before the others.  
Fortunately, I was and always had been an early-riser 
because in the country, the day started at 4 A.M. when 
Father came to the foot of the stairway and called up, 
“Children, it’s 4 o’clock – time to get up.”   

To be Continued next month... 



 

THE SIDNEY DAILY NEWS 
60 Years Ago-JULY-1958 

Compiled by Anne Morrow 
 

(5th) Purchase of Buck’s Radio Taxi, rear 119 North Main 
Avenue, by Cecil McLain, garage operator, 100 Wagner 
avenue, and was learned today.  The business was acquired 
from Thomas Minniear, who had operated it a number of 
years.  Minniear retained the delivery part of the enterprise.  
McLain said he will continue operation of five taxi cabs as 
at present.  The cabs will be over hauled and put in first 
class condition.  The new owner has been a resident of 
Sidney about 25 years, coming here from Vandalia, O. area.  
 

(7th) The Sidney Moose Country Club held two golf 
tournaments over the big Fourth of July weekend.  The 
Eddie Clifford Memorial tournament was held Friday, 
Saturday and Sunday.  A Flag tourney was put on the 
Fourth.  The 14 top finishers in the Flag tourney were 1. G. 
Thomas Schlagetter, 2. Tom Bickel, 3. James Kies, 4. 
Webster Young, 5. Frank Meyers, 6. Robert Goshorn, 7. 
Sam Snead, 8. Lawrence Kendal, 9. Roland E. Swoverland, 
10. Lowell Staley, 11. Lester Gooder, 12. Frank Neville, 13. 
Laurel Lucas, and 14. Richard Neville.  The Clifford 
tourney was a Handicap event with the Calloway system 
being in use.  “Skip” Swoverland was the winner with a low 
net of 68.  Skip nosed out Joe Scully and Larry Fox who 
both posted 69’s. 
 

(9th) All Soap Box Derby entrants are to have their racers 
at Wentz Chevrolet garage, North Dixie highway, by 12:30 
PM this Saturday for the final inspection prior to Sunday’s 
race it was announced today by Tom Given.  All cars will 
be checked over and then impounded over night at the 
garage.  They will be transported to Gearhart hill, southeast 
of Sidney, on Sunday for the big race.  This action is 
required by national Soap Box Derby rules, it was pointed 
out.  All boys are to be at Gearhart hill by 12:45 PM 
Sunday for the first race which will start at 1 PM. 
 

BEREA, O (9th) The Ohio Turnpike Commission today 
reported two records were set during the four day July 4 
weekend on Ohio’s super highway.  A record 221,269 
vehicles used the turnpike during the period-40,000 more 
than the previous high set last year.  Total revenue also set 
a high, with $308,155 collected during the four days.  This 
was $55,000 more than the previous record set last July 4.  
(In 2016 vehicles in one year totaled 54.9 million) 
 
 

(15th) Marriage Licenses-Philip Anthony, U. S. Air Force, 
Sidney, and Miss Nancy Gratz, Sidney…Carl Neargarder, 
truck driver, Versailles, O., and Miss Ruth Schwartz, 
receptionist, Ft. Loramie…Gary R. Van Fossen, photo-
engraver, Sidney, and Miss Barbara Sue Wilson, teacher, 
Sidney. 

Out of  the  Past 
SHELBY COUNTY DEMOCRAT 

100 Years Ago-JULY-1918 
Compiled by Dean Morrow 

 

To the Citizens of Ohio (5th) An appeal to the Patriotism 
and thrift of farmers and villagers throughout the United 
States and particularly in Ohio, is made by the U. S. Fuel 
Administration.  “Burn wood and save coal” is the cry 
along with the “Cut a cord” and “order your coal now” 
slogans.  Ohio has more than 4,500,000 acres of standing 
timber, and a large quantity of down stuff of which a 
goodly per cent has no present or future value except for 
fuel-one million cords of wood goes to waste every year in 
Ohio. These are war times and our country is short of coal.  
Saw wood with silent determination and look a serious 
situation in the face.  We mined fifty millions extra tons of 
coal last year, but it was used in manufacturing munitions 
and war supplies and by the railways and ships in 
transporting our soldiers and what they required “Over 
There.”  It is estimated that there will be a shortage of 
from seventy-five to one hundred millions ton of coal, the 
present year.  The railroads cannot possibly haul as much 
as we need and it may be that we are facing a serious fuel 
shortage next winter.  
 

Special to the news-Columbus, Ohio. June 28-Two 
Shelby county companies were incorporated today.  The 
Sidney Tanning company with $200,000 capitalization 
authorized William G. Keouch, Ina M. Ross, M. M. Roche, 
Joseph F. Meyer, and G. D. Kay are the incorporators.  
The Hardin Grain and Supply company, of Hardin, was 
incorporated with a capital stock of $20,000.  G. C. Miller, 
L. G. Yinger, Walt Laughlin, W. A. Jelly, M. K. Coon, W. 
F. Widner and W. R. Joslin are the incorporators. 
 

SHELBY CT. (12th)  As Hobart Brelsford and wife were 
finishing their evening’s work Monday evening, “Bill” was 
suddenly accosted by what he thought to be a couple of 
robbers.  Before he could ascertain their business his ears 
were assailed by the music of tin pans, cow bells, etc., and 
he concluded he was being belled while Mrs. Brelsford fled 
to the nearby henhouse.  After the “concert” was finished 
they were invited into the house, where piano and Victrola 
music was enjoyed and candy and cigars were passed.  A 
crowd of about 85 including several of Mrs. Brelsford’s 
friends from Pasco enjoyed the evening. 
 

SHELBY CT. (26th)-Stuck by Lightning-Henry Fortman, 
residing west of Ft. Loramie, had a valuable cow killed 
Tuesday evening.  Fred Hoischer, residing east of Ft. 
Loramie, had two hogs killed Tuesday evening.  Norbert 
Westerheide, residing west of Anna, had four meerkats 
killed Tuesday evening.  The home of D. J. Shoffner, 
residing north of Sidney, was struck Tuesday evening.  The 
bolt tore away considerable plastering.  No one was hurt. 
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Air Handling Equipment, Inc. 
Lisa Alvetro, DDS, MSD, Inc. 
Anonymous 
Anonymous 
Steve & Peg Baker 
Drew & Debbie Barber 
Walt & Carol Bennett 
Oscar & Charlotte Buschman Fund 
Continental Express, Inc. 
David & Linda DeVelvis 
Eikenberry Retirement Planning 
Elsass, Wallace, Evans, & Co., LPA. 
Thomas Faulkner 
William & Karen Feth 
Ferguson Construction 
Flinn Veterinary Clinic 
Freshway Foods 
Barbara Blake Geuy 
Mindy Geuy 
Matt & Julie Gilardi 

Mr. & Mrs. Thomas Given 
Jack & Kathleen Haslup 
Helman Brothers Body Shop 
R.J. Howell, Company, LLC. 
Michael & Jane Jones 
Paul & Linda Keller 
Lacal Equipment, Inc 
Lochard, Inc. 
Dean & Linda Long 
Douglas Millhoff 
Minster Bank 
John & Marilyn Minton 
Dave and Sandy Monnin 
Ohio Living-Dorothy Love 
Peoples Federal Savings and Loan 
Matilda Phlipot 
Bill Ragon 
Ron & Nita’s 
Dave Ross 
Tom and Betsy Salm 

Ruese Insurance Agency, Inc 
David and Nancy Russell 
Mr. & Mrs. Robert Sargeant 
Mr. & Mrs. Thomas Shoemaker 
Sidney Body Carstar 
Sidney Electric Company 
Sidney Manufacturing Company 
Slagle Mechanical Contractors 
Mr. & Mrs. Eric Smith 
George and Janice Snowden 
Darrell & Faye Spangler 
Spot Restaurant 
Sturm Construction, Inc. 
Frank Thaman 
The UPS Store 
US Bank 
Rich & Susan Wallace 
Helen Blake Wildermuth 
Greg & Priscilla Wilt 
Amy Zorn 

The Shelby County Historical Society Fund at the Community Foundation of 
Shelby County was created for the long term support of our 
Historical Society.  Please consider a gift from your will or estate 
plan to help us keep history alive.   We appreciate your generosity. 


