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Welcome to the Summer of 1997,
and | trust this letter finds you in good
health. ‘

Someone with a good eye will no-
tice the headline date of Spring 1997.
Although | realize July is not in the
Spring, [ will maintain the tradition that
the first issue of the year is the spring is-
sue. It's also a reminder that | should
have started about three months sooner.

I'm in need of more material. If
anyone wants to write a paragraph or
‘two, or even a few hundered words, or
more, feel free to send it to me. It could

be an accomplishment of someone in the -

family, a trip, or some other event of in-
terest. I'm slowly using up the stockpile of
material | once had and may have to cut
back in a year ortwo.

Since this year is an odd num-
bered year, the next reunion is a year off.
Just a reminder - the next reunion will be
Saturday, July 18, 1998, tentatively
scheduled for Brandow Park in Oak Hill.
We've alternated between Sunday and
Saturday; the last reunion was on a Sun-
day. ‘ ﬁ
After badgering some of you for a
family profile, | thought | would take some
of my own medicine and tackle a tough
one - that of my father and mother. | was
somewhat hesitant to write it but thought
someone should doit.

My hesitancy comes from trying to
write someone else’s life story, especially

when there are quite a few people who
knew my father as well or almost as well
as | did. Even more daunting is the idea
of how my father would want to be re-
membered. Maybe 1 could have talked
my mother into writing the profile. Any-
way, | took up the challenge, got some
help from my mother, and you'll find the
profile of my parents, Don and Connie
Teator. ,

After reading it, | hope many of
you will see the “danger” of your
son/daughter some day writing your fam-
ily profile, so | hope this will spur some of
you to tell your own story'in your own
words. Seriously, feel free to write a pro-
file of a parent or parents who may be
deceased. Even better, start writing
yours. Once a certain time goes by, the
accuracy of memories get a little fuzzier
until no one remembers anything but sto-
ries handed a down a couple times re-
moved.

For example, the estate of Luther
Teter is described later. | wonder who he
was, what did he think, how did he fit into
his community, what did neighbors think
of him, who were his friends, etc. But, no
one alive knows and that personisa
name with some dates, fitting into a fam-
ily tree, known mostly for the estate his
brother administered.

Enjoy your summer, and | hope to
get the fall issue out before snow flies.

B



History / Genealogy
One of the most important documents | came
across in my early Teator genealogy hunting was the

administration of the estate of Luther Teter, an event

I've referred to in an earlier newsletter.

To set the stage, | had already talked to Lydia
Von Linden who had told me about her ancestry back
to a Calvin Teter who lived in Broome Center in
Schoharie County. She knew Calvin’s father was a
David Teter but she had no knowledge of a John
Teter; she did remember some reference to an Alec
Teter. Could this be Alexander, and thus set up the
basis for connecting her Teter line with my
Teter/Teator line? ‘

“One of the logical places to go when doing
genealogy is to the county courthouse, and it was the
Schoharie County Courthouse | struck genealogy
“gold.” The indexes listed a Luther Teter and my
notes reminded me that there was a Luther Teter in
Albany County censuses. Along with the dozen or so
other Teter pieces, | descended into the basement
and requested to see the details of the index entry.

Anyone who has ever searched for a piece of
confirming evidence and has spent a lot of time
hunting for any thing can imagine a gasp when that
piece is in one’s hands. | gasped, looked at the
names on the page, read each letter of each name to
make sure it was what | thought it was, and it was.

So, what did it show? On the next five pages,
I've copied parts of the administration of the estate. (|
don’t use the word “will” because Luther did not make
one. And dying, unmarried, with property of value
and no designated heirs to leave it to, it was up to
Calvin to administer the estate. Our John Teter,
Luther's oldest brother, probably would have done it
except for one major detail — he had died a dozen
years earlier.) :

The first of these pages is the petition of Calvin
B. Teeter (a clerk’s “misspelling™?), who is the
administrator of his brother’s estate. The listing of
names and their relationship o the deceased was the
evidence 1 needed to connect Calvin and John, and
thus all the other relatives who now fit together.

This sheet tells us that Calvin had the following
relatives: o
» Betsey Teter - sister

Calvin Teter - brother
David Teter - brother
" Alexander Teter - nephew
Oriando Teter - nephew
(all from Broome, Schoharie County)
Angeline Reddick - niece
Rachel Gillespie - niece
o David Teter - nephew
(these last three from Albany County)

Elnora Cantine - niece
Charles West - nephew
Adelbert West - nephew

(these last three from Greene County)

More about the West connection later.

The next page is one of the pages listing the
money owed Luther, ranging from $.17 up to
$151.79. A notation next to some of the names

" indicate that the collection of that money might be

doubtful. Someone who could research names would
probably find many of these people were neighbors.

The bottom of this second page, combined with
the next two pages, gives us an interesting insight to
the belongings Luther owned that were considered of
some value upon his death. (Excuse the dark
copying, the ariginal is slightly better but | really
should re-Xerox these again if the courthouse has a
better copier than when | was there ten years ago.)

The final page shown is the listing of the final
value of the estate and its division among the
remaining heirs. Each must sign hisfher name and
has done so except for David, who makes his mark;
Rachel and Elnora who are signed for; the West
nephews, who appear to be represented by an
attorney for the guardian, whose name | cannot make
out; and Orlando, who seems not to be mentioned in
the signature place.

i don't know what $76.29, or $12.71, or $38.15
would be worth in today’s money, but for me, the
value of seeing it listed on paper is worth Luther’s
estate (Well, | would take the money if you gave it to
me, make no mistake!) '

And so | walked away that afternoon in 1985
with a major find, answering a big question - How did
John fit with Calvin? Since the proof that the
recognized children of John were nephews and
nieces of Luther, brother to Calvin, was on a primary
document, that answer was finalized.

The one question that immediately springs up is
- Who are Charles and Adelbert West, and where did
they go? Whose children are they and what is the
connection to the Teter name? If you want a good
puzzle to solve, this is one of them.

The only clue | have to the new puzzle is the
burial of people with the West name next to Philip
Teter in the Rensselaerville Cemetery. Philip appears
to be the brother of John’s father, David. And there
are two other Teter men - William (1828-1865?,
marries Harriet West) and Elisha Teter (1826-1895,
marries Cordelia West) who have left no clue that |
have found yet that ties them to any parent. | have
tentatively placed them as children of Philip but |
have no proof of that, and there is evidence that even
this placement could be incorrect. More research!

And thus ends one of my early pieces of the
Teter puzzle.
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Family Profile

Donald and Constance (Murray) Teator
A Son’s View

Donald Orlando Teator was bormn on July 19, 1928,
at Mackey’s Five Corners, an almost forgotten
crossroads in the Town of Gilboa. He was the first
child of Orlando Teator and Glenna Fitch, soon to
be followed in the next several years by Ferris,
Barbara, and Charlotte.

By his own account, his family lived a poor
existence, mov-
ing from place to
nlace. His par-
ents separated,
and he remem-
bered moving
from a neigh-
bor’s or rela-
tive’s house to
another house,
sometimes just
overnight,
sometimes for
months. One story he often told was of waking up
one morning, beside several others, on the kitchen
floor of his Uncle Norm and Aunt Evelyn’s, who
often shared their house with many others beside
their own children. The moves came so often that
he rarely finished a whole year in any school.

At about age ten, he was left to live with
other farm families, his father still moving from
place to place, eventually living in Albany, and his
mother housekeeping for several places, the iast
one for Howard Shaw on Big Woods Road in
Freehold from the 1940s to the early 1960’s.

| recall his mentioning living with several
farm families in the Oak Hill - Durham - Preston
Hollow area. He might spend a few months ata
place, and sometimes as long as a year. | recall
his telling that he lived and worked at the Ralph
Hull farm, the Leland and Dorothy Cook Farm, and
the Ormsbee farm. Not one given to expressing
much affection, he did seem to hold a special
place for Mrs. Ormsbee.

| would hear stories of his walking across
miles of farm land to get places, sometimes from
Oak Hill to Freehold to visit his mother. The diffi-
culty of living a life with non- family, however well-
meaning, certainly had to shape his growing up
years. And the toughness it built in him has been
told me in a number of forms, from many sources.
Some of you reading this must have a story or two
of a tough, stubborn young man making his way

&

Wedding Day

into adulthood. And | suspect | should let most of
them lie in peace for now.

Eventually, he was drafted in the Army,
and stationed in Camp Kilmer in New Brunswick,
New Jersey. Since this was the early 1950s, my
father faced, but never left fo fight, the Korean
War.

And then one of the chances that life
throws in one’s path came across his path. And
that chance was the meeting of my mother, Con-
stance Murray.

My mother had lived quite a different life.
Born the oldest daughter to Ninian Murray and .
Ruth Williams in 1929, her parents and grandpar-
enis had been of a modest weaith, perhaps the
wealth of her grandfather being a bit more than
modest. They lived a genteel life, with strong fam-
ily connections. My mother remembers the De-
pression years, with a suddenly lowered standard
of living, but still with warm memories of family
and neighborhood and growing up.

She grew up in the suburbanized Pompton
Plains and West Orange area with her siblings
(Bruce, Margaret and Grace), went to work for a
dental surgeon, and met my father at a dance.

Six weeks later she was married to a
strong, reasonably handsome young soldier from
upstate New York. She was in for some big
changes.

Finishing out his Army stay in Fort Eustis,
Virginia, Don moved back to his home area, set-
tling on the farm of Conrad Koch in South Bethle-
hem for about a year before buying the farm and
former boarding house of Elmer Carlson on Big
Woods Road. Forty-four years later, my mother
still lives there.

It was a way of life my father was well ac-
quainted with. For my mother, though, it was a
time for coping. She suddenly found herself “alone”
in what seemed like the backwoods, pretty back-
woods however, of Greene County. | was a year
cld (having been born at the army base) when they
moved into the Big Woods Road house, and within
four years, my brothers Ron and David kept her
busy. Church, Home Bureau, PTA and the school
activities of her children allowed my mother to so-
cialize and to know her new community. '

Those of you familiar with Freehold in the
1950s know it was still a farming area, albeit one
that was in an irreversible decline. Most of the
town roads were still dirt, and the housing boom
had not hit yet. (| remember growing up with five
houses on the three miles of Big Woods Road; to-
day, there are nearly thirty.) The boarding houses
were the one growth industry although even they



were to rapidly change within the next ten years, if
they wanted to remain open. So, the Teator family
finally planted itself in a twelve room house on 82
acres. ‘

My father soon bought enough cows, about
ten, to start shipping milk, and would get a little
bigger before state regulations of the 1960s made
him go back to a handful for 0
home use. He bought a truck
for the light trucking he would
do in the area. He bought
enough farm machinery to do
the required haying he needed
for himself and to hire out,
which would end up being his

Big Woods Road House

the strength of heavy lifting, | would observe and
would often hear others’ stories of his strength.
(Perhaps, not wanting to have to do that meant |
had to look for some other career choice!)

And he was an independent (some may
say stubborn) man. Don usually got what he
wanted, or he got what he wanted with what he

21 had. Relative poverty meant he
did a lot by himself and he took
pride that no one was going to
tell him what to do. If | had to
pick out three or four principles
he lived life by, this was one of
them. The government was not
going to tell him what to do,

main income. He would do a
variety of other jobs -- light carpentry, farm work,
mechanics, etc., — in between, and for all his life
worked for himself, working at these kinds of jobs,
more of the handyman type as he got older. My
father would call himself a “jack of all trades,
master of none.” Some of the neighbors | knew
because of his long working relationship, and be-
cause we would also be on the job. He worked at
Helen Ditges’ for thirty five years, and | recall Pete
Keefe, Stanley Kieszkiel, the Bates brothers, Bruce
Whitbeck, the Freehold Farm Store, Bud Becker,
and Everett and Doris Hempstead, as well as my
uncles Ferris and Roger, among the collage of
many faces and people who crossed paths with
my father. '

Thus, life was a hard, physical one for him,
me, and my brothers. We were expected to help
out with haying as soon as we were strong enough
to lift a bale, and the bales my father baled were
often 50-80 pounds. To save money from the kero-
sene stove, my father turned to wood heat, and |
remember the first winter we heated with wood,
wood that | had helped saw with a crosscut saw,
something that changed with the purhcase of a
chainsaw the following year. Saving on store costs
meant keeping a garden, a chore that was one of
my main activities. Because | was young, | rarely
helped my father when he drove the milk route,
and the lifting of tens of eighty pound cans, some-
times one in each hand, a job my father had for
about ten years. Even in later life, maple sugar
season meant lugging gallons of sap from the
woods and building a steady hot fire, but it gave
him the satisfaction of physical work and a home-
made treat most others had to buy at the store.

All of these types of jobs meant a person
better be healthy and strong. And my father was
known for his strength. His weight would often
fluctuate between 200 and 220, and cornbined with

other peopie were not going to
tell him what to do, well, you get the picture. | did
not pay much attention to this unless it came to my
not applying for scholarships because he was not
about to supply anybody with any information
about his financial resources.

Another important element of his life was
religion. | was about 8 or 9 when he was “saved”.
One can try o explain these momentous changes
in life, and I'm not sure | can do justice to this one. |
do recall him saying he was locking for a sign,
found it, and turned to Christ to direct his life. Many
of you who knew him already know of this part of
his life, for it would be a vital one in his life.

He approached it in his usual way. He took
a Moody Bible study course, spent hours on it
while the cupboard was somewhat less than full. It
was God’s will (I mean no disrespect to any of your
beliefs) and we would live with his, or His, will. Of
course, he ioved to argue about the Bible and what
it meant. The book smarts that easily came to him
showed in this newly found knowledge and in an
ability to cross-reference from memory. At times, it
might have loocked like a bit of arrogance, espe-
cially at those times when he himself personally
was delivering God’s message {again, no disre-
spect). When the TV broke, it was never fixed or
replaced, especially since it was the “tool of the
Devil.” 1 will always take with me the memory of
the first-thing-in-the-morning, daily Bible reading
and prayers.

As one church became too soft or not re-
flecting of my father’s views about the Bible, he
would turn to another church. Many of my memo-
ries of my youth are about the variety of churches.
First, it was the Greenville Center Baptist Church,
then on to Oak Hill Methodist, to Livingstonville, to
West Kill, and finally to Wesierlo Baptist. It was
during my teen years that my father attended West
Kill and the hour ride there and back, in addition to



making my sister carsick, made me wonder what
he was seeking. ;

Yet, at the same time, this turn to religion
humanized my father. The Ten Commandments,
the New Testament's call to forgive and love one’s
neighbors softened, | think, the rugged edges.
Sunday became an absolute day off, no work,
even if the hay was raked and ready to be baled,
and the forecast for Monday was rain. It was one of
the few things | liked about Sunday. My father
would help neighbors with odd jobs, often neigh-
bors with little means. My mother might be irritated
that things should have been done around the
house but he would do for others, even if is own
family might go without . :

_ His independence meant cash only. He

had no bank accounts, recalling the effect of the
Depression and the banks closing on his and his
parents’ generation, and how their lives changed.
The stores in the area, Lawyer’s in East Durham,
Wood's in Freehold, John I's and Powell's in Nor-
ton Hill, often extended credit. Still, he owed no
one anything for any reason any where.

In the meantime, my mother's life was a
hard one. She gradually adapted to country living.
A daughter, Phyllis, was born twelve years after
me, and as Phyllis became a teenager and young
adult, my mother gained a good friend and confi-
dant, a relationship that continues today. | remem-
ber many a meal my mother prepared at home and
bringing it out to the whatever hay field my father
was working at. She adapted to our lack of wealth,
and kept a stability and warm spot for us kids. My
mother would regularly visit her own parents and
her grandfather, Henry S. Williams, in West Or-
ange, and | remember many a ride for holidays to
New Jersey when | was a kid. :

Today, she still maintains the farm house,
still heating with wood. Church is an important part
of her life, having attended the Westerlo Baptist
Church for the last fifteen years or so. She man-
ages to keep up with her five grandchildren .
(Nathan, Tiffany, Brett, Jared, Rebekah) - in Free-
hold, Glenmont and Westerlo. For the last several
years, my mother has volunteered as a Senior
Companion which has kept her busy. At this point -
of life, even though she knows the farm house is a
bit big, Freehold has meant the center of her adult
life, even after my father’s death.

A couple more pieces about my father. De-
spite some of the rough edges, he had plenty that |
respected. His sense of honesty was one that was
quietly practiced all his life. He felt his word was
his honor, and he often carried out whatever he
said, even if it occasionally was not to his benefit. If

Don Teator said he was going to be somewhere,
or do something, one could count on it being done.

His love of nature also came shone clearly.
Having lived a physical, outdoors lifestyle, and
having lived in the same area for years, he tried,
and | think succeeded, to pass along his observa-
tions and attitude towards the natural world. He
would take a hike or two each year and would urge
us to go along. Even as kids, we would tromp over
Mt. Pisgah, Pratts Rock, and a few other places.
When | was an older teen, the four of us hiked the
Escarpment Trail in the same day. The last picture
| took of him (he was terribly camera shy) was of
him and my son Nathan on a hike from Diamond
Falls to Westkill Mountain. Also, the cutting of
wood over the years meant knowing wood well.
And any of you who have lived on a farm knows
that means a certain acceptance of whatever na-
ture throws one’s way.

Don Teator had always been a strong man.
So, when he went to the doctor’s in late 1988 and
was told he had two weeks to live, you can imag-
ine the shock for all of us. In his own stubborn way,
he had ignored, or had allowed us not to notice, the
pain that ultimately meant that cancer was destroy-
ing his body. With some chemotherapy and radia-
tion, he lasted until May of the following year, and
was buried in the Freehold Cemetery, in the town
where he lived longer than any place he had ever
lived, and longer than anyone would have ex-
pected. During his illness and after his death, it
would not be uncommon for someone tell me
some story or memory they had of my father. At
the memorial service, nearly 200 people filled the
Westerlo Baptist Church, with tens of people con-
tributing a2 memory or story about my father's life
and service. And for all the contentiousness of my
teen years with him, | was fortunate enough to rec-
ognize the person may of these people were talk-
ing about. Although Don Teator was no saint of a
man {(something, ! think, he would have been the
first to admit), he made a strong impression on the
people around him.

1 end this hoping, for those of you who
knew him, that you recognize parts of what I've
written. | know some of you have stories that add
to or may counter mine own. But as | started out
reminding you, | tell this through a son’s filter.

Reminders:

Last newsletter's reminders still stand.
Please let me of address changes, desire to
change your address label, new households, any
birth or marriage or death. You can email me at
teator@aol.com.
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7/14/97

Dear Donnie:

I received and read your account of your father's life and

it brought back a flood of memories. In your words, it was

a "son's view". I thought perhaps you might like to have a
sister's point of view. There was another side to my brother
which probably few people ever got to Know.

I was only 5 years old when our father got custody of the four
of us: Donald, Ferris, Barbara and me. My recollections are
dim because of my age at the time, but I do remember that our
father was not home much of the time and we four were left
alone a lot, &ven at night. My big brother looked out for-
ugland tried to see that we had something to eat. I seem to
recall big pots of "mush". I can also recall thunder and
lightning storms and my sister and me being scared to death.
(I still don't like them to this day!) For an 1l year old,

my brother had a big responsibility.

That same summer my two brothers left.one day and walked over
the back fields from . EastDurham to Cornwallville to where my
mother was staying. After finding out where the boys were, my
father took my sister and me and dumped us on Uncle Norm and
Aunt Evelyn. I stayed with them for all of my school years and
left when I graduated from high school at 17. My sister had
left some vears earlier to live with our mother. '

Over those years I had little contact with my mother, father
or brothers. However,: when I was in my early teens and Donald
was old enough to have a license to drive a truck, he had a
milk route and took cans of milk from farmers to the creamery.
After his milk run was finished, he would stop by my Aunt's
or where I was working ‘to see me. When he was going in the
service, he was the one who told me and we corresponded for
all of the time he was at Camp Kilmer. .He wrote me about his

.marriage and when T was a senior in high school, he invited

me down to visit. I went down to New Jersey the day before you
were born. Because he was spending most of his time at the
hospital with your Mom and I was alone-at the apartment, 1

went to stay with your grandparents .(the Murrays) until your
mother and you came home from the hospital. - He was a very

caring brother, husband and new father.

When he got out of the service and moved to S. Bethlehem, I

was again invited to his home. When he bought the Carlson farm,
I again was invited to visit. I have very pleasant memwories
of those visits.



I was married a year or so later and we saw each other when-
ever we could. In the early 60's your mother took you kids

and left for a time. I think at that point my brother had a
nervous breakdown. He was a broken and lonely man. I have
never seen anyone so helpless. He was at our house every night
during the whole time your mother was gone. Needless to say,
things were reconciled and things seemed back to normal, but my
brother was never the same after that. Some of the bravado

was gone.

Over the ensuing yvears, we were both busy raising our families
and saw each other occasionaly. After my divorce, he again
found time to visit me. ‘

Then on one hot summer evening my brother came alone to visit me.
He knew he was dying; T didn't and he didn’'t tell me. I guess

I should have known because of the way the conversation went.

The last time I saw him was in the VA Hospital in Albany. My
pig, strapping brother was no more.

I guess what T wanted you to know is that your father had a

softer side. He was the only one of our family who kept in touch
with everyone, even though our family was .split apart. He

visited our father., our mother, my brother and sister, my Aunt
and Uncles, and cousins. It seems looking back that even though
his family deserted him, he wanted to make sure he kept ‘in touch
with all of us. These are some of the memories of my brother that
I will always remember. I miss him!

Sincerely,

(Aunt) Charlotte



