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MEMORIES OF MOTLEY, KENTUCK

My father ard mother, Ed and Alice Moore Hogan, were
the parents of four daughters and Tour sons, Our homs was
at Meador in Allen County, Kentucky .

I was next to the youngest child. When my baby brother
was born, our mother was i1l for guite a long time. our uncle
and aunt, Mr. and Mrg. Jim Harman, 1ived close by. 1 viskted
them much of the time while Mother was i11, and after she was

well. They had no chitdren, and 1 was pleased with the uan-

divided attention I got tnere.

From the time I was old encugh O visit my uncle and
aunt, I found Grandpa Harman, who lived with them (as did my
cousin, Josie Harman, when she was not away at school or teaching)
and Uncle Jim ready to entertain me and find excusas for any mis-
takes 1 might make. Aunt Hannie was good and kind, bus Tirm and
she was the one to hand out discipline when it was naeded.

I continued to visit them even after Mother had recovered
from her illness.

wWhen Uncle Jim bought a farm in Warren County, Kentuciy,
from Mr. J. K. Motley, he and my aunt prevailed on iy parents
to Jet me move with them.

I hated to leave my mother and father, and my sisters
and brothers, but of course 1 went back for visits of two or
three weeks at a time. And so I had two homes, which I loved

equally.



Grandﬁa Harman brought ma down one evening, and 1
awe struck when I saw the house. It wWas at Motley, Kentucky,
and my memories are centered around that home.

It was a hig two story house with a porch running across
the entire width of the front at the second étory level. This
was enclosed with an iron fence-like rail. A similar porch
across the back was enclosed with wood panels.

The builder of the house, and other improvements de-

. scribed later, was Mr. Matthew P. Motley. He had two sons,

J. K. and L.c.J., as well as one daughter, Fugenia, who married
Mr. Frank Hays. These wzre the maternal grandparents of
Congressman William H, Natcner.

Uncle "Mac', as I have been told many peopie called

T

him, must have been an industrious man--working from eariy un

late on the ferm in gnod weather, then on bad days pUutting in
long hours in the blacksmith shop. In that shop he was @0 exdert
at making many things he and his neighbors needed.

His specialty must have been ﬁhe farm wagon, mada Trom
start to fFinish. First cutting the tree and having it sauad;
then the frame, the hub of the wheel, the spokes, and t
rims!

When the job was finished, all who saw oF used one
of the wagons, declared them to be excellent. According to
what older citizens of that day have told their childiren, Mr,
Motley was a man of many talents.

He believed in building items so strong and enduring

that they would Tast through all years to come. T oyas told



three years in the buiiding of his home and only

the finest vellowmplar was usad. Good materials must have
heen used, as it is still in good condition.

With all his desires to make nis work endure, he undoubtedly
had some strange ideas. Across the front of the house there weare
three doors! When you entered the one in the center, you
naturally expected to enter a hall, but you were standing in a
narrow passageway with a door to your right and one to yéur left.
Directly in front of you were steep steps from wall to wall with
no rail. They lTooked Tike the 01d Opera House steps. Uncle
Jim later cut thes steps down to ona~third theiv widih and mada
a hall leading to the back wing. There was a large fireploce
in each of the downstairs rooms, and smaller ones in the two

bedrooms unstairs. The rooms were all tightly plastered ana

the floors wera good. Still, you could sit in front of a roar-

ing fire with your Tace burning and your back freezingt Thoers
was a large wash house in the back yard. It had a huge fire-
pilace, and I balieve that the ce11ar—be1ow had one too. |
think, just once, my uncle stripped tobacco down thare.

Josie Harman, my cousin mentioned heretofore, was 2

grown young tady now, and was not expected to run errend
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this building; which held so many of the necessary things for

preparing our meals and keeping the household going. row 1

envied her for escaping such boring tasks, 1 ren back and Torin
4 1ot in the morning hours. One task was carrying the kerosene
lamps to the wash house and £i11 them. While I did this, Aunt

Hannie was cleaning the chimneys. And how they did shingd



In the summer Uncle Jim brought fine waterms
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sracked them in the cool. In the evenings when neighbo

in, he brought cut a nunberto the yard and served targe slices

-

to each one. Sometfimes, fortunate persons might get hal? o waion,
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He could grow the finest melons, and later in life he had Groan
thumb For flowers. Also his cured hams were about perfect.

In the corner of Aunt Hannie's kitchen there were £wo
barrels. One held the snowy flour, the other, meal; sometimas
sti1] hot from the grist mill. Stands of tard were in ono
cellar. Sacks of sausage and hams hung in the smoke house. T

front of the kitchen fireplace was the “"Majestic" range. Theie
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always seemed to be a perfect spot for the big skillet o
to be just right. It was also great for baking biscuits a@s
well as my aunt's wonderful tea cakes.

Wheat threshing days were memorable. Men from neighnoie
ing farms came rushing in with their wagons and teams arst tried
to load them as quickly with the shocks of wheat and get back to
where the thrasher was set; usually near the barn. They fed the
wheat into the machine, and I liked to watch the golden grain

pour out into bags. Later it would be taken to the mill i& make



T helieve it was tho sacret of deticious biscuits.

18 or 20 men werce there for the noon meal. Today

with such a bountiful meal as served theses men it would cost &

lot of money. This was all hard work, but it was such good

neighborly exchange of help, and everyone took pride in doing
their part. When the grain was in the barn and the men moved
to the next farm, everyone was tired, but happy, over a job

well done.

There was no demand for higher wages, and no strikes

aut T believe you saw more smiling faces ther, than now., ©n
ordinary working days most man were called in from the ficids by

ringing the dinner bell.

As usual, in everything he built, Uncle "Mac! erectad a
rock platform in the side yard that supported the largest bell
in the county. It could be heard for miles around., Ui, J. K.
Motley reserved this when he sold the farm and moved 1t ©o nis
farm near Bowling Green. I had wondered what had becoma of the
bell, and recently Willard Hardcastié told me his nephew o

owns it.

On the opposite side of the house from the bell was a

swing, which I find difficult to describe. A heavy timner ran
from one tree to another. Down from this, two Flexable stand
straps were attached to a wide seat. 1 believe three or four

people could be seated. It was certainly not a child's toy.

Some Sunday afternoons grown-up neighbor boys would come

in to really get the most from this attraction. If small children

were there they stood back, out of danger, to watch the hig boys.

Some time later it was roned down to one seat, and finally dis-
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% carded altogether.
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There was no reason for anyone tracking mud into the house.

an officer, Other officers often brought their wives that
day to visit my aunt. Such a good meal was prepared, and i
children were visitng me, we were allowed to take
Tunches to the polls. Veting waes done in Barney Pearson
wWhat a thrill it was to be that much involved in
day, Patriotism was such a part of children's Tives, ot at

home and at school. But it was not all 1il ure at the polis
)
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even then, You might hear the aduits sy in the evening that

from all indications seme vote buying may have taken placa.

T attended school at Recky Springs. One yeay Josie
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there and it seemed to me that she was more

anyone else in the room. Long ago, the children from foat district

hegan riding the bus to Alvaton.

Country children may have missed scme advantages that city
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§ children had, but that did not apply to our feachers. What remark-
| able people they were. Modern educators now see how good 1t iz

- for different grades to be in one rocm.

Those teachers we had were not casting around trying
to find out who they were. They knew! And with that knowledgo
and assurance we felt secure.

1 attended Rocky Springs Church. 1 believe that it is the

third oldest church in the Warren County Baptist Asscciation.




i chuiron aiid Comniary r::\_,lj., 1
frie

R S . R
LETATEOd S U0, Whlre

2. - PP e oot TG ety e Rt =
7 balicve you can stili see soiee O

the siaves were buried Soomucn of our scoial Tife

around Church and School. Dates were mude to go to {hurch.
There were hay rides and Sunday Scheol picnics.  And whan the
Ringling Brothers or Barnum and Baily Circus camz o town, W
always got to town esrly to see the parade.  Our childron and

grendchildren have never sean shows equal to those they brougnt
Lo Town.
There was a genaral store at Motley, and somatimss in
the evenings, we would go over to shop a iittie, or just vis
b4 ? .

out thres difterent
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and talk. When [ was a c¢hild 1 remembe;
men who operated the store. When Mir, Dan Hays owned ¢, a young
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black man who worked for him would entertain us by playtr
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harmonica and [ think sometimes the Jew's harp., When he played

The Train" you felt as if it were ceming around the coinsi.

As 1 remember it now, he must have been as good as those, who

now receive great applause, as they perform on T.V, and radio
Uncle Dan Hogan and Mr. Charlie Smith operated a saw milli

between Motley and Green Hill. They used a yoke of oxen to snula
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the logs and lumber con the mill yard. Uncle Dan Tived in town,
50 he boarded at our house during the week. Each weel he brougne
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the oxen, YBuck" and YBerry", to our barn to stabl

safe distance I would watch them plod toward the harn, and I
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thought that they were the saddest Tooking
Recentely, a friend gave me a picture of Mr. Chariie Rosmer's saw

i mitl at Motley. It was a big cutfit. Many men worked for nim.




his judoment and knowledge and sought nis aavics Trom

We were on Rural Roite #2,
carriers: lr. Moyer, Mrs, W. J. Craig, and Bob Drake. I you

lived some distance from your box, as we did, you could wirap your

money in a piece of paper for stamps. I naver reis
being taken from the box., Doors were not lTocked, Vhat a o
it would have been to lock one of those old country homes. [
believe that the lovely one that I went to live in when T merried
had eleven outside doors., Just think of what it would cost now
to duplicate such an outlay of all materials.

I have lived in old homes and in modern ones, but thara s
a charm in the old that the new ones lack. I have always a1 oy ad
being able to drive a nail in a wall of an old heome any where I
wanted to! Of course, scmetimes you might hear the old plaster

giving way under your hammer .

pound

There were no traffic jams on the county roads wnen
growing up. A young man could drive his well trained horss o
see his girl on Sunday evening, and on his way home, if he

lines “to the buggy, he could then go to sleep,
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knowing his horse weuld go straight home. This all scams Ub-
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Community when I was a child-~Harman, Stamps, Stice, Moulder,

Reynolds, Roemer, Fitzpatrick, Sears, Ggntry, drunson, Hays,

Paarson, Claypool and Morphew, They are all gone - at iaast the
heads of these families. Of course they have childien scat ayad

and near. [ am sure they cculd add
with more affection than 1.

Mr. Matthew P. Motley was a great, great uncle of my
children. As they pause in their busy lives to read this littiz

1

story of mine, 1 hope they will be remine
in their background. .

0f course, Barbara, Bob and Jos know of tha dream of tna
father which he had when a very young man. As he lTooked at th:
timber about him, he saw the trees being taken step by step into
good materials for buildings of strength and beauty.

He did that very thing. His lumber and building material
business was recognized as one of the best, in this, ¢
ing areas.

Then there ware aunts and uncles and grandparents. Good
farmers and homemakers, careful carpenters, and one skilled

plasterer. All men and woman of integrity and theiy work Tives

arfter them.
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Jdupe 5, 1975

Today 1 went back. The house leoks much the same, but the
J
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largs shade tiress surprised me Their size re ﬁlﬂ od me of how
Tong it had been since 1 was a girl there.

Down in the fié?dy hack of the house, where so often |
went in the evening to drive in the cows, stand the green houses!
Yound: John Michael Potter is doing so well with his business. He
has thousands of flower and vegetable plants. I wanted a souvenir
from the farm, so I bought a tear drop feri.

Before 1 went today, I thought I would visit the cemetery
on the farm while I was there, but when I looked across the high
grass and grain that one would have to wade through, I gave up
on trying it. Mr. Matthew Motley worked long and hard making his
burying place secure and lasting. He put up @ strong iren fence
with the co%nar posts embedded in rock. Thare were nice menunents
for him, for his wife, and her parents. But thay told me today
that those corner stones were crumbling as are some of the grave

stones, and that the fence may later topple.
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i1, Sc I felt that I vanted to jot
e it is practicaliy off

day and a fitting time

Mrs, Waif Hogan Motley
621 E. 11th Street_

Bowling Green, Kentucky

Later:
1132 Fairview Apt, C-2

Bowling Green, Kentuc



