
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

FOUNDER’S CORNER 
Reunion postponed: When can 
we plan another? 
 
Over a year ago, plans were already 
being finalized for a Rudisill family 
reunion in October, 2021:  venue, 
itinerary, special pricing for group 
meals, tours and meetings.  Who would 
ever have dreamed then that the corona 
virus would still be a threat to public 
safety? Or that it would mutate and 
become yet another source of concern?  
The prudent decision was to cancel that 
reunion. The only thing that is certain 
now is that our next reunion will still be 
held in New Harmony, Indiana.  It is a 
place where we have never had a 
reunion and a place where we have 
Rudisill relatives (in nearby Evansville). 
New Harmony is a charming village on 
the banks of the Wabash River. It has an 
excellent inn and restaurant.  It is a 
tranquil and beautiful place with an 
interesting and unique history.  Just as 
soon as it is prudent to schedule the 
dates for our next reunion, you will 
receive a special edition of this 
newsletter giving you all the details in 
ample time for you to make your travel 
plans.  Meanwhile, enjoy reading the 
Rudisill stories in this edition of 
Relations, true stories that you will find 
nowhere else. And especially enjoy the 
story on this page by Phyllis Pohl, who 
is 96 and was going to read her story at 
our Indiana reunion.  
 

During this special time of the year, 
enjoy a Blessed and Merry Christmas 
with your Rudisill family and friends, 
and have a Healthful and Prosperous 
New Year! We look forward to seeing 
you in New Harmony, whenever that 
will be! 
 
Your cousin, 
H. Clifford Rudisill

 

A VISIT WITH A COUSIN 
 

 
 
During the Thanksgiving holidays I 
went to San Antonio and while there, I 
paid a visit to my cousin, Thyra 
Elizabeth McCary Smith.  Elizabeth 
joined the RFF Board of Directors in 
2007 and for many years she was Editor 
of this newsletter (See No. 7, December 
2007).  She wrote an article about her 
ancestor, Emanuel Rudasill, and the 
story of his Civil War Regiment’s Flag, 
for Relations, No. 9, March, 2009. More 
recently she and I made a trip “down 
memory lane” to visit her childhood 
home in Sherman, Texas and other 
towns in East Texas, which was reported 
in this newsletter. 
   
Elizabeth and I met when we just 
happened to sit together at a family 
reunion in Charlotte.  We began talking 
about our Rudisill families and after a 
while she said, “I think I have a letter 
that your father wrote to my mother in 
the 1920s.” That was a remarkable 
coincidence! It turned out that her 
mother had the same name, Sybil, as 
one of my father’s sisters, and those  
(continued on page 2) 

 

CHILDHOOD MEMORIES IN 
INDIANA 
by Phyllis Rudisel Pohl 
 
When Clifford asked me for help in 
planning the Indiana reunion last year, it 
came as a surprise that he wanted to 
know about my ancestral branch of the 
Rudisel family for a talk that I might 
give.I was born in this area in 1926 but 
my parents moved away in 1928.   
 
Clifford mentioned that there were 
several branches of Rudisels in Indiana 
and I knew that we belonged to the Terre 
Haute line. My parents talked about two 
old gravestones with the Rudisel name 
in the Rose Lawn Cemetery in Terre 
Haute. I can trace my family’s line from 
NC, moving from PA, and finding their 
way to Lawrenceburg in Dearborn Co, 
Indiana. This is located just across the 
Ohio River from Cincinnati.  
 

 
 
My great grandfather, William Rudisel, 
was born in Ohio in 1824.  He and his 
family came to Lawrenceburg in about 
1851, then moved to Blackhawk where 
he became a farmer around 1853.  
Blackhawk is a small community 16 
miles SE of Terre Haute and about 90 
miles NE of New Harmony.   
(continued on page 2) 
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A Visit with a Cousin (Continued) 
two had somehow become friends. 
Knowing that, my father simply wrote to 
her mother to introduce himself as 
Sybil’s brother.  Elizabeth’s mother had 
kept that letter all those years, and 
Elizabeth then inherited it. She gave that 
letter to me and I treasure it, as it 
illustrates a side of my father that I never 
knew.     
 

Because of these family connections, 
Elizabeth and I bonded at that family 
reunion and we have enriched each 
other’s lives ever since. A moral of this 
story is that family reunions are 
important, because you never know 
what you might learn and whom you 
might meet!  Hope to see you in New 
Harmony! 
 

“The Rudisill Genealogy” by 
Edward L. Rudisill 
 

Our late Cousin Ted’s hardcopy book 
about our Rudisill clan is out-of-print.  
However, paperback editions are 
available at: The Olde Springfield 
Shoppe, 10 West Main St., Elverson, PA  
19520-0171. 
 

Childhood Remembrances in 
Indiana (Continued) 
It was named after the Indian Chieftain 
Blackhawk. As early as the Civil War, 
there was a United Brethren Church 
there called Pleasant Valley Church.  
During the War, the members who 
stayed in the Church were nicknamed 
the Blackhawks. It was a farming 
community until the late 1880s when a 
local railroad was built that allowed coal 
mining to become a factor in the area.   
The Rudisels were involved in both 
farming and mining.  In our family 
genealogy, which was put together by 
my younger sister and her spouse, I 
found a copy of William Rudisil’s 
obituary in a Terre Haute newspaper, 
dated December 1881, and it mentions 
that he was a wealthy farmer from 
Blackhawk who died after an illness of 
nine weeks.  A note from a relative says 
that William and one of his young sons, 
James, had been seining for fish when 
James accidentally drowned. 
Apparently, William grieved himself to 
death. As was the custom, his funeral 
was held in his home on the family farm 

near Blackhawk, and he was probably 
buried in the Brown Cemetery where 
other family members are found. 
William had ten children. One 
daughter and two sons did not survive. 
His first three sons were born while he 
was still in Lawrenceburg.  The fourth 
child was a girl and the fifth child was 
my grandfather, Noah. He was born in 
1857 and was married to Mary in 
1878. 
 

After studying my genealogy, I 
discovered that my father, Oscar Patten 
Rudisel (September 7, 1893-July 24, 
1985), was the eleventh of twelve 
children.  A daughter died in her first 
year, and there were two sons who did 
not survive childhood.  My father and 
mother married on November 11, 1916 
in Detroit, MI, but they later returned to 
Blackhawk where he gained 
employment as a coal miner.   
 

At that time slope mining was very 
dangerous.  There were no regulations 
controlling the use of explosives to blast 
the coal seams loose; and there were 
always the dangers of drilling into a 
pocket of gas, the lack of proper bracing 
of the roofs of tunnels, and inadequate 
ventilation. Accidents were common. In 
1925, strip mining opened up, especially 
in some of the counties just north of 
Evansville and New Harmony.  In 1928, 
when I was just two years old, my father 
moved to Evansville and worked on one 
of the large electric shovels until he 
retired. 
 

After the Great Depression hit in 1929, 
we did not travel to Blackhawk to visit 
relatives so I never knew my aunts, 
uncles or cousins.  I only heard their 
names mentioned in family 
conversation.   
(continued on page 3) 
 

REMEMBRANCE OF JOHN 
G. RUDISILL (1905-1991) 
by daughters Vera Louise 
Summers, Dorothy Virginia 
Halstead, and Helen Sue Jennings 
 
John Gomer Rudisill was born on June 
13, 1905 to John Sidney and Clara 
Hudson Rudisill in Oak Grove, WV, the 
fourth of 13 children. He was the 

seventh generation descended from 
Jonas and Maria Moul Rudisill of the 
Rudisill clan who came from 
Pennsylvania to Virginia and North 
Carolina and on to West Virginia. He 
lived during the hard times of the Great 
Depression. His family were small 
farmers whose main cash crop was 
cabbage.  Pigs, chickens, cows and other 
crops were for the family’s sustenance.  
When John was 23, he married Jessie L. 
Scott on Christmas Eve, 1928.  They 
moved to Norfolk, VA, where he 
learned ship building.  They prospered 
and had their first of four children, Vera 
Louise, on May 2, 1931. 
 

 
 

But due to the Depression, John lost his 
job and had to sell all their possessions 
to get enough money to travel to Talcott, 
WV where Jessie’s brother owned a 
farm and a separate house that he rented 
to John and his family.    John got a job 
with the Works Progress Administration 
and also helped farm the land.  
 

During the next eight years, Dorothy, 
Grant and Sue were born.  Wanting to 
provide a better life for them, John 
moved his family in 1940 to Charleston 
and worked in rubber and glass 
factories.  Because of a heart murmur, 
he was not drafted to serve in WW II.  
He moved his family again and rented a 
house in Kanawha City near his work, 
but he was not happy working in a 
factory.  He got a job as an apprentice 
with a home builder and at night studied 
books on carpentry.  He always loved 
working outdoors with his hands. 
Learning to be frugal during the 
Depression, he saved money and after 
some 12 years bought a lot next door to 
the house they were renting and built a 
two-story house with four bedrooms and 
two bathrooms.   
(continued on page 4) 
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Childhood Remembrances in 
Indiana (Continued) 
 

I knew that my grandfather, Noah, lost 
his farm during the Depression.  There 
is one reference that the farm was later 
destroyed by a tornado, but there is no 
proof of that.   
 

Many of my father’s siblings were still 
living in Blackhawk when Noah died in 
September, 1935, and most of his 
descendants came to his funeral.  We 
arrived in Blackhawk the evening before 
the funeral, and my parents, my teenage 
sister, Norma, and I visited Noah’s 
home.  That memory is still vivid.  The 
house was a small, four-room house.  
The front room had been cleared out for 
the funeral.  Along one wall was the 
open casket with a dark rose-colored 
pall draped over the open lid.  There 
were four or five chairs on the opposite 
wall where some men would sit with the 
body all night.  Lights were turned down 
low and there were a few floral tributes 
positioned around the room. Since this 
was my first funeral, the scene was 
scary. My worst memory was that the 
odor in the room was stifling.  It was in 
the heat of September: no air-
conditioning nor electric fans. The 
sweet smell of flowers could not match 
that of the horrible odor that pervaded 
the room. For many years thereafter, 
gatherings where there were floral 
arrangements, regardless of the 
occasion, reminded me of the odor in the 
room at that funeral. 
 

In 1990, my late husband and I 
discovered that the main street in 
Blackhawk is named Rudisel Street.  
But when I hear mention of Blackhawk, 
a small community in the middle of 
farmland, a community which has no 
parks, or monuments or hotels or 
industry or even mining today and very 
little agriculture, I always think about 
my grandfather’s funeral.   I will never 
forget it. 
 
MEET YOUR NEW RFF 
DIRECTOR: WENDYE 
GRIFFIN PIKE 
 
The Board of Directors is pleased to 
announce the election of Wendye 
Griffin Pike to its Board. 

Wendye was born in Atlanta, Georgia to 
the late Velma and Pat Rudisill Griffin.  
 

  
 
She grew up in an Atlanta suburb, 
Chamblee, where her great 
grandmother was from.  Her great 
grandparents were Henry Clifford and 
Lenora Lively Rudisill. Her 
grandparents were W. E. and Sybil 
Rudisill Griffin.  (Her grandmother was 
a sister of Paul Lester Rudisill, H. 
Clifford Rudisill’s father.)   
 

Wendye’s father, Pat, was a frequent 
visitor to his grandparent’s historic 1892 
home in Nacogdoches, and for a while 
during his childhood he even lived with 
his grandparents.  It is a place that 
Wendye and her three siblings visited 
frequently during their childhood 
accompanied by their parents, and also 
later as adults.    
 

After high school, Wendye attended the 
University of Georgia in Athens and in 
1983 she received her BA degree in 
Early Childhood Education.  In 1984, 
she married Chad Pike and they had two 
children. Now grown, Jacob lives in 
Northern Virginia and works as a 
software development engineer.  
Cassidy is in her third year at the 
University of Georgia College of 
Veterinary Medicine, specializing in 
wild and exotic animals.   
 

Wendye has gone back to work as a 
special education paraprofessional at a 
middle school in Atlanta. Her hobbies 
are visiting antique shops and doing 
genealogical research.   
 

During a recent trip to Texas to visit her 
cousin H. Clifford Rudisill in Houston, 

she gave him a photograph of her great 
grandparents taken in 1937. Cliff was 
born in January 1938 and was named for 
his grandfather.   
 

He had never seen that photograph, and 
for him it was like meeting his 
grandfather for the first time.  The only 
other photograph of his namesake he 
had ever seen was his grandparent’s 
wedding picture.  Since Cliff was only a 
few months old when his grandfather 
died, he has no memory of him, making 
this newly discovered photograph even 
more precious and appreciated. 
 

 
 
With such close connections to her 
Rudisill relatives in Texas and her 
interest in genealogy, Wendye is a 
valued addition to the Board.  Welcome 
aBoard, Wendye! 
 

REMEMBER: DONATION 
TIME! 
 
Please send your donation of just $10 to 
the RFF (c/o 1204 Joe Annie St., 
Houston, TX  77019) to help cover the 
expenses of these newsletters.  This is 
our 25th edition!  
 

All former editions are available on our 
website: rudisillfoundation.org.  And 
remember that any donation greater than 
$10 is tax deductible, as the RFF is a 
501.c.3 charitable corporation as 
recognized by the IRS. 
 

Thank you for helping! 
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Remembrance of John Gomer Rudisill (1905-1991) (continued) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ask the experts >>> 
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John continued his vocation independently in building for the rest of his life.  He 
instilled the ethics of diligence, integrity, reliability and striving for perfection into his 
children.  He gained a reputation for being honest and trustworthy. After retiring, he 
did little jobs for senior citizens in the community. 
 
He valued education and helped all his children to get a good education.  His son, 
Grant, got a PhD in Education from Ohio State University.  Sue got a MA in Education 
from West Virginia University.  Louise and Dorothy graduated from high school and 
learned secretarial skills. Because he loved music, he saw to it that all his children 
learned to play the piano or the guitar and to sing.  He also loved his church and 
volunteered to keep it in good repair, and later even helped to build a new church. 
Family was also very important to John:  Memorial Day was always spent with Jessie’s 
family, and August first was always the time for the Rudisill family reunion.  
 
John Gomer Rudisill was a humble man who instilled good lessons to live by in his 
children.  He was proud of his family and lived to know all seven of his grandchildren.  
He died on January 16, 1991. His son Grant (“Buddy”) died on June 27, 1996. His 
three daughters, the authors of this Remembrance, will always be grateful and proud 
(as would their late brother) of their parents and especially of their father, who was 
such a good role model.  The memory of their parents will ever be held close in their 
hearts. 

 


