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Tell us about where and when you were born:

I was born in central Illinois where there are a whole group of farms, 160 acre parcels.  The farm houses are separated in such a way that the communication between one farmer’s wife and another farmer’s wife has been worked out pretty well.  I was born on our farm, Feb 28, 1915.  After the war in Europe was under way.  My father had been given a deferred service in the army because the food we were making there on the farm was very important for the US to have as an income.  I was born on the farm in IL.  We were often at the hospital in Quincy, the Blessing Hospital, but the children, I believe except for the possible exception of Byron, were all born there on the farm.  I haven’t the faintest idea who may have assisted Mother in the births.  It may be she didn’t have anybody to help.  
From time to time in those early years my mother and father would hire a helper around the house because of the number of children and the meagerness of our housing.  
The old brick house, which is now gone, had a copula on top.  We kids, as we became four, five and six  years old played in the copula.  The house consisted of two floors and a dug-out basement.  The heat was provided by individual stoves in each room.  The kitchen, in the back corner, had an outside door which led to a new well.  It was dug when I was about four-five years old.  The fellow who built it, Hausman, lived in the same block as my grandparents in Camp Point.  The twins, Ann and Ruby, gave a marvelous Halloween party the same year as the digging of the well.  We had lamps for lighting, there was no electricity.  When I was five or six we had a telephone that hung on the wall in one of the front rooms.  We would crank the crank to get the attention of the operator in Columbus.  When she would hear us ringing she would get on the telephone and take our request for having the line connected to the neighbors or whoever we wished to talk to.  In those same years, Dad somehow acquired a victrola.  We had big records and we boys really enjoyed standing on little stools to listen to the music and watch the records spin around.   We would sometimes do this while eating breakfast and my mother did not enjoy the Cream of Wheat spilled on the records.  
The house had two stories and had a central hall that ran the full height of the two stories.  There were four rooms on each floor.  Some of the rooms had individual wood stoves for heat, others rooms had no heat.  During 1920 the heat was provided to us by soap stones.  My dad would put them in the ovens in the kitchen and heat them.  Then when they were nice and warm he would wrap them in newspapers and we would traipse up the stairs to the second floor on the front carrying our soap stones, put the soap stones in the bed and climb in with them.  That was our heat for the middle of the winter.  

Did you share a bedroom with your brothers?

We shared beds as well as bedrooms.  I don’t remember the exact sleeping arrangements.  I recall sleeping with Kenwood at times and Keith at other times.  I remember a time when we had a very great electric storm, with lots of lightening and thunder.  It frightened Keith so much that Dad came in and got Keith up.  I laid in bed and listened to the conversation.  He explained to Keith what was happening and how lightening developed and eventually calmed Keith.  And then Dad made up some fictitious stories about the water wagon riding over a bridge so that it roared and made alot of noise.

The first kite that I ever saw was one that Dad made.  We went down into the south meadow and flew the kite and had a marvelous time.  When I was about eight Sutie gave me a new store bought kite which flew beautifully. The enjoyment of kites has followed me all through my life.
The farm was a real integral part of our lives.  Dad and Mother bought us a little farm wagon one time.  We hitched the wagon up to a calf and put Byron, who was quite a baby at that time, in the wagon.  The calf took off with the wagon and Byron, heading across the barn yard and across the road and up the bank on the other side.  It was quite a sight.  We had a lot of fun.

We also had pigs.  One time when we were having serious financial problems, Dad was in the process of fattening up the pigs for market.  Keith and I got lose and went into the barnyard where the pigs were being fattened and chased them.  My Dad didn’t think a lot of this since it was an awful lot of fat that went away.  He treated us very severely for this enterprise.  

We moved to our first house in Camp Point in the area where they were building the early hard roads.  It was right out in front of our house.  The roads were  being paved in concrete.  It was a source of great interest to us.  But, that old house was  too small for us.  We probably only lived there a few months.  
We moved then to the NE corner of Camp Point, into a house that Uncle Chris may have owned.  It was a fancy old mid-victorian type of house.  I can’t remember much about the inside of the house, but the outside was very elaborate.  We couldn’t stay there anyway, we couldn’t pay the rent.  

We moved from there to a little house on the railroad green on the west side of town.  That house became our home while Dad struggled to get some income again.  There was plenty of room on the railroad green for the children to play.  We had some very interesting times there. One time we read in a magazine that if you applied for and got hired for selling magazines, you could earn a pony.  This was in the hot summer, boys sitting around not knowing what to do next.  We decided that a pony was going to need feed.  We went over on the railroad green and cut grass and put it in a loft above the garage.  We had it packed full of green grass.  My dad came home from a trip and we told him what we had done at dinner that night.  He told us kids to get up in that loft and get that grass out of there, every last bit of it, immediately!  He was afraid of spontaneous combustion.  Many of the farmers we had known while we lived on the farm had lost barns to spontaneous combustion. So we got the grass out of the garage pretty quick.  We never did sell the magazines to try and get the pony.  Another time when we were sitting around with nothing to do, in the early spring of my forth or fifth grade, the Jello people came to town.  They gave us boxes and boxes of  samples of jello which they hired us to distribute around Camp Point.  We had more boxes than we had customers.  Another time we were out on the hard road, many years later, trying to sell lemonade.  A couple of neighborhood girls had also set up a lemonade stand.  We were making so much noise that my mother heard us 2 blocks away.  She marched up there, with a terrible headache, and ordered us all home.  What trouble we were, poor Mama, she really had to put up with us.

What was your father doing for a living after you moved off of the farm?

I can’t recall what Dad was doing during this time.  He was probably taking any job he could to try and keep the family together.  At one point during these meager years my father worked for a big baking powder company.  

Eventually, one day, he came back from a trip and he had been able to get a job with the state highway department in Springfield.  This was the big turning point in our lives.  He found a house in Springfield that was willing to put up with the four boys.  1205 South 1st St.  He hired the cheapest piece of truck junk that he could find in Springfield that would be willing to move us.  This funny truck showed up on moving day and we loaded everything up on the  back, including us four boys.  We all drove to Springfield hanging on the side of the old truck.  I started in the eighth  grade that fall in Springfield.  It was a fantastic trip.  We all landed in Springfield with clothes that were suitable for the farm.  But we went to school right then.  It was months before my mother had enough money to buy materials to make draperies for the windows in that house.  It was a terrible thing, but that was the beginning.  We did well from that point on.  We worked hard and played hard and really became a part of Springfield.  I sold peanuts at the state fair.  Another time I joined a kite contest sponsored by the Illinois State Register and won.  I was given some money, maybe $5.00, and a baseball glove.  With that and money that I had earned mowing grass, firing furnaces and stuff like that , we bought my clothes for my first year of high school .  That was a year after we had moved there.  We lived in 5 different houses in Springfield.  

When we first moved to Springfield, the four of us boys didn’t have any church connection.  We made an expedition out of it and the four of us would go to different churches each Sunday.  Our parents didn’t go to church, not in those years. We made these trips every Sunday to a new church and the one we were most satisfied with was the First Christian church.  We must have been quite a sight, the four of us were stairsteps.  The church became our second home.  We went through boyscotts there, we sang in the choirs, every choir they had.  The minister during most of the years was Clark Walker Cummings.  He was a big fellow. My mother, in later years, became an integral part of the First Christian church in Springfield.  We were all baptised at that church.  The minister from this church presided over both Byron’s and Ann’s memorial.

What prompted the four of you to start investigating churches? 

 Probably it was Ken.  It may have been we just started talking about it and decided to do it.  I don’t know how many we visited, but it was probably 5-6.  

We started the Springfield Municipal Choir.   It was a good organization.   Our choir director was a guy who had played in the Opera in Chicago, E. Carl Lungren.  Keith got his first recognition of his fabulous voice while we were at Springfield.  He was always the one who was picked to sing the leads in the high school shows.   He can’t sing any longer, but he had a great voice.
Did you have any nicknames as a child?

They called me Corky.  When I was in college, I purposefully changed it to Cory.  I did this late in my college years.  When I set up the dancing school in Champagne I set that up using Corky on the big banners outside the dance hall, but at school I was known as Cory.
