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May peace fill your world, 

May love fill your home 

With contentment and happiness, too— 

In wonderful ways 

May this year of new days 

Be filled with sweet blessings for you. 

Happy New Year 2018 from the Ruffner Family Association 
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Falling Snow 

See the pretty snowflakes 

Falling from the sky; 

On the wall and housetops 

Soft and thick they lie. 

On the window ledges, 

On the branches bare; 

Now how fast they gather, 

Filling all the air. 

Look into the garden, 

Where the grass was green; 

Covered by the snowflakes, 

Not a bloom is seen. 

Now the bare black bushes 

All look soft and white, 

Every twig is laden, 

What a pretty sight! 

~ Unknown 
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WINTER 2017/2018 

 Happy New Year for 2018. We hope all your holidays were blessed with great fun 

and food with your family and friends. The Rinker family often jokes that the saying "til 

we meet again" should be "til we eat again." As we began our holiday preparations, I was 

reminded how traditions are so much a part of preparations. Our Rinker clan gets to-

gether in early November, and we pass around a couple boxes of Christmas cards for 

every family to sign their names (39 of us right now). Our mom, Dorothy, loved sending 

cards so we continue her tradition to send holiday greetings to our Ruffner first cousins 

across the country. 

 Another Ruffner tradition lives on with some of the brides in our family. No one remembers how it 

started, but there is a handkerchief that has been used by three generations of the brides as they walked 

down the aisle. We think it began with my grandmother offering a special handkerchief to one of her 

daughters either as "something old" or "something borrowed" from the old adage, and now there is a long 

list of women who have also carried it. Many of the Rinker brides have pictures taken with my mom hand-

ing it to them and they tucked it into flower bouquets, their bodices, or sleeves. Be sure to share your 

family traditions with younger members to keep them alive for the future. 

 With winter being a time to sort and organize. I went through some of my Ruffner materials and 

came across the book that we received at the Prescott reunion in 2003 written by one of our association 

founders, Budge Ruffner from Arizona. It is titled All Hell Needs is Water, originally copyrighted in 1972, 

and republished in 1999 when his wife Elisabeth, and daughter, Melissa made a few additions. The book 

has short tales Budge had gathered about cowboys, dudes, old-timers, Indians, bums and bankers. One of 

the compliments for his efforts by the Arizona Republic newspaper said he’d captured the essence and 

spirit of the good old West. With our next reunion set to return to Prescott in 2019, some of you may want 

to dig out your copy or check Amazon where it can be purchased to get the flavor of the upcoming loca-

tion. 

 Then I started wondering how many of our extended Ruffner clan are published. First we have to 

recognize Joan Reid who has prepared quarterly RR&R newsletters for years. Betty Gaeng has to be the 

first one we think of for articles about family history and genealogy, but I imagine there have been other 

talented writers who have shared their work in the newsletter through the years. It would be interesting 

to review the variety of topics they pursued. Nevertheless, the RR&R has produced a legacy by helping to 

fulfill the mission we set forth for the Ruffner Family Association. If any of you would like to suggest Ruff-

ner authored books or articles we might like to read, email the titles/sources to me and we can include 

them in the next newsletter. 

 Wishing happy days to all, I am sincerely, 

Phyllis Hershock 

RFA President 

chershock@cyberia.com 
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From the desk of the historian for the Ruffner Family Association: 

 

My story is about a lady by the name of Eva Bailey McFall, a remarkable woman; and 

even though it seems she could well have been a Ruffner descendant—she wasn’t.  You 

may wonder then, why am I writing her story?  It is partly because Mrs. McFall was a public school teacher 

and a county school superintendent.   She was a very dedicated educator, and education has always been 

very important in the Ruffner family.   However, more than that, she was a woman for whom I feel a per-

sonal connection.   Mrs. McFall’s hometown was Everett, Washington.  Since I am a writer for the Everett 

Daily Herald, I wrote her story for that newspaper—one connection.   Also, we connect because she was 

once, before-my-time, superintendent of the schools for Edmonds School District #15, where I attended 

school; as did my four children, my five siblings, and numerous other family members.   Another personal 

note regarding the life of Mrs. McFall was her problems with Duncan Hunter and his sons, who are men-

tioned in my article.   For over 14 years, I have lived in a large retirement complex which is located on the 

former 80-acre pioneer homestead of that same Duncan Hunter.  Finally, both Mrs. McFall and I resided 

most of our lives in Snohomish County in Washington State.   Mainly though, I believe you will find that 

Eva Bailey McFall’s life as an educator was unusual and exciting.    

 

When I saw that Eva Bailey McFall came from Page County, Iowa, at first I thought we had another con-

nection.  However, I soon found that the Page County in Iowa and our Page County, Virginia are not con-

nected—the names are just a coincidence.     

 

 

EVA BAILEY McFALL: Dedicated Teacher and County School Superintendent 

By Betty Lou Gaeng 

 

One afternoon in the late spring of 1952, a small elderly lady visiting Washington State’s former mining 

town of Monte Cristo in the Cascade Mountains, stood quietly looking at a pile of rotting boards.  The lady 

had long white hair and a pretty face, now lined with a web of fine wrinkles.  Eighty-nine year-old Eva Bai-

ley McFall was looking at what remained of the school where she had once been the teacher for the chil-

dren of the mostly Welsh miners who worked at the Monte Cristo mines.  In 1896, Eva Bailey had become 

the first accredited teacher at the school.  During her time, Monte Cristo was a rip-roaring mining camp; 

however—in1952 it was actually a ghost town, reduced to a few decaying buildings and a lot of rubble.   

 

The town of Monte Cristo lies four miles beyond Barlow Pass in the rugged Cascade Mountains of Wash-

ington State.  It is located upriver from there at the headwaters of the South Fork Sauk River in Eastern 

Snohomish County, and is connected by a trail to the Mountain Loop Highway which continues west to the 

small town of Granite Falls and north to Darrington, another small town. 

 

A historical tidbit about Monte Cristo although unrelated to this story, does seem interesting.  In the 1890s, 

when Monte Cristo was that rip-roaring mining camp, the very first Trump hotel was located in the town.  

Actually, it was more of a boarding house used by the unmarried miners.   Frederick Trump, the grandfa-
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ther of our president, was the owner of this rustic hotel/boarding house.  In 1896, Frederick Trump was also 

elected as the Justice of Peace for Monte Cristo.  It did make me wonder; did Eva Bailey know Frederick 

Trump?   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In 2008, Snohomish County historian David A. Cameron wrote: “In the decade of the 1890s, Monte Cristo be-

came the center of a mining boom.  It attracted thousands of miners, business men, laborers and settlers into 

the rugged Cascade Mountains of eastern Snohomish County, yet its fate would be determined not by their ef-

forts but by the difficult climate, unknown geology and decisions made by financiers a continent away.  Today 

the isolated area still is a popular site for visitors attracted by its history and dramatic setting.”  This dramatic 

setting can be seen in the 1894 panoramic picture of Monte Cristo.   In the photo cropped from the panoramic 

view, the school is the building shown upper right.   These 1894 photos are from the private collection of Da-

vid Cameron. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Without a doubt, the most well-known of the east coast financiers mentioned by Mr. Cameron was John D. 

Rockefeller.  These financiers had much to do with the establishment and growth of the town of Everett.  Ever-

ett, the county seat of Snohomish County, is about 25 miles north of the city of Seattle.   It is also the county’s 

largest city with a population of almost 110,000 residents.  Although it is not an extremely large city, Everett’s 

Puget Sound waterfront is the homeport for one of our country’s major defense military installations: Naval 

Station Everett (NAVSTA Everett).  The base was first designed as the homeport for a U.S. Navy carrier strike 
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group and opened in 1994.  It is now home to five guided-missile Destroyers; a 

Coast Guard cutter, the USCGC Henry Blake; and a Coast Guard marine patrol 

boat, the USCGC Blue Shark.   There are close to 6,000 sailors and civil service 

persons assigned to commands for the base, and 350 sailors and civilians sta-

tioned on the base.   

 

Now back to Eva Bailey, the subject of this story—she was born in Carroll 

County, Illinois on July 9, 1862.  Her father was Ira L. Bailey, a farmer.  Her 

mother, Virginia Rupel had an unusual birth; she was born in 1833 aboard a 

ship at sea while her parents were traveling from Germany to America.     

 

In 1895, the family lived in Grant Township, Page County, Iowa, and unmarried daughter Eva Bailey was still 

living at home while teaching at the country school.  In 1896, with America still in turmoil from an 1893 eco-

nomic downturn, Mr. and Mrs. Bailey and their family, including 34-year old Eva, made the decision to move 

to the Puget Sound area of the Pacific Northwest in the state of Washington.  They settled in Everett where Mr. 

Bailey opened a nursery business at the family home.   

 

Following her arrival in Everett, Eva Bailey received her first teaching assignment—the school at Monte Cris-

to.  Having grown to womanhood in the flat lands of the Midwest, the train trip to Monte Cristo must have 

been a thrilling one, especially when she saw the awe-inspiring rugged Cascade Mountains.   

 

Walking up the steep rocky path at Monte Cristo, Eva Bailey probably heard the voices of the men as they 

worked at the mines.   Reaching the school house, she would have seen what was described as an unimposing 

24 by 30-foot building of unpainted boards.  

 

On her first day as teacher, Miss Bailey had only six pupils.  With more families arriving each day, she soon 

had 36 students, and at times a few more.   In addition, she soon found that the people of the town expected 

more from her than just teaching reading and writing.   She became the organizer of picnics by the Sauk River 

and berry-picking parties—she even taught Sunday school classes.   Miss Bailey also found herself studying 

first aid and practical nursing so she could assist a new doctor the company had hired.   Even though the com-

pany furnished a hospital for him, there was no nurse—the doctor chose Miss Bailey for that duty.   

 

Eva Bailey admitted that at first she was intimidated by the mountains, but learned to love them.  A she walked 

the trails, wandering further and further each time, she soon came to appreciate the rugged beauty surrounding 

her.  She also learned to understand the people—and she especially admired their enjoyment of life when they 

had so little.  As the miners and their families struggled just to hang on when labor problems and floods caused 

temporary closures of the mines, Miss Bailey felt sympathy for them.   She understood that mining was all 

they knew and they had no place else to go.                

 

Eventually, circumstances resulted in the closing of the school and Miss Bailey left Monte Cristo.  She taught 

for a short time at a school in the town of Snohomish, and then in 1901, she returned to her parent’s home in 
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Everett.  Her next teaching assignment was Jefferson School in Everett.  She remained at Jefferson until 1907 

when she was appointed as the Superintendent of Schools for Snohomish County.  In her forties, Eva Bailey 

faced new challenges.  In the January 8, 1908 edition of the Edmonds Review, editor Mrs. Missouri Hanna 

wrote of one of those challenges:   

Miss Eva Bailey, county school superintendent, while pursuing her official duties last Friday, found it 

necessary to walk about 10 miles through a wild region and over rough and sloppy roads. 

 Miss Bailey had gone to Meadowdale to investigate the case of certain children who had been absent 

from school.  Being unable to satisfactorily accomplish the object of her mission at Meadowdale, a further 

journey to the home of the children’s parents was necessary. 

 The course wound over rugged hills and through valleys obstructed by small lakes, bogs and brambles.  

The superintendent, however, persevered, finally reaching the locality she sought and having transacted the 

required business, and being unable to procure conveyance to Edmonds, set out again through a densely tim-

bered region toward the ranch of Hiram H. Burleson where she hoped to find some means of transportation to 

town.  

 Here again the tired traveler was disappointed.  Mr. Burleson, with his horses and vehicle was away 

from home.  After a short rest and refreshments, Miss Bailey continued her journey on foot to Edmonds, arriv-

ing very tired, but with a clear knowledge of the frightful and even impassable condition of some of the county 

roads heading out of Edmonds.  

 Actually, she probably walked far more than 10 miles.  Also, in the winter, the days would have been 

short and with the land still largely covered with giant trees; the darkness would have enveloped her.   In 1908 

the few roads in South Snohomish County were hardly what we call roads today—they were little more than 

narrow dirt or puncheon trails.  This trip would have been a challenge for even an experienced woodsman; def-

initely a very daring journey for a small solitary woman.  At least in January the bears should have been in hi-

bernation; however, there were other wild animals in the forested land—cougars and the smaller bob cats, and 

coyotes for sure.      

 In her work as superintendent, Eva Bailey became a strong advocate for education.  On January 23, 

1908, The Edmonds Tribune published a warning from Miss Bailey to the parents in the Edmonds School Dis-

trict informing them that they were required by law to send their children to school or otherwise warrants 

would be issued, such as the one recently served to one D. Hunter.   The D. Hunter mentioned would have 

been Duncan Hunter, a south county pioneer-homesteader in what is now Lynnwood.  Mr. and Mrs. Hunter 

must have listened to and heeded the words of Miss Bailey.   The Hunter sons not only completed high school, 

all four young men graduated from college.  Score a big win for Eva Bailey.  

 A change for Eva Bailey came in December of 1911 when at the age 48 she married a well-known and 

respected Everett business man—Elijah Palmer McFall, a 36-year-old widower with two young children.  Fol-

lowing her marriage and two terms as school superintendent, she retired to become stepmother to the children 

and to help her husband with his business interests.       

 Eva and Elijah McFall always made Everett their home.   Elijah McFall died there in January of 1941, 

and Eva Bailey McFall followed her husband in death on June 18, 1952; less than a month before her 90th 

birthday.  

Teaching may even be the greatest of the arts 

since the medium is the human mind and spirit. 

~ John Steinbeck 
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Copper finial from Ruffner Plaza Stables accepted by Sharlot Hall Museum 

By Elisabeth Ruffner 

 I am pleased to report that the copper finial from the Plaza stable building owned by George C. 
Ruffner was accepted by the Sharlot Hall Museum’s (Prescott, AZ) collections committee.  Michael L. 
Woodcock, Chief Curator of the Museum, wrote, "Donation of historical items such as yours allows the 
Museum to make available the history of Arizona’s Central Highlands to the present and future genera-
tions of its constituents. On behalf of the Sharlot Hall Historical Society, I sincerely thank you for your con-
sideration and hope that your interest in the Museum will continue." 

 As you approach 117 East Goodwin Street in Prescott, Arizona, you will see the Ruffner Plaza Sta-
bles Historic Marker proudly announcing the contributions and previous location of the stables. This 
plaque was placed in June, 2003 at the Ruffner Family Reunion by Ruffner descendants and the City of 
Prescott. 

 The Ruffner Plaza Stables was built by George C. Ruffner6 in May, 1898. It was an impressive build-
ing at the time; quite advanced in structure and architecture for the area. George later sold the building in 
February, 1922 at which time it was remodeled into a garage. Unfortunately, the building was later lost to 
fire. 

 George C. Ruffner came to the Prescott area in 1881. He first started as a cowhand in the Bloody 
Basin area, later riding the range in the Big Chino Valley. Afterward, he ran a company which hauled 
freight for mining companies and ranches. The headquarters for this business was located at the Ruffner 
Plaza Stables. 

 In 1888, George was one of the first organizers of Prescott’s World’s Oldest Rodeo. It was recorded 
that George was the first man to bulldog a steer in the Arizona Territory. Bulldogging a steer is a danger-
ous act of leaping off a running horse to bring a steer to the ground. This event became so popular that it 
was regularly scheduled. 

 Elected Yavapai County Sheriff in the nineties, George served about thirty years on and off in this 
capacity. His record and reputation as an Arizona law enforcement officer surpasses any other individual 
who has served in this capacity. George was again serving this post at the time of his death in 1933. 

 Being listed in the Cowboy Hall of Fame in Oklahoma City, soon after its establishment is a tribute 
to George’s contributions and achievements in the early days of rodeos and law enforcement. 

 George C. Ruffner6 was the son of Harrison N. Ruffner5 and Catherine M. White. They immigrated 
from Fairfield County, Ohio to Mason, Illinois where George was born in 1862. He descends from Peter 
Ruffner1 and Mary Steinman through the Benjamin Ruffner2 line. 

 George C. Ruffner6 (Harrison N. Ruffner5, Andrew H. Ruffner4, Benjamin Ruffner II3, Benjamin Ruff-
ner2, Peter Ruffner1) 
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 ONLY A TRESS……My grandfather’s poem  

By Betty Lou Gaeng 

 

 My maternal grandfather Lee Emerson Tutt was born in Plattsmouth, Nebraska in 1866, the son of 

Martha (Mattie) Carolyn Marye Ruffner and Andrew Tutt.   Grandfather’s younger sister, Maude Elizabeth 

Tutt Rutan was born in 1871, and they were always very close.  My grandfather died in 1940.   

 In 1941, when she was in her twilight years, my great aunt came to live with our family—we called 

her Aunt Maude.  As a very young woman, she met a young man who worked on her uncle’s ranch in 

northern Montana.  They fell in love, and then at the insistence of her widowed mother; she turned him 

away, and mourned that action all her life.   He was her only true love.  In her middle years, she did marry 

twice.   Her first husband was much older and died soon after they married.  Her second husband just 

walked away and disappeared in Butte, Montana.   Aunt Maude had no children of her own, but helped 

raise her niece, my mother.      

 Grandfather Tutt was a long time newspaperman, having learned the trade in Great Falls, Montana.  

He dabbled at writing poetry; most of his poems about life as a cowboy.  As a young man he had been a 

cowboy on his uncle’s Montana ranch.   His uncle was also the sheriff.   

 Aunt Maude was a lady far ahead of her time.  She was 5 ft. 9 inches tall, an unusual height for a 

woman of that time.   She also rode horses and helped on the ranch.   She always worked to support herself, 

and in the early 1900s, Aunt Maude was the legal secretary to State Supreme Court Judge Henry Cooper in 

Helena, Montana.  Judge Cooper was also a rancher in Montana and noted as the father of the once very 

well-known Hollywood movie star Gary Cooper.   

 I am indebted to my Aunt Maude.  She was a great storyteller, and she is the one who kept all the 

family records—many of them Bible records.  After Aunt Maude died in 1946, my mother saved all of the 

family’s research papers, especially for me.    

 This is the poem my grandfather wrote in 1936 and dedicated to his only sister, Maude Elizabeth 

Tutt Rutan.  I believe it was the only poem about romance he ever wrote.   

 

ONLY A TRESS 

By Lee Emerson Tutt (1866-1940) 

 

They were standing in the gloaming; 

A youth and maiden fair. 

The moonbeams shone so softly, 

O’er her raven hair. 

He told her that he loved her, 

But she sadly turned her head, 

And as the tears sprang to her eyes, 

These were the words he said. 
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Only a tress of raven hair 

To cherish in my heart. 

Only a kiss for memory, dear, 

When we are far apart. 

Only a smile though given through tears, 

Tis the sweetest smile of all.  

Mid joy and bliss, remember this, 

Pride must have a fall. 

 

They parted in the gloaming, 

Those long years ago. 

He enlisted for his country,  

To fight the Spanish foe. 

She has waited for his coming, 

But she will wait in vain. 

He died upon the battlefield,  

On his lips this sweet refrain. 

 

She is sitting in the gloaming, 

Her hair is silvery gray. 

Watching for the loved one,  

She rashly sent away. 

She knows not that he perished,  

Pierced by a Spanish ball, 

Hope still lingers in her heart, 

But pride has had its fall.   
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Indiana Road Widening Project Affects Local Cemetery—17 Unknown Bodies Exhumed 

The Brief Background 

 In the Town of Clarksville, Indiana, the Stewart-Emery Cemetery has been impacted by a local road widen-
ing project (disclosure statement: I work for the engineering firm designing this transportation project, but am not 
a member of this team.) 

 The remains of 17 unknown people were 
discovered and eventually removed from the road 
right-of-way of Blackiston Mill Road during the sum-
mer of 2017 in preparation for widening. While the 
Town followed the proper public notification process 
as described by federal law, descendants were una-
ware of the pending excavation until it had started. 
There have been multiple public meetings to discuss 
the archeological investigation, the legal process, and 
the difficulties in establishing clear ownership of the 
cemetery. While not everyone agrees with what has 
happened, there have been joint discussions made 
by the Town and descendants regarding reintern-
ment of the remains, which the State of Indiana has 
approved. 

Why Do We Care? 

While there are no Ruffner family members buried at 
this location, this could happen (and may have al-
ready happened) to a cemetery important to us. 
Here are some quick notes to know: 

 The National Environmental Policy Act (NEPA) 
and the  National Historic Preservation Act 
mandate that federally assisted projects (such as Blackiston Mill Road) must go through a review process to 
protect historical and archaeological resources, such as burial grounds and cemetery sites. 

 There is a State Historic Preservation Office that plays a significant role in this process. 

 Public notification consists of notifying legal owners and local newspaper adverisement. In this instance, there 
is no clear ownership of the Stewart-Emery Cemetery, so the Town utilized the newspaper. If  you want to be 
proactive and learn about major projects upcoming in your community, contact your local Planning and 
Zoning and/or Engineering Departments. 

This is currently a hot topic in Clarksville and something our Ruffner family may experience. If you would like to 
learn more or know of something like this occurring, please feel free to contact me. I professionally do NEPA 
related work and will do my best to help the RFA protect our family sites! 

 
Your Friendly Facebook Postmaster 

Bryan Wallace 

 

If you want to read more about this issue in the local newspaper, go here: 

http://www.newsandtribune.com/news/clarksville-cemetery-descendants-demand-more-options-in-ancestors-
reburial-site/article 629b3d9c-b9ee-11e7-b818-dffb5a3a605d.html 

Picture courtesy of the News and Tribune 
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SMOTHER ME WITH APPLES 

By Rebecca Ruffner, Prescott, Arizona 

  

 The inspiration for this story lies rotting in my yard. A half-
acre of very ripe apples, which I simply could not provide another 
purpose on this earth, other than that of feeding the birds and 
worms (or is it the worms and then the birds?) 

 I live in a temperate little pocket in Central Arizona, which 
according to the historical record was once a series of "truck gar-
dens" producing much of the town’s produce many decades ago. 

 The area is on a mesa above the town, wooded with juni-
per, pine, a few oaks, and many, many aging fruit trees—what 
remains of those productive truck gardens in which farmers 
toiled and local citizens were fed in years past. 

 Winter here usually brings freezing temperatures well into 
spring—making January a perfect  time for pruning dormant fruit 
trees, which in my case, just hasn’t happened for several years 
now. So I could tell last spring that apple season was going to be 
swell, as the trees budded out promising the fall harvest to come 
and another year of—smother me with apples. 

 Billions of beautiful apple blossoms, all reaching their peak in different weeks, depending on the 
tree—Jonathan and Pippin early, then Golden Delicious, and finally the Braeburn, always late enough to 
wait out the last freeze. Once the blooms release it is almost like winter again with white flutters of petals 
floating on chilly spring winds. 

 The real farmers and orchardists among you, dear readers, will scoff at my lack of vigor for man-
aging these very few trees, I’m sure. But really, truly, believe me, in prior years, I have cheated both the 
worms and the birds, as we picked, washed, chopped, dried, canned, pickled, juiced, sauced and baked 
(tarts being my specialty)—until there were very few left to surrender back to the soil. And in those years, 
I have looked out on the yard in late fall with a smug feeling—seeing all the winter stores in the freezer 
and pantry shelves, and accepting the abundant praise of friends and family who had been blessed with 
more than a few apple delights from my kitchen. 

 But not last year—and not by a long shot. Nothing much on the shelves. No kudos about the tarts. 
Between the lack of January pruning, the early spring spell and rains at the right times, the crop was 
HUGE. Trees I had given up on were covered with fruit. Some branches of healthier trees snapped and fell 
to the ground with the weight of so many apples. And somehow, finding the time to get what we could 
off the trees just didn’t happen. Although no measure for the crop, we tried to keep the crock pot going 
for weeks on end, as batch after batch of applesauce simmered into the evening. 

 Finally the freezer was so full of applesauce, and my friends at work were tactfully letting me 
know they had plenty of applesauce—thank you—and yet there they were—thousands 
and thousands of apples, everywhere, staring me in the face. 

 So, what am I to do, but try to be a better farmer to my apple trees this year—get a 
crew out there in the blowing snow this winter to prune away. And then hope spring 
brings a somewhat less enthusiastic set of conditions, which produce a manageable crop 
that anyone would be happy to be smothered by! 

Photo Credit—Rebecca Ruffner peeking out through the branches of one of her trees. 


