
J.C. PORTER’S INTERVIEW OF GLENNA GEARHART
(Part 1 of 5)

JC:  The next conversation is with Glenna Gearhart, 86 years old.  This is November 21, 
1979, and I’m on my way in to Grayson right now.  She lives at 141 East Second Street 
here in Grayson.  She’s 86; she’s the daughter of Molly Porter, who is the daughter of 
Steve Porter.  (son of Andrew J. Porter)
JC:  “Hello”
Glenna and daughter, Doris:  “Come on in here.  Have a seat in there.  I’ve got my 
hands wet as you can see”
JC:  ”How are you?”
Doris:  “I was expecting an old man”
JC: “Most people do”
Glenna:  “Come on over here, so I can hear you.  Did you happen to be out in this locale?
Let me get my list”
JC:  “Well, I’m coming down to visit my grandparents for the weekend.  You don’t care 
if I put my tape recorder on, do you?”
Glenna:  “Well, I don’t know.  I feel so bad.  I’ve been taking medicine all day.”
JC: “Yeah”
Glenna:  “When we go to talking about this valuable information, I don’t care for you 
turning it on.  Now, first thing you are….your name is….”
JC:  “JC Porter.  Everett (s/o Jasper, s/o Alex, s/o AJP) and Grace Porter in Globe, they’re
my grandparents”
Glenna:  “Everett and Grace.  Everett Porter,(s/o Alex, s/o AJP)  the one that I know, his 
wife was named Martha, Martha Porter.  And he was my mother’s first cousin”
JC: “Yeah.  He’s still living”
Glenna:  “I know that he is.  I know he is because I talk sometimes with Harlan Porter’s 
(s/o Alex, s/o AJP) wife.  Her name is…..”
JC:  “Gladys”
Glenna:  “Yeah, Gladys.  A very sweet person.  I love to talk to her.  She, like me, has 
some trouble with her eyes, too.  Now the questions that you want to ask me were those 
that you asked me in the letter, weren’t they?”
JC:  “Yeah.  I’ll probably have a lot more than that though.”
Glenna:  “Yeah, you will, I’m satisfied.  And the pictures;  I never have got home, that 
my grandson….I’ll tell you, Doris, if you would take down that picture in there of 
Grandpa Porter’s home”
Doris:  “I’m sure you’d be interested in that”
JC:  “I brought my camera so I could copy it here”
Glenna:  “Well, good if you can”
Doris:  “My brother’s son is a dentist, also, and he’s into photography”
JC:  “Oh, is he?”
Doris:  “And he made these pictures off the original”
JC:  “Who?”



Doris:  “Dr. Gearhart.  Dr. Gerald Gearhart.”
JC:  “Who has the original?”
Doris:  “He does.  He made these for us off the original”
Glenna:  “Well, you bring me the one that’s in there.  He took the old original one and 
made me one off of it, and he never did bring it back.  Because being a dentist, he’s too 
busy to fool with making many pictures, and he didn’t bring very many of the old 
originals, but he brought me the ones that he had made off of them.  And they’re exact, 
and I can tell you who they are, or part of them,  I don’t know…..”
JC:  “Some of the people are in it…”
Glenna:  Uh huh…some of the people I don’t know.”
JC:  “You’re 86?”
Glenna:  “I will be my birthday next month.  I’m 85, I’ll be 86 the 5th of December”
Doris:  “Let me dust it off a little bit”
Glenna:  “Oh, Doris, he’s not scared of dust as you are.  She just goes dusting”
Doris:  “He’ll be real interested in it.  Let me wipe the dust off.”
Glenna:  “That’s Granville. (Granville French Porter? son of Steve)  And that’s Grandpa.
(Steve Porter, s/o AJP)  I can’t hardly see that without I have my magnifying glass.  This 
is my great-grandmother Bumgardner” (Emily Porter’s mother)
JC:  “Is that right?  I’ve got a picture of Granville Bumgardner, your great-grandfather.”
Glenna:  “He’s my grandfather. Her husband, Granville Bumgardner, was my great-
grandfather.  And that’s Grandpa.  And there’s my mother, and there’s me.  So you know 
how old I was when that was taken.  The old original, just exactly like this, Gerald never 
did bring back.  Now, hand me another one over there, and I’ll show you the one of the 
old house.  He has the original of this.  This is the old house where we all went to Sunday
School”
Doris:  “Do you need a light, Mom?  I can plug it in right here.”
Glenna:  “Well, if you can plug it in somewhere so I can see…I need it.”
JC:  “That’s his house?”
Glenna:  “This is the house.  This is where they lived.”
JC:  “Was this in Elliott County?”
Glenna:  “Yes, it was.  Now, you’ve been to Old Fairview haven’t you?”
JC:  “Yeah”
Glenna:  “Well, it’s down below Old Fairview.  You know where Charlie Porter used to 
live?”
JC:  “Yeah”
Glenna:  “Well it just on down that branch that goes down the hill.”
JC:  “Is this house still standing?”
Glenna:  Yes, it’s still standing.  It’s still there.  Of course, Grandpa (Steve Porter) had 13
children of his own, and then he raised little Charlie Elam, a grandson, because little 
Charlie’s father and mother both died of typhoid fever and were buried in the same grave 
up there at Old Fairview.  Little Charlie was just 2 or 3 years old when they passed away. 
And while they were having the funeral right there in Old Fairview Church that little boy 
said to his grandfather, ”Papaw, can I go live with you?”  And he was about 2 or 3 years 
old.  I heard him say it.  I was there at the funeral.  And there they were, both caskets 
sitting side by side there.  And he was wearin’ his first little pant suit.  He was 2 or 3 
years old, I don’t remember just exactly.  They were buried out there in the cemetery.  



And then Grandpa Porter went to Wisconsin.  They lost Aunt Linea and Aunt Jenny.  I 
can’t tell you just like I ought to, but what I’m tellin’ you is the true facts.”
Doris:  “Did you show him that picture?”
JC:  “That’s some more of the house.  Did he build that house?”
Glenna:  “Yeah, or had it built, I don’t know….”
JC:  “That’s a pretty nice house”
Glenna:  “It was a nice house”
Glenna:  “Now right here’s Grandpa.  And here’s Grandmother.  And this is Grandmother
Bumgardner right there.  Now let me see if Grandpa Bumgardner was in this picture.  I 
can’t hardly see enough to tell.  That is a lot of the little ones that I can hardly see.  But I 
do know who these people up here are.  That was Uncle Charlie and Uncle French.  It 
wasn’t time to wear overcoats, but they’d gotten a new overcoat and they wanted to put 
on an overcoat to have their picture made.  And my aunt (you know I was too little to 
know that), but my aunt, who is already dead….now let me see if I can find her picture.  
Aunt Pearl Fouch was the one who told me that they went upstairs and put on their 
overcoats and had their picture made ‘cause they’s so proud of them.  It evidently wasn’t 
too cool, but anyhow, they’d gotten new overcoats.  But you don’t need to know who 
each and everyone of these children are, do you?  I can’t hardly see.  I do know that’s my 
mother and that’s me.  I believe this one is Aunt Olive Green.  She’s dead too.  All of her 
family is gone, except there might be one daughter living.  I’ve been trying to find out…”
JC:  “There is.  I wrote a letter to her.”
Glenna:  “Did you hear from her…Maxine?”
JC:  “Yeah, Maxine Hearn.”
Glenna:  “Greene, and she’s Hearn now?”
JC:  “She married a Hearn”
Glenna:  “Well, you know I haven’t seen her in so long and haven’t heard from her 
either.  I didn’t know if she was living or not.  Where does she live?”
JC:  “Illinois, I think”
Glenna:  “Illinois?  Well, I’m glad you heard from her.  And she is living.”
JC:  “Yeah.  I just wrote to her a month ago maybe.”
Glenna:  “All her brothers…she didn’t have any sisters, Maxine was the only girl…her 
brothers are all dead.  One was Jobe, and Code, and Herbert.”
JC:  “Yeah.  I talked to Elaine Conley in Sandy Hook, and she says she’s a daughter of 
that William Cody Greene”
Glenna:  “She’s a daughter of Code, yeah.  Well, now she could tell you straight.  If 
you’ve talked to her then I won’t have to write that down.”
Doris:  “”I know Elaine’s daughter…”
Glenna:  “Well you’ve talked to her and you know…..”
JC:  “Yeah, I know all of Olive’s descendants.”
Glenna:  “Well, about Aunt Thursie Jacobs, now.  I don’t know but one of hers.  Have 
you heard from any of her family?”
JC:  “Isn’t she the one that’s moved to Kokomo, Indiana?”
Glenna:  “Yes.  But she’s dead…been dead a long time.  But she had one daughter that 
was alive last I knew….and her name was Hazel, Hazel Hines.”
JC:  “Hazel Hines.  And she lived up in Indiana?”



Glenna:  “She did, but I haven’t heard from her in a long time.  I don’t know if she’s still 
living or not.”
JC:  “Wonder who she married?”
Glenna:  “Well, she married a Hines.  She was a Jacobs, you know.  She was Bob Jacobs 
and Thursie Jacobs daughter, and she married a Hines, but he died, oh, I don’t know, 
several years ago.  He’s dead, I’m sure.  And Gertrude, Aunt Thursie’s other daughter that
I knew, died.  She had some boys:   Willis Jacobs, and seems like there’s another 
one…..Willard.  Anyhow, as far as I know, Aunt Thursie’s family is all gone except Hazel
Hines, and I don’t know if she’s still living or not, but she lived at Kokomo the last ever I 
knew, but I think she left there, I’m not sure.  But you can investigate.  Someone maybe 
will know something about it.”
JC:  “I go to school at Kokomo”
Glenna:  “You did?”
JC:  “I do right now.”
Glenna:  “Oh, you do?  Well, you can investigate…you can find out if there’s any Hines 
lives around there.”
JC:  “I’ll check into that.  That’s about 30 miles from our house.”
Glenna:  “Well….well.  Now I’ve been writing down what I could find out about 
different ones of the family, and I’ve got some notes, but I got to feeling so bad I wasn’t 
able to keep on writing.  I’ve got some notes in there, but not on all of them.  Well, then, 
my family.  Did you have any more pictures?”
Doris:  “I brought this picture.  I thought he’d want to see this.”
JC:  “I’ve got a copy of that.”
Glenna:  “You’ve got a copy of that picture?”
JC:  “Uh huh”
Glenna:  “Well, now there you’ve got  Uncle John Porter, Uncle Levi…..”
JC:  “I know who every one of them are.”
Glenna:  “Well, you do?”
JC:  “ Yeah, you know who every one of them are?”
Glenna:  “If I could see, I might know.”
Doris:  “I did know at one time…”
Glenna:  “Arabelle, and that’s Martha Porter there.”
JC:  “She was Wint’s wife.  This Martha was Wint’s wife, cause I wrote to Uncle Everett,
Everett Porter in Enterprise, and he told me who all these were, cause this is Uncle 
Everett right here.”
Glenna:  “I know Uncle Everett, but now listen, Everett Porter’s first wife was Judy.  
Judy Porter.   And this was Millard Porter’s wife.
JC:  “Yeah, Millard, I mean.  I’m sorry.”
Glenna:  “That’s Millard Porter’s wife.  I knew all of them, if I could see, but I can’t tell 
you about the little children”
Doris:  “Sometimes she can see better than others.”
Glenna:  “Now right here, if I had a pencil or something besides my old stiff arthritic 
fingers, that’s Grandmother Porter right there, Emily was her name, Emily Porter, and 
that right in there was….that’s Grandpa isn’t it?”
JC:  “Yeah.”
Glenna:  “I’m not sure if that was Aunt Cindy Porter   (13.26)…no….



JC:  “Alec’s second wife, Lizzie.  Remember her?  Have you ever heard them talk about 
her?”
Glenna:  “Lizzie Porter.  Yeah, Uncle Alec’s….”
JC:  “His second wife.  He didn’t have any kids by her.”
Glenna:  “No, he didn’t have any children.  Now, let’s see.  What did mother call his first
wife?  Mom thought she was a fine person.”
JC:  “Laura?”
Glenna:  “Aunt Laura.  Aunt Laura.  That was his first wife.  Aunt Laura Porter.  And 
Lizzie was before he married Aunt Kate.”
JC:  “This is Charlie.  Is that Alec’s boy Charlie, or Steve’s boy Charlie.  That little blond
boy there?  Or do you know.  I thought it was Alec’s boy, Charlie.”
Glenna:  “I want to look good…I ought to be able to see, but I…..this one right here?”
JC:  “Everett said he was Charlie, but I wasn’t sure which Charlie”
Glenna:  “I’m thinking it was Uncle Alec’s Charlie, because Uncle Charlie was round 
faced, and I don’t believe that’s Uncle Charlie.”
JC:  “Okay.  I thought it was Alec’s boy, Charlie”
Glenna:  “I believe it is.  It looks more like Uncle Alec’s Charlie.  And he had three 
wives.”
JC:  “Yeah, I’ve got them all written down.”
Glenna:  “Well, I’m glad you’ve got them.”
JC:  “Yeah, I’ve got a record on most of the family. At least I think.”
Glenna:  “Now, the information I have, little notes and tidbits and things, I can…..now 
you’ve got Uncle Alec’s Charlie?”
JC:  “Yeah, I’ve got all of Uncle Alec’s family, but on the others, like Steve, his family 
I’m not too… I don’t have much information…
Glenna:  “I know the most….now this is Arabelle right there.  You’ve got her though.  
That’s Uncle Alec’s.  Uncle Alec’s only daughter, Arabelle.   Far as I know.”
JC:  “He had one that was born dead, or died real young.”
Glenna:  “Maybe he did, but she’s the only one ever I knew, ‘cause when I was going 
here to this church, right here, this little church was where I found the Lord.”
JC:  “Is that right?”
Glenna:  “My mother had always taught me to pray, from her knee up, but my 
grandfather came down here, and had a revival meeting right in that little old church.  He 
built or had this church built, Grandpa did.  He sure did.  Since that, there’s been two 
churches right there on the old Fairview ground.  But I have a little sister buried right 
behind this building.”
JC:  “You do?”
Glenna:  “Her name was Monnie.  But right there was where I went to church.  And I 
want to show you the picture right here.  We’d go down to Grandpa’s and eat dinner.  And
they had a big weeping willow out here in the yard.  I think it’s been cut down or broke 
down or something.  A big weeping willow tree, and down in the lower end of the yard 
here was the strawberry patch, and we’d get out of that big hammock that was hanging 
there under that weeping willow, and we’d go down there and crawl around on our knees 
in the lower end of the yard down there, below the weeping willow tree and pick 
strawberries, then we’d go back and get up in that hammock and swing ‘til time to go 
home.  That was my sister and I, we the two…..I was the oldest grandchild, the oldest one



of all of Grandpa’s grandchildren, and Aunt Olive’s Jobe was the next oldest grandchild.  
I know and can remember, but it just takes me so long, you know, to think.  But this 
house, I’m sure that Grandpa  either made it or had it made.  I don’t know about the 
building of the house because it had been built a long time, I’m sure.”
JC:  “Was your Grandpa pretty wealthy?”
Glenna:  “Well, in them days it wasn’t called wealthy but they was just about the best 
livers in the whole country.  (17:34)  
JC:  “They were?”
Glenna:  “They were.  They had cattle and horses and barns and water piped over on the 
other side.  If you ever go out there to that old house, they had water piped down off of 
the hill and it come down and went under the road and it come over and they had a big 
spring house there that they kept the milk in all the time and kept it cool, and had, well 
they had as much, I guess, or more; of course nobody wasn’t rich in them days.  Not what
you call nowadays, you know.  But, yes,  I would say he was as wealthy or more so than 
anybody else in the country.”
JC:  “Wonder where he got his money?”
Glenna:  “Well, he preached all the time, and he hired people to work there at home.  He 
preached…and I want to tell you this before I forget to tell you.  When somebody in the 
community……you have to be in a hurry don’t you?”
JC:  “No, no.  I’ve got plenty of time.”
Doris:  “Would you like a Coke?”
JC:  “Yeah, I wouldn’t mind.”
Glenna:  “Where he got his money, he had this farm, and he’d hire people to work on it.  
And then he went and preached.  He was a traveling evangelist, and he’d go and preach 
here and there and everywhere, and he’d go and pray with people.  Somebody’d get hurt, 
you know, and back in them days they’s cleaning up the ground and clearing off, and 
somebody’d cut down a tree and it’d fall and nearly kill them.  Grandpa’d get on a 
horseback and of course there’s no cars out there then, and he’d get on a horseback and 
run that old horse just as hard as he could run it, afraid they’d die before he got there you 
know.  And when he’d get that old horse a pumpin’ and he couldn’t go on anymore, he’d 
get off and walk and go on.  He’d ride his horse as far as he could go, and then he’d walk 
and go on.  And he’s seen hundreds of people profess Jesus Christ because he went and 
prayed with them.  Now, as far as where he got his money, he hired people to work there, 
and he raised some cattle, not too many, but they had some horses all the time.  And I 
guess everywhere he’d hold his revivals, people would give him some money, you know, 
or just take up a free will offering because he’d come.  When they’d find the Lord, and 
feel like they had to, of course they’d want to pay him for his service, pay him for 
coming.  Of course, it cost money to ride the train and go places.”
JC:  “He took the train a lot?”
Glenna:  “Oh, he took the trains, and they’d have to go and take him to the train, you 
know. But he went to different counties to preach.  He’s preached all over, down , I guess,
in Carter and Greenup, and I don’t know where all else, Elliott and Rowan.  He’s 
preached all around, because he just tried to do everything he could.  The first penny I 
ever earned in my life, I’ll tell you this little thing, you might want to add.  Being the 
oldest grandchild, you know I was one of the first of his grandchildren; Mollie, that was 
my mother, and then Olive Greene was the second one.  I lived close, but Aunt Olive 



Greene’s children lived in Sandy Hook, and roads was bad, and it wasn’t easy to get to 
Sandy Hook and back.  But Grandpa told us all if we’d learn the 117th Psalm that he’d 
give each one of us a penny.  That’s the first penny I ever earned, learning the 117th 
Psalm.  We all learned it, and I know it yet.”
JC:  “Why’d he pick the 117th?”
Glenna:  “Short….short.  It says, “Praise the Lord, all ye nations.  Praise him all ye 
people for his merciful kindness is great toward us, and the truth of the Lord endures 
forever.  Praise ye the Lord.”  And that’s the first penny I ever earned in my life.”


