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The Charley(ie) and Helen Daniel(s) Family

from Slickford, Kentucky.

A Multi-generational Memoir & Genealogical Record.

The spellings of the names Charley(ie) and Daniel(s) have changed over the years.

The name “Daniel” was changed sometime during Charlie’s WWII Service, and all of the subsequent children were technically “Daniel”. At this time of printing, only two individuals named “Daniels” have it because they changed their names.

The other members of the family followed the unofficial route of spelling by heritage.

Those two members of official spelling due to state/federal name changes are: 

	Audrey Joyce Daniels Tarrant (Joyce)

	Evelyn Victoria Fisher Daniels (Vickie)


For continuity, I opted to keep the spellings of the following names: 

	Charlie (Charley) Daniels (Daniel)

	Charlie’s Mother-Nancy Ellen (Elen) Daniels (Daniel) 


Also, make note that some spellings are from misspellings by Nancy Ellen, who was largely illiterate. The pictures in the Daniels family’s collection include those she wrote. Official records, where actually found, show otherwise. Charlie (Charley) also spelled his name differently before World War II. His draft card shows him as Charley Daniel. He lists his mother as Elen instead of Nancy Ellen. He lists their name as Daniel. Somewhere between his draft into WWII and his release back into civilian life, his records changed from Charley Daniel to Charlie Daniels. Charles Lee Daniels, Jr. was named as such by Helen Daniels, even though technically, Charlie Daniels did not have a middle name. There are no official records showing Charlie’s father. This book proceeds on the assumption that he remains unnamed. 

The following family biography is written in the voice of Charlie and Helen’s granddaughter, Kimberly Boos Lindeman, descendant through Janet Colleen, but Audrey Joyce, introduced later in the narrative, is the keeper of the history. Most of our narrative will include either her memory, Charles Lee (Chuck), or my (Kimberly) own memory of something they have told me over the years. There are significant contributors, though, all of whom are descendants through Charlie and Helen’s children.

Author-Kimberly Boos Lindeman; Granddaughter of Charlie and Helen Daniels through Janet Colleen Daniels.

Contributors- (Via ancestor)

Audrey Joyce Daniels (Charlie and Helen) 

Charles Lee Daniels Jr. (Charlie and Helen) 

Denise Wooldridge Powell (Audrey Joyce) 

Danielle Doss (Denise)

Jason Daniels (Jerry Michael Sr

Jerry Daniels (Jerry Michael Sr.

Ronald Boos (Janet Colleen)

Timothy John Lindeman (Kimberly)

Timothy John Lindeman II (Kimberly)

Robert Michael Lindeman (Kimberly)

Narrative in the voice of the author.

Information via genealogical research completed by Kimberly Anne Boos Lindeman and narrative interviews of the descendants of Charlie and Helen.
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For Audrey Joyce Daniels and Charles Lee Daniels Jr., (Aunt Joyce and Papa Chuck) 

who chose me when they did not have to,

and never once let that choice waver.

You stepped into a place that was not yours by obligation, and made it one of love, steadiness, and presence.

In every ordinary day, in every quiet act of care, you gave me something that cannot be recorded in any lineage— a home, a foundation, and the certainty that I was not alone.

Even now, after loss has reshaped what family looks like, you continue to stand in that place,

not out of duty, but out of who you are.

This book bears many names, but yours are among those that made it possible.

With gratitude that cannot be measured, and love that continues forward, I thank you and I recognize you as the reason for this book.
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One

1900s-1930s
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Appalachian Roots — The World That Made Them

In the beginning, there was no such thing as a family as we understand it today, only two separate lives unfolding in the rugged landscape of eastern Kentucky. The land itself was the first influence, shaping Appalachia in the early twentieth century into more than just rural terrain — it was somehow formative.

The mountains determined how people moved, worked, and survived. Roads were rare, industry was unstable, communities were close-knit, but resources were limited. Families didn’t thrive because life was easy; they endured because survival demanded it.

Helen Eva Edwards was born into this environment on April 16, 1923, in Wayne County, Kentucky. Her parents, Henry Francis Edwards and Lucy Smith, belonged to a generation that depended on land, labor, and strong family ties. But Helen’s childhood quickly diverged from those norms.

When her mother, Lucy, became wheelchair-bound, Helen’s role changed from child to caretaker almost overnight. By the age of eight, she was no longer just observing but actively maintaining family life by cooking, cleaning, and helping raise her siblings. This was not seen as a sacrifice but as a necessity.

In Appalachian culture at that time, children contributed early, especially girls, but Helen’s level of responsibility was exceptional even among her peers. Her identity became intertwined with caregiving, not as a choice but as a life condition.

Meanwhile, the Great Depression was reshaping the nation, and its effects were felt even more acutely in Appalachia. Work was inconsistent, food supplies were uncertain, and families relied on deep interdependence for survival.

Helen’s experiences over the years shaped her sense of responsibility without recognition, strength without complaint, and caregiving without boundaries.

In Martin County, Kentucky, Charlie Daniels grew up under circumstances that were distinct yet equally defining. Born on June 16, 1916, he lived in a time of incomplete records and the realities of rural life, as reflected in the undocumented name of his father.

He was partly raised by his mother, Nancy Ellen, whom others remembered as strong-willed and self-reliant. From her, Charlie inherited independence and a strong work ethic. While both of them were raised in the same hollow (we say, “holler”) with their farm plots on the same street, Helen’s childhood was marked by responsibility, and Charlie’s was characterized by adaptation.

He learned to move where work was available, to endure labor without guarantees, and to understand that survival depended on persistence.

This was Appalachia in the 1910s to the 1930s. It saw high poverty in rural counties, limited infrastructure and transport, an economy based on timber, coal, and subsistence farming, early contributions from children, and oral storytelling serving as a form of cultural preservation.

When Helen and Charlie married on December 6, 1941, they united two systems of survival that had been running parallel. The following day, the United States entered World War II. Their marriage unfolded amid uncertainty rather than stability. Charlie later served in the U.S. Army, while Helen remained the anchor at home. This division reflected societal roles then, but also reinforced existing patterns — he worked, she sustained. Together, they endured.

Their genealogical records tell the story: Helen Eva Edwards, born April 16, 1923, in Wayne County, Kentucky, to Henry Francis Edwards and Lucy Smith, assumed caregiving duties at 8. Charlie Daniels, born June 16, 1916, in Martin County, Kentucky, was raised by his mother, Nancy Ellen, and was an early laborer who later became a sawmill foreman.

This was the story of eastern Kentucky; it was a place where land and labor, hardship and hope, life and survival, all intertwined in a landscape that shaped who they were and who they would become.
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Two

1940s-1950s
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Before Charlie (Charley/Pawpaw) and Helen (Nanny) married in the 1940s, they lived on the same long dirt road in Slickford, Kentucky. When asked about how they met and married, she once told me, “Well, honey, he was just always there.”

She didn’t remember how they originally met because he used to work for her father, Henry Francis Edwards, in farming the land, and they saw each other almost every day of her childhood. She wasn’t too much younger than Pawpaw, but the stories were told that he would pick on her for running around in no shoes like a wild child while he was tinkering on engines or working farm duties.

She also told me during the first interview I ever had with her in 2001 that she married Pawpaw in the next county over because they eloped. She was eighteen. There is a wedding picture of them standing in their Sunday best. It’s blurry, as most pictures from the time were, but you can still see their smiles and know they were happy. She is wearing a smart tea-length dress, and he is wearing a suit; both are dressed for the times.

They were married in an extremely small ceremony of two witnesses and the minister, T.R. Atkinson of the Baptist Church, and the marriage was certified on December 6, 1941. License issued by Anderson of the Wayne County Court, KY. They were listed as Charlie Daniels and Helen Eva Edwards.

The story goes that they got married on December 6, and then Pawpaw woke up the next day to turn on the radio and discovered that the attack on Pearl Harbor had happened. It was a fast return to reality as the country catapulted into World War II.

The Daniels family was consistently on the move, seldom establishing residence in one place for an extended period. Following Nanny and Pawpaw’s wedding, they began building their family amid the realities of employment-induced migration.

The sawmill industry dictated their residences, movements, and duration of stay. Their children were born into this itinerant existence, with each addition bringing joy and a new chapter of adaptation. Audrey Joyce was born in 1943, Jerry Michael in 1945, Clara Jean in 1947, Janet Colleen in 1950, Sharon Faye in 1954, and Charles Lee in 1960. Each birth signified a milestone—an enduring reminder that life is a continual journey of growth and transformation.

In Murfreesboro, Tennessee, the family experienced a brief period of stability. Janet Colleen was born there in 1950, and life seemed less complicated then. Memories from that epoch are imbued with warmth despite hardships. The imagery of an antique Ford automobile and neighborhood gatherings with shared ice cream remains vivid. Laughter frequently and informally filled the air, exemplified by a neighbor who once ran around the yard shouting that she was shaking the ice cream to induce a better freeze—a small act that illustrated that even amid adversity, joy could manifest.

However, life was never devoid of hazards. A mason jar unexpectedly shattered, and a toe was nearly severed. Childhood was lived fully, embracing all risks and surprises, arms open to every moment.

Relocating to Gaffney, South Carolina, the scenery altered once more. The family resided near railroad tracks and a peach orchard, with sizable industrial buildings in proximity. Trains seemed perpetually in motion, and the children played outdoors, often engaging in activities that risked injury. A fall from a high chair resulted in a head injury, and a homemade spinning apparatus, designed for entertainment, also posed dangers.

Charlie even constructed a device called a “jinny,” or “jenny”, which was inventive yet not entirely safe. One child was struck in the head by this device. These incidents became woven into their stories, later recalled with humor that acknowledged their resilience and fortitude.

Throughout all these upheavals, faith remained a stabilizing influence. A modest church situated across the train tracks served as a familiar refuge to Audrey Joyce, accessible via a walk through a tranquil field. It provided a sense of stability and reassurance. A particularly vivid memory is that of her awakening to faith, finding solace in salvation in a place that offers unwavering hope.

In Huntersville, North Carolina, the family encountered some of its most defining moments. Janet Colleen was injured by a tow truck chain, an incident necessitating ongoing care. The scene was layered with crises—children crying at the door, others unexpectedly injured, with blood and confusion pervading the environment.

Nevertheless, amid the chaos, a child carried a baby through the night
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