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This book is dedicated to my partner of nearly twelve years, who has selflessly tolerated me as I have once again chased my dream of becoming a published author with this, the second of my books.

I owe her a great deal of thanks for all the hours she sat quietly without the benefit of my company and conversation while I hammered away at the keyboard, working on story after story.

She has always been willing to accept my erratic work and sleep schedules during the crunch times of racing to meet deadlines. She accepted my nerves coming undone when stress mounted, knowing that was the source of my moodiness.

During this project, my cooking hobby has had to take a back burner to the book, so Beverly has wound up doing most of the cooking, too. I have some making up and paying back to do now that the book is a reality and in the hands of the readers.
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This book would never have been possible were it not for the contributions of so many people who graciously made themselves available for interviews, questions, suggestions, and contributions.

A special word of thanks to my English IV teacher, Mr. Robert Rigby, for his willingness to write a Forward for this book. 

Larry and Judy Schlesselman have been a constant support to me in so many ways; not only with this book but with previous endeavors that go beyond my writing. They have also served as an invaluable source of remembrance for so many past characters of our community. 

Then, to those who were kind enough to contribute their own stories remembering their loved ones. To Dan Schnell, Barb Johnson, Janice Gerken (my cousin), Denise Brauer Root, Brenda Craig Vansel, Ginger Moore, and Shelly Craig.

A special thanks to Roger and Ellen Donnell for reasons of which they are aware. Also, a word of thanks to Barb and Kenny Schnakenberg for their help with research.

Thank you to the loyal followers of my Facebook blog, “My Window To The World”, and to each of you who have honored me with your book purchases.

I’m sure there are those who I’ve inadvertently missed. But, I am so thankful to every one of you for all you’ve done to help and encourage me.

Cole Camp was truly a great place to grow up. My memories of the people who guided me over my early years have left me with the solid values they instilled in me. For that, I will always be grateful.
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COLE CAMP MEMORIES

By Mr. Robert Rigby

My earliest memories of Cole Camp would have been sometime in the late ‘50s. My grandmother was living in the apartments roughly where the current Casey’s is located today. It was a big treat for any of us three older boys to go spend the night at grandma’s house. At that time she was just beginning to work with the hickory chip business that eventually became Ozark Industries. 

At one time we had a contract with Kingsford and every bag of hickory chips Kingsford sold was filled by Ozark Industries (which first saw the light of day at Cole Camp). As we began to chip up the hickory poles, we needed to find someone who could sharpen the chipper blades. At that time the only place around was E.L. Eickhoff there in Cole Camp and we used him for several years. I remember him coming down to remove the blades and then taking them to his shop to sharpen. He could have looked at it as a pain at the time but we thought he was the greatest guy around.

At the time I had no idea that I would eventually teach in Cole Camp but, looking back on it, I think that time could be considered the “golden age” of the Benton County R-1 Schools. I had the opportunity to work either for or with what at the time would have been the who’s who of Cole Camp educators. In alphabetical order they would have been: DeWayne Duncan, Bob Farrington, Virgil Ogilvie, William Smart, and John Ragland. 

Coincidentally Randy’s invitation was interesting in that I can remember having him as a student in an English IV class. Even then his writing was exemplary. In that regard, perhaps I can take credit for a small piece of this project.

––––––––
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WHAT IS A LEGEND?

When the idea first crossed my mind of writing a Legends book, the question that I first had to deal with was, "What is a legend?" Now that the book is my project in earnest, the question still must be kept squarely in sight as names are added to the list and stories are written.

In my day, everyone owned a dictionary. If in doubt as to the correct spelling or the meaning of a word, we just "asked Webster." We'd likely get some strange looks from today's younger generation if we were to make that declaration in their presence now. Today's world just "Googles it" to get all the necessary answers to their questions.

So, to get the answer to my legend's question, let's just see what we find. The first source tells me that " If you refer to someone as a legend, you mean that they are very famous, and admired by a lot of people".

I also came across the answer to the question "What makes a legend?" That was explained as:

“Legends resemble folktales in content; they may include supernatural beings, elements of mythology, or explanations of natural phenomena, but they are associated with a particular locality or person and are told as a matter of history.”

A legendary person is said to be "someone who is very famous and has a lot of stories told about them". Often, a legend lives on through the stories people tell about them. But, as my mind is an overactively curious one, I still wasn't satisfied.

Can a living person be considered a legend? My search told me:

"Many people, still alive, are considered legends, People like Lisa Minelli, Garth Brooks, Cher, Bono, Dolly Parton, Mick Jagger, Bruce Springsteen, etc."

OK, you get the picture. But, for my purposes of compiling a list of local legends for the pages of a book, I still had to ask myself, "What does a legend mean to ME?" Our community certainly has had no shortage of colorful, influential, and admirable individuals to walk the streets over the past century.

I've decided to focus my efforts on those interesting individuals from 1950 up to the present day. In addition, I particularly like the idea of "living legends" For me, that can mean people who have grasped life on their terms. They have chosen to walk a path of their own choosing. After making that decision, they have thrived and flourished in their chosen field, profession, and locale.

Many of these folks will be remembered by you, while others might not be. Some still grace the streets of Cole Camp. Some will be considered to be legends by you, while some might make you scratch your head wondering how I could ever have chosen these names. Whether you agree or not, you will have to say these people have thrived and enjoyed what they've done and continue to do.

There will be, of course, the more traditional legends on many of the pages within. Each of these folks has made a mark on my life in some fashion. Most never knew of that influence, as many came through the annals of time while I was yet a young lad. Many were introduced to me by my own leading legend, Grandpa Fred Balke. I've looked up to each of them for one reason or another for all my days. There are a few that I was not privileged enough to have met, but their works, traits, or reputations have touched me just the same.

The one common denominator among these names is that they are all products of Cole Camp. Whether born here or influenced by the years spent here, they have each walked the streets of the town at some point.

These are MY legends. I hope that, after reading what follows, they will be yours as well.
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The account that you are about to read on the following few pages is the closest thing to my autobiography that I've yet written. It's included in this book, not because I see myself as any local legend. Far be that from the case, as I've done nothing in life to merit that kind of consideration. But rather, it's with the thought that by reading this account before continuing into the book about the real legends of our storybook small-town Midwestern community we know as Cole Camp, you might have a better idea of who I am, and of how I've come to write the way I do, as well as about the things I write.

I am very proud of my German heritage, and also of the values that were instilled in me from my earliest recollections by those whose memories I hold most dearly in my life.

––––––––
[image: ]


THE FACE BEHIND THE KEYBOARD

Since starting this writing venture, I've been asked several times, "Who are you?", "What's your name?", "Where did you live?", and "What's your connection to Cole Camp?" With that as the backdrop, I thought I’d take some time today to clear up any confusion about the face behind the keyboard.

My name can’t be found in any of the local cemeteries, in the local phone directory, or on any record books showing current landowners. But, I do have a direct connection with Cole Camp. Maybe not the town currently located on 52 Highway, four miles East of 65 Highway, but of the town of the late 1950s through the late 1970s, years that I remember as a storybook time lived in a Rockwell-type community.

“My” Cole Camp doesn’t exist today. It was a picturesque little German community of just under 1000 residents, plus many wonderful and colorful characters who made their living as farmers outside town. It was a town in which everyone knew each other and pulled together in many different ways; in times of need and in times of plenty. It was a town where everyone took pride in what they had. Their house was always freshly painted, and there were likely flower boxes out front, adorned with the most meticulously tended beautiful blooms. Their lawns were freshly cut, and weeds were never to be seen.

My name is Randy Linss. I was fortunate enough to be born into this storied little community at just the right time. We were not at war, the depression had passed, and doors need not be locked at night. We, the kids of the day, were able to roam our neighborhood without fear of any danger, other than from ourselves.

Everyone waved at people they encountered, usually stopping to talk for a bit. Kids respected their elders, realizing there was a lot to be learned from them. We were disciplined, but there was never any doubt that we were loved. The two can and should go together. We truly lived in our own little Utopia back then, in “My” little Cole Camp.

I grew up at 406 W. 1st Street, an address that no longer exists. First Street has been replaced by Junge Street. My parents were Arthur and Margie Linss. I had a sister, Ramona. We got our mail out of Post Office Box 295 and answered the phone at 668-4573. Don’t mail or call me there today, because I’m long gone, although my memories will still forever remain there.

My Grandpa lived a block east of us, and my Aunt Dorothy Balke lived around the corner. I went to school at the “new” Benton County R-1 School, starting First Grade under Mrs. Zelphia Hill in 1964. A lot has happened since then.

I cut my teeth on the sidewalk, and with the neighbors, between our house and Grandpa’s. Neighbors looked out for me, or at least tolerated me. I have the fondest of memories of those neighbors. Ervin & Alice Borchers, Albert & Stella Viebrock, Edwin & Lydia Gerken. All have long since gone to their reward.  From across the wide and restricted barrier of the street, I wasn’t allowed to cross, was Freddie & Bertha Brockman. But, in a few years, everything changed. 

Money was tight and to be respected, so my first bicycle was an old used one. The fenders were a little dented, and the tires were fat (not exactly popular at that point), but I was ecstatic! My boundaries had been extended to the whole block! I had people to meet, dogs and cats to make friends with, and interesting things to discover. I learned that there were other kids nearby. 

Around the corner were Pam & Dennis Brockman. This was a bit before Tina Wilckens came on the scene, and her sisters were a little older than me. A couple of houses past Grandpa’s was Tom Jones. This was a bit out of my allowed territory, but he had a lot of Tonka trucks, and I wanted to play with them. So, occasionally I could stretch the limits of my boundary just a bit!

Well, you see life was truly good in those days. But, as they say, “The only thing that remains the same is change.” It all changed for me in August 1964. Something called “school”.

Now that my freedom had been snatched from me by the call to public school, I had some major adjustments to make. A full day away from home and my bicycle! My earliest memories of First Grade are of just not wanting to be there. I was so convinced that, during the first couple of weeks, I actually made myself sick, so much so that Grandpa had to come to pick me up....twice! Well, I could soon see that was fine for now, but for how long would THAT work? No, I was just going to have to make do with a bad situation.

My first bus driver was Bill Goetz. He made the transaction just a bit easier. You see, Bill & Edith lived on our block. It was the corner of Grother & Main, across the highway from the current Good Samaritan Care Center, which was still a vacant lot at that time; where the old school ball diamond used to be. Bill was an instant safety net that helped make school an easier venture. He was the first face related to school that I saw in the morning, and the last I saw in the evening. His kindness was reassuring. 

But, it got easier, and I soon found I actually liked school. There were other kids forced to endure the same punishment, a few of which I knew from Sunday School. The Weekly Readers were always something to look forward to, and I loved making friends with Dick and Jane, the two kids in our reading books. They had a dog, Spot, that made it all a little more believable. There was also Soundie the elf, who lived in our Phonics books. 

So it went, for six long years, with yearly parole for summer vacation, and they DID give us twice a day recess!  Also, there was still daylight after school unless teachers had the nerve to send us homework! I mean this was cutting into my free time!

I survived. Second grade brought changes that were dealt with fairly easily. Mrs. Wilma Taylor was kind. She talked about her husband, Dr. Milton Taylor, who she said was a veterinarian, although I never knew him to do much veterinarian work. She also spoke of her son, Dennis, who was quite a baseball pitcher. 

Then it was on to Third Grade, which was taught by Mrs. Nancy Maxwell, another kind lady, whose husband was Charlie. This was the year I first got glasses. Fourth Grade brought Mrs. Beverly Steffens, wife of the School Custodian and bus driver, Emil. 

Mrs. Ethel Mae Kriesel was a friend of Grandpa, so Fifth Grade went pretty smoothly. I remember she taught us Spanish right after lunch. 

Speaking of lunch, our cooks were top-notch! Ruth Fowler and Mrs. Linville fed us well. I remember the hot homemade bread! The smell of fresh dough would drift up the hall in the mornings. And then there were the little milk cartons. I loved milk!

If I made it through Sixth Grade, I thought I’d be fully resigned to my fate. Mrs. Lubertha Hofstetter was yet another nice lady who talked about her sons often. So much for the vision of evil taskmasters that had been a fear of mine from my earliest nightmares of school. I was Blessed with only the best and nicest teachers all through grade school. But, next year was going to be something altogether different! We would have multiple teachers, and we’d have to change classes! But, I was told we’d have a locker, which was rumored to be a fun thing. Well, we’ll just see about that! But, first, it was time to enjoy summer vacation! Vacation meant lawn mowing, baseball, and bike riding. That time was soon to pass and back-to-school shopping had to be attended to.

So, I'd been to Tot'N'Teen for new Levi's, and Eckhoff Clothing & Shoe for new shirts and socks, making me ready to tackle the school year ahead. Well, sort of! I don't mind telling you I was a bit nervous about it all, since I was starting Junior High. This would be altogether different! 

But, on the first day, we were assigned lockers and old friends were all back for another year. Slowly we settled in, getting used to changing classrooms and different teachers after each period. I went out for the basketball team and made the cut. I liked the teachers, and the classes weren’t too hard.

In the years since I’ve often looked back to try to make sense of what happened in the halls and classrooms of CCHS between that time and the Spring of 1976. I think, if my peers were asked their impression of me, they might say that I was quick with a smile or a laugh and that I was always in search of a laugh from others in anything I did. Remember, I was the Funnyman.

But the truth turns out to be something very different. I was desperately trying to fit in somewhere, hoping to be accepted. I was painfully shy, and I had no self-confidence. I thought if I could make people laugh, they might like me. Previously, I’ve said I became somewhat the ruffian during those years, but I’ve learned it stemmed from a misplaced fear of failure and not fitting in. I joined very few clubs and organizations during those years because I always felt I didn’t belong there. 

Of course, I always had a strong passion for sports. The success I enjoyed in baseball and basketball over the few years I allowed myself to enjoy it, only served to fuel another demon, a lifelong “fear of success”. Throughout life following those years, I’ve had small degrees of success in several endeavors; until that fear crept in. What would I do if things worked out for me? That’s not how it worked. Something would go wrong. So, it became easier to walk away from the things I loved, before I messed them up, or before they had a chance to go wrong.

Back in the ’60s, despite the general happiness, wonder, and safety of growing up in a wonderful little town, we also grew up in a time of radical change. Although we were mostly shielded from it, there were always the signs that something wasn’t all as it seemed. 

We did the “duck and cover” drills. We dropped down under our desks, and we were rushed out into the halls to drop and cover our heads. We may not have grasped the magnitude of what it was, but we knew there was an evil to fear.

We heard, on the news, about Vietnam, Cambodia, and Laos. We heard about the Tet Offensive and we didn’t know what it all meant or how it was supposed to affect us. But, for a boy of that time, we all knew we were speeding toward our 18th birthday and the draft. We couldn’t understand why guys we knew were being sent halfway around the world to kill young men they didn’t know, in a country they’d never heard of. But, kill they did, and some were being killed by those same young men they were told to kill. We saw on TV, the flag-draped coffins shipped home daily, and all we could do was wonder why, and when it would be us.

I don’t know how, or to what degree, all this changed my life, but I expect the change was greater than I ever knew, or would ever fully overcome.

The years after high school were dark years for me. I struggled with demons I didn't understand. I had lost my way and felt I didn't fit in anywhere.

A series of meaningless and unsatisfying jobs drifted past me. By that time, my dad had completely removed himself from my life, and my sister was living a life in which I wasn't welcome. Furthermore, I found myself with no friends, no life, and no hope.

In June of 1980, I bought my first house in Sedalia but continued to struggle with demons and depression. I dated a girl I wasn't sure how I felt about for six years until she gave me an ultimatum. "Marry me or leave me". I chose marriage, telling myself I could always get out of it if it didn't work. For the most part, it worked. To what degree, I couldn't say. I thought I was happy, but wasn't content. I knew something was missing.

Oh, we did all the right things. Better jobs came. We bought a nicer, bigger house twice, telling ourselves we were moving up and living the American Dream. We drove nice cars. We were church members, and I served three terms on the parish council, one as chairman.

We had friends, and we traveled. People told us we had arrived, and I tried to believe them.  But with every step, the dark clouds were gaining on me. Still drifting. Still lost. I began to go places and do things I came to regret.

On October 25, 1999, twelve years and one day after we said "I do", we said, "We didn't, and wouldn't any longer". We were divorced.

She moved out, and I had a house to sell. I knew I had to get away. But, where and for what? I vowed to start a new life, and I would begin by finding what I had missed to this point. At 40 years of age, I moved to Columbia. College Town USA. I thought I could get lost in the crowd there, and in doing so, maybe I would find myself. It eventually did me a world of good, but I had to hit rock bottom before I could rise.

Rock Bottom wasn't all bad, as I learned many things while there. And I got my ear pierced! That was the birth of someone new!  I had lived a sheltered life, and the shield had just been torn away. One thing that surprised me was that I could fit in with the college kids on Broadway in downtown Columbia. They are actually where most of my lessons came from. It was a wild and fast time. Since I survived, I can look back today with a laugh, remembering the rush I felt. But this wasn't where I could stay. I needed to get straightened back out.

Well, I'd been rejuvenated by letting myself soar in Downtown Columbia. While there, I met women who, I would learn, weren't near as buttoned down as I'd experienced previously.

One of these women would become my second, and final, wife. Glenda lived in Fulton, originally from Dixon, and shared a thirst for a physical relationship in which she could feel free to be herself. Seven years my junior, she worked in the Administration office of William Woods College, which was still largely a girls' school at the time. That kept her young in itself.

After a couple of months, she moved in with me. As I was still holding an expensive house from marriage #1 in Sedalia, we moved there to make a new start together. We were married on January 18, 2003, in Eureka Springs, Arkansas. 

The next seven years were marked by exhilarating highs and devastating lows. So, in choosing a partner based purely on physical attraction, I’d done a 360-degree turn from my first marriage. It went well – for a while. I have never been a fighter, or one to quarrel with a woman. However, this became a way of life. 

By this time, I had bought the old Black & White Grocery building in Cole Camp to realize my dream of owning a shop in my hometown. Although a monumental struggle, it lasted just over four years through dedicated hard work. But, while I was focused on fulfilling my dream, as well as providing a good life for us at home, Glenda had other interests.

Through a previous business venture, I’d become friends with Shelley Hare, President of the Sedalia/Warsaw Board of Realtors. That connection helped Glenda get an administrative assistant position in the Sedalia office. 

Glenda, through a previous marriage, had a son and daughter. The daughter was married and had just given Glenda her first grandchild. Glenda came to the store regularly, while always seeing merchandise she “had to have”. As we were a couple, I felt it was her right, though it cost me money I couldn’t spare.  Most things, she gave to her daughter and grandchild. But, that wasn’t the problem. 

She somehow devised a plan that she must have thought brilliant. This was completely unknown to me, although, in retrospect, I should have seen the signs. She had the privilege of writing checks for the Board. Shelley counter-signed ten or twelve checks ahead of time when she was in Sedalia. Glenda just thought an extra paycheck every week or two would never be missed. For a while, she was right; long enough to have netted her an extra $14,000. 

You’d have thought I’d have noticed? But, when I never saw any of the money, it wasn’t so easily detected. She spent a lot on herself. Clothes and accessories, mostly. She sent money to her kids, while all along I was barely keeping the bills paid.

So, how did I finally find out? If it hadn’t been for those four fateful words, I’d have never known.

When a wife says, “We need to talk”, it’s never good! Over the kitchen table, she confessed to a multitude of sins – after she’d been caught and fired. As part of the admission, she then told me she was moving to her mother’s house in Dixon. Great! Was she intending to implicate me, leaving me to face the music? It might have been so, had a complete audit not been done secretly by the Board after suspicions caused the need.

Stunned, I had no answer, other than to let her go. By this time, the store had proved a futile effort. I sold the inventory and was eventually able to sell the building. I took a custodial job at Bothwell Regional Health Center on the night shift. It gave me a safe haven in which to understand what had happened, and where I might need to go from there.

After about four months, she decided she was lonely, and begged me to move to Rolla, where we could start anew. Why I hadn’t run in the other direction as fast as I could, I now can’t say!

But, by this time the house had sold, and I’d inherited about $25,000 from my aunt and uncle’s estate. So, needing a place to live, and against my better judgment, I was Rolla bound.

I got a job with the Rolla Public Schools, and Glenda got on with the University of Missouri at Rolla – until the police knocked at our door one afternoon. The vision of seeing your wife being handcuffed and taken to jail is not one you want to have. She was arrested on a warrant issued from Pettis County for “Felonious Theft and Fraud By Deceit”. Bail was set, and I was there to bail her out.

We made several trips to Sedalia for preliminary hearings, and to Jefferson City for meetings with her lawyer, which was again paid for by me. In time, she was convicted of the felony charges, but sentenced to only two weeks in the Pettis County Jail, plus one year of probation.

Instead of considering herself lucky to receive such a light sentence, she was enraged at not being acquitted. 

She called me daily to rant about what she conceived as terrible atrocities against her by jailers and fellow inmates. Never a word of thanks for the restitution I made from my inheritance and attorney fees, which took the entire $25,000, plus a couple of thousand I borrowed from a co-worker in Rolla.

She always thrived on the attention men paid her, which seemed to increase noticeably after her jail time. At the same time, she became more critical of me. The spiral continued until we each were flirting somewhat openly. We divorced on September 10, 2010. That afternoon, I loaded what was deemed “my possessions” into my minivan and headed for the next chapter of my life. Jefferson City. Free and on my own. I vowed to remain that way for the rest of my days.

Those were the dark years; a period that lasted from 1998 through 2011. It was a difficult and painful time of intense struggling and mortal combat during which I was lost and confounded. Seemingly every choice I made was wrong and everything I did turned out to be a choice that went completely against all that I knew to be right.

I had some severe weaknesses and addictions that came within an eyelash of completely crushing me. I was a mess and I had all but given up hope of ever finding my way and restoring the ship. I had become a bad person, and I couldn't stand to look at myself in the mirror. Those years had gotten pretty ugly, and it pains me to think of it today. 

But, as it turned out, it took every hard knock and defeat that I suffered to break and humble me completely until I had reached rock bottom. Ultimately, it was there that I saw the light. Two things happened over the next 16 months that would change my life forever.

It was a Sunday morning in July of 2011 when I found myself in the back pew of a little Pentecostal church on Rock Hill Road in Jefferson City, Missouri. I think I had heard voices inside my head for the past three or four weeks before that day. They were telling me something had to change. 

About six or seven years back, I'd been in that very Pentecostal church with my now ex-wife. I remember it as a nice experience. Now, the voices were telling me that I needed to go back to the little church because I had absolutely nothing to lose and everything to gain.

Once I finally gave in to the voices, the past 13 years of darkness all came crashing down at that altar, and my life was shaken like never before. Although I'd been raised in church and had always considered myself a Christian, I'd never been saved. I had no idea what it was like to completely sell out and give up all to give myself fully to the Lord.

Without a doubt, that was the life-changing decision that saved me from certain destruction. The other thing was that I finally found the right woman. As the song goes, I'd been spending a lifetime looking in all the wrong places until the summer of 2012. I wasn't so sure at the time I first met Beverly. A long history of failed relationships had left me unable to commit easily to risking another bad experience, especially when my life had just begun to stand on solid ground maybe for the first time.

But, now almost 12 years later, I can see how good she has been to me and for me. Since February 2019, we've called Clinton, Missouri home. My last stop. We have bought our final resting place in Englewood Cemetery, which is visible from the front steps of our home.

I'm at peace with myself, and no longer running from myself. I've faced my demons and am ready to meet my maker on the day He calls me home. My life has seen its share of rough and rocky travels; from some pretty lofty peaks to some perilously frightful lows. But, I now know it's all been with a purpose. There was a reason for everything. All in God's Perfect Order. Until I'm called to my eternal home, I know now, as I near my 66th birthday, that I'm finally at home here in a foreign land.

Randy Linss

November 19, 2023
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LEONARD SCHNELL: FLOATBUILDER EXTRAORDINAIRE

By: Dan Schnell

Leonard Carl John Schnell (1913-1977) was born in Richville, Michigan.  Dad’s father passed away when he was young. Leonard, his two brothers, and one sister were separated to live with relatives.  Dad lived with an uncle, Norman Mosner, and grew up on a farm in the Saginaw Valley.  After high school, Leonard went to Concordia College in River Forest, Illinois (Chicago) to get his degree in Lutheran Education.  

His first teaching position resulted in a move to Washington, MO, and he taught grades 5 & 6 for the first 13 years of his teaching career.  In Washington, he was highly involved in the Boy Scouts as a Scoutmaster.

Leonard received a call to Trinity Lutheran School in 1949.  He was the only teacher for grades 1-8 for 50 students. Trinity called a second teacher for the 1951-1952 school year. Since the old school building was inadequate, the lower four grades had classes in the basement of Trinity and Dad taught the upper four grades on the second floor of the Citizens-Farmers Bank.  

In the fall of 1952, the first portion of the present Lutheran School was built.  It had two classrooms.  In 1961, Trinity, Holy Cross, and St. Johns churches combined to establish the Lutheran School Association.  Due to the large enrollment of 127 students, classes were held in the school building and the basement of Trinity Church.  The Association built on two additional classrooms with basement space that was dedicated in 1962.

An interesting piece to the enrollment numbers of the Lutheran School.  The largest enrollment of the LSA was 138 students, grades 1-8.  That would be about 35 students per classroom and those classrooms are not large!  The enrollment was this high because of busing.  

The LSA has always had a great relationship with the Benton County R-1 schools.  John Ragland was the Superintendent at that time.  The students were allowed to use the public school buses to get to and from school.  The bus would drop the LSA students off before delivering the public school students to school and pick them up after school.  This went on for a few years until the state put an end to using public funds for a private school.  After the bus service ended, the enrollment declined but still averaged about a hundred students.

Dad met our mother, Olga Tobaben and they were married on June 14, 1954.  Dad was 40 and Mom was 29 at the time of their wedding.  The family expanded with the addition of the three Schnell Boys; Kevin, Danny, and Timmy.  Mom and Dad first lived in an apartment on the second floor of Charlie Jr. and Sheila Fox’s home next to H-P Tires.  

Our first home was the house that Sandy Kroenke lives in now located between the Fox Funeral Home and the Lutheran School.  We then moved to the old Trinity Parsonage that was located where the present-day Trinity Church is now.  It was the perfect house for us to grow up in.  Five bedrooms, one bath, three apple trees, grape vines, two small buildings behind the house, and right across from the Bellview Hotel.  

We may have snuck through the hotel a time or two looking for our dog.  Mrs. Lindsey would feed table scraps to our dog so he would end up there quite often.  We would also listen to one of the residents, Joe Calfee, as he would sit on the swing at the hotel and play his guitar and sing country songs.  One of our bedrooms was called the “Float Room” because it had a lot of float items stored in it.

Dad’s life in Christian Education took a lot of his time.  He was the principal and he taught the 7th & 8th grades.  The school did not have a secretary so he had that additional workload.  He was responsible for the National Lunch Program.  The school did not have janitors so our Saturdays included moving desks in all the classrooms so Dad could clean the floors. 

One quick story about our lunches.  Every day before religion lessons, our teachers would take roll and get a count of who would eat the school lunch.  As previously mentioned, we would answer “No Ma’am” meaning the student brought their own lunch, or “Yes Ma’am, with milk” if they wanted the school lunch with milk.  If the student wanted more milk, the answer would be “Yes Ma’am, with milk and one (or two) extra.”  Well, the number of milk cartons consumed would become a competition.  

When Kevin was in the 7th and 8th grades, he would assist Dad with the monthly report to Milton Heimsoth’s Sealtest Milk Distribution business.  He would do the tallying.  At that time, Kevin, Terry Harms, and Mike Heimsoth competed to see who could drink the most milk in a month.  At that time, it cost $.02 per carton of milk.  

When Kevin tallied the individual totals, he found out he was two milks behind Terry and Mike.  So what did he do?  He added three milks to his total so he would win the competition!  I think Kevin owes Terry and Mike a huge apology because he has never confessed to his cheating.  Kevin calculated that his cheating also cost Dad an extra $.06 or about $.52 at today’s cost. 

Dad was known for his float building for the Lutheran School.  He always said his strength in building floats was recruiting the right people to build certain parts of the float.  He was very particular with the design and construction of each float.  Dad was also good at “recruiting” LSA students to pleat, fluff, and stuff flowers.  Trinity School and LSA won their share of Champions but the competition was fierce with the main competition coming from St. Paul’s Church, Trinity Church, and the CCHS Senior floats. 

Dad was also involved with Trinity Church.  He served as the organist and choir director.  Those were always a sense of pride for Dad.  His choirs were known for singing acapella.  

Dad served on many committees throughout his years.  Dad also directed the Children’s Christmas Eve programs.  As many remember, there were two children’s programs each Christmas Eve that consisted of children from town and then those who lived in the country so they could get chores done before coming to town for the program.  He enjoyed the Men’s Club and playing pitch or organizing dart ball tournaments.

Dad continued to serve the Lutheran School and Trinity Church until his death on Sunday, November 20, 1977.  Dad really enjoyed following the St. Louis Cardinals baseball and especially his Missouri Tigers football team.  At 11 pm the night before he died, Dad and I watched an abbreviated replay of the Mizzou football game played earlier that day.  He passed in his office at the Lutheran School prior to the first church service that day of a massive heart attack.  When the LSA built the final addition to the school building, a multipurpose gymnasium, it was dedicated in Dad’s name, The Leonard C. Schnell Auditorium.
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FOREVER CHANGED: A MAGICAL RUN

It was on one of the last afternoons of Indian Summer in the Fall of 1970. Classes had just resumed for the Fall semester. Late afternoon rays of sunlight penetrated the opaque window panes of the gymnasium’s east wall, gleaming off the highly polished hardwood of the basketball court.

The only sound came from a lone figure dribbling at the far end of the empty gym. Coach Bob Farrington was swishing 25-foot jumpers with ease. It was the day of the final cut. In just moments, those young men hoping for a spot on the varsity basketball roster would be filing in.

Two of the three previous seasons had been tough ones for the struggling program inherited by Coach Farrington. The 67-68 team dropped 26 of the 27 games played that season. ‘68-’69 proved little better, with the team finishing just 3-24.

This had to be hard on the new coach, the team, and the questioning fan base so loyal to Cole Camp Basketball. But, in the eyes of Coach Farrington, it had been a learning experience, a time to mold the direction of his recently acquired program for decades to come.

But no one could have seen how quickly things would change. The ‘69-’70 team stunned the Kaysinger Conference competition by logging a 19-8 season. Coach Farrington was fast on his way to building an empire with the tradition of Bluebird Basketball.

Expectations were certainly high as the Fall of 1970 came around since the nucleus of the team was returning from the previous season’s successes. High-scoring guard, Roger Donnell and 6’8” Center, Elroy Schumacher headlined a very powerful roster that also boasted an extremely deep bench. 

Another thing that might have been the biggest factor in the team’s success, however, was the fact that the team was a close-knit group. 

In the words of Bob Busing, “Our team worked together to get the job done. I loved everybody on the team’” Bob was well-known for his tenacious defensive and rebounding talents. He was a very physical presence, known as “Tank”, Coach Farrington could call on when things started getting a bit out of hand. Bob agreed with that assessment, but added, “Yes, but it was all in good spirit.” About two-thirds of the way through the season, he was promoted to the starting lineup.

But as the start of that storied season was nearing, one thing was clear. It would be no cakewalk. The Conference would prove to offer some of the stiffest competition in years.

Returning lettermen were back for this season at all the schools. 

Bob Goodnight and Kenny Hampy returned at Smithton, Jim Eken and Bruce Rigby were at Lincoln, Warsaw had the hot-shooting Ronnie Redwing, and LaMonte boasted high-scoring Glen “Bugger” Bennett. Stover was always physical and added the shooting Marriott brothers for some offensive punch.

The team was introduced that Fall at a newly rolled-out creation called “The Soap Scrimmage”. It was an intrasquad scrimmage game designed to increase awareness and fan support for the team, as well as the school’s athletic program.

If memory serves, at about this same time, the Student Council was involved in a project to raise funds and increase support and spirit for the school's sports program. A white square foam seat cushion with Susan Tobaben's caricature rendition of "Big Blue" featured on the front/top side and advertising support of local merchants on the back/bottom side became a popular item. They may have sold for $1 each, but I remember having one of my own until recent years. The bleachers were full of fans sitting on, or waving the popular cushions. Mission truly was accomplished by this promotion.

So, it was now time to start the regular season of games in pursuit of the Kaysinger Conference crown.

As it turned out, the team preparation, talent, and desire proved too much for most of the competition. The team cruised through the season with a 23-4 record, going all the way to the District Tournament, where they eventually fell to California in a double overtime heartbreaker in the semi-finals. California eventually went on to the State Final Four Tournament.

But, the opposing teams weren't the only perceived villains in the eyes of the fans.

As is often the case, the ire of the fans fell upon the officials of the games. The men in stripes. The referees. Dale Norfleet and Roger Brown seemed to draw the assignment for a large number of the team's games. 

What was seen as "blown calls" by the referees would turn the crowd into an unruly mob, hurling jeers, catcalls, and insults in their direction. I should add that, in those days, animosities were left in the gym, and no lingering ill will ever followed the referees. The games were a passion for the fans.

The team managed to avoid many significant injuries, other than the big one, which was the loss of Roger Donnell in the championship game of the Warsaw Tournament.

Mr. Smart, who was the assistant coach at that time noted, "The memory of this team that stands out in my mind was spending a large part of the championship game of the Warsaw Tournament in the locker room with Roger after he hurt his knee.  He was in pain and wanted to get back on the court so badly." Mr. Smart later went on to his own distinguished career as a coach, teacher, principal, and ultimately Athletic Director. The current CCHS Sports Complex is named in his honor.

Roger remembers that night in this way, “It was in the championship game and we lost. I was falling back on a fast break by Skyline and twisted my knee. I came out to play in the second half, but by then I couldn’t put any weight on it.”  Although they didn’t win that tournament, they did win the Stover and Kaysinger Conference tournaments.

In sports, injuries are sure to come, but the Cole Camp basketball program has been no stranger to tragedies over the years, and this team was no exception. It wasn't the first loss the program had ever experienced, and it wouldn't be the last. But it was a heavy blow when starter Roger Williams was tragically lost in an auto accident shortly after his graduation in 1971.

The camaraderie among players over the years has remained strong. “The memories of CCHS Basketball have lasted a lifetime. There are times I wish I could relive the moments”, as Bob Busing put it. Loyalty to their teammates, the program, and to the Coach is unmistakable. Players would run through walls for the program.

Kevin Eckhoff, who was in his first year as a student manager with this team, remembered it like this, “One of my favorite memories of those days was getting to go to the Big-8 Christmas tournament each year, as well as the NAIA tournaments each year. Coach trusted all of us high school knuckleheads in Kansas City and allowed us to go out on our own at lunchtime and get back to Municipal Auditorium for the basketball games.”

I would be doing a great injustice if I failed to acknowledge the contributions to the success and overall impact made on this magical season by the Stage Band, Pep Club, and the cheerleaders who always managed to stir the crowds up at just the right time. It was more than just a game, but rather a complete show. Attending the home games that season truly was an experience.

Roger reminded me how well the Pep Club traveled to road games, as it wasn’t uncommon to take a second bus for a large number of club members and followers. This was something players always appreciated, a vocal, and very loyal following.

Although Cole Camp's high school history certainly has had its highlights throughout the 20th Century, the program inherited by Coach Farrington upon his arrival, was nothing short of in shambles at the time. 

With a clear vision, and being undaunted by the monumental task before him, Coach immediately began to instill programs new to the school and community which would change things for decades to come. 

As mentioned, he introduced the Annual Soap Scrimmage as a way to introduce the new basketball team at the beginning of each season. It was a fun event at which fans were admitted for the price of a bar of soap. Not only did it encourage the community folks to turn out and support the team, thus building a tradition that still runs through the veins of the community to this day, but it also provided the athletic program with plenty of soap for showering.

Another tradition new to the school brought by Coach Farrington is the ever-popular Homecoming Game and Dance. It quickly became the highlight of the seasons; a tradition which stands yet today.

For a young sixth-grade boy, the storied season of 1970-71 changed everything for me. My friend of the day and fellow classmate, Steve Oelrichs, and I sat in the top row of the bleachers during every home game that season. If we hadn't been before, this season made rabid fans of the two of us.

I had been watching the weekly NBA games available on TV for years prior, being a big Boston Celtic fan. I was enamored by the talents and team-oriented play of Bill Russell, John Havlicek, Paul Silas, Satch Sanders, and others. 

But being a part of the Bluebird games that season showed me it was possible to be personally involved and active in sports. I played Little League Baseball, as well as Junior High and Freshman Basketball before various circumstances caused me to focus on other interests. But, that season not only changed my outlook, but for the community and the CCHS sports program, it changed everything.

Sports became a passion in the community. Overflow crowds turned out for games, regardless of basketball, volleyball, baseball, softball, or the sports that would be introduced in later years. It's a passion that began brewing with the vision Coach Farrington brought to the community. Still today, that passion can be seen in every aspect of life within the community. Not only in the sports program but throughout the community at its Fair and its festivals. 

But, beyond this, those seemingly insignificant programs started in the late 1960s by a young teacher, coach, and molder of personalities and character, the spirit of a town and community was rekindled. Folks came together in support of each other in their personal time of need. This Spirit can still be seen and felt throughout this little community nearly 60 years later.

I put it before you today, that this community owes a tremendous amount of gratitude to one man which it will never be able to repay. For every little, seemingly insignificant thing you've ever done for Cole Camp and for those ever-so-visible monumental changes in the programs and direction of the school and the community, I applaud all your efforts, Coach Robert Farrington! Thank you, Sir!
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ERVIN MEYER: COMMUNITY SPIRITED SERVANT

November 3, 1916 - November 28, 1979

Ervin Meyer served the community tirelessly for over 25 years.

He served as Fire Chief from 1951 through ‘69.

A 1st Ward Alderman from 1954 through ‘55.

He was also City Marshall from 1956 through ‘59, and then again from 1962 through ‘65.

Husband to
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