Smartsville Church Restoration Fund, Inc.
PO. Box 374
Smartsville, CA 95977
Tax Exempt I.D. No. 68-0412321
http://www.smartsvillehistoricchurch.org
www.pioneerday.info

PIONEER DAY PLANNING BEGINS!
As the New Year rolls around the SCRFI Board of Directors and volunteers
begin thinking of the many details we take care of to prepare for our
biggest fund-raiser of the year. We clean inside the church and around
the town, solicit vendors and informational booths, ask our volunteer
historic actors and musicians to return, get the necessary permits and
paperwork for the event, create schedules, organize the mining tours,
coordinate participation with local groups, and update web pages.
Three bands will be back this year – Buffalo Gals, the Stamp Mill
Stompers and the OCD band. Plinky & Plunky will invite the little ones for
a rhythm instrument photo op while singing a couple of songs kids like.
Our main stage is a place to relax and enjoy the good food and music.

The OCD Band: Frank Sorgia, Doug Marr, Dave Duncan, Gerald Odor

This will be our 11th annual event and looks to be as interesting and fun
as the last ten. Our next planning meeting is at 2:30 on February 13th at
the Smartsville Community Church. You’re invited to come.

Bell Tower Construction Plans
We anxiously await the finishing touches on our engineered plans
for restoration of the bell tower. Members of the SCRFI board
met with the engineering firm, Wood Rodgers, in Sacramento last
month to finalize our needs. Blueprints should be ready at the
end of the month and a list of contractors willing to take on our
project is being sought. Stay tuned for further updates.

Our New Neighbors, Meade Hill Winery
If you’ve wondered about the new vineyard next to the CalFire station, this
will introduce you to our neighbors, also good supporters of our church
restoration work.
Meade Hill Vineyard and Winery is a partnership of four owners:
Mike Lacefield – winegrower and winemaker.
Pamie Lacefield – wine club manager, administration and finance.
Kelly Grow – branding, marketing and events coordinator.
Myron Grow – assistant winegrower and expansion project manager.
Mike Lacefield has lived in California the majority of his life, a retired air traffic
controller with the Federal Aviation Administration (FAA). He currently works as a
contractor managing air traffic controller training for the FAA, and is a veteran of
the United States Air Force.
Pamie Lacefield, California native, is retired quality assurance and administration
analyst for air traffic with the FAA, and has a Bachelor of Science degree in
Computer Science.
Kelly Grow, California native, works for the Department of Water Resources as a
senior photographer and has a Bachelor of Arts degree in Photo Journalism.
Myron Grow, west coast native, works as a construction superintendent for
Truesdell Corp working on bridges across the US.

In Mike’s words: “We purchased the undeveloped land, Meade Hill, in 2014. We brought in electric,
water, septic, and phone/internet. We’ve planted a fraction of our vines with plans to plant more vines
in the future.

“Our tasting bar is almost completed in the winery, we have wine in tanks and plan to bottle in the very
near future. We aim to open for tasting on Pioneer Day in Smartsville, and look forward to meeting all
who are interested in tasting our wine. Wines available for tasting will be Cabernet Sauvignon, Petite
Sirah, Sangiovese, Zinfandel Rose, Chardonnay, and our feature honey wine Mead. Also, we are
looking forward in developing a Meade Hill Winery wine club membership who will receive discounts
on our wines and upcoming events.
“The success of Meade Hill Vineyard and Winery is not only because of our professional skill, but on
how we all worked together in all areas as team players. After many obstacles and delays we received
our final inspection from the County to occupy and operate our winery in January, 2018. Licenses and
certificates are in order so, as you can imagine, we are excited and looking forward to opening for wine
tasting. We want to express our appreciation in your interest and desire for Meade Hill wines and
future events that we can provide for our membership and community!”

Pam, Mike, and Kelly at Pioneer Day, 2017

Pioneer Day is Fun for Kids!

SCRUFFY MASCOT PHOTO CONTEST
We’re working on a new logo for SCRFI to put on t-shirts and shopping bags for sale this
Pioneer Day. Since we call ourselves “Scruffies” we’re having a design with a dog on it.
Coinciding with this effort we’re sponsoring a photo contest where you can submit a photo
of your favorite scruffy-looking dog. Two gift certificates will be given to the winners at
Pioneer Day. The rules will be sent out before the contest throughout March. How’s this for
a sample photo of an eager mascot?! He has that attitude we like -- energetic and positive.
That’s how we think of ourselves as we strive to restore the historic church.

Photo by Janet Burton

Ray Raffety (1935 – 2018)
We have been fortunate that a former Smartsville resident, Ray Raffety, contacted our vice-president, Kathy
Smith, several years ago. Kathy inspired Raymond to write several stories of his early life in Smartsville. He had
originally moved to Timbuctoo and later his family ran the store across the street from the church for a while.
His father helped build Englebright Dam and later Beale Air Force Base. Raymond’s daughter-in-law, Tena
Raffety, contacted us to let us know of Raymond’s passing and we’d like to honor his memory.

A Bit of Ray’s History
By Kathy Smith
Ray Raffety grew up in the village of Smartsville in the 1940’s. After graduating from high school he joined the
Navy and upon returning he married Elizabeth Pillow from Marysville. He worked for the Post Office, became
a journeyman lineman, and worked out of local unions in California and Nevada for 33 years, finally retiring
from the IBEW in 2000. He worked several years at the Nevada Test Site as a wireman and lineman. He retired
in Pahrump, Nevada where he lived with his wife Elizabeth.
Ray passed away this week. I feel very fortunate to have become acquainted with him over the past seven
years. We corresponded by email since 2011 and in 2014 he and Elizabeth came to Pioneer day. I encouraged
him to share his recollections of Smartsville with us and he obliged by writing some short stories about the
kids he ran around with who he called the Blue Gravel Gang. We have published this story previously, but I
thought it would be a fitting tribute to him to revisit the Blue Gravel Gang.

THE BLUE GRAVEL GANG
THE TUNNEL
The gang congregated at Benny Dale’s place early one morning during the Summer break from school. Benny
Dale was more or less the leader of the gang and was looked up to by all of us. He had come to live in
Smartsville from Arkansas. He was the only boy in his family to be still living at home. He had four sisters,
Evalois who shortened her name to just Lois, Mary Joy, Coraleen, and Dovie. They moved into a house on Blue
Gravel Lane which was on the left side of the street just over the brow of the hill where Blue Gravel led down
into the ‘Diggings,’ a name given to the gravel tailings that are the remnants of the old Blue Point Mine.
The mine had been the main provider of employment in the late 1800s but, due to the Sawyer Decision of
1884, much of the hydraulic mining ceased or at least became less prevalant. Hence Blue Point shut down and
left a vast amount of sluice tailings lying over what had been the town of Sucker Flat.
Now, over a span of sixty years, the tailings were over-grown with pine trees, manzanita, scrub oak. and
various other undergrowth which made it undesirable for development. It provided us in the 'gang’ a place to

while away our childhood days. We found it to be a wonderland for our cavorting and we spent most of our
young lives playing Cowboys and Indians and other games in the wilderness of what had once been a part of
Eastern Yuba County history.
Mrs. Mitchell was busy fixing breakfast for her kids so we waited outside for Benny to join us. Ichabod and
Duck came through the back yard and sat down on the front porch. They lived on O’Brien St. and had taken a
path that led from their house through a pasture and into Benny’s back yard. Ichabod’s real name was Elvin
but, due to his resemblance to the character in 'Sleepy Hollow’, we tagged him with that nickname. Duck was
nicknamed after Donald Duck because he was a little pudgy and he walked with a waddle.
“Hey Rabbit Ears,” he said to me, “What are we going to do today?”
“Don’t call me Rabbit Ears.” I replied.
“Okay, Railroad Raffety then.” He said. “Your initials are RRR.”
“Why does everyone call me Rabbit Ears?” I asked him.
“Cause your ears stick out like a rabbit. Ha ha.”
The others laughed and I felt my ears get red. I didn’t like either of my nicknames but preferred Railroad
Raffety to the other.
Well anyway, we’re waiting for Benny to finish eating his breakfast so he can tell us what he has planned. All
he told us was that he had found something that he thought would be fun to do. Benny came out the side
door and said “I’ve got to feed Pepper and see that she’s got water.” Pepper was his black mare that he had
gotten from Red Farrell who owned the Key Stone Ranch. She was now two years old and Benny had trained
her to accept a blanket and saddle on her back and a bridle to her mouth. He had yet to ride her because she
wasn’t quite strong enough to hold his weight. When he worked with her he used a hackamore to lead her
around the corral. He had even taught her to come to him when he whistled.
“What’s the plan today?” Calvin asked.
“Wait and see. I’ll tell you about it on the way there.” Benny said. He picked up a flake of hay and walked
away.
“Well I’ll be darned,” he said as he approached the corral, “Pepper girl when did you learn to do that?”
Pepper had stretched her neck through the rails of the corral and turned the water faucet on and was lapping
water. We all laughed. Pepper looked up at us and neighed, then she trotted around the corral bucking and
snorting until Benny whistled. She stopped and pricked up her ears, then trotted back to where he was leaning
against the rail. Benny stroked her neck and blew into her nose. She snickered and nuzzled against him. She
seemed to love him as much as he loved her. Benny tossed the flake of hay into the corral and she bent her
head to it and began to eat.
“Okay you guys with the hair on your heads, let’s go.” He said.

We all made our way toward the lower end of town with other members of the gang joining us along the way.
When we came to the school house we turned onto the road that passed beside it and past the dump, then
continued downhill into Sucker Flat.
“Where’ we going?” we asked.” Benny had not said much on the way.
“When we get to the bridge we’ll turn off and go down the gully.” He said. “I was down here the other day and
I found a cave where the creek turns and runs into it.”
“Did you go into it?” Ben Cozine asked. “Man I wouldn’t. I don’t like caves.”
Ben was a new member of the gang, having come to Smartsville recently. His family had moved here from
Chicago so his father could go to work at Beale, the Air Force Base that was located nearby. He had grown up
in the city and was just learning about rural life. We were tickled sometimes about his unwillingness to try
something risky.
“No,” Benny said, “I didn’t want to go in alone in case something might happen and I wouldn’t be able to get
back out. Nobody knew where I was.”
“Well, I don’t want to go in either.” Ben insisted.
“Oh come on,” Benny said, “it’ll be alright with all of us going. I want to find out where the water goes.”
We turned down into the gully and trudged alongside the ravine and the creek for quite a way until Benny
stopped near a big boulder that blocked the ravine. There, beside the big rock, the creek disappeared into a
small hole in the side of the ravine. It was almost concealed by brush.
The rest of us looked at the hole. It was big enough to crawl into but it sloped downward and the little creek
tumbled down, babbling its way into darkness.
“Gol,” Calvin said, “you gonna go down in there? It’s awful dark .”
“Sure,” replied Benny, “I brought a flashlight and we can look for some pine boughs with pitch balls on them. If
the batteries run out, we can light the pitch balls for light if we need them. I don’t know how far the cave goes.
It might not be that long.”
We all set out to find some pine boughs with pitch balls on them. A dead fall nearby proved to have several
dry boughs and a lot of sticky pitch. We broke as many as we thought would be needed and went back to the
cave. Benny was down inside the opening shining the flashlight into the dark reaches of the cave.
“The ground slopes for a little way and then flattens out.” He called up to us. “There is gravel on the floor. The
sides look like solid rock. I can’t see very far but I can hear the water running and there is cool air coming from
inside. It must be a tunnel.”

David, the bully of the gang, scoffed. “It can’t be a tunnel. We’ve been all over this hill and there ain’t no other
end of a tunnel anywhere on the other side. I ain’t going in there.”
David and I had a running ritual of fisticuffs between us. He, being the bully that he was and me being smaller
than him, he chose me from the other boys to pick on. We would fight all the way home from school every
day, egged on by the other kids. We would punch each other until our arms were so tired that we could hardly
swing them. Neither of us hurt the other very bad and neither of us were considered to be the winner. Still the
ritual went on. When he refused to go with us I chided him.
“What’s the matter big man? You afraid of the boogie man?
“Shut up Rabbit Ears. You’re so brave, you go ahead. See if I care. My daddy will whip me and Freddie if he
finds out that we went in there.”
“Oh my, Mama’s boy. I thought you were big and brave. Well, we’ll see you later.”
Benny called for us to come ahead so we all crawled into the opening one by one, sliding down the muddy
slope into the dark hole. When all of us were inside, Benny shined his flashlight ahead into the dark. The little
stream wound its way through the gravel bed and disappeared into the dark. There was room on each side of
the water for us to walk so we started forward, picking our way by the beam of the flashlight.
“Watch where you step,” Benny told us, “There might be snakes in here, it being dark and cool. They like it
where it’s cool. Another thing. This time of year, they shed their skins. If the skin covers their eyes, they’ll
strike at anything that they smell so watch out for them.” We had walked for a long way, maybe a quarter of a
mile, when, in the distance, there appeared a shaft of light falling onto the bed of the stream. As we neared it,
we saw a dark form lying on the gravel.
“What’s that?” Someone asked. “It looks like something dead.”
When we came to it closer we could make out its shape and we could see feathers on it. It was a dead
buzzard. Evidently it had come down the shaft from above and could not fly back up. It had been there for
quite some time. Nothing but bones and feathers were left of it.
“Poor old buzzard,” Ichabod said, nudging the carcass with his foot. “Wonder why he would drop down into a
hole like this. You think he might have been after something that ran into it up there?”
“I don’t know.” Benny replied. “I’m curious about that shaft. We’ve never seen a hole up on the hill. I’m
wondering what direction this tunnel is going and why it is here. We’ve come at least a quarter of a mile and I
still can’t see the end. Well, it’s still early so let’s keep going and hope it’s not too much farther. If we don’t
come to the end pretty soon we can always go back. The batteries are getting weak so we might have to light
one of the pine boughs pretty soon. Do one of you have any matches?”
Why would any of us be carrying matches around with us? We had experimented with smoking cigarettes but
none of us had taken up smoking. We had just assumed that Benny had some matches with him since he had
told us to gather pine boughs to burn for light.

“Not me.” Someone said. The rest of the gang echoed him.
“Then let’s get going and hope we get to the end pretty soon because this flash light isn’t going to last very
much longer!” Benny exclaimed.
“This is getting spooky,” Ben said, “I wish we hadn’t come. I think we ought to go back. There’s no telling how
much farther it is to the end. Besides, we’ve been thinking that this is a tunnel because of the air that we were
feeling. It might have been coming from this vent hole and there might not be an opening at the other end.
This might be a cave after all.”
“No,” said Benny, “I can still feel cool air hitting me in the face so it’s not coming from the vent hole. There’s
got to be an opening at the end. It’s just a question of how much farther it is. It’s too late to go back now. The
batteries won’t last much longer and we wouldn’t be able to see our hands in front of our face if the flash light
dies. We have to go on even if we have to follow the side of the tunnel with our hands.”
“I should have stayed in Chicago,” Ben exclaimed, “you guys are crazy. If and when we get out of this hole in
the ground, you won’t catch me crawling into anything again. I was mad at you all for the poison oak thing but
that was mild compared to this. I never dreamed when I was living in Chicago that I would ever do anything as
stupid as this. Hell, I never even thought of being in such a place!”
He was referring to an incident that had taken place on one of our fishing jaunts to Mooney Flat. We didn’t
have fishing rods so we wound our fishing line onto a stick and carried it in our pocket. We would cut a limb
from a tree or bush on the way to the fishing hole to use for a pole. The first time that Ben had gone to the
ponds in Mooney Flat with us he had cut his pole from a poison oak bush, not knowing at the time what it
was. The resulting rash that developed the next day kept him at home for two days with his mother
administering an ocean of calamine lotion on his rash which covered most of his person including his private
parts. When he recovered enough to come out and play, he was still in the itching stage. Benny told him that
he knew how to cure it. Well, Ben jumped at the offer only to regret it when Benny had him lie on his bed
partially undressed while he poured turpentine over the affected area. When that turpentine hit his rash Ben
let out a blood curdling scream that nearly broke every window in town. The rash did dry up, whether it was
from the turpentine or just from running its course but Ben never trusted any of us after that.
We struck out again, hurrying this time, and peering ahead, searching for the slightest amount of light that
would mean that the end was in sight. The beam of the flash light grew dimmer and dimmer and our hopes
grew more dire as we followed the dim pathway.
“Listen! What’s that?” A voice broke the stillness.
“What?” Was the response.
“It sounds like a cicada. Can’t you guys hear it?”
“Stop! Stand still! Benny yelled. It’s a rattler. He’s a big one and he’s coiled.”

The rattlesnake was coiled alongside of the trickle of water that meandered down the middle of the tunnel. It
was rattling furiously and its head was reared, ready to strike. The skin was shedding from it and blinding it.
Benny reached down and picked up a baseball sized rock and threw it at the snake. The rock hit it and it
struck. Before it could recoil itself, Calvin heaved a rock and broke its back. Infuriated by the assault, the
rattler squirmed and struck blindly at the smell of us. Benny hit again with a bigger rock and it twisted and
rolled in the gravel and water. Finally, after having been crushed by the rocks, it lay still. Cautiously, Benny
nudged it with his shoe and declared it dead.
“If we had time, I’d like to take his rattles. He’s an old one, he’s got fourteen rattles and a button. It looks like
he’s caught a rat or something. He’s got a bulge like he’s digesting whatever he ate.”
“We better be careful,” I said, “my dad always used to tell us kids that where you find one, there could be
another one close by.”
“Yeah,” said Ichabod, “my dad says there could be a nest of them nearby. Especially if you smell watermelon.
He says that’s what a nest of them smells like.”
“Okay, let’s get out of here.” Benny ordered.
Ten minutes or so later, we were relieved to see a pinpoint of light in the distance. Everyone breathed a sigh
of relief. The end was in sight at last! By this time the batteries were almost dead and the round rocks of the
gravel were making it hard to walk without rolling under foot endangering us to the possibility of spraining an
ankle. Still, we hurried toward the light comforted by the steadily increasing size of the opening at the end of
the tunnel. Finally we could see well enough to relax and slowed our pace. The adventure was close to the end
and we had come out of it unharmed. Tired but unharmed.
“Uh oh,” Benny exclaimed, there’s a hole in the ground up ahead and it’s full of water. It’s almost blocking the
end of the tunnel.”
When we got to the pool, we could see that there was a very narrow ledge on the right side of it. It was just
wide enough that we thought that we could ease our way past the pool if we hugged the side of the tunnel
and inched our way sidewise. We didn’t have any idea of how deep the pool of water was but we didn’t want
to fall into it. Some of the gang couldn’t swim and we didn’t particularly want to get our clothes wet anyway.
One by one we eased our way along the narrow ledge until, at long last, we were past the pool and were
sitting in the sunlight outside of the tunnel. Surprisingly, we were on a ledge of granite above the Yuba River. A
narrow path led away from the entrance to the tunnel and down toward the river.
Approaching us from below we saw an old man carrying a bucket. His head was bent low and he didn’t see us
until he was nearly to us. He was obviously startled by our appearance. He stopped and set the bucket on the
path, then removed his old felt hat. The late afternoon sun shone on his partially bald head as he pulled a
neckerchief from a back pocket and wiped his brow. We recognized him as being Jim McClure. We had often
seen him walking from Timbuctoo and back after having bought groceries at the store. He came to town about

twice a month, never tarrying long to visit or talk to anyone. Nobody seemed to know too much about him.
We knew that he lived around Timbuctoo but we never thought of him as living in this desolate area.
“Where in tarnation did you boys come from. What are you doing here? This is my property. You’ve no right
to be snooping around my place.”
“We don’t mean any harm,” Benny declared, “we just came through this tunnel.”
“You came through the tunnel?” He asked. “Why, that was a fool thing to do. God knows what could have
happened to you. I’ve been through there once. I’d never do it again. I walk a trail up into Timbuctoo that
comes out at the old Wells Fargo. That’s how you better go back home.”
“Don’t worry, we won’t go back into that place. We killed a rattler in there. If we hadn’t been able to see him
he would have bitten one of us. Luckily our flashlight hadn’t died before we came up onto him.” Benny said.
“Well, since you’re here, come on down to my shack and tell me why you are carousing around down here on
the river. It’s dangerous for you young’uns to be roaming around like this. Do your parents know where you
are?”
“No,” replied Benny, “but we play all over the diggings and we have a 4H garden up river from here that we
tend. I even caught a salmon once when they were coming upstream.”
“Better not tell anyone else about it Sonny. It’s illegal you know. If Asa Fippin hears about it you’ll be in big
trouble. Him and Sammy Gunning are working to protect the salmon. They go up to the narrows to spawn.”
“Well, I never told anybody. My mother canned it and we ate it last winter.”
“How did this tunnel come to be here?” Asked Calvin.
“It’s left from the old hydraulicking days.” Jim replied. “It carried the runoff of water from Sucker Flat and
dumped it into the river. Some of the sluice tailings got carried along with it. I have prospected some of the
gravel inside and gotten some color but it doesn’t pay enough to fool with. Most of the gold has probably
been caught in the crevices way before it got to the end here.”
“How would they have dug through all of that rock back then?” asked Calvin.
“Oh, there were probably hundreds of Chinese working at the mine at that time. They did most of the hard
labor. They were hard workers and they probably built it. Then too, they were good with explosives. Most of
the tunnel was probably cut by blasting the rock. Then they would clean the debris and blast again. It wasn’t
built in a day.”
“My dad used to talk about the Chinese working in the gold fields.” I said. “He talked about the Malakoff
Diggings and North San Juan. He said that a lot of them were buried at the Malakoff when the face slid down
and covered the sluice boxes.”

“That’s right.” Jim said. “That was a big issue when the Sawyer Bill was being deliberated.”
“You know a lot about this country.” Benny said. “Would it be okay if we came back and saw you sometime?
I’d like to hear more stories.”
“Well, I guess it would be alright. I don’t get any company. Very few people other than Sammy knows where I
live. He’s the only one that ever comes.”
“Don’t you get lonesome?” Asked Calvin.
“Lonesome? No. I’m not alone here. I’ve got critters that come by to drink from the pool. There’s deer, foxes,
raccoons, and all kinds of smaller animals all around. The squirrels come right up to my door to be fed. No, I’m
not lonesome.”
“Well,” said Benny, "we’ve got to get going. Where is the trail that you take up to Timbuctoo? I think we
better go back that way.”
“Just follow this trail here,” he said pointing it out, “and it will bring you out onto the road that goes out to the
main road. You’ll come out at the old Wells Fargo building. Now don’t you boys come around here unless I’m
here. I don’t like anybody poking around.”
“No Sir,” Benny replied. We’re sorry that we bothered you. It was an accident that we found you.”
***********
We took the trail that Jim had showed us and soon we were at the Wells Fargo building. We walked down to
Matt McCarty’s place and lowered the bucket down into the well with the crank handle and then re-wound it
bringing up the cold water. We took turns drinking from a tin cup that we took from a nail that Matt had
driven into the post.
“Let’s go back over to the fig tree before we go home.” Said Duck.
“Yeah,” Elvin said, “I love those figs. And there’s probably still some cherry plums left on the trees too.”
The fig tree spread its limbs wide, partially covering the roadway and it was loaded with ripe figs. Plum trees
grew and intertwined with the fig tree limbs and the red plums that were remaining on them were sweet and
juicy. We stuffed our pockets with the cherry plums and picked as many figs as we could carry then we started
home.
Bob and I went inside of the store and went to the pop cooler to get a Pepsi Cola. Our dad came out of the
walk-in freezer and saw us open the lid and told us that it was too close to dinner time to be drinking soda
pop.
“Where you boys been all day? Mamma’s been worried about you.”

“Oh, we’ve just been playing down in the diggins.” I said.
***********
We never did go back down to see Jim. We dreaded the thought that he would mention our foolish journey
through the tunnel to our folks but he never did. He suffered a cerebral hemorrh age a few years later while
walking to Smartsville and was found lying beside the road dead. We never talked about the tunnel to anyone
else. The small opening in the ravine is probably still there and the little stream most likely still meanders its
way through the dark reaches of the tunnel to feed the pool above the river. Jim’s tiny house built of rock
might silently witness the passing of the critters that go to it to drink.

Ray, Kathy Smith, Elizabeth Raffety, April, ‘13

The Blue Gravel Gang

From left to right: Front Row, Billy Deppish, Fred Freeland, Johnny Laughlin, David Freeland.
Second Row: Delmer Wallage, Bob Raffety, Ray Raffety, Sidney Fippin, Benny (Dale) Mitchell
Back Row: Bob Bramhall, Don (Duck) Whitmore, Lawrence Childers, Elvin (Ichabod) Whitmore.

Post Script
“'You cannot go back home but you can cherish the memories of your childhood and of the friends that you
grew up with. I hope that all of them lived a wonderful life and that somewhere in their hearts, they have a
soft spot for Smarstville and its future.” Ray Raffety, 2011.
I am so grateful he took the time to remember his childhood and commit it to writing thereby leaving it as a
piece of Smartsville history for future generations to enjoy.
We invite you to our next meeting at 2:30 pm at the Smartsville Community Church on Feb. 13, 2018.
Visit our Facebook pages Pioneer Day and SCRFI.

