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Chapter 26


   Arbuckle Stories of Belle Vue Farm



“A Different Life”



    By Jim Arbuckle




     Lockhart Davis Arbuckle was the youngest son of Alexander Wayt II and Elizabeth Creigh Arbuckle, and was born in 1890 in the Arbuckle farm house on Belle Vue farm.  His brothers were Charles and Alex, and his sisters were Julia, Emily and Mary Lynn.  
     At an early age, he was given the nickname, Lock.  I can remember when I was very young, I had heard the name said many times by family members, and thought that they were saying, Lot.  So one Sunday morning when I was five or six years of age, my Sunday school teacher who was Miss Anna Arbuckle was reading us a story in Genesis about Abram and Lot.  So when I went to Sunday dinner at Belle Vue, I asked my grandmother Carrie if the Lot that Miss Anna told us about in the Bible was the Uncle Lot that everyone was always talking about here.  
   “For pity sake, Jimmy,” Carrie laughed.  “The man that we are referring to is Uncle Lock, not Uncle Lot.  Lock is short for Lockhart.”  
     I also was told that when my granddad Alex was 3 years old, he began saying “Lock,” when referring to his baby brother, so perhaps Alex was the first to call him Lock.
     Like his brothers and sisters, Lock’s early education was in the Belle Vue house by a lady named Miss Janie Riddle.  After his primary years, he walked with his sisters and brothers to the Arbuckle School house, one mile east of the house.  

     One can easily imagine Lock’s life growing up on the farm.  Like his brothers, Charlie and Alex, and thousands of other farm boys, he arose early in the morning and built fires and milked cows before walking to school, plus there was always after school farm work to be done. And summers were filled with putting up hay, and many other farm chores.  
     Most young men of that era grew up wanting to be farmers or the dream of taking over the family farm.  But I’m not sure if this was Lock’s dream.  He probably thought that his older brothers Charles and Alex would run Belle Vue, and he would either have to work or partner with them or venture beyond the farm to make a living.  When Lock was in his teen years, he learned that his older brother Charlie was leaving the farm and moving to Alabama.  I certainly was not there to know what was going through his mind, but knowing that his brother was leaving, he had to envision and know that his father would leave the farm to him and his brother Alex.  But I don’t think Lock wanted to be a farmer, and I don’t think that he wanted to spend the rest of his life on the farm.  
     After his school days, Lock enlisted in the Navy, and after a four year stint, he decided that he wanted to make the Navy his career.  He received his college education in the Navy, and over the next several years, he not only obtained his doctoral degree, but gained the rank of Rear Admiral.
     He spent a number of years on a ship during World War II, and according to family, he developed a stoop posture.  Lock was 6’3, and taller than his brother’s Charles and Alex.  When I was old enough to know Uncle Lock, I noticed that he was tall, but was slightly round shouldered.  I mentioned this to my dad, and he told me that Lock was on a ship for a long time and the ceilings were low, thus he became slightly humped over.  Years later, I asked my granddad if this was really true.  “Yeah it’s true!” Alex yelled.  “That low ship is what made Lock round shouldered.  Before all that time on the ship, his body was as straight as an arrow.”
     After time at sea, Lock was stationed in the New York City area, where he met a lady from Brooklyn named Gladys Whitehead.  They were later married and moved into a house in Brooklyn, where they were blessed with two children, Peggy and Lockhart Davis Jr.  

     In 1951, Gladys became very sick, and it was here that Lock called his sister Emily to come and be with him.  
This dated information is how Emily Arbuckle Sydenstricker described the stay in her 1951 and 1952 diaries. 

November 11, 1951 – Lock called over long distance and asked if I would come to Brooklyn.  He said that Gladys was so nervous and that he needed my help.  I told him I would leave tomorrow. 

November 12, 1951 – I packed and Alex drove me to the train.  I had a nice trip and Lock was right there at Grand Central Station to meet me.  

November 13, 1951 – I am fixing all the meals and Lock carries them to Gladys.  Lock pays John the colored man 1.00 per hour to clean the house.

December 2, 1951 – Gladys is worse!  My how I long for her to be free from so much pain.  Lock went for his usual walk in the park in spite of the rain.  The doctor came tonight and Lock was a little apprehensive of the medicine.  I told him to just trust in the Lord.  Lock was so discouraged tonight when I had a prayer.

December 12, 1951 – Davis (Lock’s son) came with a sprained ankle.  He was learning how to ski.
December 25, 1951 – Gladys was pitiful and Lock and I rode in the official car as they took her to St. Albans Navy Hospital in NYC.  

December 31, 1951 – The year ended unhappy for Lock, and I prayed for everyone here and back home.  

January 2, 1952 – Gladys was much better today.  Lock took me to a musical at Radio City Music Hall.  I saw the Empire State Building, the tallest building in the world.

January 4, 1952 – Gladys is much better as I left New York at 9:30 a.m. 





**********************************

     In 1953, Lock and Gladys left New York and moved to Savannah, GA.  Family members from West Virginia and Alabama visited them each year, and Lock usually made a visit to his brothers and sisters as well.  
     In 1961, Lock and Gladys sold their home in Savannah, GA, and moved to St. Petersburg, FL, where they purchased a new home along the Gulf.  
     This was a good move because they were now near their nieces Price McLaughlin and Lynn McLaughlin Unger and their families. 
     It also was an enjoyable place for Lock as he could take walks on the beach.  Up until he became ill in his later years, he took a daily walk along the beach. 

     I remember as a boy when we always went to Florida, we always stopped in St. Petersburg to see Uncle Lock and Aunt Gladys.  The orange tree in the yard and Lock’s dark tan, made things seem so different than his early days on Belle Vue farm.  
     Although we never actually spent a Christmas with Uncle Lock and Aunt Gladys, I cannot remember a Christmas when Lock did not send a box of oranges to the family, or that Aunt Gladys did not make a Christmas ornament and give to each family to hang on the tree.  

     The following are some memories that Emily Sydenstricker recorded of her brother Lock in her diaries.  (Although I use the name Lock, Emily always referred to her little brother as Lockhart. And keep in mind; visits were both to Florida or Lock’s visits to West Virginia)

March 6, 1961 – Lock picked me up in Birmingham at 6 a.m. and we reached his home in St. Petersburg by mid afternoon.  He later drove me over to see Price, Bill, Lynn and Judy, but they were not home. 

March 19, 1961 – Lock took us all to ice cream at Howard Johnson’s.  

July 24, 1961 – Gladys and Lock arrived here today from Florida.  I had them and all the families here tonight for dinner.  

April 26, 1962 – Lock and Gladys are having some influential friends for dinner tonight.

May 24, 1962 – Beautiful day here in Florida.  Lock read us all Carrie’s long letter from home.  Lock, Lynn and I took Mary Lynn to the doctor.  Gladys and I sat and crocheted in the Florida Room tonight.
May 26, 1962 – Lock hit his head on the garage door and had to have six stitches over his eye.  

June 2, 1962 – After 2 days, Lock and Lynn drove Mary Lynn and I back home to West Virginia.
March 27, 1964 – Lock called over long distance from Florida to say that he and Gladys are flying to California today. 
 September 6, 1964 – Lock and Gladys arrived here this morning from Florida.  They went to church and took dinner over at Belle Vue with Alex and Carrie.  We went back over home tonight and Lock enjoyed the parlor.  We always enjoyed it.  Lock and I walked around the front yard, and he told me how much he cherished this home and family. We all watched Bonanza on the TV.  Lovely evening.  
August 6, 1967 – Lock arrived here this morning from Florida.  We went to see Mary Lynn.  Carrie served a lovely supper tonight at Belle Vue.  

February 6, 1970 – Lock phoned, and he and Gladys will fly to California.  

August 3, 1970 – Lock here from Florida, and we are all glad to have him.  He took me to see Mary Lynn.  Preston McLaughlin not well.  Andrew and Dottie drove me over to Belle Vue as we all sat on the porch and heard interesting stories from Lock.  

October 24, 1972 – I am so glad to be in Florida with Lock and Gladys.  My, what a lovely place to spend the winter.  I’ve been sitting in the sun all morning.  It’s so lovely here along the Gulf.  

November 8, 1972 – Lock and Gladys took Lynn to a concert last night.  Nixon elected President.  Sunset here in Florida was most beautiful.

November 9, 1972 – Lock took Lynn, Price and I out for hamburgers to celebrate Lynn’s birthday.  
November 17, 1972 – Lock and Gladys had fried chicken and ice cream as we all watched Lawrence Welk. 

November 27, 1972 – Lock and Gladys served Price and I fruit cake tonight.  Emily Becker called tonight from Birmingham and she is fine.  She took Thanksgiving dinner with CC and Jean.  

December 16, 1972 – Lockhart and Jean here in Florida for a few days and will stay with Lock and Gladys.  

December 25, 1972 – Lock, Gladys and all opened our gifts here in Florida at 4 p.m.

October 4, 1973 – Left West Virginia and we had a perfect trip to Florida at 5:00 pm.  Lock came to greet us and we had a Dr. Pepper party tonight. 

October 26, 1973 – Lock called and talked to his daughter Peggy.  Lock and I talked tonight.  I always enjoy our talks.  

December 25, 1973 – A lovely Christmas Day here in Florida with Lock and Price and Lynn.  Lock and Gladys had such a lovely dinner and we all had such a happy day.

February 16, 1974 – Lock took us all for ice cream at Howard Johnson’s. 

September 19, 1974 – Lock arrived here in West Virginia, and Alex went over to the airport to meet his plane.  Carrie had us all over to Belle Vue tonight for dinner and to be with Lock.  Lock and Alex are excited about watching the World Series together.

July 25, 1975 – Lock came today from Florida on the plane.  I was so glad to see him.  Alex and Lockhart taking him around tonight.  

October 9, 1978- Lock here from Florida to help celebrate Alex’s 91st birthday.  They stayed up late and watched the World Series.  
October 13, 1978 – Lock taking dinner with Thomas Alex and Louise.  He is to take dinner with Lockhart and Jean tomorrow night.  

October 18, 1978 – Price and Lock left at 5:00 am to return to Florida.  Alex awoke me to say good-bye.  (Note: Emily passed away in May 1980, but I think that Lock made to West Virginia a time or two before his death.    





********************************

     This is the extent of what I know of Dr. Lockhart Davis Arbuckle.  And even without the help of Emily’s diary, I remember how he loved Dr. Pepper, walks on the beach, Howard Johnson’s ice cream and watching the World Series.  As of this writing, his daughter Peggy Arbuckle Mayo lives in Tennessee and his son Dr. Lockhart Davis Arbuckle Jr. resides in Akron, OH.  I remember as a boy when Lock Jr.’s wife Julie and daughter Nancy came to Belle Vue to visit.
     On my grandfather Alex’s 100th birthday, he was interviewed by WV Daily News writer, Grace Ann Tuckwiller.  Grace Ann said, “You little brother Lock lived a different life than you.  How did you feel about him leaving for the Navy and never returning to the farm?”

     Alex just laughed and said, “Lock left all the hard work for me to do.”

     By not spending his life on the farm, Lock did live a different life than his brothers and sisters.  He passed away in Florida in February 1987, at the ripe old age of 97.  His body was returned to West Virginia for the final time and now lays to rest in the cemetery of Clifton Presbyterian Church, only one mile from where he was born.  His wife Gladys passed away in 1989 and is buried beside him.  
     I will still remember the laugh and greeting he always gave me.  “Hey there Jimmy, how are you boy?”
     Come with me in Chapter 27 as I talk about the A.M. McLaughlin family and home place.  (Please scroll down)
Dr. Lockhart Davis Arbuckle 1890-1987

Gladys Whitehead Arbuckle 1899-1989
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