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Chapter 28

   Stories from Belle Vue Farm



“A Cousin and a Queen”



 
  By Jim Arbuckle


       My fond memories of Margaret Lynn McLaughlin
    Ever since I was a teenager I kept a diary of special events, happenings, and a journal on special people that I was not only fond of, but people who touched my life.  One of those many people was a lady named Lynn. 
     Lynn was a first cousin of my father, Thomas Alex Arbuckle, and a daughter of Lee and Julia Arbuckle McLaughlin, and was born in Hillsboro, WV on November 9, 1910.  She and her twin brother Preston were blessed with brothers, Andrew and Alexander, and a sister, Elizabeth Price, who we all called, Price.  She was not only a faithful sister to Lynn, but a close friend all of her life.  
     While most of my memories of Lynn were in West Virginia, however my first memory of Lynn was when my family visited Lynn and her family in Florida in the early 1960’s.  

     In the early 1970’s, Lynn and her sister Price began spending summers with their Aunt Emily Sydenstricker, where they provided help, but most of all comfort and company.  I always visited Aunt Emily several times a month, so I was always happy to see and chat with Price and Lynn.

     Many times when I would arrive, Price would say, “Jimmy, sit down and tell me something.” 

     I would always laugh and tell her that I did not know anything, but Price would laugh and say,”Well, certainly you know something.  Tell me a tall tale, or tell me something.”  
     Most evenings I did have something to tell her, but when there was a time that I did not have a good yarn to share, Price would give me a frown/smile combination and say, “If you don’t have anything to tell me, then I’m going to bed.”

     And on many of those evenings when Price would go to bed, Lynn and I would talk for hours.  I always knew that Lynn was a polite and kind lady, but I soon began to see what a caring and Christian cousin I had. 
     Colonel William Unger was the love of Lynn’s life.  They were married in 1939, and for nearly 30 years they were a Christian example of man and wife.  Lynn told me many stories of her happy days with her husband, and while many escape me, the positive and romantic time of their life is well imprinted in my mind.  But what I never will forget is how Lynn always addressed her husband when recalling these old times.  “My dear Bill or that dear sweet Bill Unger,” she would say with a smile on her face.  That only further showed the love and respect they had for one another.  
     Lynn also had another love of her life; and that was her daughter Judy. During this time Judy was married and living in another state.
     Lynn was always interested in everything about my life; meaning that she was a person who you could really talk to.  I always thought, if I didn’t have such a good mother, Lynn would have surely filled the role.  

     In these early years of the 1970’s, I was friends with a boy named Jim Morrison.  They were originally from Marlinton, and Price had known both of his parents.  Jim had married a lady named Betty and Betty had a 12 year old daughter named Debbie who lived with them.  And that resulted with friction between Debbie and her biological father.  Some evenings I would stop and see Jim, where many times I would help Debbie with her homework.  Debbie was very quiet and reserved, but once she gained my trust, she would tell me about the problems that occurred between her and her real father.  I certainly wasn’t a counselor or a miracle worker, but I would always tell her how I felt about a situation and tried to give her the best advice possible.
    “Well, that is nice, Jimmy.” Lynn said one evening after I told her about Debbie. “I think it is good that you are trying to help that little girl.”

     And with each evening that I stopped, Lynn would ask about Debbie and how she was doing.  I would tell her that she and her father were still fighting, but I was still trying to encourage and advise her.  “Jimmy!” Lynn said one evening.  “I know what you are doing is good, but what she really needs is to go to church.  Why don’t you invite her to church sometime?”
    “I don’t know about that,” I said.  “People will not know what to think.”

    “Jimmy” Lynn said, “If you are worried about that, let Debbie sit with me.  People are not going to think anything.”

     Lynn was correct, but still Debbie was not a church person.  I mentioned the idea of coming to church and sitting with my cousin, but she never said anything, and when Debbie never gave you an answer, that told you that she was not interested.  

     But over those summer months, Lynn continued to ask about Debbie.  “That little ole girl interests me,” Lynn laughed one evening while we were talking.  “Jimmy, why don’t you bring her up sometime?  I would like to meet and talk to her.”
     I told Debbie, and a week later I brought her up to meet Lynn.  Debbie was shy at first, but Lynn was kind to her, and in a few minutes both were in their little world of girl conversation.  I was back and forth talking to Aunt Emily and Price, but I remember Lynn telling her all about her wonderful life with Bill Unger.  “I just hope that someday you will meet a wonderful man like I did,” Lynn told Debbie as they sat side by side on the sofa.  “I am so glad that Jimmy brought you up to see me, and I hope you come up and see us again.”
     Debbie enjoyed the visit and really liked Lynn, but anyone who knew Lynn, knew that she was an easy lady to like.

     No one could talk about Lynn Unger without mentioning the Lawrence Welk Show.  In fact, she, Price and Aunt Emily all loved watching Lawrence Welk.  When my granddad Alex made his home with Aunt Emily in the late 1970’s, he too liked Lawrence Welk, so if you would stop on a Saturday night, you would find all four sitting around the TV watching Lawrence Welk.  And not only were they watching, but insisted that you stay and watch as well.  So if you think that you could stop on Saturday night to just say hello, and not watch Lawrence Welk, you had better think again. 
     I remember one time Lynn told me how much she liked the song, “Champagne Time.”  She always enjoyed hearing it when performed on Lawrence Welk.  I knew that my mother had a Lawrence Welk album, so when I checked to see the list of songs, I was happy to see that one of the songs was Champagne Time.  So one hot summer night, I took the album and my little record player over to Aunt Emily’s, and Lynn enjoyed listening to the album especially Champagne Time.  

     Lynn and Price also loved to watch the TV shows, “To Tell the Truth” and “What’s My Line.”  They were on in the afternoons, and sometimes when I would stop in they would be engulfed with these little enlightening 30 minute game shows. They were fun shows to watch and it was just as much fun to watch Lynn and Price trying to guess the answers. 
     One summer night in 1972, Lynn and I were talking and she said that she wanted to ask me a silly question.  Lynn was out in her car about every day, either grocery shopping and visiting family or friends.  And while driving, she had been hearing this certain song that she liked and was not sure of the name.
    “Its kind of a funny song,” Lynn said with a laugh.  “It is bye, bye, Miss American Pie.  Drove my Chevy to the levy, but the levy was dry.
  Have you ever heard that song?”

    “Yeah,” I said.  “It’s American Pie” by Don McLean.  All they play on the radio is two versus of the song.  I have the album which has the complete song which is six versus.”
    Oh my goodness,” Lynn laughed.  “I did not know it had that many versus.  Well, I think it is a nice and different little song, and it is always on the radio every time I get in the car.”

     So, several evenings later, I loaded up my little record player and my 33 album of “American Pie” and headed over to Aunt Emily’s.  

    “Oh Jimmy!” Lynn laughed as I walked in the door with my player and record.  “You didn’t have to bring that over.  It is nice that you did, but you did not have to go to all that trouble.”

    “It’s no trouble,” I said as I put the plug in the wall.  You like the song, and I thought you would enjoy hearing the complete song.”
     As the record began to play, Lynn began to smile when she heard, “A long, long time ago.  I can still remember how that music used to make me smile.  And I knew if I had my chance that I could make those people dance and maybe they’d be happy for awhile.  But February made me shiver.  With every paper I’d deliver.  Bad news on the doorstep, I couldn’t take one more step.  I can’t remember if I cried when I read about the widow bride.  But something touched me deep inside.  The day the music died.  So bye, bye, Miss American Pie.  Drove the Chevy to the levee but the levee was dry.  And them good ole boys were singing whiskey and rye singing this would be the day that I would die, this would be the day that I would die.”
    “Does that song make any sense to you?” Lynn said after we listened to the next five versus. “The words are kind of nice, but they don’t make any sense.”

    “I know,” I said.  “I always thought it sounded like six different songs with the same tune. I think it was written about Buddy Holly after he died in a plane crash.”

    “Oh it was,” Lynn said.  “Jimmy, I certainly appreciate you bringing this over and playing for me.

     But while Lynn was a kind and genteel lady, she also had a fiery and stern side.  I had never seen this side of her until a visit in the mid 1970’s.  My father and I had some small machinery items stored in the old chicken house behind Aunt Emily’s house.  I pulled in one afternoon to check on an item when I saw Lynn standing in the driveway with a serious frown on her face.  “Hi Lynn,” I said as I got out of the truck.  “Is there anything wrong?”
    “Jimmy, I am so mad,” she said.  “There was a man who was here with his dog, and he was yelling and talking mean to the dog.  I went out and saw the man kicking the dog.  I don’t know what the poor dog did, but when he saw me coming out on the porch, he became quiet and stopped kicking the poor dog. The poor dog was yelping and when the man saw me, he spoke and asked me how I was.  I was so mad that I went out to the road and told him to come here! When he asked me what was wrong, I told him that I had seen him kick that dog today and before.  I told him I was a patient lady, but if I ever saw him mistreating that poor dog again that I would call the law and have him prosecuted.”
   “Gosh!” I said.  “What did he say when you told him that?”

    “Oh he looked at me and said that he was not hurting the dog,” Lynn said.  “I told him that I knew better and I meant what I said.  Jimmy, so help me, but if I see that man mistreating that dog again, I will call the law!”

     So I knew then and there that my cousin Lynn had a tough side under her kind and lady like manner.  

     There were so many visits during those summer months of the 1970’s.  After Aunt Emily sadly passed away in 1980, Lynn and Price’s visits to Greenbrier County became less.  Lynn and I wrote and talked on the phone several times a year, and during those letters and calls, Lynn would always invite us down to Florida for a visit.  I always wanted to go, and always talked of going, but work always kept me away.  In the summer of 1987, while talking to Lynn on the phone, she asked when we were coming to Florida for a visit.  
     We all had only seen each other at a couple of times in the 80’s, so a trip to Florida to see Lynn and Price would be nice, but finding the time was my problem.  

     At the time, I was cheerleading director at West Virginia University, and in the early fall of 1987, the basketball schedule came out and WVU was to play in a Thanksgiving Holiday Tournament in Tampa, FL.  I did not think anything about it at the time, because the cheerleaders rarely traveled to any away basketball games, except to conference tournaments, but when I thought, Tampa, the first person I thought of was Lynn Unger.  
     I called and told Lynn, and she immediately told me that I should come.  I told her that I was thinking the very same thing, but I was not sure if the athletic department would send the cheerleaders, but I was going to talk to them and see.  Lynn was excited, wished me luck and told me to let her know. 
    Well, the cheerleaders were excited too, but the athletic department did not share my sediments to cheer the tournament in Tampa.  My wife and I were both disappointed, and when I called Lynn, she was her usual upbeat and cheerful self.  “Jimmy!” Lynn said over the phone.  “Can’t you and your wife come down and see us anyway?  Price is all excited and said to tell you that you all can stay in her apartment.  I’d hate to have to tell Price that you all are not coming.”
     “I really want to come,” I told her.  “The tournament is November 27 and 28th.  I’ll talk it over with Gail and check on some airline reservations, and let you know.”

    “And Jimmy,” Lynn said.  “If you are going to fly, a limousine will take you right from the airport to Gulfport.”
     I thanked Lynn, told her that I would be in touch.
    I did some checking and we planned on arriving on Monday evening, November 23rd and leaving the following Monday, November 30th.  “That will be just fine,” Lynn said when I called her on November 5th.  “You just keep us informed, and Price will be happy that you all are coming.”
     We were happy, too about going to Florida, but all that changed when Lynn’s brother Andrew McLaughlin was in the hospital with a heart attack.  While we were all on edge, Lynn called the night of November 16th that Andrew had suffered another heart attack and was critical.  I did not know if we should cancel our trip or not, but when I called Lynn, she told us to come on as planned.  She said if something happened to Andrew, she and Price would probably not be able to come to WV to the funeral.  All that Lynn asked was that we keep Andrew in our prayers.
     On the morning of November 17th, my mother phoned and gave me the sad news that Andrew had died.  I called Lynn, and found her strong and cheerful.  That evening we went to Wallace & Wallace Funeral Home for the wake.  We got to see June Price and Alice Ann. 

     November 18, 1987- We all went to Andrew’s graveside service at Clifton Presbyterian Church, and then to the service at Old Stone as Dr. Apperson conducted.  I called Lynn that night and told her about the funeral and that I had seen and talked to Judy at the service.
     Gail and I flew out of Roanoke the morning of November 23rd and reached Tampa around 4pm.  We took a limousine and reached Gulfport an hour later and Lynn and Price were waiting.  We were all glad to see each other.  We all ate supper, talked and Gail and I spent the night in Price’s apartment, as Price moved in with Lynn. 
     It was a great week as Lynn took us everywhere.  The mornings were either to the grocery store or the drug store.  The afternoons were to the beach or the Tyrone Shopping Mall, and always lunch and supper in the Florida Room.  I attended a tournament game in Tampa as WVU beat BYU Hawaii, and the next day I spoke to the HS cheerleaders at nearby Boca Ceiga High School.  Neighbor ladies Sara and Florence joined us for Thanksgiving Dinner, and with each evening, Lynn and I would drive to a nearby Seven-Eleven and enjoy a Slurp drink.  And there was a pool where you could go for a swim anytime you wanted.  One afternoon Lynn drove us to Majestic Towers, the tall apartment complex where Uncle Lock and Aunt Gladys had lived after they sold their home in St. Augustine, FL.   
     But when things are going good there sometimes comes misunderstandings, but when you have a wise and patient cousin like Lynn Unger, then peace and understanding will be restored, and that was what happened on the last two days of our visit.

    We were on the fifth day of our seven day stay when I overheard Price asking Lynn when we were going home.  “Don’t talk so loud,” Lynn said with a whisper.  “Jimmy may hear you.”
    “I don’t care if he does hear me,” Price said in a louder voice.  “I didn’t know they were going to stay down here this long.”

    I walked in and said, “Price, do you want us to leave?”

    “No she does not want you to leave,” Lynn said trying to calm the storm. 

    “I can speak for myself!” Price said.  “I just asked how long you all were going to stay.”

    “We are going to leave the day after tomorrow,” I said.  “Maybe it would be better if we go to a hotel.”
    “Jimmy,” Lynn said.  “It’s been a long day and we all are tired.  Let’s go to bed and as Aunt Emily used to say, it will all be better in the morning.”

     As Price walked out of the room, I told Lynn that we should have only stayed for a day or two and not a week.  
   “I think it is best that Gail and I go to a hotel in the morning,” I said.  “Price wants her apartment back and now I see that we have stayed too long.”

    “Now, I want you to listen to me,” Lynn said.  “You have to understand that Price often times says things that she does not mean.  She says things to me everyday, but I just don’t pay any attention to her.”
    “But, Price has a point,” I said.   “We should have only stayed for a couple of days.”

    “Jimmy!” Lynn laughed.  “Aren’t you listening to anything I am saying to you?  When I first said that you were all coming down, there was no one any more excited than Price McLaughlin.  Last week, she asked me every day, the day you all were coming.  And the day you all came, she asked me every hour what time your plane would arrive.  She was excited and she does not want you all to leave.  I bet in the morning, Price will want you all to stay another week.”
    “Okay,” I said giving Lynn a hug.  

    “Go get Gail,” Lynn said.  “We will go to the Seven-Eleven and get us a Dr. Pepper.  And you can drive my car.”

     The next morning was Sunday, and as Lynn was serving us breakfast in the kitchen, Price walked in.  “Good morning,” I said to Price as she sat down at the table.
    “Do you all want to go to dinner today?” Price said.  “I’m buying.  So you’d better not say no.”

     After getting up and giving Price a kiss on the cheek, Gail and I quickly accepted, and we all enjoyed dinner, and Gail and I enjoyed our final day.
     The next morning we got up and washed our clothes, where Lynn fixed us lunch in the Florida Room.  After a quick swim in the pool, we said a thank-you and goodbye to Lynn and Price - took the limo to Tampa and reached Roanoke at 8pm.  Preston and Virginia Bell picked us up at the airport where we all ate a late evening dinner at Shoney’s. 
>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>> 
     Lynn and I kept in contact through letters and phone calls.  I remember calling and talking to her in January 1994 after Price passed away.  As the years passed and as Lynn began to grow older, our communication was less, but still we would talk occasionally on the phone.  My cousin Jane Lewis called me on January 12, 2002 and told me the sad news that Lynn had passed away in Florida.  
     These are just a few of the fond memories that I have of Margaret Lynn McLaughlin Unger.   Her friendly personality and caring attitude will always be remembered.  And every time I see a Lawrence Welk show on Public TV, I immediately think of Lynn and Price in front of the TV with Aunt Emily by their side. 


Written by Jim Arbuckle in 2002 in memory of Margaret Lynn McLaughlin Unger


Photos Courtesy of Lynn Unger & Emily Sydenstricker
      I have known people who have visited friends and relatives, and have just stayed too long.  And that is exactly what Gail and I did. But I made a mistake, but we all had a good time, and it all turned out okay.

    Come with me in Chapter 29 as I recall a brutal Indian massacre in Greenbrier County in the 1700’s. 
To view a few pictures of Lynn, Price and Aunt Emily on a short slide show of this chapter, go to VIDEO, and “A Cousin and a Queen.” Music by none other than Lawrence Welk. 
