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Samuel M. Allen and Sarah Kathryn Eutsler were my Great Grandparents. My
middle name, Kay, comes from her middle name in that everyone called her “Kay”
or “Kate.” They were the parents of my Grandmother Edith Elizabeth Allen, who
was the mother of my father, Kenneth Clarence (Clare) Hill. She was the favorite
relative of my father, and I was very lucky to have known her as she had a very
long life as the wife of an Ohio farmer, and beloved mother, grandmother, and
great grandmother. Sadly Samuel Allen died before I was born.

Samuel M. Allen (1859-1925) & Sarah Kathryn Eutsler (1859-1956)
By Patricia Kay Scott in 2010
Their great grand daughter.
It is difficult to write a short biography of a man I never met, but even more difficult to put into words
something about a great grandmother, whom I knew and loved. The age difference between us and the
great distances between where we often lived, left us only fleeting times together long after my great
grandfather, Samuel M. Allen, died. Fleeting - but memorable! Yet, his life and that of his wife’s. should
be remembered as much as possible other than as being a few faded photos saved in one album or several.
Samuel M. Allen and Sarah Kathryn Eutsler were married at Wilmington, Clinton County, Ohio on
the 26th day of August 1881. Both would have been 22, and they would have been living in or near the
same small town of Milledgeville, in Ohio for most of their lives.

Sam’s father,
Benjamin Franklin Allen
(my great, great grandfather.)

Sam was born on April 4, 1859 near Sabina, Ohio to Benjamin Franklin Allen (1831-1871) and
Margaret Cavender (1836-1921), both of whom had been born in Ohio. Both families can be traced back
to earlier Ohio and Pennsylvania families. (See the Allen, Cavender, Hill charts.) Sam was one of nine
children, two of whom died in infancy. He grew up with four brothers (David, William, Ebert, and
George McClellan) and two sisters (Emma and Rebecca). When Sam was 12, his father died after only
sixteen years of marriage. Margaret raised seven children alone with the help of Estey Bineger.
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Sam’s mother was known to be
“a kind neighbor and friend and
willingly gave her efficient
service in caring for the sick.”
As it seems to be very common
in the Allen family, Margaret
outlived her husband by many
years, and by the time she died
in 1929 many of her children,
including Sam, had died.

Most of the family remained farmers, but Sam Allen took work on the Railroad and worked in that
capacity for 43 years. He was an active member of the I.O.O.F. Lodge of Milledgeville for 30 years. On
Sept 24, 1925, at the age of 66 years, 5 months, and 20 days, he died. He was buried in the MilledgevillePlymouth Cemetery where many of his ancestors and family members are buried.
In a Memoir written about him, it was noted that:
He had been afflicted for several months and endured his
suffering with patience and fortitude, but it was only a few weeks ago
that it became evident to his loved ones that he could not long survive,
and on the day before his demise while conversing with his ever faithful
wife he stated that he realized that it would only be a short time until his
earthly pilgrimage would end, that his peace with God had been made
and he was ready and willing to depart.
He retained full possession of his faculties until just at the dawn
of a new day when he fell into a peaceful sleep, gently crossed the bar
and entered into the presence of the Creator and Savior of mankind. Thus
his passing was in accord with his serene life of love and devotion. In his
death the bereaved widow has lost a true and faithful husband, the
children and grandchildren a devoted parent and his friends and
neighbors a kind an sympathetic friend.
No! No! Not dead, just laid away from sight.
To slumber undisturbed through one long night….

Samuel M. Allen at various stages in his life. In the middle
photograph he is the young man standing.

Sarah Kathryn Eutsler, Sam’s wife and my great
grandmother, was the second daughter born to Abraham
Hezikiah Eutsler (1835-1881) and Nancy Anne Haley (18361921). Like the Allen family, the Eutsler and Haley families can
be traced back to earlier families in Ohio, Pennsylvania, and
other eastern states (see charts of the Eutsler and Haley
families). The Eutsler family immigrated from Germany in the
18th century.
Sarah, who most of her life was known as Kathryn, Kate, or
Kay was born in 1858 before her father, Abraham, went off to
fight in the Civil War with the 122nd Infantry Regiment of
Ohio. (See the life of Abraham Hezikiah Eutsler.) She grew up
on an Ohio farm in Milledgeville with many of her relatives. She
had an older sister, Elizabeth Jane (1857-1881 or 1883), and two
brothers, John Henry Eutster and James Ddenison Eutsler (18691950).
Sarah Kathryn Eutsler at age 16
After marrying Sam, she spent her early life raising their four children:
Edith Elizabeth Allen (1883-1970) (Mrs. Clarence Walker Hill) (my grandmother)
Cylde Mason Allen (1886-1943)
Margaret M. Allen (1890-1985) (Mrs. Earl Rankin Smith)
Nina Marie Allen (1896-1991) (Mrs. Alvin G. Ladd)
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Great Grandmother
Allen (Sarah K.
Eutsler) as I
remember her.
I think the men on
the steps are her
grandson, Keith
Hill, and perhaps,
her great grandson my brotherRichard Allen Hill.

Two of Sam and Kate’s children grew up to raise children of their own (see the Eutster charts), but
their only son, Clyde Mason Allen, died at an early age. One of his sisters, Edith (my grandmother) wrote
Kate on June 6, 1943 from the Wasatch Hotel on 3rd Street at West Temple Street in Salt Lake City this
following letter:
Dear Mother: - I got in here about noon yesterday and came to this hotel. Mrs Haffen
(Haffer?) is just as fine as we thought she must be. She took me out to the hospital to see
Clyde. He had had Marie’s letter but was not expecting me for a week or two. He is just
the same old Big Dan. His eyes are so bright and snappy. It is hard to realize he is so
seriously ill. It is his lung mother and of course it has probably been of long standing and
suddenly got worse. But Clyde does not know ho bad it is - So keep your letters cheerful
and homey as usual. He gets along O.K. until the pain starts. He is very weak of course
but he eats well - Said he had them bring him up two eggs more the other morning. He
smokes and reads. He asked about you and your garden. Said he expected you to put on
his gum boats and plant it in the rain and mud. His arms and legs are very thin but his
face is not. This pain is not continuous mostly at night. They are not giving him morphine
yet. Mrs Hoffen thought they were. He had your letter he said you did not say anything
about by vacation. I told him you did not know as I took a sudden notion to take my
vacation now and come and see him. He had been in the hospital 6 weeks yesterday. He
wants to get stronger so he can come home but the trip is so long and hard. I talked to one
of the Drs. He said it is mostly a case of nursing now and no matter how many the loving
hands we could not care for him as they could and he did not think he could make such a
trip. He did say he was much better than when he came in. This Dr. said he would
arrange for me to visit him any time in the afternoon. Visiting hours now are from 7 to 8
every evening and 2 to 3 on Sat & Sun afternoons. We stayed almost two hours
yesterday. I did not go back in the evening as I thought it might be too much for Clyde
and I was pretty tired as I had not been in a bed for only 3 hrs. since Tues. night & I had
not had my clothes off since Wed. a.m. at 4. I did get them off a little while when I was in
Kennies’s hotel & took a bath and rested a few minutes. He was so good to me. It was
surely a break for me. Mother on that night letter Clyde sent he had Birthday Greetings to
you at the top but Mrs. _____ said they would not send the message with them on as no
greetings are sent over the wires on account of the war - again now write to Clyde as
usual. Don’t let him know we know any more than he has written. It is easier for you to
write than for me to talk to him. He wondered at my coming I think. When he realizes he
will tell you I am sure. I will be with him every minute I can. I will go back tonight. I can
get a bus 2 squares from here takes me right to the hospital. He asked me to bring him
Field & Stream Magazine.
Best love, Big Sis
(On the side she wrote: I will write often. He is pretty much the same as he has been).
It was in 1943 that Clyde Mason Allen, the only son of Sam and Sarah Kathryn (Kate), died. I don’t
know if he died in Salt Lake City or got home, but he is buried next to his “Big Sis”, Edith Allen Hill, in
the Milledgeville/Plymouth Cemetery. As I grew up, he was always talked about as if he were still alive
way off somewhere. He was always the beloved son of Sam and Kate, and beloved brother of Edith,
Margaret, and Nina Marie.

On May 26th 1943 Sarah Kathryn wrote this letter to her son before he died:
My own dear boy read
your letter today not very
incouraging. Are you bedfast
I am glad you tell us just
how you are then I don’t
imagine so much Maybe
you could get a Pullman
car or they sometimes put
a cot in train so you
could lie down. I do
so hope you can get home
can you eat anything you seem
to stay so weak you should
have started home sooner
I told you I would help
Your Keith is going to pay
Me what he owes + ____ off ___
do you remember our ________
that live in Burnices house
and are such nice neighbors
he does all our moving for
the use of _______ for their small
lot her washing machine is broke
so she comes over here + washes
I wshed after she got throu
While the machine is riged up
Try your best to get well enough
To get home I think I could do
Lots of things to make you better
Here is a verse I read to mother when
She was suffering so.) + god shall
Wipe away all tears from their eyes
+ there shall be no more death neither
sorrow nor crying neither shall
there be any more pain for _____
things are passed away. She said thank
god so put your trust in him
ask him to give you strength
P.S. don’t let them operate to weak
Am going to write a card to each of girls to tell them
Just how you are Just write as
Often as you fell like it and let
Me know hope you will get well
Note: the girls she mentions would be Clyde’s sisters: Edith, Margaret, and Nina Marie. Keith
would be Clyde’s Uncle – Edith Allen Hill’s s oldest son, and Sarah Kathryn’s oldest grandson.
Apparently Clyde was still in Salt Lake City suffering from TB when this was written. How much
his death that very year must have sorrowed his mother!

Clyde

Clyde Mason Allen
“Big Dan” Age 17
On the back of this photo, which was signed by
Clyde as “Dan” he wrote: “How this look? This
is the only original rounder in the Allen family.
I’m just as happy as I look.”

1890

Clyde married at some point in his life, but had no children. Kate and Sam’s daughters,
Edith, Margaret, and Nina Marie grew up in Milledgeville.
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Edith Elizabeth Allen was Kate and Sam’s first daughter. She was born in 1883, and married
Clarence Walker Hill at the age of 17. It was not a good marriage (see her story and that of Clarence’s),
but they had three children: Keith Allen Hill (1904-1986), Kenneth Clarence “Clare” Hill, my father,
(1909-1966), and Jerry Walker Hill (born Clarence Walker Hill, Jr.) 1918-2002). All three of Kate’s Hill
grandchildren grew up in nearby Springfield and Columbus, Ohio, and the boys spent may summers
down on the farm with their beloved grandmother. Kate even lived long enough to know the children of
her three Hill grandson’s. I was among those fortunate children who grew up knowing my Great
Grandmother Allen, and her daughters.

I remember Sarah Kathryn Eutsler Allen in Milledgeville as a loving, sweet, quiet woman, who
loved to garden. My Father, Kenneth Hill, was especially fond of his Grandmother Allen - Kate as he
called her at times. As often as we could, while we lived in Ohio, we drove to Milledgeville and visited
her and her daughter, Margaret, who continued to live there.
Margaret was born in 1890 to Kate and Sam, and married Earl Rankin Smith (1889-1972). They
raised a family in Milledgeville, and provided Kate with more wonderful grandchildren to join her many
cousins and their children in the local community.
Nina Marie was bone in 1896 and married Alvin G. Ladd. She became a school teacher, but spent
her life near Milledgeville and Springfield, Ohio. She had no children. As the “last leaf on the tree,” as
she called herself, Nina Marie cared for her mother until Kate died in 1956. At the time of her death, Kate
she was living in a small garden apartment of Nina Marie’s while Marie, whose husband had died in
1931, taught at Springfield High School. When I arrived in Springfield in 1957 to attend Wittenberg,
Marie was still sleeping on her living room couch, as she hadn’t yet been able to go back to bed in her
mother’s room. Til the end of her life, in 1991, Marie missed her beloved mother.

A glimpse of Sarah Kathryn Eutsler Allen’s character and life can be seen in this that she read in
church on her 90th birthday:
Not Growing Old
They say that I am growing old,
I’ve heard them tell it times untold
In language plain and bold But I’m not growing old.
This frail old shell in which I dwell
Is growing old, I know full well But I am not the shell.
What if my hair is turning grey?
Grey hairs are honorable, they say.
What if my eyesight’s growing dim?
I still can see to follow Him
Who sacrificed His life for me
Upon the cross of Calvary.
What should I care if times’ old plow
Has left its furrows on my brow?
Another house, not made with hand,
Awaits me in the glory land.
What though I falter in my walk?
What though my tongue refuse to talk?
I still can tread the narrow way,
I still can watch, and praise, and pray.
My hearing may not be as keen
As in the past it may have been,
Still I can hear my Savior say,
In whispers soft, “This is the way.”
The outward man, do what I can
To lengthen out his life’s short span
Shall perish, and return to dust,
As everything in nature must.
The inward man, the Scriptures say,
Is growing stronger every day.
Then how can I be growing old
When safe within my Saviour’s fold?
Ere long my soul shall fly away,
And leave this tenement of clay,
This robe of flesh I’ll drop and rise
To seize the “everlasting prize.”
I’ll meet you on the streets of gold,
And prove that I’m not growing old.
I don’t know if she wrote that poem or read it from a book, but after that day in church she
lived for years. She was buried in the Milledgeville-Plymouth Cemetery with loved ones next to
her bellowed husband, whom she had lived without for 31 years. Later her daughters were buried
nearby.

Another glimpse of Sarah Kathryn Eutsler Allen’s character and love for her children can be seen in
this letter written to her eldest daughter, Edith, and Edith’s husband, Clarence Walker Hill in 1903.
Trust in the lord for he surely will provide.
At home in Milledgeville O
Dec.23, 1903
My own dear children will send
you a letter for a Xmas gift as I haven’t anything else to send
we sent you a box this morning
on the train and paid the express
will try and tell you what each
one gave you. Clyde the wash bowl &
pitcher. Grandma the foot-stood and
chicken grapes mince meat, apples flakes. grand
pa- the candy. I put in the nuts and raison
+ Buns _____ and done all of the fussing
around to get the box off in due time
hope you will injoy it - grandma
said for you to put your dear little feet
on the stool + think of her poor old gradpa he
helped to take the box down to the deport
inclosed find five dollars from
your papa and Brother. Clyde &
I was sitting here alone Monday
and I said do you know what I would love to do and he said
what is it - and I said send the
kids five dollars for a Xmas gift
he says all right - Ill give my part
your papa was right - in so you
see it -was all planned Monday
but we wanted you to get
it fast. Oh I almost forgot to tell
you your papa got second prize on
the railroad $15.00 that helped some
you should have seen him he
was so tickled. That with his wages
made $60.00 all in _____. we
are all out of debt paid dock
the other day. I saw this morn
(Doctor Mathews) said tell both of you
he sends his best + wished you
a happy Xmas now we have tried
to make it as happy for you as
we can now don’t try to send us
anything we don’t want you to pay
for what we five you we know
how it is to be just starting out
expecting a foot-ball player Ha. Ha.
however we never had but on of that
kind but he is surely a sport too
much so. But old dan has a heart
in him as big as a teakettle and
would give the last cent to make
some one feel food

he get the girls a heart of chewing
gum all trimed off nice. Don’t know
when he will get another job
you ought to see him eat poor kid.
I wish I was rich and could keep
my kids with me always. Well I
will try and be on hands when this
champayon Ball player arrives and give
him his first degree. listen at one
saying him we might get a dishwasher
what’s the dif so its all right
we surely all join in wishing
you a happy Xmas and new Years
don’t Marie’s letter kill you your
papa is reading his letter and
braging on her. but I told her it
looked like the dogs had rooled
it she is an all right kid
full of life and fun
Edythe this ____ I have been
making pies take aples + cut the
raisons up and mix them together
they make fine pies + took a qt
can of apples this eve + _ _
of raisens in it - made 3 1/2 pies
they are fine we have been living
on beans still have plenty of
turnips and krout. the worst is
getting any meat fit to eat my
chickens are about played out all
that I want to kill. oh how I would like
to peep in at the window when
you open that box I can just see
them big eyes of Clars hope it will
reach all right. glad you love each
other and are happy
and get it takes
money to back it all up.
Edythe am glad your health has been so good
hope you will be stronger (after the
Ball is over) well will close
wishing you all the good luck this old
world can offer always look for the
silver lining in the black clouds and
remember the lord will proved
Mamma
What more can be said. Sam and Kate Allen, my Great Grandmother and Grandfather, had a hard
but good American life “down on the farm.” They had their faith, the love of each other, a strong sense of
being part of a rural village, and had brothers, sisters, cousins, aunts, uncles, and many related children
around them. They lived a hard but joyous life among the many Allen, Eutsler, Smith family members of
Milledgeville, Ohio - even as they lost a few members of the family along the way.
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1. Emma Allen (daughter of Benjamin F. Allen & Margaret Cavender) (1861-1946) (m. John Plymire)
2. One of Emma and John Plymire’s sons
3. Samuel M. Allen (son of Benjamin F. Allen & Margaret Cavender (1859-1925) (my Great Grandfather)
4. Margaret Allen (daughter of Samuel M. Allen and Sarah Kathryn Eutsler Allen) (1890-1985)
5. Sarah Kathryn Eutsler Allen (wife of Sam Allen) (1859-1956) (my Great Grandmother)
6. Edith Allen (daughter of Samuel M. Allen and Sarah Kathryn Eutsler Allen) (1883-1970) (my Grandmother)
7. Rebecca “Becky” Allen (daughter of Benjamin F. Allen & Margaret Cavender) (1866-1933)
8. Elbert Allen (son of Benjamin F. Allen & Margaret Cavender) (1870-1927)
9. Lou Allen (Daughter of William Allen) (m. Joe East)
10. Viola Allen (daughter of William Allen) (m. James Smith)
11.
12. David E. Allen (son of Benjamin F. Allen & Margaret Cavender) (1864-1939)
13. One of Emman and John Plymire’s sons
14. John Plymire (husband of Emma Allen) (1856-1916)
15.
16.
17. Clyde Mason Allen (Only son of Samuel M. Allen & Sarah Kathryn Eutsler Allen (1886-1943)
18. George McClellan Allen (son of Benjamin F. Allen & Margaret Cavender (1867-1953)
19.
20. Margaret Cavender (wife of Benjamin F. Allen) (1836-1921)
21. Cora Allen (daughter of William Allen) (1880-1968) (m. John Wilson)
22. William Allen (son of Benjamin F. Allen & Margaret Cavender) (1858-1921)
23. Mary Alice Cook (wife of David E. Allen) (1869-1941?)
24. Forest Allen (son of David E. Allen and Mary Alice Cook) (1892-?)
25. Alta Allen (daughter of David Allen and Mary Alice Cook) (1894-1967)
26. Margaret ?Meg? Allen (daughter of William Allen ) (1885-1952)
27. Charles Allen (son of William Allen) (1889-192) (m. Alda Eversmith)
28. Lucy Allen (daughter of William Wallen) (1887/88-1969) (m. Harry Burris)
29. Marian Allen (one of David Allen’s children) (m. ---Whitehead)
Note: William, Elbert, David, George McClellan, Allen were brothers of Samuel M. Allen
Emma and Rebecca Allen, were a sisters of Samuel M. Allen

Her Obituary
Mrs. Kathryn Allen
Mrs. Kathryn Allen (better known as “Kate”), the daughter of Nancy Ann and
Abraham Eutsler, was born in Ross County on april 30, 1859, and passed away at the age of 96
years at 8:40 A.M. February 13, 1956, at the Phillips Rest Home in Springfield, Ohio, after a long
illness.
She spent 74 years of her life in the Milledgeville Community in Fayette County,
Ohio, and was the oldest resident there, before going to Springfield to make her home with her
Daughter -- Mrs. Nina Marie Ladd. Mrs. Allen was a Charter Member of the Milledgeville
Woman’s society of Christian service and a Member of the Milledgeville Methodist Church,
where for many years she enjoyed an active part in Church activities until her health prevented
her from attending. She loved her garden and flowers but her primary interest was her family.
Her husband --Samuel Allen, passed away in 1928, and also a son - Clyde- preceded
her in death. Mrs. Allen is survived by three daughters -- Mrs. G. A. Ladd, of Springfield; Mrs.
Earl Smith, of Washington Court House; Mrs. Edith Hill of Springfield; five Grandchildren and
eight Great-Grandchildren. She also leaves a multitude of friends as she was respected by all who
knew her and will be remembered for her sense of humor and sweet smile.
God calls our live ones, but we lose not wholly
What He hath given;
They live on earth, in thought and deed, as truly
As in His Heaven.

Sarah Kathryn Eutsler Allen 30 April 1859- 3 February 1956

