
"I came to this state in 1840. Decatur had but one house in it and it was all woods and Indians were plenty. 
There were 400 in one camp. It was a very lonesome place, but we had our pleasures as well as our 
sorrows. We had many happy meetings: we went summer and winter. I will tell you how we went. When 
the weather was good we walked, but when it was too bad to walk, we went with our oxteam. We took all 
of the children with us; we didn't leave them at home as they do now. We had a mile and three-quarters to 
go to meeting. The brush was cut out and the trees blased (sic) so we could find our way. I went to church 
one Sunday and I had went about a quarter of a mile when I saw a big black bear lying on a log in the sun 
asleep. It was about fifteen feet from me. I run, and lost the road, but I went on and came out where I knew 
the place and I went on to church, and when I came back the bear was gone. 
 
We had no saw mills, no planks, had puncheon for floors and clapboard tables: a log house and no 
partition in it, one window and a fire place and a clay hearth, and nothing to make doors out of. Hung a 
quilt up at the door and then put the clapboard table against it to keep the wolves out at night. A panther 
ate up our little dog. It was a picnic to go to a new country to live. We had plenty to eat. Had honey, wild 
turkey and deer. We went to Fort Wayne for our flour. We raised our children carefully and prayerfully, 
and I hope parents will be more careful to love their children and raise them in the fear of God and with 
kindness. Do not whip with a stick, but with kind words, for kindness is a pleasure and makes happy 
children, and when you go to church take all of the children along with you. 
 
I live in the city of Decatur, and I have a pleasant home, although a lonely widow. I am eighty years old. I 
have lived a Christian life for sixty-four years. I feel that nothing can move, that I am founded on the rock, 
Christ Jesus, how glorious it is to live a Christian life. I hope all will come in to the fold of Christ and be 
saved. 
 
My first husband died and left me with eight children, and with the help and grace of God I kept them 
together. The two oldest children, Elizabeth and William Fisher, were both preachers: they had a good 
father, a man of God. 
 
Yours truly, 
Rachel Elzey" 
 
Contributed by Debbie Lewis – unknown source 
 
***** 
 
From the biography of Elisha Vance Elzey 
 
In October, 1882, Mr. Elzey married Mrs. Rachel Fisher, who was born in Frederick County, Virginia, 
March 18, 1816, was reared and married in that State to Lewis Fisher, and removed to Clinton County, 
Ohio, in 1834, and lived there until her family came to this county in 1840, settling on a farm adjoining Mr. 
Elzey's. They then sold out and removed to French Township, where Mr. Fisher died April 18,1854. He 
was born October 26, 1810, in Virginia, where he was reared and married. He died leaving nine children - 
Elizabeth, William, Thomas, Mary, Clinton, Catherine, Delphey, Ann and Melissa. One child, Samantha, 
died at the age of thirteen months, previous to the father's death. Of these eight children, four are living, 
two sons and two daughters. 
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