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Remembering the TFA R eunion at 
Salt Lake City 

By Garland Thayer 
 

    How shall I describe the experiences provided for 
the Thayer Family Association Reunion in Salt Lake 
City, Utah, June 21-25, 2006? Exciting? Wonderful? 
Fantastic? Yes, it was all, and a real adventure for 
Jean and me, two Tennesseans who had never been 
to the land of clear, blue skies and low humidity 
before. Allergies were non-existent, and my arthritis 
took a vacation. What a blessed relief from the 
seasonal humidity and sultry environment of East 
Tennessee! 
    What our hosts, Patricia and Don Muno, their 
family and others, packed into four days surely took 
a year of intense planning and work. Hundreds of 
hours were spent. The result, however, was that 120 
plus cousins from Massachusetts to California, and 
from Michigan to Texas enjoyed the fruits of 
dedicated planning and labor, and went home with 
fond memories to last a lifetime.  
    On my and Jean’s journey to Utah, my nephew, 
Mark Orfield and wife, Suzanne, picked us up in 
Limestone and transported us to the Atlanta airport. 
Because our plane had been overbooked, Mark and 
Suzanne opted to catch a later one, and let Jean and 
me go on to Dallas for connection with another 
flight to Salt Lake City. After that decision he got to 
thinking that we might have trouble making the 
transfer, that the extensive walking might be too 
much for me, and that we might miss the plane to 
Utah; so he called Dallas and told whoever that two 
seniors would need wheelchairs. When we arrived 
the wheel chair attendants were waiting, calling our 
names. Hilarious! But we opted to walk and let them 
lead us. We had a two hour wait but everything 
worked out until we arrived in Salt Lake City. There 

I didn’t have sense enough to know that I had to call 
Plaza Hotel to arrange our pickup. Poor Mark and 
Suzanne! They had to wait in Atlanta for seven 
hours; however, the airline clerk felt so badly about 
separating Mark from his “parents” that they put him 
and Suzanne on a direct flight to Utah for an extra 
$25.  
    On our return trip home we had seats together but 
some ticket clerk had not punched Suzanne’s ticket, 
so Security did their thing and kept her off the plane, 
delaying its leaving for 45 minutes, which put us in 
Atlanta at midnight. Anyway, our inconveniences 
with security and the airlines were forgotten as we 
talked about our reunion experiences. We were 
grateful for all the things we got to do and see, and 
for the accompanying feelings and emotions. 
    The Salt Lake City Plaza Hotel was the meeting 
place with a block of rooms priced very reasonable 
for TFA attendees. We, like most others, had made 
our reservations and prepaid for certain meals and 
tours over a period of several months. Our arrival 
Wednesday afternoon at the downtown hotel was a 
happy occasion. Patricia’s hand-sewn welcome 
banner was up, greeters were at the registration 
table, maps and posters to inform us of events were 
on display, and Patricia and Don were circulating 
among the arrivals with welcoming remarks and 
hugs. In our hotel room we relaxed for a good nights 
rest and looked forward to the coming events. 
    Breakfast Thursday morning got us off to a good 
start. There in the hotel dining room we met, ate, and 
shared fellowship with cousins we had previously 
met. How good it felt to be known and loved as 
members of the Thayer family. 
    The highlight of the day was a tour at “This Is The 
Place” Living Village, and lunch at Gardner Village.  
At “This Is The Place” we learned the importance of 
Brigham Young to the Mormon movement, 
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observed a covered wagon and the granite 
monument to the first Mormon settlers. We visited 
the barnyard with its animals, notably a huge bull, 
and delighted in visiting the one room school. There 
we made comparisons with our own school days as 
the school “Marm” in period dress demonstrated 
pioneer teaching and discipline. We visited the store 
where various items were for sale. I regret that I did 
not buy Jean, a reading teacher, a set of McGuffey 
Readers! We stopped by the barber shop and I 
received a “haircut”. There were other buildings, 
too, but my legs gave out before I could visit them 
all, still I was grateful for the exercise. It felt good to 
get back on the tour bus and head for Gardner 
Village. 
    There, in what was formerly an old mill, we ate 
lunch, then visited the various shops that had been 
established adjacent to the restaurant. These included 
a quilt shop, a candle shop, jewelry store, and 
various craft shops. Don Muno observed that 
everyone was having a great experience and had 
visitation time extended. 
    Friday provided us with two splendid events. The 
first was a tour to Olympic Village and Park City. 
How exciting! We stood on top of the world where it 
was said by our tour guide that forty thousand 
people stood during the 2002 Olympics and where 
the bobsledders and skiers pushed off. It was said to 
be at the highest altitude of any ski slope in the 
world. Many pictures were taken. I treasure one of 
James Loren Thayer, his wife Michelle, and their 
grand-daughter, Alexa, in a bobsled with James’ 
father, Richard James, pushing. At age 97 he 
demonstrated more stamina and enthusiasm for 
walking and seeing everything than most of us who 
were much younger. He was an inspiration, and I 
admire him greatly. Inside the Olympic museum 
were displays of Olympic medals, uniforms of 
champions, and various other attractions.  
    At Park City the bus let us off at the top end of the 
street, allowing us to walk downhill to the pickup 
point. Our time for visiting the shops was limited 
because our stomachs were begging for lunch; so we 
had to eat at one of the food places. Nevertheless, on 
our way downhill we admired store fronts, and 
reminisced about the Old West. Some of us even 
found an old-fashioned ice cream stand.  All in all, 
Park City was a fun event. 

    Friday night we celebrated [with] family at 
“Thayeritage”. It was a great evening of fellowship 
and fun orchestrated by the Muno Family, Curtis and 
Donna Thayer, and others. It took place in a room 
adorned with pictures, books, and family mementoes 
from the lines of Thomas, Richard, and Nathaniel 
Thayer, and featured vendors who had interesting 
historical and genealogical offerings for sale. Curtis 
and Donna Thayer did a great job of getting all 
involved, and Patricia’s creative historical drama, for 
which I was honored to be narrator, received loud 
applause. So did the journey among Thayer 
ancestors that was presented in an amazing Digital 
video by Don Muno, with Don speaking  through the 
lips of Sylvanus Thayer. Humorous but captivating!  
Outstanding! I hope I can get a copy!  
    Also, at Thayeritage, Curtis and Donna Thayer 
promoted a raffle for a lovely vintage quilt, donated 
by Martha Thayer Evans of Albuquerque, NM, and 
made by her mother and grandmother, with the 
generous proceeds going to TFA. (A story on this 
quilt appeared in the June Thayer Quarterly.) TFA is 
appreciative. We are also grateful to the Munos and 
all others who provided favors for attendees at the 
SLC meeting. I must mention the ball point pens 
donated by Jackelyn and Chesley Culp of Centennia, 
CO. Mine came in very handy, and each time I use it 
I think of them. 
    The guest of honor and speaker of the evening 
was General James Burdett Thayer, a man through 
whom a sense of integrity, courage and wisdom 
shined brightly. 
    Saturday’s main activities were a luncheon, the 
annual TFA Membership meeting, and a banquet.  
Judy Thayer in an e-mail to me aptly described these 
occasions. “The luncheon buffet of cold cuts, 
cheeses, salads, fruits, and several types of breads 
were munificent.” And the business meeting in the 
afternoon “featured the election of new officers, 
those being Albert Thayer Morton, President; Kate 
Weldon Kuzmich, Vice President; James Loren 
Thayer, Secretary, and Judith L. Young-Thayer, 
Treasurer. New TFA-Directors/Board members 
elected were: John Garland Thayer -2006-2008, R. 
Clinton Thayer – 2006-2008, and Rodney Lee 
Thayer – 2006-2008.  Also, it was voted by the 
board to raise dues as follows: $20/ single and 
$30/family. With expenses of reunions exceeding 
expectations, the increasing of dues was a necessary 
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step. The TFA 2007 Meeting was scheduled for 
Braintree the weekend past Father’s Day. Past 
President C. Russell Thayer is already planning the 
meeting.” 
    The climax of Reunion Events came Saturday 
evening with a banquet at the Joseph Smith 
Memorial Building where General James Burdett 
Thayer was again guest of honor. The banquet, 
atmosphere was delightful, the food delicious and 
plentiful, and the fellowship warm and meaningful.  
The portraits of ancestors in antique looking frames 
that flanked against the floral arrangements on each 
round table was another mark of Patricia’s creativity, 
and we all delighted in the entertainment by the 
group “Coyote.” Surely, putting all this together 
involved many hours of time, and I have to agree 
with Judy Thayer-Young “that the Munos outdid 
themselves with the decorations and program.” 
    For those who stayed through Sunday, a great 
treat was the Mormon Tabernacle Choir.  Those who 
didn’t get to stay, like Jean and me, Mark and 
Suzanne, may have taken in a choir rehearsal. It, too, 
was great! 
 
    I asked a few people to single out what impressed 
them most, and their responses were great.  Here are 
a few.   
 
    “What impressed me most was not any one event, 
but the way each event flowed into the next, with just 
the right amount of free time between them. There 
was never any rush. Every time I walked through the 
hotel lobby there was someone there that could 
answer questions. It speaks well for the extensive 
planning that the Munos did.” - Al Morton.  
  
    “My favorite memory of the interactivity of the 
members was Curt Thayer’s persona as an Old West 
Sheriff at the Friday evening Thayeritage. He was 
really great, hunting out the people to go to the 
stage area, and herding them up there with his ‘gun’ 
at their backs. He also gave a convincing western 
pioneer flavor to the meeting, the way he sat by the 
door ‘inspecting’ each person coming through the 
door. This started the meeting out very well as an 
informal, fun type gathering…It was all interesting, 
meeting ‘new’ (to me) Thayer family members, 
watching the interactions between groups and 
individuals as they sorted out how and when they 

were related.  Also how good natured and happy 
everyone remained while standing out in the heat as 
they gathered for the big group picture. - Madora 
Boyd 
 
    “Apart from the Reunion details, what impressed 
me most were the free time activities and sideline 
observations. The Mormon library just around the 
corner from Plaza hotel gave me the opportunity to 
adventure into my ancestry, and I came up with 
names of relatives I didn’t know I had. The Mormon 
volunteer who helped me was tremendous—so kind 
and willing! The Mormon museum next door gave 
me insights into the person and life of Joseph Smith, 
and helped me understand why the Mormons put a 
strong emphasis on family roots and ancestors. 
Other memories are vivid too, getting to pick some 
cherries off a tree at “This is the Place”, seeing the 
energy and stamina of James Loren Thayer’s 97 
year old dad, visiting again  with Curtis and Donna 
Thayer, and getting  to know better Sam and Rosalie 
Thayer, and many others whom I had met at 
Braintree, or at Abingdon.  
    Also, I enjoyed going with Garland to various 
eating places downtown for meals,  
sitting in the Mormon 25,000 seat community 
auditorium to hear the Tabernacle Choir, observing 
the beautiful flowers on the downtown sidewalks, 
taking in the appearance of the strange, treeless 
Utah mountains, seeing enormous million dollar 
homes springing up on land that only ten years ago 
was virtually uninhabited and cheap, but more than 
anything else sharing and conversing with other 
attendees.” - Jean Thayer 
 
    On behalf of all I express to Patricia and Don 
Muno, and their family, our deep appreciation and 
love for being such splendid hosts, and for their 
investiture of hundreds of hours and dollars to make 
the 2006 TFA Reunion one to be long remembered. 
It seems only appropriate as I close this report to 
quote Patricia’s poem that she left with each who 
attended the banquet. Here it is: 
 
How nice it was to meet again 
   With cousins far and near,     
We came to strengthen family ties    
   With those we hold so dear.     
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We sat and talked about the past    
   What’s happened through the years.   
We laughed and smiled and hugged a lot   
   And spread around our cheer.   
  
We wandered back into the past    
   Told tales—the sweet, the sad.       
We spoke of former times gone by    
   And all the fun we’ve had.        
 
I’m glad we had this chance to meet 
   And take the time to share. 
It’s always nice to be with you 
   And show you that we care. 
 
We dusted off our memories 
   At times we had a cry. 
We shared our Family Histories 
   Before we said goodbye. 
 
We promised that we’ll meet again 
   This week has meant so much. 
We’ll make our plans for next year now, 
    THAYER cousins stay in touch! 
 

 
Nella Mary Thayer Knight Maynard 

1871 - 1949 
 
    Nella was a tiny baby when the Thayer family 
moved from Iowa to Nebraska. She grew up here 
and attended school and church at the Deer Creek 
school house. 
    When she was 18 years old she married William 
Henry Knight on 12 May 1889 at David City, Nebr. 
He was the son of William T. Knight and Nancy 
Smith and gave his birthplace as Tazewell County, 
Ill. They were the parents of two children, Fora 
Laverne born 23 May 1890 and Ida Mae born 4 Dec 
1892. In 1893, after she was left alone, she and the 
two children went back to her parental home to live. 
Nella says the chi1dren were reared there just as she 
had been. Mary’s death caused Elbridge to sell his 
farm and move to David City. Nella kept house for 
him until 15 Mar 1904 when she married James 
Maynard son of James Macy Maynard. He was born 
6 June 1860 in New York City, N. Y. He died on 18 
Sept 1924 at Weston, Umatilla Co., Ore. 

    The Maynards have seven children: Murl Irene, 
Robert James, Elbridge May, Lloyd Ray, Martha 
Iola, Ivan Aurther, and Ervin Chestley. 
    Fora Knight married Ethel Emeline Martin on 16 
Apr 1919 at O’Neill, Nebr. She was born 10 Aug 
1900 at Chambers, Nebr. She is the daughter of 
Charlie Edgar Martin and Julia Luella Jones. Fora 
and Ethel are the parents of six children: Freemen 
Lee born 12 July 1920, Clara Margaret, a twin, born 
1 Jan 1925, (her twin didn’t live) Allen Ray born 8 
Dec 1928, Glenn Edward born 30 July 1931 and 
Dena Ellen born 6 Jan 1934. Ida Mae married 
George Jacob Mott on 22 Mar 1910 at O’Neill, 
Nebr. He is the son of George Francis Mott and 
Josephine Weaver and was born 31 Mar 1882 at 
Wa1nut, Nebr. The Motts are the parents of five 
children: Hazel Irene born 30 Nov 1910, Irma 
Vivian born 17 Aug 1915 (died 18 Aug 1915), Ethel 
Fern born 13 Feb 1917, Elzenia Josephine born 11 
Oct 1920, and Delores Arlene born 18 Aug 1925. 
    The Maynard children grew up too. Murl married 
Lewis Martin Luckenbill, son of Henry Luckinbill 
and Stella Kilgore. He was born 2 Apr 1905. They 
have one daughter, Doris. Robert James married 
Grace Queen. They have eight children: Jack, 
Richard, Eldon, Kenneth, Raymond, James, Mason, 
and Mildred. Robert died on 6 Jan 1944 at Bend, 
Ore. Elbridge married Hazel Spar. She was born 3 
Jan 1912 at Venus, Nebr. They have four children, 
Laverne born 28 May 1936, Audrey born 21 Jan 
1938, Alvin born 9 Oct 1942, and Lois born 9 Aug 
1945. 
    Martha married William Orr. He was born 29 May 
1916. They have four children: Evelyn, Earl, Betty, 
and Verna. 
    Ivan married Nellie Warneke. They have three 
children: Martin (Jim), Geraldine, and Kay. 
    Ervin married Thelma Attig. She was born 21 Jan 
1919. They have seven children: Barbara, Robert 
born 28 Jan 1940, Lawrence born 6 Nov 1943, Gary 
born 13 Oct 1945, Russell born 1 Oct 1947, Tim 
born 6 Feb 1950, and Don born 31 Mar 1953. 
    About 1946 Nella wrote of her life and family at 
Bend, Ore, as follows: “Bend is not in rough 
mountain country but is high. So high that some 
things can not be raised here. How ever, alfalfa, 
barley and peas do well. In the gardens, cabbage, 
lettuce and all root crops do especially well.” 
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    “The Maynard men, Ivan, Ervin and Lloyd, work 
in the lumber mills at Bend. The mill makes every 
kind of lumber from the finest molding to cabinet 
and airplane lumber”. “Many logs brought in are so 
large that only one log is chained on a flat car.” 
Nella owned her own house. She described it. “A 
four room modern house with a vegetable garden 
and two pretty rock gardens for flowers.” She wrote 
that she had “completed four quilts, did some 
crocheting and tatting, did all of her own sewing as 
well as caring for the house and flowers”. She 
expressed her gratitude for having learned these 
skills at home. She said she enjoyed doing it and it 
kept her from getting lonesome. Nella died 5 Dec 
l949 at Bend, Ore, where she is buried. 
 
    Submitted by Lu Anne Kriebs. Lu Anne writes, 
“These are stories on each of Elbridge’s children, 
they were written in the late 1960’s and early 
1970’s. Mrs. Esther Merryfield Robb of Rocky Ford, 
Colorado, sent them to my mother- in- law. They 
were actually written for the wife of Elbridge’s 
family. But I think they are interesting enough to 
share with the family.” Original spelling retained. 
Sixth of seven articles. 
    Nella’s lineage is Nella Mary9, Elbridge May8, 
Royal Olmstead7, Jedediah6, Micah5, Jonathan4, 
Josiah3, Ferdinando2, Thomas1 THAYER.  t 
 
 

Experiencing Hurricane Katrina 
By Jacqueline LaJune Thayer Williams  

 
    My husband, Arthur Williams, and I moved from 
Abilene, Texas, to Gulfport, Mississippi, in 1992. 
We had never seen a stilt house before, but we fell in 
love with them. Purchasing property on Brickyard 
Bayou in the middle of Gulfport, we built a 1900 sq. 
ft. stilt home. It was perfect. With the walls enclosed 
underneath, we had ample room for a large garage 
and a sculpture studio. My husband was a sculpture 
professor for William Carey College on the Coast. I 
was a preschool special education teacher for Stone 
County, but after four years taught music to disabled 
students at the Harrison County Child Development 
Center. It was a perfect job for me. 
    By the summer of 2005 we had experienced water 
under the house from hurricanes and tropical storms 
four times. That was to be expected. Then Hurricane 

Katrina arrived on Monday, August 29, 2005. Arthur 
spent all day Sunday raising all of his equipment and 
tools up at least four feet from the bottom floor. We 
parked the cars on higher ground and went to bed. 
    I awoke about 6:30 a.m., looked down the 
stairway to the lower floor and saw water three steps 
up from the bottom landing. It wasn’t fast, but it was 
steadily rising. We got our cameras and took pictures 
while putting up treasured belongings. The many, 
many family albums I kept were uppermost. It was 
already too late for Arthur to retrieve any of the 
thousands of dollars worth of tools. Finished 
sculptures under the house were unreachable as well. 
    When the water was up to our knees, it seemed to 

 
 
be stopping. We sat down to the table to eat a bite. 
As I sat in my chair, I told my husband, “It’s not 
stopping; I feel it coming on up my thighs.” 
    Interestingly enough, neither one of us was 
frightened. We should have been. Stilt houses on the 
Biloxi Back Bay a short distance from us were being 
torn apart. Our house did not even shake. We later 
learned that each of us were aware of God’s quiet 
presence. 
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    Furniture started to float. Mattresses left the beds; 
chairs overturned. Arthur caught the refrigerator as it 
began to fall. (It was still operable when the 
electricity returned days later!) Small items from 
back bedroom closets ended up in the main room. It 
was all willy-nilly. We looked out over our flooded 
deck to a sea of water with whitecaps overtaking a 
house across the bayou. The water finally stopped 
approximately 20 ft. up from the bayou. 

 
 
    We could stop. As we stood there with water to 
our waists, I said, “There is no place to sit down!” 
Arthur went to the closet and pulled out two folding 
chairs. He set them up on the wide hearth, and we sat 
down with a battery operated radio in hand to wait. 
A battery-operated clock on the wall told us at 12 
noon the water was starting to go down. It was down 
into the yard by evening time. 
    We slept on a damp mattress. The next morning 
we discovered our two vehicles were flooded. The 
streets were blocked with so many downed trees, we 
could not have gone anywhere, anyway. We had 
bottled water. We had some food. There was a house 
being built next door, and the construction workers 
had access to two porta-johns. My husband pulled 
one of them up, cleaned it out best he could, and we 
were in luxury! (Going outside to the “outhouse” at 
night reminded me of my childhood when I had to 
do the same on my grandparents’ farm in Nebraska. 
The skies were beautiful with bright stars and the 
moon that normally aren’t visible with our lit streets. 
I thanked God for his care.) 
    We immediately began throwing all our ruined 
furniture out the door. I spent days drying clothes 
and bedding on the deck, over the fence, out on the 

lawn… Neighbors who had stayed in their homes 
checked on one another. We shared what we had. 
We comforted the ones who had left as they began to 
slowly return to their devastated homes. No one was 
exempt. 

 
 

 
 
    It took 24 hours to find a cell phone that would go 
through to let our sons, Dustin in Nashville, 
Tennessee, and Kenyon in Moorhead, Minnesota, 
know that we were alive! Dustin and his wife arrived 
on Friday with a truckload of supplies. Was that 
heaven sent! 
    We never left our home. We did not request a 
FEMA trailor. Through the supplies that were sent to 
our congregation, the Orange Grove Church of 
Christ, we were given a dry mattress, food, water, 
ice, even cash. (Banks were closed. The few stores 
that could open could not operate their computerized 
registers.) On Sunday morning after worship, I 
nearly cried when one lady came up to me and asked 
if she could wash clothes for me. I didn’t know 
anyone was able to do that! She was. Eventually, 
after the electricity and water and sewer were made 
available, I was given a washer and dryer. God is 
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good. We live in the house all through the gutting, 
the sheet rocking, the painting, the tiling… 
    Friends, relatives, former students, and strangers 
sent help and came to help during the following 
weeks and months. Nearby churches provided hot 
noon meals that will always be appreciated. It was 
overwhelming. It was humbling. God blessed me 
with a husband who is also a carpenter; he knew 
what to do. He tore out the carpet and started gutting 
the walls. 
    One big blessing: The water stopped just inches 
below the many paintings and prints and drawings 
and etchings and photos we had hanging on our 
walls. The sculptures and pottery in the house itself 
were fine. The wood sculptures under the house had 
to be thrown out. The bronze, stone, iron and resin 
sculptures under the house were kept. 
    It was a month before I could return to my school. 
It was four months before Arthur could return to his 
students. In the meantime, the rebuilding of our 
house was ongoing. A combination of volunteer 
crews and hired help and Arthur’s labor completely 
renovated it. In the meantime we decided to retire a 
year earlier than planned. We sold the finished house 
in May and were in a newly-purchased brick A-
frame house just outside the city of Springfield, 
Tennessee, by the end of the same month. We are 
now 30 minutes from Dustin and his family and at 
least one state closer to Kenyon and his family. We 
are truly blessed. 
 
    I grew up in Thayer County, Nebraska, and my 
lineage is as follows: Jacqueline12, Raymond Cleo11, 
Arthur Mansell10, John Windsor9, George 
Washington8, Sabin7, Simeon6-5, Uriah4, Ebenezer3, 
Ferdinando2, Thomas1 THAYER.  t 
 
 
Harviland and Betsey Aldrich Thayer, 

New Hampshire to Michigan 
 
Nathaniel Thayer 
b. 1640 Thornbury, England.  
d. 1723 Taunton MA. (65 yo) 
 
Jonathan 
b. 1685 Taunton, MA 
d. 1778 (93 yo) 
 

Mephisbosheth 
b. Jun 1741 
d. 1805 Woodstock, Ct (64 yo) 
 
Levi 
b. 1770 Woodstock, CT 
d. 1847 Lisbon/Sugar Hill NH (76 yo) 
 
Harviland       
b. 1794 Lisbon/Sugar Hill 
d.  1874 Gobles, MI  (80 yo) 
m. Betsey Aldrich 
b. 26 Jun 1795, Grafton, NH 
d. 8 Feb 1891 ,Gobles, MI (95) 
 
Charles Aldrich    
b. 24 Aug 1830, Cayuga Cty, NY 
d. 1896 Gobles, MI (66 yo) 
m. Elizabeth Myers 
b. 1834 NY 
d. 30 Jan 1905 (71) 
 
Oscar Lewis       
b. Mar 1857 
d. 12 Apr 1922 
m. Laura Randall 
b. 21 Mar 1861,Ohio 
d. 1932 Ann Arbor MI (70)  
 
Lyle Thayer       
b. 5 Oct 1901, Allegan Cty, MI 
d. 27 Apr 1968, Ann Arbor, MI (66 yo) 
m. Louise Lenore Smith 
b. 11 Apr 1906, Otsego, MI 
d. 30 Jan 1956, Ann Arbor, MI (50) 
  
(author) Nancy Thayer  
 
    Curiosity about my family's history intensified for 
me in 2001 after an early summer visit to northern 
New Hampshire. There I found the grave stone of 
my gr-gr-gr-grandfather, Levi Thayer, medical 
doctor, surgeon, and farmer in a beautifully kept,  
tree filled, terraced graveyard, elevated slightly 
above the little New England town of  Sugar Hill.   
The clean slate surface, free of moss or lichen, was 
engraved with a weeping tree and the words:  Levi 
Thayer, Died March 31, 1847 Aged 76 Years. 
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    Back home in Maine, I focused on  Levi's eldest 
child, Harviland Thayer, who left Sugar Hill in 1816 
and, after a 20 year stay in Cayuga County, NY,  
moved his family to  southwestern Michigan. The 
craggy mountains, the views, the beautiful New 
Englandness of Sugar Hill  must have been in stark 
contrast to the thickly forested, flat, barely populated 
landscape of Van Buren County Michigan when he 
and Betsey Aldrich, my gr-gr-grandmother, arrived 
there as pioneers in 1837 and began my Michigan 
heritage. 
 
    The newly wed couple, Harviland Thayer and 
Betsey Aldrich, set out from Sugar Hill, NH, 
sometime in 1816. If they left in February, following 
their marriage on 4 Feb, 1816, the roads would have 
been covered with snow and ice, making a horse 
drawn vehicle glide fairly easily over the rocks and 
tree stumps dominating the poor roads. If they left in 
spring, mud would have plagued their progress: the 
deep ruts cut into the roads by wagons were 
impossibly deep and wet, upsetting carriages and 
wagons as a matter of course. Summer would have 
been difficult in this year, “the year without a 
summer”, (see below), but the roads would have 
been most passable. In autumn the roads would have 
been passable and the changing colors of the White 
Mountains spectacular as they made their way south. 
 
    Stage coach? Chaise? Farm wagon filled with 
housekeeping gifts from their wedding? Did they 
each ride a horse, she side-saddle as was the 
fashion? However they traveled, they must have 
stayed at the inns which were placed every 3 or 4 
miles along the crude roads. These inns were 
sometimes rough places, but the traveler had little 
choice than to stop when the light was failing, as it 
was not safe to be out after dark along the roads cut 
through wilderness. The bar-lounges were off limits 
to the gentler sex: townsmen and travelers often got 
rowdy in the bars. Meals were served and rooms 
provided, the quality of offerings varied greatly from 
inn to inn. 
 
    1816: “the year without a summer.” The weather 
may be a clue as to why they left. Hundreds of 
people left New England that year, their subsistence 
farms threatened with crop failures, the temperatures 
dreadfully cold, frosts every few weeks, some even 

eating the seed potatoes for the summer's planting  
out of desperation. The eruption of the Indonesian 
volcano Tambora in April 1815 is held partly 
responsible for the disastrous year. Some estimate 
Tamboro was the worst volcanic event in 10,000 
years. It filled the sky with debris, dust and gasses 
that entered the stratosphere and affected the weather 
worldwide for years afterwards.   
      
CAYUGA COUNTY, NEW YORK 
 
    Harviland and Betsey headed either south through 
the White Mountains or west toward the Connecticut 
River and then south. They were on their way to 
Cayuga County, New York, a rich farming area 
bordering Lake Erie and not far from what would 
become the Erie Canal, an area unfortunately also 
affected by the bad weather. 
 
    By the birth of their first child we know Harviland 
and Betsey were in Butler, Cayuga County, NY, in 
January 1817. Betsey, probably pregnant during the 
arduous journey from New Hampshire, gave birth to 
Lydia, on 19 Jan, 1817.           
 
There were seven more Thayer births between 1819 
and 1834: 
 
 - Harriet, 5 May 1819 
 - Levi Washington 24 Sept 1821 
 - Lucinda 8 Dec 1823 
 - Abigail 5 Apr 1826 

- Charles A, 24 Aug 1830 (author's gr-   
grandfather) 

 - James, 22 Jan 1832 
 - Jane C. b. 1834, 
 
    The 1820 Census for Cayuga Cty, NY, lists 
Harviland as head of house with two female  
children under the age of 5, which would be Lydia 
and Harriet plus Betsey. 
 
    The 1830  Federal Census lists Harviland as head 
of house, plus Betsey, the children and an adult male 
between 20 and 30, perhaps a hired man. 
   
    There is a deed dated 8 Apr 1832 in which an Ira 
Smith sells a parcel of land, 54 acres in Brutus, NY, 
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to Harviland and Betsey for $438. James is a 
newborn. 
 
    Three years later, 21 May 1835, the Thayers sell 
the same parcel back to Mr. Smith for $400, a loss of 
$38. Betsey signs this deed with “her mark.” A 
month earlier the eldest daughter, Lydia, marries 
David Loveland and ten years later they own of land 
next to Harviland and Betsey in Michigan. 
 
ON TO MICHIGAN 
 
    In 1836, the family moved from New York to 
White Pigeon., Michigan (Ensign and Co. 1880).  
“Harviland Thayer, a native of New Hampshire, who 
afterwards became one of the prominent men in this 
township, came here first in the fall of 1839, and 
purchasing lands situated on section 34, partly 
completed a dwelling house thereon. He was then 
residing in White Pigeon whither he had removed 
from Cayuga Co., N.Y. in 1836. On the 3rd of 
March, 1840, his family arrived here in the woods 
and began improvements, in the near vicinity of 
which many of his descendants still live.” (Note:  
three generations later my father, Lyle Thayer, was 
born not far away.) 
 
    In 1836, on route to Michigan, the children were 
aged 19, 17, 15, 13, 10, 6, 4 and 2. Harviland was 
42, Betsey 41. Philo, the last child, was born the 
following year, in Mottville, Michigan. 
 
 Both White Pigeon and Montville are on the 
Great Sauk Trail; an Indian trail between Detroit and 
Chicago, a trail cum primitive roadway used by the 
westward pioneers. The Thayers and their children 
may have taken the Erie Canal to Buffalo, a 
steamship to Detroit and the Great Sauk Trail to their 
new home(s) in the southwest corner of Michigan , a 
route many pioneers took. 
 
    To offer an idea of what such a move was like, a 
writer describes his own introduction to Michigan in 
1852, (Nash): “In 1852, my father sold his property 
and removed his family to the wilderness of 
Michigan, with an old-time covered wagon, and one-
horse buggy for my mother... We crossed Lake Erie 
from Cleveland to Detroit and soon were on the way 
to our new Wonderland... 

    “On we went, over logs, mud, rough roads, day 
after day, with my precious loving sisters huddled 
close to my sides for fear of being bounced over the 
sides of the wagon... what a contrast it was - from 
the old Ohio homeland to a log house in the deep 
woods of Michigan!... It was before shoes, cloaks, 
and overcoats came into use. Cowhide shoes and 
boots were the only kind to be had and shawls and 
home-made clothes that mother made... The Winter 
meant hard work, to chop ten or fifteen acres of 
heavy timber... plenty of wild duck in the forest, 
deer, turkey, and smaller game in plenty.” He was 
reporting on events a few miles north and 16 years 
later than the Thayer adventure. 
 
    By the time Harviland and Betsey arrived in 
Michigan, only the lower third of the Lower 
Peninsula had been surveyed and made available for 
sale. From 1835, immigration began in earnest to 
this wilderness state, mostly people of means from 
nearby states who were looking for cheap land to 
farm or to found cities and towns. Land sold for 
$1.25 an acre. The estimated population at this time 
was 150,000. These were boom times until the banks 
failed, partly because of land speculation and partly 
bank fraud, and partly due to a national bank panic. 
1838 was very hard on nearly everyone, even those 
who had large spreads of land had no cash to feed 
their families. In 1839, there was an epidemic of 
malaria. In that year Harviland bought 40 acres of 
land in Van Buren County, Michigan. Soon, two of 
their daughters and their spouses bought neighboring 
sections. As did Levi Washington their son. 
 
    Harviland, his son Charles A,  and Charles’ son 
Oscar Lewis were all prosperous farmers within the 
same area. My father, Lyle Thayer, however left to 
attend the University of Michigan in Ann Arbor. He 
graduated and married my mother, Louise L. Smith,  
on the same day. My brother Stuart (b. 1926) and 
myself (b. 1933) were born in Ann Arbor.  
 
    Except for the death dates of Harviland and 
Betsey, this ends my research thus far. There has 
been some question about the correct spelling of 
“Harviland.” I have taken the spelling from his 
gravestone.  
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    Harviland died in Gobles MI, 18 Dec 1874 aged 
80 years. Betsey died in Gobles 8 Feb, 1891 aged 95 
years. They are buried in Robinson Cemetery, 
Gobles, MI, under the same headstone. 
 
Sources 
 
Ensign, D. W. & Co., History of Berrien and Van 
Buren Co's Michigan, 1880 
 
Harrington, C. R., The Year Without a Summer?  
World Climate in 1816, Canadian Museum of 
Nature, Ottawa, 1992 
 
Larkin, J., The Reshaping of Everyday Life 1790-
1840, Harper & Row, 1988 
 
May, G. & Brinks, H., Eds, A Michigan Reader, 
Wm. B. Eerdman Publishing Co, 1974 
 
Muno, P. T., Descendants of Nathaniel Thayer, D. P. 
Muno, Portland, OR, 2000 
 
Nash, D.L., "Letters, 1933" 
(rootsweb.com/migenweb/nashlett.html) 
 
RX Manuscript, about 1912, Lisbon Public Library, 
Lisbon, NH 
 
Thayer, D., Nathaniel Thayer, Cumberland View 
Services, TN. 2000 
 
    And thanks to: town clerks, web sites, government 
sources and my brother, Stuart Leroy Thayer, circus 
historian, who got me started in all this in the first 
place. Corrections, criticisms, additions, questions 
are most welcome: Nancy Thayer Ross, 182 Old 
Brunswick Rd., Bath, ME 04530 or 
srossart@gwi.net. 
 
 

Thayer Circle 
Wakefield, Middlesex, MA 

 
    Named for Gordon Everett Thayer (TFQ - 
Summer 2003), Thayer Circle, Wakefield, MA is 
one of the newest public streets in town, accepted at 
town meeting in April 2006. A “paper” road in 1997, 

it then became a private way. The  small cul-de-sac 
would make a nice place to play for children. 
    The four flat faced colonials, #’s 1, 2, 5, and 6 
(counterclockwise) have sold for between $600-
$700K each. The house on the right with the white 
picket fence, 75 Montrose Ave, is the 1939 cape that 
Gordon bought for $19K in 1959, sold for $197K in 
1997, and sold by a developer for $400K in 2004. 

 
 
    There is no Starbucks or hustle and bustle on 
Thayer Circle, but it was named for Gordon while he 
was still alive. 
    Wakefield was a nice place to grow up, and I bet 
Thayer Circle is too. 
 
Submitted by his son, Scott Edward Thayer, 
Woonsocket, RI.   
 
(Gordon Everett12, Edward Everett11, Rollo 
Edward10, Edward Everett9, Ira Orlando8, Abel7-
Levi6, Hezekiah5-4, Nathaniel3, Richard2-1 THAYER) 
 
 
Letters of the William Austin Thayer 

Family 1837-1881 (Part 5) 
By Eleanor Anderson of Dallas, TX  2002   

 
THE NEXT GENERATION; LETTERS TO 

WILLIAM THAYER JONES 
MARCH 1872 - OCTOBER 1881 

  
    The final letters represent the next generation. 
Mary Jane is now the elder family member. In the 
seven letters from this period, she never ceases to 
counsel her son, Willie. 

rootsweb.com/migenweb/nashlett.html
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    In her letter written from Bristol, Kenosha 
County, Wisconsin on March 12, 1872, she tells her 
sixteen-year-old son, who is studying in Geneva, 
Wisconsin, that it may not be safe for him to come 
home on his vacation. The younger children have 
scarlet fever. She talks of money matters - his Pa had 
to borrow $12.00 from Mr. Fowler to send Willie for 
his expenses, “One dollar fifty cents additiona l for 
Mr. Williams (for board), three dollars for vacation 
week if you must stay at Geneva, fifty cents for 
pocket money and seven dollars for the tuition next 
term. If we only had the money to spare, we would 
be glad to send you more so that you could get one 
half dozen photographs taken before you come 
home.” 
    In November, 1873, Mary Jane rejoices that 
Willie is enjoying Class and prayer meeting and is 
glad that he is finding friends among the Methodists. 
She advises him to choose his friends carefully. 
“Select those of sound sterling worth, those whose 
hearts are full of love to God, who reverence His 
Name, His holy Word, His holy Day. Shun those 
who do not ‘Remember the Sabbath Day to keep it 
holy.’ ‘A Sabbath well spent, Brings a week of 
content’ Isaiah 58:13,14.” 
    She also urges him to eat a “wholesome variety” 
of foods and to take good care of his health. “If you 
find your mode of living injurious give it up. No 
money can compensate for loss of health.” 
    On May 8,1874, Mary Jane writes her son she is 
glad he attends church regularly and exhorts him to 
“let your light shine.” 
 
    “If you feel that but one talent has been conferred 
on you, cultivate that, it will increase by use, even as 
exercise gives strength. When the Holy Spirit 
prompts you to utterance, refrain not, for fear your 
words may not be well chosen. Practice makes 
perfect. Acknowledge frankly your lack of ability, 
and then do the best you can, and you will lose 
nothing in the estimation of your fellow Christians 
but will gain much in spiritual power.”   
  
    Five years pass before the next letter. Willie 
apparently is in Chicago working for his Uncle 
Clinton. Carrie has informed Mary Jane that Clinton 
is burdened with “feeble health, the harassing 
perplexities of business, added to the fatigue and 
anxiety endured for his sick family.” She urges 

Willie to do all he can to “oil the wheels of the 
complicated machinery of your Uncle’s business as 
to arrest friction, and cause all to run smoothly.” She 
supports this plea with Bible verses - “Bear ye one 
another’s burdens, and so fulfill the law of Christ… 
He that is faithful in the least shall be made ruler 
over many things.” For added persuasion, she 
pleads, “As you love your Mother, cherish love for 
her dear invalid brother.” 
    Mary Jane makes further reminders to “take care 
of your health” and “continue to look to Christ for 
guidance. ‘Put on the whole armor of God that ye 
may be able to stand against the wiles of the devil’”. 
    She adds a few comments about the family. “Pa 
and Charlie are making preparations to go tomorrow 
with onions and potatoes for groceries… The 
harvesting is done and most of the haying… There is 
to be an excursion to Grass Lake and a sail on the 
Fox River Friday. Charlie expects to go and take 
Marion.” 
    A brief letter written on June 20, 1880 names four 
men who came the day before to help with sheep 
shearing. Mary Jane was too tired to go to church 
today. She responds to a request from Mrs. Whitney 
concerning “early missionaries and their families.” I 
have much interesting matter on hand respecting 
your grandfather’s missionary labors among the 
Senecas and my own among the Senacas, 
Tuscarosas, Chicasaws, Creeks and Choctaws in the 
numerous letters written from my various fields of 
labor, also the journal that I kept but it would require 
a great deal of time to cull out and condense in an 
interesting manner. I have a bound volume of the 
Missionary Register for 1823 which contains several 
letters and extracts from your grandfather’s jounal.” 
    A year later, March 13, 1881, Mary Jane tells 
Willie that he had departed from their Bristol, 
Wisconsin home on the last day before a terrible 
wind and snowstorm. Only two teams had passed 
since early March, and Theodore had helped dig 
their way through the Geneva road. “Trains have 
made no attempt to come through on the Rockford 
R.R. We had no services at the Congregational 
Church… We have received none of our newspapers 
since you left (though arrangements have been made 
for carrying the mail to and from Kenosha.) So we 
are in ignorance of what is going on in the outside 
world. Within, your father and Charlie have 
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occupied the time looking over your old Harper’s 
and Greene’s History. 
    “I acquiesce more cheerfully than ever before in 
the arrangements for your continued stay in Chicago. 
I feel satisfied that you are seeking to develop all 
your powers in such a manner as shall be most 
pleasing to our Heavenly Father - pure and upright in 
all your ways. I am happy in being the mother of 
such a son. May you continue to grow in grace and 
in favor with God and man. Your affectionate 
Mother” 
    Thirteen days later, Mary Jane writes that an even 
more severe snowstorm had taken place the previous 
Saturday. About all the farmers are doing is digging 
through snow drifts - to their horse sheds, across the 
road to the parsonage and the church. Charlie and 
Emma attended a “Literary” at which Emma read the 
paper she had prepared. At home, Mary Jane and 
Emma are busy with housework, “Emma is 
beginning to be a driver about work. It is Emma’s 
ambition to get the year’s sewing all done this 
spring. Then go at the house cleaning, papering and 
painting. Emma has achieved her plans for a carpet. 
It was bought from the weaver for $8.37 - 32yards, 
the fruit of Emma’s industry.” Emma is also 
working on plans for covering an old chair, in a 
suitable fabric at the lowest possible cost. 
    She mentions her Uncle John’s will. There are 27 
legatees, each to be paid $100. The heirs include the 
nieces and nephews. 
 
    The final letter in the collection was written 
October 16,1881. Mary Jane thanks God for her 
dutiful loving children. She praises William for 
continuing to manifest a loving interest in the 
family, even though he was just a boy when he left 
home. Charlie and Emma were needed at home, and 
she praises them for their work in the home. “Mother 
has it all photographed upon her heart. Now all are 
fully fledged and trying their own wings, yet never 
forgetting the home nest, often sending hither 
tangible proofs of their affectionate remembrance.” 
    She reviews the morning’s sermon and applies it 
to mothering. She wonders “if Mr. Reid’s sons had 
not been left motherless, they would have acquired 
the habit of smoking.” 
    She proceeds with her motherly advice on such 
matters. “I trust my boys never will (smoke). The 
danger of acquiring a love for fermented drinks is 

greater, because brandy and wine are so much used 
in cakes, pies, custards and sauces. Oh how the arch 
fiend tries to undo all the seed sewing - our 
“medicines” have the demon in them. Does one have 
a cold or a pain in the stomach, whiskey is taken. 
Alcohol is good to kill bed bugs, but it is 
proportionately poisonous for man. Take not a drop, 
no matter who prescribes it. I believe that Dr. Bliss 
is verily guilty concerning the death of our late 
President*. All the while as I read of their giving 
him whiskey and morphine I burned with righteous 
indignation. I believe he might have lived had he 
been left solely to the care of his wife. But enough of 
this. Only let me say, keep the vile stuff where it 
belongs - let not a drop taint human blood.” 
 
* This probably refers to President James A. 
Garfield, who died September 19, 1881, of infection 
and internal hemorrhage, having been shot on July 2. 
 
Editor’s Note: This wonderful set of letters was 
written by Eleanor Anderson of Dallas, TX in 2002 
and was submitted by Patricia Thayer Muno.  t  
 
  

Words from the President 
      
My annual pilgrimage to Braintree will begin next 
Sunday, and I’ll spend a few days conducting TFA 
business there. Be assured that it won’t be all 
business. I like the Boston area and I’ve even 
learned how to drive in Boston. I’m thoroughly 
schooled in the use of the accelerator, and the horn. 
 
My plans are to visit with the administrators of the 
Braintree Historical Society, and to tour their new 
facilities. I hope to find a place for TFA to store 
some physical “stuff,” in order to end its nomadic 
existence. I’m also going to be looking into the TFA 
publishing fund. 
 
The TFA Board is moving along well, and with any 
luck at all we’ll have all the records of TFA archived 
into electronic media by the time of the reunion next 
June. 
 
In a few weeks those of you that have not paid your 
dues for 2007 will receive a notice. Anyone 
renewing before then could save TFA some mailing 
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expenses by paying now, rather than waiting for the 
notice.  Use the address (Washington Street) on the 
back page of this issue of the Quarterly. Dues are 
now $20 single, and $30 family. I’m not happy 
about that, but postage and printing cost have gone 
up too far to avoid it. 
 
The electronic Thayer Quarterly is available in PDF 
format to any TFA member who can download it 
and read and print it. That format includes color.  
There’s no charge for the ETQ. 
 
It might be of interest to some of you that this issue 
of the Thayer Quarterly is coming to you from 
Thailand. No… we’re not outsourcing. That’s where 
our Editor (Lee Thayer) lives now. It’s being printed 
in the good-old-USA, but it’s being produced in 
Thailand.  
 
Moving Forward… 
 
Al  t 
 
     

Letters to the Editor 
 
    “Dear Editor, this writer would like to commend 
and compliment Tricia and Don Muno and their 
family for the excellence of the recent TFA-Meeting 
in Salt Lake City. Attendance was very strong, at 
about 120 people, and interest in TFA produced 
several new members. 
 
    “Don and his sons produced an excellent DVD, in 
which Don portrayed our cousin, Sylvanus Thayer, 
talking about and describing antecedents of people 
who attended this 2006 meeting. I believe that Don 
has copies of the DVD for sale. 
 
    “The banquet at the Joseph Smith center was 
wonderful - the tables for twelve included portraits 
of TFA-ers’ antecedents, along with gorgeous flower 
arrangements, a succulent menu (the decadent 
chocolate dessert was “over the edge,” I heard said.) 
and enjoyable entertainment. 
    “Martha Evans of Albuquerque, NM, donated one 
of her mother's gorgeous quilts (which was featured 
in an earlier edition of the TQ) to TFA. Martha was 
very emotional about giving the quilt away, but was 

assured that winner of the quilt would give it a 
“good home.” Curtis and Donna Thayer made very 
sure that each attendee had every chance to buy 
chances on the quilt. The raffle produced a 
handsome sum to benefit TFA. So, many kudos to 
Martha and to Curt and Donna, as well as to all the 
Munos. 
 
    “I'm sure attendees had as marvelous a time as we 
did.” 
 
Jerry and Judy Thayer 
Hampton, VA  t 
 
Editor’s note: This is the first letter in this new 
column. If you wish to make comments concerning 
the newsletter, reunions, comments to the Editor, 
article suggestions, or article comments and wish 
your email or letter is shown here, please email me 
at simplewebs.lee@gmail.com  or if you prefer to 
write, mail your comments to: 
 
Lee Thayer 
SimpleWebs 
3/56 Chaofa Road 
Chalong, Phuket City 
Phuket, THAILAND  83000 
 
Please write the address exactly as it appears, and 
send via airmail, allow several weeks for me to 
receive. Send only printed matter or pictures, 
nothing more, and please, MAKE A COPY before 
you send anything. Thank you, I look forward to 
your comments.  
 
 

Travels by your Editor 
By Rodney Lee Thayer 

 
    I was sitting here today, finishing up editing the 
TQ and it occurred to me that my travels may be of 
interest to our readers. Since living in Thailand, I 
have to make a “visa run” every 30 to 90 days, For a 
visa run, one must exit the country, apply for a visa 
in an embassy, then return to Thailand to use the 
visa. 
    I will start my “Travels” section with Cambodia. 
As most countries I travel to for a visa, my American 
friend, Steve, and I almost always travel together, 
remember, there is safety in numbers. This article 

mailto:simplewebs.lee@gmail.com


14 

will be on driving, walking, prices and things like 
that. 
    We had heard Cambodia was inexpensive, easy to 
get around, the Embassy friendly to Westerners, and 
is a cheap flight since it borders on Thailand. We 
have been there twice now and here is my report on 
this country. 
    Cambodia is now an independent country, gained 
its independence from France in 1953. Phnom Penh 
fell to the Khmer Rouge in 1975, with them falling 
to the Vietnamese in 1979. UN sponsored elections 
happened in 1993. After this, tourism began and the 
city is rapidly developing. English is a common 
language, as is French is some areas.   
    We arrived in Phnom Penh at about 8:10 am, 
which is the only flight that arrives there via 
AirAsia, a discount airline and by far the cheapest 
way to get there. The trip takes 1 hour and 10 
minutes and a round trip flight cost only about 40 
dollars US.  
    We were told before going the first time, that 
there currency is Riel, with an exchange rate of 
4,200 to 1 US$. We also heard they take US$ in 
many of the stores, restaurants, and hotels. After 
arriving at the airport, we did the usual money 
exchange before leaving, trading our Thai Baht to 
US$. They use US$ so much, it is the only currency 
dispensed by ATM’s there! We also discovered that 
all businesses use the Dollar, it is so much easier 
than their own currency. 
    After leaving the airport, we had about 30 
kilometers (about 18 miles) to travel to the 
Waterfront district, which is the main Western part 
of the city. Taxi’s like we know, a four-door sedan, 
are for the most part non-existent, there are a few 
cars outside the airport, these are private cars one 
can hire as a taxi, but there are no official taxi 
services. The other form of taxi is the motorcycle, 
we call them scooters, engines are only 90 to 125 
cc’s but very capable of decent speeds and getting 
people from one place to another. We decided on the 
motorcycles, one for my friend Steve and one for 
me. The drivers are very good at what they do, since 
motorcycles outnumber cars easily 10 to 1, and quite 
possibly 20 to 1! 
    Now, driving from the airport to the city, we 
noticed one very peculiar thing, we thought they 
were driving on the wrong side of the road! In 
Thailand, we drive on the opposite side of the road 

from the US and cars have steering on the right side 
of the vehicle as well. In Cambodia, as we noticed a 
few cars, they have left hand steering and everyone  
drives on the road like the US. We later found out 
that Vietnam also drives like this. 
    The cost to go the 18 miles into the city was 2 
US$, in Thailand, to go about the same distance 
from the airport to our houses, is about 20 US$. We 
hired the drivers for the day, cost was 10US$ a day! 
    After getting into the city, we’re on a 6 lane road, 
3 lanes each way, and they seem to have a good road 
system, we approach a traffic light, it is green as we 
approach, then turns red, and we still go through the 
intersection! When the light was green, we could see 
cross traffic just going right through the intersection! 
We saw no signs for Stop, Yield, or anything, just 
destinations and distances. There are only 2 stop 
lights we saw and no one uses them. Every 
intersection is just a free for all! An English 
restaurant owner we met several days later told us 
there is a method to getting through an intersection, 
but could not really explain much about it. The 
intersections are like European round-abouts, which 
we do have in Thailand, but there is no circle. The 
first time seeing how they drive is an eye opener! 
    After making our Embassy run the next day, we 
decided to go for a walk to do so shopping, no big 
stores there, just small mom & pop places, but we 
had to cross a major intersection. We stood there and 
watched the non-stop flow of motorcycles and a few 
cars going through the intersection. Then we saw the 
locals (the Khmer) cross the road, they just slowly 
enter the street, and slowly make their way across it. 
We did the same and the traffic, which is also going 
slow in the city, just kind of flows around you. If 
you run across, you would be hit for sure, but as 
long as they can see you and know were you are, 
everything just flows together. 
    On our first trip there, we seen a UN presence, on 
our second trip there, no UN vehicles, but we did see 
military personnel from time to time.  
    For food, there is Western, British, Thai, and 
Khmer available, all at very reasonable prices. Our 
breakfast each morning was at an English pub, very 
large portions, and it costs about 3 dollars US. You 
can get seafood very cheap; a large lobster will cost 
about 4 dollars. 
    Overall a great place to visit and inexpensive as 
well.  t  
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From the Editor… 
 

    As I am sure all of you have seen on CNN, there 
was a military coup in Bangkok to replace the 
current Prime Minister the evening of 19 Sep. I am 
fine and doing well in Southern Thailand, this is a 
government change only, no impact on me. I did 
have to go to the airport to pick up a delivery from 
New Zealand, and there was an Army presence 
there, all vehicles getting checked, and all service in 
the departure lobby closed. Flights were happening 
though. I had to go through several check points, 
with Army soldiers with guns, as guards, to get to 
the Cargo section of the airport. 
    The morning after the coup 20 Sep., schools and 
businesses were open as normal, then late morning, a 
public holiday was declared, schools were closed, 
banks were closed, and all government service were 
already closed for obvious reasons. Today it is 
Thursday, 21 Sep. and business is as usual, all 
facilities, banks, schools are open, all government 
offices closed. Tomorrow, Friday, all businesses will 
be closed again for a public holiday.  
    I hope everyone enjoyed the article on Cambodia. 
I will have another article, Singapore, next issue.  

    As Al mentioned in the Words from the President, 
this newsletter is being produced in Thailand. Email 
articles to: simplewebs.lee@gmail.com and if you 
choose, I can receive letter mail at the following 
address:  
 
Lee Thayer 
SimpleWebs 
3/56 Chaofa Road 
Chalong, Phuket City 
Phuket, THAILAND  83000 
 
Please write the address exactly as it appears, and send 
via airmail, allow several weeks for me to receive. Send 
only printed matter or pictures, nothing more, and please, 
MAKE A COPY before you send anything. 
 

Stories Needed 
Stories are always welcome, and needed in order to 
maintain your newsletter. Please consider sharing a 
Thayer related family with the rest of your family. 
Submit completed stories to the Editor at the address 
listed on the back of this newsletter or email them. 
Feeling timid? Just send the information and I will write 
the article for you. Editor  t 

Membership Form 
 

Please complete this form indicating if you are a New or Renewal Single Membership or New or Renewal Family Membership. 
Enclose the appropriate check or money order made payable to Thayer Families Association. 
 
Please check one:    Annual Dues $20.00   New Single Membership_____   Renewal of Single Membership_____ 
                                Annual Dues $30.00  New Family Membership_____  Renewal of Family Membership_____ 
 
Are you able to receive, open, and read downloaded files using PDF format?  YES_______  NO_______ 
 
Note: A Family Membership consists of two adults of the same household (husband and wife, sisters and brothers, or any combination 
of two persons) If you wish to pay for more than one year, multiply the number of years times the amount.  
 
First member name:___________________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Second member name:_________________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Number of years desired:_______ X Appropriate Annual Dues ($20 or $30) = Total: _________________ 
 
Address:____________________________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
City, State, Country and Zip:____________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Email address:_______________________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
If this is a NEW membership, how did you discover us? ___________________________________________________________ 
Please mail the completed form and dues to: Thayer Families Association 
                                                                        346 Washington St. PMB #310 
                                                                        Braintree, MA  02184-4702 
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CONTACTING THE TFA 
 

www.ThayerFamily.com 
 

For all official business with the TFA, please write the 
Secretary, James Loren Thayer: 

Thayer Families Association 
346 Washington St. PMB #310 

Braintree, MA  02184-4702 
Email: thayerATM@aol.com 

 
For genealogical queries, or to find a Family 
Representative of a particular family, please write: 

Patricia Thayer Muno, Thayer Family Historian 
3618 North 225 East 

North Ogden, UT  84414-2762 
Email: HJThayer@aol.com  

Please include an SASE if you need a reply. 
 

   The Thayer Quarterly  (copyright 1994-2006, all rights 
reserved) is the official newsletter of the Thayer Families 
Association. Article selection and editorial is at the discretion 
of the Editor and may not reflect views of the TFA, its Officers, 
Directors, or members. All materials published in the Thayer 

Quarterly will become property of the Thayer Families 
Association, and any further disbursing will be at the discretion 
of the Board of Directors of the Thayer Families Association, 
and/or the original author. Issues are mailed the first week of 
the month as follows: Winter (Dec); Spring (Mar); Summer 
(Jun); Fall (Sep). Back issues are available from 1994 to 
present; some may be a photocopy (Spring 2000 to present is 
available on CD-ROM in electronic PDF format, please specify 
paper or CD when ordering). Cost is $2.50 each for members, 
$5 each for non-members, checks only, payable to TFA. (TFA, 
346 Washington St. PMB #310, Braintree, MA 02184-4702). A 
cumulative index, containing every occurrence of a name that 
has appeared in the newsletter (prior to the current issue) is 
available for $10 to the above address. 
   ARTICLE SUBMISSION: Your articles, letters to the 
editor, and comments regarding content are vital to the TQ. 
Photographs with a light background are appreciated, and can 
be returned, undamaged, if requested. Digital photos sent via 
the Internet are also welcome. Send typed articles to the TFA 
address or email the editor at simplewebs.lee@gmail.com with 
an attached file containing the article. Articles and submissions 
may be edited, respectfully, for length and readability. Please 
provide sources, if applicable. Any topics that are of general 
interest to members are encouraged, and articles written by the 
editor at your suggestion or from material you provide, will be 
credited to you. Deadline for submission to the Winter Issue is 
Nov 25th. t 

THE THAYER QUARTERLY 
RODNEY LEE THAYER, EDITOR 
346 WASHINGTON ST. PMB #310 
BRAINTREE, MA  02184-4702 
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