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Forward 
“Memoirs of a Common-Tater” is based on information derived 

from a manuscript that was written by my Great Aunt Clara Minnich 

where she recalls her life experiences and family stories during the 

nineteenth and early twentieth centuries. The original manuscript is 

over 130 typewritten, single-spaced pages, and I personally find it 

difficult to conceive of how one could write a book and arrange it in a 

logical manner without a word processor. I am sure that Clara would be 

equally amazed at my ability to correct mistakes, to cut and paste 

paragraphs, and to add pictures by using my word processor. The 

original manuscript tends to ramble quite a bit and Aunt Clara tends to 

switch between multiple stories from paragraph to paragraph. As I 

reassembled the information from the manuscript, I tried to keep 

Clara’s original intent, but at the same time I corrected historical 

inaccuracies and typographical mistakes, and combined like topics 

within each chapter.  

Aunt Clara was an “Old Maid” who devoted most of her life to her 

kindergarten students while she was a 

teacher in the Philadelphia Public School 

System for over thirty years. I first 

remember Aunt Clara when she came to 

visit us at our home in Maine during the 

late forties when I was about 5 or 6. I 

also recall visiting my aunt in her West 

Philadelphia row home where she had 

large Japanese vases on either side of 

the entrance door. The last time I saw 

Aunt Clara was in the early seventies when my then divorced mother, 

Ruth Lovell Minnich, took me to visit her in the Lutheran Home for the 

Aged in Germantown, Pennsylvania. I find the information from her 

manuscript interesting from a personal genealogical perspective and at 

the same time invaluable to anyone interested in looking into how a 

different generation lived and looked at the world around them. 

I came across the original manuscript while I was visiting Second 

Cousin William Lovell Keplinger for the first time ever when I was on my 

way to my 40th high school reunion in 2003 (see page 238 for the full 

story on the trip and Michael Reed Minnich’s Sigma Chi badge (pin)). 



Cousin Bill has been the keeper and protector of the Minnich family 

documents and without his due diligence, the story told within these 

pages would have been lost. I hope all of you enjoy the story of my 

family and of how different life was over a century ago. 

Warren D. Welch 
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Early Recollections of a “Common Tater” 

All sorts of successful people, even many dramatic failures, have written their 

personal histories thus finding avid readers, and earning large royalties.  Kings and 

Queens; Princes and Princesses; Dukes and Duchesses; and heroes and heroines of 

land, sea, and air give to the world their intimate experiences. Why should not the 

memoirs of an ordinary ‘commentator’ be of interest--perhaps even inspirational? He 

(or she) might tell the reasons why he (or she) had not become a King or Queen, hero 

or heroine, Duke or Duchess (grand or otherwise). 

It might be well to explain here the writer's definition of the word 

“commentator”. It is not usual, nor is it original. My Aunt Somie ** knew as well as 

you do the diction definition of “commentator”. So do I, but I prefer her individual, 

whimsical use of the word, so I call myself a “common-tater”, and let it go at that. 

Shall we go on from here, or did you drop out long ago? 

The "Common-Tater" Arrives on this planet. 

My birth was a very interesting event - to those most intimately concerned. I 

was born Clara Frank Minnich on a Saturday morning on August 19, 1882 in 

Bedford, Pa.  The old house on Juliana 

Street in which I drew my first breath, 

had been built prior to 1820, and may 

easily have been there during the time of 

the old Indian fort, which had been 

demolished long before my time of 

course; around 1770, I understand. Well, 

as I have said, I arrived at 2:00 A.M. on 

that memorable August morning. Aunt 

Somie had requested the privilege of being in at the birth but wearying of the long 

session; she left at 1:00 A.M. and missed the big scene. I have been always a little 

slow in my approach to this, that, and the other thing. 

The first important event in my life (naturally I do not remember this, but it 

has been reported by reliable witnesses) was a good spanking. "Uncle Doctor" 

Marbourg had to breathe his breath into my small, lungs before I caught on to the 

method of breathing. To this day I do not learn games readily, however, I did master 

the art of breathing after some delay. 

I was not at home when I was born, which may seen odd but it is quite true. 

** Aunt Somie (Salome Minnich Jordan) was Father’s younger, only sister. 
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You see the family was in the habit of spending the summers in the home of my 

paternal grandparents. So it was in the sleepy little town of Bedford that I assumed a 

leading role in a Midsummer Night's Dream. 

During the following months I achieved the distinction of contracting spinal 

meningitis. The real distinction came when I recovered from it. The specialist called 

in for consultation, broke the news to my parents that I would live but that I would 

be an idiot. As it turned out, his diagnosis was 

not altogether correct. I consider myself fortunate, 

for while it is regrettably true that I have idiotic 

spells, still in the main I am fairly normal. 

Frequently I have lucid intervals. 

Many and many a happy summer have I 

spent in Bedford, first at the house on Juliana 

Street, afterward at Aunt Somie's home on Penn 

Street, and still later I visited Mary Minnich time 

and time again at the old Shuck homestead on 

West Pitt Street, now the Lincoln Highway. From 

those early days until now I have visited and 

revisited Bedford many times, and have come to 

love the little old town extravagantly. When we 

were children; big brother George; Sister 

“Mamie” (who became “Marie” when she was 

sixteen or thereabouts); myself, little Clara; and later the baby Charlie, looked 

forward to our annual trip to Bedford with joyous excitement. 

I must have been exceedingly young that long ago summer morning, when I 

sat on a bench in the little Powelton Avenue station, a block from our home, 

surrounded by the family; all waiting eagerly for that wonderful "Choo-choo". Faintly 

in my memory I seem to hear an excited, high-pitched voice (probably George's) 

asking me where I was going. My brilliant reply, met with tremendous applause, was 

to the effect that I was going to see Grandma and Grandpa Minnich. 

It was a long hot ride. Scenery did not mean much at that age, so that after 

enjoying for a while the novelty of farm animals and rural activities as viewed from 

the car window, we became restless and fretful and were glad when it was time to 

open our picnic lunch. That would have been somewhere around Harrisburg. 

But when we changed cars at Huntingdon, and the smoky little train began 
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the climb into the cool hills at dusk, our spirits lifted and though we stopped at every 

little village, that was all right, for each one brought us nearer to Bedford. Our hearts 

began to beat in high anticipation. 

It would be dark when we reached our destination, and even before we left the 

train, we could see by the flickering lamp-light, on the station platform, the eager 

uplifted face of dear Grandpa Minnich, his long beard looking so snowy, and his kind 

eyes smiling. There were also the young uncles and even younger cousins. These last 

were hopping up and down in rhythm with my excited heart. Then came the walk 

though the dark streets, over uneven brick sidewalks, stumbling at times over the 

roots of great shadowy trees, all of us laughing and chattering at a great rate, till we 

came to the old home on Juliana Street. 

Very vaguely I envision Grandmother Minnich's plump figure at the door, hear 

her welcoming cries of pleasure, and feel her warm arms about me. Through the 

mists of time I see the lamp-lighted dining room; supper ready on the table with tall 

glasses of milk for us children. There was the old corner cupboard, smelling of 

cookies, and producing them, too. After supper, bed and deep, deep sleep; in the 

morning, sunshine and bracing mountain air. We children raced all over town, one 

relative's home to another's. Our subconscious idea seemed to be that all the Bedford 


