IT’S IN THE BOX

The dictionary definition of a box is a ridged, typically rectangular container with or without a lid.  Over the years I’ve had several “boxes”.

I’ve always heard the story of a grandfather being born on a war ship and an uncle high up in the British Army, truth or fiction, to a little kid it sounded great.

Some time between 1967 and 1970 I sat down with my mother and wrote the first outline of maternal family history.  Those notes were but “in the box“.  At that time “the box” was the bottom of the bottom drawer of my nightstand.  She also gave me a small amount of paternal information.  I then went to my father’s sister, Aunt Ruth said “What do you want that for?” and she began talking and I again took notes.  Aunt Ruth also let me see the “Williams Family Bible”.  Which I now have copies of 4 pages:  births, deaths, marriages and births of grandchildren.  These notes joined the other notes “in the box”.

Before my mother passed away in 1974 I had gone into the box again and went over the notes which were now typed. Lucky for me her Aunt Mae was visiting.  Aunt Mae was a gabby gal, she talked and I took notes. All the new information was just put in the box.  With my mother’s passing and a house to clean out, I knew that I wanted her mother’s bible and her Sunday missal.  They were loaded with memorial cards.  Fortunately, my sister took what was left of the picture albums.

I now had another “box” to start, a plastic container with a lid.  The memorial books from my parents passing and the extra memorial cards.  To the box I started to add my collection of any announcements and invitations that I received. Birth, communion, confirmation, showers, wedding and obituaries. 

About five years ago, I was visiting my second cousin Sonny here in Florida.  He brought out his “Box”; a cardboard box with “stuff”.  He had a copy of Family history written by my Great Uncle Arthur. Fact or Fiction.  This perked my interest in family history again.  As I went through the papers, a pile was started which I made copies of and when I got back to New Jersey reread them and put them in the box.  

A year later, I was again going to Florida and would be visiting Sonny.  I reread what he had given me and remembered a ship log which I had no copy of.  Back to his box, the copy of the ship log, it was my great grandfather who was born on a war ship and now I have proof.  That to went into the “box”.

My husband’s family history is in a tin box, passports, naturalization papers, some photos of his parents.  About eight and ten years ago two of his cousins came to visit at different times from Australia.  We were able to spend a day with each of them him.  They had been working on the “Carroll” family history.  I was given a copy of the Carroll family tree and tape recorded every thing his cousin said and did my best to put it in outline form.  All that went into his box

Less than two years ago we started our move to Florida and met Patti Kirk. Out came the “Boxes” again now with a different outlook on them.  I have learned what to do with the items in the boxes.  The notes that I took so many years ago are now fact and still some things that maybe fact or fiction.

My latest find was my grandmother’s memorial book.  It had been stored in my brother’s trunk in my attic in New Jersey for thirty plus years. I will always have a “box” for my side family and the “tin box” for John’s side.  But now my original notes and typed copies are being organized into notebooks in a bookcase.  I have saved them because they remind me of the beginning of the box.  That’s my story of “IT’S IN THE BOX” 
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