
 News & Notes 
 

Visitors 
We would like to extend our welcome to you. If you have any 
questions, please feel free to ask. Also, please fill out a visitor’s 
card located in the pew in front of you. 
 

Please remember in your prayers: 
Ed & Barbara Coats, Ruth Corbett, Allen & Joyce Cash, Mary 
Ann Haugh, Patrick Brown (cancer treatment), Steven Andrews, 
and our military forces throughout the world. 
 

Other News 
Please keep Austin Lankford in your prayers as he is going 
through cancer treatments at Hillcrest Hospital.  Austin received an 
unfavorable report from his doctor’s this past week. Emma and 
Ruth, Darla’s sisters, are not doing well and Ruth is back in the 
hospital.  Robert Duncan has been traveling on business for the 
last few weeks and hopes to come back next week.  Charlie 
Willeford passed away this past week and his funeral services 
were Wednesday.  Doyle and Dicie Jackson will be out of town 
this weekend while traveling to see family.  Ryan Payne went in for 
some tests this past Friday on his stomach.  Larry Brown has 
been going through tests to determine some health concerns.  
Please keep these in your prayers. 
 

Austin Lankford’s Address: 
Hillcrest Medical Center 
1120 S. Utica 
Austin Lankford 
Room 7621 
Tulsa, OK 74104 
 

The Earl’s 
The Earl’s will be traveling Monday through Thursday on their move 
to Oologah.  Their housing situation is undecided again as their 
rental property fell through. 
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Address: 
P.O. Box 527 

Oologah, OK 74053 
 

Phone Number: 
918-443-2025 

 
Meeting Place:  

Hwy 169  
South of Oologah 

 
Schedule of 

Services 
Sunday: 

Bible Study 9:30 am 
Worship 10:30 am 
Worship 5:00 pm 

 
Wednesday: 

Bible Study 7:00 pm 
 

Evangelist: 
Vance Smith 

 
TV Programs : 

Sunday 7:30 am
SEARCH Program 

(TV 47/Cable 7) 
 

Website: 
www.oologahcofc.org 

Beverage 
Alcohol 

Growing Up With Alcohol 
By Louis Rushmore 

 
ALCOHOL IN MY YOUTHFUL HOME: 
BONNIE RUSHMORE 

 
I cannot remember a time when my 

parents, especially my father, did not 
drink. Drinking alcoholic beverages was 
a way of life for my family and the 
families of my friends throughout my life 
in Pennsylvania where I grew up. 
Sometimes my father stopped by the 
bar after work, arriving home late at 
night too drunk to make it in the house. 
On more than one occasion, my mother 
and brother would have to pick him up 
out of the yard where he had passed 
out. Since liquor sales were banned 
and bars were closed on Sundays, beer 
was purchased on Friday after the 
weekly paycheck was received. 
Frequently, on Saturday evening we 
would travel 30 miles or so away to an 
aunt’s house. Once we arrived, my  



 

parents, aunt and uncle, other relatives and the older 
children would go to one of the local bars for the night. My 
older sister would babysit the younger children. Many 
times, the partiers would arrive home in the wee hours of 
the morning too drunk to drive home. Thus, we would 
spend the night. The next day the drinking would continue 
until we would leave to return to our home later that day. 
Often times during the summer we would be locked out of 
the house for the day as we made too much noise going in 
and out. 
 

One of my earliest memories is watching family 
members build our house. On one occasion I watched my 
grandfather fall from the roof that he, my uncle and father 
were finishing. Fortunately, his injuries consisted of only a 
few scratches and he climbed the ladder to finish the job. 
The female members of the family who observed the fall 
contributed his lack of injuries to the fact that he was 
intoxicated since all had been drinking throughout the 
course of the day. The house did not have a square wall in 
it and leaned considerably. The only way to keep a door 
open was to block it open with something. We had our own 
“Leaning Tower of Pisa” in rural Pennsylvania. I am sure 
the intoxicated state of the builders was a contributing 
factor in those leaning walls. 

 
Sometime during my late elementary school years, my 

parents joined the local Eagles Club, which seemed to 
center around a bar. Since private clubs were allowed to 
serve alcohol on Sunday, the weekend trips to my aunt’s 
soon stopped, as my parents would spend Saturday and 
Sunday with their new friends at the bar. What started out 
as weekend partying soon turned to nightly trips to the 
Club. My mother would take dad to work and pick him up 
each day, stopping at the Club immediately following the 
end of work (about 3:30 p.m.) and arriving home in time for 
bed. My oldest brother had joined the Air Force by this 

 

time. My older sister often accompanied my parents, 
leaving my older brother, younger sister and myself to fend 
for ourselves after school. Many times we would cook 
supper and wait for them to return home to eat. After many 
hours we would eat without them. We heated the house 
with a coal and wood stove and it was not uncommon to 
come home from school to find the fire had gone out and 
the house would be freezing cold. We would try to relight 
the fire and wrap up in blankets until the house would 
regain some heat. 

 
Many times during those years, the electric bill would 

not be paid so the electricity would be shut off. On a few 
occasions the pump on the well burned up and there was 
no money to repair it so we had no running water. 
Sometimes the propane tank was empty so we had to heat 
water on the stove to wash since we had no hot water. We 
rarely had money for toothpaste, shampoo or other hygiene 
products deemed unnecessary luxuries. I can say that we 
never went hungry although there was not an abundance 
of food, and we had consisted on the cheapest and most 
basic available. However, there was always money for an 
unlimited amount of beer either at home during the early 
years or at the Club during my later years at home. 

 
I rarely went to school on Fridays my junior year. The 

Eagles Club happened to be located within walking 
distance of where my father and many others worked and 
Friday was payday. On Fridays I would skip school, with 
my parent’s permission (they sent a note saying I was sick) 
so that I could go to town with mom. We would meet my 
father at the Club; I would take his paycheck and that of 
several other men and walk to the bank. There I would 
cash each paycheck and return to the club where the men 
were drinking their lunch in the form of beer and whiskey. I 
got to keep the change and frequently if it was a good  
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one occasion, attempting to teach the Gospel to my 
brother-in-law and his wife, a drunken uncle drove 20 
miles because I wouldn’t go drinking with him and burst 
into the house where the study was ongoing; he hit me 
in the face, knocking my glasses off and ruined forever 
what had appeared to be a profitable study to convert 
souls with the Gospel. Where I was reared, people 
customarily worked hard, played hard and died hard, 
and alcohol was party to it all. My wife and I did not 
easily escape all the affects of our upbringing, but 
anything respecting alcohol for which we were culpable 
we have long since repented. 

 
CONCLUSION 

 
Words don’t come freely and tears swell when we 
remember the adverse affects of alcohol in the lives of 
our families, and in the lives of friends and their families 
of our youthful years. In one such family, daddy was a 
drunk when his first child was born. Later in life and 
before the birth of successive children, this daddy 
sobered up and became very religious. However, the 
damage was done, and that oldest child could not be 
salvaged from drunkenness and its companion sins that 
he had formerly at a young age witnessed in his father. 
Alcohol destroys individuals; alcohol destroys families; 
alcohol destroys nations. Worst of all, alcohol 
destroys souls! 
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paycheck an extra dollar or two from each check I 
cashed. This was my money to spend as I wanted. At 
the end of the hour we would take my dad back to work 
and go buy a few groceries. If an individual ran out of 
money during the course of the week, a local grocery 
store would allow one to cash a personal check based 
on the upcoming paycheck. The only stipulation was 
that some groceries had to be purchased. Maybe that 
was the grocery store owner’s way of ensuring that a 
few groceries were taken home to the family since 
drinking was a way of life for most families. 

 
One of the few pictures I have of my father is at my 

wedding reception. He is standing beside my father-in-
law, each holding a bottle of beer, each barely able to 
stand. My father-in-law proceeded to work after the 
wedding reception with the attitude, “If they don’t want 
me they can send me home.” We took my mother-in-law 
home following the reception because she was too 
drunk to drive. 

 
A few months before my wedding, my oldest sister, 

unmarried and living at home, gave birth to a beautiful 
baby girl. It was not uncommon to dip her pacifier into 
whatever one was drinking to calm her cries while they 
were out drinking. Occasionally my father would put 
beer in her baby bottle. When she was two and half 
years old we received a phone call late one night that 
she had died. Since we were living several hundred 
miles away, to this day I am unsure exactly what caused 
her death. I am comforted knowing that she is in heaven 
and by her early death was spared the lifestyle so 
common with my family. 

 
In 1979, we once again received a late night phone 

call from Pennsylvania. My oldest sister had died. 
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According to family reports and newspaper clippings, 
she and her live-in boyfriend had spent the day at my 
parent’s home. As was common, alcoholic beverages 
were readily available. After spending the day with her 
parents, some of her siblings, nieces and nephews, they 
returned to their home and started to argue. In the heat 
of the argument he picked up a 22-caliber rifle and shot 
her in the head. At the young age of 29, her life was 
taken in a drunken rage. The man who shot her was 
given a short prison term and was paroled after 3 years. 
His defense was that he was “drunk and did not know 
what he was doing.” 

 
It was during this time my brothers also began to 

drink excessively. My brother just older than I was the 
worst. He was so intoxicated at my sister’s funeral he 
was uncontrollable. I stayed with my parents for two 
weeks following the funeral to help clean her trailer and 
finalize things. While at my parents, my brother stopped 
by to talk with me. As usual he was drunk. In the course 
of our talk, I tried to get him to realize what he was 
putting his wife and three young children through. He 
became so angry with me that I did not see him again 
for several years. Fortunately, my brother has settled 
down with age and maturity. He still drinks on occasion 
and smokes, but he is the most responsible sibling I 
have.  

 
My father died in 1982, two months after his 57th 

birthday. He had been sick for a couple of years with the 
last few months the worst. He had destroyed his body 
with the consumption of alcohol and cigarette smoke 
since his early teens. As I reflect on my life of fifty years, 
I have fond memories, good memories, bad memories 
and memories with little emotional attachment. After 
reading the above paragraphs one would think I had a 
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horrible childhood filled with bad memories. Most of my 
childhood memories are not bad memories. Alcohol was 
a way of life for me and everyone I knew. After obeying 
the Gospel and seeing how life is supposed to be lived, 
my husband and I chose to distance our children from 
the lifestyle of our families. I wanted a better life for my 
children than I had. Unfortunately, the way one is reared 
can have long lasting scars, which we strive daily to 
overcome. Of course, alcohol has no part in our lives 
today. 

 
I write this to encourage those who drink to stop and 

see what you are doing to your children. To those who 
have similar childhood memories, know that you can 
overcome with time, prayer and God’s help. 

 
ALCOHOL IN MY YOUTHFUL HOME: LOUIS 
RUSHMORE 

 
Alcohol was not a big issue in my youthful home, 

though it was there sometimes and never criticized, but 
as welcome and as natural when present as air 
breathed. However, consent to marry my underage wife-
to-be was conditional on my father-in-law-to-be being 
permitted to arrange the wedding reception in the 
basement of the local Eagles club, and provide the 
cases of liquor and beer. I remember my drunken father 
smiling the only time I recall him smiling, beer in hand, 
immediately before leaving for work in the heart of a 
steel mill, attired complete with coat and tie. I have 
lasting memories of my drunken mother throwing a 
glass and a camera, after which my new wife and I 
postponed our meager honeymoon long enough to drive 
my mother home. I don’t remember ever seeing my 
father-in-law sober and infrequently seeing one of my 
grandfathers when he was not completely inebriated. On 
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