
Chapter 2

THE ROHRERS

“People who never look backward to their ancestors
will not look forward to posterity.”

- Edmund Burke

i - Lorenzo D. Rohrer and Catherine Webster Rohrer

In 1923, Lorenzo Dow Rohrer, my great-grandfather, was described thus:

“ With the exception of integrity, there is, perhaps, no other quality so much in
demand in the business world of today as practicality. Energ y, push, enterprise,
courage and rapid and sure decision mark the men who become the import a n t
compelling forces in the upbuilding of the commerce of the country, but all are men of
practical ideas and methods, not visionaries. Thus marked is Lorenzo Dow Rohre r,
p resident of the L. D. Rohrer Company, manufacturers of flour and dealers in all
kinds of grain and feed, one of Cumberland’s leading and important concerns.” 1

Even allowing for the hyperbole of the period, my great-grandfather is an ancestor
to brag about. We called him Grandpap.

Lorenzo - who was most likely named for Lorenzo Dow (1777-1834), the
flamboyant Methodist preacher, evangelist, pamphleteer and camp-meeting 
exponent - was born near Eakles Mills, about two miles south of Keedysville in
Washington County, Maryland in 1846. He was the ninth of ten children of Jacob and
Rosanna (Kefauver) Rohrer. Jacob's parents had been John Rohrer, who owned a
fulling (textile processing) mill in the same area, and his wife, Eva Bowers. 

One historian claims the first in this Rohrer line in America was a Frederick
(Friedrich) Rohrer, who was of German origin but emigrated from France in 1729.2
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1James W. Thomas and T. J. C. Williams, History of Allegany County, Maryland, Baltimore Regional Publishing
Co., 1968 (originally published 1923). The article may have been prepared well before 1923, for it is believed
that by that year L. D. Rohrer’s business had failed.



Other researchers have disclaimed this 1729 Rohrer; some suggest instead that the
first of ‘our’ Rohrers in America was Hans Michael Rohrer of Alsace, France, while
others believe it to have been Friedrich Rohrer of Baden, Germany.

Elsewhere in Washington County Lorenzo apprenticed in butchering with his
b r o t h e r- i n - l a w, John Gaylor. Later, at nearby Benevola, Maryland he apprenticed in flour
milling and there met his future bride, Mary Catherine We b s t e r.  Eventually he went into
business in those professions in nearby Keedysville. In 1869, at the age of 22, he
established a flour and feed business in Cumberland and in the same year married Miss

We b s t e r.  Continuing to prosper, in 1881 he
saw the fulfilment of his profession in the
building of a stone-grinding flour mill on
Commerce (later George) Street in
Cumberland.  The following year he converted
to the roller method of extracting flour from
wheat, an innovation that was sweeping the
c o u n t r y. According to a map of 1904, the
establishment was known in that year as
Anchor Roller Mills, L. D. Rohrer Company.

It is not clear how long the Rohrer
company prospered. Suffice it to say that,
like many if not most local millers (as
opposed to the large national brand-name
companies), the company apparently
gradually declined.3 Whether the reason was
big-time competition, the high cost of new
equipment or inadequate business
management, the fact is that in November
1920, L.D. Rohrer, Inc. went out of business,
sell ing its property to the Cumberland

Grocery Company for $75,000. "The sale marks the passing of one of the oldest
business establishments in the city, the L. D. Rohrer company having been started
about 50 years ago," reported the local newspaper.4

Grandpap had four children.  The first, Walter, died at the age of about one.
Harry, who had worked as a clerk at the mill, died at 32 of pneumonia and
tuberculosis.  Nell married Walter Neff and had a son John; she died in the influenza
epidemic of 1918.  William Dow, the only child to survive him, was my grandfather.
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Lorenzo Dow Rohrer, with great-grandsons CWR
and Pershing Rohrer, ca. 1926



Mary Catherine “Kate” Webster was born in 1845 to John Webster of
Frederick County, Maryland, and Sarah Ann Beeler of Washington County. Sarah
(born 1825) was the daughter of David and Sarah Ann (Weast) Beeler.

Little has come to light about John Webster’s ancestry. Apparently he died
early in the marriage and Sarah married Leonard Emmert, a Washington County
widower, farmer and preacher. Together they had two children, Nancy and David.5

I did not know my great-grandmother, Kate Webster Rohrer, since she died
before I was born, nor do I remember anyone in the family talking about her. T h e

huge oil painting of her that hung in the living room of the Rohrer home was
somber and cold, making no happy impression on me. In later years I was touched
by a letter from my father in December 1918 when sti ll  in the Army in France in
which he asked about the health of “Grandma, dear old soul.”  He was alluding to
N e l l ’s death, which had devastated Kate. Several months later, in February 1920,
weakened by a long siege of tuberculosis, Kate died. She was buried in
K e e d y s v i l l e ’s Fairview Cemetery.
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Employees of Anchor Roller Mills, 6 S. George Street, Cumberland, Md; Lorenzo D. Rohrer,
founder and president. His son, William D. Rohrer is in front row at far left. Photo circa 1902.



In his peak years Lorenzo D. Rohrer was a director of the Third National Bank
of Cumberland, president of the Young Men’s Christian Association (YMCA) and a
worker in behalf of community interests.  At the First Baptist Church in Cumberland
he taught a men’s Bible class which even today bears his name.  He also served as
president and vice president on the board of trustees, as church treasurer and as a
deacon for various periods.6

After the loss of his f lour mill, my great-grandfather ran a small
distributorship for St. Joseph brand aspirin.  Operating out of his home, he delivered,
on foot, orders to local retailers.  At his advanced age - late seventies, early eighties
- the job was so physically demanding that others in the household, including Jeanette
and my mother, helped him as necessary.

In his latter years, which are the clearest to me, I see him sitting in a straight
chair next to the kitchen coal stove reading his Bible.  I see him at meals at the kitchen
table.  He would bow his head deeply to say grace, and Pershing and I would giggle
because we couldn’t understand what he said.  His mealtime beverage of preference
was a cup of hot water with milk and sugar; sometimes he would ask for a bit of
coffee in it “just enough to flavor it a little.” 

I must have been a wild little rascal as I can still hear his “Now Billy!  Now
Billy!” in a mild effort to bring me under control.  He was hard of hearing, which
produced a family anecdote that has lasted all these years: In our catechism we
learned about venial sins, an example of which was a little lie, and Jeanette invented
“tell a venie” as a sort of euphemism for “tell a white lie.” One day I asked,
“Grandpap, did you ever tell venies?” and he replied, “How’s that?  No, no, I never
did sell weenies.” A sweet man.

My great-grandfather lived for a long time. My experience of his death is told
in chapter 5.

ii - William Dow Rohrer

I did not know my grandfather until I was about 13, simply because he left
f a m i l y, home and town not long after I arrived in 1921.  He was always referred
to as “Will”  - never Dad or Granddad or such title.  My father, writing to him
from France after World War I, called him “ Father.”  To this day, Pershing and I
speak of “Will.”  

10

6Letter from Church Secretary, First Baptist Church, Cumberland, Md., to C. William Rohrer, Oct 10, 1989.



Nothing new has come to light regarding Wi l l ’s education. In 1913, and probably
before, he was a clerk in the flour mill owned by his father. By 1917 he was a secretary.
He was said to have been interested in the theatre; in fact, according to newspaper articles,
he had been a stockholder in Cumberland’s Majestic Theatre, which failed after three
months. I gained the impression over the years, through adult overtones, that bad luck
seemed to be his lot in Cumberland. In 1923 he was a travelling salesman and by 1925 he
had left town permanently. During his years away from Cumberland he worked behind
the front desk at various hotels.

Will married Claribel Shuck
around 1890 and by 1896 they had three
children.  In 1900, L. D. bought the house
at 6 Fulton Street, where he had lived
before the big house was built, and Wi l l
and Claribel moved there with their three
children.  In 1917, L.D. sold the house to
Will for ten dollars.  This was undoubtedly
a financial maneuver, for on the same day
Will took out a mortgage on the property;
then he defaulted and in 1918 lost the
p r o p e r t y.  It was probably then that Wi l l
and family moved in at 16 Baltimore
Av e n u e .

When L. D. Rohrer died in 1932, it
was necessary that Will be contacted in
connection with the settlement of the
estate.  The family did not have his
address.  Remembering that he had always subscribed to Billboard, the theater
industry magazine, they inserted a personal ad in it and sure enough he saw it and
returned to Cumberland.

There was not much of an estate to settle. The property on Baltimore Avenue
had been lost to the bank in May 1931.  The proceeds of L. D.’s one insurance policy
were only about five thousand dollars.  After bills, commissions and taxes, a balance
of about one thousand dollars was split between Will and his deceased sister’s son,
John Neff.

While my grandfather was in Cumberland, I saw him only two or three times,
not really enough to gain much of an impression of him or even to be sure if I liked
him or not.  One day I went for lunch at Ma and Jeanette’s apartment, where he was
staying, and the only thing I remember about the occasion was a rebuff from him!  We
were having pancakes and I accidentally (of course) poured on a lot of syrup
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whereupon Will barked, “My God, Billy, how much syrup do you need?!” 

Another afternoon I was to meet my grandfather at the ball park to see the
Shriner circus (my mother surmised that he had wangled passes).  On my way I had
a horrifying experience.  At the Fayette Street railroad bridge a small crowd was
watching the activity on the tracks below.  On the ground was a man who had fallen
from the roof of a boxcar and had been run over, cut in half!  He was dead of course.
When he was lifted up by the arms, his insides rolled out.  Then his lower half was
picked up—same thing.  I felt sick and thought of going back home, but Will would
wonder why I didn’t show up so I went on to meet him.  I told him my experience.
“My God, Billy!” he said.

Shortly after that, Will left Cumberland again.  About 12 years later he
somehow learned my address and wrote to me.  He was working in a hotel in
Abingdon, Virginia.  He said he had not been successful in contacting his wife and
children and asked me to fill him in on them.  By that time, his wife, daughter Jeanette
and son Charlie were dead; his son George was still living.  I wrote this to him, he
wrote to me again, and that ended the brief contact.  

In 1946 or 1947, Will returned to Cumberland.  Ill with chronic nephritis, he
went to the county infirmary to live.  I was living in New York then and did not have
an opportunity to see him.  He died in June 1948.  Will’ s son George had him buried
on the L. D. Rohrer lot at Fairview Cemetery in Keedysville where his remains would
be in the company of those of his father, his mother and his son Charlie.

iii - Claribel Shuck Rohrer

Ma - my grandmother Rohrer - was a dear lady, as I trust I have conveyed
before. Born in Cumberland in 1871, she was the second of seven children of George
Edward Shuck and Mary Virginia (Marks) Shuck.

The Shucks in Cumberland went back to 1790 when the first George Shuck
(actually Johann Georg Schuch) brought his family there from York, Pennsylvania.
Johann Georg, with his parents and siblings, had immigrated to this country from
Reihen, Germany, in 1751 at the age of four.  Johann Georg was a carpenter, as was
his son Joseph, as was Joseph’s son Thomas, as was Thomas’s son, my great-
grandfather George Edward. 

G e o rge was a skilled craftsman. To pursue his trade, he moved his family from
Cumberland to Sandusky, Ohio, between 1870 and 1900, and there he made the ornate
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wooden furniture and appointments for the railroad cars known as “Pullman cars.”7

George Shuck was born in 1845 and died in Sandusky in 1917. Mary Virginia
Marks was born in 1842 to Edward and Lula (Garry) Marks in Somerset,
Pennsylvania, and died in Cleveland, Ohio in 1923. Both were buried in Sandusky.

I don’t remember much about my
grandmother, Claribel, during my early years
at 216. Her daughter Jeanette was the
dominant female, the one who ran the house
and looked after me while my mother was at
work.  I do not remember her going to church
or shopping or to a movie. She did take me
once or twice to a band concert at Riverside
Park. While I was never in her church, the
First Baptist on Bedford Street, she did accompany me on rare occasions to my
church, Sts. Peter and Paul’s, but she found the pews uncomfortable.  I took her to
Rose Hill Cemetery once and helped her care for the Shuck lot.  I liked to browse
through one of her books, The World’s Best Authors - Their Works and Photographs,
and when I was in my early teens she gave me the book to keep. Ma liked to read,
what and to what extent I cannot say; but I do recall how delighted she was with my
gift to her of Gone With the Wind in 1936. Strangely, despite the paucity of my
recollections of her, thinking of her brings feelings of warmth and affection.

From the early twenties, my grandmother’s life had not been an easy one.  Her
husband’s defection, the deprivations of the Depression and a heart condition did not
make for great happiness.  After Baltimore Avenue, each successive apartment she
shared with Jeanette was a little more meager.  I visited Ma as often as possible during
her declining years.  These were my high school years and I was very busy, but I
managed to visit on Sundays.  I was doing well in school and, in my senior year
especially, got into the newspaper rather often in connection with some event or other,
so we had much to talk about.  When I graduated from high school in June 1939, she
could not attend the exercises, but I went to see her afterward and she was proud.

Not long after that, Ma’s heart gave out and in January 1940 she died.  A t
her burial in Rose Hill Cemetery, I was touched to see my grandfather Wa l l a c e
serve as a pallbearer although his daughter and Claribel’s son had been divorced.
Although not socially close, the two families had always been friendly, each
respecting the other.
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George Edward and Mary Virginia (Marks) Shuck



iv - Jeanette Kathryn Rohrer

Ma had received the loving care and companionship of her only daughter,
Jeanette, since about 1921 when Jeanette came back home after her marriage failed.

Little is on record about Jeanette’s life.  She was born January 31, 1896, the
third child of Will and Claribel.  At the age of 14 she was baptized at Cumberland’s
First Baptist Church.  How far she went in school is not known.  In her young
womanhood she was popular and active in “society,” and was once characterized as
“one of Cumberland’s most attractive and vivacious blondes.” On her twentieth
birthday, January 31, 1916, she married James Mazeene in a small, private ceremony
“of much charm” at her parents’home on Fulton Street.  The couple then moved to
City Point, Virginia, near Hopewell, where James held “a responsible position” with
the Dupont Powder Company.8 Later they lived in Charleston, West Virginia.  The
marriage was short-lived.  Jeanette came back to Cumberland to live with her parents,
who were now residing with L. D. at 16 Baltimore Avenue.  Jeanette and James were
divorced, she resuming her maiden name.

Grandpap was up in years and recently widowed, Will had left town, Ma was
not in the best of health.  Grandpap’s financial condition had forced him to dismiss
his servants.  Someone had to manage the Rohrer household, and it naturally fell to
Jeanette.  She became housekeeper, cook, maid and nurse. She would soon add the
job of part-time nanny to her new little nephew, Billy Rohrer.

Despite the nature and volume of her work, Jeanette was not the stereotypical
drudge.  While she dressed appropriately for her chores, she was a fashion plate when
the occasion required.  A liberated woman of the Roaring Twenties, she wore the
stylish flapper styles, bobbed and bleached her hair, smoked cigarettes.

Jeanette had many acquaintances and several close friends.  I remember
glamorous Laura Small Cooke and her husband Ben; cute, blonde Betty Biddle, who
married Ray Coffman; and Madeleine Biddle.  Most colorful of her girlfriends was
Hester “Het” Davidson, a rather tall, robust woman with a big voice and a bigger
laugh.  She was famous for the remark: “I’ll just take the money, kid!” when asked
by a boyfriend what she wanted for her birthday.  Jeanette had fun with the line,
mimicking Het’s voice and manner. Jeanette’s longtime boyfriend was Dell
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Workman, a handsome, portly, red-faced good-humored man whom I pestered to
bring me small toys from his grocery store.  For reasons to me unknown, Dell and
Jeanette not only never married but before Jeanette’s early death they broke up.

How Jeanette found the wherewithal to manage the household can only be
surmised.  Grandpap had undoubtedly mortgaged the home.  Mother worked and
certainly contributed to the pot; my father, too, during the years he was present.
George certainly gave his share when he and his family lived there.  But it could not
have been easy to make ends meet.  I
cannot remember ever being hungry,
but neither do I hold any memories of
sumptuous meals.

Jeanette and her mother’s last
apartment was on Glenn Street, just a
block from Fulton Street where
Jeanette grew up, where she was
married; and a block in the other
direction from the Baltimore Avenue
home, scene of her modest but proud
reign.  The place consisted of one
l a rge bedroom-sitting room plus
kitchen and bath. They were
completely comfortable, yet the
come-down must have hurt.

One of my frequent visits to
Ma and Jeanette developed into an
embarrassment for them.  Walking up
Glenn Street on my way to their
apartment, I was surprised to find
that a high-school classmate, Arietta
Wyand, lived only a few doors away.
She was on the porch with her father,
to whom she introduced me.
Catching my name, he said he was related to the Rohrers of Keedysville, Maryland.
I said that I was, too, and, so tickled by the coincidence, added that my grandmother
Rohrer and her daughter lived just up the street.  He said that he would certainly like
to call upon them.  Naively, I suggested that he come with me, and just as
unthinkingly he did!  To receive an unexpected visitor, especially a remote kinsman,
in their reduced circumstances must have shocked poor Ma and Jeannette exceedingly.
They were friendly and gracious, although the conversation was brief and strained.
When Reverend Wyand had left, Jeanette could only say, “Heavenly Father, Billy!”
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After I graduated from high school I went to business school not far from
where Jeanette lived.  Now alone since Ma’s death in January of 1940, she asked me
to come for lunch each Monday.  I would, gladly.  She made the best macaroni and
cheese!  She undoubtedly knew then that she had breast cancer and was creating these
last opportunities to reminisce about the old days.

Jeanette had radical surgery but it was apparently impossible to stem the
cancer completely. A few months later her condition was terminal, irreversible.  As
she lay dying, under sedation, her sister-in-law Florence was with her much of the
time, doing what she could to make her comfortable.  The last time I visited her she
was comatose.  I said a prayer aloud on the chance that she could hear me and perhaps
make the prayer her own.  She had told me once that she believed “when a person
dies that’s it” - no afterlife.  On January 13, 1941, she died.

In my diary I expressed my remorse in sentiments that I could not possibly
voice to anyone: She looks very beautiful in a white dress, lace jacket and orchid and
sweet-pea corsage from me.  Poor Nets - some old memories are sure suggested by that
name!...I saw my “ little Nets”  for the last time on this earth today.  In death, as in life,
she lies right next to her mother, dear Ma, in Rose Hill.  What a day it was - cold, rainy,
s l u s h y.  Nets did like the snow, but not quite so inclement as today’s weather was.

v - George, Florence and Pershing Rohrer

Will and Claribel's firstborn, George
Lorenzo, was born February 11, 1891. Details
of his childhood and education are unknown,
but apparently he had adequate training to
serve first (before 1913) as a stenographer and
by 19l7 as treasurer of his grandfather L. D.
Rohrer's milling company.

In 1915, the "prominent young
business man," as he was described in the
local newspaper, married Florence Elizabeth
McDonough at his parents' home in
Cumberland. Florence was born in
Lonaconing, Maryland, a tiny town a few
miles from Cumberland, on May 11, 1895.
Her parents were Charles M. McDonough and
the former Sadie Berkenbaugh.
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The wedding ceremony was conducted by the Rev. Herbert F. Loomis, pastor
of the First Baptist church. Jeanette was the bridesmaid and James Mazeene the best
man. "Following the cere m o n y, a wedding
supper was served from the Washington Lunch
Room. The house was beautifully decorated....
Mr. and Mrs. Rohrer left on the Duquesne
Limited on an extended tour of the East", read
the news item.

From about 1923 to 1925 (the L. D.
Rohrer Company had gone out of business in
1920), George worked as a bookkeeper for the
Cumberland Macaroni Company.

In about 1926, George and family came
to live at the big L. D. Rohrer home on
Baltimore Avenue, where I was also living with
my parents. For the next three years the two
young Rohrer boys - both only children - would
grow and play together (as described in the next chapter), beginning a close,
brotherlike relationship. In 1929, Pershing moved with his parents to Pittsburgh,
where his father went to work.

In 1931, Florence announced in the Evening Times that she had returned to
Cumberland with Pershing, that he had taken part in the Armistice Day parade on his
thirteenth birthday and that he had enrolled at LaSalle Institute (a private Catholic
junior and senior high school) The article identified him as "John Pershing," which
form (or "J. Pershing") he used through high school.

Sometime later, George and Florence Rohrer divorced. In 1939 George was
employed in the fabric dying department of the Celanese Corporation located in
suburban Cumberland and shared an apartment on Glen Street with his mother and
sister. Florence, then a waitress, and Pershing, until about 1938, when he left
Cumberland, had an apartment on Bedford Street. 

George remarried and lived on Columbia Street. He died in Baltimore on
February 19, 1953, and was buried in Rose Hill Cemetery in Cumberland. Mildred,
his wife, died a number of years later.

Florence Rohrer, in her latter years in Cumberland, worked at Rand's Drug
Store. She was a communicant at St. Patrick's Church there. In 1971 she moved to an
apartment in Ravenna where Pershing and his family lived. She died there in 1973
and was buried in Hillcrest Cemetery, Cumberland.
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vi. Pershing Rohrer

On November 11, 1918, an armistice ending "The Great War," (to be known
as World War I) was signed in Europe. On the morning of that day, a boy was born to
Florence and George at the Western Maryland Hospital in Cumberland. They named
him Pershing for the famed American Army commander, General John J. Pershing.
His middle name honored his uncle,
Charles Webster Rohrer, who also was
serving in the Army and his maternal
g r a n d f a t h e r, Charles McDonough.
(When informed of the arrival,
Charlie, still in France, wrote: "And
how is my new nephew Charles
Pershing, or is it Pershing Charles?")
In 1921, General Pershing visited
Cumberland and George and Florence
were given the opportunity to present
their young son to his namesake at the
Fort Cumberland hotel. "Why
handicap your son thus?" the General
reportedly asked.

During Pershing's boyhood,
Florence often proudly reminded
Cumberland of the auspicious
coincidence of her son's birth by
inserting news items in the Cumberland Evening Times on his birthday.

By the age of fourteen, Pershing was a newspaper delivery boy. A sports
enthusiast since childhood, in his sophomore year he was assistant sports editor of his
high school newspaper in its first year and sports editor as a junior and senior. In The
Torch he was called "one of the most outstanding members of the senior class and no
doubt one of the most popular students of the school." While still in high school he
was also reporting local sports events for the Cumberland Daily News.9
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9The Torch, LaSalle Institute, January 27, 1936.



Following graduation, Pershing - by now almost always called "Persh" -
continued working for the Daily News under C. V. "Jiggs" Burns, a well-known
sports journalist in the Cumberland area for several decades. 

Many years later, a columnist, recalling Persh's post-graduate period in
Cumberland, commented: "...Cumberlanders his age still enjoy talking about his
spirited approach to everything he undertook. That included a flair for organizing
and leading. He was instrumental in helping formulate an independent basketball
team known as the Cumberland Dragons. Made up of players either finishing up their
high-school careers or recent graduates, the Dragons developed into a formidable
aggregation. In fact, they were a powerhouse and at one stretch won 31 straight
games. Basketball, no doubt about it, was his number one passion.”10 In the fall of
1938, the News was taken over by the Times and a new staff was installed and Persh
left Cumberland to find employment elsewhere.

During World War II, Pershing worked in a defense industry, after which he
again took up his pursuit of sports journalism. He worked for the Dominion News of
Morgantown, W.Va.; the News-Herald, Suffolk, Va.; the Messenger, Athens, Ohio;
and the Courier-News, Plainfield, N.J. He became sports editor of the Evening
Record (became Record-Courier), Ravenna, Ohio in 1952. About 1959 he joined the
Indianapolis Times and a year later the Crescent-News, Defiance, Ohio.

In 1962, Persh returned to the sports editor position at the Record-Courier in
Ravenna. For the next 27 years, he and his small staff covered the totality of regional
professional, collegiate and high school sports. His regular column was entitled
"Rohrering Thru Sports." During his tenure, the Record-Courier won several sports
journalism awards. He retired from full-time work at the Record-Courier on January
1, 1989 but continued to cover bowling and other events.

Pershing married Janet Raymond, of Cincinnati, Ohio, in 1951. Their son,
Thomas Paul, was born in 1959. At the time of her death in 1980, Janet Rohrer, PhD,
was a professor in the College of Education at Kent (Ohio) University.

In 1985, in a ceremony at Columbus, Ohio, Pershing was inducted into the
United Press International's Sportswriters Hall of Fame, an award established in 1983
to recognize long and meritorious service among Ohio sportswriters.

In August 1990, Pershing married Mary Steele Solitro, of Ravenna.

Thomas Rohrer received a PhD degree in music from Florida State University
in 1993. Later that year he was appointed assistant director of bands and assistant
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professor of music education at Bowling Green (Ohio) State University. In 1997 he
transferred to Utah State University at Logan. He and Sharon Louise Clark were
married in Ravenna on June 20, 1998. Their daughter, Pershelle Elizabeth, was born
November 7, 2000. On July 1, 2004, a son Vincent Thomas, arrived.
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