
DR. JAMES H. & SAMILDA MEDARIS 
 
James Henderson Medaris, Nov. 7, 1851, and Samilda Dorcas Davis, Nov. 10, 1853, were born 
near Spencer Ind. and grew up together, attending the same rural schools. They were married 
May 20, 1 875. James had a store in Cat-arac, Ind. Dr. Jones who had his office in the store, 
interested James into becoming a Doctor. He studied Dr. Jones' medical books and practiced 
under his direction. Samilda was frail and especially plagued by chills and ague. Two children 
were born and died in Ind. 
 
He teamed up with Mr. John Oakley in Sept. 1885, renting a box car to ship their household goods 
to Kingman. He opened up a store of general merchandise at nearby Bros, Ks. They had three 
daughters, Laura nine, Gertrude seven, and Ada five. Rumors began sifting into the community 
about the possibility of opening up some land in Okla. for home-steading. A fourth daughter was 
born named Metta. In 1 887 a law was passed requiring doctors to have two years schooling. 
James sold out and took his family to Kansas City and entered medical school. They then moved 
to Harper, Ks. where he soon had a good medical practice. A baby brother, James Vernon, was 
added to the family. 
 
By 1893 Congress opened the Cherokee Strip for settlement. James took the train at Caldwell and 
rode it to the site of Enid. People crowded into those trains until not another one could get inside, 
then they climbed onto the roof and also the cow catchers, in between the coaches and just 
hanging on. When the train slowed to a stop, the rush was so great by those getting off that there 
were many injuries. Dr. Medaris took care of a broken leg and numerous other injuries in Enid 
before going to the townsite and staking a business and residence lot. In a few hours a tented city 
sprang up. His wife's brother, Will Davis, had staked a claim on 160 acres thirty miles NW of Enid. 
Dr. Medaris relinquished his lots in Enid and filed on land next to Will Davis, half way between Alva 
and Enid. In six months a four room house was built. 
 
House furniture must be discarded down to bare essentials; however, they managed to take the 
organ. Dishes were packed in barrels of flour and cornmeal and eggs packed in oats-cook stove, 
one heater, tools needed for gardening and farming, all kinds of seeds for the garden and livestock 
feed and spaces filled with packages of dried fruit and canned foods. Several families made up 
this caravan, taking all their livestock, and belongings. The one great fear was the realization that 
we had to ford the Salt Fork. Each evening blood curdling tales were told as to how entire wagons 
had disappeared in the quicksand. There were no roads across this part of Okla., but the men in 
charge assured us they hoped to find a smooth bank when we reached the river, and they did. We 
made it across safely and what a joy to have that behind us. 
 
We arrived at our new home the fifth day. There were two projects of great importance to start 
quickly-digging a well and a cyclone cave. It did not take long to make a safe cave, to hide from 
cyclones and to store food. A man's place was sort of fated by the kind of water he found there. 
Next came the time for making a garden. After the land was cleared and plowed, we would raise 
up a piece of sod and drop a few seeds underneath, for watermelons, musk melons, pumpkins, 
squash and cucumbers, working the sod better for smaller seeds. We planted castor beans for 
shade near the chicken pen. The results of our first garden were amazing. 
 
The second summer men from the area went to Ks. to work in harvest and returned with their 
wagons loaded with fruit, mostly peaches, that we canned and made into butter, and dried. 
 
The desire now was to build a house of worship. Men volunteered their time to do the work and 
Ralph Gano contributed a portion of his land for a building site and cemetery. Father was able to 



provide money for lumber as his share. Thus the Church of Christ and Good Hope Cemetery were 
established. Grandmother Davis was the second person buried there. 
 
The winters were hard on my father. The first years he had only a cart drawn by one pony, a fur 
cap and coat, and a buffalo robe. He would scarcely get in from one trip, when someone would be 
pounding on the door. Frequently an injured body would be brought to our place in a wagon, 
hoping to save time in getting help. Once a man brought his wife who had been bitten on the leg 
by a rattler. She was sitting on a chair with her leg in a churn filled with mud. The leg was badly 
swollen, the poison had spread as they had come 10 miles, galloping the horses all the way. She 
recovered. If an injury was such that a patient should be kept quiet, that patient remained at our 
house until able to travel, be it two days or two months. If some member of their family could 
remain to care for them, they did so. My mother never knew how many would be around the table 
at meal time nor how many she would need to provide beds for. We were soon able to hire a girl 
for kitchen work and a hired man who cared for the stock and farm. 
Mr. Pennack lived two miles from us. He built a dugout shelter for his stock, in the spring the stable 
was cleaned out, men made benches and a blackboard, and our first school was in session, taught 
by Mr. Pennack's daughter. A school building was soon built across the road. Our teacher for 
several years was Miss Cassie Coffield who was proving up on a claim about four miles from 
there. She walked this distance morning and night, teaching us many of the great principles of life 
besides handling all eight grades expertly. Each morning a new quotation would appear on the 
blackboard for us to memorize, the first one beginning with "A". "A good name is rather to be 
chosen than great riches of silver and gold." She proceeded throughout the entire alphabet. 
 
People paid on their doctor bill with whatever they had in excess. We soon acquired a pasture full 
of Indian ponies. In fact the Medaris family had an abundance of everything except money. We 
actually did not know it was needed. All our needs were met and we were happy. 
 
A little sister, Una Claire, was born in 1896, and died in 1900. 
 
It was indeed a privilege to live at a time and in an area of such great hospitality and concern for 
others. 
 
Metta Medaris Bull 
 


