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Sarah Studebaker Denlinger (P984-4)  
THE MIDNIGHT ROBBERY 

Come with me, Sarah Eidemiller 
James, to the corner of State Route 202 
and 571, two miles east of Tipp City, OH. 
Here stands a large house made of bricks 
from the clay soil found behind the barn 
and built by my great Uncle Benjamin 
Studebaker, oldest child of Samuel and 
Nancy Frantz Studebaker circa 1878. 

In 1882 my grandparents, Jacob and 
Sarah Studebaker Denlinger, bought the 
farm from her brother (Ben) and moved 
here with their three children from near 

) 
ton, OH. 
Trotwood, a small village west of Day- 
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Their oldest son, also named Ben, 
twenty-one years old died in 1889 followed 
by Jacob, the father, in 1890, both of ty-
phoid fever. This left Grandma, a widow 
at the age of 48, with two daughters, Nan-
nie and Bertha, and a farm to manage for 
their livelihood. 

Sarah Studebaker Denlinger (Grand- 
ma) was full of wit and humor, traits in-
herited from her mother, Nancy Frantz 
Studebaker. Her business ability, keen-
ness of mind, fortitude and courage were 
Studebaker characteristics. She was cap-
able of solving her many problems, shared 
her monies abundantly, and her deeds of 
kindness were known to those far and near. 
I can still hear her say to me, 'Sarah, 
never be afraid of doing too much for the 
other fellow." Grandma was "Aunt Sarah' 
to her many nieces and nephews, "Mother" 
to some, and "Grandma" to others - loved 
by all. Visiting relatives, friends and 
neighbors frequently requested Grandma 
to tell about her exciting and dangerous ex-
perience with the robbers. Here is the 
story as Grandma told it over and over 
again: 

"Well, (then she would pause a moment) 
as usual, the two girls and I were asleep in 
the downstairs bedroom. It was a hot Sun-
day around midnight, the second of July in 
1898. There was a terrific noise, then 
four men whose faces were covered with 
red handkerchiefs came into the bedroom 
burning newspapers for light.. One fellov  
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soon found and lighted a couple of lamps. 
We later learned they had entered the house 
by forcing open a heavy eight-foot dining 
room door using a wagon tongue as a bat-
tering ram. 

IrThe  spokesman said, 'Mrs. Denlin-
ger, we don't want to hurt you, but we ex-
pect to find plenty of money, l  Folks, I 
don't remember what I said to him - may-
be nothing. They got bed sheets from a 
closet shelf, tore them into strips, tied 
Bertha in her single bed, then Nannie and 
me in our double bed. One of the men held 
a rovolver over Bertha for two hours, the 
entire time they were here. (No wonder 
she never stayed alone at night after that 
horrible experience,) 

"One fellow asked to see my bank book 
which was in the top drawer of the secre-
tary by my bed. I was so glad to prove 
there was no large amount of money in the 
house, Just two days before this, my broth-
er had paid off a note for money I had 
loaned him (it was customary to make pay-
ment after harvest time) and this, along with 
the proceeds of our wheat crop, had been de-
posited in the bank. The robbers looked 
at each other with disgust and disappoint-
ment. One man said, 'Let's go to the cel-
lar for beer or whiskey,' with another one 
saying, 'You know Mrs. Denlinger wouldn't 
have any alcoholic drinks in her home,' 

'At no time were they in a hurry but 
continued to open drawers, chests and cup-
boards, finding only a total of twenty-five 
dollars. The greatest loss was the jar of 
old and rare coins which John Denlinger, 
the girls' grandfather, had brought to 
them at various times. They also took 
Bertha's personal letters, some from 
Charles Eidemiller, her future husband, 
then living in North Dakota. 

"Walter Sleepy, the hired man, asleep 
upstairs heard footsteps but was not 
alarmed, thinking it was my brother Isaac 
(Ike) Studebaker who often came for the 
night. The robbers tied Walter to the edge 
of the bed with a heavy rope, and I'm sure 
he put up a fight with them because of the 
bruises and scratches he received. 

"As the robbers were leaving withtheir 
small loot, the spokesman said, 'Mrs. 

Denlinger, don't try to get loose for two 
hours,'. I heardahorse and buggy leaving but 
did not know until later that it was our own, 

"I heard constant moans and groans 
from upstairs and realized I must get to 
Walter quickly. Somehow, I was able to 
get my head down far enough to reach the 
knotted sheet with my teeth, I pulled, bit 
and twisted to loosen the knot. At last 
my hands were free. My, what a relief — ! 
First I untied the girls, then hurried up- 
stairs to Walter. Oh, they had him bound 
so severely to the bed, no wonder he was 
moaning. How they could have done such 
a thing - I'll never know. I had to work 
and work to get him loose. 'Oh, Aunt 
Sarah, he gasped.' 

'About 8 a. m. the next morning, our 
horse, white with lather and the empty 
buggy were standing at a friend's house in 
West Charleston, two miles south of here. 
They realized something was wrong. 
What had happened!? Recognizing our horse, 
they came immediately to investigate. They 
found us in a state of near shock; we could 
neither talk or cry for awhile. The word 
was soon passed to my brothers and sisters 
(all living near by) who came at once fol-
lowed by friends and neighbors, 

"It was almost like a death in the fam-
ily. Those who came cried and cried - 
some for sorrow - others for joy, aware 
that none of us were hurt except Walter 
who would recover from bruises and cuts. 

"I recognized the voice of the one who 
was the spokesman for the robbers as a, 
man who had been painting here the pre-
vious week. We never pressed charges, 
being only too happy to be safe." 

This was the happy ending of this rob-
bery of long ago, Grandma (Sarah Stude-
baker Denlinger) told many, sad, funny, 
dangerous and exciting experiences of her 
life but this was my favorite - which I 
heard told to many people. 

Sarah Eidemiller James 

Is your SFNA MEMBERSHIP UP-TO-
DATE? As a matter of policy, we credit 
membership dues for two years in advance, 
only. Amounts in excess of this are listed 
as a donation. 


