
UK commit McLaine Hudson likes pushing herself

A lmost every time 
McLaine Hudson 
steps on a softball 

field she impresses some-
one. However, she decided 
to make her verbal com-
mitment to the University 
of Kentucky in October so 
she would no longer have 
to worry about impressing 
college coaches.

“I grew up a big Ken-
tucky fan,” the versatile 
South Warren athlete said. 
“My dad grew up in Louis-
ville but he converted to a 
UK fan. Mom was always 
a Kentucky fan. They both 
went to Western Kentucky. 
My sister and I grew up 
going to UK basketball and 
some UK football games. 
We loved Kentucky.”

Kentucky coach Rachel 
Lawson certainly is going 
to love having Hudson in 
two years.

In her sophomore sea-
son with the Spartans, 
Hudson helped her team 
reach the state semifinals. 
She hit .620 with 22 home 
runs, 67 RBIs and 81 runs 
scored. She broke the 
state’s all-time single sea-
son record for hits with 93. 
She went 36-for-39 on sto-
len bases. She was named 
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R ev. Horace D. Col-
erane built a house 
that was unique in 

Winchester.  It had a front 
porch with his name, in 
cut-out letters, under the 
eave:  “COLERANE 1883.”  
He purchased a lot at a 
Master Commissioner 
sale for $100 and built the 
house in 1883.  The photo-
graphs show the shotgun 
house at 113 Second Street 
in 1976.  It was razed in the 
1980s.

Horace Donia Colerane 
(1857−1922) was born en-
slaved on a farm in Jessa-
mine County, Kentucky.  
We know little of his early 
life.  His death certifi-
cate listed parents Mor-
gan Colerane and Celia 
Brown.  Horace came to 
Winchester in 1875 and 
followed the occupation 
of plasterer.  (This was 
an important profession 
in the building trades, as 
drywall had not yet been 
invented.)  He married 
Betty Combs, who worked 
part-time as a laundress.  
Of their five children, all 
died young except one 
son, Chester.

Horace had a fascinat-
ing life story.  As a young 
man, he headed down a 
path of dissipation and 
self-destruction but was 
able to get himself turned 
around.  He became a be-
loved minister and one 
of the most respected cit-
izens in Winchester.  In 
1908, Horace told his story 
in a Winchester News ar-
ticle, “Christmas in Dear 
Old Winchester.”  An ab-
breviated version of the 
article follows:

“It was Christmas eve 
in 1892, a cold drizzling 
rain was falling, night was 
coming on, and there was 
a hustle and bustle in Win-
chester.  The rich in vehi-
cles and the poor on foot 
were hunting Santa Claus.

“Broke, not a cent, yet 
[I] have a spirit in me to go 
home to wife and children.  
My little girl [Jessie] met 
me at the door with letters 
to Old Santa.  She wanted 
him to bring her a doll 
that would close its eyes.  
My boy [Chester] wanted 
a story book, some candy 
and fire crackers.

“My wife noticed the 
tears in my eyes [and] 
though I had thrown to 
the winds my earnings for 
the week, she sympathized 
with me.  I said I would try 
to borrow some money, 
but she said she would 
rather I not.  I donned 
my overcoat and left the 
house.”

He hurried back down-
town, and “the first man 
I had a conversation with 
said, ‘Come by as you go 
home.  I have a quart of 
good old Taylor whiskey 
that I am going to give you 
for Christmas.’  Thank God 
I had the courage to say 
no.”

As Horace walked by 

West’s ten-cent store on 
North Main Street, a gen-
tleman stepped out and 
greeted him saying, “You 
have come down to see 
Old Santa for the chil-
dren, I suppose.”  To which 
Horace replied, “I haven’t 
a cent.”

“Oh, the milk of human 
kindness.  He ran his hand 
in his pocket and said, ‘The 
children must have some-
thing.  Take this, and let old 
Kris Kringle come to see 
them tonight.’  So saying 
he pressed a bill into the 
palm of my hand.  I turned 
to go home after thanking 
him [and] he admonished 
me against the wine cup 
that spoils men’s lives and 
men’s souls.

“A fawn never moved 
with fleeter steps than 
did I, from George Broth-
ers [saloon] corner to my 
humble cottage, not having 
as yet looked at my bill.  At 
home I passed on through 
to the kitchen.  My wife fol-
lowed me and we looked at 
my bill.  It was a Five.” 

(Five dollars in 1892 
would be worth about $150 
today.)

“She put on a wrap, and 
we told the children to be 
good, and we would soon 
find Old Santa.  The little 
ones were remembered 
beyond their wildest antic-
ipations by Old Santa Claus 
that night, and would you 
believe it, the same kind 
gentleman who had given 
me the money, sent us a 
nice Christmas turkey the 
next morning.”

In closing his story, 
Horace encouraged every-
one to make all children 
glad on Christmas 1908.  

He advised against spend-
ing $100 on a present for 
one who perhaps would 
not appreciate it.  Instead, 
take that money and make 
100 children glad who 
would have had nothing.

Horace enclosed a per-
sonal note to the editor 
stating, “Mr. Perry, ’twas 
you who gave me the 
money and the turkey.  I 
can’t forget it.  It was the 
sweetest Christmas I ever 
experienced.”

The editor, R. R. Perry, 
attached his own note to 
the story:  “H. D. Coler-
ane is a colored man.  He 
worked for me many years.  
He is a fine mechanic and 
received good wages, but 
as he says, spent it for 
drink.  A change came.  He 
quit drinking.  He is now 
and has been for a number 
of years like a ministering 
angel to his people, hon-
ored and respected by all 
classes.”

Three years after that 
article, H. D. Colerane be-
came a Baptist minister 
and preached regularly at 
First Baptist and Broadway 
Baptist churches.  Coler-
ane was frequently called 
to serve on local commit-
tees and speak at public 
gatherings. 

His 1913 election to 
the city council from the 
fourth ward created a furor 
in Winchester.  Whites 
across the city protested 
that a black man should 
not be allowed to serve in 
that office.  Seven of the 
nine councilmen signed 
a petition calling for his 
removal.  His lone sup-
porter, Dr. M. S. Browne, 
said Colerane was one of 

the best and straightest 
men in Winchester, an 
honest, upright, God-fear-
ing Christian man.” 

At the first meeting of 
the new council in De-
cember, Dr. Browne read 
Colerane’s resignation let-
ter which stated, “To best 

promote the good, peace 
and prosperity of the city, I 
hereby tender my resigna-
tion to take effect at once.”

Colerane sold his house 
on Second Street to his son 
Chester in 1910 and spent 
his remaining years living 
at 2 North Burns Avenue, 

next door to Dr. John Tyler.  
Colerane had been blind 
for seven years, when 
he passed away in 1922.  
Glowing tributes appeared 
in the newspapers.  He is 
buried beside his wife and 
children in Daniel Grove 
Cemetery.
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Gone but not forgotten: The Colerane House

Colerane’s shotgun house at 113 Second Street. (Photo submitted) 

Eat, Shop, Read
Locally!


