(Copied from a document written by Sudie Alexander Anderson)

                        CAPTAIN WILLIAM ALEXANDER                                            

                                     1714 -1796

William Alexander came from New London Township, Chester County, Pa, probably around 1771.  His first grant in Burke County was for 1,450 acres in 1778.  This grant was on the Catawba River at the mouth of Upper Creek.  He was already living on the land when he applied for additional acreage.  He owned and operated the Buckhorn Tavern on the Yellow Mountain Road.  It is know that he owned thousands of acres between the Yellow Mountain Road and the Catawba River.  The grave of Frankie Silvers is thought to be near the site of the Buckhorn Tavern..

Captain William was married to Elizabeth (maiden name unknown). 

 Some of their children are known to be:

Rebecca Alexander – (11/17/1745 -  7/28/1825)  She married Peter Brank  (1742 – 9/12/1780).  He was killed in a skirmish between McDowell’s regiment and Ferguson at the head of Cane Creek.

Mary Ann Alexander  -  (born 1774)  She married David Devault in 1764.  They lived on the Yellow Mountain Road near the Tavern.  They lived in what is now known as Quaker Meadows.

Samuel Alexander – (1794 – 4/18/1825)  ID#36  He married Jane Penland, (1773 – 11/12/1858)  ID#37

Nobel Alexander – Died 12/3/1826

William Alexander- Died 6/29/1786

Captain William died in 1796, probably Aug or September

Sources:  Estate papers, NC Archives:  Account book in the possession of Mr. Lela Walton Land Grants.

The above records are authentic, although it has been told down through the ages that three brothers migrated from Scotland to Ireland and in the early seventeen hundreds they settled in America.  They first settled in Pa.  Later, one brother settled in VA and one in Mecklenburg Co, NC.  Our Great, great, great, Grandfather, Captain William Alexander settled in Burke Co.

                             SAMUEL ALEXANDER

                                      1759 – 1842

Samuel Alexander was born in 1759 in New London Township, Chester Co, Pa.  Son of Captain William and Elizabeth Alexander.

While living with his father on the south fork of Upper Creek, Burke Co, he entered the service in the Revolutionary War.  He scouted the area of Ramsours Mill and was in that battle along with Cowpens and Kings Mountain.  He served under Captain David Vance in McDowell’s regiment.  In one of these battles, he received a serious wound.  The article below was related by Mrs. Chambers, a granddaughter of Alexander Erwin, who saw Mr. Alexander when he was an old baldheaded man with a deep scar on his forehead, and he at that time told her this story.

“INCIDENTS OF ERWINS AND ALEXANDERS”

The families were neighbors and friends.  Alexander Erwin was away from home in the service of his country, leaving his wife  in charge of the family.  A neighbor, Mr. Alexander, came to her house ill.  She took him into a shed-room, where she hoped to hide him from the Tories, until he was able to return to camp, but a raiding party rode up to her door, and called for the men to come out of the house, ordering search to be made and capture of all Whigs.  She tried to keep them out.  When the house had been plundered and swords run into every bed and corner, they came to the door of the shed-room.  Mrs. Erwin stood at the door refusing to admit them.  But thrusting her aside, they rushed at the wounded man and one of them, drawing a sword, was in the act of striking Mr. Alexander, when Mrs. Erwin threw herself, with her right arm over his (Mr. Alexander’s) head, between the Tory and Mr. Alexander, receiving a dreadful wound which maimed her for life.

After these battles, he spent time scouting Tories and in expeditions against the Indians.  After the war, he was commissioned an ensign in the state militia (Dec. 13,1790).

After his military service, Samuel came back to the valley where his father settled (then  Orange County).  In 1777, Burke county was established by the legislature..  In 1778, Samuel applied for and received a grant from the government for 150 acres lying on both sides of Linville River at the foot of short off Mountain.  For this land he paid the sum of 12 ½ cents acre.

Samuel, according to the “history of the Presbyterian Church”, was ordained in 1784 as an elder of the Quaker Meadows Presbyterian Church.  His name comes down to us by tradition as one who won the respect of the public and the confidence of his neighbors by his pity as well as his integrity.  He was a courteous and refined gentleman and was regarded as an exemplary Christian.  He was well educated and was distinguished for his frankness and general regard for the truth.

On June 1, 1797, he married Jane Penland.  Jane’s father, Robert Penland, was a lieutenant and had also served under David Vance’s command.  Listed below are Samuel and Jane Alexander’s ten children:  

William Alexander  - (3/9/1798 - -1877)  Married Elizabeth Van diver.

Elizabeth Alexander – (8/10/1800 – 1/8/1859)  Married Joseph Lewis McGimpsey.

Robert Henry Alexander – (12/21/1802 – 5/8/1880) Married Sophia Elizabeth Lindsey.

Rebecca Alexander – (4/6/1804m – 7/28/1888)  Married Aaron Kerley.

Thomas Samuel – (8/19/1807 – 7/18/1890)  Married Hariette Wakefield.

Elenar Hanna – (1810 – 6/22/1872)

Samuel Harvey – (6/1/1812 – 1/24/1882) Married Nancy Elizabeth Moore.

Rachel Alexander – (2/13/1814 - - 5/13/1884)  Married Nathaniel Cuthbertson.

Leah Alexander – (2/14/1817 – 7/24/1883)  First marriage to John Wakefield Moore, Second marriage to William A. Erwin.

James Theodore Alexander – (7/4/1820 – 4/6/1901)  Married Mira Matilda Fox.

Samuel died 4/26/1842 and is buried in the family cemetery on his home place on Linville River.  Jean died 11/12/1858 and is buried in the same cemetery which is near Gibbs, NC, located on the edge of Lake James.  The only way you can get to the cemetery is by boat.

                   WILL OF THOMAS SAMUEL ALEXANDER

Last will and testament of Thomas S. Alexander #24

State of North Carolina in Supreme Court Burke County

A paper purporting to be the last will and testament of Thomas S. Alexander deceased is exhibited before me, the undersigned clerk of court for said county by Thomas W. Alexander the executor therein mentioned and the due execution thereof by the said Thomas S. Alexander is proven by the oath and examination of J. A. Parks and John Nantz two of the subscribing witnessed thereto who being duly sworn doth depose and saith that he is a subscribing witness to the paper writing now shown him purporting to be the last will and testament of  Thomas S. Alexander that the said Thomas S. Alexander in the presence of J. P. Hapholt subscribed his name at the end of said paper writing which is now shown him as aforesaid and which bears date of the ninth day of January 1890.

And the CSC further saith that the said Thomas S. Alexander the testator aforesaid did at the time of subscribing his name declare the said paper writing so subscribed by him and exhibited to be his last will and testament and this CSC did thereupon subscribe his name at the end of said will as an attesting witness thereto and at the request and in the presence of the said testator.  And this CSC further saith that at the said time when the said testator subscribed his name to the last will as aforesaid and at the time of ______ subscribing his name as an attesting witness thereto as aforesaid the said Thomas Samuel Alexander was of sound mind and memory and full age to execute a will and was not under any restraining to the knowledge or belief of this J.M. Hapoldt and further these witness say not.

T. W. Alexander

J. P. Parks

John Nantz

Severally sworn and subscribed this eighteenth day of august, 1890 before me.

J. M. Hapoldt

CSC

STATE OF NORTHCAROLINA

BURKE COUNTY

I, Thomas S. Alexander of burke county and state of North Carolina being of sound mind and memory but considering the uncertainty of my earthly existence do make and declare this my last will and testament in manner and form following.  That is to say, first, that my executor (hereinafter named) shall provide for my body a decent burial suitable to the wishes of my relatives and friends and pay all funeral expenses together with my just debts however and to whomever owing out of the money that may first come into his hands as a part or parcel of my estate.

ITEM 2:  I give and bequeath to my well beloved son Thomas W. Alexander in consideration of the great services that he has given me in waiting on and caring for me in my helplessness and the kindness shown me above that of my other children 281 acres of land being the land on which I now live together with an entry so as to include my entire real estate lying on Linville river to his only use and behoof forever provided he complies with items following by paying the legacies left my other heirs.

ITEM 3:  I give and devise to my eldest son J. R. Alexander all that tract of land on the waters of Paddy’s creek on which he has been living and improved and bought by me of Joseph Turner deceased containing fifty acres more or less to have and to hold in fee simple forever.

ITEM 4:  I give and devise to my daughters Susan Jane Burgess and Allie E. Alexander ($150) one hundred and fifty dollars each to be paid by my son Thomas W. Alexander as he may choose being part of the consideration whereby I will and bequeath him my entire real estate on Linville River.

ITEM 5:  I will and devise to my daughters Cinthia G. Mcgimsey, Mary F. Scott and Hattie E. Winters ($5.00) five dollars each to be paid by my son Thomas W,. Alexander as he may choose being part of the consideration whereby I will and bequeath him my entire real estate on Linville river.

Item 6:  my will and desire is that all of my personal estate (if any) after paying my funeral expenses and all other expenses connected with the settling of my estate shall be equally divided and paid over to my children in equal portions share
And share alike to them and each and every of them their administrators and executors absolutely forever.
And lastly I do hereby constitute and appoint my beloved son Thomas W. Alexander my lawful executor to all intents and purposes to execute this my last will and testament according to the true intent and meaning of the source and every part and clause thereof hereby revoking and declaring utterly void all other wills and testaments by me heretofore made.  In witness whereof I, the said Thomas S Alexander do hereunto set my hand and seal, this ninth day of January, A.D. 1890
Signed sealed published and declared by the said Thomas S. Alexander to be his last will and testament in the presence of us who at his request and in his presence do subscribe our names as witnesses thereto.
J.T. Mcgimsey, Fonta Flora, N.C.
J. Parks, Fonta Flora, N.C.
M.B. Smith, Fonta Flora, N.C.
J.J. Wise, Gibbs, N.C.
John Nantz, Table Rock, N.C.
At his father’s death, Thomas Samuel and his brother Robert were named executors of his will.  He left everything to his children, (share and share alike).  Thomas and Robert decided to explore the valley their father left them at the foot of Shortoff mountain, some twelve miles to the north of Quaker Meadows.  After climbing to the top of Shortoff Mountain, they looked down on a beautiful uninhabited valley with a river winding its way around the foot of the mountain.

The brothers made their way down the mountain into the valley.  Wading the river and coming out on the west side.  They found the land to be fairly level although it was covered with rock and many large trees.  After looking around, they decided this was where they wanted to live.  There was not a road into the valley.  Exploring further, they found they would have to drive their ox wagon right up the middle of the riverbed for a good quarter of a mile.  The river in ages past had cut a channel between rock cliffs and driving up the riverbed was their only means of getting into the valley.

The first spring and summer they cut and split logs and built a large one-room cabin.  The loft of the cabin was used for sleeping quarters.  They built a large fireplace at one end, which was used for cooking as well as heating.  A large pot hanging from a hook in the middle was used for preparing such game as bear meat, venison and wild turkeys, which were plentiful.  The Dutch oven on the hearth was used for baking, also frying fish, chicken and small game.  The old mountaineers used to say you have never tasted real corn bread until you have sunk your teeth into corn pone cooked over a bed of hot coals.

Even though there was plenty of game, in the mountains and fish in the river, the first winter proved to be cold, tough and rugged. Robert Henry decided this was not the life for him so he sold out to his brother lock, stock, and barrel and moved on further west into Indian Territory.

Thomas Samuel applied to the state of N.C. and received a grant for an additional eighty-one acres for which he paid ten cents per acre. Thomas Samuel moved his share of the household goods including bed, clothing, tables, chairs and cooking utensils to his cabin, which made his primitive living a little more comfortable. He was given livestock including a pig, cow, chickens and a young ox along with the oxen he bought from his brother. Now he had a pair, Buck and Jerry, an ox wagon and some farm tools. He used the oxen to clear the land and do the heavy work the land was covered with large boulders washed in from water running off the mountain.  The cabin was built on the west side of the river, so in clearing the land, Samuel used the rock to build a rock wall three to four feet high to protect the cabin and farm land from high water. The cabin soon became a stopping place for hunters, fishermen and trappers coming into the valley.

Henry Wakefield, a young man from the table rock area, was an avid hunter and he spent much time with Samuel. In fact, he gave Samuel a great deal of help in cutting large trees and clearing the land, even helping him plant his first crop and setting out an apple orchard.

Sometime later visiting in the Wakefield home, Samuel met Henry's younger sister, Harriet.  In the fall of 1842 he and Harriet were married.  Samuel was a well-educated man and had always been used to the better things in life. He knew he couldn't subject his bride to the primitive way he was living, so with the help of the Wakefield boys and some neighbors, they built two bedrooms on the cabin. Off to one side, separate from the cabin they built a kitchen. 

He moved an old colored lady, Miranda and her young son into the valley to help with the work.  Old mammy and her son Joe, slept in the loft over the kitchen. Little Joe grew up with our grandfather and when he was an old man, he told us many things about the life of our grandparents.

Samuel was a little man of stature, but of strong will and determination,  and impeccable character, Harriett was a strong young woman, not pretty, but a good woman and mother. They were devout Christians,  prayer and bible reading in their home every night was a must.  Harriet was a great help and comfort to her husband .she, and old mammy and little Joe worked right by his side, gardening, clearing rock, and planting.   Before long, the apple trees were bearing fruit. Vegetables and berries were plentiful, so Harriett and mammy spent most of their time canning, drying and sulphuring apples.  Samuel filled the smoke house each fall with beef, hams, chickens and geese.

At the lower end of the farm, the land was wet and marshy.  By turning the water in through a wooden trough, they made a rice paddy, where they grew their own rice.  Samuel built a rice mortar, which was made by hewing out a cone shape hole in the to of a big log.  The rice stalks were cut, dried and placed in the hollow of the log, which stood upright.  A wooden mallet was used to beat the grains out.  The rice fell into the small end of the cone and out a hole in the side of the mortar.  As old Joe told his story, he said they would sit him up on the ledge of the mortar and he would sit there and beat out rice to the tune of his mother's humming and singing.

In the winter of the second year, Samuel spent his days digging a tunnel in the side of the mountain.  The floor was covered with straw,.  Here, they stored their potatoes and many other perishables, such as cabbage, apples and turnips through the winter.  In the summer, they carried their  milk, butter and cheese to a springhouse built over a cold spring in the side of the mountain.  From this spring, they also carried their drinking water.

The third year in the valley, Harriet bore her first child, and each two years thereafter, there was a new addition to the family.  They had eight children in all.

Hattie Elizabeth - married Jim Winters, had three children

John Robert (Pinkney) Alexander - married Harriett Wilson, had five children

Susan Jane - married Dalton (Doll) Burgess- no children

Allie Eunice - never married

Cynthia - married Sam McGimpsey, had three children

Mary Frances - married Thomas Scott, had five children

Thomas William - married Anna England Hunter, had eight children

Samuel - never married.  Died at the age of twenty-two

After their first child was born, Samuel realized they had to have a better road into the valley, than driving up the middle of the riverbed.  For, no sooner than they would get the big rocks thrown out of the road, high water would wash them right back.  With the help of Dan Wakefield and his construction crew, they built a road around the rock cliff on the east side of the river.  This called for a rock wall ten feet high and about fifty or more feet long at the base of the cliff.  Now it was necessary to cross the river to the east side, travel a half mile up the east side then cross the river again back to the west side to get to the farm.  Through the years, this proved to be a good way to get in and out of the valley.

As the children grew and fell into the pattern of helping their father, the rock wall grew until it ran the full length of the farm.  The farm flourished until it was one of the richest and most beautiful in that area of the county.  As the children reached school age, they attended the little one room, one teacher school (term five months), which was about seven miles from their farm and known as Shortoff school.  After the boys and girls finished their grades at short off school, they attended table rock academy near Quaker Meadows, where their father went to school as a boy.

During their summer vacations there was a little settlement south of short off mountain known as Fonta Flora.  Here, the young boys and girls met on weekends for recreation and fun.  Also, the families did their shopping and trading there and attended church on Sundays.

Cynthia, Mary and Hattie all married and made their homes in or near Quaker Meadows.  Sue moved to Tennessee.  John Robert (Pinkney) moved to Gibbs, NC, where he operated a blacksmith shop on Sam McCall's farm.  Thomas and Allie made their home with their father and mother.  Little Sam died at the age of twenty-two years.  Harriet, their mother, died soon after his death in the year of 1881.  Thomas and Allie looked after their father who was now quite old.  He died in 1890.

Samuel and Harriet were good, strong parents, uplifting, law-abiding citizens and they raised their children likewise.  They were staunch democrats and were members of Sardis Methodist church, which is now known as Linville Methodist church.  They were laid to rest in Linville cemetery.






Fonta Flora

Fonta Flora was located on Linville River thirteen miles west of Morganton and is now covered by the waters of Lake James.  Population in 1890 was eighteen; in 1896 it had grown to eighty.

Some of the family names of these earlier settlers were; Alexander, Connelly, Hunter, Inman, Penland, Parks, Wagley and Wakefield.  Land grants issued to some of these early settlers can be found in the state archives.





FOURTH GENERATION




     THOMAS WILLIAM ALEXANDER

After the death of his father, Thomas William, being sole heir to the old home place, decided he would remain in the valley and continue his life's work as a farmer.  Allie, his older sister, decided to make her home with him.

Allie never married.  She looked after the home, was a wonderful cook, and made life very pleasant for her brother and his many friends who came into the valley to fish and hunt.  He often said he could never have made it without her help.

In the summer of 1891, Anna England Hunter, a young widow who taught school in the one room county school, came to the valley chaperoning a group of her students on a hayride.  A sudden thunderstorm came up and they were forced to take shelter in the Alexander home.  By the time the rain ceased, the river was rising rapidly and they were forced to spend the night.  Anna, as we often heard her tell of the terrific storm, not only fell in love with the valley, but also with the dashing, good-looking Mr. Alexander.  After a very short whirlwind courtship, Anna and Thomas were married on November 20, 1892.

In 1889, Anna met and married Joseph William Hunter, a bridge contractor.  Her marriage was short lived; he died from typhoid fever in 1891.  Two months after his death, Anna gave birth to a baby boy, may 13, 1891, which was named Joseph William after his father.

Anna with her young son, came back to live with her parents.  In the fall of 1891, she started teaching in the country school she attended as a child.

Thomas and Anna were married by J.T.Mcgimsey, justice of the peace in Linville Township, NC at the home of her parents.

After the ceremony, they enjoyed a delightful evening meal, picked up Anna’s young son and left for home.

They had no more than settled in for the evening, when suddenly bedlam broke loose.  All the neighbors in the valley with their cowbells, pots and pans and anything that made a loud noise came marching around the house.  They continued to march until the bride and groom came out to meet them.  It was an old tradition in the valley to serenade the bride and groom in their new home and bring gifts

Anna loved the old log cabin.  It was flanked on one side by a beautiful old rock wall and on the other side with beautiful flowering apple trees and shrubs.  The cabin had a large great room with a huge fireplace.

Anna soon learned that picnics and friends dropping by kept her quite busy along with the duties of making a happy home for family and friends.





ANNA MATILDA ENGLAND

Anna England was the oldest child of William and Margaret England.  She was born at Gleenwood, NC on the plantation of her grandparents, Nimrod and Rebecca Elliott.

Her grandmother Rebecca was in ill health.  When she died, she left her daughter, Margaret, her share of the Gibbs estate, 86 acres of land near Gibbs, NC.  She left her namesake Anna Matilda a legacy for her college education.

Soon after her mother's death, William and Margaret built a home on the land left Margaret, and moved to Longtown, NC.  Anna grew up there as a child.  She attended school at a one-room country school known as Obeth School near Gibbs, NC.  When Anna was seventeen years old she entered Rutherford College in 1884.  She graduated in 1888, and was an honor student.  The night of the commencement ball she was voted the bell of the ball.  Her escort to the ball was, Athur  Talmadge Abernathy, son of the president of the college.

SOME OF THE HIGHLIGHTS IN THE LIVES OF THOMAS WILLIAM ALEXANDER,  ANNA ENGLAND, AND THEIR FAMILY

Having just completed four generations of the heritage of our father, Thomas William Alexander, some of the younger sisters and grandchildren have shown much interest in the life of mother and daddy and us older children when we lived on the farm.  So from incidents told to us by mother, aunt Allie and Nerve Crisp (the colored woman who helped my mother) and what E personally remember, I have tried to give you an idea of our happy life on the farm and also our life at Nebo after we left our valley in 1906.

As Ii sit here on the bank of Linville river in the shadow of Shortoff mountain, thinking of the past, I can't help but wonder how my grandfather, Thomas Samuel Alexander and his brother Robert Henry felt as they stood on top of the rock gazing down into the valley below, a beautiful uninhabited wilderness their father had left them at his death.  A valley consisting of 200 acres lying at the foot of Shortoff mountain, which he purchased from the government for the sum of 12 ½ cents per acre.  As they gazed into the valley, I feel sure every now and then they would get a glimpse of the river below as the sun hit the ripples of water, or a gust of wind stirred the stately old spruces on the mountainside.  As they stood on the rock and drank in nature’s bounty, they must have decided it was a place as near heaven as they were likely to find.  It is no secret from stories handed down that this is exactly how our grandfather felt about his valley.

As I sat there reminiscing, I remembered the thrill I felt when I had the opportunity of viewing the valley and Linville gorge from the air.  I was in a little one-engine plane with my son-in-law, Kent.  He took me for a flight over lake James.  I never realized the beauty of the lake until I saw it from the air.  I just couldn't get over how beautiful it was and kept telling him.  He said "mom, now I'm really going to show you the most beautiful sight you have ever seen.'  with that, he took right off up the river flying just above the treetops up over Linville gorge to the falls.  Of course, we had never seen the gorge, it was so rough and rugged very few people had made the trip and lived to tell about it.  He made the turn right over the falls, then he flew up higher and back over the top of Shortoff.  I was almost speechless, but I did manage to squeak out that it was the most beautiful sight I had ever seen.  He just laughed, circled over the old home place where I was born and took off right back up that gorge the second time.  As we were on our way back, I was showing him various farms where daddy's friends lived.  I pointed out aunt Ferry Rhyne's house, he had heard us speak of her often.  He said, "let's buzz her".  And before I could say a word, he swooped right down just above the chimney top when he circled and made the second swoop.  Here, she came out of the house, waving her apron and shaking her fist.  As he took off back down the river, I said, "right now you are getting the cussing of your life".  He just laughed.  Sure enough when I was back up there several weeks later she told me about this ignoramus that flew down over her house, and not only scared the hell out of her but the cows, chickens, and hogs.  They didn't settle down for days.  "it's a good thing he was up there and not down here.  He would have gotten more than a piece of my mind".  Of course I didn't dare tell her I was on of the culprits.  She was a dear wonderful person, mama and daddy's closest friend.  As children, we spent many happy hours in her home.  Aunt Ferry and her husband, uncle Bud, as we always called them were no akin, but we loved them and they were closer than our own kin.

Looking back and remembering our childhood on the farm brought back many happy memories.

Some of us have vague memories of the old log house our mother and father lived in before they built the big house.  After we were grown, mother told us when she had four small children; she told her husband if he wanted any more children, he would have to build her a bigger house.

He wasn't about to give up the pleasure of having a little one to hold and love, so he rounded up the Wakefield boys, colored help and neighbors and started cutting trees on the farm.  They floated the logs down the river to the sawmill and hauled the lumber back into the valley by ox wagons.  The house was started in 1899 and they moved into the house in early 1901.

It was a beautiful two-story house, consisting of a parlor, large dining room, and a large country kitchen with a huge fireplace and five bedrooms.  The parlor was painted white down to the chair rail and over the white ran ripples of light blue.  There was a beautiful mantle carved out of solid walnut timber, cut on the place.  The hearth was made from on large piece of granite rock, washed in by the river during high water.  On each side of the fireplace stood a red velvet chair.  A long couch was under the window and several small tables with oil lamps for light.  It was a pretty room, but as children, I think we enjoyed most of all the big cozy kitchen.  There was a huge rock fireplace with a rocker on each side.  In front of the hearth was a big warm bear skin rug.  A home comfort range on one side of the room was opposite from a large, long table where we ate our meals through the week.  On the backside of the table was a long bench where the small children sat.  Daddy sat at the head of the table and mother sat on his right.  Aunt Allie always sat at the foot.  We were always very prompt to get to the table as daddy was very impatient if he had to wait for us to get seated to ask the blessing.  I also remember that sometime during my childhood, we would gather around the fireplace and have family prayers together.  I don't remember if this was carried out during all the years of my childhood but the fact that he did have family prayers stands out in my memory for which I am thankful.  Before bedtime, the little ones stayed in the big kitchen with aunt Allie.

Many nights we went to sleep on the bear skin run, as aunt Allie sat and rocked and sang her favorite songs, “I feel like traveling on, and when the green grass grows all around" to think back, the song must have had a dozen verses.

After mama and daddy moved in the new house, daddy had a well dug and they no longer had to carry water from the mountain spring.   He built a well house where the milk and butter was kept in a spring box with running water piped from the mountain spring.  He made the new home as convenient as possible for our mother.  He also had a colored family living on the farm in a three-room house, his father had built on higher ground in case of high water.



 

George  Crisp, his wife Nerve, and their two little boys, Ed and Charley stayed there.  Aunt Nerve, as we called her helped mother with the cooking, canning and house work.,  there were apple trees all over the farm, most every kind you could mention, June apples, our favorite, horse apples, big yellow and juicy, early harvest, tender skins, Johnson apples & sheep nose.  )they were called sheep nose because they were shaped just like the nose of a sheep).  Then there were the limber twigs, which ripened after the frost.  Daddy always put them in straw in the potato house and we had apples all winter long, especially at Christmas.  Drying tables and  sulphuring apples was a summer must, along with canning vegetables and other fruits.  Aunt Allie spent most of her time looking after the small children and gathering herbs, that's how she made her spending money.

George worked the crops.  His two boys and our brothers Joe and Horace were about the same age.  The boys worked and played together well.  They helped with the farm work and looked after the cattle with the help of their dog Ponto.  Every evening they crossed the river by boat or waded across and drove in a dozen or more cows and calves.  Boys will be boys, so one evening, they decided to have some fun.  The barnyard was covered in hay and shucks.  Two of the boys hid under the shucks and when the cows came in they were to jump up and scare them.  For some reason the cows stampeded and came tearing into the barnyard, ran over on of the little colored boys and nearly killed him.

Joe was a rather quiet little fellow, but Horace (Bud) was a very mischievous little fellow.  He could hardly wait to catch aunt Allie coming from the garden with her apron laden with vegetables, to run up behind her and pull her apron strings, spilling her vegetables or apples all over the year.  His pranks were many, but one of the worst ones was when his mother sent him to rock baby Geneva, who was crying.  He didn't like being in the house and on his way to the nursery he picked up a spring onion which he proceeded to put in her mouth to suck on.  The crying stopped too sudden so his mother went to check on the baby.  She found bud was gone and baby struggling for breathe.  That episode and the spanking that followed took care of some of his pranks.

Not long after that incident, the boys were driving the cows in and one of them kicked Ponto, Bud's pet dog.  Ponto crawled up under the house and wouldn't come out, so Bud went under after him.  He still couldn't get his dog out.  They were up under the house so far a grown person couldn't reach them.  Even with all the coaxing and persuasion, bud wouldn't come out without his dog.  So daddy and George had to take up a section of the dining room floor to get them out.  Ponto died that night and Bud was so heart broken, daddy went the next day and bought both of the boys a dog.  They named them camp and drive.

Mother and daddy went through the normal childhood diseases with the children, but with the oldest girl, Ethel, they had a traumatic experience. When she was eight years old, she swallowed a watermelon seed that lodged in her windpipe. As she breathed you could hear it flutter. They carried her to every dr. In the area and they all advised daddy to take her to John Hopkins hospital in Baltimore, which he decided to do.  Daddy, mamma with Ethel sitting on her lap was in the surrey ready to leave, for the train when aunt Allie held out her hand and asked mother for a dip of snuff.

(everybody back then dipped snuff) mamma poured some snuff in her hand.   It was never known  whether Allie did it on purpose or accidentally, but she sneezed and blew that snuff right in Ethel's face. The child couched, sputtered, sneezed and that seed flew out of her wind pipe onto the, floorboard of the surrey. Mama said, they were all so happy they were beside themselves.  Daddy just loaded up the rest of the family and drove to grandmother's to tell them the good news.

Of course one of the highlights in our childhood was when mama would dress us up in our Sunday best and we rode to church with mama and daddy in the surrey.  It was a three seater with green fringe around the top and pulled by two beautiful gray horses.  George, the colored man on the farm, sat in the drivers seat with our two brothers beside him.  Mother, daddy and the girls rode in the two back seats.  The baby girls were left at home for aunt Allie to look after.

Every Sunday after church, we went home with granddaddy and grandmother England for dinner.  Mother and daddy spent the, afternoon visiting. The boys took off with Nollie, grandmother's grandson, who lived with her, to explore the woods and to the swimming hole in paddy's creek.  Us girls ended up at grandma's knee, listening to her tell stories of her childhood, especially during the civil war.  How the soldiers came and took all, their food, horses and cattle.  Their mother hid them in a secret passageway upstairs. Spending afternoons with her is how we learned a lot about our grandfather England. She was a beautiful woman, tall and straight as an arrow.    I remember her so well, her beautiful eyes, they just twinkled when she talked or smiled.  Granddaddy was a corporal in the confederate army.  He. Was wounded in the battle of Kings  Mountain. He was a dignified Christian  gentleman, a staunch Methodist. He had a beautiful long white beard.  We loved to sit on his lap and comb his beard. Often one or two of us spent the week with our grandparents. Grandmother would make half moon fried apple pies for us and serve them with sourwood honey. On winter evenings she would make delicious biscuits in a skillet on the living room hearth.  The skillet had a heavy flat lid on which she would put red-hot coals and some underneath.  The biscuits when done were a  delicate brown color on top and bottom and so good with country butter and home made  sorghum molasses.  Sometimes she would roast russet potatoes  in the hot ashes in the  fireplace.  They too were delicious with butter and sweet milk to drink.  I can still see that fireplace now in my mind's eye.

We loved going to grandma's in the winter, but we also had good times at home in the winter when the river froze over we had our own skating rink.  We had home made sleds   and a wonderful slide at the foot of the mountain.   One time daddy had us all in the sled.  The horses broke through the ice on the river ice and what a time daddy and George had getting them out.   As children, we didn't have much of this world's  goods, but we had a happy childhood, birthdays were special.   Mama always baked up a lot of cakes at Christmas, especially teacakes.  Christmas eve we would hang up our stockings for Santa and he always left us something good such as a red apple ,  one orange, a bunch  of raisins, a few niggertoes, as we called them then, several sticks of red stripped peppermint candy which we enjoyed to  fullest. As a child I don't remember us having a Christmas tree.

Most of our winter nights were spent sitting around a big log fire listening to our daddy talk.   Daddy always sat on the left of the fireplace with a couple of the little ones on his knees.  Mother always sat next to him with her knitting.  Aunt Allie at the other side of the fireplace and us older children in between.  We popped corn and when we had them, roasted chestnuts in the fire. We cut the end off to keep them from bursting in the fire. Every now and then, one of the boys would slip one in without cutting the end, just to hear it explode and make us girls jump and squeal.  I guess the most fun for all of us kids was the big corn shuckings dad had each fall.  Neighbors would come from all around.  The women cooked stacks of pies and cakes, fried chicken and big pots of chicken and dumplings.  The men and young folks shucked the corn.  After the last ear of corn was shucked, and the eating was over, they would build a huge fire on the lawn.  The old timers would get out their banjos and fiddles and to the tunes of little brown jug and turkey in the straw, they danced until morning.  The boys if they were lucky enough to find a red ear of corn were allowed to kiss the girl of their choice.  That often ended in a big chase.  Even the little kids were allowed to stay up all night.  Often they would fall asleep on a pile of corn shucks.  Father would pick them up tenderly and tuck them in their beds.

Another good time we had in the fall was molasses making.  After the molasses was cooked off the young folks had a candy pulling.  Most always somebody ended up with candy in their hair or sick from sucking juice from the sugar cane.  Daddy would let us little ones ride on the mule s he went around and around grinding cane in the cane mill.





Wheat thrashings in the summer time brought more fun for the. Youngsters.   The boys loved to fire the steam engine and blow the whistle. The girls had fun tumbling and rolling in the fresh straw. This was another time for big cooking and eating.   At the wheat thrashings there was no dancing and music, but the men would build up a big fire on the lawn and sit till late at night telling tales.  The workers would then roll up in their blankets and sleep till morning right on the lawn.  Some of them would bed down in the straw near the steam engine and keep it fired up through the night, because it took some time to build up enough steam to run the thrasher.

The next day after the thrashers were gone it was time to fill the straw ticks, which were used for mattresses on the children's beds.  Back in those days, especially on the farms, every family made their own mattresses, by making a sack like cover out of heavy material for the bed, and filling it with straw.  I feel sure you have heard old mountaineers use the expression when they would eat too much, I'm full as a tick.   Well, I think that expression must have derived from the way we filled those new bed ticks.   One kid would get at each side and hold it open.  Brother would get in and pack the straw as the others filled it.   When we finished, it was big and round and high in the middle.   It was fun when we crawled in bed at night, trying to stay on top.   The mattresses were so fat and round we often ended up on the floor.  By winter the straw was well packed down and level. When cold weather would come, mother would put a thick fluffy feather bed that had been sunned many times during the summer on top of the straw mattress.  On a cold winter night when we crawled down in those fluffy warm feather beds.  I don't think anyone ever slept more comfortably.   Mother and daddy's and the company bed had a bought mattress on which we were never allowed to sleep or play on.

Mother and daddy worked hard to furnish their new home.  In the parlor as I said before were two beautiful red velvet chairs, one on each side of the fireplace and a pretty rug on the floor, but most of all mother wanted all organ.  Daddy finally told mother he had two little pigs in the lot.  She could take one and raise it and he would take the other one.  He told her at killing that if her pig weighed more than his, he would buy her an organ. Well that's how she got her organ.  Daddy lost. His pig weighed 450 pounds and mama's weighed 510 pounds.  Sometimes I think he lost on purpose.  Purpose, because he enjoyed the family getting together and singing every Saturday and Sunday night.  Daddy's favorite song was "life is like a mountain railroad" and mama's favorite was "When You and I Were Young Maggie".   We loved the old Methodist hymns.   Old George and his family would sit on the side porch near the parlor, often joining in the singing.  We loved to hear them sing, especially when mama played "swing low sweet chariot".  Old aunt nerve would get happy and shout and dance all over the place.  We missed our singing when the older children had to go away to school.  The school was more than fifteen miles away, so aunt Allie and the oldest children went to live in a little house near the school.  In that day and time the schoolhouse was a one-room building with one teacher teaching all grades from the first through the seventh.  The close of school wasn't called commencement but was more like a field day.  The children played competitive games such as sack races, boys climbing a greased pole, baseball and spelling matches.  After the games a big picnic lunch prepared by the parents was enjoyed.  The only time the children came home during the school year was at Christmas.

Each year after the children went away to school, mama kept the house filled with boarders.  Most were businessmen from the north who came to the valley to hunt wild turkeys and fish for trout in the river.  They loved daddy's mountain stories, particularly about the brown mountain lights.  For years the lights have been a mystery that has never been solved.  Many times he took the men in a wagon to the top of the pinnacle.  They would build a big fire and settle down to watch for the lights.  There were many tales told about the mysterious lights by old mountaineers who lived in that section.  There was also a song written called the "legend of the brown mountain lights".

Daddy was a natural born entertainer.   He had a wonderful sense of humor and the most ostentatious laugh you ever heard.  One friend remarked, "When you hear Tom laugh,  it just makes you feel good."  Sometimes the men brought their wives with them.  The women enjoyed our mothers good cooking,. They had great times riding the horses and climbing the mountain trails.  Sometimes daddy would have some of the old mountaineers come in on weekends and play music for them, which they loved.

The ladies often expressed to mother what well-mannered children she had.   Back in those days little girls were taught to act like little ladies and speak  when they were  spoken to.

The oldest girl was a beautiful child with long black curly hair and a face calm and sweet.  Geneva had a little cherub face, chestnut brown curly hair and a captivating smile.  She stole everyone's heart.  Sudie (nicknamed Sukey by her dad) was a regular tomboy.  She had gray-green eyes, white stringy hair and as plain as a picket fence.  She didn't have any of her mother's beauty but she inherited her daddy's laugh.  She had the most hearty laugh you ever heard for a kid.  Uncle Collett Parks, a very close friend, once remarked, "I would rather hear that kid laugh than to eat when I'm hungry".

Anna Louie had beautiful curly brown hair and gray eyes.  She had the knack of getting into everything.  Daddy called her little busy body.  Laura, the baby at that time had coal black hair and dark brown eyes. She weighed 2 1/2 pounds when she was born.  She was so tiny daddy called her cricket.  We were not allowed to touch her.  Daddy would hold her in the palm of his hand so we could see her.  Aunt Sarah Gibbs, Tim the mid-wife who was with my mother when all her children were born, stayed with mother for six months and looked after Laura. She fed her with a medicine dropper for several weeks.  Then she made her a sugar tit of biscuit and brown sugar, which she dipped in catnip tea. Every time Louie got a chance, she snitched the sugar tit and hid in the corner.  Aunt Sarah made the baby an incubator by heating bricks and putting them in a box and putting Laura on top of them on a pillow.  She was so small she could have slept in daddy's shoebox.  Mother was not very strong after Laura's birth and she had another bad scare with Louie.    Daddy had gone to the flourmill to have wheat ground.  Aunt Sarah was busy with mother and Laura who was only six weeks old.  Aunt Allie had gathered gimp son weed seeds to dry and sell, which she had spread out on the back porch to dry.   Louie, eating a piece of butter bread dropped her bread in the seeds, picked it up and ate seeds and all.  Aunt Allie, who was looking after the children, found her sometime later very sick and burning up with fever.  She picked her up and carried her to her mother.  Mama hugged the two year old to her and prayed.  What could she do?  Her husband was gone for the day.  There was no phone, doctor or hospital within eighteen miles.  Aunt Sarah took the child and was bathing her in cold water.  She saw a few of the gimp son seeds on her clothes.  Knowing they were deadly poison, she was frightened.  She knew some how she had to make her vomit and had to get that high fever down.  She tried gagging her.  Mother came into the kitchen, sank down in a kitchen chair frightened to death.  Louie's skin was flushed and her eyes heavy looking.  They tried soda water, salt water, but nothing worked.  Somewhere in the back of her mind, mother had read something about pure cream counteracting poison, so they started pouring cream in her for what seemed like hours, and they tried soda and vinegar.  The concoction finally worked and made the child sick and she started vomiting.  Mama said she was so weak and scared she fell back on her bed with the child in her arms and said "thank you, god".  She promised herself she would never spank Louie again for slipping and sucking the sugar tit made for Laura.  When she told me about this years later, I recalled the many times I found her on her knees and we would tiptoe out of the room.  I am sure she knew where her help and strength was in raising us children and I have heard her say many times how her prayers were answered.

In 1905, mother and daddy had four children in school and the boys were ready for high school.  They could no longer go to the little one teacher school they had been attending.  After looking around for a solution, they decided to move to Nebo, NC, where there was a good high school.

The little village was made up of a dozen or so families, a store and a post office.  It was the seat of culture that brought girls and boys from all the little rural schools to seek higher education and prepare themselves for college.  Mother and daddy decided this was the school for their children.

The first school taught in the little village of Nebo was in an old church building on the Nebo campground around 1870, just after the civil war.  Church services were held on Sunday and during the week school was held in the same building.  A number of students came and lived in tents on the campground to attend school.  A new high school was built in 1904.  This school not only served the pupils of Nebo district, but was available to students from all surrounding counties.  They built a dormitory to accommodate young girls.  The boys had to board out in the village in private homes. 

We learned in later years that our mother and daddy had to make a great sacrifice in order for us to have a good education.  When we moved to Nebo, the only house available was too small for our family.  Until daddy could add more rooms, mother rented another four-room house across the street where our brothers stayed with four boys that mother took in to board.

Not only did mother keep boarders, but she was a wonderful seamstress.  She was a graduate of Rutherford College and very skilled in the art of dressmaking.  I can remember one special dress she made for a red headed teacher, we all learned to love. The dress was far from simple.  She seemed to stitch into each dress she made a certain magic.  On this particular dress there were dozens of fine tucks on the sleeves and bodice.  A skirt of clustered pleats white rush ion pleated edging in a high Victorian neck and long leg o' mutton sleeves.  The color was a beautiful sky blue.  Not only did she sew f or the teachers, but for the girls in the dormitory.  I think our dresses were the envy of most of the little girls in school.  Mother had lots of time to sew and create new styles as she was expecting another blessed event.  Jessie Lynch was born February 2, 1908.

Life in Nebo was so different from our childhood on the farm. We missed the animals, the freedom of roaming in the fields and the beautiful spacious home we left. However, we had made some fine friends.  We enjoyed spending the night in their homes and having them  spend the night with us.

In the summer, the little girls had playhouses in the woods, where they would gather green moss and carpet the floors and made tables to serve food brought from home in tin pails.  They played momma and daddy and often held preaching services out of doors.  I don't remember who the preacher was, but more than likely our brother Horace.

In the summer daddy rode every day to the farm looking after the planting of crops and harvesting of grain.  Sukey always went with him and sometimes he would take six or eight of our friends in the wagon to the farm to spend the day.  I remember one time he had the coupling pole on the back.  A friend of his called to him from the street, "Tom are all of those kids yours?"  he yelled back, "yeah, all but that son of yours riding on the coupling pole".  We all snickered and laughed.  We got a charge out of that, but that was our papa, he always had a quick answer.

The older girls and boys often went on hayrides and spent the weekend on the farm. They would hike to the top of short off mountain and in berry time pick huckleberries by the bushel. Another pastime for them was square dancing on Saturday night at our house.

We didn't have cars back in those days so all the young folks spent a lot of time strolling hand in hand on Sunday afternoon.  We walked the railroad tracks for miles, the boy walking on one rail and the girl on the other holding on to a stick between them.  It was fun trying to see who could walk the longest without stepping off.  It wasn't nearly as easy as it sounds.

On Halloween, that was really prank night for the boys.  I recall one Halloween when they turned over every privy or outhouse in the village.  That's one time they really stirred up a hornets nest.  Their fathers got busy and put all the boys to work the next day sitting them upright.  I also remember one April fools day when all the girls and boys in high school decided to take the day off.  I don't remember just how the teachers took the joke, but I know that big honest brother Joe  was the only one who didn't take off. 

That same day something else happened that upset our daddy terribly.  He was standing on uncle Frank Wilson's store porch. A train was sitting on the railroad crossing and what did he see but Geneva, Louise, and Georgia Sigmon come crawling under that train. He cut him a little switch and all the way up that boardwalk to the house he took time about switching their legs. That brought back memories of the time when we moved to Nebo and he took us kids down to see a train for the first time.  When the train rolled in we were clinging to his hands and legs scared to death.  Just as the engine passed us, the engineer blew a long shrill whistle.  Laura went up his back just like a monkey climbing a pole.  The kids crawling under the train brought back those early memories.  Especially how times were changing and we were growing up so fast.

The next major change in our lives was that Joe was leaving school and going to work on the southern railroad as a new butch boy on a passenger train.  Of course, father was not happy with his leaving school but she was also wise and she gave him the privilege of choosing his life's work.   Soon he. Left the southern and went to work as a brakeman on another line.  Brother Horace missed him so because they had been so close all their life, that he soon left school and joined his brother working on the same railroad.   I shall never forget the breaking of home ties with our brothers.

We were a very close-knit family and we missed our brothers terribly.  In fact, when we were younger and one sister or brother got a whipping we all felt punished.   Now that brings to mind some of the dressing down we got when we were kids.

Geneva for one got a good switching from daddy, the only time he ever punished one of us girls. The switching was left up to mama and was she good at it anyway, daddy was coming up from the barn and saw Geneva swinging her baby sister, Pauline, by the hands out of a two-story window.  Yeah, she got it.

I also remember a good one Louie and I got. Our daddy always kept a bottle of whiskey for medicinal purposes. In fact, every morning before breakfast, mama made him a toddy of whiskey, warm water and sugar.  On cold winter mornings, if we were up, daddy would give each one of us a spoonful of his toddy and the littlest one always got the sugar in the bottom of the glass. And did we love that toddy!

One-day mama and  daddy went to Marion on business at the courthouse.  Louie and I found daddy's whiskey and we made us a toddy.  Louie got drunk.   I had her up in the kitchen, trying to make her walk a crack in the floor.  I kept telling her if she could walk the crack straight she wasn't drunk, and you can guess who walked in.  I'm telling you, we were not long in sobering up when mama got through with us.  Daddy, I can hear him laugh now, just roared.  I think his laughing made mama that much madder because  she sure let us have it. That was the last of our morning toddy.

Father was a farmer by trade, and when the boys left home we missed them terribly.  Now the oldest girls had to help daddy in the fields.  We hoed corn many a day from sun up till sun down.  That year, 1911, Edna Pauline was born. She was the last and spoiled by her older sisters.

The Linville River bottomlands were rich and corn grew tall and heavy there.  Fruit orchards, especially apples, produced bountiful crops.  Shrubs, flowers and trees grew everywhere and visitors considered it a beautiful place to live.  Folks say that is how it got its name.

Fonta Flora had a large country store that supplied everything needed for clothing, farming and building.  There was a church for worship known as Sardis Methodist.  The post office was in Joe Tate and Joe McGimpsey's store and the mail was brought from the bridge water stagecoach stop by a rural mail carrier.  After some years the post office was moved to kip Giles' store at Gibbs, NC near Bridgewater, so the people could get their mail more often.

In the early years Fonta Flora had a racetrack.  An old gentleman from up north moved into the valley.  They raised fine horses, built a racetrack and did a lot of horse racing.  Many big racing fans brought their horses there to race.  It was said the women put a stop to the racing and betting at Fonta Flora and later wished it back, but it was not to be.

In 1916-1917 agents came and bought up the land for duke power co, so that they could build Lake James.  Lake James covered the site of Fonta Flora along with some of the richest and most beautiful land in Burke County.  The only place it can be found now is in the memory of a few old times.
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