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Kenneth Cadenhead

To
Potcher’s Family

“Whatever you do, be good at it.
Be proud of who you are.”
-Susie Harris Cooper

Every person who lives has a story to tell. This is the story of my friend, Potcher
Lee Cooper. Many times I have told Potcher that I think he is one of the finest
men I have ever known With his help, I want to tell his story for him, his wife
Lillie, his children and grandchildren in an effort to understand how he came
to be the man he is today. The story is based in large part on his sharing from
his memory, any records I could find, information shared by others, my wife
Fran’s records of her work with him, a visit with him in his community, and my
friendship with him for more than twenty years.
On August 20, 2019, Potcher, Lillie and I had lunch together. Then I read
aloud what I had written in order for them to make suggested changes in the
manuscript. I apologize for any errors either in information presented or in the
spelling of names.
I am indebted to my friend Asim Ali for his assistance in preparing the
manuscript for printing.
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Boromville
Sense of place is important in understanding a person, so I begin with
background information about the community where Potcher was born and
has spent his seventy years to the date of this writing. Long before Potcher
walked on the land in the area named for a member of the Borom family,
Creek Indians lived close to nature, eventually being displaced by early
settlers who came into the area when treaties were negotiated with the
Indians and additional land was opened for settlement. The early settlement
of the territory that became the state of Alabama is closely linked with the
history of the Federal Road that crossed the area that was to eventually
become Boromville.
The Federal Road started as a post route during the first administration of
Thomas Jefferson and later was useful as a military road. Much of the road
followed old Indian trading paths, some of which began as animal trails. The
Federal Road extended from Milledgeville, Georgia to Mobile, Alabama. The
horse path became a military road in 1811. Forts were erected during the
Creek War of 1813-14, and then “houses of entertainment” (stipulated in the
treaty establishing the road) became more numerous and were built near
the fort sites. These stations later became stagecoach stops, relay points for
riders, inns, and taverns and they were situated about fifteen or sixteen miles
apart, a distance considered to be a day’s travel for foot traffic. They were
most often run by an Indian with a white partner.
Before Potcher’s community of Boromville carried this name, it was Fort
Bainbridge, a military supply outpost during the Creek Indian conflict. The
village was the location of Lewis Tavern, which was also a stagecoach stop.
It was built by Georgia troops under the command of General John Floyd.
Lewis Tavern was located along the Federal Road near the site of Fort
Bainbridge (present-day Boromville), and the proprietor was Captain Kendall
Lewis who was partner with Big Warrior, the Creek Indian chief who was
father-in-law to Lewis.
The chances are good that people who trace their ancestry to southern half
of Alabama will find that they had an ancestor who came on the Federal
Road. The number of settlers traveling on the Federal Road increased after it
was improved and became a military road. My ancestors, the early
Cadenheads in Alabama, first appeared in Pike County; however, the area
of the country where they lived was later to be a part of Barbour County
when this county was carved out of Pike. The first settlement in the territory
that became Barbour county was in 1820. It interests me to know that my
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ancestors moved through what was much later to be the area where
Potcher was born and lives today.
By the early 1820s, the road was sufficient for stagecoach travel, although
the road was very rough in places. Travelers told of experiences between Ft.
Mitchell and Ft. Bainbridge of the stagecoach turning over. The land in the
area was for the most part sandy, strangely so at such a distance from the
ocean. Interestingly, some of the roads in Boromville today have the word
“sand” in the name. Potcher lives on Sand Road.
By this time, as indicated above, Lewis Tavern was a stagecoach stop. The
tavern was located at Fort Bainbridge near the intersection of the Federal
Road and the Three-Notch Road to Pensacola. Various accounts are given
of pleasant stays at Lewis Tavern in Fort Bainbridge. (See The Federal Road
Through Georgia, the Creek Nation, and Alabama, 1806-1836, by Henry
Deleon Southerland, Jr. and Jerry Elijah Brown.) Three Notch Road was built
in 1824 by Captain Daniel E. Burch for the purpose of accommodating
military traffic. The road stretched from Pensacola to Fort Mitchell in Russell
County and intersected the Federal Road near Fort Bainbridge (present-day
Boromville). Like the Federal Road, this route served also as a traveler’s road
and accommodated early Alabama settlers headed for present-day Bullock
and Covington counties in Alabama and on into north Florida.
It is ironic that the demise of both the Creek civilization and the Federal Road
are so closely linked. The road proved to be an artery that allowed the flow
of new settlers into what was the last of the Creek territory, destroying the
Indian way of life. Then the departure of the Creeks removed the need for a
single artery through the section from the Chattahoochee to Line Creek.
Settlers were free to fan out across the Creek Nation and were no longer
compelled to travel over the one road that provided the safety of numbers,
forts, and taverns. According to one source (Southerland and Brown, p. 141),
“an existing unpaved county road from Alabama Highway 51 west to
Boromville and Creek Stand nearly coincides with the Federal Road, and the
old roadway itself may still be observed.” So, each time Potcher leaves
County Road 51 and makes his way to his home in Boromville, he is retracing
the steps of early settlers who came to Alabama.
As time passed, many changes came to the area. With the removal of the
Indians who had made the area home for centuries, more settlers came from
across the Chattahoochee River, and new roads were constructed, making
it possible for wider areas of the new territory to be populated. (It is strange
to dismiss the people who were a part of a civilization that was present in the
area in one sentence; however, the purpose of this writing is to present
Potcher’s story, and his ancestors had nothing to do with the disappearance
of the Indians.) As indicated earlier, Boromville’s link to the past is shown in
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the name of the unpaved roads in the community, some having the word
“sand” in the name of the road. Trees were cut and cabins were built, and
the forests were cleared so the land could be cultivated in the new state of
Alabama. Potcher has said consistently that Boromville is a good place to
put down roots, and that is exactly what his family did.
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Family Background
For Potcher’s family, a land transaction in 1905 was very significant. It served
as the impetus for looking further into his family history and it helped to add
stability to his family through the years. Because of this, I quote from the
record from Russell County:
Known all men by these presents, that I, Isabella Glover in
consideration of the sum of five dollars to me in hand paid by
Renelda Harris the receipt wherein is hereby acknowledged, do
grant, bargain, sell, and convey to the said Renelda Harris the
following described real estate To wit: eighty acres (80) in the
northwest quarter of section ten (10) township fifteen (15) and
range twenty-six (26). To have and to hold to the said Renelda
Harris, her heirs and assigns forever. Given under my hand
and seal this 8th day of June, 1905. Executed in the presence of
T.G. Burch and Jennie Key. (Isabella Glover made her mark)
T.G Burch was Justice of the Peace. The deed was filed in Volume 90 of
Deeds, Page 22 by the Judge of Probate.
Isabella Glover was Potcher’s great great-grandmother. She was born in
Georgia about 1830 (Ref: 1870 census of Russell County). Her age at the
time of the census was 40. Listed next to her was Joseph Glover, age 34, who
was also born in Georgia. The dwelling number for both Joseph and Isabella
was 458; however, Joseph’s family number was 500 and Isabella’s was 501.
The relationship between the two is not known. In Isabella’s household were
Sack, age 16, Renelda, age 6 (Potcher’s great grandmother), and Robert,
age 1. It is not known when Isabella moved to Russell County; her oldest child
Sack was, according to the census, born in Georgia. Both she and Joseph
were listed as farm hands on the 1870 census.
Important changes occurred between 1870 and 1880. The enumeration in
1870 was in Beat 2. In 1880, she was listed in Beat 4 as a farmer (instead of
farm laborer). Her name on the census was “Bella, aged 50.” Included in the
household were Rena, age 14 (Potcher’s great grandmother) and Robert,
aged 10. The record showed her as “widowed,” We can only wonder if
sometime between 1870 and 1880 she and Joseph married, and he died
before the latter census was completed. According to the census, both of
her parents were born in Georgia.
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A record that reveals very much about Isabella is “Production of Agriculture
in Russell County, enumerated 26 June 1880.” This is a sub-title under “U.S.
Selected Federal Census Non-population Schedule 1850-1880,” page 26,
which is included in Ancestry.com entries. First of all, it shows that she owned
the property on which she lived, thus supporting the change from “farm
hand” in 1870 to “farmer” on the 1880 census. She acquired the acreage
sometime between 1870 and 1880, and the total of different classifications
of land is close to the 80 acres that she later sold to her daughter.
According to the report, she tilled 6 acres, 20 acres were in woodlands, and
50 acres were classified as other unimproved land, including “old fields.”
Farm values: land, fences, and buildings, $200; farming implements, $2; and
value of livestock, $40. Estimated value of all farm production was $150.
On hand June 1, 1880 was one ox, 3 milk cows, 3 hogs, 13 chickens, and 26
eggs, calves dropped during the year, 2. Estimated butter made on the farm
in 1879, 50 pounds.
In 1879, she planted 10 acres of cotton with a yield of 2 bales. She planted 5
acres of Indian corn resulting in 25 bushels.
Although records were not found that showed continued production from
1880 to 1905 when Isabella at approximately age 75 sold the property to her
daughter, we assume that some production continued until the time of the
sale.
A search of deed records in the Russell County Courthouse did not result in a
record indicating when and how Isabella acquired the 80 acres. Perhaps
this question will linger in the mind of one of Potcher’s descendants, and the
search will continue as an inquisitive person follows where the question leads.
With the sale of this land to her daughter in 1905 and the joining of the Harris
and Cooper families, Isabella’s property provided places for several
members of Potcher’s family ultimately to live, thus allowing them the stability
of the land that could contribute to their livelihood. During the intervening
years, the following of Potcher’s relatives were among those who lived on the
80 acres: Rosina Harris Barnes, Isabel Harris Pollard, Bakonita Harris Cooper these three were aunts of Potcher’s mother - Gatsy Anna Harris, Potcher’s
great grandmother, and Jerry Cooper. Bakonita later moved to Detroit and
gave her house to Potcher’s parents, allowing them to move from a
sharecropper house to the 80 acres. Today Potcher’s daughter Marry Ann
and his brother Sammy live on the property. Before his death, Potcher’s
brother James also lived there.
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Renelda Harris was 54 years of age in 1920, fifteen years after she bought the
80 acres from her mother. She was widowed at that time with four children
listed in the household: Gatsy Anna Harris, 17; Isabella, 13; Luther, 6, and
Sammy Lee, 3. The census showed that she owned her home and could read
and write. She was located on the road from Boromville to Flournoy Road.
The Harris and Cooper families were linked through the marriage of Gatsy
Anna Harris’ daughter Susie to Ike Cooper December 25, 1944 (Ref: Marriage
records on Ancestry.com). Ike was 21 (born January 12, 1923) and Susie was
19 (born January 12, 1925). Ike’s parents were George Cooper and Mattie
Lou Brundidge. Household members listed at the time of the marriage were:
Mattie Lou Brundidge, Gatsy Anna Harris, George Cooper, Ike Cooper, and
Susie Mae Harris.
George Cooper and Mattie Lou Brundidge were married February 23, 1919.
On the 1920 census they are listed without children. By 1930 they had six
children. According to the 1930 census, George was 26 and Mattie Lou, 28,
with the following children in the household: B.C., 10; Willie, 7; Ike, 6; Lizzie, 4;
Ethel, 2; and Mattie, less than a year old.
After Ike and Susie married December 25, 1944, they lived on the property
that was originally owned by Isabella Glover. They moved to this property
when Susie’s aunt Bakonita Harris Cooper gave them her house on the land
when she moved to Detroit. Susie, Potcher’s mother, died in Boromville. She
died on the way to the emergency room and is buried at AME Zion Church
in Boromville. His father married again after she died and moved to Florida.
His father died April 15, 2013 in Florida, and he is buried at AME Zion Church
in Boromville.
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Early Years
Potcher’s life began in a two-room wooden structure with a shed for a
kitchen in the rear, and a porch in front. The walls of the crude dwelling
shaped the space where Potcher Lee Cooper was born November 4, 1948,
the year I graduated from high school. There was a chimney between the
two rooms with a fireplace in each room to heat the house on cold winter
days; also, the hot ashes were a place for baking sweet potatoes and for
heating the smoothing iron. Keeping a supply of wood for both heating the
house and cooking was a part of Potcher’s life as he became old enough
for this responsibility. There was a stove in the kitchen that required
“stovewood.” The mix of the aroma of burning stovewood, collard greens,
black-eyed peas, and fat back emanated from the kitchen. As night closed
around the house, the smell of the kerosene lamp added to the setting. In
the morning, while it lasted, sorghum syrup and biscuits filled empty stomachs
before the day of work began. When there was no sorghum left, the strong
taste of millet syrup took its place. Potcher reported that there was no
problem in removing the water when the wooden floors were scrubbed; the
water freely ran in the cracks between the boards. Boards rather than glass
were used to cover the windows.
The yards were clear of any grass. Sweeping with the brushbroom made from
bushes removed all debris and tracks from the yard. At times the clean yard
was the place for a game of marbles, where children competed in one of
the ways they entertained themselves. Also chasing each other with their
pop guns made of pop gun elder and plums for ammunition was good
entertainment. Gathered around the battery-operated radio on the front
porch, the family sometimes listened to country music and blues. The sound
of children’s voices would always be heard as well. The front porch also
provided the setting for just visiting, laughing, sometimes drinking homemade
moonshine, and enjoying telling stories. Moonshine was a part of the lives of
some men and women in Boromville. They made their own at home; some
excess was sold for extra spending money. They would drink on the weekend
but would be back at work on Monday morning with only a hangover
accompanying them to work. Potcher said his grandma had her own
“special bottle.”
The fire warmed the room where Susie Cooper lay in bed when the midwife
came to assist in the delivery on that winter day Potcher was born. The slop
jar was in place under the bed and would be emptied the next morning in
the outdoor toilet down the hill. Baby Potcher joined Ike, Sr, Susie and Ike, Jr.,
his oldest sister having died a short time after her birth. This house was located
on the property of S.B. Williams where Potcher would spend his first few years,
joining Ike Sr. as a sharecropper.
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Potcher was clear in his statements that the life of a sharecropper was a hard
life. His father was given an allowance at the beginning of the season for
needed supplies, and this had to be repaid at the end of the season. He also
indicated that if the payment was not made completely at the end of the
season, some owners might come and take the cow, for example, for what
was owed. Such experience as a sharecropper helped Potcher in
determining his own concept of justice, and no doubt is a part of the
consciousness that helped to make him the man he is today. He watched
his mother as she moved behind a plow in the fields, and he himself was
behind the plow by age nine. He could feel the cool earth on his bare feet
as he followed the mule. Sometimes he was able to wear brogans and
overalls, both of which he hated. When the sole of the brogan came loose,
there was a homemade remedy. A hole would be made in the top of the
shoe and a corresponding hole in the sole. A piece of wire secured the sole
to keep it from flapping as he walked behind the plow.
A life of planting and chopping cotton involved the whole family, all who
were old enough to work in the field. Potcher reported that he remembered
his father singing as he plowed the field. He could not remember the song,
but the singing and plowing simultaneously was fixed in Potcher’s memory.
When they heard the birds begin to sing in the spring, it was time to plant the
cotton. When new ground was broken, the plow would sometimes disturb
the roots of the sassafras, and the aroma of this plant filled the air. The roots
sometimes were used for making a special tea.
(Note: It is important for Potcher’s family to understand that I can write about
this period in his life easily because, as Potcher and I discussed many times, I
experienced as a child many of the same things he knew in his early
childhood. We found pleasure in discussing the subject, with Annie, a family
friend, sometimes joining us over lunch on Thursdays.)
They had a cow, hogs, chickens, and they grew their own vegetables, so
during the summer there were plenty of fresh vegetables on the table when
they ate dinner. Dinner was the mid-day meal, and supper was the evening
meal in the summer. Left-overs from dinner became supper - kept in the
warmer on the stove - or perhaps buttermilk and cornbread eaten from a
bowl was a good substitute. Long days of work in the fields made the rest
and food welcome at the end of the day. They churned their own butter,
making buttermilk available for supper. Peas and butterbeans were canned
or dried and on the table in the winter. Muscadine vines climbed the trees
and furnished fruit for eating and making preserves. The family bought very
little for their meals; rather they ate what they provided for themselves,
including taking corn to the grist mill and grinding it for meal. They made their
own syrup from sorghum and millet. Salt fish was sometimes a part of the diet,
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soaking them overnight before cooking them. Kool-aide was a favorite drink
long before tea was on the table. Another drink sold by a peddler was the
6-cent bottle of flavored drink, with several flavors, including strawberry and
orange. The rolling store from Union Springs came through the community
once a week.
Hog-killing day was a big event for the family. The hog would be either shot
or killed by striking it on the head. Much water had to be drawn from the well
in preparation for the slaughter. Scalding hot water was necessary for
covering the body of the hog before scraping to remove the hair. The throat
was cut to “bleed the hog,” and the body was hung, being sure all blood
was removed from the animal. All parts of the animal were saved, including
the head for souse meet and the feet as well. The body was sectioned for
hams, shoulders, and middlings. The fat was trimmed and placed in the large
black wash pot and a fire built around the pot. The fat melted and became
lard for cooking, and the meat left in the pot was cut into pieces to make
cracklings for cornbread. The hams, shoulders, and middlings were placed in
a box and covered with salt for several weeks for purposes of curing the
meat. (“Middlings” is probably not recognized by some readers. This is the
source of bacon.) After being removed and washed, the meat was hung in
the smokehouse where a low fire was built for further curing and storage. This
made meat available for the family as long as it lasted; fat back and streako-lean were often on the table.
Wild game such as rabbits, squirrels, possum, and raccoon were food as well.
The dogs barking on a coon or rabbit hunt were a familiar sound. Rabbit
boxes and traps were set and guts from mullet made good bait. The dogs
responded to “way around,” coming to the window, knowing that food
would be thrown out to them.
Caring for the animals was an important responsibility of the children in the
Cooper family. Hunting the cow and bringing her for milking was a daily job,
hoping that she had not found a patch of bitterweed that would make the
milk have a bad taste. Jobs included pulling weeds for the hogs, treating
them to the watermelon rinds when they were available and daily slopping
hogs, emptying the “slop bucket” from the kitchen where food scraps had
been placed. An unpleasant job was cleaning out the stable where the mule
was kept.
The black wash pot that was important during hog-killing days was used on
a weekly basis on “wash day.” Water was drawn from the well in preparation
for washing clothes. The dirty clothes were put into the pot and it was filled
with water. A fire was built around the pot, and the boiling water helped to
loosen the soiled part of the overalls and other work clothes worn in the field
and other jobs resulting in heavily soiled clothes. They were then transferred
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to a large tub for scrubbing with potash soap on the rub board before being
placed in another tub for rinsing. The tubs were also used for baths, warming
the water in the sun. A smaller foot tub was also useful. Then the clothes
were hung on a clothesline or fence to dry in the sun. The supply of clothes
was limited, so it was necessary to distinguish work clothes from others that
were Sunday clothes.
Christmas was a special time for the family. Greenery from the woods was
placed around the wall. The decorations on the Christmas tree were very
simple, with silver strips finishing the decoration. Each child received fruit and
candy, no toys. Christmas was the time when special cakes were made
including coconut, red velvet, strawberry and others. At other times during
the year the sweet was candied yams.
One of the responsibilities of the older children was to take care of the
younger ones. Potcher wrote about his siblings in his own writing that was a
part of his work with my wife Fran. I copy it from his own words:
I am one of thirteen children. My oldest sister was named Ella
Mae Cooper. She only lived a short time. I was told she was
one beautiful girl. On March 22, 1946, my parents were given
their first son. They decided to call him Ike Cooper, Jr. I was
born after Ike (November 4, 1948). There was a brother born
after me but there were problems with the delivery. So my dad
had to make a big decision. The doctor asked my dad whether
to save my mama or my brother. My dad said my mama. This
was a sad time. On October 29, 1951, God sent a blessing to my
parents. It was a baby boy. His name was Jerry Cooper. All
these boys were starting to run my mama crazy. So they
decided to try for a girl. Nine months later, on August 22, 1953,
Sammy Lee Cooper was born. He was not a girl but when they
looked into his big pretty eyes, they were still happy. Emmett
Cooper was born on August 27, 1954. The next addition to the
family was Larry Cooper, born on December 15, 1956. Then
Arthur Lee Cooper was born on September 20, 1958. His life
was cut short at an early age because of a mental illness. After
many deliveries, on May 20, 1960, God gave my parents a
beautiful little girl, Vera Cooper. The next son was James
Edward Cooper. His date of birth is May 21, 1961. The last
addition to the family was Calvin Cooper born on June 27, 1963.
His life was also cut short by his taking an overdose of a drug.
Although he will be missed, his death has inspired so many
lives.
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At the time of this writing, only Potcher, Sammy, Larry, and Vera are living.
As he wrote above, Potcher Lee Cooper was born November 4, 1948. He
has no idea how his parents chose the name “Potcher” for their second son.
He has never inquired about the selection of his name. His surname can be
traced to the time one of the sources of a person’s family name was his
occupation. The Oxford dictionary includes the definition of “cooper” as “A
craftsman who makes and repairs wooden vessels formed of staves and
hoops, as casks, buckets, tubs.” It is not known when Potcher’s ancestors
were first given the name Cooper. Perhaps some descendant who is willing
to ask the question and follow where it leads will trace the family’s history to
Africa.
Potcher wrote that he lived “in a wooden, run-down house. I thank God for
bringing me a long way.”
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Education
On February 24, 2000, Potcher wrote the following: “Education means to me
a better life.” The life he has lived illustrates his definition of education.
In 1914, Ralph Parlette wrote a book with the title The University of Hard
Knocks. In it he asserted that the “greatest school is the University of Hard
Knocks.” He further wrote:
Its books are bumps. Every bump is a lesson. If we learn the
lesson with one bump, we do not get that bump again. We do
not need it. We have traveled past it. They do not waste the
bumps. We get promoted to the next bump.
The tuition in the University of Hard Knocks is not free.
Experience is the dearest teacher in the world…We matriculate
in the cradle. We never graduate. When we stop learning we
are due for another bump.
Like other children, Potcher started formal education at age six. He walked
to and from a small school near Creekstand carrying his lunch of biscuits filled
with jelly. He did not go to school every day because his father, who could
not read and write, needed him to work in the field. Further, his father held
the belief that Potcher’s future as a sharecropper did not require an
education. His mother who could read and write wanted him to go to
school, but work kept him at home more than in school. At that time, there
was not an authority outside the home and in his area that enforced
compulsory school attendance. He does not remember much about his
experience in the public schools. Potcher originally thought that he attended
school through the third grade at the school near Creekstand; however, a
friend of his who was in school with him reminded him that he did also attend
South Macon School to either the fifth or sixth grade. A full explanation of
why he did not learn to read and continue attendance in public schools is
not possible. A combination of reasons, including infrequency of attendance
and nature of instruction in the schools, no doubt are parts of the
explanation.
Potcher’s reflection later in his life and conclusion that “education means a
better life” and his efforts to achieve this better life have resulted in one that
is an inspiration for all the people who know him.
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As will be seen in what I write about Potcher, he has been able to learn from
his varied experience and from all the people who have been and are a part
of his life. Walt Whitman wrote that “there was a child went forth.” Everything
he met became a part of the child. So, it has been in Potcher’s education as
he has sought a better life.
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Move to Another House
When Potcher was about ten or eleven years old, his family moved from the
house where he was born to the property that Isabella Glover sold to Renelda
Harris in 1905. His mother’s aunt moved to Detroit and let his family move into
her house. The house was larger, and his father Ike, Sr. built an additional
room. There was a fireplace in each room. The added room was where
Pother and Lillie stayed for a period after they married and before they
moved into their own house. Although the family continued to work as
sharecroppers, they had some sense of freedom in living in their own house.
When Potcher was about fifteen years old, he added another job to his farm
work after the crops were laid by. He joined his father in pulpwood work. This
work of trimming limbs, sawing logs into pulpwood lengths, and loading trucks
continued for about two years. His father worked with pulpwood until he
began working for the state, continuing the latter until he moved to Florida.
Potcher described an injustice that led to another change in his life. I quote
his description:
The man I worked for didn’t treat me fair. One afternoon, his
son caught a cramp and stopped working. The rest of the day I
did three loads of wood without the son’s help. Yet when we got
our pay that afternoon, the boss man paid his son the same
amount that he paid me. I thought about this all weekend.
When I went to work on Monday, I thought the man would
straighten this out. But he didn’t. I didn’t go back to work on
Tuesday. I quit because I didn’t think that I had been treated
fairly.
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Important Change at Age 17
Potcher made a decision when he was seventeen years old that changed
his life and set a course for many years that followed. As he reflected on this
decision, he said that he did not want the life of a sharecropper anymore,
and he felt that he had to do better. On the night before he was to start the
new direction in his life, he did not tell his father and mother.
The next morning, he walked from Boromville to Hurtsboro and thumbed a
ride to Columbus, Georgia. When he arrived in the city, he started walking,
and he came to West Point-Pepperell Mill. He met a man by the name of Mr.
Brown, and he told Mr. Brown that he wanted a job in the mill. Mr. Brown
gave him an application to fill out. Since Potcher could not read and write,
Mr. Brown got his cousin to fill it out for Potcher. He told Potcher that before
he could hire him, he would have to have a work permit. Since he was not
yet eighteen, he could not work without a permit. Mr. Brown told Potcher
where to go for the permit, and Potcher walked down 13th Street and across
the viaduct to the office. He got the permit and took it back to Mr. Brown
who hired him, and this man proved to be an important person in Potcher’s
life while he worked in the mill.
Potcher’s work in the mill initially was cleaning and other janitorial duties, and
he gradually became a helper to another person who ran a slasher. Over
time, he learned how to run and fix slashers, and this became his job in the
mill. When he first began work, he earned $1.25 an hour, gradually increasing
to $12.00 an hour.
Every evening when he was on the third shift, he walked to Hurtsboro, a
distance of about five miles, to get a ride to Columbus and then walked to
the mill. After he changed to first shift, he got a ride to “Kin folks’ corner” in
Columbus, getting there about 6:30 in the morning. Sometimes he had to run
so he could get to the mill by 7:00. Eventually a man he worked with let him
ride with him from his house, but he still had to walk three miles to this man’s
house to catch a ride.
Conditions were different for white and black employees. For example,
blacks did not have vacation time, and they had to eat their snacks while
they worked and did not go to the snack room. He remembered “getting
hot” with his supervisor, telling him it was not right for blacks not to have a
break. Subsequently, this changed.
Potcher indicated that some people in the mill treated him in good ways,
and he made friends through the years that he worked there. He said that if
he had not had good folks in his life, he couldn’t have made it. Some helped
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him to learn in ways that made it possible for him to earn a very good
reputation at the mill. Much later after the mill closed, Mr. Brown told Potcher
that he was the best employee he had ever had. Because of Potcher’s
reputation, all of his brothers except James and some of his cousins were
hired at the mill.
Potcher related a sad experience at the mill. An older white man kicked him.
Potcher said that he knew that with one strike with his fist he could have killed
the man, but he remembered advice given to him by his mother: always
respect older people. He never forgot the incident. The environment was
such that the person who thought he was treated poorly could not talk to
anyone because he was afraid of losing his job. He said it was a hard life and
he had to “put up” with a lot, but he said he does not have any bitter feelings
today.
One incident was sufficiently unfair for him to quit his job. His supervisor took
one of the helpers and sent him outside to wash the supervisor’s car. Potcher
walked away and said this was not right, and he left and went to another mill
to get a job. Mr. Brown contacted him and convinced him to come back to
work. He returned to his job.
I asked Potcher if he were ever called “boy” or “nigger.” He replied that the
words were directed to him, but his response to me reflected his character:
“They just didn’t know any better. I had to rise above it.” He further said that
he did not think it would happen today.
He remembered the day Martin Luther King, Jr. was assassinated and some
of the white employees laughing and being pleased that he was killed. He
felt great sadness both in the death of the man and the reaction of some of
the white employees.
Potcher shared a recent telephone call from a white woman named Annie
who worked in the office at the mill. He said it meant so much to him when
she told him that she did not agree with some of the ways things happened
during the time that both she and Potcher worked at the mill. He
appreciated a person who worked in the administrative office contacting
him and voluntarily commenting on situations she thought were not as they
should be.
His record as an excellent employee earned him the honor of being selected
employee of the year in 1999 after working at the mill for 33 years. In the
Johnston Connection, December 1999, Vol II, Number 4 was an article with
the title, “Columbus Mill Slasher Attendant Potcher Lee Cooper Finalist in
Georgia Textile Citizen of the Year Program.” Potcher was among the ten
finalists for the 1999 Georgia Textile Citizen of the Year Award.
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The ten finalists from textile companies throughout Georgia were honored by
the Governor of Georgia and Georgia Textile Manufacturers Association. The
article included a photograph of Potcher and Lillie with the Governor and
Textile Manufacturers officials. It also showed Potcher receiving the
President’s Award from the President of Johnston Industries, Clark Ogle, for
Potcher’s dedication and commitment to the company and to the
community. The text of the article highlights Potcher’s contributions to the
mill and his community.
Potcher Cooper is a Slasher Attendant at Johnston Industries’
Columbus Plant, where he has been employed for 33 years. He
has been recognized within his department for his out-standing
safety and attendance records, and for his willingness to work
whenever needed. Potcher serves on the department’s safety
committee and United Way Campaign Committee and also is
the plant softball coach.
Following his younger brother’s death from a drug overdose on
July 1, 1995, Potcher has been very active in educating others
concerning the dangers of drugs, and personally organized a
drug-free day that is held the last Saturday in June and devoted
to better promoting drug awareness. As evidenced by
industry’s view that education is a life-long process, Potcher,
being unable to attend school as a teenager in order to take care
of his brothers and sisters is currently taking classes in pursuit
of his GED.
In his nomination for the Georgia Textile Citizen of the Year
Award, it was noted, “Potcher’s commitment and dedication is
evident through his 33 years of employment with Johnston
Industries and he has been a model employee. His attitude,
attendance, safety and performance have played an important
role in the success of the mill. Potcher goes the extra mile and
cares about the quality of work that he does and how he affects
the ultimate success or failure of the company. Potcher is a
valuable asset to his family, his church, his community, and this
company.”
Potcher has stated that his job with Johnston Industries has
afforded him the opportunities to provide his family with
opportunities he did not have as a child. He also believes that
giving back to his community is a very important part of his
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life. “If the service that I render to a child, teenager, young
adult, or senior citizen through the drug free day makes a
positive impact, then I have made a difference in making the
world a better place to live.”
Johnston Industries had purchased the mill from West Point Pepperell several
years earlier. Unfortunately, in November 2000, there was an announcement
that the mill was closing. This meant that both Potcher and Lillie would be
looking for other jobs. After working successfully at this mill for 34 years,
Potcher walked away with a continuing monthly check of $51.00 from West
Point Pepperell and $167.00 from Johnston Industries. One can only ask the
same question about justice that was raised when Potcher lived the life of a
sharecropper. He wrote only that he was sad because he lost many of his
close friends. Lillie enrolled at Columbus Tech and worked toward C.N. A.
certification.
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A Change at Age 48
The beginning of something new for Potcher came in 1996 when he was 48
years of age. He met Fran Cadenhead, and the two of them would work
together in bringing about an important change in Potcher’s life.
Something caused Potcher to act on the knowledge that he did not know
how to read. He knew that his pastor began this process when he was an
adult, and he encouraged Potcher to take the necessary step and seek help.
Potcher’s wife Lillie contacted the director of the Lee County Literacy
Coalition. This necessary first step resulted in his beginning work with Fran
Cadenhead.
These two people met, one with a desire to learn to read and the other an
experienced teacher who had taught hundreds of children to read and who
had a passion for helping others. This combination resulted in a man pushing
back the dark curtain of illiteracy, many hours spent together around the
kitchen table, and a beautiful friendship.
Fran kept a detailed book of plans and records for each Thursday afternoon
session. This was no different from her practice through the years she taught
in the public schools. She never faced a session without careful plans, linking
instruction on each succeeding session with what was done previously,
gradually building an individual program for Potcher.
The first entry in her plan and record book:
October 24, 1996
Met with Potcher for first time. Assessed level w/Dolch list [List
of 220 basic sight words]. Dictated story about family. Check to
see if knew ABC’s – (Does!) Assigned – Learn Dolch list through
“blue.” Try to read dictated story.
His first dictation, which became his “motto”:
I am Potcher Cooper.
I am going to learn how to read.
I will work hard to do this.
Soon I will read.
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The following week (October 31) her plan and record book reflected the
following:
Knew Dolch words through “blue.” Finished Dolch list
assessment. Made sentences on flash cards of words through
“blue” from Dolch list. Read dictated story and words. Went
over color words/number words. Wrote “motto” in front of his
book. Dictated story about grandchildren. He’s to get daughter
to spell their names for accuracy. Assigned to read and write
sentences through “blue” in notebook. Start journal – write a
sentence or two about something he’s done during the week.
She was drawing from what he already knew and his ability to express himself
through speaking. She was making the experience personal by allowing him
to link the printed word with his experience and speech. At the same time,
she was introducing him to words most frequently encountered on the
printed page. As will be seen, she gradually moved from his dictating to her
to his writing himself. In the entry quoted above, I deliberately wrote the last
part in bold letters because this practice she began on her second day with
Potcher proved to be valuable both in the process of learning to read and
also as a record that eventually resulted in “Potcher’s Autobiography,”
written while he worked with her, typed and copied by her for him to keep. I
mention this because I used his own words in various places as
documentation for writing this story of his life.
She continued the practice of dictation until he began to write on his own,
beginning with simple sentences. She also incorporated the recognition of
writing in his physical environment, e.g., recognizing street and road signs.
She inquired about his interests and sought simple reading material on these
subjects. She gradually introduced spelling, encouraging him to spell
frequently used words and words he wanted to use in his writing.
To move toward more independence, she gradually introduced him to
specific word recognition skills. She helped him see the relationship between
the written symbol of a letter and the sound it represented. Reading from his
dictation continued to be an important part of each lesson, always stressing
comprehension.
He wrote himself the following in 2002:
In 1999, I was the Lee County Literacy Coalition’s Learner of
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the Year. I have been going to school for six years – since
October 24, 1996. I was happy to get the Learner of the Year
award. I thank God for the people choosing me. I am also
thankful for my wife supporting me.
He recognized the importance of this award as he wrote in his journal in 1999
and included it in his autobiography:
If I had to say what important change has happened in my life,
I would say learning to read. My life was like living in a world
with no lights when I could not read. Since I have learned how
to read I can see the same things that everybody else sees. I can
read! I can read! I can write! I can spell! My dreams are to get
my G.E.D. and become a supervisor at work. One of my dreams
has already come true. I can read!
He further reflected and wrote on February 24, 2000:
Education means to me “a better life.” The hardest decision I
ever made was when I decided to tell everyone that I could not
read. I was scared that everyone was going to laugh at me.
How wrong I was. I am glad I made the right decision.
Now I can read! Education helps me to feel better about myself.
I feel that a person without an education is a person who is
living in darkness.
He gradually was able to read material at different levels. He was introduced
to biographies of successful black people. After reading the story of George
Washington Carver, Potcher wrote:
My feelings about George Washington Carver are that he was
a great man who taught young Negroes a lot. I am proud that
he came to Tuskegee, Alabama. My family will enjoy visiting
this museum on the University of Tuskegee campus soon.
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We did make the trip to Tuskegee in 2010. His account follows:
On August 9, 2010 My wife Lillie, grandson Rakavius, and
teachers Mr. and Mrs. Cadenhead visited several historic sites
at Tuskegee University in Tuskegee, Alabama. We started our
visit with lunch at the Kellogg Conference Center. We had
salad, baked cod, fried tilapia, rice, steamed vegetables and
dessert.
After our delicious lunch we made our way over to the George
Washington Carver Museum. In the museum, the first thing
that we did was watch the movies on Booker T. Washington and
George Washington Carver. These were very informative.
After the movies we visited different areas in the museum. We
saw how George Washington Carver invented many things
using plants and peanuts. We also found out that Booker T.
Washington opened the Institute and brought education to
African Americans who needed it.
We also visited the chapel. It is beautiful. This trip was very
informative and it was amazing how much history is so close to
home.
I shall never forget Rakavius’ comment when we spent time looking at the
special sculpture on the campus. It was clear that he understood the
meaning behind the sculpture when he said, “The sculpture should be on
every college campus in the country.”
Fran introduced Potcher to different historical characters, and he was able
to learn from the character of these people and their contributions. She
deliberately selected significant black leaders, and he responded positively
as he wrote about them. He wrote the following when he read about Martin
Luther King, Jr.:
Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. means a lot to me. His struggles
and his death helped to bring a change to our nation. He stood
for non-violence. His marches, crusades, and speeches gave
blacks a new look at life. This helped us to see that we were
created equal. Also by his crusades I can drink from any water
fountain and can use any public restroom. I can also vote!
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Dr. King’s legacy was great – it led us to a peace in our nation.
His legacy also gave me an opportunity to get an education.
Today I can read. Dr. King’s legacy has touched our nation in
so many ways and will never be forgotten.
He proudly voted for Barack Obama, not just because he was black, but he
liked Obama’s ideas. Additionally, he believed that we were closer to Dr.
King’s dream that “little black and white kids will walk hand in hand.” He
wrote about the election on his 60th birthday. He appreciated the fact that
Obama “worked hard to get where he is today.” He also wrote that “it will
be an example for years to come for many people that all things are possible
for all – black and white.”
As will be seen throughout Potcher’s story, family and friends are very
important in his life. He wrote often of family relationships and experiences.
His family was very supportive of his efforts to improve his reading and writing,
readily available to help him when he needed assistance with an
assignment. Continually working independently, however, would make a
difference.
Toward the end of their work together, Potcher came for lessons less
frequently, the last lesson on March 23, 2006. Fran encouraged him to read
independently and to continue writing. She welcomed him to come when
he felt the need of help or when it was convenient for him to come for a
lesson. She had continued to provide variety in reading material, e.g., Bible
stories, history, and she also included skills in spelling and specific reading skills.
His gratitude for her teaching him to read was shown subsequently in different
ways. On the day of her death, he made an incidental statement that
reflected his thinking about her. I quote from my diary on April 6, 2017:
We went our separate ways. Melanie provided lunch. She,
Milton, Potcher – it was Thursday, his day to be here –and I ate
together. When Melanie sat in Fran’s usual place, Potcher told
her she was sitting in a powerful seat.
Then at her grave-side funeral, he made a beautiful tribute to her and then
read the 23rd Psalm. She would have been gratified to hear his voice reading
words that he could not read prior to meeting and working with her.
He and Lillie planted a rose bush on Conrey Circle in her memory, and on
special occasions they sometimes place flowers on her grave. Then he and
I on our first stop at 7:00 each Thursday morning together place flowers from
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the yard on her grave. We each separately remember her in our own way as
we sit together on the memorial bench by her grave.
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Potcher’s mother, Susie Cooper

Potchers father, Ike Cooper

Potcher at age 22 with Lillie (20)

Mary Ann, Tony, Tim, and Catina at childhood

High school graduations

Mary Ann

Catina

Tony

Potcher and Lillie’s home on Sand Road

Tim

L.W. Rias

Enjoying watermelon

At the Mill

Mike Daniel, Potcher, and Jimmy Ingram

Potcher and D. Sears, Plant Manager

Potcher and Fran at Family Reunion

At Reunion with Larry

Cadenheads and Coopers - Thanksgiving gift from Potcher

Princetta and Luella

Aunt Luella and Maurice Kitchens

Potcher and Lillie at 25th wedding anniversary

Boromville AME Church

Temple of God Church

Potcher and Fran at Temple of God Church

Tony Cooper and family

Catina and Karson, Kyla, Kennedy, Kaden

Mary Ann with four sons - Cadero, DJ, Calvyn, Josh

Josh at Louisiana-Monroe

Codero and his children Olivia and Isaiah

Tim and Deon

Jayden and Ava

Rak Chambers - D. Watkins Award 2017

Kyla

Special Friends in His Life
When conversing with Potcher or reading what he wrote during the time he
worked with Fran, it is obvious that he values relationships with others. Even
when he meets a stranger in the grocery store, for example, he speaks in a
very cordial manner. It is easy for him to endear himself to people with whom
he comes in contact on a continuing basis. This has been evident to me as
he has interacted with my friends and neighbors. He shows a particular
interest in their well-being and often remembers to ask about them and their
families. This just seems to be a part of who he is as a person. Although the
following is not a complete accounting of his friendships, the descriptions
reflect the importance of relationships with others beyond his family. He
wrote about some of these relationships.
He mentioned two childhood friends, John Pollock and Jimmy Cooper, who
sometimes joined him in a game of marbles. Other names he mentioned from
his work at the mill were John Thomas, Cleve, Mo Wilder, Doug Copeland,
Harry Hall, and Miller Perry.
In his own writing he included family names of people in the community
where he has lived all of his life: Cooper, Thomas, Smith, Tolbert, Rias, Frazier,
Key, Borum, Brundidge and Wynn. He mentioned especially Ezekiel Rias,
Virginia Smith, Isabella Pollard, Betty Tolbert, Tole Smith, Mattie Rias, and Mrs.
Bakernika. Mrs. Bakernika was the person who gave his parents their first
home.
Potcher coached the Sand Road Blazers in Boromville for many years. The
softball team won trophies, and lasting friendships were formed.
The way he became friends with Dr. Michael Murray’s family shows Potcher’s
very helpful nature, and this friendship became an important part of his life.
Potcher is continually looking for cars that he can purchase, improve and sell.
Once in Auburn, he saw a car parked at an apartment and he had noticed
it remained there for a period of time. He knocked on the door of the
apartment and inquired if the car was for sale. This was the first time he met
Zack Murray, Dr. Murray’s son. He observed that the young man did not seem
happy, and the apartment and surrounding area were in disarray. Potcher
offered to help Zack clean the apartment and yard, and in the process gave
some friendly encouragement that impressed this young man. This contact
with a stranger and the interaction that followed resulted in a friendship that
both men value. Zack later composed a song about Potcher. This friendship
extended to Zack’s father, Dr. Michael Murray, a physician in Birmingham
and his son Michael. Potcher works for Michael every week.
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Dr. and Mrs. Murray attended church with Potcher and Lillie one Sunday and
then joined them at Potcher and Lillie’s home for dinner, including Potcher’s
homemade peach cobbler. Potcher wrote that it was “so nice to sit down
and break bread with new friends.” Later Potcher and Lillie visited the Murrays
at their home on Lake Martin. There they discussed the plans for building the
fellowship hall at the Temple of God Church. Dr. Murray made a generous
contribution to the church when the Fellowship Hall was built.
All members of my family feel very close to Potcher and his family. The
relationships began through Potcher’s and Fran’s work together, and through
the years, he has endeared himself to each member of my family.
Two other special friends mentioned were Wes Lawler for whom Potcher
worked and Bert Autrey who became Potcher’s friend about seven years
ago. Wes has two daughters and two grandchildren, and he owns Dynasty
Mobile Home park. Potcher met Bert at Wes’ house. Bert and his wife Janice
live in Auburn, and they have four daughters: Rachel, Melissa, Jessica and
Carrie. They also have four grandchildren.
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Marriage and Family
Potcher consistently said and wrote that the most important thing in his life is
his family. He wrote in 2000 that in 1961 he met “this girl named Lillie B. Harris.”
Everyone called her “Baby.” She came from a small area called St. Luke’s.
She was born March 29, 1951 at Hatchechubbee, Alabama. Her parents
were Tommy Harris and Hattie Brown Harris of Hatchechubbe. Lillie’s mother
died when Lillie was only nine years old. Lillie and her three sisters had a hard
time. They went to live with their aunt. Life was hard. A lot of days they did
not have much to eat, but “they had lots of love.”
Lillie went to Job Corps in 1968 in Portland Maine. When she came back
home Potcher and Lillie married in 1970. When Lillie went to the Job Corps,
she wanted to be a C.N.A. This did not become a reality until thirty years
later. She worked in the same mill where Potcher worked. When the mill
closed in 2000, Lillie decided to go to school at Columbus Tech, graduating
July 31, 2002. She finally had her job as a C.N.A. at Azalea Trace, a nursing
home in Columbus, Georgia where she worked until her retirement in 2019.
Potcher first saw Lillie at his cousin Perry’s house. They married July 2, 1970.
After they married, they lived for a short time with Potcher’s parents in their
home on the property bought by Renelda Harris in 1905.
They later moved into the house they have lived in all their married life, with
the exception of the short period they lived with Potcher’s parents after they
married. Potcher wrote that it was a “raggedy, wooden house but with
God’s help, we have made it into a lovely place.” He wrote that Lillie likes to
make it look nice; she decorates it really well. He also wrote that “she says
the inside of the house is hers to keep and the outside is to be kept by me.
But she’s boss of it all!” Her love for flowers made Potcher write that she ought
to open a flower shop. She designs bouquets for people for weddings and
for their homes. She also makes pretty quilts, and she is a good cook.
They have lived in Boromville all their married life and have brought up four
children. They have been leaders in the community while they continued
their work, provided an environment that encouraged their children. and at
the same time helped other family members and friends who needed their
assistance. At various times when Potcher was working with my wife Fran, he
wrote about his family. The following family information is based on his writing
and on conversation I had with the two of them when I visited in their home.
Their first son Tony Jumark was born October 29, 1969. Tony was “King of his
class” in 7th grade and the 11th grade. He was athletic. He played basketball
and football. He also played softball with the community team, the
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Boromville Blazers. He was in R.O.T.C. After graduation, he joined the navy
where he remained until he retired. Potcher wrote about the emotion
associated with Tony’s leaving for the navy.
One of the hardest things to do in life is learning to let go of
something or somebody you love. In August 1988, my oldest
son left home to join the navy. I can remember this day like it
was yesterday. We had given him a “Going Away Party” at my
house on the Saturday before he left. We invited all of his family
and friends. Everyone showed up to say their good-byes. He
had a large cake decorated like a boat with “All Aboard” written
on it with icing. Everyone had a hard time letting him go. On
Sunday, about eleven o’clock, we left to take Tony to Tuskegee.
From there he would travel to Great Lakes, Illinois. I held my
feelings in well but I can tell that my wife had a very hard time
seeing her first child go. However, she found the strength
within because she knew that he was trying to make a better life
for himself. Everyone hugged Tony and said good-bye. Tony
has traveled all over the world. He has become Tony Cooper,
his own man. He is now stationed in Norfolk, Virginia. It was
all worth the effort of “letting go.”
He received many awards while he was in the navy.
Tony Married Shilvana Albritton July 5, 2003. At the time of this writing, they
have four children. Deja, 18; Tony, 16; Ty, 11; Layla, 11 (twins) Now Tony works
for Lockheed-Martin in Wisconsin. Shilvana works at home.
Deja lives In Portland, Oregon, and she is an airline stewardess. Tony was born
September 12, 2002 in Virginia Beach, Virginia. Ty, twin boy was born
December 19, 2007 in Wisconsin. Layla, twin girl, was born December 19,
2007 in Wisconsin. They are in school. Ty plays basketball and Layla is in
gymnastics.
Potcher and Lillie’s first daughter, Mary Ann, was born November 29, 1970 in
Tuskegee, Alabama. She started to school at the age of four, and she always
enjoyed learning. In school she was a member of the National Honor Society,
Science Club, Student Government Association, the band and was on the
girls’ basketball team. She was voted Queen of her class in the sixth, seventh,
eighth, ninth, tenth, and twelfth grades. She served as her senior class
treasurer, and she enjoyed acting in school programs. She graduated third
in her senior class.
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After graduation, Mary Anne attended Auburn University at Montgomery
until she became ill. She then transferred to Chattahoochee Valley
Community College where she attended classes until she married. Years
later she returned to college at Columbus Technical School. She graduated
second in her Medical Assistance class. She married her high school
sweetheart, Wayne Johnson, on June 6, 1992, and the wedding was held in
Potcher and Lillie’s yard where Lillie was responsible for decorations. Later
Mary Ann and Wayne were divorced. Mary Ann currently works with J.B.
Amos Cancer Center in Columbus, Georgia.
Mary Ann and Wayne’s first child was Cordero (nicknamed Fu-Fu), who was
born December 12, 1987. He enjoyed playing football and basketball.
Potcher taught him how to drive a car. He started college at Alabama State
University in Montgomery. He transferred to Lane College in Jackson,
Tennessee where he had a full scholarship in football. He received a degree
in Education, and now is deputy sheriff in Macon County.
Cordero has two children: Olivia, 10 and Isaiah, 6.
The second child was D.J. Potcher wrote that D.J. is a really smart boy, and
he liked to go to church. He even liked to preach when he was small! D.J.
played basketball and football. D.J. was picked as one of the outstanding
students in Macon County. He was selected in the area of athletics. He later
went to Alabama A&M in Huntsville, graduating in Forestry. Now he works in
forestry in Broken Arrow, Oklahoma.
Calvyn was the third son of Mary Ann and Wayne. He went to B.T.W. High
School in Tuskegee to the 10th grade. He transferred to Russell County High
School and graduated in 2014. He went to the military (army), and he
remains in the army.
The youngest son is Joshua. He likes to play all sports. When he was four years
old, he passed the ball to Calvyn one Saturday, and Calvyn made a shot.
Joshua doesn’t let his brother forget that he was the one who threw the
basketball to him so he could score. He graduated from Opelika High School
where he had a distinguished career in athletics. He first went to Kahoma
Junior College and then transferred to Louisiana State University in Monroe.
He is currently a senior, but he is able to play one more year.
Potcher and Lillie’s second son is Timmy. He went to elementary school at
South Macon School. He attended there from Head Start to tenth grade. He
played in the band; he played the drums for six years. He graduated from
Booker T. Washington High School in 1994. He worked at Johnston Industries
until they closed in 2001. He then worked at West Point Stevens in Opelika,
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Alabama. Timmy likes to go to football games. Now he works at the Hyundai
plant in Montgomery, Alabama. He works with the production team.
Timmy married Tiffany Dubose. Their first son was Jayden, born August 25,
2005. Potcher wrote that Jayden loves books. He also plays football and
basketball. He had a chance to visit Disney World. Timmy and Tiffany
divorced. Timmy married Deon Daniel in 2018, and they have a little girl, Ava,
10. She plays soccer.
Potcher and Lillie’s fourth child and youngest daughter is Catina. She
attended South Macon High School from grades kindergarten through the
tenth grade. In the third grade, she joined the Girl Scouts. Also, in the third
grade she was honored for getting everything correct on the Stanford
Achievement Test. She was also voted “Miss Primary,” where she served as
Queen in Coronation for the first through the third grades.
In the fourth grade, Catina joined the band and by the fifth grade she was
successful enough to participate in the high school marching and concert
bands. She played the saxophone. Through participating in the band, she
was exposed to many different kinds of events. Catina attended parades,
band competitions, games and Mardi Gras.
In the fifth grade, Catina won the Spelling Bee and was selected to represent
Macon County in the state-wide Spelling Bee in Birmingham, Alabama.
In the seventh grade, Catina was chosen to be the Queen of her class. In the
tenth grade, the Macon County schools consolidated to one school, Booker
T. Washington High School. Here Catina participated in many activities and
clubs. She was in the Beta Club, Science Club, French Club, the Literary Art
Guild and the Principal’s Advisory Council.
She participated in the Macon County Junior Miss Pageant. Although she
did not win, it was a good experience for her and her whole family to see
what it takes to be in a pageant. In the twelfth grade, she was the first
attendant to being Miss Senior.
She graduated from Booker T. Washington High School in the top ten percent
(academically) of her class. She was ranked eighth out of 210 students. She
also received numerous awards at graduation. She was accepted to attend
several universities, but she chose Auburn University. She graduated from
Auburn University with a major in Psychology.
Catina married Roderick Chambers July 1, 2000. There were seventeen
bridesmaids and groomsmen in the wedding, and Lillie was responsible for
the flowers and decorations. This was the beginning of a weekend of
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celebration, ending with the Harris family reunion, which will be described
later.
Their first child was Rakavius who maintained an excellent academic and
athletic record throughout his public school experience. At Opelika High
School, he was an outstanding football player. Also, he was an all-A student
academically, was in the band, show choir, and was a leader throughout
the time he was at the high school. In addition to his participation in a variety
of activities in the school, he wanted to learn to play the piano. I had the
privilege of teaching him for a period of time, and I was impressed both by
his interest to achieve depth in understanding the music and his diligence in
working on more challenging pieces. Each time I hear Bach’s “Prelude in C,”
I think of him. Becky Cain, a friend of mine, gave Rakavius her piano so he
could have a practice instrument. His desire for excellent performance in
whatever he chose to do was indeed impressive. He was awarded a full
scholarship at Duke University where he has maintained an outstanding
record.
Kyla, Catina’s first daughter, has likewise maintained an excellent record in
school. In addition to a fine academic record at Opelika High School, she
was in the show choir and was a cheerleader. She is beginning her college
career on scholarship at Jacksonville State University in the fall of 2019. She
plans to be a teacher. She attends a lot of churches performing praise
dancing.
Next came Kaden. He has a good academic record in school. He is a Duke
Scholar, and he is in the ninth grade. He plays football, and track and field.
Then came Karson. He plays football, being manager of the football team
at middle school. He is in seventh grade and continues to play football. He
is on the A/B honor roll.
The youngest child is Kennedy who is 10. She made all A’s last year in the
fourth grade. She wants to join gymnastics.
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Family Reunions
Potcher’s love for his relatives beyond his immediate family is shown in his
references to visits with them in distant cities as well as those in the
community. He and Lillie are willing to drive long distances to visit family
members, attend special events, and funerals. Also, the closeness of the
family is seen in family reunions that are carefully planned. Sometimes the
reunions are held at Potcher and Lillie’s home in Boromville, and other times
special settings are planned. I would like to refer to one that my late wife
Fran and I attended, having a chance to meet many of the relatives.
This particular Harris family reunion was held July 4-6, 1997. Before Potcher
was able to write long descriptions, he would dictate to Fran, and she would
write for him. What I have written below is based on what he dictated July
10, 1997. I have included much detail to show the planning and execution
of the event.
Potcher and Lillie worked and planned for this reunion which is held every
two years. They had fish fries and spaghetti suppers to help raise money for
the cost of the event. Special activities were planned and a program was
outlined for the banquet. Invitations were issued and phone calls were made
to invite the people to attend.
On the fourth of July, the relatives went to Potcher and Lillie’s house. They
were welcomed with food, games and time to have fellowship and fun.
On Saturday night a banquet was planned at the Auburn University Hotel
and Conference Center in Auburn. About 85 relatives attended this
banquet. Potcher and Lillie were the hosts for the dinner. Family groups were
seated around the large table. My wife and I were invited to sit at the head
table with older relatives. People at this table were given corsages and
boutonnieres.
The emcees for the evening were Wayne and Mary Ann Johnson and Catina
Cooper (Potcher’s and Lillie’s daughters) and their cousin Selena from
Florida. Selena asked all of the people who were there to introduce
themselves. People at each table did this. Three young children, DeYonte
Johnson, Karianne Jones and Deon Jones, prayed a prayer. Quincy Burt
sang “Blue Bird of Happiness.” His rich voice filled the room. This was followed
by a skit based on a New Testament passage from the Bible. Mary Ann
Johnson played the part of the woman who was expecting Jesus to come
to her home that day. She had four people who came to her door asking for
help. She told them that she was too busy to help them and sent them away.
First came a sick, old lady, played by Shanika; next came a hungry child,
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played by Betty Anne, Ike’s daughter; and the third was a pregnant woman,
played by Ike’s other daughter Diane. Hilyan Cooper played the part of the
beggar who came to her door. Jesus, played by Catina, came to her door
and the woman did not know him. When Jesus told her that He had been to
her house four times that day, she was surprised. When He told her that if she
did not feed, clothe, or help out with the problems of others that this was the
same as not doing for him. At that time Jesus told her that He didn’t know
her. She was so sorry but it was too late.
A poem “What is a Friend?” was read by Mrs. Virginia Smith from Hurtsboro.
A cousin from Detroit, Stephie, read a poem, “Special.” Her grandmother is
Princetta Jackson. Selena read “A Family Creed,” by Maya Angelou.
Potcher then invited everybody to the banquet buffet. Luella Burt prayed
the blessing. Salads, meats, vegetables, bread, deserts, tea and coffee were
on the buffet table.
After dinner, the program continued. Maurice Kitchens from Los Angeles,
California was called to the podium with these words, “Martin Luther King, Jr.
speak to us.” As he came up to the front, he started speaking. He sounded
just like Dr. King as he gave Dr. King’s Freedom speech. He also added that
a few years ago this event would have been only a dream. He asked, “Who
would have thought that our family would be having our reunion in the
ballroom in Auburn, Alabama?” As he ended his speech, Diane and Potcher
started singing “We Shall Overcome.” All relatives joined in, and it was very
moving.
Next on the program was a fashion show. The models wore uniforms, party
clothes, men’s suits, and children’s clothes.
After the fashion show, eleven children, dressed in white capes, sang and
danced to special music. Mrs. Virginia Smith had made the capes. Catina
had earlier taught them the songs and dances that they performed.
Presentations were made to different ones. A certificate was given to
Potcher for his ambition in improving his education. Fran was given a
certificate for teaching Potcher. Other certificates were given to the
youngest, the oldest, the family clown, the one who would argue a point, the
one who would take charge, and the winners in the various events, which
took place on Friday at Lillie and Potcher’s home. Long-stemmed red roses
were given to the oldest mother present. Potcher gave a rose to my wife
Fran.
The program ended with the lights being dimmed. Three candles were lit for
the members of the family who had passed away since the last reunion.
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Selena read Tina’s letter to Calvin, Potcher’s youngest brother who died of a
drug overdose the year before. This also gave hope because the family had
declared that the last Saturday in June was a drug-free day in Boromville.
The program had been dedicated to the loving memory of Calvin Cooper.
Potcher and another member sang softly during this sad and emotional time.
When the lights were turned up, Potcher came to the front and thanked all
who had come. The evening ended with different ones saying, ‘’See you in
church tomorrow.”
On Sunday all of the relatives went to church where Larry Johnson preached.
Then they went to Potcher and Lillie’s house for dinner.
Potcher closed his dictated account of the reunion by saying “My mama
would be so happy that her side of the family was meeting every two years
to be together.” Love for family was in the air during these days of the 1997
Harris Family reunion. A tribute he wanted especially to make was to Aunt
Luella and Aunt Princetta, two family members who through the years had
contributed so much to the family.
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Potcher and the Church
From the time Potcher was very young, he and his family went to church in
Boromville Community.
Later in his life, his role in the building of the Temple of God church was very
important. I shall give the background of this church and his and Lillie’s roles
in making this church a part of their lives and lives of others in the community.
It was actually through the pastor of the church, Larry Johnson, that we met
Potcher. I worked with Larry in the Literacy Coalition, and he referred Potcher
to my wife Fran and me. In my work with Larry, I asked him to keep a diary of
his experience as a pastor and then the building of the church. This process
led to his writing Building a Church, using his diary as a guide for the writing.
It is a very moving account of the process, starting with the purchase of land
and ending with the dedication of the church building. I shall refer to what
he wrote as I make Potcher’s important link to this church.
Larry and a very small group met in a rather dilapidated house when he led
in organizing the church. He told me early in my work with him that he
dreamed someday of having a church building. The first step was buying
land on which to build the building. This was achieved on August 30, 1997
when they bought the land from Tommie Phillips.
According to Potcher, SouthTrust Bank made the loan in Potcher’s and Lillie’s
names for buying the land. Several attempts to borrow money from banks for
buying the materials to build the church were unsuccessful because there
was not enough income among the small group to secure a loan. The power
of the dream caused Larry to persist in his efforts. I phoned Bob Dumas,
President of Auburn Bank, and told him of my work with Larry. He agreed to
meet with Larry and me. I quote from Larry’s account:
I went to Auburn Bank and talked to Mr. Bob Dumas on
Monday, May 22 about a church loan. This was my first time
to meet him. He sat there and listened as I told him what we
are trying to do. One thing that I remember was that he said I
have a great dream and he told me he believes it will work if I
believe that strong in it. He asked me the amount we wanted to
borrow. He wanted me to meet another man but he was not in.
He said he will get back in touch with me in a few days.
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Monday, May 29, 2000, Larry had a response from Mr. Dumas, and wrote:
I went to Auburn Bank in Opelika to meet with Mr. Bob Dumas.
He had somebody else he wanted me to meet. Mr. Dumas
turned me over to Mr. Eddie Smith at Auburn Bank in Opelika.
Mr. Smith is a very nice man. He took time to talk to us. He said
if there was any way he could let us have the loan, he would do
it. We only needed the loan for materials because there is a
group of men who said they would build the church without
charging us for labor. Now Mr. Smith is working on the church
loan. We are waiting to hear from Mr. Smith.
Again, Potcher’s record made it possible for the church to get the loan, with
Larry expressing his appreciation for Potcher’s role in helping Larry’s dream to
be realized.
On June 23, we got good news from the bank that our church
loan was approved. Mr. Smith told us he was going to approve
the loan for a little extra because he felt we might need it. The
church will be responsible for the payment each month. I want
to thank Brother Potcher Cooper as his pastor and leader for
going out of his way to help the church at this time. I want him
to know that I really love him and appreciate him.
They were able to get the materials from Spencer Lumber Company and on
July 8, a group of men from the Pine Grove Methodist Church in Opelika
helped to frame the church building. One of Larry’s co-workers in Lee County
Department of Transportation was a member of this church and instrumental
in organizing the group who assisted in building the church. There were 15
men who came, and they worked without pay. They like to help people who
are building churches. Lillie and other women of the church brought lunch
for the men who worked on the building. Larry’s diary reflected days when
he would work alone or when others came to assist with the work.
As the work progressed and time came for purchasing furnishings for the
interior, members of my family contributed in various ways. Larry included a
statement of gratitude in his story about the church:
We thank God for every prayer, for every donation, and kind
words during the time of building the church. Thank God for the
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Temple of God family and their support and the support of my
teacher Kenneth Cadenhead, his wife Fran, and all the
Cadenhead family.

The dedication of the beautiful building was held November 25, 2001. Lillie’s
talent was evident in lovely floral arrangements. Many people, including
members of my family, came to celebrate the completion of the church
building. Larry’s story, Building a Church, was on display, showing the history
of the construction of the building.
The members of the church paid off the loan early. Each family made
contributions, and activities such as fish fries were planned to raise money for
repaying the loan.
The story continues. Following the repayment of the loan, Larry and members
of the church decided they wanted to build a fellowship hall. Again, Auburn
Bank approved the loan for this building, and it was repaid early as well.
Another individual, Dr. Michael Murray, was helpful with this new addition. His
friendship with Potcher and Lillie and contribution to the church will be
discussed in another section.
Larry’s dream, work on his and the part of his wife Lillie Pearl and many others,
and Potcher’s and Lillie’s good credit helped to make a dream come true.
Lillie requested that the message on three special cards they received be
included. I copy the messages from the cards below.
Live today with joy and passion and confidence –
Believe in yourself and in your power to make a better world –
Share your goodness with others, and happiness will be yours.
Congratulations on your college graduation.
**************
It is best for our hearts to be filled with love,
for our words to be filled with grace,
for our hands to be filled with kindness, and
for our minds to be filled with everything that is good.
(Roy Lessin)
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The things that the Lord has filled you with continue to flow
out to Bless the lives of others. Thank you.
Love, Larry and Selena

**************
The Plan of the Master Weaver
Our lives are but fine weavings that God and we prepare,
Each life becomes a fabric planned and fashioned in His care.
We may not always see just how the weavings intertwine,
But we must trust the Master’s hand and follow His design,
For He can view the pattern upon the upper side,
While we must look from underneath and trust in Him to
guide.
Sometimes a strand of sorrow is added to His plan,
And though it’s difficult for us, we still must understand
That it’s He who fills the shuttle, it’s He who knows what’s
best,
So we must weave in patience and leave to Him the rest.
Not till the loom is silent and the shuttles cease to fly
Shall God unroll the canvas and explain the reason why –
The dark threads are as needed in the Weaver’s skillful hand
As the threads of gold and silver in the pattern He has
planned.
(With deepest sympathy, Marian and Family)
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A Memorable Conversation with Potcher
Before I became more limited in the physical work I could do, Potcher and I
worked together in my yards and in the woods behind the house. There was
always work to do, and Potcher was willing to join me in any task that needed
to be completed, including keeping the woods clear of undergrowth and
making the area pleasant for walking.
One day, we were working very hard clearing an area, and I suggested that
we take a break and just sit on a log together and talk. The following
dialogue will remain forever etched in my memory.
Me: “Potcher, where do you think God is?”
Potcher: “In Heaven.”
Me: “Where is Heaven?”
Potcher: No words, but he pointed to the bright blue sky above.
Me: “For me God is in these woods. God is in these trees, the vines, the rocks.
God is in you. God is in me. God is everywhere.
Potcher: “I never thought about it like that.”
He told me that when he went home that night, he was going to ask Lillie the
same question. I told him to tell me the next week her response. He did. He
said, “Lillie agreed with you.”
What is important to me in this conversation is the comment, “I never thought
about it like that.” It shows a willingness to at least look from another point of
view. I have not forgotten these seven words strung together, and I think the
attitude reflects Potcher’s openness to experience in general, and I likewise
believe it has made a difference in his life just as his comment had an impact
on mine.
Experience has become his teacher. For example, he not only learned how
to run the slasher in the mill, but he also learned how to fix the slasher when
this skill was needed. He learned to solve problems himself.
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A Day With Potcher in Boromville
Prior to Wednesday, August 7, 2019, what I wrote was based on what I had
read and on conversations with Potcher. On this date, I was able to enter
Potcher’s world, the one he has known since his birth. Because of its
significance in my gaining more insights into his life, I include the experience
as a separate section in his story,
Potcher came for me at 9:00 in his shiny vehicle, parked at the top of my
driveway and greeted me with his usual smile. I gave him the option of
driving my car or riding in his; he had already planned the day, including the
transportation.
We made our way along highway Alabama 51, a route Potcher has driven
hundreds of times. We saw the unusually green pastures in August as we both
commented on the landscape. The contrast was clear as we observed the
devastation caused by the tornado that destroyed so much in Beauregard
and the lush farm and mansion owned by the late Charles Lawler, a man
Potcher befriended through many acts of kindness. Potcher commented on
the large fields of dwarfed cotton, and we both wondered if there were a
connection between the cotton and the smaller okra plants we had seen in
different places. The peanut fields were a rich green.
When we left Highway 51 and made our way to Boromville, my thoughts were
enriched with the notion that two friends in 2019 were moving along a route
my own ancestors had traveled much more slowly two hundred years ago
on the Federal Road, making their way to a new life in a new state. Potcher’s
ancestors did not move through; they settled, and his family remains on the
land once occupied by the Creek Indians. We do not know the exact
conditions under which his ancestors settled, but no doubt one of Potcher’s
descendants will ask this question and follow where it leads for a clear
answer.
Potcher drove slowly as we reached the boundary of the 80 acres owned by
Isabella Glover as early as 1880. This land no doubt helps to explain the
stability of Potcher’s extended family where today so many of his relatives
live in Boromville. On this land where Isabella followed her ox in the fields of
corn and cotton and where Potcher later guided the mule as he plowed the
same soil, trees replace the farm crops. Because his earlier life was firmly
etched in Potcher’s mind, he had no difficulty in directing my attention to
specific areas. Mark Twain reminded us that the map must be in the mind.
The map of Boromville is firmly drawn in Potcher’s mind. Although the terrain
of the community today is very different from the area when Potcher was a
child, he remembers vividly the fields that are now filled with trees and houses
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no longer standing but were once occupied by people who were a part of
his life. The expression on his face and the excitement in his voice as he
recalled were evidence of his remembering periods in his life as we moved
through the community.
He pointed to a place where there once was what he referred to as a
mansion on the property. He was not sure who owned this larger house that
later burned. A cabin was built in its place, and his grandmother Gatsy Ann
Harris was living in this cabin at the time of her death in 1958 or 1959 when
Potcher was about ten years old.
We passed his Aunt Mattie Cooper’s house – still standing – where the first
refrigerator appeared in Boromville. We also passed the place where the
house owned by his mother’s aunt who gave his parents her house when she
moved to Detroit, allowing his family to move from the sharecropper house
to the 80 acres. It was in this house where the first television came to
Boromville.
We made our way down a field road and stopped at the edge of thick
woods. I was moved as Potcher pointed in a direction through the trees and
undergrowth to a place not visible to me but fixed firmly in his memory: the
place of his birth and where he spent his early childhood. He told me that
he had a sibling who was born dead and buried in the yard of this childhood
home. In his words, “You could do that then.” He said if we could walk
through the thick undergrowth, we might find the rock placed on the grave.
He indicated that as children they never wandered up to the main road;
rather they spent their time near their home unless their parents were with
them. They entertained themselves with a game of marbles or just being at
home. They were able to follow a path to Smith’s store, a place of great
importance to the community.
We moved on to Boromville AME Church that Potcher attended as a child
and until he and Lillie became a part of the Temple of God Church,
described earlier. The church appears brilliantly white on well-kept grounds.
Potcher inquired about the age of the church, and he told me it is 147 years
old. We walked through the cemetery where we found the graves of
members of his family, including his grandfather George. Next to this grave
was buried Susie Ann Cooper, born June 15, 1868 and died February 28th,
1963. Potcher was not sure of the relationship; it is possible that she was his
great grandmother Cooper. This relationship is yet to be established. Rev.
Eugene Borom (1932-2001) was buried in the cemetery. Potcher was not sure
if he served as pastor of the church, but it is clear that some relative of his
gave the name to the community. That person is yet to be identified. There
were very old graves, many covered with a concrete slab with no
identification. Perhaps two of these were the graves of Isabella Glover and
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her daughter Renelda Harris, owners of the 80 acres that remain in the family.
Potcher pointed out the place where camp meetings were held on the
grounds, and with a mischievous grin said that not too far away from the
church was a woman who made moonshine available when members had
a hankering for a drink.
A part of the history of the community is locked away in the deceased minds
of these citizens who walked the paths and dirt roads of Boromville. Each of
the persons whose grave is marked by a blank concrete slab had a story to
tell. These untold stories are pages in the history of Boromville that could
answer questions asked today but were not asked at the time answers could
have been given. For example, when and how did Isabella Glover acquire
the 80 acres of land? Was she a former slave? What was the relationship
between Isabella and Joseph Glover, both appearing next to each other on
the 1870 census? Who built the large house that later burned and was
replaced by a cabin? For whom was the community named? When was
the name of the community changed from Fort Bainbridge to Boromville?
Since these questions cannot be answered by these blank pages of history,
interested people must simply continue to search.
When we left the church and made our way along Boromville Road, we
passed Potcher’s grandfather’s house that is still standing and occupied by
his granddaughter. George and Mattie Cooper lived in this house until their
respective deaths. We passed wooded areas that once were farmland
where Potcher’s grandfather George and his father Ike worked as
sharecroppers for S. B. Williams who owned most of the expanse of land is this
part of the community.
From Boromville we moved along Highway 51 to Hurtsboro, a distance of at
least five miles which Potcher walked when he left the life of a sharecropper
at age 17 and caught a ride to Columbus, Georgia to get the job in the mill.
He pointed out specific buildings that were important during his early life in
Boromville. The final site was the beautiful home that belonged to S.B.
Williams.
The last stop for the day was 1800 Sand Road, the lovely brick home of
Potcher and Lillie Cooper. They moved to this place 48 years ago, the
second year of their marriage, acquiring the small Jim Walters house and an
acre of land for $1,200. As years passed and as they could afford it, they
made improvements, adding three bedrooms, a living room, dining room,
kitchen, and bathroom. Then came a special place they enjoy: the
screened porch. This was the home where four children lived from birth to
the time they left home for college or to accept a job.
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As I approached the house, I saw many and varied shrubs and flowers. I knew
that both Potcher and Lillie loved flowers, so the exterior of their home reflects
their love and care for many different kinds of plants.
The interior shows Lillie’s special talent for decorating. Each room has a
quality and beauty where the furnishings have distinct meaning for Lillie and
Potcher. There is a warmth that is felt immediately upon entering the house.
I was deeply moved when we entered the awards room. This room in the
center of the house is reserved for displaying certificates, trophies,
photographs, and memorabilia reflecting the honors and records of
achievement of all members of the family. The beautiful display shows clearly
the value placed on work, achievement, and recognition of Potcher, Lillie,
the four children, and the grandchildren.
A delicious lunch was served in the dining room. Since Lillie had recently
experienced surgery, Potcher had prepared the meal. We enjoyed country
fried steak w/gravy, collards, lima beans, okra, mashed potatoes, cornbread,
peach cobbler, and iced tea. They insisted that I bring home a plate for my
supper.
After lunch, we moved to the screened porch, and I asked them to tell me
about each of the children and grandchildren because I wanted to be sure
they became a part of Potcher’s story. Potcher has told me many times how
much the grandchildren enjoy coming to Boromville.
Also, when out-of-town relatives visit, they always find the welcome mat
extended. Now it is easy for me to understand what attracts them to 1800
Sand Road.
Potcher and Lillie brought me home. It was a memorable day for me
because I felt the warmth of their home, and I knew that this was a vital part
of their lives. The time together not only strengthened an already strong
friendship, but it also made me believe even more in the importance of
telling Potcher’s story.
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Thursdays with Potcher
As my wife Fran’s health declined, I needed additional help to maintain my
yards and garden as I gradually assumed the role of her caregiver.
I asked Potcher if he would be willing to come one day each week to assist
me. He agreed, and beginning July 17, 2014, Thursday of each week was set
aside as “Potcher Day.” Both of us have set this day aside since that day five
years ago. Since then I have kept a record of the tasks he completes each
week. As I review the record, I am reminded of what was written about him
when he received the nomination for employee of the year at Johnston
Industries: “his willingness to work whenever needed.” Whether driving me to
an appointment with a doctor, manning the weed whacker, arranging
plants on the carport when they were removed from winter storage,
replacing screens on the windows, just conversing or solving an unexpected
problem that arises, he approaches the task with enthusiasm. What is
important also is that he insists on doing well whatever he does, taking pride
in his work. He joined Fran and me for lunch each Thursday, and the three of
us enjoyed conversation.
On the day of her death, he joined us in mourning our loss and, as recorded
earlier, at lunch when Melanie was seated in Fran’s usual place, he reminded
her that she was sitting in a “powerful seat.” His love and appreciation for
Fran continues to be shown in different ways.
After her death, his and my relationship has grown into a close friendship.
Thursdays are still Potcher day, and we have a routine that I believe both of
us look forward to every week.
At seven o’clock in the morning, I can expect to see him walking down the
driveway with a smile and “Hi ya’ doin?” I have flowers or something else
living from the yard ready to take to the cemetery. I prefer to take living
things to Fran’s grave; in the winter it might be a small arrangement of
boxwood or simply bare limbs from a shrub. We go together to the cemetery
and spend a brief time, sometimes sitting together on the memorial bench
by her grave.
The next stop is Kroger where we together walk the aisles checking off the list
for the week. When we get the cart, Potcher insists on wiping the handle with
a sanitizing wipe. He always helps in searching for new items on the list. He
often sees someone in the store he knows, and many times he speaks
cordially to strangers. When we are ready to leave, we consistently go to
Susan’s check-out station because her friendly greeting helps us to start our
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day in a positive way. Additionally, she always asks, “What’s for lunch
today?” and wishes us a good day.
When we return home and groceries are unloaded, we part ways for a while.
Potcher goes about his work outside, and I proceed to put away the supply
of groceries, finish chores inside until time to prepare lunch. He takes great
pride in keeping the vegetable garden in good order and harvesting the
vegetables. When he leaves, the yards look good. When one of my children
comes, the comment usually is “Potcher has been here today.” My
neighbors know and appreciate Potcher.
I mentioned earlier that an important part of Potcher’s education has been
learning how to solve problems. He does not retreat from a problem; rather
he accepts the challenge and is persistent in seeking solutions. For example,
recently the French drain around the house ceased to work as we saw water
from the downspout failing to drain. Potcher’s solution was to use his pressure
washer as a way of removing the stoppage. We both were relieved when
we saw the water flowing freely again.
Lunch is ready between 11:30 and 12:00, and we eat together. Sometimes
Annie Hughley joins us for lunch. She comes twice a month, as she has done
for many years, to see that the interior of the house is clean and in good
order. She loved Fran, and she often speaks of their relationship. On several
occasions, my friends join us for lunch and have a chance to meet and
converse with Potcher. Lunch time is such a pleasant time as we converse
and have the meal together. Often, we compare notes on childhood days,
and it is during this time that I discover that there is no problem with
vocabulary since the three of us shared similar experiences in early
childhood. There is laughter and also serious conversation, sometimes on
politics. It was during this time together one day that I asked Potcher if I could
write the story of his life.
After lunch, Potcher and Annie leave, and we wait for the next Thursday. We
often converse via telephone during the week just to be in touch: “Did you
get any rain?” or “Just wanted to check on you.”
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Conclusion
This story is incomplete. There is much in Potcher’s life that is not presented in
this brief account; however, I hope his descendants will accept it as an
attempt to understand how Potcher has become the man he is today and
also my deep love for him. He has taught me many lessons but perhaps one
of the most important is that energy generated from positive thinking
contributes more to our lives than negative thoughts. I see him as a man of
strong character who works forward through his children and grandchildren.
They stand on his shoulders, and they will build on the solid foundation his life
has provided for them. I believe he would pass on to them the advice his
mother gave to him:
“Whatever you do, be good at it. Be proud of who you are.”
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