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Introduction and Acknowledgements

This book has been in the mailing for over twenty-five years. Inspired by my husband's 
research and writings about the Southern Cadenheads, I decided that I would try to find 
genealogical information on my ancestors and present day relatives. However, some of my 
key sources (my parents and grandparents) had already departed from this earth.

Realizing this disadvantage, I began to recall personal family stories that they had shared 
with my siblings and me when we were young. Searching through their personal files and 
Bibles, I found brief data on some of my relatives.

Knowing that my Uncle Forrest Jameson was also interested in family history, I contacted 
him and he eagerly shared his "family information" with me. When my sisters and I visited 
Aunt Mattie Lou and Uncle Forrest in Tampa, he took me into his office and went over all of 
his research with me; very kindly, he allowed me to make copies of his findings. He 
challenged me to continue the search and to put the results into a book. My Uncle Fred 
Jameson in Atlanta also ably assisted me in locating information on our Jameson and Gantt 
kin. He introduced me to Norma Gantt Carter, a marvelous resource person on the Gantt and 
Pickens lines. The search had begun!

I interviewed relatives in person, by telephone, by mail, and by e-mail. Questionaires 
"about family" were mailed to countless relatives. Additional information about various 
family lines was obtained from cemeteries, church records, family Bibles, from the 
Archives in Alabama, Georgia, South Carolina, North Carolina, the National Archives in 
Washington, D.C., the Church of the Latter Day Saints (Mormans) in Salt Lake City, Utah, 
newspapers, booklets, and pamphlets. Visiting many courthouses and libraries in several 
states, I searched through genealogy books, the U.S. Census Records, and the Agricultural and 
Manufacturing U.S. Census Records. Through the inter-library loan, I borrowed books on 
genealogy, which I studied. Even the Computer Internet provided excellent information. 
Trips were made to places where relatives once lived or are presently living. Contact with 
newly-found relatives was thrilling. Re-newing relationships with other relatives was 
gratifying. Visiting with close family members was heart-warming. My sister, Gerry, 
enthusiastically helped me with some of this research.

To the manv relatives who shared their family history data with me, I give my utmost 
gratitude. I cherish the personal family stories that you told me. By sharing your family 
information, you have helped me create a book filled with genealogical data and also personal 
accounts about various ancestors and descendants - their contributions to our world, their 
moral character, their strengths, their weaknesses, and their personalities. Consciously, a 
few customs and some history of the times have been interjected with each family 
generation. It has been my intent to make my relatives "live once more" through this book.

L.M. Boyd states: "If we trace back far enough, we will find that we are all kin." My main 
reason for writing this book was to give our children and grandchildren a sense of family. 
Basically, all families love, struggle to live honorable lives, reproduce, and eventually 
leave this earth through death. Having lived in this world, they leave something of 
themselves, good or bad, for those who live after them to remember. Family stories about 
these ancestors are told to future generations. My children and grandchildren have been 
subjected to my tales about family. Today when they fondly ask, "Tell me about the time 
when your grandmother ... ," I eagerly impart the tale once more. To our precious adopted 
grandchildren, we could not love you anymore if you were biologically related to us. 
Shakespeare wrote "One touch of nature makes the whole world kin." We are all world
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citizens and you have been lovingly chosen to be a vital part of our particular family circle. 
Perhaps you will tell the stories of our family to your beloved children. That way, we will 
live on through you - not only with our name but through your love for us and for our 
ancestors.

Many years ago, at the request of one of his children, I wrote about my brother's youthful 
days. Ronald died at the age of thirty-three, leaving two young sons and a widow who was 
carrying his soon-to-be-born daughter. After this, because of my love affair with 
Peachtree Street/Road, I then wrote about my life from 1930-1951 on or near this famous 
street/road, in this account, I included some of Atlanta's history and a few changes that have 
occurred on or near this famous street/road through the decades.

When I decided to write a book about family, I wanted my earlier family writings to be in it, 
unchanged. Thus, the section on Peachtree Street/Road is included. Wanting to present my 
ancestors and present-day relatives in a personal way, I have, when possible, written 
mini-biographies of some of my kin and an autobiography of my life. It has been said that no 
two people tell the identical story about an incident that they have both witnessed. I have 
written my accounts according to my recollections or according to the perceptions of the 
people who have told me family stories. All information is subject to error. If I have erred, 
please forgive me. If you find inaccurate dates or other errors, I beg of you to "write in" the 
correct data.

I acknowledge with much gratitude the host of relatives and friends who have contributed 
information for the writing of this book. I, especially, want to thank Norma Gantt Carter for 
her extensive file on the Gantt and Pickens families and for her permission to use this 
information in my book. I want to thank my Uncle Fred for his help on the Jameson and 
Gantt family lines. For sharing so much information on the Hydes, I want to graciously 
thank my cousin, Judith Hill Lightsey and my Aunt Ethelyn Conway. I also want to 
acknowledge Betty Ruth Sheffield Johnston, my cousin, for her help with the Sheffield 
family line. To the ones who gave me information about our relatives and have since passed 
on, I will forever be grateful. To Wayne Daniel, I give thanks for acting as our guide in 
today's downtown Atlanta - on or near Peachtree Street. A big thanks goes to my sister, 
Gerry, for her splendid help.

I lovingly acknowledge my husband, Kenneth Cadenhead, for his invaluable assistance 
through the years in the search for my ancestors. He has been my chauffeur, my research 
assistant, my proof-reader, my computer instructor and aid. He has encouraged me for two 
decades to finish this book. It is with great pleasure that I finally present Seasons of Fran's 
Kith and Kin to him, to our children and to our grandchildren.

The best things In life are the people we love, 
the places we've been,

and the memories we've made along the way.
- Marjalein Basaln

(On a plaque, given to her mother, from Melanie Ann Cadenhead)

In three words I can sum up everything I've learned about life: 
It goes on. - Robert Frost
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To everything there is a season and a time to every purpose 
under the heaven; a time to be born, and a time to die; ... 
a time to breaic down, and a time to buiid up, a time to 
weep, and a time to iaugh; ... a time to embrace, and a time 
to refrain from embracing; a time to get and a time to iose;
... a time to i(eep silence, and a time to spealc. ... He hath made 
everything beautifui in His time. ... It Is the gift of God.

- Ecclesiastes 3 :1, 2a, 3b, 4a, 5b, 6a, 7b, 8a, 11a, 13b.



i. SEASONS OF MY HYDE KIN 

BRIEF SKETCH OF HYDES

Some of the various spellings of Hyde are: Hyde, Hyder, Hydes, Hyman, Hide, Hider, 
Hides, Hythe - meaning a haven, a wharf according to Baring-Gould."'

A hide of land was 120 acres, and if a man were called Hyde or any one of the spelling 
variations of the surname, it meant he was a member of the landed aristocracy. 
Ownership of land was virtually the sole basis of wealth, and 120 acres was a lot of 
territory. There was a Robert de la Hyde in 1188.2

Hydes were peasant farmers - in the dairy business.^

Worcestershire: The Hydes were an ancient distinguished family of Denchworth, Berks, 
from the fourteenth to the seventeenth century ("Ashmole" Berkshire).*^

Hyde (English) - One who lived on a homestead consisting of one hide, i.e., as much land 
as could be tilled with one plow.

Hyder (English) - One who prepared hides for tanning.^

This writer's cousin, Judith (Judie) Lightsey, has done extensive research on the Hydes 
and has graciously shared her information. Some of her material was obtained from the 
L.D.S. (Mormon) records. We both have searched through the U.S. Census records. In 
one of her letters, December 15, 1998, she wrote:

One interesting character, who may or may not be related, is Edward 
Hyde, First Earl of Clarendon. After the monarchy was restored in England,
King Charles II granted the Carolina Colony to Edward Hyde and seven other 
Lords Proprietors. At one time, they owned all the land from the Southern 
Virginia border to the current Florida northern border and farther west than 
anyone knew.

A different relative of the Earl, another Edward Hyde, was the First 
Governor of North Carolina in 1711-12. He was appointed by Queen Anne, a 
granddaughter of the Earl. Anne's sister had been Queen with her husband,
William of Orange. They were the William and Mary for whom the university is 
named. [The College of William and Mary in Williamsburg, Virginia, founded 
1693.]

 ̂ Family Names and Their Story, by S. Baring-Gould; M.A., Seely & Co., Ltd., London, 1910,
2 Ibid.
^ English Ancestral Names, by J.R. Dolan; Charles N. Potter, Inc., Publisher, 1972; 

pp. 201-205.
^ The Famllv Names in Great Britain, by Henry Broughham Guppy; M.B., Baltimore 

Geneological Publishing Company, 1968; p. 405.
^ Dictionary of American Family Names, by Elsdon Smith; New York; Harper & Brother; 1956.



I believe we are descended from Daniel Hyde and his wife, Hannah, who 
lived in Anson County, North Carolina in 1790 or 1800. I don't know who our 
family was earlier, but if I find out I'll let you know.®

It is written that the 1st Earl of Clarendon, Edward Hyde, (1609-74) was the son of
Henry and Mary (Langford) Hyde of Dinton, (near Salisbury) Wiltshire, England. His 
parents were not from elite families - his father was a Cheshire squire and his mother's 
family was clothiers. It was through Edward's own abilities that he rose to a high 
political office. At the age of thirteen, he began his education at Magdalen Hall, Oxford, 
and Middle Temple where he studied law. His ability to make friends was one of his 
assets - two of his famous friends were Ben Jonson and John Seldon. It was Edward's 
literary adeptness rather than his oratory skill that led him to legal fame. In January 
1642, King Charles I engaged Edward to write a political program and to explain 
constitutional theory. This he did with such clarity that all who read his writings 
understood their contents. He became an advisor to the king and was known for his 
morality and his faithfulness to what he called the true English Constitution. Edward's 
daughter, Anne Hyde, married the king's brother, the Duke of York; Anne and the Duke's
children were to become British queens - Mary II and Anne. Charles I grew in disfavor
with the Parliament and a Civil War began. Charles I's reign ended when he was tried 
for treason, was found guilty and was beheaded in London in 1649. England then became 
a commonwealth or republic with Oliver Cromwell as its lord protector. In the 
meantime, the king's son, Charles II, fled to France where he was safe. The Scots 
Royalists, in 1651, brought him back to Scone, Scotland where he was crowned king. 
That same year, Charles II and his Royalists (Scots) troops were defeated by Cromwell 
in a battle at Worcester, England. Again elusive Charles II was able to escape from 
England to return to France where he was in exile for nine more years. In the meantime, 
Edward Hyde advised young Charles II that he should not alienate the thinking of the 
English people. Perhaps, in time, he might be recalled to his father's throne. After 
Cromwell's death (1658), a new Parliament was called and in 1660, indeed, Charles II 
was named King of England. He was joyfully received back in England. Edward Hyde was 
knighted (1658) and in 1660 was restored to his position as Chancellor of the 
Excheque, a position he held until 1667. Also in 1660, he was raised to the peerage; and 
in 1661, Edward Hyde was named the 1st Earl of Clarendon. He was appointed as one of 
eight Lord's Proprietors in the American colonies for the land located south of Virginia to 
the northern border of Florida. (Clarendon County in North Carolina is named for him.) 
In 1667, the Earl of Clarendon, because of differing views, fell from favor with the 
king. Upon Hyde's impeachment, he fled to Rouen, France where he lived in exile until 
his death on December 9, 1674. Edward Hyde, the 1st Earl of Clarendon, was the author 
of Historv of the Rebellion and Civil War in England.^

This Hyde descendant is counting on Judith Lightsey or other Hyde relatives to make the 
family link to England or Ireland. It cannot be documented that this writer's ancestors 
came from England. In a conversation that she had with her aunt on August 4, 1994, 
Louise said, "I know that we are from Irish descent." And Louise may have been right!

Douglas Hyde (1860-1949) was an Anglo-Irish scholar and author. He was the first 
President of Eire, serving from 1938-1945. Being well known for his efforts to make

® From Judith (Judie) Lightsey.
^ Readings from Judie Lightsey's material - Oxford Lectures on History. 1904-1923: Vol. 5. 

Edward Hvde. Earl of Clarendon as Statesman. Historian. Chancellor of the University: 
by C.H. Firth, 1909; The Proprietors of Carolina, by Wm. S. Powell, 1963, N.C.
Archives and History: and Encyclopedia Britannica. Vol. 5, 1968



Gaelic a living language, he was one of the founders of the Gaelic League and was its 
President from 1893-1915. This league encouraged the formation of an Irish national 
consciousness to restore the native language and culture. He wrote A Little History of 
Ireland: he translated Gaelic writings; and he wrote plays.® At Trinity College in Dublin, 
Ireland, where he held the chair for Modern Irish (1909-1932),® there is a Douglas 
Hyde Gallery of Modern Art where experimental art venues are acclaimed.''° He was also 
a friend of the poet, W.B. Yeats. They, along with others, created the Irish Theatre.'''' 
When visiting in Ireland in August, 2001, this writer heard about this famous Hyde 
Irishman at Dublin Castle where she saw the Hide (Hyde) Coat of Arms. Seen in a 
museum at Clonalis House (the ancestral home of the O'Connors - direct descendants of 
the High Kings of Ireland) were several display cases filled with correspondence and 
works of Dr. Douglas Hyde. He was a personal friend of the O'Connors.

In Southern Ireland, there were Hydes, even a Hyde Castle and a Hyde Park. Several of 
the Irish Hydes were ministers, such as the Rector Arthur Hyde of Cork and later of 
Killarney. In other references he was listed as the Rector of Tibohine. This Arthur Hyde 
was the father of Dr. Douglas Hyde. Their family descended from the Hydes in England. 
There is a Dr. Douglas Hyde Interpretive Centre in a church where the Rev. Arthur Hyde 
was rector in Portahard, Frenchpark, County Roscommon, Ireland. Arthur and Douglas 
Hyde (father and son) and their families are buried in this churchyard. Both figures 
were well known Irishmen and are revered by the Irish people . ' '2

In Burke's book is listed the Englishman, the Reverend Humphrey Hyde, the Vicar of 
Bourne and Rector of Dowsby. In 1682, there was a Lord Hyde in Worcestershire, 
E n g lan d . Through several centuries there have been religious leaders and political 
figures by the name of Hyde in England, Ireland and the United States.

Hyde Park in England''  ̂and Hyde Park in New York indicate that these parks were 
possibly named for some renowned Hyde in England or America. The Hyde Park in 
Dutchess County, eastern New York, may have been named for Edward Hyde, Viscount 
Cornbury, governor of New York from 1702-1708. (The home of Franklin D. 
Roosevelt, National Historic Site, is located there.) The name of the Hyde Park in London 
is derived from the manor of Hyde, which once belonged to the Abbott of Westminster. 
Under Henry VIII, King of England, Hyde Park was a royal deer park. In the 18th and 
19th centuries, it was a fashionable park where royalty rode and drove, military 
reviews were held, and duels were fought. In 1851, the first World's Fair was held in 
the park. Today the park features Rotton Row - the famous bridle path. Serpentine Lake, 
and Speakers' Corner - the meeting place of soapbox orators .Ar thur  M. Hyde (1877-

® Compton's Pictured Encyclopedia. Vol. G / H: F.E. Compton & Company, Chicago; 1954; 
p. 543.

® Brochure on Dr. Douglas Hyde, obtained by the author at the O'Connor ancestral home in 
Ireland.
Ireland by Margaret and Hildi Hawkins; The Rough Guides; 1996; pp. 45, 58.

11 From a brochure, Dr. Douglas Hvde Interpretive Centre, obtained in Ireland when this 
writer visited there in 2001.

''2 Ibid.
History of the Commoners of Great Britain and Ireland. Vol. IV. by John Burke, Esq., Henry 
Colburn Publishers, London, MDCCXXXVIII, pp. 33, 109, 205, 214, 469, 570.
Probably named after the 1st Earl of Clarendon, Edward Hyde, or for Robert Hyde of 
Cheshire, England.
Hvde Park (N.Y.). Microsoft (R) Encarta (R) Online Encyclopedia 2001; Hvde Park 
(London^. Microsoft (R) Encarta (R) Online Encyclopedia 2001.



1947) was governor of Missouri (1921-25) and was Secretary of Agriculture under 
President Hoover. William Dewitt Hyde (1858-1917) was an educator, author, 
Congregational minister and President of Bowdoin College (1885-1917) in 
Massachusetts.^^ Henry Hyde, of this era, was an active Republican U.S. Congressman 
from Illinois. This writer's family cannot claim kinship to any of these individuals but 
we all share the surname Hyde.

In Judith Lightsey's material is the Hyde Coat of Arms from the Hydes of Norbury, 
Cheshire, England and Wiltshire, England. It follows:

The shield was woven or painted on a short coat or Jack that was worn 
over a suit of armour. Hence, the term Coat of Arms, and the modern term 
Jacket.

When the armour ceased to be used, the shields were hung or incorporated 
into the brick or woodwork of the homes. It is from this time, 1500-1600, 
that the crests, helmets and other items were added. The family had to obtain 
permission from the King or College of Heralds to add these extra bits and pieces.

In the case of the Helmet, it was allowed when the family had served the 
country. In the case of the Hydes, it was the Battle of Crecy, 1346, when, along 
with other local families, they raised and led 300 of the best Cheshire Archers. 
Again at Agincourt, 1415, when they raised and led another contingent of 
Archers. It was at Agincourt that King Henry V won a decisive victory over 
France.

As the Coat of Arms shows the visor closed, it signifies that the Hydes at 
that period (1415) were Gentlemen of Arms. The helmet in various positions - 
the visor, open or shut, signified their rank.

In the case of the Crest, it was only allowed when the family had served 
the country. Lions, Unicorns and Eagles were for the highest ranks. In the case 
of the Hydes, the Crow was a native bird of Cheshire. There are still many of 
these in Norbury. ...

The Hyde Shield shows no markings on the Lozenges or Chevron. If the 
wife were an heiress, or entitled to a Coat of Arms, it would appear on the 
Lozenges. The Hydes of Norbury only married into local families who had no such 
titles.

The Shield, Chevron and Lozenges were designed ... by the King's Heralds. 
[All are unique designs, depending on rank and service of the owner.]

... The Hydes did not accept a Knighthood ... it was offered three times 
between 1300-1650, but refused ... probably ... a rather expensive Honour.
The original Coat of Arms represented the family during the lifetime of Governor 
Edward Hyde."* ̂

The Arms: Azure, a Chevron Or [Qi is another word for gold] between 
three lozenges, Or of the second. The closed visor signified that the Hydes of that 
period (1415) were Gentlemen of Arms. The Crest: On a wreath, a crow, with 
wings elevated. Proper. The crow was a native bird of Cheshire."*® Colors are 
representative of the original bearers' characteristics and are granted only upon 
merit. Azure [blue] denotes truth and courage; Or [gold] denotes generosity and 
elevation of mind."'^

16 Ibid.
I ^ Hvde County History. Hyde County Historical Society, N.C.; Turner, Swindell; pp. 24-26; 

source: Judith Lightsey.
From Judith Lightsey, who obtained a printed copy of this from the Raleigh, N. 0. Archives. 
Burkes Gen. Armoury, via Louise Baggett, from Marguerita Warnock, 1966.



In 1999, this writer and her husband visited Hyde County, North Carolina. Lying on the 
eastern coast of North Carolina beside the Atlantic Ocean, part of Hyde County forms 
North Carolina's Outer Banks. English explorers first visited this coastal area in 1585; 
later, in the 17th Century, it became a settlement and was named for the first governor 
of North Carolina, Edward Hyde (c. 1665-1712). He was the son of Robert and Phillis 
(Felice) (Sneyd) Hyde of Northbury and Hyde, England. He was among those who made a 
religious exodus from England in 1710 and sailed to Albemarle. Migrating to North 
Carolina, he was voted in as Acting Governor in December 1710 by the President of the 
Council. On May 9, 1712, he was sworn in as the first governor of the new province. 
North Carolina. His term was not long; he died of yellow fever in 1712. What his 
relationship was to the Edward Hyde, Earl of Clarendon, is not known.20 Ocracoke Island 
(in Hyde County) began as a small fishing village and was a Colonial seaport. It was also 
a frequent haven for the notorious pirate, Blackbeard, who was slain just off Ocracoke in 
1718 in a fierce naval battte.^i This county is also part of the Cape Hatteras National 
Seashore. Were these early Hyde inhabitants of Hyde County, North Carolina this 
writer's ancestors?

According to Judith Lightsey and this writer, their Hyde relatives probably descended 
from Daniel and Hannah Hyde who were in Anson County, North Carolina in 1800. 
However, these two, Daniel and Hannah, were mere children at this time. Daniel was 
about twelve and Hannah was around three years old. Who was Daniel's father? And who 
were Hannah's parents?

In Judie's research, she found no Hydes in South Carolina prior to 1830. There was a 
Stephen Hyde and a William Hyde who owned property in Anson County, North Carolina 
in the late 1700s and the early 1800s:

In the Grantee Index to Deeds in Anson County, North Carolina, Stephen 
Hyde, grantee, bought property from Francis Smith, grantor, on November 1 , 
1799 on Buffalow Creek (Deed, Book F/G, p. 174). Stephen Hyde, grantee, was 
granted on August 28, 1804, by the State of N. C., property on Pee Dee River 
(Grant, Book LVM, p. 213). Stephen Hyde, grantee, on May 28, 1814, bought 
property from Henry Nixon, grantor, on Buffalow Creek (Deed, Book P/0, p.
149). Stephen Hyde, grantee, on August 2, 1815, bought property from 
Jonathan Ferrell etal., grantor, on Buffalo Creek (Deed, Book P/Q, p. 150). 
Stephen and William Hyde, grantees, on May 18, 1815, acquired property 
adjacent from Richard Manning from Stephen Hyde - Est. by Comr., grantor, (D 
Land, Book R, p. 96). William Hyde, grantee, bought property on May 5, 1818 
on Rocky River from John Coleman and wife, grantors (Deed, Book S, p. 175). 
William Hyde, grantee, bought property on August 18, 1819 on Rocky River 
from Isaac Abercrombie, grantor (Deed, Book S, p. 35). William Hyde, grantee, 
bought property on December 7, 1821 on Deep Creek from Elizabeth Hill etal. 
grantor (Deed, Book U, p. 103). William Hyde, grantee, bought property on 
February 24, 1821 on Rocky River from Thomas Avett, grantor (Deed, Book U, 
p. 248). William Hyde, grantee, bought property on March 27, 1823 from 
William Cawthon, grantor (Deed, Book U, p. 325). William Hyde, grantee, 
acquired land on August 18, 1819 on Rocky River from George Dunlap (D Land, 
Book U, p. 379).22 [Were Stephen and William cousins or brothers, or was 
one of them father and the other son?]

The Enigma of Edward Hvde. pp. 12-21. Furnished by Judith Lightsey.
Hvde County. N.C. - Take the Road Less Traveled - brochure 1994 (via Terry Baggett).

22 Grantee Index to Deeds. Anson County. N.C.. p. 96 B - from Judith Lightsey.



In the 1790 U.S. Census of Fayette District, Anson County, North Carolina, there was a 
Stephen Hyde listed. There were: one male over 16 [Stephen], two males under 16, 
three females [presumably, one was his wife] and 11 slaves in his household.23 
Perhaps, William was his son and was one of the two listed males under 16. Judie 
Lightsey speculates that this was possible.

In the 1800 U.S. Census of North Carolina, Stephen was listed as still living in Anson 
County, District 206; a William Hyde was listed in Lincoln County, District 903, two 
counties west of Anson County. One John Hyde was also in Lincoln County, District 
903.24 Prom the above property purchases and grants, it is known that a Stephen and a 
William Hyde were in Anson County, North Carolina from 1799 to 1819.

In the 1810 Index to the U.S. Census of North Carolina, there was a Susanna Hyde in 
Anson County, District 016, and a William Hyde in Burke County, District 125, three 
counties west of Anson County. There was no listing for Stephen.25 Later in 1860, a 
Susanna Hyde is listed on the U.S. Census of Dawson County, Georgia.26 Who was her 
spouse? Only widows or spinsters, living alone, were listed as heads of the household on 
the U.S. Census. Since most of the Hydes in Dawson County were related, to which family 
did she belong?

In the 1820 Index to the U.S. Census of North Carolina, there was a William Hyde in 
Anson County, District 032, but Stephen was not listed.27 Judith Lightsey speculates 
that William might have been the father of Daniel Hyde. Is it possible that William's 
father was Stephen Hyde, Sr.?

A pattern of migration westward ensued. By 1830, there were Hydes in Pickens County. 
South Carolina. Stephen, Daniel, Noel, James, Ezra, Isaiah and a second James were 
listed on the U.S. Census of South Carolina.^® The one who was possibly this writer's 
ancestor was Daniel Hyde. Judith Lightsey writes, "I believe Daniel is Stephen's father 
but Stephen already had his own household in 1840 ... Daniel is the only Hyde who 
earlier had a son who would have been Stephen's age." In Daniel's household there were 
one male of ten and under fifteen [this writer's ancestor, Stephen, would have been 14], 
one male fifteen or under twenty, one male under forty [Daniel], two females under five, 
two females under ten, one female under twenty, a female under 40 [Racheal, Daniel's 
wife].29 It was from this census record research that Judie came to the conclusion that 
there were no Hydes in South Carolina prior to 1830.

Stephen was listed on the 1840 U.S. Census of Pickens County in South Carolina, and in 
1850 there were two Stephen Hydes listed on the U.S. Census of Pickens County, South 
Carolina. However, Daniel was not listed on either one of these censuses.^o 
The western migration continued on over into Dawson County, Georgia. By 1860, there 
is a clear record of this writer's ancestors, according to the U.S. Census Records of 
Dawson County, Georgia.

23 First Census of the United States. 1790. Favette District. Anson Countv. N.C.. p. 36.
24 18Q.Q Inctex to U.S. Census, of N.C.. p. 122 - from Judith Lightsey.
25 1810 Index to .U-S-gansuS-gf N.C.. p. 68 - from Judith Lightsey.
26 1860 Index to U.S. Census of Dawson Countv. Ga.. p. 7.
27 1820 index to U.S. Cgnsu? of N.C-. p. 72 - from Judith Lightsey.
28 1830 U.S. Census of Pickens Co.. S.C.. Stephen, Daniel, Noel, James Hyde - p. 305;

Ezra and James Hyde - p. 306; Isaiah Hyde - p. 273.
29 Information from Judith Lightsey.
30 1840 and 1850 Indexes to U.S. Census of Pickens Co.. B.C.: 1840 - p. 391; 1850 - p. 420.
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(Note: This writer's Hyde ancestral records have barely been tapped. There is much 
information waiting to be found, documented and reported.)

EARLY HYPE KIN

Possible First Known Hyde Generation
Daniel Hyde^

(1788 - d. after 1860 and before 1870)
Hannah (?) Hyde 

(1797 - d. sometime after 1880)

* The year that Daniel Hyde was born, 1788, New York was declared the capital of the 
United States. Bread riots were occurring in France.
In 1797, the year that Hannah (?) Hyde was born, John Adams was inaugurated as 
President of the United States.*

On the 1860 U.S. Census of Dawson County, Georgia^i appears: Daniel Hyde, born in 
North Carolina in 1788, age 72, occupation - farmer, owned 300 acres - valued at 
$80. Hannah (his wife) was born in North Carolina in 1797; her age was 63; she could 
not read or write. Their children, still living at home, were: (1) Elizabeth, age 40, 
born in South Carolina; (2) Daniel L., age 24; born in South Carolina, occupation - 
farmer, owned 100 acres valued at $80.00; (3) Manda, age 22, born in South Carolina. 
This writer does not know Hannah's maiden name.

If Daniel were Stephen's father, he would have been this writer's great-great-great- 
grandfather. Because Elizabeth was born in South Carolina, Daniel and Hannah must 
have moved from North Carolina to Pickens County, South Carolina prior to 1820. 
Judith Lightsey speculates that they moved to Dawson County, Georgia between 1848 and 
1850. (This writer concurs.) A concentrated effort to search through property deeds 
would probably reveal this information.

Daniel and Hannah lived in Pickens County, South Carolina. They possibly moved to 
Dawson County, Georgia with their adult children around 1850. Daniel was a farmer and 
a mechanic. Death must have claimed Daniel before 1870 because in the 1870 Dawson 
County, Georgia Agricultural and Manufacturing Census^^ this information appears. In 
1870, Hannah Hyde is listed as head of the household. [Since Daniel is no longer listed as 
head of the household, Hannah, his widow, would hold that title.] Daniel, their son, is 
listed just after his mother. He probably assisted her with her farm. Hannah owned 20 
improved acres and 60 wooded acres, valued at $200.00. Her farm implements and 
machinery were valued at $5.00. She owned 1 mule, 2 milch cows, 2 other cattle, 6 
sheep, 6 swine - all valued at $60.00. She had produced 22 bushels of winter wheat, 
75 bushels of Indian corn, 5 bushels of oats, 100 pounds of tobacco, 15 pounds of wool,
10 bushels of sweet potatoes, 60 pounds of butter, 50 pounds of honey, 17 forest 
products. Value of home manufacturer - $10.00. Value of slaughtered animals - 
$20.00. Estimated value of all products - $175.00.

In 1870,33 Daniel Hyde owned 10 improved and 26 wooded acres, valued at $140.00. 
His farm implements were valued at $5.00. He owned 1 horse, 1 other cattle, 2 sheep 
and 3 swine - all valued at $89.00. He produced 12 bushels of winter wheat, 40

31 I 860 U.S.. Census_of.Paws.on Co.., Ga., p. 72.
32 Agricultural and Manufacturing 1870 U.S. Census of Dawson Co.. Ga.
33 Ibid.



bushels of Indian corn, 10 pounds of tobacco, 6 bales of cotton, 4 pounds of wool, 9 
bushels of orchard products, 20 pounds of butter, 10 gallons of molasses, 13 forest 
products. Value of home manufacturer - $12.00. Estimated value of all farm products
- $95.00.

Hannah Hyde was still living in 1880. She again appeared in the Agricultural and 
Manufacturing 1880 U.S. Census of Dawson County, Georgia.^^ Information given: In 
1880 - Hannah Hyde owned 10 improved and 65 wooded acres valued at $80. Her farm 
implements and machinery were valued at $5.00. Her livestock was valued at $50.00 
and her farm products were valued at $50.00. She owned 1 working ox, 1 milch cow, 1 
other cattle, 1 calf (dropped), 4 lambs (dropped), 4 lambs (purchased), 7 sheep, 15 
swine, 7 poultry. She produced 50 pounds of butter, 7 pounds of sheep's wool, and 15 
dozen eggs. From this report, activity on the farm had slowed down. Hannah was about 
83 years old. How old Hannah was when she died, or where she is buried is not known by 
this writer.

At the Atlanta Archives in 2001, this writer scanned the book, Dawson Countv. Georgia 
Heritage 1857 - 1996. Rex Curry, Route 9, Box 3386A, Whelchel Road, Dawsonville, 
Ga., 30534, gave this information on the Pioneer Hyde Family of Dawson County, 
Georgia; (copied) 495. The Hyde Family - Pioneer - There was a Daniel Hyde who was 
born about 1788 in North Carolina. The name of his first wife is unknown. His second 
wife was named Hannah and she was born about 1797 in North Carolina. One of Daniel's 
children, Sarah Emily, filed a pension record. This record states that the Hyde family 
moved to Georgia from South Carolina in 1845. ... Daniel lived in the Shoal Creek area of 
Lumpkin County, which later became Dawson County. His family was shown on the 1860 
Census of Dawson County as neighbors of Green Foster and his wife Sarah.
Mr. Curry further states that there were five known children of Daniel and Hannah Hyde: 
Stephen A. Hyde, born 1804; Elizabeth Hyde, born 1817; Sarah Emily Hyde, born 
1838; Daniel T. Hyde, born 1835; and Amanda Hyde, born 1837.^^

With this listing of children, Mr. Curry's information seems to be questionable. Records 
show that there were two Stephen Hydes. Which one was Daniel and Hannah Hyde's son? 
The reason this writer questions Mr. Curry's accuracy is that (father) Daniel Hyde 
would have been 16 when Stephen A. Hyde, his supposed son, was born. Hannah would 
have been a 7 year-old mother. This is impossible. The time span between Stephen A. 
Hyde and his siblings were 13, 31, 33, and 34 years. This, too, is unbelievable. 
Perhaps Mr. Curry has mistakenly linked Stephen A. Hyde with Daniel and Hannah Hyde. 
His information was not documented.

It is more likely that Daniel and Hannah Hyde's children were the ones listed on the LDS 
file F500295, which Judith Lightsey located. Since Hannah was a second wife of 
Daniel's, this LDS information is more credible. It follows: Daniel Hyde, born 1788 in 
North Carolina; Hannah (?) Hyde (his wife), born 1797 in North Carolina. Their 
children (still living at home) were: Elizabeth Hyde, born 1820 in South Carolina; 
Daniel L. Hyde, born 1836 in South Carolina; and Mandy Hyde, born 1838 in South 
Caro l ina .Jud ie speculates that her ancestor Stephen already had his own household 
and therefore was not listed with his parents. Stephen's birth date was 1816. His 
father, possibly Daniel Hyde, would have been 28 years old and Hannah, his mother.

Agricultural and Manufacturing 1880 U.S. Census of Dawson Co.. Ga.

Dawson Countv. Georgia Heritage - 1857-1996: reference 495.
LSD, F500295, 024, submitted by Jean Young, PO Box 396, Huntington, Utah, 84528.
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would have been 19 when Stephen was born. This is more plausible. From the same LDS 
recorcJ37 is listed; Stephen Hyde, born 1816 in South Carolina; Racheal (?) Hyde, born 
1813 in Georgia. Their children were; Nancy Hyde, born 1840 in South Carolina 
William J. Hyde, born 1844 in South Carolina (this writer's great grandfather) 
Stephen L. Hyde, born 1848 in South Carolina; Pleasant A. Hyde, born 1850 in Georgia 
and James E. Hyde, born 1852 in Georgia. After comparing Judie's information with 
this researcher's findings, it seems likely that this Stephen Hyde fits into the family of 
Daniel and Hannah Hyde.

All of this information needs to be more thoroughly researched and documented for 
accuracy. Perhaps Judith Lightsey's continued search will uncover the mystery of the 
Hyde family lines in Dawson County, Georgia.

Thg Family of Panlgl an<i Hannah
(Possible First Hyde Generation)

1. Husband: Daniel Hyde; born c.1788 in N.C.
First Wife; Not known by this writer.
1. Second Wife: Hannah (?) Hyde; born c.1797 in N.C.
Children: 2 sons and 2 daughters - there may have been more.

2. Stephen Hyde; born c.1816 in S.C.
2. Elizabeth Hyde; born c.1820 in S.C.
2. Daniel L. Hyde; born c.1836 in S.C.
2. Mandy Hyde; born c.1838 in S.C.

Second Hyde Generation

Stephen Hyde^
(1816 - ? )

Racheal (?) Hyde
(1813 - ? )

*The year that Stephen Hyde was born, 1816, Indiana became a state of the United 
States. Jane Austen wrote Emma. The American Bible Society was founded.
In 1813, the year that Racheal Hyde was bom, German composer Wagner, and Scottish 
explorer David Livingston were born. The Grand Free Mason Lodge was founded.*

When Stephen Hyde and his wife Racheal Hyde were first married, they lived in Pickens 
County, South Carolina. Some of their children were born in South Carolina. They 
possibly moved to Dawson County, Georgia between 1848 and 1850. This writer does 
not know Racheal's maiden name.

On the 1860 U.S. Census of Dawson County, G e o rg ia , t h i s  writer's great-great 
grandfather appeared: Stephen Hyde; born in South Carolina in 1816 [another bit of 
proof that Daniel migrated to South Carolina before 1820]; age 44; occupation - a 
mechanic and a farmer. Racheal, his wife, born in Georgia in 1813, age 47, could not 
read or write. Their children were: (1 ) Nancy Hyde, age 20, born in Georgia, could not 
read or write; (2) William J. Hyde [this writer's great grandfather], age 16, born in 
South Carolina, a day laborer, attended school; (3) Stephen F. Hyde, age 12, born in

Judith Lightsey obtained both LSD records, which she shared with this writer. 
38 I860 U.S. Census of Dawson Co.. Ga.. p. 72.



South Carolina; (4) Pleasant A., age 10, born in South Carolina; (5) Jannes E., age 8, 
born in Georgia, [interestingly, there was a Joshua Nicholson, age 12, born in Georgia, 
who was living in Stephen's household. Who was he?]

Other Hydes were listed in Dawson County, Georgia, but this writer does not know their 
relationship to this particular line. Further research may reveal where they fit.

In 1870 on the Agricultural and Manufacturing U.S. Census of Dawson County, Georgia,^^ 
this writer's great-great grandfather was listed. Stephen Hyde owned 50 improved and 
170 wooded acres - valued at $500.00. His farm implements were valued at $10.00. 
He owned 1 horse, 2 milch cows, 2 working oxen, 4 other cattle, 13 sheep, 19 swine - 
all valued at $250.00. He produced 30 bushels of winter wheat, 20 bushels of rye, 200 
bushels of Indian corn, 50 pounds of tobacco, 10 bales of cotton, 20 pounds of wool, 20 
bushels of Irish potatoes, 30 bushels of orchard products, 20 pounds of butter, 75 
gallons of molasses, 25 forest products. Value of animals slaughtered - $200.00. 
Estimated value of all farm products - $700.00.
(Note: This author has no further information on Stephen and Racheal Hyde.)

The Family of Stephen and Racheal Hvde
(Second Hyde Generation)

2. Husband: Stephen Hyde; born c.1816 in S.C.
2. Wife: Racheal (?) Hyde; born c.1813 in Ga.
Children: 1 daughter and 4 sons - there mav have been more.

3. Nancy Hyde; born c.1840 in S.C.
3. William James: born 6-23-1844 in S.C. (the writer's great grandfather)
3. Stephen L. Hyde; born c.1848 in S.C.
3. Pleasant A. Hyde; born c.1850 in S.C.
3. James E. Hyde; born c.1852 in Ga.

Third Hyde Generation

William James Hyde^
( 1844 -1900)

*ln 1844, when William James Hyde was born, James K. Polk was elected the eleventh 
President of the United States. Elizabeth Barrett Browning's Poems was published.*

William James Hyde was born on June 23, 1844 to Stephen and Racheal Hyde in 
Pickens County, South Carolina. William's siblings were Nancy (1840), Stephen L. 
(1848), Pleasant (1850), and James E. (1852).
Judie's research and this writer's findings indicate that this Hyde family moved from 
South Carolina to Dawson County, Georgia, between 1848 and 1850. If so, William 
would have been about four to six years of age when he came to the red hills of Georgia. 
William's father, Stephen, was a farmer and a mechanic.

Stephen and Racheal must have wanted their son Billy'*® to be educated, or, possibly, the 
young man's own ambitious desire for an education led him to attend school at the age of

187Q AgriQMiti.<r9i.3n<j Manufacturing U.S. Census of Dgyygon Cg...,ga. 
According to Herman Sheffield, the Rev. William J. Hyde, was called Billy.
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sixteen while he also worked as a day laborer.'^"' Throughout his life. Bill valued 
education - for himself, his children and his friends' children. His own education was 
limited to the "common" schools^^ 3^̂ ! to self-education. In 1972, Catherine Hyde 
Jameson gave her youngest daughter (this writer) two books of Billy's, which she had 
inherited from her father, Ed Hyde. These were books that Billy had used during his 
years as a minister. Cross and Crown, a book of 619 pages, tells of early Christianity 
and of the Protestant movement through the 1500s - the Vaudois, the Huguenots and the 
English martyrs. The title page is missing; therefore, the name of the author and the 
date of publication is not known by this writer. It is assumed that it was written in the 
1800s. The other book is The Handwriting of God in Eovpt. Sinai, and the Holv Land by 
the Rev. D.A. Randall, published in 1862. This 715-page book covers the Rev. Randall's 
travels to sacred places of the East. William (Billy) Hyde, in 1899, served as editor 
and proprietor of The North Georgia Baptist. It was reported in his obituary that good 
articles written by him appeared in this publication.43 This writer has been unable to 
locate copies of this publication.

At the young age of nineteen, Billy married Margaret Burson on August 25, 1863. In
1869, shortly after the birth of baby daughter Ollie, Margaret died. Billy, at 25, faced 
rearing his young infant alone.

This writer does not know when or how Tabitha Mabry and Billy Hyde became acquainted. 
Tabitha, a widow, had lost her young husband, Asa M. Mabry, on a battlefield of the Civil 
War. They had a baby son. Sebum, who was born in 1862. This writer speculates that, 
perhaps, Billy and Tabitha might have known each other for years and were drawn to 
each other because they had the responsibility, as a single parent, of rearing a young 
child alone. According to the 1870 U.S. Census of the Shoal Creek District of Dawson 
County, G e o rg ia ,44 Tabitha Mabry lived alone with eight-year old, Sebum. But by July
4, 1870, this had changed.

In the Dawson County, Georgia Marriage Book appears: "This is to certify that I have this 
day joined William J. Hyde and Tabitha Mabry in the Holy State of Matrimony, this July 
the 4th 1870. D.J. Burt, M.G."^5 This was the beginning of a long, fruitful marriage 
for the couple and a "common" family unit was formed for the two small youngsters; 
eventually, additional off-springs would join this Hyde family.

Shortly after the marriage, the Census taker came to Blacks District in Dawson County, 
Georgia where William (Billy) lived. Tabitha and Sebum were listed for a second time 
in the 1870 U.S. Census. But this time, she was listed as Tabitha Hyde, age 27, born in 
Georgia, and keeping house. William J. Hyde was the head of the household, 26 years old, 
a farmer, born in South Carolina. Ollie Hyde, age 2, and Sebum Mabry, age 9, both born 
in Georgia, were listed as living in William and Tabitha's household.46

From the union of William and Tabitha Hyde came these children: Mary Catherine 
(1871), Martha A. (Mattie) 0875), Oscar (1878), Homer Looper (1880) and 
Powell Edoar (1884) - this writer's grandfather.

1860 U.S. Census of Dawson Co.. Ga.
42 The Christian Index. Sept. 20. 1900: from the obituary of William J. Hyde.
43 Ibid.
44 1870 U.S. Census of Dawson County. Georgia, p. 528
45 The Hyde Family, by Harry Looper Hyde, 1971, p. 3; from The Dawson Co.. (Ga.) Marriage 

Book; p. 237.
46 Ibid, op. cit., p. 542 or Microfilm 593/146/542.
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As a farmer, William Hyde was listed in the 1870 and 1880 Agricultural and 
Manufacturing U.S. Censuses in Dawson County, Georgia.^^ These reports follow: in 
1870 - William Hyde owned 20 improved and 140 wooded acres valued at $160.00. 
Value of farm implements - $5.00. He owned 1 horse, 2 milch cows, 3 other cattle, 5 
sheep, 16 swine, all valued at $100.00. He produced 20 bushels of winter wheat, 700 
bushels of Indian corn, 20 pounds of wool, 30 bushels of sweet potatoes, 50 pounds of 
butter, 25 gallons of molasses. Value of home manufacturer - $5.00. Value of animals 
slaughtered - $50.00. Estimated value of farm products - $200.00. In 1880 - 
William J. Hyde owned 22 improved and 50 wooded acres valued at $500.00. His farm 
implements and machinery were valued at $5.00. The value of his livestock was 
$50.00. Cost of repairing fences - $5.00. Value of all farm products - $200.00. He 
owned 1 horse, 1 milch cow, 7 swine, 28 barnyard poultry. He produced 40 dozen eggs.

Sometime in his youth, Billy was called by God to preach the Gospel. Three years after 
his second marriage, William (Billy), at 29, was ordained as a Baptist minister and 
became a popular, circuit-rider preacher. For nearly thirty years, he served churches 
in Dawson and Forsyth Counties, Georgia. This writer's great-uncle, Herman Sheffield, 
said, “Billy Hyde was a noted evangelist who traveled by horseback all over the North 
Georgia area leading revival services. He performed the marriage ceremony at Papa and 
Mama's wedding." (Benjamin T. and Emma Robbs Sheffield married in 1892.)

After reading about the responsibilities of a minister during this era, one may assume 
that Billy was away from home a great deal, thus leaving much of the rearing of the 
children to Tabitha. William (Billy) served at Corinth Baptist Church (1892), three 
miles east of Cumming, Georgia on the Pirkle Ferry Road.'^® (Recently, this writer 
visited this church site.) "In the winter of 1874, the settlement built a school house 
near the meeting house and, soon after, the Baptists of this section began missionary 
work in the way of preaching. Sabbath schools, etc."^^ Around 1837, there was a 
division among Baptists over missions, ministerial education, Sunday schools and 
temperance. The Primitive Baptists believed that ministers spoke directly from God and 
did not need educational training. They also opposed missions and Sunday school. They 
believed that there should not be a musical instrument in the church.^® It was not until 
after the War Between the States that the Southern Baptist Convention was formed. Billy 
was an advocate of missions and education; he was among the early leaders of the 
Missionary Baptist Church. William (Billy) was pastor at First Baptist Church in 
Cumming, Georgia.^i One of the oldest churches in Forsyth County, Georgia was Mount 
Tabor Church. Billy was the pastor there from December 1879 to November 1887.^2 
Union Hill Baptist church was founded in 1842 and is located at the county line between 
Forsyth and old Milton Counties, ten miles south of Cumming, Georgia and four miles 
from Alpharetta - there Billy served in 1892.®^ William (Billy) also served at 
Concord Baptist Church, ten miles north of Cumming, Georgia, on Bannister Road. This 
church was formed in 1837; he was their second pastor, serving from 1878-1886; 
1887-1889; 1895-1898. According to The Historv of Concord Baptist Church, he was

47 ig 7 Q  gnd 19 9 0  Agrlgulturgi gnd M?>nMf9Qt^ring U.S.. C e n ?g § 9?  of D a w ?on Qq.. g g,
Pioneer Historv of Forsvth Countv. Georgia. Vol. I. by Don Shadburn, p. 130 - quote from 
The Baptist Leader. April 14, 1892, p. 130.
Ibid., quote.
A Century in North Dekalb - The Storv of First Baptist Church. Chamblee Georgia: 1975; 
pp. 6-10.
Ibid., op. cit., p. 132.
Ibid., op. cit., p. 144.
Shadburn, op. cit., p. 130.
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a minister in the Hightower Association from 1873-1896. He also was the pastor at 
Liberty Baptist Church and Cross Plains Baptist Church.®^ According to Bagley, William 
(Billy) served as pastor of Coal Mountain Baptist Church.^® William's life was centered 
around the churches that he served.

A brief description of the rural Southern Baptist church of this era follows.®® The 
minister might live miles from his congregations and he possibly served several 
churches during the same period of time. Preaching and conference were held once a 
month in most rural churches. On Saturday afternoon, the members would gather for a 
divine service or prayer meeting prior to the business meeting or conference. Receiving 
members into "the fellowship" of the local church was always on the agenda. If one had 
been baptized by immersion, one generally was accepted into the church by transfer of 
letter from another church. This letter would indicate that the candidate was a member 
in good standing of a particular church. Joining the church "by experience" or upon 
"profession of faith" was another way a member might come into the church. Questioned 
as to what one believed about the Bible, Christ and God, the candidate was received into 
the church by an affirmative vote of the church members. After a "yea" or "nay" vote, iJ 
the vote were in the affirmative, the candidate had to be baptized by immersion before he 
was accepted into the full fellowship of that church and before his name would be placed 
on the roll of that church. Baptism services were held in the summer; Baptismal 
candidates, dressed in white, would be immersed by the preacher in a pond or creek near 
the church. At that point "their sins would be washed away" and they became Christians.

Members “stood in judgment" of other members who had "back-slid" or had "sinned and 
had fallen short of the grace of God." A member had to have a legitimate reason for not 
attending services. If a member were accused of taking "strong drink" (alcohol), 
swindling, cursing, cheating, carousing, dancing, playing cards, fornication, or any 
other immoral act, his letter would be revoked and he would be "turned" out of the 
church by the voting members. Rules were strict and members were unforgiving when 
it came to these "sins!"

During conference, church business was transacted, such as, the reading of the minutes 
of the last meeting, a treasurer's report, discussion of repairs or additions to the church 
building, pay for the preacher, etc.

Sometimes after conference, members might socialize with “a singin'" or a "box 
supper." Usually, the circuit-rider preacher would go home with one of the faithful 
members of the congregation to spend the night.

Church members, dressed in their "Sunday best," arrived early on a Sunday morning by 
horse/mule-drawn wagons, by foot, or by saddle horse. The animals would be tethered 
to shade trees while their owners participated in a full day of activity. This was not only 
a day of worship, it was also a time to visit - to talk about crops, politics and "goin's on" 
in the community. It was a time to swap seeds, plants and produce; a time to put fresh 
flowers on graves in the cemetery - and a time to gossip a little - (no. never!) - but, 
only in Christian love! (Oops!)

History of Concord Baptist Church, by Louise Walls; p. 120.
Historv of Forsyth County. Ga.. Vol. II. by Garland Bagley: Boyd Publishing Co.,1990, 
p. 658.

A Century in N. Dekalb, op. cit., pp. 12-14. Some of this account will be from this 
writer's own general knowledge.
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In many of the churches, there were two front doors. The women and children entered 
one door and sat on that side of the church. The men entered the other door and sat in tbst 
half of the church. During Sunday school class time, small groups would sit in the 
extreme corners of the big room so as not to disturb each other. During the warm 
weather, a class might meet out under the shade of a tree. After Sunday school, the 
morning worship period would begin. The general order of the service was: hymn 
singing, prayers, taking up an offering, a sermon delivered by the minister, a special 
prayer time for sinners, the opening of the doors of the church for membership and the 
benediction or closing prayer.

As earlier stated, the men and women sat on opposite sides of the church. There was an 
"A-men corner" where the "pious" few said their "A-mens" as the minister preached 
about the wrath of God toward sinners. On the pulpit rostrum was a fresh pitcher of 
water and a glass; this was put to good use when the preacher's throat became dry and 
thirsty. Sermons were usually long and delivered with a great deal of emotion! In front 
of the pulpit was the altar table, which held the offering plates and lovely bouquets of 
freshly picked flowers or greenery brought by a church member/members. Church 
members were expected to give a tenth (their tithe) of whatever they earned to the Lord 
(church). The front pew was called "the mourners bench." It was there that "sinners" 
would come to be “prayed over," or a family member could ask for prayer for a loved one 
who was not a Christian or who had unresolved problems. Emotional sorrow was often 
displayed at this "mourner's bench." At the end of the sermon, the doors of the church 
were opened to receive members into the church by letter or by profession of faith. 
Many stanzas of the closing hymn might be sung - "calling the sinner to come home!"

The Lord's Supper rite was observed every few months. It was served only to members 
of the Baptist faith by the pastor and the deacons. Small pieces of unleavened bread, and 
a sip of grape juice (or wine) in a common cup were served by the minister to the 
deacons. (The bread was symbolic of Christ's broken body and the juice symbolized 
Christ’s blood that was shed on the cross for mankind.) The deacons would then pass the 
bread and juice to the other Baptist Christians in the congregation. This solemn 
ceremony was often followed by "Foot Washing," an emotional rite of humility and 
forgiveness. No member was to feel that he was better than another. For members who 
were not in accord with each other and wanted forgiveness, washing the other's feet was 
their way of showing remorse and a way of silently saying, "I'm sorry!" or "I forgive 
you!" This humble act could resolve "ill feelings" better than words.

During the warm months of the year, the women would bring baskets laden with food for 
"dinner on the grounds." Long wooden tables, set up in the side yard of the church, were 
always part of the rural church scene. On a Sunday, these cloth-bedecked tables would 
hold many delicious dishes of food for all to eat. Probably, "a bit of competition" as to 
who made the best pound cake, fried the best chicken or baked the most delicious sweet 
potato pie existed among the ladies.

After dinner, there was often a Sunday afternoon singin'. Favorite hymns would be sung 
until it was time to go home to feed the livestock and milk the cows. Families were slow 
to leave the church grounds, lingering to have one last word with a friend whom they 
might not see for another month.

Near "lay-by time," in late July or August, when the crops no longer needed much care, 
a church would have its annual summer revival. The preacher, and possibly a visiting 
evangelist, would come for a week or two, staying with different church members. 
Every morning and evening, there would be a preaching service. This was truly a time
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of rejoicing and a revival of spirits. The ladies took turns in bringing fresh flowers for 
the altar table and in preparing delicious meals for the preachers and the song leader. 
Perhaps Tabitha and the children attended the services at William's nearby churches. 
Ollie, who played the piano well, possibly played for some of the services. Sometimes a 
brush arbor was made beside the church building for the revival meetings. The arbor, 
composed of cut leaf-filled tree boughs, was a make-shift, open shelter where breezes 
stirred and gave comfort to the worshippers who sat in the late summer's heat. Hearing 
the night sounds of summer insects must have made the children sleepy (some of the 
adults, too) as they tried to stay awake through the long services. Since William (Billy) 
was a popular evangelist of the area, he was probably absent from his family home 
during most of July and August.

On the 1880 U.S. Census of Dawson County, Georgia, the William J. Hyde family was 
listed in District 478 of Dawsonville, Georgia. By this time, William (Billy) was 
thirty-five, Tabitha was thirty-seven, Ollie was eleven, Sebum Mabry was eighteen, 
Mary C. was nine, Martha A. (Mattie) was four and Oscar was two.^7 The 1890 U.S. 
Census was destroyed by fire, making that decade's information unavailable.

William, a long time advocate for quality education, was one of the founders in the 
1890s of the Hightower Baptist Institute in Gumming, G e o r g i a . A t  that time, there 
was not a licensed school in Forsyth County. Desiring more for their children, the 
founders of this institute designed elementary and secondary programs to educate 
Christian young people. A normal program (teacher education), a music school and a 
business course were offered for high school graduates. "The aim of the college is to 
provide thorough intellectual training under best moral influences and physical 
conditions" is quoted from one of the early catalogues. The institute was located in the old 
Piedmont College buildings in Cumming, Georgia. (That particular Piedmont College was 
actually a private high school - not to be confused with Piedmont College in Demorest, 
Georgia, founded in 1897.) The Hightower Bible Institute curriculum included: 
Advanced Studies in Greek, Latin, English, Math, Foreign Languages, the Sciences, 
History, Geography, Philosophy, Music and Art. All students were required to do daily 
calisthenics and to attend chapel exercises. Great care was given to the training of the 
primary grade pupils so that these children would be prepared for advanced studies as 
they progressed in school. A boarding school was available as well as a day school for 
local pupils. From the description in the institute's catalogue, this was a well planned, 
academic school. The Rev. William (Billy) J. Hyde was on the Executive Board in 1892- 
1893 and was on the Board of Trustees in 1894-95. His school-aged children - Mattie, 
Oscar, Homer and Edgar - were enrolled in this institution. Local students paid a 
monthly matriculation fee of $1.50. Boarding students paid $5.00 a month.

Mattie must have excelled. At the first annual commencement. May 14-19, 1893, she 
was one of the eleven students who participated in the "contest Declamation for the 
President's Medal." Her subject was "The Rum Maniac." (Does this suggest that there 
was a strong temperance movement there?) In the literary societies, Mattie held an 
office, as secretary of the Nonpareil.®®

In the 1893 listing of the 184 students were Mattie D. Hyde (freshman), Edgar (this 
writer's grandfather), Oscar and Homer Hyde. Flora and Florence Sheffield were

5'  ̂Soundex of 1880 U.S. Census of District 478. Dawsonville. Ga.. Soundex Code H 300, 
Vol. 7, Enumeration District 42; p. 13, Line #22.

Bagley; op. cit., p. 340.
Ibid., op. cit., p. 335.
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enrolled in the preparatory department. (Florence was this writer's grandmother.) In 
1894-95, the relatives listed above were still enrolled. The number of students had 
increased to 207. Edgar, in 1894-95, was listed in the sixth grade; and in the 
preparatory department were Flora and Florence Sheffield of Gumming, Georgia. By 
1897-98, Edgar had advanced to the seventh grade in the high school department. Mattie 
continued to hold offices in the literary group. The Sheffield girls were no longer 
students. Was this about the time that their father, Benjamin Sheffield, moved to 
Doraville, Georgia? A new student, Bertha Redd, had enrolled and was a piano student. 
She would later marry Homer Hyde; Florence Sheffield would eventually marry Edaar 
Hyde. Significant changes in higher standards for academic learning appeared in the 
1897-98 catalogue. The tuition had increased to $2.50 a month for Senior Institute 
Course work; the primary grades were $1.00 to $1.50 a month and the middle grades 
were $2.00 a month. Music students paid $4.00 a month. Boarding students lived in 
private homes, paying up to $9.00 a month, plus $1.00 a month for laundry. New 
buildings had been added and a plea was made for 5000 additional books for the library. 
The goal for enrollment was 400 students by the fall of 1898.®° The Hightower Bible 
Institute later became Gumming High School. The writer does not know when this 
transition took place. By 1920, a new Gumming High School building had been built; it 
burned in 1930 but was rebuilt.

William's life was filled with lofty goals and unselfish service to mankind. He and 
Tabitha raised fine children who were God-fearing, good citizens of their communities. 
As adults, Mattie became a teacher; Mary married and became a homemaker; Oscar 
served as Mayor of Ghamblee, Georgia for a term and worked for the railroad; Homer 
owned a feed and seed store in Marietta; Edaar was a successful business man. After Ollie 
graduated from high school, she moved to Birmingham, Alabama. Homer Hyde's daughter 
Lillian told this writer that for many years, Ollie, who was an accomplished pianist, 
played the piano between shows at a Birmingham theater.®''

After a long illness, 56 year old William [Billy] Hyde died in Gumming, Georgia and was 
buried in the cemetery at Goncord Baptist Ghurch, where he had served for many years. 
This obituary appeared in the Ghristian Index on September 20, 1900:

Hyde - Our little village is in grief over the death of our much esteemed 
brother, [the] Rev. William J. Hyde, which occurred on Sunday, 2nd last, at 
his home in Gumming. His remains were interred at Goncord Cemetery, ten 
miles north of Gumming, Prof. Callaway and Rev. George L. Barnwell officiating. 
A large congregation attended the services. His sickness was of several month's 
duration. At intervals he was able to ride out and take exercise. Only a few days 
before his death, the Rev. Thaddeus Pickett called on him and they joined in 
prayer together to God for His goodness and mercy, and rejoiced in the hope of His 
glory. Bro. Hyde was ordained to preach nearly thirty years ago [1873], and 
spent the first twenty years of his ministry in Dawson County, and the latter 
part [seven years] in Forsyth County. He served Concord Church [Forsyth Co.] 
several years, part of the time in connection with Rev. A. Webb. Also 
Dawsonville, and about fifteen other churches throughout this section, including 
Gumming, Union Hill, Liberty and others. In the outset, he had many ups and 
downs, and was often beset by trials and difficulties, which would have overcome 
one with less courage. Being poor and coming of poor parents, he had to weed his 
row alone. But he had the courage of his convictions and was a plain, earnest.

®0 Ibid., pp. 322-377.
®'* As told to this writer on May 2, 1999 by Lillian Hyde who lived in Marietta. She often 

heard from one of Ollie's descendants, Ralph Barcllff, Jr., of Miami, Florida.
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zealous, God-fearing man, never failing to declare the whole counsel of God. He 
was an earnest advocate of temperance, and sometimes he stood almost alone,
"with no one to pity," on this line. He was a warm advocate of missions and the 
Sabbath-school and was president of the Hightower Association for several years. 
He served as editor and proprietor of the North Georgia Baptist one year 
[1899], and wrote several good articles for that paper. He was hospitable and 
kind to all and was a model as a parent, practicing at home all he preached abroad. 
He was not an educated man in the strict sense of the word; his schooling was in 
the common schools, but he had that practical knowledge of men, which 
sometimes beats a college education. He always seemed to have great faith in 
prayer, and earnestly besought God for His mercy and blessings to men. His 
compensation for preaching was meager, hence he had quite a hard time 
financially speaking, but he seemed to rejoice that he was counted worthy to bear 
the cross of Christ.

Servant of God, well done.
Rest from thy loved employ;

The battle fought, the victory won.
Enter thy Master's joy.

The pains of death are past.
Labor and sorrow cease.

And life's long warfare closed at last.
His soul is found in peace.

J.S. Williams62

(Note: On a lovely Sunday afternoon. May 23, 1999, this writer, her husband Kenneth, 
their daughter Melanie, and granddaughter Maria drove to Gumming, Georgia to search 
for the grave of Fran's Great-grandfather Hyde. First, they located the small, white- 
wooden framed Corinth Baptist Church - near Cumming, Georgia, where he served in 
1892. About ten miles north of Cumming, on Dawsonville Highway #9 (near Silver 
City), they turned left onto (paved) Bannister Road, and found Concord Baptist Church 
and cemetery. Members of the church were gathering for choir practice and Training 
Union. They kindly answered this writer's questions and showed her a History of 
Concord Baptist Church, written by Louise Walls. The book was not available for sale on 
that afternoon. One of the gentlemen made a copy of a page, which told about the Rev. 
William J. Hyde. Most of the article was copied from William's obituary, which 
appeared in the Christian Index in 1900. Information about former pastors was in one 
section of the book. This was what was written about the Rev. William J. Hyde on page 
1 2 0 :

Rev. William J. Hyde 1878-86; 1887-1889; 1895-1898
[The] Rev. W. J. Hyde was the second pastor of Concord Church following [the] 
Rev. Alfred Webb [the church was founded in 1837 and Rev. Webb 
was its pastor for 41 years]. Records show that he [Hyde] was a minister in 
Hightower Association from 1873-1896. During [the] Rev. Hyde's pastorate 
at Concord, 78 people were baptized . [The rest of the article was copied 
verbatim from the obituary that was printed in the Christian Index on 
September 20, 1900.] Bro. Hyde was ordained to preach in 1873. The article 
ended: [the] Rev. Hyde died at his home in Cumming on September 2, 1900. His 
body was interred in Concord cemetery. Professor Calloway and [the] Rev. 
George L. Barnwell officiated.

Chri?ti9n Ip<;j9x. op. cit., 1900 Obit.
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(Note: Louise Walls gave credit to the Christian Index, September 20, 1900, for her 
information on the Rev. William J. Hyde.)

While this author and her husband were conversing with members of the church, 
Melanie and Maria went Into the cemetery and found the site of the Rev. William (Billy) 
J. Hyde's grave. It stood alone - none of his family was buried with him. On the tall, 
tapering, four-sided obelisk tombstone was engraved;

Rev. Wm. J. Hyde 
Servant of God 

“In my Father's house are many mansions"
(A Masonic emblem was on the monument)

(The letters of the lower inscription were worn away and only a few of the words were 
legible. It was after the writer got home that she realized that it was the poem written at 
the end of his obituary in the Christian Index.)

(Written by this writer in first person.) As I stood by the Rev. William James 
Hyde's grave, a sense of aura engulfed me. Touching the smooth obelisk, I thought about 
this ancestor of long ago whom I never met or personally knew. Love poured from my 
heart to his spirit. Grandpa Hyde was an honorable, good man who loved his God and his 
family; he served them well while he was on this earth. William (Billy) James Hyde, it 
is with respectful, loving pride that I call you my Great-grandpa Hyde!
(Note: A list of William and Tabitha Hyde's children will be given at the end of the 
chapter on Tabitha.)

Ttie Famiiv of Wiiilam James and iVlaraaret E. Burson Hvde^s
(Third Hyde Generation)

3. Husband: William James Hyde; b. 6-23-1844; 1st m. 8-25-1863; d. 9-2-1900
1st Wife: Margaret E. Burson; born: (?); died: c.1869.
Children: 1 daughter

4. Ollie Hyde; born: 1869; married: (?); deceased: (?).
Husband: (?) Adams
Children: 1 daughter. 1 son (no Information^

5. Ollie Adams; b. 12-10-1897; m. 6-12-(?); d. (?).
Husband: Ralph Pattilo Barclift, Sr.; b. 12-27-1897; d. 1928.
Children; 1 son

6. Ralph Pattilo Barclift, Jr.; b. 12-27-1919.
1st m. 7-3-1943 to Constance Crory; b. 6-30-1922.
Children: 2 daughters. 1 son

7. Sharon Elizabeth Barclift; b. 6-6-1944.
1st m. 2-7-1964 to Wm. Fritz Bacon; b. 5-30-1939.
Children: 1 son

8. Steven Walter Bacon Klepfer; b. 11-28-1964, 
(adopted by step-father).

2nd m. 5-3-1969 to Thomas Matthew Klepfer;
b. 8-4-1942.

7. John Ralph Barclift; b. 5-11-1948.
7. Rena Louise Barclift; b. 2-28-1956.

2nd m. 4-20-1968 to Barbara Stenstrom; b. 10-8-1924.

Harty L. Hyde, op. cit., pp. 4, 30, 31.
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Tabitha Ann Anderson Mabry Hyde
( 1842 -1921)

*The year that Tabitha Ann Anderson was born, 1842, Charles Dickens, English author, 
was publishing his works. American physician, Crawford W. Long, first used ether as a 
surgical anesthesia.*

Tabitha Ann Anderson®'^ was born on January 18, 1842 to Delila and William Anderson 
in North Georgia, probably in Dawson County, Georgia. Tabitha was the first child of 
this couple. According to the 1860 U.S. Census of Dawson County, Ga., William Anderson 
was a farmer and had been born in South Carolina. His wife, Delila, kept house and was 
born in Georgia. Neither one could read or write. Other information on the census: 
William was 38 years old and his real estate was valued at $3200.00; his personal 
property was valued at $8000.00. His wife Delila was 35. They lived in the Shoal 
Creek District of Dawson County, Georgia. Their children were: Tabitha (18), Arrienda 
(17), Amanda (15), Mary Jane (12), Eliza (9), Zealy Caroline (7), William J. (2) 
and James Robert (2 mo.) Education must have been important to this family because 
all of the children who were 7 or older attended school.®® Later, three more children 
joined these siblings. They were Liza, Jordon and Jack Andrew.

Shortly after this census was taken, Tabitha married Asa M. Mabry on November 22, 
1860. During the War Between the States (1861-1865), Asa joined the Confederate 
Army and went off to fight for the South. A baby boy. Sebum, was born to the young 
couple in 1862. Sadly, Asa was slain on a battlefield and was never to return home to 
his wife and child.

William Anderson, Tabitha's father, died on April 15, 1868 when he was only 46 years 
old. He was buried at Bethel Baptist Church Cemetery in Dawson County, Georgia.®® 
This writer does not know the cause of William's death. He left a large farm for his wife 
and children to maintain. Delila and William had nine children, mostly girls. The oldest 
son was only ten; the youngest child was barely a month old. What a heavy load of 
responsibility fell on this young widow's shoulders!

On the 1870 U.S. Census of Dawson County, Georgia, Delila Anderson was listed as head of 
the household. William had been dead for two years. Tabitha and Arrienda had married 
and were no longer living at home. Ten years had taken a toll on the family. Their assets 
had diminished sharply. Delila's real estate was valued at $800.00 and her personal 
property was valued at $250.00.®^ This writer wonders what part the War Between the 
States played in this devaluation of assets? Widowed Delila was forced to be courageous 
and hard working. Her mother and father lived nearby; perhaps they and her siblings 
helped her.

®4 In this writer's Wedding Book (1951) her mother, Catherine H. Jameson, helped her 
fill in the 'Family Tree" page. Catherine gave the name Tabitha Ann Anderson as her 

Grandma Hyde's maiden name.
®5 Index to the 1860 U.S. Census of Dawson Countv. Ga.. Shoal Creek District, Dawsonville, 

Ga., pp. 13-14.
®® From a Family Group Sheet, source: Charles Burt, Dawsonville, Ga. - a descendant of 

James and Jane Vaughter, parents of Delila Vaughter Anderson.
®^ 1870 U.S. Census of Dawson Countv. Shoals Creek District. Dawsonville. Ga.. p. 542.
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Tabitha Mabry, on the 1870 U.S. Census of Dawson County, Georgia, was listed as head of 
her household, age 27, and keeping house. Young Sebum was nine years old.®® She and 
her young son were living in the same house as her mother, in dwelling #31. (This 
writer received a family file from Charles Burt, a Vaughter descendant, with names and 
birth dates of Delila's children. Some of them do not correspond with the census records. 
But since the sender had names, birth dates, marriage and death dates, and since he lives 
in the same district as they, this writer is assuming that he must have had access to a 
family Bible or other personal papers. Therefore, she will use Burt's information.)

Tabitha and William J. (Billy) Hyde were married on July 4, 1870. She was a widow 
and he was a widower; each had a child from another marriage. In the Dawson County 
Marriage Book appears this statement: “This is to certify that I have this day joined 
William J. Hyde and Tabitha Mabry in the Holy Spirit of Matrimony, this July the 4th,
1870. D.J. Burt, M.G. (Minister of God)."®^

Later in July 1870, the census taker arrived at William Hyde's home in Black's District 
of Dawson County, Dawsonville, Georgia. Tabitha and Sebum were counted a second time; 
but this time she was listed as Tabitha Hyde. William Hyde was listed as a farmer, born 
in South Carolina, and was 26 years old. His real estate was valued at $160.00 and his 
personal property was valued at $200.00. Tabitha was 27, born in Georgia, and was 
keeping house. The children were Ollia (2) (the census taker misspelled Ollie's name) 
and Sebum Mabry (9)7^ Little Sebum and Ollie now had a whole family unit! Soon 
other children would join them in this family. Born to Tabitha and William were Mary 
C. (1871), Martha A. (Mattie) (1875), Oscar (1878), Homer Looper (1880), and 
Powell Edgar (1884).^'' (Ed was this writer's maternal grandfather.)

In 1873, three years after Tabitha and Billy were married, he was ordained to be a 
Baptist minister. For the rest of their married life, he was an active minister of 
Dawson and Forsyth Counties, serving many c h u r c h e s . ^ 2  He was a founder of the 
Hightower Baptist Institute in Cumming, Georgia (1893); served on its Executive Board 
and was a trustee of the institute. Their children, Mattie, Oscar, Homer, and were 
enrolled in this fine academic s c h o o l .

Tabitha must have inherited some of her strength and ability from her mother, Delila. 
Billy was a good husband and father, but his "calling" required much of his time. Most of 
the child rearing fell on Tabitha's shoulders. As a circuit-rider preacher, Billy's 
weekends were spent in his church fields. The churches that were closest to his home 
were probably the ones that his family attended. Billy was an advocate of church 
training, so his own children certainly attended some Sabbath school on Sunday 
mornings. Being a popular evangelist, Billy traveled by horseback all over north 
Georgia leading re v i v a l s .C h u r c h  members expect much from a minister's wife. 
Tabitha had her "work cut out for her!" Surely she admired her husband's abilities. He 
was a leader in church, school, community and surrounding areas. As a minister, Billy 
officiated at weddings and funerals. In 1892, he performed the marriage ceremony for 
Benjamin T. and Emma Robbs Sheffield, this writer's great-grandfather.

Ibid.
Dawson Countv Marriage Book, op. cit., p. 237.
U.S. C9n?Mg. Block's. District, op. cit., p. 573.
H.L. Hyde, op. cit., p. 5.
Obit., op. cit.
Bagley, op. cit., pp. 325-377.
As told to this writer by her great-uncle, Herman Sheffield.
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At the age of 56, Billy became III and suffered for several months. "At intervals he was 
able to ride out and take some exercises."^® Tabitha, faithfully, cared for him; but, on 
September 2, 1900, he died at home. Billy lived long enough to see Ollie, his first child 
by his first marriage, marry a Mr. Adams, sometime before 1897. Then Mary, his and 
Tabitha's first child, married James Annis Ingram on October 11, 1889.^® The rest of 
the children were still at home; although, by this time, Mattie was teaching school. £d 
(this writer's grandfather) was only sixteen years old.

Officiating at William's funeral were good friends, Professor Calloway and the Rev. 
George L. Barnwell. Billy was laid to rest at Concord Baptist Church cemetery, ten miles 
north of Cumming, Georgia. This was the church that he had served for the longest 
period of time in his ministry.

Tabitha was once again a widow. During the next few years many changes took place in 
Tabitha's family. Oscar married Mattie Mashburn on August 28, 1904. Homer married 
Bertha Redd on June 7, 1905 and married Benjamin Sheffield's daughter, Florence 
Sheffield on August 2, 1905. Mattie later mamed Sherod E. Buise.^^

Being the youngest child in the family, Ed felt a grave responsibility^ to care for his 
widowed mother. When Tabitha's health began to fail, Ed and Florence, who by now were 
married and had children, brought Tabitha to live in their home. (Lillian Hyde told this 
writer that her father and mother, Homer and Bertha, tried to get "Grandma" to come and 
live with them; so did Mattie and Oscar; but Tabitha preferred to live with Ed. She loved 
his children and missed them when she was away from them.)^® This writer does not 
know the actual date that Tabitha came to reside with Ed and Florence. Lillian said, 
"Grandma lived with Uncle Ed in Ocee, Clayton County and Chamblee."^^ Tabitha lived 
with Ed's family until her death in 1921.

When this writer's mother, Catherine Hyde, was a child, she often visited this beloved 
grandma. To her own children, Catherine told this tale from her childhood: "Grandma 
Hyde dipped snuff, which was fairly common for women to do in that era. As a little girl,
I was fascinated as I watched Grandma "dip and spit." Pleading with her, I begged to have 
snuff placed under my bottom lip so I could "dip and spit," too. Laughing, Grandma 
thought of a way to humor me. After cleaning an empty snuff can, she filled it with a 
mixture of powdered cocoa and sugar. With a spark in her eyes. Grandma handed this can 
and a "snuff brush," made from a black gum tree twig, to me. Now I had my own 
concoction of "pretend snuff." Whenever I saw Grandma sitting by the fire partaking of 
her snuff, I would run to the shelf and grab my "pretend snuff" can. I would scramble 
into the chair beside Grandma; there I would carefully open my can. With the black gum 
brush, I would mimic Grandma by packing the cocoa mix behind my bottom lip. My snuff 
mixture tasted too good to "spit." Most of the time, I was content to swallow the syrupy 
mix. However, "doing as Grandma did," I would occasionally lift the can from under my 
chair and carefully spit the sweet, brown liquid into it." Catherine would finish her 
story to her children by saying, "Grandma would laugh when I did this."

Another tale Catherine told her children was about a discomforting malady of Tabitha's. 
This problem was a common one that plagued some of her descendants. After consuming a

Obit., op. cit.
H.L. Hyde, op. cit., p. 5.

77 ibid.
7® Lillian Hyde, in May 1999, told this story to F.J.C. 
79 Ibid.
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good, hearty supper, Grandma and Catherine would sit by the fire on a winter's eve. 
Watching the dancing flames that eventually died down and turned into red embers, the 
little girl would lay her head on her grandmother's lap. She could hear the rumbling 
sounds in her grandma's stomach. Grandma would shift her legs, and then there would be 
a tiny sound as the old woman expelled gas. Jerking her head from her grandma's lap, 
Catherine would, laughingly, peer into the wrinkled face of the old woman. (Why does 
this uncomfortable condition always provoke laughter?) Patting the little girl. Grandma 
would say, "T'warn't me! H'it t'war Pinkney!" Chuckling together in camaraderie, the 
two would continue to sit in silence by the warm hearth in the dark, shadow-bedecked 
room.®o

(Through the years similar scenes have taken place in Hyde descendants' homes. 
Pinkney still exists! "T'warn't me! H’it t'war Pinkney!" words have wittingly been 
repeated by a beloved adult to giggling, little children.)

Yet another tale was told about Grandma Hyde to this writer. Lillian Hyde said that 
Grandma Hyde smoked a corn cob pipe. Lillian remembers seeing her smoke it. Back in 
Tabitha's day, some women did smoke pipes. Can you imagine the preacher's wife 
smoking? Grandma Hyde must have been a maverick.

Catherine also told her children about some customs practiced in the days of her Grandma 
Hyde. These customs carried over into this writer's childhood days, two generations 
later. Catherine would go with her Grandma Hyde to the woods to find a black gum tree to 
cut green twigs from its branches. Splitting the ends of the twigs with a knife, they 
were transformed into snuff dipping brushes. Another custom was to make brooms out of 
limber tree or brush saplings. Bunching a few limbs together, a strong cord or vine 
would be tightly wound around the top half of the limbs to form a handle for the broom. 
These brooms were used to sweep dusty porches and sandy yards. Few people had grass 
lawns. Most had cleared areas around their houses, void of undergrowth and weeds. In 
some yards, there were beds of flowers that were encircled with stacked rocks. Shrubs 
might be planted at intervals and sometimes a climbing plant, such as Southern Smilax, 
Carolina Jasmine, or a running rose, would grow on a trellis at the end of a house to give 
shade to the porch. Since chickens usually roamed freely, their droppings were swept 
up with the brush brooms. All "self-respecting" people swept their yards routinely. 
(This writer's siblings and she went to the woods with their Aunt Flora to find black gum 
twigs for Flora's "snuff-dipping." The writer's family swept their yards with brush 
brooms.) Late in autumn, sedge brush that had dried in the fields to lovely hues of 
reddish-brown or brownish-orange were cut, bunched together and tied with strong 
cord or vines, to form small brush brooms. These were used in the house to sweep up 
scattered ashes on the fireplace hearth or crumbs from the kitchen floor. (This writer's 
father, Ernest Jameson, made her a sedge brush broom in the 1960s and it sits on her 
raised, fireplace hearth in her den today.)

Yes, these customs were still practiced during the youth of this writer. Every Saturday 
afternoon, she and her siblings would clear their yard of any leaves or twigs. Lovely, 
streaked lines would be left by the brooms on the bare, sandy expanse in their back
yard. None of them wanted to disturb this artistry with their footprints. Having a clean 
yard on Saturday afternoon was just as important as having the house cleaned, dusted, 
and mopped on the inside. (Grass was planted in the front yard.) On Saturday, bouquets 
of fresh flowers or greenery were placed on tables in the house; baking was done; clothes 
were pressed; shoes were polished; hair was shampooed and set; baths were taken;

Catherine Hyde Jameson told these to this writer long ago.
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Sunday school lessons were read from Southern Baptist Quarterlies, all, in preparation 
for Sunday.

Sunday was observed as a day of rest. Few people did manual labor on Sunday, except the 
farmer and emergency crews. However, the women were allowed to prepare a delicious 
"Sunday Dinner’ for the family. This was the only time the word "dinner" was used for a 
meal at noon! It was usually the heaviest and best meal of the week and it was often the 
meal that "company" was invited to partake with the family. Sundays were spent 
attending church, eating a large mid-day meal, resting, reading, and visiting with 
friends and relatives. No "church goin' Baptist" dared to go to a movie on Sunday. Just 
as drinking alcoholic beverages, playing cards and going to dance halls or "roadhouses" 
were considered sinful acts, so was Sunday "picture-show" goin'! This writer was often 
told, "Remember the Sabbath day to keep it holy!" Even her children can recall that 
Saturday was the preparation day for Sunday and, usually, Sunday was a day of rest. 
Today, these customs are either obsolete or they are fast disappearing.

This writer's mother, Catherine, enjoyed talking about her grandma, but a pained 
expression would come to her face when she recalled Grandma Hyde's latter days. As 
Grandma's health waned, so did her mind. At this point, Tabitha needed constant 
supervision. Florence was busily engaged in rearing young children, including Harold 
who had been left handicapped from infantile paralysis. She also cooked three meals a 
day for the farm and dairy hands; some of these hands were boarders. Florence had to 
have help to carry out her duties. Her eldest child, Catherine, was chosen to watch after 
her grandma. She often fed, bathed and dressed Grandma Hyde. Catherine heard the dear 
old soul cry for her first love, Asa, and for her young son, Sebum, who died in his youth. 
Sleeping in the same room as Grandma Hyde, Catherine recalled that there were many 
nights when she would awaken to find Grandma trying to climb out of a window that was 
high off the ground. Running to her, Catherine would tightly grasp the tail of her 
grandma's gown and frantically yell for her papa. He always got there in time to help 
guide Grandma back to her bed.

Those tormented days finally came to an end for 79 year-old Tabitha. On June 7, 1921, 
she died. At long last, she could rest in peace. Perhaps she was reunited with Asa, 
Sebum and Billy. Tabitha Anderson Mabry Hyde was buried in the Hyde plot at Chamblee 
Baptist Church Cemetery. On her tombstone is inscribed:

"Thy Will Be Done- 
Mother

Tabitha, wife of Rev. W.J. Hyde 
January 18, 1842 - June 7, 1921 

"Gone But Not Forgotten"

In the writer's possession is a small, metal, rounded-lid trunk that belonged to Tabitha 
and William Hyde. She inherited this little trunk from her mother. Catherine recalled 
it being stored in the attic at her grandma's house. It now graces Fran's den, beside the 
sofa. The leather straps have rotted and, during the "decoupage era of the 1950s," it was 
painted flat black with decoupage red trim. (Alas!) However, the inside of the trunk is 
in its original state. On the inside lid there is a scene of a winter's day at a manor house. 
On the snow-covered road, a man leads a horse-drawn wagon in which a woman and child 
(warmly wrapped with blankets) are seated. It appears that they have just arrived at 
the estate. In the background, the rail fence is laden with snow and the boughs of the 
trees are void of leaves. Birds are flying in the cold, cloud-filled sky. If this little 
trunk could speak, it would tell of its history and of the precious and the "not so 
precious" contents that it has held through the years. Were "Sunday-go-to-meetin'
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clothes" packed in it for the circuit rider preacher on a weei<end or for the weeks when 
he would be away from home for revival meetings? Possibly! Today, it holds this 
writer’s family's treasured mementos - school papers, artwork, letters, books, 
programs, her last doll, etc. Each family member has a marked bag filled with relics 
from his/her past stored in the trunk's interior. For a century and a quarter (maybe 
more), this prized, little trunk has served her forebears, and now it serves as her own 
immediate family's "memories reservoir."

(Written by this writer in first person.) Prior to Mother and Daddy's move to 
the nursing home in 1971, my sister Gerry and I were clearing out our childhood home, 
preparing it to become rental property. We started with the attic where Mother, who 
could never throw anything away, stored her rarely used possessions. A conveniently 
parked truck was parked below the attic windows where we could toss out items of "no 
use" into its bed. When one is weary, one sometimes acts before one thinks. The saying, 
"One man's junk may be another's treasure" certainly was true in this instance. We 
emptied a cedar chest that was filled with old, ragged, faded quilts and counterpanes. Out 
they were tossed into the truck. A few days later, Mother asked us if we had seen a white 
counterpane in a cedar chest. With furrowed brows, we said, "There was a faded, 
yellowed one among some ragged quilts, which we threw into the bed of the truck." This 
lot of "throw aways" had been hauled off and disposed of in L.V.'s neighborhood. (L.V. 
worked for Hugh and Gerry.) It was then that Mother told us that we had thrown away a 
family heirloom. Grandma Hyde (Tabitha) had planted the cotton, picked it, carded it, 
spun it into thread, and had woven it into a counterpane! Unaware of its historical value, 
we had tossed a treasure away! I still have deep pangs of regret when I think of the fate 
of Grandma Hyde's hand-made counterpane.

Tiie Famiiv of Wiiliam James and Tabitha A.M. HvdeŜ
(Third Hyde Generation)

3. Husband: (The Rev.) William James Hvde: b. 6-23-1844 in S.C., twice married;
d. 9-2-1900; buried: Concord Baptist Church Cemetery, Cumming, Ga. 

1st marriage: 8-25-1863.
1st wife: Margaret Burson Hyde (information on 1st family sheet of William's).

William's parents: Stephen and Racheal Hvde of Dawson County, Georgia.
2nd marriage: 7-4-1870.
2nd wife: Tabitha Anderson Mabrv Hvde: b. 1-18-1842 in Ga.; twice married;

d. 6-7-1921; buried: Chamblee Bapt. Church Cem., Chamblee, Ga. 
Tabitha's 1st marriage: 11-22-1860 at Dawsonville, Ga., Dawson Co.
Tabitha's 1st husband: Asa M. Mabry; born: (?); died on a Civil war battlefield; b. (?). 
Children from this marriage: 1 son

Sebum Mabry; born 1862 in Ga.; d. between 1880 and 1890;82 buried: (?) 
Tabitha's parents: William and Delila Anderson. Dawson Co., Dawsonville, Ga.

2nd marriage: 7-4-1870 to William James Hyde in Dawsonville, Ga. (above)
Children from 2nd marriage: 3 sons. 2 daughters

4. Mary Catherine Hyde; b. 6-27-1871 in Ga.; m. 10-11-1889; 
d. 6-10-1929.

Husband: James Annis Ingram; b. 11-24-1871; d. 1-12-1955.
Children: 7 sons. 1 daughter

5. Reginald L. Ingram; b. 10-21-1890; m. 8-28-1910;

Harry L. Hyde, op. cit., pp. 4 - 29.
The last census that Sebum Mabry appeared on was the 1880 one when he was eighteen 
years old. He died young. Cause of death is not known by this writer.
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d. 10-23-1970.
Wife: Mary Lillian Cowart; b. 12-9-1892; d. 6-15-1965.
Chlldrgn; 4 ?pn$. 1 daughter

6. Reginald Glenn Ingram 6. Mary Louise Ingram
6. J.H. Ingram 6. Samuel Leon Ingram 6. Rodney Earl Ingram.

5. Raymond Ingram; b. 7-10-1893; d. 7-24-1944; (never married).
5. Homer Ingram; b. 7-3-1889; d. 9-19-1901.
5. Margaret Ingram; b. 8-5-1901; d. 2-14-1902.
5. Ernest Willie Ingram; b. 5-5-1903; m. 11-1-1925.
Wife: Minnie Grace Goddard; b. 8-27-1908.
Qhildrgn; .1 §<?n. 1 daughtsr

6. John Annis Ingram; b. 3-10-1927; m. 6-28-1959.
Wife: Patsy Jo Porter; b. 6-1-1931.
Children: 2 sons

7. John Porter Ingram; b. 4-21-1964.
7. Joseph Patrick Ingram; b. 2-3-1971.

6. Nancy Ernestine Ingram; b. 8-26-1939; m. 9-5-1959. 
Husband: Larry Arthur Barnes; b. 4-2-1937.
Children: 1 son . 1 daughter

7. Larry Annis Barnes; b. 3-4-1961.
7. Joy Natalie Barnes; b. 12-12-1965.

5. Robert Benjamin Ingram; b. 3-12-1906; d. 4-22-1967.
1st Wife: Mabel Elbright; b. (?); m. 4-1-1926; d. (?).
2nd Wife: Ruby Catherine Paris; b. 9-9-1905; m. 3-12-1941.
5. Horace Alton Ingram; b. 7-12-1909; d. 12-12-1965;

(never married).
5. James Harold Ingram; b. 5-13-1912; d. 7-13-1912.

4. Martha D. (Mattie) Hyde; b. 11-7-1875 in Ga.; m. (?); d. 4-9-1922. 
Husband: Sherod E. Buise; b. 1-15-1857; d. 8-25-1931.
Children: 1 son

5. A son - born and died on 4-12-1917.
4. James Oscar Hyde; b. 9-23-1878 in Ga.; m. 8-28-1904; d. 3-24-1951. 
Wife: Mattie Mashburn; b. 11-25-1882; d. 2-24-1971.
Children; 3 ?Qn§. 3 daughters

5. Miriam Louise Hyde; b. 6-1-1905; m. 6-9-1929; d. 2-16-1991. 
Husband: James Neal Bennett; b. 7-1-1905; d. 5-5-1991.
Children: 2 daughters

6. Barbara Louise Bennett; b. 12-14-1931; m. 9-4-1952;
d. 5-24-1986.

Husband: Herbert Lewis Manuel, Sr.; b. 6-21-1928.
Children: 3 daughters. 1 son

7. Ellen Elizabeth Manuel: b. 5-26-1958.
7. Susan Louise Manuel; b. 11-5-1960.
7. James Mark Manuel; b. 5-24-1963.
7. Julianne Manuel; b. 9-21-1966.

6. Martha Ellen Bennett; b. 11-14-1937; m. 8-4-1960. 
Husband: Roy King Hendee, Jr.; b. 6-19-1938.
Children: 2 sons

7. Roy King Hendee, 111: b. 3-26-1965.
7. James Neal Hendee; b. 4-7-1970.

5. Marvin Clay Hyde; b. 3-30-1907; m. 4-14-1929; d. 3-26-1995. 
Wife: Annie Ramath Morris; b. 5-14-1908; d. 10-18-1995.
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Children: 1 daughter
6. Nancy Sue Hyde; b. 3-22-1930; m. 12-3-1949.
Husband: Victor Eugene Manget, Sr.; b. 7-5-1927.
Children: 1 son. 1 daughter

7. Victor Eugene Manget, Jr.; b. 10-15-1951.
7. Jennifer Manget; b. 1-1-1955; m. 2-18-1978. 
Husband: James Harold Hembree, Sr.; b. 10-8-1949. 
ChNdien;. 2 sogs

8. James Harold Hembree, Jr.; b. 2-28-1989.
8. James Elijah Hembree; b. 2-26-1991.

5. Edna Elizabeth Hyde; b. 8-28-1909; m. 9-7-1930; d.
Husband: William Eugene Carroll, Sr.; b. 2-22-1907; d. 3-17-1981. 
Children: 2 sons

6. William Eugene Carroll, Jr.; b. 2-21-1933.
1st Wife: Patricia Ann McConnell; b. 4-12-1933; 

m. 9-12-1950.
Children;- I ..son. 1 daughter

7. John William Carroll; b. 10-30-1952.
7. Patricia Diane Carroll; b. 5-17-1956.

2nd Wife: Janet Carol MacFarlane; b. 4-10-1941; m. 6-5-1969
6. Joseph Mathis Carroll, Sr.; b. 11-1-1934; d. 9-18-1991.
1st Wife: Reba Patricia Potts; b. 4-14-1937; m. 4-18-1956. 
Children: 2 sons

7. Joseph Michael Carroll; b. 2-9-1957.
7. James Stephen Carroll; b. 12-18-1958.

2nd Wife: Vivian Gayle Butler; b. 2-25-1941; m. 11-23-1962. 
Children bv 2nd wife: 1 son. 1 daughter

7. Joseph Mathis Carroll, Jr.; b. 8-6-1963.
7. Sandra Lynn Carroll; b. 10-7-1967.

5. William Oscar Hyde; b. 5-1-1914; m. 5-22-1937; d. Dec. 1989. 
Wife: Lucille Elizabeth Harris; b. 10-30-1917.
Children: 1 son

6. William Clarence Hyde; b. 3-31-1938; m. 2-23-1968.
Wife: Judith Dell Gilleland; b. 10-14-1940.
Children: 1 stepson

7. Johnny Valerio; b. 12-12-1961.
5. Marjorie Anne Hyde; b. 7-29-1917; m. 10-7-1934; 

d. 9-3-1998.
Husband: Robert Franklin Brown, Sr.; b. 8-12-1915; d. 3-9-1994. 
Children: 2 sons. 1 daughter

6. Robert F. Brown, Jr.; b. 9-12-1935; m. 10-26-1958.
Wife: Emiline Sylvia Carter; b. 1-7-1940.
Children: 3 daughters

7. Marjorie Vivian Brown; b. 3-15-1960.
7. Dorothy Elaine Brown; b. 12-6-1961.
7. Sylvia Carter Brown; b. 5-7-1968.

6. (The Rev.) Charles Douglas Brown; b. 3-11-1937;
m. 12-13-1955.

Wife: Beverly Ann Webb; b. 2-12-1937; m. 12-13-1955 
Children: 2 sons. 1 daughter

7. Douglas Glenn Brown; b. 10-6-1956.
7. Laurie Anne Brown; b. 5-30-1959.
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7. Timothy Rand Brown; b. 12-11-1961.
6. Marjorie Gayle Brown; b. 10-10-1947, 1st m. 4-12-1964. 
1st Husband: Gary Smith Burch; b. (?); m. 4-12-1964.
Children: 1 son

7. (Robert) Stephen Burch (Gower); b. 12-11-1965.
Adopted by stepfather, Robert was dropped from name.

2nd Husband: William Howell Gower; b. 10-26-1945.
2nd marriage: 9-20-1968.
Children: 1 daughter

7. Melissa Robin Gower; b. 5-20-1969.
5. Lamar Jackson Hyde, Sr.; b. 3-23-1923; m. 9-4-1942; d. 5-17-1989. 
Wife: Betty Roberts Wallace; b. 2-7-1924, m. 9-4-1942.
Children: 3 sons. 1 daughter

6. Lamar Jackson Hyde, Jr.; b. 7-10-1945; m. 4-27-1968.
Wife: Glenda Beth Rogers; b. 11-6-1944.
Children: 1 daughter

7. Jennifer Kay Hyde; b. 10-2-1968.
6. Carl Dennis Hyde; b. 7-29-1947; m. 9-14-1^69.
Wife: Constance Bernice Smith; b. 8-18-1950.
Children: 1 daughter

7. Amiee Elizabeth Hyde; b. 11-14-1970.
6. Marvin Craig Hyde; b. 11-2-1950; m. 10-24-1970.
Wife: Mary Victoria Spruill; b. 10-17-1951.
6. Anna Catherine Hyde; b. 5-13-1954.

4. Homer Looper Hyde; b. 10-12-1880 in Ga.; m. 6-7-1905; 
d. 1-22-1962.

Wife: Bertha Little Redd; b. 6-30-1881; m. 6-7-1905; d. 9-3-1954. 
Children: 1 daughter. 1 son

5. Lillian Gertrude Hyde; b. 3-27-1906; d. 6-27-2002; (unmarried).
5. Harry Looper Hyde; b. 9-24-1918; d. 12-17-1994; (unmarried).

4. Powell Edgar Hvde: b. 1-20-1884; m. 8-2-1905; d. 9-5-1934.
Wife: Florence Julia Sheffield: b.12-22-1822; m. 8-2-1905; d. 9-11-1953. 
Children: 3 sons. 4 daughters

5. Catherine Florence Hvde
5. William Benjamin Hyde
5. James Harold Hyde
5. Herbert Edgar Hyde
5. Sarah Ethelyn Hyde
5. Nellie Louise Hyde
5. Helen Edith Hyde

(Note: Further information on Powell Edgar and Florence Sheffield Hyde's descendants 
will be given at the end of his/her chapters.)

THE ANDERSON KIN

In search of Hyde genealogy, the information that follows came as the result of this 
author's writing a letter to Concord Baptist Church, Cumming, Georgia for information 
on her family. Charles E. Burt, Sr. of Dawsonville, Ga. read the letter and saw that 
Tabitha's parents were Delila and William Anderson of Dawsonville, Ga. Burt is a
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descendant of James and Jane Vaughter, who were Delila's parents. Mr. Burt sent this 
writer (Fran Cadenhead) the following material:®^

The Family of WIIHam J. and Dellla Vaughter Anderson
(First Known Anderson Generation)

1A. Husband: William J. Anderson: b. 1822 in S.C.; d. 4-15-1868; buried in Bethel 
Baptist Church Cemetery; Dawson County, Georgia.

Wife: Delila Vauahter^V: b. 2-26-1825; d. 1902; buried in Bethel Baptist Church 
Cemetery; Dawson County, Georgia.
Father: James Vauahter^^ Mother: Jane (maiden name unknown)

(No marriage date is given for Delila and William Anderson, but adding a year to their 
oldest child's age, they possibly were married c.1815. This cannot be documented.) 
Children: 6 sons. 8 daughters 

2A. Buck Anderson 
2A. George Anderson
2A. Tabitha Anderson: b. 1-8-1842; twice married; d. 6-7-1921; buried in 

Chamblee Baptist Church Cemetery, Chamblee, Ga.
1st husband: Asa M. Mabry, b. (?); m. 11-22-1860; died on a Civil War 

battlefield.
2nd husband: William James Hvde: b. 6-23-1844; m. 7-4-1870;

d. 9-2-1900; buried in Concord Baptist Church Cemetery, Cumming, Ga. 
2A. Arrienda Anderson; b. 11-18-1843; m. 1-27-1866; d. 3-12-1922;

buried: Sweetwater, Ga.; Dawson Co.
Husband: James Lewis Green; b. (?); m. 1-27-1866; d. (?).
2A. Amanda Elvira Anderson; b. 10-14-1845; d. 6-28-1920; buried in 

Bethel Baptist Church Cemetery, Dawson County, Ga.
2A. Mauda Anderson; b. c.1847.
2A. Mary Jane Anderson; b. 6-6-1848 in Dawson Co., Ga.; m. 10-24- 
1867; d. 1-5-1929; buried in Bethel Bapt. Ch. Cem., Dawson Co., Ga.
Husband: William P. Andrews; b. 5-31-1848; m. 10-24-1867 in Dawson Co., 

Ga.; d. 11-7-1926; buried in Bethel Bapt. Ch. Cem., Dawson, Co., Ga.
2A. Eliza Anderson; b. 12-1-1851; m. 8-20-1871; d. 12-9-1905 

buried in Bethel Bapt. Church Cem., Dawson Co., Ga.
Husband: John W. Hall; b. 5-11-1844; d. 10-25-1914;

buried in Bethel Baptist Church Cemetery.
2A. Zealy Carolina Anderson; b. 8-11-1853; m. 12-23-1869; d. (?).
Husband: James Kelly
2A. William J. Anderson; b. c.1858; m. 10-14-1869; d. (?)
Wife: Martha J. Andrews
2A. James Robert (Jim) Anderson; b. 3-16-1860 in Dawson Co., Ga., 

d. 9-28-1931; buried in Bethel Bapt. Ch. Cem., Dawson Co., Ga.
1st wife: Mamie Nelms; b. 1864; m. (?); d. 4-25-1930;

buried in Bethel Baptist Church Cemetery.
2nd wife: Sarah Frances Burt; b. 8-7-1857, m. 12-6-1877 in Dawson Co.,

Ga.; d. 3-1-1896; buried in Bethel Bapt. Ch. Cem., Dawson Co., Ga.
2A. Liza Anderson; b. 8-4-1863 in Dawson Co., Ga.; d. 5-13-1927.
2A. Jordan Anderson (Uncle Jerd); b. 8-15-1864 in Dawson Co., Ga.; m. (?);

d. 9-17-1942; buried in Bethel Bapt. Ch. Cem., Dawson Co., Ga.
Wife: Elizabeth Kate Kelly; b. 2-18-1858; m. (?); d. 7-27-1925

Prepared by Charles E. Burt, Sr., 743 Goodson Rd., Dawsonville, Ga., 30534, 
tel. 1-706-216-6103. Received in 1999.
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bur. Bethel Baptist Church Cemetery, Dawson County, Ga.
2A. Jack Andrews Anderson; b. 3-19-1868.

In the 1880 Agricultural and Manufacturing Census of Dawson County, Georgia, Delila 
Anderson was listed as owner of a farm. The value of her livestock was $250.00 and the 
value of the farm was $800.00. She had 25 acres of tilled land, including fallow and 
grass, whether pasture or meadow. She also owned 100 acres of woodland. The value of 
all farm productions sold, consumed or on hand for 1879 was $300.00. She owned 2 
milch cows, 2 calves dropped, and 2 others. She made 100 pounds of butter. She owned 
21 swine, and 6 dropped lambs. 3 lambs died of disease. She clipped 13 sheep - 15 
pounds of fleece. She had on hand 11 sheep. She owned 13 poultry, excluding spring 
hatching, and produced 25 dozen eggs in 1879.

Delila and William Anderson had 14 children - Grandma Hyde (Tabitha) was their oldest 
daughter. Charles E. Burt, Sr.'s research goes back another generation to Delila’s 
parents, Jane and James Vaughter. Jane and James had 10 children. Delila was their 
seventh child. Burt records that John (III) and Franky Ward Vawter were the father and 
mother of James Vaughter. The parents of Jane Vaughter, James's wife, were not 
recorded.

By 1880, Delila had been widowed for 12 years and was 59 years old. She lived to be 81 
years old, dying in 1902.

THE VAWTER / VAUQHTER KIN

The Family of John (III) and Frankv Ward Vawter
(First Known VawterA/aughter Generation)

Note: This writer knows nothing about this generation except that James Vaughter 
(below) was their son. Also, note the spelling change of the surname.

The Family of James and Jane Vaughter
(Second Known Vaughter Generation)

2V. Husband: James Vaughter: born in Stokes Co., N.C.; m. (?); d. 5-2-1836 in Ga.
IV. Father: John Vawter. Ill Mother: Frankv Ward 

Wife: Jane (?); b. 3-9-1794; m. (?); d. 1-12-1884; buried in Bethel Baptist 
Church Cemetery, Dawson Co., Ga.

Children: 2 sons. 8 daughters
3V. William J. Vaughter; b. 9-24-1812; d. 9-2-1866.
3V. Hiram S. Vaughter; b. 11-(?)-1814; d. 7-16-1853.
3V. Lucinda Vaughter; b. 5-13-1816 in Franklin Co., Ga.; m. 1-13-1829 in 

Franklin Co., Ga. by JP Asa Payne; d. 5-13-1849 in Lumpkin Co., Ga. 
Husband: Matthew Allen; b. 1807 in S.C.; d. 10-11-1862 in Arkansas.
3V. Elizabeth Vaughter; b. 2-21-1818; m. 12-31-1846; d. (?).
Husband: Robert Stone; m. in Lumpkin, Co., Ga.
3V. Linzy Vaughter; b. 6-28-1821; m. 5-14-1857 in Lumpkin Co., Ga.;

d. 10-1-1866 in Dawson Co., Ga.; both bur. Dawson Co., Ga.
Husband: Kesiah Marinda Hicks; b. 10-24-1835; d. 7-20-1926.
3V. Vincy Vaughter; b. 8-13-1823.
3V. Delila Vauahter: b. 2-26-1825; m. c.1815; d. 1902;

buried: Bethel Baptist Church Cemetery, Dawson Co., Ga.
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1A. Husband; William J. A n d e r s o n ^ A; b, -|822 in S.C.; d. 4-15-1868;
buried Bethel Baptist Church Cemetery, Dawson Co., Ga.

3V. Lydia Malinda Vaughter; b. 4-27-1829; twice m. (?); d. 8-31-1917;
buried in Apple Valley Cemetery, Jackson Co., Ga.

1st husband: Thomas Titsworth Nix; b. 1844 in White Co., Ga.; d. in Civil War. 
2nd husband: Walton Cicero Davis; d. 11-2-1924; bur. Jackson Co., Ga.
3V. Jane Vaughter; b. 4-27-1830; m. 12-28-1847 in Lumpkin Co., Ga.

d. 7-25-1912; buried in Bethel Bapt. Church Cem., Dawson Co., Ga. 
Husband: Robert Bennett; b. c.1823, d. 4-29-1898.

buried in Bethel Bapt. Ch. Cem., Dawson Co., Ga.
3V. Eliza A. Vaughter; b. 4-13-1831; twice m.

1st marriage: 2-7-1857.
1st husband: Elijah Blackbern.

2nd marriage: 8-14-1873.
2nd husband: William Fouts.

(Note: Additional information about the descendants of the VawterA/aughter family is in 
the possession of this author.)

One of the nicest things about memories is that sharing 
them does not diminish them. (Source unknown)

- Collected by Catherine Hyde Jameson

m HYDE GRANDPARENTS AND THEIR DESCENDANTS 

Fourth Hyde Generation
Poweii Edgar Hyde^

(1 884-1934)

‘ The year that Powell Edgar Hyde was born, 1884, Grover Cleveland was elected U.S. 
President. Published were The Oxford Enolish Dictionarv and Mark Twain's 
Huckleberrv Finn. The French sculptor, Rodin, was producing great sculptures.*

Powell Edgar Hyde was born to the Reverend William James Hyde and Tabitha Ann 
Anderson Mabry Hyde on January 20, 1884. He was the youngest child of this couple. 
His brothers and sisters were Mary Catherine (1871), Martha D. (Mattie) (1875), 
Oscar (1878), and Homer Looper (1880). He also had a half-sister, Ollie Hyde, and a 
half-brother. Sebum Mabry.

During his childhood, Ed's family lived in the Black's District of Dawson County, 
Georgia.®^ This was not far from Dawsonville, Georgia (Dawson County) or Cumming, 
Georgia (Forsyth County). Ed probably knew both counties well. He, perhaps, 
accompanied his father, a circuit-riding Baptist minister, all over the scenic hills of 
this North Georgia area.

Ed's father, Billy, was a popular evangelist and preached at many revivals. When Billy 
became concerned about the type of education that his children were receiving in public 
schools, he met with other like-minded Baptists in the Hightower Association and helped

U.S. Census. 1880. op. cit.
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with the founding of the Hightower Baptist Institute in 1893 in Cumn îing, Georgia.®  ̂  
This school not only provided a Christian atmosphere for its students but it also had high 
academic standards. Ed and some of his siblings attended this school as "day students." 
His sister, Mattie, was a class leader, as is recorded in the institute's catalogues.

Florence and Flora Sheffield were "day students" at the institute, also. Ed probably knew 
Florence because his "preacher father" had performed the wedding ceremony for 
Florence's father and stepmother in 1892. (Do you suppose that Ed and Florence were 
childhood sweethearts?)

Bertha Redd was a boarding student and a piano student at the institute. Did Homer Hyde 
first meet her at this school? When they were older, Homer and Bertha married.

The pledge for the students in this school was: "We, the undersigned pupils of Hightower 
Baptist College, pledge ourselves to conform to such rules and regulations as may be 
made for the success of the said institution and to conduct ourselves as become ladies and 
gentlemen."®® They were required to go to daily chapel and were not to be tardy to chapel 
exercises, recitations, Sunday school, preaching or prayer meeting. No smoking was 
allowed. Firearms, cards, dice, intoxicating liquors, cigars, pipes and cigarettes were 
banned from the campus. Excessive noise, such as, boisterous laughter, talking or 
romping in chapel or classrooms was not permitted. One was not allowed to visit 
classrooms, the library, the President's office, or the music room except on business. 
Lounging of students in stores or on the streets was prohibited. Communication (in any 
way) between the sexes on Saturday and Sunday was not accepted. Boarding students 
could not have visitors after 7:30 p.m. All absences from classes had to be excused. 
Demerits were given to students who disobeyed the rules; when one had fifty demerits, 
he was released from the school.

Even the teachers were required to attend Sabbath school and preaching at least one time 
on Sunday. They were to teach all pupils good morals and gentle manners. Their general 
academic prowess was expected. Attending dances or shows of any kind were prohibited, 
unless approved by the President. They were to hear complaints in good spirits and they 
were to keep good harmony among themselves. Earnest devotion to the school and its 
endeavors was expected of the faculty.

By 1897-98, there were over 400 students from several states and many communities 
in Georgia. Donors gave money to build new halls. The library had grown by many 
volumes and curriculum standards were very high. Over the first six years, the school 
sent out over 125 teachers who were meeting success in classrooms. Mattie Hyde was 
one of these. This writer does not know how long this school existed. Ed probably had to 
leave the school in 1900 when his father died. Hightower Bible Institute later became 
Cumming High School.

Around 1902 or 1903, Benjamin T. Sheffield moved from Forsyth County, Georgia to 
DeKalb County in Doraville, Georgia carrying Florence away from her childhood friends, 
including Ed Hyde. Young Ed was not to be denied of her charms. He wooed her from afar 
and then sought her hand in marriage, coming to Doraville to marry her on August 2, 
1905. The newspaper announcement of the wedding printed that Ed was “a well known

®® Bagley, op. cit., pp. 322-377. 
®® Ibid., op. cit., p. 370.
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business gentleman from Gumming, Georgia."®^ The account of the wedding appears in 
Florence's chapter of this book.

What business endeavors Ed had in Gumming, Georgia is not known by this writer. Ed, 
being the last child to leave home, felt a keen obligation to take care of his widowed 
mother. Therefore, he brought his bride, Florence, to Gumming, Georgia to live for a 
period of time. However, Powell Edgar and Florence Hyde are listed in the 1910 U.S. 
Gensus of DeKalb Gounty, Georgia as living in Doraville, Georgia. He was 26 and 
Florence was 27. They had two children: Gatherine, aged 3, and Benjamin, aged 2.®®

According to Gatherine, her family's first "owned home" was at Ocee, Georgia in old 
Milton Gounty, where Ed had a large farm. A picture of this home appears in Gatherine's 
black scrapbook. She also has recorded the date as 1910. Perhaps, they moved to Ocee, 
Georgia from Doraville, Georgia after the census was taken in 1910. According to 
Lillian Hyde, Tabitha lived with them in Ocee, Georgia

To Ed and Florence were born: Gatherine Florence (1906), William Benjamin (1907), 
James Harold (1911), Herbert Edgar (1913), Sarah Ethelyn (1916), Nellie Louise 
(1920) and Helen Edith (1923).

As a farmer, Ed relentlessly tilled the soil and ambitiously dreamed of ways that he could 
provide well for his growing family. There was not a lazy streak in this man!

In Ocee the family attended the Glear Springs Baptist Ghurch. An article on the history
of this church appears in Gatherine's scrapbook.®® It tells about a group of mission- 
minded members who “splintered off from" or left Old Big Greek Primitive Baptist 
Ghurch, which was established in 1818. The split occurred in 1868 when many 
Missionary Baptist churches were being formed. The congregations of these new 
churches were composed of people who wanted Sunday schools, who supported mission 
efforts, who wanted educated ministers, and who desired to use musical instruments in 
their services. These beliefs were contrary to the tenets of the Primitive Baptist 
brethren. Ed's father, the Reverend William J. (Billy) Hyde, must have been one of the 
dissidents who was involved in the forming of the Missionary Baptist church in that 
area. He was one of the early ministers of Glear Springs Baptist Ghurch. Ed probably 
attended this church when he was a young lad. The article further states, "The third 
building was erected in 1914 with Ed Hyde, Glint Paris, Milt Lee and Juhan Autrey 
serving on the building committee."

Ed and Florence's children attended Fairview School®® in old Milton Gounty, now Fulton 
County. This school was located about five miles from Alpharetta, Georgia. Ed's sister, 
Mattie Hyde, taught Gatherine in the first grade and Florence's sister, Edith Sheffield, 
taught Gatherine in the fourth grade at this school.

In 1918,®  ̂ Ed moved his family to Glayton Gounty near Forest Park, which is located
about eleven miles southwest of Atlanta. There the school-aged children in the family 
attended Howard's Academy. In this new location, Ed was a truck farmer, raising

H.L. Hyde, op. cit., p. 6.
®® 1910 Soundex. U.S. Census. Code: H 300, E.D. 18, Sht. 1, Vol. 30.

Catherine H. Jameson's Tan Scrapbook. 1974.
From a composition book of Catherine Hyde's; also recorded in her Black Scrapbook. 
Recorded by Catherine Hyde in a composition book, which is in this writer's possession.
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seasonal crops and grains. The older Hyde children were often seen in the fields working 
with the hired help.

Ed dreamed of having a dairy, but he wanted it to be in the Chamblee area where 
Florence's father lived. Ed had two friends, Dale Armistead and Irvin Tatum, who had 
witnessed his driving ambition, his business acuity and his hard labor in making his 
truck farm financially successful. It was during the year of 1918 that Ed approached 
these men, asking them for a personal loan to build his "dream dairy" in Chamblee, 
Georgia. Believing in Ed's ability, they agreed to finance this business venture. 
Combining Irvin and Dale's names, Ed decided to name his dairy farm for his financiers - 
thus, Irvindale Farms became a reality. This writer speculates that Ed used the last 
months of 1918 to formulate his plans and to raise a herd of dairy cattle; for, it was in 
1919®2 that Ed's family moved to Chamblee, Georgia, and rented the old Tomlin®  ̂house 
on North Peachtree Road.

According to the 1920 U.S. Census of DeKalb County, Georgia, Ed's family was considered 
transient since they were living in rental property at the time of the census recording. 
Whoever took this census made many errors in the spelling of the names of the family. 
Pavis (sic) Edgar Hide (sic) was listed as a laborer and was 36 years old and Florence, 
his wife, was 37. Children listed with them were Kathern (sic) (13), Benjamin (12), 
Harole (sic) (8), Hubert (sic)(6), and Ethelin (sic) (3 1/2). (Louise nor Helen had 
been born.) Tabith (sic) Hyde, age 78, was listed as living in the household.®^

Ed's widowed mother, Tabitha, came to live with Ed and Florence sometime after Harold's 
birth. Lillian Hyde said, "Grandma lived with Uncle Ed in Ocee, Forest Park (Clayton 
County), and Chamblee. We tried to get her to stay with us some, and so did Oscar. But 
she missed Ed's children; she wanted to live with his family."®® There were many 
pressures on Ed and Florence at this time. Catherine, their oldest daughter, was given 
the responsibility of "seeing after" her grandma's personal needs. In a farm family 
where there is much to do, various members of the family assume or are assigned 
certain jobs. This was one of Catherine's tasks. Grandma Hyde's health had failed and she 
was no longer in her right mind. Although Tabitha's last years were difficult, young 
Catherine faithfully performed her duties. When Catherine was 14 years old. Grandma 
died. Catherine's emotions were in turmoil because she loved her grandma but as she 
told this writer, caring for the elderly woman had been one of the worst experiences of 
her life. Catherine was relieved of her awesome burden when Tabitha was "laid to rest."

Using his savings and the money loan from his friends, Ed purchased a sizable piece of 
property that fronted Peachtree Road in Chamblee, Georgia. On the northeastern 
portion, Ed built a lovely, white, clapboard house for his family. Green shutters were 
on the windows and a sleeping porch was on the back of the house. The dairy hands, who 
boarded with them, slept on the porch. Behind Ed's home, near the creek, he built two 
barns and a chicken house - the chicken house later burned. His first dairy consisted of 
a barn and a milk house. The milk house was built over the cool spring where the milk 
was stored. In this room, the "sweet" milk was bottled and the rest was churned to make 
buttermilk and butter. Ethelyn told of the watermelon cuttings that her papa had for his 
customers in the summer on Sunday afternoons. Many came to see the farm and enjoyed

From Catherine Hvde's composition book.
Told to the writer by Louise Baggett.
1920 Census Soundex. Code: H 300, Vol. 33, E.D. 20, Sheet 4, L.10. 
As told by Lillian Hyde.
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this added treat.®® It was in Ed's first dairy behind their family home that Catherine and 
Herbert worked as a team, milking cows and cleaning the barn.

With a growing number of satisfied customers, Ed needed a bigger and better facility. 
Selecting another site on the southwestern portion of his property that faced Peachtree 
Road, Ed built a new dairy, which consisted of several modern, buildings of brick. The 
dairy sat back from the well-traveled road amid acres of grain fields and green pastures, 
which were encircled with wooden white fences. At the entrance to the new dairy on 
Peachtree Road were two stone-columns that supported a metal, arched sign over the 
drive, which read, "Irvindale Farms - That Clean Dairy - 1918." 1918 was the date
that the dairy became a reality, when it was first begun in Forest Park with the money- 
loan from his friends. Irvindale Farms was quite impressive. It was to become one of 
the leading dairies in the Atlanta area for several decades.

This writer's aunt, Louise Hyde Baggett, animatedly described the dairy, saying, "In the 
front of the dairy building was a long hall built of pink marble, which held 
compartments for the cows that were milked with electric machines. Papa's slogan was, 
'Our cows are milked in marble halls.' On Sunday afternoons, droves of people rode out 
to see the cows milked in this clean, modern operation."

This was the first dairy in Atlanta to have milking machines. One writer wrote that it 
was the first dairy in the South to have milking machines. (This writer could not 
document this.) The dairy employees practiced sanitary, sterilized conditions daily. Ed 
purposely designed the front of the building with large, plate glass windows so that 
people on the outside could observe the milking process. Irvindale Farms became a show 
place of the South for scores of people who wanted to see this "clean dairy." (In the 
writer's possession is a brochure of this dairy farm with detailed pictures and 
explanations of its operation.)

Various members of the family worked at the dairy. Ed's sons - Ben, Herbert, and 
Harold helped to milk the cows in the "marble halls" and delivered milk to customers. 
Son-in-law, Ernest Jameson (this writer's father), milked cows and was in charge of 
the milk room and the bottling of the milk. According to the brochure, the milking hall 
was dust and fly proof. The cows were washed down and their udders were cleaned with 
sterile cloths before they were milked. The milk was brought through screened passages 
to the cooling room, where it was strained twice before it was poured into a glass lined 
cooling tank, which was kept at 40 degrees Fahrenheit. The tank and the sanitary pipe 
connections were taken apart, cleaned and sterilized every day. No hand touched the 
milk. After the milk was cooled, it was conducted through sterilized pipes to a bottling 
machine, where the bottles were filled and capped with paper caps, which kept dust, soot 
and water from collecting on top of the bottles. After bottling the milk, it was kept at 32 
degrees F. until it was delivered the next day. At that time, this was a revolutionary 
process for commercial milk. Hazel Harrison Bray, a niece, managed the office. The 
phone number was Chamblee 3321. All workers, with the exception of Hazel, wore 
white uniforms to perform their duties. Some of the faithful workers who boarded with 
Ed's family were Chandler Caudell, Byron Long, Roy and Elmer Fuss.®  ̂ A fleet of tmcks 
with route men delivered the milk daily to customers in Atlanta and surrounding 
communities. Ethelyn said that the milk delivery trucks were cream-colored and that it 
was in one of these that her papa taught her how to drive. Ed's dream had become a 
reality and with the help of his faithful, hard-working employees, the dairy farm was a

As told by Ethelyn Conway.
As told by Ethelyn H. Conway, Louise H. Baggett and Catherine H. Jameson.
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highly successful business. By this time, Ed had paid off his loans and was financially 
comfortable.^®

Being an entrepreneur, Ed invested some of his profits in real estate. He hired his 
mother's brother, Jordan Anderson from Dawsonville, Georgia, to build two block
houses on Peachtree Road, almost diagonally across from his own home. He would own 
one house and the other would be Jordan's. These two, identical houses were rental 
property for the men for many years. Various family members lived, at different times, 
in Ed's house until 1952 - Benjamin and Mona Hyde, Herbert and Cora Lee Hyde, Quentin 
and Ethelyn Hyde Conway, and Jim and Ernestine Jameson Wills. Through the years at 
various times, Jordan's tenants were Marvin and Ramath Hyde, Edgar and Ann Pinson, 
the Hubert Jenkins and others. Ed also bought a lovely house in Brookhaven, which was 
rental property until 1952.

Although Ed and Florence had a nice home on Peachtree Road, he chose to build a grander 
one on New Peachtree Road (across the railroad tracks from Chamblee). Frank 
Harrison^^ and Jordan Anderson were the construction builders of this lovely home. (In 
Catherine's scrapbook, she writes that the new house was built in 1929.) Ed sold their 
Peachtree Road home to the Ben T. Pierce family who still owns this property. Florence 
and Ed's family moved into the spacious, red brick, two-story home. At that time, it was 
the largest brick home in Chamblee and was one of the loveliest ones in town.

Continuing to employ their Uncle Jerd, Ed and his brother Oscar engaged him, yet again, 
to build two identical houses. Oscar had a small, multicolored, red brick house built for 
his son Marvin on Dunwoody Road. Ed had the same plan built on Stone Mountain Road for 
his daughter Catherine; her house was just around the corner from Florence and Ed's 
home. For several years, Catherine and Ernest lived in the small house that her "papa“ 
had built for them. Then, in 1938, they bought this property from Florence and 
remodeled the house. This writer's family lived in this dwelling until 1978; then, it 
became rental property. Marvin, Ramath and Nancy Sue Hyde lived in their house until 
after Nancy Sue's marriage in the 1950s.

In 1932, continuing to invest his money, Ed joined a partner, Walter Lowe, in buying a 
men's shoe store at 1 Peachtree Street in Atlanta. The name of the store was Hyde-Lowe 
Men's Shoe Store. Ed's son, Herbert, co-managed this store with Mr. Lowe until 1942. 
At that time, Herbert sold his half to Mr. Lowe."*®®

Before 1933, Ed also owned and operated a store located in the warehouse across from 
the Chamblee Baptist Church. His business card read. General Supply Company - P.E. 
Hyde and sons - Coal and Feeds - All Kinds of Building Material - Peachtree Road - 
Chamblee, Georgia - Phone: Chamblee 3 1 3 1 . " ' This store was destroyed by fire one 
night after the business had closed for the day. Ed chose not to rebuild.

Ed and Florence were good citizens of Chamblee. Both were active members of Chamblee 
Baptist Church. Although Ed was a deacon, he never wanted to pray aloud in c h u r c h . ^  

Perhaps he left that kind of public oratory to his father-in-law, Benjamin T. Sheffield. 
Ed loved to sing and to hear church music. His favorite hymn was "The Lily of the

Information from a brochure about the dairy and from family members already cited. 
As told by Ethelyn Hyde Conway.

100 Precious Memories, by Cora Lee Pinson Hyde, 1992, p. 37.
101 Memories of Mv Life's Sad Hours, by Catherine H. Jameson, 1943.

As told by Ethelyn H. Conway.
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Valley." Ethelyn recalled that her father had a resonant, clear, singing voice. When 
members of the church were called on to "witness for God," Ed would stand and repeat 
these words from this hymn, "I have found a friend in Jesus, He's the Lily of the Valley, 
the Bright and Morning Star, He's the fairest of ten thousand to my soul.’’''03 Ed and, 
especially, Florence did their good deeds for others in a quiet manner. He gave freely to 
the church and to the needy people of Chamblee. The couple generously gave to their own 
children. Ed was intelligent, ambitious, industrious, fair, generous and kind. He made 
family decisions and was stern with expectations of his family members. He was a loving 
son, husband, father, brother and friend. His love for each of his children was expressed 
in different ways. Harold received his compassionate and protective love. There was a 
special bond between this father and son.

During the Depression years, many businesses failed, but not Ed's. They flourished. 
Perhaps, this was due to the fact that the products that he sold were necessary for daily 
household consumption. Louise recalled that shortly after the 1929 crash, her papa and 
mama took Ethelyn, Helen and her to buy new dresses and patent leather shoes. This 
would indicate that he must have been financially secure.

James J. Harvey introduced the idea of making commercial creamery butter to Ed. After 
studying how this butter could be processed, the two men agreed to be business partners 
In this new enterprise - Mr. Harvey would be the silent partner and Ed would run the 
operation. Realizing that he could not personally run two big businesses at the same 
time, Ed decided to sell Irvindale Farms so that he could invest his time, energy and 
money in the new butter plant, Rosemary Creamery, Inc.

Seeking a buyer for his dairy farm, Ed wisely sold it to Richard (Dick) Hull and Dick's 
father-in law, Mr. Glancey. This was in 1933. The new owners eventually moved the 
dairy into Atlanta and Irvindale Dairies continued to be a leading dairy in the Atlanta area 
for many years, closing its doors in the late 1960s or early 1970s.''0^

Rosemary Creamery, Inc. was located at 60-62 Baltimore Place, NW, in Atlanta, 
Georgia. Its telephone number was Walnut 3491. The officers were President - P.E. 
Hyde; Vice-President - Benjamin Hyde; Secretary/Treasurer - James J. Harvey. At 
first, Ben was to keep the books but later Raymond Chatham was hired as a part-time 
bookkeeper. Ernest Jameson (this writer's father) was Superintendent of Operations. 
Clarence and Emery Moore were hired to work in the plant. Later, Otis (Monkey) Jett 
and Henry Beaver were hired. Employees who worked in the butter wrapping room, at 
some point in time, were: Ethelyn Hyde Hill, Louise Hyde, Ann Morris, Ruby Phillips, 
Jeanette Brown, Frances Tilly and Mrs. Clack. Mr. Pickens, from Sand Mountain, 
Alabama and Doc Kinard from Gainesville, Georgia were the route men. Later, Mr. 
Sizemore was hired. Processed butter was made from farm butter. Routemen collected 
farm butter from farmers in Georgia and Alabama (later from North Carolina) and 
brought it to Rosemary Creamery, Inc. where the most modern equipment was used to 
make processed butter. The butter oil or fat was extracted from the farm butter and was 
washed, filtered and purified. The butterfat was mixed with sweet (whole) milk and 
emulsified into a sweet cream, which produced creamery butter. This was poured into 
molds, chilled, turned out and cut by machinery into 1/4 pound sticks. Women who 
worked in the wrapping room wrapped each stick of butter in parchment paper and

Ibid.
Closing of Irvindale Dairies information from Monroe Dempsey, Jeannette Hyde Dempsey's 

husband, who worked at the Atlanta Irvindale Dairies for more than 20 years. Jeannette 
is the daughter of Ed Hyde's son, Benjamin Hyde.
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inserted four of these into a waxed, cardboard box - a pound of butter. (With Ed's 
approval, Mr. Harvey selected the name for the new business and designed the logo - a 
lovely red rose.) Up until this time, creamery butter had been made from sour cream, 
which could not be properly filtered, due to the curd. Processed butter could be filtered 
while it was in its oil stage; from a purity standpoint, processed butter excelled. 
Through the years, this butter had to be routinely inspected by government inspectors to 
insure that the processed butter met sanitary conditions and standard requirements.^ 
(This writer's mother used the creamery butter for cooking, but she always had farm 
butter, bought from a neighbor, for table use.)

Every business that Ed started was successful. The creamery was no exception. 
However, Ed's health began to fail. The summer of 1934 found Ed experiencing a type of 
weariness that was not normal for him. Finally, in late August, he went to the doctor. 
None of the family was aware of this visit nor of the diagnosis.

Early on September 5, 1934, Ed left home for work. As he walked to the garage to get 
into his panel truck, he turned and said to Florence, who had followed him to the screen 
door, "Do you think we could have Nell Boland and Mr. Thompson (his banker and 
financier) for a meal real soon?" Florence nodded, "Yes."^°® Ed, with a short wave of 
his hand, started the truck and drove out of the driveway.

When Ed arrived at the plant, he went directly to the back of the building, seeking 
Ernest. When he found him, he asked his son-in-law to come up to the small production 
records office, Ernest's domain. Closing the door, Ed looked squarely at Ernest and said, 
"If something happens to me, will you promise me that you will look after Florence, 
Harold and the girls?” Ernest, puzzled, said, "You know I would, Mr. Hyde!" Ed talked 
for a while about the experiences that they had shared at Irvindale Farms and at 
Rosemary Creamery. The older man told Ernest how much he had come to depend on his 
good operational skills and how much he appreciated him as a person and as a son-in- 
law. Then, laying a hand on Ernest's shoulder, he shook the young man's hand, turned, 
and left the plant.

The day passed; night came. Ed did not arrive home for supper. Florence telephoned Ben 
and Ernest to see if they knew where Ed could be. Ben had not seen him all day. It was 
not unusual for Ed to be out of the office because he and Mr. Harvey were the salesmen. 
Ernest remembered the morning encounter and sensed that something was gravely 
wrong. When he hung up the phone, he told Catherine, "I think we need to go over to Mrs. 
Hyde's." All of the family gathered and waited. Fearing foul play, they contacted police 
authorities; a search party was formed to look for Ed. Ed was found on the church 
grounds in the back of Nancy Creek Primitive Baptist Church in his truck - slumped 
over the wheel - dead! One end of a rubber hose had been attached to the exhaust pipe and 
the other end of the hose was in the enclosed cab. Ed had started the motor, breathed the 
fumes and died. Why did this successful business man take his own life?

It was not until the doctor told Herbert about Ed's recent visit to his office that the 
family "half-way" understood why Ed had executed this act. The doctor told Herbert that 
his father had terminal rectal cancer. This was Ed's way of dealing with this dreadful 
disease. Evidently, he did not want a long illness.

Information taken from a promotional book on Rosemary Creamery, Inc.
 ̂ As told by Ethelyn H. Conway and Louise H. Baggett.

As told to the writer by her father, Ernest Jameson, and by her mother, Catherine H. 
Jameson.
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The family was distraught! Friends and relatives came to the home to help the family 
face this terrible tragedy. The Rev. Crowe of Cartersville, Georgia was one of these. 
Ethelyn remembers hearing Herbert ask this dear friend of the family, "Is my papa in 
heaven?" The Rev. Crowe replied, "As sure as there is a God, your papa is in heaven!"^®®

Life ended for Powell Edgar Hyde on September 5, 1934, at the age of 50. The headlines 
above the Atlanta Journal and Constitution newspapers account of his death, stated: "Mr. 
P.E. Hyde Rests in Chamblee; Leader In Business Circles."''
This also appeared in the papers;

P.E. Hyde _ A precious one from us has gone - A voice we loved is stilled - A 
place is vacant in our home - That never can be filled. It is a beautiful thing to 
live a life and justly earn at its close a commendation from the Father, "Well
done, thou good and faithful servant, enter thou into the joys of the Lord.
Such a life, such a victory was that of Brother Hyde. The beauty of his character 
shone brightly in his home and in his church relationship, which began early in 
life. In his passing, Chamblee Baptist Church has lost a faithful friend and useful 
deacon. Though he isn’t with us anymore to cheer and encourage us, yet shall we 
meet him again some day. In conclusion, let us say, as Jesus said, "Not my will 
but thine be done." by Eva Warren, Mrs. W.A. Ayers, C.P. Warnock'' "'O

Ed was interred at Chamblee Baptist Church Cemetery in the plot where his mother, 
Tabitha, was buried. On the double marker is inscribed:

Hy«Je

Powell Edgar Hyde Florence S. Hyde
Jan. 20, 1884 Dec. 22, 1882
Sept. 5, 1934 Sept. 11,1953

(Note: Memories of this writer's Papa Hyde, a man loved and respected, have vicariously 
come from various members of the family and friends. The account of his last days came 
from different members of the family, including this writer's mother and father.)

Ernest kept his promise to his father-in-law. Whenever Florence needed him, he was 
there. He was her general "fix i f  man. Although Ed and Florence did not want this 
writer's mother to marry Ernest, after the marriage they learned to love him like a son. 
It did not take them long to discover his fine traits - responsible, dependable, hard
working, knowledgeable, capable, loving and good. Their relationship came full circle - 
from dislike to love and respect.

Life continued for Florence and her family after Ed's death. Her real strength emerged 
and, with the help of her family, she truly became the matriarch of the family. Ed left 
her financially secure and for the remaining nineteen years of her life she lived in a 
gracious manner.

(Note: The family of Powell Edgar and Florence Sheffield Hyde will be listed at the end of 
Florence's chapter.)

As told to the writer by Ethelyn H. Conway, 1999.
The actual obituary is not in Catherine H. Jameson's "Memories of My Life's Sad Hours," 
only the headlines are there.

" I I b i d .
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Florence Julia Sheffield^ Hyde
( t 8 ^ - 1 9 5 3 )

H U  -

*The year that Florence Julia Sheffield was born, 1882, Robert L. Stevenson wrote 
"Treasure Island." Henry W. Longfellow, Charles Darwin and Ralph Waldo Emerson all 
died that year. Tchaikovsky composed his "1812 Overture."N *

Florence Julia Sheffield was born on December 22, 1882 to Benjamin T. and Missouri 
Emaline Grogan Sheffield in Forsyth County, Georgia. Her big sister. Flora, must have 
thought that she was getting an early Christmas gift. Flora V. was only 18 months old, 
having been born on June 24, 1881.m These sisters were destined to have a close 
relationship, although they were very different. Both were pretty, small in stature, and 
had boundless energy.

Sadly, when Flora and Florence were eight and nine, their mother died. One morning 
their "papa" went in to awaken Emaline and found her lying in her bed, dead from an 
apparent heart attack.'''’ ^ What a shock this must have been to the family! This writer 
does not know where Emaline is buried. Benjamin lived near both sets of grandparents; 
they helped the young widower care for his motherless daughters.

Flora and Florence's mother, Missouri Emaline, was the daughter of R. and Emaly 
Grogan. On the 1880 U.S. Census of the 45th District of Dawson County, Georgia, the 
family of R. Grogan appears. Emaline's siblings were James L., Lucinda M., Julia C., 
Willie A., and Flora L. Grogan. All of the children attended school, even seventeen year 
old Emaline.^ The family must have valued education. What the R. in Emaline's 
father's name stood for is not known by this writer. There was a Richard Grogan in the 
area, but the listing of his children does not fit Emaline's family. This writer knows 
very little about the Grogan family.

In 1892, Florence's father, Benjamin Sheffield married Emma Arizona Robbs, in 
Dawson County, Georgia. The Rev. William J. Hyde (this writer's great grandfather) 
officiated at the wedding. This minister had a young son, Ed, who was about 8 years old. 
Benjamin's daughter Florence was nine. The writer does not know when Ed and Florence 
met, but in adulthood the two would wed.

Leaving his daughters with their grandparents, Benjamin and his bride moved to Texas. 
He missed his little girls so much that, after two years, Benjamin and Emma came back 
to Coal Mountain, Forsyth County, Georgia to live. There they made a home for Flora and 
Florence. Emma proved to be a good mother to her young stepdaughters. When she was 
an adult, Florence would tell about the times when her young stepmother played dolls 
with her and Flora. Emma was only four years older than Flora and five years older than 
Florence. A loving relationship evolved between Emma and her husband's daughters that 
lasted to the end of their lives.

Family was very important to the Sheffields and when children were born to Benjamin 
and Emma, no one could have been happier than big sisters Flora and Florence. Their 
new siblings were James Pickett (1895), Ethel (b. / d. - 1897), Edith (1899), Paul

"I'''' Familv Sheet on the Frank Harrisons.
Information from Betty Ruth Sheffield Johnston and Herman Sheffield, 1994-1995. 

■I ■'3 1880 U.S. Census. 45 District. Dawson Co.. Ga.. GMD #830 & cut off MG, p. 106, 
dwelling 85, family 85.

39



E. (1901), Claude (b. 1903 - d. 1905), Roy Lee (1909), Ralph (1912), Ernest 
(1914), Herman (1916) and an infant who died at birthJ''^

Florence, at eleven years of age, joined the Coal Mountain Baptist Church in August 
1893 "on profession of faith." The Rev. J.L Wyatt was the minister."'^® This was the 
summer that her father was in Texas. Which set of grandparents did she and Flora live 
with in Coal Mountain?

Florence and Flora were listed as students in the Hightower Baptist Institute in 
Gumming, Georgia during the years of 1893-1896. Their father was listed as a farmer. 
This was the private, Christian school that was founded in 1893 by the Rev. Billy Hyde 
and other caring Baptists of the area.^l® Surely, by this time, Ed and Florence knew one 
another for he was a student at the Institute, too.

Florence's older sister, Flora, married Frank Harrison in 1898 in Forsyth County, 
Georgia, with Rev. J.L. Wyatt officiating.^''^

According to Herman Sheffield, his father Benjamin moved his family to Doraville, 
Georgia in DeKalb County around 1902. There, Benjamin farmed and operated a wagon 
yatd.iis

The family attended Corinth Baptist Church, which was located between Doraville and 
Chamblee, Georgia on New Peachtree Road. In the history of this church, there is this 
statement: "In March, 1904, Ben Carroll, Florence Sheffield and W.S. Johnson were 
appointed as a committee to raise money to buy hymn books. " ' 'F lorence must have 
been an active member of this congregation. Later, Corinth Baptist Church moved its 
location to Peachtree Road and changed its name to Chamblee Baptist Church.

When Florence's family moved to Doraville from Coal Mountain, Georgia, she left her 
many childhood friends and acquaintances. Among these was Edgar Hyde. He was not to be 
daunted. He wooed this pretty maiden from afar and then came to ask for her hand in 
marriage. Florence's father gave them his blessings. Wedding bells rang for this young 
couple on August 2, 1905. A newspaper account of the wedding follows;

Sheffield - Hyde The marriage of Miss Florence Sheffield, of Doraville, 
to Mr. Edgar Hyde, of Cumming, was very impressively solemnized at [the] 
home of the bride's parents, near Doraville, last Wednesday morning, Aug. 2,
Rev. H.P. Sheffield, of Pine Log, Ga., officiating. The ceremony was performed 
in the presence of the immediate relatives and friends of the family. Miss Bertha 
McElroy and Mr. B.W. Roberts were the only attendants. The bride was lovely 
In her simple gown of white organdy and carried bride's roses and maiden hair 
fern. The apartment where the ceremony was solemnized was artistically 
decorated in white roses and ferns. Afterwards, a sumptuous dinner was served. 
The only guests were Mr. and Mrs. S.l. Johnson and Mr. and Mrs. F.C. Holbrook, 
of Mechanicsville. The bride elect is the daughter of Mr. B.T. Sheffield and is a 
young woman of charming personality and a sincere and attractive nature. Mr.

1'' 4 Family Bible Record via Betty Ruth Sheffield Johnston.
''''® Information from Catherine H. Jameson's files.

Baglay, op. c it, pp. 322-377.
^ ' ' ^ The North Dekalb Record. 10-28-1948, write up of Frank and Flora Harrison's Golden

Wedding Anniversary party, which was held at their home on October 17, 1948.
 ̂  ̂^ As told by Herman Shefffield via Betty Ruth Sheffield Johnston.
11 ® A Qentury in N<?rth Dekgit?, op. cit., p. 29.
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Hyde and his wife left Wednesday evening for Gumming, Ga., their future home, 
where Mr. Hyde is a well known business gentleman. It is regretted by their 
many friends that their marriage takes them from Doraville. [signed] A Guest"'20

Florence's Uncle Bud (the Rev. Henry P. Sheffield) was the minister who "tied the knot" 
for the young couple. Baptist ministers abounded in the Hyde and Sheffield family. 
Another of Benjamin's brothers was a minister, the Rev. Jesse M. Sheffield of 
Gainesville, Georgia.''21 Florence's younger brother, Pickett Sheffield, was ordained 
into the ministry in 1915 at Corinth Baptist Church of Chamblee, Georgia and spent his 
life in Georgia and South Carolina preaching the G o s p e l . ^ 22 y^is Baptist minister legacy 
continued with Florence and Ed's son, Herbert Edgar Hyde, who was a popular, dedicated 
Baptist preacher in Kentucky and Georgia.''23 As earlier written, Ed's late father was 
the Rev. William (Billy) J. Hyde of Cumming, Georgia and North Georgia.

Parenthood came to Florence and Ed Hyde when this writer's mother, Catherine Florence 
Hyde, was born on May 2, 1906. Other children born to Florence and Ed were William 
Benjamin (1907), James Harold (1911), Herbert Edgar (1913), Sarah Ethelyn 
(1916), Nellie Louise (1920), and Helen Edith (1923).

Florence's husband was an ambitious, hard-working, young farmer. By~1910, these two 
owned their first home and farm in Ocee, Georgia, a small town near Cumming, Georgia 
and Alpharetta, G eo rg ia .''24 They attended church at Clear Springs Baptist Church in 
Ocee where Ed was a deacon and was on the building committee. Catherine, “upon 
profession of faith," joined this church in 1917.''25

A larger farm was acquired in Clayton County, Georgia in 1918. Ed, Florence, their 
children and Grandma Tabitha moved there to live for a short period of tim e."'26 |n 
1919, they moved to Chamblee, Georgia, in DeKalb County, where Ed bought land, built a 
home and started his dairy business. At last Ed was beginning to realize his dream of 
owning and running a successful dairy farm.

Ed became quite an entrepreneur in the next years of his life. He dealt in the dairy 
business, real estate, a lumber, feed and seed store and a processed butter plant. With 
every business venture, he met financial success.

Florence was happy in Chamblee, in spite of her heavy work load. She lived near her 
father, her married children, relatives and friends. She had lovely homes and 
surroundings. She was again in her beloved church, Chamblee Baptist Church (once, 
Corinth Baptist Church). She, Ed and their children were active in all organizations of 
the church. Being a good neighbor, friend and relative, Florence quietly went about doing 
good deeds for others. She and Ed shared their prosperity with their church, family, 
friends and even needy strangers. Life was good!

Until - September 5, 1934! On that fateful day, Florence's beloved, ill husband took 
his life! Some women would have broken! Emotionally devastated, but not broken,

120 From Catherine Hyde Jameson's files.
■'2'' Minutes of the Chattahoochee Baptist Association. 1936, p. 24-26. 
''22 Christian Index and A Century in N. Dekalb, op. cit., p. 199.
^23 Christian Index. Memorial, 1952.
^24 From Catherine H. Jameson's Tan Scrapbook.
125 Ibid.
''26 In young Catherine Hyde's composition book.
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Florence emerged from this family tragedy as the strong matriarch of the P.E. Hyde 
family. She was, truly, a "steel magnolia" - gentle, sweet, beautiful, strong, plucky and 
determined! Her family rallied around her and she continued life in her quiet, 
courageous, loving way!

Still living at home with Florence were Harold (23), Ethelyn (18), Louise (14), and 
Helen (11). Benjamin, her oldest son, and Herbert, another son, sat down with her and 
assessed her financial status. It was decided that Herb would continue co-managing the 
shoe store, Ben would manage the creamery: and both sons would be given a percentage 
of the profits, plus a salary, from these businesses; the rest would go into her savings. 
Ben was to handle the real estate property and her financial a f f a i r s . ' '27

In Florence's bedroom were two, high-backed rockers that faced the windows where one 
could sit and look out at the great oak trees in the back yard. With a pillow to her back, 
Florence often sat in pensive thought in one of these rockers. When one of her children 
wanted "quality time" with their mama, they would come and sit across from her in the 
other rocker where she would give them her undivided attention. When one needed to 
confide in her or when Ben or Herb needed to "talk business," the bedroom door would be 
closed and, in privacy, they would sit in the rockers and talk. All family members knew 
that when Florence's bedroom door was closed, she was not to be disturbed. Here she 
"came to terms" with young Ethelyn's marriage to Tom Hill (almost four months after 
Ed's death); Harold's fatal accident on the railroad crossing in 1936; sixteen year-old 
Louise's elopement with Bill Baggett on December 13, 1936; and her father's (B.T. 
Sheffield) death in 1938. Subjects broached while sitting in those two high back 
rockers with this wise, caring little lady were varied and, at different times, stirred the 
emotions. Sadness, joy, fear, anxiety, hope, elated love - all had surfaced in this quiet 
back bedroom in the large brick house that Florence called home. It was there that she 
gathered strength to face each new day and it was there that she communed with God and 
received His help and guidance for her life.

Florence's days were filled with caring for her children and grandchildren. Catherine's 
Ernestine, Geraldine, Frances and Ronald; Ben's Jeannette, Lawrence, Mona Ellen, Patty, 
Martha and Harold, Herb’s Jerry, Jimmy, and David; Ethelyn's Judie, Jan, and Joel; and 
Louise's Terry knew her personal, caring love. Sadly, Helen's Jack was born too late to 
know her! Florence even had a chance to dote on a few of her great-grandchildren before 
her death - Ernestine's Cathy and Connie, Jeannette's Michael, and Frances's (this 
writer) Michael. Rarely was Florence's home void of family members. The Jameson 
grandchildren streamed through her doors almost every day. Ethelyn and her daughter 
Judie were fortunate to live in Florence's home during Judie's childhood. Louise and her 
son Terry lived with Florence while Bill was in the service during World War II. Herb 
and Cora Lee, Ethelyn and Tom, Louise and Bill - all, at different times, lived in her 
upstairs apartment. In 1938, Catherine and Ernest and their four youngsters stayed for 
several weeks with Florence and her family while they remodeled their house on Stone 
Mountain Road. Florence's youngest daughter, Helen, did not marry until after 
Florence's death. She, being very popular with her nieces and nephews, drew them to 
her and Florence's home often. Florence welcomed all of her family to enter her doors, 
to stay as long as they pleased, and to bask in her loving presence and care.

Mama Hyde, as she was affectionately called by her grandchildren, made the best tea 
cakes in the world - small, thin, crisp, sprinkled with sugar, yummy cookies! When 
they were little, the grandchildren often went home with a small brown bag clutched in

^27 Cora Lee Hyde, op. cit., p. 37.
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their hands. The delicious aroma of their prized package caused the children to hasten 
home where they would share the delectable tea cakes with other family members. 
Florence Hyde was a wonderful cook! No one could top her "melt in your mouth," small, 
hot biscuits; not even Catherine (this writer's mother), who ran Florence a close race! 
Other special, “mouth watering dishes" that Florence prepared were candied yams, 
marshmallow-topped sweet potato souffle, fried chicken, creamed corn, and iced tea. 
Her ice tea was like nectar! In Helen's adulthood, her friends at her work place vied for 
a lunch invitation to her home. They would bring their own sack lunches and thirstily 
devour Florence's good iced tea. (Her tea recipe is in the family cookbook. Recipes of 
Kith and Kin, compiled by this writer, Frances J. Cadenhead.)

Florence was a neat, trim, little lady. Every morning when she arose, the first thing 
that she did was to brush her long, gray hair and twist it into a ball, which she neatly 
pinned up on the back of her neck. Only when she was dressed would she go to the kitchen 
to start breakfast. This writer never saw her grandmother look disheveled, even when 
she was doing hard, dirty work, like cleaning the chicken house or filling the stoker with 
coal. She was, indeed, a lady! Ethelyn recalls, "Mama's favorite fragrance was 'Lily Of 
The Valley' and later on, 'White Shoulders' perfume. She used Coty Face Powder. I 
remember the powder box and how good Mama smelled." Ethelyn continued, "Mama 
always held herself erect. If she saw one of us slumped-over, she would say, 'Throw 
those shoulders back and pull in that tummy.' She was always a good role model for us."

Florence suffered from headaches; she would talk every morning by phone with 
Catherine or Flora. Upon inquiry as to her health, she often responded, "Oh, I have a bad 
headache!" An Empirin tablet brought her relief. Youth is sometimes impatient with 
common complaints. This writer can remember her mother saying as she hung up the 
telephone receiver, "As usual, Mama has a bad headache!" Flora probably did not even 
hear that Florence was feeling bad because she was so anxious to relay the latest town's 
gossip to her younger sister.

(Writing in first person, this author wiii describe her beioved 
grandparents' property on New Peachtree Road in Chamblee, Georgia.)
Back in the woods, across from a small brook, stood a lovely, big, red brick house on a 
cleared, gentle knoll. The long, circular, fine-gravel and sand driveway wound its way 
around the house to the back, looping back to the front part of the drive that led to New 
Peachtree Road. The house sat on an oddly shaped oval plot of ground, which was formed 
by the path of the drive. Down in the woods, in the front and side yards, were two small 
streams. In the front, near the main road, was a small wet-weather brook. The slope of 
the land caused the gentle, spill-off water to flow down to a larger, rippling stream, 
which ran beside a path far below the large house. On the other side of the larger stream 
was another path that ran parallel with it through the deep woods to the concrete houses 
of old Camp Gordon of World War I. Colored (black) families lived in these dwellings. In 
the front of Mama Hyde's property was a time worn, narrow path - our short-cut 
through the woods to her house. Sloping down the hill from New Peachtree Road, the path 
led over the rock retaining wall (with a culvert) that had been built over the little wet- 
weather brook; the wall's flat, top surface served as a foot bridge. The path curved 
through the cool, sun-dappled, tree-lined forest to our grandmother's house. Ferns, 
violets and wild ginger grew abundantly in the damp, rich, lowland, black soil. The 
virgin woods were sprinkled with dogwood, oak, hickory, red bud and pine trees. 
Beneath their tall boughs grew sweet shrub and honeysuckle (wild azaleas)"'28. a  few 
pale, pink honeysuckle were dotted here and there but, mostly, various hues of orange

''28 Honeysuckle was the common name given the wild azalea back in this era.
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honeysuckle bloomed in these woods in the spring. (A bit of their flaming beauty and 
sweet aroma often adorned Mama Hyde's foyer - attractively placed in a lovely, 
porcelain, oriental vase, which stood in the center of a small table beneath an oblong 
mirror. These flowers or fragrant, brown sweet shrub bouquets were interchangeably 
placed in this vase in the spring. Later, in the summer, marigolds, zinnias or dahlias 
from Mama Hyde's garden graced this same spot in the same vase - Gerry Spruill 
inherited this vase from our mother.) The wooded path led through the decaying leaves, 
strewn by its sides, and stopped at the narrow strip of the rock garden that bordered the 
front and side drive of the house. Here, path-walkers had to carefully step on the rocks 
so as not to disturb the purple, white, red and pink verbena, the multicolored petunias, 
or other flowers that grew in the rock garden. My siblings and I would run across the 
sandy driveway to the concrete walk, which led to the steps of the brick-terrazzo raised 
terrace near the front door (this door was used only by strangers or company). Turning 
to the left on the narrow terrace, we would enter her wonderful, screened porch. The 
grounds in the oval plot held little grass; it was mostly white, sandy soil that was often 
swept with a rake or brush broom to keep it neatly groomed. A small patch of Bermuda 
grass, kept neatly cut with a manual push-mower, grew near the front porch. At the 
corner of the porch. Mama Hyde's "elephant ears" plant grew in the summer. Shrubs 
were planted around the house and big shade trees adorned the yard. On a Sunday, the 
drive in front of her house would be lined with cars; mostly, her children's cars. 
Friends and family often visited her on this day. To the left side of the house, in the 
back, was a detached, two-car, brick garage. Her blue 1939 Plymouth sedan fitted 
snugly beside another vehicle, which belonged to an upstairs apartment dweller. In later 
years, the blue car was replaced with a black Dodge. Mama Hyde's flower beds of 
zinnias, marigolds, cosmos, dahlias and petunias grew to the side of the garage. She often 
cut bouquets from this bed.

Down behind the garage was a large, well-built chicken house and a fenced-in area for 
her Rhode Island Red chickens. We loved to go with Mama Hyde to gather the eggs. In 
some nests there were hard, dummy eggs placed there to encourage the hens to lay. A 
"setting hen" was always avoided because of her cross, clucking, pecking nature. Dainty, 
little Mama Hyde routinely cleaned the chicken house. Wearing an old hat of Papa Hyde's, 
an old dress with a protective apron and rubber galoshes on her feet, she would enter 
these premises to rake the house clean. Putting fresh straw in the nests and sprinkling 
the floor with lime, she would clean the coops, empty and refill the metal water pans. If 
there were baby chicks, she would put fresh mash in the metal feeders. After this was 
done, the chicken house looked like a show place!

Directly behind the chicken lot was a small pasture and a barn. One year, a tornado came 
through and toppled the barn on this back lot. The barn was not replaced. On the other 
side of the driveway, across from the back steps to the big house was another small 
flower bed that Mama Hyde could view from her bedroom window. Behind the big house, 
down near the huge fenced-in garden, stood a tenant house. For years this house had no 
electricity. Eventually, electricity was put in and the small dwelling was rented to 
various families. One family, the Walter Herringdines, lived there for years. Lavender 
althea bushes grew between the tenant house and the out-houses - a wood shed and a 
privy. Sometime in the 1950s, the tenant house burned to the ground.

As earlier written, the drive encircled the house. At one time, on the left side of the 
drive near the end of the loop, there were swings and see-saws. Planted near them were 
domesticated blackberry bushes. The drive continued between the low retaining walls 
and there it entered New Peachtree Road. The front acreage of the property was a lovely 
forest, void of underbrush.
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In the summer, on the front screened porch were potted asparagus ferns on stands. 
Three comfortable (caned back and seat) rockers, a cushioned glider and a metal, 
upholstered "spring-form" chair invitingly beckoned people to come and "sit a spell." 
There was always a breeze on this porch. From the porch, one entered the "little living 
room" through a French door. In the right corner of the porch, another French door 
opened into the "big living room." As Terry Baggett said recently, “The family sat in the 
'little living room' during the week and in the 'big living room' on Sunday." The 
gleaming, oak hardwood floors were regularly waxed and polished. In the “little living 
room" there was a fire-place that was used in the winter. The steam heat radiators 
clanged, gurgled and hissed through the cold months. Changing the steam heat furnace to 
one that used stoker coal eliminated the use of the fireplace except on special occasions. I 
remember the females of the household backing up to the warm fire, pulling their skirts 
up in the back and warming their legs. Turning away from the heat, their legs would be 
splotched red. A black coal-scuttle sat on the hearth. Next to the fireplace was a closet 
with shelves that held books, magazines, games, papers, etc. This was a delightful place 
to browse. I read many books and magazines from these shelves. A small round-top 
radio, which was later replaced by a Philco floor model, stood on a small table near the 
sofa. This radio emitted Mama Hyde's soap operas ("One Man's Family,“ “Pepper Young," 
"Stella Dallas," "Portia Faces Life," "Ma Perkins," etc.), which she faithfully listened to 
on weekdays. Soap companies were the exclusive advertisers: Oxydol, Rinso, Ivory 
Snow, Ivory Flakes, Lux, Duz, Octagon Soap, Mrs. Stewart's Bluing, etc. A reed organ 
that had been bought for Mama Hyde by her papa when she was a young girl stood on the 
inside wall near the enclosed stairwell. Terry, again, remembered the time when his 
Uncle Dan (Baggett) and Ernestine played the organ with such forceful pumping that they 
broke the pedal strap. This organ was given to Aunt Edith, who, in turn, gave it to Betty 
Ruth Sheffield Johnston ."'29 A French door opened to the staircase that led to the second 
floor. Another solid door, beside this one, opened into the long hall that ran through the 
middle of the house. Upstairs, there were four large bedrooms, a tiled bathroom and an 
unheated attic room that was used for a storage room. After Papa Hyde's death, three of 
these rooms were turned into an apartment. Cora Lee and Herbert, Ethelyn and Tom, 
Louise and Bill, Homer and Hortense Pinson lived in these rooms at different times. 
Helen's bedroom was the fourth room. She rarely slept in this room, but her personal 
belongings were kept there, including her fur coat. She always slept with her "mama."

Downstairs, in the hall, was a small table, which held the telephone. The first phone 
that the family had was an upright speaker one with a receiver that hung in a cradle on 
its side. Mama Hyde's telephone number was Chamblee 3171. A small cane-seated chair 
was beside the telephone table. Down the hall from this stood the hall tree which held 
coats, hats, handbags, umbrellas or the ironing that had been done by Thelma, the 
"colored" help (black maid). The freshly pressed clothes hung on the hooks ready to be 
"fetched" by the owners and taken to their closets. Two large back bedrooms with an 
adjoining tiled bathroom opened onto the hallway. The corner one, which Ethelyn and 
Judie shared from 1939 to 1948, had a fireplace. Helen claimed this bedroom after 
they moved. Mama Hyde's bedroom was the other one. Over her bed hung a picture of The 
Modern Madonna, a gift from my mother to her mama. (After Mama Hyde's death, this 
picture was given to me. It hangs on the wall in the hall of our home - our children and 
grandchildren's miniature baby pictures surround it.) The two special rockers that 
adorned this room are mentioned in another part of this chapter.

^29 As told to this writer by Louise Baggett.
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At the end of Mama Hyde's hall was a "little dining room" where a custom built, glass- 
front china cabinet, table and high-back benches stood for years. Later the table and 
benches were replaced with a dinette set. Beth Spruill inherited the china cabinet.

Just before entering "the little dining room" from the hall, a foyer, to the right, led to 
the "big living room." A door in the foyer led down to the dark, stuffy basement, which 
held the furnace, stoker, hot water heater and the coal bin. The "big living room" was 
elegantly furnished with plush chairs, a sofa, end tables and lamps. The fire place in 
this room was never used. Over the mantle was a lovely painting of Iris. (Louise 
inherited this.) The piano was in one corner of the room. For years, it was a player 
piano. Player piano rolls were stored in the dining room server-cabinet. The piano 
could also be manually played; it was on this piano that I first picked “out-by-ear" tunes 
with one finger; later I graduated to two fingers, and then finally to chords. The 
inhabitants of the house graciously allowed this noisy plinking of a young relative. When 
Mama Hyde bought a new spinet piano, she gave the player piano to our family. Later, 
when I was a better piano performer, I would entertain Mama Hyde by playing hymns. 
"Abide With Me," "In The Garden," "Sweet Hour of Prayer," "The Lily of the Valley" and 
"Rock of Ages" were some of her favorite hymns. Mama Hyde owned one of the first 
televisions in Chamblee. It was placed in "the big living room." She always had an 
audience of children and grandchildren who came to watch this black and white miracle 
box of shows. Her favorite program was "Hop-A-Long Cassidy," starring William Boyd; 
nothing preempted this show and talking was allowed while it was on. A wall with a 
large open arch led into the formal dining room, which held a mahogany buffet, china 
cabinet, server, six chairs and a long dining table. Mama Hyde had lovely crystal, china 
and silverware that her younger daughters had given her. Sometime during each year, 
on appointed Sundays, she prepared "Sunday dinner" and would invite an adult child and 
his or her family to be her dinner guests. The meal would be served in this room where 
she used her best linen, china, crystal and silver for the occasion. The food was 
superbly prepared. All of her children looked forward to their particular Sunday to 
have dinner with Mama Hyde.

Through the dining room swinging door, one would enter the "little dining room" which 
led to the kitchen. The linoleum floor and spacious wall of white, glass-front counter- 
top cabinets gave a warm glow to the kitchen. Once, there was a wood stove in the corner 
of the room, but it was replaced with an electric range. (I inherited the electric stove - 
in one of its drawers was a well-seasoned muffin pan, which I still use. Because it turns 
out delicious, crusted cornbread, our son Mark says he wants to inherit the pan. He 
shall!) Hanging on a nail over the white cast iron sink was a "common" dipper, which is 
now in my possession. When a member of the family was thirsty, he used the dipper for 
drinking water, drawn from the tap. This must have been a carry-over from the 
"common" dipper at the well. Near the sink was a small porcelain-topped table, which 
the family, as it grew smaller in number, used for meals. On the counter tops of the 
cabinets. Mama Hyde made her famous tea cakes and biscuits. I can see her now as she 
rolled the sweet dough thin and placed the small cut cookies on the cookie sheet. She 
would reserve bits of raw dough for her audience of salivating grandchildren. What a 
tasty treat! The kitchen led to a screened back porch where the icebox once stood. How 
she loved her new electric refrigerator! (Interestingly, electric refrigerators back in 
those days were commonly called ice boxes or frigidaires; just as, today, we call all 
tissue Kleenex and ail paper towels Scott towels.)

The rooms of this lovely house were spacious and comfortable. Mama Hyde kept it as 
"neat as a pin." In her latter years, she had "colored help" (a black maid), Thelma, who 
cleaned and ironed for her. What fond and loving memories 1 have of Mama Hyde's home!
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(Return to third person writing.) Christmas gatherings at Florence's were 
always special. She would give all of her grandchildren a crisp new dollar in a bank 
envelope. The adults would usually get linens or towels and money. Before they left, she 
would treat all of them to orange slice candy and chocolate drops. At other times of the 
year, her treats were corn candy (which she called chicken feed) and Beechnut, Juicy 
Fruit or Spearmint chewing gum.

On her grandchildren's birthdays, their cards always held a shiny half-dollar and a 
pretty linen handkerchief. A few days after her death, in her top bureau drawer, was 
found a birthday card addressed to baby Michael (this writer's son) for his first 
birthday, which was to be on September 22, 1953. The half-dollar had already been 
inserted in the envelope.

Florence loved her family and was always doing for them. If she sensed that they needed 
financial help, it would come through the mail or be gently tucked into one's hand. Not 
only was she good to her family but if she heard that someone in the church or in the 
community was in need, she would discreetly send money to that person or family. She 
never made any "fan-fare" about what she did.

On the hot evening of September 11, 1953, Helen telephoned Catherine. Anxiously, she 
said, "Mama's not feeling well." Gerry was visiting her mother. She immediately drove 
Catherine over to her mama's home. There they found Florence in the kitchen wearing 
her crisp little apron. Her ashen face held beads of perspiration on her brow. Waves of 
nausea, and inability to get her breath caused her to say, “I think I'll go and lie down." 
Gerry went with her grandmother to her bedroom and watched as the frail little lady 
stretched out on her bed. Helen and Catherine hurriedly went to the hall telephone to call 
the doctor. Taking Mama Hyde's hand, Gerry quietly held it. Hearing a rattle from her 
grandmother's chest, Gerry saw and heard Florence's last breath before she quietly and 
peacefully passed away. Cardiac arrest was the cause of her death. Ethelyn related, "As 
the family gathered on the front porch, Louise, sobbingly, said, 'I drew my strength 
from Mama.' And I said, 'Mama was my best friend."

The family's lovely "steel magnolia" was gone, although her fragrance still lingers. Her 
purity of love will always be in the minds and hearts of the family members who knew 
and loved her. Her impact on their lives will forever be felt!

Florence Julia Sheffield Hyde was laid to rest in the family's plot by the side of her 
beloved husband Ed and her precious son Harold at the Chamblee Baptist Church 
Cemetery. Her tomb inscription reads: Florence S. Hyde, December 22, 1882, - 
September 11, 1953. Ethelyn recalls the beautiful eulogy that Florence's brother, the 
Rev. Pickett Sheffield, gave at her funeral. In Ethelyn's own words: "All of his remarks 
were so fitting, loving and true. She never let her right hand know what the left was 
doing. She was thoughtful and sharing ... that was my mama!"‘'30

(Note: Following is a paper that was in Catherine's files. The author is unknown. 
Florence's mother's name is incorrect. In this writer's wedding book (1951), her 
mother, Catherine, filled in the Family Tree. She said that Florence's mother was 
Missouri Emaline Groaan. The 1880 U.S. Census of Dawson Co., Ga. verifies this.

^30 In a letter from Ethelyn H. Conway, Aug. 14, 1999.
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Information for Rev, A.B. Couch as requested on the history of the late Mrs.
P.E. Hvdg- Florence Julia Sheffield was born on December 22, 1882, in 
Forsyth County, Georgia. Parents: Benjamin T. Sheffield, Julia (sic) Grogan 
Sheffield. Spiritual birth and conversion at the age of 11 years in August 1893, 
and church membership followed. Place: Coal Mountain Baptist Church. Pastor: 
[the] Rev. J.L. Wyatt. Through the years, her membership was transferred as 
follows: Corinth Baptist Church, Chamblee, Georgia; Union Hill Baptist 
Church and Clear Springs Baptist Church in old Milton County; Forest Park 
Baptist Church, Clayton County, Georgia. In 1918, she brought her membership 
to Chamblee Baptist Church where the late J.P. McConnell was then Pastor - her 
35 years thence were her richest and most beautiful because of God's goodness 
in guiding all 7 of the children He had given her into spiritual birth and church 
membership with her in the same church. Two sons and a son-in-law she saw 
ordained as Deacons in the same church, and later, one of these sons ordained into 
the ministry. She witnessed the baptism of 10 of her grandchildren into the 
same church with her and knew that 5 others had become His followers in other 
churches. The two grandchildren who were not members at the time of her death 
were only 2 and 4 years of age. She also had 4 great grandchildren ranging in 
ages from 6 months to 3 years of age. She never took any outstanding place of 
service in the church, but was always loyal and faithful in attendance when her 
health permitted. She loved the church and was a tither, and served quietly and 
in many ways with her generous gifts to causes in Kingdom growth and through 
the Woman's Missionary Union. She became the bride of Powell Edgar Hyde on 
August 2, 1905, in the home of her parents near Doraville, Georgia. Her uncle, 
the late Rev. Henry Sheffield officiated. Her close friends, Bertha McElroy and 
Ben Roberts were her only attendants. The children who followed are: Catherine 
(Mrs. C.E. Jameson), Benjamin, Harold (deceased in 1935 [sic-1936]),
Herbert, Ethelyn (Mrs. Q.T. Conway), Louise (Mrs. W.S. Baggett), and Helen 
Hyde (unmarried). The grandchildren are Ernestine Jameson Wills, Geraldine 
Jameson Spruill, Frances Jameson Cadenhead, and Ronald Edgar Jameson, 
Jeannette Hyde Dempsey, Lawrence, Mona Ellen, Patricia, Martha and Harold 
Hyde. Jerry, Jimmy and David Hyde. Judy Hill, Terry Baggett, Jan and Joey 
Conway. The great grandchildren are: Cathy and Connie Wills, Michael Dempsey 
and Michael Cadenhead. Her sweet and beautiful life ended on September 11,
1953, which was 19 years and 1 day after the departure and death of her 
husband, the love and memory of whom she remained ever true and faithful to.
The funeral rites were held in the Chamblee Baptist Church on September 12, 
1953, with the Pastor, [the] Rev. J.F. Barton, officiating, assisted by [the] Rev. 
A.B. Couch and [the] Rev. J.T. Tribble. She was a devoted, faithful and loyal wife, 
mother and grandmother - a consecrated Christian, loyal church member and a 
friend to all, particularly the needy. The unselfishness of her life and the quiet 
unassuming manner in which she ministered to her family, friends and church 
are a benediction and blessing to all of us, which challenges us into more 
consecrated and abundant living for the Glory and Honor of the God she loved and 
served.
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The Family of Powell Edaar and Florence Julia Sheffield
( Fourth Hvde Generation)

4. Husband: Powell Edaar Hvde: b. 1-20-1884 In Dawson County, Ga. near
Dawsonville, Ga.; m. 8-2-1905 In Doraville, Ga., DeKalb Co.; d. 9-5-1934; 
buried: Chamblee Baptist Church Cemetery, Chamblee, Ga.
Parents: William James and Tabitha Anderson Mabrv Hvde

Wife: Florence Julia Sheffield: b. 12-22-1882 in Forsyth Co., Ga.; 
d. 9-11-1953; buried: Chamblee Baptist Church Cemetery.
Parents: Benjamin T. and Missouri Emaline Groaan Sheffield.

Children; 4 daughters. 3 sons
5. Catherine Flor^nga Hydai b. 5-2-1906 in Forsyth Co., Ga.;

m. 8-14-1926; d. 12-5-1979. (See below.)
Husband: Claude Ernest Jameson: b. 7-18-1904 in Fulton Co., Ga.;

d. 2-24-1973. Both buried: Chamblee Baptist Church Cemetery. 
Children: 3 daughters. 1 son

6. Florence Ernestine Jameson 
6. oilie Geraldine Jameson 
6. Bertha Frances Jameson 
6. Ronald Edgar Jameson- 

5. William Benjamin Hyde; b. 9-13-1907 in Forsyth Co. Ga.;
m. 12-22-1927; d. 4-19-1975; buried: Arlington Memorial Park 
Cemetery (Sandy Springs), Atlanta, Ga.

Wife: Mona Clairee Warnock; b. 8-15-1907 in Chamblee, Ga., DeKalb Co.;
d. 11-21-2002; buried: (same as above).

Children: 4 daughters. 2 sons
6. Clairee Jeannette Hyde
6. William Lawrence Hyde
6. Mona Ellen Hyde
6. Patricia (Patty) Florence Hyde
6. Martha Juanita Hyde
6. Harold Benjamin Hyde.

5. James Harold Hyde; b. 1-12-1911 in Forsyth Co., Ga.; d. 2-11-1936;
buried: Chamblee Baptist Church Cemetery, Chamblee, Ga.

5. Herbert Edgar Hyde; b. 12-6-1913 in Forsyth Co., Ga.;
m. 8-6-1933; d. 9-12-1971; buried: (same as below.)

Wife: Cora Lee Pinson, b. 2-24-1915 in Hall County, Ga.
buried: Arlington Memorial Park Cemetery, Sandy Springs, Ga. 

Children: 3 sons
6. Herbert Jerome (Jerry) Hyde
6. James (Jimmy/Jim) Powell Hyde
6. David Harold Hyde

5. Sarah Ethelyn Hyde; L  3-27-1916 in Forsyth Co., Ga.;
1st m. 12-16-1934; 2nd m. 1-10-1948.

1st Husband: Thomas Adam Hill; divorced.
Children: 1 daughter

6. Judith Diane Hill 
2nd Husband: Quentin Thomas Conway; b. 7-7-1919; m. 1-10-1948. 
Children: 1 daughter . 1 son

6. Vicki Jan Conway

’*3’' Harry L. Hyde, Spruill/Saxe up-date, op. cit., pp. 7-16.
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6. Joel Edgar Conway.
5. Nellie Louise Hyde; b. 9-14-1920 in DeKalb Co., Ga., m. 12-13-1936; 

d. 3-19-2001; buried: Rosehaven Cemetery, Douglasville, Ga.
Husband: William Seawright Baggett; b. 5-6-1917 in Douglasville, Ga.; 

d. 12-3-2001; buried: (same as above).
Children: 1 son

6. William Terrell Baggett
5. Helen Edith Hyde; b. 7-13-1923 in DeKalb Co., Ga.; m. 5-15-1955;

d. 2-24-1990; burled: Arlington Memorial Park Cemetery, Sandy 
Springs, Ga.

Husband: Erwin Jack (Winn) Drummond, Sr., b. 11-6-1911 in Manhattan,
N.Y.; d. 5-5-1977; buried: Arlington Memorial Park Cemetery. 

Qhil<;lr$ai.l. §gn
6. Erwin Jack Drummond, Jr.

(Note: More information on these descendants and their children may be found in their
individual chapters and on their family sheets.)

Fifth Hyde Generation

Catherine Florence Hyde^ Jameson
( 1906-1979)

Catherine was Ed and Florence Hyde's first child. Writings on her life are in Seasons of 
Mv Parents.

William Benjamin Hyde^
(1907-1975)

Mona Clalree Warnock
(1907-2002)

‘ The year that William Benjamin Hyde and Mona Clairee Warnock were born, 1907, 
Oklahoma became the 46th state of the U.S.; Theodore Roosevelt was U.S. President. 
Rudyard Kipling received the Nobel Prize for literature.*

William Benjamin Hyde was the second child of Ed and Florence Hyde. He was born on 
September 13, 1907''32 at Ocee, Georgia in old Milton County, near Cumming, Georgia 
and was named for his two grandfathers, William Hyde and Benjamin Sheffield.

His sister, Catherine, was sixteen and a half months older than he. Although she loved 
her brother, a strong rivalry between these two siblings existed from birth until well 
into their adult lives. Ben was "the apple of his mother's eye" and Catherine was her 
papa's "pride and joy!" Did this cause the rivalry? Perhaps, Catherine won her father's 
favor because she was a hard worker. Her father, a hard worker himself, was also a 
task-master to anyone who labored by his side. Ben's personality was genteel. He did

''32 h .L. Hyde, op. cit., p. 6.
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not like hard, dirty work. Perhaps, his mother's special love for him was a protective 
love or perhaps, he reminded her of her own father, Benjamin T. Sheffield, who enjoyed 
living a gentleman's life.

Shortly after baby Harold was born into this family, he became ill from a crippling 
disease. Ethelyn and Louise said it was akin to infantile paralysis. Harold was left with 
crippled legs and arms from this illness. Ben loved this little brother. Ethelyn Hyde 
Conway tells the story of how five year old Ben would often carry Harold on his back to 
help his younger sibling reach a destination more quickly. When his parents told him 
that Harold was too heavy for him to tote, he would emphatically say, "No, he's not too 
heavy! He's my brother!'

Living on a farm required heavy work from family members. Ed expected his older 
children to help in the fields. Catherine's driving nature caused her to prod her younger 
brother, Benjamin, to work a little faster, or a little harder, in order to finish an
assigned task. Much of the time, her nagging fell on deaf ears.

One story that Catherine told her children about her childhood included Ben and a chore 
that they were to complete on the truck farm in Clayton County, Georgia in a specified 
amount of time. Ben was eleven and she was twelve. The story follows. In the fall of 
1918 at peanut harvesting time, Ed took Ben and Catherine to the peanut field to pull up 
peanuts. Scanning the field, Ed told them that he wanted all of the peanuts out of the
ground and in piles by the time he got back from a "truck-run" into Atlanta. The field
looked vastly large to the two youngsters. They knew that they could not waste any time 
that day. Ben and Catherine watched Ed drive off and then they bent over to start their 
giant task. For a while, Ben worked very hard and then he slacked off. Pulling peanuts 
is a back breaking job! Catherine continued to pull with steady fervor.

Running alongside of this peanut field was the Dixie Bee Highway (U.S. 41 - the Old 
National Highway), at that time an unpaved road. This highway was the most direct route 
from Chicago to Miami. The automobile industry was beginning to flourish; many cars 
were appearing on the roads replacing the horse and buggies and the mules and wagons. 
The fashionable thing for the well-to-do Northerners was to drive south to Florida to 
spend the winter months.

On this particular sunny day, the highway was unusually busy with traveling cars. 
Clouds of dust from the road billowed over the field where the children worked. Dirt 
from the uprooted peanuts, mingled with the road dust, filled Catherine and Ben's 
nostrils and clung to their sweaty skin. "Phew!" said Ben, as he straightened up and 
rested his hands on his hips. Wiping his grimy face on his shirt sleeve, his hand went to 
his brow to shade his eyes as he stared at a passing car on the road. "Look at that Reo! 
Ifs all the way from Ohio!" Forgetting his task, Ben became intrigued with the different 
makes of cars and their assorted state tags. He would bend down and pull a cluster of 
peanuts and slowly toss it to the pile. He could be heard saying, "Oooh, look how those 
people are dressed!" Catherine, sticking to her job, would yell, "Ben, get busy! Papa 
will be back in a little while!" Half-hearted, he would feel with his hands for the peanut 
plants that he was pulling up while his eyes stared at the passing traffic on the road. 
Watching the people in their fancy dress was exciting. In the open roadsters were 
duster-clad, goggle-wearing occupants. In the enclosed cars were women with 
fashionable hats and stylish attire. "Did you see that woman's fancy hat in that Packard? 
That's an Indiana tag!" Catherine would take a quick glance and then return to pulling 
peanuts. She would urge Ben to help her, which he did until he heard another automobile 
approaching. "Golly, there goes an Austin from Illinois." The motorists usually left 
enough space between cars so that they would not have to "eat each other's dust!" This
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allowed Ben time to put another peanut cluster on the pile before he would turn to the 
road scene and exclaim, "Man, look at that big Cadillac. Wouldn't you know that it would 
be from Michigan!?" Later, "Gee, I'll bet they are rich. Just look at that Studebaker!"

The day was passing rapidly and there were many more peanuts to unearth and stack in 
uniform piles. At intervals, Catherine would straighten up to rest her back, look at her 
brother and fuss, "Aw! Come on, Ben. Pull!" Once when she was yelling at him, he 
interrupted her with, "Wow, there goes a brand new Nash fr..o..m.." Ben's voice stopped 
in mid-air. He heard the familiar sound of his papa's truck in the distance. Glancing at 
the unfinished portion of the field, Ben, trying to "make up for lost time," bent down and 
hastily pulled and tossed the plants toward the peanut pile nearest the road. Frantically, 
they hurled the peanuts as Catherine wailed, "I told you that it wouldn't be long until 
Papa came! Now we will both get into trouble because you have been naming those old 
cars all morning!"

Hurriedly, Ben pulled up a clump and tossed it to the stack. BUT, it soared past the pile 
and landed in an open car, right into the lap of a fancy-clad lady! With a yelp, she 
spewed wet dust from her shaking lips and vigorously flung the peanuts out of the car. 
Shocked and agitated, she briskly brushed the dry soil from her lovely duster.

Angrily, her husband braked his OkJsmobile and pulled to the side of the road by the field. 
Leaping from the car, he lumbered toward the children. Ben and Catherine stood in shock 
as the red-faced man approached them. How relieved they were when they heard their 
father's voice behind them say, "What's the trouble?" Trembling, Ben was relieved in 
another way. Wet splotches appeared on the legs of his gallused overalls; a wet puddle 
formed at his dusty, bare feet. By then, both of the youngsters were in tears. Pointing 
toward his car, the man yelled that "those rascals” had thrown peanuts into his car and 
had frightened his wife and ruined her duster! Ed, in a calm voice, apologized for his 
children's actions and told the man that he was sure it must have been an accident - his 
children would not purposely do such a thing. He assured the gentleman that he would 
pay for the damage done to the garment. This polite discourse gave the man and his wife 
time to "cool off" from the frightful incident. They could see that this tearful, young lad 
was suffering badly over his mishap. Accepting Ed's apology for the children, the man 
refused to take Ed's money. Following the man to the road, Ed told him to go ahead and get 
in his car; he would turn the hand crank in the front of the vehicle to start the 
Oldsmobile's engine. With a few twists of the crank, the engine sputtered and caught. 
The once indignant couple waved to the three and chugged away, leaving a cloud of dust 
behind them.

When Catherine got to this part of her story, her children always asked, "And what 
happened next?" She would continue, "We both got a whipping!" "Ooo..h, that was not 
fair!" they would wail. Ignoring their remarks, she would laugh and say, "I'll never 
forget the look on Ben's face when he saw what he had mistakenly done on that dusty 
autumn day." And laughing even harder, she would continue, "And I'll never forget that 
puddle on the ground, either!"

As Ben grew, his habit of avoiding hard work followed him. Some of his siblings would in 
jest, say, "If there is any hard work to be done, you won't find Ben there!" This writer 
never saw him in work clothes. He was always neatly dressed, "without a hair out of 
place."

Ben was a good student at Chamblee High School, graduating in 1927. He and Mona 
Warnock were in school and church together. Her father was Mr. Charley Warnock, a 
leading citizen of the town. Mr. Warnock, once mayor of Chamblee, was also the

52



chairman of the Board of Deacons at Chamblee Baptist Church. He and his wife approved 
of the growing, romantic relationship between their daughter and Ben.

On December 22, William Benjamin Hyde married Mona Clairee Warnock,
daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Charles P. Warnock of Chamblee, Georgia. They married a few 
months after Ben graduated from Chamblee High School. Mona had graduated earlier. 
Ten months later, they had their first child, Jeannette. Other children born to them 
were: Lawrence, Mona Ellen, Patty, Martha and Harold.

Since Ben's and Catherine's older children were about the same ages, these cousins often 
played with each other. Ernie and Jeannette (Jinks) were in the same class in school and 
were good friends. As teenagers, Gerry and Jeannette often double-dated; their boy
friends, Monroe Dempsey and Hugh Spruill, were from Dunwoody and were good friends. 
Later these young men would be their husbands. Lawrence and Ronald were real buddies 
when they were children. This writer shared her books with Mona Ellen and often played 
with these cousins in the woods behind their house. Many pine straw huts were made by 
this "cousin gang." Hiking in their deep woods on the old road-bed that once led from 
Dunwoody to Chamblee was a fun outing. Attending the same church, this writer, as a 
teenager, taught her younger cousins, Patty, Martha and Harold in Training Union. In 
1949-1950, Lawrence and she were classmates at West Georgia College.

As an adult, Ben was an intelligent, handsome, well groomed man. He was active in 
community affairs and at his church. He was a deacon at Chamblee Baptist Church and 
was often called on by the preacher to pray the morning prayer. Grandpa Sheffield had 
been a role model for Ben in his youth. Grandpa's eloquent prayers were long and so 
were Ben's. Standing for the morning prayer, all were glad when Ben would finally say, 
"In our Lord and Savior's name, we pray. A-men."

Ben provided well for his family. After living for a period of time in the little block 
house on Peachtree Road, he built a large, brick home on Dunwoody Road near the high 
school. It was beautifully furnished; a baby grand piano stood in their formal living 
room. Mona had a full time maid who cooked, cleaned and helped take care of the 
children. Ben always had the latest model car in town; his silver Buick was a beautiful 
automobile. Benjamin and Mona's children were always dressed in the latest fashions. 
They were among the elite in Chamblee.

Ben was an officer at Rosemary Creamery, Inc. and kept the books with the assistance of 
Raymond Chatham. Before he worked at the plant, he had been a bookkeeper at Campbell 
Coal Company located near Oglethorpe University where he worked for his cousin, Egbert 
Harrison. After Ben's father's death, his mother asked him to manage the business, 
Rosemary Creamery, Inc. Mr. Harvey, the silent partner, decided to move his office to 
the plant where he could also help supervise the business. Ben spent a few hours each 
day at the creamery, but his heart was not in this business. More and more of his time 
was spent in handling his mother's real estate and financial interests, plus personal 
pursuits of his own. After Mr. Harvey's death, the running of Rosemary Creamery fell 
on Ben and Ernest's shoulders. Government inspections became more and more 
stringent. Sales slumped. Mr. Harvey had been the chief salesman. Ben's brother-in- 
law, Emest, became III and had to take a year's leave from work. Ben was unable to run 
the plant on his own; thus, Rosemary Creamery, Inc. had to be liquidated.

H.L. Hyde, op. cit., Spruill/Saxe up-date, p. 13.
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After the closing of the creamery, Ben ventured into the dairy business on the old 
Irvindale Farnns property in Chamblee. His "Guernseydale Farms"i34 failed, however, 
and a few years later, the old Irvindale property burned. Finally, Ben found his niche in 
real estate where he was very successful. He worked as a broker for Etheridge and 
Vanneman Real Estate at the Oglethorpe Depot. Later, he joined Northside Realty and 
became Vice-President of this real estate company.

Ben was a prominent business man in the community. He served on the DeKalb County 
Board of Education, just as his Grandpa Sheffield had once served. He was a deacon at 
First Baptist Church of Chamblee and was a Mason. He was a good husband, father, son 
and brother.

As earlier written, Ben and his mother's relationship was a close, loving one. Rarely did 
a Sunday pass that Ben did not visit his mother. After his father's death, this older son 
tried to help his mother with problems that she encountered with his younger siblings - 
especially with his baby sister Helen.

Ben suffered with back aches all of his life. In his latter years, he developed Menieres 
Disease, a fluid build up in the inner ear, which caused dizziness. This was diagnosed at 
the Mayo Clinic in Rochester, Minnesota.

After the creamery closed, the relationship between Ben, Catherine and Ernest grew into 
a harmonious one. Resentments they had harbored disappeared. They were no longer 
rivals - peace and respect filled their hearts. Routinely, they visited each other in their 
homes and when Catherine and Ernest moved into a nursing home, Ben faithfully went to 
see them. On the night in 1973 that Ernest waited for death to come, Ben was there in 
the room with him, Gerry, Hugh, Kenneth and Frances (this writer). Catherine was a 
patient at St. Joseph's Hospital and could not be by her beloved's side. Ben quietly sat and 
comforted the daughters and their husbands. This writer will never forget this 
thoughtful, loving act.

Two years later, at the age of 67, Ben suffered a massive stroke and died on April 21, 
1975. His obituary read: William Benjamin IHyde

William Benjamin Hyde died on April 21, 1975 of a stroke. He was a 
former member of [the] DeKalb County Board of Education. He was listed in 
Who's Who in Georgia Real Estate. He belonged to the Roswell Rotary Club, the 
DeKalb Chamber of Commerce, the Chamblee Lodge No. 444 F & AM and the 
Chamblee - Doraville Business Men's Club. He was on the Board of Deacons at the 
First Baptist Church in Chamblee. He is survived by his widow, his six children, 
his 14 grandchildren and several great-grandchildren. He is buried at Arlington 
Memorial Park Cemetery in Atlanta, Ga. [Sandy Springs].

For a long time after Ben's death, Mona remained in their home. But when her health 
failed, she moved first into an Assisted Living Home. After breaking her hip, she had to 
move into a Nursing Home. Her children faithfully saw that her needs were met. On 
November 21, 2002, Mona, at the age of 95, died and was buried beside her husband in 
Arlington Cemetery. Patty sang at her mother's funeral.

The name of the dairy was given to the writer by Lawrence Hyde. He also told her about 
the Campbell Coal Co. job. He said that his father did not want to leave this job for the one 
at the plant.
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The Family of William Beniamin and Mona Clalree Warnock
(Fifth Hyde Generation)

5. Husband: William Benjamin Hyde; b. 9-13-1907 in Forsyth Co., Ga.; 
m. 12-22-1927 in Chamblee, Ga.; d. 4-19-1975; 
buried: Arlington Memorial Park Cemetery, Atlanta, Ga.
Parents: Powell Edoar and Florence Sheffield Hvde of Chamblee, Ga., DeKalb Co. 

Wife: Mona Clairee Warnock Hyde; b. 8-15-1907 in Chamblee, Ga.; m. 12-22-1927; 
d. 11-21-2002; buried: (same as above)
Parents: Charles P. and Corrie Reed Warnock of Chamblee, Ga., DeKalb Co.

Children: 4 daughters. 2 sons
6. Clairee Jeannette Hyde Dempsey; b. 10-12-1928 in Chamblee, Ga.;

m. 10-3-1947 in Chamblee, Ga.
Husband: William Monroe Dempsey; b. 5-10-1928. z<i~2-eojj-.
His parents: Charles Franklin and Ethel Todd Dempsey of Dunwoody, Ga.
Children: 2 sons u / t

7. Michael Monroe Dempsey; b. 8-11-1952 ; m. 2-28-1987.
Wife: Margaret McCommon Dempsey; b. 12-28-1957.

Children: 1 daughter. 1 son
8. Anna Caroline Dempsey; b. 8-1-1989.
8. William (Will) Benjamin Dempsey; b. 7-5-1991.

7. William Mark Dempsey; b. 8-27-1956; m. 6-12-1993.
Wife: Rebecca Watson Dempsey; b. 7-2-1952.

6. William Lawrence Hyde; b. 2-7-1931 in Chamblee, Ga.;
1st m. 6-28-1953.

1st Wife: Delores (Dody) Eileen Serena Hyde; b. 8-5-1930; divorced 1979. 
Children: 1 son . 1 daughter

7. Barry Benjamin Hyde; b. 7-18-1955; m. 9-13-1986 in 
Cupertine, Calif.

Wife: Alena Hyde 
Children: 1 daughter

8. Maddison Hyde; b. 4-11-1994 in Honolulu, Hawaii.
7. Martha Ellen Hyde Sterns; b. 1-1-1962 in San Mateo, Calif.;

m. 6-2-1991 at Auberge du Soleil, Napa Valley, Calif.
Husband: Michael Jay Sterns; b. 8-1-1958 in Seattle, Wash.
His parents: Richard Samuel Sterns of Skowhegan, Maine 

and Susan Barbara Asia of Bellevue, Washington.
Children: 2 daughters. 1 son

8. Alyssa Nicole Sterns; b. 4-28-1995 in Palo Alta, Calif.
8. (Twin) Brett Alexander Sterns; b. 12-31-1999.
8. (Twin) Lauren Katherine Sterns; b. 12-31-1999; both born 

in Palo Alto, Calif.
Lawrence's 2nd Wife: Joan Terroan (Midge) Bryning Goings Hyde;

2nd m. 10-10-1991 in Leavensworth, Washington.
Her parents: Harold Bryning & Terroan McKerlie of East Wenatchee, Wa.
Her children bv another marriage:
Tassie Marie Goings; b. 4-7-1960.
Michael Charles Harold Goings; b. 11-9-1961.

6. Mona Ellen Hyde Bullard; b. 1-2-1936; m. 4-12-1958; divorced 
Husband: Arthur (Mike) Hartwell Bullard; b. 6-7-1934; divorced; deceased. 
Childrepi_4 sons

H.L. Hyde, Spruill/Saxe update, op. cit., pp. 7, 11-13.
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7. Stephen Emerson Bullard; b. 12-28-1958; m. 7-4-1984.
Wife: Cindy Bullard; b. 11-11-1954.
7. Scott Michael Bullard; b. 8-29-1960.
7. David Keith Bullard; b. 12-5-1961; m. 9-17-1988.
Wife: Marion Bullard; b. 4-10-1959.
Children: 2 sons. 1 daughter

8. Erik Bullard; b. 12-3-1990.
8. Cameron Bullard; b. 5-3-1993.
8. Gracelyn Bullard; b. 6-5-1997.

7. William Douglas Bullard (Hawkins); b. 11-23-1968. (See below.)
6. Patricia (Patty) Florence Hyde; b. 3-17-1939; m. 7-20-1957.
Husband: Samuel Donald Hawkins; b. 10-3-1937.
Children: 1 son. 1 adopted son. 2 daughters

7. Donald Anthony Hawkins; b. 7-20-1962; 1st m. 8-20-1983.
1st Wife: Lisa Marie Thomas Hawkins; b. 9-21-1962; divorced.
Children: 2 sons

8. Kevin Khristopher Hawkins; b. 9-18-1985.
8. Dustin William Hawkins; b. 1-8-1988.

Donald’s 2nd marriage: 6-5-1980.
2nd wife: Kim Snell; b. 3-10-1965 
Her children bv another marriage:

Keele Janelle Snell; b. 11-14-1980.
Arica Lynn Snell; b. 9-16-1985.

7. Donna Lynn Hawkins; b. 6-12-1961; d. 3-13-1968.
7. Patricia Kimberly Hawkins; b. 3-10-1965.

(Patty and Don lovingly adopted Mona Ellen's baby, William Douglas Bullard, when Mona 
Ellen became ill. They reared him and he carries their name.)

7. William Douglas Hawkins; b. 11-23-1968; m. 12-16-1994.
Wife: Tammy Lynn Hawkins; b. 4-14-1969.
Children: 1 son, twin daughters

8. Caleb Benjamin Hawkins; b. 8-2-1994.
8. (Twin) Alyssa Marie Hawkins; b. 8-28-1998.
8. (Twin) Brianna Nicole Hawkins; b. 8-28-1998.

6. Martha Juanita Hyde Wallace; b. 7-7-1940; m. 11-19-1960.
Husband: Robert Adrian Wallace; b. 6-15-1937.
Children: 2 daughters

7. Robin Elaine Wallace Christenson; b. 5-2-1963; m. 9-1-1990. 
Husband: Robert Cole Christenson, Jr.; b. 9-2-1946.
Children: 1 daughter. 1 son

8. Kelsey Nicole Christenson; b. 2-28-1992.
8. Cole Wallace Christenson; b. 3-24-1999.

7. Judith Christine (Kristy) Wallace Greene; b. 10-10-1965;
m. 1-3-1998.

Husband: Loran Dean Greene; b. 5-17-1965.
Children: 3 sons

8. Luke Douglas Greene; b. 10-20-1999.
8. (Twin) Andrew Robert Greene; b. 12-3-2001.
8. (Twin) Jacob Elijah Greene; b. 12-3-2001.

6. Harold Benjamin Hyde; b. 11-2-1941; m. 12-28-1962.
Wife: Kaye Renell McLerran Hyde; b. 3-5-1941.
Her parents: Bernard Howard and Pauline Carr McLerran, Houston, Tx.
Children: 2 daughters

7. Debra Kaye Hyde Pezoldt; b. 5-12-1964; m. 7-28-1990.
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Husband: Carl Edward Pezoldt; b. 6-4-1959.
His parents: Dr. Charles (Chuck) and Carol Pezoldt of Miami, Fla. 
Children: 1 son. 2 daughters

8. Austin Charles Pezoldt; b. 6-6-1995.
8. Addison Kaye Pezoldt; b. 2-15-2000.
8. Amy Faith Pezoldt; 7-17-2001.

7. Denise Rene Hyde Candler; b. 6-14-1968; m. 6-16-1990. 
Husband: Terry Howard Candler; b. 1-30-1966.
His parents: Howard and Frances Candler of Union, S.C.
Childr?n; 2 daMqhter?

8. Sydney Rene Candler; b. 12-23-1997.
8. Sophey McKaye Candler; b. 5-25-2001.

James Harold Hyde^
(191 1-1936)

*The year that James Harold Hyde was born, 1911, the President of the U.S. was 
William Howard Taft. Marie Curie won the Nobel Prize for Chemistry.*

On January 12, 1911, in Ocee, Georgia, a third child, James Harold, was born to 
Florence and Ed Hyde. Harold joined sister, Catherine (almost five years of age), and 
brother Ben (a little over three years of age). This baby boy resembled his father "in 
looks" more than any of the other children.''^6 He was a handsome little fellow.

Not long after he was born, Harold contracted a strain of infantile paralysis. In those 
days there was little medical knowledge about this crippling disease. If a person 
survived, it was likely that the victim would be left with a handicap. The young couple 
did all that they knew to do to help their baby overcome his illness. But Harold was left 
with crippled legs and for a while he had to use a c r u t c h . His arms, especially the left 
one, were also affected. The movements of his limbs were distorted and clumsy. Louise 
said, “When Harold was about three years old. Papa bought him a tricycle hoping that in 
learning to ride it the leg movement might develop the muscles in his legs. His left side 
dangled. However, this riding toy did not help Harold's physical condition."

(This family story bears repeating here.) When Harold was just a toddler, his brother 
Ben would often let Harold climb up on his back and Ben would carry him to a desired 
location. This made it much faster for his little brother to "get around." When Ed or 
Florence would tell Ben that Harold was too heavy for him to tote, Ben would reply, “No! 
He's not heavy. He's my brother!“ How Ben loved this little brother!

In spite of Harold's physical handicaps, his intelligence was not altered. He was acutely 
bright in mathematics and did well in his other school subjects. He graduated from 
Chamblee High School. Harold probably spent many lonely hours watching his siblings 
and friends at work and at play. Although the family was very kind and helpful, Harold 
was limited in what he could physically do. In high school, he had several good friends.

As told by Louise H. Baggett. Much of what has been written about Harold will be from 
conversations with his sisters, Ethelyn H. Conway and Louise H. Baggett in 1994 and 
1999.
This small crutch is in the possession of his sister, Ethelyn.
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Freddie and Ethel Holbrook enjoyed his company and would often take him to the movies. 
Ethelyn said, "Ethel was the closest to a girlfriend that Harold ever had."

Harold had a gentle personality and a keen sense of humor. This writer remembers a 
particular time when Harold walked over to see her family, which he frequently did. 
Her father had driven the creamery truck home for the weekend. The big space in the 
empty van was a special place for her siblings and her to play. They would climb up into 
it, take their dolls, and make a playhouse. This day, they were "keeping house" in the 
van. They had no idea that there was anybody on the premises. A loud bump on the 
exterior back panel and a whoop of “Boo!" from Harold, sent the children into gales of 
mixed screams and laughter. This writer can still see his laughing, sweet face as he 
affectionately looked in at his nieces and nephew. Clamoring down from the truck's bed, 
they caught his hands and accompanied him into their home.

Because Harold's movements were awkward, when company came for a meal, he would sit 
in the kitchen at the small, porcelain-topped table and eat alone. It embarrassed him 
when he spilled his food. Ed, being the protective, loving father, would often take his 
plate back to the kitchen to eat with his son Harold. There was a strong bond of love 
between the two. Harold adored his papa.

After Harold's high school graduation, Ed converted his panel truck into an abbreviated 
"rolling store” for Harold to operate. A family friend from Doraville, Roy Munday, was 
engaged to drive the truck for Harold. Harold sold candies, crackers, tobacco, cigarettes, 
etc. from this truck. This gave Harold a sense of “earning his own way."

Ed's death shocked the whole family, but grief-stricken Harold was unable to cope with 
the loss of his father. Some of his buddies would take him out for an evening. Being 
young, some of his pals were experimenting with alcohol and, on occasion, they would 
persuade Harold to drink with them; they would bring Harold home in a stupor and dump 
him. This caused Florence a great deal of pain. All of the family was concerned about 
Harold. It was evident that he was in deep depression. Ed's untimely death and the fact 
that Harold's own siblings and friends were marrying and establishing homes magnified 
the fact that his life was empty, giving him a feeling of despair.

One of the daily chores that Harold could faithfully and independently do was to walk to 
the post office to get the mail. Every day around noon, when the mail train came through 
Chamblee on its way up the Eastern seaboard, Harold would walk up to Chamblee, which 
was across the railroad tracks. There he would visit with friends, whom he knew in the 
stores, until the mail was sorted and placed in the Post Office boxes. He would call for 
his family's mail at the P.O. window and the postmistress, Mrs. Estelle Pierce, would 
hand it to him to take home. On the fateful day of February 11, 1936, seventeen months 
after his father's death, Harold was killed by the fast moving Southern Railroad mail 
train. There were no witnesses except the engineers who said that he was lying on the 
tracks and they did not see him in time to stop the train. General consensus was that he 
probably stumbled on the tracks and could not get up in time to avoid this painful, tragic 
death. This writer's mother often wondered if this were a purposeful act, on his part, to 
get out of his misery. No one will ever really know why he was on the tracks!

This writer had not yet started to school. It must have been a mild day because she was 
out in the yard with her little brother Ronald playing. Her mother's two good friends, 
Daisy Tomlin and Ramath Hyde, drove up into the yard. They asked, "Where is your 
mother?" "Inside," she replied. They told Frances to keep Ronald outside while they 
went in to talk with their mother. A few minutes later, the children heard a mournful
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wail. Immediately, Ronald and Frances tore into the house, where they saw their mother 
bent over in shocked grief, weeping.

Louise said that someone came to the school to get Helen and her. When they got home, 
their mama was sitting on the front porch with the other members of the family and 
there they were told of Harold's terrible death. Poor Florence! Her life had been 
shattered once more! Gratefully, her father was still living to comfort her, and she had 
her loving children to support her in adjusting to the loss of her beloved son, Harold. 
This was the second time that this writer remembers seeing her father shed tears! The 
first time was when he was viewing the corpse of his father-in-law, Ed Hyde.

In Catherine's little black book of Memories Of My Life's Sad Hours are a few sympathy 
cards and three small pictures of handsome Harold. In her handwriting is written:

Brother - February 11, 1936. In Memory of Harold Hyde -
There is no death; the stars go down - To rise upon some fairer shore.
And bright they shine in jeweled crown: They shine forever more.
There is no death; an angel form - Walks o'er the earth with silent tread 
And bears our best loved things away. And then we call them dead.
He leaves our hearts all desolate. He plucks our sweetest flowers;
Transplanted into bliss, they now adorn immortal bowers.
No matter how heavy our losses, No matter how great our despair.
Is not heaven brighter and nearer - To know that some loved one is there?

by Eva Warren, Mrs. W.A. Ayers and C.P. Warnock

Young, twenty-five year old Harold joined his Papa and his Grandma Hyde in the family 
plot at the Chamblee Baptist Church Cemetery. Inscribed on his tombstone is:

James Harold Hyde 
1911-1936 

Short his life here.
Vacant his place in the home,

But in our hearts 
sweet memories of Harold live on.

Brother

Herbert Edgar Hyde^
(1913-1971)

Cora Lee Pinson
(1 915-1998)

‘ The year that Herbert Edgar Hyde was born, 1913, Woodrow Wilson was the 28th 
President of the U.S. Novel assembly line techniques were being introduced in Henry 
Ford's car factory.
In 1915, the year that Cora Lee Pinson was born, Albert Einstein's General Theory of 
Relativity was made known.*
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Herbert Edgar Hyde, born on December 6, 1913 in Ocee, Georgia, was the fourth child of 
Florence and Ed Hyde.''38 His parents proudly gave him part of his father's name, Edgar. 
Catherine was now seven, Ben was six and Harold was almost three.

Full of good humor, Herbert delighted in teasing. Family members often laughed and told 
stories about his youthful escapades. Ethelyn remembered that he was always hiding 
behind trees and jumping out to scare her and her siblings. Mama Hyde and this writer's 
mother told, "When Herb was a little boy, someone asked him what he wanted to be when 
he grew up. 'I don't know - but I do know that I'd rather be on the chain-gang than to be 
a preacher!' was his quick response." Louise recalled the times that the youngster 
would torment her with an insect or a mouse. "He would chase me all the way down 
Peachtree Road. I knew not to stop at Aunt Flora's because she always had her screen 
door latched. But I knew that I could get in at Grandma and Grandpa's. Once I got in their 
doorway. Herb would laugh, turn around, and go back home!" This fun-loving lad was 
also a sensitive, caring individual.

Herbert and Catherine inherited the same "work ethic" genes. How industrious he was! 
They often chose to be a team at the dairy barn. Between the two of them, they could 
finish their chores in record time.

Excelling in school, Herb was President of his Senior class at Chamblee High School in 
1931. His high school sweetheart, Cora Lee Pinson, was in the same class. After 
Herbert graduated from high school, Ed bought his young son a blue roadster convertible 
and sent him off to the University of Georgia in Athens to attend college. Ed saw great 
promise in this bright, hard working son. Herb enrolled in the School of Agriculture in 
Animal Husbandry. He stayed scarcely a month. In her book. Precious Memories. Cora 
Lee states that Herb stayed a short while at the University, but because God was calling 
him to preach, he did not want to waste his time or his papa's money. This was the main 
reason, but, according to Ethelyn, he also did not like being away from his sweetheart, 
Cora Lee.

Herb, after a few weeks, came home to work for his papa. He was often seen "gadding" 
around town in his roadster. The car had a rumble seat, which was a glorious place to 
ride on a lovely, warm day. This was an extra seat in the back, outside frame of the car. 
The handle, when pulled, would open up a section, which held a small seat. The space 
could be used for an extra seat, or it could be used for luggage or packages. Persons 
riding in the rumble seat were exposed to the elements. This writer remembers a ride 
in the rumble seat of Herb's car. What fun! The "chu-r-r-r-rip" sound of the engine 
and the "ah-oo-ga, ah-ooo-ga" sound of the horn still rings in her ears. Ethelyn H. 
Conway tells that she and her girlfriend, Frances Tilly, loved this car. Herbert 
occasionally let them drive it. Laughing, she said, "Herb would get the motor to start by 
letting the car roll down the hill to the barn. The engine would finally catch and we 
would be ready to go! I was not as good a driver as Tilly, so most of the time Tilly 
drove!"

Working at Irvindale Dairy and at the Feed and Seed Store, Herbert continued to prove to 
his father that he was a responsible, honest, hard worker. When Ed bought the men's 
shoe store at 1 Peachtree Street in downtown Atlanta, he chose his son Herbert to co- 
manage it with his partner, Mr. Walter Lowe. This was the beginning of Hyde-Lowe 
Men's Shoe Store.

H.L. Hyde, op. cit., p. 7.
Cora Lee Hyde, op. cit., p. 37.
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On August 6, 1933, on a hot sumnfier's day, Herbert, Cora Lee Pinson, Ralph Sheffield 
(Herb's "step-uncle”), and Harriet Stark drove in the roadster across the state line to 
LaFayette, Alabama where it was easy to get married in one day. Both couples eloped. 
For a short time, they kept their marriage a secret. Finally, Herbert told Ethelyn and 
she broke the news to Ed and Florence.

After Herbert's father's death, the young married couple moved into the upstairs 
apartment in Florence's home, at her request. They were a comfort to her and to Herb's 
siblings who still lived at home. Later, Herb and Cora Lee moved to Brookhaven. When 
Ben and Mona moved out of Florence's blockhouse on Peachtree Road in Chamblee, Herb 
and Cora Lee moved into it. There they lived for several years.

It was in this house that their three young sons spent their early years. Born to this 
winsome couple were Jerry, Jimmy and David. This was a happy, united family. This 
writer would sometimes baby-sit with these little boys. Many times she visited them 
for the pure pleasure of being a part of their family fun. When Jerry was old enough to 
play the piano, she loaned him her music to the "Boogie-Woogie." He still plays "Boogie" 
well! The memory of the delicious aroma of pinto beans and cornbread in Cora Lee's 
small kitchen still fills this writer's nostrils.

Herbert and Cora Lee were active members of Chamblee Baptist Church where Herb was 
a deacon, sang in the choir, and taught Sunday school and Training Union classes. On 
Sunday nights, after the preaching service, he and his brother-in-law, Edgar Pinson, 
took turns leading the singin' (song service) in the Sunday school annex. Cora Lee taught 
this writer's Intermediate Sunday school class. Her marvelous ability to impart her 
knowledge of the Bible to "giggly teenage girls" was superior. Wearing a pretty hat that 
framed her sweet, smiling face, she would stand before them with her Bible in her 
hands, and have them in rapt attention as she taught the lesson.

During World War II, when many men (some with young families) were being drafted 
into the military service. Herb sold his part of the shoe store to Mr. Lowe, and went to 
Marietta to work at the Bell Bomber Plant (now Lockheed).

For years, Herbert struggled with "God’s call" for him to preach. With his family 
responsibilities, he kept trying to tell the Lord that he would serve Him in his church 
and community. This he faithfully did. But God wanted more. One Sunday morning in 
1947, after being stirred by a sermon, Herbert quit struggling and left the choir loft to 
make his way to the altar to surrender to God. Cora Lee, who was in the audience, got up 
and met him. Both knelt for prayer at the altar. This was an emotional scene; there was 
not a dry eye in the sanctuary, as this writer can attest. On November 30, 1947,^^^ 
Herbert was ordained into the ministry at Chamblee Baptist Church with the Rev. Joe 
Frank Barton officiating.

Herb was called to preach at Zion Hill Baptist Church near Buford, Georgia. This writer 
played the piano for a summer revival at this church and for Vacation Bible School when 
she was a college student. What fun she had with this family as they drove to and from 
Chamblee to Buford for the services. There was always laughter and good spirits with 
Herb's family. It was inspiring to hear him deliver a sermon because he daily practiced 
what he preached. (This writer adored his children, Cora Lee and him.) Using the 
money from the sale of the shoe store, Herbert financed his education at Mercer

Ibid., op. cit., p. 38. 
Ibid., op. cit., p. 48.
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University in Macon, Georgia. In 1948, he moved his young family to Preacher's Row on 
Mercer University's campus and began c o l l e g e ' ' age of thirty-five. While he was 
at Mercer, he served these churches: Zion Hill, Mountain Hill Baptist Church at 
Hamilton, Georgia, and Winona Baptist Church in Cordele, Georgia. While at Mercer, 
Herbert was President of the Mercer University Ministerial Association. He received 
his B.A. degree, Magna Cum Laude, in June, 1951.

(it was on Herb's Baccalaureate weekend, Sunday, June 3, 1951, that this favorite 
"preacher uncle" officiated at Fran and Kenneth Cadenhead's wedding at Cherokee Heights 
Baptist Church, Herb's family's Macon, Georgia church home. A reception was held for 
the newlyweds in his and Cora Lee's home on Preacher's Row at Mercer University.)

Continuing his education, Herbert moved his family to the Southern Baptist Seminary in 
Louisville, Kentucky where they lived for three years. While there, he served 
Pleasureville Baptist Church in Pleasureville, Kentucky. During these years of 
preparation for the Baptist ministry, his boys were growing up. He and Cora Lee 
managed their savings well, but all of them had to make monetary sacrifices during this 
period of their lives; but, there was never a complaint. The same good humor and love 
that had existed in their early family days continued to flow with this five-some. 
Monthly, Florence sent "love" money to supplement the meager income that Herb earned 
at his churches. Only when Herb would mention this caring act of hers would the rest of 
the family know of her monetary support. She was very proud of her son.

After completing his seminary degree, Herbert was called as the pastor to Buckhead 
Baptist Church on Roswell Road in Buckhead, Georgia, a suburb of Atlanta. For twelve 
years he and Cora Lee served this church. Some of the members had been in their young 
people's classes when they attended Chamblee Baptist Church. For three years. Herb 
served Riverside Baptist Church in Rome, Georgia. His last two years as a minister 
were spent at Norman Park Baptist Church, 161 Church Road in Smyrna, Georgia.^ 
He, Cora Lee and the boys were loved by all of his congregations.

Cora Lee and Herbert's boys grew into adulthood, married and had families. All three 
sons worked for IBM. This family continues to be a warm, loving one. They have 
faithfully assisted one another in joys, sicknesses and sorrows.

Once while Herbert and Cora Lee were at Buckhead Baptist Church, they traveled to 
Texas with this writer's parents. Herb and Cora Lee were going to attend the Southern 
Baptist Convention while Catherine and Ernest visited Ernie and her family. On their 
way out to Texas, they came through Auburn and spent the night with Frances's family. 
By this time. Herb was a diabetic and had to have a special diet. When they sat down at 
the dinner table, he teased his niece by saying, "Now, Frances, don't worry about what I 
should or should not eat. The only thing that I really have to have in the morning is some 
prunes and that's not because I'm diabetic!"

One Sunday morning, Louise and Ethelyn paid Herbert and Cora Lee a surprise visit at 
Norman Park Baptist Church. He said from the pulpit, “In looking out in the

Ibid., op. cit., pp. 48, 49.
Ibid. op. cit., p. 57. Cora Lee Hyde, in her book, records May 1951, but it was June 
1951, because the Rev. Herbert E. Hyde officiated at this writer's wedding in Macon, Ga. 
on June 3, 1951, his Bacculaureate weekend.
Ibid., op. cit., p. 79.
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congregation today, I find that I have two sisters here. What a pleasant surprise!" He 
went on to preach a wonderful sermon and they all had a memorable day together 
Not long after this visit, on another Sunday morning, after preaching a good sermon. 
Herb was walking across the church yard to the pastorium. Cora Lee was walking just 
ahead of him. A few members were standing in the parking lot talking. Herb caught one 
of them by the arm and when Cora Lee looked around, she saw both of the men fall to the 
ground. Herb had suffered a massive heart attack. CPR was given and he was taken to the 
hospital but he was pronounced dead upon arrival.

Herbert died on September 12, 1971 at 57 years of age. His friends, church members 
(present and former) and relatives came to give their loving sympathy and support to 
his family. The day of the funeral the church auditorium could not hold all of the people 
who came for the service. Long ago, as seminary students, he and some of his "minister" 
classmates promised each other that at their deaths the surviving ones would officiate at 
that friend's funeral. The service was to be a worship service. These dear friends came 
to Smyrna. The Rev. Dr. John McCrummen and the Rev. Marion (Monk) Hendrix led the 
service of praise. Doug Morcock sang "How Great Thou Art." Melinda, Cora Lee's sister's 
daughter, played "When They Ring Those Golden Bells" on the piano. It was a beautiful 
service of worship. The Reverend Herbert Edgar Hyde (Herb) was laid to rest at 
Arlington Memorial Park Cemetery (Sandy Springs) in Atlanta, Georgia.^

In Catherine's files were several items written about her beloved brother at his death. 
There was a letter that he had written to his congregation a couple of months before his 
death and a letter from Cora Lee, written on September 15, 1971 to this same group. 
The articles gave sketches of his life. He had been Vice-Moderator of the Atlanta Baptist 
Association: chairman of the Baptist Assembly Committee; a trustee of Georgia Baptist 
Hospital in Atlanta; and, in 1966, the Director of Lucille Avenue Mission in Atlanta. He 
held executive pastoral positions in Floyd County and Atlanta. He was a Past Master of 
Chamblee Masonic Lodge #444 F & AM and, in 1970-71, he was the Grand Chaplain of 
the Masonic Lodge of Georgia. These duties were tacked on to his already heavy load of 
service as a dedicated pastor to his church and its people.

Excerpts from The Pastor's Pen. "June 30, 1971; ... I was reared in the
lovely community of Chamblee, Georgia. ... I grew up in the First Baptist Church 
of Chamblee. ... It was under its ministry, and the influence of a Christian home, 
that I became aware of my need for Christ. ... I want this dear church [Norman 
Park Baptist] to magnify Christ and to help each of us to fit our lives into God's 
plan and purpose. In my home church at Chamblee ... there used to be a framed 
picture on the wall ... inscribed upon it, " What kind of church would this church 
be if every member were just like me?" Would you ask yourself that question?"

From Cora Lee's letter: "In the midst of life there is death; in the midst of 
joy, there is sorrow; but in whatever state we find ourselves, we have One who 
walks beside us, to share in every experience of life." How many times have we 
heard Herb say this from the pulpit? And how true we have found it to be in 
these last few days ... What a beautiful way to go ... after preaching a wonderful 
message, he picked up his Bible and started home. He did not get to his earthly 
home, but made a triumphant entry into his heavenly home! ..."

As told by Louise H. Baggett.
Cora Lee Hyde, op. cit., pp. 81-83.
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Attached to all of this, in Catherine's hand writing; ”A description of 
Herbert's call to Glory! 9-12-71. From II Timothy 4:5-8 ... do the work of 
a preacher of the Good News, and perform your whole duty as a servant of God. As 
for me, the hour has come ... to leave this life. I have done my best... I have kept 
the faith, ... now the prize ... is waiting for me ... and to those who ... love ... Him. 
(English Version)"

Herbert lived an exemplary Christian life. The world was better because he lived in it. 
As the Bible says, "Well done, thou good and faithful servant."

Cora Lee bravely faced widowhood. She devoted much time to her children and 
grandchildren. Jerry's first wife, Chris, died with cancer. Cora Lee moved into his 
home for a period of time and helped Jerry and his family adjust to this loss. In giving 
love, one receives love.

Continuing to serve God at First Baptist Church of Chamblee, Cora Lee served on 
numerous committees, taught Sunday school and worked in the W.M.U. She helped to 
compile First Baptist Church of Chamblee's history - A Century In North DeKalb. She 
served as a mentor to many of the church members. When the church dissolved in 
1992, she joined Johns Creek Baptist Church in Alpharetta, Georgia and became an 
active member.

In May 1992, Cora Lee published a heart-warming book of her Precious Memories (its 
title). She dedicated it to her granddaughter, Leslie Hyde Lott, who typed her script and
prepared it for publication. The book was in such demand that there had to be a second
printing.

Cora Lee's last days were filled with poor health. She, too, suffered from heart disease. 
Her children lovingly took care of her needs. At almost 83 years of age, she died on 
February 4, 1998. She was buried next to her beloved Herb in Arlington Memorial 
Park Cemetery in Sandy Springs, Georgia. Truly, the heavens rejoiced upon her 
entrance. She was a lovely soul!

I he Family of Herbert Edgar.and Cora Lee Pinson Hydei47
(Fifth Hyde Generation)

5. Husband: Herbert Edgar Hyde; b. 12-6-1913 in Ocee, Ga.; m. 8-6-1933;
d. 9-12-1971; buried at Arlington Mem. Pk. Cem., Atlanta, Ga.
Parents: P. Edaar and Florence S. Hvde of Chamblee, Ga., DeKalb Co.

Wife: Cora Lee Pinson Hyde; b. 2-24-1915; m. (same as above); d. 2-4-1998; buried
(same as above).

Parents: Arvia Lee and Luther Pinson of Chamblee, Georgia.
Children; 3 sons
6. Herbert Jerome (Jerry) Hyde; b. 2-6-1935 in Atlanta, Ga.;

1st marriage: 8-31-1958 in Dayton, Ohio.
1st Wife: Christine Almeda Rice Hyde; b. 9-26-1936 in Stanford, Ky.; 

d. 10-6-1972 in Atlanta, Ga.
Her parents: Tate and Margaret Rice of Dayton, Ohio.

Children: 2 daughters. 1 son
7. Karen Michelle Hyde Skidmore; b. 11-15-1959 in Atlanta, Ga.; 

m. 6-25-1983 in Chamblee, Ga.

H.L. Hyde, Spruill/Saxe update, op. cit., p. 7, 14.
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Husband: Timothy Glenn Skidmore; b. 6-5-1961 in Charlotte, N.C.
His Parents: Charles and Nancy Skidmore of Charlotte, N.C.
Children: 2 sons

8. Andrew Tate Skidmore; b. 5-20-1987 in Suwanee, Ga.
8. Christopher Rhyne Skidmore; b. 12-27-1991 in 

Lawrenceville, Ga.
7. Leslie Tate Hyde Lott; b. 4-27-1960 in Atlanta, Ga.;

m. 4-13-1985 in Chamblee, Ga.
Husband: Robert Pitchford Lott, Jr.; b. 11-10-1960 Wurzburg, 

Germany (military family)
His Parents: Robert and Betty Lott, Sr. of Tuscaloosa, Ala.
Children: 1 son and 1 daughter

8. John Travis Lott; b. 10-22-1988 in Wurzburg, Germany
8. Brantley Christine Lott; b. 9-7-1992 in Ft. Irwin, Ca.

7. Michael Jerome Hyde; b. 7-26-1963 in Atlanta, Ga.;
m. 5-5-2001 in Snellville, Ga.

Wife: Susan Hornsby Cleary Hyde; b. 11-27-1958; m. (see above)
Her parents: Roger and Mildred Hornsby of Atlanta, Ga.

2nd marriage: 7-13-1974.
2nd wife: Brenda Ruth Scruggs Hyde; b. 8-5-1940. ~

Her parents: Gettys and Flossie Scruggs of Gaffney, S.C.
6. James (Jimmy/Jim) Powell Hyde; b. 11-15-1936 in Atlanta, Ga.;

m. 8-2-1959 in Georgetown, Ky.
Wife: Margaret Weber Hyde; b. 3-29-1937 in Georgetown, Ky.

Her parents: Chester and Edna Weber of Georgetown, Ky.
Children: 1 daughter (adopted)

7. Julieanne Hyde Tucker; b. 12-20-1967 in Lexington, Ky;
m. 6-11-1994 in Lexington, Ky.

Husband: Douglas (Doug) Keith Tucker; b. 4-20-1962 in Dayton, Ohio 
His parents: Jim and Ginny Tucker of Ithaca, N.Y.
Children: 4 sons (a set of fraternal twins). 1 daughter - all except 1 

son were adopted in Samara. Russia
8. (Twin) Mason James Pyotr Tucker; b. 12-31-1995;
8. (Twin) Jackson Lee Fyodor Tucker; b. 12-31-1995;

both adopted: 12-6-1996
8. Katerina Elizabeth Samara Tucker; b. 9-26-1997;

adopted: 2-24-1997
8. Matthew Joseph Mikhail Tucker; b. 2-24-2000;

adopted: 9-19-2000.
8. Joseph Michael Aleksandr Tucker; b. 9-26-2003 

in Atlanta, Ga.
6. David Harold Hyde; b. 6-27-1940 in Atlanta, Ga.;
1st marriage: 7-16-1961 in Atlanta, Ga.
1st wife: Beverly Addeen Harrison Hyde; b. 4-26-1943; divorced.
Her parents: Toby and Harry Harrison of Charlotte, N.C.
Children; 1 daughter

7. Robyn Gayle Hyde Michalove; b. 4-16-1962 in Atlanta, Ga.;
m. 9-22-1984 in Asheville, N.C.

Husband: Louis Rolland Michalove; b. 4-14-1960 in Springfield, Mass.
His parents: Kenneth and Sally Michalove of Asheville, N.C. 

Children: 3 sons
8. Benjamin Reid Michalove; b. 7-2-1987 in Chapel Hill, N.C.
8. Nathaniel Allen Michalove; b. 3-29-1989 in Chapel Hill, N.C.
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8. David Kenneth Michalove; b. 6-11-1991 in Asheville, N.C. 
2nd marriage: 9-2-1972 in Chamblee, Ga.
2nd wife: Wanda Kay Norton Hyde; b. 6-2-1944 in Glencoe, Ala.

Her parents: Vince and Hazel Norton of Glencoe, Ala.

"Precious Memories; How they linger,
How they ever flood my soul - 

In the stillness of the midnight,
Precious memories - Dreams unfold!"

From Precious Memories by Cora Lee Pinson Hyde, page 131.

Sarah Ethelyn Hyde^
(1916 - )

Thomas Adam Hill 
(1913 -1973)

Quentin Thomas Conway 
(1919 - )

*The year that Sarah Ethelyn Hyde was born, 1916, World War I had begun in Europe; 
the U.S. entered the war in 1917. Woodrow Wilson was re-elected President of the U.S. 
In 1913, the year that Thomas Adam Hill was born, Federal income tax was introduced in 
the U.S.; the U.S. Federal Reserve System was established.
The year that Quentin Thomas Conway was born, 1919, U.S. President Woodrow Wilson 
was awarded the Nobel Peace Prize.*

A fifth child, Sarah Ethelyn, was born to Florence and Ed Hyde on March 27, 1916 in 
Ocee, G e o r g i a . 1 4 8  she was named for her mother's baby sister, Ethel Sheffield, who died 
at the age of two in 1899. '̂^^ The other children in the family were growing like stair
steps - Catherine was almost ten, Ben was eight and a half, Harold was five and Herbert 
was a little over two. Big sister Catherine was elated - she finally had a baby sister! 
Although she loved her brothers, she had yearned for a sister!

In 1918, when Ethelyn was just a baby, the family moved to a truck farm in Clayton 
County, Georgia, near Forest Park. They were there for a brief period and then the 
family moved to Chamblee, Georgia in 1919. This was the town where little Ethelyn and 
her siblings grew up.

Ethelyn's personality was one of a "peace-maker." She did not like conflict. Her 
younger sister, Louise, called her "Little Miss Goody Two-Shoes!" Louise told this 
writer that Ethelyn would never quarrel or fight with her when they were young. 
Louise, a spirited child, once became very angry with Ethelyn because she would not help 
her get some flour from the big blue canister in the cupboard. Riled up, Louise tried to 
get Ethelyn to fuss with her. Ethelyn remained "tight-lipped." This infuriated Louise 
even more and she angrily shouted, "I’m going to get the butcher knife after you!" 
Ethelyn quietly looked at her little sister and meekly said, "God wouldn't like that!" If 
Ethelyn had been a boy, she probably would have become a minister.

H.L. Hyde, op. cit., p. 7.
B.T. Sheffield Family Bible.
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Ethelyn loved to help around the house. She often did the family ironing. Once her papa 
came through the room where she was ironing. Seeing the vast amount of smoothly 
ironed clothes, he slipped a dollar bill onto the ironing board cover and said, "Little 
girlie, you've done a lot of good ironing today!"''

Ethelyn excelled in school. Her first cousin, Lillian Hyde, the daughter of Homer and 
Bertha Hyde, was one of her teachers. (Lillian lived with Ethelyn's family for a short 
time but then moved to Miss Eva and Miss Abbie Warren's home to board while she taught 
at Chamblee High S c h o o l . ^ Later, Lillian left the teaching profession and went to work 
at Claude S. Bennett's Jewelers in downtown Atlanta.) In high school, Ethelyn's favorite 
subject was Home Economics. Her teacher was Mrs. Rebecca Chestnut. Ethelyn was a 
talented seamstress. She recalled making a lovely two-piece dress; the dress was white 
and the jacket was peach colored. Her creation was entered in the DeKalb County Home 
Economics Sewing Meet where it won first place. It then was entered in the Fifth 
District Meet where Ethelyn was awarded second place for her sewing ability.

Tom Hill, from Brookhaven, was Ethelyn's high school sweetheart. One day when she was 
wearing her peach and white outfit, he asked her to go with him to the creek to wash his 
car. Before she would do this, she went home and changed clothes. She said, “I could not 
spoil my dress!"

Being gifted in sewing, cooking, and other domestic skills, Ethelyn dreamed of going to 
college to study Home Economics; perhaps she would become a teacher like Mrs. 
Chestnut. Ed, her father, had "old-fashioned" ideas on higher education for girls. Girls 
were supposed to marry, have babies and stay at home to run the household. He thought 
that it was a waste of money to send a girl to college. Ethelyn's dream went unfulfilled.

Throughout her life, Ethelyn has sewn, cooked, decorated and cleaned. When Catherine's 
girls were little, Ethelyn's skilled fingers sewed for them. A studio portrait of the three 
girls when they were four, six and seven showed lovely silk dresses that Ethelyn had 
made for them to wear. One Easter, Ethelyn made identical brown, cotton jumpers, 
trimmed in green rickrack for Ernie, Gerry, and Fran. Catherine embroidered pink and 
green flowers on the jumpers' bibs. Proudly wearing their new outfits, the Jameson 
girls thought that they were "the best dressed girls in town!" Ethelyn reminded this 
writer that she also made dresses for Jeannette and Mona Ellen, too.

Four months after her papa's death, Ethelyn and Tom married. The date was December 
16, 1934. They were both very young, she was 18 and he was 19. After living for 
awhile in Decatur, Georgia they moved into Florence's upstairs apartment.

On May 14, 1938, a lovely little daughter, Judith Diane Hill was born to them. They 
were so proud of this beautiful baby. This writer remembers Tom bringing the baby 
down in the bassinet basket one Sunday morning. He was a handsome man in his Sunday 
clothes and neatly polished white shoes. Ethelyn, smartly dressed, followed him. They 
were taking the baby to Grandmother Hill's for the day. Tom's commitment to their 
marriage began to fail, which led to a divorce.

Ethelyn and Judie moved downstairs into the corner bedroom and lived with Florence 
from 1938 to 1948. Filled with self-incriminations, Ethelyn worried over the stigma 
of divorce that existed "in her day." Her family knew that she had done what was best for

From conversations with Louise H. Baggett and Ethelyn H. Conway, 1994, 1999. 
As told by Ethelyn H. Conway.
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her and Judie. Ethelyn's trait of wanting peace and not conflict tortured her. With the 
support of her family, she bravely faced her "single mother” plight. She was a good 
provider and mother for her precious daughter. At first, she worked at Woolworth's but 
then she went to Comptometer School and upon completion of this training, she was hired 
at White Provision f\/leat Packing House (Swift) where she worked from 1940 to 1948. 
For two years, she was the Time Office Clerk and then became the time keeper. She was 
the first female to hold this position in the history of the Swift Company. Florence and 
Helen lovingly helped her with the rearing of Judie. On many occasions, this writer had 
the joy of baby-sitting with this favorite cousin. When Judie was very young, she had 
bronchial pneumonia and was very, very sick. Seeing her so pale and limp was shocking 
to her babysitter. Sick little Judie only wanted her "Muddie" (this was what she called 
her mother) to hold her. Slowly, Judie returned to good health.

Florence's life would not have been as happy or as full if she had not had her young 
daughters and Judie living with her. When Louise came home to live during World War
II, she added her special charm to this group of Hyde women. They ail brought much 
pleasure to Florence's days. Ethelyn's weekends were spent doing special things with 
Judie, her sisters and Florence. An automobile ride on Sunday afternoon, a movie and 
lunch at Frances Virginia Tearoom on a Saturday, a visit to see relatives, escorting 
Florence to church, going shopping, and taking summer vacations at Daytona Beach, 
Florida were among some of the things that they shared. The daughters loved giving 
Florence pretty gifts and clothes - a fox fur collar neckpiece, crystal, china and silver. 
All of these loving family members enjoyed living together. Judie and Terry were "the 
frosting on the cake".

Ethelyn's appreciation for cultural activities prompted her to enroll Judie in a dance 
class. Judie's first lessons were out near Grant Park. This writer was given the distinct 
pleasure of taking Judie on the streetcar to some of these lessons. Judie was a natural 
dancer. Her body was like fluid as she gracefully danced on her toes. With a lot of hard 
work, she became a teenage "prima donna," starring as Louise in Carousel.

In Judie's own words: "During the summers of 1953 (when I was 15) and 1954 (when I 
was 16), I performed as a dancer in the chorus with Theater Under the Stars at Chastain 
(Memorial Park) Amphitheater in several musical comedies. Among those I recall are 
Oklahoma. Carousel. Merrv Widow. Sona of Norway. Desert Sona. Hit the Deck. New 
Moon and Kiss Me Kate ... I also got to perform on the stage at the Fox Theater when we 
presented the ballet scene from Song of Nonwav performed to Grieg's Piano Concerto with 
the Atlanta Pops Orchestra. Those two summers were delightful and interesting to
me.

Judie, as a ballerina, was a joy to behold! When she married, she gave up her dancing 
career.

As busy as she was, Ethelyn found time to teach a Sunday school class of Junior girls at 
Chamblee Baptist Church. This writer was fortunate to be in this class. Not only was 
Ethelyn an excellent teacher but she also gave wonderful parties for her girls.

As children, the Jameson girls would go over to their Mama Hyde's to play. Ethelyn 
would give them her old high-heel shoes, purses and hats to play "dress up!" They 
thought that she had beautiful clothes and they “prissed and preened" in them as they 
played "grown-up."

^^2 Information from Judith H. Lightsey, upon request.
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Ethelyn's natural goodness and beauty did not go unnoticed. Quentin Conway, from 
Brookhaven, Georgia also worked at White Provision Meat Packing Company as an 
accountant. They started dating, fell in love and married on January 10, 1948. The 
marriage took place at Chamblee Baptist Church with her brother, the Rev. Herbert E. 
Hyde, officiating. This was Herbert's first wedding to perform as an ordained minister. 
Ten-year-old Judie walked down the aisle with her mother; both mother and daughter 
wore identical dresses. Mrs. Eddleman, Ruth Mendenhall's mother, designed and made 
them. Ernie sang and this writer played the piano. It was a lovely, family wedding!

Quentin, Ethelyn and Judie, and, later, baby Jan lived in Florence's blockhouse on 
Peachtree Road for several years until 1950 when they bought a house and property 
next door to Quentin's parents. They remodeled the Brookhaven house and turned the 
grounds into lovely gardens of vegetables, fruit trees, flowers, shrubs and choice roses. 
This couple spent many hours of labor in their home and gardens. Ethelyn's domestic 
skills and Quentin's hard work was appreciated by their families, friends and neighbors. 
This couple constantly shared the fruits of their labors with all of them - lovely roses, 
flowers, fresh vegetables and fruits, canned preserves, and delicious baked goods.

To Ethelyn and Quentin's union came Jan and Joel. Their older sister, Judie, adored 
them! When the family moved to Brookhaven, these children had their loving Conway 
grandparents nearby. How they loved that! "Con-ay" is what they called their 
grandmother. As Quentin’s parents aged, Ethelyn and Quentin were there to care for 
them. Ethelyn's unselfish acts of love endeared her to these two old people.

Judie had lived so many years with Helen and Florence that she was torn between the two 
homes. She wanted to be with all of her family! As a teenager, she moved in with Helen 
at the Peachtree Garden Apartments and lived with this aunt until Helen married Winn. 
At that time, Judie moved back with her parents and remained there until her marriage 
in 1956 to Jimmy Lightsey, her high school sweetheart. Judie remained close to her 
Hyde kin. (Once, Judie spent a weekend with this writer at West Georgia College. It was 
fun sharing this darling young cousin with her college friends.)

Ethelyn joined the Brookhaven Methodist Church with Quentin. For many years, they 
served in various roles in this church. Several years ago, this writer received a copy of 
a special tribute made to Ethelyn by a former Sunday school pupil of hers. The pupil's 
mother, Sadie Dial, (a close friend of Sara Cadenhead's, this writer's sister-in-law) 
knew of this writer's love for her Aunt Ethelyn. When Sadie's daughter wrote the 
tribute, Sadie sent a copy of it to this writer. Claudia Dial Howard is now a Methodist 
minister's wife. When she was six years old, she was in Ethelyn's class at Brookhaven 
Methodist Church. Claudia told her former teacher the joy that she received every 
Sunday by hearing Ethelyn's well-prepared Sunday school lessons. Claudia described the 
worship centers in the room and told of one particular story that stood out in her 
memory. She called it "The Daffodil Story." Ethelyn had taken one flower from a large 
bouquet of daffodils in the room and had taped it to a piece of blue construction paper. 
She compared the shape of the flower to an "old fashioned" telephone mouth piece. 
Claudia said, "You told us that God loved us so much that He found many ways to tell us - 
and show us His love. You said that flowers like the daffodil and [His] other creations ... 
speak His love. We ... show our love to Him by ... showing His love to others. Whenever I 
see a daffodil, I feel God 'speaking' ... through the beauty of His creation!" Claudia went 
on to say that Ethelyn's portrayal of faith in God had influenced others to want this kind 
of faith, also. She praised Ethelyn's commitment to God. What a beautiful tribute to a 
deserving teacher! Ethelyn actively served her church as a Circle leader. President of 
the United Methodist Women, teacher and superintendent in the Children's Division,
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leader in the District as an officer and director of mission workshops for teachers of 
children.

Quentin was just as active in their church. He was Chairman of the Administrative 
Board, a Trustee, Superintendent of Sunday school, Adult Coordinator, Treasurer, and 
usher. A plaque was placed in their church by fellow members for their long service and 
love for their church. A few years later, when stained glass windows were installed in 
the Brookhaven United Methodist Church, long time members were able to purchase one, 
which Ethelyn and Quentin did in "Memory of Friends and Loved Ones." They also put a 
plaque in the church in "Honor of Loved Ones and Friends."

Ethelyn's children have grown into fine, intelligent adults. They have done well in their 
various professions. Joel holds a B.A. degree in English from Georgia State University 
and is currently a technical writer, contracting with the Communicable Disease Center. 
Jan graduated “cum laude" from Oglethorpe University and worked for 26 years with 
Wachovia Bank where she was an Assistant Vice President in the Wachovia Bank Card 
Services. She is now employed at South Trust Bank as a Financial Operations Manager. 
Judie is an Investigator for the U.S. Equal Employment Opportunity Commission. Judie 
graduated "magna cum laude" from Emory University and went on to get her M.A. from 
this same university. She has finished all course work toward a PHD at Emory 
University.

Quentin worked for Swift & Company for 42 years. He worked in the Accounting 
Department and for a period of time was Head of the Invoice Department. Some of his 
service was at the White Provision Company, a division of Swift's. In 1981, he retired 
from the Hotel Unit of Swift's after a long, successful career with this company.

After MARTA came to their area, Ethelyn and Quentin decided to get away from the noise 
and crime of the big city of Atlanta. They had earlier purchased property and had built a 
home in the North Georgia mountains at Ellijay, Georgia. Selling their Standard Drive 
property in Brookhaven, they permanently moved to Ellijay. Ethelyn has a special 
window where she sits to look out on "her beautiful mountain" as she reads or meditates. 
She and Quentin continue to grow flowers and vegetables but not on the grand scale of 
their youth. Both, being nature lovers, find the beauty of their area an "every day 
exhilarating experience." The sight of a cardinal or the bloom of a native azalea thrills 
their souls. They have made dear friends in Ellijay who often drop in to check on them. 
Quentin is active in the Ellijay United Methodist Church, where he serves as an usher.

They both have health problems and have had serious illnesses, which have slowed them 
down. Their children visit often to give their parents much tender, loving care.

Quentin and Ethelyn have had 56 years together (2004). They work as a team and when 
one is not well, the other takes care of the sick one. Going to the orchard to pick peaches 
and apples is an annual event. Friends and neighbors supply them with vegetables to can 
and freeze for the winter months. Quentin keeps his bees and Ethelyn still has a few 
roses. Their yard is filled with shrubs and flowers that have been given to them by 
friends. Ethelyn calls it her "Friendship Garden." Sometimes on a pretty day, she gets 
out and works too hard in her yard; then, she suffers the next few days. But she will not 
be denied of digging in her flowers or freezing that last peach. Although she now has 
outside help with her cooking and cleaning, she (with the help of her beloved Quentin) 
still runs their household well. At the age of 88, that's saying a lot!

Louise's death has been hard for Ethelyn. She is the sole survivor of her siblings - a 
lonely plight. Ethelyn has always been one of this writer's favorite "aunties." She, like
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Catherine and Mama Hyde, sends cards and inspiring notes to countless relatives and 
friends during each year. Ethelyn is a very special lady and aunt!

At the Hyde Family Reunion in May 2003, Ethelyn was honored as the last surviving 
child of Ed and Florence Hyde. Relatives gave many loving tributes to her and to the Hyde 
family.

Th9 Family Qf Sarah Ethglyn Kyjlf! / Thomas A. Hlli/.-Quentin Thorna?
Conway^ (Pjf^h nyde Generation)

5. Wife: Sarah Ethelyn Hyde; b. 3-27-1916; 1st m. 12-16-1934.
1st husband: Thomas Adam Hill; b. 8-31-1913; divorced; died: 10-26-1973.

Her parents: Powell Edaar and Florence Julia Sheffield Hvde. Chamblee, Ga.
Tom's parents: Oliver Pierce and Kate Lee Hill of Brookhaven, Ga.

2nd Husband: Quentin Thomas Conway; b. 7-7-1919; m. 1-10-1948.
His parents: Michael Angelo and Frances Powers Conway of Brookhaven, Ga. 

Children (1st marriage): 1 daughter
6. Judith Diane Hill; b. 5-14-1938; m. 9-14-1956; divorced.
Husband: James (Jim) LeRoy Lightsey; b. 9-19-1934; divorced.
Children: 1 daughter

7. Alicia (Lisa) Dean Lightsey; b. 9-24-1958; 1st m. 6-1-1985; 
divorced.

1st husband: UnSu Chong; b. 9-14-1957; m. 6-1-1985; divorced. 
g]ijldren.i.l?t marriage); 1 son

8. James Robin Meyer; b. 12-28-1985; (lovingly adopted by 
step-father, Mark Gregory Meyer).

2nd marriage: 6-3-1989.
2nd husband: Mark Gregory Meyer; b. 4-18-1962.
Chlldrgn (2nd marriaqg): 1 daughter ■ 1 ?9n

8. Hunter Leigh Meyer; b. 5-6-1992.
8. Marshall Conner Meyer; b. 7-12-1996.

Children (2nd marriage): 1 daughter. 1 son
6. Vicki Jan Conway; b. 2-2-1950;
6. Joel Edgar Conway; b. 4-6-1952; 1st m. 4-6-1974.
1st wife: Teresa Egan; b. 12-6-1952; divorced.
Children (1st marriage): 1 daughter

7. Nicole Erin Conway; b. 7-21-1977; m. 7-9-1996.
Husband: Donald Charles Parker, Jr., b. 5-3-1972.
Children: 2 sons

8. Ethan Michael Parker; b. 2-26-1997.
8. Matthew Joseph Parker; b. 4-26-2002.

2nd marriage: 10-5-1998.
2nd wife: Sallie Heeter; b. 11-20-1951.
Children: I step-daughter. 1 step-son

Jill Heeter; b. 6-20-1983; Travis Heeter; b. 9-5-1987.

H.L. Hyde, Spruill/Saxe update, op. cit., pp. 7,15.
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Irish Blgggiag

May the roads rise to meet you;
May the wind be always at your back;
May the sunshine be warm upon your face; 
May the rains fall soft upon your fields.

And, until we meet again,
May God hold you In the hollow of His hand.

Nellie Louise Hyde^
(1920-2001)

William (Bill) Seawright Baggett
(1917-2001)

‘ The year Nellie Louise Hyde was born, 1920, Warren G. Harding was elected the 29th 
U.S. President: the League of Nations was formed in Paris and was later moved to Geneva. 
In 1917, the year that William Seawright Baggett was born, General Pershing arrived 
in Paris to head the American Forces in World War I. "Buffalo Bill" (W.F. Cody) died.*

Nellie Louise was the sixth child to be born to Florence and Ed Hyde.''^^ Her birth was on 
September 14, 1920 on Peachtree Road in Chamblee, Georgia. She inherited her 
parents' best features. This little blue-eyed "pixie" resembled her father in looks, and 
as the years rolled by, her mama's gentle ways. Fourteen-year-old Catherine adored the 
new baby. Four-year-old Ethelyn was delighted to have a playmate. The boys - Herbert 
(almost 7), Harold (almost 9), and Benjamin (13) - had to acknowledge that the birth 
of this little sister balanced the number of females and males in their household. Would 
these females usurp their positions in the family? Louise came into this world with a 
good sense of humor and a lot of spirit.

She was named for Nelle Tatum and Louise Armistead. These two women's fathers, Irvin 
Tatum and Dale Armistead, had been Ed's financiers for the building of Irvindale Farms. 
Louise said, "Many Sunday afternoons they would come out to the country to see us and 
Mama would have to entertain them." Ethelyn recalled, "Nelle was flamboyant! She 
wore make-up and had henna (hair dye) on her hair. 'Miss Louise' was a spinster and 
was prim and proper. She lived at Pershing Point in Atlanta. 'Miss Louise' gave me a big 
doll.” Florence had a good friend, Nellie Simpkins, but Louise and Ethelyn think that the 
new infant was named for Nelle Tatum and Louise Armistead. Nellie Louise Hyde was the 
name given to Ed and Florence's newest little cherub!

It was Louise who told this writer years ago, "I'm sure we're Irish." Her dark hair, blue 
eyes and fair complexion makes one almost believe this without any documentation.

Almost three years after Louise's birth, baby Helen was born. Louise had been sent down 
to Mrs. Grant's to stay while the baby made its entrance into the world. A short time 
later, Mrs. Grant announced to Louise, "You have a baby sister at your house." This made 
the spirited little girl furious! As she, laughingly, told this tale, she continued, “I said 
to Mrs. Grant, I don't want a baby sister! I'm going to get an ax and kill her!" Of course, 
this was only an idle childish threat.

H.L. Hyde, op. cit., p. 7.

72



As Louise talked of her childhood, this writer was so engrossed in her tales that note 
taking became secondary. Louise said,^®® “Papa built a white house on Peachtree [Road] 
in Chamblee. It had hardwood floors that I thought were so pre^! I'd take the mop and 
dust - and dust - those shiny floors. Once Papa said to me, 'Little girlie, you don't have 
to shine the floors so much! Can we do with less of that?' But I just kept right on 
dusting. I liked to iron, too. Sometimes I would go to Aunt Flora's and Grandma's and do 
some of their ironing. They would occasionally pay me a quarter or two."

She continued, “There was a vacant lot between the Harrison's [no relation to Uncle 
Frank Harrison] house and ours. Papa built a park for us on this lot. We had see-saws, 
a merry-go-round, swings, and a cable between two trees that we could slide on. He 
made this playground so that we would stay out of Peachtree Road. But we still got in the 
road to play “Kick the Can." [In playing Kick-the-Can, one player would be IX. He 
would close his eyes and count to ten. The other players would scatter and hide. Then ]T 
would kick the can. At that point IT would start trying to find and then tag another player 
who would then become IT. If the other players reached the home base without being 
tagged, they were declared safe. The can had to be kicked again by the new IX and all 
scrambled away to hide, etc.] We also played Pop the Whip. [Players standing side by 
side in a straight line would hold hands and start to run. When the leader decided to 'pop 
the whip,' he would stop running. Using strong force on the hand of the person next to 
him to halt the runners, the long line would veer. The object of the game was to hang on 
tight and not drop hands during the veering whip. All tried to keep standing as they held 
the hand of the person next to them. Usually, the one on the opposite end of the line 
would fall, dropping the hand of the person next to him, causing 'a pop in the whip.'] 
What fun we had on that lot and in Peachtree Road! Later, our playground lot was sold to 
the Webbs and they built a house on it."

Louise told of a time when she and Helen were at the wood-pile, gathering wood for their 
mama's kitchen range. Since she was older, she was in charge. Louise's mind was not on 
stove wood; it was on that cute Herbert Moore who worked down at Blanton's Store - she 
had the biggest "crush" on him! She loaded wood in Helen's outstretched arms, piece by 
piece, and when Helen's arms could hold no more wood, Louise turned and skipped off to 
the store to catch a glimpse of Herbert Moore. Helen got so mad at Louise that she decided 
to "get back at her." In a short time, Louise was back at the house. Nonchalantly, she 
skipped inside. Her mama asked her, 'Where is Helen and why haven't y'all finished 
filling the wood bin?" Louise told her that Helen was out at the wood-pile. "No!" 
Florence said to her young daughter. "Helen is not at the wood pile because I went out 
there looking for you girls and I could not find you. Where have you been?" Louise had 
to tell her mama that she ran down to the store for just a minute and that she had left 
Helen at the wood pile with a load of wood in her arms. With a worried look on her face, 
Louise's mama went out the back door and started to call for Helen. Hurrying to the wood 
pile, they found the toppled wood that had been in Helen's arms but was now strewn on 
the ground. Helen was not in sight. They started to shout her name. There was no 
answer. By this time Louise was crying and her mama was decidedly frightened. 'You 
don't suppose that someone has kidnapped her..." Unknown to them, Helen was hiding 
behind the big cedar tree at the edge of the yard where she was thoroughly enjoying their 
frantic search for her. When Helen heard her mama's fearful words, she could not 
torment them anymore. She burst forth from her hiding place and ran into her mama's 
arms. Louise stopped bawling and gasped for breath. All she could feel was wild relief! 
As she related this story, she said, "Helen 'paid me in full' for abandoning her at the 
woodpile that day!"

"•SS From a telephone conversation with Louise Baggett on May 1, 1995.
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"Blanton's Store had a front porch. You could get water and ice there in the hot weather 
and It was 'de-e-licious!' Sometimes we would get a Nu-grape drink. For a nickel, we 
couW get a hu-u-ge bag of candy," continued Louise.

Louise was only fourteen when her papa died. The day of his death, she remembered him 
asking her mama if Oscar Thompson could have dinner with them on Sunday. (Louise 
explained that Oscar was their banker. She also added that Mr. Thompson married Nell 
Boland and that was the beginning of Thompson-Boland Shoe Store, a prominent Atlanta 
shoe store on Peachtree Street for several decades.) Continuing her story, Louise said, 
"After asking this question, he left for work in his panel truck. Nothing seemed amiss." 
After these remarks, Louise quietly sat for a few minutes in pensive, sad thought.

Continuing, she added, "Shortly after Papa died, Harold died." It was actually seventeen 
months later. Louise loved Harold very much. Loosing both of these beloved family 
members was hard on Louise and the rest of their family.

Because of her personality, Louise had a host of young friends. She grew prettier and 
prettier as she reached the teen years. She never lacked for a boyfriend. On Labor Day 
(September) of 1936, Nancy Ruth and Ann Morris introduced Louise to their cousin. 
Bill Baggett, from Douglasville, Georgia. As Louise said, "It was love at first sight!" 
Just a few weeks later, Louise celebrated her sixteenth birthday.

Douglasville was many miles away from Chamblee so Bill and Louise were unable to see 
each other very often. They only had a few dates before they decided to go to Heflin, 
Alabama to elope on December 13, 1936; Louise was barely sixteen and Bill was 
nineteen. Betty Little and Marvin Leathers went with them. They kept their marriage a 
secret until just before Christmas. This writer remembers when they broke the news.

All of the family had gathered at Mama Hyde's for her annual giving of Christmas money 
and gifts. When they got there, the atmosphere was not one of cheer. Mama Hyde's 
bedroom door was closed and behind those doors were Mama Hyde, Louise, Bill and 
various adult family members who came in and out of the room. As they came out of the 
room, they had tears in their eyes. Finally, the door opened and they all came out. Those 
who had been waiting in the little living room were told that Louise and Bill were 
married. There were tears because Louise was so young. She was a popular senior at 
Chamblee High School and was a very good student. In 1936, married students were not 
permitted to attend public schools. This meant that Louise could not complete her final 
year in high school and she would not graduate with her class. There was no denial of the 
young couple's love for one another as starry-eyed Louise looked into the adoring eyes of 
her young husband. All of the family tearfully gave them their blessings.

At first, Louise and Bill lived in Douglasville. It was there that their son William 
Terrell (Terry) was born on January 1, 1938. When Terry was about two years old. 
Bill and Louise moved to Chamblee and lived in Florence's upstairs apartment. Bill 
worked at night for the railroad.

Bill enjoyed going hunting with his bird dogs, often bagging quail and other wild game. 
One night, Louise prepared quail and served it to this writer's family. This was the first 
time that her family had ever eaten wild game. Surprisingly, it was delicious!

What a hair stylist Louise was! She would put finger waves in her mama's hair and she 
would pin curl her sisters' hair. The Jameson girls went over to get their hair cut by 
Louise. With finger clips, she would wave this writer's hair. She styled her own hair
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beautifully. When Judie was born, she had vety little hair on her head. But as it grew, 
Louise had fun fixing it in lovely, blonde ringlets.

Sporting a good tan each summer, Louise would start lying out in the sun as soon as the 
sun was hot enough to bake her fair skin to a golden, bronze color. For years, Louise's 
beautiful blue eyes were accented by the tan glow of her striking face during the summer 
months! As people said back then, "She was a real knockout!!"

Living under the same roof was fun for Terry and Judie. Being almost the same age, they 
were great playmates but they sometimes got into mischief. One day Louise said she saw 
Judie and terry coming out of the rock garden. Carrying a pair of scissors in his hand, 
Terry excitedly said to his "Bub" (that's what Terry called his mother), "Bub, I gave 
Judie a perm!" He had seen his mother fixing hair and he mimicked what he had seen. As 
she recounted this tale, Louise laughed and said, "Terry had cut two of the three hairs 
that Judie had on her head!" For several weeks, Judie had to wear a tam to hide her 
"botched" hair cut.

Another antic of Judie and Terry's was an extreme embarrassment to Helen. Helen's 
boyfriend, Charles Smith (from Brookhaven), was a neat, proper, young man. Once 
when he was leaving Helen's home, he drove his car around the drive to the back of the 
house and two little naked "jay-birds" ran out in front of his car. They were two and a 
half year old Judie and Terry, void of their clothes - yes, there were streakers before 
the 1960s! With a howl, red-faced Helen discovered these little show-offs. Grabbing 
both youngsters around their waists, she hastily hauled the nude little tikes inside!

World War II came; many American men with families were being called into the armed 
services. Bill was no exception. At this time, Louise, Bill and Terry were living in 
Douglasville. Bill was drafted into the U.S. Army and was sent to Fort Bragg, North 
Carolina for basic training.

Louise moved back home to Chamblee while Bill was in the army. By then, the upstairs 
apartment had been rented to Homer and Hortense Pinson. Helen claimed the other 
upstairs bedroom as hers, even though she still slept downstairs with her mama. 
Ethelyn and Judie's sleeping quarters were in the downstairs, spare bedroom. Laughing, 
Louise said, "That Helen would not give up her upstairs bedroom; it only held her clothes 
and the pictures of her boyfriends! A dresser and a bed were set up in the upstairs 
hallway for Terry and me, and there we had to sleep!"

During the next months, Terry and Judie attended school together at Chamblee School. 
Mrs. Richard Holmes was their second grade teacher. (Sometimes, this writer got to 
"baby-sit" Judie and Terry!)

When Bill was sent to Fort Leonard Wood, they knew that he was scheduled to leave for 
Osaka, Japan. Louise went out to visit him before he was shipped out to the Philippine 
Islands. It was in these islands that Bill joyfully celebrated V.J. (Victory over Japan) 
Day in 1945. Although the war had ended, Bill was sent to Occupied Japan where he 
served his country at Osaka until April 1946. At that time, he sailed home and was sent 
to Fort MacPherson in Atlanta, Georgia where he was reunited with his happy wife and 
son!

After Bill's honorable discharge from the army, the young family moved back to 
Douglasville where they settled in and have lived ever since. Every house they lived in 
was transformed into a place of beauty with Louise's special talent for decorating. The 
first home that they owned was on Chapel Hill Road, not far from the business district of
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Douglasville. They bought additional farmland further out on this same road; there Bill 
kept his horses and hunting dogs.

From 1954 to 1979, Bill successfully owned and operated Baggett's Feed and Seed Store 
in Douglasville. He was also elected to serve as a Douglas County Commissioner from 
1965 to 1972. He developed his 50 acres of farm land into a subdivision, Long View. 
Thirty-five of these acres were subdivided into 16 lots. They and their son, Terry, had 
already built lovely homes on the property that faced Chapel Hill Road.

After several unsuccessful attempts to have more children, Louise and Bill concentrated 
on rearing their fine son, Terry. Terry excelled in school. He completed his higher 
education with stints at Georgia Military College and North Georgia College where he 
earned his B.A. degree; and later, he received his Master's degree from the University of 
Georgia. In 1960, he joined the Army Reserves where he remained until he retired as a 
full Colonel at the age of 61. As a successful C.P.A., Terry was in corporate finance with
C. & S. Bank until he retired. Since retiring, he has been a "free lance" C.P.A. consultant 
for various banks and businesses in the Atlanta area. In 2000, Terry ran for Douglas 
County Commissioner on the Democratic ticket. He ran against an unbeatable incumbent. 
His family and friends helped him run a very good campaign. Although he was narrowly 
defeated, he had a great time during the months before the election. His supporters say 
that if he runs, he will win in the next election! (In 2004, Terry ran as a Republican 
candidate for Douglas County Commissioner. Due to health problems, he had to withdrew 
from the race in June. His fans were disappointed because they were sure that he would 
win; he would have been a great commissioner for Douglas County.)

Terry married Laurie Cowell on May 11, 1963 and they have three beautiful daughters 
- Beth, Jennifer and Melissa. Louise, at long last, had little granddaughters that she 
could dress in frills and she could curl their hair. Papa Bill had a special way with these 
little girls, too. The granddaughters idolized their "Bub" and "Papa Bill."

When Bill's younger, widowed sister, Mary Bowdon, died with cancer, Louise and Bill 
became second parents to her sons. Eddie became, as Louise put it, "one of us!" Eddie's 
little son claimed this wonderful couple as his grandparents, too.

They also took under their wings, Joe, their great-grandson. When his father died, his 
grandparents - Terry and Laurie - brought him to live with them. This was to help 
their young daughter, Beth. Being next door, this young lad can recall many happy 
memories with "Bub" and "Papa Bill." A second great-grand baby, Andrew Thomas Roth, 
son of Melissa and Tom, came into their midst to be loved by these doting great- 
grandparents. This fine baby boy was born on September 30, 1999. He was privileged 
to feel the love of a il of his relatives "on the hill" and in Douglasville. A sibling, 
Alexander (Alex) Hyde Roth, joined Andrew on December 10, 2001 but, sadly, this was 
after "Bub's" and "Papa Bill's" deaths. They did not get to see this great-grandson or 
little Austin William Roth, who was born on June 27, 2004.

Louise and Bill celebrated their fiftieth wedding anniversary on December 13, 1986. 
Their children and grandchildren hosted a lovely reception at Louise and Bill's home on a 
Sunday afternoon. Many of their friends and relatives called on this happy, handsome 
couple that day. As Louise aptly put it, "With a lot of luck and a heap of love, we made 
it!" She and Bill remained sweethearts for sixty-four and a half years!

On Louise's 80th birthday, her granddaughters gave her a surprise birthday cookout at 
Melissa and Jolene's home. Loving relatives and friends came to help her celebrate this
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wonderful event. Jennifer, accompanying herself with her guitar, sang a song to her 
"Bub," Wind Beneath My Wings. The aura of love and pride in their children, 
grandchildren and great-grandchildren was sensed by all who were there. What a lovely 
celebration! No one knew that it would be the last birthday for dear Louise.

Through the years, Louise's inner beauty matched her outward good looks. She was a 
devoted wife, daughter, mother, grandmother, great-grandmother, sister, aunt, in-law 
and friend. In spite of the fact that she had ill health, she never complained. Her answer 
to "How are you?” was "Fine!" Her youthful outlook on life was a desirable trait. She 
understood the problems of the "old" and the "young" and only when asked, gave loving, 
wise advice. Her keen sense of humor, coupled with her husband's wit, kept these two 
young and fun to be around! She reminded this writer of Mama Hyde. Louise was also a 
“steel magnolia" - gentle, sweet, strong, beautiful and lady like! She was also plucky, 
witty and caring! Her father, Ed Hyde, used to say, "Pretty is as pretty does!" This 
being the case, Louise was extremely beautiful!

Louise was always one of this writer's favorite aunts! How she inspired those who knew 
and loved her!

Louise had a massive stroke. After a few days in the hospital, she slipped away on 
Monday, March 19, 2001 as her loving family stood by her bedside. "Wind Beneath My 
Wings" and "Star Dust" were played at her funeral. Jennifer gave this eulogy:

Louise H. Baggett, better known as "Bub," was born September 14, 1920 into 
a family of seven children in Chamblee, Georgia. At the age of 16 she was introduced to 
Bill Baggett.

When she met “Papa Bill" she thought she had hit the jackpot but little did she 
know he had borrowed the shirt on his back, the car he drove, and the money in his 
pocket, in order to win her over that day. That date marked the beginning of 64 
wonderful years of marriage and memories.

After setting up housekeeping in Douglasville, "Bub“ gave birth to their only 
child, Terry. My daddy was their pride and joy and he fulfilled every dream and 
aspiration imaginable for a parent. She was proud of Daddy as a child, in his education, 
with his profession, and most of all with his family.

"Bub" and "Papa Bill" were so excited when my daddy chose to spend his life with 
Laurie, our mother, and build a life together side by side on the hill. "Bub" thought her 
greatest gift was the birth of their three girls - Beth, Jennifer and Melissa.

Growing up next door to "Bub" and "Papa Bill" was an experience that fostered 
the kind of love and support that most people only dream of. Our childhood was enriched 
by lessons learned from "Bub" and "Papa Bill" - like generosity, compassion, 
acceptance, strength, and unconditional love.

Some of our fondest memories are: the taste of her iced tea; the smell of her 
nightly beauty secrets like Ponds Cold Cream, Icy Hot and Vicks Salve; the sound of her 
sweet voice; our New Year's Eve (in her house); her famous Sunday afternoon meals.

"Bub's" theme in life was family. She centered her energy and world around 
people she loved. Family was a non-limiting word. She became Mother to many - 
including our cousins Eddie and Jack after the passing of their parents. Even our friends 
became attached to the sweet spirited lady we called "Bub."

Other joys she experienced in her family were the additions of her great grandson 
Joe, 15 years ago, and more recently the addition of Melissa's husband, Tom and their 
son Andrew. "Bub's" latest joy included making sandwiches and hot dogs for Joe - and 
her visits with Andrew - especially hearing his first word "Hi Bub!"
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As "Bub" and "Papa Bill" grew older, it became apparent that it was our turn to 
give back the gifts they had given to us. The first time we can remember “Bub" asking 
for help was after a three week period of looking for a mysterious chirp. Every time one 
of them walked down the hall a chirping noise would occur. The first thought was - must 
be crickets - so they sprayed plenty of RAID all over the house. But, as the chirps 
continued, they decided the crickets had taken over the basement and they called in an 
exterminator. Finally, after three weeks of chirping, it was mentioned at the dinner 
table. After investigating, we found the smoke alarm was in need of a new battery. From 
then on we were "allowed" to assist "Bub" and "Papa Bill" in odd jobs - sometimes 
earning us a twenty dollar tip.

She was always there for us - to listen and give advice. She made her weekly 
calls to her sister Ethelyn, her best friend Beegie and her special nieces and nephews.

Whenever anyone called or visited she gave her undivided attention and was 
always positive. She made each of us feel like we were the most special people in the 
world. She was thankful for the time she spent with all her family this past fall at her 
80th birthday party.

"Bub" and “Papa Bill" were creatures of habit and worked their routine together 
to make life easier for both of them. We always thought (and we joked about) them 
giving each other a heart attack, because they scared each other many times. "Papa Bill" 
usually turns on the guest room light, but one morning, “Bub“ got up early and went to 
do it. Their hands met on the light switch and both of them screamed. She was mad for 
the rest of the day. Another morning, he didn't hear "Bub" and stood at her bedroom door 
listening for her and then she came around the corner from the bathroom. She ran right 
into him again - giving them both a scare. She used to say he walked the lightest of any 
200 pound man she knew.

Their favorite past time became "calling the name game." Someone would 
mention a person's name and they would discuss for hours who they married, who they 
belonged to, and where they lived. Some names would take longer than others but 
eventually they got it right.

"Bub's" physical body had begun to decline rapidly over the last few weeks. She 
lived every day in pain but never let on and never complained. She took pride in 
dressing (perfectly) every day and trying to look her best, but even her daily routine 
became difficult. Even though this is one of the saddest days of our lives, we are all 
relieved that she is out of pain and visiting with loved ones in heaven.

Her heart was her biggest asset. She used it unconditionally to love each and 
everyone of us and it was her heart that kept going for her last five days giving us all 
time to say good-bye.

Our family would like to express our appreciation for the love and support you 
have shown to all of us during this time of loss.

The service could have been over after this emotional, loving eulogy. Other deserved 
remarks were made about this lovely human being. This poem was read last. I'm Free! 
Don't grieve for me, for now I'm free. I'm following the path God laid for me. I took his 
hand when I heard Him call; I turned my back and left it all. I could not stay another day. 
To laugh, to love, to work or play. Tasks left undone must stay that way; I found that 
peace at the close of day. If my parting has left a void. Then fill it with remembered joy. 
A friendship shared, a laugh, a kiss; Ah, yes, these things, I too will miss. Be not 
burdened with times of sorrow. My life's been full, I savored much; Good friends, good 
times, a loved ones touch. Perhaps my time seemed all too brief. Don't lengthen it now 
with undue grief. Lift up your heart and share with me; God wanted me now. He set me 
free!
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Bill was lost without Louise. All of the loving attention he received from his family was 
not enough. Although he tried to joke and to "carry on with living," all who knew him 
recognized his inconsolable grief. When he became ill in December, he rapidly met the 
sweet relief of death. On December 3, 2001, Bill drew his last breath.

Jennifer, for her family, once again delivered a loving eulogy - this time to the loving 
memory of her "Papa Bill." It follows:

About 8 months ago I stood in this same spot talking about the most wonderful 
woman, our grandmother, "Bub.“ Today I stand before you to remember the most 
wonderful man, our grandfather. Bill Baggett.

William Seawright "Bill" Baggett was born and raised here in Douglas County. He 
was the last living of 8 brothers and sisters. His father was the Sheriff of Douglas 
County for a period of time and "Papa Bill" grew up and lived some of his childhood in the 
jail. His father was a strict one and "Papa Bill" knew what he could and could not do 
because he knew his punishment would be automatic lock up in a cell. The stories he 
would tell us about his life there. This strict background though gave him the foundation 
to be a successful business man, husband, father, grandfather, great-grandfather and 
uncle. "Papa Bill" had the qualities of desire, perseverance, stubbornness, generosity, 
and most of all love. He met my grandmother at age 19 and fell in love. They soon 
married and had my dad. Again, he loved. He would tell stories about when my daddy was 
first born. Daddy had the colic really bad and would not stop crying. "Papa Bill" said he 
walked to the store up town and brought back a rocking chair on top of his head. The car 
at the time was not running good and he needed the chair. "Bub" could then rock Daddy to 
sleep and all was good. That was the kind of man “Papa Bill" was. He did what it took to 
make things good.

"Papa Bill" was a veteran of World War II and a Mason for over 50 years. When 
he returned home from the war he started a hardware business. We all remember the 
old store and all the good memories it holds. The first time I ever saw my daddy cry was 
when the old store on the corner burned. But “Papa Bill" did not despair. He built 
another one. He was such a giving man. He let us - Beth, me and Melissa, and even Eddie 
work at the store in our spare time. He taught us all the quality of hard work.

After his retirement from the hardware business "Papa Bill" spent his time with 
his family. He became the grocery shopper, the banker, the vacuumer, and the grass 
cutter. His favorite past time of all was talking. "Papa Bill" could tell stories and talk 
for days on end. One time we planned a wedding shower of all women at their house. He 
first complained and said why do we have to have all these people here? We told him he 
could sit in the other room and not be bothered. Guess where he ended up? Right in the 
middle of the circle of women talking. He loved every minute of it. A trip to the grocery 
store could take anywhere from 30 minutes to two hours depending on who was there for 
him to talk to. He would come home and spend another two hours telling “Bub" who he 
saw, how they were, and what their illnesses were. We would all sit around and discuss 
people in the county. All it took was mentioning one person's name and I knew their 
father, mother, sisters, brothers, and so on. He knew everyone.

A few days ago "Papa Bill" got sick. After "Bub" died there was a deep hole left n 
his heart and he missed her terribly, as we all do. He would say to me, "I sure do miss 
my baby!" After living with someone day in and day out for 64 years I think the hole was 
just too deep to fill. Their 65th anniversary would have been December 13 and I think 
he just could not stand to face it without her. He gradually got worse in the hospital and 
could not bounce back. I honestly think Sunday night "Bub" came to him and told him to 
come on home. He would not keep the covers on and he did not have his teeth in - 1 don't 
think she was happy about that. He had been sleeping most of the day but woke up and 
was alert Sunday night. Daddy and I were talking to him and he started to become very 
agitated. He said then, "I think I will give it up." And that he did. "Bub" knew he was
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lonely and God was willing to mend a broken heart. So he took “Papa Bill" about 2:30 on 
Monday afternoon very peacefully.

There is a big hole now In our family but we are comforted by the fact that they 
are once again together. Love is a very special thing and when you find two people who 
loved each other as much as our grandparents did they have to be together. I told "Papa 
Bill" there would probably be some quiet time in heaven so he must follow the rules or 
they might throw him out. He has many people to visit up there and much to tell "Bub." 
We would like to play a song now that he always said he wanted at his funeral. It seems 
so fitting now - "I'll Go To My Grave Loving You!"

We will miss you terribly, "Papa Bill," but you have touched all of our lives and 
we are better people because of you. We bve you!

Bill was buried beside his beloved wife, Louise, in Rosehaven Cemetery in Douglasville, 
Georgia.

The Family of Nellie Louise Hyde and William Seawrlaht Baaaett^se
(Fifth Hyde Generation)

5. Wife: Nellie Louise Hyde Baggett; b. 9-14-1920; m. 12-13-1936; 
d. 3-19-2001; buried at Rosehaven Cemetery, Douglasville, Ga.
Her parents: Powell Edaar and Florence Julia Sheffield Hvde of Chamblee, Ga. 

Husband: William (Bill) Seawright Baggett; b. 5-6-1917; m. 12-13-1936; 
d. 12-3-2001; buried: (same as above).
Parents: Seawright and Coburn Morris Baggett of Douglasville, Ga.

Children: 1 son
6. William Terrell Baggett; b. 1-1-1938; m. 5-11-1963.
Wife: Lauralee (Laurie) Ann Cowell Baggett; b. 11-5-1941; m. 5-11-1963. 
Children: 3 daughters

7. Elizabeth (Beth) Marie Baggett Hobbs; b. 5-11-1964;
m. 9-29-1984.

Husband: Michael Ray Hobbs; b. 5-4-1945; d. 4-19-1986.
Children: 1 son

8. Joseph William Richard Hobbs; b. 11-3-1985.
7. Jennifer Lynn Baggett; b. 4-15-1967.
7. Melissa Ann Baggett Roth; b. 10-17-1969; m. 6-14-1997.
Husband: Thomas Anthony Roth; b. 12-29-1968.
Children: 2 sons

8. Andrew Thomas Roth; b. 9-30-1999.
8. Alexander (Alex) Hyde Roth; b. 12-10-2001.
8. Austin William Roth; b. 6-27-2004.

Love one another deeply from the heart. I Peter 1:22

■I®® H.L. Hyde, Spruill/Saxe update, op. cit., pp. 7, 16.
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Helen Edith Hyde^
(1923-1990)

Erwin (Winn) Jacl( Drummond, Sr.
(191 1 -1 977)

‘ The year that Helen Edith Hyde‘'57 was born, 1923, U.S. President W.G. Harding died; 
Vice President Calvin Coolidge succeeded him. George Gershwin composed "Rhapsody in 
Blue." In 1911, the year that Erwin Jack Drummond, Sr. was born, Klee, Renoir and 
Matisse were productive visual artists. Roald Amundsen reached the South Pole.*

The seventh and last baby that was born to Florence and Ed Hyde was Edith Helen. Helen 
was born on July 13, 1923 on Peachtree Road in Chamblee, Georgia."'5® (By this time 
Catherine, the oldest sibling, was seventeen years old and was already in love with 
Ernest Jameson!) This new baby was very "speciar to all of the family. She was named 
after her Aunt Edith Sheffield Douglas, Florence's younger half-sister.

In Louise's chapter, it was written that, initially, little Louise was not too happy over 
her baby sister's birth. Louise's threat to "get an ax and kill that little ol' baby" was 
short-lived. The two youngest girls became soul mates and remained so all of their 
lives. There was a special bond between M  four of the Hyde sisters and a special kind of 
love for their mama. After Florence and Catherine’s deaths, Ethelyn, Louise and Helen 
were drawn together even closer. Their children are like one big extended family. 
Catherine's girls have continued to be a part of this warm, loving circle, too.

Helen was only four years old when Catherine's daughter, Ernestine was born. She grew 
up with her sister's children. At times, Ernestine, Geraldine, Frances, and Ronald felt 
that Helen was more than an aunt. Ernestine especially claimed her as a devoted friend 
and companion! They aN adored Helen!

Being born with a fun-loving, generous-hearted, quick-witted, caring personality, 
Helen never lacked for friends. To have a friend is to be one! She was truly a good friend 
and was one's friend for life! Her great sense of humor and her infectious laugh endeared 
her to all who knew and loved her. Her friends were from "all walks of life!" Several 
claimed her as their "best friend" and she was just that! Being intelligent, she could 
discuss most topics with competence. Yet, she could be light-hearted and silly when the 
time was appropriate. What a wonderful person she was!

Helen was only eleven when her papa died. In less than two years afterwards, her 
brother, Harold, also died. Loosing these two loved ones, caused her to develop a very 
close relationship with her mama. For the rest of Florence's life, Helen hovered over 
her with a protective kind of love. Outsiders thought that Florence hovered over Helen 
but those who were intimate friends knew differently. Helen was a worrier and 
especially about her loved ones.

Excelling in school, Helen was also a class leader. Ever so popular, she was either 
visiting her friends or they were at her home during their non-school hours. Her high 
school class was one of the last ones to graduate in the old school auditorium before 
Chamblee High School burned in December 1941. Helen's first cousin and classmate, 
Lamar Hyde, was president of their senior class. (Uncle Oscar Hyde's children were

Found in this writer's papers was Helen's signature, whicli verifies that her name was Helen Edith 
Hyde, not Edith Helen.
H.L. Hyde, op. cit., p. 7.
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about the same ages of their first cousins and were often classmates - and good friends.) 
On the night of Helen's graduation, June 4, 1940, the band played for the exercises. 
Helen played the tenor saxophone in the Chamblee High School band but on this night the 
band performed without the senior members. In the band were Helen's two nieces, 
Geraldine Jameson, who played a clarinet, and Ernestine Jameson who played the bells 
and the gong. That night they played "War March of the Priests" from Athalia and "the 
Oracle" by Otis Taylor. It was Helen's honor to introduce the key note speaker, J. Harold 
Saxon, Chairman of the Georgia Committee of the Southern Association for Accreditation. 
Helen's boyfriend, Charles Smith, was the Valedictorian and her good friend, Clara 
Gignilliat, was the Salutatorian.^®®

These were grave times. Impending war loomed over the nation. The U.S.A.'s allies in 
Europe were suffering as they fought the Germans and Italians in World War II (Hitler 
and Mussolini). Some of America's young men were crossing over into Canada to join the 
R.A.F. in order to help "the cause." Many of Helen's young friends would eventually be 
members of the U.S. armed forces.

In September 1940, Helen left home for the first time. She went to Georgia State College 
for Women (G.S.C.W.) in Milledgeville, Georgia, where she was enrolled in the 
Department of Business. Her business/secretarial course was a two-year course of 
study. Since Ed's death, Florence had made important decisions for her minor children. 
Florence thought that it would be good for Helen to go away to college. The decision to 
attend this school was greatly influenced by the fact that Lillian Hyde, Homer and Bertha 
Hyde's daughter, had earlier been a student t he re . ' 'He len ' s  good friend, Frances 
McElroy, also enrolled at G.S.C.W.; the two girls went to Milledgeville where they were 
roommates in their college dormitory.

By the time that Helen had finished her program of study, the United States had entered 
World War II in Europe. Pearl Harbor had been bombed and the U.S. had declared war on 
Japan. Rationing had begun and Chamblee had become a center for a U.S. Naval Air 
Station and Lawson General Army Hospital and Training Center. All of these government 
operations were going full force.

Helen found employment at Lawson General Army Hospital as a secretary. Living at home 
with Florence, Ethelyn, Judie, Louise and Terry was a busy, happy time - in spite of the 
woes of war. The three adult girls were good companions, which is often the case as 
siblings mature, and they certainly kept Florence good company. Helen would come home 
for lunch and she often had a friend or friends who would accompany her. Her friends 
were always dropping by for a glass of her mama's delicious iced tea. Some of these 
friends were Marion Chestnut, Mary Charlotte (Tissy) Carter, Kay Thompson, Martha 
Jarrell, Clara Gignilliat and Frances McElroy.

Helen had a host of male friends. Their framed 8X10 color photographs were 
prominently displayed in her upstairs bedroom; such handsome young men - most 
dressed in their service uniforms. Faithfully, she wrote to all of them and dated them 
when they came home on leave. Jack Tapp, Jack Pierce, Charles Smith, Joe Glover, 
Randy Jarrell and Ernest Ayers were some of them. She met Joe in Florida on one of her 
family's vacations. He had an old sedan, which he drove up when he came to see her. She 
humorously named it "the Galloping Ghost." Being in a military town, she did not lack 
for male attention.

From the Graduation Program of 1940. 
Information from Ethelyn H. Conway.
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Her girl friends began to marry. Among the first was Frances McElroy who married Bill 
Mosher, a student in Veterinary Medicine at Auburn Polytechnic Institute, now Auburn 
University, in Auburn, Alabama. Helen once visited them in Auburn and went with them 
to the War Eagle Supper Club for a Saturday's evening of dancing and entertainment. 
(This writer's son, Mark, now co-owns and co-manages this popular Night Club.) Helen 
was an attendant in all of her friend's weddings. Her closet was filled with bridesmaid 
dresses. She would laugh and say, "Always a bridesmaid, never a bride!"

Helen dared to take on "the ways of the world" - smoking, sometimes social drinking, and 
on occasion, letting an oath roll out of her mouth. Florence and Helen's siblings viewed 
this in horror. Out of respect for her mama, Helen never smoked at home but she did not 
hide the fact that she was not the "perfect little Southern Baptist" girl. She was honest 
and open - never a hypocrite! On occasion, her oldest brother Ben would "preach" to her 
about "her wrong doin's." She hated this with a passion. Her mama, sisters and Herb 
could admonish her, but not Ben! This was the era of the emergence of women in the 
world. No longer were they expected to marry, stay at home and raise children. They 
became an integral part of the working world and with this came a freer behavior for 
women. Helen was a part of this movement. Although she had her “so-called vices," 
Helen was a lady in all respects and was treated as one by her friends and family.

Her pool of friends grew to large numbers. She was constantly entertaining or being 
entertained. She was a "special auntie" to her friends' children and was certainly that to 
her own nieces and nephews. Helen would have "jumped over the moon" for her nephew 
Ronald! She loved to tease and to be teased - Ronald was a teaser. He adored his "Aunt 
Shortie." This was a pet name bestowed on Helen by Ronald and Ernestine; she was called 
by this nickname by some of her special nieces and nephews and their children up until 
her death. Her generous spirit was always in evidence with the giving of gifts, love, and 
attention to her friends and family. Weeks before Christmas, her bed would be stacked 
with presents that she had purchased for people she loved. She would spend hours 
wrapping and delivering these Christmas gifts.

What a fashion show it was at Florence's during those years. Whenever any of the girls 
cleaned out their closets, the Jameson sisters were there with their hands held out. 
Helen gave this writer Sunday hats, which she enjoyed wearing through the years. 
Ladies' hats were in vogue and were always worn to church and formal gatherings prior 
to the bee hive hair style of the 1960s. When Helen purchased her elegant, full length, 
mink fur coat, she was the envy of her friends! She, Ethelyn and Louise purchased their 
mama a beautiful fox collar, which Florence wore to church and to "dress-up" functions. 
The Hyde women were certainly "in fashion" and some of their practices in good 
grooming were shared with Ernie, Gerry and Fran Jameson. These three teenagers were 
constantly over at their Mama Hyde's experimenting with "hair-do's," make-up, 
hygiene aids, toiletries, powders, shampoo and perfumes. Some of these products were 
Jergens, Hinds, Tussy, and Revlon's Aquamarine lotions; Halo, Breck and Prell shampoo; 
Emeraude, Johnson's, Coty's and Heaven-Scent talcum powder; Listerine (for fresh 
breath); White Shoulders, Evening in Paris, Heaven-Scent, and Chanel No. 5 perfumes; 
Colgate, Ipana and Pepsodent toothpastes; Mum, Tussy and Arrid deodorants; Pond's 
cleansing and face cream; and Nair for removal of facial hairs. Peroxide was used to 
bleach one's mustache; tweezers were used to pluck facial hairs; razors were used to 
shave hair from their legs and from under their arms. Leg make-up was applied to bare 
legs in the summer (hose were rationed during the war). Camphor and Noxema were 
applied to dry up pimples and the latter to also soothe sun-burned skin. The new 
pancake make-up, Midol tablets for menstrual cramps, Modess and Kotex sanitary 
napkins, eyelash curlers (careful, don't squeeze too hard - your lashes might fall out!), 
eyebrow pencils, mascara, bobby-pins, wave clamps, kid and metal curlers for hair
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styles, and hair nets were some of the products that were introduced to the Jameson girls 
by their young aunts. Helen even had a portable hair dryer with a hood bonnet, which 
she let them borrow. With their own mother selling Avon products, the Jameson sisters 
experimented with many personal and beauty aids.

After the end of World War II, the economy was booming. Businesses sprang up all over 
the Chamblee-Doraville area. One of the largest industries to come to the quiet North 
DeKalb area was General Motors. With the closing of Lawson General Army Hospital, 
Helen found employment at General Motors in Doraville, Georgia as an executive, 
personal secretary.

Every member of the family and many of her friends, if asked, could tell about special 
times in their lives when Helen was there for them. Countless are the times when she 
was by this writer's side - especially at her wedding time. (Helen and Mama Hyde 
helped to make this event a special one for Frances and Kenneth. This writer will never 
forget this memorable, beautiful weekend and Helen's ever loving presence and help!)

Sadly, Florence died of a heart attack on September 11, 1953, leaving Helen alone in the 
big house in the woods! Devotedly, Helen had "put her life on hold" to be with her mama. 
Florence's death wrenched at all of her family's hearts, but none so severely as Helen's. 
Grieving, she was in a state of quandary.

Homer and Hortense Pinson, who lived in the upstairs apartment, were in the process of 
buying a home. When they moved out, Helen's siblings worried about her living alone in 
the big house. Ben, a realtor, put the house and property up for sale. It was a depressed 
period of time for real estate. Helen did not want to move, but knowing that some of the 
family members wanted to settle Florence's affairs, she quietly allowed the process to 
take place. The mayor of Chamblee, Woody Malone, and his wife, Rozella Bettis Malone, 
purchased the property for $25,000! (What a steal!) The Malones lived in this lovely 
old home for many years. Rozella turned the little living room into her "beauty parlor" 
and Catherine went there to get her hair fixed. A few other changes were also made in the 
house. This house continued to be a "show place" for Chamblee. After Woody's death, 
Rozella lived there alone but in the late 1980s, she sold the property and moved into 
smaller quarters. Before she moved, she invited the Hyde family and their children to 
come and walk through their once beloved home place. This writer was unable to do this 
but her daughter Melanie went and told her of the emotional walk in "those hallowed 
walls." (When the new owner tore the house down to build a Chinese Shopping Mall, 
Gerry went over and got a brick for this writer to keep as a reminder of her 
grandmother's house.)

In 1953, Helen, with regret, moved into the Peachtree Garden Apartments. Through the 
years, Helen would occasionally talk about her childhood home to this writer. She would 
lament that she wished she could have remained in her mama's house.

As a young teenager, Judie went to live with Helen. The bond was deep between this aunt 
and niece; together, they spent many happy times. It seemed natural for Judie to be with 
Helen because Helen had helped to "raise" this beautiful, young girl. Judie was there to 
witness Helen and Winn's courtship. By this time, Helen was 31 years old (1954).

Erwin Jack Drummond (Winn), a charming "Yankee" from Manhattan, New York, came 
into Helen's life. He was a line supervisor at General Motors. When he was a very young 
child, his parents died. He was adopted by a loving New Jersey family who raised him to
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adulthocxJ. Winn's first marriage was to another Helen and they had a daughter Shirley, 
who was, by this time, an adul t . ' *This union had ended in a divorce.

In 1954, Helen Hyde and Winn began to date and eventually they fell in love. Wedding 
bells rang for them on May 15, 1955. If ever a bride was entertained, Helen was. 
Lovely wedding gifts were bestowed on the happy couple. At long last, this beautiful girl 
was "the bride" and not a bridesmaid. Her many friends and her loving family rejoiced 
over her marital bliss!

For a short while, Helen and Winn lived in his Oglethorpe apartment, a new 1000-unit 
complex near Oglethorpe University. Then they bought a house on Wingate Drive near 
the Naval Air Station in Chamblee. Hortense and Homer were among their neighbors. 
Later, the couple sold this house and bought a lovely home at 1855 Winchester Trail in 
Chamblee. Helen painted one of the bedrooms a pale lavender. (It was one of the 
prettiest rooms this writer had ever seen. She, too, painted her bedroom lavender in 
Mountville and also in their new house in Auburn! Helen, Catherine and Frances were 
partial to shades of purple!)

Several years after their marriage, Winn left General Motors and bought a Shell Service 
Station on Peachtree Industrial Boulevard in Chamblee, which he successfully ran for 8 
to 10 y e a r s . " ' H e  had a great personality that won him many customers. Helen 
continued to work as a secretary for Southern Bell Telephone Company.

One of Helen and Winn's greatest blessings was the birth of their son, Erwin Jack 
Drummond, Jr., who was born on December 3, 1956. Jack brought so much happiness 
to this couple. Being in the same age range as Helen's nieces' and nephews' children. 
Jack was often in the company of one of these cousins. Beth, Gerry's daughter, and Jack 
were great friends. Jack went with his Jameson cousins up to Cardinal Lake to fish with 
his dad and Uncle Ernest.

Whenever there was a Jameson gathering, Helen, Jack and Winn were there. Ernie and 
Jim often stayed with Helen and Winn when they came from Texas for a visit. Annually, 
Catherine and Ernest went to Winn and Helen's on Christmas morning to partake of 
Winn's home made eggnog! Yum!! Helen, Winn and Jack came to Michael's (this writer's 
son) wedding in Birmingham, Alabama and when Michael's rock band, Hotel, played at 
the Caprice Theater in Buckhead, Georgia, they attended this concert. These relatives 
were very close! What good times they all had together!

Jack graduated from Chamblee High School, his mom's alma mater. It was there that he 
met Jennifer Eliason. They were high school sweethearts and later married.

Helen and Winn's health began to decline. Gradually, Winn's health failed. After a short 
stay in the hospital, Winn died of a massive stroke^®3 May 5, 1977 at the age of 66. 
Jack was only 21 years old. Helen grieved over Winn's death but her good humor 
brought her through this difficult time. One minute she would shed tears over Winn's 
death and the next minute she would sternly speak as if Winn were in her presence, 
“Winn, why did you go and die on me? You were not supposed to die and leave me so 
early! Jack and 1 need you! I could wring your neck for dying!" With tears in her eyes, 
she would laugh at her own foolish words. If ever there was a faithful son to his mother

Information from Jack Drummond, October, 1999. 
Ibid.

163 Ibid.
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and father, Jack was that! Fortunately, Helen's family and friends rallied around her 
and Jack to comfort them during those sad days.

When Jack and Jennifer decided to marry, Helen proposed that they live in her house and 
she would move into a smaller apartment. Her logic was that she had too much house and 
yards "to keep.” The young folks agreed to this plan. They were to pay her enough rent 
to cover her monthly apartment expenses. It was then that Helen moved to the Dresden 
Drive Apartments in Brookhaven. Jack and Jennifer married on October 6, 1979 and 
lived in the house on Winchester Trail for several years. They later sold this house and 
bought a larger house in Duluth, Georgia. Jack and Jennifer divorced in 1991, a year 
after Helen's death.

Jack worked while he attended Oglethorpe University. He graduated from this institution 
in 1985 with a B.A. degree in Business Administration. Jack held various jobs in the 
health and beauty care industry, including the vice-presidency of Medical Packaging, and 
general manager of Federated Wholesale.
From early adulthood, Helen had suffered with high blood pressure. She also developed 
chronic heart disease. After several heart attacks, from which she recovered, she had to 
go on disability leave from work. She knew that heart disease was rampant in her 
family. She had watched her mama, Catherine, Ben, Herb, Ronald and Ernie die from 
this dreaded disease. She had also seen her sister Ethelyn, and her sister-in-law Cora 
Lee suffer with heart problems. Adapting to her plight, she tried to live sensibly.

However, no illness would stop her from enjoying life to its fullest. After Winn's death, 
her host of friends surrounded her with visits and activities. Helen had two male 
friends, Walt and Tom, whom she alternately dated. Her great-nieces had become adults 
and loved to be in her company. Melanie, this writer's daughter, loved Aunt Shortie. 
Helen teased Melanie by calling her "Barbara Streisand" because she said that Melanie 
resembled this star. Louise and Ethelyn's children and grandchildren idolized Helen. 
Gerry's Beth adored her, too. Beth's baby John would clap his hands and laugh with 
pleasure whenever Aunt Shortie entered his presence.

Helen kept in close contact with her family. After Catherine moved to Auburn, this 
writer's family was fortunate to have her in their home many times. She always asked 
Kenneth or Frances to play Hoagy Carmichael's Star Dust on the piano when she was 
there. As she listened, she would close her eyes and at the end of the piece, she would 
say, "I love that song! I'm going to have it played at my funeral!" Helen's devotion to her 
family and friends was constant. She was there for them in their joyful times and in 
their sad times. Her ability to make individuals feel that "he/she was the most 
important person in the whole wide world to her" was one of her greatest 
characteristics.

On Helen's 60th birthday, July 16, 1983, Beth, Melanie, Gerry and this writer gave a 
dinner party for her at Beth and Bob Saxe's home. Gag gifts were given to her and a 
Resolution was read to her, which was filled with puns about her life time experiences.

Helen later moved to a lovely apartment in Dunwoody. It had an elegance about it that 
reminded her of her childhood home on New Peachtree Road in Chamblee. By this time, 
she was beginning to have early symptoms of heart failure. This did not daunt her. She 
continued to do for those whom she loved.

Teased, by all who knew about her love for shopping, she would laughingly retort, "When 
the goin' gets tough, the tough go shopping!" Louise hated to shop for clothes so Helen
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shopped for her! Helen always had some little gift stashed away to bring forth at the 
right time for a friend or family member; she never went anywhere empty handed. 
What a generous individual she was!

Helen's cardiologist, after tests were made, strongly advised Helen to have “by-pass" 
heart surgery in 1988. Worrying over whether she was a good candidate for this 
operation, she delayed the procedure until after Christmas holidays in 1989. When this 
writer made plans to go to Atlanta during the Christmas season, she telephoned Helen to 
set a date to take her out for lunch. When Frances and Kenneth arrived at Helen's home, 
Helen greeted them at the door and said, "Merry Christmas! You are having lunch at my 
house today!" Dismissing their words of protest, she said, "Lunch is ready!" It was 
evident that she really wanted them to eat "at her table." What a lovely visit they had 
with Helen on that day! Other relatives told of special things that she did for them during 
these holidays. Did she have a premonition that her time on earth was soon to be over?

Helen's high school class was preparing for their 50th class reunion in February 1990. 
Naturally, she was one of the "ring leaders" in planning for this event. A small group of 
classmates met many times to plan and to contact all of their surviving classmates. 
Everything was in order for a gala weekend.

Keeping a doctor's appointment in early February, she was told by her cardiologist that 
she could not postpone heart surgery any longer. Death was imminent without it. Helen 
went into the hospital to have triple by-pass surgery. She did not do well with this 
procedure and died on February 24, 1990. As Jack wrote, "She hung on for two or three 
days. I was with her when she died!" Bless Jack! At a young age, he had lost both of his 
beloved parents!

As only Helen would do, she left specific instructions for her funeral service, which was 
to be at H.M. Patterson & Son's Funeral Home at Oglethorpe Hill on Peachtree Road. It 
was to be a service of praise. There was to be laughter! She did not want it to be sad and 
somber. She requested her high school classmates to be honorary pallbearers. The 
whole class was there and sat together near the altar. Strains of organ music greeted the 
family and friends who had assembled. The music was Star Dust! The eulogy was 
delivered by her pastor at Oglethorpe United Methodist Church, the Reverend Joel J. 
Fehd, assisted by the Reverend Claude E. Smithmeir. On this cold day of February 26, 
1990, these words were said:

One day our minister to older adults drove us over to see Helen Drummond 
without calling first. We found her in curlers and embarrassed but she invited 
us in anyway and I enjoyed my first home visit with this fine lady. It was from 
Paul that I learned that he had begun regular visits to Helen after starting his 
work at Oglethorpe, and over the years Helen had returned to a regular habit of 
worship.

It has certainly been my joy to greet Helen nearly every Sunday after 
church in this last year or so. She would compliment the sermon, and ask how 
my children were doing, and say how she was planning to get by that week to do 
the attendance cards for us. You see, she had heard me say I needed a volunteer to 
do that work, and she volunteered. I thought that she was rather frail, but she 
came as she could and left me notes about those families who had missed three 
Sundays or more.

I cherish a card she wrote to me last year. It shows a little character 
looking up at a mountain. Inside it says, "You'll make it." Helen wrote, 'I know I 
will!' I hope you feel lots better real soon. I know this has been a hard year for 
you, but there will be better years. Keep your faith and keep well. Have you had
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a physical exam lately? Maybe you should, (motherly advice)" That was the 
kind of person she was, caring as only a mother knows how.

Helen had a spell with her heart last fall and got better. She had some ill 
effects from diabetes, but she tried hard not to let that interfere with her 
activities.

She was always doing for others. Some people give of themselves and get 
empty. Helen gave of herself and got full. I think of the poem I learned from a 
friend that applies to Helen: The time to be happy is now. The place to be happy 
is here. The way to be happy is to make other people happy. And that brings a 
little heaven near.

In these last weeks I felt my trust of Helen as a friend growing such that 
in the hospital on several visits I would stay for nearly an hour, sharing about 
life. I had healing prayer with her, which she gladly accepted. I met her friends 
and relatives as they visited her. When ordering flowers last Tuesday with Judi 
Benedict, her Care/Share co-leader, we talked about Helen. Later I discovered 
that the florist, Bonnie Lathem, had lived next door to Helen and loved her dearly.

Helen was a native of Chamblee, and certainly has made a good impression 
about Chamblee on me. She was a welcoming person, and she saw the good in 
people, and that is special. I learned that she is the youngest sister, and had some 
good fun growing up. When her married sisters gravitated to the home place 
during World War II, Helen had to sleep with her mother and would get fussed at 
when she got in late. I'm told she even drove a Thunderbird [It was a Catalina 
Pontiac.] and didn't marry until she was over 30. That's the easy-going Helen I 
know, the woman who would raise a fine son. Jack, with her husband Winn, and 
enjoy welcoming Jack's wife, Jennifer, into the family: the woman who would 
cook sixteen pieces of bacon for a grand-niece who came to visit; the woman who 
would shop for clothes and find them to fit for a sister who didn't like to shop.

Helen seriously considered whether to have this heart surgery or not. We 
prayed for guidance and contentment once she decided. I really believe that her 
motivation in choosing the surgery was her hope that she would be able to help 
others and enjoy her family and friends longer, rather than to get weaker and 
weaker with her heart condition, which she knew would happen and which she did 
not want. In a sense she made the decision as if it were doing a favor for a friend, 
enduring a hospital stay and recovery so that she could please us all whom she 
spoiled so well with her love. And that was Helen.

We don't give up friends easily. Helen grieved over losing her long-time 
friend, Randy (Jarrell), last fall. Now we grieve over losing her. And that will 
continue. But heaven has a Chamblee girl, from the Hyde family, as a new 
resident. In the hospital lobby Jack was answering questions from the chaplain 
about organ donation. After they both realized that because of her illness she was 
not a suitable donor. Jack said, "I wish we could transplant her spiritual heart." 
And the chaplain said, "You have, in the love that you and others carry with you 
for her."^®'^

Jack buried his mother beside his dad in a private ceremony at Arlington Memorial 
Cemetery that cold day. At his request, only he, Jennifer and the ministers attended this 
service.

How this writer misses this wonderful aunt! She brought the best out in all who loved 
her! And they, including this author, deeply cared for her! The world was truly blessed

Eulogy obtained from Louise Baggett, July, 1999.
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to have her presence for a short while! Forever young, lovely and full of fun was Helen 
or "Aunt Shortie!"

After Helen's death, Jack and Jennifer divorced. In 1992, Jack married Marianne 
Mannion from Delvan, New Jersey. For a while they lived in Duluth, Georgia in a lovely 
home and held responsible jobs. But they wanted more for their lives. They moved to 
Gettysburg, Pennsylvania in 1997 in order to ""realize" their dreams in their areas of 
interests and expertise. Jack began intensive training to serve as a guide at the 
Gettysburg National Military Park while he worked as an account manager for Adecco 
Employment Agency. Taking the oral exam for Licensed Battlefield Guide at Gettysburg 
National Military Park, which he passed. Jack now works part-time as a licensed guide 
at Gettsyburg, giving lectures. He is an expert on the Civil War. His full time job deals 
with recycling tires. Marianne went back to school to get her Master's degree in English 
while she worked as a legal assistant. Completing this study, she now teaches English at 
a community college. If Helen and Winn could be here now, they would be very proud of 
their son and daughter-in-law; they would love Marianne. As Jack says, "They know! 
They know!"

The Family Of Helen Edith Hyde and Erwin Jack__PrMmmpnd.
(Fifth Hyde Generation) "

5. 2nd Wife: Helen Edith Hyde Drummond; b. 7-13-1923 in Chamblee, Ga.;
m. 5-15-1955 in Chamblee, Ga.; d. 2-24-1990 in Atlanta, Ga.; buried at
Arlington Memorial Park Cemetery, (Sandy, Springs), Atlanta, Ga.
Parents: Powell Edaar Hvde and Florence Julia Sheffield Hvde of Chamblee, 

Husband: Erwin (Winn) Jack Drummond, Sr.; b. 11-6-1911; 1st m. (?); divorced;
2nd m. 5-15-1955; died 5-5-1977; buried at Arlington Memorial Park
Cemetery in (Sandy Springs), Atlanta, Ga.
Winn's 1st wife: Helen (?); Winn's adoptive parents: (?)
Child: 1 daughter bv 1st wife - Shirley Drummond 

Child: 1 son bv Winn's 2nd wife Helen
6. Erwin Jack Drummond, Jr.; b. 12-3-1956 in Atlanta, Ga.;
1st m. 10-6-1979 in Chamblee, Ga.;
1st wife: Jennifer Linne Eliason; b. 7-18-1958; divorced 1991.
2nd marriage: 8-1-1992 in Atlanta, Ga.
2nd wife: Marianne Mannion; b: 1-11-62.
Her parents: Edward Joseph and Ennes Kathryn Mollineaux Mannion

Live well; love much; laugh often. - Anonymous
(On a wall hanging in Melanie Ann Cadenhead's home.)

H.L. Hyde, Spruill/Saxe update, op. cit., pp. 7, 16.
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THE SHEFFIELD KIN 

BRIEF SKETCH OF SHEFFIELDS

Arms - Sheaves of Rye with a Chevron surmounted by a Boars Head.

Sheffield - Location: North England around Yorkshire.

Edmund Sheffield of Butterwicke was raised to the peerage in 1547 as Baron Sheffield of 
Butterwicke. His descendant, John Sheffield, Duke of Buckingham, a well known 
statesman, courtier, minor poet and patron of John Dryden in the reign of Queen Anne, 
built Buckingham House, which was bought by George III in 1761. It was remodeled in 
the first part of the 19th century, and as Buckingham Palace, is now the London 
residence of English kings. John Sheffield, Duke of Buckingham, is buried in 
Westminster Abbey. Charles Sheffield was the illegitimate son of John Sheffield of 
Buckingham. He was given permission to adopt the Sheffield name.''®®

In the first half of the 17th century there was an American Sheffield, Joseph Earl 
Sheffield, who was an industrialist, philanthropist, and founder of Yale Scientific School. 
A cadet branch of the English family was established in the American South as early as 
1626, by Thomas Sheffield, Gentleman, who is named in "Hotten's Original List of 
Persons of Quality Who Went From Great Britain to the Virginia Plantations."

The second son of Edmund Sheffield was the third Baron of Butterwicke and Earl of 
Mulgrove. Lord Edmund Sheffield distinguished himself in arms during the reign of 
Queen Elizabeth I in the defeat of the Spanish Armada. He was born Governor of the Brill 
and a Knight of the Garter. King James I constituted his Lordship President of the 
Council for the northern parts of the realm, and was created, by the succeeding monarch, 
the Earl of Mulgrove. He had 15 children, among them Thomas, who died in 1646 at the 
age of 80.^®^

An early Sheffield found in the Southern United States was John Sheffield (1725-1790) 
Duplin County, North Carolina. One writer said that the Sheffields of Georgia derive 
their name through descendants of Thomas Sheffield. However this was not documented.
William and West Sheffield were given land grants in Georgia.

EARLY SHEEFIELP KIN____ L____ EARLY QROQAN KIN

First Known Sheffield Generation 

John Sheffleldl
(ca.1825 - ca.1870 or1880)
Lucy Ann Sheffield

(ca.1829 - after 1880)

*The year that John Sheffield was born, 1825, Czar Alexander I died and was succeeded
by Nicholas 1 in Russia. The "Waltz King," Johann Strauss was born.

1®® Burke's Peerage and Baronage and Knightage. Burke's Peerage Ltd., London, p. 1912 
Homeg and Family-Names In Great Britain - Leicestershire and Bmiandsbiie, by Henry 

Brougham Guppy; Baltimore Gen. Pub. Co., 1968; p. 259.
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In 1829, the year that Lucy Ann (?) Sheffield was born, Andrew Jackson was the 
seventh U.S. President. The Polish pianist, Chopin, made his debut in Vienna.*

John and Lucy Ann Sheffield were born in Georgia, according to the 1870 U.S. Census of 
Dawson County, Georgia. This writer knows very little about this couple. She does not 
know who their parents were or their birth dates, marriage date, or death dates. 
Luckily, she found census records on John and Lucy after they had married.

On the 1860 U.S. Census of Dawson County, Georgia, Amacalola District, the John 
Sheffield family appears; Head of household - John Sheffield, age 35. His wife was Lucy 
A. Sheffield, age 31. His occupation was listed as a miner. Neither she nor he could read 
or write. Their children were listed as Margaret, age 13; William B. (Billy), age 12; 
Henry P. (Bud), age 10; John M., age 7; Jesse, age 5; and Sarah J., age 2.^®®

On The 1870 U.S. Census of Dawson County, Amacalola District,"'®® the family is listed 
again: Head of household - John Sheffield, age 45, male, white, a farmer whose real 
estate was valued at $500.00; his personal property was valued at $200.00. His 
birthplace was Georgia and he could not read or write. Lucy Ann Sheffield, age 43, 
female and white, kept house. She was born in Georgia and could not read or write. 
Others listed (their children): William B. Sheffield, age 20, male, white, a farm 
laborer, born in Georgia; Henry P. Sheffield, age 18, male, white; John M. Sheffield, age 
16, male, white; Jessie M. Sheffield, age 14, male, white; and Sarah J.M. Sheffield, age
12, female, white, at home. (Why was "at home" listed for her and not for any of the 
other children? Was it her age or did she have some handicap that kept her from 
attending school?) Others were Beniamin Sheffield, age 9. male, white and Lucy A.L. 
Sheffield, age 4, female, white. There was a Sarah Berry (age 51, female, white, kept 
house) listed with the family. Who was she? Had Margaret married and left home? 
This is likely since she was no longer listed as being in the household. This writer's 
Great-grandpa Sheffield, Benjamin, had joined the family since the last census (1860).

On the 1870 Agricultural and Manufacturing U.S. Census of Dawson County, Georgia, 
John Sheffield is listed as having 60 acres of improved land and 188 acres of 
unimproved land. The value of his farm was $500.00 and the value of his farm 
implements was $8.00. He owned 1 horse, 2 milch cows, 2 working oxen, 4 other 
cattle, 8 sheep and 11 swine. The value of his livestock was $150.00. He produced 107 
bushels of winter wheat, 150 bushels of Indian corn, 25 bales of cotton, 30 pounds of 
wool, 30 bushels of sweet potatoes, 30 pounds of butter, 100 pounds of honey, and 12 
forest products. The value of his home manufacturing was $50.00. The value of his 
slaughtered livestock was $152.00. The value of all farm products was $500.00.

On the 1880 U.S. Census of Dawson County, Georgia,^this family had moved to the High 
Shoals District. Evidently John had died, because Lucy, age 53, was listed as the head of 
the household and her occupation was listed as “keeping house." Her sons, William B. 
(Billy), age 29; and, Jesse M., age 23, were listed as farmers. Beniamin T.. age 19, 
worked in town. All three sons were listed as single. Lucy L., age 13, a daughter, was

168 iggQ g g_ Qgpgyg PawsPH C<?.. <39.. Amag<?loa District, p. 46.
169 1870 U.S. Census of Dawson Countv. Georgia. Amacolola District, p. 520. dwelling

#119, family #112, Roll M 593/146/519.
1^° U.S. Agricultural and Manufaction Census of Dawson Co.. Ga.. 1870 (Information located 

at Auburn University Library, Auburn, Alabama.)
U.S. Census af .PawsQin C<?unty. Georgia. High Shoals District, p- iio , dwelling #i57, 

family #157.
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listed as going to school. Henry P., John M., and Sarah J.M. are not listed. Perhaps they 
had married and had left home.

In that same census y e a r , ''72 jn the 45th District of Dawson County was listed: Henry P. 
Sheffield, age 27, white, male, married, a minister, born in Georgia. His father and 
mother's place of birth was listed as South Carolina. His wife was listed as Sintha 
(Cynthia?) Sheffield, age 21, white, female, born in Georgia. Her parents’ place of 
birth was South Carolina. Why would they have listed South Carolina as their parents' 
birthplace when John and Lucy had listed Georgia as their birthplace? Could John and 
Lucy's parents have lived in South Carolina? Further research needs to be done on these 
ancestral lines.

In a telephone conversation in 1994 with Benjamin's granddaughter, Betty Ruth 
Sheffield Johnston, she said that her grandfather had three brothers - William (Billy), 
Henry (Bud), and Jesse, and one sister - Lucy L. (Cindy). She made no reference to 
Margaret, John or Sarah. (At that time this writer did not have the census records.) 
Perhaps Betty Ruth had no contact with them and therefore did not recall them, or they 
could have died. Betty Ruth said that Uncle Bud (Henry) and Uncle Jesse were Baptist 
ministers, serving churches in North Georgia. During the tornado that hit Gainesville, 
Georgia on April 6, 1936, Jesse was killed.

Later in 1994, this writer, accompanied by her husband, went to Mercer University in 
Macon, Georgia to do family research. There they found several items of interest about 
the Sheffields and Hydes. One was about Jesse. According to the Chattahoochee Baptist 
Associational minutes:

The Rev. Jesse M. Sheffield was born on September 25, 1857 in Dawson 
County, Georgia. He began his public religious service as Superintendent of the 
Sunday school at Cross Roads Church in Forsyth County in 1887. He was licensed 
to preach by Clear Branch Baptist Church in 1897 and was ordained by Zion Hill 
Church in October of 1899.

During his ministry he served many churches in the Chattahoochee, 
Hightower, Mulberry and Enon Associations, baptizing hundreds of converts and 
it was said of him that he preached more funerals and married more couples than 
any other preacher in this association [at that time].

Having suffered a mortal injury in a tornado that swept Gainesville on 
April the sixth he died at his home in Gainesville on April 7, 1936 at the age of 
78 years. His funeral was held at the church of his membership, Zion Hill, on 
April 10 and his body was laid to rest in the churchyard there.^

The Rev. Henry P. Sheffield of Pine Log, Georgia officiated at Ed and Florence Sheffield 
Hyde's wedding. ' 'Henry lived in Bartow County, which adjoined Dawson County and he 
served churches in that area.

Billy was a farmer and lived in the Dawsonville, Georgia area. Cindy (Lucy L.) married 
J. W. Dilbeck and lived not far from Wieuca Road near Buckhead, Georgia. (This writer 
remembers going to a Sheffield family reunion at Aunt Cindy's home when she (the 
writer) was a very young child. Cindy's tree shaded, spacious side-yard held several 
long tables that were covered with crisp white cloths. Quite an array of delicious food, 
brought by all of the "kin-folks," graced those linen-covered, wooden structures. This

Ibid., page 115, dwelling # 257, family # 267.
"73 Chattahoochee Baptist Association Minutes. 1936, pp. 24-26. Located in the Mercer 

University Library, Macon, Georgia.
H.L. Hyde, op. cit., p. 6.
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writer recalls the happy laughter and conversation as the women unloaded their picnic 
boxes and baskets. Even the delicious aroma of fried chicken, deviled eggs, potato salad 
and the many cakes and pies on those tables comes to mind! After dinner, the young 
children had a good time chasing each other in the huge yard. On one side of ttie lawn the 
men gathered to smoke and converse. The women were busily engaged in covering and 
putting away the left over food; after which, they sat in the shade of the big oak trees and 
visited. Their hand fans slowly swayed back and forth, giving their warm faces and 
forms some welcome relief from the heat of the summer's day. Roy Lee, Grandpa 
Sheffield's son, went from group to group making photographs. He made several home 
movies of these annual reunions, which this author remembers viewing. The animated, 
jumpy, quick movements of the relatives in those early home movies made all who 
v iew ^ them laugh. These reunions were held into the 1950s. One of them was held in 
October of 1952 at Chamblee Baptist Church. This writer's four weeks-old baby 
Michael was photographed with five generations - Emma (Grandma) Sheffield, Florence 
(Mama Hyde) Hyde, Catherine (Mother) Jameson, this writer (Fran Cadenhead) and 
Michael. Ernestine and her little Cathy also posed for a five-generation photograph. 
What a happy time we had at the Sheffield Reunions!

The Family Qf John and Uucy Apn gheffieldl
(First Known Sheffield Generation)

1. Husband: John Sheffield; born ca.1825 in Georgia; died between 1870 and 1880 
in Dawson Co., Ga.

Wife: Lucy Ann Sheffield; born ca.1829 in Georgia. Buried in an unmarked grave in 
Coal Mountain Non-denominational Cemetery."*^®
Parents of the couple are unknown to this writer.

Children: 5 sons. 3 daughters
2. Margaret Sheffield; born ca.1847 in Dawson Co., Ga.
2. William B. (Billy) Sheffield; born ca.1848 in Dawson Co., Ga.
2. Henry P. (Bud) Sheffield; born ca.1850 in Dawson Co., Ga.
2. John M. Sheffield; born ca.1852 in Dawson Co., Ga.
2. Jesse M. Sheffield; bom ca.1854 in Dawson Co., Ga.
2. Sarah J.M. Sheffield; born ca.1858 in Dawson Co., Ga.
2. Beniamin T. Sheffield: born 11-15-1860 in Dawson Co., Ga.;

d. 2-4-1938 in Chamblee, Ga.
2. Lucy A. L. Sheffield; born ca.1866 in Dawson Co., Ga.

Second Sheffield Generation

Benjamin T. Sheffield^
(1 860-1 938)

First Wife - IMIssourl Emailne Grogan 
(1863- ca.1892)

Second Wife - Emma Arizona Robbs 
( 1877 -1956)

*The year that Benjamin T. Sheffield was born, 1860, Abraham Lincoln, the 16th 
President of the U.S. was elected. South Carolina seceded from the Union. Baseball, as an 
organized sport, had become popular.

As told to this writer by Betty Ruth Sheffield Johnston.
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In 1863, the year that Missouri Emaline Grogan was born, West Virginia became a state 
of the U.S. The first (paper) dress patterns were developed by Ebenezer Butterick.
The year that Emma Arizona Robbs was born, 1877, Rutherford B. Hayes was the 19th 
President of the U.S. Edison invented the phonograph.*

Benjamin T. Sheffield was born in the Amacalola District of Dawson County, Georgia on 
November 15, iseo.''^® He was the fifth son of John and Lucy Sheffield. Benjamin 
joined Margaret (13), William B. (Billy) (12), Henry P. (Bud) (10), John M. (7), 
Jesse (5) and Sarah J. (2). In 1865, Lucy A. would join this family. John and Lucy 
must have been good Christian parents. Two of their sons became ministers in their 
adulthood - Henry and Jesse.

On the 1880 U.S. Census of Dawson County, Georgia,"'Benjamin's family had moved to 
the High Shoals District. His father had died and his mother Lucy (53) was listed as the 
head of the household. Her sons William B. (Billy), age 29, and Jesse M., age 23, were 
still at home and were listed as farmers. Evidently, they were running the farm for 
their mother. Benjamin T.. age 19, worked in town. All three sons were listed as single. 
Lucy L., age 13, a daughter, was listed as going to school. Henry P., John M., and Sarah 
J.M. had left home and were married. Henry was a minister in Dawson County, Georgia.

Benjamin's job in town must have paid him well enough to seek a young girl's hand in 
marriage. Missouri Emaline Grogan was his betrothed. In 1880, Benjamin was listed 
on the U.S. Census as still living at home with his mother, Lucy Sheffield.

Missouri Emaline Grogan was listed with her family on the 1880 U.S. Census in the 45th 
District of Dawson County, Georgia . " 'The Grogan listing was as follows: R. Grogan, 
white male, age 45, head of the household. He was a farmer; he and his father were born 
in South Carolina. The writer does not know what the R. in his name stood for. His wife 
was listed as Emaly Grogan, white female, age 44. She kept house. Emaly's birthplace 
was Georgia. Children living in the household were: Missouri E.. white female, age 17, 
who worked as a domestic, born in Georgia, and attended school; James L., white male, 
age 14, born in Georgia, attended school; Lucinda M., white female, age 12, born in 
Georgia, attended school; Julia C., white female, age 9, born in Georgia; Willie A., white 
male, age 5, born in Georgia; and Floria (Flora?) L., white, female, age three months, 
born in Georgia.

Beniamin T. Sheffield and Missouri Emaline Groaan must have married sometime in 
September of 1880 because their first born, Flora, arrived on June 24, 1881.

Terrance cannot be documented. Betty Ruth Sheffield Johnston said she really did 
not know what the "T " stood for, but she thought it was for Tyrant. In a telephone 
conversation with Herman Sheffield on 5-1-1995, he said that his papa's name was 
Benjamin Terrell Alexander Sheffield. He could not be positive about Terrell. Laughing, 

he said, "Papa said he was given so many names that he was dropping all of them and 
would be known as Benjamin T. Sheffield. I never saw Terrell or Terrance written." 

Catherine H. Jameson wrote her Grandpa's name as Benjamin Terrance on the Family 
Tree page in this writer's Wedding Book M951V Who really knows?
*Birth date from Family Bible record, via Betty Ruth Sheffield Johnston. On this page he 
was listed as Benjamin T. Sheffield.

'' U.S. Census of Dawson Countv. Georgia. High Shoals District, p. 110, dwelling #157, 
family #157.

■''̂ ® 1880 U.S. Census. Dawson Countv. Ga.. 45th District, p. 106, dwelling # 85, Family # 
85, on Roll GMD # 830 and cut off MG.
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Not much is known by this writer about the Grogan family. In the 1860 Agricultural 
Census for Dawson County, Georgia, there were two Richard Grogans listed. One had 
considerably more land than the other. Were they father and son? Was one of these R. 
Grogan? One Richard Grogan was listed as having 30 acres of improved land and 120 
acres of unimproved land. The cash value of his farm was $200.00 and the value of his 
farm machinery and implements was $5.00. He owned one horse, one milch cow, 4 
other cattle, 12 sheep, and 25 swine. The value of his livestock was $150.00. He grew 
13 bushels of wheat, 200 bushels of Indian corn, 8 bushels of Irish potatoes, 40 bushels 
of sweet potatoes, 71 tons of hay. He produced 12 pounds of wool, 5 gallons of molasses 
and 50 pounds of butter. The value of his homemade manufacturing was $25.00 and the 
value of the animals that he slaughtered was $40.00. The other Richard Grogan of 
Dawson County, Georgia had 300 acres of improved land and 600 acres of unimproved 
land. The cash value of his farm was $200.00 and the value of his farm machinery and 
implements was $30.00. He owned three horses, 2 milch cows, 2 working oxen, 2 other 
cattle, 14 sheep, 12 swine. The value of his livestock was $325.00. He grew 15 
bushels of wheat, 8 bushels of rye, 350 bushels of Indian corn, 5 bushels of Irish 
potatoes, 20 bushels of sweet potatoes, 71 tons of hay. He produced 20 pounds of wool, 
20 pounds of butter, 5 gallons of molasses. The value of his homemade manufacturing 
was $20.00 and the value of animals that he slaughtered was $50.00. There were two 
other Grogans listed - a William Grogan and a John Grogan. Could William be R. Grogan's 
father? R. Grogan had a son named Willie. More research is necessary to find the 
answers to these questions.

This writer's mother never talked about the Grogan relatives to her. Ethelyn 
remembers her mama telling about going to Grandma Grogan's house when she 
(Florence) was a little girl. She told Ethelyn that Grandma Grogan was fastidiously 
clean. She kept her house spotless and at the end of the day, she routinely scooped up the 
chicken litter in her yard.

According to Donna Miller Kirkland, her grandmother. Flora Sheffield Harrison, had 
written in her family Bible that her mother was Missouri Emaline Grogan Sheffield of 
Dawsonville, Georgia, born on May 2, 1863. Emaline died on her birthday, May 2, 
1892. Flora's father was listed in the Bible as Benjamin T. Sheffield, born - November 
15, I860; deceased - February 4, 1938. The wedding date for the couple was recorded 
as 1-1-1897.''^® This is not correct because (alas!) daughters Flora and Florence were 
15 and 16 years old by this time (1897).

Benjamin T. Sheffield married Missouri Emaline Grogan in the fall of 1880^®° when he 
was almost 20 and she was barely 18. To this marriage came two little girls - Flora V., 
born on June 24, 1881 and Florence Julia, born on December 22, 1882. The young 
couple lived in Forsyth County, Georgia and probably attended Coal Mountain Baptist 
Church. (The writer contacted this church to see if they had a record of early church 
members. No early church records exist today. They did not have a listing of members 
buried in the Coal Mountain Cemetery, a non-denominational cemetery.) Betty Ruth 
Sheffield Johnston said that Grandma Lucy Sheffield (Benjamin's mother) is buried in an 
unmarked grave in Coal Mountain Cemetery. She said that a simple fieldstone is placed at

Information from Donna Miller Kirkland - from her grandmother's Bible (Flora Sheffield 
Harrison).

As speculated by this writer, who used the census record of 1880 when Benjamin and 
Emaline were still living at home with their parents; plus, she used the birthdate of Flora, 

June 24, 1881 as a speculative measure.
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the head of her grave. This writer visited this cemetery and found no tombstones with 
Sheffield written on them. There were many unmarked graves.

Herman Sheffield said that during his father's lifetime he lived in Dawson County, 
Forsyth County and DeKalb County, Georgia. Benjamin and Emaline lived either in 
Dawson County or Forsyth County, perhaps at Coal Mountain, Georgia, near their 
families. One morning “Ema" had not arisen. Benjamin went to the bedroom to wake her 
and found her dead, a victim of an apparent heart attack.^®  ̂ The date was May 2, 1892 - 
her birthday. How very sad! Ironically, fourteen years later, Florence (Ema's 
daughter) would birth her first child on May 2, 1906 - Catherine Hyde, this writer’s 
mother.

In the same year as Ema's death, her husband Benjamin married again. Benjamin T. 
Sheffield and Emma Arizona Robbs were united in marriage in 1892 in Dawson County, 
Georgia with the Reverend William J. Hyde (Grandpa Billy Hyde) officiating at the 
c e r e m o n y . ' ' Benjamin and his fifteen-year old bride moved to Texas and lived for two 
years, but he missed his little girls so much that he and Emma returned to Forsyth 
County, Georgia around 1894 to make a home for his daughters. Laughing, Betty Ruth 
Sheffield Johnston told this author, "Papa Sheffield said that he had married two women 
with the same name, Ema and Emma, and that he had married two states, Missouri and 
Arizona."

In 1894, Flora was 13 and Florence was 12. Emma, now seventeen, was only a few 
years older than Benjamin's daughters. In spite of her youth, Emma became a very good 
mother to these little girls. Florence (Mama Hyde) told her children and grandchildren 
that Emma would often play dolls with Flora and her. The youthful stepmother and the 
two young stepdaughters built a special relationship of mutual love that would last a 
l i fe-time.

While Benjamin and Emma were in Texas, Florence, "upon profession of faith," joined 
the Coal Mountain Baptist Church and was baptized in August 1893 by the Rev. J.L. 
Wyatt.i®3 It was this same year that she and Flora enrolled as day students at the private 
Christian school, Hightower Institute, in Cumming, Georgia. This was the school founded 
by the Rev. William (Billy) J. Hyde and other interested Hightower Association Baptists. 
The girls were listed as students at this school from 1893 until 1896. This was during 
the time when Benjamin and Emma had moved back to Georgia. Benjamin's occupation 
was listed in the school directory as a farmer.^®'*

To Emma and Benjamin were born: James Pickett (November 20, 1895 in Forsyth 
County): Ethel (June 9, 1897 in Forsyth County); Edith (November 5, 1899 in 
Forsyth Coounty); Paul E. (June 13, 1901 in Forsyth County): Claude (December 9, 
1903 in Doraville, Georgia.): Roy Lee (May 25, 1909 in Doraville, Georgia); Ralph 
(July 24, 1912 in Chamblee, Georgia); Ernest (December 21, 1914 in Chamblee, 
Georgia); Herman (July 7, 1916 in Chamblee, Georgia): and an infant who died (April
11. 1920 in Chamblee, Georgia)

While in Forsyth County, Pickett, Ethel, Edith and Paul were born. The older girls. 
Flora and Florence, welcomed these little ones into their family. Little Ethel died in

As told by Betty R. Sheffield Johnston and Herman Sheffield, 1994 and 1995.
Ibid
From Catherine Hyde Jameson's files.
Bagley, op. cit., pp. 322-377.
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June of 1899 when she was only two years old. She is probably burled In Coal Mountain 
Cemetery in an unmarked grave.

Flora V. Sheffield, at seventeen years of age, married Charles Franklin (Frank) 
Harrison in Cumming, Georgia on October 16, 1898 with the Rev. J.L. Wyatt 
o f f i c i a t i n g . I jhey lived most of their married life in Chamblee, Georgia. Frank, a 
master carpenter, built a large home on Peachtree Street in which they reared their 
eight children. These children and Florence's children were near the same ages. The 
cousins were all good friends as well as being kin. After some of the children married. 
Flora and Frank took in boarders. (This writer remembers this couple's Golden Wedding 
Anniversary on October 16, 1948 in their home on Peachtree Road in Chamblee, 
Georgia. At the anniversary reception, their children entertained over 200 invited 
friends and relatives. The tea table was covered with a gold damask cloth and a pitcher 
was used that had been in Flora's possession for fifty years. Yellow bouquets of flowers 
adorned the house. Hazel Bray sang wedding and love songs, accompanied by their 
granddaughter-in-law, Mrs. Charles Daniel. The couple renewed their vows before the 
Rev. Joe Frank Barton, who had known the Rev. J.L. Wyatt. A write-up of the event was 
printed in the North DeKalb Record with a picture of the wedding couple, Emma 
Sheffield, Edith S. Douglas and Florence S. Hyde."'®®) Flora lived until 1955. Frank 
lived alone in the house on Peachtree Road until his death in 1961.

Upon moving his family to Doraville, Georgia around 1902, Benjamin Sheffield operated 
a wagon yard.

He, Emma and their children joined Corinth Baptist Church on New Peachtree Road in 
Chamblee, Georgia. (Later this church moved to Peachtree Road and changed its name to 
Chamblee Baptist Church.) In September 1904, Benjamin was elected to the board of 
deacons in this church. He was ordained in November of that year''®^ and became a life
long deacon of that church. As a young maiden, Florence Sheffield, in 1904, was on the 
committee to raise money to buy hymnals."'®® It was at Corinth in 1915 that Benjamin 
and Emma's son Pickett was ordained to the ministry and became licensed to preach.''®®

Claude and Roy Lee were born in Doraville, Georgia. Claude died at the young age of two 
(June1905). He is buried in the Chamblee Baptist Cemetery on Peachtree Road in 
Chamblee, Georgia.

It was while this Sheffield family lived in Doraville that Ed Hyde came from Cumming, 
Georgia to win daughter Florence's hand in marriage. This wedding took place in her 
home at Doraville, Georgia on August 2, 1905 with her uncle, the Rev. Henry P. 
Sheffield of Pine Log, Georgia, officiating at the ceremony."'

Moving yet again, Benjamin settled his family on Peachtree Road in Chamblee, Georgia. 
He and a friend, Euliss Blanton, became mercantile business partners. They built a 
general store on Peachtree Road (Blanton / Sheffield Mercantile Store) where they sold 
fabrics, canned goods, and other wares. Louise Hyde Baggett said when she was a child

"'®^ N. DeKalb Record, o p . cit., 10-28-1948, social column. 
^®® Ibid.
"'®7 A C 9ntv<ry In N. D g K ail?, op. cit., p. 30.
1®® Ibid., p. 29.

^®® Ibid., p. 47.
H.L. Hyde, op. cit., p. 6.
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she would go to this store and buy a big bag of candy for a nicl<el. Euliss built a two- 
story home on the property behind the store. Years later the store was torn down but the 
old Blanton home place still stands. Today (2003) it houses "Blanton House Antiques."

There was a house that stood beside Euliss' property. Benjamin bought this house and 
land. Tearing down the old house in 1910 or 1911, Benjamin, on the cleared property, 
built a large, wooden-framed house with a long porch across its f r o n t . ' ' H e  and Emma 
reared their children in this house and later turned it into a boarding house. This was 
their home until after Benjamin's death in 1938. It was there that Ralph, Ernest, 
Herman and an infant were born. The infant died at birth and is buried at Chamblee 
Baptist Cemetery in the family plot.

Betty Ruth Sheffield Johnston wrote,
“In Chamblee, Papa Sheffield owned and operated a store. It was in front 

of the Blanton House. [Later] he sold [his part] to Mr. Blanton. I remember it 
still in operation when I was small. Also, in Chamblee, he farmed. He had about 
45 acres on Shallowford Road across from Mr. Morris's [property]. They raised 
a lot of watermelons, cantaloupes and sweet potatoes. I remember Daddy [Roy 
Lee] talking about how they all worked in the fields."

Emma, with the help of Benjamin, ran a "Boarding House," which had its origin around 
1920, according to Betty Ruth and Herman. Betty Ruth wrote:

"Besides those who slept there, many people came to eat, because there 
was no restaurant in Chamblee. Some of those who boarded there were Mr. M.E. 
Smith [Principal of Chamblee High School], Mr. Harold Smith [brother of Mr. 
M.E. Smith and Agriculture teacher and counselor], Mr. Till Ellington [Latin and 
French Teacher] and Miss Inez Ellington [Math Teacher] who became Mrs. M.E. 
Smith. Herman said that all “Mr. M. E." had to do to go courting was to go across 
the hall. They were married while they lived there. Some of the people I 
remember eating there were Dr. Gorley [Druggist at Lockhart's Drug Store in 
Chamblee], Grover Sheffield [Manager of Cofer Bros. Store and a cousin], and the 
man from the depot [Mr. Dawkins]. Many salesmen stopped there to eat. In those 
days Peachtree Road was the main highway north and south. It seems a Mr. 
Flowers [and his brother], who was the main contractor for the Buford Highway, 
ate there most days. I know that all who ate there had the best food available 
anywhere. The table was always loaded with good food." [Louise Baggett recalled 
that the contractor for the Buford Highway was Dwight Kennedy.]

Herman Sheffield told the writer, "Mama loved to cook. We would come home from 
school and duck our heads under "the table cloth “ [the clean cloth that covered the bowls 
of food] to find biscuits, ham and a cold, baked sweet potato. Um! Were they good!" This 
writer, too, remembers going to the dining room when she was a child and being told to 
reach under the cloth and get something to eat. Grandma Sheffield made a delicious 
dessert, "Brown Betty." This recipe is in the family cookbook. Recipes of Kith and Kin, 
which was written and compiled by Frances J. Cadenhead, this writer.

In 1932, Roy Lee, Benjamin's son, built a small house next to his father's home. Roy 
Lee, Ruth, Betty Ruth, Billy and Roy lived in it for several years. Standing to the side of 
their new home was a lovely, small, white-framed playhouse for the children. (This 
writer's siblings and she loved to play with these cousins - Betty Ruth, Billy and Roy). 
The children would sometimes slip into Grandpa's barn where he kept his old 1928

As told by Herman Sheffield, May 1995.
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Chevrolet parked, it was a big car with fancy, velvet-like upholstery. Quietly, they 
would open the doors and enter its dark interior. With Billy at the wheel, they would 
pretend “to take a ride." Betty Ruth wrote:

"The 1928 Chevrolet was called 'Aspirin' by Papa Sheffield because it was such a 
headache to drive. This was the car I remember making all those trips to Decatur in."

Around 1937, Roy Lee built a large, brick house on the edge of Grandpa's property, 
which adjoined Flora and Frank Harrison's lot on Peachtree Road. Herman, Nancy and 
Nancy Lee moved into the small house that Roy Lee and his family vacated. There they 
lived for several years.

Benjamin and Emma's children grew up to be fine, Christian adults.

Pickett became a popular Baptist evangelist who served churches in Louisville, 
Kentucky; Eatonton, Georgia; North Augusta, South Carolina; Pelham, Georgia; Madison, 
Georgia; and Oxford, Georgia. Pickett officiated at the marriage of Catherine Hyde and 
Ernest Jameson (this writer's parents) in 1926. He often came to Chamblee Baptist 
Church in August to lead or preach the summer revival. He preached of God's love for 
man but his sermons were also filled with "hell-fire and damnation for sinners" who did 
not believe in God or follow His teachings. With emotion, Pickett would call on the 
sinners to repent. Many souls were saved when he preached. Often members of his 
family would come with him to visit during the two weeks of the revival. Two of his 
daughters, Miriam and Martha, were the ages of Ernie and Gerry. Sometimes they would 
spend the night in the Jameson home. Both Miriam and Martha had beautiful auburn hair 
and lovely personalities.

Edith Sheffield taught Catherine Hyde (this writer's mother) in the fourth grade at 
Fairview School in old Milton County. Edith married A. Pierce Douglas; they lived in 
Alpharetta, Georgia, and later in Buckhead, Georgia. They had no children. Pierce 
divorced Edith late in life. Edith was a wonderful aunt, sister and daughter. Always 
faithful to her church, Chamblee Baptist, she sang alto in the choir and was Sunday 
school superintendant of the Intermediate Department for many years. She was an 
accomplished seamstress and after the divorce she made "her living" using this talent. 
She also kept boarders. After Emma's stroke, she (Grandma Sheffield) went to live with 
Edith. Edith, being a good daughter cared for her sick mother until the end. (All of her 
relatives respected and loved their Aunt Edith.)

Paul was an executive at Beaudry Ford Company. He married Grace Martin and they had 
one daughter, Barbara, a beautiful girl. They lived across the street from Edith on East 
Shadowlawn Drive in Buckhead. This family attended Second Ponce de Leon Baptist 
Church, but occasionally they would visit Chamblee Baptist Church.

Roy Lee married Ruth Gay. They lived in Chamblee until their children were teenagers. 
It was then that they moved to the west-end of Atlanta to be closer to his work. After 
Ruth's death, Roy Lee moved to Morrow, Georgia. (This is the family with whom this 
writer's siblings and she were so close. What fun they had with these cousins as they 
grew up together in Chamblee - Betty Ruth, Billy and Roy!) For years, Roy Lee served 
as the Sunday school Superintendent and was a deacon at Chamblee Baptist Church. He 
printed the weekly church bulletin in his print shop.

Ralph and Harriet lived in Atlanta for a while and then moved to Jacksonville, Florida. 
They had two children Ralph, Jr. and Kaye. Harriet was beautiful.
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Ernest was an artistically talented young man. He dressed the windows at Cofer Brothers 
and later was a window designer/dresser at Rich's Main Department Store in downtown 
Atlanta. He married France Taff and they had a beautiful little girl, Carol. This 
marriage ended in divorce. His life was shortened due to alcoholism.

Herman married Nancy Ruth Morris and they had one daughter, Nancy Lee. (This 
handsome couple lived in Chamblee when this writer was growing up. Nancy Ruth 
worked as a hair stylist. One summer, this writer "baby-sat” Nancy Lee while Nancy 
Ruth worked.) Herman was always a faithful, good son to his parents. He and his family 
were active members at Chamblee Baptist Church. They lived in Norcross, Georgia until 
their health failed. After Herman's stroke, they moved to North Georgia to a Nursing 
home near Nancy Lee and her family. It was there that Herman died.

Benjamin Sheffield was an influential person in Chamblee. He was a leader in the town 
and in his church, Chamblee Baptist Church. Being a fine Christian and Bible scholar, 
he was often asked to pray the Morning Prayer at the Sunday preaching service. He 
prayed eloquently but his prayers were long. Benjamin was on the board of trustees of 
Chamblee School and a member of the DeKalb County Board of Education in Decatur, 
Georgia. When Chamblee had a bank, he was on the board of directors. He served as 
worshipful master of Chamblee Masonic Lodge #444 F. & A.M.''®^ This writer's mother 
once stated that he was the town's "guru." Respected by all, he was often sought out for 
advice. He was often seen sitting on his front porch in a rocker conversing with a friend 
or a member of the family.

This writer was only seven when her Great-Grandpa Sheffield died but she remembers 
his tall stature and she remembers him sitting in his high-back rocker on the front 
porch reading his Bible or newspaper. He always wore a three-piece suit with a fob 
pocket in the trousers where he carried a round gold pocket watch attached to a long, gold 
chain. In the summer, he wore a Panama (straw) dress hat and in the winter a felt 
Stetson hat. He was always neatly dressed. Catherine loved to visit with her grandfather 
and converse. Sometimes it would be serious talk; at other times it would be light and 
witty. Once he told her a joke that she repeated through the years to her children. It 
went like this: “Once there was an old man who was hard of hearing. One day he was 
having a meal with a friend. The friend said to him at the end of the meal, “Have you had 
a sufficiency?" Cupping his hand behind his ear, the old fellow leaned forward and said, 
"Say ya' been a-fishin'?" Waiting a minute, the friend re-worded his question and asked 
in a louder voice, "Have you had a-plenty?" The old codger looked with amazement at his 
friend and inquired, "Say ya' caught twenty?" Shaking his head in dismay, the friend 
muttered, "Well, the poor ole soul!" The deaf man slapped his hand on the table, as he 
chortled, "An' ya' broke your pole!" This was the end of the joke; at this point Grandpa 
laughed, just as Catherine did when she retold the joke to her four children.

This writer, Frances, remembers Grandma Sheffield as a gentle, soft-spoken, kind little 
lady. She was a hardworking, faithful, loving wife, mother, step-mother, grandmother 
and great-grandmother. This author loved her very much.

Betty Ruth wrote of her grandfather:
"I remember Papa Sheffield as a good, kind, considerate person. He was a 

smart man who knew his Bible. I remember sitting on the porch in a rocker in 
the summer and by the stove in the winter talking to him. One trait that he had 
was that things had to be done a certain way and that was inis way. This trait has

 ̂ As told by Herman Sheffield and Betty Ruth Sheffield Johnston.
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been passed on - 1 for one! He was a firm believer that the man was the head of 
the household. He also had a long list of do's and don'ts for us children. Bill, Roy 
and I were in and out so much that we got the full benefit. I looked for that list in 
the Bible when I got older and you know it was not there. I remember him being 
an old man who was not in the best of health. He was 69 when I was born."

Benjamin (Terrance or Terrell or Tyrant) Alexander Sheffield died on February 4, 
1938 at his home on Peachtree Road in Chamblee. He was 77 years old. He had lived a 
long and fruitful life. His funeral was held at Chamblee Baptist Church with the Rev, 
T.J. Tribble and the Rev. T.P. Tribble officiating. Intemient was in the Chamblee Baptist 
Church Cemetery with the Chamblee Lodge #444 F&AM in charge of the graveside 
s e r v i c e . ne was laid to rest near his two children, Claude and an infant.

Betty Ruth wrote of her grandmother:
"Mama Sheffield was a hard worker and a very sweet, loving person. She 

kept boarders until the time she had her first stroke which was late 1938 or 
early 1939. It seems that she dropped her cup at breakfast and did something 
else strange. Herman realized something was wrong. He rode to work with Daddy 
and when he got in the car, he told Daddy and Daddy went in to see about her.
Daddy called Aunt Edith and she came and took her home with her and Mama 
Sheffield never spent another night in her own house."

In her telephone conversation with this writer, Betty Ruth repeated that her Mama 
Sheffield was a sweet and loving person. Emma Robbs Sheffield died at Georgia Baptist 
Hospital in Atlanta, Georgia on April 22, 1956 at the age of 79.

Herman Sheffield told this writer, “Mama was a sweet gentle soul. At her death, Pickett 
was sort of presiding over the family and he said, 'She was a gentle good woman. If she 
had any faults, I don't know them.' That sums up how I felt about her, too."

Emma Arizona Robbs Sheffield's funeral was at Chamblee Baptist Church on Peachtree 
Road. She was buried beside her husband of forty-six years at the Chamblee Baptist 
Church Cemetery. In the same family plot, lying nearby were their two small children 
who they had sadly laid to rest many years before.

Th9 Family of Benjamin T.
(Second Sheffield Generation)

2. Husband: Beniamin (Terrance or Terrell or Tvrant) Alexander Sheffield: b. 11-15- 
1860 in Dawson County, Ga.; m. twice; d. 2-4-1938.

1st marriage: circa September 1880.
1st Wife: Missouri Emaline Groaan: b. 5-2-1863 in Dawson Co., Ga.; d. 5-2-1892. 
Children: 2 daughters

3. Flora V. Sheffield; b. 6-24-1881; m. 10-16-1898; d. 5-5-1955.
Husband: Charles Franklin (Frank) Harrison; b. 10-5-1878; d. 3-31-1961.

From Benjamin T. Sheffield's obituary, found in Catherine H. Jameson's files.
Information on Benjamin Sheffield descendants sent by Betty Ruth Sheffield Johnston, 

1994. Additional data was supplied by this writer from her research or from 
telephone conversations/correspondence with various relatives. Information on Missouri 

Emaline Grogan was given by Donna Miller Kirkland. The Sheffield line needs to be 
researched much more.
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Qhildr^n: $ olaughtgr?. 3 9Png
4. Irene Tennie Harrison; b. 2-2-1900; m. (?); d. 6-12-1953. 
Husband: Willie Daniel 
Children: 3 sons. 2 daughters 

5. Lucian Daniel 
5. Harry Daniel 
5. Sarah Frances Daniel 
5. Charles Daniel 
5. Betty Irene Daniel

4. Egbert Abijah Harrison; b. 2-3-1902; m. (?); d. 8-11-1969.
Wife: Agnese Ellington Harrison 
Children: 2 daughters

5. Peggy Harrison 
5. Linda Harrison

4. Berta Lou Harrison; b. 8-2-1904; d. (?)
Husband: Paul E. Pierce; b. (?); d.(?)
Children: 2 sons. 1 daughter 

5. Vivian Pierce 
5. Edwin Pierce 
5. Jimmy Pierce

4. Thelma (Tuck) Louise Harrison; b. 10-27-1906 ; m. (?); d. (?). 
Husband: Fred Miller; b. (?); d. Sept. 2001.
Children: 1 daughter

5. Donna Miller Kirkland
4. Hazel Harrison; b. ii-25-i909.
Husband: Everett Bray 
Children; 1 ?on

5. Larry Bray
4. Ivan Franklin Harrison; b. 6-13-1911; m. (?); d. 1-3-1972.
Wife: Ruth 
Qliildren: J  daaohler

5. Jean Harrison
4. James Harrison; b. 12-9-1914; d. 7-11-1933.
4. Doris Harrison; b. 8-20-1923.
Husband: Raymond Dyer 
Children:

( Additional information on the descendants of Florence and Ed Hvde (below  ̂ are listed 
elsewhere in this book.)

3. Florence Julia Sheffield Hyde: b. 12-22-1882; m. 8-2-1905;
d. 9-11-1953; buried: Chamblee Baptist Church Cemetery.

Husband; Powell Edgar (Ed> Hvde: b. 1-20-1884; d. 9-5-1934; buried: 
Chamblee Baptist Church Cemetery, Chamblee Georgia.
Ed's Parents: The Rev. William and Tabitha Hvde of Dawsonville, Ga. 
Florence's Parents: Beniamin T. and M. Emaline Grogan Sheffield.

Children: 4 daughters. 3 sons
4. Catherine Florence Hvde: b. 5-2-1906; m. 8-14-1926; 
d. 12-5-1979; buried: First Baptist Church Cemetery, Chamblee, Ga. 
Husband: Claude Ernest Jameson; b. 7-18-1904; d. 2-24-1973; 
bur. (same as above).
Children: 3 daughters . 1 son

5. Florence Ernestine Jameson 
5. Ollie Geraldine Jameson
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5. Bgrthg Frang?? Jameson 
5. Ronald Edgar Jameson 

(Note: Three more generations can be traced to Missouri Emaline and Benjamin T. 
Sheffield through Catherine's line. See Catherine H. and Ernest Jameson's family sheet.)

4. William Benjamin Hyde; b. 9-13-1907; m. 12-22-1927; 
d. 4-19-1975.

Wife: Mona Clairee Warnock; b. 8-15-1907; d. 11-21-2002.
Children: 4 daughters. 2 sons

5. Clairee Jeannette Hyde 
5. William Lawrence Hyde 
5. Mona Ellen Hyde 
5. Patricia (Patty) Florence Hyde 
5. Martha Juanita Hyde 
5. Harold Benjamin Hyde

4. James Harold Hyde; b. 1-12-1911; d. 2-11-1936.
4. Herbert Edgar Hyde; b. 12-6-1913; m. 8-6-1933; d. 9-12-1971. 
Wife: Cora Lee Pinson; b. 2-24-1915; d. 2-4-1998.
Children: 3 sons

5. Herbert Jerome (Jerry) Hyde 
5. James (Jimmy/Jim) Powell Hyde 
5. David Harold Hyde

4. Sarah Ethelyn Hyde; b. 3-27 1916; 1st m. 12-16-1934,
1st Husband: Thomas (Tom) Adam Hill, b. 8-31-1913; m. 12-16- 

1934; d. 10-26-1973.
Childrgni- 1 daughter frgm 1st marriage 

5. Judith (Judie) Diane Hill 
2nd Husband: Quentin Thomas Conway; b. 7-7-1919; m. 1-10-1948. 
Children: 1 daughter. 1 son from 2nd marriage 

5. Vicki Jan Conway 
5. Joel Edgar Conway

4. Nellie Louise Hyde; b. 9-14-1920; m. 12-13-1936; d. 3-19-2001. 
Husband: William Seawright Baggett; b. 5-6-1917; m. 12-13-1936;

d. 12-3-2001.
Children: 1 son

5. William Terrell (Terry) Baggett
4. Helen Edith Hyde; b. 7-13-1923; m. 5-15-1955; d. 2-24-1990. 
Husband: Erwin (Winn) Jack Drummond, Sr., b. 11-6-1911; m. 5-15- 

1955; d. 5-5-1977.
Children: 1 son

5. Erwin Jack Drummond, Jr.

2nd marriage: circa 1892.
2nd wife: Emma Arizona Robbs; born 1-1-1877 in Forsyth Co., Ga.; died 4-22-1956. 
ChildreQ: 8 sons. 2 daughter?

3. (The Rev.) James Pickett Sheffield; b. 11-20-1895; m. 9-11-1915; 
d. 11-11-66.

Wife: Neva Drake; b. 7-4-1893; d. (?).
Chlld rg ti; 4 daughter?. 2 son?

4. Frances Sheffield; b. 9-3-1916 in Ga.; m. 1-6-1942; d. (?). 
Husband: James Mawer; b. (?).
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Children: 1 son. 1 daughter
5. Eddie Mawer; b. 9-19-1944; m. 8-13-1966.
5. l\/lartha (Marcie) Mawer; b. 7-7-1948.

4. Curtis Sheffield; b. 2-17-1918 in Louisville, Ky.; m. Jan. 1947. 
Wife: Jewell; b. (?).
Childfgn: 1 sQn

5. Alton Sheffield: b. 8-15-1948.
4. Walton Sheffield; b. 8-6-1921; m. 2-21-1943.
Wife: Katherine (?) ; b. (?).
Children: 2 daughters. 1 son

5. Frances Sheffield; b. 2-9-1947; d. 2-2-1953.
5. Jeanne Sheffield; b. 8-15-1949; m. Feb. 1970.
Husband: Gary Eidel; b. (?).
Children: 1 son

6. (?) b. 8-3-1970.
5. Charlie Sheffield; b. 10-16-1955.

4. Mildred Sheffield; b. 2-16-1925 in Eatonton, Ga.; m. 5-9-1944. 
Husband: Albert C.
Children: 3 daughters. 1 son

5. Judy C. ; b. 10-27-1945 in Augusta, Ga.; m. 8-25-1967. 
Husband: Larry (?); b. 6-5-1945.
Children: 1 son

6. (?) ; b. 4-16-1970.
5. Janice C. ; b. 9-30-1949 in Pelham, Ga.
5. Miriam C. ; b. 9-9-1952.
5. Albert (Al) C., Jr.; b. 3-7-1957 in Charlotte, N.C.

4. Martha Sheffield; b. 2-14-1928; m. 8-21-1948.
Husband: Edwin (?); b. 7-15-(?).
Children: 2 daughters

5. Elena; b. 7-2-1949.
5. Becky; b. 9-21-1953.

4. Miriam Sheffield; b. 12-6-1932 in Augusta, Ga.
1st m. 3-18-1954.
1st husband: Harold Thomas; b. (?); d. 11-3-1956.
2nd husband: Ronald Cook; b. (?); m. 6-18-1961 ; also died. 
Children: 1 son

5. Ronny Cook; b. 1-22-1965.
3rd husband: Frank Stone

3. Edith Sheffield; b. 11-5-1899; m. 8-11-1918; d. 4-6-1981.
Husband: A. Pierce Douglas; b. (?); divorced: 7-18-1954.
3. Paul Egbert Sheffield; b. 6-13-1901; m. 8-14-1921; d. 6-8-1980. 
Wife: Grace Martin; b. 5-26-1903.
Children: 1 daughter

4. Barbara Joyce Sheffield Small; b. 8-21-1930; m. 8-11-1951. 
Husband: George Henry Small, Sr. ; b. 10-27-1928.
Children: 4 sons

5. George Henry Small, Jr.; b. 7-31-1953.
5. David Sheffield Small; b. 5-2-1955.
5. James Martin Small; b. 10-3-1958.
5. Christopher Bruce Small; b. 6-3-1965.

3. Roy Lee Sheffield, Sr.; b. 5-25-1909; m. 6-1-1928; d. 5-21-1990. 
Wife: Ruth Jeanette Gay; b. 12-21-1909; d. 8-1-1986.
Children: 1 daughter. 2 sons
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4. Betty Ruth Sheffield; b. 8-26-1929; m. 6-17-1950.
Husband: Foy Edmond Johnston, Jr.; b. 3-26-1923.
Childfgn.: 2 song

5. Foy Edmond, III; b. 3-5-1953.
5. Dennis Charles; b. 9-1-1956.

4. William (Billy/Bill) Benjamin Sheffield; b. 9-22-1930;
m. 10-6-1950.

Wife: Grace Virginia Langley; b. 3-15-1933.
Children: 2 daughters. 1 son

5. Pamela Lynn Sheffield; b. 8-15-1954.
5. Laurie Ann Sheffield; b. 5-20-1957.
5. Benjamin Lee Sheffield; b. 2-22-1961.

4. Roy Lee Sheffield, Jr.; b. 10-9-1931; m. 7-24-1953;
d. 4-27-1981.

Wife: Georgia Evelyn Williams; b. 10-7-1934.
Children: 1 son. 2 daughters

5. James Terry Sheffield; b. 11-14-1954.
5. Sheryl Ann Sheffield; b. 2-7-1956.
5. Renee Darlene Sheffield; b. 4-25-1964.

4. Robert (Bobby) Louis Sheffield; b. 10-21-1946; d. 8-9 1994.
1st m. 2-14-1971.
1st wife: Sherry Michele Oostdyke; b. 11-15-1949; divorced.
2nd wife: Jean Williams Morone; b. (?); m. in 1982 - a widow 

with 2 sons.
Stepchildren*: Joseph Morone and John Morone 

3. Ralph Benjamin Sheffield; b. 7-24-1912; m. 8-6-1933; d. 11-30-1966. 
Wife: Hariette Stark; b. 9-18-1913.
Children: 1 son . 1 daughter

4. Ralph Benjamin Sheffield, Jr.; b. 1-14-1940; m. (?).
Wife: Laurel Newbold; b. 9-30-1943.
Children: 2 sons

5. David Harry Sheffield; b. 10-26-1963.
5. Thomas Ralph Sheffield; b. 1-19-1967.

4. Kay Elaine Sheffield; b. 1-31-1951; m. (?).
Husband: (?).
Children; 2 daughters - Names unknown by this writer.

3. Ernest Watson Sheffield; b. 12-21-1914; 1st m. 6-15-1940; 
d. 2-24-1965.

1st Wife: France Taff; b. 6-25-1918, Norman Park, Ga.; divorced.
Children: 1 daughter

4. Carol Sheffield; b. 5-21-1941; m. 6-23-1962 in Calif.
Husband: Barry (?); b. 6-19-1941 (Milwaukee, Wise.).
Children; 2 dayghters

5. Christine Ann; b. 4-18-1968 (Chapel Hill, N.C.).
5. Karen Elise; b. 7-26-1970 (Ft. Lewis, Wa.).

2nd Wife: (?)
3. Herman McConnell Sheffield; b. 7-7-1916; m. 3-24-1939;

d. 12-3-2000; bur. Arlington Mem. Park Cem., Sandy Springs, Ga. 
Wife: Nancy Ruth Morris; b. 3-29-1919.
Children: 1 daughter

4. Nancy Lee Sheffield Eubanks; b. 2-9-1941; m. 8-28-1959. 
Husband: Lamar Lyndon Eubanks; b. 11-5-1939.
His parents: Mary Coursey and Lamar Lyndon Eubanks of Atlanta, Ga.
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Children: 1 daughter. 1 son
5. Laurie Eubanks Vakili; b. 1-29-1961 in Atlanta, Ga.;

m. 12-19-1993 in Norcross, Ga.
Husband: Isaac Vakili; b. 3-21-1953 in Iran.
Children: 1 daughter (adopted^

6. Anna Kristina Vakili; b. 8-8-1998 in Ekaterinburg, 
Russia.

5. Clay McConnell Eubanks; b. 11-16-1964 in Atlanta, Ga.;
m. 8-19-1995 in Norcross, Ga.

Wife: Betsy O'Neal Eubanks; b. 4-15-1960 in Atlanta, Ga. 
Children: 1 daughter. 1 son

6. Stephanie Ann Eubanks; b. 10-29-1997 in Atlanta, Ga.
6. Jackson Lamar Eubanks; 7-29-1999 in Atlanta, Ga.

The Family of R. and Emalv Grogan

1. Husband: R. Grogan; b. ca.1835 in South Carolina; lived in 45th District of Dawson
County, Georgia in 1880.

Wife: Emaly Grogan; b. ca.1836 in Georgia; lived in 45th District of Dawson County, 
Georgia in 1880.

Children: 4 daughters and 2 sons
2. Missouri Emaline Grogan: b. 5-2-1863 in Dawson County, Georgia;

m. ca. September 1880; d. 5-2-1892 in Dawson County, Georgia. 
Husband: Beniamin T. Sheffield: b. 11-15-1860 in Dawson County, Georgia;

m. (see above); d. 2-4-1938 in Chamblee, Georgia
Childrgn; 2 d^uqhtgr?

3. Flora V. Sheffield; b. 6-24-1881 in Dawson County, Georgia;
m. 10-16-1898 to Charles Franklin (Frank) Harrison in Coal 
Mountain, Georgia, d. 5-5-1955 in Chamblee, Georgia.

3. Florence Julia Sheffield; b. 12-22-1882 in Dawson County, Georgia; 
m. 8-2-1905 to Powell Edgar (Ed) Hyde in Doraville, Georgia; 
d. 9-11-1953 at Chamblee, Georgia.

2. James L. Grogan; b. ca.1866 in Dawson County, Georgia.
2. Lucinda M. Grogan; b. ca.1868 in Dawson County, Georgia.
2. Julia C. Grogan; b. ca.1871 in Dawson County, Georgia.
2. Willie A. Grogan; b. ca.1885 in Dawson County, Georgia.
2. Flora L. Grogan; b. ca.1880 in Dawson County, Georgia.
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The Rev. William (Billy) James Hyde Tabitha Anderson Hyde and daughter, 
Mattie H. Buise

Powell Edgar Hyde Florence Sheffield Hyde
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Left to right; Back - Herbert Hyde, Bill Baggett, Benjamin Hyde, Winn Drummond 
Front - Cora Lee Hyde, Louise Baggett, Mona Hyde, Helen Hyde

Left to right: Back - Fran J. Cadenhead, Catherine and Ernest Jameson
Front - Quentin Conway, Lillian Hyde, Homer Hyde, Ethelyn H. Conway
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Five generations: Michael Cadenhead, 
Frances J. Cadenhead, Catherine H. 
Jameson, Florence S. Hyde,
Emma R. Sheffield

Three Hyde sisters: Helen Drummond, 
Louise Baggett, Ethelyn Conway

P. E. Hyde Homeplace In car: Harry Hyde 
L to R: Bertha, Homer, Lillian, 

Ethelyn Hyde
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Irvindale Farms: On left - 1. Ernest Jameson On right - 1. Ben Hyde, 3. Harold Hyde
7. Ed Hyde 6. Herbert Hyde

Chamblee Baptist Church Chamblee Elementary and High School
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II. SEASONS OF MY JAMESON KIN 

BRIEF SKETCH OF JAMESONS

According to Halberts' material, there are many variations of the name Jameson - 
James, Jamie, Jamies, Jame, Jamison, Jamieson, Jemison, Jamyson, Jamesson, 
Jamessone, Jammeson and Jamesons. E.O. Jameson, the author of The Jamesons in 
America, says that the name may be spelled at least thirty-two ways. A surname comes 
from four main sources: father's name, occupation, personal characteristics, and 
location: thus, James' son - Jameson.

The origin of the name Jameson comes from the Highlands of Scotland where they were 
members of the Clan of Gunn. This was a warlike clan that lived in Caithness and 
Sutherland, north of Dunrobin Castle, which is on the East Coast orSutherlandshire. 
They had a chieftain and a castle, Halbury. Thomas Smibert, Scottish writer of 1850 
says that the MacKames (which means Macjames or Machamish) seems to be the oldest 
sept name of the Gunns, which he concludes makes them true Celtic Highlanders. The 
Gaelic prefix "Mac" in English translation means son. Jamais, Jamas, Kamish, Keamish, 
all, are English equivalents of James; thus, the name Jameson.^

When Geraldine Jameson Spruill was in Scotland in 1985, she acquired this information
- Gunn: The territory of this clan lay in the far North of Scotland, in Caithness and 
Sutherland. They derive their surname from their Norse Orcadian ancestor - Gunni. 
Since at least 1426, the Gunns were locked in conflict with the Keiths. In 1464 
reconciliation was proposed and the two clans agreed to a meeting by twelve horsemen 
per side. The Keiths turned up with two men on each horse and slew the Gunns, including 
the notorious chief, George, Coroner of Caithness (known as "Am Braisteach Mor"). His 
death was avenged by his grandson, William MacKames (MacKames is an equivalent of 
Jameson), who killed George Keith of Ackergill at Drummoy. The feuds continued 
between the Gunns and their neighbors, and in 1585 they defeated the Earls of Caithness 
and Sutherland at Aldgownie. In 1821, the 10th chief, George of Rhives, founded the 
'Loyal and United Benevolent Society of Clan Gunn' at Thurso. Since his death, the heir to 
the chief-ship has been in doubt, but in 1977, the Society made a historic reconciliation 
with the Keiths. The principal house of the chiefs was Kilearan, in the parish of 
Kildonan, from which the patronymic of "Mac-Sheumais-Chataich" is derived. Chief- 
ship: Several claims are pending before Lyon Court. The present Clan Commander is Ian 
Gunn of Banniskirk, appointed by Lord Lyon in the early 1970s. This is not a hereditary 
title. Tartans: The Gunn. An alternative set has four black bars. Crest: (Kilearnan) A 
dexter hand holding a sword in bend, all proper. Crest: (Kilearnan) "Aut pax aut 
bellum," (Either peace or war). Plant Badge: Aitionn (Juniper). Pipe Music: Failte nan 
Guinneach. (The Gunn's Salute).^

 ̂ The Jamesons in America. 1647-1900. Genealogical Records and Memoranda, by E.O.
Jameson, The Rumford Press, Boston, Mass., 1901. Introduction VI-XIII 

2 From G.J. Spruill, Scotland's Clan Tartan Centre. Edinburgh, Scotland, 1985.
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The Jameson Coat of Arms: There are several Jameson Coats of Arms drawn by heraldic 
artists from ancient records. Documentation may be found in Burke's General Armory. 
A description of one follows:^ Jameson - "Azure a saltire or, Cantoned in chief and
flanked by Roman galleys ppr., a bugle-horn in base of the second." Crest above the 
shield and the helmet is the crest - A Roman Galley ppr. the sail gules charged with a 
lion passant, guardant or. Family Motto or battle cry: Sine Metu. Azure - blue, 
signifies loyalty and truth. Saltire - a variation of a cross (St. Andrews Cross). Chief - 
the top half - granted to a clan as a special reward for prudence and wisdom and for 
success in war. Base - the lower part of the shield. On the shield are a cross and three 
ships. Crest is the top part. The family motto is at the bottom of the Coat of Arms. This 
particular Coat of Arms was granted to John Jameson, Esq., of Windfield Co., Galway, 
eldest son of James Jameson, Esq., of Windfield and Mont Rose Co., Dublin, and clerk of 
Co. Clackmannan, Scotland. The Jamesons are a sept of the ancient Gunn Clan of the 
Scottish Highlands and wear the Gunn Tartan. The background is dark green, relieved by 
wide bands composed of narrow stripes of black, which intersect each other at right 
angles, while mid-way between the wide bands of black are fine stripes of red.

Some famous Jamesons of the world are Georae Jameson (1588-1644) Scottish 
portrait-painter from Aberdeen, Scotland, who is believed to have studied under Rubens. 
He painted portraits of Charles I, James I, and Montrose. He is sometimes referred to as 
"the Scottish Vandyck," and is also known as the first portrait painter of Scotland.'^ 
William Jameson (1689-1720) Totally blind, lecturer of history, taught at Glasgow 
University, published “Verus Patroclus" (1689) and "Spicilegia Antiquitatum Egypti” 
(1720). William Jameson (1796-1873) Botanist who graduated from Edinburgh 
University: Professor of Chemistry and Botany in Quito; Assayer and Director of Quito 
Mint in 1861; published “Synopsis Plantarum Quintensium" in 1865. He traveled 
extensively and sent back plants, some of which were named in his honor. William 
Jameson (1815-1882) Pioneer of tea planting, which he made popular in India. He was 
the nephew of Robert Jameson (1805-1868) who graduated from Edinburgh 
University, and was Superintendent of the Saharunpore Gardens (1842-1875). Robert 
Jamieson (died 1861), Philanthropist who directed the exploration of the Niger River, 
as well as a number of West African rivers which resulted in the rescue of colonists who 
had been lost in a previous expedition (1841).®

Naming patterns of the Scottish people: the eldest son was named for his paternal 
grandfather: the second son was named for his maternal grandfather; the third son was 
named for his father; others were named for uncles, etc. The oldest daughter was named 
for her maternal grandmother; the second daughter was named for her paternal 
grandmother; the third daughter was named for her mother; others were named for 
aunts, etc.®

Scots are known for their reserved and sometimes conservative ways. The Scots that 
this writer met while visiting in Scotland were amiable, loving, witty, intelligent 
people. Does this describe this author's forebears?

^ E.O. Jameson; op. cit., Introduction. This is an excellent book. However, this writer 
could not locate her Jameson family line in it.

^ The Scottish School of Painting, by W.D. McKay; Chas. Scribner's & Sons, 1906;
pp. 7-8, 10-13.

® Halberts. Bath, Ohio, 
g

In Search of Scottish Ancestry, by Hamilton Edwards, 1973.
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When Queen Maty of Scotland was executed (beheaded) by Queen Elizabeth of England in 
1587, a marked turning point in Scottish history began. In 1603, after Queen 
Elizabeth's death, James VI, King of Scotland became James I, King of Great Britain - the 
Union of the Crowns. After the Treaty of Union in 1707, when Scotland and England were 
both represented in the British Parliament, the wealthy lairds of Scotland and their 
English counterparts sought ways to tame the fierce Scottish clansmen of the Highlands.^ 
After the Risings of 1715 and 1745, the legislation in London was successful in turning 
the remaining Clan chiefs, whether they were Jacobites or Whigs, into mere land 
proprietors who no longer felt the responsibility for the welfare of their clansmen and 
their dependents. Under the guise of bettering the economy, the lairds and Chiefs 
(wealthy landowners) bargained with the English to bring scores of sheep into the 
Highlands to graze and to reproduce. This was an effort to rid the area of crofters who 
were mainly clansmen. In some extreme cases, crofter's homes were set on fire, forcing 
these people to flee to safer places. Some sailed over to Northern Ireland and set up 
residence. The Clan Gunn (the Jameson clan) suffered badly during the Highland 
Clearances. Many of the Scots who were removed to Northern Ireland never entered 
Irish circles. They preferred to be with their own kind - the Scots. (Is this where the 
term "clannish" originated?) Was William’s family a part of this turmoil? Did they 
flee to Northern Ireland? Jameson is a common name in Scotland, but it is also known in 
Ireland. The Jameson Old Irish Whiskey, distilled in Dublin, Ireland since 1780 has 
made the name popular the world over. John Jameson (1740-1823) was the founder of 
the famous Bow Street Distillery in Dublin.® In looking at a book on surnames in 
Ireland, this author found that the origin of the name Jameson was indeed Scottish. Was 
John Jameson a Scotsman who had come to Ireland? Did his ancestors reside in the 
Highlands and did they hand down the recipe for making good whiskey? By 1860, the 
Highlands of Scotland were empty of all but the sheep and the shepherds.

This author speculates that her Jameson ancestors, probably crofters, were evicted or 
dispossessed during the Highland Clearances (1715-1745) and immigrated to Northern 
Ireland, possibly to Antrim County in Ulster, Ireland. There they probably made their 
living by farming and/or fishing. Later they came to America to settle in the new 
country of promise.

Having made a trip around Ireland's coast (August 2001), this writer can attest to the 
beauty of the land - especially Antrim, Northern Ireland. In Ballycastle, (on the coast) 
the peninsula of Kintyre, Scotland can be seen in the distance. If the author's ancestors 
were driven out of the Highlands during the Clearances and settled in Antrim, what pain 
they must have felt as they gazed at their homeland from afar, knowing that it was highly 
unlikely that they would ever return to live in the Highlands of Scotland. It was in the 
last half of the 1700s that William Jameson, Sr. came to the American Colonies. How 
long had his family lived in Ireland?

After several visits and much correspondence with T.M. Jameson, Jr. (now deceased) in 
Easley, South Carolina, this writer concurs with him that their ancestors probably came 
from Scotland, by way of Northern Ireland. In the Jameson Cemetery, a short distance 
from T.M.'s home on Jameson Road near Easley, S.C., he has erected a large marker 
stating that two brothers from Ireland came and settled the land in this small section of 
South Carolina in 1780. There is no documentation that says that they were from 
Ireland. This was the information that had been "handed down by-word-of-mouth" over

^ A Concise History of Scotland, by Fitzroy Maclean, Beekman House, N.Y., 1970; 
pp. 108-199

® Taken from a label on a bottle of Jameson Irish Whiskey.
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several generations. From research, we know that one of these brothers, William 
Jameson, Sr. was there before 1790 because he is on the 1790 U.S. Census in the 
Pendleton District of South Carolina.

Years ago, in the 1920s, 1930s, and 1940s, this author's branch of the Jamesons had 
reunions each summer in South Carolina. Coming for miles around, relatives brought 
laden baskets of delicious food, which they "spread" on long tables in a church-yard for 
all to feast on at noon. In the afternoon, family members would gather inside the church 
for a program. News about family members would be exchanged and family researchers 
would present written papers on the Jamesons. Two of these were this writer's cousins
- Mary Bramlett Davis (Joshua Jameson's granddaughter), who was a teacher in the 
Atlanta City School System, and Minnie Jameson Orr (Joshua's daughter). In 1925, 
Cousin Mary Bramlett Davis delivered a paper. Excerpts from it follow:^

Historical and Biographical Sketch of the Jameson - Jamieson - Jemison - Jamison 
Family Origin: The distinguished name of Jameson and its variants, Jamieson, Jamison, 
and Jemison is of baptismal origin signifying "the son of James." The purely English 
Jamison and its variants are almost entirely confined to North England, and indeed the 
great majority is of Lowland Scottish descent. On the other hand James as a surname is 
often [found] in South England as well as North, which accounts for the multitude of its 
modern representatives. Early records of the name are as follows: James or Jacobus 
Auditleg, Co. Salop, 1273; ... Willelmus Jamesson, 1379; Johannes Jamesman, 1379; 
Alicia James, 1370.

Early [Jameson] American Settlers
[Note: Cousin Mary B. Davis gave a detailed list of some early American settlers and 
their descendants who carried the surname, Jameson. Since these were not known 
relatives, this writer has omitted much of this long discourse. A brief listing of the 
earliest ones and the states where they resided will be given, as copied, from her paper.]

Massachusetts Branch: James Jameson and his wife. Sarah, were the first persons of the 
name known in America. As early as 1647 they were residents of Boston in the Province 
of Massachusetts Bay, New England. Mr. Jameson died in January 1661. Their children 
were Mariah, baptized in 1647; John, born in 1648; James, born in 1651; Sarah, 
born in 1654; and Joseph, baptized in 1658. Mr. Jameson was probably from Scotland. 
The first mention of him is in the record made of his wife becoming a member of the 
First Church in Boston.

Pennsvlvania Branch: James Jameson, son of Alexander Jameson, was born about 1650 
in Glasgow, Scotland. He imigrated to Galway County, Ireland; there he married and lived 
till about 1700. It was then that his two sons, Robert and John, and he sailed for 
America. They landed and settled in the southern part of Pennsylvania on the 
Susquehanna River. John Jameson was the son of James Jameson and was born in the 
county of Galway, Ireland. He came to America about 1700 in company with his father 
and brother, Robert. He married and they resided in York County, Pa. His children were 
Alexander; Thomas, born on Nov. 7, 1732; John; Samuel and Jane. Thomas Jameson was 
the son of John Jameson and was born on Nov. 7, 1732 in York Co., Pa. He married, in 
1756, Jane Dickey. They resided in Ga. where Mrs. Jane Jameson died in 1763. His 
children were Samuel, John, Martha, William, Mary, Jane, Nancy, Katherine, Helen - 
born in 1775, Margaret - born on Oct. 7, 1779, Alexander-born in 1781, Hannah, 
Thomas, and Rhoda. [Note: Were these this writer's kinsman? Not documented.]

® Excerpts from Cousin Mary Davis's 1925 paper on the Jamesons, via Forrest L. Jameson.
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Virginia Branch: James Jameson, parentage and birthplace unknown, married Margaret 
(surname unknown). They resided in St. Anne's Parish, Essex Co., Virginia. His 
children were Thomas, who died in 1768; James, born in 1720; and David, who married 
Mildred Smith.

Maryland Branch: William Jameson, son of William Jameson was born about 1675 in 
the vicinity of Leith Co. of Edinburgh, Scotland. He married in the County of Antrim, 
Province of Ulster, Ireland where he resided for several years; in 1718 imigrated with 
his family to New England in America; settled in Purpooduck, Falmouth, Maine. His 
children were Margaret (who married Robert McKenney), Martin - born in 1701, 
Mary, Samuel, Alexander, Martha, Patience, and Paul.

New Hampshire Branch: William Jameson, parentage, birthplace and marriage 
unknown, resided as early as 1737 in the S.E. by part of Londonderry, later Windham, 
New Hampshire, where he died. His children were James and William. James Jameson 
was the son of James Jameson, born in 1736. He married Mary Smith, born 1732. He 
resided in Windham, N.H. until 1779 when he removed to Manchester, Vermont. Their 
children were: Jane, born Jan. 6, 1764; Franklin; Margaret, born in 1771; William, 
born Mar. 9, 1773; and Mary. William. Jame§on. son of Jam&S. JamfiS.Qn, was born in 
Windham, N.H. He married Sp. 1 Mary Aiken, daughter of Edward Aiken. They resided in 
Manchester, Vt. where she died in 1810. Mr. Jameson married Sp. 2 Mrs. Electa 
Hawley, who died in 1842. His children were: Margaret, born on Aug. 3, 1796; James, 
born on Dec. 14, 1798; Edward, born on Nov. 11, 1799; Martha, born Oct. 16, 1801; 
William, born on Jan. 9, 1804; Aiken, born June 19, 1806; Mary, born on June 29, 
18--; and Caroline, born Nov. 10, 1818. (End of excerpts.)

Mary B. Davis also presented a list of Jamesons who served in the Revolutionary War. 
No known relative was listed, except possibly William Jameson, brig. She then told 
about some prominent Jameson United States settlers - an educator. Professor Robert D. 
Jamison, Murfreesboro, Tennessee; a medical doctor. Dr. Andrew Jackson Jamison, 
Nashville, Tennessee; an oil man, James William Jameson, Humboldt County, California; 
and a judge, William H. Jamison, Plainwell, Michigan.

History records that the Scots-lrish people settled much of South Carolina. As early as 
1761, South Carolina had issued this promise: "... July, 1761 ... encouragement given to 
poor Protestants to become settlers in this province ... 4 pounds sterling paid to defray 
the expenses of the passage from Europe ... three years - above 12 years ... from Great 
Britain or Ireland ... must produce a certificate under the seal [British government] or 
minister [a referral from a religious minister that stated the emigrant was a sober, 
worthy, industrious candidate for land] ... 2 pounds given to buy tools and provisions. 
Passage money paid to owner or master of the vessel." Arriving in Charleston, S.C. on 
December 20, 1772 on the ship, Lord Dunluce. from Belfast, Ireland was a group led by 
the Rev. William Martin; he led five ships to South Carolina. Each head of the household 
was given 100 acres and the wife was given 50 acres."'° After the Revolutionary War 
(1775-1783) many Scots-lrish came to settle land in America.

Researching lists of immigrants who came into South Carolina on ships, this writer has 
not found her ancestors listed. Did they come in through Pennsylvania, North Carolina, 
Virginia or Maryland? One source says that William Jameson, Sr. came with his

^0 Scotch-lrish Migration to S.C. 1772. by Jean Stephenson, 1971.
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brother from Ireland about 1750 and settled In Orange County, Virginia. The brothers 
went separate waysJ''

Today when one travels in the Highlands of Scotland, an aura of indefinable mystery, 
dark and foreboding, exists in this incredibly beautiful land. Still sparsely populated, 
the dramatic high hills and the cool, deep lochs are often covered with low-lying clouds. 
It is the land of sudden rain and, on occasion, sudden sun. With every twist and turn in 
the road there are marvelous scenes of natural beauty. In August and early September 
the steep hills loom, covered with varying shades of softly scented, purple heather and 
green, stiff bracken. A covey of birds might stir from their protected niches in the 
undergrowth of the heather and bracken, flap their wings, and gracefully fly toward the 
distant purple hills. As autumn approaches, the bracken turns to golden brown and the 
intermingled heather becomes a vast, dark mat that shrouds the silent hills. By winter, 
the scene turns to cold, windy, sometimes snow-clad grandeur; clouds of gray mist hover 
over the breath-taking landscapes. A small, desolate, gray-stoned cottage might nestle 
in a vale by a wee, flowing stream; a few Highland cattle or stray, black-faced sheep 
might be nibbling the grass beside the one-track road. The narrow lane, at intervals, 
has a "lay-by" (passing place). Whichever automobile driver is closer to the lay-by 
pulls over and lets the other automobile pass. This act of "road courtesy" is usually 
acknowledged with a tip of a hat or the wave of a hand. Hidden in the recesses of the hills 
are cascading waterfalls that splash down the rocky precipices into bubbling, 
sometimes, roaring streams. As far as the eye can see are tranquil scenes of splendor! 
Creative residents and visitors are stirred to write prose and poetry, to compose art, 
music and dance upon obsen/ing the magnificent scenes of Scotland.''^ If Scotland, indeed, 
was the original home of this writer's ancestors, she is proud to claim kinship to the 
people of this dramatically beautiful land.

EARLY JAMESON KIN 

First Known Jameson Generation

William Jameson, Sr.1 
(1737-1818)

Margaret Westmoreland Jameson
(1743-1823)

*ln 1737, the year that William Jameson was born, William Byrd founded the city of 
Richmond, Virginia. John Wesley's Psalms and Hymns was published in Charleston, 
South Carolina.
The year that Margaret Westmoreland was born, in 1743, Thomas Jefferson (third U.S. 
president) was born. French explorers reached the Rocky Mountains in the U.S.*

William Jameson, Sr. was born in Ireland on December 17, 1737.^3 j^ js  writer does 
not know where in Ireland he was born or who his parents were - only speculation as to 
his heritage can be given. Many questions lie unanswered about this ancestor. Were

Rebels in Grev - Soldiers From Pickens District. 1861-1865: U.D.C., chapt. 
#1783, Seneca, S.C., 1984; p. 152.
As seen by Kenneth and Fran Jameson Cadenhead many times in the last 25 years. 
D.A.R. Patriot Index - Centennial Edition, p. 1583.
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William's ancestors originally from Scotland? Were they crofters (farmers) in the 
Highlands of northwest Scotland? Were they driven out of Scotland during the Highland 
Clearances (1715-1745)? From where did William come - Scotland, originally, then 
Ireland?

This author does not know where William Jameson, Sr. lived when he married Margaret 
Westmoreland. Margaret's maiden name, Westmoreland, is not documented. Evelyn Orr 
Gallimore added this name to Minnie Orr's 1927 listing of family ancestors when she 
up-dated her mother's material in the 1950s. Her source of information was not given. 
Where were William and Margaret's daughters, Jane and Margaret, born - in Ireland or 
in the new country of America? A shroud of mystery hangs over these ancestors.

The following Jameson family story has been passed down "by-word-of-mouth" for 
generations in the United States: two brothers came from Ireland to the new country in 
the 1700s. One was William Jameson, Sr.; the name of the other brother is unknown to 
this writer. They supposedly came into Virginia and settled first in Orange County. The 
brothers parted ways; one went south - William Jameson, Sr. The other brother (name 
unknown) settled elsewhere. Where did he settle?

Mary B. Davis wrote that William Jameson, Jr. was born in South Carolina on October 
12, 1786. If so, the family was in the Pendleton area by 1786. Margaret was 20 and 
William, Sr. was 26 when Jane was born in 1763. Two years later (1765) little 
Margaret joined the family. This writer does not know where these girls were born. 
Strangely, thirteen years passed before other children were born to this young couple. 
There is no known written record that tells where this family was and what was 
happening to them during those thirteen years. When Margaret was 35 and William, Sr. 
was 41, they had more children - Isabella was born (1778); two years later Elizabeth 
came (1780); Agnes was born three and a half years later (1784); and after two more 
years, William, Jr. arrived (1786). As to the whereabouts of this family from 1765 to 
1778, this writer poses several suppositions. They follow: (1) The brothers came to 
America to find land; after they had staked a claim, they returned to Ireland in order to 
escort their families to the "new country." William, Sr. and Margaret's two older 
daughters chose to stay in Ireland, possibly because they were married. (2) When 
William, Sr. and Margaret decided to move South from Virginia, their two older 
daughters, Jane and Margaret, elected to stay in Virginia because they were married. 
(On the 1790 U.S. Census of South Carolina, Ninety-Six District, there were only three 
females, plus the spouse, who were listed in the household of William Jameson, Sr. No 
names were given. Since all of the girls were born by this time, two were missing from 
the family count. Being old enough to marry, Jane and Margaret had probably married 
and had left home.) (3) William's family was in one of the long wagon trains that came 
down from Virginia to the Waxhaws or Long Canes area, possibly with the Andrew 
Pickens family and the Patrick and Ezekial Calhouns. If William, Sr., indeed, were one 
of General Andrew Picken's soldiers, he saw a lot of action against the Cherokee Indians. 
It is very possible that daughters, Jane and Margaret, were scalped by the Indians on one 
of their forays or massacres against the white frontier settlers. T.M. Jameson, Jr. 
suggested that this could have happened. Was this family in the group of Ulster Scots 
that were attacked by the Cherokee warriors at Long Canes, South Carolina in 1760? 
Could they have been among the persons, including the mother of Patrick Calhoun and 
grandmother of John C. Calhoun, who were slaughtered by the Indians?"''  ̂ There is no 
known record of the girls in adulthood. However, if they had been slain, it is likely that 
their death dates would have been included on Cousin Minnie Orr's list. (4) After coming

South Carolina Pioneers in the Back Country: p. 91-93.
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to America in the 1750s or 1760s, William, Sr. joined in the Revolution to free the 
colonies from England and was away from home for long periods of time. He very well 
could have fought with Marion's Men or Brigade as John Jameson suggested in his booklet 
on the Jameson ancestors. Stan Herrin says that a William Jameson fought with the 
bold, South Carolinian, Francis Marion - " Swamp Fox." Was this particular William 
this writer's ancestor? This might account for the thirteen year span between the two 
sets of children. (5) Was Margaret Westmoreland a second wife? This is highly 
unlikely since one of the older girls was named Margaret. (6) The girls died from some 
illness and are buried in unmarked graves in the burial plot, which is/was on William, 
Sr. and Margaret Jameson's property in the Cross Roads Community of South Carolina. 
(7) In the next few years, as the three younger girls, who were listed on the 1790 
census, "married off“ and no longer carried the Jameson name; they simply "dropped out 
of sight.'' Since there are no known written records of this family, they elude today’s 
researchers. Some of the names of the men who appeared on legal papers with William, 
Sr. and William, Jr. might possibly have been the husbands of some of these daughters. 
After William Jameson, Sr.'s death in 1818, with whom did his widow live until her 
death in 1823? She was not listed in William Jameson, Jr.'s household on the 1820 
U.S. census. Nor was she listed as head of a household and living alone. Where was she? 
Continuing to speculate - could she have been living with a married daughter? (8) All 
of the daughters met an early death - perhaps in birthing a child or from a contracted, 
deadly disease. If so, they might be buried in the Jameson Cemetery in some of the 27 
unmarked graves. These eight possibilities are just that - all of this is pure 
speculation! Trying to unravel the mystery of the missing adult females in the family of 
William Jameson, Sr. is a difficult assignment for the current researcher.

It is a fact that William Jameson, Sr. and his family were in the Pendleton, S.C. area by
1790. His name appears on legal documents, mostly land transactions. A few that this 
writer found are copied below:
William Jameson, Sr. was in Pendleton by 1790 and on 20 November 1791 bought of 
John Nicholson, 225 acres on Pierce Creek of George's Creek of Saluda River, neighbors 
including the Boyds and Ebeneezer Fain, later of Georgia, was a witness to the deed. î^

Earlier that year, William appeared on the 1790 U.S. Census [the first U.S. Census] of 
Ninety-Six, Pendleton District, S.C. [He was listed as] William Jemison [sic], 1 free 
white male, including head of the household, over 16. There were 1 free white male 
under 16 [William, Jr.] and 4 free white females, including the spouse of the household 
[Margaret - spouse, Isabella, Elizabeth and Agnes]."'® The writer speculates that 
daughters Jane (age 25) and Margaret (age 23) were no longer in the household - for 
whatever reason - due to marriage or possibly death.

On the 1800 U.S. Census, same locality, William Jamison (sic) was listed. There were 
two males 10-16 [William, Jr. and (?]); 1 male 45 and older [William, Sr."*]; two 
females 10-16 [Isabella, age 22; Elizabeth, age 20; Agnes, age 16 - one of these girls 
had probably married, leaving two younger females in the household.] The census taker 
put both girls in the same column (10-16) rather than in the (16-25) column. 
Census takers sometimes made errors. Who was the second young male in the (10-16) 
male column? Were Margaret and William Jameson, Sr. rearing a relative's (possibly a 
daughter's) young orphan?

15 1800 Census of Pendleton District. S.C.. Washington. D.C.. 1963, p. 8. 
S,C, 179Q U.g, Cgnsu? Index.
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On the 1810 U.S. Census, Pendleton District, S.C., William Jameson, Sr.'s name was 
finally spelled correctly. There were 1 male under 10-16 [who was this?]; 1 male 
16-26 [Wm., Jr.], 1 male 45 and older [Wm., Sr.]; 1 female under 10 [who was this?] 
and 1 female 45 and older [Margaret]. Daughter Agnes, aged 26, had probably married 
and left home. Was this an error? Were there two other children in this family who did 
not live to adulthood and we have no written record of them? This is highly unlikely 
since we dfi have the names of the other children and their birth dates. Who were these 
young people? Had their mother/mothers, possibly William, Sr.'s daughters, died and 
these children were living with their grandparents? Another family mystery has been 
created. William Jameson, Sr. owned three slaves on this census."'^

In the last half of the eighteenth century William Jameson, Sr. immigrated to America. 
This was an important time in the history of this new country. Did he serve as a fighting 
patriot in the Revolutionary War (1775-1781)? In the Centennial Edition of the 
D.A.R. Patriot Index, William Jameson, Sr. is listed as born in Ireland on December 17, 
1737 and died in South Carolina on December 23, 1818. His wife's name was Margaret 
and he was listed as a soldier.^® Who submitted this information to the D.A.R.? The
D.A.R. requires documentation of the relative that one is using to become a member of the 
organization. Considering the source (D.A.R.), we can possibly claim that William 
Jameson, Sr. served as a soldier during the Revolutionary War.

A descendant, John Jameson of 1200 South Bryant, Oklahoma City, Oklahoma, wrote this 
on May 6, 1967 (copied as written): I cannot remember many instances when my

father referred to the beginning of our family in America. When this subject was 
mentioned he would say that his great-grandfather came from Ireland; and that 
his grandfather lived in South Carolina where his father was born. I heard a 
similar story, with some added details, last year from another member of the 
family whom I had not previously met.

It seems reasonably certain that this great-grandfather to whom my 
father referred was William Jameson, Sr. He came with a brother 
from Ireland about 1750 and settled in Virginia, probably Orange County, from 
whence the brothers went separate ways. The record of William's life in his 
adopted country is mostly untold. He probably served with Marion's Men in the 
Revolutionary War. Several years after the conflict, he went to South Carolina 
where about 1790, he bought a tract of land a few miles north east of Easley, 
South Carolina where he lived until his death. A few years after his arrival there 
he helped to establish the Cross Roads Baptist Church, which is still active in 
that community. He probably served as a Justice of the Peace. His original 
homestead is still owned by some of his descendants who will show you some 
rough foundation stones where he built his house, and the place he was buried.

It is said that this William Jameson, Sr. had several children, but only 
one son whose name was William Jameson, Jr. The records of the girls and that 
of their families has not been found.

"What manner of man was this?" The answer was best given, it seems to 
me, by an older member of the family who could only describe another by saying: 
“He was a good man. I wish you could have known him."''®

' ' ^ 1810 U.S. Census. S.C.. Pendleton District .
D.A.R. Patriot Index. Centennial Edition, p. 1583. Information from Bette Leathenwood. 

^ ^ Our Common Heritage. A Record of William Jameson's Familv. by John Jameson^, 
Oklahoma City, Okl., 1967 - From John's grandson, Stan Herrin^, Springfield, III.,
Dec. 2000.
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If William Jameson, Sr. fought in the Revolutionary War with Marion's Men (the Swamp 
Fox of the marshes and lowlands) 21 possibly with General Andrew Pickens (Skyagunsta 
or Border Wizard Owl) and the general's favorite cousin, Robert Pickens, he probably 
took part in the frontiersmen raids in South Carolina. Possibly, William Jameson, Sr. 
was at the Kings Mountain, South Carolina battle when the British regulars were routed 
from its ridge. And he might have been in the Cowpens, South Carolina "hit-and-run" 
war on Cornwallis.20 (On the monument at Cowpens, South Carolina, a Captain John 
Jameson is listed as being in the battle with General Daniel Morgan; John was taken 
p r is o n e r.A n o th e r Jamison was also present at this battle. Long ago, this writer's 
father (Ernest Jameson) told his children this story. Once on the way to North Carolina, 
Ernest detoured by Cowpens to view the monument.) Was John a relation? Captain John 
Jameson's wife was Sarah and they were members of Cashaway Baptist Church in 1767. 
There is a Sarah Jameson appearing with William Jameson, Sr. as a witness to a land 
transaction on George's Creek of Saluda River in 1794.22 Who was she? Does she link 
with this John? Was John the other brother who came from Ireland with William, 
Sr.?) On the Roster of South Carolina Patriots in the American Revolution there is a 
William Jamieson who served in the militia under Col. Roebuck after the fall of 
Charleston. A.A.40000A; X3563; S.C. Roster 494. Was this "our“ William? There are 
William Jamesons appearing on documents and in materials in South Carolina, North 
Carolina, Virginia, Georgia, and Pennsylvania during this period of time. Which one was 
"our" William? The one in the Pendleton, South Carolina area is the only one that can, 
with certainty, be said to be this writer's ancestor. Regardless of where William 
Jameson, Sr. and his family were residing during the middle and late 1700s, they must 
have lived under stressful and dangerous conditions.

J.B.O. Landrum wrote in his book that there were two kinds of white people in South 
Carolina prior to the coming of the regular settlers. The Americans Indians did not 
object to these white people's presence. These white people were owners of ranches or 
holders and caregivers of domesticated/wild cattle in cow pens or stock pens that were to 
be carried to settlers in settlements; and traders and merchants who would trade with 
the Indians. Landrum said that the early settlers came from Northern Ireland, 
Pennsylvania and Maryland. He described them as different from the early settlers in 
the eastern province of South Carolina. "They came to confront the Indian tomahawk and 
scalping knife, with a true heroism and patriotism, which they transmitted to a noble
posterity. They braved all dangers and difficulties, and their humble efforts to better
their condition, and to lay the foundation for the generation that succeeded them have 
been crowned with brilliant success."23 Was this descendant's William a part of this 
group of early settlers in upper South Carolina? This writer thinks that he must have 
come later.

In the back country, the immigrants used pack horses or went by foot on the ancient 
paths of the Indians. This placed them in obvious danger of Indian raids. Many of these 
people were Ulster Scots, which this writer thinks the Jamesons might have been. Very 
little goods did they bring with them. One article that they all had was an axe to cut down 
saplings to build brush lean-tos to live in until they could build log houses. The floors
were dirt and the beds were made of pine straw and rushes. At first, they cooked outside

20 The Pendleton Leaacv. bv Beth Ann Klosky, pp. 13-18.
21 E ^ g M joDary. Ra.trl9t? From S.C.. Wm. Robinson, s. 21452; S.C. Roster 494.
22 Pendleton District. S.C. Deeds. 1790-1806. Southern Historical Press, 1982, 

p. 392.
23 Colonial and Revolutionary Histon^ of Upper South Carolina, by Dr. J.B.O. Landrum;

1987; Shannon & Company Printers and Binders, Greenville, S.C.
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on an open fire. But when they built their cabins, they included "stick-stone-and-mud" 
chimneys for an inside fireplace, where they could cook their food. The fireplace also 
provided heat for the cold months of the year. Windows and doors were covered with 
animal pelts. Furniture was made from the native trees. Perhaps, the Jamesons came to 
the Upcountry of South Carolina by covered wagon, using the rough wagon roads. The 
settling of this new land required hard labor, skill, a positive attitude, and a brave 
spirit.

By 1778, Margaret and William Jameson, Sr. were surely in this country and, that 
year, Isabella, the first born of their second set of children arrived. Elizabeth and Agnes 
followed; William, Jr. entered the family circle in 1786 when Margaret was 43 and 
William, Sr. was 49 years old. The Declaration of Independence had been signed and the 
new country of the United States was being formed. What an exciting time to live in 
America! Claims for land in the frontier were being staked; rugged country was cleared; 
log homes were built, crops were planted. These Jamesons were a part of this historical 
scene. This writer does not know when or how William, Sr. and Margaret came to the 
upper country of South Carolina. Their birthplaces of their children can not be 
documented. Questions are raised but there are no sure answers concerning the 
"happenings" of this family before 1780.

It has been established that William Jameson, Sr. and his wife, Margaret Westmoreland, 
were early settlers in this virgin land of South Carolina. If they came from Virginia, 
they came by wagon train. After the Cherokee War, many Scottish pioneers came down 
from Virginia and Pennsylvania. They were probably in one of those groups. The 
provincial government encouraged family farmers from Great Britain and Ireland to 
migrate to the western part of the South Carolina colony (Ninety-Six to Due West, 
Boonesborough on Long Canes Creek, Hillsborough on Little River, and Belfast or 
Londonborough on Hard Labor Creek). It "provided passage money of four pounds 
sterling for 'respectable poor Protestants.' Children aged from twelve to two would 
receive two pounds sterling passage money. In addition, bounties would be given for the 
purchase of tools."^^ Were they a part of this group from Ireland? It is more likely that 
they came by wagon train from Virginia to South Carolina.

Ronald Vern Jackson wrote in his book that William Jamieson (sic). Sr. was awarded 
Land Grants in S.C. (page 328, Vol. 17, Class #2, LG 1787; page 097, Vol. 16, Class 
#1, LG 1787; page 228, Vol. 27, Class #2, LG 1790; page 227, Vol. 27, Class # 2, LG 
1790).25 The King of England gave Land Grants prior to the Revolutionary War. To the 
patriots who had defended the country in war, the new government awarded land. Other 
land was given to those who staked claims for unoccupied land in the frontier. This land, 
surveyed by the government, was given to the settler with an official patent or deed. In 
1777, in the land act, the head-right system was used to award land. The head of the 
household was given 200 acres for himself and 50 acres to each member of his 
immediate family up to one thousand acres, with the provision that they must settle on 
the land and cultivate three acres out of each one hundred acres.^®

24 South Carolina. Pioneers in the Back Country, pp. 93-94.
S.C. Land Grants. 1784-1800. by Ronald Vern Jackson, 1977
Southern Cadenheads. by Kenneth Cadenhead and Bill Germany, Gateway Press, 1997, 

pp. 43-44.
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In 1785, counties were formed within districts. In the Ninety-Sixth District were; 
Edgefield, Union, Greenville (1786), Abbeville, Newberry (including a small piece of 
Orangeburgh), Laurens, Spartanburg, Pendleton (1789).27

Some of William Jameson. Sr.'s recorded land transactions (copied):
6 Jul. 1792. John Gowan, of Spartanburg Co., S.C. to William Jamison (sic), of 
Pendleton Co. for 40 pounds sterling for 340 acres granted to Gowan, 1 Jan. 1789 by 
Thomas Pinckney, in Washington Dist. on both sides of George's Creek, of Saluda River, 
adj. to land formerly belonging to Edmund Bearden. Signed: John Gowan. Wit: Jephs 
Moss, James Earley, Winn (X) Bearden. Jephs Moss made oath to Robert Bowen, J.P., 2 
May 1795. Rec. 4 May 1795.28

4 Oct. 1794. Jesse Miller, Washington Dist., to William Jameson, of the same, for 40 
pounds sterling for 180 acres, granted to Joseph Paterson, 21 Jan. 1785, on Wolf 
Creek, branch of 12 Mile River, on the E. side of Grassy Mountain, line to begin on 
waggon (sic) ford of Cattail branch, adj. to tract of 220 acres granted to Josiah 
Paterson, conveyed by him to James Rice ... condition of this obligation is that Jesse 
Miller will deliver to William Jamison, [Sr.] by 1 Mar. next, one new wagon done after 
the manner mentioned in the note that Jesse Miller gave to Sam'l. Young, deceased, 4 
-1793. Wit. Thomas Gaw, John McElroy. John McElroy made oath to Robert Bowen, 
J.P., 21 Feb. 1795, Rec. 7 Mar. 1795.29

16 Aug. 1792. William Ross (or Rose) to William Jamison, [Sr.] for 12 pounds 
sterling for 166 acres, part of 809 acres granted Rose [?], 5 Jan. 1789 by Thomas 
Pinckney, in Washington Dist., S. of Saluda on Mile Fork of George's Creek, bd. on S. by 
William Gilaspie, Sr., John Gillaspey and sd. Jamison. Wit. David Smith, Jas. Hobbs, 
Luke Barnett. Luke Barnett made oath to Gabriel Moffett, J.P., 17 Sept. 17-, Rec. 4 
May 1795.30

20 Nov. 1791. John Nicholson to William Jamison, [Sr.] for 40 pounds sterling for 
225 acres granted to Nicholson, 3 Jul. 1786 by William Moultrie, in Ninety Six Dist. 
on Princess [Pierce's ?] Creek, of George's Creek of Saluda River. Wit. Ebenezer Fain 
(later of Ga.), John Black. Ebenezer Fain made oath to Gabriel Moffatt, J.P., 17 Sept. 
1792, Rec. 4 May 1795.31

13 Dec. 1791. Edmond Bearden, of Greenville Co., S.C. to William Jamison, [Sr.] of 
Pendleton Co., 96 Dist., for 40 pounds sterling for 500 acres granted Bearden, 1 May 
1786 by Wm. Moultrie, in 96 Dist., on S. side of Saluda above old boundary line on both 
sides of George's Creek of Saluda River. Wit: Daniel McCollum, Jesse (X) Langston, Luke 
(L) Barnet. Luke Barnet made oath to Gabriel Moffat, J.P., 17 Sept. 1792.32

24 March. 1795. Wm. Ross of Washington District to Henry Rucklesmer for 27 pounds 
sterling for 105 acres on George's Creek of Saluda River where Rucklesmer now lives, 
bordered by Ross, William Jameson, Rucklesmer, Wm. Gillaspie, and Robert Harper,

28 Pendleton District. S.C. Deeds. 1790-1806. Southem Historical Press, 1982, 
p. 85. (Pendleton Countv. S.C. Convevence Book C-D. 1795-1799, pp. 3-4).

29 Ibid., p. 80; pp. 403-404.
30 Ibid., p. 86; p. 5-6.
3'' Ibid., p. 86; p. 4.
32 Ibid., p. 86; p. 5.
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part of two tracts: one surveyed for Ross, the other for William Jameson^. Witnesses: 
William Jameson, Sarah Jameson, Charles (X) Williams. William Jameson I made oath 
to Wm. Reed, J.P., June 13, 1794. Rec. March 24, 1806.33

3 Apr. 1799. William Jamison and Margaret, his wife, to Samuel Burdine for $340 
[notice that pounds have changed to dollars] for 150 acres on George's Creek, of Saluda 
River ... granted John Gowen, 1789, then by deed to Jamison, 1792, bd. McCrosky, 
Daniel McCollum. Signed: William Jamison^. Wit. John McCrosky, Luke Barnett, 
Abraham Burdine. Luke Barnett made oath to Robert McCann, J.P., dower to Robert 
McCann, J.P., 11 April 1799. Rec. 15 April 1799.34

Nineteen or more entries were made in these books stating that William Jameson was a 
witness to land sales. Interestingly, he witnessed a sale in 1795 with a Thomas Gant.35 
Was this Gant an ancestor of this writer's grandmother, Ollie Gantt Jameson? Some of 
her Gantt relatives were in this area. Ironic, If he were a relative.

In the Jameson Cemetery, established by William Jameson, Jr., there are marked 
Burdine graves (b. 1844). Is it possible that one of William, Sr.'s daughters might 
have married a Burdine and these are her descendants? Only the head of the household's 
name appears on the U.S. Census up to the year 1850. After 1850, other family 
members' names appear. Since this is the only known written record before 1850 that 
this writer has found, trying to find these girls in adulthood is like "looking for a needle 
in a haystack."

(Note: Accounts of visits made to the Pendleton, South Carolina area by the author will 
follow.) On a bright November day in 1986, Fran J. Cadenhead and her sister, Gerry J. 
Spruill, visited the Jameson Cemetery near Easley, South Carolina. They also drove to 
the Pickens County Court House where they were able to get a copy of William Jameson, 
Jr.'s final property settlement. It was not until Fran and her husband Kenneth went to 
the Archives in Columbia, S.C. that she obtained a copy of William, Sr.'s final property 
settlement. Even though William, Sr. or William, Jr. had no written wills, they had 
good business heads. William, Sr.'s property was given to his only son, William 
Jameson, Jr. Perhaps this decision had been made before William, Sr.'s death but had 
not been put in writing. William, Jr. proved to be a good steward of the land. Part of the 
property that belonged to William Jameson, Sr. is still owned by various descendants of 
his family. Fran and Gerry both felt that they were walking on sacred ground as they 
visited with newly met (distant) relatives on the very acreage of their forefathers.

John Jameson (in 1967) wrote that William Jameson, Sr. was one of the founders of 
Cross Roads Baptist Church. According to Cousin Mary Davis, William, Jr. served in 
1815 (possibly longer), as church clerk. William, Sr. supposedly started the Sunday 
school. At least two generations of Jameson families worshipped there. Other Jamesons 
and their descendants have been members of this church through the years. Cross Roads 
Baptist Church is located on S.C. Road #183 and Old Farr's Bridge Road. Fran and Gerry 
drove down the sign-posted Jameson Road. At the next extension of the road, the signpost 
read Jamison Road. (The sisters had just visited with T.M. Jameson, Jr. on Jameson 
Road; he had told them that the Jamisons who had an "i" in their surname were not kin to 
the Jamesons who spelled it with an "e." Odd!) They drove down this extension of the 
"non-kin" Jamison Road to Highway #183 and turned right. Cross Roads Baptist church

33 Ibid., QonveyjingQ BqqK H, p. 392; p. 323-324.
34 Ibid., p. 69.
35 Ibid., pp. 261-262.
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was on the right. Linda Gilstrap, the secretary of the church, cordially greeted them. 
Upon hearing of Fran and Gerry's interest in knowing about the early history of the 
church and of their ancestors who attended it, Linda telephoned an older lady of the 
community, Viola Childress, who was familiar with the early history of the Cross Roads 
Community. After asking her some questions, Linda hung up the phone, turned and told 
Fran and Gerry that she would lock the church office and go with them to the site of 
William, Sr.'s grave. Driving out of the church parking lot, they turned left onto 
Highway #183 and drove a short distance to the site of the old Cross Roads store, now 
vacant. Just past this, they came to a plot of land on the right where a mobile home 
stood. A dirt road led off the highway by the side of the mobile home. They took this dirt 
road and stopped near a big tree that had a "Beware of Dog!“ sign nailed to it. Pointing 
toward the barn, Linda told the women that there were some unmarked graves in the 
clearing beside the barn. These were the graves of William, Sr.'s family. The fierce, 
barking dog was between them and this site; they dared not go near the graves. Fran 
made a photo of the area where the simple rocks used as headstones could be seen. Across 
Highway #183 was a barn. Linda told them that Joshua and Elizabeth Fowler, parents of 
Rebecca Fowler Jameson, (William, Jr.'s wife) were buried over there. They walked 
across the road and found Joshua and Elizabeth Fowler's graves; their names were 
engraved on the stone markers - there was no doubt that this was their burial plot. The 
Fowler's property adjoined William Jameson, Sr.'s in the Cross Roads Community. The 
Fowlers, the Boyds, and the Burdines were neighbors and friends of the William 
Jamesons, Sr. This writer wondered if these families had traveled together from 
Virginia to this place - their final earthly home. What hardships and joys had they 
shared through the years? How she wished one of them could speak to her that day. The 
soft wind stirred in the tall, golden-brown broom sedge, while chirping birds flew 
overhead in the bright, blue sky. Knowing that only her imagination could transport her 
back to their time, Fran cast her eyes heavenward and quietly thanked God for these 
ancestors of long ago. The Fowlers, too, are a part of her family heritage. (According to 
Suzanne Parker of Houston, Texas, Joshua Fowler fought in the 6th South Carolina 
Regular Army Regiment from July 16, 1776 to June 1, 1777 during the Revolutionary 
War. This she found in the D.A.R. records.)

As Fran and Gerry drove back to the church, Linda told them that the church once stood 
near the store in the Cross Roads Community, but it was later moved (about three miles) 
to its present location. Before Gerry and Fran left, this new friend gave them A History 
of Cross Roads Baptist Church. At home, Fran read this compilation. The church was 
founded in 1798. At first, the members met in homes. Members of this congregation 
were Scots-lrish, Welsh and Dutch settlers who had "wagon-trained" in from North 
Carolina and Virginia to this area. These pioneers had learned how to deal with the 
Indians, how to clear land and how to build a community. They were God loving people 
who wanted to meet together to read the Bible, sing and pray. Together, these warm
hearted people worked to build a church and a community. Cross Road's Meeting House 
was built on three acres of land around one of the three head branches of Dody's Creek. 
The first known land grant for the building of a "meeting house" was given by Needham 
Freeman to William Hunt and Jeptha Freeman who were chosen commissioners for Cross 
Roads Baptist Church. This is recorded in the Pendleton District, Oct. 24, 1814, and is 
on file in the S.C. Dept, of Archives and History in Columbia, S.C. At first it was called 
Cross Roads Church of Christ. They met once a month. Members were admonished if 
their behavior warranted such; and, sometimes, if they had behaved too badly, they were 
turned out of the church. The expression, "his church letter remained in his trunk for 
years," would apply to some of these errant ones. In later years, after some members 
became slave owners, a special section of the church auditorium was designated for the 
slaves to sit and worship with their white masters. The slaves, too, were admonished for
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their negative actions. It was only after slavery was abolished that the church became 
segregated.36 (William, Sr. and William, Jr. owned slaves.)

In June 1987, Fran and her husband re-visited Cross Roads Baptist Church. At that 
time Linda Gilstrap allowed them to read the minutes of the early period of the church. 
However, the first Minutes Book had been lost. As members of the church at that time, 
the families of William Jameson, Sr. and William Jameson, Jr. would have appeared in 
it. (In October of 1987, Linda Gilstrap, at 43 years of age, died of a cerebral 
hemorrhage: Viola Childers wrote to inform Fran of Linda's death. What a valuable role 
this young woman played in the search for Fran's ancestors.)

During the visit to South Carolina in June of 1987, Kenneth and Fran visited T.M. 
Jameson, Jr. T.M.'s brother came to meet them and after a short visit, they all went to 
the Jameson cemetery on Jameson Road. Next to it was the home (still standing - but 
being used to store hay) of their grandfather's, Thomas Orr Jameson. T.M. said that the 
land they were standing on had been acquired by William Jameson, Sr. in the 1780s and 
was a part of the large Briggs Holdings, which was a land grant from England when the 
Carolinas were British colonies. This writer has not been able to document this. 
However in T.M.'s scrapbook^^ there was a newspaper picture of the ojd Jameson home 
place with this caption underneath it: Tract of land acquired from the large Briggs 
hQldinqs. which W9? a land grant from Epgiand- There was a Robert Briggs, along with 
William Jameson, Jr. (and others), who witnessed a division of a tract of land on the 
west side of the Saluda River on Nov. 2, 1830 for Philip Sitton.^8 His name also 
appeared on the warrant of appraisal (document) of William Jameson, Sr.'s final estate 
settlement.39 What connection, if any, did this Robert Briggs have to the Briggs 
Holdings? One of William, Jr.'s sons was named Pyramus Briggs. Was he named for this 
man? The mystery thickens on these distant relatives. Perhaps some of the Jameson 
"history-loving" descendants will search for records that are hidden to this writer and 
will shed more light on these beloved ancestors, the first Jamesons of this family line to 
live in America.

William Jameson, Sr., at the age of 81, died on December 23, 1818 without a will. 
Margaret, his wife, relinquished her rights as administratrix of his estate to W. 
Abraham Burdine and William McCollum on December 31, 1818 before John Harris, 
Ordinary of Pendleton District.

To cover the settlement of William Jameson, Sr.'s estate, an administration bond of two 
thousand dollars was taken out by Abraham Burdine, William McCollum, Daniel 
McCollum and William Jameson, Jr. on January 8, 1819.

An inventory of William Jameson, Sr.'s worldly goods was made. A group of appraisers: 
John Bowen, John Humphries, Robert H. Briggs, Ambrose Bradley, Sr. and Needham 
Freeman were named on Jan. 8, 1819. Some interesting items that appeared on the 
inventory list were: 1 lot of books - $5.00, 1 lot of old books - $5.00, 3 Dictionary

36 History of Cross Roads Baptist Church. Easley. South Carolina 1798-1983: 
compiled by Charles Breazeale, Bruce Capell and Asilee Looper, pp. 1-9.

37 While Gerry and T.M. conversed, Fran was allowed to look at T.M.'s family research.
33 A Collection of Upper S.C. Genealogical Familv Records. Vol. 1: Editor James E. Wooiy;

Southern Historical Press, Easley, S.C., 1979; p. 289.
39 Deeds and Property Final Settlement Papers of William Jameson. Sr.l of Pendleton 

District. S.C.. 1819: microfilmed from Package #2, Bundle #10, Box 10, #336 at 
the S.C. Dept, of Archives and History, June 1987.
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books - $6.00, 1 slate - $1.00, 1 half desk - $3.00 (it sold for $4.00), 1 desk - 
$3.00, 1 lot of chears (sic) - $4.50, 1 lot Indian baskets - $1.00, 1 man's saddle and 
blanket - $15.00, 1 old saddle - $1.00. (Was the old saddle the one that William used 
on the move from Virginia to S.C.?) Other items were; 1 smooth bore gun shot bag - 
$10.00, spice mill/sheep shars (sic)/candle moles (sic) - $2.00, 1 spider - $1.00, 1 
cubbard (sic) and crockery ware - $16.00, 1 lot of puter (sic) dishes - $3.00, fier 
(sic) dogs - $1.50, 1 steal (sic) coffee mill - $2.50, 1 Negro boy named Andy - 
$500.00, and 1 Negro woman named Nan - $400.00. Both Negroes were sold to John 
Archer for $1300.00. The appraisal total was $1373.50.

The petition for the sale was set for Friday, February 5, 1819. The sale items were 
livestock, plantation tools, household furniture and two Negroes. The first buyer listed 
was William Jameson, Jr., age 32. He purchased some of his father's tools. Other 
familiar names appeared on the list as buyers. Margaret only bought a bedstead. It is 
logical to think that she, at 75, was moving in with one of her children and this would be 
all that she would need. Her pewter plates, crockery dishes, a loom and other household 
items were sold. Credit for a period of 12 months was given to the buyers. The sale 
brought $1847.68 1/2. One of the expenses defrayed on that day was "for whiskey 
drank at the sale," paid to John Bowen.

Debts were paid; notes owed to William Jameson, Sr. were collected; on-going expenses 
were paid through May of 1825, two years after Margaret's death, which was on June 
22, 1823. She died at the age of 80.

Legatees of the estate were John McElroy, Elizah Barnard, Andrew Barnard, Daniel 
McCollum, Jesse Langston, and Margaret Jameson. By the final settlement, Andrew 
Barnard's name had been dropped from the list but he had been paid $200.00 in 1820. 
Had he died? Why wasn't William Jameson, Jr. named as a legatee? Was it because he 
was given his father's land? Why were these other men named? Were they Margaret's 
son-in-laws, the husbands of the "missing, mystery daughters?" If a researcher looks 
for these men's wives' names and finds that they fit the Jameson girl's names, the 
mystery as to what happened to these ancestors might be solved.

When young William Jameson, Sr. departed from his home in Ireland, he bravely 
entered a "New World." He must have been an energetic, enterprising, dauntless, 
adventuresome individual. He married a courageous young woman who faced the 
primitive conditions of pioneer life in America. Raising a family during these times 
must have been challenging. Leaving their beloved relatives in Ireland had to be 
difficult: this couple had to have faith in each other and in God; their love had to be deep 
and abiding as they made their dreams come true by conquering their very own land in 
upper South Carolina. The descendants of these early Scots-lrish ancestors can point 
with pride at the accomplishments and the fortitude of these long ago forebears.

The Family of WlHlam and Margaret (Westmoreland) Jameson. Sr.
(First known Jameson Generation - F.J.C.'s Family Line)

(Most of the information on this family came from Minnie J. Orr and Evelyn 
Orr Gallimore's research papers. Both are now deceased)

1. Husband: William Jameson. Sr.: b. 12-17-1737 in Ireland; m. (?) in (?) ; 
died: 12-23-1818 in Cross Roads Community, Pickens Co., S.C.;

Copied from the legal papers of the settlement of William Jameson, Sr.'s estate, 
1883.
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buried: Cross Roads Community on private land, which he once owned, in 
a family cemetery with headstones (large rocks) marking the graves.

Wife: Margaret Westmoreland Jameson: b. 4-11-1743 (?); m. (?); d. 6-22-1823
in Cross Roads Community, Pickens Co., S.C.; buried: (same as above).

Children: 5 daughtgr?. i son
2. Jane Jameson; b. 11-15-1763 in (?)
2. Margaret Jameson; b. 10-7-1765 in (?)
2. Isabella Jameson; b. 6-24-1778 in (?)
2. Elizabeth Jameson; b. 8-7-1780 in (?)
2. Agnes Jameson; b. 2-17-1784 in (?)
2. William Jameson. Jr.: b. 10-12-1786 in S.C.; m. c.1810 or 1811 in 

S.C.; d. 4-4-1850 on Jameson Road in Pickens Co., S.C.; 
buried: Jameson Cemetery, Jameson Road, Pickens Co., Easley, S.C. 

Wife: Rebecca Fowler Jameson: b. c.1787 in S.C.; m. c.1810 or 1811; 
d. 8-13-1851 in Pickens Co., S.C.; buried: (same as above).
Her parents: Joshua and Elizabeth Fowler. Pickens Co., S.C.

Children: 9 sons. 2 daughters
3. Frances (Franky) Jameson Perry
3. Madison Jameson
3. Wilkinson Jameson
3. John Jameson
3. William Milton Jameson, III
3. Westley Jameson
3. Joshua Jameson
3. Pyramus Briggs (P.B.) Jameson
3. McElroy Jameson
3. Louisa Jane Jameson Jones
3. Carrol Jameson

(Note: See Family Sheet at the end of William Jameson, Jr.'s chapter for more 
information on his children.)

The Scotsman, Robert Burn's, 
CfiYgnantgr'? Qrgcg

Some hae meat that canna eat
And some wad eat that want It; 

But we hae meat, and we can eat.
And sae the Lord be thanklt.

"The door to the past is a strange door.
It swings open and things pass through it, 

but they pass in one direction oniy.
No man can return across that threshold, 

though he can look down still and see the
green light waver in the water weeds."

- Loren Eisely, American Anthropologist (1907-1977)
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Second Jameson Generation

William Jameson, Jr.^
(1786 -18 50 )

Rebecca Fowler Jameson
(ca. 1787 41-1851)

*ln 1786, the year that William Jameson, Jr. was born, Robert Burns wrote "Poems 
Chiefly in the Scottish Dialect." A nail-making machine was designed by an American. 
The year that Rebecca Fowler was born, in 1787, the Constitution of the U.S. was signed 
in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. The dollar currency was introduced in the U.S.*

To William and Margaret Jameson, Sr. an only son and their youngest child, William 
Jameson, Jr., was born on October 12, 1786 in pioneer country. The lad had five 
sisters: Jane, Margaret, Isabella, Elizabeth and Agnes. Cousin Mary B. Davis wrote in 
her 1925 Jameson Family paper that William Jameson, Jr. was born in South Carolina. 
This writer does not know how long they had lived there. Cousin Mary also said that the 
family had come from Orange County, Virginia by wagon train to South Carolina.

William's father acquired a lot of land in the Cross Creek Community. He must have been 
a leader in the community because his name appeared as a witness on many property 
transactions in the Saluda River area. William, Jr., being the only son, probably 
worked closely with his father, William Jameson, Sr.

William, Jr. was probably very young when he learned to use an ax and a plow. The 
backcountry of South Carolina had an abundance of wild life, so he must have hunted in 
the forests and fished in George's Creek, Saluda River and other streams. A South 
Carolina historian wrote that in the upper country of South Carolina, during the early 
settlement of the land in the 1700s, there was much game - even buffaloes - wild 
turkeys, deer, bears, beavers, otters, musk-rats, wolves, panthers, and wildcats. The 
pelts of these animals were traded for needed supplies. Being a farmer, William, Sr. 
raised crops, which William, Jr. helped to plant and harvest. By 1790, the farmers 
were raising corn, wheat, and other grains. But cotton had become a major crop because 
the profit margin was greater on this farm product.

From the inventory of William, Sr.'s estate, this writer believes that education must 
have been important to William, Sr. and Margaret; for among their worldly goods was 1 
lot of books, 1 lot of old books, 3 dictionary books, 1 slate, 1 desk and 1 half-desk. 
Were these packed in their covered wagon when they migrated south? Was there a school 
in the Cross Creek community for their children to attend or were they taught at home 
by their father? (Margaret could not read or write. Her mark, in place of a signature, 
was made on the documents of her husband's estate settlement in 1818.)

On the 1790 Ninety-Six District, South Carolina, U.S. Census, William Jemison (sic) is 
listed. There is 1 male over 16, including the head of the household (William, Sr.) and 
1 male under 16 (William, Jr.). There are 4 females listed, including the head of the 
household. William, Jr.'s sisters were Jane, Margaret, Isabella, Elizabeth and Agnes - 
that would have been six females. It is probable that Jane (27) and Margaret (25) had 
married by this time and were no longer living at home. If that were the case, the four 
females in the home would have been Isabella, Elizabeth, Agnes and their mother,

On the Pickens Co.. S.C.. 1850 U.S. Census. Rebecca's age is recorded as 63 years 
old. Found in the S.C. Archives, Columbia, S.C.
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Margaret. Another William Jemison is also listed in the Ninety-Six Pendleton District. 
Who was he? Was he a relative? There were 4 males over 16, 1 female under 16, and 
9 females over 16 in this other William Jemison family. This family make-up would 
not have fitted this writer's ancestor, William Jameson, Sr.

On neighboring property, lived Joshua and Elizabeth Fowler, early pioneers of this 
section of South Carolina. Joshua Fowler must have been held in high esteem by his 
neighbors and friends because his name also appears as a witness of many land sales. 
Their daughter Rebecca, born in South Carolina^^^ l̂as near William, Jr.'s age. These 
youngsters probably played together when they were children and both of their families 
attended the same church. In 1798, William, Sr. helped to establish the Cross Roads 
Baptist Church.^® At first it was called Cross Roads Church of Christ and the members 
met in homes.'*^ When William Jameson, Jr. and Rebecca Fowler grew into adulthood, 
they fell in love and married.

William, Jr. appears on the 1800 and 1810 U.S. Census in the William Jameson, Sr. 
household in the Pendleton District of South Carolina. By 1810, William, Jr. was 22 
years old. This must have been about the time that he and Rebecca Fowler married. This 
writer does not know their wedding date but, since their first-born child's birth was in 
May of 1812, they possibly married in 1811 or perhaps 1810.

On the 1820 Pendleton, South Carolina, U.S. Census, William, Jr. is listed as head of his 
household. There is 1 male in the household over 26 (William, Jr.); 1 female under 10 
(Franky) and 1 female 26 or older (Rebecca).

William, Jr. and Rebecca Fowler Jameson made their home in the Cross Creek 
Community, adjacent to William, Sr.'s property. There, William, Jr. farmed alongside 
his father. This young couple, William, Jr. and Rebecca, was blessed with two daughters 
and nine sons: Wilkinson, Madison, John, William Milton, Joshua. Westley, Pyramus 
Briggs, McElroy, Carrol, Frances (Franky) and Louisa Jane. (In material dated after 
William Milton's birth, he is referred to as William III. Was Milton the middle name of 
William, Sr. and William, Jr.? This writer has found no documentation to confirm 
this.) William, Jr. and Rebecca named one son after her father, Joshua Fowler, and 
another for William, Jr.'s father, William, Sr. McElroy was probably named for John 
McElroy, who was a neighbor in the Cross Road Community and who is listed with 
William Jameson, Sr. on legal records as a witness to land transactions. Pyramus 
Briggs was probably named for John Briggs who was a friend of William Jameson, Jr.'s. 
John Briggs was a witness for land transactions with William Jameson, Jr.

(Note: In documents and family writings, Westley's name is sometimes spelled Wesley 
and Wilkinson's name is sometimes spelled Wilkerson. Joshua, the legal representative 
and newspaper writer for his family, consistently spelled them Westley and Wilkinson; 
therefore, this writer thinks that his spelling of the names must be correct.)

When William, Sr. died in 1818, his inventoried estate of chattels and goods were sold 
and the money went to his widow and legatees."^® But all of his vast land holdings were

42 Taken from Pickens Co., S.C., 1850 U.S. Census information.
43 As written in 1967 by John Jameson of Oklahoma City, Okla., a descendant of 

Madison Jameson, to I .  M. Jameson, Jr. of Easley, S.C.
44 History of Cross Roads Baptist Church. Easlev . S.C.. compiled by Charles Breazale, 

Bruce Capell, Asilee Looper, p. 3.
45 From the InyentQry of WiUiam JsmesgJI Sf.'s £stal.e. s .  C. Archives, Columbia S.C.
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left to William, Jr.'*® This only living son was a good caretaker of his father's property. 
William, Jr. and Rebecca taught their children to love God, to love their families, to do 
their best with whatever task was given them, to be good neighbors and friends, and to 
love their state and country. In the paper that Mary B. Davis gave at the Jameson Family 
Reunion in 1925, she reported that William Jameson, Jr., in 1815, was clerk of Cross 
Roads Baptist Church. This is also stated in the records of the church.

Rebecca lost her father, Joshua Fowler, in 1831. The following information appears in 
Wooley's book. Estate of Joshua Fowler. Box 4 #38. Probate Judge Office. Pickens, 
S.C. Est. Admr. 4 Feb. 1833 by William Jameson, Abraham Burdine, Mark Freeman, 
Charles Durham who are bound unto Jas. H. Dendy, Ord. in the sum of $2,000.00. On 19 
Jan. 1833 Elizabeth Fowler widow relinquished her Admr. to William Jameson and 
Abraham Burdine. Cit. published at Cross Road Meeting House. [The two administrators 
are not listed as heirs.] The heirs are Elizabeth - wife of Mark Freeman, Joshua 
Fowler, Jr. deed., Thos. Fowler deed., heirs of John Leonard, Ruth - wife of Moses 
Cantrell, William Fowler, John Fowler who lived in Wayne Co., Tenn., John's wife was 
Beddy Freeman, Josiah Fowler, Milly - wife of Robt. Boyd deed., and Elizabeth - the 
widow. Joshua Fowler owned 662 1/2 acres on George's Creek, adj. land of Edmond 
Singleton, Samuel Hall and others.'^^ [William Jameson, Jr. had property there, also.]

In Book A, page 10 of Probate Records in Pickens County, South Carolina's this appears: 
Josuha Fowler owned 662 acres on the waters of George's Creek bounded by lands of 
Singleton, Samuel Hall and others. Dated 7 Oct. 1833. William Jameson applicant to 
Mark Freeman and wife Elizabeth. Heirs of Joshua Fowler, Jr. deed. Heirs of Thomas 
Fowler deed. Heirs of John Leonard, Mose Cantrel and wife Ruth, William Fowler, John 
Fowler, Josiah Fowler. [William Jameson, Jr. owned a lot of land on George's Creek. 
Did he buy this property, too?]

In the 1840 Pickens County, South Carolina, U.S. Census, William Jameson, Jr. appears 
for the last time. He was listed as head of the household and his occupation was 
agriculture. There were 2 males under 15 [McElroy and Carrol], 3 males under 20 
[Westley, Joshua, P.B.], 2 males under 30 [William M. and John], 1 male under 60 
[William, Jr.], 1 female under 15 [Louisa J.], 1 female under 60 [Rebecca] and one 
member of the household who could not read or write. [This must have been Rebecca.]

In the 1850 Pickens County, South Carolina U.S. Census (Oct. 2,1850), Rebecca 
Jameson is listed as the head of the household, age 63; her real estate was valued at 
$5,000; her birthplace was South Carolina. The only children listed in the household 
were McElroy (24), farming; Louisa J. (22); and Carrol (20), a laborer.

William, Jr. was a Mason and all nine of his sons were Masons. Out of nine sons, seven 
of them fought as confederate soldiers during the War Between the States. Two of the 
sons died on the battlefield: William M. Jameson, III at Spotsylvania, Virginia on May 
12, 1864 - he left a widow and six children; and Westley Jameson on June 18, 1864 - 
he left a widow and eight children. Carrol Jameson sickened and died in the army - he 
left a widow and three children.'^® What heartache this family and other families had 
during this dreadful era of U.S. history!

T.M. Jameson, Jr. verified this.
A Collection of Upper S.C. Genealogical and Family Records. Vol. 1. Jas. E. Wooley, 
Southern Historical Press, Easley, S.C., 1979, p. 127.

Prpbatg Rggprd?. PiQken§.Co.^.S>g>. .BQ(?K.A, p. io.
From the paper Mary B. Davis presented at the Jameson Reunion in 1925.
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A decade before the War Between the States, William, Jr. fell prey to a fever (not 
identified) and lingered with this illness for seven months). At the age of 63, William 
Jameson, Jr. died on April 4, 1850.^0 A year later on August 13, 1851, Rebecca also 
died. Neither had to face the bitter conflict and sadness of the War Between the States 
that their children would experience in the 1860s. The old couple was laid to rest in the 
Jameson Cemetery on Jameson Road in Easley, South Carolina. Earlier, William, Jr. had 
designated a plot of his property for a family cemetery. [When this writer and her 
sister Gerry visited this cemetery in 1986, they saw these ancestors' graves as well as 
other Jameson relatives' marked and unmarked graves. A quiet serenity engulfed this 
hallowed place as the autumn breezes gently stirred the dried, fallen leaves on the 
ground. This writer and her husband returned to Easley the next year. T.M. Jameson and 
his brother went with them to the cemetery; the men “pointed out" where William, Jr. 
and Rebecca's home once stood - it was across the road from this burial ground.]

In 1989, this author had a letter from Dr. Hal Jameson of Easley, S.C. who asked for 
information on his ancestor, John Jameson. She sent him what she had collected. There 
was no response. T.M. wrote on his Christmas card in 1988 that Dr. Hal Jameson was 
making improvements in the cemetery. T.M. also said that the last person, at that time, 
to be buried in the Jameson Cemetery was Finley Jameson in 1987. Finley was a great- 
grandson of John Jameson. Since that time, T.M. Jameson, Jr. died on January 11, 1992 
and was buried in the cemetery that he so lovingly kept. Who will continue to see after 
the up-keep of this property?

According to T.M. Jameson, Jr., William, Jr.'s ten remaining children inherited about 
200 acres each of their father and grandfather's land. [P.B., age 22, never married, 
died in 1846.] Because William Jameson, Jr. died intestate [had no written will], W.D. 
Steele, Ordinary of Pickens District, South Carolina, on May 6, 1850, appointed Joshua 
and William Milton Jameson as joint administrators of the final settlement of their 
father's estate. An inventory of his estate was required in the Ordinary's office by the 
first Monday in August 1850. Information gathered by these brothers included: cash on 
hand at William Jr.'s death - $584.00; burial expenses: crier - $1.00, work on grave
- $13.00, coffin - $6.50, funeral (service) expense - $6.50, which totaled $27.00. 
(Today's standard funeral expenses are exorbitant when compared to this meager 
amount.) Evidently, William loaned money to various friends and family. This was 
totaled and interest was added on some loans and other loans were interest free. Collected 
was $269.91. Other notes were collected to the amount of $395.40 3/4. Book accounts 
of $56.61 1/4 were entered. Appraisers Thomas Turner, Moses Hendricks, and James 
Burdine conducted the sale of William, Jr.'s goods and chattels. Sales total was 
$4435.75. The long list was spelled phonetically: building materials; tools; livestock - 
bulls, heifers, shoats, sows, sheep, lambs and ewes; farming supplies [seeds]; crops and 
products; house furnishings and slaves. Some of the interesting items on the appraised 
inventory list were: 1 bell cow and heafer - $9.00, 1 heafer with a black head - $4.00, 
1 wooden bucket & diper / 1 wash pan - $.50, 1 desk sink stand - $1.00, 1 fall leaf & 2 
half round tables - $3.00, 1 cubert & contents - $5.00, 1 side borde / 1 clock/ 1 
looking glass - $15.00, 1 lot of chears - $1.50, 1 set of fire doges / 1 fire shovele & 
tongs - $ .50, 1 bookcase & contents - $.50, 1 bed & stid / 3 candle sticks & snuffers - 
$.50, 1 skellet / 2 smoothing irons - $.30, 3 flower [flour] barels - $.50, 5 sugar 
barels - $.25, 1 sun dile - $.12 1/2, 1 set shew [shoe] tools & lasts [laces], 3 cythes 
& creddels [cradles] - $3.00, 1 croscut [cross cut] saw - $2.00, 1 pneu [new] pare 
[pair] saddle wallets - $3.00, 1 rifle gun / shots/ pouch & bullett moles [molds] - 
$10.00, 1 book Merican [American] Military Byography - $1.00, 1 Walker's

S.C. Index to 1850 Mortality Census (U.S.). Ronald Vern Jackson, 1989
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Dictionary - $1.50, 1 natter [nature] book - $.25, 1 History of Josephus - $1.00 
[ancient Jewish historian], 1 pneu testament - $.30, 1 Bynes astronemy [astronomy] - 
$.25, 1 lot of small books - $2.50, 1 foot adds [adz] - $.50, 4 matics [mattocks] - 
$2.00, 3 pickeling tubs/ 1 hogheaid [hog's hea(^/ 1 cask - $1.00, 1 ovene & led [lid]/ 
1 spider / 1 baker - $.30, 2 bred [bread] trais [trays] / 1 ware [wire] sive [sieve] - 
$.75, 1 spining [spinning] wheele - $.50, 1 hand hamer [hammer] and ole axe - $.30, 
1 Negro man named Bob - $500.00, 1 Negro girl named Milly - $250.00 [Were these 
two the Bob and Milly that Joshua later freed?], 1 Negro man named Punch - $650.00, 
1 Negro man named Anthony - $285.00, 1 Negro woman named Faith and boy child 
Sandy - $600.00, 1 Negro boy named Sam - $400.00, 1 Negro girl named Mary - 
$350.00, 1 Negro boy named Dary - $150.00, 1 slate - $.20. Lard, bacon, a log cart, 
saddles, two-horse wagon, etc. [signed] May 22, 1850, Correct Bill of Sale, Thomas J. 
Turner, appraiser.

Additional appraisals and sales were on November 14, 1850. These were the harvested 
crops. There was a good yield - a few crops listed were: 45 pounds of picked cotton (@
12 1/2 cents a lb.) - $5.62 1/2; 54 1/4 lbs. wool (® $ .25 per lb.) - $13.56 1/4; 
635 bushels corn (@ 60 cts. per bu.) - $381.00; 55 1/2 bu. wheat (@ 62 1/2 cts. 
per bu.) - $34.37 1/2. There were sweet potatoes, short corn, beef hides, shucks, 
potatoes, fodder, 1 lot of soap, 23 lbs. of tallow, etc. Interestingly, more books were 
listed: Thomasonian Recorder / Hopsons Naritive (Narrative) / Robinsons Lectures - 
$1.00. This appraisal and sale brought $577.63 3/4. “We do hear by sertify that this 
is a corect list of appraisement of the within named property of the Estate of William 
Jameson Deed. Sworn Appraisor, Moses Hendricks and James Burdine.” (Copied, 
spelling and all, as it appeared on the document.) Book Accounts kept coming in. On July 
26, 1852 an additional $269.91 was entered. On February 5, 1855, the final division 
of William, Jr.’s assets was paid to the heirs.®^

While searching for information on Jameson ancestors, various records were found. 
Some of these will be copied here; other information acquired from other descendants 
will be presented.

Jameson. William Pack 124, Clerk of Court Office. Pickens, S.C. I, William 
Jameson of Pickens Dist., in consideration of $28 to be paid by Josiah Trotter 
of the same Dist. have granted, sold, bargained and released a tract of land 
containing 9 1/2 acres, adj. Trotters land on the East, and Wm. Jameson on the 
East. Dated 23 June 1849. Wit; B.J. Williams, Carrol Jameson. [Signed] 
William Jameson. Proved on oath of B.J. Williams before L. Hendricks M.P.D. 
on the 8 Aug. 1850.52

Jameson. William In Equity #39. Clerk of Court Office. Pickens, S.C. In 
Equity, To the Honr. the Chancellors: Your orator William M. Jameson and 
Joshua Jameson that William Jameson of Pickens Dist. departed this life intestate 
on the 4 April 1850. Possessed of considerable real estate consisting of five 
tracts, viz. The home tract on George's Creek waters of Saluda River containing 
768 acres. The Singleton tract on George's Creek, containing 146 acres. The 
Bowen tract on George's Creek, containing 15 acres, the Cedar Rock tract on head 
waters of George's Creek, containing 662 acres. The Medlock tract lying on 12 
Mile River, containing 221 1/2 acres. The Barnett tract on George's Creek 
containing 50 acres. Said lands are subject to division amongst Rebecca Jameson

Legal papers of Wm. Jameson. Jr.'s final Estate settlement. Obtained at the Pickens 
Co. Court House, Pickens, S.C. by this writer in 1986.

52 Wooley, Vol. II, op. cit., 1981, p. 151.
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the widow of the deed, and ten chn. to wit, Frances the wife of William H. Perry, 
Madison Jameson, Wilkinson Jameson, John Jameson, your orator William 
Jameson, Westley Jameson, your orator Joshua Jameson, McElroy Jameson, 
Louisa J. Jameson and Carrol Jameson a minor the age of 14 yrs. to wit twenty 
yrs. old. Your orator shewth that P.B. Jameson one of the heirs of William 
Jameson deed, departed this life in 1846 four years before his father, leaving no 
heirs, save his mother and brothers and sisters, having never intermarried. The 
lands eannot be divided without manifest injury to some of the parties. Filed 13 
Nov. 1850.53 [Note: William, Jr. owned 1,862 1/2 aeres of land at the time of 
his death. How mueh he inherited from his father, William Jameson, Sr. is not 
known by this writer.]

Jameson. William Box 22 #269. Probate Judge Offiee. Piekens, S.C. Est. 
admnr. 6 May 1850 by Wm. M. Jameson, Joshua Jameson, W.L Keith, P. 
Alexander are bound unto Wm. D. Steele, Ord. in the sum of $10,000. 
Settlement. Louisa, Carrol, William, Wilkinson, Madison, Joshua, John, 
Westley Jameson, Wm. Perry [for Franky] eaeh reed. $285. Paid MeElroy 
Jameson $258.03. Paid 18 Jan. 1853 Wm. H. Perry and wife Frances
$267.76.54

Rebecca Jameson Box 25 #293. Probate Judge Offiee. Pickens, S.C. Est. admnr.
3 Nov. 1851 by Wm. M. Jameson, Joshua Jameson, John Jameson, Thomas H. 
Bowen who are bound unto Wm. D. Steele, Ord., in the sum of $5,000. Paid 10 
Feb. 1854 Wm. H. Perry and wife Frances $42.03. Carrol Jameson $42.03. 
John Jameson $42.03. McElroy Jameson $42.03. Louisa J. Jameson $42.03. 
Westley Jameson $42.03.^5

Jameson. Carrol Box 75 #801. Probate Judge Office. Pickens, S.C. I, Carrol 
Jameson of Pickens Dist., being in good bodily health and of sound mind and 
memory. I will that all my just debts and funeral expenses shall be paid. I give 
and bequeath to my beloved wife Amanda Jameson the tract of land on which I live, 
containing 260 acres, also two Negro girls named Antinett about 12 yrs. of age 
and Adeline about 8 yrs. of age, to have the said property so long as she remains 
unmarried and my widow. Should she marry, I devise my property to be sold and 
divided between my wife and my children as the law directs. Should she not 
marry, she is to remain in full possession of all property until death, then to be 
sold and proceeds to be divided equally between my children (not named). The 
balance of my property to be sold and proceeds applied to the payment of my debts 
and funeral charges. I appoint John Jameson, Benjamin F. Williams executors. 
Dated this 28 March 1862. Wit. Mary E. Bowen, Moses Hendricks, R.E. 
Holcombe. [Signed] Carrol Jameson. Proven 3 March 1864. Owned 260 acres 
on George's Creek adj. land of James McAdams, Marthey Burdine and others.56 
Jameson. William M. Box 78 # 834. Probate Judge Office. Piekens, S.C. Est. 
admnr. 30 Sept. 1864 by Dorcas P. Jameson, Wm. Couch, Richard Lendhart who 
are bound unto W.E. Holcombe, Ord. in the sum of $25,000. Inventory made by 
Moses Hendricks, John Jameson, Benjamin F. Williams, Joshua Jameson. ^7

53 Ibid.
54 Ibid.
55 Ibid.
5® Ibid., p. 150. 
5^ Ibid., p. 151.
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Jameson. Dorcas In Equity, Box 2 337. Clerk of Court Office. Pickens, South 
Carolina. On 6 Jan. 1868 Dorcas P. Jameson, Mary A. Couch, William Couch 
are bound unto Robert A. Thompson, Clerk, in Equity in the sum of $4,200. On
13 Aug. 1866 Dorcas P. Jameson, guardian of Mary J. Jameson, William C. 
Jameson, Margaret A. Jameson, minors over 14 years. William M. Jameson III 
deceased, their father. Dorcas P. Jameson their mother.^® [William Milton 
Jameson III, Confederate soldier, was killed on a battle-field in Spotsylvania, 
Virginia on May 12, 1864.]

Jameson. "Minors" Box 8 #126. Probate Judge Office. Pickens, S.C. On 15 
Nov. 1869 Amanda M. McAdams. James Orr, John O. Davis are bound unto I.H. 
Philpot, Ord. in the sum of $4,000. Amanda M. McAdams guardian of Thomas
O. Jameson, Sarah A.R. Jameson, John C. Jameson minors under 21 years. 
Amanda M. McAdams - their mother. Entitled to shares of estate of Carrol 
Jameson deceased. In Oct. 1877, Sarah A.R. had married an Orr.^® [Carrol, a 
Confederate soldier, sickened and died while in the army. His wife Amanda 
remarried after his death; thus, according to his will, Carrol's assets were 
divided among his children and her.]

McElrov Jameson ... McElroy Jameson was born in Pickens County, South 
Carolina 3rd September 1826. He was the son of William Jameson, Jr. and 
Rebecca Fowler. Margaret Cassa Ferguson was born in Pickens County, South 
Carolina, 30 October 1837. She was the daughter of James and Anna Dean 
Ferguson. McElroy Jameson and Margaret Cassa Ferguson were married at the 
home of Margaret's father, James Ferguson, on the 4th of October 1855 by the 
Rev. Roper. In 1860 when the War Between the States was declared, McElroy 
Jameson was the postmaster at Easley, S.C. and owned a plantation three miles 
north of Easley. Early in the war he was kept at home to serve his country as a 
postmaster. It was not long, however, before he volunteered his services at 
Pocotaligo, South Carolina, where there was a muster roll.
McElroy Jameson was placed in Co. A., 20th S.C. Infantry, Kershaw's Brigade,
12 February 1862 and remained until the end of the struggle. He served under 
Gen. Joseph E. Johnston, at Greensboro, North Carolina. McElroy was discharged 
26 April 1865. He returned home on foot to find nothing left of his property 
except his land. His home had been over-run, mules and horses driven away, 
with many other valuable articles missing. However, his wife and three children 
were there to greet him. Margaret Ferguson Jameson died 1 February 1892. 
McEroy Jameson died 17 January 1908. They are buried in the Jameson 
Cemetery. [Dollie Curtis Perry is his great granddaughter. She joined the Greys 
of Oconee United Daughter's of the Confederacy, 15 July 1976.®°]

(Note: The next writings were copied by Frances J. Cadenhead from a handwritten paper 
at Vernon and Martha Jameson's home in 1986. The author of the paper was not named.)

William Jameson. Jr.. born: October 12, 1786; parents: William, Sr. and 
Margaret Jameson; Children: 11 - Frances, Madison, Wilkinson, John, William Milton 
III, Westley, Joshua, McElroy, Louisa J., Carrol, and P.B. (who died before maturity). 
Died: April 4, 1850. Buried: In Jameson Cemetery near Easley, South Carolina.

58 Ibid.
59 Ibid.

Rebels In Grey - Soldiers From Pickens District 1861-1865. The Greys of Oconee 
Chapt. #1783 U.D.C., Senecca, S.C., 1984, p. 152.
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He spent his life in the Cross Roads Community near Easley, South Carolina, 
probably on a farm adjacent to that owned by his father. He appears to have been a 
successful farmer and businessman, and an active member of the Cross Roads Baptist 
Church. His death followed a lengthy illness.

Four of his children: Frances, Madison, Wilkinson, and Westley moved to Georgia 
where they spent their lives. The other children probably remained in the vicinity of 
Easley until the Civil War. Many of their descendants still live in that area. The 
distance from Easley, South Carolina to Alpharetta, Georgia is not far by modern 
transportation methods; but, in the early 19th century, it represented a major break in 
the communication between families that has continued until the present time. (Franky, 
Mrs. William H. Perry, moved to Alpharetta, Georgia.)

Obituary: Departed this life on the 6th February last, [1858] at his residence in 
Cherokee Co., Ga. after a severe illness of 46 days, of typhoid fever, Wilkinson Jameson, 
in the 42 year of his age. The subject of this notice was born and raised in the eastern 
part of this District. In the 24th year of his age [in 1840] he removed to where he 
resided until his death. In a few years after his last removal, he attached himself to the 
Baptist Church; of which he continued to live a faithful member until his death. On the 
3rd day, according to his request, he was buried near his residence with_Masonic honors. 
He bore his afflictions with as much patience as any man could. We mourn not as those 
who have no hope, for we believe our loss is his eternal gain. His faith was strong, and 
through all his afflictions he was resigned to the will of our Heavenly Father. His only 
desire to live was to raise his children and settle his affairs in the world. Thus, he 
passed away, leaving a devoted wife, and children, and many relatives and friends to 
mourn his loss. [Written by his brother, Joshua Jameson - printed in the Keowee 
Courier, 1857-1868.]

William Jameson, Jr. ... Nov. 2, 1830 was to help divide a tract of land 650 acres for 
Philip Sitton on west side of Saluda River. William Jameson, Richard Burdine, Robert 
Briggs, Abraham Burdine, Beverly Thurston - Pickens, South Carolina.®^

Seven sons and nine known grandsons of William, Jr.'s fought in the Civil War. Three of 
his sons and six known grandsons died for the Rebel cause. Several were wounded and one 
lost his leg in the conflict. Two were Prisoners of War. What a cruel war! What a 
blessing it was that William, Jr. and Rebecca did not live to see the ravages of war that 
befell their children and grandchildren!

William Jameson, Jr. and his wife, Rebecca Fowler, lived exciting, productive lives in 
Pickens County, South Carolina as first generation Americans in this Jameson family 
history. The descendants can be very proud of these honorable people, their beloved 
ancestors!

The Family of William and Rebecca (Fowler) Jameson, Jr.
(Second Jameson Generation)

(Note: Symbols used: * - served in the Confederate Army during the Civil War; - died 
in the war; *P - prisoner of War; - wounded in the war. Much of the information 
on the early Jameson relatives has been collected from booklets and research done by 
relatives - Minnie Orr, Evelyn Orr Gallimore, Mary Bramlett Davis, John Jameson, 
Joyce Hannah, Stan Herrinj, Richard Charles Holloway, Suzanne Jameson Parker, 
Ernest Jameson, Forrest Jameson and John Nettles, a professional genealogist.

Wooley, Vol. I, op. cit., p. 289.
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Sometimes his information does not agree with the relatives' data. All data has not been 
documented.)

2. Husband: William Jameson. Jr.: b. 10-12-1786 in S.C.; m. c.1810 or 1811 in 
Pickens Co., S.C.; d. 4-4-1850 in Easley, S.C.; buried: Jameson Cemetery, 
Jameson Road, Easley. S.C.
Parents: WiHiam. Sr, and Maiaatet W$?tm9rgland Jamesgp, of Pickens Co., 
(Cross Roads Community) Easley, S.C.

Wife; Rebecca Fowler Jameson (sometimes Rebecca's name was spelled Rebeccah in 
written records); b. c.1787 in S.C.; d. 8-13-1851 in Easley, S.C. on 

Jameson Road, Pickens, Co.; buried: (same as above).
Parents: Joshua and Elizabeth Fowler of Cross Rds. Community, Pickens Co., S.C. 

Children: 2 daughters. 9 sons
3. Frances (Franky) Jameson Perry; b. 5-8-1812 in Pickens Co., S.C.;

m. in Pickens Co., S.C.; d. in Alpharetta, Ga.
Husband: William H. Perry.
Childrgn; 4 sons. 3 daughter?

4. (*/d)william J. Perry; b. c.1832; m. Martha (?) in Ga.;
d. 1864 in Civil War.

Children:, 2 sons, ,1 daughter
5. John Perry - b. ca.1854; 5. Charles Perry - b. ca.1857
5. Lorana Perry - b. ca.1862

4. (*/p/d)Jesse L. Perry; b. ca.1836; d. 1864 as POW at Camp Douglas 
Prison, Illinois.

4. Rebecca Perry; b. ca.1838 4. Mary Perry; b. ca.1840
4. Martha Perry; b. ca.1844 4. George W. Perry; b. ca.1850
4. Benjamin Perry; b. ca.1852

3.(*P)Madison Jameson; b. 10-13-1813 in S.C.; m. 12-20-1838;
d. 5-28-1894 (John Jameson's death date); (Nettles death date was 
1893.) Buried: Boiling Springs Cemetery near Alpharetta, Ga.

Wife: Mary Ann Elizabeth Ruth Bradley;®  ̂ b. 10-25-1822 in Walton, Co., Ga.
d. 3-21-1909 in Milton Co., Ga.

Children: 4 sons. 6 daughters
4. Mary Jane Jameson; b. 4-6-1840 near Alpharetta, Ga., Cherokee

Co.; m. ca.1858. Husband: Ambrose Phillips; she died ca.1926. 
Children: 3 daughters

5. Rosetta Phillips Collin 5. Nettie Phillips
5. Eugenia Phillips Day

4.(**^) William Thomas Jameson; b. 6-17-1842 near Alpharetta, Ga.;
d. 9-21-1862 in Virginia in the Civil War.

4.(*P/d) George Washington Jameson; b. 4-21-1844; d. 7-20-1863
in La. (Nettles date of d. 8-13-1863); John Jameson's date above.

4. (*)james Madison Jameson; b. 1-22-1846 in Cherokee Co., Ga.; 1st 
m. ca.1871 to Rebecca Walker in Brenham, Tx.; 2nd m. on 12- 
21-1887 to Effie Briggs in Indian Territory (Ok.); 
he died 4-2-1926; bur. Ardmore, Ok.

From Richard Charles Holloway, now deceased, a descendant of James Carroll Jameson 
son of William Jameson, Jr. Richard said that some of his data was not documented. 
Familv Group Sheet, prepared by John Nettles, Rock Hill, S.C., 1994 
Ibid.; Also from John Jameson's booklet, Our Common Heritage.
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Children: (1st m. - Rebecca) 1 daughter
5. Samantha Annie Jameson Mercer; b. ca.1871 in Brenham, Tx.; 

1st m. A.L. Mercer, 10-10-1888; d. 1-13-1947;
2nd. m. Tom Matchet.

Child: 1 son - 6. Edgar Matchet - lived in Brenham, Tx.
Children: (2nd m. - Effie) 2 sons. 1 daughter

5. Ernest Madison Jameson; b. 11-19-1891 in Brenham, Tx.
5. William Thomas Jameson; b. 5-27-1900 in Ardmore, Ok.
5. Mary Effie Jameson; b. 12-17-1904 in Ardmore, Ok.

4. Rebecca Ann Jameson; b. 12-12-1847 in Cherokee Co., Ga.;
m. Wm. J. Bell, M.D.; d. 5-19-1888 in Gainesville, Texas. 
Children: 1 son. 1 daughter
5. William Luther Bell; b. 2-7-1874 in Alpharetta, Ga.
5. Effie Albena Bell; b. 7-22-1881; m. Claud B. Thayer, M.D.

Both Wm. L. and Effie A. died in Gainesville, Tx.
4. Susan Calista Jameson; b. 9-21-1849 (J. Jameson's date - Nettles 

says 1848) in Cherokee Co., Ga.; 1st m. to Mason or 
W.H. Mansell - 12-20-1868; 2nd m. to Sam Worley; 
she d. 2-11-1933 in Gainesville, Texas.

Children: 6 daughters. 1 son 
5. Edna Worley 
5. Minnie Worley
5. Maud Worley; b. 10-9-1876; m. 4-21-1909 to Ed Bailey;

she d. 8-4-1944 
5. Dora Worley; 2-8-1879; 1st m. in 1895 to Thomas Carlton 

Reedy; 2nd m. to George William Peters; she d. 1-29- 
1964 - Dora homesteaded land in Tucumcari, N. Mexico 

5. Sue Worley; b. 2-13-1882; d. 7-4-1956, Gainesville, Tx.
5. Walter Worley; b. 8-29-1887; m. Maebel(?); San Angelo, Tx. 
Children: 2 sons

6. Don Worley 6. William Worley
5. Winnie Worley; b. 8-23-1890; m. 2-27-1911 to Charles W.

Pulte in Gainesville, Tx.
Children: 3 sons. 3 daughter?

6. Charles Edward Pulte 6. Katherine Louise Pulte
6. William JohnPulte 6. Robert Joseph Pulte
6. Rita Winniferd Pulte 6. Mary Calista Ruth Pulte

4. John Marion Jameson; b. 6-15-1851 in Alpharetta, Ga.; m. 1-26-
1892 to Virginia Ashton; d. 4-9-1929 in Lexington, Ok.
Children; 4 son?
5. Lealon Jameson (1893) 5. Virgil Jameson (1894)
5. Bird Jameson (1895) *5. John Jameson (6-9-1897)

(Note: John Jameson's^* daughter is Nancy Maude Jameson.® She and Moreland Herrin 
are the parents of Stanley Herrin^ who sent this writer his grandfather's booklet on 
William Jameson, Sr."')

4. Amanda Frances Jameson; b. 4-22-1853 in Cherokee Co., Ga.;
m. 10-11-1871 to the Rev. Lewis M. Ball; she d. 8-21-1900; 
bur. in Ga.

Children: 3 daughters. 3 sons
5. George Collie Ball 5. Corrie Lenora Ball Coker
5. Minnie Nora Ball Moseley 5. James Madison Ball
5. Lena May Ball 5. Ira Lewis Ball
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4. Sophronia Elizabeth Jameson; b. 8-1-1857 in Cherokee Co., Ga.;
m. 1-27-1875 to William H. Rainwater; she d. 12-22-1922 in 
Alpharetta, Ga.

Children: 8 ?pns. 4 daughter?
5. Wm. Madison Rainwater 5. Jas. Edgar Rainwater
5. John Howard Rainwater 5. Claude Harrison Rainwater
5. Anna Pearl Rainwater 5. Ira Sidney Rainwater
5. Effie May Rainwater Rhodes 5. Doctor Chandler Rainwater
5. Franklin Pierce Rainwater 5. Cleo Rainwater
5. Lois Rainwater 5. Forest G. Rainwater

4. Cornelia Samantha Jameson; b. 10-22-1862 in Cherokee Co., Ga.; m.
Joseph B. Martin: she d. 11-11-1935.

Children: 1 son. 1 daughter
5. Era Martin 5. John M. Martin.®®

3. (*) Wilkinson (Wilkie) Jameson; b. 2-21-1816 in S.C.; m. (? ); d. 2-16-1858 
(Nettles recorded death date) in Cherokee Co., Ga.; buried: (?)

Wife: Nancy A. Perry; b. in S.C.; Sp. 2 Gideon H. Land.
Parents: Jesse and Hannah Jo Cooper Perry (Not proved.)
Children: Possibly 5 sons. 3 daughters®® (***Three sons died in the Civil War; 

a 4th son, *Carrol Wilkinson Jameson survived.®^)
4. (*)Carrol Wilkinson Jameson; b. 11-21-1849 in Milton, Co., Ga.; m. 2-

6-1868 in Milton Co., Ga. to Susan E. Bridwell (b. 1-4-1853, d. 6-17- 
1890); 2nd. m. 7-1-1896 in Cherokee Co., Ga. to Luella Cook; Sp. 3 
Mary E. Moore; Carrol died on 12-26-1898 in Milton Co., Ga.®®

Children: 3 daughters. 2 sons
5. Florie Jameson; m. George Grogan.®^
5. William S. Jameson; (M.D.); married (?) Wills.
5. Edward Jefferson Jameson; b. 9-8-1876 near Alpharetta, Ga.;

m. 9-7-1910 to Hope Credille; d. 4-25-1964 in Ok. His son 
Edward was an executive of Humble Oil and Refining Co. in N.Y.
City during the 1960s.7O

5. Maggie Frances Jameson; m. Ed Hawkins.
5. Mary Ellevar Jameson; b. in Milton Co., Ga.

4. (*/P) William Perry Jameson; b. in S.C.; m. Nancy Phillips; d. 10-4-1864 
in Alton, Illinois in Civil War.

4. Thomas Jefferson Jameson in S.C.; m. Sarah Catherine Hembree; d. in 
Civil War.

4. Francis J. (Fannie) Jameson; b. 5-16-1843 in Cherokee Co., Ga.;
m. Thomas B. Newton; d. 5-25-1886 in Milton Co., Ga.

4. Nancy J. Jameson; b. 6-5-1847 in Cherokee Co., Ga.; m. Isaac J. Strickland;
d. 12-25-1909 in Milton Co., Ga.

4. Laura J. Jameson; m. 12-14-1871 to Wm. H. Hagood in Milton Co., Ga.
4. (*) John Jameson; d. 7-13-1862 in Civil War.

®® Information on Madison's family from Stan Herrin and J. Jameson's Booklet.
®® Orr and Davis, op. cit., 1925.
®̂  John Jameson's booklet, p. 19.
®® Info, on Wilkinson and his family from Orr, Davis, John Jameson, and Nettles.
®̂  Family Group Sheet, prepared by John E. Nettles, Rock Hill, S.C., 1994.

Into, on Carrol's last 3 children from J. Jameson's booklet and Nettles' Family Group 
Sheet.
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4. (Dr.) Samuel Y. Jameson; b. 10-1-1859; m. (?); d. 3-15-19217^
If Samuel Y. Jameson was a member qJ. this Jamily. he was born 8 months after his 
father's (Wilkinson Jameson) death. Wilkinson's widow, Nancy, saw four of their five 
sons go off to fight in the Civil war. Three died in this war; Carroll survived. After the 
war, Nancy married Spouse 2 Gideon Land. They moved to Walhalla, S.C., taking young 
Samuel with them. (Not proven!)
3. John Jameson; b. 7-14-1818 in S.C.; m. (?); d. 2-14-1894 in Pickens Co., S.C.;

buried: (?)
Wife: Margaret Orr 
Children: 2 sons. 2 daughters

4. Louisa A. Jameson; b. ca.1856 (1860 U.S. Census of Pickens Co., S.C.)
4. William S. Jameson; b. ca.1858 (1860 U.S. Census of Pickens Co., S.C.)
4. Annie Estelle Jameson, b. 1860 Pickens Co., S.C.; m. Sp. 1 Wm. A. Miller;

m. Sp. 2 C.G. Davis; Annie Estelle d. 1942 in Easley, S.C.
4. John B. Jameson; b. 3-9-1866 in Easley, S.C.; m. 1-1-1887 to Sp. 1

Mary Ida Finley; m. Sp. 2 Orgie Jane Cox (1871-1903); John d. 7- 
26-1921 in Pickens Co., S.C.

Child: 1 son
5. Leo Luke Jameson; b. 1891; m. Nettie Laura Ellison ̂ b.1891;

d. 1973); Leo Luke died 1921 in Easley, S.C.
Child: 1 son

6. (Dr.) John Hal Jameson; b. 1917 in Easley, S. C.;
m. Sp. 1 Christine Crawford; m. Sp. 2 Sue Ellen McCall

3.(*^)William Milton Jameson, III; b.12-19-1819 in S.C.; m. (?);
died: 5-12-1864 on the Civil War battlefield in Spotsylvania, Va.; buried: (?)

Wife: Dorcas P. Couch Jameson^^. b. 10-5-1825; d. 10-2-1904; buried: Jameson
Cemetery, Easley, S.C. Her Parents: William and Mary A. Couch.

Chlldreni fpur spns. Jhree daughters
4. (*'''^)john Jameson (lost leg in Civil War)
4. (*^^)Andrew P. Jameson (severely wounded in Civil War)
4 (*p/d)Qeneral Taylor Jameson; d. 8-3-1864^^
4. William C. Jameson (b. 1849)
4. Mary J. Jameson Stegall (b. 1851)
4. Martha Jameson (b. 1852)
4. Margaret Jameson^®

3.(*<̂ ) Westley Jameson; b. 6-26-1821 in S.C.; m. (?); d. on a Civil War battlefield
near Kennesaw Mountain, Ga. on 6-18-1864; buried: (?)

Wife: (?)
Children: eiaht^^

4. Writer does not know their names.
3. (*)joshua J. Jameson: b. 12-12-1822 in Pickens Co., S.C.; m. 12-22-1846; 

d. 12-10-1906 in Anderson Co., near Slabtown/Equality/Piercetown, S.C.;

71 Encyclopedia of Southern Baptists. Vol. I. Broadman Press. Nashville. In ., 1958; 
p. 696.
Orr/Davis Family Research - 1925, 1927. Also from Family Group Sheet, 
prepared by John E. Nettles, Rock Hill, S.C., 1994.
Pickens Co.. S.C. Cemetery Survev. Vol. 12 - 2. p. 40.
Orr/Davis Family Research papers - 1925, 1927.
Family group sheet, prepared by John Nettles, 524 Feemster Lane, Rock Hill, S.C., 1994. 

7® J. Jameson Booklet, p. 21.
77 Orr/Davis Family Research - 1925, 1927.
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buried; Mt. Pisgah Baptist Church Cemetery, Easley, S.C.
Wife: Mary Bowen Hunt Jamespn: b. 1 1 -24-1830 in Greenville Co., S.C.; 

d. 10-20-1899 in Anderson Co., S.C.; buried: (same as above).
Parents: William and Elizabeth Bowgn Hunt of Greenville Co., S.C.

Children: 8 daughters. 4 sons^s
4. Martha (Mattie) Ann Rebeccah Jameson Bramlett 4. William Foster Jameson
4. Otho Landrum (Landie) Jameson 4. Edward Caldwell Jameson
4. Robert Brooks Jameson 4. Mary Jane Jameson Moseley
4. Elizabeth (Bettie) Evaline J. Wingo 4. Anna Carrie Jameson
4. Sarah Ida Jameson Long 4. Infant daughter
4. Ettie lola Jameson Smith 4. Minnie Lillian Alicia J. Orr
(See Familv Sheet in Joshua's Chapter for more information on this familv.)

3. Pyramus Briggs (P.B.) Jameson; b. 8-13-1824; d. 12-26-1846; buried:
Jameson Cemetery, Easley, S.C.

3. (*) McElroy Jameson; b. 9-3-1826 in S.C.; m. 10-14-1855 in S.C.;
d. 1-17-1908 in Anderson Co., S.C.; buried: Jameson Cemetery, Easley, S.C.

Wife: Margaret Cassa Ferguson Jameson; b. 10-30-1837 in S.C.; 
d. 2-1-1892 in S.C.; buried; (same as above).
Her parents; James and Anna Dean Ferguson of Pickens Co., S.C.

Children: 3 sons. 3 dauahters^^
4. Lola Jameson 4. Melinda Jameson
4. William A.G. Jameson 4. Margaret Jameson
4. J.M. Jameson 4. A.S. Jameson
(Note: Walter, Vernon and Ross Jameson were Wm. A.G. Jameson's sons.)

3. Louisa Jane Jameson Jones; b. 7-24-1828 in Pickens Co., S.C.; m. 12-22-1860 
in Pickens Co., S.C.; d. 2-9-1908 in Pickens Co., S.C.; buried: Jameson 
Cemetery, Easley, S.C.

Husband: Leander V. Jones; b. (?); d. (?); buried: (?)
Children: four so

4. This writer does not know the names of these children.
3. ( James Carrol Jameson; b. 6-10-1830; m.(?); sickened and died ca.1864 

while fighting for the south in the Civil War (1861-1864), buried: (?)
Wife: Amanda Melvina Orr Jameson McAdams; b. 2-2-1836; d. 4-12-1915; 
buried: Jameson Cemetery, Easley, S.C.
Children: 2 sons. 1 dauahter^^
4. Thomas Orr Jameson (1856-1933) and Jane Jameson were the parents of

5. Thomas Milton Jameson, Sr.; b. 6-16-1881; m. 11-25-1906 to 
Minnie Lee Cox; he died 10-12-1962; bur. Jameson Cemetery.
Children: 7 sons. 5 daughters

6. Thomas Milton Jameson, Jr. 6. Viola C. Jameson
6. Carl C. Jameson 6. Minnie Lee J. Vincent
6. Charlie Randolph Jameson 6. James Lake Jameson
6. Ansel Jameson 6. Sybal A. J. Johnson
6. Sallie Rebecca J. Von Karnel 6. Jack Dempsey Jameson
6. Hoyt Donald Jameson 6. Margaret Ann J. Waldrop

4. Sarah A.R. Jameson (1857-1895)
4. John Charles Jameson (1862-1828)

78 Ibid.
79 Ibid.

Ibid.
S'* Information from T.M. Jameson, Jr.
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(Note: T.M. Jameson, Jr. descends from Thomas Orr and Rebecca Jane Childress 
Jameson.)

i am a part of all that I have met. -Tennyson

EXCERPTS FROM "OUR COMMON HERITAGE" BY JOHN JAMESONS
(Note: A superscript number will appear after each relative's name. This indicates the 
Jameson generation to which he/she belonged.)

Recently, this writer met Stanley Herrin^ on the computer Internet. He is a
descendant of William Jameson, Jr.'s^ son, Madison Jameson^ (b. 10-13-1813).
Madison Jameson's son was John Marion Jameson^ (b. 6-15-1851). John M.

5 5
Jameson's son was John Jameson (b. 6-9-1897). John Jameson's daughter was

6 7
Nancy Maude Jameson Herrin, and her son is Stanley Herrin . Stanley sent this author

5
a booklet that his grandfather, John Jameson , a graduate of the University of Oklahoma, 
wrote about the Jameson family. Information about many of the Jameson descendants is 
given in his booklet.

Interesting excerpts from John Jameson's® writings®^ are:
3

1. Frankv married William H. Perry and they lived near Alpharetta, Ga. not far from
3 3 3

some of her brothers - Wilkinson , Madison , and Westley

3
2. Madison served in the Civil War with the Georgia Home Guards and was captured
in 1864 near Atlanta by the Federal soldiers. He was sent to Camp Davis, Illinois and 
was imprisoned for the duration of the war. After he was released, he rode by rail to 
Virginia where he disembarked and walked home to Georgia, taking three months to do so.

4
Three of his sons also served in the war. William Thomas Jameson (b. 6-17-1842) 
was in Co. B., 38 Reg., Ga. Vol. Inf. and was wounded at the second battle of Manasses. He 
died in a military hospital in Warrenton, Va. on 9-21-1862. George Washington

4
Jameson (b. 4-21-1844), also joined the southern troops in 1862 but was sick most 
of the time while he was in the Confederate army. He was captured by the Northerners at 
the surrender at Vicksburg and was taken by boat to New Orleans where he died and was

4
buried. Although James Madison Jameson , in 1862, was too young to join his brothers 
and father in the Confederate Army, he was in the cavalry during the last year of the 
conflict. After the war, he and three of his siblings moved to Texas. Later, he and his

4
brother, John Marion Jameson moved to Indian Territory (now, Oklahoma) where they 
spent the rest of their lives.

From J. Jameson's Booklet, Our Commom Heritage. 
Ibid., p. 1.
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3. Three of W ilkinson's sons died in the civil war; a fourth son Carroll Wilkinson
Jameson survived. John Jameson^ states that Dr. S.Y. Jameson was connected to this 
family, but he had not established the relationship. [This writer looked at the 1860 and 
1870 U.S. Census records in Towns County, Ga. She found no listing for Wilkinson's 
widow in this county. However, there was a Samuel Y. Jameson, a farmer, age 54, born 
in Kentucky, living alone. Was this Dr. Samuel Y. Jameson's grandfather? Also listed 
was a Samuel Jameson, age 29, a merchant, born in Tennessee. His spouse was Lucinda, 
age 24. His children were Nancy, age 4, and Laura, age 3/4 in Towns County, Ga. Were
these relatives of Dr. Samuel Y. Jameson? Dr. Samuel Young Jameson^ was born in 
Towns Co., Ga. on October 1, 1859. After his father's death, Samuel's mother married 
Gideon H. Land and they all moved to Walhalla, S.C. At an early age, Samuel went into the 
Baptist ministry. He graduated from Furman University in Greenville, S.C. and the 
Southern Baptist Theological Seminary in Louisville, Kentucky. He was the pastor of 
several churches, including the one he organized in Westminister, S.C.; West End Baptist 
Church in Atlanta (1888-1899); and First Baptist Church in Marietta, Ga. (1916- 
1918). He was elected corresponding secretary of the Mission Board of the Georgia 
Baptist Convention and served in this role until he was selected to be President of 
Mercer University in Macon, Ga. (1906-1913). He was a trustee of Mercer University 
from 1893 to 1906 and received his Doctorate of Divinity in 1898 from Mercer 
University. From 1909 to 1911, he was the President of the Georgia Baptist 
Convention. He became President of Ouachita College in Arkansas, 1913-1916. In 
1918, he was appointed Superintendent of Enlistment of the Home Mission Board of the 
Southern Baptist Convention where he served until his death on March 15, 1921.®*̂  
(This writer has not been successful in proving that Dr. Samuel Y. Jameson was a 
member of Wilkinson Jameson's family.) Another descendant of Wilkinson's was Edward

6
Jameson of New York City, an executive with Humble Oil and Refining Co.

4. One of John Jameson's^ descendants is Dr. Hal Jameson® of Easley, S.C. Hal has made 
improvements in recent years in the Jameson Cemetery in Easley, S.C.

3
5. William Milton Jameson. Ill and three of his sons were in the Confederate Army. He
and his son John"  ̂ enlisted on Oct. 24, 1861 and two months later, Andrew P.^ enlisted
(Dec. 24, 1861). General Taylor" ,̂ at 16, enlisted in March 1864. He died in a general
hospital in Columbia, S.C. on August 3, 1864. William Milton Jameson, 111̂ was killed
In the Battle of Spotsylvania (Va.) on May 12, 1864. John Jameson'^ was wounded in
the Battle of the Wilderness (Va.); his leg had to be amputated. Andrew P. Jameson‘S was 
severely wounded at the attack on Fort Harrison, near Richmond, Virginia.

3
6. Westlev Jameson , a man of that name and from Georgia was killed June 19, 1864 at 
a Civil War battle near Kennesaw Mountain, Georgia cites John Jameson in his booklet.
[This was William Jameson Jr.'s^ son, Westley Jameson^. He left a widow and 8 
children in Alpharetta, Georgia]

3
7. Joshua Jameson also served in the Civil War. Here John gives erroneous 
information. He writes that Joshua probably moved to Texas after the war; this was not

3

Encvclopedia of Southern Baptists: Broadman Press, Nashville, Tn., 1958; p. 696; 
column on Dr. S.Y. Jameson was written by H. Lewis Batts.
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the case. Joshua lived near Equality/Slabtown/Piercetown in Anderson County, South 
Carolina.

3
8. McElrov Jameson served in the Confederate Army.

3
9. Carrol Jameson enlisted in the Confederate Army on Dec. 27, 1861, [sickened] and

6 3 q
died in 1864. [T.M. Jameson, Jr. descended from Carrol Jameson - Carrol's son

4 a 5
was Thomas Orr Jameson . Thomas Orr's son was Thomas Milton Jameson, Sr.

5 6
Thomas Milton Sr.'s son was T.M. Jameson, Jr. ] n
[Note: In William, Jr. and Rebecca Fowler Jameson's immediate family, seven sons 
fought in the Civil War - three died - one was a POW. Nine known grandsons were in the 
Civil War - six died - one was a POW - two were severely wounded - one lost a leg - 
others were sick but survived. What a price this family paid during this terrible war!]

To know that death is real is
to render us more tender and whoie. 

To know that everything changes is
to make our iife more precious and 

mysterious and meaningfui.
- Laura Simms

Third Jameson Generation

Joshua Jameson^
(1 822-1 906) 

iMary Bowen Hunt Jameson
(1830-1899)

*ln 1822, the year that Joshua Jameson was born, French microbiologist, Louis 
Pasteur, was born. The streets of Boston, Massachusetts were lit by gas.
The year that Mary Bowen Hunt was born, in 1830, William IV, became the King of 
Great Britain and Ireland. Red Jacket, an American Indian leader, died.*

Long ago (1927) at a Jameson family reunion in South Carolina, Minnie Jameson Orr, 
Joshua's youngest daughter, presented this paper (copied as written):

Joshua Jameson was born in Pickens Co., S.C. on December 12, 1822.
He was the son of Rebecca Fowler and William Jameson, Jr., and had eight 
brothers and two sisters.

As he grew up, good schools were not as convenient as today, and his 
education was somewhat limited, not having gone to school over one year in all.
But he was determined to have an education, so he read and studied at home, most 
of the time at night by a home made candle or light wood.

There was no graded Sunday Schools in those days, and no literature 
except the Bible. He would carry his slate to Sunday school and the older ones 
would set the copies of writing and figures for the children. He also studied the 
Blue Back Speller at the Sabbath School.
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Maty Bowen Hunt was born in Greenville County, S.C. [on] November 24, 
1830, she being the daughter of Elizabeth Bowen and William Hunt. Her 
education [was] limited also, only in the common schools, no high schools being 
available in those days.

Time passed quickly in the olden days, as now, and soon Joshua Jameson 
and Mary Hunt were grown. Joshua sought the "heart and hand" of Mary and they 
were married at the home of Mary's father, William Hunt, on the evening of 
December 22, 1846, by [the] Rev. John Roberts of Greenville, S.C. Joshua was 
24 years old and Mary [was] only 16.

This young couple started out in life with only each other to look to. 
However with hard work and many trials and discouragements, they bought a 
home in Pickens County near Easley, S.C. They lived in this place for many 
years.

In the year of Session [Secession], he and his family moved to 
Anderson County near Slabtown, and there he lived many years of usefulness and 
happiness.

In 1860 when the "War Between the States" was declared, Mr.
Jameson volunteered his service and enlisted in Company G., 22nd Regiment, S.C. 
Volunteers. He was appointed Sergeant at the organization of this company and 
later promoted to Lieutenant. In May 1862, this company was mustered into 
service at Charleston, S.C. with Joshua Jameson as Captain and S.D. Goodlet as 
Colonel.

It was then that the hard part came, for him to leave his wife and small 
children, but he was a very courageous man and his courage never failed him. He 
bade good-bye to his loved ones and was gone. He served for sometime, then his 
health gave way and he was forced to go home and rest for several months. When 
he was stronger he went back and served until the war closed. He was appointed 
Colonel about the time the war closed but there is no record of this, though he was 
always known as "Colonel Jameson" after the war.

There were twelve children born unto Colonel and Mrs. Jameson. Two 
died while young, ten lived to manhood and womanhood and married into families 
of their own. Only five are now living. They are: Mr. O.L. Jameson of 
Norcross, Ga.; Mr. E. C. Jameson and wife of Greenville, S.C.; Mrs. Mamie 
Moseley of Anderson, S.C.; Mrs. Ida Long of Atlanta, Ga.; Mrs. Minnie Orr 
[author of this paper] of Westminister, S.C.; one daughter-in-law, Mrs. Brooks 
Jameson of Honea Path, S.C.; and one son-in-law, Mr. J.R. Orr of Westminister,
S.C. Those who have passed away are: Mr. William Jameson and wife of Texas; 
Mrs. O.L. Jameson and Mrs. Mattie [Jameson] Bramlett and husband of Georgia; 
Mrs. Bettie [Jameson] Wingo and husband of Greenville, S.C.; Mrs. Ettie 
[Jameson] Smith and husband of Bethune, S.C.; Mr. Brooks Jameson of Honea 
Path, S.C.; Mr. John Moseley and Mr. E.W. Long of Anderson, S.C.

There are living today thirty-seven grandchildren, eighty-four great
grandchildren, and two great-great grandchildren, making a total of one hundred 
and twenty-eight living descendants at this time.

Colonel and Mrs. Jameson lived a Christian life of usefulness, ever ready 
to render such aid as was necessary in the church or community.

Colonel Jameson served his county [Anderson] as County Commissioner 
eight years and Magistrate for twenty years or more. He and his wife joined the 
Georgia Creek Baptist Church of Pickens County after they were married and in 
moving to this country they cast their membership with this Mt. Pisgah 
[Baptist] Church, and here remained as long as they lived.

Colonel Jameson was deacon of the church for more than thirty-six 
years and Church Clerk for thirty-six years. He did not miss but twelve

146



conference meetings during this period, and they were unavoidable. He was also 
Clerk of the Piedmont Baptist Association for about twenty-eight years.

On December 22, 1896, Colonel and Mrs. Jameson celebrated their 
Golden Wedding [Anniversary]; having been married fifty years on that day. 
Besides the children and grandchildren and other relatives, many friends were 
invited. Many nice and useful gifts received at this time proved that they were 
still honored and loved in their declining years.

Mary Bowen Hunt Jameson died October 20, 1899, at the age of 68. 
Colonel Jameson died December 10, 1906 at the age of 84.

The funeral services for this old couple were held [1899 and in 1906] in 
the old church by a life long friend of the family - our beloved [the] Rev. D. W. 
Hiatt, who is present today. Their remains lie in yonder cemetery. Now their 
grandchildren have erected a memorial window to their memory in this beautiful 
new church.

Before I close I want to mention three colored servants of the Jameson 
Family. The first is Bob, he was bought by his master. Colonel Jameson, when a 
boy and early in life it was found that he could be trusted with the house and 
children and entire premises while the family was away. He was a good old man.
Bob never married but lived with his old master all his life. He died at the age of
63.

The other two were Gilbert Hicks and his wife, Mary. They lived with the 
Jameson family for more than forty years, always ready to do anything for the 
family, night or day. Mary died three years ago, and Gilbert still lives.

- Written and presented by Mrs. Minnie Jameson Orr, August, 1927®^

Another account of the Jameson family was given by Mary Bramlett Davis at the Jameson 
Family reunion, August 1, 1925. A copy of this follows:

In the following paper an effort has been made to make a brief record of 
the Jameson family. Data has been hard to secure and some of it has not been 
authentic so if inaccuracies occur the writer will gladly accept corrections.

In the Pronouncing Biographical Department of Webster's International 
Dictionary we find the following:
Jameson, Robert, Scottish naturalist. Born 1774, died 1854.
Jameson, Anna ... born Murphy. Irish authoress. Born 1797, died 1860.
Jameson, John, Scottish clergyman. Born 1759, died 1838.

Therefore we find the name is Scotch [Scots] Irish and whether we 
be even remotely connected with these who bore the name, we have a sense of 
pride in the work that they have done. There are Jamesons scattered all over the 
United States, many of whom are no kin to our branch of the family, but it might 
not be easy to find people who have borne themselves quite as acceptably as those 
who bear the Jameson name.

When we narrow our view to a record of our immediate family, we find 
we cannot go back very far. The writer belongs to the fifth generation of which 
we have record. This begins with William Jameson, Sr. who was born 
December 17, 1737, in Ireland and who later came to Virginia to reside. His 
wife was Margaret Jameson, born April 11, 1743, but we have not record of her 
maiden name.®® To this union were born five girls and one boy, William 
Jameson, Jr., who was born October 12, 1786, in Pickens County, S.C., where

®® Given to this writer by Minnie Orr’s daughter, Evelyn Orr Gallimore in 1984.
®® In 1950, Evelyn Orr did an update on her mother’s (IVIinnie J. Orr) family

research. She gives Margaret's maiden name as Westmoreland. She did not give her 
source.
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William Jameson, Jr. married Rebecca Fowler and they became the parents of 
eleven children - nine sons and two daughters - many of whom were the parents 
or grandparents of numbers who are present today.

It might prove interesting to think for a while of these eleven children.
The two daughters were Mrs. Frankie Jameson Perry who moved to [Alpharetta] 
Georgia in her married life and died there leaving seven children, only one of 
whom is living now; and Mrs. Louisa Jameson Jones who lived and died in 
Pickens County, S.C., leaving four children, three of whom are now living. Of the 
nine sons, seven were in the Confederate army during the War between the 
States. What a contribution these parents made to the cause of our country! One 
son Carrol, sickened and died in the army and two others were killed in battle - 
William [Milton] Jameson III who was killed May 12, 1864, and Westley 
Jameson who was killed June 18, 1864. William [Milton] Jameson III was 
the father of six children but we do not know just how many are now living. 
Westley Jameson was the father of eight children. Madison died in Georgia at 
the age of 80. He had ten children, five of whom are now living. Wilkie died in 
Georgia, the father of six children. [Wilkie possibly had 8 children.] Joshua died 
in Anderson Co., S.C., at the age of 84. He had twelve children, six of whom are 
now living. John had two children, one of whom is living, and McElroy Jameson 
who was born and lived and died in Pickens Co., S.C., had seven children, six of 
whom are now living. Pyramus died before the age of 20 and was never married. 
Thus, we see there are sixty-five grandchildren as well as the eleven children of 
this union of William, Jr. and Rebecca Fowler Jameson.

The records of Cross Roads Church in Pickens Co. show that William 
Jameson, Jr. was clerk of that church in 1815 but we do not know for how long 
a period. His son, Joshua, was clerk of Pisgah Church where this reunion is 
being held, for more than thirty-five years. For a period of a hundred years we 
have a record of active Baptist service by the Jamesons - an ancestry to which 
we can point with pride.

No service could be more truly great than a defense of one's country in 
time of war and service to one’s church at all times.

Since the writer is from the Joshua James branch of the family, she 
cannot refrain from mentioning his long life of usefulness to his church, the 
Masonic lodge, to his county as a public official and most of all as an example and 
inspiration to his children and grandchildren. Mention has been made of his 
twelve children - this reunion is being held on the birthday of his oldest child, 
Mattie Jameson Bramlett, who would have been seventy-six years old today.
There are forty-one grandchildren in this family and more than fifty great
grandchildren.

In union there is strength, therefore let us continue to be a united family 
and strive to uphold the standards given us by a worthy ancestry.

[signed] Mary Bramlett Davis, Atlanta, Ga., August 1, 1925®^

(Note: Was the above Joshua James an error? Did she mean to write Joshua Jameson? 
In an old music book that this writer's Aunt Mae Jameson Miller gave to her is written, 
J.J. Jameson. This is written on the fly page that lists the publisher and published date. 
Evidently the book belonged to Mattie Jameson because her name is written on the front 
fly page, also. Both signatures appear to be written by the same person. Did Mattie give 
this book to her young niece Mae? The book is "The Christian Harmony," published in 
1873. Was Joshua's middle name James; thus, Joshua James Jameson? Who knows?)

Obtained from the late T.M. Jameson, Jr. of Easley S.C.

148



In searching for Jameson ancestors, this writer made several trips to South Carolina. 
Accounts of some of these visits have been recorded. Additional information will follow 
here. On April 5, 1986, while Kenneth and Fran (Jameson) Cadenhead were visiting 
with Kappy Mote Carter in Seneca, South Carolina, they and her parents, Jean and Carl 
Mote, drove out to Mt. Pisgah Baptist Church Cemetery near Easley, South Carolina to 
search for Joshua Jameson's grave. The church was across the road from the cemetery. 
Joshua's grave was marked with a large common headstone, which is often found in 
cemeteries in Scotland. The Masonic emblem is etched at the top of the marker. 
Underneath it is inscribed; Col. J. Jameson / Dec. 12, 1822 - Dec. 10, 1906. Under 
this is; Mary B. Jameson / His WIFE / Nov. 24, 1830 - Oct. 20, 1899 / Asleep In 
Jesus, Blessed Thought / JAMESON. On the left side of the common marker is inscribed; 
INFANT DAUGHTER of J. & M.B. Jameson / June 24, 1868 - Sept. 13, 1868 / A Bond of 
Love To Bloom With God Above. On the right side of the marker is inscribed; ANNA / Dau. 
of J. & M.B. JAMESON / July 30, 1863 - Sept. 16, 1867 / ANOTHER ANGEL.

At the foot of Joshua's grave are the graves of three of his former slaves - freed men who 
served him all of their lives; one being faithful Bob Jameson. [Evelyn Orr Gallimore, 
Minnie Jameson Orr's daughter, wrote; "Grandpa owned slaves. Bob was the first one and 
he bought him from Great Grandpa Jameson (Wm., Jr.) for $17.00 when Bob was 16." 
The youngster endeared himself to Joshua. The feeling was mutual on Bob's part, too; so 
much so that when Joshua went off to war. Bob went with him. After they came back 
from the war. Bob chose to remain with Joshua's family. On August 25, 1867, Joshua, 
as executor, drew up a will for Bob Jameson. On the document. Bob is declared a freed 
man, along with his sisters, Milly Arnold and Haret Westfield - freed women. Bob's 
mark was below Joshua's signature. The witnesses were W.Y. Croft, J.P. Traynum and 
L.V. Jones. The will was probated on August 17, 1880.®®]

[In The Index of Freed Persons in Pendleton District, the names of Bob, Milly Arnold and 
Haret Westfield are listed with their master's name, Joshua Jameson. The date that they 
were freed was not given. Family stories are that Bob was a freed man when he went off 
to war with Joshua.®® Bob and his sisters lived on the Jameson plantation all of their 
lives and were loyal, loving servants to this family.]

Leaving the cemetery, Kenneth, Fran, Jean and Carl drove back toward Seneca. The scene 
was rural; lush, green crops grew in the fields. A semi-circle of huge boxwoods growing 
alongside a driveway, which led to a lovely, older, two-story brick home, caught Fran's 
eyes. On the mailbox was printed, "Jameson." Laughing, she said, "We just passed one of 
my relative's home." Kenneth braked, turned around, and drove back to the house, 
saying, "Why don't you inquire?"

Bravely, Fran went to the side door and knocked. A lovely, older lady greeted her. When 
Fran told her that she was Frances Jameson Cadenhead and that she had been to the 
cemetery to find her Great-great-grandpa Joshua Jameson's grave, the lady opened the 
door and invited Fran into her cozy kitchen. At the table, with his head resting on a 
pillow, was an older gentleman. They introduced themselves - Vivian and Walter 
Jameson. Walter was very sick, but his blue eyes perked up as he told Fran about his 
Jameson family. His father was Wm. A.G. Jameson who was the son of McElroy Jameson. 
McElroy was Joshua's brother. Mr. Walter told Fran that when he was young he went out

®® Pendleton District and Anderson Co.. S.C. Wills Estates. Inventories. Tax Returns and 
Census Records, compiled by Virginia Alexander, Colleen Morse Elliott, Betty Willie, 
Southern Historical Press, 1980; p. 189. Anderson Co.. 1880. Will Book, pp. 766-767. 

®® As told by Vernon Jameson, Easley, S.C. Also told by Forrest and Ernest Jameson.
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west to make a fortune and his fortune turned out to be Vivian. After meeting and 
marrying, they moved to South Carolina and had lived there ever since. They have four 
children and all four graduated from Clemson University, Mr. Walter had farmed "in 
this very spot" all of his life. He told Fran that his brother, Vernon, lived in their 
father's (Wm. A.G.) home place just down the road. He also said that his grandfather's 
(McElroy) old home place still stood; it was directly behind Vernon's house. Vivian 
insisted that Fran call two relatives who were working on the Jameson family history. 
She telephoned Catherine Jameson Hyde and they had a short conversation with the 
understanding that Fran would correspond with her. (It is ironic that her name is 
almost Fran's mother's name - slightly out of order - Catherine Hyde Jameson.) The 
other party Fran tried to telephone was Sibyle Jameson (Mrs. A. O.) but she did not 
answer her phone. Vivian gave Fran both ladies' addresses as well as Margaret 
Jameson's at L.S.U. (For a period of time, they corresponded and Fran met Sibyle on 
another visit to South Carolina.) The old couple told Fran that she should go back to the 
church to see the stained glass window that Joshua's family had placed there in his 
memory. They said that there was a picture of him hanging in one of the entrance rooms. 
Mr. Walter told Fran, "If you could stay for a week, I could tell you more about the 
Jamesons - It'd take me that long!" Jameson good-humor? Indeed! He also told Fran 
that he had never known a "sorry" Jameson. All the Jamesons he knew were honorable 
people. As Vivian led Fran to the door, she told her that Mr. Walter had terminal cancer.

Back to the church the four drove. The Minister of Music showed them the building with 
the beautiful stained-glass windows, but they did not find the picture of Joshua. The 
minister told them that they had recently remodeled and he did not know where Joshua's 
picture had been placed. He did show them the old part of the church - a small log cabin 
that had been bricked up; it blended beautifully into the newer part of the church. (In
1791, in the Brushy Creek District, there was a log church - just beyond the northeast 
entrance to the present-day Mt. Pisgah Church. There were 10 members and the pastor 
was the Rev. Carter Tarrent.)®°

Leaving the church they drove past William A.G. Jameson’s home-place, a beautiful two- 
story white, framed house with huge boxwoods surrounding the front porch; rocking 
chairs were on the porch. In the backyard was the old homestead of Joshua's brother, 
McElroy Jameson. (Later, Fran was told by Margaret Jameson, retired Dean of Women 
at L.S.U., Baton Rouge, Louisiana, that she - Margaret - spent many happy hours at this 
home when she was a child.)

On November 11, 1986, Gerry and Fran returned to Pendleton. By this time, through 
correspondence, Fran had met Vernon and Martha Jameson. They knew that Fran and 
Gerry were going to come to the Sunday morning worship service at Mt. Pisgah and they 
had invited them to have Sunday dinner with them. What a lovely experience this tumed 
out to be! After the church service was over, a pretty, white-haired lady greeted Fran 
and Gerry. This was Martha. She told them that Mr. Walter was in the hospital and had 
only a short while to live. She introduced Gerry and Fran to one of his daughters and her 
family who were at the church. Vernon walked over to the cemetery with Fran and 
Gerry, while Martha went home to finish preparing the meal. Vernon pointed out where 
other Jamesons were buried. Fran asked Vernon where Joshua’s property was located. 
After they left the cemetery, he directed them to old Slabtown. He said that Piercetown 
was south of Slabtown. They turned to the left (near Junction 178) off of the main road 
(Road #88) and drove back a couple of miles on a secondary, dirt road (S-4-567) to 
the place where Joshua's home once stood. There was nothing left except a black walnut

Information from Vernon Jameson.
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tree and a well. A peaceful ambiance consumed this writer; warm breezes blew through 
the boughs of the huge oaks and the pines in the fields; scattered, white clouds gently 
floated in the blue sky. Staring at this beautiful setting, Fran tried to envision Joshua's 
plantation, his wife Mary Bowen and their ten children! She could almost hear the 
chatter of playing children; the turning of the windlass as cool water was drawn from the 
well; the moo-ing of cows in the pasture; the clucking chickens that roamed freely in the 
yard; a dog's bark as it greeted the master who had just ridden into the yard astride a 
horse's back. Vernon's voice quickly brought Fran back to reality as he said, "This was 
Joshua's property." With a sweeping glance, Fran's eyes tried to capture the scene for 
future mental reference. Climbing back into the car, the three drove toward Vernon and 
Martha's lovely home.

Vernon asked if Gerry and Fran had noticed the names of the creeks, Twelve-Mile Creek, 
Two-Mile Creek, etc. He explained, "During the early settlement days, when the British 
and Indians were teaming up against the Tories [early settlers], an Indian maiden fell in 
love with one of the Tories. She rode by horseback through the night and the next day to 
warn her lover that the enemy [the British and Indians] was planning to descend on the 
Ninety-Six Settlement to kill all whites who lived there. She kept count of the distance 
from the enemy by counting the streams she crossed; thus, One-Mile, Six-Mile, 
Eighteen-Mile, Six and Twenty, etc., and finally to Star Fort. [The legend tells that the 
town of Ninety-Six is about that far away from Keowee. The rivers, which today bear 
those names, are almost the same distance as she marked.]®"' The naming of the creeks 
'stuck' and they are still called this t oday .Laugh ing ,  he continued, "Some folks say 
that the story is just that - a legend. But it's a pretty good story, I think."

After a delicious Sunday dinner, the four conversed about family history and Vernon 
allowed Fran to copy information he had on his Jameson ancestors. What kind hospitality 
they extended to the two distant relatives! As Martha showed them the house, she 
revealed her beautiful personality. She said that they had shared Vernon's childhood 
home with his mother and spinster sister. Most of the house was just as it had been 
when Vernon was a boy; only their personal quarters had been remodeled. Martha's 
reasoning was that she wanted Vernon's siblings to feel that they were always “coming 
home" when they visited. She showed Fran and Gerry the beautiful quilts, intricately 
hand-sewn and quilted, that her mother-in-law and sister-in-law had made. The house 
was furnished in fine antiques. Martha said that her in-laws took care of her small 
children so that she could teach school. Vernon, a farmer, construction, and highway 
contractor, now retired, was very witty - told jokes and teased just like Fran and 
Gerry's Uncle Forrest Jameson! This good-humor has to be in the Jameson genes! 
Knowing that Vernon was going with his brother Ross to see Mr. Walter at the hospital, 
Gerry and Fran left by mid-afternoon. What a lovely visit they had with these 
descendants of Joshua's! (Mr. Walter died on Thanksgiving Day, 1986.)

Information obtained from Vernon: Vernon was a Master Mason, as were his ten 
brothers, his father and his eight Jameson uncles. Joshua served as secretary to his 
lodge. From a diary of Wm. A.G. Jameson (McElroy's son): “schooling - common 'old 
field schools' - as were then known." About his father: “Father was a deacon at Cross 
Roads Baptist Church; superintendent of a Sunday school at our local school house. Holly 
Bush. He was a brave and faithful soldier in the War Between the States. Ancestors are

Pickens Countv History. A Teachers Workbook. Pendleton District Historic and 
Recreational Commission, p. 6.

The Pendleton Legacy, by Beth Ann Klosky; p. 11. Some historians discount this tale, 
saying that the streams were earlier named by Indian traders.
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buried at the Jameson burying ground, a plot of land given for that purpose by 
Grandfather William Jameson [Jr.]. My father [McElroy] had eight brothers: Joshua, 
Wilkinson, Madison, Westley, John, Carrol, William Milton, and Pyramus Briggs.

Gerry and Fran went back to their Bed and Breakfast, Liberty Hall Inn in Pendleton, for 
the night. Early the next morning, they went to the library in Pendleton and copied all 
that they could find on the Jamesons. Then they drove to the courthouse in Anderson, 
South Carolina where they found a copy of Joshua Jameson's Will and the sale of his 
property. They were told that most of the older records had been Microfilmed and sent to 
the South Carolina Archives in Columbia, South Carolina. They found no new information 
in the Anderson, South Carolina City Library.

The next morning Fran telephoned Sibyle Jameson (Arthur O.), 1200 E. Greenville St., 
Anderson, S.C., who came down to have coffee with Gerry and Fran. She took them to 
Lebanon Baptist Church (between Anderson and Pendleton) where her relatives are 
buried. They saw Martha Ann (Mattie Jameson) Bramlett's grave (Aug. 13, 1849 - 
May 20, 1919) - their Cousin Mary's mother; and the family plot of Mildred Jameson 
Welborn Gable, June 26, 1898 - April 25, 1986, and John Dewey Welborn, June 7, 
1898 - Jan. 28, 1945 (Margaret Ann Welborn Peery's parents): as well as Arthur O. 
Jameson's grave, Sibyle's husband. Sibyle is a lovely person. She was a school nurse 
for twenty years, is now a widow, has a daughter Irene who lives in Atlanta and is a 
social worker. Another daughter lives in Raleigh, North Carolina and has two children.

Fran also telephoned Catherine J. Hyde. She told Fran that Willie Jameson (McElroy's 
line) had owned a store in Pendleton. His wife was a Sitton and she had owned Mi Casa at 
430 South Mechanic St., Historic District, Pendleton, South Carolina. Mrs. John C. 
Calhoun, widow of the U.S. Vice-President, had once owned this house and had lived there. 
The Sittons bought it in 1890. Willie Jameson and his wife restored Mi Casa while they 
lived there. Willie Jameon gave land for the site of a new Pendleton Library building.®^

Gerry and Fran drove back to Pendleton where they had lunch at the historic Farmer's 
Hall. Armed with directions to the Jameson Cemetery^^, they first drove to the Pickens 
County courthouse where they found William Jameson, Jr.'s Estate Final Settlement 
Papers. From Pickens they took the road toward Easley, S.C. (#183 S.C.), went past the 
intersection of #135 S.C., about 1 mile east of the intersection to Highway #39-95. 
This is Jameson Road. They turned right and went a short distance until they reached an 
older, large, white-framed house (the home-place of Thomas Orr Jameson). The 
cemetery, sitting on a well-kept, fenced knoll, was just beyond this, now empty, 
dwelling. In the center of the graveyard is a huge granite monument with this 
inscription on it: (the family crest is at the top) The Jameson Cemetery - Established 
1820 - Established By Wm. Jameson, Jr. - Only Son Of William Jameson I - Who 
Migrated From Ireland And Settled On This Land In 1780 - Erected September 1981 - 
By T.M. Jameson, Jr.

Gerry and Fran walked through the cemetery, noting the various ancestors buried there, 
including William, Jr. (Oct. 12, 1786 - April 4, 1850) and Rebecca Fowler Jameson, 
his wife (died Aug. 13, 1851); Pyramus Briggs Jameson (Aug. 13, 1824 - Dec. 26, 
1846): McElroy Jameson (Sept. 3, 1826 - Jan. 17, 1908) and his wife, Margaret C.

Information from Catherine J. Hyde of Anderson, S.C. and Historic Pendleton Guide. 
Pendleton, S.C. District Historical & Recreational Commission, p. 31.

Directions to the cemetery were found in the Pendleton Library in Pickens Co.. S.C. 
Cemetery Survey. Vol. 1. 2. There was a list of people who are buried there.
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Jameson (Oct. 20, 1837 - Feb. 1, 1892); Louisa Jameson Jones, wife of L.V. Jones, 
(July 24, 1828 - Feb. 9, 1908), and others. There were more than fifty other marlced 
graves and around 27 unmarked graves. Gerry and Fran felt like they were walking on 
hallowed ground.

The sisters had noticed a brick house just before they got to the cemetery and had 
commented on the fact that the name and address on the mailbox in front of the house was 
T.M. Jameson, Jr. - 1201 Jameson Road (in 1990, this number was changed to 557 
Jameson Road). They decided to stop to meet this T.M. Jameson, Jr. He turned out to be a 
descendant of Carrol Jameson whose family had inherited part of the William Jameson, 
Jr. property. This very property had been in the family since 1780. An interesting old 
bachelor, born December 3, 1913, T.M. invited them in to see the material that he had 
collected on the Jamesons through the years. He very graciously allowed Fran and Gerty 
to take Cousin Mary Davis's paper that she delivered at the Jameson Family Reunion in 
1925 to machine copy, with the provision that they would return it on the following 
morning at ten o'clock. He told them that if Fran wanted to hand copy additional family 
information from his files, he would allow her to do so the next morning. She did copy 
bits and pieces of John Jameson's booklet and interesting captions from T.M.'s scrapbook. 
Example: the Briggs Holdings Grant.

The next morning, Gerry and Fran stopped at a German bakery to purchase some baked 
goods to take to T.M. for sharing his information. While he and Gerry conversed, Fran 
made more notes from some of his material. T.M. told them that he graduated from the 
University of North Carolina, transferring there from Furman University. He worked 
as a Civil Engineer for the government: his first work assignment was at Tuskegee 
Institute in Tuskegee, Alabama. After retirement, he had settled on his family's 
property in Easley, S.C. where he had a tree farm, raising various trees for orchards. 
He stated that he dabbled in all kinds of business, played the stock market and had never 
lost. When Fran and Gerry first met T.M., he was reserved but as they conversed, he 
warmed up and was very hospitable to them. When they left, he told Fran and Gerry, 
"Come back next summer when the peaches and watermelons are ripe." (The next year, 
June 1987, Kenneth and Fran did go back for a brief visit.)

T.M.'s great-grandfather was Private Carrol Jameson, a Confederate Army Soldier, who 
sickened and died during the Civil War, leaving a widow and three children. William 
Jameson, Sr. acquired a large tract of land from the large Briggs Holdings, a land grant 
from England; later, William, Jr. inherited this vast amount of land. T.M. said William, 
Jr. owned ten to fifteen thousand acres which were divided among his descendants at his 
death. T.M.'s great-grandfather's (Carroll) widow inherited 260 acres on George's 
Creek, plus two Negro girls.®® No one knows what happened to William, Jr.'s sisters. 
T.M. could only speculate as to their fate. He said that Indians might have killed them 
because they lived in Indian country, or they could have contracted a fatal disease and 
might be buried in some of the unidentified graves in the Jameson Cemetery. They may 
have simply married and their married surnames were not traced by family historians. 
T.M. also recommended a book for Fran to read. The Jamesons In America. 1647-1900. 
by E.O. Jameson. (Fran was able to get this book through the inter-library loan at 
Auburn University and searched in it for her line. She was unable to find her family 
link.) Gerry and Fran's search for "roots" in South Carolina proved to be profitable and 
most enjoyable. What warm, hospitable people were these S.C. relatives!

A Coiiectipn pf Upper S. C. gengalogicgl ^  pgmily Reg(?r<j?.>. VqI, ,1L Jas E.Wooiey, 
Editor, Southern Historical Press, 1981, p. 150.
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This writer corresponded with T.M. for several years. He died on January 11, 1992 
from complications after a fall, which left him with a broken leg. T.M. Jameson, Jr. is 
buried in the Jameson Cemetery. What an interesting, kind gentleman he was!

From material already presented, one is aware that Joshua was a well-respected 
southern gentleman of his area. To have become a learned adult with only one year of 
formal education proved that self-education is possible. He and his wife first began 
married life in Pickens Co., South Carolina and attended George's Creek Baptist Church. 
Shortly before the War Between the States (1861), Joshua and Mary Bowen bought 
property in Brushy Creek District near (Slabtown) Equality, South Carolina, and moved 
to that area.®® This was a town that believed all the people in their town were equal - in 
education, in wealth, in moral values and in social standing. Did they move there so that 
their children could go to the famed Thalian Academy? Or was the environment of the 
town the deciding factor? Perhaps, both!

The War Between the States began in South Carolina. Records show that Joshua joined 
the Twenty-Second Regiment of South Carolina Volunteers on January 24, 1862 and was 
made a sergeant. On May 5, 1862, the regiment was re-organized at Charleston, South 
Carolina and Joshua Jameson was mustered into Confederate service, serving as a 
Captain.

Josuha's Confederate Army records were obtained from the National Archives in 
Washington, D.C. He appeared on the muster roll of Company "G" 22nd Regiment, South 
Carolina Volunteers on January 17, 1862; on February 1, 1862 Joshua was promoted 
to 2nd Lieutenant; on May 5, 1862, Joshua was on the Roster as a Captain. On October 
15, 1862, Capt. Joshua Jameson resigned from his position in the C.S.A. His resignation 
letter and the response follows:

Camp near Winchester, Va. 
October 2nd, 1862

Major M.L. Felton 
Comd.g. 22nd Regt. S.C.V.

Major,
I have the honor to herewith tender my resignation as Capt. of Co.’G" 22nd Regt. 

of S.C.V., the Army of Confederate States, on the following grounds, viz., my condition is 
very weak and I am besides laboring under a pulmonary attack - I feel that I am 
physically unable to stand the hardships and fatigues of the camp. I have the honor to be. 
Sir,

Your Obedient Servant, 
[signed] Joshua Jameson 
Capt. Co. "G"

Regt S.C.V.

I certify that I have carefully examined Capt. Jameson, find him incapable of 
performing the duties of his position by reason of incipient phthisis [T.B. or severe lung 
problems], do therefore recommend the acceptance of his resignation

[signed] C.E. Fleming 
Surgeon, 22nd S.C. Regt.

From Cousin Minnie Orr, Cousin Mary Davis, Evelyn Orr Gallimore and Martha D. 
Cade.
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Requisitions that Joshua Jameson ordered for his Regiment were:
(1) April 1862, Race Course, Charleston, S.C., requisition for fuel (12 cords of wood) 
for 1 Capt., 1 Subaltern, 69 N.C.O.s; acknowledgment of receipt, Lieut. Joshua Jameson.
(2) May 1862, Race Course, Charleston, S.C., requisition for fuel (5 cords and 96 feet 
of wood) for 1 Capt., 2 Subalterns and 70 N.C.O.s; received by Capt. Joshua Jameson.
(3) July 1, 1862 - Sept. 30, 1862, Camp Gist, James Island, S.C., requisition for - 
four quires of letter paper, 1 quire of foolscap paper, 50 envelopes, 20 steel pens, 1/2 
ounce of wafers, one bottle of ink, one pen holder; received by Capt. Joshua Jameson.
(4) Aug. 1, 1862, Fort Johnson, S.C., requisition for 16 pairs of army shoes; 
acknowledgment of receipt, Capt. Joshua Jameson.
(5) Oct. 2, 1862, Winchester, Va., special requisition for 1 pair army shoes; received 
by Capt. Joshua Jameson.

In Ernest Jameson's files was a booklet of the Roll of Company "G" 22nd Regt. S.C. Vols. - 
C.S.A. - 1862 to 65. written by Joshua Jamison, (sic) [ex Captain], Equality, S.C., and 
[signed] Robert Stephenson, [ex 1st Lt.], Anderson, S.C., printed by J.L. Mauldin, 
Anderson, S.C., 1884. Evidently Cousin Mary Davis had promised to give this booklet to 
Ernest. Written on January 11, 1985 from Cousin Mary B. Davis at Baptist Village 
(Retirement Center) in Waycross, Ga., is this letter:

Dear C. & E,
Martha [Cade] wrote me you had called her about booklet. I decided to 

mail it but did not get it done until now. Had felt afraid to risk it but am now 
trusting Uncle Sam with it - pray it may reach you safely. Grandpa (who was
E.'s great-grandfather, of course) prized it very highly as these names meant 
real "war buddies” to him. Quite a few I knew - or their families - when I was a 
child.

Grandpa was camped at Charleston when an epidemic of measles broke out. 
The weather was cold and rainy and there were no floors in the tents. He 
developed pneumonia - which must have been bronchial as it left him with a 
severe cough, which clung to him until his death in 1906. He was rarely, if 
ever, sick but did cough winter and summer. I neglected to say that he had 
measles and then developed pneumonia....

Love to you both, 
[signed] Mary D.

On the first page of the booklet is a brief history of Company “G": Capt. T.C. Watkins was 
elected Maj. of this Regt., at the organization, Jan. 24, 1862. Lt. Jas. Orr was promoted 
to Capt.; J.M. Pickens to 1st Lt.; A.J. Major to 2nd Lt. and Sgt. Joshua Jameson to 3rd Lt.; 
J.H. Cannon to 1st Sgt.; E.H. Watkins to 2nd Sgt.; Daniel Smith to 3rd Sgt.; W.A. Martin 
to 4th Sgt.; and J.C. Hamilton to 5th Sgt.
Reorganized, May 5, 1862, at Charleston, S.C. and mustered into Confederate service, 
with Joshua Jameson, Capt.; Jas. M. Pickens, 1st Lt.; E.H. Watkins, 2nd Lt.; J.H. Cannon, 
3rd Lt.; Robert Stephenson, 1st Sgt.; A.J. Smith, 2nd Sgt.; Ira F. McMurtry, 3rd Sgt.; 
W.A. Martin, 4th Sgt.; J.W. Callaham, 5th Sgt.; W.C. Hendrix, 1st CpI.; J.M. Moorhead, 
2nd CpI.; and W.L. Bolt, 3rd CpI.
Capt. Jameson resigned Oct. 5, 1862, on account of his health and Lt. Pickens was 
promoted to Capt.; Lt. Watkins to 1st Lt.; Lt. Stephenson to 1st Lt.; and T.C. Orr to 3rd Lt. 
Lt. Watkins resigned Dec. 19, 1862; Robt. Stephenson was promoted to 1st Lt.; Lt. Orr 
to 2nd Lt.; and Hugh Robinson to 3rd Lt.
The Twenty-second Regiment was first organized for State service, with Joseph Abney of 
Abbeville, Colonel; S.D. Goodlet of Greenville, Lt. Col. and T.C. Watkins of Anderson, 
Major.
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Re-organized and mustered into Confederate service with S.D. Goodlet, Col.; T.C. 
Watkins, Lt. Col.; J.M. Stewart, Major. Was sent to Virginia in August 1862 and 
assigned to Evan's Brigade. Sept. 13, 1882. There were 144 names listed. 41 were 
killed in battles, 24 died of disease, 1 died of wounds in battle; 10 were wounded in 
battles, 2 deserted, 1 died In N.Y. in a Yankee Prison, 13 were discharged and 10 
transferred.

The requisition for a pair of army shoes must have been for Joshua to walk home from 
Virginia to South Carolina when he resigned from his position in October 1862. He 
spent a few months at home until he recovered enough to go back into the Confederate 
army. The next years were spent hunting C.S.A. deserters in Upper S.C. and bringing 
them in. At the end of the war, he came home to a depleted farm. With hard work and 
good management, it did not take long for Joshua to build his land back to productivity.

Joshua was a leader in his community. He was a Justice of Peace and performed many 
weddings. He also wrote obituaries that were printed in the local newspapers for family 
and friends. Studying law on his own, he became an adviser to many about legal affairs - 
writing their wills and executing them, handling business transactions for friends and 
relatives. Joshua wrote a history of Mt. Pisgah Baptist Church.

(In July 2001, Pauline Gramling of Orangeburg, S.C. sent this writer a copy of Mount 
Pisaah Special Edition of The Easlev Progress. Easley, S.C., June 27, 1971. It was 
issued to celebrate the laying of the Corner Stone in the new church building. The 
special paper was dated June 25, 1925. It told the history of Mt. Pisgah Baptist Church 
and of the W.M.S. It referred to an early history of the church (1824 - 1885), which 
was written by Col. Joshua Jameson. On July 10, 1856, Joshua became the church 
clerk at Mt. Pisgah, serving in this capacity for 38 years. He had served for four years 
as church clerk for George's Creek Baptist Church before his move to Anderson County. 
It stated that Joshua Jameson, upon the moving of his church letter to Pisgah, became a 
deacon in 1861. In one of the clerk's books of minutes, Joshua explained why the book 
looked abused. He said that the heavy cyclone on March 25, 1884, blew all of the 
buildings on his property away and that particular book was in his possession at that 
time. This writer wonders where the book was found. Mattie Jameson, Joshua's 
daughter, was the first president of the Women's Missionary Union, which was organized 
in 1877. Her sisters, Ida and Minnie, served as W.M.U. Presidents in 1891 and 1895, 
respectively.)

Joshua was a learned, capable man. From the accounts of Cousin Mary Davis and Cousin 
Minnie Orr, Joshua and Mary Bowen had a long, happy life together; serving their 
church, families, friends, county, state and country well.

A granddaughter wrote about their Golden Wedding Anniversary Celebration:
On the 22 of Dec., 1846, Col. J. Jameson and Miss Mary B. Hunt were 

married at the home of the bride's parents, Greenville Co., S.C. Fifty years later, 
Dec. 1896, at their present home, Anderson Co., they celebrated the fiftieth 
anniversary of their marriage.

During this time twelve children were born unto them. Of these they 
raised ten; all married but one. They now have twenty-nine grandchildren.

At the celebration of their golden wedding, 1896, there were five 
children present and ten grandchildren. With friends and other relatives, 
thirty-four partook of the sumptuous feast of that day. Owing to the illness of 
Mrs. Jameson and her daughter, who were confined to their rooms, the otherwise 
happy day was somewhat marred.
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Col. Jameson is now 74 years old and his wife 66. He was colonel in the
S.C. Militia, and captain in the late war. He resigned from the army in 1862 on 
account of his health, but later belonged to a company of cavalry in the mountains 
in the northern part of S.C., hunting up deserters and sending them back to the 
army. He is a true and pious Baptist. Mrs. Jameson is a faithful, Christian 
woman, trying to walk in her Master's footsteps every hour of her life. In the 
neighborhood where they live, they are loved and respected by all. They received 
many elegant presents. Their friends and relatives wish them many happy 
returns of the day. Long live the couple.®^

Almost three years later, Mary Bowen died. Her obituary read:
On Oct. 20,1899, the spirit of Sister Mary B. Hunt, the beloved wife of 

Col. J. Jameson, passed from the sorrow of earth to the joy of heaven. Sister 
Jameson was born Nov. 13, 1830; was reared in Greenville Co., S.C. She joined 
the church at Enon, in Pickens Co., Sept. 1858. In Oct. 1859, she was one of the 
charter members of George's Creek church in Pickens Co., and in Dec. 1861, she 
transferred her membership to Mt. Pisgah church in Anderson Co., where she 
remained a useful member until her death. Sister Jameson's last illness 
continued for four months, during which time she never murmured. She would 
often say she was ready to go, and would entreat her friends to meet her in 
heaven. She was very much devoted to her husband, children and her church.

Her neighbors delighted in her company, and many times, the needy have 
been helped by her. A husband and ten children, with many relatives and friends, 
are left to lament her departure. She lived to see all her children members of the 
church of her choice, with good hope of a reunion in heaven. Her funeral was held 
in the presence of an immense congregation, the writer preaching a sermon, 
using the text, Prov. 31st, Chapter, 28-30 verses. The Woman's Missionary 
Society, of which she was an active member, was present in a body to do honor to 
their departed sister. It was a touching sight when they came to take a last look at 
her who had so often cheered them with her presence and words, as well as her 
acts. She and Bro. Jameson had walked the path of life together for over 53 years 
and when the dear old brother stood by to look upon her face that had smiled 
encouragement to him so often, it was sad beyond description. Col. Jameson is an 
honored deacon and clerk of Mt. Pisgah church and also Clerk of the Piedmont 
Association. Let God's children pray for him and his loved ones in their 
bereavement. The congregation sang the "Sweet by and by," and her body was laid 
to rest in the Mt. Pisgah cemetery to await the morn of the resurrection. Seneca,
S.C., Oct. 30, 1899. D.W. Hiott^S

Ida, Joshua's spinster daughter, cared for her father in his home until his death in
1906. Joshua died on Dec. 10, 1906. His obituary read:

Col. Joshua Jameson died at his home in Brushy Creek township at 8 
o'clock this morning. He would have been 84 on the 13th of this month. He had 
been an invalid for the past year, due to the infirmities of old age, and his death 
was not unexpected.

In the death of Col. Jameson, Anderson Co. loses one of its oldest and best 
citizens. He was one of the old school gentlemen who lived a long life of 
usefulness to his state and country and one who was highly respected by all who 
knew him. His character was unblemished and unimpeachable in any way. No one 
had a word to say of Col. Jameson except praise and kindness. He led a clean life

Given to the writer by Martha Davis Cade. 
Supplied by Martha D. Cade.

157



and leaves a record behind him that none can attack and that all who knew him 
will do well to follow as an example of upright, Christian living.

Col. Jameson was born in Pickens Co. but had lived in Anderson Co. nearly 
all of his long life. Before the Civil War, when the militia regiments were in 
existence, he was a colonel of a regiment. Few of his old associates in those days 
are living but the few that are left remember well his record in the militia of the 
old South. When the war came on, he enlisted and was made a captain of a 
company in the 22nd S.C. Regiment. He served with much gallantry during the 
great struggle and was one of the bravest of soldiers.

After the days of the war were over, Col. Jameson settled down on his 
plantation and became one of the most useful citizens in many ways. For many 
years he was a magistrate and also one of the county commissioners. In all of the 
matters of the welfare of the county, he took especial pride and worked with heart 
and soul in the public works over which he had supervision.

In the church. Col. Jameson was one of the strongest pillars. He was one 
of the men who not only professed Christianity, but lived so that others might 
feel the influence of a true Christian life. He was a member of Pisgah Baptist 
Church and for thirty-eight years deacon and church clerk, resigning only when 
age and health demanded that he give up the work. He was for a long time clerk of 
the Twelve-Mile Baptist Association.

Col. Jameson leaves three sons and five daughters, who are worthy
children of a worthy father. His wife died several years ago. One sister survives
him and one brother, Mr. Mack Jameson, who lives in Pickens Co.

The funeral services and interment of Col. Jameson will be held at Pisgah 
church tomorrow at 2 o'clock. His remains will be laid to rest in the churchyard 
of the old church where he worshipped for so many years and for whose 
upbuilding he has worked so faithfully.®®

Joshua wrote his own will on March 28, 1906 and named his son Robert P. Jameson, 
executor, and his daughter, Ida Jameson, executrix. After the sale of his property and 
the paying of his debts, all of his children shared equally from his estate, except for Ida, 
who was to get a child's share in addition to $800.00 for caring for Joshua during his 
latter years. He and Ida had earlier agreed to this sum. If a child were deceased, that 
child's part would be divided amongst his/her heirs. Joshua stated if any legatees were 
dissatisfied with the provisions of his will, they were to be cut from the will and their 
part would be divided with the non-contesting legatees.

The inventory list and sales lists were long. There were 329 1/4 acres of land for sale. 
Farm tools, carpentry tools, shoe tools, a spinning wheel, a Law book, wash stands,
bowls and pitchers, feather beds, chairs, farm bells, jugs, bureaus, cupboards,
bedsteads, tables, a safe, stove and vessels, a trunk, a lounge, a wash pot, fire dogs, a 
clock, cows, horses, mules, a horse buggy, a two-horse wagon, a saddle, a single barrel 
shot gun and countless other articles were on the inventory list. At the settlement, each 
child received around $1000.00 each, a nice sum of money at that time."'®®

The Family of Joshua J. and Mary Bowen Hunt Jameson
(Third Jameson Generation)

(Note: Credit for information on these families goes to Minnie Jameson Orr; Mary B. 
Davis; Evelyn Orr Gallimore, Joyce Hannah (Homer Robert Hannah, Jr.'s wife) - 
Elizabeth Jameson Wingo's family data; Stan Herrin - John Jameson's, "Our Common

Martha Davis Cade shared this with the writer.
''QQWill. Inventory and Sales obtained from Anderson Co., S.C. Court house.
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Heritage;" Suzanne J. Parker; Forrest and Ernest Jameson; T.M. Jameson, Jr.; Richard 
Charles Holloway and Fran's own research, has been used to compile this family sheet. 
In 1994, John E. Nettles, 524 Feemster Lane, Rock Hill, S.C. prepared some Jameson 
Family Group Sheets. Some of his information does not agree with Fran's.)

3. Husband: Joshua J. Jameson: b. 12-12-1822 in Pickens Co., S.C.; m. 12-22-1846 
in Greenville Co., S.C.; d. 12-10-1906 in Anderson Co., S.C.; 
buried: Mt. Pisgah Baptist Church Cemetery, Easley, S.C.
Parents: William and Rebecca Fowler Jameson. Jr. of Pickens, Co., S.C.

Wife: Mary Bowen Hunt Jameson: b. 11-24-1830; d. 10-20-1899 in Anderson Co.,
S.C.; buried (same as above).
Parents: William and Elizabeth Bowen Hunt of Greenville, Co., S.C.

Children: 8 daughters. 4 sons
4. Martha (Mattie) Ann Rebeccah Jameson Bramlett; b. 8-13-1849 in

Pickens Co., S.C.; m. 12-20-1881 in Anderson Co., S.C.; d. 5-20-1918; 
buried: Lebanon Baptist Church Cemetery, Anderson Co., S.C.

Husband: Zephaniah Durant Bramlett; b. 2-12-1848 in Augusta, Ga.; 
d. (?); buried: (same as above).
Parents: Elias and Adaline Ashmore Bramlett.

Children: 1 daughter
5. Infant; died at birth, 2-9-1883.
5. Mary Adaline Bramlett Davis; b. 2-12-1885 in Anderson Co., S.C.; 

m. 6-17-1920 in Atlanta, Ga.; d. 2-17-1971, Waycross, Ga.; 
buried: Crestlawn Cemetery, Atlanta, Ga.

Husband: Wm. Albert Davis; b. 9-11-1883, Cobb Co, Ga.; d. 8-2-1936. 
His parents: William Jackson and Ellen Strickland Davis.
His 1st Spouse: Agnes Andrews Davis.
Children bv 1st spouse: 2 sons . 1 daughter

(a) Elizabeth (Betty) Davis; b. 12-25-1908 in Atlanta, Ga.;
m. 3-18-1932; d. (?).

Husband: John Howard Davis.
(b) Joseph (Joe) Albert Davis; b. 12-8-1912 in Atlanta, Ga.;

m. 9-24-1937 in Atlanta, Ga.; d. 5-10-1980; buried: 
Wife: Katherine Ellen Johansen Davis.
(c) Harold Andrews Davis; b. 6-10-1918; m. (?);

d. 4-15-1970; buried: (?)
Wife: Betty Wells Davis.
5. 2nd Spouse: Mary Adaline Bramlett Davis (above).
Children: 1 dauchter

6. Martha Ellen Davis Cade; b. 12-8-1921 in Atlanta, Ga.;
m. 8-14-1946 in Atlanta, Ga.

Husband: Walter Malcolm Cade; b. 6-18-1918 in Bulloch Co., Al. 
His parents: William Ignatius and Velma Childs Cade.
Children: 1 daughter. 1 son

7. William Malcolm Cade, Jr.; b. 11-18-1952;
m. 3-18-1972.

Wife: Kathy Louise Holbrook Cade; b. (?)
7. Marivee Elizabeth Cade Dunlap; b. 1-6-1956 in

Memphis, Tn.; m. 11-10-1985 in Atlanta, Ga. 
Husband: Blaine Dunlap; b. (?)

4. William Foster Jameson; b. 2-28-1851 in Pickens Co., S.C.; m. ca.1875 
d. ca. Sept. 1900 or 1901; buried: Hill Co., Texas.

Wife: Ella M. King; b. (?)
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C h i ld r g n : .  ( ? )
4. Otho Landrum (Landie^ Jameson: b. 10-31-1852 in Pickens Co., S.C.;

m. 8-12-1874 in DeKalb Co., Ga.; d. 12-23-1934 in Norcross, Ga. 
buried: Chamblee Baptist Church Cemetery, Chamblee, Ga.

Wife: Susan Caroline Almeda Johnston Jameson: b. 4-22-1853 in DeKalb Co., 
Ga.; d. 2-8-1921 in Fulton Co., Ga.; buried: (same as above).
Parents: Jackson F. and Susan Caroline Evins Johnston of Cross Keys, Ga.

Children: 2 sons. 2 daughters
5. Claud Julias Jameson
5. Mary (Mae) Chloe Jameson Miller
5. Infant (died at birth)
5. William (Will) Pless Jameson.

(Note: See Otho Landrum Jameson's Family Sheet at the end of his chapter for additional 
information on his descendants.)

4. Edward Caldwell Jameson; b. 10-25-1854; m. Sept. 1886 in Spartanburg,
S.C.; d. 1-19-1933 in Greenville, S.C.; buried: (?)

Wife: Francis (Fanny) Fry; b. (?)
Children: (?)
4. Robert Preston Brooks Jameson; b. 2-20-1857 in Pickens Co., S.C.; m. 5- 

10-1888 in Anderson Co., S.C.; d. 7-7-1917 in Honea Path, S.C.; 
buried: (?)

Wife: Cornelia (Corrie) Amanda Mattison; b. (?)
Children: ? One was Richard Ward Jameson -

Richard's® daughter is Suzanne Jameson Parker.®
4. Mary Jane Jameson Moseley; b. 1-14-1859 in Pickens Co., S.C.; m. 12-

4-1879 in Anderson Co., S.C.; d. 3-4-1928 in Anderson, S.C.; bur: (?)
Husband: John Jordon Moseley; b. (?)
Children: (?)
4. Elizabeth (Bettie) Evaline Jameson Wingo''0''; b. 3-20-1861 in Anderson 

Co., S.C.; m. 2-1-1881 in Anderson Co., S.C., d. 3-4-1901 Greenville,
S.C.; buried: Gowansville Baptist Church, S.C.

Husband: John Olin Wingo; b. 8-12-1855; 1st m. to Bettie Jameson;
2nd m. ca.1913 to Emma Horn; d. 3-4-1922; John is buried with Bettie Wingo 

(same as above). He was a S.C. State Legislator.
Children: 3 daughters

5. Ida Maud Wingo; b. 11-20-1882; d. 3-4-1901; buried: (?)
5. Mamie lola Wingo Moseley; b. 11-27-1882; m. 1st cousin, mothers

were sisters, 6-1-1913; d. (?); buried: Forest Lawn Cemetery, 
Anderson, S.C.

Husband: Lewis Joshua Moseley, Sr.; b. (?); d. (?)
Children: 1 son

6. Lewis Joshua Moseley, Jr.; b. 8-24-1914 - Anderson, S.C.; 
m. (?)

Wife: Margaret Bolt Moseley; b. 2-24-1921 in Anderson, S.C. 
Children: 1 son

7. Lewis Gerrard Moseley; b. 1-7-1943 in Spartanburg,
S.C.; m. (?) ; divorced.

1st Wife: Jo Beth Hillhouse Moseley; b. (?); divorced. 
Children: 1 daughter

Information on Elizabeth J. Wingo and her descendants is from Joyce Hannah, Trion, 
Ga., 1987.
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8. Catherine Gerrard Moseley: b. 8-4-1971 
2nd Wife: Joyce Lillian Crouch Thomas Moseley: b. (?)

Her children by another marriage: 3
5. Carrie Lillian Wingo Jackson: b. 6-5-1887 near Campabello, S.C.: 

m. 12-10-1933 in Atlanta, Ga.: d. 5-26-1968 in Atlanta, Ga.: 
buried: Oakland Cemetery, Atlanta, Ga.

Husband: Thomas (Tracy) B. Jackson: b. 5-5-1884 in S.C.:
d. 3-21-1931 in Atlanta, Ga.: buried: (same as above).

Children: 1 daughter. 1 son
6. Mary Elizabeth Jackson Hannah: b. 9-17-1907 in Greer,

S.C.: m. 12-10-1933 in Atlanta, Ga.: d. 3-4-1965 in 
Atlanta, Ga., buried: Greenwood Cemetery, S.W. Atlanta, Ga. 

Husband: Homer Robert Hannah: b. 1-25-1896: d. 2-11-1953: 
buried: (same as above).

Children; 2 sons, 2 daughters
7. Homer Robert Hannah, Jr.: b. 9-14-1934 in Atlanta, 
Ga.: rn. 8-27-1960 in Trion, Ga.:
Wife: Myra Joyce Hankins Hannah: b. 8-31-1942 in 

Trion, Ga.
Children: 1 son. 1 daughter

8. Mary Elizabeth Hannah: b. 6-5-1961.
8. Homer Robert (Bobby) Hannah III: 

b. 8-3-1962
7. Frank Thomas Hannah: b. 10-14-1939:

m. 6-19-1965 at Duke Chapel, Durham, N.C.
Wife: Barbara Jean Carpenter: b. 11-27-1939 in N.J. 
Children: 3 daughters. 1 son

8. Allison Cole Hannah: b. 5-9-1968 in N.C.
8. Wendy Elizabeth Hannah: b. 3-17-1970, N.C.
8. Leslie Brooke Hannah: b. 12-13-1974, N.C.
8. Geoffrey Thomas Hannah: b. 12-9-1976, N.C.

7. Muriel Elizabeth Hannah Wilbanks: b. 1-28-1941.
m. 10-2-1959 in Atlanta, Ga.: divorced.

Husband: James Michael Wilbanks: b. 8-17-1935: 
divorced.

Children: 1 son
8. Michael (Mike) Benson Wilbanks; 

b. 1-18-1966.
7. Carolyn Suzanne Hannah Mellon: b. 9-28-1942:

2nd m. 12-23-1966 in Atlanta, Ga.
2nd Husband: John Stewart Mellon: b. 10-4-1945. 
Children: 2 sons

8. John Colin Mellon: b. 9-1-1970.
8. Dean Stewart Mellon: b. 6-23-1973.

6. Thomas Jackson, Jr.; b. 1-23-1923; m. 12-24-1944;
d. 12-13-1972; buried: (?)

Wife: Alice Eva Yerkeviez Jackson; b. 4-19-1924 of Brockton, 
Mass.; d. 7-25-1971.

Children: 1 son. 1 daughter
7. Stephen Thomas Jackson; b. 8-30-1948;

m. 4-4-1970; divorced.
Children: 2 daughters. 1 son

8. Tracy Marie Jackson; b. 3-12-1971.
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8. Michael Thomas Jackson; b. 10-31-1973.
8. Julia Ann Jackson; b. 4-3-1975.

7. Christine Jackson Williams; b. 11-25-1950;
m .1-23-1972.

Husband: Charles Ronald Williams; b. 5-11-1945. 
Children: 1 son. 1 daughter

8. Jennifer Lynn Williams; b. 10-8-1973.
8. Thomas Leon Williams; b. 12-27-1977.

4. Anna Carrie Jameson; b. 7-30-1863; d. 9-16-1867; buried: Mt. Pisgah 
Baptist Church Cemetery, Easley, S.C.

4. Sarah Ida Jameson Long; b. 3-4-1866; m. 12-22-1909; d. 11-15-1945 
In Atlanta, Ga.; buried: (?)

Husband: Ezekiel W. Long; b. (?)
4. Infant Daughter; b. 6-16-1868; d. 9-13-1868; buried: Mt. Pisgah Cem.
4. Ettie lola Jameson Smith; b. 1-16-1870; m. 1-17-1889 in Anderson Co.,

S.C.; d. 10-10-1925 in Bethune, S.C.; buried: (?)
Husband: Aaron John Smith; b. 12-12-1864 in Pendleton District, S.C.; 

d. 6-26-1927 in Bethune, S.C.; buried: (?)
His parents: Aron John and Annie Elizabeth Smith.

Children: 6 sons. 4 daughters
5. Grady T. Smith; b. 11-14-1889 in Anderson, S.C.; d. 9-10-1911.
5. Mary Rubye Smith Shaw; b. 8-12-1891 in Anderson, S.C.; m. 1911.

Husband: J.L. Shaw; b (?).
5. Paul N. Smith; b. 11-25-1893 in Anderson, S.C.; m. 1925; d. (?) 
Wife: Virginia Ellen Watts Smith; b. (?)
5. Infant son; b. 12-31-1896; d. 1-17-1897.
5. Annie Mildred Smith Welborn; b. 1-26-1898 in Anderson, S.C.; 

m. 1917; d. 4-24-1986; buried: Lebanon Baptist Church, 
Anderson Co., S.C.

Husband: J. Dewy Welborn; b. (?)
Children: 1 daughter

6. Margaret Ann Welborn Peery; b. (?)
5. Madeline Clyde Smith Watkins; b. 7-29-1900 in Anderson, S.C.;

m. 1922; d. (?)
Husband: Charles S. Watkins; b. (?)
5. Aaron Joshua Smith; b. 3-18-1903 in Anderson, S.C.; m. 1937;
Wife: Francis Sauerance Smith; b. (?)
5. John Balus Smith; b. 11-30-1906; in Anderson, S.C.; m. (?)
Wife: Frankie B. Rucker Smith; b. (?)
5. Thelma Smith Clyburn; b. 1-23-1908 in Anderson, S.C.; m. (?) 
Husband: Raymond F. Clyburn; b. (?)
5. Thomas E. Smith; b. 3-15-1910 in Anderson, S.C., m. 1935.
Wife: Margaret H. Osterhaut Smith; b. (?)

4. Minnie Lillian Alicia Jameson Orr; b. 5-9-1872 in Anderson Co., S.C.;
m. 4-8-1896 in Anderson Co., S.C.; d. 3-5-1960 in Westminister, S.C.; 
buried: (?)

Husband: John Rufus Orr; b. (?)
Children: 1 daughter

5. Evelyn Orr Gallimore; b. 4-23-1901; m. 3-2-1976; d.
Husband: J. Aubrey Gallimore; b. (?); d. (?)
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Husband: William Hunt: b. 7-7-1803; m. (?); d. 11-14-1883.
Wife: Elizabeth Bowen Hunt: b. 3-6-1803; m. (?); d. 6-17-1884.
Children: 4 daughters. 1 infant. 3 sons

1. Martha A. Hunt Ponder; b. 7-7-1829; m. (?); d. (?).
Husband: A. J. Ponder; b. (?); m. (?); d. (?).
2. Mary Bowen Hunt Jameson: b.11-24-1830; m. 12-22-1846 in Greenville

Co., S.C., d. 10-20-1899 in Anderson Co., S.C.; 
buried: Mt. Pisgah Baptist Church Cemetery, Easley, S.C.

Husband: Joshua J. Jameson: b. 12-12-1822; d. 12-10-1906.
3. Rebecca M. Hunt l\4cClain; b. 11-6-1833; m. (?); d. (?)
Husband: D. McClain.
4. Waddy T. Hunt; b. 2-11-1836; m. in Texas - lived there until death.
5. W.M. Hunt; b. 12-15-1837; d. 3-2-1838.
6. Thomas Butler Hunt; b. 8-24-1939; m. Hattie McKinney.
7. Harriet E. Hunt Holzclaw; b. 8-15-1841; m. John W. Holzclaw.
8. Infant; b. 8-27-1843; d. 10-4-1843.

The Family of William and Elizabeth Bowen Hunt

Fourth._Jameson Generation 

Otho Landrum Jameson^
(1852-1934)

*ln 1852, the year that Otho Landrum Jameson was born, Franklin Pierce was elected 
the 14th U.S. President. Published were Charles Dickens' “Bleak House" and Harriet 
Beecher Stowe's "Uncle Tom's Cabin." Wells Fargo & Co. was established.*

Otho Landrum was the third child of Joshua and Mary Bowen Hunt Jameson. He was born 
in Anderson County, South Carolina on October 31, 1852. Joshua and Mary perhaps 
named him for Dr. J.B.O. Landrum, a prominent physician and writer of two books on the 
history of Upper Country, South Carolina. In Spartanburg County there is the town of 
Landrum, S.C., a border town of the Carolinas, which was named for the doctor's father, 
John Gill Landrum. Tryon, North Carolina is on the other side of the state line from 
Landrum where a James Jamieson lived in the early and middle 1700s. Was he a 
relative? Several Jamesons in South Carolina were named Landrum - why this name?

Landrum's sister, Minnie Orr, gives a glimpse into their childhood days from the paper 
that she presented at the family reunion in 1927. Their family moved from Pickens Co. 
to Slabtown or Equality, S.C. in Anderson County in the late 1850s. Slabtown was once a 
thriving village on a public road - it was a stage coach stop. It received its name from 
the slabs that were used in the construction of several of the earlier buildings in the 
town. This area between Greenville and Pendleton on Highway #88 was at one time one 
of the most influential sections of the county. The post office name of the town was 
changed to Equality because its citizens felt that their possessions, positions and social 
status were very nearly equal. The famous Thalian Academy, founded in 1832, was 
located in this village. Its first teacher was the Rev. John L. Kennedy. Children came 
from long distances to attend the school, some staying during the week in cabins built on 
the campus for out of town students. School hours were from 8 until 5 with a lunch hour 
and two recesses. The school was closed by the War Between the States. After the war, it
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never reclaimed its r e p u t a t i o n . since Landie^o^ was nine when the Civil War started, 
he and his siblings probably attended this school.

Because the War Between the States (Civil War) started in 1861, Landrum had to grow 
up fast. His father, Col. Joshua Jameson, was a Confederate soldier and was away from 
home most of the time during the four years of the war. According to Jo Ann R. 
Wigington's article on Slabtown, one of the last battles of the Civil War was fought in 
this small community, taking place after Lee's surrender at Appomatox, Virginia. A 
garrison of northern troops was stationed in Greenville, S.C. Raiding throughout the 
area, the Yankees would take livestock, food or provisions that belonged to the local 
people, leaving them destitute. On one of these raids at Slabtown, a group of southern 
men met them in the road and a fight ensued. Several of the "Feds" were wounded and one 
was killed. The Yankees retreated, went back for reinforcements, and returned to burn 
homes and capture the "Rebs" who had attacked the northern foragers. A few Slabtown 
men were arrested but were soon released when they could establish an alibi for their 
“whereabouts." This event has been called one of the last battles of the Confederacy.'' 
Landie and his siblings probably experienced difficult situations during this dreadful 
war. Perhaps they even witnessed the arrest of the men cited above, or worse yet, their 
own homes and property were probably raided.

This writer can only speculate as to how Landrum and Almeda met. Landrum's father was 
Joshua Jameson from Anderson, County, South Carolina. Franky Jameson Perry, 
(Joshua's sister and Landrum's aunt) was married to W.H. Perry and they lived in 
Alpharetta, Georgia. After Franky's death (death date is not known) and after Jackson F. 
Johnston's death (Almeda's father) in 1856, Almeda's mother (Susan Caroline Evins 
Johnston) married William H. Perry of Alpharetta, Georgia. This marriage took place 
sometime between the 1860 and the 1870 U.S. Census. In the 1860 U.S. Census of 
DeKalb County, Georgia, Susan and her children are listed in the household of her 
mother-in-law, Naomi Johnston, both were widows. Susan J. Evins Johnston Perry and 
William H. Perry appear on the 1870 U.S. Census of Milton, County, Georgia as husband 
and wife. If this Mr. Perry was indeed the widower of Franky Jameson Perry, it was 
through him or his children that Susan's daughter, Almeda, probably met Landrum.

Susan Caroline Almeda Johnston lived in DeKalb County, Georgia in the Cross Keys 
Community. Perhaps some of her teen years were spent in Alpharetta, Georgia with her 
mother and stepfather. Her paternal grandparents, William and Naoma (Naomi) and her 
maternal grandparents, John (Jack) and Nancy Evins were pioneer settlers (ca.1818- 
1820) of this area. Both sets of grandparents had moved to Georgia from the Anderson 
and Pickens County area of South Carolina. They probably had relatives who still lived 
in South Carolina. Perhaps Almeda had visited these relatives and that is how she and 
Landie met. Landie's Aunt Franky Jameson Perry, after marrying, moved to Alpharetta, 
Georgia where she and her husband reared seven ch i ld ren . " 'H is  Uncle Wilkinson 
moved to Cherokee County, Georgia in 1840 when he was 24 years old. In 1858, he

The Pendleton Leaacv. by Beth Ann Klosky, pp. 82, 93, 97 and from a paper 
written by Jo Ann R. Wigington, Slabtown. p. 35.
Homer Hannah's great-grandmother was Landrum's sister (Elizabeth - Settle 
Wingo). Bettie called her brother, Landie, when conversing with her family about 
him, according to Joyce Hannah. This was perhaps what all of his family called him. 

Wiginton, op. cit., p. 35.
As stated by Cousin Mary Davis at the Jameson Reunion in 1925 in a paper, which she 

wrote and delivered, (copied from T.M. Jameson, Jr.'s material)
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died, leaving a widow and children.''®® Madison also lived near Alpharetta, Georgia with 
his family."'

After a long distance courtship, Landrum and Almeda married on August 12, 1874. 
Landrum must have taken his bride to live near his parents in Anderson Co., S.C. because 
Claud Julias, their oldest son, was born there on June 22, 1875.''°® Other children 
born to this young couple were Mary (Mae) Chloe, on January 6, 1879; an infant (died 
at birth), and William (Will) Pless on September 24, 1887.

Landie and Almeda moved back to Georgia and bought a farm near Nancy Creek in North 
Fulton County, at Sandy Springs, Ga. It was located off the Izzard Road, now identified as 
North Land Drive. The date of this move is not known. Today a residential subdivision is 
located on this land which includes Landmark Drive, Old House Trail and Westfalia 
C o u r t . ' ' O n  this very property Landrum and Almeda lived and reared their family.

On Landie's fertile farm, he grew mostly cotton and corn. He was a good husband, father 
and neighbor. In his latter years, he had a problem with alcohol. Mae Jameson Miller, 
when talking about her father, recalled the times that her mother, Almeda, went down to 
the mourner's bench at church to ask the minister to pray for her husband and his 
drinking affliction. This writer's mother, Catherine H. Jameson, as a youngster and who 
attended the same church, remembered the lady with the beautiful, brown eyes who 
routinely wept and prayed at the mourner's bench for her husband.''^®

Landrum and Almeda's children grew up to be responsible adults. Their oldest son, 
Claud, was an Atlanta Police Force Detective until his untimely death in 1920. Their 
daughter, Mae, married Newton Derias Miller, a farmer in Gwinnett County, Ga. Their 
other son. Will, was a carpenter, by trade, and lived near Decatur, Ga.

When Almeda died on February 8, 1921, Landie tried to stay on at the farm. Mae saw 
that things were not "going right'' for her father and she persuaded him to move to her 
home where he lived for the rest of his life.

Fred Jameson remembered, "Grandpa lived in a back room at Aunt Mae's. I can see him 
now sitting by the fireplace in the kitchen, doing the churning for Aunt Mae. Grandpa 
worked in the fields with Uncle Newt. Grandpa's buggy was parked under a shed near the 
barn at Aunt Mae's." In this writer's baby book, there is a list of visitors who came to 
see her soon after her birth. Her Great-grandpa Jameson, Aunt Mae and Uncle Newt 
were among the guests.

Landrum died on January 23, 1934, at the age of 82, and was buried at Chamblee 
Baptist Church in the family plot beside his wife, Almeda Johnston Jameson. On the left 
of the double marker is inscribed: Almeda Jameson / April 22, 1853 - Feb. 8, 1921 / 
"She was too good on earth. And gentle and fair To dwell on this world of care." The 
right side inscription reads: O.L. Jameson / Oct. 31, 1852 - Jan. 23, 1934 / "at rest.'

(Note: The family sheet of Otho Landrum and Susan Caroline Almeda Johnston Jameson 
will appear at the end of Almeda's chapter.)

Marfl9a9...an«j Death Nptice? In S.C.. 1925:1811, (S.c.. 929.3, Reviii), p. 21.
As stated by Cousin Mary Davis in her 1925 Jameson Reunion paper.
As recorded by Forrest L. Jameson in his genealogy research.
Information from Fred R. Jameson to Frances J. Cadenhead. 

n o  Recalled from conversations with Mae Jameson Miller and the writer's mother.
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Susan Caroline Almeda Johnston Jameson
(1 853-1921)

*ln 1853, the year that Almeda Johnston was born, Nathaniel Hawthorne and Charlotte 
Bronte were popular authors. Henry Steinway and his three sons began the Steinway 
Piano Manufacturers in New York.*

Susan Caroline Almeda Johnston was born on April 22, 1853 to Jackson F. and Susan 
Caroline Evins Johnston in the Cross Keys Community, DeKalb Co., north of Atlanta, 
Georgia. Other children born to Jackson and Susan Caroline Evins were John F. 
Johnston, Aug. 2, 1840; Naomi O. Johnston, 1842; William J. Johnston, 1844; Nancy 
Ann Johnston, May 8, 1848; and Georgia A. E. Johnston, May 5, 1850.i 'l l

It was not until 1984, that this writer was introduced to her Johnston and Evins 
ancestors. On occasion, when she traveled past Caldwell Estates or Nancy Creek 
Primitive Baptist Church, vague stories would stir in her head - family stories told by 
her father, Ernest Jameson, to her siblings and her when they were children. A MARTA 
study of the Nancy Creek Primitive Baptist Church Cemetery was done because part of 
the North Tract of the Cemetery was in the proposed path of the rapid transit system. It 
was necessary to move these graves to another location in the cemetery. Before this 
could be done, all descendants were notified and asked to send written permission to allow 
this action to take place. For the dissenters, a hearing took place. When the legal paper 
arrived at this writer's address, she signed it, granting permission and dismissed the 
subject from her mind. But her young nephew, Matthew Jameson, did not give his 
permission and he attended the hearing. It was after this legal hearing that Matt gave his 
copy of the report to his Aunt Gerry Spruill. Looking at it, she, in turn, gave it to her 
sister - Frances J. Cadenhead, because of Fran's interest in family research. What a 
gold mine! Right before her eyes, Frances had an extensive study of six generations of 
ancestors whom she really did not know! This study included Research Methodology, 
Historical Background, Narrative History and Photo-documentation. Darlene Roth & 
Associates, Inc. and Lome McWatters, historian, prepared this report. Strangers had 
compiled this partial history of family ancestors to make it possible for MARTA to 
(tres)pass through this graveyard where this writer's distant relatives had peacefully 
lain for years. She will always be grateful to Matthew Jameson, her nephew, for 
sharing his copy of the study. Further information on this branch of the family was 
found in Franklin Garrett's Atlanta Environs and in A Century in North DeKalb - the 
Story of First Baptist Church of Chamblee. Georgia.

Almeda's grandparents were among the early settlers of DeKalb County, Georgia. 
Almeda's father, Jackson F. Johnston, was the son of William and Naoma Johnston. (In 
various documents Naoma's name is spelled either Naoma or Naomi - which is correct is 
not known by this writer.) The Johnston's were prominent citizens of the Cross Keys 
Community. Jackson F. Johnston grew up in the Cross Keys Community and was a 
member of Nancy Creek Primitive Baptist Church. Soon after his father's (William 
Johnston) death in 1855, Jackson, also, died - July 12, 1856. Jackson F. Johnston was 
buried at Nancy Creek Primitive Baptist Church Cemetery (Grave #165). Sadly, 
Jackson's widow, Susan, lost yet another beloved relative, her eldest son, John F. 
Johnston, who died on December 19, 1858. He was buried at Nancy Creek Primitive

Mangy Qr99k.frimitiyfi Baptist Chursh. The. Johngtgn. Eamily, prepared for m a r ta  by Roth
& Associates, Inc., May 1984, Part III, Narrative Genealogy, p. 11-12.
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Baptist Church Cemetery (Grave #166).‘'12 According to the 1860 U.S. Census of Cross 
Keys District, DeKalb County, Georgia, Susan, Jackson's widow, and her five remaining 
children were residing in the household of her mother-in-law, Naomi Johnston (age 
62). Also living there was Naomi’s handicapped, unmarried daughter, Dorothy Ann 
Johnston (age 32). Listed, along with Naomi and Dorothy Ann, were Susan Caroline E. 
Johnston (age 37), Naomi O. (age 18), William J. (age 16), Nancy Ann (age 12), 
Georgia A.E. (age 9), and Susan Caroline Almeda (age 7). Almeda would later become 
this writer's great-grandmother.

(Note: This author found on the Milton County, Georgia website that Susan Caroline E. 
Johnston, the widow of Jackson F. Johnston and the mother of Almeda Johnston Jameson, 
married William H. Perry (widower of Franky Jameson Perry) of Alpharetta, Georgia 
sometime before the 1870 U.S. Census. Suzy Parker, a distant Jameson cousin who lives 
in Texas, told this writer of this website on the computer.)

Several times in Franklin Garrett's book, Atlanta and Environs. William Johnston, 
Almeda's grandfather, is mentioned. A review of the year 1841 is given in Vol. I, 
Chapter 19. On page 180, Garrett writes that Gov. Charles J. McDonald took office in 
late 1841. And on the business of DeKalb Co., Ga., "On January 15, 1841, three new 
Inferior Court Justices took office. They were William Johnston. David D. Anderson and 
William Hairston. John N. Bellinger and Robert Jones succeeded themselves for another 
four-year term on the same Court."

The review of the year 1846 is given in Vol. I, Chapter 24. On page 231 is written: On 
January 8, 1846, a completely new slate of officers moved into the DeKalb Co. Court 
House. They were: Thomas J. Perkerson, Sheriff; Daniel Stone, Clerk Superior Court; 
Henry B. Latimer, Clerk Inferior Court; Stephen Terry, Surveyor, and Wil l iam 
Johnston. Coroner. All were pioneer and well-known citizens of the county ... William 
Johnston, an extensive landowner in Cross Keys District, was the owner of Johnston's 
Mill on the north fork of Peachtree Creek. County affairs were in good hands."

In Vol. I, page 267: “Stephen Terry and William Johnston. Coroner, continued in office 
for another two-year term (1848)."

In Vol. I, on page 340: “On January 8, 1852, the last slate of DeKalb County Officers to 
serve before the creation of Fulton County, the following year, took office. They were: 
Thomas J. Perkerson, Sheriff; Robert M. Brown, Clerk Superior Court; Alexander 
Johnson, Clerk Inferior Court; Hugh M. Boyd, Receiver Tax Returns; John M. Smith, 
(founder of Mt. Gilead Methodist Church), Tax Collector; William Johnston. Coroner, 
and Malcolm McLeod, Surveyor. Of this group, Perkerson, Boyd and Smith lived in that 
part of DeKalb cut off into Fulton (County)."

In Vol. I, on page 405: “Politics upon a smaller scale resulted in the commissioning, on 
January 12, 1856, of the following new officers of Fulton County: Thomas J. Perkerson, 
Sheriff; William R. Venable, Clerk Superior Court; and Moses Holland, Coroner. Other 
officers held over. In DeKalb County all former officers were continued except John W. 
Fowler succeeded William Johnston, deceased, as Coroner." [William Johnston died on 
June 18, 1855. He served his county well!]

More on Almeda's paternal grandparents: William Johnston was born in South Carolina 
on September 15, 1789. He married Naomi (?) who was also born in South Carolina ca.

''''2 Ibid.
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1798. William and Naomi had five children: Jackson F., Maria, Nancy Elliot, 
Washington P. and Dorothy Ann Johnston.’ ^  ̂ william and Naomi were active citizens in 
their community and church. They were among the early members of Nancy Creek 
Primitive Baptist Church, established in 1824, near the Cross Keys Community (not 
far from the Oglethorpe University area of today). Johnston served as a moderator (lay 
minister) in this church for a short while. In the Primitive Baptist Church or Hard
shell Baptist church, members believe in the Priesthood of the believer. The minister 
is not educated for the ministry: God speaks directly through His servant. In this 
denomination there are no missionary organizations, no Sunday school programs, and no 
instrumental music is used in the church services. Foot washing services are routinely 
held - this is a symbolic rite of humbling oneself to another, asking for forgiveness of a 
wrong that might have been committed to another, or simply expressing that one is not 
superior to his brother.

In Garrett's Book, there is an account of William Johnston being appointed on November
3, 1851, by the Inferior Court of DeKalb, to be one of three reviewers. Their task, as 
stated, "For the purpose of reviewing that part of the road known as Power's Ferry Road 
from where it crosses the old Peachtree Road at L. Arendall's to where it intersects with 
the Shallowford Road leading to William Johnston's Mill on Peachtree Creek about four 
miles from Decatur

In Part III of the MARTA study of Nancy Creek Primitive Baptist Church Cemetery, this 
is written about William: The oldest identifiable grave in the North Impact Area is that 
of William. (Grave #168). Johnston was a church deacon, very active in church 
affairs, and a wealthy planter. ... William died in 1855 and Naomi died in 1884. 
Johnston's son, Jackson F. Johnston, died in 1856 at the age of 37 and is also buried in 
the North Impact Section. ... William Johnston owned considerable land in DeKalb and 
Fulton Counties, most of which he willed to his wife. The remainder was left to his 
"afflicted" daughter - Dorothy Ann Johnston, to his other daughter - Nancy Elliot 
Johnston Evins (wife of William H. Crawford Evins), to his sons - Jackson F. Johnston 
and Washington P. Johnston, and to his son-in-law - Milton C. Lively. An illustration of 
his prosperity was the fact that he willed a total of 30 slaves to his family in 1855.^^5 
In his will, he left his plantation to his wife "during her natural life" and at her death to 
be "equally divided among my children then in life and the representatives of a deceased 
child to take the share of their parents." The final settlement of William Johnston's 
estate, after the death of Naoma, named Williams’ children who were living in 1887 and 
his grandchildren by his deceased daughters, Maria Johnston Lively and Nancy Elliott 
Johnston Evins Jett.̂ "*®

William Johnston was buried at Nancy Creek Primitive Baptist Church (Grave # 168). 
On his crypt the inscription reads: William Johnston - "Was born Sept. 15, 1789 - And 
died June 18, 1855 - His age 65 years 9 mts.""'^^ At the end of her life, November
11, 1884, his widow, Naoma, was buried in an unmarked grave in the same cemetery, 
possibly next to her husband in Grave #169.

Ibid., p. 11.
Atlanta and Environs. A Chronicle of its People and Events. Franklin M. Garrett, Univ. of
Ga. Press, Athens, Ga. 1969, Vol. I, p. 333.

■'■'5 MARTA, Roth & Assoc., p. 25. Will of Wm. Johnston. DeKalb Co.. Ga.. June 6. 1855. Will
Book A., p. 162, Georgia Dept, of Archives & History, DeKalb Co.
Ibid., Part II. Partial Necrology of the North Tract, pp. 4-5.
Ibid., Part IV. Photodocumentation, pp. 51,52.
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In 1884, William Johnston’s wife, Naoma left a will in Fulton Co. with the specific 
request that “I desire my body to be buried in a Christian-like manner by the side of my 
husband in the family burring (sic) ground and I wish out of money I may die possessed 
of, to have my grave and that of my daughter Dorothy Ann Johnston fixed up in a decent 
and substantial manner..." It was assumed by the MARTA study that although there were 
no tombstones with inscriptions on them, that the unmarked graves #167 and #169 
were those of Naomi and Dorothy Ann Johnston. '̂'®

Several of William and Naomi Johnston's children, grandchildren and great
grandchildren are buried in the North Tract of Nancy Creek Cemetery. Earlier, it was 
written that Jackson F. Johnston (William's son) and John F. Johnston (William's and 
Naomi's grandson and the son of Jackson F. and Susan Caroline Evins Johnston) are 
buried in Graves #165 and #166. Susan Evins Johnston Peerv is buried in Grave 
#164 beside her first husband, Jackson F. Johnston. Susan married a second time to 
W.H. Perry of Alpharetta, Georgia. An infant of Georgia A. E. Johnston Covington and 
John W. Covington is buried by Susan in Grave #163. Georgia and her husband, John 
Covington, are buried at Crossroads Primitive Baptist Church in Sandy Springs, Georgia. 
Nancy Elliott Johnston Evins Jett (Grave #143) is buried beside her first husband, 
William H. Crawford Evins (Grave #142). Nancy married a second time to Richard B. 
Jett after her first husband, William H.C. Evins, died. She had children by both 
husbands but none of her children are buried at Nancy Creek Cemetery. William H.C. 
Evins was the son of John (Jack) L. and Nancy Evins. Jack died in 1864 and was buried 
on his home property but Nancy, who died in 1883, was buried, possibly, in an 
unmarked grave beside her son-in-law, Phillip House (Grave #134) and daughter, 
Georgia Ann Johnston Evins (Grave #133). Nancy Evins. for whom Nancy Creek was 
named, also had the honor of her church using "her name and her creek" in its title, 
Nancy Creek Primitive Baptist Church."'

Alm^da Jphn^ton Jameson's maternal grandparents were John (Jack) L. Evins and Nancv 
Baugh Evins. Almeda's mother, Susan Caroline Evins Johnston, married Jackson F. 
Johnston, son of William and Naomi Johnston ca. 1839. She was the daughter of Jack and 
Nancv Evins. Another son of William and Naomi Johnston's married one of Jack and 
Nancy Evin's daughters, Nancy Elliott Johnston. She, Nancy Elliott, married William H. 
Crawford Evins on December 28, 1843.''20 (John and Nancy B. Evins are this writer's 
great-great-great-grandparents - six generations back!)

Garrett quotes an article that appeared in the Wednesday, January 31, 1883 Atlanta 
Constitution on the Evins family. It was written when Nancy Baugh Evins was 85 years 
old; she was described as stout, hardy and still living in the old home-place of 65 years. 
She was the widow of John LeRov Evins. mother of 11 children, 57 grandchildren and 93 
great-grandchildren at that time. Her brother was the late William Baugh of Gwinnett 
County, Ga. She married John (Jack) LeRov Evins. a native of South Carolina, and came 
with him from Gwinnett County into the Indian country to settle; he was one of the 
original settlers of DeKalb County, Ga. Evins bought land from the Indians - bottom
land on the creek that would later bear Nancy's name, Nancy Creek. He purchased all of 
land lots 13, 40, and 41 of the 17th District of then DeKalb, now Fulton County. The

"I"I® Ibid., pp. 4-5, Fulton Co., Ga., Will Book B. p. 208, Will of Naomi Johnston. 
signed April 15, 1884, probated December Term, 1884.

Ibid., pp. 5-6.
■■20 Ibid., Pgrt |||. N^rrgtive Qeneglogy. P- 11-
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home-place was on land lot 13 very close to the present intersection of Peachtree- 
Dunwoody and House Roads, overlooking the valley of Nancy Creek. His rich farmland 
produced vast crops. The 1850 U.S. Census valued this land at $15,530, a substantial 
amount of land at that time. Atlanta's population was composed of 2500 people in 1850.

The story is told that Nancy Evins loved to fish. Whenever Jack Evins could not find his 
wife at home, he would go to the creek where he would find her sitting on the bank, 
fishing. He started calling the creek, Nancy's Creek and that became its name.’ 21 
Through the years the creek's name has been corrupted to Nancy Creek; it has traversed 
through miles of land in the North Atlanta suburbs.

Evins proved to be a contributing citizen of the area. He was elected in 1837 to the 
lower branch of the state legislature and served through 1838.''22 Years later, on 
November 25, 1931, Franklin Garrett tried to locate Jack's grave, which was supposed 
to be on the Evins property. Near the old Evins home-site, by an old cedar tree, there 
appeared to be a grave, but the marker was missing. Raking aside the decayed leaves, 
sixty feet away from the grave, Garrett found broken remains of what had once been a 
handsome box tomb. Garrett pieced together the inscription: In Memory of John L. Evins 
/ Born March 23rd, 1794 / Died August 8th, 1864. Other pieces of the tombstone 
were being used as doorsteps at a nearby, small, tenant house."'23

The property that the Johnston and Evins families owned was rich farmland. In 
Statistics of Georgia, written by George White - published in 1849, are these words, 
"the rich lands are on the Chattahoochee and South Rivers, Peachtree, Nancy's and Utoy 
Creeks ... and have been known to produce 1000-1500 pounds of cotton per acre, and 
from 8 to 12 barrels of corn per acre ... some gold has been found ... and on Nancy's 
Creek. Asbestos in large quantities [is] at the plantation of John Evins, Esq.; [and] 
granite in quantities sufficient to supply the State of Georgia for a century to come."'24

In the MARTA report all known descendants of William Johnston are listed - six 
generations. This writer will only give the names of her direct line, which would be 
nine generations back to William and Naomi Johnston. This will appear at the end of 
Naomi's chapter.

The stories that this writer's father (C. Ernest Jameson) told his children many years 
ago were true! As earlier written, her father passed away before she became interested 
in doing family research and, alas, she was denied the opportunity of recording his 
valuable knowledge concerning his family's history. Fleeting stories that he told her 
when she was a youngster stirred in her head. When she quizzed her surviving uncles, 
they could not recall hearing these tales. As a young boy and as the oldest child in his 
family, Ernest spent a lot of time with his grandparents. Being interested in history, 
Ernest listened to his grandparents' stories of times past; he retained what he heard.

One story was that an ancestor had married an Indian princess (as written in Ernestine's 
chapter). Was it possible that Nancy Evins was a descendant of this union? Her love for 
nature (fishing) was strong! According to this writer's father and mother, his Grandma 
Almeda had flashing brown eyes. (Is this where Gerry gets her beautiful brown eyes?) 
This writer has no way of knowing if this "Indian Princess tale" might be true.

■I21 A Cgntury in..N..DeKalb, op. cit., p. 3. 
■'22 Garrett, Vol. I, op. cit., p. 151.
''23 Ibid., p. 42.
’ 24 Garrett, Vol. I, op. cit., pp. 285, 286.
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Another story her father told his children was about Caldwell Estates (the House 
Plantation) on Peachtree Road. Today it is the Peachtree Golf Club. He told them that 
distant relatives of his lived in that house for a period of time. In researching the 
Johnstons, the writer found that Phillip House married Georgia Ann Evins, daughter of 
her great-great-great grandparents, John and Nancy Evins. Georgia Ann and Phillip 
lived for a short while in his father's home, the Samuel House Plantation. The Polks of 
Virginia later bought the House Estate. Their daughter, Martha, married Justinian Evins 
in 1867. Justinian was the grandson of Nancy and John Evins. Martha and Justinian 
lived in the House-Polk home for a period of time.’ ^s jh is  writer exclaims, "So Daddy 
was right! These were the relatives of whom he spoke!" (Justinian was one of the early 
founders of old Corinth, later First Baptist Church, of Chamblee, Ga. He was a carpenter 
and a farmer. He built the first Cross Keys School on his property. For forty years he 
was a Justice of Peace in the Cross Keys Community and his wife, Martha, was the 
postmistress at the Cross Keys Post Office''26.)

Some of these relatives lived at the time of the War Between the States and some of them 
were in the path of the enemy. What was it like to have “friend and foe" over-running 
one's land? William Johnston. Sr.. Jackson F. Johnston and John F. Johnston were 
deceased. Their widows were alone with the younger children (including Almeda) when 
the Yankees came through. It is known that General Sherman stayed a night in the House 
home near Nancy Creek Primitive Baptist Church. What caused 70-year-old John 
Evin's death on August 8, 1864? He and his family suffered the horrors of war on or 
near his property. If he and his family had abandoned their home in July when Sherman 
and his troops came through, they must have been hiding not far from the premises. Did 
John try to defend his property? The Yankees surely came through Evin's farmland, on 
their way to burn Atlanta. A path of destruction was levied against the inhabitants in 
their path. What manner of abuse did these families suffer? What kind of protection or 
safety was given to them? What happened to the Johnston women and children, who lived 
near the Evins, during this terrible ordeal? The horrors of war would live on in the 
memories of the survivors.

The Federal and Confederate troops beleaguered the Nancy Creek area during the siege of 
Atlanta. Land along parts of this creek and sections of Peachtree Creek belonged to the 
Johnstons and Evins. Sope Creek, near Roswell, was in the area where this writer's 
Gantt relatives lived. The able men were away fighting with the Confederate Army. Only 
the women, children, older men, and servants inhabited the homes and farms. What 
terrifying experiences did these relatives have to endure?

Detailed accounts are given in Garrett's book of the Federal and Confederate troops as 
they battled against each other, all around Atlanta. Early in July of 1864, Sherman's 
plans were implemented in the Roswell and Sope Creek area. The mills were burned and 
the workers were shipped by railroad boxcars to Indiana were they were set free. 
Federal General Lewis Schofield's 23rd Corp. of the Army of Ohio had crossed the 
Chattahoochee River at the mouth of Sope Creek, taking the Confederate outpost troops by 
surprise. Southern General Joseph E. Johnston had withdrawn his troops to the Fulton 
County side of the river, burning bridges and destroying railroad tracks as he proceeded 
to Atlanta. Establishing headquarters in the city, he devised plans to save Atlanta. It 
seemed probable that the city would fall to the enemy. The frightened townspeople were 
leaving in frenzied droves. Sherman's plans to get his troops across the Chattahoochee

^25 A Century in N. DeKalb. op. cit., p. 20. 
126 Ibid.

171



were carried out. General Thomas and his troops took possession of the area from Island 
Creek to Kyle's Bridge over Nancy Creek. General Schofield, after crossing at Sope 
Creek, moved toward Cross Keys and Nancy Creek. General MacPherson moved his 
command abreast with Schofield and Garrard and the whole Federal Army formed a 
concave line behind Nancy Creek. By July 17, 1864, all of the Federal troops had 
crossed the Chattahoochee River and were advancing to Atlanta. Confederate President 
Jefferson Davis and his Chief-of-Staff, Braxton Bragg, had never trusted General 
Jonhston's ability to command the troops. Johnston, likewise, held negative thoughts 
about Davis and Bragg. This mutual mistrust came to a climax when Johnston seemed 
unable to hold the enemy back. On July 18, 1864, Johnston was relieved of his 
command and General J.B. Hood was promoted to lead the troops in the Atlanta area. 
General Sherman was at the House Plantation on July 18, 1864 (40 years later on July 
18, 1904, this writer's father, Ernest Jameson, was born). The Rebels did not like 
General Hood. In a diary kept by S.P. Richards, these words were written: "... the enemy 
draws nearer and nearer to our city. All of a sudden General Johnston has been relieved 
of the command of the Army and General Hood or 'Old Peg-leg,' the soldiers style him, 
placed in command! So there is thought to be a prospect for a fight before Atlanta is 
given up, as Hood is said to be a fighting man, if he has only one leg..." The Federal 
troops continued to advance as they destroyed railroad tracks, bridges, telegraph wires 
and the private property of the citizens in their path. On July 22, 1864, General 
MacPherson was slain in battle. From the Union Headquarters at the Hurt House to the 
Confederate Headquarters at the Gartrell Estate across from Oakland Cemetery, the war 
raged! Confederate General W.H.T. Walker was killed. For several weeks in August, 
shells fell on the city. The Atlanta citizens, who remained in the city during the siege, 
must have experienced hell on earth. By September 1864, Hood's evacuation of the city 
was underway. As the Confederate troops left Atlanta, they destroyed ammunition trains, 
causing volcanic explosions and uncontrolled fires. Since Hood and his men left the city 
without formally surrendering to the enemy, it became the task of Mayor James M. 
Calhoun to write a formal note to the nearest commanding Union officer. General William 
T. Ward, 3rd Division, Twentieth Corps. It read, "Sir: The fortune of war has placed 
Atlanta in your hands. As Mayor of this city, I ask protection to non-combatants and 
private property."

The Union troops moved in and occupied the city. On September 7, 1864, Sherman 
established his headquarters in the city and remained there for almost two months. He 
ordered the Atlanta citizens to leave the city and offered to help them move some of their 
personal furniture and belongings. By September 20, 1864, most had left, either with 
the aid of Sherman's men, or by their own volition. Property raiding and foraging 
abounded. The “Feds" took food and possessions - all that they could carry. Often the 
homes of the victims were set on fire. Countless southern diaries tell of the atrocities 
committed during those dreadful days. By November 8, 1864, Sherman had formulated 
his plan to "march to the sea" at Savannah, Georgia. Prior to his leaving on November 
15, 1864, Sherman's troops demolished and burned much of the city. Masons, medical 
doctors and ministers were able to save a few buildings. Union soldiers who were 
Masons recognized the secret Masonic sign of distress of the southern Masonic brothers 
and left their individual property intact. Father Thomas O'Reilly, priest of the Church 
of the Immaculate Conception, heroically confronted Sherman to beg of him not to burn 
the churches, buildings and homes. Sherman paid no heed to his request. The priest pled 
with the northern members of his faith to spare these buildings. Because of the 
influence of this Catholic priest, some of the buildings and churches were not destroyed. 
Total casualties in the taking and destroying of Atlanta were: Union - 31,687;
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Confederates - 34, 979.''27 Atlanta lay In ruins! To this day, Atlanta is the only city in 
the United States of America to be destroyed by war.

As the Federal troops left the city to the strains of “The Battle Hymn of the Republic,""' 8̂ 
undesirable people moved in and continued the looting of private property. Vagrants took 
over many abandoned homes. The few remaining “up-right" citizens of Atlanta had to 
tolerate more abuse. The sad plight of these people was being repeated all over the South
- wherever battles were fought and wherever the troops passed. As the northerners 
conquered their southern enemy, they laid waste to the land and its people. Remnants of 
this cruel war scarred the quiet countryside. Sherman's profound statement, "War is 
Hell!" resounded over and over to the ravaged people of the South. By the end of 1864, 
Atlanta citizens began to return to the city and to their homes. With nothing but hope and 
sheer determination, they slowly cleared the ashes and began to rebuild. Finally in
1865, the War Between the States ended.

Almeda Johnston was twelve years old when the war ended. This writer does not know 
the circumstances of Almeda's family at that time. She remembers her father saying 
that some relative had a trunk full of Confederate money that was "no good" after the war. 
This was true for many southerners.

Almeda grew up and married Otho Landrum Jameson on August 12, 1874. They were
living in Anderson County, South Carolina when their first baby, Claud Julias, was born
in 1875. This writer does not know when they actually moved to Georgia. They bought a 
farm in Sandy Springs, Georgia where they reared their family.

In Almeda's early childhood, her grandfather, William Johnston, had been a prosperous 
man. It was after her grandfather's (1855) and father's (1856) deaths, and after the 
War Between the States, that Almeda's family's financial status diminished. Because of 
her family's circumstances when she was a young teenager, she was denied the kind of 
life that she might have had if her grandfather and father had lived and, if the war had 
not taken place. When Landrum and Almeda's children were born, they worked hard to 
give them opportunities that had been denied to them because of the war. Valuing 
education, they saw to it that their children obtained good ones. When their daughter Mae 
reached her teen years, she was sent to a finishing school to learn social graces. A reed 
organ was bought for Mae and she was given music lessons."'29 Mae spoke of this with 
great pride! Perhaps Almeda had longed for these privileges during the bleak years of 
her adolescence. Her daughter would certainly have them!

Almeda was a loving, hard-working wife, mother and grandmother. This writer's father 
often talked about the good times that he and his family had when they visited his 
grandparents up in the country.

Family stories were told of Almeda's faithful attendance at her church - Old Corinth / 
Chamblee Baptist Church in Chamblee, Georgia. After her death, when new pews were 
purchased at the church (in the late 1930s), Mae Jameson Miller and C. Ernest Jameson 
purchased one in Almeda and Landrum Jameson's memory. They remembered her love 
for this church and paid honor to the memory of these two beloved relatives.

''27 Garrett, Vol. I, op. cit., pp. 591-661.
''28 Atlanta Magazine. June 1987; Good For a Tavern. Blacksmith Shop, a Grocerv 

gtQig. NQJhjpg Elsa, by Diane S. Thomas, p. 37.
''29 As told to the writer by Mae Jameson Miller.
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Almeda died on February 8, 1921, at the age of 67. She is buried in the First Baptist 
Church Cemetery of Chamblee, Ga., beside her husband. Also in the family plot are 
buried her sister, Nancy N. Ramsey, and Nancy's son. Dr. Charles Ramsey. Nannie lived 
with Almeda and Landrum the last years of her life. According to the writer's Uncle 
Forrest (Jameson), Charles also lived there until his death. This writer does not know 
why he lived with them instead of with his own wife and children. On Nancy's headstone 
is inscribed: Nancy N. Ramsey / born May 8, 1848 / died June 24, 1920 / "Gone but 
not forgotten." On Charles' headstone is inscribed: Dr. Charles Ramsey / born Jan. 24, 
1868 / died Nov. 3, 1910. Nancy was married to Charles Pinkney Ramsey on Dec. 6, 
1866 in DeKalb County, Georgia. Where he is buried is unknown. They had the one son
- Dr. Charles J. Ramsey who married Bertha (?) He and Bertha had two children: 
LeRoy, born in October 1888; and Annie, born in October 1892. After the 1900 U.S. 
Census, DeKalb County, Georgia, there is no more known information on these two 
children's or their mother's whereabouts. Recorded death dates have not been f o u n d .  

What could have happened to them? Pinkney is a famous name in S.C. Charles Pinckney 
was the father of the Democratic Party in South Carolina.^ Was Nancy Johnston 
Ramsey's husband related to him?

Almeda Johnston Jameson's life was one that was filled with intense joy and sorrow. She 
had the respect and love of her children, her husband, her relatives and her friends. As 
told to this writer by her Great-aunt Mae J. Miller, "She returned it four-fold!"

The Family of Otho Landrum and Susan Caroline Almeda Johnston 
Jameson (Fourth Jameson Generation - F.J.C.'s Family Line)

4. Husband: Otho Landrum Jameson: b. 10-31-1852 in Anderson Co., S.C.;
m. 8-12-1874; d. 1-23-1934; buried: Chamblee Baptist Church Cemetery, 
Chamblee, Georgia.
Parents: Joshua J. and Mary Bowen Hunt Jameson. Anderson Co., S.C.

Wife: Susan Caroline Almeda Johnston Jameson: b. 4-22-1853; 
d. 2-8-1921; buried: Chamblee Baptist Church Cemetery 
Parents: Jackson F. and Susan Caroline Evins Johnston. Cross Keys, Ga.

Children: 2 sons. 2 daughters
5. Claud Julias Jameson: b. 6-22-1875 in Anderson Co., S.C.; m. 2- 24-1903 

in Marietta, Ga.; d. 6-5-1920 in Atlanta, Ga.; buried: Chamblee Baptist 
Church Cemetery, Chamblee, Ga.

Wife: Ollie May Gantt Jameson: b. 9-10-1878 in Cobb Co., Ga.; d. 4-5-1961; 
buried: Chamblee Baptist Church Cemetery
Parents: William Newton and Sarah (SalM Buice Gantt. Cobb Co., Ga. 

Children: 4 sons
6. Claude Ernest Jameson 6. William Ewell Jameson
6. Forrest Landrum Jameson 6. Fred Raymond Jameson

(Note; More information .on Claud's children mav be found in their chapters and on their 
individual Familv Sheets.^

5. Mary (Mae) Chloe Jameson Miller; b. 1-6-1879; m. 12-17-1902; 
d. 11-25-1973; buried: Old Prospect United Methodist Church 
Cemetery, Chamblee, Ga.

Husband: Newton Derias Miller; b. 1876; d. 1956; buried: (same as above).

''3° Marta Report, op. cit., Part III. Narrative Genealoav. pp. 12, 14, 20. 

13'' Pendleton. S.C.. Old Ninetv-Six District, by Beth Ann Klasky, p. 49.
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Parents: Newton Redmond and (?) Miller, Chamblee, Ga.
Children: No issue
5. An infant: died at birth.
5. William (Will) Pless Jameson; b. 9-24-1887 in Sandy Springs, Ga.;

m. 9-9-1917 in Chamblee, Ga.; d. 4-20-1959; buried: Decatur City 
Cemetery, Decatur, Georgia.

Wife: Georgia Mae Elliott Jameson; b. 6-10-1883 in Chamblee, Ga.
d. 11-11-1984 in Stone Mountain, Ga.; buried: (same as above). 
Parents: Joseph Stokes and Laura Adams Elliott.

Children: 3 daughters . 1 son
6. Lillian Minnie Jameson McCready 6. Louise Jameson Skinner Smith
6. Ruby Mae Jameson 6. William Elliott Jameson

(Note: Additional information on descendants is on their Family sheets.)

THE JOHNSTON AND EViNS KIN

The following abbreviated family sheet shows only this writer's (Frances Jameson 
Cadenhead) direct family line. For the genealogist who would like to trace the Johnston 
family history, the MARTA report would be an invaluable aid. During this writer's 
childhood in Chamblee, Georgia there were many local people who were probably 
distantly related to her. She, nor her immediate family, were aware of this. Scores of 
descendants, for six generations, are listed in the MARTA report - Johnstons, Evins, 
Livelys, Nesbits, Matthews, McElroys, Tillys, Garmons, Jetts, Williams, Paynes, 
Popes, Ramseys, Covingtons, Hargroves, Ewings, Gormons, Wilsons, etc., - interrelated. 
Interestingly, Mr. William Guy Tilly and his family are listed as descendants of William 
Johnston. His wife, Maud, was a good friend of this writer's grandmother (Hyde) and 
mother. Frances Jameson was named for Maud's daughter, Frances Tilly. This author 
was unaware that her family was distantly related to the Tillys through the Jameson/ 
Johnston family line. She wonders if her parents knew.

Thg Family 9f William and Naomg (Napmi) j PhnstoEL̂ â

First Generation of Frances Jameson Cadenhead's Direct Johnston Family 
Line)
1. Husband: William Johnston: b. 9-15-1789 in S.C., m. (?) in S.C.; d. 6-18-1855; 

buried: Nancy Creek Primitive Baptist Cemetery, Chamblee, Ga., Grave #168. 
Parents: (?)

1. Wife: Naoma (maiden name unknown^ Johnston: b. ca.1798 in S.C.; m. (?) in S.C.;
d. 11-11-1884 in Fulton Co., Ga.; buried: in unmarked grave in cemetery above, 

giiildrgn: 2 ?Qn?. 3  daughtgr?
2 . Jackson F. Johnston: m. Susan Caroline Evins.
2. Maria Johnston; m. Milton Charles Lively.
2. Nancy Elliott Johnston; m. Wm. H. Crawford Evins / Richard B. Jett.
2. Washington P. Johnston; m. Georgiann C. Ellington.
2. Dorothy Ann Johnston.

(Note: John (Jack) LeRov Evins' ' ; b, 6-23-1794; d, 8-4-1864). married Nancy 
Baugh: had 11 children - one being Susan Caroline Evins Johnston^ A F.J.C. Direct

■'32 From the MARTA report, Narr3tiV9 9en99lQ>qY, PP- 11-43.
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Family Line Sheet could be done on the Evins family for nine generations, also. 
BsainniDfl.at thi? pQint. the vlohnstpp-and .E.Yin? FamilY gheats-maytd bfiJdgntigal for 
F.j.C.'s Pirect FamilYJJne.)
Second Generation

2. Husband: Jackson F. Johnston: b. 2-28-1819 in S.C.; m. in Ga.; d. 6-12-1856 in
DeKalb Co., Ga. (Cross Keys Community); buried: Nancy Creek Primitiye Baptist
Cemetery, Chamblee, Ga., Grave #165.

Wife: Susan Caroline Eyins Johnston; b. 7-21-1823; m. (?) in Ga., d. 9-24-1892;
buried: with 1st husband (aboye) Graye#164. (After her husband's death,

Susan married William H. Perry of Alpharetta, Georgia.)
Parents: John L. and Nancy Baugh Eyins. Cross Keys Community, DeKalb Co., Ga. 

Children: 2 sons. 4 daughters
3. John F. Johnston; b. 8-2-1840; d. 12-19-1858, buried: Nancy Creek

Primitiye Baptist Church Cemetery; no children.
3. Naomi O. Johnston Williams; b. 1842; m. 10-4-1866 in Cobb Co., Ga. to 

John N. Williams; d. 1887; buried in Liberty Hill Cem., Acworth, Ga. 
Children: 3 daughters. 2 sons

4. Bulah 4. Addie C. 4. Charles M.
4. George F. 4. Flora Williams.

3. William J. Johnston; b. 1844; death date unknown - died in Texas.
3. Nancy Ann Johnston (Ramsey); b. 5-8-1848; m. 12-6-1866 in DeKalb 

Co., Ga. to Charles Pinkney Ramsey; d. 6-24-1920; buried: Chamblee 
Baptist Church Cemetery, Chamblee, Ga.

3. Georgia A.E. Johnston Covington; b. 5-5-1850; m. 4-19-1868 in Fulton
Co., Ga. to John W. Covington; d. 2-6-1919; bur: Sandy Springs, Ga. Cem.

3. Susan Caroline Almeda Johnston Jameson: b. 4-22-1853; m. 8-13-1874
to Otho Landrum Jameson of S.C.; d. 2-8-1921; buried: Chamblee Baptist 
Church Cemetery, Chamblee, Ga.

(Note: See Chapters and Family sheets on Almeda and Landrum's descendants.)
Third Generation:
3. Husband: Otho Landrum Jameson: b. 10-31-1852 in S.C.; m. 8-12-1874;

d. 1-23-1934 in Norcross, Ga.; buried: Chamblee Baptist Church Cemetery, 
Chamblee, Georgia.
Parents: Joshua and Marv Bowen Hunt Jameson of Anderson Co., S.C.

3. Wife: Susan Caroline Almeda Johnston Jameson: b. 4-22-1853; d. 2-8-1921
in Sandy Springs, Ga. (Fulton Co.); buried: (same as above).
Parents: Jackson and Susan Caroline Evins Johnston of Cross Keys Community, 
DeKalb Co., Ga.

Children: 2 sons. 2 daughters
4. Claud Julias Jameson 4. f̂ 4ary (Mae) Chloe Jameson Miller
4. An infant 4. William (Will) Pless Jameson.

(Note: For more information, see chapters / Family Sheets on these descendants.)
Fourth Generation:
4. Husband: Claud Julias Jameson: b. 6-22-1875 in Anderson Co., S.C.; m. 2-24-

1903 in Marietta, Ga.; d. 6-5-1920 in Atlanta, Ga.; buried: Chamblee Baptist 
Church Cemetery, Chamblee, Ga.
Parents: Otho Landrum and Susan Caroline Almeda Johnston Jameson of Sandy 
Springs, Ga.

Wife: Ollie Mav Gantt Jameson: b. 9-10-1878 in Marietta, Ga.; d. 4-5-1961; 
buried: (same as above).
Parents: William Newton and Sarah fSalM Buice Gantt of Cobb Co., Ga.

Children: 4 sons
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5. Claude Ernest Jameson 5. William Ewell Jameson, Sr.
5. Forrest Landrum Jameson 5. Fred Raymond Jameson

(Note: See chapters / Family Sheets on these descendants for more information.)
Fifth Qgngratlpn;
5. Husband: Claude Ernest Jameson: b. 7-18-1904 in Atlanta; m. 8-14-1926 in

Chamblee, Ga., d. 2-24-1973 in Atlanta, Ga.; buried: Chamblee Baptist Church 
Cemetery, Chamblee, Ga.
Parents: Claud Julias and OHie Mav Gantt Jameson of Atlanta, Ga.

Wife: Catherine F. Hvde Jameson: b. 5-2-1906 in Forsyth Co., Ga., d. 12-5-1979 
in Alabama: buried: (same as above).
Parents: Powell Edaar and Florence Julia Sheffield Hvde of Chamblee, Ga. 

Children: 3 daughters. 1 son
6. Florence Ernestine Jameson Wills 6. Ollie Geraldine Jameson Spruill
6. Bertha Frances Jameson Cadenhead 6. Ronald Edgar Jameson.

(Note: See chapters / Family Sheets on these descendants for more information.)
Sixth Generation:
Husband: Albert Kenneth Cadenhead: b. 1-14-1932 in Alex City, Al., m. 6-3-1951 in 

Macon, Ga. Parents: Roy Erastus and Omie Uvelia Bishop Cadenhead of Oak 
Grove Community, Chipley (now Pine Mountain), Georgia

6. Wife: Bertha Frances (Frani Jameson Cadenhead: b. 10-10-1930 in Chamblee, Ga.
Parents: Claude Ernest and Catherine F. Hvde Jameson of Chamblee, Ga.

Children: 3 sons. 1 daughter
7. Mlghagl K$nn?th Ca<;ignh9ad
7. Melanie Ann Cadenhead
7. Mark Jameson. Cadenhead
7. Milton Fred Cadenhead 

(Note: See chapters / Family Sheets on these descendants for more information.) 
Seventh and Eighth Generation of F.J.C.'s Direct Famiiv Line:
7. Michael Kgfineth Cadgnhgad; b. 9-22-1952 in Atlanta, Ga.
7. Mglani? Ann .Cadgnheacj; b. 4-9-1955 in LaGrange, Ga.
Children: 1 daughter (adopted) - from Tver. Russia

8. Maria Frances Cadenhead
7. Mark Jameson Cadenhead: b. 4-12-1958 in LaGrange, Ga.;

m. 6-3-2000 in Auburn, Ala.;
Wife: Dody Lynn Ray; b. 7-26-1961 in Opelika, Al.

Parents: Clyde D. and Patricia Golden Ray of Opelika, Alabama 
Children: 1 daughter (adopted) - from Kirov. Russia 

8. Hannah Ray Cadenhead
7. Milton Fred Cadenhead: b. 6-5-1959 in LaGrange, Ga.;

m. 6-3-1989 in Wellsburg, West Virginia.
Wife: Diane Marie Gundling Cadenhead: b. 1-27-1955 in Wellsburg, West Virginia.

Parents: George and Sara Gundling of Wellsburg, West Virginia.
Children: 2 sons (adopted). 1 daughter (adopted) - from Boravichi. Russia

8. Milton Alexander (Alec) Cadenhead 
8. Kenneth NiPhPlag (Nick) Cadenhead 
8. Sara.Darya Cadenhead 

(Note: More information on descendants in family chapters / Family Sheets.)
F.J.C.'s Siblings In the Seventh. Eighth, and Ninth Generation:

6. Ernestine Jameson and James A. Wills children:
7. Cathy W. Biggerstaff/ Wood.

8. Cathy's child: Dana C. Biggerstaff.
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9. Dana and Abby's child: Drew Bradley BIggerstaff.
7. Connie W. (Fellhauer) Bookout.

Connie's children:
8. Crystal Fellhauer Alejandre.

Crygtai's childrgn:
9. Jameson Payne Fellhauer
9. Sabyre Isabella Alejandre.

8. Jayson P. Bookout.
7. J. Christopher Wills.

Chris's children:
8. Aaron M. Wills
8. Benjamin E. Wills.

6. Geraldine Jameson and Hugh Spruill's children:
7. Beth Spruill

Beth gpruill and Bob Saxe'$ children:
8. John S. Saxe
8. Catherine F. Saxe

7. Sam Hugh Spruill 
6. Ronald E. and LaVeme Jameson's children:

7. Gary Jameson.
Gary's child:

8. Robert Ernest Jameson.
7. Matthew Jameson

Matthew and Qhtistyna Jameson'? ghild:
8. Catherine Ann Jameson.

7. Rhonda Jameson Lentz Gunselman
Rhonda and Mark Gunselman's child:
8. Emily Lauren Gunselman.

(Note: For more information on these descendants see Family Chapters/ Sheets.)

Claud Julias Jameson
( 1875 -1920)

Claud was Landrum and Almeda's first child. The chapter on his life appears in the 
section "My Jameson Grandparents and Their Sons."

Mary (Mae) Chloe Jameson Miller
(1 879-1973 )

Newton Derias Miller
(1876-1956)

*ln 1879, the year that Mary Chloe Jameson was born, Joseph Stalin, Communist 
dictator, was born. Albert Einstein, German physicist, was born.
The year that Newton Miller was born, in 1876, Alexander Graham Bell invented the 
telephone. The U.S. National Baseball League was founded.*

Mary (Mae) Chloe Jameson was born on January 6, 1879 to Susan Caroline Almeda 
Johnston and Otho Landrum Jameson. She joined an older brother, Claud, who was 3 1/2 
years old. Later, Will joined these two children. Mae grew up on a farm in Sandy 
Springs, Georgia, old Milton Co., now, Fulton County.
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Mae's parents attended Corinth Baptist Church in Chamblee, Georgia. Almeda's cousin 
and his wife, Justinian and Martha Evins, left Nancy Creek Primitive Baptist Church to 
help form the new Corinth Baptist Church. They wanted to have Sunday school, educated 
ministers and musical instruments in the church. Primitive Baptists did not approve of 
any of these. Almeda and Landrum had religious views that were similar to Justinian and 
Martha's, so they also joined Corinth Baptist Church. Mae’s grandmother, Susan 
Caroline Evins Johnston Perry, must have been disappointed to have her daughter, 
Almeda, leave the church where she had worshipped as a child. However, Landrum's 
father and mother in South Carolina were members of a Missionary Baptist Church, Mt. 
Pisgah Baptist Church, near Slabtown and Easley, South Carolina. They probably 
encouraged the young family to make this move.

Mae loved music; when she was about twelve years old, her parents bought her a reed 
organ. After Mae learned to play this instrument, she spent hours at the pump-organ 
playing and singing. She even had a book of musical pieces that had belonged to her Aunt 
Mattie Jameson Bramlett. Written on the first page of the book is the name J.J. 
Jameson, Mae's Grandpa - Joshua J. J a m e s o n . ^ ^ 3  (vVhen this writer and her siblings 
were children, they often visited their Aunt Mae and Uncle Newt and were allowed to 
play the organ while the adults visited in another room - Fran especially liked to play 
the organ. At the end of Mae's life, she willed her beloved musical instrument to her 
great niece, Frances Jameson Cadenhead. To be the recipient of such a gift was a thrill. 
Fran's husband took the old mahogany paint off of the cabinet and finished it in its 
natural wood tones. On the back of the organ is printed "L.M. Nov. 13, 1894." On the 
front left side, just above the oil lamp shelf, the top of the curved cabinet is slightly 
singed from the heat of an oil lamp or candle. As an adult, after a hard day's work on the 
farm, Mae often went to her parlor to play this wonderful organ by lamplight. The 
writer's son, Mark Jameson Cadenhead, will inherit this family heirloom.)

Wanting Mae to have a good education, her parents sent her to a finishing school when she 
was a young t e e n a g e r . ^ ^4 Hgr two brothers, Claud and Will, went to public schools. 
Mae's parents must have doted on their daughter.

When Mae was almost twenty-four years old, she married Newton Derias Miller from 
Chamblee, Georgia, on December 17, 1902. Newt and Mae bought a farm on Winters 
Chapel Road in Gwinnett County, between Doraville and Norcross, Georgia. The two 
worked hard to make their farm profitable. He planted corn, cotton, other grains, and 
peas on his acreage. Newt also had a grading and lawn landscaping business.

Newt was a Methodist and Mae was a Baptist. During revival time. Newt would 
sometimes accompany Mae to her church, but he would stay outside with the mule and 
wagon while she w o r s h i p p e d . ^ ^ 5  |{ j g  doubtful that Mae ever went with Newt to the 
Methodist Church. She was a "dyed in the wool" Baptist. Mae loved her church. Old 
Corinth, (Chamblee Baptist Church / First Baptist Church of Chamblee, Georgia, one and 
the same). Rising at dawn on Sundays, she would complete her farm chores, get dressed 
in her "Sunday best," and then drive to church, arriving in time for Sunday school and 
preaching. Before she had a car. Newt would bring her to church in a mule-drawn 
wagon. Her spiritual life was fed but she also loved the social contact with her lady 
friends. After Sunday school, the older women of the church sat together in the first few 
pews on the "right-hand" side of the auditorium. Their husbands sat across from them.

This organ and book are in the possession of Frances J. Cadenhead. 
As told to this writer and verified by Mattie Lou Jameson.

135 witnessed by this writer when she was a child.

179



on the left side of the church. Was this a carry-over from the days when the men and 
women entered the church from separate doors and sat with their own sex to worship? 
(The writer can still visualize the scene - Aunt Mae, Mrs. Chestnut, Mrs. Ayers, Mrs. 
Warnock, Mrs. Kellogg, Mrs. Greenway, Mrs. Maddox, Misses Eva and Abbie Warren, 
Mrs. Carver, Mrs. Wright and, sometimes. Mama Hyde, Grandma Sheffield - all turning 
and talking with each other until the service started. The men were doing the same thing 
on the other side. Mrs. Morris always came in late with Mr. Morris trailing behind. He 
had to deliver milk and she had to cook a huge dinner for her boarders before coming to 
church.) In Mae's older years, when she had a car and could attend choir practice, she 
joined the alto section of the choir. Mae loved to dress up; she always wore pretty hats 
that matched her dresses. Her make-up, hurriedly applied, made her happy face glow. 
When her nieces and nephews approached her, she would hug and kiss them. Her hearty 
hugs often knocked the girls' hats askew and her "lipstick" was transferred to their 
young faces. (The writer well remembers those days, but she also remembers her Aunt 
Mae's sincere love and her jolly way as she preened and laughed; Mae was a lovely soul!)

Mae's first car was a Model A Ford. For years she drove this little car to church; later, 
she bought a newer model. Living on a dirt road, she parked her car under the shed 
where it was partially protected from the road's dust that was stirred-up from passing 
automobiles

It was at Mae and Newt's farm that the writer's father (Ernest Jameson) met her mother 
(Catherine Hyde) on that memorable Sunday in the 1920s. This same jolly woman. Aunt 
Mae, played cupid. Her nephew Ernest later married Catherine, and Newt's nephew, 
Fred Miller, married Tuck Harrison. George Miller, Fred's brother, married Pearl 
Chestnut. Through the years, these three couples often brought their children to the 
farm to visit.

Mae and Newt's home was a comfortable, wooden-framed home with a wrap-around 
porch. On this porch were many rockers and a swing. Friends who visited her loved to 
sit on the porch in warm weather - that is, until a car passed on a dry day, stirring 
billows of red dust, which thickly fell on the placid scene. Filtering through the screens 
of the open windows and doors, the dust covered the furniture, too. How did Mae ever 
keep her house clean? In the yard were planted many shrubs and flowers. A mock lime 
tree was at the edge of the back-steps; it held dozens of sweet smelling limes in the fall. 
Near the side-back steps was a covered well house. (When the writer's father and 
mother took their children to see their Aunt Mae and Uncle Newt, a special treat for the 
children was to draw up a bucket of well water. Taking the dipper that hung on a nail on 
the well post, they would take turns sipping the delicious, cool water. Mae had a small 
closet in her kitchen where she kept store supplies - candy, bread, matches, drinks, 
soap, staple goods, etc. Her neighbors would often buy these goods from her when they 
ran out of an item before their regular shopping time at the "miles away" grocery store. 
How happy these great nieces and nephew were when Mae opened the closet door because 
they knew that they were going to get a treat - a piece of candy or gum.) Multitudes of 
daily farm chores were performed by Mae but she also found time to produce lovely 
vegetables and beautiful flowers in her side garden. One only had to view this paradise of 
color to know that this was her "pride and joy." Many Sunday mornings, her dahlias, 
gladiolus or zinnias adorned the altar table at her church. Generously, she shared 
cuttings of her plants with friends and relatives.

After Almeda's (Mae's mother) death in 1921, Mae watched her lonely father decline for 
over a year. She finally went to his farm and insisted that he come to live with her and 
Newt. The old gentleman obliged and lived with Newt and Mae until his death in 1934.
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A family feud arose, due to the division of Landrum's assets in his will. Mae received 
half of his estate, plus, a child's part. Her brother. Will Jameson, thought that this 
distribution was unfair. From that day on, he and his immediate family severed 
relations with Mae. Ollie, Claud's widow, in spite of her need for more income, did not 
allow this injustice to mar her relationship with her sister-in-law, Mae. However, 
Will never spoke to or had any contact with his sister, Mae, ever again.

As the years passed. Newt and Mae were unable to have children. Not wanting their home 
to be void of the laughter and love of children, they began to keep foster children for the 
county. These youngsters helped with chores on the farm and were rewarded with good 
food, clean clothes, and good, moral training. Mae regularly took them to Sunday school 
and daily sent them to school. She was a strict disciplinarian, but Mae also had fun with 
the children. After reaching adulthood, many of these young people kept in touch with 
"Miss Mae" with visits or letters.

Mae rented a back room out to a boarder, Tillman, when Newt's health began to fail. As 
part of his rent, Tillman helped with chores on the farm. Newt died in 1956 and was 
buried at Prospect United Methodist Church Cemetery in Chamblee. With Tillman's 
help, Mae continued to manage her property. Mae's faith in God carried her through 
these difficult years without Newt.

When Mae broke her hip, it became necessary for her to go into a nursing home, Ashton 
Woods. Her usual jovial personality affected all around her; she would not complain. 
Her church provided worship services at Ashton Woods, so that helped; plus, several of 
her friends were also patients in this home. In 1971, First Baptist Church of Chamblee 
had the groundbreaking for a new sanctuary. At this ceremony on June 13, 1971, Mae 
was recognized as the oldest member of the church."'^6 Her face beamed with happiness 
as she broadly smiled from her wheelchair at the photographer. Her picture appeared in 
the next week's church bulletin.''

Mae, at the age of almost 95, died on November 25, 1973 at Ashton Woods Nursing Home 
and was buried beside her husband in the Prospect United Methodist Church Cemetery at 
Chamblee, Georgia. She lived a simple, happy life. Her faith inspired her when the 
"going was rough." All who knew her respected her ability to look on the "bright side of 
life." Pearl Miller, her niece by marriage, oversaw the selling of Mae's property and 
disposed of her personal belongings. After Mae's debts were paid, her heirs received 
small checks from her meager estate. Her acreage was sold to a Jewish congregation, 
Beth Shalom Conservatine. (It's amazing that Mae did not rise up out of her grave over 
this. She was such a staunch Baptist that when her great niece, Gerry Spruill, joined 
the Methodist church with her husband Hugh, Mae scolded her severely. What would she 
have thought of a Jewish Church being built on her property? And, how can she "rest in 
peace" in a M ethPd igt C hMFch C em etery?)

The Family of Newton Derlas and Marv (Mae) Chloe Jameson Miller
(Fifth Jameson Generation)

Husband: Newton Derius Miller; b. 1876; m. 12-17-1902; d. 1956;
buried: Prospect United Methodist Church Cemetery, Chamblee, Ga.
Parents: Newton Redmond and (?) Miller of Chamblee, Georgia.

5. Wife: Mary (Mae) Chloe Jameson Miller; b. 1-6-1879; d. 11-25-1973;

^36 A Century in N. DeKalb. op. cit., pp. 175-176.
This program is in the possession of Frances J. Cadenhead.
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buried: (same as above)
Parents: Otho Landrum and Susan Caroline Almeda Johnston Jameson of 
Sandy Springs, Ga.

Children: No Issue

Among God's best gifts to us are the people who love us.
- Collected by Catherine H. Jameson

William (Will) Piess Jameson 
( 1887 -1959 )

Georgia Mae Elliott Jameson
(1883-1984)

*ln 1887, the year that Will Jameson was born, Edison and Swan combined to produce 
Ediswan electrical lamps.
The year that Georgia May Elliott was born, in 1883, the first skyscraper (10 stories) 
was built in Chicago.*

William (Will) Pless Jameson was the third living child of Otho Landrum and Susan 
Caroline Almeda Johnston Jameson. He was born on September 24, 1887 in Fulton 
County, near Sandy Springs, Georgia.

This writer knows very little about this ancestor. As an adult. Will was a carpenter by 
trade. After his brother, Claud Julias, was killed. Will was appointed guardian of Ollie 
and Claud's four sons, in case something happened to Ollie before the boys reached 
adulthood.is®

When Will severed the ties with his sister, Mae J. Miller, over the distribution of his 
father's property in 1934, he removed himself from the "family scene." However, Ollie 
and her sons stayed in contact with Will's family.

Will married Georgia May Elliott of Chamblee, Georgia on September 9, 1917. They had 
four children: Lillian, Minnie, Edna Louise, Ruby Mae and William Elliott. They lived in 
Stone Mountain, Georgia. Will died on April 20, 1959 and was buried in the Decatur 
City Cemetery in Decatur, Georgia.

The Family of William (Will) Pless and Georgia IVfae Elliott Jamesoni39
(Fifth Jameson Generation)

5. Husband: William (Will) Pless Jameson; b. 9-24-1887; m. 9-9-1917; 
d. 4-20-1959; buried: Decatur City Cemetery, Decatur, Ga.
Parents: Otho Landrum and Susan Caroline Almeda Johnston Jameson 
of Sandy Springs, Ga.

Wife: Georgia Mae Elliott; b. 6-10-1883, d. 11-13-1984; buried: (same as above).
Parents: Joseph Stokes and Laura Adams Elliott of Chamblee, Ga., DeKalb Co. 

Children: 3 daughters. 1 son
6. Lillian Minnie Jameson; b. 6-18-1918; m. 3-11-1939; d. (?)

■'3® As told to this writer by Forrest Jameson. 
Family information from Fred R. Jameson.
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Husband: Forrest Earl McCready, Jr. of Butler, Ohio; b. 12-13-1919;
d. 12-5-1983 in Harrisonburg, Va.; buried: (?)

Parents: Forrest Earl, Sr. and Ruth Elizabeth Garber McCready.
Children: 2 sons. 3 daughters

7. Forrest Earl McCready, III; b. 10-10-1940 in Atlanta, Ga;
m. 1-30-60 to Barbara Cox of Centre, Ala.

Children: four, names are not known bv this writer)
7. Ruth Ann McCready Patrick; b. 7-18-1944 in Atlanta, Ga.;

m. 5-16-1967 to Walter Edwin Patrick of Radford, Va. 
Children: two . (names are not known bv this writer.)
7. Lillian Carol McCready Safford; b. 12-17-1948 in Athens, Ga.;

m. 5-19-1984 to Anthony Safford of Alexandria, Va.
7. Stephen Elliott McCready; b. 1-23-1956; m. 7-23-1975 to 

Linda Crider of Lacey Springs, Va.; divorced: 7-1986.
Children: one . (name is not known bv this writer.)
7. Donna Lynn McCready Jeffries; b. 10-27-1957 in Cedartown, Ga.;

m. 9-4-1981 to Clinton Craig Jeffries of Lacey Springs, Va. 
Children: one.(name is not known bv this writer)

6. Edna Louise Jameson Skinner Smith; b. 1-5-1920; 1st m. 5-4-1940;
divorced 1946; 1st Husband: Franklin Jesse Skinner; divorced 1946. 

C h ild r e n :  2  s o n s  (tw in s)
7. Ronald Elliott Skinner; b. 10-28-1942; d. 11-11-1942.
7. Donald Edgar Skinner; b. 10-28-1942; d. 11-11-1942.

2nd m. 8-21-1949.
2nd Husband: Arthur Milton Smith; b. 10-1-1910 in Godfrey, Ga.

Parents: Fletcher and Marian Susannah Mooneyham Smith.
Arthur Smith's 1st wife died. She had 2 adopted children who later 
became the adopted children of Arthur and Edna Smith.

A d o p te d  C h ild r e n; 1 s o n . 1 d a u g h te r
7. Alma Loraine Smith Jones; b. 5-24-1937 in Fulton Co., Ga.;

m. 6-2-1958 in Pensacola, Fla. to Thomas Aubrey Jones. 
Children: two .(names are not known bv this writer.)
7. David Milton Smith; b. 2-14-1942 in Fulton Co., Ga.; m. 12- 

27-1985 in Gwinnett Co., Ga. to Elizabeth Ann Herod Slay. 
Children: two, (names are not known by this writej.)

6. Ruby Mae Jameson; b. 8- 18-1925 in Decatur, Ga.; unmarried.
6. William Elliott Jameson; b. 2-19-1925 in Decatur, Ga.;

m. 1-13-1945 in Conyers, Ga.;
Wife: Nellie Louise Dial Jameson; b. 6-21-1926 in Atlanta, Ga.

Parents: Walter Cleo and Elizabeth Cordelia White Dial.
Children:1 daughter. 3 sons (names not known bv this writer.)

7. Debra Joan Jameson Howard; b. 8-31-1953 in Decatur, Ga.;
m. 9-19-1972 in Forsyth Co., Ga. to William Howard.

Children: one (name is not known bv this writer.)
7. William Dennis Jameson; b. 2-3-1956 in Decatur, Ga.; m. 8-31- 

1984 in Stone Mountain, Ga. to Margaret Emily Gwander. 
Children: one (name is not known by this writer.
7. Donald Wesley Jameson; b. 8-8-1957 in Decatur, Ga.; m. 2-10- 

1981 in Stone Mountain, Ga. to Barbara Blissett.
7. Walter Douglas Jameson; b. 11-14-1962 in Decatur, Ga.
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Claud Julias Jameson^
(1875-1920)

*ln 1875, the year that Claud Julias Jameson was born, Mark Twain wrote, "the 
Adventures of Tom Sawyer;" Mary Baker Eddy published, "Science and Health. Albert 
Schweitzer, philosopher, musician and medical missionary, was born.*

On June 22, 1875, Claud Julias Jameson was born in Anderson County, South Carolina 
to Otho Landrum and Susan Caroline Almeda Johnston Jameson. Two other siblings wouki 
join him before 1880 - Will and Mae.

This writer does not know when Landrum and Almeda decided to move to Georgia. After 
they married in 1874, they lived near Landrum's family in South Carolina. Landrum's 
father and mother were Joshua and Mary Bowen Hunt Jameson from the Slabtown 
(Equality) community, near Pendleton, South Carolina. Almeda's mother, Susan 
Caroline Evins Johnston Perry, lived in Alpharetta, Georgia with Almeda's step father, 
William H. Perry. Perhaps Almeda longed to live near her relatives. After Landrum and 
Almeda's first child's birth, they moved to Georgia and bought a farm off of Izzard Road 
(today's Sandy Springs area in North Fulton County) . " 'There the couple lived all of 
their married life.

The writer knows very little about her grandfather's childhood days. He, his wife and 
children were members of Old Corinth Baptist Church in Roswell Junction, Georgia. The 
town's name would later be changed to Chamblee, Georgia and the church would be moved 
to a different location and given a new name, Chamblee Baptist Church. To reach the 
church from their farm on a Sunday morning was a long trip. Having to travel by mules 
and wagon or in a buggy drawn by horses, it would take several hours to make this 
journey. Both Landrum and Almeda had been reared in homes that valued religion and 
education. They saw to it that their children were trained well in religion and academics.

When Claud grew to manhood, he went into business with a partner, F.C. Pashall, at the 
Peachtree Barber Shop, located at 49 Peachtree Street in Atlanta, Ga. They advertised 
their hair cuts and shaves; hot and cold baths for $.15 - "at popular prices." They 
assured their customers that everything was new and up to date in their shop.'’ '̂  ̂ Claude 
also worked for the Georgia Power Company as a streetcar operator.'’ '̂ ^

In 1902, Claud joined the Barnes Lodge, No. 55 I.O.O.F. (Independent Order of Odd 
Fellows). This international, secret, fraternal beneficiary society was founded in 
England about 1745. Thomas Wildey, who organized a lodge in Baltimore in 1819, was 
considered the founder of the American order. The Rebekah degree for women was 
established in 1815. The distinctive feature of the order was to care for sick, distressed 
and dependent members and their f a m i l i e s . ^ t Claud's death, he was still in good 
standing with this fraternal order. They sent a contribution to Claud's widow's fund; a 
resolution on the Patriarch Claud Jameson's death; and funeral f l owers. " 'He must have 
been a Mason also, because the Grand Lodge at Macon sent flowers to his funeral.

MY JAMESON GRANDPARENTS AND THEIR SONS

Information from Fred R. Jameson.
On a business card in Ernest Jameson's packet of his father's (Claud) keepsakes. 
Information from Fred R. Jameson.
Compton's Pictured Encyclopedia. Vol. O. Independent Order of Odd Fellows, p. 474 
A packet of Claud's keepsakes given to Ernest are now in the possession of F.J.
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Claud became a detective for the Atlanta Police Force in 1903. There is a 1906 picture 
of the Atlanta Police Force Bicycle Brigade in front of the Atlanta Police Headquarters on 
Decatur Street that appeared in the December 27, 1947 Atlanta Journal, The article 
underneath the picture was on changes that the police force had experienced through the 
years. In the middle of the brigade picture, standing by his bicycle, is Claud Jameson. 
Police beats were reached and patrolled by bicycles. These particular bicycles were 
Racycles made by the Castle Bicycle Company."'

How did Claud meet Ollie May Gantt? This writer's Uncle Fred recollects that their 
families went to church singings. Ollie played the piano for Sardis Baptist Church, not 
far from Marietta. Fred thinks that Ollie and Claud met at a singing. If this is the case, 
"a church singin' friendship" blossomed into a "full-fledged" romance.

Ollie wrote, "On February 25, 1903, at 3:00 p.m., Ollie Gantt and Claud Jameson were 
married at our Preacher Crow's house in Marietta, (Georgia).""''*® Ollie was 25 and 
Claud was 28 years of age. The young couple set up housekeeping in a rental house on 
Gartrell Street in southeast Atlanta near Edgewood Avenue, Decatur Street and Boulevard.

It was on Gartrell Street that Ollie and Claud's first three children were born: Claude 
Ernest, William Ewell and Forrest Landrum. Being blessed with a good'sense of humor 
and a love for doing things together as a family, this family spent many happy hours 
during these years. Ernest, being the oldest, spent quality time with both sets of 
grandparents on their farms. The family attended Grant Park Baptist Church.

When Claud and Ollie had saved enough money to buy their own property, they chose a 
plot of ground at 298 Vanira Street in the southeast section of Atlanta, Georgia. (Later
the address was changed to 389 Kendrick Ave., S.E., Atlanta, Georgia.) On this
property, they built a white-framed house. There was space to have a big vegetable 
garden and flower beds, to plant fruit trees, to have a cow and chickens, and to have a 
play area for their boys. On the playground was a croquet court; later, Fred added a 
miniature golf course. Living only a block away from Grant Park made it possible for 
the boys to play there, too. The boys attended W.F. Slaton School, just a few blocks from 
where they lived. Cousin Mary Bramlett Davis (a Jameson relative) taught Ernest, 
Ewell, and Forrest in this school. They recalled that she was an excellent teacher but 
was very strict in her expectations - in academics and in behavior.

On the Georgia 1910 U.S. Census, Ollie's brother, William (Bubba) H. Gantt, was listed 
as living with Ollie and Claud. This was before Bubba married. He worked on the Atlanta 
Police Force' 'wi th Claud.

(A few years ago, Fred went with his nieces, Gerry Jameson Spruill and Frances 
Jameson Cadenhead [this writer], to the Georgia Archives to do Jameson family research.

Cadenhead. In it were his I.O.O.F. manuels and membership cards; his Barber Shop 
business card; a membership card to the Ind. Order of Beavers; 3 post cards that
Claud had written to Ernest, a red ribbon from funeral flowers that the Grand Lodge
in Macon had sent, a photo of funeral flowers on Claud's grave; a white ribbon 
from the flowers sent by the Barnes Lodge I.O.O.F. at his death.

This article and an original photograph of the Bicycle Squad are in F.J. Cadenhead's 
possession.
As written by Ollie G. Jameson on a piece of paper and given to her adult sons.

147 Microcopy #71263. Roll #161. Index - Soundex. U.S. Census. 1910, Ga..
J 300 - J 600.
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After their work, he drove them to see sites of his childhood - Gartrell Street, Grant 
Park, his childhood home-place on Kendrick Avenue, the school and the church they 
attended in Grant Park, and Mr. Smithlock's grocery store. Seeing Fred's "old 
neighborhood" through his eyes was a significant experience. What a sentimental, 
poignant drive this was!)

When Ollie's father. Newt Gantt, died in 1917, she, Bubba and their stepmother, Mary 
Imes Jameson, inherited his farm near Marietta, Ga. Bubba and "Miss Mary" sold their 
share of the property to Ollie and Claud. The young couple rented the farm out to a 
sharecropper, earning two-thirds of the rent money.''

A fourth baby boy was born on September 28, 1918, to Ollie and Claud. They named this 
handsome infant Fred Raymond. Fred resembled Claud more than any of the other sons. 
Now Ernest was 14, Ewell was 12, and Forrest was 10; all were big boys, or so they 
thought. How they loved this little baby brother. They often helped their mother take 
care of the tot. Being a gentle, affectionate man, Claud loved all of his sons, but little 
Fred was indeed special.

Sometimes Claud had to travel for the police department to bring a prisoner back to 
Atlanta or to do detective work in another city. He always brought souvenirs home to his 
boys or wrote cards from these cities to his family.

On Saturday, June 5, 1920, Claud lovingly bade his wife and boys good-bye before he 
left for work. At some time in the afternoon, he bought some candy to take home to little 
21-month old Fred. Stuffing it into his pocket, he turned his attention to his work 
agenda. That night a call was made to the Atlanta Police Department reporting a 
disturbance down on Decatur Street and Edgewood Avenue. Claud and a squad of detectives 
were sent to the Club near Decatur Street to restore order. When they arrived, they 
raided the place and made some arrests. One of the black men recognized Claud as the cop 
who had arrested him on a previous charge and for which he had served time in prison. 
This black man pulled out a pistol and started shooting. Aiming his gun at Claud, he shot 
him in the thigh and main artery. As Claud slumped to the floor, his partner, Mr. 
Armstrong, leveled his gun at the black man and killed him. Claud was taken to Grady 
Memorial Hospital at 80 Butler Street where he was pronounced dead. Mr. Armstrong, 
not wanting Ollie to hear by telephone that her husband was dead, told her only that Claud 
had been hurt in a raid and was at Grady Memorial Hospital. Her brother Bubba escorted 
Ollie to the hospital where Mr. Armstrong met them and stood by her side as the doctor 
and the police officials told her that her beloved husband Claud had been killed that night 
in the line of duty.

Ollie's world crashed for a few minutes. How could she make it without Claud! When all 
of the heartbreaking business was taken care of, the hospital staff brought her Claud's 
personal belongings. In his trouser's pocket was found the bag of candy Claud had 
purchased for little Fred.’ ®̂

(Note: In the archives at the University of Georgia, this writer searched the Atlanta 
papers for information on her Papa Jameson's death. Following are excerpts from 
articles:

As told by Ernest, Forrest- and Fred Jameson to F.J.C.
This account was told to F.J.C. by her father, her Uncles Forrest and Fred and her 
Mama Jameson.
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On the front page of the Atlanta Journal, Sunday, June 6, 1920: CITY DETECTIVE 
C.J. JAMESON IS KILLED IN RAID - C.J. Jameson, 45 years of age, of 289 
Venira Street, a popular member of the city detective force, and three Negroes 
are dead and eight others are under arrest as a result of a pitched battle between a 
squad of detectives and the Negroes at ten o'clock Saturday night in the rear of the 
premises at 424 Chestnut Street, where the officers raided an alleged "skin 
game." Mr. Jameson received three pistol wounds in his body and died a short 
time after reaching Grady Hospital. Detectives Mosley, Armstrong, Howell, Cody 
and Hornsby, with Mr. Jameson, formed the party which was sent on the raid. 
After the house had been surrounded. Detectives Jameson and Armstrong affected 
an entrance through a window. Entering the room, Mr. Jameson told the Negroes 
they were under arrest. One of them, it is said, jumped from his chair, drew a 
pistol and began to fire at the officers. Immediately thereafter the two detectives 
and several of the Negroes opened fire. Rushing into the room, the four other 
detectives joined the battle. Detective Jameson was shot by bullets said to have 
been fired by Ben Peek. The dead Negroes are: Flipper Howard, Ben Peek, Jim 
Hayes ... Those under arrest:... Detective Jameson had been a member of the 
Atlanta Police Force for the past seventeen years, and for ten years had been 
connected with the plain-clothes department, having a splendid record of service 
to his credit. He is survived by his wife and four sons. The funeral 
arrangements will be announced later.

Since there was no pension fund for widows of slain officers, a public wave of sympathy 
went out for Ollie. On the Atlanta Journal's front page on Tuesday, June 8, 1920 
appeared:

FUND FOR FAMILY Of MR. JAMISON fsic  ̂GROWS STEADILY - Atlanta has so far 
given a sympathetic response in raising a fund to aid the family of City Detective 
Claud J. Jamison (sic), who lost his life in a raid in a Negro gambling den 
Saturday night, and it is the hope of Detective Chief Lamar Poole, who has the 
pool in charge, that the entire amount will be secured by Tuesday night. So far, a 
total of $800 has been realized, contributions ranging from $200 down.

Persons desiring to have a part in raising the money may take or send 
their contributions either to Chief Poole, at police station, or to Chess 
Largomarsino's place on Edgewood Avenue near Five Points.

Andy P. King, member of the police board and a former chairman of that 
body, Tuesday paid a high tribute to the dead officer. He declared that "no hours 
were too long, nor no duty too strenuous for him to perform. He was faithful at 
all times and had the respect and admiration of all his associates." Mr. King said 
that he had known Officer Jamison (sic) for fifteen years and that during that 
entire time had never known him to once falter in the performance of his duty.

The money, which will be raised will be used in lifting the mortgage on 
the home and the farm of the dead officer and also in aiding his widow to avoid 
financial difficulties. Two thousand dollars is the goal set, and it is expected that 
the full amount will he in hand during the day.

Solicitor John A. Boykin on Monday afternoon started an investigation of 
the shooting Saturday night, and will present his findings to the grand jury the 
latter part of the week. He announced that it was his purpose to ask for an 
indictment on a charge of murder against each Negro involved in the fray. Eleven 
Negroes, in addition to the three who were killed by detectives, are involved.

In Wednesday's, June 9, 1900 Atlanta Journal - JAMESON FUND HAS CROSSED $1.000 
MARK , The fund to pay off the mortgage on the home and farm of Mr. Claud J. 
Jameson, the city detective, who was killed Saturday night in a raid on a Negro
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gambling den, Wednesday crossed the thousand-dollar mark, according to an 
announcement by Lamar Poole, Chief of Detectives, who is in charge of the fund. 
A total of $1,043.70 has been reported at Police headquarters since the fund was 
started Monday.

At the regular monthly meeting of the board of police commissioners 
Tuesday night, resolutions of regret over the tragic death of Mr. Jameson were 
passed. The board also praised Mr. Jameson for the manner in which he had 
performed his duty and stated "the detective department had lost one of the best 
officers ever connected with the city.”

Those who subscribed through Chief Poole Wednesday are: W.S. Witham, 
$25; L.J. Terry, $10; cash, $25; J.H. Savage, $5; Cloy and brother, $5; C.M. 
Hamby, $1; W. F. Harper, $1; Atlanta Hotel Association, $100; Dr. J.W. Ham,
$5; Captain E.L. Jett, $5; Joe McWhorter, $5; O.W. Gilbert, $5; Piedmont Loan 
Co., $5; W.R. Freeman, $1; Mayor James L. Key, $10; J.C. Estes, $1; J.G. 
Bowman, $1; Meyer Regenstein, $25; J.L. Lowry, $25; A.W. Callaway, $1; F. 
Durham, $50; Dr. John Hurt, $5; L.L. Wells, $5; C.E. Hale, $1; R.W. Morris,
$2; Captain J.E. Chandler, $5; J.W. McGriff, $5; B.H. Hill, $25; Mrs. Ora E. 
Mullins, $1; E.A. Stephens, $10; J.W. Lowe, $5; O.R. Jones, $1; Robert L. 
Cooney, $50; J.O. Ewing, $5; Dr. George M. Brown, $5; cash, $1; Mrs. Martin, 
$.50; Mr. Archer, $.50, H. Finkelstein, $15; collection taken up by W.E. 
Saunders of the Atlanta Baggage and Cab Co., $32.40; collection taken up by the 
New Plaza Cafe, $53.50; previously reported, $800.05.

Chess Largomarsino, who is circulating a list, reported additional 
subscriptions amounting to $23.75. A collection of $43.75 by Morris Gavronski 
was received Tuesday by Chief Poole, but through error was not reported.

In Thursday's, June 10, 1920 Atlanta Journal was reported: Ten Negroes Held For
Jameson Murder. Ten Negroes, who are alleged to have been in a house, rear of 
424 Chestnut St., Saturday night when Detective Claud (sic) J. Jameson was 
killed during a raid on alleged gamblers, were held by Judge Johnson in the 
recorder's court Wednesday afternoon on a charge of murder. They were Pete 
Jackson and his wife, Vera Jackson, rear 424 Chestnut St.; M.C. Jones, 11 
Ernest Alley; Hollis DuBose, 318 Griffin St.; Oscar Williams, 116 Bellwood 
Ave.; Joe Groves, 60 Emmett St.; Quit Sims, 336 Magnolia St.; Arthur Sims, 334 
Magnolia St.; Nealy Long, 324 Griffin St.; and Keys Dubose, 313 Griffin St.

Recorder Johnson bound the Negroes over to the grand jury after Chief of 
Detectives Poole declared that someone was guilty of murder and requested that 
all be held for investigation by the grand jury.

In the Atlanta Journal on Thursday, June 10, 1920: JAMESON FUND LACKS $200 OF 
BEING COMPLETE. With the exception of about $200 enough money has been 
raised to pay off the mortgage on the home and farm of Mr. Claud J. Jameson, the 
city detective who was killed Saturday night while raiding a Negro gambling den 
in the rear of 424 Chestnut St.

Through Detectives Vick Young and E.O. Scroggins, who work in the 
downtown shopping districts, a total of $320 was contributed to the fund.

Announcement was made by Detective Chief Lamar Poole that $813.70 
was raised Thursday morning. This brought the total fund up to $1,862.40. 
Letters containing words of praise for the murdered officer poured into the police 
headquarters Thursday. One letter from a prominent Atlanta attorney, who 
requested that his name be withheld, enclosed a poem, which he had written. The 
title of the poem was "For His City He Died." Along with all the letters received, 
it will be turned over to Mrs. Jameson.
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Those who contributed Thursday are: Tillou Van Numes, $5; F.A. Smith, 
$10; J.W. Blaser, $1; J.L. Waller, $1; Harvey Hill, $10; Fred E. Harrison,
$25; W.T. Buchanan, $5; F. Fitzpatrick, $1; Miss Susie Brannon, $5; Charles L. 
Brannen, $5; E.B. Williams, $1; Elizabeth Danielly, $5; From Employees of the 
Fourth National Bank, $46; Captain J.W. English, $50; O.M. Howell, $5; Eddie 
Ryan, $3; R.M. Pettis, $5; W.L. Stokes, $1; Asa G. Candler, $50; J.L. Merrill, 
$5; Cash, $1; Charlie Ryan, $1; Moore & Bell, $5; J.M. Jarman, $1; Jack's 
Billiard Parlor, $5; M.P. Roane, $5; J.M. Chambers, $1; C.H. Bailey, $1.50; 
Cash, $1; C.L. Hamilton, $1; Cash, $1; E.A. Lewis, $1; R.R. Burger, $2; H.C. 
Tuck, $2; Cash, $10; I.H. Sheffield, $25; Frank G. Lake, $10; Dr. J.R. Smith,
$5; R.E. Whatley, $1; S.W.D. Carraway, $1; Harry Hoodley, $5; Dr. George F. 
Terry, $2; C.P. Bentley, $5; collection taken up by Detectives Vick Young and
E.O. Scroggins, $320; D.M. Jordan, $1; S.A. Ellard, $5; collection taken by Chess 
Largamarsino, $36.25. Previously acknowledged, $1,043.70.

And in Saturday's, June 12, 1920 Atlanta Journal: Jameson Mortgage Paid and
Donations Still Pouring Into the Fund - Despite the fact that the fund to pay off 
the mortgage on the home and farm of Mr. Claud J. Jameson, the city detective 
who was killed in a raid on a Negro gambling den last Saturday night, passed the 
goal [on] Friday, donations continued to pour into police headquarters Saturday 
morning. Detective Chief Lamar Poole announced that he had received $298.00 
in the morning mail. To date the total amount raised is $2,390.15.

Chief Poole stated that several collections taken up by large corporations 
were yet to arrive, and he believed that before the fund was closed more than 
$2,500 would be raised. Chief Poole stated Saturday that he desired to thank all 
those who responded to the aid of Mr. Jameson. He stated that several collections 
had been taken up before for police officers who lost their lives for the city, but 
never before had Atlanta's citizens responded as they have for Mrs. Jameson.

Those who contributed Saturday were: John Y. Smith, $15; J.W. Tatem,
$6; C.D. Miller, $5; E.C. Hill, $5; D.R. Wilder, $10; James Garst, $1; F.J. 
Spratlin, $5; W.L. Payne, $1; Pete Verghiotis, $5; C.A. Church, $1; C. Nichols, 
$3; J.L. Wood, $.50; H.D. Mabry, $.50; J.T. Davis, $5; Central of Georgia 
Employees, $90; J.R. Dohrt, $5; Barnes Lodge of Odd Fellows, $65; W.D. Parris, 
$1; E.W. Base, $5; E.C. Smith, $1; Cash, $1; A. Routsos, $2; George Collier, $1; 
J.H. Numan, $15; A.J. Steinhelmer, $2; The Red Rock Co., $10; A.L. Waldo, $5; 
Virgil Jones, $2; previously acknowledged, $2,092.15.

Sadly, Ollie and her boys buried Claud in the family plot at Chamblee Baptist Church in 
Chamblee, Georgia. Claud's parents, Landrum and Almeda, were still living. What 
heartache they must have felt as they watched their oldest son, in the prime of his life, 
being buried. Ollie planted a Cape Jasmine, as she called it (Gardenia), and a rose bush 
by her husband's grave and for years these plants produced beautiful, sweet-smelling 
blossoms during the summer months. Claud's grave marker reads: Father / Claud J. 
Jameson / June 22, 1875 - June 5, 1920 / "He was a kind and affectionate husband; a 
fond father and a friend to all."

Fred, as a young man, had the privilege of meeting Mr. Armstrong. Ollie loved to go to 
the "singings" that the police force held routinely after work hours at Recorder's Court. 
Their families would enjoy coming together to sing hymns and other favorite songs. By 
this time, Mr. Armstrong was an older man and did not have a beat. He was the "turn
key" officer at the city jail. This meant that he kept the jail keys and locked up or let out 
prisoners. It was at one of these singings that Fred had the chance to meet his papa's 
detective partner. Fred told this writer this story recently.
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With the generosity of so many of Atlanta's citizens, Ollie was able to pay off the 
mortgage on her home and farm. Ernest, who was already working part-time at 
Davison-Paxon-Stokes, Co. and going to school at night, quit school and went to work full 
time at the department store as a floor-walker. This brave and loving mother supported 
her children by selling milk, butter and eggs. She also had the rent money coming in 
from the farm. With Ernest's income and later, the other son’s incomes, the family was 
able to frugally live. How sad it was that Claud did not get to see his sons grow up. How 
proud he would have been of Ollie as she met the challenge of single motherhood! She 
stayed in close contact with Claud's relatives. Claud's brother. Will, was appointed 
guardian of the boys in case something happened to Ollie before they were grown. Claud 
woukl have heartily approved of this action. Claud's sons grew up to be fine, outstanding, 
good men who loved their families. What more could a father want? It is ironic that 
Claud would have a great-grandson, Milton Fred Cadenhead, bom 39 years later on June
5, 1959. It is a reminder that people live on through their descendants.

(Note: Claud Julias and Ollie May Gantt Jameson's Family Sheet will appear at the end of 
Ollie's chapter.)

"One generation passeth away and another generation cometh."
- Ecclesiastesi :4a

Ollie May Gantt^ Jameson
( 1878 -1961)

*ln 1878, the year that Ollie May Gantt was born, Thomas Hardy wrote "The Return of 
the Native." Electric street lighting replaced the gas street lamps in London.*

Newt and Sally Buice Gantt were elated when little Ollie May Gantt^so made her entrance 
into the world. Newt was 42 and Sally was 35 when Ollie was born on September 10, 
1878 in Marietta, Cobb County, Georgia. They had waited four long years for a child. 
Three years later, on July 22, 1881, little William Henry (Bubba) joined his big 
sister. Another baby girl was born to Newt and Sally but she did not live. The writer 
does not know the year that this infant was born.

The Gantts owned a farm on Terrell Mill Road near the Powers' Ferry River Crossing. 
Before there was a bridge over the Chattahoochee River in this area, Mr. Will Powers 
ran a ferry across the river. On nearby farms lived Newt's brothers, John D. and 
Jasper L. Gantt. These families often socialized with each other. Their children played, 
and worked together. They also attended church and school together.

On occasion, Ollie told her sons and their children about her childhood days on the farm. 
Ollie loved being out-of-doors. She liked to work with plants and she loved the creatures 
that lived out in the wild. However, her mother insisted that she learn how to do inside 
chores, too. She taught Ollie how to cook, clean and sew. Ollie did superb needlework. 
She made her aprons and cotton dresses; she embroidered, crocheted, tatted and made 
beautiful quilts. All of her life, Ollie's hands were busy piecing quilts or doing other 
needlework.

150 Having seen Ollie's name in a different fornfi, the writer called Mattie Lou Jameson, 
Forrest's widow, and asked her to look in the Jameson family Bible to see how Ollie's 

name had been recorded in it. It indeed was Ollie May Gantt.
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Ollie and Bubba attended school in "a one-room schoolhouse" near Sardis Baptist Church. 
They learned to read from the McGuffie Readers, to spell from the Blue-back Speller and 
they wrote on slates. Ollie liked to sit near a window so that when she was not reciting 
or "doing" her lessons, she could look out on Paper Mill Road. She could see the horses, 
mules and wagons going down the road. The wagons, loaded with logs, were on the way to 
the paper mill where her father worked.

Newt worked at the Marietta Paper Mill on Old Paper Mill Road beside Sope Creek. This 
small tributary of the Chattahoochee River was named for Old Sope, a Cherokee Indian 
Chief, who remained in the area after the Indians were driven west in 1838.''®^ 
(Through the years the name Sope Creek has been corrupted to Soap Creek.) During the 
Civil War when Sherman was on his way to take Atlanta, Sope Creek was one of the 
vulnerable spots of the troops. The 23rd Corps of the Ohio under Major-General John 
M. Schofield crossed Sope Creek near Powers Ferry. Taking the Rebels at the outpost by 
surprise, Schofield's troops, crossed the river at this spot almost completely 
u n o p p o s e d . ^ (jhjs was the area where the Gantts lived. They were over-run by the 
Confederate and the Federal troops. Where did they hide? What cruel treatment did the 
women and children meet? All of the Gantt men were away at war.)

The mill on Sope Creek was built around 1850 and by 1859 was incorporated as 
Marietta Paper Mills. It manufactured paper for books, newsprint and wrapping paper 
out of wood pulp and rags. In the summer of 1864, General Sherman's northern troops 
made their way to Atlanta through this area. He had given orders to his men to burn the 
Confederate factories near Atlanta (i.e., the mills that were making Confederate 
uniforms and supplies). They were to put the people (mostly women) who worked in the 
mills, along with any children who were with them, into boxcars at Marietta. These 
hostages were to be shipped north by rail to Indiana, just over the Ohio River from 
Kentucky, "where they are to be turned loose where they won't do us any harm." (After 
the war most of these poor people returned to the South.) Orders were obeyed at the 
Roswell Factories and the Sweetwater Factories. When the Confederate soldiers were 
unable to block General George Schofield's troops near Sope Creek, they, as they 
retreated, set fire to the paper mill rather than allow it to fall into the hands of the 
e n e m y . A f t e r  the war, the mill was rebuilt; but in 1870, it was partially destroyed 
again by fire. It was rebuilt and sold to James R. Brown who used it as a paper mill and a 
cotton goods factory. The mill was sold in 1886 to Saxon A. Anderson, who turned it into 
a wood-pulp mill and a rag-paper mill. In 1889 it manufactured paper twine, and from 
1890 and onwards into the twentieth century, it manufactured blotting paper, the first 
mill south of Richmond, Virginia, to do so. Its operations were moved to Marietta, 
leaving the building on Sope Creek abandoned. Today, it is located about 16 miles 
northwest of Atlanta. It lies in ruins - roofless and with high granite walls. The Atlanta 
Country Club and Golf Course are now located on part of this property.''®^

Most of the Gantt relatives who lived in the area attended Sardis Baptist Church on 
Terrell Mill Road, near Marietta, Georgia. Newt served as church clerk for 65 years at 
Sardis. He also led the congregational singing and Ollie played the piano for the Sunday 
services. (Newt and Sallie bought a reed organ in 1895 and hired Miss Ellie Haygood

''51 Atlanta - Capital of the South. Edited by Paul W. Miller, Olive Durrell Publishers, NY, NY, 
1949, pp. 276-278.

■■52 Garrett, Vol. I, op. cit., pp. 597-599, 601.
■>53 Ibid., pp. 596-599.

Miller, op. cit., pp. 276-278. In recent years, this writer and her husband visited this site 
with Paul and Sara Cadenhead.
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from Milton County to come for two weeks to give music lessons to seventeen-year-old 
Ollie.) For years, after she married and moved away, Ollie would return to Sardis 
church to play the piano on the first Sunday in May when the church would have its "all
day singing and dinner on the grounds." Ollie's son, Ernest, joined this church and was 
baptized into its fellowship when he was a ladJ®®

To walk through the cemetery at Sardis Baptist Church is like having a family history 
lesson. Most of the people buried in it were related or interrelated. William Newton 
(Newt) Gantt, Sarah (Sallie) Buice Gantt, Newt's father and mother - William Henry 
(Billy) Gantt and Rosea (Rosanna) Pickens Gantt, are a few of this writer's direct Gantt 
line buried there. Will Powers and his wife, owner and operator of the ferry (Powers' 
Ferry) that crossed the Chattahoochee River, are also buried there.^^e

(Note: In December of 1993, Norma Gantt Carter wrote that she and her husband Calvin 
had been to the Sardis Baptist Church Cemetery to do some work. They hired a man to 
clean over 200 stones. Later, she and Calvin returned to the cemetery to straighten 
some of the markers and to set the foot stones. She reported that the old Sardis Baptist 
Church has been taken down. They have changed the name of the new church to Papermill 
Road Baptist Church. The cemetery is to remain as "Sardis Cemetery.")

In Claud's chapter, you have read of his and Ollie's marriage of seventeen years. After 
Claud's untimely death, Ollie had to carve out a new life for her family. With the help of 
loving family, friends and sympathetic strangers, Ollie was able to provide a good home 
for her children. She was a wise manager of the little bit of money that she possessed.

In spite of Ollie's heavy responsibilities, she found ways to have good times with her 
children. She loved her "little boys," as she called them. This writer remembers her 
"Mama Jameson" sitting in a rocking chair, twiddling her thumbs back and forth, 
spinning tales of her children's childhood to her grandchildren. Ollie told about the 
times that she would take her boys to ride on the streetcar to the end of the line and back 
home - just for fun. She would take them to Grant Park to listen to the bands in the 
bandstand or to see the animals in the zoo. They swam in the big pool at the park and 
picnicked in the pavilion. They often had relatives and friends to visit - and they went to 
visit friends and relatives. Ollie taught her boys many skills that their papa might have 
taught them if he had lived. She saw to it that they had church training and that they 
went regularly to school. The boys knew that they had certain chores that had to be done 
before they could play with their friends. They learned how to work.

Totsie, a small, white Spitz dog, came to live with Ollie and Fred after the other boys had 
left home. How Ollie did love this pet! By dog years, Totsie lived to be old and was a 
faithful companion to Ollie. Her grandchildren loved this little dog, too.

Grant Park, Atlanta's oldest park had 131.5 acres of land, bounded by Cherokee Avenue, 
Atlanta Avenue, S. Boulevard, Park Avenue and Sidney Street. In 1822, Colonel Lemuel 
P. Grant donated the park's original 100 acres to the city. He planned the fortifications 
for Atlanta in the spring of 1863. Fortifications for Fort Walker are in the park 
grounds.■'57 The park was named for him. It is composed of rolling hills, brooks, shady 
and grassy spots, a lake, picnic areas, and swings. A zoo was established in 1889. A

155 From Qgthering'g Tan ggrgpbQQK-
■'56 Inform, from Fred Jameson. This writer and iier husband visited this cemetery in 1989 

with Norma G. Carter.
■'57 Miller, op. cit., pp. 222-227.
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museum, where the famous cyclorama painting of "The Battle of Atlanta" (a gift to the 
city in 1883) and the Texas Locomotive from the Civil War (Andrew's Raid, great 
locomotive chase in April 1882) are housed. A swimming pool was built in 1917 but 
was later filled in with dirt during the " 1960s' racial integration era." Many times the 
Jameson families gathered in the park for picnics, for riding ponies, and, as Ernest told 
his children, " to visit their cousins" - the monkeys in the zoo. The last animal they 
would observe before leaving the zoo was the powerful elephant! How they enjoyed this 
wonderful park near their Mama Jameson's home!

In 1934, due to defective electrical wiring, Ollie's house caught fire and partially 
burned, leaving much smoke damage. Fred was the only child still living at home. 
Fortunately, Ollie had home insurance. A family friend and contractor. Will Hardiman, 
advised Ollie to rebuild, making an apartment on one side of the house to rent out. In a 
few months, Mr. Hardiman had completed the job. The entrance to the apartment was 
through Ollie's living room (a tax saving tactic) and the two families shared the 
bathroom. Adding the apartment gave Ollie extra income that she needed."'®® (Fred says 
that he remembers when they did not have in-door plumbing; around 1925 it was 
installed. At the same time, the coal and wood burning stoves were replaced with gas 
heaters. Prior to this modernization, Fred's daily chores included bringing in coal and 
wood for the stoves. He had to chop the kindling, too.)

1934 was a bad year for Ollie. Her childhood home on the farm burned to the ground; it 
was nol insured. Earlier tenants, Mr. and Mrs. Conn, had lived in a tenant house and had 
run the farm. But at this time, Mr. and Mrs. Arrowood were managing the farm and they 
were living in the home-place. After the fire, they moved across the road into the tenant 
house and continued to run the farm, although they were getting older. Their sons had no 
interest in farming and had found employment in Atlanta at the King Plow Company. 
When Mr. and Mrs. Arrowood were no longer able to make the farm profitable, Ollie had 
to sell it. She sold the 118 acres to Mr. and Mrs. John Jacobs in 1939. After the 
Jacob's death, their niece, sole heiress, sold it to Hugh Lee McDaniel, a developer, who 
built a subdivision of houses on the property.^®®

Ollie's boys grew up to be fine gentlemen. All of them were trustworthy, God and family 
loving, kind, hard-working, ambitious men. Ernest married Catherine Hyde in 1926 
and they had four children: Ernestine, Geraldine, Frances and Ronald. They lived out at 
Chamblee. Ewell married Thelma Louise Mann in 1928 and they had two children: Betty 
Louise and Bill. Forrest, who moved to Tampa, Florida, married Mattie Lou Burdette in 
1929. They had a daughter, Dolores, and an adopted son, Dean. Fred served in the Army 
during World War II and after his service stint, in 1946, he married Margaret Camp, of 
Chamblee, Georgia; they had three sons: Ray, Bob and Philip.

After her sons married, Ollie lived alone. Her apartment tenants were kind to her, 
especially Jimmie Wright and her husband, who were long term renters. Ollie continued 
to be as independent as possible. Her sons and their wives visited her often and tried to 
be sensitive to her needs; but, most of the time, they would find that she had already 
taken care of "a problem" - whether it was putting the flowers in the storm pit for the 
winter or repairing a broken object. She was a good neighbor and regularly went to 
church. The telephone served her as a way of keeping in touch with her friends and 
family. On Saturday or Sunday afternoons, she often had someone visiting her. Ollie had 
an account with a small, neighborhood grocer, Mr. Smithlock - a kind, Jewish

Information from Fred Jameson. 
159 Ibid.
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gentleman, who delivered her groceries to her door. Ollle had an alert mind and very 
good eye sight; she read the Atlanta Constitution from cover to cover every day and 
listened to the daily news on the radio as long as she lived. She "pieced" quilts in the 
winter months when she could not get outside to work in her flowers; her hands were 
rarely idle.

On a Sunday afternoon, this writer's family would get in the car and head toward their 
Mama Jameson's. Ernest would drive down Briarcliff to Moreland Ave., on to Memorial 
Drive, past the Federal Penitentiary on McDonough Blvd. A steep hill near this place 
was a great “thrill hill." Their father would speed up so that the bump at the bottom of 
the hill would "tickle their stomachs." He would drive to Ormewood and Boulevard, past 
Grant Park to Kendrick Ave. Pulling into their grandmother's drive, the children would 
clamor out of the car and rush up the steps of the white-framed house to greet their 
Mama Jameson. If it were summer, big pots of fern would adorn the porch, as well as 
rockers and the wonderful swing. Entering the parlor, they would quickly go through it 
into the bedroom-sitting area" to visit for a while. When the conversation became 
"hum-drum" to the children, they would go out on the porch and swing. In the living 
room, caddie-cornered to the wall, was a piano. (Gerry inherited this piano - later she 
gave it to Bill Jameson for his children.) On rare occasions, Ollie would play a hymn for 
them. She kept this precious piano locked and children were not allowed to play it. On 
top of the upright piano was a lovely crocheted doily with a beautiful porcelain vase 
placed on its center. (Catherine inherited this vase and later it was given to Melanie, 
this writer's daughter.) On the other side of the room was an overstuffed sofa and chair. 
Over the sofa was a large painting of a European farm scene. (Ernestine inherited this 
picture.) In the other corner of the room was a Morris-Franklin chair, a forerunner of 
the recliner, a gift to his mother from Ewell prior to his marriage. The door on the 
right led into the three-room apartment that Ollie rented out. The center French doors 
of the living room opened into her sitting room and bedroom. In the winter months, she 
slept in this room where there was heat. The room held a double bed, an oak dresser, a 
lovely straight chair with a carved fan-back (Gerry inherited this), and a small table 
that held the telephone and a pretty, living plant. Near Christmas, the plants were 
fragrant narcissus bulbs (being forced to bloom in a pebble-filled bowl) and a 
Christmas Cherry plant filled with red "cherries;" other times an asparagus fern or a 
blooming begonia might adorn this table. Two wicker rocking chairs faced the double 
windows, which were covered with sheer white curtains that filtered the morning sun's 
rays. (This writer inherited one of the wicker rocking chairs.) From the double 
windows, one could view the tall poplar trees that sheltered the drive and the croquet 
court. Squirrels scampered about in the boughs of the trees; singing birds flew in and 
out among the tree limbs. Ollie loved to sit in her rocker and look out at this scene. She 
loved to rock - her namesake, Gerry, likes to rock, too! In one of the drawers of the 
dresser Ollie kept a few toys - one being a string top that had been Ernest's when he was 
a boy. (The writer has this top now.) On the dresser was a pretty embroidered scarf, 
made by Ollie. Next to this room was a small kitchen. She often treated the 
grandchildren to a piece of fruit, a cookie or a nice cold glass of water. Off the kitchen, 
to the right, was a cold, dark bathroom, which was shared with the apartment tenants. 
When the children used it, they had to remember to latch the door and then later unlatch 
the door that led to the apartment. There was a huge footed tub on one side of this small 
room and on the other side were high shelves that held suitcases and boxes. Behind the 
kitchen was a bright, cheerful bedroom. In this room was a lovely brass bed (which 
Fred and Margaret inherited), a trunk, a rocker and a chiffarobe. During warm 
weather, Ollie slept in this cooler room that was flanked with windows. Off this room 
was a very small back porch where an old icebox stood. It no longer held ice; its shelves 
were filled with glass canning jars. Stepping down a few steps, one would be in Ollie's
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glorious back yard, which was filled with blooming bulbs and flowers in the spring and 
summer. A small grape arbor bore delicious grapes, which the grandchildren enjoyed 
picking and eating when the fruit was ripe. Beyond this was a large, open field with a 
wonderful pear tree in its middle. This area had once held a cow and a big vegetable 
garden. On the left side of the house was the driveway that led to the one car garage; a 
locked shed was attached to the garage's backside where old fumiture and "odds and ends" 
were stored. (Milton, this writer's son, inherited a very small, two-eyed, black iron 
stove from this shed.) Planted all around the house and outer edges of the yard were 
blooming shrubs and flowers - summer lilac (Butterfly bush), snow ball, yellow-bell 
(forsythia), flags (iris), daffodils, running roses, a yellow rose (without thorns), pink 
almond, acubas, hydrangeas, etc. - all plants that Ollie adored. (Cuttings of the plants 
were given to Ernest, and he, in turn, cultivated and passed some of these plants on to 
Kenneth and Frances. Now Kenneth gives cuttings of these plants to his children and 
their friends. Today, Ernest and Ollie often speak to their loved ones through these 
plants.) On the side of the house, near the front steps, was a flower pit or storm pit 
where Ollie stored her precious plants during the winter. Across the driveway was the 
croquet court. What fun the grandchildren had as they played croquet with the same 
game set that their daddy had played with when he was a boy! Behind the court was 
Fred's miniature golf course. Next to this playground lived the Fannins, Ollie's good 
neighbors. When the visit was over, their Mama Jameson would stand on the front 
porch; with a loving smile, she would wave good-bye to her son and his family. Often 
Ernest would stop at the bakery, just across from the swimming pool at Grant Park, 
where Catherine would purchase chocolate eclairs or creme puffs to take home for their 
supper. If it were summer, the family might stop at Wright's at Little Five Points to get 
a double dip ice cream. The Jameson children loved their Sunday afternoon visits with 
their Mama Jameson!

Ollie looked forward to her children's visits. Ernest, Catherine, Margaret, Fred, Louise 
and their children often visited her. On occasion, Ollie would go to Catherine and 
Ernest's (the writer's home) for Sunday dinner. Every summer, Forrest, Mattie Lou 
and their children came from Tampa to see her. He was good about taking his mother to 
see her beloved relatives. Forrest always had a joke to tell and he made her laugh a lot. 
When Forrest came home, big projects were undertaken at her house. Ernest and 
Catherine organized and led the group in getting the house painted or repaired. They 
liked to do "spring cleaning" for her when Ollie's health began to fail. Up until this time, 
she had done her own cleaning and maintenance. Fun was mixed with work. Usually on 
the Saturday or Sunday of this week, Ollie, her sons and their families would have a 
picnic in the park at the pavilion. The cousins would romp and play in the grass and 
swing in the swings; occasionally the cousins got to ride the ponies. What a treat! At 
these picnics the cousins did not go to the zoo, swim in the pool or row the boats on the 
lake because this would have taken adult supervision. The intent of the day was for the 
adults to have relaxed, adult conversation while the children played nearby.

Ollie's grandchildren began to marry and have children, making her a great
grandmother! She welcomed visits from these young families. Ollie's strong love for 
family extended to these babies; they were also taken into her loving heart. This author 
has a picture that was made in her backyard; she was holding baby Michael. Standing on 
either side were Ernest and Frances - four generations of Jamesons / Gantts.

When Ollie's health began to fail, Catherine would prepare food for the week, which she 
and Ernest would carry to Ollie on Sundays. Ollie was plagued with sick headaches; she 
also had pernicious anemia. Steadily, Ollie's health declined and finally she had to go to 
live in a nursing home. She loved to have visitors and her family went to see her often. 
The Christmas before she died, a tiny little Christmas tree was set up by her bed. Her
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visitors clipped dollar bills on its branches. She would laugh and say, "Money does grow 
on trees. See my nnoney tree!"

Bravely, Ollie faced her illness. Alert, she still read her daily newspaper and listened to 
her radio. On April 5, 1961, life ended for Ollie; she was almost 83 years old. Her good 
eyes (she only wore glasses for reading) were donated to the eye bank to give sight to 
someone else. She led a gallant life - rarely complained and courageously met whatever 
was dealt her. Unreservedly, Ollie loved her family. Although physically weakened, she 
"fought a good fight" to the very end.

Funeral services for Ollie were at Dillon's Chapel with Dr. Prue H. Kelly and the Rev. 
J.L. Henderson officiating. She was buried next to her husband, Claud, in the Chamblee 
Baptist Church Cemetery. On her marker is: MOTHER - OLLIE M. JAMESON - Sept. 10, 
1878 - April 5, 1961 - “An affectionate wife, tender mother and a faithful friend."

"You are not forgotten loved one - Nor will you ever be 
As long as life and memory last - We will remember thee."

- Collected by Catherine H. Jameson)

The Family pf Plaud ju lla? and Ollie May Qantt jamgspn
(Fifth Jameson Generation - Sixth Gantt Generation)

5. Husband: Claud Julias Jameson: b. 6-22-1875 in Anderson Co., S.C.;
m. 2-24-1903 in Cobb Co., Marietta, Ga.; d. 6-5-1920; buried at Chamblee 
Baptist Church Cemetery, Chamblee, Ga.
Parents: Otho Landrum and Susan Caroline Almeda Johnston Jameson 

of Sandy, Springs, Ga.
5. Wife: Ollie Mav Gantt Jameson: b. 9-10-1878 in Cobb Co., Ga.; d. 4-5-1961; 

buried: (same as above)
Parents: William Newton and Sarah Buice Gantt of Cobb Co., Ga.

Children: 4 sons
6. Claude Ernest Jameson: b. 7-18-1904 in Atlanta, Ga.; m. 8-14-

1926 in Chamblee, Ga.; d. 2-24-1973 in Atlanta, Ga.; buried at 
Chamblee Baptist Church Cemetery, Chamblee, Ga., DeKalb Co.

6. Wife: Catherine Florence Hvde Jameson: b. 5-2-1906 in Forsyth Co., Ga.; 
d. 12-5-1979 in Opelika, Al.; buried: (same as above)
Parents: Powell Edgar and Florence Julia Sheffield Hvde of Chamblee, Ga. 

Children: 3 daughters and 1 son
7. Florence Ernestine Jameson Wills (Sp. James A. Wills)
Children: 2 daughters. 1 son

8. Mary Catherine (Cathy) Wills Biggerstaff-Wood 
(Sp. 1 Paul Bradley Biggerstaff; Sp. 2 Bill Wood)
C h ild r e n : 1 s o n

9. Dana Christopher Biggerstaff 
C h ild r e n ; 1 ? p n

10. Drew Bradley Biggerstaff
8. Connie Louise Wills Fellhauer Bookout

(Sp.1 Bradley J. Fellhauer; Sp. 2 Darrell G. Bookout) 
Children: 1 daughter. 1 son

9. Crystal Lee Fellhauer Alejandre
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(Sp. Robert Alejandre)
Children: 1 son. 1 daughter

10. Jameson Payne Fellhauer
10. Saybre Isabella Alejandre 

8. James Christopher Wills (Sp. 2 Michelle Parrish)
C h ild r e n : 2 § < ? n ?

9. Aaron Michael
9. Benjamin Edward Wills

7. Ollie Geraldine Jameson Spruill (Sp. Hugh Stephen Spruill)
Children: 1 daughter. 1 son

8. Beth Florence Spruill Saxe (Sp. Robt. N. Saxe)
Children: 1 son. 1 daughter

9. John Stephen Saxe
9. Catherine Florence Saxe 

8. Sam Hugh Spruill
7. Bertha Franggs J a m e s o n  C a d e n h e a d  (Sp. A. Kenneth Cadenhead)
Children: 3 sons. 1 daughter

8. Michael Kenneth Cadenhead
8. Melanie Ann Cadenhead 
C h ild r e n ; 1 a d o p te d  d a u g h te r

9. Maria Frances Cadenhead
8. Mark Jameson Cadenhead (Sp. Dody Lynn Ray)
Children: 1 adopted daughter

9. Hannah Ray Cadenhead
8. Milton Fred Cadenhead (Sp. Diane Marie Gundling)
Children: 2 adopted sons. 1 adopted daughter

9. Milton Alexander (Alec) Cadenhead
9. Kenneth Nicholas (Nick) Cadenhead
9. Sara Darya Cadenhead

7. Ronald Edgar Jameson (Sp. Joyce LaVerne Joyner)
Children: 2 sons. 1 daughter

8. Gary Ernest Jameson (Sp.1 Sharon Ann Freeman)
Children: 1 son

9. Robert Ernest Jameson
8. Matthew Alan Jameson (Sp. 3 Christina M. Phagan)
C h ild r e n :  1 d a ^ q h t ^ r

9. Catherine Ann Jameson
8. Rhonda Diane Jameson/Lentz Gunselman 

(Sp. Mark Gunselman)
Children: 1 daughter.

9. Emily Lauren Gunselman
6. William Ewell Jameson, Sr.; b. 9-2-1906 in Atlanta, Ga.; m. 12-22-1928;

d. 8-17-1942; buried: Decatur Cemetery, Decatur, Georgia 
Wife: Thelma Louise Mann; b. 9-27-1906 in Forsyth Co., Ga.; d. 11-25-1992 

in Austin, Texas; buried: (same as above)
Parents: John Wilbur & Mando Montella Shepperd Mann of Chamblee, Ga. 

Children:1 daughter. 1 son
7. Betty Louise Jameson Allen (Sp. Frank H. Allen)
Children: 1 son. 2 daughters

8. Robert H. Allen
8. Susan Lynn Allen Arnold (Sp. Donnie Arnold)
Children; 1 son. 1 daughter
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9. Keven Allen Arnold
9. Stacy Michelle Arnold

8. Nancy Louise Allen Prochaska (Sp. Kevin Prochaska)
Children: 2 sons

9. Austin Wyatt Prochaska
9. Mason Henry Prochaska

7. William (Bill) Ewell Jameson (Sp. Annette Puckett)
Children: 1 daughter. 2 sons

8. Elizabeth Heather Jameson
8. William (Chet) Ewell Jameson III (Sp. Sharon Lynn Myers)
8. Andrew (Andy) Grey Jameson

6. Forrest Landrum Jameson; b. 5-14-1908 in Atlanta, Ga.;
m. 10-19-1929 in Tampa, Fla.; d. 6-19-1986 in Tampa, Florida; 
buried in Garden of Memories Cemetery, Tampa, Florida.

Wife: Mattie Lou Burdette Jameson; b. 7-8-1909 in old Milton Co., now
Fulton Co., Ga.; d. 5-2-1997 in Tampa, Fla.; buried: (same as above) 

Children: 1 daughter. 1 adopted son
7. Dolores (Lollie) Kay Jameson Unsderfer

(Sp. Charles "Chuck" Edward Unsderfer)
7. Bruce Dean Jameson; (Sp. 1 Sammye J. Norwood)
C h ild r e n : 2  d a u g h te r s

8. Lori Michelle Jameson Broyles (Sp. Howard A. Broyles) 
Children: 2 §<?n§ 1 daughter

9. Zachary Alland Broyles
9. Austin Dean Broyles
9. Madeline Luella (Maddie Lu) Elizabeth Broyles

8. Shelley Elise Jameson Kent (Sp. Benjamin Edward Kent)
6. Fred Raymond Jameson, Sr.; b. 9-28-1918 in Atlanta, Ga.;

m. 10-11-1946 in Chamblee, Georgia 
Wife: Margaret lone Camp Jameson; b. 9-1-1917 in East Point, Ga.;

Parents: John Paul and Alice Lenora Hilderbrand Camp of Chamblee, Ga. 
C h ild r e n ; 3 .̂ <? n ?

7. Fred Raymond (Ray) Jameson, Jr. (Sp. Paula L. Putzek)
Children: 1 son

8. Todd Ramsey Jameson
7. Robert (Bob) Paul Jameson (Sp. Melissa J. Cope)
Children.; 1 son, 2 daughters

8. Robert Michael Jameson
8. Jennifer Lauren Jameson
8. Caroline Elizabeth Jameson

7. Philip (Phil) Camp Jameson (Sp. Rhonda Gail Oliver)
Children: 1 daughter. 1 son

8. Ashley Victoria Jameson
8. Philip Alexander (Alex) Jameson 

(Note: For more information on these descendants see Family Chapters / Family Sheets.)

Claude Ernest Jameson^
(1904-1973)

Ernest was Claud and Ollie's first-born child. His chapter appears in “Seasons of My 
Parents."

198



William Ewell Jameson^
(1906 -1942)

Thelma Louise Mann
( 1906 -1992)

*ln 1906, the year that William Ewell Jameson and Thelma Louise Jameson were born, 
conditions in the Chicago stockyard that were revealed in Upton Sinclair's newly 
published novel The Junale. led to the U.S. Food and Drug Act.*

William Ewell Jameson, born on September 2, 1906, was the second son of Claud Julias 
and Ollie May Gantt Jameson. He carried the first name of his Grandpa Gantt, William 
Newton Gantt. He also had two uncles by this name - Uncle Bubba (William) Gantt and 
Uncle Will (William) Jameson. In fact, the name William has been popular on both 
sides of his family for several generations. Two-year old Ernest was happy to have a 
baby brother in his midst. The family lived on Gartrell Street in southeast Atlanta. 
Claud, Ewell's father, was a city detective for the Atlanta Police Force.

Ewell was a quiet and obedient little boy. He showed an early interest in building things 
and wiring things. He had a special knack with electricity. He and Ernest always had an 
on-going project, with Ernest as boss. Ewell's keen ability soon had him surpassing 
Ernest with "how to make things work" and his big brother stood back in awe as he 
watched his brilliant, little brother perform.

Ewell attended W.F. Slaton School and he, too, had Cousin Mary Davis as one of his 
teachers. He, Ernest and Forrest would walk to and from school together. Bigger 
children never tried to pick a fight with Ewell because Ernest would beat-up anybody 
that pestered his little brothers. How secure Ewell and Forrest must have felt.

What a good time the boys had as they played. They built make-believe forts and played 
“sand lot ball" with their friends. They especially liked to go over to Grant Park where 
they rambled and played.

Every summer, Ernest would visit his grandparents who lived in the country. One 
summer, when Ewell and Forrest were lads. Grandma Jameson invited the two boys to 
visit her and Grandpa. Their Uncle Will, just a youngster himself, often teased the little 
fellows. One day, during their visit, he was chasing Forrest and Ewell and all three were 
making a great deal of noise. Forrest and Ewell found a stick and threw it at Will, but the 
stick did not hit their tormentor - it hit the old red rooster instead. Down the rooster 
fell. Thinking that surely the fowl was dead, the boys picked it up and threw it up under 
the house before Will even saw what had happened. They did not want their Grandma and 
Grandpa to know what they had done to the rooster. At feeding time. Grandma called the 
chickens, "Here, Chick, Here Chick; Chick-oo-ie, Chick-oo-ie; Chick, Chick, Chick!" 
Tossing out the chicken feed (corn) from the pail to the ground, the chickens flocked 
around the old lady. Hungrily, they pecked up the grains from the ground. The boys 
were watching, hoping that Grandma would not miss the rooster. With wonder-filled 
eyes, they saw the ole red rooster stagger out from under the house as it made its way to 
the dropped corn! Whee! The rooster was still alive! What a relief! Grandma never 
knew about Ewell and Forrest's adventure with the rooster. But, the boys must have 
made enough "ruckus" while they were there that week for Grandma to make some new 
rules. She told them and their parents. "I'll never keep two grandsons at the same time 
again. They'll have to take turns coming to see Grandpa and me!""'®°

As told by Forrest Jameson long ago.
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After his "Papa's" death, Ewell had to grow up fast. He saw Ernest working and bringing 
money home to their "Mama" to help pay the bills. Before Ewell finished high school, he 
quit school and went to work at Davison-Paxon-Stokes Company with Ernest. He wanted 
to help his mother with the family's finances, too.

Having a thoughtful personality, Ewell gave unusual gifts to his family. He bought his 
“Mama" a beautiful gold bracelet to wear. Then he bought her a fancy chair, a Morris- 
Franklin chair, which was somewhat similar to the recliner of today, minus the plush 
over-stuffed padding and fancy mechanism. In its day, the Morris-Franklin chair was 
the “Cadillac" of comfortable chairs. (Ollie gave the bracelet to Louise after Ewell's 
death.) When Ernest and Catherine married, Ewell gave them a lovely coffee service. 
The chrome and silver set included a serving tray with an electric coffee urn, a cream 
pitcher and a sugar bowl. This silver service always stood in the middle of their dining 
room buffet; the set never had to be polished. Melanie, the writer's daughter, inherited 
this coffee service from her Grandmother Catherine and now it beautifully sits on 
Melanie's buffet in her dining room.)

Because of his natural talent at working with electrical things, Ewell applied for a job at 
Westinghouse and was hired. His supervisors recognized his ability and encouraged him 
to enroll in Georgia Tech's night school. Ewell did just that and although he never 
finished a degree in electrical engineering from this school, he became quiet proficient 
in electronics."'®''

This writer does not know when or how Ewell met Thelma Louise Jameson. He possibly 
met her through Catherine, Ernest's wife, because she and Thelma graduated at the same 
time from Chamblee High School. Because of Thelma's intellect, she was hired to teach 
right out of high school. According to her daughter Bet ty, ' 'Thelma taught only one 
year. She had 60 pupils, which was truly an overload. It was during this period of time 
that Ewell "courted" Louise (the name he called her), and they married on December 22, 
1928.

Some time during the Depression, Westinghouse had to lay off many workers. Ewell was 
one of these. For a period of time, Ewell worked for his father-in-law, Mr. J.W. Mann, 
at his dairy. But how happy Ewell was when Westinghouse began to recoup and called 
him back to his old job.

Little Betty Louise was born on August 23, 1931 to Louise and Ewell. What a lovely 
baby she was! At this time, the family was living In Brookhaven, Georgia on Thornwell 
Drive, next to the Cadoras and Palmers. This was the same street where Catherine and 
Ernest had once lived. Ernest's children loved to go and play with Betty Louise and she 
with them.

Four years later, little William Ewell, Jr. (Bill) was born on January 4, 1935. He was 
a handsome, good-natured, blonde-haired baby. What pleasure these two children 
brought to their parents, relatives and friends.

Thelma Louise's parents, the Manns, lived at the Arch on Candler Road in Chamblee, 
Georgia. This ornate two-column arch had been built as a gate to the U.S. Army's old 
Camp Gordon of World War I. Beyond the arch had been the post's headquarters buildings 
and the officers' quarters. The parade grounds and the bandstand were located in this

"'®'' Information from Fred Jameson.
In a telephone conversation with Betty J. Allen on 11-12-2000.
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same area. After WWI, this arch and surrounding buildings remained for years. " 'The 
old bandstand was diagonally across the road from the Mann's house in Mr. Harrell's 
wooded grove. When Betty and Bill were youngsters, their family moved to a house on 
Mr. Harrell's property, not far from the bandstand. Their cousins loved to go with Betty 
and Bill over to the bandstand to play. They would pretend that they were in a band and 
that scores of people had come to hear them perform. It was a lively scene that not only 
included musical entertainment but oratory skill, too. Although the writer does not 
remember doing this, Bill told her recently that they played "church" and that SHE was 
the preacher!"'®'^

During the summer of 1937, Ewell, Forrest and Ernest's families, Ollie, Fred, and 
Helen (Hyde) went to Clearwater Beach, Florida on vacation. What a wonderful week 
they had together as they played in the sand and swam in the Gulf. Details of this vacation 
are in Ernest's chapter.

Ernest and Ewell's families spent a lot of time together. In either 1937 or 1938, the 
two families bought adjoining lots at Pine Lake - right on the lake. The plan was to build 
a summerhouse on the lake. This never materialized but the relatives had fun on 
swimming outings and picnics at Pine Lake. After Ewell's death, these lots were sold.

One cold, rainy, winter's day, Ernest and Ewell drove to an old house out in the country, 
where Ewell had located two scarce Edison amberol cylinder phonographs or Victrolas 
that were made in the early 1900s. These were considered old machines, even in 1938. 
The brothers bought these along with one hundred or more cylinders (records), which 
they divided between them. Their children could hardly wait to get home to wind up the 
Victrolas and play some of the cylinders. Ernest's Victrola was placed in the basement 
where they could listen to the records as they worked and played. (This writer's mother 
and father gave her this Victrola; she, in turn, gave it and the cylinders [records] to
Milton and Diane because of their love for antiques. At that time, they were living in a
house that was built in the late 1800s and the Victrola fitted well into their decor.)

Mr. and Mrs. Mann gave Thelma Louise and Ewell a lot to build a house on. It was located 
beside the Mann's home, in a wonderful pecan grove. Thelma's brother's family lived 
just beyond this property. Hubert and Lola Grant Mann had daughters near Betty and
Bill's ages. Not only were they cousins but they were close pals, too, especially Betty
Louise and Evelyn. When Ewell started building his family's house, the Mann cousins 
were elated. Finding a lovely plan, Ewell built a Cape Cod style home with a breezeway 
for his family. (Architect Bill says that it was not a true Cape Cod design, but it had 
many of the features of one.) Doing a lot of the work himself, in addition to working his 
regular job at Westinghouse, made the building of the house a slow process for Ewell. As 
soon as it was to a stage where they could move in and complete the work while living 
there, they did. Being a thorough person, Ewell, with the help of one of Louise's 
r e l a t i v e s ,  g beautiful house. Thelma was an excellent decorator. She made her
own drapes, slip covers and did what she could to help Ewell with the finishing touches. 
When the hardwood floors were installed, Ernest's family went by to see them. What a 
sight of polished, shining splendor!

According to A Centurv in North DeKalb. the arch in the 1960s was torn down to widen the 
road and a part of it is now located down a bank in back of Bryton Road, p. 46.
In a telephone conversation with Bill Jameson on 11-12-2000.
According to Bill Jameson.
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(When Ernest and Catherine remodeled their house, Ewell built three small dressing 
tables for Ernestine, Geraldine and Frances to use in their dormitory bedroom. The 
writer still has her table.)

Ronald and Frances loved to go to Betty and Bill's to play. They liked to gather 
sunflowers that grew in Mrs. Mann's garden, picking out the seeds to feed Bill and 
Betty's parrot. When the pecans fell in the fall, they picked up pecans. One summer, 
this writer spent a week with Betty Louise and got to go with her to her Papa Mann's 
dairy to work. In the afternoons, they would help run the machinery that bottled, 
stoppered and capped the milk. The filled bottles were placed in metal cases, which were 
carried to the walk-in refrigerator and stored for the next morning's delivery. Betty 
and Frances would rise before dawn to go with Papa Mann to deliver the milk. At each 
stop, the girls would run to the house, place the bottled milk on the customer's steps or 
porch, and collect the empty glass bottles that had been washed and put out for the "milk 
man." They would then race back to the panel truck to deposit the bottles in the metal 
milk racks. At the end of the morning, Mr. Mann would stop at a bakery in Morningside 
Park to purchase rolls or something sweet to take home for lunch. Upon arriving at his 
home. Papa Mann would reach into his pocket and pull out change to pay Betty and Fran 
for helping him on his milk route. By the end of the week, Betty and her cousin thought 
that they were rich! This was an exciting, novel experience for Frances, although for 
Betty it was just a way to help her grandfather.

Thelma Louise was a marvelous cook. Her Parker House rolls and pound cakes would 
melt in your mouth! At Christmas, she made delicious fruit cake - white and dark. 
However, it was her fruited pound cake that was her specialty; it was the best! Her 
recipe is a favorite of Gerry and Fran's; it is in the family cookbook that Frances 
compiled and had printed in 1978. To be invited to Ewell and Thelma Louise's home for a 
meal was a gourmet treat. When Forrest and his family visited, all of the Jamesons 
would gather there for a special meal. The brothers would play cards (setback) into the 
night - this was a ritual. Their children would play until they dropped sleepily on to a 
quilt pallet. Their mothers would cover them with a top quilt and there they would 
snooze until the wee hours of the morning when their parents would rouse them to go 
home. This writer can still hear the voices of her parents as they conversed and laughed 
in this cozy setting. How they loved being together!

Unfortunately, Ewell developed a drinking problem. Prior to this, Louise had gone back 
to work as a comptometer operator at Davison's. She faithfully stood by her husband as 
he battled with alcohol - most of the time on the weekends for he rarely missed work. 
His brothers tried to help by keeping in close contact. It was after a deep-sea fishing 
trip with his brothers that Ewell was stricken with a rare illness. It was caused from 
mysterious parasitic amoebae that attacked his body.''®® Hospitalized, Ewell's critical 
condition worsened; within the week, he died. On August 17, 1942, at 36 years of age, 
this kind, young man - husband, father, brother, friend - was gone. The family was in 
shock! Ewell's funeral was at Brookhaven Baptist Church with the Rev. J.E. Cobb 
officiating. Burial was in the Decatur City Cemetery.

Even though Thelma Louise had already assumed the role of a working mother, the 
awesome responsibility of rearing her children alone was upon her. With her inner 
faith, she bravely faced the future. Her family, other relatives and friends rallied 
around her. Being exceptionally bright, Louise was able to hold very responsible jobs. 
In 1945, she sold her home and moved her family to Columbus, Georgia where she first

As recalled by Ewell's children, Betty and Bill.
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worked for a cousin, Dr. J.B. Tingle, as an x-ray technician. Finding more lucrative pay 
as a bookkeeper, she worked for Jordan Mills and from there she went to work in the 
same capacity at Davison's Department S t o r e . ' ' S h e  and her children were active 
members of Eastern Heights Baptist Church. Thelma Louise was a scholar of the Bible 
and always participated in or taught Sunday school classes wherever she lived. Moving 
back to Atlanta / Covington, Louise worked at Third Army Finance at Fort MacPherson 
and later at the I.R.S. Center in Chamblee. After a few years, she transferred to the 
I.R.S. Center in Austin, Texas where she worked until retirement.''®®

Through the years Louise stayed in close contact with her Jameson-in-laws. They wrote 
letters, telephoned and visited each other. Several times Ernestine, who also lived in 
Texas, traveled with Louise by car when the two of them visited their loved ones in 
Georgia.

Both Betty and Bill graduated from Jordan High School in Columbus, Georgia. Betty went 
to college at Georgia Southwestern College in Americus, Georgia, where she graduated in 
1950. It was there that she met her future husband, Frank H. Allen from Franklin, 
Georgia. She and Frank married on June 10, 1951. Frank graduated from Southern 
Technical Institute in Chamblee in 1952 and was a sales representative for the American 
Meter Company. Moving to North Carolina, Frank became Measurement Superintendent 
for Public Service Company of North Carolina. In 1963, Frank and his family moved to 
Tulsa, Oklahoma where he and his brother started a contracting business of repairing, 
sandblasting and painting water storage tanks. Their work took them all over the 
country. Since Frank was constantly on the move, the family decided to build a 
permanent home in Austin, Texas so that Betty and the children could live near her 
mother. In 1981 he joined a civil engineering company in Austin as a partner and 
incorporated his own drilling company with this engineering firm. Frank retired in 
1992. After her youngest child started to school, Betty entered the professional world 
where she worked for fifteen years at the Texas Legislature, first in the Texas Senate and 
then as Administrative Secretary and Administrative Assistant for two members of the 
Texas House of Representatives.

Frank and Betty Louise have three children: Robert H., Susan Lynn and Nancy Louise. As 
copied from Betty's letter; ‘Bob graduated from Stephen F. Austin State University in 
Naccogdoches, Texas in 1979 with a B. A. Degree in Public Administration and graduated 
from L.B.J. School of Public Affairs at The University of Texas in 1981 with a Masters 
Degree in Public Affairs. He has worked as a political consultant, owned a barter and 
marketing company and telemarketer for civic organizations and a publishing company. 
Susan attended Baylor University one year and graduated from the University of Texas at 
Austin in 1979 with a B.B.A. Degree in Business Administration. She is presently vice- 
president of a bank in Lakeway, Austin, Texas. Nancy graduated from the University of 
Texas at Austin in 1987 with a B.B.A. Degree in Accounting, with High Honors. Kevin 
and Nancy are both Certified Public Accountants working for private companies in the 
Dallas - Fort Worth Metroplex."

Bill graduated from The Georgia Institute of Technology in Atlanta, Georgia in 1958, 
with a B.S. Degree; and then, in 1959, he earned another degree from Georgia Tech, a 
Bachelor of Architecture Degree. He is a registered Architect in Georgia, Alabama, 
Tennessee, and Virginia. He holds the N.C.A.R.B. Certificate and is a member of the 
American Institute of Architects. He was Vice-President of W. Barrett & Associates,

167 Ibid.
Information from Bill Jameson.
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Architects, Inc. in Atlanta, Georgia from 1980 to 1994, and is now associated with the 
Howell, Rusk, and Dodson Architectural Firm in Atlanta.

Bill married Antoinette (Annette) Puckett from Brookhaven, Georgia on October 8, 
1960. To this union came Elizabeth Heather, William Ewell (III), and Andrew Grey. 
Heather graduated from Davklson College in DavkJson, N.C. in 1985 with a B.A. Degree in 
English and has successfully worked for a Public Relations firm in the Washington, D.C. 
area. Chet attended Georgia State University in Atlanta. (Interestingly, Chet played 
drums in a rock group In Atlanta at the same period of time that this writer's son was a 
drummer in the rock group. Hotel, In Birmingham.) Chet is now a professional chef in 
the Atlanta area. Andy graduated with honors in 1997 from the Georgia Institute of 
Technology, earning a B.S. Degree in International Affairs. Interestingly, he has decided 
to go into teaching as a profession and is now para-teaching at Dunwoody High School in 
DeKalb County, Georgia. His students are fortunate to have such a personable young 
scholar as their instructor. He is currently taking college courses to earn a teaching 
certificate.

Sadly, Bill and Annette's marriage failed. They divorced on September 30, 1979. For a 
short period of time. Bill lived with his mother in Covington, Georgia but then he bought 
a home of his own in Atlanta. His children have lived with him at various times; Andy 
presently resides with him.

Thelma Louise retired in Austin and lived her last years with Betty and Frank. She died 
on November 25, 1992. Louise was buried beside her husband, Ewell, in the Decatur 
City Cemetery in Decatur, Georgia. Her ability to foster strong family bonds of love was 
an admirable trait. Ewell would have been proud of his family's accomplishments and of 
their united family spirit. How this writer wishes that he could have lived to see his 
children in adulthood. If he could speak, he would probably say, "Well done, my dear 
Louise!"

The Family of William Ewell. Sr. and Thelma Louise Mann Jamesonisa
(Sixth Jameson Generation)

6. Husband: William Ewell Jameson, Sr.; b. 9-2-1906 in Atlanta, Ga.;
m. 12-22-1928 in Chamblee, Ga.; d. 8-17-1942 in Atlanta, Ga.; 
buried: Decatur City Cemetery, Decatur, Ga.
Parents: Claud Julias and Ollie May Gantt Jameson of Atlanta, Ga.

Wife: Thelma Louise Mann Jameson; b. 9-27-1906 in Forsyth Co.; d. 11-25-1992 
in Austin, Texas; buried: (same as above)

Children: 1 daughter, 1 son
7. Betty Louise Jameson Allen; b. 8-23-1931 in Brookhaven, Ga.;

m. 6-10-1951 in Brookhaven, Georgia.
Husband: Frank H. Allen; b. 3-1-1926 in Franklin, Ga.

Parents: Gordon and Annie C. Miller Allen of Franklin, Ga.
Children: 1 son. 2 daughters

8. Robert H. Allen; b. 1-2-1957 in Atlanta, Ga.
8. Susan Lynn Allen Arnold; b. 4-6-1958 in Atlanta, Ga.;

m. 6-9-1979 in Austin, Texas; divorced: Feb. 1997 
Husband: Donnie Arnold; b. 9-19-1957 in Lockhart, Texas 
Parents: Edward and Mary Arnold of Austin, Texas 
Children: 1 son. 1 daughter

169 Most of the information on this family is from Betty J. Ailen and Bill Jameson.
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9. Keven Allen Arnold; b. 6-23-1986
9. Stacy Michelle Arnold; 5-7-1989

8. Nancy Louise Allen Prochaska; b. 11-28-1964 in Tulsa, Ok.;
m. 2-14-1994

Husband: Kevin Prochaska; b. 10-26-1956 in Kansas City, Missouri 
Parents: Kenneth and Ruth Prochaska of Lakeway, Austin, Texas 
Children: 2 sons

9. Austin Wyatt Prochaska; b. 11-1-1995
9. Mason Henry Prochaska; b. 5-2-1997

7. William (Bill) Ewell Jameson, Jr.; b. 1-4-1935 in Brookhaven, Ga.;
m. 10-8-1960 in Brookhaven, Ga.; divorced: 9-30-1979.

Wife: Vera Antoinette (Annette) Puckett Jameson; b. 2-15-1938; 
divorced: 9-30-1979
Parents: Marion King and Marcia Thomason Puckett of Brookhaven, Ga. 

Children: 1 daMght^r. 2 SOD.S
8. Elizabeth Heather Jameson; b. 7-2-1963 in Atlanta, Ga.
8. William (Chet) Ewell Jameson, III; b. 9-2-1965 in Atlanta, Ga.;

m. 8-26-2000 in Stone Mountain, Ga.
Wife: Sharon Lynn Myers; b. 5-14-1966 in Lincoln, Illinois.
Parents: Bobby Leon and Nancy Irene Andrews Myers of Stone Mt., Ga.
8. Andrew (Andy) Grey Jameson; b. 12-28-1972 in Atlanta, Ga.

Forrest Landrum Jameson^
(1 908-1 986)

Mattie Lou Burdette
(1909-1 997)

*ln 1908, the year that Forrest Landrum Jameson was born, Wilbur Wright flew 30 
miles in 40 minutes and the Ford Motor Company produced the first Model "T” car.
The year that Mattie Lou Burdette was born, in 1909, W.H. Taft was inaugurated as the 
27th U.S. President. Robert E. Peary, U.S. explorer, reached the North Pole.*

A third son, Forrest Landrum, was born to Claud Julias and Ollie May Gantt Jameson on 
May 14, 1908. They were still living on Gartrell Avenue in southeast Atlanta, Georgia; 
Claud had worked five years as a detective for the Atlanta Police Force. This fine baby 
was given his Grandpa Jameson's name, Landrum. Through the years, Forrest would 
bring smiles and laughter to people with his endless repertoire of jokes. Surely, he 
came into this world chuckling.

Forrest joined his two older brothers. Ernest was this trio's self-proclaimed boss, but 
Forrest did not always obey. He had a clever way of using his charm when it was needed 
and earned the reputation of sometimes shirking assigned home tasks. But when Forrest 
chose to work, he really worked. Easy-going, fun-loving Forrest had many friends.

Forrest attended school with Ernest and Ewell at W.F. Slaton School and Cousin Mary 
Davis taught him, too. Ollie had to visit the school all along to check on his progress. 
Constantly defending his teasing brother from his peers, Ernest soon won a big place in 
the heart of this younger sibling. After Forrest was grown, Ollie would laugh and tell of 
Forrest's many escapades. Life was never dull around him. You would think that there 
was not a serious thought in his head, but, indeed, there was. Inside his frame, Forrest
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was a gentle, caring person. A great lover of history, he was the child and, later, adult, 
who collected information on his family's history. He loved to visit relatives and to 
listen to their family stories. He wrote down dates, names and places, but he did not 
record the actual family stories, although he repeated some of these to this writer.

When Forrest was ten, he was displaced as the baby of the family by little Fred's arrival. 
Forrest did not mind; he loved his baby brother and took much pleasure in making baby 
Fred laugh and coo. The family had moved to their new house on Venira Avenue. The lot 
was large so the boys had plenty of space in which to run and play.

Their safe, happy world turned upside down when they heard that their father had been 
slain by a bullet. Forrest, just twelve, tried to find ways to help his "Mama" with her 
grief. Using his natural talent, he would tease her or tell a joke. Seeing her sad face 
break into a smile was his reward. Each son tried to bring some semblance of happiness 
back to their home in various ways. Ernest worked full-time to earn extra money; 
Ewell picked up Ernest's slack at home by doing extra chores. Forrest also did additional 
chores and used his ability to create laughter with his dry wit. Fred, being too young to 
know the pain in his "Mama" and brother's hearts, innocently smiled and played during 
his waking hours. Every member in the family reached out with protective love and 
created a special family bond that would last a lifetime.

After Ernest was honorably discharged from the Georgia National Guard in 1925, he 
went to Florida where he found construction work employment. On one of Ernest's visits 
home, Forrest begged to go back with Ernest to find work, too. Taking his kid brother to 
Florida, Ernest let him share his room in Mrs. Harris' Boarding House and got his boss 
to hire Forrest on the construction crew that was building the Gandy Bridge. In 
Forrest's own hand, he wrote, "Moved to Tampa on September 26, 1925.""'^o This move 
was good for Forrest. When Ernest left Florida in 1926, Forrest, with his winsome 
personality and ability to work, had already made a place in the hearts of his new found 
friends in Tampa.

Forrest had noticed the pretty young girl who lived next door to the Boarding House. Her 
brother was one of Forrest's friends and it was through him that Forrest learned her 
name. She, being rather shy, paid no attention to the male admirers that walked past her 
home daily: not even to the bold, young man who would call out to her, "Yoo-hoo, Mattie 
Lou." (According to Lollie, in recounting this tale years later, Mattie Lou's nose would 
go up much higher at the sound of Forrest's voice.)^ '̂* Not to be ignored, Forrest finally 
got up enough nerve to go to the porch where she was sitting in a swing. He asked her to 
go to a movie with him. Mattie Lou Burdette accepted this invitation and the rest of the 
story is history.

Mattie Lou had moved to Florida with her family after her father's death. Up until that 
time, her family had lived in Sandy Springs, Georgia on a farm. Ironically, they lived 
not far from Forrest's Grandpa and Grandma Jameson, but their relatives were not 
acquainted. In Florida, Mattie Lou worked at the Hav-A-Tampa Cigar Factory where she 
hand-rolled cigars. After the movie invitation from Forrest, the young couple started 
dating, eventually fell in love, and on October 19, 1929, they married.

On Forrest Jameson's Family Sheet that he shared with Fran Cadenhead.
Forrest Jameson's daughter read what this writer had written about her father and then 
made additional suggestions.
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Forrest went to work in 1926 for Pan Am Oil company, which later became Amoco Oil 
Company. His first position was as a dispatcher. He readily told his employer that this 
would be a temporary job because he would have to find work that paid more money. In a 
short while Forrest proved his worth and a series of promotions ensued (and his pay 
increased). He became a supervisor of the installation of pumps in newly built or 
remodeled Amoco service stations all over northern and central Florida. Because of the 
nature of his work, he had to travel during the week. Forrest retired at the age of 61 as 
a field engineer for Amoco Oil Company. At his retirement party, when the officials 
were recalling his 43 years of splendid service to the company, one laughingly reminded 
Forrest of his youthful remark, "This will have to be a temporary job."''^^

Forrest and Mattie Lou bought a home at 1417 E. Frierson Avenue in Tampa. The 
previous owner, Alfred Boyd, had built a "boot-shaped" fishpond with a bridge and a 
waterfall in the backyard. There he had kept exotic animals. Forrest and Mattie Lou 
maintained the fishpond where goldfish freely swam. Adding lemon and orange trees, 
plus many flowering plants and shrubs, their back garden was a virtual paradise. In 
1936, "Bill" came to live with them - Bill was a wonderful talking parrot. He would 
say "Polly wants a cracker" and many more phrases that they taught him. He also liked 
to whistle. Mattie Lou and Forrest even taught him to sing "their song," "Let Me Call You 
Sweetheart." Bill died at the ripe old age of 39.''

Mattie Lou, still working at the cigar factory, longed to have a child. Finally with 
medical help, she got pregnant. When Dolores Kay was born on September 23, 1939, 
Mattie Lou and Forrest rejoiced! All of their families joined them in their joy. For 
years, this couple had loved their nieces and nephews and now they had a baby of their 
own. Quitting work, Mattie Lou devoted her time to Lollie's care. Dolores was blonde, 
hazel-eyed and had a sweet, loving personality.

Mattie Lou faithfully took Lollie and (later) Dean to the Church of the Nazarene where 
she spent much time ministering to others and teaching the young people. Although 
Forrest rarely went with her to her church, he never disapproved of the time that she 
devoted to it.

Mattie Lou's sister. Ruby, had a friend whose fiancee had been killed in an Air Force 
plane crash; she was pregnant with his child. Unable to care for her infant, this young 
mother sought a good, Christian family who would rear her beautiful, baby boy. Mattie 
Lou, Forrest and Dolores were chosen for this loving honor. Little Bruce Dean was born 
on January 10, 1944 - Forrest and Mattie Lou adopted him that year. Dean had dark 
hair and beautiful, dark-brown eyes. This bright little boy, full of curiosity and 
excitement for learning, made their family complete. When Dean started talking, he 
could not say "Dolores," it came out as "Lollie," which became her nickname; she is still 
called this by her family and friends."'

Forrest's family annually visited Georgia. Part of their vacation would be spent with 
Mattie Lou's cousins and good friends in Sandy Springs, Georgia, and part of the time at 
Catherine and Ernest's in Chamblee, Georgia, or Fred and Margaret's. When they stayed 
at Ernest's, Mattie Lou would declare a Tampa Day when she would cook yellow rice and 
black beans, topping the meal off with her famous banana cake. (This cake has become

Ol\S<lerQr
' '2  The above information came from Dolores J. yfrctersfer and Fred Jameson. 
"I Ibid.

Ibid.
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the favorite cake of Fran Cadenhead's family - it is the cake most often requested for a 
"birthday" celebration; the recipe Is in the family cook book.)

Ernest and Catherine's family was always welcome at the home of Forrest and Mattie Lou, 
as were other relatives and friends. Several happy vacations were spent there and at 
Clearwater Beach, Florida. After their children were grown, almost every year Ernest 
and Catherine would go to Tampa so that Ernest and Fon'est could go fishing. Ernest loved 
to go out deep-sea fishing and Forrest had a boat that they could take on the rivers and 
lakes to catch fresh water fish. What fun they had when the fish were biting - and even 
when the fish weren't biting! When Ernest's health failed, these visits ceased to Florida. 
They frequently contacted each other with telephone calls and with letters.

In 1956, Fon-est and Mattie Lou bought a larger house at 909 E. Cayuga Street in Tampa. 
In the backyard was a bungalette. For a period of time, they rented this property out, 
but in 1964, they remodeled the big house and moved to this location. The Frierson 
Avenue house became their rental property. Again, Mattie Lou and Forrest filled their 
new, large lot with beautiful flowers and trees. Mattie Lou, the one who wanted the 
lovely flowers, often said that Forrest would have paved the entire backyard if he could 
have gotten away with it.''^® How they loved their home and yards!

Lollie graduated from Hillsborough High School and attended the University of Tampa. 
She went to work at AMICA Mutual Insurance Company as a claims secretary. For a 
while, she worked in Atlanta at the Coca-Cola Company as secretary to the Actuary. 
While in Atlanta, Lollie parked her mobile home in her Uncle Ernest's Shady Nook 
Trailer Park.

Dolores met a young serviceman, Charles (Chuck) Unsderfer from San Lorenzo, 
California at church. They were dating others so a relationship between them did not 
develop until later, when they re-met . This time, they fell in love and were married at 
First Church of the Nazarene in Tampa, Florida on November 20, 1971. They left 
Tampa in December 1973 for a two and a half-year stint in Misawa, Japan with the Air 
Force. Chuck received orders to transfer to San Antonio, Texas in July 1976. This was 
his last base assignment before he retired from the Air Force on October 1, 1980. When 
they moved to San Antonio, Lollie found employment as a clerk-typist with Datapoint 
Corporation. She worked up through the ranks to become a senior buyer in the eighteen 
years that she was employed there. On April 9, 1982, Lollie came home and found her 
beloved Chuck on the kitchen floor, dead. He died of heart failure due to extremely high 
blood pressure. During the time that he was in the Air Force's Security Service 
Division, this health problem developed. After Chuck's death Lollie continued to live and 
work in San Antonio but kept in close contact with her family and dear friends. She 
moved back to Tampa in March 2000, where she is in the process of remodeling the 
family home on Cayuga Street. Dolores loves being near her brother, his children and 
dear friends. Two of these friends she has known since she was twelve years old.''^® 
Dolores is successfully fighting cancer. Dean's family and her friends are there to give 
her love and support.

Dean graduated from Hillsborough High School and went to the University of South 
Florida where he received his degree in Electrical Engineering. He married his high 
school sweetheart, Sammye Jacqueline Norwood, on December 30, 1967, They have two 
daughters: Lori Michelle and Shelley Elise. Both children were born in St. Petersburg,

From Dolores Jameson Unsderfer.
Most of this paragraph was written by Dolores Jameson Unsderfer.

208



Florida. Dean was employed at E-Systems (now known as Raytheon) from January 
1968 until July 1990. He is now self-employed as a painting contractor. His daughters 
graduated from high school and have carved their places in the business world. Lori is 
Art Director at Southeast Print Programs in Tampa and Shelley is Accounts Payable/ 
Warehouse Manager at Impact Info. Inc., in Palm Harbor, Florida. Lori married Howard 
Alland Broyles and they have three children: Zachary, Austin and "Maddie Lu." Howard is 
a bricklayer in the construction business. Shelley is married to Benjamin Edward Kent.

Forrest and Mattie Lou were fortunate to have Dean and Sammye living near them as they 
had the joy of watching their granddaughters grow up. Unfortunately, Dean and 
Sammye's marriage failed and they were divorced in February 1988. Later Dean 
married Janet Sanford Houff on April 9, 1988 and they live in St. Petersburg, 
Florida.''

In October 1980, when Ernestine and Frances were visiting Geraldine at her Condo at 
Amelia Island, Florida, the sisters drove down to see their Uncle Forrest and Aunt Mattie 
Lou. He had earlier discovered that Frances was interested in family history. He spent 
several hours with her in his office sharing family research that he had done and 
answering her questions. He allowed Frances (this writer) to take some of his research 
papers home with her to copy, provided that she would mail them back to him by Special 
Delivery, which she did. This beloved relative, was Fran's inspiration for attempting to 
write this book.

Forrest's good humor always spilled over in his letters and phone calls. In 1983, in 
replying to one of Fran's inquiries, he sent her this: "I enclosed the poem that was wrote 
about me and Aunt Mattie Lou."

Some Hints To Know When You Are Getting Old 
Just a line to say I'm living - That I'm not among the dead 
Tho' I'm getting more forgetful - And more mixed up in the head.
For sometimes I can't remember - When I stand at the foot of the stairs 
If I must go up for something - Or I've just come down from there?
And before the "frig", so often - My poor mind is filled with doubt 
Have I just put food away - Or have I come to take it out?
And there's times when it is dark - With my night cap on my head 
I don't know if I'm resting - Or just getting out of bed?
So if ifs my time to write you - There's no need in getting sore 
1 may think that I have written - And don't want to be a bore.
So remember I do love you - And I wish that you were here 
But now it's nearly mail time - So I must say "good-bye dear."
There I stand beside the mailbox - With a face so very red
Instead of mailing you my letter - I've opened it instead. (Copied)

His wonderful gift of making people laugh stayed with him until his death! How this
writer wishes that he could see this completed manuscript. His material, some
information that her father had on Joshua Jameson, and a handwritten note of Mama 
Jameson's were very helpful in finding links in her family lines. This writer will 
always be grateful to her beloved Uncle Forrest for the family stories and research that 
he so lovingly shared with her.

The two paragraphs above were written by Dolores Jameson.^/is<^«»^e>'.

209



Forrest's health started to fail and he died of cancer at Memorial Hospital on June 19, 
1986 at the age of 78. His funeral was at the Chapel of F.T. Blount Co. Funeral Home and 
he was buried at Garden of Memories Cemetery in Tampa, Florida.

Mattie Lou lived alone for eleven more years. Most of these years were productive ones. 
She loved her children and church and this was what kept her going. Finally, her health 
failed, too. Dean and Dolores found a lovely retirement home for her to move to but 
Mattie Lou would not hear of this. She wanted to stay in her own home until her time 
came to die. This she was able to do. The children routinely checked on her needs and
neighbors and friends were available to run errands and to look in on her every day. It
was during this period of time that Frances and Kenneth paid her a visit. They had a 
wonderful time reminiscing about old times. Mattie Lou died at the age of 87 on May 12, 
1997. She was buried beside her beloved husband, Forrest, at a graveside service in the 
Garden of Memories Cemetery in Tampa, Florida.

These two Jamesons were wonderful, loving people. What beautiful memories they have 
left with those who knew and loved them!

The Family of Forrest Landrum and Mattie Lou Burdette Jameson^

6. Husband: Forrest Landrum Jameson; b. 5-14-1908 in Atlanta, Ga.; 
m. 10-19-1929 in Tampa, Fla.; d. 6-19-1986 in Tampa, Fla.; 
buried: Garden of Memories Cemetery in Tampa, Fla.
Parents: Claud Julias and Ollie May Gantt Jameson of Atlanta, Ga.

Wife: Mattie Lou Burdette Jameson; b. 7-8-1909 in old Milton County,
now Fulton Co., Ga; d. 5-12-1997 in Tampa, Fla.; buried: (same as above) 
Parents: William Sylvanous and Betty Elizabeth Brown Burdette of Old Milton 
Co., now Fulton Co., Ga. and Tampa, Fla.

Children: 1 daughter. 1 son (adopted)
7. Dolores Kay Jameson Unsderfer; b. 9-23-1939 in Tampa, Fla.;

m. 11-20-1971 in Tampa, Fla.
Husband: Charles Edward Unsderfer; b. 10-16-1938 in Des Moines, Iowa; 

d. 4-9-1982 in San Antonio, Texas; buried: Fort Sam Houston National 
Cemetery, San Antonio, Texas.
Parents: Edward and Lois Kirby Unsderfer of San Lorenzo, California

7. Bruce Dean Jameson; b. 1-10-1944 in Tampa, Fla.; 1st m. 12-30-1967 
in Tampa, Fla.; divorced: 1988 in St. Petersburg, Fla.

1st wife: Sammye Jacqueline Norwood Jameson; b. 2-3-1948 in Chattannoga 
Tenn.; divorced in 1988 in St. Petersburg, Fla.
Parents: Samuel Arthur and Jewell Clemmer Norwood of Gibsonton, Fla. 

Children: 2 daughters
8. Lori Michelle Jameson Broyles; b. 9-25-1972 in Tampa, Fla.;

m. 12-1-1991 in Tampa, Fla.
Husband: Howard Alland Broyles; b. 5-22-1966 in Tampa, Fla.

His parents: Wm. Walter and Barbara Fry Broyles, Dunedin, FI. 
Children: 2 sons. 1 daughter

9. Zachary Alland Broyles; b. 9-17-1991, St. Petersburg, Fla.
9. Austin Dean Broyles; b. 2-28-1995 in Tampa, Fla.
9. Madeline Luella ("Maddie Lu") Elizabeth Broyles; 

b. 3-19-1998 in Tampa, Fla.
8. Shelley Elise Jameson; b. 10-18-1975 in St. Petersburg, Fla.;

Information on this family came from Forrest Jameson and Dolores J. Unsderfer.
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m. 4-10-2002 in Las Vegas, Nevada.
Husband; Benjamin Edward Kent; b. 8-26-1969 in St. Petersburg, FI. 

His parents: Judith Sanford and Walter Charles Edward Kent 
Dean's 2nd marriage: 4-9-1988 in St. Petersburg, Fla.
2nd wife: Janet Sanford Houff Jameson; b. 1-12-1945 in Weymouth, Maine.

Parents: Robert Eugene & Florence Mary Falconer Sanford of St. Pete, FI. 
Children from Janet's 1st marriage: 2 daughters

Melinda Susan Houff Langford; b. 6-27-1969 in St. Petersburg, FI. 
m. 11-15-1993 in Jamaica to Albert W. Langford; b. 11-12-1960
ghilcjr$n: 1 9qp

Beau Burton Langford; b. 8-15-1997 in St. Petersburg, Fla. 
Cynthia Lyn Houff; b. 8-11-1978.

I'm persuaded that every time a man smiles, but much more often when 
he laughs, it adds something to his fragment of life. - Sterne

Fred Raymond Jameson, Sr.^
(1918- )

Margaret lone Camp
(1917 - )

*ln 1918, the year Fred Raymond Jameson was born, World War I ended; Woodrow 
Wilson, U.S. President, went to Paris for the peace conference. A worldwide influenza 
epidemic struck - millions died.
The year that Margaret lone Camp was born, in 1917, four women were sentenced to six 
months in jail for picketing the White House in behalf of women's suffrage.*

On September 28, 1918, a fourth baby boy was born to Claud Julias and Ollie May Gantt 
Jameson. Fred Raymond, even as a tiny baby, was handsome; he resembled his good- 
looking father. Claud was now 43 and Ollie was 40. Fred's older brothers were Ernest 
(14), Ewell (12) and Forrest (10). How happy they were to welcome this little baby 
brother into their family's new home at 289 Vanira Street in southeast Atlanta, Georgia.

Claud's reputation as a detective for the Atlanta Police Force was very good. He was also 
a loving, good father to his children at home. Life was satisfying and full of meaning for 
the Claud Jameson family!

Life was good? Not on June 5, 1920, when Claud was mortally wounded by a bullet from 
a fugitive's gun! The peace and happiness in the Jameson home was shattered in a split 
second. Little Fred would not have any memory of this fine "Papa" except what he heard 
about him from his family. He would hear that they found candy in his "Papa's" pocket, 
which he had bought to bring home to him and his brothers on that fateful day in June. 
He would often look at his handsome father's picture and see the likeness of his own face 
to his father's. How he wished that he could have known his "Papa."

As the lad grew, he saw his "Mama" struggling to make ends meet; the family led a frugal 
existence. But was it done in a negative way? No! Ollie found ways to make life good 
again for her sons. She encouraged them to play after their chores had been done. She 
cooked special treats for them; she would pack a cold lunch and take them on the
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streetcar to a "fun" destination for a picnic. Ollie took them to church where they 
learned about God and Jesus; and they visited their loving relatives. Fred remenribers 
going to Grandpa Jameson's home up in the country. Grandma died in 1921 so Fred has 
no memory of her. He also remembers when Grandpa went to live with Aunt Mae Miller. 
Fred never knew his Grandpa and Grandma Gantt; they died before he was born. But he 
did remember going to the farm near Marietta that his mother rented out.

Around 1925, Ollie had indoor plumbing put in her house. How nice it was not to have to 
go out to the outhouse, or to have to draw water from the well. No longer did they have to 
heat water on the stove for a bath. This made life a lot easier for Ollie and her boys.

W.F. Slaton was Fred's first school to attend also but Cousin Mary Davis did not get to 
teach this intelligent little boy. Being so much younger than his brothers, Fred did not 
have the opportunity to play with his siblings on an equal basis. His playmates were 
neighbor's children. Ollie saved Octagon soap premiums to buy Fred a toy steam shovel. 
How he and his friends enjoyed playing with this! For Christmas, he once got a monkey 
pull cart from the toy department at Davison, Paxson & Stokes where Ernest and Ewell 
worked. (Fred still has both of these toys. He shared his steam shovel with Ernest's 
small children. It was returned to Fred and later, his sons and grandchildren played 
with it!) His older brothers always did special things for and with him. Before Ernest 
married, he took Ollie and Fred to Jacksonville, Florida for a few days. There Fred got to 
see the ocean for the first time and he visited an ostrich farm where he rode in an 
ostrich-drawn cart. Not many of his friends could boast of that! When Forrest left for 
Florida in a Model "T" Roadster with Ernest, Fred was only s e v e n . H e  and Ollie were 
alone at home! Fred was only eight when Ernest married; all of his brothers had been 
working for several years and by 1929 when he was eleven, they had all married. 
Missing them, Fred turned to his dog, Totsy, who ran at his heels and happily played with 
him. The dog brought much joy to Fred and Ollie. When Catherine and Ernest moved back 
to Atlanta from Florida, they lived with Ollie and Fred for a few short months. Fred had 
many adults telling him "what and how to do!" Fred, being bright, learned quickly and 
made good grades in school. At nine years of age, he became an uncle to little Ernestine; 
in just a few years he had seven nephews and nieces.

Ollie taught young Fred many things that his "Papa" would have taught him if he had 
lived. Just as she had trained her other sons, Ollie trained Fred to know that there was a 
time to play and a time to work. Fred's daily chore was to bring in the stove wood and the 
coal for the stoves and fireplaces. He chopped the kindling from scrap lumber that one of 
the older boys would have hauled in. Fred never shirked his duties, but he surely was 
glad when they put in gas heat.

Fred had a lot of neighborhood friends who came to play with him. Croquet was fun until 
Fred found an old golf iron out in the shed and "the creative wheels" in his head started 
turning! Why couldn't he build a miniature golf course behind the croquet field? That is 
just what he did! He made the cups to catch the golf balls from some old wire covers that 
he and Ernest had found at an old Camp Gordon surplus warehouse. They had once been 
used on stovepipes in the camp. Finishing the miniature golf course, it was not long 
until his yard was the most popular one in the whole neighborhood.''

In 1934, Fred’s home caught fire and partially burned. An account of this is in Ollie's 
chapter. He and his mother lived in the rooms that had not been damaged while the

Information from FrGd R. Jameson.
As told by Fred Jameson to Frances J. Cadenhead in August 2000.
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contractor repaired and remodeled the house to accommodate an apartment on one side of 
the dwelling. That meant that his mother had to store some of their furniture in the 
locked shed. In a few months, the apartment was ready to rent. How nice it was to have 
extra money coming in for their daily expenses.

The year before Fred graduated from high school, 1935, he went with Catherine, Ernest 
and their four children - Ernestine, Geraldine, Frances and Ronald - to Florida to visit 
Forrest and Mattie Lou. Ernest did not own a car at that time but he rented a taxi that 
belonged to a friend to take this trip. What fun they had, even though the car was a little 
crowded. In 1937, Fred and his mother went on vacation with Ewell and Ernest's 
families and Helen (Catherine's little sister) to Clearwater Beach, Florida. Ernest and 
Ewell had just purchased identical 1935 Chevrolet sedans. Forrest and Mattie Lou 
joined them at the beach where they rented the whole top floor of a small hotel. What fun 
these families had that week! Fred acquired a wonderful tan from riding a motor bike all 
over the peninsula. He also enjoyed going out deep sea fishing with his brothers. He 
recalled, "We caught more fish than we could eat!""'®''

Attending Hoke Smith Junior High School, Fred then went to Atlanta's Tech High School. 
At that time the competitive high school for boys was Atlanta Boy's High School. Many 
boys and girls went to separate schools when they entered high school during this era. 
Fred had to ride the streetcar to reach his school; this cost five cents a day. Recently he 
talked about the excellent training that he received at Tech High. Shop was one of his 
favorite classes; the technical skills he learned there have been put to use throughout 
Fred's life. When Fred was in high school, he had a paper route. Every afternoon after 
school, and on Saturdays and Sundays, he delivered the Atlanta Journal in his 
neighborhood. He was happy to earn his spending money. Shortly before he graduated, 
his boss told him, "Fred, I think there might be an opening at the Journal office. Why 
don't you apply for a job there when you graduate?"

Fred graduated from Atlanta's Tech High School on June 2, 1936. The graduation 
ceremony took place at the Fox Theater in Atlanta; the valedictorian of the class was Jack 
Conort and he spoke on " A m e r i c a n i s m . Catherine and Ernest took Ollie to this 
service. They were so proud of their brother. Fred was the first member of his family 
to graduate from high school.

Applying for the job at the Atlanta Journal, Fred was hired. He worked for three years 
in display advertising, the big ads in the paper. When Fred was at Tech High School, he 
had worked in the print shop and had become interested in newspaper printing, perhaps 
as a profession. One had to work as a printer’s apprentice before one could become a 
printer. At that time, the union was tight and fraternal favoritism was practiced in 
hiring apprentices. A father's son or an uncle's nephew landed most of these positions. 
Fred saw that it was futile for him to wait around hoping to get an apprenticeship with a 
printer."'

Fred started looking for another job and was hired by Southern Bell Telephone and 
Telegraph Company. His first assignment was working on the lines - climbing poles and 
stringing wire. They used very hot paraffin to condition the insulation on the wires. One 
day, in Rome, Georgia, when Fred held a bucket of hot paraffin, it accidentally slipped

''®'' Ibid.
Info, from a graduation program found in Catherine and Ernest Jameson's keepsakes. 
As told by Fred Jameson to this writer in 2000.
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and its contents fell on Fred's arm and back; he received very bad burns fronfi this and he 
could not work for a short period of time.

At long last, In Fred and Ollle had their own automobile when he bought a used
1936 Chevrolet. No longer did they have to depend on the streetcar, friend or a neighbor 
for transportation. Fred took his mother to church and, often, to visit relatives. Being a 
thoughtful, good son, Fred felt responsible for her care and brought much joy Into her 
life.

The Christmas of 1939 the Forrest Jameson family came for a visit. The birth of 
Dolores had occurred in September and all of the family In Georgia wanted to see this 
wonderful, new baby. The weather turned unseasonably cool while they were in Atlanta 
and a sweater was purchased for Dolores at Cofer Brothers. When they tried It on her, it 
did not fit; the sweater had to be exchanged. For months Catherine had been trying to find 
a way to introduce Fred to her young neighbor, Margaret Camp. What an opportune time! 
Margaret worked at Cofer Brothers In Chamblee. Playing Cupid, Catherine insisted that 
Fred should go to Cofer's to swap the sweater for a larger size. Laughing, Catherine 
admitted to Fred that she wanted him to meet this lovely girl. She added, "You might even 
want to ask her for a date." Fred played right along with this and said, "Yep! Let me take 
the sweater back and exchange It for another one." This was not the first time that 
Catherine had mentioned this charming lass to her young, handsome brother-in-law. As 
he left the house with the sweater in his hand, Catherine repeated, "Now ask for 
Margaret to help you!" He did just that and he Introduced himself as Ernest's brother. 
Margaret helped him with the exchange and before he left the store, he had gotten a date 
with her for the next Friday night. Upon hearing this pleasant news, Catherine truly 
felt like Cupid's helper. When Fred started dating Margaret in 1939, he had keen 
competition but soon he was the only young gent that she would date.

After World War II started, many of the young men were drafted into the armed forces. 
By 1942, Fred had not been "called up" by the draft; so, he volunteered and was placed in 
the Army Signal Corp. Fred was stationed at the Camp Crowder, Missouri mid-western 
Signal Corp. School. From there he was sent to Camp McCain, Mississippi and Camp 
Polk, Louisiana where he engaged in maneuvers that would teach him how to exist on the 
battle front. Upon completion of this training, he was sent to the Philippines. Fred was 
in Manila thinking that his next assignment would be to invade Japan when news came 
that the a-bomb had been dropped. Shortly after that, the war was over; he was sent 
home and was mustard out of the army after serving three and a half years for his 
country.

Getting his old job back with Southern Bell Telephone Company, Fred settled down to 
normal living. By now the relationship with Margaret had grown to a full-blown 
romance. He married his beloved Margaret on October 11, 1946 at the Chamblee United 
Methodist Church. Nancy Sue Hyde played the piano for the service. First, Fred and 
Margaret lived in an apartment in the Morningslde Park area; then they moved to 405 
13th St. where their first baby boy was born. After Ray's birth, Fred and Margaret 
bought a home at 3778 Thompson Road, near Brookhaven. What a happy marriage this 
was! From this union came three fine sons - Ray, Bob and Phil.

Fred was the only one of Ernest's brothers who was a Mason. When he was young, Fred 
joined the Chamblee Masonic Lodge #444 F. & A.M., with Ernest as his coach. Fred

184 Ibid.
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admitted that he joined solely because of Ernest's prodding: after a few years, he became 
an inactive lodge member.

Thirsty for knowledge, Fred, as an adult, attended the University of Georgia night school 
(now Georgia State University). He also went two years to the Woodrow Wilson Law 
School and he took courses in sociology at Mercer University in Atlanta. His combined 
number of credit hours in these schools would have surpassed the number of hours he 
needed for a bachelor's degree in any given field of study. Since he had not declared a 
particular major and had not taken required courses for a major, he obtained a General 
Business Certificate from the University of Georgia Night School. After retirement, he 
earned a Real Estate License and is a Realtor. He and Margaret stay abreast of current 
news and both read widely. They are lovers of nature and are avid environmentalists.

During the Korean Conflict, Fred was called back into the Signal Corp. by the Army 
Reserves: Ray and Bob were just babies. Fred was given his old rank. Staff Sergeant, 
and was sent to Japan to train soldiers in Tele-communications. This army stint lasted 
almost a year. Coming home, he was discharged from the reserves and went back to his 
job at Southern Bell Telephone Company as an outside installer of phones. Accepting a 
promotion in the business office as a service representative in General Business, Fred 
was transferred to Columbus, Georgia, where Philip was born. They lived in Columbus 
at 1054 Dunbar Drive until 1962 when Fred received another promotion in Commercial 
Sales and was transferred back to Atlanta. Buying a lovely home at 495 Franklin Rd., 
N.E., the family put down roots and has lived there ever since. Fred retired when he was 
65 from BellSouth: he was in Marketing and had worked for this company for 44 years. 
Today at 86, he works two days a week at Bob's business. In 2002, Margaret had an 
accident at the swimmin^|(where she broke a limb but after a period of recuperation, 
she's back swimming in the pool with her senior citizen friends every week. Together, 
they maintain their home and grounds beautifully. What an inspiration they are!

Their sons all graduated from high school in Atlanta - Ray and Philip from North 
Springs High School and Bob from Westminster High School, where he played football. 
Ray went to Georgia Southern University and the University of Georgia. After 
graduating, he went to work as a salesman for Business Forms. Later he worked with a 
credit card production organization with C.C.W. Banks. Today, he lives in Longwood, 
Florida with his family, where he is a sales representative for STAR. He married Paula 
Lynne Putzek and they have a son, Todd.

Bob went to the University of Pennsylvania on a football and academic scholarship. He 
was drafted in the A.F.L. in Florida, and played professional football for a period of time. 
After leaving Pro-ball he went to work for Coca-Cola. He now has his own independent 
company, BreakMate, where he dispenses Coca-Cola products - coffee, water, fruit 
juices, etc. He married Melissa Cope and they have 3 children - Robert, Jennifer, and 
Caroline. They live in Roswell, Georgia.

Phil went to Georgia Southern University and the University of Georgia. After 
graduating, he went to work for Maxwell Hitchcock. He is now a salesman for Prime 
Resins in Conyers, Ga. He married Rhonda Oliver and they have a daughter, Ashley, and a 
son, Alex. They live in Gwinnett County but have a Stone Mountain, Georgia address.

Fred and Margaret have had 58 years of wedded bliss. Their children gave them a lovely 
reception in Bob's home on their Golden Wedding anniversary. As a gift, their children 
sent them by limousine for a week at Grove Park Inn in Ashville, North Carolina. Their 
children and grandchildren are devoted to their parents/grandparents just as Margaret 
and Fred are to them. What a team Fred and Margaret are! Through the years their
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marriage has reflected contented happiness. They laugh a lot, have love and respect for 
each other, and constantly think positive thoughts. Margaret has remained active in her 
church. First Church of Christ Scientist of Atlanta and Fred in his, First Baptist Church 
of Atlanta. They often attend services in the other's church. Margaret's family, the 
Camps, has been a close, toving family and so has Fred's. Is it any wonder that they have 
striven to make their own home full of fun and love! To have a friend is to be one. Their 
neighbors and friends can attest to this! Their positive, radiant personalities endear 
them to all. What good models they are for effective living!

The Family of Fred Raymond. Sr. and Margaret lone_Camp Jameson^

6. Husband; Fred Raymond Jameson; b. 9-28-1918 in Atlanta, Ga.; m. 10-11-1946 
in Chamblee, Ga.
Parents: Claud Julias and Ollie May Gantt Jameson of Atlanta, Ga.

Wife: Margaret lone Camp Jameson; b. 9-1-1917 in East Point, Ga.
Parents: John Paul and Alice Elnora Hilderbrand Camp of Chamblee, Ga.

Children: 3 sons
7. Fred Raymond (Ray) Jameson, Jr.; b. 3-23-1950 in Atlanta, Ga.;

m. 5-2-1981 in Decatur, Ga.
Wife: Paula Lynne Putzek Jameson; b. 2-4-1952 in Fairfield, California 

Parents: Ada Hall of Orlando, Fla. and Paul Putzek of Tampa, Fla.
Children: 1 son

8. Todd Ramsey Jameson; b. 11-11-1983 in Stone Mountain, Ga.
7. Robert (Bob) Paul Jameson; b. 6-22-1952 in Brookhaven, Ga.;

m. 6-9-1979 in El Paso, Texas 
Wife: Melissa Jennifer Cope Jameson: b. 5-14-1948 in Harrisburg, Pa.

Parents: Katherine Marie Price and John Hartzell Cope, Houston, Tx. 
Children: 1 son. 2 daughters

8. Robert Michael Jameson; b. 5-6-1982 in Ashville, N.C.
8. Jennifer Lauren Jameson; b. 9-24-1985 in Roswell, Ga.
8. Caroline Elizabeth Jameson; b. 3-24-1987 in Roswell, Ga.

7. Philip Camp Jameson; b. 3-28-1954 in Columbus, Ga.;
m. 5-10-1980 in Atlanta, Ga.

Wife: Rhonda Gail Oliver Jameson; b. 1-17-1954 in Tucker, Ga.
Parents: Sybil Christy and Frederick Dennis Oliver, Jr. of Tucker, Ga. 

Children: 1 daughter. 1 son
8. Ashley Victoria Jameson; b. 5-1-1985 in Tucker, Ga.
8. Philip Alexander (Alex) Jameson; b. 8-14-1989 in Atlanta, Ga.

A merry heart maketh a cheerful countenance. Proverbs 15:13.

Life appears to be lived by the young 
and observed by the old.

But In truth, It Is the other way around, 
for we cannot know how to live 

Until we have observed many seasons.
- Author unknown

Information from Fred and Margaret Jameson.
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(Note: Having permission to use Norma Gantt Carter's information, this writer found it 
so extensive that she would urge Norma, or her children, to have her family research 
writings published. In case that never happens, some of her research will be recorded 
in this book. Norma Gantt Carter, Horace Clinton Gantt and Rossie Lee Daniel Gantt's 
daughter - 7th Gantt generation, 9th Pickens generation - compiled a great part of this 
Gantt and Pickens families' information. Norma has a strong love for family and has 
preserved the history of her family through her vast research. She has traced back to 
more than ten generations of the Gant/Gantt family and more than twelve generations of 
the Pickens family.

On the fly page of his book, John Gant ca.1713-1783 of Virginia and North Carolina, 
Clifford Gant gives permission for interested descendants to use his information, also.

In researching the Gantts, this author - Frances Jameson Cadenhead - has taken her own 
findings and has combined these with Norma Carter's and Clifford Gantt's research. 
Footnote credit is given to Norma and Clifford for their information. These three Gantt 
descendants often found identical information as they researched. However, many of the 
warm, personal Gantt stories in this chapter have come from Norma - information that 
she has obtained from printed material or from her interviews with Gantt relatives. 
This writer is grateful to Norma for sharing her information on "the Gantt and Pickens 
families" and for graciously allowing her material to be used in this book. For additional 
information on this line of Gantts, contact the family authority, Norma Gantt Carter, 
100 Pinehearst Lane, Marietta, Ga., 30068-3944.)

BRIEF SKETCH OF GANTS / GANTTS
(Gant, Ghent, Gand, Gent, Gaunt, Gante, Jent, Jint)

(Note: Since the family names of Gantt and Pickens are closely aligned for several 
generations and since they are this writer's ancestors, she will relate findings of her 
direct family lines. Some exceptions will be made, i.e., individual Pickens or Gantts in 
other lines that brought honor to the families' names. Underlined names are from 
Frances Jameson Cadenhead's direct family line.

According to Clifford L. Gant,"'®® the name Gant was originally used in England about 
1066 when Gilbert de Gant I of Flanders accompanied his uncle, William the Conqueror, 
into England and assisted him in the overthrow of the British by the Normans. Gant was 
from the town Ghent in Flanders and was the son of Ralph, Lord of Alost and advocatus of 
the Abbey of Saint Peter of Mount Bladin. However, it was through his mother, Gisele, 
that he was related to William the Conqueror. Gilbert de Gant's father's lineage can be 
traced back to Charlemagne through his mother.

Gilbert de Gant not only helped to conquer England but his descendants are found in the 
records of York Minster and Lincolnshire. For his role with the Conqueror, he was 
awarded 172 English Manors. In "The Battle Abbey Roll" there is reference to this 
rhyme; "Gilbert of Gant - Left Hunmanby Moor - to Hunmanby poor - That they may 
never want.""'®^ (Little did this writer know when she was visiting these places in 
England that a Gant once played such an important part in the history of England.)

THE GANT / GANTT KIN

^®^John Gant, ca. 1713-1783 of Virginia and North Carolina, by Clifford L. Gant, 
published 1992, pp. 1-4, 335-340.

Ibid., p. 336.
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Clifford L. Gant is quick to point out that the United States Gants have not been traced to 
this Gilbert de Gant I of yore, as yet. And since this author has dear British friends, she 
does not want to claim kinship to this Gant who abetted William the Conqueror in his 
terrible quest to overtake England.

The name Gant may have come from another larger group who came over from Ghent in 
Flanders to England in the last half of the 14th Century. They were the weavers of wool 
who had come at the request of King Edward III of England to help establish the woolen 
industry in that country by finishing wool into fine cloth. Large herds of sheep were 
being raised in Britain, primarily for the wool that could be sheared from their 
b a c k s . ' ' ( T h i s  writer's Gantt ancestors probably descended from these people. 
Perhaps a future family genealogist will undertake the task of tracing this writer's 
lineage to this period of time.)

EARLY GANT / GANTT KIN 

F|r?t Known Gant Generation

John Gant**
( 1713-1783)

*ln 1713, Spain at Utrecht agreed to cede Gibraltar and Minorca to Great Britain. Alan 
Ramsey, Scottish painter, was born.*

The American Gant from whom this writer probably descended was John Gant (1713- 
1783) of the Shocco District of North Carolina. His father was probably John Gent of 
the Isle of Wight County, Virginia. This Gent, a farmer, was in Virginia by 1717; it is 
recorded that he bought 300 acres on the south side of the Nottaway River from Richard 
Washington for 4,000 pounds of pork. In 1728, John Gent wrote a will giving his oldest 
son, Thomas, 150 acres and his plantation house; and the remaining 150 acres to his 
youngest son, J,QtiD_Gant.̂ ^̂

After his father's death, son John Gant is found in the Shocco District of North Carolina, 
where he petitioned for 150 acres of land along Little Shocco Creek in Edgecombe County. 
The Executive Council of the State of North Carolina granted this land to him on February 
22, 1739. Clifford Gant seems to think that this John Gant had moved to this area in 
1737. It usually took more than a year to locate unoccupied land, occupy it, apply for a 
patent, have the land surveyed and platted; then, the petitioner would apply for and, 
possibly, receive a land grant. Clifford Gant also speculated that John Gant was about 24 
years old and had at least three young sons when he settled there. He probably married 
when he was only 18, according to Clifford Gant.^®°

Other records indicate that this John Gant had probably come from the Isle of Wight Co., 
Virginia. In 1739, John Gant was listed as one of the buyers of personal property of 
Edward Brantley, deceased. Edward's sons, John, James, Joseph and Lewis became 
neighbors of John Gant’s in North Carol ina." 'Through the years, John Gant continued

188 Ibid., p. 1.
189 Ibid., p. 15. 27. 
I®® Ibid., pp. 5-6.

Ibid., pp. 6-7.
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to buy and sell land in North Carolina. He was on the muster roll of Granville County 
Militia of 1754, along with John, Jr., William and Isham Gant, his sons.''®^

According to Clifford Gant, who documented this information, John Gant had eight sons: 
(1) William, born ca.1732, probably in the Isle of Wight Co., Va.; (2) John, born 
ca.1734, probably in the Isle of Wight Co., Va.; (3) Isham, born ca.1738, probably in 
the Isle of Wight Co., Va.; (4) James born ca.1740 in Edgecombe Co., N.C.; (5) Andrew, 
born ca.1742 in Edgecombe Co., N.C.; (6) Edward, born ca.1746 in Edgecombe Co., N.C.; 
(7) Charles, born ca.1753 in Granville Co., N.C.; (8) Lewis, born ca.1757 in Granville 
Co., N.C. Writer Gant speculates that John Gant. Sr. probably was married more than 
once because of the age span between sons William and Lewis. He has no record of 
daughters, although they could have existed.^^^ John Gant. Sr.'s father could not be 
documented by writer Clifford Gant, although there were several Gents who appeared on 
Virginia records as far back as 1689.

Information on John Gant's sons is recorded in Clifford Gant's book. He has been careful 
to document his data and will acknowledge that certain information that he has recorded 
is inconclusive. The serious Gant genealogist should study Clifford L. Gant, M. Benjamin 
Gantt and Joseph Frederick Gantt's book, John Gant of Colonial Virginia and North 
Carolina. His Ancestors and Descendants. Since Gant/Gantt descendants are great in 
number, this author will write, for the most part, about her direct line.

S£cpnd Qant-6finfijatlfl.n

James Gant^
( ca .1740-1797)

*ln 1740, the year that James Gant was born, Scottish author, James Boswell, was 
born. The University of Pennsylvania was established.*

James was, probably, the fourth son of John Gant. Sr. In James Gant's will of 1797, he 
named his wife, Elizabeth, and his brother, Isham, as executors of his estate. During the 
American Revolution in 1778, in Bute County, N.C., Isham, Charles, James and Lewis 
Gant took the oath of allegiance to the colonies in America.''®^ These were the sons of 
John Gant.

James Gant, this writer's ancestor, was the fourth son of John Gant of the Isle of Wight 
Co., Virginia, and later of Edgecombe Co., North Carolina. James Gant was born in the 
Shocco District of Granville County, North Carolina in ca.1740. His mother's name is 
unknown. James was not listed with his older brothers or his father in the 1754 roster 
of the Granville Co., N.C. Militia. Nor was he listed in the 1755 tax record of Granville 
County. Bute Co., N.C. was formed from Granville Co., N.C. in 1764. In 1766, James 
Gant is listed as an adult in the county's tax records. He must have been at least 21 in 
1766, which would suggest that he was born in the early 1740s. Clifford Gant states 
that Elizabeth Wood was likely his wife, but this cannot be documented. In the 1771 
head tax record for Bute Co., N.C., James is not listed. Some researchers think that some

Ibid., p. 8.
Ibid., pp. 10-13. 
Ibid., p. 9, 13.
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of the pages of record books have been lost. James was a landowner; in 1779, James 
Hoof acknowledged a deed to him and James Gant. He left 150 acres to his h e i r s . ' ' |n 
May 1788, James Gant was among those taking the Oath of Allegiance in Bute Co., N.C.

In the 1790 Census of Franklin Co., N.C., there were three males of over age16 in James 
Ganfs household. This would have been James and two of his sons - Sampson. Britton or 
Henry. One of these three sons had probably married and had left home. There is no 
record of James Gant's first wife's death date. However, James married a second time 
and with this wife he had five daughters.

Clifford Gant writes that James Gant and his first wife had:
3. Sampson, born ca.1765;
3. Britton, born ca.1768;
3. Henry, born in 1770;
3. Amy, born in 1772; married Samuel Davis; no further information.

Elizabeth was the name of James Gant's second wife. Their children were:
3. Mary (Polly), born in 1785 in Franklin Co., N.C. - probably never married 

because she appears on the 1850 Abbeville, S.C. Census next to her 
sisters, Nancy Harrison and Jamima Shirley;

3. Nancy, born 1788 in Franklin Co., N.C. - married a Harrison - appeared on 
the Abbeville, S.C. 1850 Census next door to her sisters, Mary Gant and 
Jamima Shirley • Nancy was probably a widow;

3. Betsy, born ca.1789 in Franklin Co., N.C. - no further information;
3. Jamima (Myma), born in 1790 in Franklin Co., N.C. - married a Shirley:
3. Abby, born ca.1792 in Franklin Co., N.C. - no further information.

All of James Gant's children and his widow Elizabeth were mentioned in his will. James 
Gant died in 1797.196

Thirst Qani Qgngratlon

Sampson Gant^
(ca.1765 - ? )

*ln 1765, British Parliament passed the Stamp Act; thus, taxing American colonies. 
The Virginia Assembly angrily challenged the right of Great Britain to the tax.*

Sampson Gant, son of James Gant, was born in Bute Co., North Carolina ca.1765. 
Clifford Gant does not find Sampson on the Census until 1810 in Pendleton Co., South 
Carolina. The census information indicates that Sampson was 45 years or older and was 
born ca.1765 and was married ca.1800, probably, in Franklin Co., N.C. Sampson Gant 
and his spouse were the parents of this writer's family ancestor, William H. Gantt. 
Sampson Gant eluded Clifford Gant's search for him. He was not listed on any census 
after 1810. However, records show that Daniel Townley was granted a tract of land on 
October 17, 1806, which was bounded by land owned by Sampson Gant. Henry Townley, 
John Pickens. James Sampson, and John Glasgow.''®^ Most of these were North Carolina

195 Bradiev. Will Book B. Franklin Co.. N.C.. 1794-1804. p. 13.
196 Clifford Gant, op. cit., pp. 143-146.
197 S.C. Grant Book. Vol. 52. p. 18.
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Gant left a small legacy to a Sampson Gant (his brother?) in his will. Was this the 
Sampson Gantt in this writer's direct family line?

Norma Gantt Carter says that after four long years of trying to make a connection, she 
finally concluded that Sampson Gant was the father of William H. Gantt. Clifford Gant 
concurs. Norma uses a document found in DeKalb Co., Georgia to support her theory of 
family placement. Norma quotes: "A document in DeKalb Co. covering the settlement of 
the estate of John Henry Townley, the husband of Livinia Gant (daughter of William, 
brother to James) has Billy [Gantt] appointed by Livinia Townley and daughter Livinia 
Townley Garrison to collect monies due them from the estate of J. Henry Townley. This 
is proof that Biliv (William H. Gant - fourth generation) belongs in the family of John 
Gant." (No given dates are attached to this document.) Norma does not have a marriage 
date or the name of a spouse for Sampson Gant. Sampson Gant's death date is also not 
known. Clifford Gant or Norma G. Carter do not list Sampson Gant's children. Only one, 
William H. Gant, is listed by both of these researchers.

Ollle Mav Gantt Jameson's Information About Her Kin

This writer's grandmother, Ollie Mav Gantt Jameson, gave the following information 
about her relatives; it is copied exactly as she wrote it in ca.1950. The superscript 
number appears after known relatives' names. This indicates the generation to which 
they belonged - Pickens and/or Gantts. Sometimes dual generations appear, as there was 
intermarriage in the Pickens and Gantt families.

My father, William Newton Gantt 5G/7P born in Pickens Co., S.C.
His father was Billie Gantt^G; his wife was Rosa FRosannal Pickens^P Gantt.
Hur father was Israel Pickens^P; hur mother was Peggie De Jarnett Pickens.
My great, great, grandfather was John Mahaffee. His wife was Betty Pickens 
Mahaffee from Ireland - come over on the Mayflower. My father was William 
NewtoD_GaDtt5G/7P; n̂y father and mother was married at hur house on Butler 
St., Nov. 30, 1871. Ollie Gantt Jameson^^^^P was marryed at our preacher’s 
house in Marietta, Feb. 25, 1903 at 3 o'clock. I had one brother, W.H. Gantt 
6G/8P [Bubba]. I have 4 boys - Ernest^Q^QP. Ewell 7G/9P^ Forrest 7G/9P_ 
and Fred 7G/9P | ^̂ gs born Sept. 10, 1878.

[signed] Ollie Gantt Jameson6G/8P

My father was W.N. Gantt^^^^P; his mother was Rosa Pickens^P; his 
father was Billie Gantt^Q. His wife was Betty DeJarnett; they come from 
Irland to America. Settled in Pentelton S.C. Billy and Betty Gantt come to Stone 
Mountain, then moved to Cobb County near Sardis Church - brought there 
children: John Gantt 5G/7P_ Newt Gantt5G/7P Jasper Gantt 5G/7P_
Lucindie 5G/7P [Gantt] Pickens, Elizabeth 5G/7P [Gantt] Dangel [Daniel],
Vina 5G/7P [Gantt] Hanny. My father Newt^G^^P married to Sarah Buice. 
Nov. 31, 1870 [sic - Nov. 30, 1870]; moved to Cobb Co. near Sardis Church on 
Canton Road. They died there; berred at Sardis Church. He was clerk for 65 
years at Sardis. His pastor was Bro. Canible during the war [Civil]. He is 
berryed at Sardis Church, 91 years ago. I am the daughter of
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William N. Gantt5G/7P and Sarah Buice Gantt. We all joined at Sardis Baptist 
Church. I am Newt^^^^P and Sarah Gantt's daughter. My brother was 
W.H. Gantt 6G/8P. [signed] Ollie Gantt Jameson6Q^8P

According to Norma Gantt Carter's^G/lOP research on this family, Rosanna's parents 
were John^P and Elizabeth Harkness Pickens. Q||ie6G/8P wrote about her ancestors 
late in her own life. Was she confused as to who her great-grandparents were? Oddly, 
she wrote that Israel^P and Peggy DeJarnett (sic) Pickens were her great grandparents. 
She further stated that John and Betty Pickens Mahaffee, who came from Ireland, were 
her great-great-grandparents. Who were these people and how do they actually fit in 
the family lineage? It is a fact that Billv's^G mother-in-law and father-in-law were 
John^P and Elizabeth fBetty / Betsy) Harkness Pickens who lived next door to Billv^G 
and Rosanna®P Pickens Gantt (their daughter) in Stone Mountain, Ga. Elizabeth H. 
Pickens moved with Billy and Rosanna to Cobb Co., Ga. after her husband John^P 
Pickens' death; she is buried in Sardis Cemetery. 01Ms®G/8P second paragraph is even 
more mystifying; she wrote that B illy^G Gantts' wife was Betty DeJarnett (sic), 
contradicting what she had written in another paragraph of this paper. Who was Betty? 
Israel Pickens. Sr.'ŝ ^P second wife was Sarah Hall DeJernette, not Betty DeJarnett. 
Was she confused? The research that Norma and this writer have done on the Gantts does 
not coincide with parts of Ollie's^G'^^P writings. Who will solve this puzzle?

In her own writing, QUie^G/BP continued:
My mother was Sarah Buice Gantt: hur father was Henrv Buice: his wife 

was Susan Mathis Buigg, daughter of John and Martha Mathis. His mother was 
Elizabeth Thompson Buice. My great-great-great-grandmother and father was 
Sam Osterson. They come from Hollen [Holland]. They was duch [Dutch]. My 
mother was Sarah Buice Gantt. She was born in Spartenburg, S.C.; moved to 
Atlanta. Grandpa and Grandmother lived on Butler St. near the state capatal 
where the Capatola Flower Mill [Capitol Flour Mill] is now. My mother, Sarah 
Buice Gantt, and father was maryed thire November 31, '71 [sic - Nov. 30,
1871]. Moved to Cobb Co. I was born Sept. 10, 1878. My brother was born 
July 22, 1881. Grandmother and Grandfather was born in Spartenburg, S.C.

My mother was Sarah Buice Gantt: hur mother was Susan Mathis Buice. 
Her father was Henry Buice: his father was Elvsha Buice. His wife was Mary 
Osterson Buice. They come from Irland to Spartenburg, S.C. Henrv and Susan 
Mathis Buice was married at Spartenburg, S.C.; moved to Ga. Lived on Butler St. 
in Atlanta, Ga.; died there; berried in Oakland Cematery. They lived between 
Capatel and R.R. He had a coal yard on Decater St., one block from his house.
W.N. Gantt 5G/7P and Sarah Buice was maryed thire at a big home wedding by 
there pastor, Clemant Evens, a Baptist. We was all Baptist. My mother and 
father are berried at Sardis Church.

(Written on the side of this page are these names: Jack, Mat, Elysha, Jona, Dave, Sam, 
Jima, Luther, Cal, Alonza, Sarah, Musousa. Where do these fit in her family lineage?

222



Are they OHie‘s6G /8P  grandfather's (Elysha Buice) children or possibly his 
siblings?)''®®

For the serious researcher, it is necessary to take what Ollie wrote - then find recorded 
evidence to "back up" or refute her data. Norma Gantt Carter has painstakingly 
researched and documented her material. Through the years she has visited libraries, 
corresponded with and interviewed Gantt relatives, gleaned information from Bibles, 
newspaper accounts, official records and has managed to put the puzzle together of the 
Gantt families in her direct line, which includes part of this writer's family lines. 
Norma and this writer's collected data on the Gantts and Pickens, to the best of their 
knowledge, is fairly accurate - much is documented; when it is inconclusive, they say so.

Using this research plus Gantt family research done by Clifford Gant and Ben Gantt, this 
author will give information on h ^  direct family line. Information on the other family 
lines may be found in Clifford Gant's book, John Gant, ca.1713-1783 of Virginia and 
North Carolina. Clifford Lamar Gant, Martin Benjamin Gantt, Jr., and Joseph Frederick 
Gantt, Jr.'s book, John Gant of Colonial Virginia and North Carolina. His Ancestors and 
Descendants, or in Norma Gantt Carter's research papers that she graciously shares with 
this writer and others.

When did this writer's ancestors add another " f  to Gant - Gantt? In Norma Gantt 
Carter's research, she lists William H. Gantt, born ca.1803 in South Carolina, as adding 
an extra "t" to his surname. However Norma writes, "It was William H. Gantt's son, 
John D. Gantt, who added another "t" to the name when he recorded his last son's (Omer) 
birth in the family Bible. Further, he added a second "t" to the other recorded names of 
his children on these pages. From that day on, the rest of his Gantt relatives used this 
spelling of the name."

Fourth Gantt Generation

William (Billy) Henry Gantt
(ca.1800-ca.1858)

Rosanna (Rosea) Picicens Gantt
(ca.1803-ca.1881)

(Fourth Gantt Generation and Sixth Pickens Generation)

*ln 1803, Ohio became a state; the Louisiana Purchase took place between the U.S. and 
France. Robert Fulton propelled a steamboat.*

William (Billy) Henrv Gantt was born to Sampson Gant and his wife ca.1800 in South 
Carolina. This writer does not know William's mother's name or his siblings' names.

William (BilM H. Gantt married Rosanna (Rosea) Pickens. Their marriage date is not 
known. Rosanna's parents were John Pickens and Elizabeth Harkness Pickens. Rosanna 
was born ca.1803 in South Carolina (Pendleton, S.C. District, according to Clifford 
Gant.i®®) In an earlier paragraph of this text, John Pickens is listed as a neighbor of 
Sampson Gent's. John Picken's and Sampson Gant's children, William ..H, Gantt and

Found in C. Ernest Jameson's papers by this writer. 
Clifford Gant; op. cit., pp. 147-148.
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Rosanna Pickens, probably, married in the 1820s. This writer randomly selected this 
marriage date because the young couple's first child was born in March 1827.

William H. and Rosanna Pickens Gantt had the following children: Lucinda (Cindy) Gantt, 
Elizabeth Gantt, T. Luvinia (Vincy) Gantt, John D. Gantt, William Newton (Newt) Gantt. 
Reuben D. Gantt, and Jasper LaFayette Gantt

Speculation is that Biliv and Rosea Gantt came from Abbeville, South Carolina to Georgia 
sometime in the 1820s. Since no marriage records are available, this young couple 
couki have been married in Georgia, as her parents were residents of DeKalb Co., Georgia 
before 1830. The 1830 U.S. Census of Georgia stated that Billy and Rosanna were living 
in the Stone Mountain District of DeKalb Co., Georgia near Rosanna's parents, John and 
Elizabeth Harkness Pickens. Both families were early settlers of this area of Georgia. 
Billy and Rosanna were between 20 and 30 years old. They had two daughters under 5 
years old [Lucinda and Elizabeth]. Ten years later, the 1840 U.S. Census of Georgia, 
District 637, Stone Mountain, DeKalb Co., Georgia (p. 33) lists BilIv and Rosanna Gantt 
as between 30 and 40 years old, with three sons under five [John, Newton and Reuben], 
one daughter under five [Luvinia], and two daughters between ten and fifteen [Lucinda 
and Elizabeth]. Billy was employed in agriculture. On the 1850 U.S. Census of Georgia, 
Anderson District, DeKalb Co., Georgia, the family was still there. The U.S. Census of 
1850 is the first one to list the names of people in a household. Listed on this Census 
were (1) William Gantt, age 45, born in South Carolina; (2) Rosanna Gantt, age 45, 
born in South Carolina; (3) Elizabeth Gantt, age 19, born in Georgia; (4) Levena (sic) 
Gantt, age 17, born in Georgia; (5) John Gantt, age 15, born in Georgia; (6) Newton 
QanlLage 13, born in Georgia; (7) Reubin (sic) Gantt, age 11, born in Georgia; and (8) 
Jasper Gantt, age 7, born in Georgia. Lucinda is missing from this family listing 
because she had married her cousin, Joel Sidney (Sid) Pickens in 1847 and had moved to 
Marietta, Cobb Co., Ga.^oo

Billy and Rosanna moved from Stone Mountain to Marietta, Georgia, sometime during the 
1850s. Rosea's widowed mother also moved with them to Marietta. Cobb County, 
Georgia was considered to be a healthy place to live - the air was clean and the water was 
good; the land was rich and produced good crops. Billy and Rosanna's married children - 
John, Elizabeth and Lucinda had earlier moved with their spouses to Marietta, Cobb Co., 
Georgia. Israel Pickens, Sid's father and Lucinda's uncle/father-in-law, was a citizen of 
Cobb County before 1840, as he appeared on the 1840 U.S. Census of Cobb Co., Georgia. 
His wife Martha was deceased.^o’ There were other Pickens who were early pioneer 
settlers in Cobb County, Georgia.

The next few years were spent in building a productive farm. There were probably 
many family gatherings since so many of their relatives lived in this area. Sadly, 
sometime prior to July 13, 1858, the family circle was broken when William (Billy)
H. Gantt died in Cobb County, Georgia. Billy was buried in the Sardis Baptist Church 
Cemetery.

A copy of the Appraisal of Billy's “goods and chattels" is in the Cobb Co., Georgia records. 
A few items on the list were: 1 lot of straw and shucks - $1.00; 9 head of geese (@$.25 
each) - $2.25; 2 boxes (@ $.50 each) - $1.00; 2 pairs of plowing gear - $2.00; 3 
axes - $2.00; 1 lot of sundries - $ 2.50; 1 pair of steelyards & drawing knife - $1.25;

200 Norma Gantt Carter information.
20'' Information from Norma Gantt Carter.
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1 lot of weeding hoes - $1.00; 1 barrel & 2 jars (15 lbs.) lard - $1.50; 2 plow stocks 
& plows and & single trees - $1.60; 1 bedstead - $1.00; 1 lot water vessels - $.70; 
1 clock - $8.00; 1 table - $.50; 1 road wagon & gear - $26.00. Total amount- 
$52.30. The appraisers were J.M. Barfield, I.B. Pickens, J.D. Pickens and J. Gantt
S h i r l e y . 2 0 2

On the 1860 U.S. Census, Rosanna Gantt is listed as head of the household, a farmer, in 
the Merritts District of Cobb Co., Georgia. Living with her were T.V. (Vincie) Gantt (age 
22), R.D. Gantt (age 20) and Jasper L. Gantt (age 18). She lived next door to her son, 
John Gantt.

The Civil War or the War Between the States began in 1861. All of Rosanna's sons 
fought in this war, leaving their women and children to take care of the farms. Only 
Vincy was at home with her mother. In the summer of 1864, the Federal troops 
marched toward Atlanta. The cry, "The Yankees are coming!" could be heard all over 
Cobb County. Where did the Gantt and Pickens' relatives go? Did they leave their 
farms? Did they choose to hide in the woods when the enemy came to their doors? They 
must have been filled with fear when they heard the thunderous roar of the cannons that 
were being fired at nearby Kennesaw Mountain. Norma writes, “It was said that blood 
ran in small streams down Kennesaw Mountain's rocky side." Union soldiers camped on 
Lower Roswell Creek, east of John and Salena Gantt's home - how terrifying for the Gantt 
and Pickens women and children. After the war, the families' farms lay ravaged and in 
ruins. There were no seeds to plant, no oxen or mules to plow the soil, no food for 
hungry family members to eat. They survived on wild berries, wild plants and the few 
wild animals that could be shot or trapped or fish that could be caught. With time, hard 
work and sacrifice, the Gantts and Pickens rebuilt their lives and their land; their farms 
once again became productive. Deep scars remained, however. The loss of loved ones on 
battlefields, the injured, the sick victims in many of the homes in the South, the vast 
number of burned homes and wasted farmlands, stolen heirlooms, valueless Confederate 
money lying in trunks, all, constantly reminded the suffering people of the terrible war.

Rosanna P. Gantt's name appears for the last time on the 1880 U.S. Census, Merritts 
District 897 on page 112. She is listed as living with her daughter, Vincy Gantt Haney. 
She was also listed on another page as living in the household of her son. Newt. Rosanna 
was widowed and disabled with a "hip out of jo in t ." 2 0 3  vincy and Newt must have taken 
turns in caring for their aged, sick mother in their homes.

Rosanna died sometime after 1880. She was buried beside her husband in the Sardis 
Cemetery on the Old Paper Mill Road in Marietta, Georgia. Their markers were placed 
on their graves several years after they were buried. Her name was incorrectly 
engraved as Rosea (her nickname). No dates were engraved on the markers. Norma 
Gantt Carter writes that Sardis Church was founded on November 9, 1848 and that many 
of the graves in the cemetery were marked with large fieldstones. In ca.1935, the 
pastor, the Rev. Caldwell, lost the church records. The list of people who are buried in 
the Sardis Baptist Church Cemetery was in the lost church records. Alas! No one will 
ever know the names of the people who lie beneath the common f ie ld s t o n e s .2 ° 4

202 Obtained from the Ga. Deot. of Archives and History. Box 1 for 1657-16. Cobb Co. 
Wills and Estates Records.
Norma Gantt Carter information.

204 Ibid.
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The Family of William Henry and Rosanna Picicens Gantt
(Fourth Gantt Generation and Sixth Pickens Generation)

(Note: In this generation, the extra "t" has been added to the surname Gantt.)

4G. Husband: William (BilM Henrv Gantt: b. ca.1800 in S.C.; m. ca.1820;
d. Prior to 7-13-1858 in Cobb Co., Ga.; bur: Sardis Baptist Church Cemetery in
Marietta, Ga.
Parents: Sampson and (mother's name unknown) Gant. S.C.

6P. Wife: Rosanna (Rosea) Pickens Gantt: b. ca.1803 in the Pendleton District, B.C.;
m. ca.1820; d. ca.1881 in Cobb Co., Ga., buried: (same as above).
Parents: John and Elizabeth Harkness Pickens 

Children: 3 daughters and 4 sons
5G/7P. Lucinda, Elizabeth, Luvinia, John D., William Newton. Reuben D., and 

Jasper LaFayette Gantt

(Note: Norma G. Carter wrote about each one of Billy and Rosanna Gantt's children. In 
order to get a feel for the various personalities in this family, this writer will use some 
of Norma's information in her writings. Wiiiiam and Rosanna P. Gantt's Family 
Sheet wlli continue with their chiidren's family sheets. On these family 
sheets superscript will appear at the end of the relatives' names to distinguish which 
generation they belong to in the Gantt and Pickens families. Example: William H. 
Gantt^Q and Rosanna Pickens Gantt^P Their children will carry the Pickens 
generation's superscript and the Gantt's generation's superscript. Example: Lucinda 
Gantt Pickens^^/^P. Symbols also used on these Family Sheets are (*) Civil War or 
the War Between the States Soldier; (*'^'')wounded in Civil War; (*^) died in the Civil 
War; (*P) Prisoner-of-war in the Civil War.)

1. Lucinda (Cindy) Gantt and Joei Sidney (Sid) Picitens^^^
Lucinda (Cindy) was born on March 23, 1827 in Georgia. Her parents were early 
pioneer settlers in DeKalb County at Stone Mountain, Georgia. Sid was born in Walton 
County, Georgia to Israel and Martha J. Weaver Pickens. His family was among the early 
settlers of this area. Cindy's family, including her Grandmother Elizabeth H. Pickens, 
moved to Cobb Co., Ga. in the 1850s. Sid's family moved to Cobb Co., Georgia in 1845.

In 1847, Lucinda (Cindy) married her first cousin, Joel Sidney (Sid) Pickens in 
Marietta, Georgia. He was a farmer. Their children were Martha Jane, Rosanna H., 
Endora M„ Reuben D., and Sti P ic k e n s .^ o e

When the War Between the States began, Sid went with his two cousins. Newt and Jap 
Gantt to join the Rebel forces. He entered the Roswell Guards, Co. H., 7th Regiment, 
Georgia Volunteer Infantry, as a Private, on May 31, 1861.^07 (Cindy and her two 
children were left to run the farm. Their land was in the area where Rebel troops and 
Union troops fought. What did she and her children endure?) The first major battle of 
the Civil War was at Manassas. It was fought on Bull Run Creek, 35 miles south west of 
Washington, D.C., near the small village of Manassas, Virginia. President Lincoln and 
the Union leaders thought that the South could be easily beaten. The Northern troops 
hastened from Washington shouting, "On to Richmond." When people in the area heard 
that there was to be a battle in Manassas, they hurried out to see it, as if were an

205 Ibid.
206 Ibid.
207 Ibid.
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amusement event. General Irvin McDowell led the Union forces and General Joseph E. 
Johnston and General Pierre Beauregard commanded the Rebel forces. On Sunday, July 
21, 1861, this massacre took place. When the South's General Thomas J. Jackson's 
troops arrived on the field, Northern General Bernard Bee said to his men, "Look at 
Jackson's brigade; it stands like a stonewall."2°® General Jackson earned his nickname, 
General "Stonewall" Jackson by his clever battle strategies. The Yankees realized that 
they were out-numbered and out-maneuvered. The inexperienced fighters from the 
North were driven back across Bull Creek. Fleeing beside them were the civilian 
spectators who had come to watch the battle. It has been written that this battle 
convinced many that one of the Southern soldiers was worth a half-dozen from the North. 
It was on July 22, 1861, "dark Monday," in Washington, D.C. that the Union forces 
acknowledged that their troops had to be better trained. This war would be a long one; 
the South would not easily be defeated.^o® The raw recruits of only two months, Sid 
Pickens, Newt and Jap Gantt were at Manassas in this fierce struggle. Sid was wounded. 
After this battle, Sid was detailed to manufacture potash for the Confederate Government. 
After the war, Sid filed for an Indigent Soldier's Pension because he had lost a finger 
during the war.^^o

Norma interviewed some elderly people who remembered Sid Pickens. She writes, 
"They said he had a long, curved, handlebar-mustache and thick red hair that turned 
'snow white' as he grew older. He spoke with a heavy Irish brogue and smoked a 
meerschaum pipe (rxiade from a soft, light stone). Evidently, Sid liked strong drink. The 
story is told that if he came home tipsy, he would throw his hat into the house. If it 
stayed in, he could enter, but if Cindy tossed it back, he knew to leave. Once when he had 
drunk too much toddy, he fell into a well. Friends called down to him, 'Sid, are you down 
there?' He replied, 'No, Sid's not down here!' An even funnier tale is when he was 
caught by the Atlanta police for riding his horse too fast through town and was fined 
$5.00. He then handed them a ten-dollar bill and said, 'Keep it, I have to ride back 
through.' Cindy and Sid lived a colorful life."^^

In the 1900 U.S. Census of Merrits District, Cobb County, Georgia, Margaret Stone 
(Aunt Peggy, Rosanna's 92-year-old sister) was living with Sid and Cindy. Margaret's 
son was the honorable Judge John H. Stone.2i2

An article in the Marietta Journal, August 5, 1910, tells of a family reunion held at 
Cindy and Sid's home. "... about 75 relatives of the old couple were present and spent a 
most pleasant day in the shade of the grove ... both [Sid and Cindy] about the same age, 83 
years, ... and married for 63 years. ... Among those present were ... Elizabeth Daniel, 
sister of Mrs. Pickens, and Messr. W.N. Gantt and Joseph L. Gantt ... brothers of Mrs. 
Pickens. Children, ... grandchildren, ... great-grandchildren, ... nieces and nephews ... 
were present. After a magnificent dinner, the evening was spent in pleasant 
conversation ... the old couple ... said they never enjoyed an occasion more."2i3

Cindy and Sid's grandson, Ed Smith, must have inherited some traits of his grandfather's. 
Norma writes about an Ed Smith story that appeared in the Marietta Journal on March 
29, 1900. "Ed and Elvis met their Sardis preacher on the road one Sunday. Stopping

208 Maps of the Civil War. The Roads Not Taken, by David Phillips, Metro Books, 1998, p. 32. 
Compton's Pictured Encyclopedia. Vol. 0. pp. 332-333, and Vol. B. p. 350.
Norma G. Carter information.
From Norma G. Garter's information.
Ibid.
Ibid.
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him, they told him that they wanted to get married and had their necessary documents.
Not leaving their buggies, the minister performed the wedding rites in the middle of the
road, making the happy couple man and wife."2i4

The Family of Joel Sldnev^P and Lucinda fC lndv)5G/7P Gantt Plckens^is

7P. Husband: (*w)joel Sidney (Sid) Pickens^P; b. in 1-20-1827 in S.C.; m. 1847 in 
Marietta, Ga.; d. 5-25-1920 in Cobb Co., Ga.; bur. Sardis Church Cemetery. 
Parents; Israel B.®P and Martha J. Weaver Pickens.

5G/7P. Wife: Lucinda (Cindy) Gantt Pickens5G/7P; b. 3-23-1827 in Ga., 
d. 7-3-1911 in Cobb Co., Ga.; bur. Sardis Church Cemetery.

Children: 3 daughters. 2 sons.
6G/8P. Martha (Mat) Jane Pickens Smith; b. 8-26-1850 in Cobb Co., Ga.;

m. 1-21-1873 in Cobb Co., Ga.; d. Dec. 1936; bur. Sardis Cemetery. 
Husband: John Thomas Smith; b. 4-20-1845; d. 9-20-1885 in Cobb Co., Ga.

(of typhoid fever); bur. (same as above).
His parents: Tillman J. and Emily Culbertson Smith 
Children: 3 daughters and 3 sons.

7G/9P. Lititia (Tish) Smith Bishop; b. 11-25-1873 ; m. in Cobb Co., Ga.
on 5-15-1898; d. 7-5-1948 in Clarkston, Ga.; bur. (same as below). 

Husband: Cooper Manning Bishop; b. 7-13-1876; m. (same as above) 
d. 3-2-1960); both bur. Bishop Family Cem., Cobb Co., Ga.

7G/9P. Lawrence Smith; b. 7-18-1875; d. 12-28-1875; bur. Sardis Cem. 
7G/9P. Edward (Ed) Clifford Smith; b. 11-14-1876 in Cobb Co., Ga.;

1st m. in Cobb Co., Ga. on 3-25-1900; 2nd m. in 1952; d. 11-6-1960 
in LaGrange, Ga.; bur. beside 1st wife in Sardis Church Cem., Marietta,
Ga

1st Wife: Elvira (Elvie) Fuller Smith; b. 8-27-1880; m. 3-25-1900;
d. 2-4-1936); bur. (same as above).

Ed and Elvie Smith's Children: 3 daughters . 1 son
8G/10P - Mary Lou, Clyde, Reba and John Smith 

2nd wife: Erma Crowder Smith; m. in 1952.
7G/9P. Raymond Idessa (Dessie) Smith Cochron; b. 2-5-1880 in Cobb Co., Ga.;

m. 12-12-1897; d. 4-8-1973; bur. (same as below)
Husband: Dolph (Doc) Warren Cochran; b. 1881; d. 1939;

bur. Citizens Cemetery, Cobb Co., Ga. 
g.hil<Jrgn; 1 <;jav<<abter. 5. .sons

8G/10P - (not listed by name)
7G/9P. Dollie (Doll) Smith Benton; b. 9-3-1883; m. 9-4-1904;

d. 1-20-1917; bur. Sardis Church Cemetery.
Husband: Durrell R. (Rell) Benton.
7G/9P. Johnnie Mae Smith Bishop; b. 11-6-1885 in Cobb Co., Ga.;

m. 8-26-1901; d. 4-20-1978; bur. Kennesaw Memorial Cemetery. 
Husband: John Albert Bishop.

6G/8P. Rosanna H. Pickens Tollerson; b. 6-4-1856 in Cobb Co., Ga.; m. in Cobb Co., Ga.
11-7-1920; d. 12-3-1937 in Cobb Co., Ga.; bur. Sardis Church Cemetery.

Husband: William Henry Tollerson; b. 11-14-1861; d. 8-27-1928; 
buried: Bethlehem Cemetery.

6G/8P. Endora (Dora) Manasana Pickens Smith; b. 12-14-1861 in Cobb Co., Ga.;

Ibid.
Ibid.
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m. 3-4-1883 in Cobb Co., Ga.; d. 7-26-1948; bur. Sardis Church Cemetery. 
Husband: William (Bill) Shelton Smith; b. 3-19-1853; d. 6-28-1932;

bur. (same as above). His Parents: Tillman J. and Emily Culbertson Smith. 
Children : 4 daughters. 2 sons.

7G/9P. Ollie May Smith Conn; b. 12-8-1883 in Cobb Co., Ga; m. 12-9-1906; 
d. 4-29-1965; buried: Sardis Church Cemetery.

Husband: Thomas Edward (Ed) Conn; buried: Sardis Church Cemetery.
7G/9P. Alice Mace Smith Reed; b. 6-1886; m. 12-14-1902; d. 10-1-1956; 

buried: West View Cemetery, Atlanta, Ga.
Husband: Choice C. Reed; b. ca.1884.
7G/9P. Imogene Jean (Emma) Smith Cox; b. 7-25-1888 in Cobb Co., Ga.; m. in 

Cobb Co., Ga. 12-19-1909; d. 10-22-1972; buried: Marietta City 
Cemetery, Cobb Co., Ga.

Husband: Raymond Hilley Cox
7G/9P. Catherine (Kate) S. Smith Conn; b. 12-31-1891 in Cobb Co., Ga.; m. in 

Cobb Co., Ga. 9-18-1910; d. 12-29-1965; bur. Sardis Cemetery.
Husband: Walter Franklin Conn
7G/9P. Clifford C. Smith; b. 2-6-1892 - Cobb Co., Ga.; 1st m. 8-1-1920; 

d. 5-28-1971; buried beside 1st wife in Sardis Church Cemetery.
1st Wife: Lottie Rose Bowles in Cobb Co., Ga.
2nd Wife: May Stephens.
3rd Wife: Mattie Smith.
7G/9P. Ernest W. (Coot) Smith; b. 6-11-1898 in Cobb Co., Ga.; m. in

Cobb Co., Ga. 6-29-1919; d. 6-6-1967; buried: Crestlawn Cemetery, 
Fulton Co., Ga. (Employee of Colonial Stores.)

Wife: Myrtle Lee Tedford 
6G/8P. Rueben D. (R.D.) Pickens; b. 1-15-1864 in Cobb Co., Ga.; 1st m. 3-18- 

1899; d. 6-28-1931; bur. Sardis Cemetry, Marietta, Ga.
1st Wife: Janette (Jennie) D. Peed; b. 10-1883; m. (above); d. before 1919;

bur. Dickerson Family Cemetery, Marietta, Ga.
Jennie's parents: Columbus C. and Sarah Catherine Dickerson Peed.

2nd wife: Lula Emma Kirk; b. 2-11-1873; d. 9-29-1955 
Rueben and Jennie P. Picken's Children: 1 daughter. 2 sons.

7G/9P. Ruby Ader Pickens; b. 5-3-1901; m. ca.1931; d. 5-8-1970; 
bur. Crest Lawn Cemetery, Fulton Co., Ga. (Ader was a nurse.)

Husband: Ernest G. Holbrooks
7G/9P. Cecil Pickens; b. ca.1902. (He was in the U.S. Navy.)
7G/9P. Clifford Pickens; b. 5-18-1908 in Cobb Co., Ga.; d. 5-2-1990.

6G/8P. Sti Pickens; no information.

2. Elizabeth Gantt and Jesse Efford O. Daniel^^^
Elizabeth Gantt was born on June 30, 1830 in Stone Mountain, DeKalb County, Georgia, 
to William and Rosanna Pickens Gantt. They lived next door to Rosanna's parents, John 
and Elizabeth Harkness Pickens, who were early pioneers of this area.

On Sunday, July 2, 1854, Elizabeth married Efford Daniel, who was a Baptist minister. 
Like most rural preachers of that day, he had a circuit of churches. He also was a 
blacksmith and a farmer. They lived in Merrits District of Cobb County, Georgia and in

2"'® Ibid.
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Bartow County, Georgia. Their children were Talulah W., J.W., O.A., Almeta A., William 
O., Sarah Jane and Emmett Porter Daniel.

Efford joined Phillips Legion from Cobb County in June 1862. He too left his family, 
Elizabeth and five children, to fight a war as a member of the C.S.A. army. He quickly 
rose in the ranks because of his many skills. He never made it to the battlefield but was 
assigned to the army shops, or to do blacksmith and wagon work. Making wagon master, 
he thought that he would stay at this post, but Major Dunwoody detailed him into service 
at the Wayside Home (hospital) and promoted him to Captain. There he remained until 
the end of the War Between the States.

When John Warren, their son-in-law died, Elizabeth and Efford went to live with their 
daughter, Sarah, to help her run the farm. An amusing tale about Sarah's three or four 
year-old was told by Norma. The story also reveals a little bit about Grandmother 
Elizabeth. While the adults were working in the nearby field, little Lula was left to 
entertain herself at home. Upon returning to the house one day, they found young Lula 
primly sitting in her grandmother's rocking chair, wearing her Grandmother 
Elizabeth's apron. Hanging from the side of her mouth was her granny's pipe. Perhaps 
if they had arrived home a bit later, they might have found the little tike smoking it!

Elizabeth suffered with inflammatory rheumatism and died at the age of 80.

The Family of Elizabeth G antt5G /7 P  and Jesse Efford O. Danie|2i7

Husband: (*) Jesse Efford O. Daniel; b. 1-9-1837 in S.C.; m. 7-2-1854; d. 5-24- 
1909; bur. Sardis Cemetery. His parents: Jesse and Sarah Daniel.

5. Wife; Elizabeth Gantt5G/7PDaniel; b. 6-30-1830 in Ga.; d. 11-2-1910;
bur. (same as above).

Children: 3 daughters. 4 sons.
6G/8P. Talulah (Loula) W. Daniel Landers; b. 7-22-1855; m. 12-5-1878;

d. 7-29-1912; bur. Marietta City Cemetery, Marietta, Georgia.
Husband: James Adolphus Landers; b. 2-24-1861; d. 12-26-1907; bur. (same) 
Children: 2 sons.

7G/9P. Newton (Newt) Mayes Landers, Sr.; b. 6-26-1885; m. 8-19-
1906 to Melinda (Linnie) Mae Giles; Newt d. 8-5-1923; bur. Marietta 
City Cemetery. (Newt died in Albuquerque, N.M. - moved there for his 
health. Retired from McNeal Marble Co., Marietta, Ga.)

7G/9P. Luther A. Landers; b. 7-17-1888; d. 9-15-1906 in Missouri;
bur. Marietta City Cem. (Killed by train while touring in Missouri.)

6G/8P. J.W. Daniel; b. 1856; d. before 1870.
6G/8P. O.A. Daniel; b. ca.1858; d. before 1870.
6G/8P. Almeta (Al) A. Daniel Wigley; b. 5-12-1859; m. 5-13-1879; d. 2-10-1921. 

Husband: John D. Wigley; b. 5-1-1859; d. 6-5-1918; both bur. Shiloh Bapt. 
Cemetery, Cobb County, Ga.

Children: 5 daughters. 1 son .
7G/9P. Salonia Wigley; b. 6-1880;
7G/9P. Talulah (Lou) Wigley Brooks; b. 1881; m. 12-4-1897 to Wm. Franklin 

(Dock) Brooks; Lou died before 1956.
7G/9P. Sarah (Sallie) Wigley Hames; b. 8-1884; m. 7-28-1901 to Presley H. 

Hames; d. (?).
7G/9P. James Franklin (Frank) Wigley; b. 5-19-1889; m. 12-25-1910 to

2"'^ Information from Norma Gantt Carter's papers.
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Lula Alice Brady; James d. 8-15-1957; bur. Shiloh Bapt. Cem.
7G/9P. Willie Mae Wigley Smith; b. 2-11-1895; m. 6-29-1920 to Samuel

F.A. Smith; d. 3-14-1957; bur. Shiloh Bapt. Cem., Cobb Co., Ga.
7G/9P. Effie Lee Wigley Channell; b. 1-3-1897; m. 8-6-1916 to Lawrence M. 

Channell; d. 7-31-1960; bur. Mt. View Park, Cobb Co., Ga.
6G/8P. William (Bill) Owen Daniel; b. 7-1859; 1st m. 12-24-1882; d. 1921 in Okl. 
1st wife: Margaret Elizabeth Bradley Daniel; b. 3-14-1855; d. 7-31-1915 in Texas. 

Her parents: Joseph P. and Mahulda Ann Dykes Bradley of S.C.
(Bill and Margaret went to Texas in a covered wagon in 1892. Settled in 
Newberry, Tx. In later years, they divorced.)

2nd wife: Margaret Renfro Daniel; they had one daughter, Mildred^^^^P; b. 8-2- 
1920 in Oklahoma.

Bill and Margaret E. Daniel's children: 5 sons. 3 daughters.
7G/9P. Jesse Patrick Daniel; b. 10-25-1883; m. 10-9-1904 to Sarah Jane 

Roy; Jesse d. 3-14-1969 in Palo Pinto, Texas.
7G/9P. Rosie (Rosa) Lee Daniel McAuley; b. 9-4-1885; m. 1-3-1906 to

Thomas Reginald (Rex) McAuley. Rosa d. 3-28-1972 in Parker Co., Tx.; 
bur. Newberry Cem. (Rosa was a hard worker - in the fields and 
in her home. Loved her flowers, loved to quilt and was an avid reader.) 

7G/9P. Clifford (Cliff) Hugh Daniel; b. 2-27-1887; m. 6-27-1906 to Mary
Ann Debusk; Cliff died 11-7-1974 in Parker Co., Tx.; bur. Newberry, 
Tx. (Loved to sing. Led singing at church; an elder - often told the tale of 
crossing the Mississippi River in a covered wagon on their way to Texas. 
Tall man with a broad smile.)

7G/9P. Mary Almita (Mamie) Daniel McLemore; b. 3-15-1889; m. 2-21-
1909 to Thaddeus Romie McLemore; Mamie d. 3-23-1969 in Palo Pinto, 
Tx.; bur. Newberry Cemetery, Texas.

7G/9P. Lydia Bell Daniel Parsley; b. 2-21-1892; m. 4-13-1913 to Hansford 
(Bud) Parsley; Lydia d. 1-9-1966 in Tx.; bur. Ft. Worth, Tx. Rose Hill 

7G/9P. James (Jim) Samuel Daniel; b. 4-10-1893; m. 9-13-1914 to Lela 
Mae Majors; Jim d. 6-27-1943 in Texas; bur. Newberry, Tx.

7G/9P. Frank Leon Daniel; b. 8-21-1896; m. Bertha (?); d. 8-29-1949 in 
Texas; bur. Newberry, Tx. (Gassed in WW I in France)

7G/9P. Homer Ray Daniel; b. 10-5-1897; m. 12-3-1922 to Cora Bell Sickler; 
Homer d. 3-8-1940 in Houston, Tx.; bur. Mt. Belview Meth. Ch. Cem. 

6G/8P. Sarah (Sally) Jane Daniel Warren Wardlow; b.1-19-1865;
1st m. 9-2-1883;
2nd m. 3-17-1909; Sally died 6-7-1939; bur. Maloney Springs, Cobb 
Co., Ga.

1st Husband: John Collins Warren; b. 3-20-1856 in Ga.; 9-13-1900 (died from 
typhoid fever).

2nd husband: Francis Golden Wardlow;
Sallv and John Warren's children: 3 daughters. 2 sons.

7G/9P. Lottie Rosetta Warren Lindley; b. 12-13-1884; m. 12-22-1912 to
Thomas Warren Lindley; Lottie d. 1-4-1958; bur. Midway Presbyterian 
Cemetery, Powder Springs, Ga.

7G/9P. Kittie E. Warren; b. 4-18-1890; d. 8-5-1901; bur. Maloney Springs. 
7G/9P. John Troy Warren; b. 10-5-1892; m. 12-6-1914 to Bertha Bell 

Turner; John d. 1-6-1973; bur. Midway Presbyterian Cemetery.
John ancLB.ertha-Warrgn's Childrgn; 2 daughtgrs.4 (names not

listed).
7G/9P. Jesse James Warren; b. 10-28-1896; m. 9-26-1920 to Eva Lee 

Kemp; Jesse d. 6-18-1947; bur. Midway Presbyterian Cemetery.
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7G/9P. Lula Rebecca Warren Wright; b. 8-12-1898; m. 11-7-1937 to
Charles Ralph Wright; Lula d. 12-25-1990; bur. Midway Presb. Cem. 

6G/9P. Emmett Porter Daniel; b. 5-30-1872; m. 5-12-1895; d. 8-20-1923 (from 
Pellagra); bur. Shiloh Baptist Church Cemetery.

Wife: Sarah (Sallie) Frances Gibbs; b. 8-3-1877; d. 11-19-1968; bur. (see above).
Her parents: William David and Nancy Elizabeth Hilton.

Emmett and Sallie Daniel's children: 6 sons. 3 daughters
7G/9P. Lillie Mae Daniel; b. 3-2-1896; m. 1-17-1915 to James (Jim) 

Thomas Kirk; d. 3-13-1967; bur. New Salem Bapt. Cemetery.
(She was an inspector at Holeproof Hosiery.)

7G/9P. Wm. Owen Daniel; b. 1898; 1st m. 8-3-1919 to Sp. 1 Nora Bell
Summey; m. Sp. 2 Beulah Swafford; William d. 6-1-1973; bur. Shiloh 
Bapt. Cemetery, Cobb Co., Ga. (He was a retired carpenter.)

7G/9P. Lee Thomas (Tommy) Daniel; b. 1-23-1901; d. 3-24-1921; bur.
Shiloh Bapt. Cemetery. (He was killed by lightning in a barn).

7G/9P. Elmer A. Daniel; b. 1903; m. 10-14-1923 to Floy Ray; Elmer
d. 12-5-1943; bur. Shiloh Bapt. Cem. (retired from chair factory.) 

7G/9P. Elizabeth (Bessie) M. Daniel Gibson; b. 11-24-1905; m. 11-19-1925 
to Roy Gibson; Bessie d. 4-26-1983; bur. Mt. View Park, Cobb Co., Ga. 
(retired from Marietta City School System).

7G/9P. James (Jack) Alvin Daniel; b. 7-21-1908; m. to Mary Mildred Bond;
Jack d. 11-23-1953; bur. Mt. View Park.

7G/9P. Mary Sue Daniel Smith; b. 10-19-1912; m. 8-18-1932 to Wm.
Luther (Luke) Smith; Mary Sue d. 2-15-1943; bur. Shiloh Bapt. Cem. 

7G/9P. Emmett Clifford (Shorty) Daniel; b. 7-15-1913; m. 7-3-1937 to
Modene Dobbins; Shorty d. 10-20-1999; bur. Kennesaw Memorial 
Cemetery. (He was a Lockheed Plant retiree.)

7G/9P. Randolph Eugene (Dock) Daniel; b. 9-21-1915; m. Sp. 1
Gertrude Blair Smith; m. Sp. 2 Trudy Prince; Dock d. 3-24-1999; bur. 
Kennesaw Mem. Cem. (He owned Dock Daniel's Groc. Store; Vet. WW II - 
Bronze Star, Purple Heart recipient. Was a Mason.)

3. I .  Luvlnia (VIncy) Gantt and Hezeklah Haney^^^
Luvinia (Vincy) was born in DeKalb County, Georgia on February 29, 1832 - she was a 
Leap Year Baby. She grew up on the family farm in Stone Mountain, Georgia.

During the Civil War, Vincy helped her widowed mother take care of the farm in 
Marietta, Georgia. All of her brothers and brothers-in-law were away fighting for the 
C.S.A. They were in the path of the invading army. What suffering and fear they must 
have experienced.

At 34 years of age, Vincy, by her era's standards, was an old maid when she married. 
She married a widower, Hezekiah Haney, aged 52. He and his first wife had twelve 
children but most of them had reached adulthood by the time Vincy married their father. 
Norma tells that his children tried to get him to use his buggy to go for his bride; but he 
stubbornly went for Vincy in his ox cart. Vincy and Hezekiah's children were Elizabeth 
Rosanna, Andrew Newton, and Sti Haney.

Ibid.
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Hezekiah and Vincy lived on a farm that bordered the Chattahoochee River in the Mt.
Bethel Community. He was a successful farmer who raised hogs. The Mt. Bethel School
was built on his property.

The Family of Luvenia Gantt5G/7P and Hezekiah Hanev^i ^

Husband: Hezekiah (Hez or Kiah) Haney; b. 2-17-1814 in S.C.; 1st m. to Elizabeth (?); 
2nd m to Luvenia Gantt on 7-25-1866 in Cobb Co., Ga.; Hezekiah died
12-9-1901; bur. Mt. Bethel Cem., Cobb Co., Ga. His mother: Pricella Haney.

5G/7P- 2nd Wife: T. Luvenia (Vincy) Gantt Haney; b. 2-29-1832; d. 11-23- 
1903 (of cancer); bur. (same as above).

Children: 2 sons. 1 daughter.
6G/8P. Elizabeth Rosanna (Lizzie) Haney Johnson; b. 6-22-1867; m. 1-18- 

1893 in Cobb Co., Ga.; d. 12-15-1946; bur. Mt. Bethel Church Cem. 
Husband: John P. Johnson; b. 8-26-1874; m. (same as above); d. 10-7-1911;

bur. (same as above). His parents: John Y. and Elvira J. Shaw Johnson 
Children; 1 daughter. 3 squs-

7G/9P. Glenn Johnson; b. 6-26-1895; m. 2-14-1913 to Vadie
Perkins; Glenn d. 10-24-1960; bur. West-End Cem., Fulton Co., 
Ga -

7G/9P. Horace Hezekiah Johnson; b. 5-15-1899; m. 10-1-1919 to
Mary Alice Cochran (b. 10-4-1905; d. 10-18-1976); Horace d.
5-31-1987; both bur. Mt. Bethel Church Cem., Cobb Co., Ga. 

7G/9P. Ella Mae Johnson Thackston; b. 9-28-1902 in Cobb Co., Ga.;
m. 10-12-1920 to Robert Carl Thackston; Ella d. 7-3-1995; 
bur. Mt. Bethel Church Cemetery, Cobb Co., Ga.

7G/9P. Johnnie Jewel Johnson; b. 11-2-1908 in Cobb Co., Ga.;
m. 11-22-19(7) to Emma Lucille Keown; Johnnie d. 3-6-1985; 
bur. Greenlawn Cem., Fulton Co.

6G/8P. Andrew Newton (Newt) Haney; b. 10-1869 in Cobb Co., Ga.;
m. 2-10-1891 in Cobb Co., Ga. to Emma Elizabeth Bowles; b. 1870; 
d. 3-22-1946; Newt d. 8-10-1960; both bur. Mt. View Park Cem.
Her parents: Bartlett B. and Elvira Bumpass Bowles.
(The Lockheed Aircraft property in Marietta was purchased from Newt.) 

Children: 2 daughters. 1 son, maybe 2 more sons.
7G/9P. Louvenia Elvira Haney; b. 2-1892 in Cobb Co., Ga.;

d. 5-22-1982; bur. Mt. View Park, Cobb Co., Ga.; never married. 
7G/9P. Clifford Haney; b. 9-1893 in Cobb Co., Ga.; m. 9-12-1919 to 

Jennie T. Dunn; Clifford d. 1-23-1983; bur. Mt. View Park. 
7G/9P. Hollie (Peg) Haney Davis; b. 11-22-1894 in Cobb Co., Ga.;

m. Wm. Comer Davis; Peg d. 1981; bur. Crestlawn Cem., Fulton 
Co., Ga.

7G/9P. (two) Sti Haneys; no information. Did they die at birth?
6G/8P. Sti Haney (no information) Did he die at birth?

Hezekiah's children bv So. 1 Elizabeth: Sarah Ann; Louisa E.; William R.; Mary Frances;
Henry F; Daniel; James; Larkin; Martha E., Tabitha J.; Nancy, and Franklin Haney.

(Note: Norma Gantt Carter writes that Martha "Mattie" E. Haney married Norma's
maternal grandfather, John Kelsey Daniel.)

2"'® Information from Norma Gantt Carter.
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4. John D. Gantt and Salena A, Gober^so
(Norma Gantt Carter's Direct Family Line)

John was the oldest son of William and Rosanna P. Gantt. John was born on June 14, 
1834 in DeKalb County, Georgia.

John would never tell what the "D“ stood for in his name. Norma G. Carter, John’s 
great-granddaughter, suspects that it was DeJernette, his great-grandmother was Sarah 
Hall DeJernette Pickens. Norma says that John was the one who added the extra "t" to 
Gantt when he entered his son Omer's name in the family Bible. After that, all of the 
Gantt relatives used this spelling, Gantt, for their surname.

John married Salina Gober in 1858 - she came from a prominent family in Marietta. 
Her maternal grandfather, William Mayes, reared Salina after her mother's, Margaret 
Mayes Gober, death and after her father, Jessie Lee Gober, moved to Texas. John and 
Salena's children were Margaret Louisa, William Mayes, Jasper LaFayette (his name 
was identical to his Uncle Jasper L. Gantt), Virginia Lee, James M., Jesse Newton, Rosa 
Emma, Hattie Letita, Eliza Cleo, John Mayo, and Omer C. Gantt.

John and his brother Reuben joined Company M, Phillips Legion, Georgia Volunteers of 
the C.S.A. Army on April 28, 1862. John's war records show that he was hospitalized 
several times during his stint. On October 23, 1862, he was in the hospital 14 days; in 
April of 1864, he was on sick furlough; on November 28, 1864, he was in the hospital 
with pneumonia; on December 18, 1864, John was given a passport, issued from 
Jackson Hospital in Richmond, Virginia to Hamburg, South Carolina to travel home for a 
sick furlough of 60 days. Salena had the responsibility of running the farm, caring for 
their three children and protecting those in her home from the many Northern and 
Southern troops that invaded their property. Union soldiers camped on Lower Roswell 
Creek, east of Salena and John's home.221

After the cruel war was over, Norma writes, "Southern Memorial Day was started. It 
was a time to gather flowers and take them to decorate the graves of the soldiers. 
Honoring the dead helped to heal broken hearts and take away some of the hate, which ... 
carried forward, even to my generation."

In 1887 John and his son owned Gantt's Grocery Store located in the junction of Lower 
Roswell and Paper Mill Roads. A young doctor. Dr. Walter Benager Hamby, had his office 
in Gantt's Store. He had graduated from the Atlanta Medical College at Emory University 
at the age of 21. Evidently, his practice was very good. He later gave a quarter of a 
million dollars to Emory University - that was a significant monetary gift in those days. 
John was an ordained deacon at Sardis Baptist Church (founded on November 9, 1848), 
where all of his family attended. Salena was a strong Methodist. The Gobers, Mayes and 
Sewells established the Marietta Methodist Camp Ground Church in 1837 and were 
active members there.

Norma describes John and Salena's first home:"... a log house faced old Canton Road. The 
cabin had two bedrooms on one side of a hall and the 'general room' and kitchen on the 
other. The chimney was made of logs lined with rocks and chinked with red clay. The 
large fireplace was used for heat, cooking and light. The windows had wooden shutters 
hung with hide that could be used at night and in the winter. Their cabin had floors made 
of split logs, laid with split side down."
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Some years later they built a lovely six-room house facing South on Lower Roswell Road. 
Each room had an outside door that opened out onto two large "L-shaped porches. There 
were four fireplaces, French doors between the living room and dining room, three 
bedrooms, and a kitchen. The old log cabin was moved to another site. One of its rooms 
was used as a corn crib, another became a pig sty. On the property were a smoke house, 
a saw mill, a cotton gin, a wood shed, a tobacco curing shed, a chicken house, a cotton 
shed, a sheep dip, a huge pasture, a large garden, and a strawberry patch - what a farm!

John believed in diversified farming. (A relative, Larry Gantt, who was a newspaper 
editor in Athens, Georgia, also advocated this method of farming. Larry's father was 
Judge Richard Gantt from Greenville, South Carolina.) John was interviewed in 1892 
by the Marietta Journal. They reported: " ... he farms by diversifying and not relying on 
one crop of cotton alone. ... [John Gantt] made 365 bushels of wheat last year, also 
plenty of corn, oats, syrup fodder shucks and cottonseed to do for two years. ... [He] 
raises meat to do him, ... cows furnish milk and butter ... [He] raises chickens in 
abundance ... [He's] out of debt. ... He believes in farming just like men run their 
businesses - decide to farm and carry out the decision. Mr. Gantt has good ideas ... and 
business judgement. He believes in peace and attending strictly to business. Such men 
are the bone and sinew of the country."

Judge George Gober appointed John Gantt as Jury Commissioner in July 1890, an office 
he held for six years.

Fuller's Courthouse was built on John's property at the corner of Lower Roswell Road 
and Old Canton Road. Fuller District was named for James D. Fuller, Justice of the 
Peace, who was married to John's daughter, Margaret.

Margaret Gantt Fuller always called her husband Mr. Fuller. Fuller was a Captain in the
B., 60 Georgia Regiment in the Civil War. He was wounded at Sharpsburg and he was 
with Lee at the surrender in Appomattox. A cousin, Lottie Spikes, wrote: "After they 
surrendered, they walked back to Georgia. They were so lean looking, and their clothes 
hung in such tatters on them. Their hair was long and their faces were covered with 
dirty looking beards. The shoes on their feet were such as you would see in some rubbish 
heap." 222

James Fuller's childhood home was in Mountville, Georgia. This writer and her family 
once lived in this small, rural community. Her son Michael's good friend was Bryant 
Fuller III, a relative of James Fuller's. At that time, this writer was unaware of the 
connection between the Gantts, Fullers and, ultimately, her.

John and his family members have been, and still are, out-standing citizens in their 
various communities.

The Family of John D.5G /7P  and Salena Gober _Gan tt223 
(Note: This Is Norma Gantt Carter's Family Line.)

5G/7P Husband: John D. Gantt; b. 6-14-1834 in DeKalb Co., Ga.; m. 8-19-
1858; d. 6-2-1903; bur. Sardis Cem., Cobb Co., Ga.

222 Ibid.

223 Ibid.
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Wife: Salena A. Gober Gantt; b. 4-23-1838 in Cobb Co., Ga.; d. 6-21-1902; bur. (same 
as above). Parents: Jesse Lee and Margaret Minerva Mayes Gober.

Children: 5 daughters. 6 sons.
6G/8P. Margaret Louisa Gantt; b. 6-8-1859 in Cobb Co., Ga.;

m. 10-28-1886 in Cobb Co., Ga.; d. 5-28-1930.
Husband: (*w) James Daugherty Fuller of Troup County, Ga.; b. 4-11-1836;

1st m. was to Amelia C. Robertson; 2nd m: (see above); d. 1-17-1926. 
His parents: Bryant and Eliz. Gallaway Fuller of Mountville, Georgia 

Children: 2 daughters. 6 sons.
7G/9P. Vida Americus Fuller Lewis; b. 8-7-1887 in Cobb Co., Ga.; m. 

6-6-1912 to Thomas Oscar Lewis. Vida d. 9-28-1957; bur. 
Kennesaw Mem. Cem., Cobb Co., Ga. (Since Vida was very bright, 
her Uncle Jap, Jr. sent her to Ga. State College for Women in 
Milledeville, Ga. She was a teacher in Bremen and Kennesaw, Ga.) 

7G/9P. Troy Glen Fuller; b. 6-6-1889 in Cobb Co., Ga., never m.; 
d. 11-24-1969; bur. Sardis Cemetery, Cobb Co., Ga.
(Bailiff / Cobb Co.)

7G/9P. Berta Lee Fuller Hale; b. 10- 5-1890 in Cobb Co., Ga.; 
m. 6-2-1923 to Walter R. Hale; Berta d. 5-23-1982; 
bur. Prospect Meth. Cem., Clarke Co., Ga. No children.
(Taught at Sardis School in 1918.)

7G/9P. Claude Fuller; b. 3-30-1892; d. same day in Cobb Co., Ga.
7G/9P. Deward (Duke) Clinton Fuller; b. 6-23-1893 in Cobb

Co., Ga.; m. 11- 5-1932 to Nell Garrison Shepherd; Duke 
d. 2-4-1986; bur. Mt. View Park.
(WW I vet; Pres, of DeKalb Motor Co. in Decatur, Ga.)

7G/9P. James Edgar Fuller; b. 10-6-1895 in Cobb Co., Ga.;
m. 2-9-1922 to Cecile Credille. She d. 11-1968 in wreck. Jas. 
in wreck, too; d. 12-20-1968; bur. Westview Cem. No children. 
(WW I vet.; Gen. Supt. of mail at Atlanta, Ga. Post Office.)

7G/9P. Rex Leigh Fuller; b. 6-16-1897 in Cobb Co., Ga.; m. 7-15-
1926 to Lorene Prater; Rex d. 6-21-1961; bur. Decatur, Ga., 
City Cemetery.

7G/9P. John Eugene (Gene) Fuller; b. 12-20-1900 in Cobb Co., Ga.; m. 
6-4-1926 to Jimmy Lou Pounds; d. 10-25-1986; bur. Jackson, 
Ga., Jackson Memorial Cemetery.

6G/8P. William (Bill) Mayes Gantt; b. 10-15-1860 in Cobb Co., Ga.;
m. 1-28-1892 in Cobb Co., Ga.; d. 5-18-1936.

Wife: Georgia Lee Delk; b. 11-23-1869; m. (see above);
d. 7-18-1956; both bur. Sardis Church Cemetery, Marietta, Ga.
Her parents: Juniah D. and Mary Walker Delk 

(Noj g: Bil) Gantt was Norma G9ntt^^^~'°P Carter's grandfather. He was a prominent 
farmer in Fuller's District. Delk Road in Marietta is named after Georgia's family.  ̂

Children: 1 daughter. 4 sons.
7G/9P. Infant sister; b. 8- 3-1895; d. same day; bur. Sardis Cem.
7G/9P. Horace Clinton Gantt; b. 11-16-1898 in Cobb Co., Ga.; m.

9-23-1928; d. 4-2-1984; bur. Ga. Mem. Park, Cobb Co., Ga. 
Wife: Rossie Lee Daniel; b. 10- 2-1907

Her parents: John Kelsey and Hannah Theodocia Mansell 
(Note: Horace C. Gantt^Q^^P was Norma Gantt^Q^lOP Carter's father. Horace was a 
mechanic at Harry Sommer's Motor Co. He was also a mail carrier / farmer / dairyman. 
Attended Sardis School and church - was S.S. Supt.: Sardis school burned 1928: Sardis
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Church name was changed to Paper Mill Baptist Church in July 1993. Horace was a 
trustee of Mt. Bethel School: a member of Cobb Co. Commission: a charter member of 
Eastside Baptist Church in Marietta. Ga.)

Children: 2 sons. 2 dauahtersQQ̂ '*
Listed below are Norma Gantt Carter and her §ibling$:

8G/10P. Max Clinton Gantt; b. 9- 3-1929 in Cobb Co.,
Ga.; m. 2-28-1953 in Cobb Co., Ga. to Elizabeth Irene 
Beasley.

*8G/10P. Norma Lee Gantt Carter: b. 6-25-193.1_iP
Cobb Co.. Ga.: m. 6-25-1949 to Calvin Wilder Carter at 
Sardis Church.

8G/10P. William Gober Gantt; b. 9- 24-1933 in Cobb
Co.; m. 5-1-1954 to Martha Jo LeCroy in Cobb Co., Ga. 

8G/10P. Barbara June Gantt; b. 7-3-1936 in Cobb Co.,
Ga.; m. 5-20-1954 to John Wm. Dickerson in Cobb Co. 

7G/9P. Carl Eugene Gantt; b. 7-31-1901 in Cobb Co., Ga.; m. 11-
11-1921 in Cobb Co., Ga.; d. 12-3-1969; bur. Sardis Ch. Cem. 

Wife: Bertha Bell Burtz; b. 8-12-1902; m. (above); d. 12-30-1978. 
Her parents: John M. and Fannie Lou Burtz
(Carl was manager of Rogers & Big Star Groceries; owned Gantt's 
Little Farm Groc. Store; Vice Pres, of Hay-Gantt Funeral Home, 
Marietta, Ga.; a trustee of Cobb Co. Bd. of Ed.; Chairman of Board of 
Deacons at Sardis Church.)

7G/9P. John Dawson Gantt; b. 8-27-1906 in Cobb Co., Ga.; 1st m. 9-
6-1931 to Sp. 1 Margaret Elizabeth Teems; 2nd m. 11-7-1981 
to Sp. 2 Audrey B. Martin. John died 5-13-1986; bur. beside 
1st spouse in OakHill Cemetery, Kingsport, Tennessee.
(John was a Dealer for Sinclair Oil Co. and Atlantic 
Richfield Co.; churchman, Mason and Shriner; Optimist and Elk.) 

7G/9P. Ralph Mayes Gantt; b. 8-6-1910 in Cobb Co., Ga.; 
d. 9-22-1988; bur. Sardis Cem.; never married.
(Ralph was a farmer / bus driver for 23 years for Cobb Co., Ga. 
Schools; Sardis Church held a Ralph Gantt Appreciation Day in 
1987.)

6G/8P. Jasper LaFayette Gantt (Jr.); b. 1-21-1862; d. 11-19-1937 in Cobb 
Co., Ga.; never married; bur. Sardis Cem. (Had identical name of his 
Uncle Jap. He added Jr. to his name for easier identification. He paid for 
his brother Mayo’s education at the Univ. of Ga. and for his niece Vida's 
education at G.S.C.W.)

6G/8P. Virginia (Jenny) Lee Gantt Sewell; b. 11-5-1866 in Cobb Co., Ga.;
m. 12-26-1894 in Cobb Co., Ga.; d. 6-18-1924; both bur. Camp 
Ground Methodist Church Cemetery, Cobb Co., Ga.

Husband: Columbus Ora Sewell; b. 12-8-1868; m. (above); d.11-12-1947.
His parents: Columbus Thomas (Lum) and Martha Jane Mayes Sewell 
(Ora was a farmer, grist mill / cotton gin / saw mill operator. Jennie 
was a beautiful lady; died of pernicious anemia. Norma's daughter Janet, 
Ollie Gantt Jameson, and Geraldine Jameson Spruill all had/have this 
malady. Could it be in the family genes?)

C h il d r e D : J  In fa n t. 3 d a u g h t e r s .  1 .sod-
7G/9P. Infant; b. 12-20-1896; d. same day.
7G/9P. Berta Amalie Sewell; b. 12- 31-1898 in Cobb Co., Ga.;
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d. 8-11-1983; never m.; bur. Camp Ground Meth. Cem., Cobb 
Co., Ga. (Elem. School teacher for Cobb Co. Schools - 26 yrs.) 

7G/9P. John Clayton Sewell; b. 11-16-1902 In Cobb Co., Ga.;
m. 10-30-1930 to Mary C. Stinchcomb in Hall Co., Ga.; d. 4-30- 
1994; bur. Camp Ground M. Cem.
(Service Manager for Atlanta Packard Motors)

7G/9P. Selena Jane Sewell; b. 7-23-1904 in Cobb Co., Ga.; 
d. 2-19-1909; bur. Sardis Cemetery.
(died of blood poisoning from a chicken peck)

7G/9P. Jennie Mae Sewell; b. 9-11-1907 in Cobb Co., Ga.;
d. 7-29-1962; never m.; bur. Camp Ground Meth. Cem.
(had Down's Syndrome)

6G/8P. James M. Gantt; b. 8-2-1867 in Cobb Co.; d. 8-4-1869; 
bur. Sardis Cem., Cobb Co., Ga,

6G/8P. Jesse Newton Gantt; b. 10-29-1869 in Cobb Co., Ga.; 1st m. 6-28- 
1898; 2nd m. 10-2-1913, Pickens Co., Ga.; d. 1-5-1945.

1st Wife: Lillie Mae Terrell; b. 5-28-1872; m. 6-28-1898; d. 6-7-1912. 
Jesse, Lillie and Mary L. are all buried at Mt. View Park Cemetery. 

Parents: Wm. H. and Buena Vista Bellew Terrell.
2nd Wife: Mary Louise Lance Stanley; b. 12-13-1879; m. 10-2-1913

in Pickens Co.,Ga.; d. 1-11-1974. 1st m. to Ike L. Stanley. (She was a 
registered nurse.)
Her parents: Wm. Martin and Amanda J. McCloud Lance.
(Jesse owned J.N. Gantt Groceries and Gantt Drug Co. in Marietta; also 
traveled for Yancey Brothers Machinery Co. during his life. Was a city 
Alderman, a Cobb Co. commissioner, member of State Prison and Parole 
Board; member of Cobb Co. Democratic Executive Committee. Terrell 
Mill Road in Marietta, Ga. was named for Lillie M. Terrell's family.) 

J9SS9 and 1st Sp. Lillie Mae T. Gantt's childrgn: 2 ?9ns- 
7G/9P. Infant; b. 5-28-1899; born dead 
7G/9P. Edward Quillian Gantt; b. 8-23-1902 in Cobb Co., Ga.; 
m. 9-30-1935; d. 11-19-1947; bur. Mt. View Park Cem.
Wife: Emma Alice Patel b. 7-28-1907; m. (above);

d. 3-29-1957). No children.
(Ed was a WW I veteran and a cattle farmer in Faunsdale, Al.)

Jesse and 2nd Sp. Mary Louise L. S. Gantt's children: 1 daughter. 1 son.
7G/9P. Lillia Louise Gantt; b. 12-29-1914 in Cobb Co., Ga.; 

m. 7-10-1936 to Sp. 1 F. Bernard Kienel, divorced; 
m. Sp. 2 David Newton Boyer, divorced.
(Exceptional artist - studied at High Museum of Art, Atlanta, Ga.; 
became a designer and watercolor artist for McNeel Marble Co.) 

7G/9P. Stanley Newton Gantt; b. 9-3-1918 in Cobb Co., Ga.; 
m. Lillian Tomlinson; Stanley d. 12-19-1963 in Tx.; 
bur. Mt. View Cemetery. (Stanley was a WW II vet.)

6G/8P. Rosa Emma Gantt; b. 12-2-1871 in Cobb Co., Ga.; d. 12-22-1949; 
never married; buried Sardis Cemetery, Cobb Co., Ga.

6G/8P. Hattie Letitia Gantt Robinson; b. 10-27-1873 in Cobb Co., Ga.; m. 4- 
12-1916 in Cobb Co.; d. 5-31-1945; bur. Camp Ground Meth. Cem.

Husband: William Harrison (Harry) Robinson; b. 8-29-1868; 1st m. to Rosea 
Lee Gantt (Jasper Gantt’s daughter) on 12-20-1900; Rosea died on 
8-8-1909 in Troup Co., Ga.; she was bur. at Camp Ground Meth. Cem. 
Cobb Co., Ga.; Harry's 2nd m. Hattie L. Gantt on 4-12-1916 in Cobb Co., 
Ga. Harry died 8-27-1933; bur. Camp Ground Meth. Cem., Cobb Co., Ga.
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7G/9P. Harold Robinson; b.11-21-1901; d. 5-2-1965; never married; 
buried Camp Ground Methodist Church Cemetery, Cobb Co., Ga. 

William H. and 2 So. Hattie G. Robinson's child: 1 son.
7G/9P. John Mayes Robinson; b. 5-5-1918 in Cobb Co., Ga.; 

m. 10-4-1939 in Adairsville, Ga. to Alta Ruth Marter;
John d. 6-10-1989; bur. Camp Ground Cem. (retired dairyman) 

(Note: Through the years, this writer's father, Ernest Jameson, bought several 
Plymouths from his cousin, Harold Robinson, who was Vice-President and manager of 
Harry Sommer's Plymouth, Chrysler, Dodge Dealership on Spring Street in Atlanta.) 

6G/9P. Elzia Cleo Gantt; b. 8-15-1875 in Cobb Co., Ga.; d. 2-1-1943;
never married; buried: Sardis Cemetery, Cobb Co., Ga.

6G/9P. John Mayo Gantt; b. 1-20-1878 in Cobb Co., Ga.; m. 1-26-1905
in Cobb Co., Ga.; d. 3-28-1958; both bur. New Hope Cem. Cobb Co., Ga. 

Wife: Myrtie Dora Frey; b. 6-3-1883; m. (see above); d. 2-21-1953.
Her parents: Martin Wesley and Elizabeth Sewell Frey 
(Mayo was very intelligent. His brother Jasper, Jr. sent him to the 
University of Georgia where he graduated second honors in his class. John 
was a teacher, served as a principal, was Hogansville Superintendent of 
Schools and Math teacher for 25 years in Atlanta at Tech High School, 
O'Keefe High School and Hoke Smith Vocational S c h o o l . 2 2 4 )

Children: 1 daughter.
7G/9P. Ruth Elizabeth Gantt; b. 1-14-1914 in Cobb Co., Ga.; m. 3-17- 

1942 to Cornalius Lee Bray; d. 7-30-1998; bur. West View Cem. 
(Ruth was an accomplished musician; studied piano and organ at 
Agnes Scott College; taught piano and organ; was organist at Wesley 
Memorial Methodist Church, St. John's Methodist Church in 
Atlanta, Ga., and Oak Grove Methodist Church in Acworth, Ga.) 

6G/8P. Omer C. Gantt; b. 2-20-1880 in Cobb Co., Ga.; d. 6-7-1880;
bur. Sardis Cemetery. The extra "t" in Gantt was added when his name 
was recorded in the family Bible by his father, John D. Gantt^^^^P.

William H. and 1 Sp. Rosea G. Robinson's child: I  son.

5. Frances Jameson Cadenhead's Direct Gantt Family Line
William Ngwtpn (Ngwt)

( 1836 -1917)
Sarah (Saille) H. Buice. First Spouse 

(1843-1904) 
l\/larv Imes. Second Spouse

( ? - ?)

*ln 1836, the year that William Newton Gantt was born, American frontiersman Davy 
Crockett was killed at the Alamo; Texas won its independence from Mexico. Reputed 
maker of the first American flag, Betsy Ross died.
The year that Sarah H. Buice was born, in 1843, William Wordsworth was appointed 
England's poet laureate. American lexicographer, Noah Webster, died.*

William Newton (Newt) Gantt was the fifth child of Billy and Rosanna (Rosea) P. Gantt. 
This fine, baby boy was born on November 1, 1836 at Stone Mountain, Georgia in 
DeKalb County. Rosanna's parents, John and Elizabeth H. Pickens, lived next door to

224 From Norma Gantt Carter's papers.
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Billy and Rosanna. Several Pickens, Gantts and Lee families were among the early 
settlers of this area. They were farmers.

(Many years later Newt's oldest grandson, Ernest Jameson, would sit at his grandpa's 
knees and listen to the tales that the old man spun of his interesting life. Ernest, in 
turn, told many of these stories to his children, this writer being a receptive listener.)

Education was important to Newt's parents and grandparents. When the children were 
old enough to go to school, they were awakened early in the morning to do their chores 
before they went to school. This simple "hall of learning'* was located halfway around the 
great Stone Mountain. The children's legs grew tired from walking on the long path to 
their destination. Only when they were sick were the youngsters allowed to skip school. 
Rosanna packed lunches for each of her children in small metal pails that had handles on 
them. Most of the time their lunches consisted of biscuits filled with either syrup, 
jelly, jam, honey, or sugar and butter. Occasionally sausage, bacon or ham was placed 
between the halves of delicious, hearty home-made bread. The youngsters even liked the 
hoe cakes or corn pones that were sometimes packed in their pails. What a treat it was 
to have a piece of fruit in season. As the lads and lassies left for school, their mother 
would tell them, “Don't dawdle along the way!' The girls "minded" their mama well, but 
the boys often liked to take detours. Glimpsing a rabbit hopping through the grass sent 
the lads scampering after it. On cold days, the wind whistled around the cold, granite 
mountain. Briskly the children walked, thus reaching their destination in record time. 
Finding an Indian arrowhead that was strewn along the route was exciting, especially for 
the boys. Indian tribal ceremonies had taken place on top of the tall, slick mountain for 
many "moons" - some even in recent years. Shivering, they were glad that most of the 
Indians had moved westward. Frightening Indian stories were told but, for the most 
part, their folks lived peacefully amongst the few Indians who still remained in the area. 
Reaching the school, the children were all taught by one teacher. Older children helped 
the younger students with their "letters" and "sums." Work was assigned to each pupil, 
which they did until the teacher could listen to their individual recitations. Discipline 
was strictly enforced, even to the "tune of a hickory stick." At the end of the day, the 
children made the long walk home, just in time to do their evening chores. Everybody 
worked on a farm.

Sometimes on Saturday aftemoons the boys went hunting or fishing with their father and 
grandfather while the girls baked sweets with their mama for Sunday dinner or cleaned 
house and yards. Sunday, a day of worship, was also a day to visit close neighbors and 
relatives. It was a relaxed, happy day.

Newt, in later years, would tell his oldest grandson some of the spine-tingling Indian 
stories, plus some of the friendlier tales of the "red man" that li£  had heard in his youth. 
Ernest's interest in the "red men" was whetted and for the rest of his life he was 
fascinated by spoken tales and written literature about the American Indian. This writer 
remembers her father drawing Indian chiefs wearing their feathered headgear. In awe, 
the children bent their heads over Ernest's paper as he sketched wonderful likenesses of 
the "red man" for them. Ernest told his children stories about the Indians climbing 
Stone Mountain to send smoke signals (messages) to the various tribes. This mountain 
belonged to the native Americans long before "white man" came to their land. It was 
considered a sacred site where many of their tribal ceremonies took place.
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Stone Mountain, formerly called New Gibraltar,225 js considered one of the wonders of 
the world. It is said to be three hundred million years old, and measures 5 miles in 
circumference and covers 583 acres. A huge mountain of granite rises 825 feet above 
the surrounding plain. Only one side of the mountain is gentle enough to climb. The 
other sides are steep, slick and treacherous. This natural phenomenon is an awesome 
sight. No wonder the American Indians considered it "holy ground!"226 For many years 
only forests and family farms existed around its base; farmland of Newt's father and 
grandfather lay in the shadows of this giant rock. How thrilled Newt would be to know 
that his heroes Confederate States of America (CSA) President Jefferson Davis 
(hatless). General Robert E. Lee (in the center), and General T.J. "Stonewall" Jackson, 
astride their horses, are sculpted on the northern face of the mountain. The United 
Daughters of the Confederacy purchased the steep side of the mountain for a Confederate 
Memorial sculpture. The sculpture was completed in 1970 by Walker Kirkland Hancock 
of Gloucester, Massachusetts. Two other sculptors had worked on the carving through 
the years. Gutzon Borglum, the sculptor who later did Mt. Rushmore's carvings, started 
the sculpture in 1923 but grew frustrated and left the mountain. Augustus Lukeman 
began work on it in 1925 but lack of money caused him to abandon the project. In 1964, 
Hancock was chosen to complete the world's largest carving. The figure of Lee is higher 
than a nine-story building and Lee's horse is as large as five steam engines.227 Many 
groups have used this mountain, including the Ku Klux Klan, who up until the late 1930s 
held their secret meetings there.228 The granite has been quarried and shipped all over 
the world. Veins of the mountain extend for miles and miles. This writer has climbed 
the mountain many times and can recall weiner roasts and picnics enjoyed by her family 
and church groups at the mountain's base on its gentle-sloping side. Only in the last 40 
years has the mountain and the area around the mountain been commercialized.

Either before or after John Picken's death in 1844, some of his relatives, including his 
son, Israel, moved to Cobb Co., Ga. There were other Pickens who were early pioneer 
settlers in Cobb Co.229 and Brittain Gantt's orphans drew land in Cobb Co. under the 
Land-Lottery System before 1845.230 -phe arable farmland produced good crops. 
Sometime during the 1850s, Billy and Rosanna sold their farm at Stone Mountain and 
moved to Cobb Co., too. Billy's widowed mother, Elizabeth H. Pickens, moved with them.

When Billy Gantt was about 55 (ca.1858), he died in Marietta, Cobb Co., Ga. and was 
buried at Sardis Church Cemetery. Rosanna appeared on the 1860 U.S. Census of 
Merritts District, Cobb Co., Ga. as the head of the household; her occupation was farming. 
Living with her were Vincy, Reuben and Jasper. Next door lived John, Rosanna's oldest 
son. Newt was listed on the 1860 U.S. Census in the household of James Gantt Shirley in 
Cobb Co., Ga. Why was Newt (24 and single) living with the Shirleys instead of with his 
widowed mother? James's mother was Jamima, the sister of Sampson Gant, Newt's 
grandfather. Newt worked at the Marietta Paper Mill.

Conflict arose between the northern and southern states of America over slavery, states 
rights, unfair tax laws that favored the industrial North; the struggle for power loomed.

225 Garrett, Vol. I, op. cit., p. 286.
226 From a brochure obtained at Stone Moumtain.
227 Tourist Dept. of Ga.. Deot. of Industry and Trade.
228 Peachtree Street. U.S.A.. by Celestine Sibley, Peachtree Publishers, Atlanta, Ga., 1986,

pp. 149-153.
229 The First Hundred Years - A Short History of Cobb Countv in Georgia, by Sarah Gober

Temple, 1935, op. cit., pp. 67-68.
230 Ibid., pp. 79-80.

241



Faint rumblings of war were heard. South Carolina, on December 20, 1860, seceded 
from the Union. By February 1861, Georgia, Florida, Alabama, Mississippi, Louisiana 
and Texas had also seceded. These states formed their own government, the Confederate 
States of America, with Jefferson Davis acting as their president. U.S. President 
Abraham Lincoln tried desperately to hold the country together but was unsuccessful. On 
the grim day of April 12, 1861, the Confederate States of America fired the first shot on 
Fort Sumter. This was done by secessionist Edmund Ruffin.23i -phe bombardment on the 
Fort resulted in the C.S.A. taking it the next day. War had begun! Virginia, North 
Carolina, Tennessee and Arkansas seceded from the Union. Maryland, Delaware, 
Kentucky and Missouri - Border States, were allies of the North. Some of the western 
part of Virginia broke away from the State of Virginia to form West Virginia; West 
Virginia sided with the North. The Confederate capital was moved from Montgomery, 
Alabama to Richmond, Virginia. U.S. President Abraham Lincoln called upon the 23 
remaining states to furnish state militia. C.S.A. President Jefferson Davis called for
100,000 volunteers in the eleven seceding states to form an army.^32

A month and a half later. Newt (25), his younger brother, Jasper (20), and their 
cousin / brother-in-law, Sid Pickens (34), answered the call of President Davis. It 
must have been difficult for Sid to leave Cindy and their two small daughters. On May 
31, 1861, these young men joined the Roswell Guards, Company H., 7th Georgia 
Volunteer Infantry, C.S.A., as Privates. (Newt and Jasper both said in 1906 that they 
were Confederate Veterans and had been in Co. H., 2nd Ga. Regiment.233) The 2nd Georgia 
Regiment was attached to the Army of Northern Virginia and fought with General Robert 
E. Lee. (This writer remembers her father saying that his Grandpa Gantt fought with 
General Robert E. Lee.) The recruits spent their first night in Atlanta and then went by 
rail to Chattanooga, Tennessee for their second night. Still traveling by rail. Newt, Jap 
and Sid's train had a collision in East Tennessee on June 2, 1861. Newt was injured. 
The officer in charge sent Jasper to accompany his injured brother. Newt, home to 
recover. (After the war. Newt received a pension for this injury.) The brothers 
rejoined their company before July 21, 1861; they and Sid were in the 1st Battle of 
Manassas. Sid was wounded.234

The next four years were difficult ones for Newt as he fought long and hard for the “cause 
of the South." He told his grandson Ernest about the turmoil and suffering that he and the 
people of the South had to endure. His hero was General Robert E. Lee; he fought with Lee 
at many of the major battles of the war. (The writer's father took his family to all of 
these battlegrounds in the late 1930s. Alas! She was too young and did not have the 
interest at that time to absorb the tales that her father told about these sites.) Norma 
writes about an account that she found in the Georgia Archives in a letter written by 
John Teasley Marion Brand to his wife: "Camp near Morristown, Tennessee - December 
28, 1863 ... you ought to see our bunk. We have got the best little fireplace you ever 
saw. I am in a mess with Nute(sic) Gant (sic) and Wesley Bailey and James Ray ..."

Being attached to the Army of Northern Virginia, this Company H., 2nd Georgia Infantry, 
saw plenty of action. They were in the 1st and 2nd Battles of Manassas, Va. - (July 21, 
1861 and August 1861). Fighting with Lee and General "Stonewall" Jackson, these 
young men won those first battles because of the military prowess of their commanders. 
(In researching the Civil War, this writer discovered that Newt Gantt was in the same

231 Phillips, op. cit., p. 14.
232 Compton's Pictured Encvclopedia. Vol. 0 .. pp. 328-335.,
233 Temple, op. cit., p. 573.
234 From Norma G. Carter's papers.
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battles as her husband's [Kenneth Cadenhead] ancestor - William Pew Cadenhead. Her 
brother-in-law, Alton Cadenhead, wrote about these battles for the Cadenhead family. 
She used his writings and other Civil War references as research sources.)

Newt and Jap were at Antietam, September 17, 1862, the bloodiest day in American 
military history. The 2nd Regiment of Georgia held the Union forces at bay most of the 
day but finally had to retreat. Losing the bridge and allowing the Union forces to go 
across Antietam Creek was a mighty blow to the Southern troops. There were many 
casualties on both sides - 13,000 of the 70,000 Union soldiers and nearly the same 
number out of the 40,000 Confederate s o ld ie r s .2 3 5  It was reported that a regiment from 
Marietta had been torn to bits in the Sunken Road and the adjacent cornfield.236 Newt and 
Jap probably knew some of those men.

General Ambrose Burnside led the Union troops to Fredericksburg before Lee could move 
to block the advance. Burnside planned to locate his troops between General Lee and 
Richmond, hoping to capture the Confederate capital. His troops arrived on November
17, 1862 but they could not cross the swollen Rappahannock River. By the time pontoon 
bridges had been built over the river, Lee had placed his troops on high ground, awaiting 
the attack. On December 12, 1862, when the bridges were in place, Jhe Union troops 
began to cross the river; they were easy prey for Lee's men who were safely behind a 
stone wall. Using the frontal attack. Union soldiers were mown down by the Southern 
troops. By December 16, 1862, Burnside had to abandon his plan because he had lost
12,000 men. Lee lost just over 5,000.^37 Newt and Jap were among the Rebels behind 
the stone wall. At this point, the war was at a draw. Both armies spent the rest of the 
winter preparing for their spring campaigns.

Newt and Jap's unit was at Fredericksburg through April 1863. Their next foe was the 
Union's Army of the Potomac. Lee and his troops marched to Chancellorsville in May 
1863. It was during this battle that General "Stonewall" Jackson was accidentally shot 
by some of his own men. In less than a week the great warrior was dead. Lee said, "I 
have lost my right arm." Lee and his men started their march to Gettysburg. There, 
Newt and Jap's unit fought at Devil's Den and Little Round Top. The Battle at Gettysburg, 
for the first time, showed that the Union troops had an edge over the Confederate troops. 
The heavy toll of this battle left General Meade with 3,155 killed, 14,529 wounded and 
5,365 missing and captured. General Lee's losses were 3,903 killed, 18,735 wounded 
and 5,425 missing or captured. The Union army successfully forced Lee's Army of 
Northern Virginia to retreat from Pennsylvania. On July 3, 1863, Lee's army crossed 
safely back into Virginia. 3̂®

President Davis and General Lee sent reinforcements from the Army of Northern 
Virginia in August 1863 to Tennessee to support General Bragg in the anticipated attack 
there. General James (Old Pete) Longstreet and nearly 15,000 soldiers were sent by 
rail on dilapidated boxcars to Atlanta and then to North Georgia. When Longstreet's men 
arrived on September 18, 1863, General Bragg ordered an attack. The Battle of 
Chickamauga (a Cherokee Indian name that means "river of blood") was fought in the 
woods the whole day of September 19, 1863. Bragg fell back; but, surprisingly, his 
troops rallied and delivered a staggering blow to the Union army. Bragg suffered 
18,500 casualties and Rosecrans, 16,200. Rosecran's army was trapped in Chattanooga

235 Phillips, op. cit., pp. 68-73.
236 From Alton Cadenhead's paper.
237 Phillips, op. cit., pp. 73-76.
238 Ibid., pp. 96-117.
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by Bragg's men. Generals Hooker, Grant and Sherman came with new Union troops to 
rescue the "Feds" on Missionary Ridge. The Rebels were driven back. Bragg retreated 
into Georgia. Again Newt, Jap, and William Pew were in this battle.239

General Longstreet and his troops, including the 2nd Regiment of Georgia, was called 
back to Virginia. The Union army led by General U.S. Grant fought against Lee in the 
Wilderness Battle. Success shifted back and forth. It was at Wilderness on May 6, 1864 
that Jasper Gantt was wounded. Recovering, he was able to go on to Petersburg, Virginia 
with Newt and the other men of the Army of Northern Virginia. It was there that the 
Confederate line cracked. Again Jasper was wounded. The two brothers were separated 
at this point. Newt continued to fight with Lee as the valiant General led his struggling 
army westward in an attempt to escape from the Union pursuers. As they retreated from 
Richmond, Newt's heart must have been heavy. He and his brother had fought side by 
side ever since they joined the Rebel forces. To have to leave his wounded sibling behind 
must have been a wrenching experience. By this time, Lee's army, what was left of it, 
was exhausted, hungry, ragged and, for the most part, without ammunition. The Battle of 
Appomattox was a fatal one for the South. When the Union cavalry reached the 
Appomattox Court House, Lee's troops were blocked; their supplies were cut off. Lee was 
forced to surrender to Grant on April 9, 1865. The 28,356 Confederate soldiers with 
General Robert E. Lee were issued a pardon; they had to take an oath that they would 
never bear arms against the United States government. Newt Gantt and William Pew 
Cadenhead were two of those men. The Cavalry soldiers were permitted to keep their 
horses; the officers were allowed to retain their personal sidearm; a few rations were 
given to the prisoners. Lee stacked his rifle underneath the big oak tree on the grounds 
of the courthouse; his men, in turn, stacked their rifles along side their beloved 
General's. Grant had ordered this act while the Union troops looked on. However, Grant 
also ordered that there was to be no cheering from his troops over the North's victory. 
What an emotional scene this must have been! The long war had finally ended!^ ^

The soldiers had to walk home, some shoeless. This was Newt's plight. He told his young 
grandson Ernest that he walked all the way home from Virginia, sometimes in the snow, 
barefoot and hungry. It took months to reach his beloved home and family. He traveled 
south mostly along the railroad track beds. When he arrived in Marietta, he found his 
relatives' farms in ruins. The Gantts, their relatives and friends rallied around each 
other to heal the wounds, to accept the loss of loved ones - including brother Reuben, and 
to join together in building back the land and their lives! What a terrible price was paid 
during those four long years of war! Newt thoroughly convinced his grandson that it 
was, indeed, all right to hate a Yankee!

On the 1870 U.S. Census of Cobb Co., Newt was listed as living next door to Sid and Cindy. 
His age (27) was incorrect; he was 34. It stated that he worked at the Paper Mill. The 
Marietta Paper Mill Company was incorporated on December 19, 1859; it made tissue 
paper, printing, writing and wrapping paper from rags, wood pulp and cotton stalks. 
This mill was located on Sope Creek. The road to the mill had a covered bridge that 
crossed over Sope Creek. Beyond the mill was a lovely waterfall and dam. That site was 
a popular place for picnics. During the war, the fleeing Southern troops burned the mill 
as opposed to letting the Union soldiers take it. It was rebuilt after the war. Paper 
twine and blotting paper, the first to be made in the South, was added to the mill's

239 Ibid., pp. 87-95.
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products after the war.24i |p the 20th Century, the establishment moved to Marietta, 
abandoning the buildings on Sope Creek.

Newt's bachelorhood came to an end on November 30, 1874 when he married Sarah 
(Sallie) H. Buice at the home of her parents, Henry and Susan Mathis Buice in Atlanta, 
Ga. (Sallie was born on September 18, 1843 in Spartanburg, South Carolina to Henry 
and Susan Mathis Buice. Susan Mathis Buice parents were John and Martha Mathis of 
Spartanburg, South Carolina. Sallie's parents moved to Atlanta after her birth, where 
her father, Henry, ran a coal yard on Decatur Street. This was not far from the state 
capitol. Henry and Susan Mathis are buried at Oakland Cemetery in Atlanta, Georgia) 
Many years later, Newt's daughter, Ollie May Gantt Jameson, wrote, "W.N. Gantt and 
Sarah Buice were married at a big home wedding [on Butler Street in Atlanta, Georgia] 
by their pastor, Clemant Evens." Newt (38) took his bride, Sallie (31), to live in 
Marietta, Georgia. She and Newt bought a farm out from Marietta on Terrell Mill Road, 
near his two brother's farms (John and Jasper). The farm was not far from Power's 
Ferry Crossing (a ferry stop on the Chattahoochee River). Newt worked at the Marietta 
Paper Mill and developed his farm; he was a good provider for his family. Today, Terrell 
Mill Estates is on the property that was once owned by the Newton Gantts.^^z (jhe 
home-place burned in 1934. Ollie owned the farm at that time and rented it out to 
tenant farmers, who raised, primarily, cotton and corn crops. She sold the 118 acres in 
1939 to Mr. and Mrs. John Jacobs. After their deaths, their niece sold it to a developer, 
Hugh Lee McDaniel, who built Terrell Mill Estates, a sub-division, on this
property.)243

Married for four years. Newt and Sallie finally had a child. Little Ollie May Gantt was 
born on September 10, 1878 to her proud parents. Three years later, on July 22, 
1881, Ollie and her parents lovingly welcomed a baby brother/son, William Henry 
(Bubba) Gantt, into the family circle. Newt and Sallie had another baby girl but she died 
at birth.244 (jhe writer does not know this infant's birth date.) Sallie and Newt were 
good, loving parents.

What a wholesome childhood these children had. Their parents taught them "right from 
wrong," to work hard and to laugh often, to enjoy nature, to be a good neighbor, friend 
and family member. They sent their children to school at the one-room Sardis School 
located next to Sardis Baptist Church. On the weekends the family attended church at 
Sardis Baptist Church where Newt led the singing and young Ollie played the piano for 
the services. (In 1895, Newt and Sallie bought an organ for Ollie. After two weeks of 
lessons from Miss Ellie Haygood of Milton County, Ollie became the pianist for Sardis 
Church.)245 Newt, a music lover, conducted singings there for twenty-five years. After 
Ollie married and moved to Atlanta, she would return to play for the "First Sunday in 
May Singing." Norma G. Carter writes: "The 'First Sunday in May Singing' was organized 
by Professor Dempsey George in 1878. ... Many times in the community paper there 
were articles about his [Newt] singing. On March 12, 1908, the following notice 
appeared: "Everybody come out to the singing next Sunday evening, as we are expecting to 
organize a class at this place. Bro. W.N. Gantt has promised to be with us." And in the 
April 16, 1908 issue: "The singing at his place last Sunday evening was enjoyed by all.

241 Temple, op. cit., pp. 153-154.
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243 From Fred Jameson.
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There was a large crowd present. Brothers Gantt and Dobbs were p r e s e n t . . . " 2 4 6  ^ewt 
was also church clerk (Ollie wrote that he held this office for 65 years). Living near so 
many loving relatives, this family socialized a lot with family and friends. An item in 
the March 26, 1891 Marietta paper read: “The candy pulling at Mr. W.N. Gantt's last 
Saturday night was largely attended and very e n j o y a b l e . " ^ ^ ^  other clippings, in this 
paper, told of visits made to various relatives' homes.^^s

Newt loved his family and had a special relationship with his brothers. After Newt's 
death, Ollie was given two whiskey jiggers that her father kept in the china cabinet. It 
was customary for him to use them when one of his brothers came to visit - they would 
have a brotherly drink together. Since Ernest was the oldest son in Ollie's family and 
since he had a special relationship with his Grandpa Gantt, she gave the two, ruby- 
throated, glass jiggers to him. Ernest, too, through the years, would have an occasional 
drink with his brothers from these shot glasses. At Ernest's death, the jiggers were 
given to his daughters Gerry Spruill and Frances Cadenhead. Years later, when Frances 
mentioned to Gerry that Mark (Jameson Cadenhead), her son, would inherit her jigger, 
Gerry graciously offered to give her jigger to Mark, also, so that he could carry on the 
family tradition with his brothers. Today when Mark's brothers visit him, they have a 
drink together, served in their Great-great-grandpa Gantt's two whiskey jiggers!

When Ollie was 24, she married Claud Julias Jameson, the son of Landrum and Almeda 
Jameson of Sandy Springs, Georgia. Ollie later wrote, "On February 25, 1903, at 3:00 
p.m., Ollie Gantt and Claud Jameson were married at our Preacher Crowe's house in 
Marietta [Georgia]." Ollie lived in Atlanta for the rest of her life.

The following year (1904), Sallie Gantt became ill. She spent several months in Ollie's 
home in Atlanta where her daughter could care for her. On March 7, 1904, Sallie B. 
Gantt died. Her body was taken home and was buried in Sardis Cemetery. Sadly, Sallie 
was denied the joy of seeing her first grandchild, Ernest Jameson, who was born on July
18, 1904.

Newt was lonely without Sallie; he needed a mate. On December 27, 1906 it was 
reported in the Marietta Journal: “MARRIED - Mr. W.N. Gantt and Miss Mary Imes were 
married at the home of the bride's sister. Dr. and Mrs. Oliver, in Merritt's District. 
J.L. Gantt, Justice of the Peace, performed the ceremony. Our best wishes!" (Jasper, 
Newt's brother, performed the marriage ceremony. Newt and Mary Imes were married 
on December 12, 1906 in Cobb County, Georgia - two years and nine months after 
Sallie's death.)249 On the 1910 U.S. Census of Cobb Co., Georgia, Newt was listed as 73 
years old and married two times. Mary was listed as 51 years old and married once.

"Miss Mary" was a good wife to Newt. She welcomed his children and grandchildren into 
their home. When the oldest grandson, Ernest Jameson, was old enough to spend the 
night away from home, he stayed part of each summer with these dear relatives. Ollie's 
other boys, Ewell and Forrest, also visited them. Ollie gave Ernest some of her father's 
farm tools after Newt's death - an adz and a bow saw. Near the end of hjs life, Ernest 
gave the adz and the bow saw to his son-in-law, Kenneth Cadenhead (this writer's 
husband). Newt lived to know four of his grandchildren: Ernest, Ewell and Forrest 
Jameson, and Bubba's son, Hugh Gantt. The others, including Fred Jameson, were born

From Norma G. Carter's papers, p. 10.
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after his death. In Ernest’s adulthood, he often talked about his wonderful childhood 
experiences with his Grandpa Gantt! What an influence this grandfather had on Ernest!

William Newton Gantt died on May 23, 1917. (Norma G. Carter writes, "He was the last 
living child of Billy and Rosanna [Gantt]. [Newt was] buried at Sardis Cemetery with his 
[first, beloved] wife [Sallie, his] mother, father, [grandmother], two sisters and two
brothers.250)

Inscribed on their tombstones;

W.N. GANTT SARAH
NOV. 1,1836 wife of

MAY 23,1917 W.N. Gantt
As a husband, devoted, Born Sept. 18, 1848

As a father, affectionate. Died Mar. 7, 1904
As a friend, ever true. As a wife devoted. As a mother affectionate.

As a friend ever kind and true.

NOTE: On a cold, gloomy, day, December 10, 2000, a special ceremony took place at 
Sardis Cemetery, Marietta, Cobb County, Georgia. Since this cemetery has more 
Confederate Veterans buried there than any other cemetery in Cobb County, it was chosen 
by the Lt. Gen. James Longstreet Camp No. 1289 to place marble markers at the foot of 
each Confederate Veteran's grave. For this purpose, research was done on the 41 
interred soldiers. Confederate flags were placed at the headstone of each soldier and a 
large wreath was placed in the cemetery. During the ceremony, after the reading of each 
veteran's name, a history re-enactment group dressed in Confederate uniforms fired a 
rifle shot. A family member stood as the name of the veteran was called. Tom Gantt and 
his wife stood for William Newton Gantt in the absence of Fred Jameson and this writer. 
(Norma Gantt Carter had contacted family members prior to the event to fill these 
roles.) Bill Terrell stood for William Terrell and Jasper Gantt. Norma's family stood 
for others. Many of these buried veterans were interrelated. At the end of the 
ceremony, a lone man, dressed in a Confederate soldier's uniform, played taps on a bugle. 
As the cold wind gently blew, a quiet, solemn aura surrounded the 140 attendees; tear 
drops spilt on some of their cheeks - these people had come to honor these brave soldiers 
of the South who had been laid to rest at Sardis Cemetery many years ago.^si

The Family of William Newton5G/7P and Sarah Buice Gantt^^a 
(Fifth Gantt and Seventh Pickens Generation)

5G/7P. Husband: (*^)William Newton Gantt: b. 11-1-1836 in Cobb Co., Ga.;
1st m. 11-30-1874 in Fulton Co., Ga.; 2nd m. to Sp. 2 Mary Imes 
on 12-12-1906 in Cobb Co., Ga.; Newt died 5-23-1917 in Cobb Co., Ga.; buried 
in Sardis Cemetery, Cobb Co., Ga. beside his first wife, Sallie Buice Gantt.
Parents: William H.^Q and Rosanna Pickens^P Gantt of DeKalb/Cobb Co., Ga.

1st Wife: Sarah (Sallie) H. Buice: b. 9-18-1843 in Spartanburg, S.C.;
m. 11-30-1874 in Fulton Co., Ga.; d. 3-7-1904 in Fulton Co., Ga.; buried in 
Sardis Cem., Cobb Co. Parents: H^nry and SMsan Mathls BMlfie of Atlanta, Ga.

250 Written by Norma G. Carter.
25"' Information from Norma G. Carter.
252 Information from Ollie, Ernest, Forrest and Fred Jameson.
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Children:..! .daughter. J..s.Qn-
6G/8P. Ollie Mav Gantt Jameson: b. 9-10-1878 in Cobb Co., Ga.;

m. 11-25-1903 in Cobb Co., Ga.; d. 4-5-1961 in Fulton Co., Ga.; 
buried in Chamblee Baptist Church Cemetery, DeKaib Co., Ga.

Husband: Claud Julias Jameson: b. 6-22-1875 in Anderson Co., S.C.;
m. (above): d. 6-5-1920 in Fulton Co., Ga.; buried in Chamblee Baptist 
Church Cemetery, DeKaib Co., Ga.

Children: 4 sons
7G/9P. Claude Ernest Jameson: ( Ernest has 4 more generations of 

descendants - thus, 11G/13P,
7G/9P. William Ewell Jameson; (3 more generations to^O^^^^P j 
7G/9P. Forrest Landrum Jameson; (3 more generations to 10G/12P j 
7G/9P. Fred Raymond Jameson; (2 more generations to  ̂P-)
(Note; See infprmation <?n these de?gendant?‘ Family Sheets.)

6G/8P William Henry (Bubba) Gantt; b. 7-22-1881 in Cobb Co., Ga.;
m. 4-2-1911 in Fulton, Co., Ga.; d. 1-15-1941 in Fulton Co., Ga.; 
buried in Greenwood Cemetery, Fulton Co., Ga.

Wife: Mable Parker Gantt; b. 5-17-1891 in Prarie Grove, Ark.; m. (above); 
d. 12-16-1987; buried (same as above).
Parents: Henry T. and Martha Jane Owen Parker 

Chil,drenL-.2 sons . 1. daughter.
7G/9P. William Hugh Gantt
7G/9P. Sylvia (Tina) Lois Gantt Hunley
7G/9P. Thomas E. Gantt, Sr.

2nd Wife: Mary Imes; b. (?); m. 12-12-1906 in Cobb Co., Jasper Gantt officiating; 
d. (?)

Ollie May Gantt Jameson6G^®P
(1878-1961)

(Note: Information on Ollie May Gantt Jameson will appear in Mv Jameson Grandparents 
and Their Son?-)

william Henry (Bubba) Gantt®**^®®
(1881 -1941)

Mable Parlcer
( 1891-1987)

*ln 1881, the year that William (Bubba) H. Gantt was born, U.S. President James A. 
Garfield was assassinated. English physician and scientist, Alexander Fleming, was born. 
The year that Mable Parker was born, in 1891, James Barrie wrote "The Little 
Minister." There was an earthquake in Japan that killed around 10,000 people.*

William Henry Gantt was born on a hot summer's day, July 22, 1881, to Newt and Sallie 
Gantt. They named him for Newt's Father, William (Billy) Henry Gantt. Little three- 
year old Ollie was very happy to have a baby brother. The wee lass could not say brother 
clearly; she called him "Bubba." Her mother and father playfully mimicked her when
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they "talked to“ the baby. Soon Ollie, Newt and Sallie were all calling him Bubba. The 
pet name "stuck;" his Immediate family called him "Bubba" for the rest of his life.

Bubba was a pleasant little boy and endeared himself to his older sister. He grew up on 
the family farm on Terrell Mill Road in Cobb County, Georgia, not far from Marietta, 
Georgia. He attended Sardis Baptist Church and Sardis School with Ollie, his cousins and 
friends. He, like Ollie, probably looked wistfully out of the windows of the school and 
wished to be out chasing along side the mule-drawn wagons that were headed to the paper 
mill. Or on a sunny day, after doing his sums, he might have sat and thought about all of 
those fish that he hoped to catch that afternoon from the bank of Sope Creek. Perhaps on 
Saturday, he and his pa might go to the nearby Chattahoochee River to try their luck at 
landing a string of fish. As he finished his "before school chores" at the barn that 
morning, he picked up his bait can to fill it with juicy red wigglers. He dug in the soft 
dirt near the barn door and found some great ones that surely would be tempting to the 
fish in the creek. He envisioned the platter filled with fried fish being brought to the 
supper table or the breakfast table by his ma. He could almost hear her voice as she 
exclaimed, "Look at all these fish that Bubba caught at the creek today." He looked across 
the aisle at his cousin who stared back at him. Bubba soundlessly mouthed, “Ya' wanna go 
fishin' at Sope Creek this afta'noon?" Perhaps several cousins would go with him. His 
Uncle John and Uncle Jap lived on adjoining farms. Their children were his and Ollie's 
playmates. What good times these youngsters had as they "grew up." Their parents were 
loving, hard-working people and they taught their children to love life and to work "by 
the sweat of their brow."

Bubba was fond of Ollie's husband. It was Claud who helped him to get on the Atlanta 
Police Force; Claud worked there as a city detective. Bubba's police beat was at Ivy and 
Mitchell Streets in downtown A t l a n t a . 253 Around 1910, before he married, Bubba 
boarded with Ollie and Claud. He was listed on the 1910 U.S. Census2S4 as living in 
Claud's household. His young nephews adored their Uncle Bubba!

After Bubba and Ollie's father died, he sold his share of the family farm to Ollie and 
Claud. So did "Miss Mary," their stepmother. Bubba was especially glad that they had 
done this when Claud's untimely death took place in 1920. Ollie could rely on the small 
check that the tenant farmer routinely brought to her. Bubba knew that Ollie had to 
"stretch" her meager income in order to rear four growing boys. Fred remembered that 
his Uncle Bubba often visited them, especially after Claud's death. Ollie knew that she 
could "count on" her brother to help her with any problem that might arise. But having 
an independent spirit, she tried to take care of her own affairs.

Bubba married Mable Parker of New Hope Community, Dallas, Georgia on April 2, 
1911. They had three children: Sylvia (Tina), Hugh and Thomas; they grew up in 
Atlanta, Georgia. Thomas, like his father and his Uncle Claud, was on the Atlanta Police 
Force. After retirement, Thomas was in charge of the Security Department of Crawford 
Long Hospital in Atlanta, Ga.^^s Bubba retired from the Fulton County Police Force. 
Cancer took Bubba and his son Hugh. Bubba died on January 15, 1941 and Hugh died on 
October 23, 1975. Mable lived to be 97 years old. She died on December 16, 1987. 
They all are buried in Greenwood Cemetery in Fulton County, Georgia. Fred described 
his uncle with these words, "Uncle Bubba was a chubby man. He was outgoing and he 
loved life!" What a good brother he was to Ollie!

Information from Fred Jameson.
254 On the 191Q U.g. CengM? «?f pglton Cp„  Qa,
255 Information from Fred Jameson.
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The Family of William Henrv (Bubba) and Mable Parker Gantt
(Sixth Gantt / Eighth Pickens Generation)

6G/8P. Husband: William Henry (Bubba) Gantt; b. 7-22-1881 in Cobb Co., Ga.; 
m. 4-2-1911 in Fulton, Co., Ga.; d. 1-15-1941 in Fulton Co., Ga.; 
buried in Greenwood Cemetery, Fulton Co., Ga.

Wife: Mable Parker Gantt; b. 5-17-1891 in Prarie Grove, Ark.; m. (above); 
d. 12-16-1987; buried (same as above).
Parents: Henry T. and Martha Jane Owen Parker 

Children: 2  sons . 1 d a u a h t e r ^ G / Q P .

7G/9P. William Hugh Gantt; b. 8-22-1913 in Fulton Co., Ga.; m. (?) ;
d. 10-23-1975; buried in Greenwood Cemetery, Fulton Co., Ga.

Wife: Maude Evelyn ; b. (?); m. (?) ; d. (?); bur. (same as above) No children. 
7G/9P. Sylvia (Tina) Lois Gantt Hunley; b. 11-24-1921;

m. 3-4-1942 in Fulton Co., Ga.
Husband: Robert T. Hunley, Sr.; b. 5-21-1921 in Garyville, Tenn.; 

m. (see above)
Parents: Thornton and Myrtle Hunley 

Children: 1 daughter. 2 sons^Q^^ ̂ P
8G/10P. Cheryl L. Hunley Curtis; b. 12-27-1943 in Fulton 

Co., Ga; m. 6 - 1963;
Husband: Jim Curtis; b. (?)
8G/10P. Robert T. Hunley, Jr.; b.10-10-1946, Fulton Co., Ga;
8G/10P. Hugh W. Hunley; b. 7-5-1948 in Fulton Co., Ga.;

d. 10-11-1991; buried Greenwood Cemetery, Fulton Co., Ga. 
7G/9P. Thomas E. Gantt, Sr.; b. 4-7-1927 in Fulton Co., Ga.;

m. 1-17-1947 in College Park, Ga;
Wife: Mary Ethel Phillips Gantt; b. 3-11-1927 in Clayton Co., Ga.; m. (above).

Parents: Charlie V. and Alice McDonald Phillips 
Children: 1 son. 2 dauqhters8G/''0P

8G/10P. Thomas E. Gantt, Jr.; b. 8-3-1949 in Fulton Co., Ga.;
m. 4-26-1969 in College Park, Ga.

Wife: Beverly M. Allison Gantt; b. (?) ; m. (see above)
8G/10P. Phyllis Diane Gantt; b. 11-9-1953 in Fulton Co., Ga.
8G/10P. Kathie Renee Gantt; b. 10-31-1956 in Fulton Co., Ga.; m. (?). 
Husband: (?) Pool; b. (?); m. (?).

(continuing with William and Rosanna Gantt's children)

6. Reuben 0. Gantt Nancy E. Fuiler^^^
Reuben was the sixth child of Billy and Rosea Gantt. The family Bible was lost so there 
are no written records of Reuben's birth, marriage date or death date. He was born 
ca1840 in Stone Mountain, Ga. He married Nancy Fuller sometime between 1860 and 
April of 1862.

On April 28, 1862, Reuben and his older brother, John, joined Company M., Infantry 
Battalion, Phillips' Legion, Georgia Volunteers. This Cobb Co. Legion had been appointed 
In 1861 by Georgia Governor Brown as a state defense forced to be called to duty in case

256 Information from Norma G. Carter.
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Georgia was attacked on its native soil. William Phillips, one of the founders of Marietta 
Paper Mill Company in 1859, was named by the governor as a Brigadier General to 
command this guard group. After secession. General Phillips formed the 4th Brigade of 
Georgia Volunteers. Conflict arose between Governor Brown and the Confederate War 
Department as to the use of Phillips' Brigade. Finally the governor, due to the state of 
emergency of the Confederate Troops, allowed Phillips to resign his post from the state 
guard group. On August 1, 1861, Colonel William Phillips commanded Phillips' Legion 
and left for Virginia. There was an outcry from the citizens of Marietta about the 
demotion of their beloved Phillips. During the war, Phillips' Legion became famous for 
its defense of the South.257 Although Reuben joined Phillips' Legion in April 1862, he 
was unable to report to duty because of sickness. He was on sick leave during May and 
June 1862; on the September and October Company Muster Roll, he was listed as sick in 
the hospital. Reuben was transferred in October 31, 1862 to General Hospital #17 in 
Richmond, Virginia. He was given a smallpox vaccination on December 16, 1862, which 
did not “take." Five days later, Reuben became very ill. He was taken from Camp 
Winder to the Smallpox Hospital in Richmond, Virginia on December 16, 1862. On a 
bleak Christmas day, December 25, 1862, far away from home, young Reuben died of 
smallpox. (Norma says that he was probably buried in a Confederate Cemetery in 
Richmond, Virginia. She is researching this.) The official notification to the family 
read:

December 30, 1862

Sir:
I have to inform you of the death in this hospital on December 25th of Private 

R.D. Gantt, Co. M., Phillips' Legion, Georgia, who died of smallpox
Herewith, please find inventory of effects left in charge of General Ward-master 

of this hospital, which effects will be turned over to Capt. Moffin. A.2.M. Richmond.

Very Respectfully, 
William G. Sutton

Reuben's wife, Nancy, gave power of attorney to John D. Gantt on May 3, 1863 in Old 
Milton County (now Fulton County) to settle Reuben's affairs. This was witnessed by her 
father, William Fuller, Justice of the Peace.

On June 9, 1863, John D. Gantt wrote from Culpepper C.H., Virginia.
Sir:

I forward you my power of attorney to collect the dues of my brother, R.D. Gantt, 
late of Co. M., Phillips' Legion, Georgia Volunteers. I suppose an inventory and final 
statement has been forwarded to your office. Please send the amount to Mrs. Nancy E. 
Gantt, Marietta, Georgia.

Respectfully,
John D. Gantt

Nancy Gantt, Reuben's widow, was paid $37.50 by W.G. Sutton from the Claims Office on 
June 12, 1863. Reuben and Nancy E. Fuller had no children.

lu -r
The young widow married yohn B. Watson on March 28, in Old Milton (Fulton) 
Co., Georgia. On the teTd U.S. Census of Milton County (Alpharetta, Ga.), John and 
Nancy Watson were living next to William and Rachel Fuller. Listed with them were two

Temple, op. cit., pp. 235-243.
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daughters - Lulula Watson (2 yrs) and Ruth Watson (6 mo.).

The Family Sheet of Reuben D. and Nancy FullerSQ^^P

5G/7P. Husband: (*d) Reuben D. Gantt; b. ca.1838 in Stone Mountain, Ga.; m. sometime 
before April 1862; d. 12-25-1862; bur. probably in Richmond, Va. in a C.S.A. 
Cemetery.

Wife; Nancy E. Fuller: b. (?); m. (same as above); d. (?).
Her parents: William and Rachel Fuller, Alpharetta, Ga.

There were no children.

7. Jasper LaPayette, (Sp.1) Margaret Shirley and
(Sp.2) Mary Louisa McClesky Gantt

Jasper (Jap) was the last baby to be born to William and Rosanna Gantt. He was born on 
March 9, 1839 In Stone Mountain, Ga. Norma G. Carter questions the birth date that 
appears on his tomb in Sardis Church. His military record shows his birth date as 
March 9, 1941. She is inclined to agree with that date.

Jap and Newt, being single, were among the first recruits to join the Confederate Army 
in Cobb County. These two brothers, along with Sid Pickens, their cousin and brother- 
in-law, were enlisted as Privates by Major Elzy in Co., H., 7th Regiment, Georgia 
Volunteer Infantry, C.S.A. (Roswell Guards); attached to the Army of Northern, Virginia.

When Newt was injured in Tennessee in a troop train collision, their commander sent 
Jap to accompany Newt back home to recuperate. The recovery period was fast because 
both men were in the first Battle of Monassas on July 21, 1861.

Norma G. Carter writes that Jap was in several battles. Since they fought together, Newt 
must have been there, too. Jap was at Yorktown on April 5, 1862 with John MaGruder 
when his ploy of marching a few hundred troops around in circles, visible to Union 
General McClellan's line, tricked the Union forces into thinking that there were many 
more Confederate troops awaiting them for battle. Setting up additional heavy guns for 
the seige, McClellan was delayed for a month. By then the Southern forces had 
withdrawn. They had kept the Union soldiers from marching on to Richmond to capture 
the Southern Capital.258

Norma's records show that Jap fought at Seven Pines (called Fair Oaks by the Union) on 
May 31, 1862. This was the battle where Confederate General Johnston was wounded 
and General Robert E. Lee was put in command of the troops the next day. Records prove 
that Jap was at the Battles at Garnett's Farm on June 28, 1862 and Frazier's Farm on 
June 30, 1862. Norma writes, "Pension Records show that he was wounded at 
Wilderness, Virginia on May 6, 1864 and at Petersburg, Virginia in June." Due to 
exhaustion from battles and continuous marching, Jap developed epilepsy. He was 
detailed to light duty in a military hospital in Richmond, Virginia in 1865. Jap was sent 
home; he was unable to return to active duty. He rose in ranks to sergeant; his 
settlement pay on January 20, 1865 was $144.00. Norma continues, "That settlement 
pay describes him as born in DeKalb County in the state of Georgia, age 22 years, 6 foot 
high, gray eyes, fair complexion, light hair and a farmer." He later received a 
government pension, due to the epilepsy that developed while he was a Confederate 
soldier. Jap was at home on April 9, 1865 when General Robert E. Lee and his troops

Phillips, op. cit., pp. 58, 61, 63.
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surrendered at Appomattox. (Newt was with Lee on that fateful day.) When Jap heard 
that the war was over, he must have wondered about Newt's whereabouts. Months went 
by before his brother, dirty, ill-clad, barefoot and weary, trudged into his family's 
yard. What rejoicing there must have been in that household on that day.

Jasper married Margaret Shirley, daughter of James Gantt and Martha Branyan Shirley 
on September 4, 1866 in Cobb, County. (James Gantt Shirley's mother, Jamima, was 
the sister of Sampson Gantt. Sampson was Jasper's grandfather.) Margaret must have 
suffered ill health. On the 1870 Census Jap and Margaret's two daughters - Minnie L. 
Gantt (4) and Ella Gantt (7 mo.) - were living in the household of William D.C. Lewis. 
Two more children, Rosa and Clara, were born to Jasper and Margaret before her early 
death in 1878.

Seventeen months after Margaret's death, Jasper married Mary Louisa (Lou) McCleskey 
in Cobb County. She and Jap had two children - Beaulah V. and James M. Gantt.

Jap was an active citizen of Cobb County. He worked at the paper mill, and later at 
McKenzie and Warren where he sold guano. He was appointed Commissioner of Public 
Roads for two years (1885-87) in the Merritts District of Cobb Co. He was an 
enumerator of the school population in Merritts District; the Vice-President of the 7th 
Georgia Confederate Veterans Association: a census taker (1900) in the Merritts 
District; and a member of the Democrat Executive Committee from Fuller's District. 
Jap served as a Notary Public (Justice of the Peace) and officiated at several weddings 
including his brother's (Newt) marriage to Mary Imes in 1906. Because his nephew, 
Jasper LaFayette Gantt - John's son - had the identical name as his, Jap added Sr. to his 
name to denote the difference between them.

In January 1900 Jap and Lou bought the Thomas Gober farm on Robinson Road in the 
Camp Ground area. For a period of time, Jap's ninty-four-year old Aunt Peggy Stone 
lived with them. She was Rosanna's sister. Norma wrote that in spite of all the bad 
things that happened to Jap, he never was bitter and that many people loved him. At his 
death, Jap was buried beside his first wife in Sardis Baptist Church Cemetery.

The Family of Jasper LaFavette Gantt5G/7P(Sp.1> Margaret Shirley Gantt 
(Sp.2) Mary Louise McCleskey Gantt

Husband: 5G/7P (*w) Jasper LaFayette Gant; b. 3-9-1839 (?-maybe 3-9-1841); 
1st m. 9-4-1866 in Cobb Co., Georgia; 2nd m. 1-18-1881 in Cobb Co., Georgia;

d. 10-9-1911; Sardis Church Cemetery.
1st Wife: Margaret Shirley; b. 11-29-1845; m. 9-4-1866; d. 7-20-1878;

bur. Sardis Church Cemetery. Parents: James G. and Martha Branyan Shirley 
Children: 4 daughters

6G/8P. Minnie Leola Gantt; b. 4-24-1867; m. 2-19-1890; d. 3-26-1956 
bur. Arlington Cemetery in Sandy Springs, Ga. (widow for 31 years). 

Husband: John David McCleskey; b. 11-8-1870; m. (see above); d. 6-12-
1925; bur. (see above). Parents: John W. and Sarah F. Payne McCleskey. 

Children; 6 ?on$
7G/9P. Herbert Benjamin McCleskey; b. 4-12-1891 in Cobb Co., Ga.;

m. 4-24-1915 (Ida McKenzie); d.12-21-1950; bur. Arlington. 
7G/9P. Glenn LaFayette McCleskey; b. 2-14-1893 in Cobb Co., Ga.; m.

12-22-1917 (Coey Mattie Jane Dilbeck); d. 12-11-1980; bur. 
Arlington Cem. Sandy Springs, Ga. (WWI Vet. Fought in France) 

7G/9P. John Pierce McCleskey; b. 5-23-1895; m. 12-22-1922
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(Marye Elizabeth Power); John d. 5-18-1959; bur. Mt. Bethel 
Cem. Cobb Co., Ga. (WWI Vet., farmer)

7G/9P. Horace Milton McCleskey; b. 3-29-1898 in Cobb Co., Ga.; m. 9- 
4-1924 (Ida Wayne Corley); he d. 5-19-1974; bur. Arlington. 

7G/9P. Jesse Eugene McCleskey; b. 3-9-1901; m. 6-23-1956 (Martha 
Ellen Bearse); he d. 10-5-1982; bur. Arlington Mem. Cemetery. 
(Jesse was a Fulton Co. Deputy Sheriff; Martha was Exec. Sec. of 
Fulton Co. Commissioners.)

7G/9P. Roy Gantt McCleskey: b. 12-17-1904; m. 1-1-1943 (Lila Mae 
Balwin); Roy d. 6-9-1979; bur. Arlington Cemetery.

6G/8P. Martha Ellen Gantt; b. 12-6-1868 in Cobb Co., Ga.; m. 12-19-1886 in 
Cobb Co., Ga.; d. 4-21-1957; bur. Sardis Cemetery.

Husband: Francis (Frank) Cicero Terrell, Sr.; b. 1-31-1868; m. (see above) 
d. 2-7-1934; bur. Sardis Cemetery.
Parents: William H. and Buena Vista Bellew Terrell.

Children: 2 daughters. 4 sons
7G/9P. Clara Allene Terell; b. 2-8-1894 in Cobb Co., Ga.; m. (Ike 

Henry Harris); she d. 2-13-1962; bur. Westview Cemetery. 
7G/9P. Elsie Mae Terrell; b. 10-31-1895 in Cobb Co., Ga.; d. 12-21- 

1967; bur. Sardis Cem. (Cashier for Hartford Fire Insurance Co.) 
7G/9P. William (Bill) LaFayette Terrell; b. 2-16-1899; m. (Sp. 1

Jane Maybelle Boyd), (Sp. 2 Nina Strickland); he d. 7-1-1983; 
bur. Flora Hills Memorial Gardens, DeKalb Co., Ga.

7G/9P. Jesse Lee Terrell; b. 7-26-1902; m. (Ruby Wood); d. 2-27- 
1973; bur. Sardis Cemetery.

7G/9P. Francis Cicero (Pap) Terrell, Jr.; b. 2-14-1904; m. (Barbara 
Prater); Pap d. 2-24-1988; bur. Westview Abbey.
(Pap was a sales manager for Atlanta Gas and Light Co.)

7G/9P. Clyde Q. Terrell; b. 10-14-1905; d. 5-16-1967; bur. Sardis. 
6G/8P. Rosea Lee Gantt; b. 11-23-1872 in Cobb Co., Ga.; m. 12-20-1900;

d. in Troup Co., Ga., 8-8-1909 (typhoid fever); bur. Sardis Cemetery. 
Husband: William Harrison (Harry) Robinson; b. 8-29-1868; 1st m. to Rosea 

12-20-1900, 2nd m. to Hattie Latitia Gantt, Rosea's cousin - John and 
Salena Gantt's daughter; Harry d. 8-27-1933; bur. Camp Ground Cem., 
Cobb Co. (Norma says that Rosea's marker says she was born 12-6- 
1869 but family records show 11-23-1872.)

Children: 1 son
7G/9P. Harold Ware Robinson; b. 11-21-1901 in Troup Co., Ga.; d. 5- 

26-1965; bur. Camp Ground Cemetery, Cobb. Co., Ga. (Harold 
was Vice-President and General manager of Harry Sommers 
Chrysler/Plymouth/Dodge Co. in Atlanta on Spring Street; a 
Mason and a Shriner.

6G/8P. Clara May Gantt; b. 9-20-1876 in Cobb Co., Ga.; d. 9-25-1892; bur. 
Sardis Cemetery.

2nd Wife: Mary Louisa (Lou) McCleskey; b. (?); m. 1-18-1881 in Cobb Co., Ga, d.
(?); bur. (?).

Children: 1 daughter. 1 son
6G/8P. Beaulah Gantt; b. February 1884 
6G/8P. James M. Gantt; b. November 1887
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(Note: Superscript 1G/1P, etc., will be used in the Pickens' 5th and 6th generations and 
the Gantt's 4th and 5th generations in order to distinguish the Pickens descendants from 
the Gantt descendants. This is where a Gantt - William (Biliv) H. Gantt^Q marries a 
Pickens - Rosanna (Roseau Pickens^P and there is dual kinship.)

First Known Pickens Generation 

Robert Pickens^
(ca.1639 - ? )

(Note: Robert"* Pickens' birth year is not known by this writer, but to continue the 
history time line of the author's ancestors, she will arbitrarily assume that it was 
ca.1639.)

*ln 1639, the year that Robert Pickens was born, the first printing press to be used in 
North America was at Cambridge, Massachusetts.*

A legend that has been passed through the Pickens family for generations follows. A
Robert Picon fled from Scotland to France in 1661 to avoid religious persecution of
Charles 11. He served under Henry IV of France as a Scot attendant. Robert"* married 
Madam Jean Bonneau. also a Protestant, in France. In 1685 they fled from France to
Scotland when Louis XIV annulled all privileges granted to Protestants by Henry IV. They
later moved to Ireland with other Pickens kinsmen and French Huguenots where they 
could freely practice their religious beliefs; they were Presbyterians.^s^
General Andrew Pickens, Jr.'^ in a letter to General Lee in 1811 made the following 
statement: “My father and mother came from Ireland. My father's progenitors emigrated 
from France after the revocation of the Edict of Nantes."

Added to this is a statement that Miss Eliza Pickens,^ great-granddaughter of General 
Andrew Pickens, Jr.'* made in a paper submitted to the D.A.R. - "General Andrew 
Pickens'4 [Jr.] first home was in Bucks Co., Pennsylvania. The Pickens were French 
Huguenots and left France after the revocation of the Edict of Nantes by Louis XIV in 
1685. General Pickens' great-grandfather, Robert, held a good position in France and 
with every inducement to remain. He refused to live under Roman Catholic rule. He 
married an accomplished young widow, Madam Bonneau. T h e y  had a son, William
Pickens^: possibly, there were other children.

THE PICKENS KIN

Second Pickens Generation 

William Plckens2
(ca.1684 or 1685 - ?)

(Note: It is not known if William Pickens^ was born in France or in Ireland; his birth 
date is not known. But to put him in a place on the history time line, this writer 
assumes that it might have been ca.1684 or 1685.)

259 Pickens Families of the South, by E.M. Sharp, Memphis, Tenn., 1963, p. 1; also, 
Ayrshire. Antrim and America, by A.L. Pickens, Meridian State Research, X:2.

260 Sharp, op. cit., p. 1.
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*ln 1684, French Huguenots were offered refuge in Brandenburg by the "Great Elector." 
John Bunyans' Pilgrims Progress. Part II had been completed.*

Robert'* and Jean Bonneau Pickens' son: William Pickens^, married Margaret Pike. 
This couple sailed from Ireland into Philadelphia prior to 1719 and settled in Western 
Pennsylvania. Further information on this family line appears in Bucks Co., 
Pennsylvania in the records of the Dutch Reformed Church, Bensalem, Bucks Co., 
Pennsylvania. Elder Christophel Van-Zandt, during the ministry of the Rev. Malachi 
Jones, 1719-1722, made entries. In the list of newcomers who joined the church were 
1719 - Willem 1 (sic) Pecken (sic) and his wife (Margaret), by certificate. 1720 - 
IserelM (sic) Pecken (sic) by profession. 1722 - Margaret Plcken^ (sic) [daughter] 
by profession. In The History of Bucks Co.. Pennsylvania, by J.H. Battle, on page 484, 
Battle says that the Rev. Malachi Jones had organized a settlement of Scots- 
Presbyterians at Abingdon (just across the line from Bucks Co., Penn. - In Montgomery 
Co., Penn) into a church. In these church records of Abingdon, in the Pennsylvania 
Archives - second series - Vol. 9, page 199, is recorded the marriage between Lucy 
Pickens^ and Matthew Gillespie on September 2, 1722.2®1

Wi l l i am^ and Margaret Pike Pickens' children^. all born in Ireland, were 
Israel^, Andrew^, John^. Lucy3, GabrleP, Robert Pike^, William^, and Margaret^ 
Pickens.262

William^ and Margaret Pike Pickens great-grandson, Israel Pickens,^ in 1821, was 
the third Governor of Alabama and was re-elected two years later; Israel^ also served in 
the U.S. House of Congress and Senate.^®^ Israel^ was the son of Samuel^ and Jane 
Carrlgan Pickens, who was the son of Israel^ and Martha Pickens.

Third Pickens Generation
John Pickens, Sr.^

(ca.1692 - ? )
(Note: Listed first in this generation is the author's direct line ancestor, although he was 
the 3rd child of William and Margaret Pike Pickens. There Is no birth year recorded for 
this ancestor. The writer has assumed one, 1693, for John Pickens. Sr..^ using his
youngest brother's birth year as a guide - Robert Pike Pickens^ was born In 1697 in 
Ireland. There were two other siblings between John and Robert.)

*ln 1692, the massacre of the Clan Macdonald occurred in Glencoe, Scotland. William 
and Mary College was founded In Williamsburg, Virginia.*

John Pickens. Sr.^ was born In Ireland and came to America in 1719. E.M. Sharp 
writes that John Pickens. Sr.3 probably married his wife, Eleanor [maiden name not 
known] in Bucks Co., Pennsylvania. Another source states: On Thursday, July 24, 
1740, John Pickens. Sr.^ made an oath that he had Imported himself [paid

Norma Gantt Carter; Sharp, op. cit., p. 2; The John Pickens Family, by Nellie Pickens 
Anderson, Knoxville, Tn., 1951, pp. 34-35.

262 Carter, Sharp and Anderson.
Anderson, op. cit., pp. 27, 36.
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transportation costs], Eleanor [his wife], Margaret  ̂ [his mother], Margaret^ [his
sister], Gabriel P ickens^ [his brother] and William Baskin into Virginia from
I r e  l a n d . 2 6 4  (William Baskin was the father of Elizabeth Baskin who married John 
Pickens. Sr.'s^ son, Israel Pickens.^ Was John's^ wife, Eleanor. William Baskin's 
daughter, also?) In 1740, as a freeholder who brought persons at his own expense into 
the Virginia Colony, one could make a declaration of such and was entitled to a certain 
number of additional acres. This was to encourage emigrants to help settle the Colony of 
Virginia. Did John, or did his father, bear the cost of the family's transportation to 
America - plus William Baskins' and Eleanor's transportation? They had been in 
Pennsylvania for eleven years and, presumably, John's father - William Pickens^ had 
died. If he had been living, he surely would have made this oath. Possibly, John^ had 
assumed the care of his mother and unmarried siblings and was entitled to make the 
declaration for extra land when they moved to Virginia. The officials granted him 
additional land in Virginia.

John Pickens. Sr.3 lived in Lancaster Co., Pennsylvania with his brother Andrew^ for a 
period of time before the move to Orange Co., V i r g i n i a . 2 6 5  (Augusta Co. was formed from 
Orange Co. in cal 744-1745.) The Pickens brothers^ were in Virginia prior to 1740, 
according to records.266 The name, John Pickens. Sr..^ appears on documents and in 
records of Orange Co., / Augusta Co., Virginia from 1740 to 1758. He was an excellent 
businessman and a very good citizen. On December 9, 1745, John^ and Andrew^, his 
brother, were named as new Justices for Augusta Co., Virginia. John was referred to as 
Major John Pickens^ . He was also a cattle trader and dealer in Paxton Township, 
Pennsylvania. In 1752, in Deed Book 5, on page 199, it states that "John Pickens^ and 
Eleanor his wife a deed to Anthony Strother of King George Co. from Beverly, February
27, 1740. A tract of 764 acres conveyed to John Pickens^ by Beverly in 1740."267 in
1747 John Pickens^ and William Bell were appointed overseers of the road from John 
Pickens'3 Hill to the courthouse. On October 10, 1754, John Pickens^  and Elinor (sic) 
his wife, convey to William Williams, Lot No. 2, in Staunton fronting the courthouse. On 
November 21, 1754, John Pickens^ had moved.2®8 John and Eleanor Pickens' family 
was in South Carolina by 1754.
3. John and Eleanor Pickens. Sr.'s children fF.J.C.'s Direct Family Line)

4. Elizabeth - She was born in 1741 in Augusta Co., Virginia, and was baptized 
in Old Stone Church on March 29, 1741 by Rev. John Craig. She married
James Cannon; they moved to S.C. before 1798. On February 10, 1798
in Pendleton, S.C., they deeded 82 acres of land on Cain Creek to their 
son-in-law, Elijah H e r r i n . 2 6 9

4. William - He was born in 1742 in Augusta Co., Virginia - baptized by the
Rev. John Craig on May 30, 1742 at Old Stone Church. William may have 
died young, as John and Eleanor's 7th child was also named W i l l i a m .270

4. Israel - He was born in 1744; (more inform, on Israel in 4th generation).

264 Sharp, op. cit., p. 3; also, Order Book II. Orange Co. Court, p. 218.
265 The John Pickens Family, by Nellie Pickens Anderson, 1951, Knoxville, In ., p. 35.
266 Pickens Families of the South, by E.M. Sharp, Memphis, Tenn., 1963, p. 3.
267 Sharp, op. cit., p. 35.
268 Ibid., from records of Orange Co. and Augusta Co. Va.
269 Sharp, op. cit., p. 40.
270 Ibid.
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4. Eleanor - She was bom in 1746 in Augusta Co., Virginia and was baptized by 
the Rev. John Craig at the Old Stone Church. She married her first 
cousin, Joseph Pickens, who died in 1781 in S.C. From a grant Eleanor 
received on February 6, 1786, she deeded 300 acres on Conneross Creek 
"with love and affection" to her sister Elizabeth's son-in-law, Elijah 
Herrin on October 15, 1798 in Pendleton, South Carolina^^i 

Eleanor and Joseph Pickens' children were:
5. William, Andrew^, John^, Israel^, Joseph^, Ann^, Jane Pickens^.

4. Robert - He was born ca. April 1749 in Augusta Co., Virginia. The Rev. John 
Craig baptized him at Old Stone Church. Possibly died in Fayette Co.,
Tennessee272

4. John - He was born on May 27, 1751; he was a Captain in the Revolutionary 
War and at one time was in charge of a fort in Georgia during the Indian 
conflicts: he died in Blount Co., Maryville, Tennessee on May 2, 1835.
He married Letitia (Lettes) Hannah (1767-1841).
John and letitia's children were:
5. Sarah, b. 12 -11-1784 5. Jean, b. 10-30-1786
5. John, b. 12-25-1788 5. Marey, b. 11-25-1790
5. Marget, b. 9-12-1792 5. James, b. 9-8-1797
5. Samuel, b. 8-12-1799 5. Isbel, b. 10-19-1801
5. Eloner, b. 11-28-1804 5. Alexander, b. 10-10-1807
5. Robert, b. 2-1-1810 5. Thomas Pickens, b. 9-26-1812273

4. William Gabriel - He was born in 1760. (More information in 5th 
generation.)

3. Israel Pickens was born in Ireland and came to Pennsylvania with his parents,
William^ and Margaret Pike Pickens in 1719. He married Martha. He owned 
property in Augusta Co., Virginia (1749-1751) and was connected with Cub 
Creek Presbyterian congregation, Charlotte Co., Va. In 1851, he bought 
property in Cub Creek for a burial place for his heirs. Sometime after 1851, he 
died. Martha, his widow, moved with her children to Mecklenburg, N.C.274 

Israel^ and Martha Pickens' children were:
4. Hannah, m. James Montgomery
4. William, m. Elizabeth 4. Nancy, m. Robin Davis
4. Rebecca, m. James Davis 4. Margaret, m. James Walkup
4. Mary 4. Samuel Pickens, m. Jane C a r r i g a n ^ ^ s

3. Andrew Pickens, Sr. (Col.), married Nancy Davis; he died in 1756 at Waxhaw, S.C. 
The family of Col. Andrew Pickens, Sr. contributed much to the world - more 
will be written about some of these family members.

Andrew. Sr. and Nancy Pickens' children were:
4. Katherine Pickens; m. Major Wm. Davis. Katherine and Wm.'s children were:

5. Robin^, James^, Thomas®, and Martha Davis®.
4. John Pickens (Andrew Pickens, Sr.'s^ oldest son) died in the summer of

1781. He was sent by Andrew Pickens, Jr. to get grain for 96 starving 
people. Tories captured John as he led a convoy of wagons to Augusta, 
Georgia. The Tories gave him to the Indians who were across the Savannah

Ibid.' iD ia .

272 Anderson, op. cit., p. 50.
273 Ibid., op. cit., pp. 51-57.
274 Ibid., pp. 42-43.
275 Ibid., pp. 41-42.
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River. They gleefully scalped and burned him alive because he was 
General Andrew Pickens, Jr.'s brother.^^e

4. Joseph Pickens (Andrew Pickens, Sr.'s second son) married his first
cousin, Eleanor Pickens (Major John^ and Eleanor Pickens' daughter). 
Joseph was a Captain in the Militia. When his brother, General Andrew 
Pickens, Jr. was away from home in battles, Joseph helped plucky 
Rebecca Calhoun Pickens care for their farm. On June 12, 1781, a Tory 
neighbor, McGuire, shot and killed Joseph because he was the General's 
brother.277 Anderson, using Sharp's information, states that Col.
Joseph Pickens was "killed during the siege of Fort Ninety-Six in May 
1781. He was shot from within the fort by a Tory neighbor who bore him 
a grudge. The wound he received was not at first thought to be serious, 
but he died several days later (June 12, 1781) from internal
bleeding."278

4. (General) Andrew Pickens, Jr. was the most famous son of Andrew Pickens, 
Sr.3 Andrew Pickens, Jr. was born on September 9, 1739 in Bucks 
Co., Pennsylvania. The family soon moved to Augusta County, Virginia. 
When Andrew, Jr. was about 13 years old, his family slowly made their 
way by wagon train to Waxhaws, South Carolina. Andrew Pickens, Sr.^ 
formed the Militia in 1755 in this area of South Carolina and Andrew,
Jr.4 was one of the first volunteers. His first cousin, Robert Pickens^ 
(Robert Pike Pickens'^ son) fought side-by-side with Andrew, Jr.'  ̂
against the Indians, Tories and British. Robert^ was a favorite cousin 
whom Andrew^ loved like a brother. Being a Whig, Gen. Andrew 
Pickens, Jr.^ had to fight against friends and relatives who were Tory 
sympathizers. He fought in many battles - Cowpens, Eutaw, King's 
Mountain, to name a few. The Indians gave him the name, Skyagunsta, 
meaning wizard owl or great warrior. He earned this name because of a 
ringed battle with the Cherokee Indians in an open field where he out
smarted them with shrewd shooting strategy. Andrew Pickens, Jr.^ 
married Rebecca Calhoun on March 19, 1765. She was the daughter of 
Jane Ewing and Ezekiel Calhoun. Her parents, along with the mother of 
John C. Calhoun (U.S. Vice President during U.S. Presidents John Quincy 
Adam's and Andrew Jackson's terms), were massacred by the Indians 
when Rebecca was only a child. Her Uncle Patrick Calhoun of Long Canes, 
South Carolina raised her. Andrew Pickens, Jr.^ and Rebecca lived on a 
plantation in old Ninety-Six, Upper South Carolina. In i805 they moved 
a few miles away to Tomassee where the general could see his beloved 
mountains. He was one of the foremost negotiators for the country with 
the Indians. He served his country in several public offices - state 
legislature, congress, U.S. Indian affairs, and in the military as Major 
General of the Militia and Brigadier General for the American Revolution 
until 1801. After Rebecca died in 1814, Andrew^ stayed "close to home" 
where he would sit outside among the cedars that faced the mountains and 
read his books and papers. It was there on a sunny afternoon, on August 
11, 1817, that he died. He was buried at Old Stone Meeting House

The Fighting Elder, by Alice Noble Waring, S.C. Press, 1962. 
Norma Gantt Carter.

278 Anderson, op. cit., p. 37.
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Cemetery. This was the church that he had helped to form when he was a 
young man and where he had been an e ld e r

This writer visited this church and cemetery several years ago and copied what was on 
the monument erected at his grave: GENERAL ANDREW PICKENS / WAS BORN 13TH 
SEPTEMBER 1739 / AND DIED 11TH AUGUST 1817 / HE WAS A CHRISTIAN / A PATRIOT 
AND A SOLDIER / HIS CHARACTER AND ACTIONS ARE / INCORPORATED WITH THE 
HISTORY OF HIS COUNTRY / FlUAL AFFECTION AND RESPECT RAISE THIS / STONE TO HIS 
MEMORY. 280

A n d r e w ^  and Rebecca Calhoun Pickens' children were:
5. Mary; b. 1766; m. John Harris; d. 1836.
5. Ezekiel; b. 1768; d. 1813; m. Sp. 1 Elizabeth Bonneau;

m. Sp. 2 Eliza Barksdale; he was Lt. Gov. of S.C.
Ezekial's children were:

6. Ezekial Pickens, Jr. 6. Samuel Pickens 
5. Ann Pickens; b. 1770, m. John Simpson - moved to Al., d. 1846.
5. A son; died in infancy.
5. Jean; died in infancy.
5. Jane; b. 1774; m. 1st cousin. Dr. John Henry Miller - moved 

to Miss.; d. 1848.
5. Margaret; b. 1777; m. Major John Bowie; d. 1830.
5. Andrew III; b. 1779 (more will be written about him).
5. Son; died in infancy.
5. Rebecca; b. 1-8-1784; m. 1st cousin, Wm. Noble.
5. Catherine: b. 6-9-1786; m. Dr. John Hunter in 1808 - 

moved to AL; d. 1871.
5. Joseph; b. 1791; m. Caroline Henderson - moved to AL; d. (?)

1853; bur. Mesopotamia Cemetery, Eutaw, Al.

More on two of General Andrew Pickens. Jr.'s^ sons:
Ezekial's^ first wife's name was Elizabeth Bonneau. Elizabeth was Mrs. John E. 
Calhoun's s i s t e r . ^ s i  Was she a Bonneau relative from France? E z e k i a l 's ^  great-great- 
grandmother was Jean Bonneau Pickens.

Andrew Pickens, ll|5 was Governor of South Carolina from 1817 to 1819. General 
Andrew Pickens, Jr.,4 proudly, attended his son's in a u g u r a t io n .2 8 2

About Andrew Pickens lll's^ son: Francis Wilkinson Pickens® (General Andrew Pickens,
Jr.'s^ grandson) was born on August 7 ,  1 8 0 5  to Andrew ll|5 and Susan W. Pickens. U.S. 
President Buchanan appointed Francis to be an Ambassador to Russia in 1 8 5 7 .2 8 3  (jpon 
his return home, Francis Pickens® became the Governor of South Carolina ( 1 8 6 0 -  

1 8 6 2 ) .  He was an extreme states rights advocator. He demanded surrender of Fort

279 Waring, op. cit., also, The Pendleton M essenger. (8 -27-1817) - O bituarv of
General Andrew Pickens, Jr.

280 Waring, op. cit.
281 Ibid.
282 Ibid.
283 Anderson, op. cit., p. 26-27.
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Sumter and ordered erection of artillery batteries, which caused the Fort's surrender at 
the beginning of the War Between the States or the Civil War.^®^

Francis W. Pickens'® daughter, Frances Eugenia Olga Neva Pickens^, was bom in Russia 
at the Imperial Palace and was remembered by the Tsar Alexander II and succeeding 
Tsars of Russia on her birthdays in America as long as she lived. The story is told that 
the South Carolina State Legislature, by special order, named her "the Child of South 
Carolina." On the fateful day of April 12, 1861 at Fort Sumter, S.C., three year old 
Frances^ was in the arms of General Beauregard, who let her place a lighted match to the 
fuse of a cannon. Thus, she fired the first shot of the Civil War.285 (j^ js  js hard to 
believe. Why would Anderson write this in her book on the Pickens family if it were not 
true? Is this documented in the records of S.C.? Earlier in my research, David Phillips 
stated that a South Carolina secessionist, Edmund Ruffin, fired the first shot.)

(continuing with Andrew. Sr.3 and Nancv Davis Pickens' children)
4. William Pickens
4. Jane Pickens; m. prior to 1758 to the Rev. Robert Miller, a Scots minister 

in South Carolina: he was a Chaplain in the Revolutionary War.

(continuing with William^ and Margaret P ike. PJckens' chlidren)
3. John Pickens (F.J.C.'s D.F.L.)
3. Lucy Pickens was born in Ireland and came to Philadelphia in 1719 with her 

parents, William^ and Margaret Pike Pickens. She married Sp. I Matthew 
Gillespie in Pennsylvania on 9-2-1722. After Matthew's death, Lucy^ married 
a widower, Sp. 2 John Kerr. On March 27, 1740, John Kerr declared he 
imported himself, his wife L u c y ^ ,  Margaret^ and Matthew G i l l e s p y ^  (sic), 
children of his wife, and William, Barbara, Lucy, and Martha Kerr, his. children. 
By making this oath when he moved to Virginia, he was granted additional 
property.

3. Gabriel Pickens; born in Ireland to William^ and Margaret Pickens, came to
America in 1719 with his family. He married Zerubiah. G a b r i e l ^  was in the 
Augusta Co., Virginia militia in 1742. He bought land on Howell Branch on 
March 18, 1751. He died in Abbeville District, South Carolina.

3. Robert Pike Pickens was bom 1697 in Ireland and came to America with his
parents, William^ and Margaret Pike Pickens in 1719. He married Miriam and 
settled in Maryland. They moved ca.1754 to Waxhaw, S.C. and in 1763 moved to 
the Long Cane settlement in Abbeville District, S.C. After the Revolutionary 
War, he moved with his son, Robert^, to Anderson District, S.C. and remained in 
his son's care until he^ died in 1793. Robert Pike Pickens^ was the first 
person to be buried in the Pickens Cemetery, Abbeville Co., South C a r o l i n a . 2 8 6  

Robert Pike^ and Miriam Pickens' children were:
4. Israel Pickens; b. Maryland; married Miss Bole or Boyd; he died in 

1829 at Rocky River, Anderson Co., S.C. Their children were:
5. John 5. William 5. Israel 5. Dilly
5. Rebecca 5. Ellender 5. Mary 5. Elizabeth

2®^ Compton's Pictured Encvclopedia. Volume P .. p. 478.
Anderson, op. cit., p. 26-27.

2®® Anderson, op. cit., p. 42.
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5. Melinda 5. Sally 5. Ezekiel Andrew Pickens287
4. Robert (Capt.); b.11-26-1747; married 12-25-1773 to Dorcus

Hallum (b. 2-1-1760, d. 2-5-1828). He was a favorite cousin 
of General Andrew Pickens, Jr.^ They fought in many military 
battles together. Robert helped to organize the Three and Twenty 
Presbyterian Church in the Abbeville District, South Carolina. 
Robert Pickens died 6-19-1830 and is buried in the Pickens 
Family Cemetery in Abbeville, South Carolina.

Robert^ and Dorcus Pickens' children were:
5. John 5. Martha 5. Margaret 5. Elizabeth
5. Mary 5. Andrew 5. Dorcas 5. Annie,
5. Robert Pickens^ss

(ppntin^lnq with Plkg^an^l Miriam PIgkgn?' phlldrgn)
4. Annie Pickens 4. David Pickens 4. Andrew Pickens
4. Samuel Pickens 4. Margaret Pickens

(continuing with William^ and Margaret Pike Pickens children)
3. William Pickens married Sp. 1 Elizabeth; Sp. 2 Widow Ann Scott in Augusta Co., Va.; 

he died in Montgomery Co., Virginia.^s®
3. Margaret Pickens married a Mr. Ramsey.^^o

Fourth Pickens Generation 

Israel Pickens
( 1744 -1828)

(Note: Israel^ was the third child of John^ and Eleanor Pickens, Sr., but he is in 
the direct family line of the writer, so he appears first.)

*ln 1744, "God Save the Queen" was published. The Madrigal Society was founded in 
London.*
Israel Pickens^ was born August 24, 1744 in Augusta Co., Virginia to John^ and Eleanor 
Pickens, Sr. The Rev. John Craig baptized him on October 7, 1744 in Augusta Co., 
Virginia. Israel married four times. Sp. 1 was Elizabeth Baskin, born December 1745 
in Augusta Co., Virginia to William and Mary Stewart Baskin. (William Baskin was one
of the ones who John Pickens, Sr^. declared he had imported - paid for transportation -
from Ireland to America.) The Baskin family moved to Abbeville, South Carolina in 
1765. Israel^ and Elizabeth's marriage date was March 6, 1768. She died prior to 
1790 in South Carolina.

4. Israel and Eljzabeth's children fF.J.C.'s D.F.L.) were:
5. Mary Pickens; named in her father's will.
5. Elizabeth Pickens; m. Mr. Stewart; named in her father's will.
5. John Plckgns; b. 1774; d. 1844; m. Elizabeth Harkness (see later).
5. Ellender Pickens; m. Sp. 1 Reuben De Jernette; Sp. 2 Isaac Le Fevre.

2®^ Ibid.
2®® Ibid., p. 43.
2®® Sharp, op. cit., p. 3.
290 Ibid.
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5. Matilda Pickens; m. David Boyd.
5. William Pickens; b. ca.1780.
5. Israel Pickens; b. ca.1785.

Israel's"̂  Sp. 2 was Sarah Hall DeJernette, widow of Elias DeJernette of Halifax 
Co., Virginia. They married on March 11, 1790. Sarah died ca.1809.

Israel^ and Sarah Hall DeJernette Pickens' children were:
5. Dilly Pickens; married Mr. Brown; moved to Alabama.
5. Rebecca Pickens; married Sp. 1 William Croft; Sp. 2 Moses Meridith. 

I s r a e l 's ^  Sp. 3  was Lucinda Walden; they married in March, 1 8 1 2 .

Israel's"* Sp. 4 was Sarah Williams Bevil; they married on August 4, 1820.
Israel^ and Sarah Williams Bevil Pickens' children were:

5. Sally Williams Pickens 5. Ezekiel Andrew Pickens.
Sharp writes that these two youngest children were named in Israeli's will - he made 
provisions for their education and care. Sharp also states that he did not know if their 
mother were Lucinda or Sarah Williams Bevil. This writer speculates that they were 
Israel^ and Sarah Williams Bevil's because Sally bears her mother's maiden name. 
Israel^ Pickens died on February 11, 1828 in Anderson Co., S.C. He left a lengthy will, 
which was probated on March 2, 1828.291

(continuing with John  ̂ and Eleanor Pickens. Sr.'s other children)
4. Elizabeth Pickens (See under John Pickens, Sr.^ - 3rd Generation.)
4. William Pickens (See under John Pickens, Sr.^ - 3rd Generation).
4. Eleanor Pickens (See under John Pickens, Sr.3 - 3rd Generation.)
4. Robert Pickens (See under John Pickens, Sr.^ - 3rd Generation.)
4. William Gabriel Pickens was born on October 18, 1760 and was the son of
John^ and Eleanor Pickens. Sr. Gabriel"* joined the volunteer militia as a 
private in Abbeville District, S.C. Gabriel, at 72 years of age, applied for a 
pension on February 3, 1833 in Livingston Co., Kentucky. He wrote "... about 
1775 ... was stationed at Fort Independence against the Indians ... was left with 
others under Capt. John P i c k e n s ^ ,  my brother, to guard the Fort. About 1781 ... 
was in the siege of Ninety Six ... my brother-in-law, Capt. Joseph Pickens^ was 
killed ... [militia] reassembled ... joined General Pickens"*, an own cousin of 
myself, ... under General Pickens, I served as a spy. I came to the determination 
of quitting the service for a while as the support of an aged mother [Eleanor] and 
a widowed sister [ E l e a n o r ^  - Joseph"* Pickens' widow] ... devolved upon me ... I 
was dissuaded from this ... [because] of over-exertion in my younger days I 
became blind."

Fifth Pickens Generation

John Pickens 
(1774 -1844)

Elizabeth (Betty) Harkness Pickens
(1763 -1863)

(Note: John Pickens^ was this writer's direct family line ancestor; therefore he is 
listed first; although he was the third son of Israel^ and Elizabeth Baskins Pickens.)

Sources for information about Israel Pickens"* - Carter, Sharp, Anderson.
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*ln 1774, the year that John Pickens was born, the Virginia House of Burgesses called a 
Continental Congress; it met in Philadelphia with representatives from every colony 
except Georgia.
The year that Elizabeth Harkness was born, in 1763, the first Chambers of Commerce 
were established in New York and New Jersey.*

John P i c k e n s ^  was born on June 3, 1774 to Israel'* and Elizabeth Baskins Pickens: he 
grew up in South Carolina. John^ married Elizabeth Harkness. who was born in Ireland, 
on January 5, 1763.292

Norma Gantt Carter writes that Betty Harkness Pickens remembered crossing the 
Atlantic Ocean on a wooden sailboat. Betty told this story, which has been "passed down" 
for several generations. Ot is written as this writer imagines Betty might have related 
it.) "I remember the long time it took us to sail to America. Everyday when we awoke, we 
could only see and hear the water of the ocean as it lapped against our creaking boat - no 
land was in sight. Many of the passengers took sick. One day a little child died. Her 
grief-stricken parents did not want her to be buried at sea. They wanted her to be 
buried on land in the new country. The sharks, which infested the waters of the ocean, 
smelled the corpse and surrounded our boat. As they leapt out of the water towards our 
craft, we all screamed with fear! Finally, the captain told the little girl's folks that it 
would be necessary to bury her in the cold waters of the Atlantic Ocean. They cried, "No! 
No!" But, being told that the safety of the passengers was in danger, they, sadly, allowed 
their daughter's body to be dropped over board into the deep, dark sea. Only then did the 
sharks swim away from our boat. I well remember that bad, sad day." 293

John^ and Bettv Pickens resided in Anderson District, South Carolina, near Rocky River. 
In ca.1830, they moved to Georgia and settled in DeKalb Co., at Stone Mountain, Georgia. 
Evidently there were other Pickens relatives in the area. John Pickens^ died on October 
23, 1844 and was buried in the Pickens - Lee Cemetery at Stone Mountain, DeKalb Co., 
G e o r g i a . 2 9 4  After his death, his widow moved to Cobb Co., Georgia with her son-in-law, 
Biliv Gantt^Q. her daughter, Rosanna P i c k e n s ^ P  Gantt and their family. It was there 
that Elizabeth (Bettv) Harkness Pickens died on April 25, 1863 and was buried in 
Sardis Baptist Church Cemetery, Marietta, Georgia.

The Family of John and Elizabeth Harkness Pickens
(Fifth Pickens Generation)

5P. John and Elizabeth (Bettv) Harkness Pickens' children (F.J.C.'s D.F.L.)were:
6P. Israel B. Pickens; b. 10-3-1799 in S.C.; m. 3-26-1826 in Walton Co.,

Ga. to Sp. 1 Martha J. Weaver; lived in Gwinnett Co., Ga. in 1830. Martha 
died before 1850. Israel m. 3-7-1865 to Sp. 2 Mary Berry (b.1820). 
Israel was in Cobb Co. before the 1840 U.S. Census. He died on
7-2-1887 in Cobb Co., Ga.; bur. Sardis Bapt. Ch. Cemetery, Marietta, Ga. 

6P. Israel B. and Martha Weaver Pickens' children were:
7P. Joel Sidney (Sid) Pickens; b. 1-20-1827 in Ga.; m. Lucinda

(Cindy) Gantt^^^^P in 1847; served in the C.S.A. during the Civil 
War; d. 5-25-1920 in Cobb Co., Ga.; buried in Sardis Cemetery. 
(More inform, in Lucinda^^^^P Gantt's section.)

292 Sharp, op. cit., p. 41.
293 Inform, from Norma G. Carter.
294 Ibid.
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7P. Elizabeth Frances Pickens; b. 1-1-1829 in Ga.; m. James D.
McCord (b. 11-2-1834 ; d. 6-1-1898); Eliz. d. 3-16-1912. 

7P. Robert H. Pickens; b. 1834 in Ga.; m. Martha Elizabeth Bedford (b.
12-3-1836 in N.C.; d. 1-23-1917); he d. (?)

7P. Mary Ann Pickens; b. ca.1837 in Ga.; m. the Rev. Robert W. Inzer.
7P. Margaret R. Pickens; b. 1845 in Ga.; nfi. Andrew Jackson (Bud) Jolly. 

6P. Polly B. Pickens; b. 2-4-1801 in S.C.; d. 2-27-1890 from flu / 
pneumonia; bur. Sardis Cemetery, Cobb Co., Ga.; never married.

6P. Rosanna (Rosea) Pickens: b. ca.1803 in S.C.; m. William (Billy) R -  
Gantt^Q; d. ca.1880; bur. Sardis Cem. (more in Wm. H. Gantt's chapter). 

6P. Reuben DeJernette Pickens; b. 12-9-1804 in S.C.; m. 3-1-1835 in
Norcross, Ga. to Sarah E. Maloney (b.7-17-1808; d. 1-15-1890); 
Reuben d. 1-27-1863.

Reuben and Sarah M. Pickens' children were:
7P. Elizabeth H. Pickens; b. 6-28-1836; d. 1-1922; never married.
7P. Samuel H. Pickens; b. 8-14-1838; m. Anna Caroline McKee.
Sam ufil and A nna Carolina Pickens' children were:

8P. Mary A.; b. 1863 in Ga.
8P. Samuel R.; b. 1865 in Ga.
8P. Sarah A.; b. 1867 In Ga.
8P. Cynthia E.; b. 1869 in Ga.
8P. Indiana C.; b. 1874 in Ga.
8P. William R. Pickens; b. 1878 in Ga 

7P. Nancy W. Pickens; b. 2-27-1841; m. Bill Warbington.
7P. Margaret Mary Pickens; b. 7-13-1844; m. Hiram Corley.
7P. John C. Pickens; b. 12-22-1848; m. Sarah Anne Johnston.
7P. William K. Hamilton Pickens; b. 12-28-1850; m. Mary Luvinia 

Nash in 1888.
William and M ary L . P ickens ch ild ren were:

8P. Henry Bartow Pickens; b. 1888; d. 1889.
8P. Reuben Pliny Pickens; b. 1890; m. Ruth Rogers.
8P. John Robert Pickens; b. 1891; m. Vest Kelley.
8P. Joseph Ernest Pickens; b. 1894; d. 1957; m. J.B. Bolton.
8P. William Thomas Pickens; b. 1895.
8P. Sarah Elizabeth Pickens; b. 1897; m. W.J. Bryon.

6P. Elizabeth B. Pickens; b. 11-3-1805 in S.C.; m. (?) Stewart; no children;
d. 12-9-1892; bur. Sardis Church Cemetery, Cobb Co., Ga.

6P. Margaret (Peggy) Pickens; b. 5-1808 in S.C., d. 9-15-1902; m. Willis J.
Stone (b. 7-1814, d. 2-13-1892); both bur. Sardis Cem., Cobb Co., Ga. 

6P. Robert H. Pickens; b. 10-3-1809 in S.C.; m. Catherine; d. 10-9-1881;
bur. Ga. Fellowship Cem., Gwinnett Co., Ga.

Robert and Catherine Pickens children were:
7P. Rosanna Margaret Pickens; b. 1840 in Ga.
7P. Nancy Pickens; b. 1843 in Ga.
7P. Matilda J. Pickens; b. 1844 in Ga.
7P. John B. Pickens; b. 1845 in Ga.; m. Elizabeth.
John and Elizabeth Pickens' children were:

8P. Robert H. Pickens; b. 1871 
8P. James Pickens; b. 1874 
8P. John W. Pickens; b. 1878 

7P. Elizabeth Pickens; b. 1846 in Ga.
7P. Robert F. Pickens; b. 1847 in Ga.
7P. James K. Pickens; b. 1849 in Ga.
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6P. Matilda Pickens; b. 5-4-1811 in S.C.; m. (?) McDonald; d. 11-30-1894;
bur. Sardis Cemetery, Cobb Co., Ga.

6P. John D. Pickens; b. 12-23-1814; d. 12-4-1892; bur. Sardis 
Cemetery, Cobb Co., Ga.; never married.

$lxth PlPKgn$ Qgngratlpn (FJ.Q.'g PIrgpt Family Hn?)

Rosanna (Rosea) Pickens Gantt
(ca.1803 - ca.1880)
William "Billy" H. Gantt
(ca.1800 - ca.1858)

(Note: In this book's section on the Gantts, Rosanna shares a chapter with her husband, 
William "Billy" H. Gantt. Rather than duplicating this information, the writer will 
complete the Pickens line with an abbreviated version of her direct family line.)
6P. Rq^anna (R9$ga) Plckgn? *̂*; b. ca.l803 in S.C.; d. ca.1880 in Cobb Co., Ga. 

m. William (BUM H. Gantt:^Q b. ca.1803 in S.C.; d. ca.1858 in Cobb Co.,
Ga.; both burled at Sardis Church Cemetery in Marietta, Cobb Co., Ga.
Rosanna's parents were J o h n ^ P  and Elizabeth Harkness Pickens.
Billy's parents were S a m p s o n ^ G  and (?) Gantt of S . C .

R o s a n n a ^ P  and William^G H .  Gantt's children:
7P/5G. Lucinda (Cindy) Gantt Pickens 
7P/5G. Elizabeth Gantt Daniel 
7P/5G. T. Luvenia (Vincy) Gantt Haney 
7P/5G. John D. Gantt
7P/5G. William Newton (Newt) Gantt
7P/5G. Reuben D. Gantt 
7P/5G. Jasper LaFayette Gantt 

Seventh - Thirteenth Generations - F.J.C.'s Direct Picken's Family Line 
7P. (*w)william Newton (Newt) Gantt7P/5G: b. 11-1-1836 in Ga. to V ^ .

(Billy) H. and Rosanna Pickens Gantt in Stone Mountain, Ga.; m. 11-30-1874 
to Sarah (Sallie) H. Buice: b. 9-18-1843 to Henrv and Susan M. Buice of 
Atlanta, Ga. Sallie d. 3-7-1904); Newt m. 12-12-1906 to Sp. 2 Mary Imes 
in Marietta, Ga. Newt d. 5-23-1917 in Cobb Co., Ga. He and Sp. 1 Sarah 
(Sallie) H. Buice Gantt are buried in Sardis Baptist Church Cem., Marietta, Ga. 
Newt and Sarah Gantt's children:

8P/6G. Ollie May Gantt Jameson 
8P/6G. William Henry (Bubba) Gantt 

(Note:. See chapters / Family Sh^9t? for more information.)
SP. Ollle May GanttSP^SG; b. 9-10-1878 to Newt and Sallie Gantt in Cobb Co., Ga.; 

m. 11-25-1903 to Claud Julias Jameson: b. 6-22-1875 to Landrum and 
Almeda Jameson in Anderson Co., S.C. Claud d. 6-5-1920 - killed while on duty 
with the Atlanta Police Force; Ollie d. 4-5-1961 in Atlanta, Ga. Both are bur. 
First Baptist Church Cemetery, Chamblee, DeKalb Co., Ga.
Ollie and Claud Jameson's children:

9P/7G. Claude Ernest. Jamespn 
9P/7G. William Ewell Jameson, Sr.
9P/7G. Forrest Landrum Jameson 
9P/7G. Fred Raymond Jameson
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(Note: For more information, see chapters/Familv Sheets on these ancestors. To the 
writer's relatives who do not appear on the following chart, she implores you to record 
information on your direct family lines at this point and insert in this book for your 
present and future descendants.)
9P. Claude Ernest Jameson9P/7G: b, 7-18-1904 to Claud and Ollie G. Jameson 

in Atlanta, Ga; m. 8-14-1926 in Chamblee, Ga. to Catherine Florence Hyde: 
b. 5-2-1906 to Powell Edgar and Florence Sheffield Hvde in Forsyth Co., 
Cumming, Ga. - Catherine died 12-5-1979 in Opelika, Ala.; Ernest died 2-24- 
1973 in Atlanta, Ga. Both buried at First Baptist Church Cemetery, DeKalb Co., 
Chamblee, Ga.
Ernest and Catherine Jameson's children:

10P/8G. Florence Ernestine Jameson Wills 
10P/8G. Ollie Geraldine Jameson Spruill 
10P/8G. Bertha Frances Jameson Cadenhead 
10P/8G. Ronald Edgar Jameson 

(Note: For more information, see chapters/Familv Sheets on these descendants.)
10P. Bertha France? (Fran). Jamegon Qadgnhgad^Q; b. 10-10-1930

to C. Ernest and Catherine Hvde Jameson in Chamblee, Ga.; m. 6-3-1951 in 
Macon, Ga. to Albert Kenneth Cadenhead: b. 1-14-1932 to Roy E. and Omie U. 
Bishop Cadenhead in LaGrange, Georgia. Kenneth grew up in Oak Grove, Troup 
Co., Chipley, Ga. (now Pine Mountain, Ga.)
Fran and Kenneth Cadenhead's children:

11P/9G. Michael Kenneth Cadenhead 
11P/9G. Melanie Ann Cadenhead 
11P/9G. Mark Jameson Cadenhead 
11P/9G. Milton Fred Cadenhead.

(Note: See chapters / Familv Sheets for more information.^
Eleventh and Twelfth Generations: FJ.C.'s Direct Family Line 
I IP .  Michael Kenneth Cadenhead^^; b. 9-22 -1952 in Atlanta, Ga.; m. 2-1-

2003 in Sharpsburg, Ga. to Judy King Noah; b. 7-6-1956 in North Carrollton, 
Miss. Her parents: Ulmont and Lillie Mae Turner King of North Carrollton, Miss. 

IIP . Melanie Ann Cadenhead^Q: b. 4-9-1955 in LaGrange, Ga.
Melanie Cadenhead's adopted child from Tver. Russia:
12P. Maria Frances Cad.enheadlOQ 

I IP . Marie Jameson Cadenhead^^; b. 4-12-1958 in LaGrange, Ga.; m. 6-3- 
2000 in Auburn, Al. to Dody Lynn Ray; b. 7-26-1961 in Opelika, Al.
Her parents: Clyde D. Ray of Franklin, Al. and Patricia G. Ray of Opelika, Al.
Mark and Dody Cadenhead's adopted child f rom K irov. Ru§?ia:
12P. Hannah Ray Cadenhead^O^

I I P .  Milton Fred Cadenhead^Q: b. 6-5-1959 in LaGrange, Ga.; m. 6-3-1989 in 
Wellsburg, West Va. to Diane Marie Gundling; b. 1-27-1955 in Wellsburg,
West Va. Her parents: George and Sara Gundling of Wellsburg, West Virginia. 
Milton and Diane Cadenhead's adopted children from Boravichi. Russia:
12P. Milton Alexander (Alec) Cadenhead^OQ 
12P. Kenneth Nlchclae (Nick) Cadenhead^
12P. Sara . Darya Cadenhead  ̂OG 

(Note: For more information, see descendant's chapters / Familv Sheets.)
Tenth.Eleventh.Twelfth.Thirteenth__Generations: F.J.C.'s Siblings'

Family Lines
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10P. Ernestine Jameson Wills®® (Sp. James A. Wills)
Children: 2 daughters. 1 son :

IIP . Cathy Wills Biggerstaff / Wood®® (Sp. 1 Bradley Biggerstaff)

12P. Dana Christopher Biggerstaff 10®
Child: 1 son:

13P. Drew Bradley Biggerstaff^  ̂®
IIP . Connie Wills Fellhauer Bookout (Sp.1 Bradley Fellhauer)

(Sp. 2 Darrell Bookout)
Child: 1 daughter

12P. Crystal Fellhauer Alejandre^O® (Sp. Robert Alejandra) 
Children: 1 daughter. 1 son

13P. Jameson Payne Fellhauer^
13P- Sabyre Isabella Alejandre^^®

12P. Jayson P. Bookout^O®
11 P. James Christopher Wills®® (Sp. 2 Michelle Parrish)
Children: 2 sons

12P. Aaron M. Wills'!0®; i2P. Benjamin E. Wills! 0®
10P. Geraldine Jameson Spruill®® (Sp. Hugh S. Spruill)
Children: 1 daughter. 1 son

IIP . Beth Spruill Saxe®® (Sp. Bob Saxe)
Children: 1 son. 1 daughter

12P. John S. Saxe‘10® 12P. Catherine F. Saxe "I °®
IIP . Sam Hugh Spruill®®

10P. Ronald E. Jameson®® (Sp. LaVerne Joyner)
Children: 2 sons. 1 daughter

IIP . Gary E. Jameson®® (1 Sp. Sharon Freeman)
Children: 1 son

12P. Robert Ernest J a m e s o n ^^G 
IIP . Matthew A. Jameson®® (3 Sp. Christyna Phagan)
Children: 1 daughter

12P. Catherine Ann J a m e s o n  ^^G 
IIP . Rhonda Jameson/ Lentz Gunselman®® (Sp. Mark Gunselman) 

C hild ren: 1 daughter 
12P. Emily Lauren GunselmanlO®

(Note: For more information, see descendant's chapters / Family Sheets.)

The twilight of my life is here - 
and yet a bird Is left to sing;

His bright notes tali upon my ear - 
Sweet with life's remembering.

- collected by Catherine Hyde Jameson
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Claude Ernest Jameson^
(1 904-1973 )

*ln 1904, the year that Claude Ernest Jameson was born, Theodore Roosevelt was 
elected U.S. president. Jack London's "The Sea Wolf," was published. Yellow Fever was 
eradicated in the Panama Canal Zone; work had begun on the Panama Canal.*

Claude Ernest Jameson was born on July 18, 1904 to Ollie May Gantt Jameson and Claud 
JuliQis Jameson at Gartrell Street in southeast Atlanta, Georgia. This red-haired baby 
boy - named for his father - was the first of four sons that would be born to this couple.

If ever there was a mother who enjoyed her children, Ollie did. As she grew older, she 
enjoyed sharing with her grandchildren tales about her sons' childhood days. Lapsing 
into her thoughts she would tell about picnics, street car rides, frolicksome times at 
home and afield. At home, Ernest enjoyed working in the soil with his mama and his 
papa, who were avid gardeners. Ollie said that there was not a lazy bone in Ernest.

Ernest had a tender heart and was very protective of his younger siblings. His brothers' 
friends knew that if they tried to pick a fight with Ewell or Forrest that they would have 
to answer to "Four-eyed E r n e s t , “295 as he was sometimes called by a foe. (At a young 
age, Ernest had to be fitted for glasses.) There was a close bond of love in this family.

Ollie recalled the times that Ernest helped her and Claud. She said that he was always 
watching to see how they fixed things and became quite proficient at repairing and 
building things around the house. Ernest enjoyed creating things; he especially liked to 
figure out how something worked.296

Ernest attended school at W.F. Slaton School in Grant Park, Atlanta, Georgia, S.E., where 
his Cousin Mary Bramlett Davis was one of his teachers.297 (Once when this writer was 
a child, her Cousin Mary taught a study course at her church and was a guest in her home 
for several days. She remembers Cousin Mary saying that there had been a teacher in 
each Jameson generation for many years. This writer, Frances Jameson Cadenhead, was 
a teacher in her generation and her daughter, Melanie Cadenhead, is an educator in the 
current generation. The tradition goes on.)

Ernest had a classmate who had a beautiful head of hair; she sat in the desk in front of 
him at school. Vainly, she moved her long, golden curls to and fro. Every time she 
turned her head, her lovely tresses would swish across Ernest's freshly inked essays. 
After having several of his assignment papers smeared, Ernest's temper flared. 
Ramming her curls into his inkwell, Ernest, felt vindicated. However, the girl and their 
teacher felt quite differently about this act!

Being the oldest child in his family allowed Ernest certain privileges. One of these was 
getting to spend time in the summer with his grandparents. Ollie’s father. Newt Gantt, 
and her stepmother, "Miss Mary" Gantt, enjoyed having the grandchildren visit them on 
their farm in Alpharetta. Newt had fought in the War Between the States with General

III. SEASONS OF MY PARENTS

295 As told by Ollie G. Jameson to her grand-daughter, Frances J. Cadenhead, many years 
ago.

296 As told by Ollie G. Jameson to her grandchildren long ago.
29^ From Fred Jameson.
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Robert E. Lee and participated in many raging, bloody battles with the General. Ernest, 
being a history lover, would sit beside his grandpa and listen to the old gentleman's 
bitter war stories. The one that impressed Ernest most, and the one that he retold many 
times during his adulthood, was the story about April 9, 1865. With a sad tone in his 
voice, Ernest would say, “General Robert E. Lee had to surrender to the Yankees at 
Appomattox, Virginia. He placed his rifle underneath a huge oak tree. All of Lee's men, 
including my grandpa, stacked their rifles beside their great leader's gun. The war was 
over! Afterward, with a heavy heart. Grandpa, all ragged and dirty, headed for home. He 
walked barefoot through the snow in Virginia and North Carolina, and kept going until he 
reached Cobb Co., Georgia. When he got home, he found his family's farm in ruins." 
Ernest also visited his Grandpa and Grandma Jameson who lived on a farm in Sandy, 
Springs, Georgia. His grandpa, Landrum Jameson, was only nine years old when the 
Civil War started and was too young to go off to battle with his papa, Colonel Joshua 
Jameson of Bushey Creek District in Pendleton, South Carolina. The young lad felt the 
awesome absence of his father from the farm and when his papa returned, Landrum 
heard his pa's terrible accounts of the war. His family, probably, suffered from raids 
on their farm by the Yankees, too. Landrum also told Civil War stories to his grandson 
Ernest. Grandma Almeda Jameson's family, the Johnstons, had endured Sherman's army 
over-running their home and farm near Nancy Creek, on the outskirts of Atlanta. All of 
their livestock and food were taken by the raiding foe. Being bombarded with these sad 
tales told by his grandparents, Ernest grew up hating Yankees.^^s

Claud and Ollie were good parents. They taught their sons to be hard-workers, church- 
going, morally-good individuals. Ernest joined Sardis Baptist Church in Marietta one 
summer when he was attending a revival with his Grandpa Gantt. Later, he moved his 
letter to Grant Park Baptist Church where his family regularly attended church.^^^

When Ernest was about fifteen, he left day-school in order to work part-time at 
Davison, Paxon, & Stokes Department Store at 91 Whitehall Street in downtown Atlanta. 
He took business courses at night at the Central Evening School in Atlanta.^oo

As a detective, Claud would sometimes go to other cities to investigate or to escort 
criminals to or from Atlanta. While away, he would write post cards to his family. In 
Ernest's memoirs there are three post cards. One was from Savannah where Claud had 
been able to see steamboats on the water and he wrote, "I'm going to ride on one 
tomorrow." The other two were from Chicago. They were written in January 1920, 
after a snowstorm; the temperature was 5 degrees below 0 degrees F. On the other card 
he wrote that Chicago was the biggest town, and that he had seen Lake Michigan. He would 
be home "about last of the week." This one was addressed to Ernest at Davison, Paxon & 
Stokes in Atlanta.

Just before Ernest turned sixteen, tragedy struck his family. In an Atlanta City 
detective raid, Ernest's father, Claud, was shot and killed by a Negro fugitive on June 5, 
1920. At that time, there were no pensions for widows whose husbands were killed in 
the line of duty. Ollie and her children's world were temporarily shattered. In Ollie and 
Claud's chapters, this sad time is described in detail. Ernest, being the oldest child, went 
to work full-time as a floorwalker at Davison, Paxton, Stokes Department Store to 
support his family.^oi

2®® As told by Ernest Jameson to his children.
299 Ibid.
300 Ibid.
301 Sources: Fred, Forrest and Ernest Jameson.
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June 6, 1920
My dear Ernest,

Accept my most sincere sympathy for yourself, mother, and brothers in 
the tragic death of your father. He died as he had lived, faithful in the discharge 
of every duty. This is a splendid legacy to leave to you boys, and I trust that your 
father's mantle will fall on each of you.

Again assuring you of my sympathy. I am
Cordially yours,
Mamie L. Pitts^oz

In a "yellowed-with-age" packet, in a box of Ernest's keepsakes were: the letter above, a 
letter of sympathy from a co-worker at Davison's, a letter of resolutions from the 
I.O.O.F. of Empire Encampment No. 12 (Odd Fellows) on the death of Patriarch Claud 
Jameson: a picture of flowers on a grave; a red ribbon that had been sent by a Mr. 
Lanford to Ernest from the Grand Lodge I.O.O.F meeting in Macon, May 25-27, 1920 
(Had Claud attended this meeting?); two booklets from Barnes Lodge, No. 55 I.O.O.F. of 
the Constitution and By-Laws and Rules of Order (on the back of one was written "This 
certifies, that Brother Jameson was this evening admitted a Member of this Lodge. 
November 28, 1902); the three post cards sent to Ernest from Claud; and a leather 
holder which held two business cards. One card had on it: Peachtree Barber Shop, 49 
Peachtree Street, Atlanta, Georgia - Popular prices - Hot and cold baths 15 cents - 
Everything new and up to date. We will be pleased to have our friends call to see us. 
Your patronage and influence will be greatly appreciated by F.C. Pashall, C.J. Jameson - 
Atlanta phone 1552. The other was a membership card of the Ind. Order of Beavers -
C.J. Jameson. Last was a white ribbon from funeral flowers sent by Barnes Lodge No. 
55, Atlanta, Georgia.

In 1922 Ernest joined the Georgia National Guard in Atlanta, Georgia. Additional income 
from the guard enabled Ernest to give more money to his mother for their family's needs. 
Ernest achieved the rank of Sergeant and was in Company "H" of the 22nd Infantry. On 
maneuvers in late March or early April, a truck became immobile. The men were trying 
to push it to get it started; it rolled back, knocked Ernest to the ground, ran over his leg 
and broke it. For several weeks, he was hospitalized. On the back of a lovely pastoral 
watercolor painting that he had painted, Ernest wrote about the excruciating pain he was 
experiencing. He asked God to "let him live" and to lead him to "some good, sweet, 
modest, country girl."3°3 on another piece of art paper, Ernest had sketched with pen 
and ink the imaginary girl's portrait; the finished drawing was attached to the lid of his 
army trunk.^o^ When he returned to active duty, the National Guard sent Ernest to the 
Bakers & Cooks School at Fort Benning, Columbus, Georgia.

During that summer, he visited his Aunt Mae Jameson Miller in Doraville, Georgia near 
Norcross, Georgia. In years past when he had visited this aunt, he had attended church 
with her at Chamblee Baptist Church. That particular summer, Mae wanted to introduce 
her soldier-nephew to some nice young folks at her church. Prior to Ernest's week-end 
visit, Aunt Mae invited Fred Miller (her husband's nephew), his girlfriend. Tuck 
Harrison, and Tuck's cousin, Catherine Hyde, to go home with them for Sunday dinner. 
The entourage of young people happily accepted this invitation. During the meal, the

In Ernest's memoirs is a letter written to him from his former principal:

In Ernest Jameson's files. These are now in Frances J. Cadenhead's possesion. 
This painting is in the possession of Geraldine J. Spruill.
In Catherine's Blaci< Scrapbook. The beautiful girl even resembled Catherine.
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young soldier (Ernest) tried to impress Catherine. Openly flirting, he said to the 
sixteen year-old, dark-haired beauty, "Pass the sugar, please, sugar." This sent Tuck 
into gales of giggles and red-faced Catherine giggled, too. After dinner, the young folks 
walked down to the Chattahoochee River, which was not far from the Miller home.^os

In late October, Ernest wrote a letter to Catherine Hyde. In his letter, he asked if she 
would correspond with him. He assured her that he was not in the regular army but was 
in the Georgia National Guard. Misspelling her last name (Hide) did not offend Catherine. 
She responded; thus, a loving courtship was begun.

That Christmas, Ernest sent Catherine a "Christmas Greetings from the 1922 School of 
Bakers and Cooks at Fort Benning": To Miss Catherine Hyde from Mess Sergeant Claude 
E. Jameson, Co. "H,“ 122nd Inf., 31st Div., on Detached Service at Bakers & Cooks 
School, Ft. Benning, Ga. Inside was listed the Christmas dinner the cooks and bakers had 
prepared:

Oyster Stew
Roast Turkey Roast Pork Hams

Dressing Giblet Gravy
Cranberry Sauce Apple Sauce

Creamed Potatoes Candied Yams
New England Peas Corn Custard

Creamed Asparagus 
Bread Butter

Devils Food Cake Silver Layer Cake
Jelly Roll

Minced Pie Mock Cherry Pie Apple Pie
Sweet Pickles Cheese Olives

Waldorf Salad
Apples Bananas Oranges

Florida Grapes
Mixed Candies Assorted Nuts

Cigars And Cigarettes 
Coffee Cooca

Merry Christmas to all.

Following this was a list of the personnel in the School for Bakers and Cooks, Q.M.C.; in 
the extensive list was Ernest's name. Sergeant Claude E. Jamerson (sic).

In Ernest's "keepsakes" was a book in which he wrote down recipes, each serving a 100 
men. He always made fun of the cornmeai mush that the army cooks prepared; it was the 
dish that the Yankee soldiers liked. This Southern boy thought that cornmeai should only 
be used to make cornpones or combread. Here is the recipe for Corn Meal Mush:

9 lbs. of cornmeai
2 1/2 lbs. sugar (if not on table)
2 oz. salt
6 1/2 gallons of water.

Allow the water to come to a boil, add salt and sugar (if not on table). Add 
the corn meal. Meanwhile, whipping it will prevent it from burning. Cook for 
about 20 minutes, and then allow to stand about the same length of time where it

From Ernest Jameson's first letter to Catherine - in Catherine's Black scrapbook.
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will remain hot. Place in vegetable dishes, and serve hot with fresh or 
evaporated milk & sugar.

The next morning, the left-over mush was made into patties and fried in deep fat. 
(Ernest said this was fairly palatable.)

Some of the other recipes that he had in his Bakers and Cooks recipe book were: Bean 
Soup, Beef Soup, Beef a la Mode, Bread Dough, Bacon Fried, Bacon Omelet, Boiled Beef, 
Corned Beef, Beef Hash, Beef with green peppers, Beef Loaf, Beef Pot Pie, Any Kind of 
Meat Pot Pie, Beef Pot Roast, Cakes, Corn Cakes, Corn Chowder, Fruit Cake, Fish Cakes, 
Oatmeal Mush, Italian Macaroni I, Italian Macaroni II, Creamed Onions, Pie Crust, Pork 
Chops, American Fried Potatoes, French Fried Potatoes, Boiled Potatoes, Marinated 
Potatoes, Potato Chowder, Plum Pudding, Sauce for Plum Pudding, Steak and Gravy, 
Stewed Tomatoes, Vegetable Soup, Beef Cuts on Fore Quarters.

With this recipe book was another book, “Manual for Non-Commissioned Officers and 
Privates, Infantry, The Army of the United S t a t e s . B o t h  books are darkened from 
smoke. They were stored in Ernest's mother's home when it burned.

In the summer of 1923, Ernest's 122nd Company was sent to Camp Coney at St. Simons, 
Brunswick, Georgia. This was his first time to see the ocean. Being "somewhat of a 
dreamer," a geography and history buff, Ernest wanted to see the world. In later years 
he would say, "I would love to go to Alaska." All of his life, he longed to travel and would 
read all that he could about far-away places.

The date Ernest was discharged from the Georgia National Guard is not known by this 
writer but there are pictures of him with his little brother Fred at an Ostrich Farm in 
Jacksonville, Florida. Fred said that Ernest took him and his mother to Jacksonville, 
Florida after his discharge from the National Guard. The date on the picture is 1925.^07

Ernest heard that construction workers were being hired in Florida; this was during the 
big building boom. He went to Tampa, sometime between 1924 and 1925, and found 
employment with a company that was building the Gandy Bridge, which would link Tampa 
to St. Petersburg, Florida. Ernest found room and board with a Mrs. Harris at 3604 
Nebraska Avenue in Tampa. Later, Forrest went to Florida to work with Ernest.

Several pages in Catherine's Black Scrapbook are filled with cards, valentines, letters, 
floral receipts, candy box covers, and telegrams from her ardent pursuer, Ernest. He 
gave her a watch in 1923, and in 1924 he gave her a strand of pearls. The big gift was a 
diamond ring,308 which he gave to her in June 1925. The diamond, set in platinum, had 
a lovely blue cast to it and sparkled beautifully on Catherine's finger. This long 
courtship culminated into marriage on August 14, 1926 in Chamblee, Georgia at the 
bride's home. The young groom was 22 and his bride was 20 years old. Her Uncle 
Pickett Sheffield officiated at the marriage ceremony, which was attended by her close 
friends and relatives.^®®

The newly-weds left Atlanta aboard a Pullman train headed for Tampa, Florida where 
they "set up housekeeping." At first they lived in a small apartment of Mrs. Harris's but 
then they moved to a larger one at 912 1/2 Twenty-sixth Avenue. Catherine found

These books are in Frances J. Cadenhead's possession.
Fred Jameson said that this was after Ernest's discharge from the National Guard. 
Cathy Wills Biggerstaff inherited this beautiful ring from Catherine H. Jameson. 

309 In Catherine H. Jameson's Black Scrapbook.
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employment at the Peninsular Telephone Company in Tampa and Ernest continued to 
work on the construction of the Gandy Bridge. The months spent there were filled with 
love. Ernest tried to make his bride happy in Florida by taking her to concerts and 
special programs, which she wrote about to her friends in Atlanta.^io But Catherine was 
very homesick. One day when she came home from work, she found a poem written by 
her husband saying that they were going to move back to Atlanta. Ernest would show his 
love and tender concern for his wife throughout the years of their marriage. Providing 
well for her, he often unselfishly and lovingly gave her whatever she needed or wanted.

By January 1927, the couple had returned to Atlanta; Catherine got her old job back at 
the Southern Bell Telephone and Telegraph Company and Ernest went to work at the 
Merita Bakery at 503 Highland Avenue. They lived with his mother in Grant Park until 
Catherine became pregnant with their first child. Quitting work in her fifth month of 
pregnancy, Catherine and Ernest moved to Chamblee where she could be close to her 
mama and papa.

Little Florence Ernestine was born on November 8, 1927 in Chamblee, Georgia. The 
baby was named for her daddy and her mother, as well as for her maternal grandmother. 
Within a year, two and a half-pound Ollie Geraldine arrived on December 11, 1928 in 
Brookhaven, Georgia. She was named for her paternal grandmother. Both little girls had 
serious illnesses their first years of life. Ernest provided a nurse to assist Catherine 
with the little "preemie" Geraldine until the baby showed good signs of survival. Each 
night before he left for work at the bakery, Ernest would look at tiny Geraldine lying in 
her homemade incubator (warm bricks wrapped in cloths lined the baby's bed). Ernest 
would gently kiss the infant, thinking that he might not see her alive the next morning. 
But Baby Geraldine was a survivor and she did live!

Edgar Hyde, Ernest's father-in-law, hired Ernest to work for him at Irvindale Dairy in 
Chamblee to run the milk room where the milk was bottled and capped. Ernest and 
Catherine moved into the house on the dairy property with their two little girls. No 
longer would Ernest have to work at night and sleep in the day. Now the little ones did 
not have to hear, "Sh-h-h, be quiet! Daddy is sleeping!" It was in this house on 
Peachtree Road that Bertha Frances (this writer) was born on October 10, 1930.

When Ed sold Irvindale Dairy in 1932 and went into business with James J. Harvey at 
Rosemary Creamery, Inc., at 60-62 Baltimore Place in Atlanta, Georgia, he hired his 
son-in-law to work for him in the new business. Having witnessed Ernest's hard work 
at the dairy, Ed knew that he could count on Ernest to help him make the creamery a 
successful business. Ernest was given the title of Superintendent of the plant; a small 
new house was furnished for his family to live in on Stone Mountain Road, near Ed and 
Florence's home. Again, the young son-in-law proved to Ed that he was dependable, 
responsible, trustworthy, and ingenious when it came to repairing equipment and in 
dealing with problems at the plant. The men who worked under Ernest respected him and 
worked hard for him; they knew that he would labor beside them. Making processed 
butter is described in Ed Hyde's chapter in this book. (This writer remembers her 
father wearing his white uniform with the red logo on his shirt pocket. Superintendent - 
Rosemary Creamery, Inc. On his head was a round white cap. He was always busy 
working at the plant - he often whistled while he worked.)

After Ramath Hyde's death, Nancy Sue, her daughter, found letters written by 
Catherine to Ramath during this period of time. She sent them to F.J.C.
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It was on March 10, 1933 that Ernest and Catherine were blessed with a baby boy, 
Ronald Edgar. With each pregnancy, Catherine had a difficult time and this fourth one 
almost took her life. The doctors advised the young couple to have no more children. 
Ernest loved all of his children but he was especially proud to have a son. As the years 
went by, Ernest taught his son many things. Ronald followed behind his dad and tried to 
do whatever he saw his father doing, just as Ernest had done with his own dear papa.

Working in his yards was one of Ernest's hobbies. Bringing cuttings and plants from his 
mother's and his Aunt Mae's gardens, he soon added his special touch to his and 
Catherine's property on Stone Mountain Road. His constant helper was little Geraldine. 
She seemed to inherit the love for gardening from her parents and grandparents. In 
other chapters, some of the beauty spots that Emest created are described. During warm 
weather Ernest, and often Catherine, would work in the yards. A triangular flowerbed 
near the front walk was filled with pansies each spring. Ernest planted these because 
Catherine loved their little ‘smiling faces.” Building (colorfully painted) blue bird 
boxes, Ernest placed them on trees throughout the yard, where Blue birds promptly 
built their nests. (The writer still has two of these boxes.) Down near the driveway 
entrance, Ernest planted an Armstrong Rose Garden. The blooms from this lovely garden 
filled the vases in their home. Catherine had a unique, clear glass, bubble bowl. She 
would place a bud (its stem was attached to a small rock with a rubber band) into the 
water of the bowl which had a lid with a tract that sealed when the bowl was carefully 
turned upright. The weight of the rock, pulled the beautiful flower to the bottom of the 
bowl; covered with water, delicate bubbles formed on its petals. What a lovely sight was 
this water art display! Ernest successfully transplanted wild crabapple trees in his 
yard; in the spring their glorious fragrance perfumed the area. A variety of iris 
(Ernest called these flags) and jonquils were planted in the yard and in the woods across 
the creek. He planted cannas, daylilies, running roses, a butterfly bush, snow ball 
bushes, fruit trees, white pines, Chinese Chestnut trees, elephant ears and banana 
plants. The last two mentioned plants had to be dug up at the end of the summer and put 
in pots that were stored in the daylight basement until spring came once more. After the 
yard was landscaped by his Uncle Newt Miller, Ernest planted water oaks on the right- 
of-way in front of his home, which through the years grew into big sheltering trees. 
When the county widened the road, these trees were taken down. Ernest had a vegetable 
garden every year. Sometimes it would be in the corner lot across the creek and 
sometimes it would be near the house in the side yard. Catherine always helped him with 
his vegetable garden. In her older years, she took pride in planting and working with 
flowers. (Cuttings from many of these plants now grow in this writer's yard. When she 
sees one of her father's plants blooming, she thinks, "Daddy is speaking to me today 
through his flowers!")

Ernest strung lights in a wide area of the backyard so that his children could see to play 
outside at night. He made seesaws, a sandbox, and hung swings on a strong board attached 
between two hickory trees. After he and Catherine remodeled their house, he even put 
swings in the day-light basement for his children. One spring he made stilts for his 
youngsters. Patiently, he taught them how to walk on the awkward, tall sticks. Clearing 
an area in the woods, he made a croquet field, a horse-shoe pit, and a basketball court - a 
virtual playground for his children. A pet dog was always running and barking with the 
children as they played.

On most weekends, Ernest found time to be with his children. In the early spring, he 
made and flew kites with them. In the summer, he picked berries and plums with them 
or helped them to dam up the creek. On many Sunday summer afternoons, he took them 
to Pine Lake to swim or he drove the family out to Grant Park to visit with their "Mama 
Jameson." Sometimes they would go by the zoo to view the animals. Upon leaving his
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mother's home, Ernest often drove by the bakery where he once worked on Highland 
Avenue. Slowing down, sometimes stopping, so that they could view the bakers through 
the plate glass windows of the work room as they rolled out the dough, Ernest would open 
his car window to let the delicious aroma of freshly baked bread fill his family's 
nostrils. (This writer can almost smell it now.) It was always fun to go up into the 
country to visit his Aunt Mae and Uncle Newt Miller. In the fall, the family occasionally 
went to Stone Mountain to climb the mountain. Afterwards, they would roast wieners at 
the base of the mountain before going home. Near Christmas, Ernest would take his 
children to the woods to cut their Christmas tree. What fun they had as they searched for 
"just the right tree." When snow fell, he built a sled for them to ride on. What a 
wonderful father he was!

Vacation time was always fun! In 1935, a car was rented and the family, along with 
Fred, took a trip to Tampa, Florida to see Forrest and Mattie Lou. This was the first time 
for the children to go to Clearwater Beach, which at that time was a wide, beautiful 
expanse of sand, shells and water, with only a few cottages that dotted the shoreline. It 
was not until 1937 that Ernest bought his first car. After the purchase of the 1936 
Chevrolet, the family went almost every year to Tampa and Clearwater Beach. One 
special vacation was in the summer of 1937. It truly was a family vacation. Ernest and 
Ewell's families, Ollie and Fred, plus, Catherine's little sister Helen went to Tampa to 
visit Forrest and Mattie Lou. This family group rented the top floor of a small hotel on 
Clearwater Beach. What fun they had as they frolicked on the seashore. On the drive 
back to Georgia, they drove into the night. There were no fencing laws in northern 
Florida or South Georgia; the cattle roamed freely. In the dark, it was hard to see the 
roving animals. A cow strayed into Ernest's lane and he hit it, killing the poor beast. 
The bumper, fender and headlights of the car were bent but the car could be driven. The 
families stopped to see if they could locate the owner of the cow. They were in the 
vicinity of the Suwanee River. Seeing what they called "a road house tourist court," the 
families decided to rent rooms and spend the night. They asked the innkeeper if he knew 
who owned the cow. His answer was negative. The night proved to be short, due to the 
noise coming from the bar and lounge near the tourist court and from the bed bugs that 
began to bite all of the relatives' hot, tired frames - the beds were infested with these 
pesky creatures. Getting up, the disgusted families dressed, loaded their cars and left, 
abandoning the search for the dead cow's owner. In later years, whenever Ernest 
traveled through that area, he would remark, "I wish I knew who was the owner of that 
cow." To salve his conscience, he would then utter, "It should have been behind a fence!"

The trips on vacations were long but the drive was made tolerable for the youngsters by 
playing "cow poker." Ernest would "team up" with two of the children and Catherine 
would help the other two. One team would look on the left side of the road and the other 
team would look on the right side of the road for cows. Each cow was worth one point. 
Fifteen additional points were given for a gray mule or a lone "standing" chimney. But if 
they passed a cemetery, all of their cows (and points) would "be buried." However, if 
the other team did not see the cemetery on their opponent's side of the road, the cows did 
not have to be buried. If they passed a graveyard that the other team had not spotted on 
the opposing side of the road, their opponent's, letting a second or two to pass, would 
laugh with glee as they shouted, "We just passed a cemetery and y'all didn't see it!" At 
the end of the game, the team with the most points was the winner. Another diversion on 
the drive to Florida was to watch for the Burma Shave signs. These small wooden signs 
attached to posts on the shoulder of the road were in a line, spaced at intervals. A rhyme 
about Burma Shave was printed on them - each sign bearing one part of the jingle. They 
were easily spotted in the distance. Someone in the car would see the up-coming signs 
and would shout, "Here comes Burma Shave!" All eyes would be pealed to read the signs.
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As they passed each one, they would read in unison: "Don't lose your head / To gain a 
minute / You need your head / Your brains are in it." / Burma Shave. Another rhyme: 
"Birds take heed / These signs cost money. / Rest a while / But don't get funny." / Burma 
Shave. And “Within the veil of / toil and sin, / Your head grows bald, / But not your 
chin." / Burma Shave. Alan Dell created these signs in the 1930s and 1940s to 
advertise the "mugless," "brushless," Burma Shave (shaving) Cream. At various times 
when the family traveled to Tampa, they stopped at Silver Springs and rode in the glass- 
bottomed boats to view the beautiful fish and water plants in the depths of the clear lake. 
Rainbow Springs was also a lovely lake resort to stop by for an hour or two. Stopping at 
the Singing Tower (Bok Tower) was a marvelous experience. The family walked in the 
tranquil gardens while they listened to the carillon bells peal out familiar hymns. Other 
towns they stopped in for rest stops were Dunellen and Ocala.

Ernest and Catherine's friends, the Morris family, had a rustic cabin at Lake Winfield 
Scott in the North Georgia Mountains, near Blairsville, Georgia. Several summers, the 
Jamesons were invited to use the cabin. What fun they had as they swam in the lake, 
rowed all over the lake in a canoe, hiked the mountain trails, picked huge blackberries 
and went to church at the small Suches Baptist Church. They climbed Blood Mountain and 
Black Mountain. Reaching the top of Brass Town Bald, the highest mountain in Georgia, 
was really hard on Ernest's car. The dirt road up the mountain was a winding, steep, 
narrow one. The car overheated and the family had to pull over on the side of the road for 
it to cool off. Putting water in the radiator, it soon cooled and Ernest "scratched" off, 
hurtling red dust and small stones behind him. Seeing the mountain top view of the land 
below was spectacular. Going down the hairpin curved road, the car was on the outer 
edge of the mountain and there were no guardrails. It was a "hair raising" experience! 
Seeing how far down it was to the bottom of the mountain, Catherine and the children 
squealed with fright as Ernest carefully whipped around the sharp curves. The odor of 
burning rubber swept through the open windows of the automobile, reminding the 
occupants that Ernest was constantly "riding" the brakes. How relieved the family was 
when they reached the bottom of the mountain. Trout fishing with Ronald in the cold 
mountain streams was one thing that Ernest truly enjoyed. He loved to fish and teaching 
Ronald to fish was a joy! Brim were caught from the lake. Since Ernest always cleaned 
and prepared his "catch" before taking them/it into the kitchen; Ronald was taught this 
skill, too. Catherine would cook the fresh fish for supper that night. One night Ernest 
went "frog-gigging" with some local men; they bagged some sizable frogs. The next 
morning, the children awakened to the delicious smell of frying meat being cooked on the 
wood-burning range. With sleep-filled eyes, they staggered to the table. Trying to wake 
up, they yawned and muttered, "What are you cooking. Mother?" Catherine looked at 
Ernest and they grinned. Quickly, Ernest interjected, "Fried Chicken!" The meat was 
brought to the table with gravy and biscuits. The youngsters looked at the small 
drumsticks and wondered what kind of tiny chickens grew in these mountains. Biting 
into the sweet meat, they found it to be very tasty. It was only after the "tousled-hair 
crew" finished eating breakfast that Ernest told them that they had eaten frog legs! Ugh! 
Other vacations were spent in the mountains of North Carolina and Virginia. One year 
Ernest mapped out the battlefields where his Grandpa Gantt fought in the Civil War. All 
of these sites were visited that summer, including Appomattox, Virginia. Ernest and his 
family stood in the same spot as his Grandpa had stood long ago when Robert E. Lee 
surrendered to the North. This was an awesome experience for Ernest. (This writer 
was too young to absorb the history of the area; it did not have the impact that it might 
have, if she had been a little older. She just enjoyed climbing on the cannons or running 
across the open battlefields with Ronald.) The last family vacation, before the Jameson 
young folks all married off, was the one at St. Simons Island in 1948. This is described 
in another chapter of this book.
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In 1938, Ernest and Catherine bought additional property, giving them 2.533 acres of 
land at 2294 Old Stone Mountain Road in Chamblee, Georgia. More room was needed for 
their growing family so they remodeled the house and landscaped the grounds. Other 
chapters tell about this period of time. Through the years, Ernest periodically improved 
or made changes to this land and to the house.

Ernest was civic minded and ran several times for the Chamblee City Council. He served 
under Mayor Count Kellam (1930s and 1940s) and Mayor Woody Malone (1940s and 
1950s). In 1954, when Chamblee's population was 500, Ernest served with C.P. 
Warnock, T.F. Dyer, Sr., B.T. Pierce, and G.D. Britt on the city council with Mayor 
Woody Malone.^ii He took pride in helping to make Chamblee a better city. The zoning 
laws and the kinds of businesses and housing that were built in Chamblee concerned him. 
He opposed the sale of alcoholic beverages in the city. He cared about the citizens' safety 
• especially at the railroad crossings. One project he worked on for many years was 
getting a railroad underpass on Old Stone Mountain Road, near Peachtree Road. Ernest 
worked for good maintenance of roads in Chamblee, good garbage service, and fair city 
taxes. During World War II, he served his town as an air raid warden. He took the Red 
Cross First Aid Course and was prepared to act in case of an emergency. Since Chamblee 
was a military town, the city officials took precautions in case the town came under 
attack by the enemy. In his later years, Ernest worked at the City and County polls 
during election times. He served as Poll Keeper in his city district during the 1950s 
and 1960s. Once called a “city slicker" because he grew up in Atlanta, this man served 
the little country town of Chamblee well for many years.

After Catherine and Ernest married, he moved his church letter from Grant Park Baptist 
Church to Chamblee Baptist Church. In the middle 1930s, Ernest began to take an active 
part in the church. He had visited this church through the years with his Jameson 
grandparents and his Aunt Mae. Beloved relatives, including his papa, were buried in its 
cemetery.

Ernest's distant cousin, Justinian Evins, had been one of the founders of the church when 
it was Corinth Baptist Church, located near Roswell Junction, Georgia, in the year 
1875. Justinian served as church clerk for forty years and provided the first written 
records of Corinth Baptist Church.^''^ In this capacity, he served from 1889 to 1925; 
his sister, Anna J. Evins (Maddox) served as church clerk from 1925 to 1938 and as 
church treasurer from 1928 to 1938.^'*^ The early members first met in homes; some 
of these were former members of Nancy Creek Primitive Baptist Church, who had left 
this church because they wanted to support missions, have Sunday School, instrumental 
music in their services, and educated ministers. By 1881, the members had built a 
"meeting house." Its site was where today's (2004) U.S. Envelope Company on New 
Peachtree Road in Chamblee, Georgia is located.^"*  ̂ Just a few years later in 1885, the 
members bought land for a cemetery in what had been Roswell Junction. It was now 
called Chamblee, Georgia. They started making plans to build a new church on the new 
property. After completion, this church was dedicated in December of 1891.315 ŷ gs a 
simple one room wooden building with two front doors - one was for the women to enter 
and the other was the men's entrance.^1®

311 A Century in North DeKalb. op. cit., p. 100.
312 A Cgnt. in N. DeKalb, op. cit., p. 4.
313 A Cent, in N. DeKalb. op. cit., pp. 193-194.
314 A Cent, in N, Deka |b, op. cit., p. 12
315 A Cent, in N. DeKalb. op. cit., p. 18.
316 Ibid.
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Ernest's grandmother was ten years younger than her first cousin, Justinian. When she 
married O. Landrum Jameson in 1874, they bought a farm in North Fulton County (near 
present day Sandy Springs) and were members of (Old Corinth Baptist Church) 
Chamblee Baptist Church. (When this writer was a child, families bought new pews for 
the church; her Aunt Mae and her father bought one in memory of Landrum and Almeda 
Johnston Jameson - it was the second front pew on the right side of the church. A brass 
plaque with their names inscribed on it was on the end of the pew.)

Roswell Junction's (un-incorporated) post office name was changed to Chamblee in 
1881 and the town was incorporated on August 17, igOS.^"*^ Now Corinth Baptist 
Church was in Chamblee, Georgia.

During World War I, the church was on government property. Camp Gordon. Members 
had to have passes to go to church on a military base. In 1918, they had to build wings 
on each side of the church to accommodate the people. At that time, a front porch with 
four, round columns was added and the entrance was changed to a central one with stain- 
glassed doors. Across the front of the building just above the columns was painted in big 
black letters, "Chamblee Baptist Church." (Through the years, the base of the columns 
served as a convenient place for a few men - Ernest and the Rev. Joe Frank Barton being 
among them - to park their half-smoked cigars when they entered the doors of the 
church. After the service they were reclaimed by their owners.) Inside, the floor was 
sloped and a baptistery was built under the pulpit. Frank Harrison (this writer's great 
uncle) supervised the c o n s t r u c t i o n . ^ i s  |t was not until January 1920 that the Corinth 
Baptist Church changed its name to Chamblee Baptist Church.^^®

This church touched many lives of the Jameson, Hyde, and Sheffield relatives. Around 
1935, Ernest and Catherine began actively attending. They found that the words on the 
front of the bulletin, "Where Visitors Never Leave Strangers,” were true. This couple 
took leadership roles in Sunday school, Training Union and the mission programs. 
Ernest was ordained as a deacon on September 11, 1939.^20 hq helped with the building 
of the Sunday school rooms that were added to the back of the church. The Young People's 
Sunday school class, which Ernest taught, had the largest upstairs room and it was filled 
to capacity every Sunday. Many of these young couples courted and married while they 
were in his class. Ernest planned a lot of social activity for this group. When World 
War II started, many of the young men joined the armed forces. There was an influx of 
military personnel to the church; new friends were made. Rarely did a Sunday go by that 
the Jamesons did not have a service person in their home for "Sunday Dinner." Ernest 
and Catherine were loved by all of the young people.

These two leaders reorganized the B.Y.P.U., which had not met for several years. The 
name was changed to B.T.U. During the war years, 1940-1945, Ernest was the 
Director of the Baptist Training Union.^^i Every Sunday, a service person who was a 
member of the church was recognized; his name and military address appeared in the 
church bulletin. As a part of the B.T.U. assembly, news of that person was shared, a 
prayer was raised for him/her and the congregation was urged to write to him/her. 
Ernest started this program, but it was Catherine who wrote letters every week to the 
service people. Her letters went all over the world; she and Ernest received letters

A Cent, in N. DeKalb. op. cit., p. 33.
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320 In Catherine H. Jameson's Tan Scrapbook.
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from 75 or more military church members. Some were read at B.T.U. on Sunday nights. 
A service flag with their names embroidered on it hung on the sanctuary wall. Many of 
these were their former R.A.'s or Young People's Sunday school class members. Some of 
the military personnel in Chamblee's midst regularly attended the church. Catherine 
also wrote to these young folks when they were transferred to other bases in the world. 
Ernest served as the Lawrenceville Associational B.T.U. Chairman from 1941-1943.322 
At the Associational monthly meetings, Chamblee Baptist Church usually won the 
attendance banner. When the roll was called, "Sugar Hill, Hog Mountain, Duluth, Dacula, 
Chamblee, etc.," a large group from Chamblee would stand.

After Catherine organized the Sunbeams, she and Ernest realized that the young boys in 
the church needed a Royal Ambassador Mission group; so they organized this. These 
young lads met every week in Ernest and Catherine's home. Their meeting place was in 
the big room down in the daylight basement. Sometimes before the meeting, the 
youngsters would play in the well-lit backyard "One, Two, Three, Buck" or “Kick the 
Can." Some of the boys would stay after the meeting to listen to "Gang Busters’ on the 
radio with the Jamesons. All would quietly huddle together on the living-room floor as 
they listened to this suspenseful program. One night, the news on the radio reported that 
Forrest Turner, a criminal, had broken out of jail again and was known to be in the area. 
Turner was in jail for theft, but he had become known as a con-artist because of his 
ability to break out of prison. When Forrest Turner was a little boy, he had lived in the 
Grant Park area and had been friends with Forrest, Ernest's brother. When Catherine 
heard this radio news, she told the R.A. boys who had arrived for the meeting to go 
directly to the basement and not to play out in the yard. In Catherine's chapter, this 
author wrote about the tramps routinely coming to her house for food. That night, before 
she went down the steps to the basement, there was a knock at the door. Opening the 
door, she saw a man who had his hat pulled down over his face. He asked her if she would 
give him something to eat. Telling him to wait out on the porch, she latched the screen 
door, left the other door ajar, and went to prepare a sack lunch for him. The phone rang. 
One of her children answered it and, after taking the message, came running in to tell 
her mother, "Daddy's going to be late. He says for you to go ahead and start the meeting. 
He'll be here as soon as he can get here!" Catherine knew that the man had heard these 
words. Hurriedly, she packed a substantial meal for the man and, unlatching the screen, 
she handed it to him. He tipped his hat, as he said, "Thank you, ma'am." Although his 
face was briefly uncovered before he jammed the hat back down over it, Catherine had a 
quick glimpse of it. The man turned and went off the porch, into the night. Feeling 
uneasy, she locked the door and called to her children to go down in the basement with the 
R.A.s. When they got down there, she locked the outside basement door. Soon Ernest 
arrived. They had their meeting and the boys all left for their homes. Picking up the 
Atlanta Journal, the evening newspaper, Catherine glanced at the front page. A picture of 
Forrest Turner was there. Her heart lurched. The man, who had come to her door 
earlier in the evening, bore a strong resemblance to this picture. Forrest Turner was 
caught a few days later; he had "ridden the rails" to a distant city before he was 
apprehended by the law. She would never really know if the tramp she fed was this 
criminal, but she strongly suspected so. Little did he know, if he were Forrest Turner, 
that the woman who fed him was Forrest Jameson's sister-in-law.

The Jameson children were also active in church - in Sunday school, B.T.U., the mission 
programs, and the music program. Ernestine and Frances (this writer) were pianists 
for the worship services from 1941 until 1947. Ernestine again was the choir director

322 A Cent, in N. DeKalb. op. cit., p. 84.
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and the pianist from 1948-1949.323 Geraldine was a soprano soloist in the choir when 
she was in high school. At this time, the bulletin's heading bore: "At the First Note of the 
Piano, Let Silence Prevail." Ronald often went with his dad to repair something at the 
church, to help clean the cemetery, or to fill the baptistery pool with water for the 
baptismal service. Occasionally, they would clean the church, but John Henry Jett, 
Mattie's (the Jameson maid) common-law husband, was hired for a period of time to 
clean it. John Henry was a real worker but he was terribly superstitious. Once after a 
funeral, he was cleaning. The funeral home had left the stand that held the casket. 
Removing it from the sanctuary to a hallway in the back, John Henry's hand accidentally 
touched a button that activated the stand to expand. With fright, he put it down and raced 
by foot to Ernest's house to proclaim, "Mr. Jameson, a spook's in de church!" He refused 
to go back into the church without Ernest.

Whenever there was a baptismal service, a section of the pulpit floor was removed (it 
was portable) from the top of the pool. Steps led down into the small square pool. The 
pool was filled with water and the candidates for baptism were immersed in the water by 
the preacher. All who entered the pool were dressed in white. After being baptized, they 
would leave the pool and go to a back room to dry off and get dressed. Coming back to the 
sanctuary, they stood at the front of the auditorium where members could come and 
shake their hands to welcome them into the "full Christian fellowship of the church. 
(All of this writer's siblings and she were baptized in this pool.)

As the Jameson children became adults, they married and moved away, leaving this 
church. It had served them well; the training they received there prepared them to 
become active leaders in their new home churches. Catherine and Ernest continued to be 
faithful members and served on countless committees and regularly tithed their income. 
In 1950, the church changed its name to "the First Baptist Church of Chamblee."324 
new educational building was built in 1956, with plans to eventually build a new 
sanctuary. In 1959, the congregation moved to a temporary sanctuary in the new 
educational building. Unoccupied was the little white framed church where people had 
worshipped for 68 years.325 For a while it was used for Sunday school classes. There 
was talk of remodeling it for a chapel but the expense was too great; eventually, the 
building was razed. Ernest was appointed Chairman of the Board of Trustees in 1960.^26 
He and Catherine served as extension workers, visiting the shut-ins and taking them 
materials from the church. For many years, Ernest was an active deacon. A marked 
increase of membership caused another building program to take place. (Aunt) Mae 
Miller, oldest member of the church, with a shovel in her hand, "broke the ground" at 
the ceremony for a new church building. It was built and dedicated in 1972.^27 gy 
time, Ernest and Catherine's health had broken and they were no longer able to attend 
services. Connie Wright Gunter had become their extension worker and lovingly visited 
them every week. Long ago, she and Robert were one of the courting couples in Ernest's 
Young People's Sunday school class. She brought much cheer and love into their lives 
during these ailing years.

Today, the First Baptist Church no longer exists. Because of the changing population in 
Chamblee and the loss of families who could help meet the church's financial needs, a 
majority of the membership voted to merge with John's Creek Baptist Church in
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Alpharetta, G e o r g i a . 3 2 8  This decision met strong resistance from some of the old 
members, including Connie and Robert Gunter.

Returning to Ernest’s working years - although Ernest's work load at the creamery was 
heavy and his hours were long, his attitude was positive. In his lighter moments, he 
would tease and tell jokes to his employees. When suppliers or callers came to the plant, 
he always had a new joke to share with them. "A good laugh goes a long way," he would 
say. Often, he would lend money to some of his workers when they needed it. They 
faithfully paid it back. Otis (Monkey) Jett, after squandering his Friday pay check on 
liquor and carousing, would knock on Ernest's door on Saturday morning, saying, "Mista 
Jameson, wou'ja len' me sum mon'y?" After a stern lecture, Ernest would lend him 
money because he knew that Otis had a family who needed food.

Under a board in the floor of his small office, Ernest hid a tobacco can. In this can, he 
saved quarters and half dollars to buy something special for his family. The Christmas 
that all four children received bicycles, the money came from that little can. Ernest had 
such a kind, loving heart and was such a giver.

After a long days work, Ernest would turn on the radio or put records on the record 
player, sit down in his comfortable chair, take off his shoes and socks, light either his 
pipe or cigar, pick up the evening newspaper and read. Many times, after reading the 
Atlanta Journal, he would go up to his office to work on Lodge business. Other times he 
would just sit and listen to the music. He loved all types of music. By the time he was 
ready to go to bed, he would drop off to sleep immediately. Then he would make his own 
music. Ernest sn<?red_yeryjQud[y!

After his father-in-law's death, Ernest shouldered a lot of responsibility at the plant. It 
was he who produced the product that provided several family members with more than 
adequate salaries. Mr. Harvey moved his office to the plant so that he could supervise 
more closely the sales and financial side of the business. In 1940 and 1941, Ernest 
supervised the building of a receiving plant in North Wilkesboro, North Carolina and at 
Fort Payne, Alabama. According to the North Wilkesboro Hustler, on the front page of 
the May 28, 1941 issue; "C.E. Jameson, the production manager, came to N. Wilkesboro, 
... to erect a plant that would meet all requirements of the U.S. and N.C. Pure Food Laws ... 
where butter will be melted, filtered, pasteurized and then sealed tight in 55 gallon steel 
drums for shipment to ... the Rosemary Creamery, Inc. headquarters in Atlanta, Ga. ... 
where they manufacture ... processed butter with sales over a million pounds a year. ... 
They are also erecting a plant at Fort Payne, Ala."329 The next years were busy ones. 
Government inspection of butter became more rigid. Upon Mr. Harvey's death, Ben and 
Ernest "had to run the show" alone. The processed butter business was attracting 
visitors from far away places. Robert Rosinki, 16 rue Ste lasauri, Paris, France, came 
the summer of 1948 to observe this operation. He wrote Ernest for more detailed 
information in February 1949.^30 Then Ernest's health failed!

When Ernest had a heart attack, his doctor told him that he could not do strenuous work 
for at least six months to a year. The plant simply could not operate without Ernest. Ben 
was unable to take over, so Rosemary Creamery, Inc. had to be liquidated in the fall of

^28 This is covered in the chapter, Seasons On Peachtree.
329 From the North Wilkesboro Hustler. May 28, 1941, front page article - Mav 28th 

Opening Day For Butter Plant Here - The Rosemary Creamerv. Inc. Butter Melting 
and Refining Plant.

330 Letter in Ernest Jameson's Files - now held by Frances J. Cadenhead.
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1949.331 pq|. seventeen years, Ernest had served well in his job. He had risen to Vice 
President - in charge of operations. If Ed had lived to see his business thrive, he would 
have known that his choice of Ernest as superintendent of operations was a wise one.

Within six months, Ernest had accepted a job as an Underwriter for American National 
Insurance Company, Galveston, Texas in their Atlanta Division. He sold and collected 
insurance for this company for nineteen years. In 1964, he was honored as Atlanta's 
American National Insurance Company Under-writer for the y e a r . 3 3 2  As his health 
failed, Catherine helped him prepare his weekly debit report. In July 1969, Ernest 
retired at the age of 65; he was honored with a gift and a special luncheon, which was 
attended by his co-workers and the officials of the c o m p a n y E r n e s t  had a business 
card printed to give to his friends. In the center of it, in big black letters was 
“RETIRED." In the corners of the card were written "No Address," “No Phone," "No 
Business," "No Money." What a good sense of humor he had!

One of the guiding forces in Ernest's life was his beloved Masonry. Having had many 
Masons in his family line, it was his desire to be one also. Ernest became a Master 
Mason in the Chamblee Lodge # 444 in 1937. He became its secretary in 1944 and 
remained in this office until 1971. A poem in Catherine's Tan Scrapbook under one of 
Ernest's photos stated:

What Is Masonrv?
In the home it is kindness. In the business it is honesty. In society it is 
courtesy. In work it is fairness. Toward the unfortunate it is pity. Toward the 
wicked it is resistance. Toward the weak it is to help. Toward the strong it is to 
trust. Toward the penitent it is forgiveness. Toward the fortunate it is 
congratulation. Toward God it is reverence and love. - Selected

This truly expressed what Masonry was to Ernest. Through the years he faithfully 
served his Lodge. Most every Thursday night he was at the Lodge Hall. For hours on end, 
especially late at night, he would work upstairs in his office keeping records and 
“plinking" out correspondence on his trusty Underwood Typewriter to his Lodge brothers 
all over the country. Ernest was head cook at the annual fish fries that the Masons 
sponsored. Going on the deep sea fishing trips with Lodge members was always a special 
highlight of the year for him. He delighted in preparing and delivering the annual 
Christmas baskets that the Masons gave to the widows of members who had passed away.

When Ernest received the award designating him as a Knight of the York Cross of Honor 
in 1958, the North DeKalb Record reported that "This honorary degree, highest in the 
York Rite of Freemasonry, is conferred only on those who have held the highest office in 
each of the four bodies of the rite. Mr. Jameson becomes the 6,970th person to have 
received this award in the past 29 years in North America, although there are four 
million members of the fraternity. ... "334

331 From letters in Catherine and Ernest Jameson's personal files, now held by Frances 
J. Cadenhead.

In Ernest Jameson's files.
333 Photo in an album of Ernest and Catherine Jameson's.
334 In Ernest Jameson's Masonic Keepsakes. The article from the North DeKalb Record had

been clipped and attached to the award certificate.
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Attending the Grand Lodge of Georgia meeting in Macon every year was a must. His last 
one to attend was the 184 Annual Communication Grand Lodge of Georgia F.&A.M., Burton 
A. Greer, Sr., Grand Master, October 27-28, 1970.^35

In May of 1967 Ernest's Chamblee Lodge #444 F.&A.M. honored him as their faithful 
secretary, giving him a cash award at a special open meeting.^^^

That same year, 1967, Ernest was honored at the Fifth District York Rite Festival in the 
fall. A class had been named for him - "The Claude E. Jameson Class." This print-out 
was given to the attendees: Personal - Claude Ernest Jameson was born in Atlanta, Ga. on 
July 18, 1904. He attended W.F. Slaton School and took business courses from the old 
Central Night School. His parents were the late Claud J. Jameson and Ollie May Jameson. 
In 1926 he married the former Catherine F. Hyde, and raised a family of four children - 
Ronald, who died in 1966, and three daughters - Ernestine, Geraldine and Frances. They 
have twelve grandchildren. Companion and Mrs. Jameson moved to Chamblee in 1927, 
where they have lived ever since. For 17 years he was Superintendent and Vice- 
President of the former Rosemary Creamery, Inc.; for the last 17 years he has been 
with the American National Insurance Company.
Masonic Career: Raised in Chamblee Lodge #444 F.&A.M. in 1937; served as Worshipful 
Master in 1943; Secretary since 1944. Exalted in Roswell Chapter #74 Royal Arch 
Masons; served as High Priest in 1943 and 1944. Charter High Priest of Chamblee 
Chapter #35 R.A.M. in 1946, and Secretary ever since. Greeted in Roswell Council 
#48 Royal and Select Masters; served as Illustrious Master in 1943 and 1944. Charter 
Illustrious Master of Chamblee Council #5 in 1947 and Recorder ever since. Charter 
member of DeKalb Commandery #38 Knights Templar and Commander in 1958. 
Treasurer ever since. Elected Knight York Cross of Honor (K.Y.C.H.) in 1958. Member 
of Chamblee Chapter #362 Order of Eastern Star, and on the Advisory Board for 
Chamblee DeMolay Chapter. Appointed a Member of the Masonic Trial Commission when 
inaugurated in 1954, and still active in it. Was President of the Georgia Masonic 
Secretaries Association in 1958. Served as High Priest of the Fifth District Royal Arch 
Convention in 1963, and Illustrious Master of the Fifth District Council Convention in 
1955. In 1956 Companion Jameson was elected first President of these Festivals, and to 
the original guidance in the three years he occupied this office, much of the success of 
these Festivals must be attributed. Through Spring of 1967, we have held 19 Festivals 
in 12 years, during which time no less that 2219 Candidates have received their Royal 
Arch and Council Degrees, and the Orders of Christian Knighthood. Personal: One of the 
finest Christian gentlemen and devoted Freemasons that Atlanta has produced. Companion 
Jameson has the affection of all those who have been privileged to know him. He is a man 
truly devoted to his God and his church, his home, and his family, and the growth and 
progress of his community. He has seen more than his share of difficulties, ill health, 
and sorrow, yet never have we known him to be anything other than cheerful and 
counting his remaining blessings. It was truly said of him that "he may wear out, but he 
will not rust out." Companion and Sir Knight Jameson, the Festival is proud to be able to 
name this Class after you. May long life come to you and Mrs. Jameson.

Earlier, Ernest had the privilege of helping to form the DeMolay Chapter in Chamblee. 
His own son Ronald was in the charter group. Ronald later went into Masonry with his 
father coaching him to become a Master Mason of the Chamblee Lodge #444 F.&A.M. 
Ernest's grandson, Sam Spruill, was also a DeMolay member. Years before this, Ernest 
had helped to organize an Eastern Star Chapter in the Chamblee Lodge. His wife and three

From a packet on his Masonic life in Ernest Jameson's keepsakes; now held by F.J.C. 
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daughters were charter members of this organization. Geraldine was the only one that 
actively participated in this Order. Ernestine and Frances lived in distant towns and, 
after several years, asked that their names be dropped from the Order.

Ernest was also a Shriner. On the certificate in Ernest's files, the Imperial Council of 
the Ancient Arabic Order Nobles of the Mystic Shrine for North America announced that 
Claude E. Jameson was a worthy Noble. On the document that bears a seal, words state: 
Admitted and Constituted a NOBLE of the MYSTIC SHRINE in YAARAB temple of Atlanta, 
Ga., on the 26th day of May 1943. Ernest was active in this group all of his life. He took 
pride in the charitable things, especially the medical services, that this organization did 
for others. At Ernest's death, his grandson, Michael Cadenhead, inherited his 
grandfather's sword and scabbard. Geraldine got Ernest's Masonic Bible but in recent 
years, she gave it to her sister, Frances.

In failing health, Ernest sent this letter to his Masonic Lodge brothers:
June 24, 1971

Dear Brethren,

Many of you are aware of my failing health and the problems I am having in trying to 
serve as Secretary of our Lodge. I had hoped to be able to complete m]^27th year in this 
office, but my failing vision and other physical problems are progressively worsening to 
the extent that I have realized that I am being unfair to my Lodge, myself, and my wife, 
who has been my right arm through a number of years, despite her cardiac condition and 
physical limitations. Therefore, I find it wise and best for all concerned to render my 
resignation at this time. It is my desire to be replaced as soon as possible.

I am deeply grateful to the present line of officers and others of my fraternal brothers 
who have aided me in so many ways while serving as your secretary, especially during 
the last year or more when the going and doing has been unusually difficult for me. It is 
my hope that whoever is elected to this office will have this same faithful and loyal 
support. I pledge my own support in any way possible, as long as possible.

My love and concern for Masonry in general, and for Chamblee Lodge #444 in 
particular, will continue to be deep and sincere as it has been while serving in this 
office and during the 34 years I have been a Master Mason. It is my prayer that the man 
elected to assume the responsibilities I am having to lay down will be as understanding 
and patient with correcting my errors and completing my unfinished work as possible.

Again, I thank God upon every remembrance of each one in this great Fraternity, and for 
every courtesy and cooperation I have had through these nearly 27 years of love and 
labor as Secretary. May the Great Giver of Light continue to direct and bless every 
member and every work of this beloved Lodge is my prayer.

Fraternally and sincerely,
Claude E. Jameson, K.Y.C.H. Secretary

This was a heart wrenching time for Ernest. His health rapidly deteriorated after this. 
To end this section on Ernest's Masonic life is a clipping that was in his keepsakes: What 
is a Mason? A MASON is a MAN and a BROTHER whose TRUST is in GOD. He meets you on 
the LEVEL and acts upon the SQUARE. TRUTH is his COMPASS and he is ever PLUMB. He 
has a true GRIP on all that is RITE. He is loyal to his ORDER and whatever DEGREE he is 
MASTER of himself. In the LODGE of Life he wears unstained the white LAMBSKIN of 
Innocence. From his INITIATION as an ENTERED APPRENTICE he travels ever EAST 
toward the LIGHT of WISDOM until he receives the final - the DIVINE PASSWORD that 
admits him into the INEFFABLE PRESENCE OF THE ETERNAL SUPREME GRAND MASTER,
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GOD.337 (Louise Baggett said that she never picked up Bill's Masonic Messenger that she 
did not think of Ernest Jameson. Bill received his 50-year pin in 1999 at his Masonic 
Lodge in Douglasville, Ga.)

The origin of the freemason goes back to the Middle Ages to the guild of stone masons; 
secret signs and passwords were used to recognize fellow craftsmen. Records of the first 
Masons goes back to Lodges in Scotland. Modern Freemasonry, with the three symbolic 
degrees (Apprentice, Fellowcraft, and Master Masons) of the "blue lodge," dates back to 
the 18th century. In 1730, it was introduced in America. The emphasis in this secret, 
fraternal organization is on the member’s duty to his family, his country and his God, 
and to aid his fellow members. A set of passwords and a peculiar grip of the hand enable 
the initiated member to recognize another Mason. The Eastern Star, founded in 1868, is 
made up of women who are related to Masons or Master Masons.^^®

(In Catherine's chapter, most of Ernest and Catherine's latter years are recorded. A few 
incidents are included in this chapter.) Ernest was a very gentle, kind, determined man. 
He stood fast to his convictions and had an iron will. He loved his family and did not mind 
demonstrating this love. Almost every morning, he would stroll into the kitchen where 
Catherine would be preparing breakfast. He would put his arm around her, kiss her and 
say, "How's my sweetheart?" He loved to give her gifts on special occasions. Her first 
reaction would be one of surprise. Then, she always added, "Oh! Ernest, we can't afford 
this!" His reply would be, "Maybe we can't, but you are worth it!"

When Catherine was away at the Stone Mountain Sanitarium, Ernest spent his lonely 
hours at home painting their bedroom walls a fresh, pale green. The gray bedroom suite 
was transformed into a lovely cream one. This suite that Catherine had bought before 
they married, had tiny carved flowers at the top of the headboard, foot-board, dresser, 
chiffarobe, chest and chair. Ernest painstakingly painted these flowers in different 
pastel colors. As he worked, he listened to the records that he put on the record player 
that was in the top of the console radio. "The Syncopated Clock," "Alice Blue Gown," "My 
Blue Heaven," "The Bell's of St. Mary's," "Tip Toe Through the Tulips," “Three O'clock in 
the Morning," "Always," "Ave Maria," "Strauss Waltzes" and John Phillip Sousa's 
"Marches." (This writer has only to close her eyes, call up her memories - and then 
those familiar records being played over and over fill her ears.) As usual, Ernest did 
something positive to pass the time until his sweetheart was home with him once more. 
What a lovely surprise awaited Catherine on her homecoming.

What fun Ernest and Catherine had in the Snooze-Inn bus. Parking it at Lake Rabun 
every summer allowed them to spend a lot of time in the mountains of North Georgia. 
More is written about this bus in Catherine's chapter.

Ernest also enjoyed preparing his property for a 12-unit mobile home site. He and 
Catherine named their court. Shady Nook Trailer Court, because of the big trees that 
shaded many of the sites. Being a "fix-it-man," Ernest was able to maintain the court 
until the late 1960s. At that point he had to hire others to do repairs and maintenance.

Between helping with the grandchildren who lived nearby, Ernest and Catherine often 
traveled to see their other children and grandchildren. Photos in a picture album show 
scenes from Ozark, Alabama (Ronald and LaVerne), LaPayette, Georgia, Reading, 
Pennsylvania, Washington, D.C., Mena, Arkansas, San Antonio, Texas, Abilene, Texas -

In Ernest Jameson's Masonic keepsakes: in the possession of Frances J. Cadenhead. 
33® Compton's Pictured Encvclopedia. Vol. F.. p. 2 8 3 .

286



(Ernestine and Jim). In the same album are pictures of fishing trips made to the Gulf of 
Mexico - Panama City, Florida, (Wilson Docks) Panacea, Florida, Tampa, Florida, and 
Lake Seminole, Florida. Ernest taught Catherine how to bait a hook; she enjoyed 
catching fish as much as he did. They visited Herb and Cora Lee in Lexington, Kentucky, 
Thelma in Columbus, Georgia and in Austin, Texas, Fred and Margaret in Columbus, 
Georgia, friends from World War II in Bradenton Florida, and Judie in Annapolis, 
Maryland. They went to the Masonic Commandery Meeting at St. Simons Island, Georgia. 
There are pictures of visits to Ronald's in Smyrna, Gerry's in Dunwoody and Fran's in 
Mountville, Georgia and Auburn, Alabama. These years were filled with many happy 
experiences. The last trip they made, with Ernest at the wheel, was to see their life
time friends, Daisy and Homer Tomlin. Ernest and Homer were fishing buddies. On the 
way, Ernest went off the road and wrecked his car. No one was hurt. Soon after that 
incident, Ernest stopped driving.

Catherine's mother, Florence, died on September 11, 1953. Ollie, Ernest's mother, 
began to have failing health also. Faithfully, they cared for her many needs but 
eventually Ollie became so sick that it became necessary for her to move to a nursing 
home. She died on April 5, 1961. Ernest's Aunt Mae and Uncle Newt Miller depended on 
Catherine and him to help them in their latter years, too. Newt died first; Mae died on 
November 25, 1971 at the age of 92.

1966 was the saddest year of Ernest's life! On August 14th he was very happy - family 
and friends gathered to celebrate his and Catherine's Ruby Wedding Anniversary. Only 
'Tine (Ernesfs pet name for Ernestine) was absent from the lovely party at Geraldine's 
home. He had lived for 40 years with his sweetheart, Catherine! They had been happy 
years, for the most part. How rich his blessings were!

When Ernest left for his annual "deep sea fishing" trip in October with some of his Lodge 
brothers, his world was still bright and cheerful. Upon his return home from fishing, 
Ernest found his beloved Catherine in St. Joseph's Infirmary with the threat of an 
impending heart attack and his only son lay gravely ill. Ronald had suffered a heart 
attack on Friday, October 28, 1966 at work and was in the hospital in Cartersville, 
Georgia fighting for his life. Ernest's little "brown-eyed Susan" Geraldine had to break 
all of this sad news to him when he reached home. She persuaded him to go home with 
her to spend the night. At her house, he asked her to pray with him. Later, she told this 
writer about this sad time. She said that her daddy prayed the sweetest prayer, thanking 
God for his blessings and pled with God to spare the lives of Catherine and Ronald. He 
ended the prayer with, "Not my will but Thy will be done!" God granted his wish for 
Catherine to recover; but, Ronald died on Sunday afternoon, a couple of hours after 
Ernest's visit with him at the hospital. On that day of October 30, 1966, a light went 
out in Ernest's life! He literally grieved himself to death over the loss of Ronald.

He and Catherine did much to help LaVerne, Gary and Matthew cope with the loss of 
Ronald. They were there to welcome little Rhonda Diane Jameson into the family on June 
26, 1967. Ernest built a dog pen at LaVerne's house in East Point for Toby Clyde, the 
pup that Ronald had gotten for his sons prior to his death. Ernest and Catherine daily 
gave encouragement and love to their son's family. They signed over the Tel-Co stock 
that Ronald had bought for them and gave it to LaVerne and the children to be used for 
their financial security. Five years later, when LaVerne met Lenny Lentz and married 
him, Ernest and Catherine sincerely gave their blessings. And when they came to Ernest 
and Catherine to tell them that Lenny wanted to adopt Rhonda, they again gave them their 
blessings.
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After Catherine and Ernest celebrated their Fortieth Wedding Anniversary, they had only 
six and a half years together before Ernest died. Those years were difficult because of 
their ill health. Ernest's doctor determined that Ernest had Osteoporosis, even though it 
was thought to be a woman's disease. (Today, doctors recognize that men have this, too.) 
Ernest's hip that he broke when he was young gave him a lot of pain during his last 
years. His joints began to "freeze up" on him. He would walk up and down the driveway, 
hoping that this would loosen his limbs. Dr. Mendenhall suspected that he was in the 
beginning stages of Parkinson's Disease. As written in Catherine's chapter, Ernest's 
health rapidly declined and after a series of strokes, he died at Fountain View 
Convalescent Center in Atlanta on February 24, 1973.

Catherine was in the hospital and could not attend her beloved husband's funeral. After 
his death she made a photo album of their happy times together. This was her way of 
dealing with her grief. On the first page of the album is a poem:

Portraits bv James J. Metcalfe - Picture - Past 
A photo or a snapshot is - A picture of the past 
To help preserve some memory - As long as it may last 
It is a certain likeness we - May never see again 
As youthful and as wonderful - As everything was then 
Or it may be a recent view - Of old or middle age 
For children or grandchildren as - They turn another page 
Each one has some important place - However small it seems 
Inside the family album of - Our memories and dreams 
It is a preservation of - The days we used to know 
Familiar faces yesterday - and those of long ago.

(There is a picture of Catherine on her 66th birthday with the following poem.)
Gently blowing are the winds of fate,

The streams of life flowing in its love and hate.
But I have found peace and - Exquisite splendor -

In the love of a good man who is infinitely tender.

And under Ernest's 67th birthday photo are these words: That portion of a good man's 
life, his little, nameless, un-remembered acts of kindness and love. - Wordsworth

On the last page is a photo of Ernest on his 68th birthday with several other small 
clipped mementos with these words written by Catherine; Our last together - his 
birthday and a Christmas card (1972); a pressed violet with these written words - 
47th Anniversary, 8-14-73, First without Ernest; a small picture of the church, 
which had been clipped from the top of the bulletin - Funeral 2-25-1973 & Interment
- Dr. Earl Craig & Lodge #444 F. & A.M.; a photo of the flowers on the grave and the 
following poems:

And when life's sweet story ends. Soul and body part like friends:
No quarrels, murmurs, no delay: A kiss, a sigh, and so away. - 

Think of me as withdrawn into the dimness. Yours still, you mine.
Remember all the best of our past moments and forget the rest.

And so, to where I wait, come gently on. (Dame Ellen Terry)

The funeral was in the new sanctuary at First Baptist Church of Chamblee, Georgia 
Ernest was laid to rest in the Chamblee Baptist Cemetery in the same plot as his mother,
father, grandmother and grandfather (Jameson), with full Masonic Rites given by his
beloved Masonic brothers. Ernest had lived a good life; he had inspired others with his 
courageous, positive, loving spirit.
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(Written In first person: When I think of strength, tenderness, loyalty, goodness, 
thoughtfulness, positive-outlook, fun-loving, hard-working, and unconditional love, I 
think of my father. He provided for his family in a generous, loving way. He never 
allowed the bad things that came into his life consume him. He was a good, honorable 
man! How grateful I am that he was my wonderful, loving "Daddy!")

(Note: Ernest and Catherine's Family Sheet will appear after Catherine's chapter.)

'Live Joyfuily with the wife whom thou iovest aii the days."
- Ecclesiastes 9:9a.

Catherine Fiorence Hyde^ Jameson
(1906-1979)

*ln 1906, the year that Catherine Florence Hyde was born, Rudyard Kipling won the 
Nobel Peace Prize for Literature. The San Francisco earthquake killed 700 people.*

Catherine Florence was the first-born child of Florence Julia Sheffield Hyde and Powell 
Edgar Hyde in Forsyth County in Cumming, Georgia. This raven-haired, blue-eyed, 
beautiful baby arrived on May 2, 1906, nine months to the day of her parents' 
marriage. She was received with joy. Later, she would have six other siblings: Ben, 
Harold, Herbert, Ethelyn, Louise and Helen. Through the years, they would share many 
happy and sad experiences.

In one of Catherine's scrapbooks, there is a picture of her parents' first home near 
Ocee, Georgia with the date, 1910, written underneath the photo. Her family lived in 
this area for several years. There is a photograph of the church that they actively 
attended, Clear Springs Baptist Church and written above it, in Catherine's handwriting, 
“The church where I ... received Jesus ... [and was] baptized in 1917."339

Catherine had a special relationship with her father, "Papa." She ably assisted him in 
the fields and in the dairy; and, at home, she helped care for his aged, sick mother. After 
Catherine's marriage, her Papa came daily to see her and the grandchildren. Through the 
years, her siblings acknowledged that there was a special bond between Catherine and 
her father.

This little girl was an intelligent, hard working lassie. At home, she always carried her 
load and in school she excelled. One of her natural gifts was being able to express herself 
well with words. She aspired to be a writer, but, alas, only a few simple papers and 
stories written by Catherine (when she was a teenager) were kept and are in the 
possession of this writer. As an adult, Catherine wrote beautifully worded letters to her 
friends and family - keepsakes. She loved making scrapbooks about her family and 
church. A collection of poems and sayings appear in those scrapbooks. After her death, 
an envelope filled with adages and poems was found in one of her boxes. Some will be 
used in this book - credit will be given to Catherine. In a theme book from her Junior 
English class at North DeKalb High (yes, that is what is written on the cover) in 
Chamblee, Georgia (1923-24), Catherine wrote this:

339 From Cgthgring H, Jgm^gon'? Tsn ?Qr9pbo9k-
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My Class History
I entered the first grade at Fairview School, which was located in Milton 

County, about five miles from Alpharetta, Georgia, which town was the county 
site. This school I entered in the fall of 1912 at the age of six years. The 
building was poorly constructed and equipped. It was considerably longer than 
wide and was just a single open room - however heavy curtains were drawn up to 
divide the different grades. Crude benches and desks were used to accommodate 
the pupils. My teacher was my aunt. Miss Mattie Hyde, and for this reason 1 
figured that I should be her pet, but much to my profound amazement and bitter 
disappointment I was anything else but a pet. Many years have passed since that 
time and I find it a bit difficult to remember the names of all my classmates but 
those whom I do remember were Fannie Shirley, Ruth Kilgore, Willie Belle 
Christopher, and Lucy Brown. I remember quite well how we five used to fuss 
among ourselves as to who should read first at class and as I seemed to be my 
aunt's pest rather than pet, I always was afforded the wonderful opportunity of 
reading last, which gave my classmates much joy. I had a rather desperate time 
during my first year and one of the outstanding incidents was the collision of 
which I was a victim and which to me, for a few minutes afterward, seemed fatal. 
In those days the leading amusement at recess was a game, which in this day I 
hardly know the proper name for, but in those days it was called "antni-over." It 
was played in this manner. A number of boys and girls were divided into equal 
sections. One section was stationed on one side of the school building while the 
other was stationed on the opposite side. The ball was thrown over the building 
by some one in the first section and if someone in the second section caught the 
ball, the entire squad would abandon their headquarters and rush around to take 
charge of those occupied by the second section. If the latter were wise enough to 
perceive the coming of their opponents, they would choose an opposite route and 
at the same time one section started one way, the other went the opposite.
However careful they might be, often times they were trapped - such was the 
case at the time I met with my misfortune. Both sections went the same way - 
each person running for his or her life, looking neither to the right nor to the 
left - and in the excitement 1 failed to be looking in any direction. Just as we 
rounded the corner of the building I ran with all force into a little girl who was 
just tall enough for my nose to park very nicely on her forehead. For a moment I 
thought that I had collided with a brick wall and that it was about midnight for I 
was in utter darkness, except for the dozens of stars which seemed to twinkle in 
every direction. Finally daylight came - the darkness vanished to a vivid color of 
red and I beheld my aunt who was using all her power to check the blood, which 
was issuing from my fractured nose. The sight of the blood made me sick and I 
fainted. One of the larger boys carried me in his arms (I was only six years old 
you understand) to a nearby house where I was brought back to life and tucked 
very snugly into bed. There I remained until my father came after me late that 
afternoon. I was very weak from the fright and also from the loss of blood and for 
many days I had a black eye and nose, which were somewhat sore - in fact I 
presented a rather pitiful looking face. The little girl whose head was so 
attractive to my nose was wholly unhurt - for that reason I was almost convinced 
that her head might be compared with a brick wall - to have escaped such a 
forcible lick without any damage.

Miss Bernice Anderson was my teacher in the second grade and I can 
remember the names only of those who were with me in the first grade. I 
succeeded this time in being a pet and for that reason I was very fond of my 
teacher. I somehow completed the second grade without any serious accidents,
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though I received several corrections for laughing out - after which I always felt 
SQ repentant and presented a scene of rain following sunshine.

Miss Vivian Shirley was my teacher in the third grade. I can remember 
only two additions to our class roll, who were Kimsey Christopher and Jeff 
Purcell. I was a bit naughty while in this grade and fell in love with one of my 
little boy-classmates and undertook to carry on a progressive conversation with 
him by means of pencil and paper, and in the attempt was caught by the teacher. 
Miss Shirley, who embarrassed me very shamefully by forcing me to read the 
letter to the entire class. I also took an active part in climbing trees, as the girls 
playground was in a stretch of woods back of the school building. One day while I 
was busily engaged with the performance of showing one of my little classmates 
how very perfectly I could climb a tree - I lost control of myself and fell on my 
head downward to the ground. As a result I almost broke my neck and made 
myself a laughing stock for quite an audience.

My aunt. Miss Edith Sheffield, was my teacher while in the fourth grade 
and again I was very muchly upset over being her little cast off niece instead of 
her pet pupil. I would sometimes wish that none of my relatives would be my 
teacher for they seemed to peck on me SQ • I soon got wise and got quite good 
sooner, as my aunt stayed with us and I knew she would report rny conduct to my 
parents and we wouW have some bad times in the dead of winter so I became a 
studious member of the fourth grade and did some real good work and if my 
teacher didn't pet me at school, she gave me many valuable instructions at home.

Miss Nora Finley was my teacher in fifth grade and she was precious. She 
seemed to like me real well, in fact all of my classmates accused me of being her 
pet and I reckon I really was - though I wouldn't admit it then. She always told us 
an interesting story every morning and every Friday afternoon we had spelling 
matches and speeches and one Friday in early spring we carried our lunches to a 
nearby creek and enjoyed a day of picnicking. That afternoon we all seated 
ourselves under a big oak tree and told stories and jokes and recited and just had 
the best time. I shall ever remember Miss Nora Finley and the fifth grade.

Mr. Arthur Andrews was my teacher in sixth grade and his son George was 
added to our class roll, together with a few others whose names I do not 
remember. I studied real hard while in this grade and was a bit more dignified as 
I had never been to a man teacher before and I feared him very much.

In the fall of 1918, our family moved to Clayton County - near a town 
known as Forest Park, located about eleven miles from the city of Atlanta. I 
entered school at Howard's Academy under the teaching of Miss Ethel webb and as 
the system of teaching was different from that which I had been accustomed to - 
I failed to pass the entrance examination and had to re-take the sixth grade. My 
classmates were Mary Francis Dodson, Myrtle Thomas, Velma Haynie, Ethel 
Swinney, Alton Anderson, Lura and Rufus Mabry, Herbert Matthews, and Ennis 
Lee. My teacher was perfectly adorable and I loved her dearly, did excellent work 
in my studies and passed to the seventh grade with a good report.

In the fall of 1919, we moved to DeKalb County - within the speed limit 
of the very famous little city of Chamblee, where I have resided up until the 
present time. I entered the seventh grade at the new school which had been partly 
constructed and discontinued for an indefinite time, when only half completed.
Prof. A.W. O'Kelly was my teacher and he was splendid - even though he was 
rather strict. I did good work under his efficient leadership and at the end of the 
term passed the state examination with the rest of my class who were Thelma 
Mann, llee Purcell, Evelyn Callahan, Ethel Walker, Emmett Capps and Quin Long.

In the fall of 1920, the same class entered our first year of high school 
under the leadership of Prof. Merriwether who was assisted by Miss Barber. He
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was elected county supervisor of schools in Gwinnett County and resigned as 
teacher at the end of the fall term. Prof. Bird took up the work after Christmas 
and taught about two weeks after which time he suddenly disappeared and was 
heard of no more. Prof. Echols assisted by his wife took the work and taught until 
March. The school was closed on account of exhausted funds. This was a year of 
confusion and a year lost to most of us. Thelma Mann, llee Purcell and I were 
conditionally promoted to the ninth grade.

Our conditions were not accepted by the next teacher who was Prof. Fred 
Palmer and was assisted by Miss Stella Douglas - therefore I had to take the 
eighth grade again. There were quite a number enrolled. The class roll was as 
follows: Thelma Mann, llee Purcell, Olivia Capps, Susan Daniel, Mary and Lola 
Grant, Thelma Harrison, Corrie Poss, Claude Tapp, Emmett Capps, Eugene 
Carroll, Renneon Sudderth, Charles White, Pierce Dutton, and Clyde Wright. A 
few weeks after Christmas, Prof. Palmer resigned as teacher and Prof. M.E.
Smith took his place. Then and there real progress was begun. Under his 
thorough teaching combined with that of Miss Douglas, the entire class passed to 
the ninth grade with an excellent report. In the spring of the same term the 
contests were held. I won first place in composition in the contest with my school 
and also first place in the district contest, which consisted of eight other schools 
and won second place in the county-wide contest which was held at Decatur. I was 
very muchly disappointed to have come so near winning first place in the county, 
only to lose, but I consoled myself with these words, "If at first you don't succeed; 
try, try again."

In the fall of 1922, the same class entered the ninth grade with three new 
additions who were, Everett Bray, Clyde Brooks, and Hale Kellogg. Much to the 
joy of the class we again had as our teacher Prof. M.E. Smith, assisted by Miss 
Inez Ellington, who since that time has become the wife of Prof. Smith. Many 
thrilling, exciting and beneficial incidents occurred during the year. The most 
thrilling was the marriage of our teachers Prof. Smith and Miss Ellington. The 
most exciting were the series of basketball games played by both the boys and 
girls and one of the most beneficial was the golden opportunity, which was offered 
by the Curtis Publishing Company. We sold subscriptions for one of their 
magazines. The Country Gentleman, at one dollar per year, the school receiving 
fifty cents out of every subscription sold. We made a handsome sum, which was 
donated to the foundation of our library. I again entered the contest carrying the 
same subject that I carried in the eighth grade and winning the same places. Yet I 
haven't surrendered. I am resolved to try as long as I am given the opportunity - 
I am longing for my hopes to be realized in the contests next spring. The ninth 
grade took an active part in the boosting of the bond issue, which was voted near 
the expiration of the term, for the purpose of completing our building. I wrote a 
composition on "The Value of the Bond Issue," which I had to read at a public 
meeting at the Baptist Church and, which gave me such a fright that I feel my 
knees giving away when I think of it now. I was presented with a nice little prize 
by the Parent-Teacher Association, The ninth grade was the most pleasant grade I 
have yet passed and one, which has been worth more to me than can possibly be 
estimated.

This fall I entered the tenth grade at our beautiful new building, which we 
are all so proud of. We have five additions to our class roll - they are Geneva 
Chestnut, Vera Dodgen, Ruth Paris, Harvey Chestnut and Millard Wilson. Under 
the teaching of our four competent teachers, who are Prof. and Mrs. M.E. Smith, 
Miss Jewell Heath, and Miss Floy Gresham, we are planning to do some good work
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- our goal is our diploma and our diploma is our treasure which has been stored 
all these years.^^o 

(Catherine's English teacher gave her an "A!l for this writing.)

By this time (1924-25), Catherine had met Ernest Jameson and was seriously dating 
him; on a composition book's cover, she had written his name. In this booklet is a short 
love story which this young eighteen year old had written for an English class. There 
were two possible names for the story; "A Mid-summer Romance" and "Piney-Nook, 
Land of Romance." Her teacher had given her a 98 for her literary efforts.

Catherine's Senior (1925) Yearbook, The Chamhian, reveals two new classmates, 
Marvin Hyde (Catherine's first cousin) and Hoke Cowan. Under his picture, it says that 
Marvin starred in baseball and basketball from 1922-1925. When did his family move 
from the Cumming, Georgia area to Chamblee? He was not in the junior class picture of 
1923-24. He was a favorite friend and cousin and his girlfriend Ramath Morris, later 
to be his wife, was one of Catherine's dearest friends.

Catherine was Vice-President of her senior class and Marvin was President. Her cousin, 
Thelma (Tuck) Harrison was Secretary. Tuck had been responsible for Catherine's 
meeting Ernest. Another classmate, Thelma Mann, would eventually marry Ernest's 
brother Ewell and she and Catherine would be sisters-in-law. Under Catherine's 
picture is written: Catherine Florence Hyde; Vice-President Senior Class, Chamhian 
Staff, Smithsonian Literary Society, Chamblee Club; "Cat", "Kitty"; "Devoted, anxious, 
generous, void of guile; And with a whole heart's welcome in her smile." One of the most 
valuable members of the class; very brilliant in her studies; and very pretty besides. 
Catherine is also our most literary girl, having a number of first class stories to her 
credit. "Kitty" is very popular with the body and the faculty - no wonder, because she 
has such a wonderful disposition and pleasant ways. Catherine wrote the Class Prophesy 
in the Chamhian. In Who's Who, Catherine was voted: Most Accomplished, Most Popular, 
Most Literary, Neatest and Prettiest. (Wow!)

A fifth teacher had been added to the faculty. Prof. J.T. Ellington. He taught Latin and 
French and was Mrs. Smith's brother. He, his sister, and Prof. Smith ail boarded at 
Catherine's Grandma Sheffield's Boarding House. Grandma and Grandpa got to witness 
"love in bloom" as "Mr. M.E." courted "Miss Inez" and then married her.

Catherine graduated on June 9, 1925 from Chamblee High School. Marvin Hyde was the 
Valedictorian and Renneon Sudderth was the Salutatorian. The Chamblee Orchestra 
provided music for the graduation program. Prof. E.A. Pounds delivered the keynote 
address. A.N. Tilly was President of the Board of Education and W.M. Rainey was the 
DeKalb County School S u p e r i n t e n d e n t .

Louise Hyde Baggett said that when she was five (1925) she remembered that Catherine 
was a neat dresser - "neat as a pin" and so pretty; she primped in front of the mirror 
and was "prissy." She added, "She was beautiful!" Only an adoring little sister would 
"carry on" like this.

After graduating from high school, Catherine obtained a job at Southern Bell Telephone 
and Telegraph Company, working as a comptometer operator (a machine that adds,

340 Copied from Catherine H. Jameson's Junior Class Enalish Theme Book. 1923-24. 
3' '̂' This story is in the possession of this writer.
342 From Catherine H. Jameson's Black Scrapbook.
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subtracts, divides and multiplies - forerunner of the calculator). The next year, her 
friend Ramath Morris also found employment there.

Ernest had been on the scene for several years. In Catherine's scrapbook, there is a 
picture of her wearing pearls and a watch. She wrote beneath this photo: Memories of 
Lovely Gifts from HIM! My watch was received on July 6, 1923; Pearls received on 
December 25, 1924." On June 6, 1925, Catherine received her diamond ring from 
Ernest. This was the Senior Reception night at the home of Mr. and Mrs. W.D. Wallace. 
Catherine's Prom Card was filled with Ernest's name for all fourteen promenade 
times.343 Several pages in Catherine's black scrapbook are filled with cards, telegrams, 
flower receipts and candy labels - memoirs of gifts and messages that Ernest sent her 
during their courtship.

Ernest was in the Georgia National Guard, stationed at Fort Benning, Columbus, Georgia. 
In July 1922, while on leave and visiting with his Aunt Mae Miller in Doraville, 
Georgia, he first met Catherine. She did not hear from him again until October. It was 
then that she received a letter written on October 22, 1922, which was addressed to 
Miss Catherine Hide. A correspondence began and on his subsequent leaves, Ernest came 
to see her. They fell madly in love and no one could dissuade Catherine that Ernest was 
not right for her. Having a soldier boyfriend was not what Florence and Edgar wanted for 
their daughter and they did all that they could to discourage this relationship. The young 
couple persisted in seeing each other, dating for over three years. After they were 
engaged, Catherine started making payments on a bedroom suite (9-14-25) at Ed 
Matthews & Co., Dealers in Furniture, 25 E. Alabama St., Atlanta, Georgia and by 8-13- 
1926, she had paid for it. It consisted of a bow bed, mattress and springs, a bedside 
table, a chair, a vanity, a bench, a chiffarobe and a chest.^^^ How proud she was of this 
purchase. The suite was used by Catherine and Ernest in their home all of their married 
life. Their granddaughter, Beth Spruill Saxe, inherited this bedroom suite.

Catherine was persistently pressured by her parents not to marry Ernest. In despair, a 
few months before her marriage, Catherine moved across the road to live with her good 
friend Daisy Blanton and her family. Finally, her Uncle Pickett Sheffield (Florence's 
brother) came to talk with Florence and Ed. He told them that they were being unfair to 
Catherine and Ernest and that they should give their blessings to this young couple. 
There was a family reconciliation and Catherine moved back home. A home wedding took 
place on Peachtree Road on Saturday, August 14, 1926, with the Rev. J. Pickett 
Sheffield officiating. Witnesses were friends and relatives of the family. Her Uncle 
Pickett wrote on their marriage certificate these words: "May the God of all peace keep 
you ever true to the highest and best in Christ Jesus."^^^

After the wedding ceremony, the newly-weds left by Pullman train for Tampa, Florida.
In Ernest's chapter this period of their life is covered.

In Catherine's scrapbook are the first letter (10-22-1922) and the last letter (8-9- 
1926) Ernest wrote to her before their marriage. In the last letter he wrote. "You will 
never want for love as long as there is breath in my body." (As a witness, this writer 
can attest that this promise was kept until her father's death.) After their marriage, 
Catherine found pasted to the inside lid of Ernest's army trunk an imaginary pen and ink 
drawing of her that he secretly carried with him wherever he went. On it is written.

In Catherine H. Jameson's Black Scrapbook. 
Ibid.
Ibid.
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"My Catherine," by Sgt. Claude E. Jameson, Fort Benning, Ga., 12-20-1922.346 it js 
lovely to behold!

On Thanksgiving, 1926, a special delivery package came from Catherine's mama - all 
the way from Georgia to Florida. It was Thanksgiving Dinner. Catherine did not know 
how to cook. Her husband, being a professional baker and cook, taught her many "tricks 
of the trade." Ernest told of the time when he arrived home from work to find Catherine 
taking a nap. In the kitchen he found a pot of rice, which had boiled out all over the 
stove. Catherine had failed to realize that it expanded as it cooked. Ernest laughed and 
said, "We had rice coming out of our ears!"

Upon the couple's move back to Atlanta from Tampa in January 1927, Catherine was re
hired by Southern Bell and Telegraph Company with Mr. Connolly as her boss once 
m o r e . E r n e s t  found employment at the American Bread Company (Meritta Bread), 
503 Highland Avenue, Atlanta, Georgia. This company was later Southern Bread 
Company.^

When Catherine was five months pregnant with her first child, she resigned her position 
at the telephone company. Back then, a pregnant woman did not work in public places. A 
letter from Mr. Connolly stated that he regretted that her sickness prevented her from 
returning to work and that she would receive her paycheck through July 1927.^49 
Catherine's Papa delivered milk to her door every morning in Atlanta to make sure she 
was receiving the nourishment needed to produce a fine baby. Catherine yearned to 
move to Chamblee so that she could be near her parents and siblings. She and Ernest 
found a small apartment in the home of Mrs. Adams in Chamblee and they moved there 
before the baby was born. Little Florence Ernestine made her appearance on November
8, 1927 in this apartment.

In late June of 1928, Catherine had an emergency appendectomy. During the operation, 
the doctor found that Catherine was also pregnant. Doing all that he could to keep her 
from aborting, he ordered Catherine to have complete bed rest. Needing to be near the 
streetcar line to get to work, Ernest moved his family to Thornwell Drive in 
Brookhaven, Georgia. In spite of all the precautions taken, little Ollie Geraldine was 
born six months early on December 11, 1928, weighing a mere two and a half pounds. 
The family went through a critical few months with little Ernestine's childhood illnesses 
and baby Geraldine's extreme physical problems and illnesses. Poor Catherine had her 
hands full. Her family and close friends, in addition to the nurse, Mrs. Holsey, helped 
the young couple through these dark days until their baby girls were better.

Edgar hired Ernest to work as supervisor of the milk room at his Irvindale Dairy in 
1930. Ernest and Catherine moved back to Chamblee to a house on Irvindale property on 
Peachtree Road. Catherine found herself pregnant again and on October 10, 1930 gave 
birth to little Bertha Frances (this writer). They now had three daughters.

Being near her family brought much peace and help to Catherine. Ed, working daily with 
Ernest, got to know his son-in-law and finally recognized Ernest's many good qualities. 
The love that Ernest gave to his young wife and children was evident to Florence and 
Edgar. Their feelings about this young man had changed; they now loved him like a son!

346 Ibid.
347 This letter from Mr. Connolly is in Catherine's Black Scrapbook.
348 Ibid.
349 Ibid.
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It was about 1932 that Edgar decided to sell the dairy and go into the processed butter 
business. He asked Ernest to be the superintendent of the plant. Rosemary Creamery, 
Inc. became a reality and Ernest again held a responsible position in Edgar's business.

It was on March 10, 1933, that Catherine and Ernest had their first and only son, 
Ronald Edgar Jameson. In five and a half years, Catherine had given birth to four 
children, each pregnancy being difficult. Detailed accounts of these times are written in 
each of her children's chapters. These years of producing children took a toll on 
Catherine's health. For the rest of her life she was plagued with high blood pressure and 
occasional bouts of depression. In spite of her wretched health, Catherine shouldered her 
responsibilities well. She was an adoring wife and mother, who kept a meticulous house 
and, who daily fed her family delicious, nutritious meals.

During the early years of their marriage, Catherine and Ernest did not attend church 
regularly. When her Hyde family moved to Chamblee, Catherine had joined Corinth 
Baptist Church (Chamblee Baptist Church) in 1918, and Ernest moved his letter from 
Grant Park Baptist Church to Chamblee Baptist Church in 1928.^50 When the Rev. J.T. 
Widener became the pastor of Chamblee Baptist Church, he and his wife came by every 
Sunday moming to pick up Ernestine, Geraldine and Frances to attend Sunday school. One 
Sunday in Mrs. Widener's Primary Sunday school class, Ernestine told that her daddy 
had tried to put her mother on top of a hot stove the night before. After church that day, 
Mrs. Widener and the preacher visited Catherine. When Catherine heard what had been 
told by her young daughter, she burst into laughter; and then, blushing from 
embarrasment, she explained that Ernest was affectionately teasing her and pretended 
that he was going to put her on the hot stove. Playing, he picked her up; she squealed for 
him to put her down - the children must have misinterpreted this playful act. 
Catherine, bending down, said to little Ernestine, "Don't you know that your daddy would 
never hurt me. He loves me!" Straightening up and looking squarely at the couple, she 
assured them that they had nothing to worry about.^si

Sadness filled Catherine's heart in 1934 when her father died and, in 1936, when her 
brother Harold was killed on the railroad crossing in Chamblee. She and Ernest did all 
that they could to comfort her "mama" in the loss of these dear family members, as did 
her other siblings.

In August of 1936, The Acme Freight Lines, Inc. gave Ernest a free trip for two to 
Jacksonville, Florida. Catherine wrote: Haopv Reminders of our "Second Honeymoon." 

We left our "precious little ones" with friends and though we were lonely to be 
separated from them we shall ever remember this happy, pleasant vacation at 
Jacksonville! Our stay was in the Hotel George Washington. Our visit over in St. 
Augustine was both enjoyable and interesting. We spent such delightful hours at 
the beach - never shall I forget the "first fish" I ever caught was herell^ss 

This trip helped to ease Catherine's sad heart at that time, but in 1938, her wise, loving 
mentor, Grandpa Sheffield, died.

As soon as baby Ronald was old enough to go to church, all of the family became active at 
Chamblee Baptist Church. Filling many positions through the years, Catherine and 
Ernest faithfully attended and, weekly, gave a tenth of their income to their church.

350 In Catherine H. Jameson's Tan Scrapbook.
As told to her children when they were older by Catherine H. Jameson. She still laughed 
about that event.

In Catherine H. Jameson's Black Scrapbook.
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Every Christmas until her death, Catherine gave to the Lottie Moon Christmas Offering 
for foreign missions. Catherine was especially active in the W.M.U. program. She was 
the Director of the Young People’s Organizations from 1936-1941.353 she organized 
and led the Sunbeam Band (for boys and girls up to eight years old) in 1936 and her own 
children got to sit at her feet to drink in all that she could teach them about missions. 
She was a marvelous teacher! She and Ernest organized the R.A.'s in 1937 (for boys 
from nine to sixteen years of age) and led this group for years. With all of these 
organizations, Catherine kept scrapbooks and placed them in the church library. 
Probably the job that she loved most was planning programs and study courses for 
Sunday school. Training Union and missions. Bending over the dining table, she would 
sort the material for these classes. Her small jellied ditto pad ran off many attractive 
teaching aids for these courses. She was active in her adult Sunday school Class, the 
J.O.Y. class, where Mrs. M.E. Smith and Mrs. Kellogg were her beloved teachers. She and 
Ernest organized the Baptist Young People’s Union, later called Baptist Training Union; 
Ernest was director. Every Sunday during the WW II years a service man from their 
church was recognized in the bulletin and at the evening B.T.U. assembly. Catherine 
wrote letters to these honorees, many of them being former R.A, members, whom she and 
Ernest had once taught. After the war, these service people came by their home or called 
to tell her how much her letters meant to them on the battlefields and at the government 
bases all over the world.

As soon as her children started school, Catherine became actively involved in the P.T.A., 
serving in many offices, including President, Program Chairman, Secretary and grade 
mother (countless times). She prepared a delicious meal and invited Miss Helen 
Johnson, Frances’s first grade teacher; Miss Gladys Bailey, Gerry’s second grade 
teacher; and Miss Abbie Warren, Ernie's Third grade teacher, for dinner one evening. 
The next year Miss Mineola Stewart, Miss Abbie Warren and Miss Emily McCallum were 
her family’s dinner guests. The little girls were so proud to have their teachers in their 
home. It was customary for school children to sell "Pull Candy (Taffy),” “Krispy Creme 
Donuts," etc., or to collect newspapers and magazines (paper drives) to raise money for 
P.T.A. projects for the school. She actively helped with all of these drives.

Summer days were filled with carefree activities for her children. Catherine made them 
do their chores before they were free to play soft ball, to build outside play houses, to 
roam the fields and pastures near their home, to play in the creek, to visit playmates, to 
go over to their Mama Hyde’s, to ride their bikes, to play croquet or horse shoes, etc. 
Quiet times, the children would play school or build a play-house in the basement, read, 
play the piano, play games, play with their dolls and paper dolls, etc. Catherine and 
Ernest bought a lot over at Pine Lake at the same time that Thelma and Ewell did. Neither 
family built a house on their lots; but Catherine and Ernest’s family often spent Saturday 
or Sunday afternoons swimming in the lake. Ernest would bring truck tire inner tubes 
home from the plant that the youngsters used as floats in the water. The children loved 
to watch Ernest swim, float, and stand on his head underneath the water. His feet stuck 
straight up out of the water, which brought hearty laughs from his children. Catherine 
was afraid of water and seldom went in swimming with the children. Her main 
contribution to the outing would be her picnic lunch - fried chicken, rolls, potato salad, 
deviled eggs, sliced tomatoes. Highland Bakery cake or cookies, iced tea - which were 
ravenously consumed by tired, hungry tikes after a long afternoon of swimming. 
Vacations were varied but always very special (described in other chapters).

353 A Century in North Dekalb, op. dt., p. so
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Catherine and Ernest introduced their children to many delightful experiences. In 1935, 
they took the children to see the Ringling Brothers Circus. Movies they took their 
children to see were; Walt Disney's "Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs," many of the 
Shirley Temple movies - "Heidi," "The little Colonel," "Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm," 
etc. - "Tom Sawyer," "The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn," "Boy’s Town" and other 
movies that Mickey Rooney starred in. They bought their children books to read and took 
them to the Bookmobile to check out library books. Catherine supplemented Ernest's 
salary so that their children could have piano lessons, band instruction, and other social 
and cultural activities. She went from door to door selling Avon products. Fuller Brush 
and Stanley Home Products. She also peddled Cardinal Craftsman and Sunshine Greeting 
cards. Even in her latter years, she sold some of these products.

Catherine was loved by all in the community, from the well-to-do to the poor. She was 
not interested in purely social activities. Occasionally, she and Ernest entertained 
relatives and, routinely, they had the preachers for dinner at revival time in August. 
During the World War II years, many service people stationed at Lawson General Army 
Hospital and the Naval Air Station in Chamblee "put their feet under her dining table for 
a delicious meal." Catherine was fortunate to have domestic help. Mattie Smith worked 
for more than twelve years in this home. It was Mattie who sometimes helped Catherine 
with company meals; it was this faithful maid who looked after her children when 
Catherine joined the World War II work force and when she was ill. After Catherine's 
return from the Stone Mountain Sanitarium, Mattie protected her "missus" from 
curious people.

World War II was a time when the nation's citizen's were patriotic and did what they 
could for the war effort. Living in a military town, there were many ways people chose 
to help. Catherine rented the front bedroom out, first, to construction people of the 
military bases; then, to visiting relatives of the service people stationed at Lawson 
General Army Hospital or the Naval Air Station. Lasting friendships were formed with 
people (from all over the U.S.A.), due to Ernest and Catherine's warm hospitality to 
them. Some of these friends stayed in contact with this kind couple until their deaths.

After the war, Catherine continued to rent a room, at various times, to a returning 
veteran and his wife - Joe and Mildred Skinner, two Georgia Tech students who were 
attending classes at the Naval Air Station, a couple of school teachers, and two beauty 
shop operators. Gerry and Hugh moved home while they were building their first house. 
Ernestine, Jim and baby Cathy moved home one spring when Catherine was sick. Frances 
came home, first, to live while she taught school at Chamblee. Then after her marriage 
and after her graduation from the university, she moved home to await her baby's birth. 
After Michael was born, they left for Fort Jackson to join her soldier husband, Kenneth. 
Catherine and Ernest lovingly helped all of their adult children. After Ernest made an 
apartment in the back part of their house, they rented it, first, to Ronald and Laverne, 
then to Mr. Brooks and lastly to Mrs. Hibbetts.

Catherine's children benefited from her creative talents and ambitions. She told them 
stories of her childhood (some of these are recorded in this book) and gave them a sense 
of love for family and its history. She encouraged artistic endeavors, musical studies, 
scholastic achievement, community and church involvement. Ernest helped her mold 
their children into responsible, caring, independent individuals. They taught them to 
appreciate the beauty of nature; to love God and their fellowmen. They disciplined their 
children when they needed it. Near the back steps of their house was a large sweet shrub 
bush that supplied Catherine with her switches. Once, Catherine made her naughty 
children select their own switches (a thin limb, void of its leaves). Thick switches did 
not sting as much as the thin, keen ones. To their chagrin, Catherine took these
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switches, swapped them around and the little rascals were switched with the switch that 
they had net selected. Ouch! However, they had rather have their legs switched than to 
hear their mother say, "I’m going to tell your daddy about this when he gets home 
tonight." Those words meant that they were in deep trouble.

During the summer months, Catherine canned vegetables and fruit. Fruits were made 
into presen/es, jams and jellies. This was never a chore that she enjoyed. Bless Ernest, 
he and the children would peel the fruit and then she would make the preserves. Once 
when Catherine was laboring over a big pot of jelly, she left the kitchen for a short time. 
When she returned, the jelly had boiled out all over the stove. In angry frustration, she 
picked up the wooden spoon and began to beat the sides of the pot while she wailed, 
"Damn! Damn! Damn! Double Damn" This "lady" never, ever used "cuss" words. Seeing 
her banging on the pot, saying those strong words, was a comical sight and for years she 
was teased by her children about this particular tirade in the kitchen.

Ernest bought Catherine an electric Singer sewing machine. She had always done 
beautiful hand embroidery. Now she could make garments for her children. She made 
their pajamas, aprons to wear in the kitchen, shorts and tops, play suits, and 
broomstick skirts. When the girls entered high school, they all took Home Economics 
and learned to sew. Gerry was the most accomplished seamstress in the family.

Catherine sought gainful employment with the Civilian Personnel at Lawson General 
Army Hospital in 1944. She worked as a clerk in the Post Office with 1st Lt. William R. 
Ziegler. The first year of work, she was paid $1114.66. When the hospital was 
deactivated and her office was closed in June 1946, she was earning $1770.00 a year. 
Some of her favorite fellow workers were Ramath Hyde, Myrtle Pryor, Susan Gregory, 
Annie Hackett and Frank Watson.^s^ At home during these years, faithful Mattie took 
care of the children and the house. Every day was filled with special chores - washing 
and ironing on Monday and Tuesday, straightening and "catching up" on Wednesday: 
cleaning on Thursday and Friday. Catherine was a meticulous person so Mattie fairly 
made the house shine on Fridays for her "Miss Catherine."

The year after she left her job at Lawson General Hospital, Catherine became ill. 
Through the years, her doctors had been Dr. A.R. Watkins, Dr. Mark Pentecost, Sr. and 
Dr. W. Alfred Mendenhall. All had treated her for high blood pressure and for bouts of 
depression. At this time when Dr. Mendenhall could not bring her out of a deep 
depression, he referred her to Dr. Owensby, a psychotherapist. She went to Dr. 
Owensby's Stone Mountain Sanitarium for a period of time where he treated her with 
Electro-shock Therapy. She was diagnosed as a manic-depressive. Catherine, enduring 
this extreme treatment, began to respond favorably. After several months of 
occupational therapy to prepare her for a return to normal life, she was allowed to come 
home.

Mattie had been there to help “Mr. Ernest" with the children and with the running of the 
household while Catherine was away. Catherine's mother and Helen had watched over 
Gerry who had digestive problems that had caused her to leave college. Catherine missed 
Frances's high school graduation ceremony. Faithful, loving Ernest had cared for their 
family well. Catherine was welcomed home with a bright, cheerful, newly-painted 
bedroom that her beloved husband had prepared for her. The next weeks were difficult 
as she adjusted to the stigma of mental illness that was thrust on her by that era. She

354 In Catherine H. Jameson's Black Scrapbook.
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held her head high as she faced friends and relatives (and their questions) and slowly, 
with the help of her loved ones, Catherine found peace and a life of normalcy once again.

Ernest's savings were almost depleted from medical expenses. They were financially 
unable to send their daughters to college in the fall of 1947. The girls understood and 
found employment at the Life of Georgia Insurance Company in Atlanta. Feeling badly 
that Frances could not enter college right out of high school like her sisters had done, 
Catherine and Ernest skimped and saved. It was with joy that they announced to Frances 
at the supper table on an early September night that she was, indeed, going to go to 
college that very month. Her siblings unselfishly helped her pack and her parents drove 
her to the campus where she enrolled at West Georgia College in Carrollton, Georgia.

Ernestine and Geraldine had fallen in love and both were planning to marry in 1948 - 
Ernestine to Jim Wills and Geraldine to Hugh Spruill. The next months were spent in 
preparation for these weddings. Ronald was in high school and was playing football; he 
was a popular member of his class. He worked after school and on holidays at the 
Fairway. Frances was in teacher training at West Georgia College. Ernest, working hard 
at the plant, was also busy with his church and Masonic activities.

Geraldine married on September 17, 1948 at Dunwoody Methodist Church. A few 
months later, Ernestine married on December 20, 1948 at Chamblee Baptist Church. 
Both had small receptions at home. Mattie assisted Catherine with these lovely affairs.

It was in 1949 that Ernest suffered what Dr. Mendenhall diagnosed as a heart attack. As 
has been earlier written in Ernest's chapter, because of his ill health, Rosemary 
Creamery, Inc. had to be liquidated. After a few months of recuperation, American 
National Insurance Company employed Ernest as an agent.

Little Mary Catherine Wills, Ernest and Catherine's first grandchild, was born on July
7, 1950. Living in the same town with this little angel was a wonderful blessing 
because Grandpa and Grandmother kept her some for Ernie and Jim while they worked.

That spring, 1950, Ronald graduated from high school and in the fall entered West 
Georgia College. Frances returned home that summer to teach first grade at Chamblee 
Elementary School for the 1950-51 school year.

In October, Catherine's illness re-surfaced. By early spring, she had to go back to Stone 
Mountain Sanitarium for additional treatment. Responding well to her medical care, she 
retumed home in time to help Frances with her wedding to Kenneth Cadenhead. This took 
place at Cherokee Heights Baptist Church in Macon, Georgia on Sunday afternoon, June 3, 
1951, with only family members present. Catherine's brother Herbert officiated; a 
small reception was held at the home of Frances' dear uncle and aunt, Herbert and Cora 
Lee Hyde. After the wedding, the bride and groom left for their new home in Athens, 
Georgia where they were enrolled in the College of Education at the University of Georgia.

(Note: In describing her childhood home, this writer will write In first 
person.) In 1932, when Mother and Daddy moved into the small multi-colored red 
brick house on Stone Mountain Road, Ronald had not been born. Up on a bank the house 
was built; the yards were a mix of white sand and red dirt - no grass. The dwelling had a 
living room, dining room, two bedrooms, a bath and a kitchen. It was heated with coal 
stoves in the living room and kitchen. On cold mornings, we children would dress by the 
warm stove in the living room and at night, we would don our pajamas there before we 
knelt for our bedtime prayers. We would chant together "Now I lay me down to sleep. I
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pray Thee, Lord, my soul to keep. If I should die before I wake, I pray Thee, Lord, my 
soul to take. If I should live another day, I pray Thee, Lord, to guide my way. A-men." 
Exchanging hugs and kisses with our parents, we would scamper to our cold room to 
crawl under the heavy covers that soon became "toasty" warm. (The ritual of kissing my 
parents before going to bed lasted a lifetime. Whenever I was with them at bedtime, a 
goodnight hug and kiss were always exchanged.) An arch from the living room led into 
the dining room. There was a white, drop-leaf table, chairs, and a white, small- 
mirrored buffet that held the coffee service that Uncle Ewell had given Mother and Daddy 
for a wedding present. It was in this room at the double windows that we used to watch 
for Daddy to come home at night. While we waited for his car lights to appear, we would 
look up at the sky. If we saw a star-lit sky, we would sing "Twinkle, twinkle little 
star," and if the moon was shining, we would chant, "I see the moon and the moon sees 
me. God bless the moon and God bless me." Sometimes we would count the buttons on our 
clothes saying, "Rich man, poor man, beggar man, thief, doctor, lawyer, merchant, 
chief, tinker, tailor, soldier, sailor!" When we had counted all of our buttons, the one 
we ended on with the chant would be who we would supposedly marry (example, four 
buttons, a thief). In the corner of the room was a narrow closet where we kept our toys 
in an apple crate on the floor. There were ABC blocks, building blocks, little cars, 
tinker toys, Lincoln logs, fiddle sticks, ring toss, balls, yo-yoes, balls-n-jacks, bolo 
bats, harmonicas, doll furniture, tea-sets, an erector set, etc. Beside the box was the 
Electrolux (vacuum) cleaner. There were three shelves in this closet. The first one held 
old newspapers and magazines. The next two held Mother's homemade preserves, jams 
and jellies. Stashed way behind these on the very top shelf was a bottle of blackberry 
wine that never was uncapped except when Daddy's brothers and their families visited 
us. After we children were put to bed, the sisters-in-law would sit in the living room 
and talk while the brothers would play "set-back" or "slap-jack" at the dining room 
table. Before departing or retiring, a nip of wine would be drunk - from Grandpa Gantt's 
jiggers. Baptists were not supposed to drink alcoholic beverages; that was why mother 
kept this bottle well hidden. The deck of cards, only brought out on those special 
evenings, were also stored in the deep recesses of the secretary-desk. Baptists at that 
time believed that playing cards was a sin! On the other side of the living room was a 
covered porch. In the back of the house were a kitchen, two bedrooms and a bath. A 
screened back porch was off of the kitchen. This house was identical to the house that 
Uncle Oscar had built for Marvin Hyde, our cousin, on Dunwoody Road. (Uncle Jerd 
Anderson, who lived in Gumming, Georgia was hired to build both houses for his 
brothers-in-law, Oscar and Ed.) In one corner of the kitchen, there was a small, pot
bellied, black-iron, two-eyed stove with a small oven on its flue pipe. The big 
Westinghouse "Frigidare" (refrigerator) with the large, round coil on its top, stood on 
four strong legs. Nearby was a kerosene stove, which also stood on legs. We ate in the 
kitchen around a rectangular enameled-topped table.

In the backyard, there was a detached, white, wooden, one-car garage (not many people 
had cars then and only the wealthy had more than one car). Daddy built a chicken house 
on the back of this building and a fenced-in chicken yard. In my memories, I can hear 
the early morning crowing of the rooster and the clucking of the hens. Small pens were 
built for rabbits, baby chicks and ducklings. Located near the back of the garage, was 
“the wash place" with an outside water spigot. It was in this area that Mother did her 
weekly laundry (before she had a washing machine). The old iron pot staunchly stood on 
its four legs over the ashes left from the last "wash day." Propped neatly together were 
the "saw-horses" and boards that held the three, large, galvanized tubs used on "wash 
day." It was in this same area that, on occasion. Mother would kill a chicken for Sunday 
dinner. Taking the chicken by its neck, she swung it around and around; then, she put it 
on the ground where she chopped its head off with an ax. The poor chicken flopped around 
until it had no life. It was then dipped in boiling water; its feathers were plucked by
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hand; and the remaining fine hairs were singed with a flame of fire. A sharp knife was 
used to cut into the chici<en "to clean it out." Caution was used to remove the entrails - 
the liver and gizzard were saved to cook. After cleaning the chicken well with water, it 
was cut into pieces. First the chicken legs, second, the wings and thighs, next the breast
- the “pulley bone" was cut from this, then, the breast was cut in half), and last, the 
back (split) and neck. Rinsing the pieces well with cool water. Mother placed the 
chicken in a bowl, salted it, covered it with fresh, cold water, and refrigerated it 
overnight until she was ready to fry it. Early on Sunday morning, she took the black 
iron frying pan and melted Jewel shortening in it. Rinsing the chicken, she dredged each 
piece in flour and then dropped it into the hot shortening to fry. After browning it on 
both sides, she placed a lid on the pan and “smothered" it (on low heat) until it was done. 
Removing the pieces of chicken to drain on a paper, she poured off some of the grease, 
sprinkled flour in the pan, and made thickened, milk gravy. We children always vied 
over who would get to “pull the pulley bone.“ After making a silent wish, the two would 
pull until the bone snapped in two. The one holding the shortest end supposedly would 
have her/his wish to come true.

On either side of the garage were deep woods where the honeysuckle (wild azaleas) and 
sweet shrub bloomed in the spring. On the back of our property were more woods, which 
our beloved creek lazily meandered through.

The summer of 1938 Mother and Daddy remodeled the house for our growing family. 
Luke Evans was the contractor and we lived in the house while much of the work was 
being done. The final few weeks were spent at Mama Hyde's. When it was completed, we 
had a lovely, larger home. A brick raised terrace and screened front porch was added to 
the front of the house. The old front porch was enclosed and made into an additional 
bedroom. The living room stayed the same except the fireplace was closed (a plastered 
wall covered it) so that the furnace fumes could be vented through the chimney. The 
back porch was enclosed and made into a breakfast room; Mother and Daddy's bedroom 
was enlarged into a dormitory sized bedroom for us girls. A hall was added with a built- 
in telephone center; a new black and white tiled bathroom was built between the two new 
bedrooms. The room next to the kitchen became Mother and Daddy's bedroom. The 
kitchen boasted floor to ceiling built-in cabinets. An electric Hot Point range replaced 
the kerosene stove. An arch separated the breakfast room from the kitchen; the back 
door led out to an open porch, between the two brick walls. Hardwood floors were 
installed, except in the kitchen and breakfast room, where linoleum was laid. A daylight 
basement was added. The basement held a laundry room, storage areas, a bathroom and a 
glass-windowed multi-purpose room. A furnace and stoker were installed for central 
heat. A coal bin was next to this. (In another chapter, the use of the basement is 
described.) Mother had a flair for making her home comfortable and pretty. In the 
spring and summer, there were always small bouquets of flowers in the living room and 
dining room. During the winter, fruit in a Depression glass bowl graced the dining room 
table. Being a handyman. Daddy could make or build anything that Mother wanted. (A 
few years later. Daddy built two rooms in the attic.) The new front bedroom had French 
doors that opened into the living room and onto the front screened porch. In the living 
room a lovely picture of swans on a lake hung over the sofa. A small bookcase filled with 
classic books stood under the double windows. In the corner of this room was Mother's 
secretary-desk, where she stored her scrapbooks and photos, special books and 
correspondence. In the other corner was the floor model radio with an occasional chair 
by its side. Opposite the center hall door was the piano. By Daddy's comfortable chair 
and footstool was a floor lamp and a smoking stand; this was placed next to the piano. 
(Sometimes at night. Mother would sit in this chair, take out the hairpins and let her 
long hair fall down her back. We children took turns brushing her tresses. It was also 
in this room where we sometimes had our nightly devotional and prayers. An arch led
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into the dining room from the living room. The dining room was furnished with a lovely 
antique, mahogany dining room table, chairs and buffet. (The white dining set was 
relegated to the daylight basement.) Over the buffet hung a lovely European farm 
landscape - Mama Jameson had given this beautifully framed picture to Mother and 
Daddy. (Ernie inherited this). In one corner of the room was a small antique, curved- 
glass china cabinet, which held Mother's "Jewel Tea Sunday dishes." (I, and, now, 
Melanie inherited this.) In the other corner was a small table that held African violets. 
(I have this table now - as very small children, we sat beneath it and pretended it was 
our car - its eight legs had four braces that met in the center with a knob-like 
projection at the merger. The knob was our steering wheel and we each had a 
compartment in which to sit.) Glass shelves in the double front windows held many 
lovely African violets; a chintz-covered, cedar chest was under the windows. The 
bedrooms have been described elsewhere in this book.

Many happy hours were spent in the kitchen. Mother became an excellent cook. Daddy 
was also a good cook but she rarely let him use his culinary skills except to prepare 
oyster stew, chicken-n-dumplings, Irish stew, hush puppies, pancakes and an 
occasional breakfast featuring battered streak of lean. Daddy called this country fried 
chicken. He even prepared brains and eggs and pickled pig's feet! Needless to say, he was 
the only partaker of these two delicacies. Family favorites that Mother prepared were 
fresh vegetables, salmon croquettes, meat loaf, fried chicken, pot roast, cubed steak and 
gravy, date-nut bread, pineapple-up-side-down cake, English pea salad (she fixed this 
so often that Daddy finally got tired of the "china berries," as he called them), sweet 
potatoes in orange cups, cornbread, biscuits, potato salad, iced tea, baked chicken and 
dressing. I loved to watch her cook and especially when she made biscuits. The wooden 
flour bowl, cutting board, rolling pin, sifter and biscuit cutter were in a cabinet 
drawer. Out they would come; a soft dough was made in the bowl; the dough was rolled 
out on the floured board; the biscuits (small and thin) were cut and placed on a baking 
sheet and whisked into a hot oven, where they were left until they were browned just 
right. Eating hot biscuits with sorghum syrup and butter as a dessert was a real treat. 
Teasing Mother, Daddy would often say, "Pass the cat-heads (his name for Mother's 
biscuits), please."

The outside grounds were graded and landscaped by Uncle Newt Miller into a lovely lawn; 
shrubs were planted around the house. I can close my eyes and remember the aroma of 
the gardenias (Daddy called them cape jasmines) by the front terrace and the butterfly 
bush (Daddy called this summer lilac) by the basement door. A driveway wound around 
the back of the house and out to the road on the other side. The yards were always 
beautiful because of Daddy's constant planting of various trees, flowers and shrubs.

rReturnlna to third person writing.) The summer after Frances's wedding, in 
1951, was an adjustment time for Catherine; by Christmas, she was back to her old self. 
Gradually, she and Ernest became active in church again. She enjoyed her W.M.U. circle 
and they both became extension workers, delivering church related materials to 
members who were "shut-ins" or sick. Ernest was on the Chamblee City Council and 
both worked at the polls during election times. Catherine continued to sell her cards and 
small gifts, but she now let her customers come to her home to make their selections 
from her dining room table.

Ronald married his college sweetheart, LaVerne Joyner, on March 21, 1952. Shortly 
after this, Ernest, with the help of Ronald, made the girl's dormitory bedroom into an 
apartment for Ronald and LaVerne. There they lived until Ronald's National Guard Unit 
was called to duty.
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During the period of time that they lived with Catherine and Ernest, Ronald helped his 
Daddy remodel an old school bus into a mobile home, which they named, "The Snooze Inn." 
When warm weather came, Ernest would drive the bus to a rented campsite for the 
summer and early fall. The "Snooze Inn" afforded all of the family and a few friends 
some happy times up at Unicoi State Park in the North Georgia Mountains. This writer 
recalls the summer she and her husband took their four children up to stay in the bus 
for a few days. It rained the whole time that they were there. Catherine had a rule that 
whenever you entered the bus your children's bare feet were washed in a pan of clean 
water at the door. Trying to supervise four children's muddy feet was a bit of a hassle 
and by the end of the stay, the boys were rebelling about having to wash their feet so 
often. They did have fun fishing and swimming (even when it was raining) and the 
family did have a few dry times to cook out and to explore Annie Ruby Falls. The last day, 
the children and the bags were put into the car to await the arrival of the next guests. It 
was raining - again! The family sat for two hours, in the rain, in the car - waiting! 
Finally Paul and Sara arrived; the key to the bus was given to them and the Cadenheads 
happily set off for home. That was the first and the last time that they camped in the bus. 
With fewer children and nicer weather, others thoroughly enjoyed using this mobile 
vacation home.

Sadly, Catherine's mother, Florence, had a massive heart attack in her home on the 
evening of September 11, 1953 and died. A few months later, Florence's home was sold. 
No longer was Catherine's "Hyde family" just around the corner. Catherine and her 
three sisters clung together as they adjusted to their "mama's" earthly departure. 
Because Florence had taught them how to love, the sisters established an even closer 
relationship among themselves and with their brothers.

Grandchildren were born during these years. Each one filled a certain niche in the lives 
and hearts of Ernest and Catherine. For the youngsters, it was always special to visit 
Grandmother and Grandpa. Grandpa made a swing set and a sandbox in the side-yard for 
the children - many happy hours were spent in this area. The children often explored 
the attic room where their parents' childhood toys were stored. Ernest had sold the lot at 
Pine Lake but he now owned a lot at Cardinal Lake near Norcross and Duluth. The 
grandchildren loved going fishing with their Grandpa to the lake and Grandmother often 
accompanied them with her famous picnic basket. These grandparents visited their 
children and grandchildren wherever they lived. The excitement over their arrival was 
ever keen. Catherine always brought a "goody bag" filled with staples and surprises. 
Grandpa flew kites with the grandchildren and came to see them play ball. Both 
grandparents attended special school and church programs that the grandchildren were 
in. Writing letters of love and encouragement was Grandmother's gift to the youngsters. 
These children were Cathy, Connie and Chris Wills; Beth and Sam Spruill; Gary, 
Matthew, and Rhonda Jameson; Michael, Melanie, Mark and Milton Cadenhead. On 
occasion, the whole family would converge at Grandpa and Grandmother's home on 
Jameson Hill. The adults would gather around the dining table for meals while the 
grandchildren ate in the breakfast table. Much laughter and joy filled the house on Old 
Stone Mountain Road during these visits. Gerry, living nearby, contributed in many 
ways to these pleasant times. What a good daughter and sister she was!

To supplement their income, Catherine and Ernest, in the 1960s, developed a part of 
their property into a trailer court, which held 12 mobile homes. They named this 
business “Shady Nook Trailer Court." After Catherine and Ernest's move to a nursing
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home, Gerry and Hugh hired Lacy Realty Co., Inc. to rent their house and trailer lots for 
a period of time. The property was sold in 1985.355

Gradually Catherine and Ernest's health declined. Catherine suffered several heart 
attacks and was in and out of the hospital. Dr. Walter S. Dunbar in the Medical Arts 
Building (in Atlanta) was her doctor. She was at St. Joseph's Hospital in Atlanta when 
Ronald died on October 30, 1966 at the age of 33. This was truly the saddest day of 
Catherine's and Ernest's lives. Neither one of his adoring parents were ever the same 
again.

Ernest and Catherine lovingly assisted LaVerne and the boys, Gary (10) and Matthew 
(8) during the next few months. They helped LaVerne and the grandsons get settled in 
their new home in East Point; they were present when little Rhonda was born on June 
26, 1967. From the sidelines they watched LaVerne, a single mother, meet her daily 
challenges with three growing children and their sad hearts ached for her, her children
- and for their beloved son who was no longer with them.

When news reached Catherine and Ernest that Herbert had died of a heart attack on 
September 12, 1971 after preaching his Sunday morning sermon at his church, they 
were deeply saddened. Another beloved member of Catherine's family was gone.

Catherine and Ernest's children were especially attentive to their parents during the 
next years. Special times were planned that would bring them joy. For example, Gerry 
and Hugh took them to see the Lawrence Welk Show at the Atlanta Civic Center on August 
29, 1971. Every Saturday night Catherine and Ernest watched this show on TV. In 
Catherine's keepsakes box was a program from the show. She had underlined favorite 
songs that were played that evening and had written names underneath the group picture 
of certain performers.

Ernest began to have extreme bone stiffness. He would say, "My body won't move." 
Daily, he would walk up and down the driveway to exercise his aching joints. Dr. 
Mendenhall suspected that Ernest was in the first stages of Parkinson's Disease. Mini
strokes began for Ernest; Catherine found it impossible to care for him alone. A series 
of practical nurses were hired; none proved satisfactory. One day in the late spring of 
1972, Gerry dropped by the house and found Catherine lying in the floor where she had 
fainted. She knew that something had to be done to relieve her Mother. She called 
Ernestine and Frances home. They conferred with their Mother and discovered that 
Catherine had already been doing research on nursing homes in the area. The daughters 
went with her to see several of these. She decided that Fountain View Convalescent 
Center at 1400 Briarcliff Road in Atlanta was the best choice for their needs; plans were 
made to move Ernest and Catherine to this facility. Although she was not quite ready for 
nursing home care, Catherine did not want to be separated from her husband. Ernest 
resisted this move with all of his heart. This gentle, kind man loved his home and did not 
want to leave it; he seemed insensitive to the fact that Catherine could no longer handle 
things alone. This was so unlike Ernest, who had always been the "caretaker" of 
Catherine. Due to his physical deterioration, the roles had reversed and Catherine, for a 
period of time, became his "caretaker." She bravely organized their belongings, making 
a list of items that they would take with them to the nursing home and another list of 
items that she wanted to go to different family members and friends. The rest of their 
household goods were given to charity.

355 From business records kept by Gerry J. Spruill.
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The next month was spent sorting out their goods. Most of this fell on Gerry and Hugh's 
shoulders. Ernie was in Texas and Fran was taking courses at Auburn University to 
renew her teacher's certificate in order to return to the classroom as a teacher in the 
fall. Every weekend Fran and Kenneth came to help with the sorting and removal of 
items. Catherine and Ernest moved into Fountain View in July 1972.

Ernest's condition rapidly declined and on December 19, 1972, he had a massive stroke, 
which left him helpless - physically and mentally. His tragic plight tore at Catherine's 
heart. Her grief and worry brought on another heart attack in February 1973. She was 
at St. Joseph's Hospital when Ernest died on February 24, 1973. In the room with him 
that night were Ben Hyde, Gerry and Hugh, Frances and Kenneth and a kind male nurse. 
Catherine wrote on the back of one of the last Christmas cards sent to their friends in 
1972: "This card was sent to our friends - December 1972 - our last Christmas 
together - even tho' my Ernest had a massive stroke on December 19th and was moved to 
Extensive Care Wing A, Room 16. Deceased on February 24, 1973. I was in St. Joseph's 
Infirmary with 3rd heart attack and unable to attend funeral. The second saddest day in 
my life - first was on October 30, 1966 when our only son Ronald died of a massive 
heart attack - I was in St. Joseph's then and unable to attend funeral. My world did not 
end, but has never been the same since both of these dates! Heartbroken Mother and 
wife, Catherine J." On the front of the card was: "May happy memories bring again / Old 
scenes, old times, long passed away, / And weave afresh the old, old chain / Which links 
us to this Christmas Day." Ernest's funeral was at First Baptist Church; he was buried 
there in the Jameson family cemetery plot beside his parents.

Catherine tried to adjust to life without her sweetheart but her own physical health 
worsened. Her daughters were very attentive to her but they could see that she was 
failing. After another bout in the hospital. Dr. Dunbar, determined that she needed to 
have a pacemaker inserted. The day after the insertion, Frances sat by her mother's side 
in the hospital. She was reading the devotional for the day to Catherine and they had just 
had prayer when Frances saw that her mother was in dire trouble. Summoning help, 
nurses and doctors raced to the room. After a while. Dr. Dunbar came out and quietly 
told Geraldine and Frances, who were waiting in the hall, that their mother might not 
make it and that all of the family should be called. An electrode of the pacemaker had 
slipped and punctured the lining of her heart. The attending doctors took emergency 
measures - her chest was opened in the room in order to stop the extensive bleeding: 
then she was taken to surgery. The two sisters and their husbands were left to wait for 
news of Catherine's fate. Finally, the doctor came and told them that they had repaired 
the damage but there was no assurance that she would survive. Only time would tell. 
Survive she did but was left in a state of shock. For months she was not herself. In 
addition to the Fountain View nurses, the girls hired extra nurses to care for Catherine 
during the day. With this extra attention, Catherine began to gradually improve, 
although she was in heart failure.

Her brother, Benjamin, died on April 19, 1975 and her brother-in-law Winn 
Drummond died on May 5, 1977. Another two loved ones were gone!

Gerry, who had cared for her parents for years, began to break. Calling her sister, 
Frances, she said, "Fran, you have to take over. I can't take care of Mother any longer." 
Frances assured Gerry that she indeed would take care of their beloved mother.

Fran brought Catherine to Auburn to live in the Opelika Nursing Home. Although it was 
hard for Catherine to leave her family and friends in Atlanta, the next two years proved 
to be relatively happy years for her. She spent every Sunday with Frances and Kenneth 
in their home. Kenneth had always loved his mother-in-law but he proved his love by
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the gentle care and respect that he gave to her while she lived in the Auburn area. He did 
all that he could to make her feel welcome in his home. He and Fran proposed that she 
live with them but Catherine refused this offer by saying that she needed constant care 
and that she preferred being where she could have this without becoming a burden to 
someone. Most weeknights Kenneth finished or cooked supper for his and Fran's family 
while Fran was out at the nursing home caring for her mother. Not once did he complain 
about this added responsibility. This was the first time that Fran's children had ever 
lived in the same town as their grandmother. They loved being with her and their 
friends became her friends. She did not allow any of her grandchildren to call her 
"granny" but Johnny McGraw, a friend of Mark and Milton’s, called her just that. He 
loved to tease her and when he entered the room, her face would break into a smile. 
Never would she have had an inside dog, but Frances and Kenneth had one - a miniature 
dachshund, Heidi, who adored Catherine. Catherine would sit in the chair and pet this 
little dog even when it would try to lick her in the face. She would laugh and push him 
away. During the week when Frances was teaching, extra sitters were hired at the 
nursing home to care for Catherine during the day. She loved to play Bingo and enjoyed 
the activities provided by the home. Catherine was a beautiful lady and dressed 
immaculately. At the end of the school day, Frances went out to help Catherine with her 
supper and then assisted her in getting ready for bed. One day when this writer and her 
mother were walking in the hall, one patient stopped them and asked Catherine, "Who is 
that walking with you?" Catherine replied, “Why this is my daughter." The old lady 
looked intently at the both of them and then retorted to Catherine, "Well, you're a darn 
sight prettier than she is!"

Routinely, Catherine's other children and relatives visited her and often stayed 
overnight with Kenneth and Fran. Her out-of-town, day visitors often carried Catherine 
out to Fran's home so that they could have a private place to visit. Before leaving to 
teach that day, Frances would prepare a meal that they could "finish up." Catherine 
loved these visits and if she knew in advance that she was to have company that week, she 
would get Frances to help her make her famous date-nut bread to serve them. Dr. Joanne 
Smith T. was Catherine’s doctor and recognized that Catherine would not live much 
longer. After the last of several hospital stays. Dr. Park McGee, who was filling in for 
Dr. Smith T, told Frances that he had "a gut feeling" that her mother was near death. 
Frances called Gerry; she and Helen came down on that Monday to visit with Catherine. 
On Tuesday, Louise and Bill drove down to see her. On Wednesday, December 5, 1979, 
when Frances arrived for her afternoon visit, she found her mother lying across her 
bed, dead! On her desk beside the small Christmas tree that Frances had decorated the 
night before was a lovely, small, blue teapot that Catherine had won that day at Bingo.

This writer sadly remembers when Catherine had to move to Auburn and was told that 
she would not return to the Atlanta area to live. The sick little lady gripped the arms of 
her chair with her hands and firmly said, "I will go home in that little black buggy one of 
these days." And she did - to be buried beside her "darling" (this was her pet name for 
Ernest and his pet name for her was “sweetheart"). Her obituary read: Services for 
Mrs. Catherine H. Jameson ... will be at H.M. Patterson's Funeral home at Oglethorpe 
Hills at 11 a.m. Saturday: burial at Chamblee Baptist Church Cemetery. Mrs. Jameson, 
73, died Wednesday, December 5, 1979 at the Opelika Nursing Home in Opelika, 
Alabama. She was a member of First Baptist Church in Chamblee, Georgia. Survivors 
include her daughters, Mrs. James A. Wills of San Antonio, Texas, Mrs. Hugh S. Spruill 
of Dunwoody, Mrs. Kenneth Cadenhead of Auburn, Alabama; and sisters, Mrs. Quentin 
Conway and Mrs. Helen Drummond of Atlanta and Mrs. William T. Baggett of 
Douglasville; 12 grandchildren and 2 great-grandchildren." Catherine joined her
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beloved husband in the Jameson family burial plot at Chamblee Baptist Church on 
December 8, 1979.
(Written in first person^ Sad survivors? Yes! This wonderful lady whom we 
called Mother is no longer here to join in laughter with us, to confide in, to advise us, to 
instruct and encourage us, to share in our joys and sorrows, to even reprimand us at 
times. Even today, 2004, I, Frances, long to hear her sweet, familiar voice saying, “My 
little Frannie (her pet name for me)," to feel her gentle touch, to smell her sweet 
aroma, to bask in her loving presence. Sweet memories of her are with us forever! I 
thank God that she was my mother!)

The Family of Claude Ernest and Catherine Florence Hyde Jameson
(Sixth Jameson Generation - Fifth Hyde Generation)

6. Husband: Claude Ernest Jameson: b. 7-18-1904 in Atlanta, Ga.; m. 8-14-1926 in 
Chamblee, Ga.; d. 2-24-1973; buried at Chamblee Baptist Church Cemetery. 
Parents: Claud Julias and Ollie Mav Gantt Jameson of Atlanta, Ga.

Wife: Catherine Florence Hydg ..Jmesjan; b. 5-2-1906 in Forsyth County, Ga.; d. 12-5- 
1979; buried at Chamblee Baptist Church Cemetery, Chamblee, Ga.
Parents: Powell Edgar and Florence Julia Sheffield Hvde of Chamblee, Ga.

Children: 3 daughters. 1 son
7. Florence Ernestine Wills; b. 11-8-1927 in Chamblee, Ga.; 

m. 12-20-1948 in Chamblee, Ga.; d. 9-22-1984; 
buried in San Antonio, Texas.

Husband: James Arthur Wills; b. 7-26-1925 in Albany, Ga.
Children: 2 daughters. 1 son

8. Mary Catherine Wills Biggerstaff - Wood; Sp. 1 Brad 
Biggerstaff, Sp. 2 Bill Wood 
Children: 1 son and 2 stepchildren*

9. Dana Christopher Biggerstaff • wife: Abigail E. Israel 
Children: 1 son 1 stepson*

10. Drew Bradley Biggerstaff 
10. Michael Ward*

9. William Leonard Wood*
9. Joyce Evelyn Wood*

8. Connie Louise Wills Fellhauer Bookout; Sp. 1 Brad Fellhauer,
Sp. 2 Darrell Bookout 

Children: 1 daughter . 1 son
9. Crystal Leigh Fellhauer Alejandre; husband: Robert Alejandre. 
Children: 1 son. 1 daughter

10. Jameson Payne Fellhauer
10. Saybre Isabella Alejandre

8. James Christopher Wills; Sp. 1 Christy Carrier,
Sp. 2 Michelle Parrish, Sp. 3 Sherry Ladner Austin 

Children: 2 sons. 2 stepsons and 1 step daughter 
9. Aaron Michael Wills 
9. Benjamin Edward Wills
9. Alan Ryan,* Jonathan Lee,* and Jessica Victoria Smith*

7. Ollie Geraldine Jameson Spruill; b. 12-11-1928 in Brookhaven, Ga.;
m. 9-17-1948 in Dunwoody, Ga.; divorced: 1-5-2000.P .e j 

Husband: Hugh Stephen Spruill; b. 2-11-1926 in Dunwoody, Ga.,
Children: 1 daughter 1 son
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8. Beth Florence Spruill Saxe; husband: Bob Saxe;
Children: 1 son. 1 daughter 

9. John Stephen Saxe 
9. Catherine Florence Saxe 

8. Sam Hugh Spruill
7. Bertha Frances Jameson Cadenhead: b. 10-10-1930 in Chamblee, Ga.

m. 6-3-1951 in Macon, Ga.
Husband: Albert Kenneth Cadenhead: b. 1-14-1932 in LaGrange, Ga.
Children: 3 sons . 1 daughter

8. Michael Kenneth Cadenhead: Sp. 1 Nancy Bell, Sp. 2 Judy King Noah 
Children: 2 stepchildren*

9. Eric Warren Noah*
9. Kimberly Brooke Noah*

8. Melanie Ann Cadenhead
Children: 1 daughter (adopted from Tver. Russia)

9. Maria Frances Cadenhead
8. Mark Jameson Cadenhead: wife: Dody Ray 
Children: 1 daughter (adopted from Kirov. Russia)

9. Hannah Ray Cadenhead
8. Milton Fred Cadenhead: wife: Diane Gundling
Chlidrgn: 2 son?. 1 daughter (all adopted from Borovighi. Russia)

9. Milton Alexander (Alec) Cadenhead 
9. Kenneth Nicholas (Nick) Cadenhead 
9. Sara Darya Cadenhead

7. Ronald Edgar Jameson; b. 3-10-1933 in Atlanta, Ga.
m. 3-21-1952 in Decatur, Ga.; d. 10-30-1966 in Cartersville, Ga. 
buried: Crest Lawn Memorial Cemetery, Atlanta, Ga.

Wife: Joyce LaVerne Joyner Jameson (Lentz); b. 7-15-1932 
ghilciren:. 2 sons and 1 daughter

8. Gary Ernest Jameson; Sp. 1 Sharon Freeman,
Sp. 2 Melinda House Tatum 

Children; 1 sgn (by 1st wife) and 2 stgpsQns*
9. Robert Ernest Jameson 
9. William Christopher Tatum*
9. Ryan David Tatum*

8. Matthew Alan Jameson; Sp. 1 Teresa Diane Foskey,
Sp. 2 Jennifer Guy, Sp. 3 Christyna Phagan 

Children: 1 daughter (by Sp. 3)
9. Catherine Ann Jameson

8. Rhonda Diane Jameson Lentz Gunselman; husband: Mark Gunselman 
Children: 1 daughter. 1 stepdaughter*

9. Emily Lauren Gunselman
9. Jenna Gunselman*

(Additional information on these descendants are on that individual's familv sheet.)

"When an old man dies, a library burns down."
- An African Proverb

"A good name is better tlian precious ointment."
-Ecclesiastes 7:1a
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Almeda Johnston and O. Landrum Jameson Sallie Buice Gantt, Ollie G. Jameson's 
mother

.

Ollie May Gantt Jameson Claud Julias Jameson
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William (Will) P. Jameson 
and Mae Jameson

Mattie Lou Jameson, Lillian W. Jackson 
Mae J. Miller, Mary Bramlett Davis, 

Evelyn Orr Gallimore

Cousins: Lillian Wingo Jackson, 
Minnie Jameson Orr, 

Mae Jameson Miller

Mary Bramlett Davis
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mm
Jameson Reunion in South Carolina, circa 

(From Pauline S. Gramling, descendant of 
Paul Newman Smith)

First row: Mary Moseley, Robbie Moseley, Paul Newman Smith, Grady
Smith, Rubye Smith, Aaron John Smith, Jr., Mildred Smith, Minnie 

Jameson Orr, Agnes Orr, Rufus Orr, Gibbs, Mary 
Second row: Cleo Moseley, John Moseley, Zeph Moseley, Mamie Jameson 

Moseley, L.T. Moseley 
Third row: Colonel Joshua Jameson, Mary Bowen Hunt Jameson, Maude

Jameson Terrell, Joe Jameson, Eddie Jameson, Sallie Jameson, 
John Wingo

Fourth row: Ida Jameson Long, Mattie Jameson Bramlett, Mary Bramlett
Davis, Ed Jameson, Fannie Jameson, Settle Wingo, Mamie Wingo 
Mesetty, Lillian Wingo Jackson
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Vernon Jameson and Geraldine J. Spruill 
at Joshua and Mary Jameson's grave 
site, Easley. S.C.

Frances J. Cadenhead and T.M. 
Jameson, Jr. on Jameson 
Road, Easley, S.C.

Marker erected at Jameson Family 
Cemetery,Easley, S.C.

Claud and Ollie Jameson's Home
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k:

The Forrest Jamesons 
Back - Dean, Dolores 
Front - Mattie Lou and Forrest Jameson

The Ewell Jamesons 
Back - Ewell and Thelma Louise 

Jameson 
Front - Betty Louise and Bill 

Jameson

The Fred Jamesons 
Left to right: Rhonda and Philip, Paula and Ray

Melissa and Bob, Margaret and Fred Jameson
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Catherine and Ernest Jameson Ronald Jameson

Geraldine, Frances and Ernestine Jameson Ernestine Wills, Gerry Spruill, Fran 
Cadenhead
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Ernestine and Jim Wills 
Connie, Cathy and Chris Wills

Jim and Ernestine J. Wills

Left to Right: Sam Spruill, Bob, Beth S. and 
John Saxe, Hugh and Geraldine 
J. Spruill

Left to Right: Beth and Bob
Saxe, John and 
Catherine Saxe
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Left to Right: Matthew, Laverne, Gary 
and Ronald Jameson

Gary, Rhonda and Matthew Jameson

Michael, Melanie, Mark and Milton 
Gadenhead

Ernest and Catherine Jameson's 
Homeplace
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(This writer's siblings were Florence Ernestine, Ollie Geraldine and Ronald Edgar 
Jameson. Since childhood experiences were shared, she has written about different ones 
in each sibling's chapter. In Ernie's chapter, she includes: Ernie being "the leader of 
their pack," Ernie's directing their art projects, music activities (at home and at 
church) and sports; their pets, toys, holidays, and the years of World War II. In Gerry's 
chapter, she writes about school days, home chores, directions to games they played, 
fashions of the period, their dormitory bedroom, periodicals in their home, their woods, 
their playhouses, and dolls. In Ronald's chapter, she writes about neighbors, visits to 
Aunt Mae's, childhood pals, "Sandy Road" rendezvous, train experiences, Christmases, 
the tooth fairy, and summer activities. In the first section of her own chapter, the 
writer tells about events that happened on or near Peachtree Street/Road from 1930 to 
the 1950s; she describes their childhood home.)

Florence Ernestine (Ernie) Jameson Wills
(1927-1984)

*ln 1927, when Ernestine Jameson was born, the first sound (talking) movie, "The 
Jazz Singer," starring Al Jolson, was produced. Charles A. Lindberg flew his “Spirit of 
St. Louis" monoplane nonstop from New York to Paris in 33.5 hours.*

Florence Ernestine Jameson made her entrance into this world on Tuesday, November 8, 
1927 in Chamblee, Georgia. She was the first-born child of Claude Ernest and Catherine 
Florence Hyde Jameson. Dr. J.S. Cochran of Norcross, Georgia, assisted by Claudie 
Hutson, delivered this beautiful, blue-eyed baby girl (later the eyes would turn to 
hazel). It was a difficult "at-home" delivery. Her mother, due to high blood pressure, 
went into convulsions during the birthing of this tiny infant. According to her two baby 
books kept by her mother, Ernestine arrived at 3:30 on that autumn afternoon and 
weighed 5 pounds. The newborn was named for her father, Ernest, and for her maternal 
grandmother and her mother, Florence Julia S. Hyde, and Catherine Florence Hyde 
Jameson, respectively.^

The next bit of writing will be excerpts from two of Ernestine's baby books, written by 
her mother, Catherine.^ "A host of friends and relatives came calling: Mama Hyde and 
family, Mama Jameson and family. Grandma and Grandpa Sheffield, Aunt Flora Harrison 
and Doris, Aunt Edith Sheffield, Aunt Mae and Uncle Newt Miller, Lillian Hyde, Miriam 
and Edna Hyde, Thelma and Hazel Harrison, Bertie Lou Pierce, Marjorie and Lamar Hyde, 
Mrs. Homer Morris, Robbie, Joe, Ramath and Geraldine Morris, Willie Tom Crisler, 
Mrs. W.G. Blanton and Sylvia, Mrs. A.L. Blanton, Daisy, Allene and Jessie Lee, Mrs. Bill 
Harrison and Charles, Mrs. Dessie Pierce, Mrs. S.H. Johnson and children, Mrs. Lucille 
Pierce, Mrs. Gus Hudgins and Virginia, Mrs. Gay, Clara, Ruth and Louise, Mr. and Mrs. 
Fred Drake and Joyce, Mr. and Mrs. John Adams, Mrs. Morgan, Eva and Abbie Warren,

IV. SEASONS OF MY SIBLINGS

 ̂ From Ernestine's two baby books; also told by Catherine to this writer long ago. 
^ Ibid.
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Pearl Chestnut, Vera Warren, Mrs. Lola Morris, Mona Warnock Hyde, Mrs. Paul Tatum, 
Vera Dodgen, Frances Tilly and Mary, Mrs. Robert Warnock, Mrs. Ruth Thomas, Mrs. 
Velvie Wallace and Leonard, Mrs. Selman, Mrs. Irene Daniel, Mrs. D.G. Chestnut, Mrs.
C.D. Warnock, Mrs. W.A. Eidson, Mrs. C.T. Poss, Mrs. W.O. Pierce, Mrs. E.L. Porter, 
Mrs. M.E. Smith, Mrs. E.C. Daniel, Mrs. C.V. Tapp, and Mrs. Frank Lively.

The baby was showered with gifts: dresses, blankets, pillows, socks, wash clothes, 
towels, combs, brushes, a mirror, booties, baby books, sweaters, a toilet basket, baby 
powder, soap, shoes, kimono, silk quilt, hot water bottle, rubber pants, and rattlers.

The baby's weight record was as follows - 2 months - 7 lbs., 4 months - 9 1/2 lbs., 6 
months -13 lbs., 1 year -17 lbs., 2 years - 22 lbs.

As for her favorite toys: Baby loved all toys, especially those things which had bright 
beautiful colors, but most of all she loved a “mama doll." She also loved her teddy bear.

Her first visit: When I was hardly three weeks old I went with my parents up to Mama 
Hyde's and stayed a week but my first far away visit was to Mama Jameson's in Atlanta on 
Saturday, January 7, 1928, when I was almost two months old. I wen^on the streetcar 
and was a good baby 'cause I didn't get scared and cry. ... I enjoyed my rides in my own 
little buggy and oh! how I would squeal with joy when I could ride in Papa Hyde's 
automobile.

Baby's First words were; Ma-ma, Da-dy, ba-by, bye-bye, and me-me. When baby was 
nearly nine months old she learned how to bow her head in "How-do-you-do" fashion and 
wave her little hand bye-bye; she could also "Pat the Cake." Other things Baby said: 
Monday, September 3, 1928 - "Pretty Baby!" February 1929 - "Little sister." [No 
dates on other words and phrases.] "Dog, go way - don't bite!" "Hey there, 'ittle kitty!" 
“Hey, doggie." "Hey, Baby!" "Thank you, dear mamu." "Want a drink. Daddy?" "Daddy's 
gone to work." "Daddy's asleep." "Little sister's asleep." "Hey there, auntie!" "Mama, 
... want cracker." "It's gonna rain.” "Robert, go ride." "Frances, sit down." "Sister, 
want bottle, awright." ...

... The first Christmas came when she was hardly two months old so of course it passed 
like all other days with her and her second Christmas found her a very sick baby and 
away from her mother and daddy. She took whooping cough just as the stork^ arrived 
with her tiny baby sister so she had to go to Mama Hyde's and stay for a while and was 
there at Christmas. She received many pretty things but was most too sick to enjoy 
them. Her gifts were: a "mama doll," teddy bear, doll cradle, stocking doll and bed, balls, 
rattlers, baby plate and cup, bib, socks and shoes.

... Baby's first tooth was discovered when she was 8 months old - the second one, a few 
days later.

Baby's book would be incomplete without her Aunt Bertha and Uncle Robert's names [not 
related, just dear friends]. When she first began to walk and talk she became attached to 
them and spent many happy hours with them in their home - riding in their car and 
going with them down to Grandmama Wright's and playing with Myrtle, the dogs, cats and 
chickens. Her first little "lady dress" was made by her Aunt Bertha and many of her

This fallacy was told to children during that era.
3
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first play dresses were made by Myrtle. Her first silk crepe dress was white and was 
made and given to her by Myrtle and Aunt Bertha.

From the above writings, one feels the love that was lavished on little Ernestine by all 
who knew her. No wonder she grew into such a loving, responsible human being. 
Coupled with her intelligence and artistic talents, Ernie started early in making her 
"mark" in this world.

When Ernestine was born, the family lived in Chamblee in a small apartment in the 
Adam's home. A few months after the baby's birth, Catherine and Ernest moved from 
Chamblee to Brookhaven where they lived on Thornwell Drive. Here Ernest could walk 
to the car line to ride on a streetcar to work each night; he was a baker at the Merita 
Bread Company. Thornwell Drive was filled with wonderful neighbors and friends - the 
Palmers, the Tanners, the Cadoras, Daisy and Homer Blanton, Robert and Bertha 
Warnock. All of these friends came to the aid of this young couple during the next 
difficult months.

In August of 1928, Catherine had to go into the hospital for an emergency appendectomy. 
When the doctor operated, he found that she was pregnant. In order to save the embryo, 
the doctor ordered complete bed rest for Catherine. Little Ernestine was taken to her 
Mama Hyde's where she remained for two months.® When the toddler was allowed to 
return to her home, her baby sister, Geraldine arrived prematurely; plus, little 
Ernestine came down with the whooping cough. Quickly, Ernestine was whisked back to 
her grandparents' home where she stayed until after Christmas.

A nurse, Mrs. Holsey, came to stay in the Jameson home to care for the fragile new baby, 
whose life on earth was in question. Mrs. Holsey gave this infant constant care and after 
several months Geraldine began to rally; she survived.

Working at night and trying to sleep during the day proved to be unsatisfactory for 
Ernest and his young family. Ernest's father-in-law Ed Hyde offered him a job in Ed's 
new dairy facility, Irvindale Farms, in Chamblee, Georgia and there was a house on the 
farm where Catherine and Ernest could live. Luckily, it was directly across Peachtree 
Road from Catherine's Grandpa and Grandma Sheffield's home. Catherine's parents lived 
a short distance away on the same road. Working for "Mr. Hyde" turned out to be 
rewarding and challenging for Ernest.

A small lane, off of Peachtree Road, ran by the side of the Jameson dwelling. It was on 
this short street that the Adams and Fred Drake families lived. This was familiar 
territory because Ernest and Catherine had lived with the Adams when Ernestine was 
born. Now, they were neighbors again. Ruth and Fred Drake had a daughter, Joyce, and a 
young son, Allen, who was the age of Ernestine. As soon as the two children were old 
enough to play together, they became fast friends. One day when Ruth was visiting 
Catherine, the two youngsters and baby Geraldine were left to play in another room. 
Later, the mothers went to check on them. Catherine and Ruth called, "Ernestine, 
Geraldine, Allen." Slowly, the little ones crawled out from behind the sofa. With 
scissors in Allen's hand, their lovely tresses showed that they had been playing 
barbershop. Baby Geraldine had a gap in her dark hair, Allen had a few swaths cut in 
his, but most of Ernestine's long, beautiful curls had been lopped off! "Mercy!" the two 
young mothers wailed. The older tots were sternly scolded as baby Geraldine innocently

^ Copied from Ernestine's Baby Books.

^ Ibid.
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looked on. Until more hair grew, Ernestine had to wear a tarn to hide the "botched up" 
haircut that Allen had given her.

A new baby sister, Frances, arrived on October 10, 1930 to this family. Ernestine 
wanted to help her mother with the young infant. She fetched diapers and begged to feed 
the baby her bottle of milk.

In 1932, the Jameson family moved to the new house that Catherine's papa had built for 
them on Stone Mountain Road. It was located just around the corner from Florence and 
Ed's new home on New Peachtree Road (once called Old Peachtree Road). Ernest and 
Catherine did not own a car until 1936 and did not have a telephone until 1934. How 
fortunate they were to live near Catherine's family. Some member of the Hyde family 
came to check on this young family almost every day.

Baby brother Ronald arrived in 1933; Ernestine adored him!

Ernestine's early years were filled with illnesses, beginning with whooping cough when 
she was thirteen months old. By the time she was seven years old she had fallen victim 
to whooping cough, diphtheria, measles, chicken pox and scarlet fever. At that time, 
vaccines were not available for the dreaded, contagious diseases that attacked people. 
Those who contracted the more serious diseases had to be quarantined to keep others from 
being exposed to the deadly germs. Twice the big sign, "Quarantined," was placed on the 
outside doors of the Jameson home by Dr. A.R. Watkins. No one could enter or leave the 
house until the incubation period was over. Ernest stayed with his in-laws so that he 
could go to work each day; he would walk over every morning to the back porch steps 
where he would find a note from his wife telling him how the children were and if there 
were any supplies needed in the household. The couple had to resort to shouting to each 
other through the closed door. In the evening, Ernest would return with the needed items 
for his beloved but stressed wife.

By the time Ernestine entered the first grade at Chamblee School, her physical 
resistance to germs was nil, and as a result, she contracted every communicable disease 
that she met - chicken pox, red measles, colds and scarlet fever. Much of her first year 
in school was spent in the "sick-bed." Because she was so devoted to her little brother 
and because he adored her, Ronald was often at her side and so he also fell prey to these 
germs. Evidently, Geraldine and Frances had built up a good immune system because 
they did not "catch" these germs but little Ronald fell prey to scarlet fever, chicken pox 
and the “big red measles."

Missing a great portion of the school year, Ernie's teacher. Miss Helen Johnson, felt that 
it was wise for her to repeat the first grade. It was hard for Ernestine to be separated 
from her first school friends, especially Geneva Brown and Betty Sue Chatham. 
However, these three girls continued to be close friends to the end of Ernie's life.

In her "second-time-around" first grade class were more boys and girls whom she would 
love - Hazel Thurman, Farris Edwards, Edwin (Sonny) Pierce, Allen Drake, Fred 
McCree and Calvin Tatum. A few others whom she would not only love but claim as "life
long friends" were Jeannette (Jinx) Hyde (her first cousin), Frances Loyd, Hazel 
Wylie, and Lillian Harwell. This year was a good school year for her. Recognized as a 
"born leader," Ernestine, with her intelligence and excellent social skills, became a 
guiding force for her classmates, which lasted throughout their eleven years at Chamblee 
Elementary and High School.
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In spite of Ernie's sickly early years, this family member emerged as “the leader of the 
pack!" Her three younger siblings were influenced by her every move. She was their 
role model and loving big sister. Catherine and Ernest loved all of their children but 
Ernestine was their star! Ernie, trying to meet their high expectations, strove to be the 
best at whatever task was set before her. It was not until after her parents' deaths that 
Ernie revealed to her sisters, "Mother and Daddy were always telling me that I had to do 
things a certain way because I had a little brother and two sisters who were watching my 
every action! One reason I excelled in school was because I knew that they expected this 
of me. Trying to be the 'best' in all areas was an awesome burden!" Her sisters were 
shocked to hear this sister's statement. It seemed "so natural" for her to excel in her 
school, church and community activities. Ernestine's parents were never aware that 
their expectations were too great because she ably met every challenge that came her 
way. Thank God, her intellect and emotions allowed Ernie to be "her family's star!"

Perhaps because she was the oldest, or maybe because she was sick so much, Emestine's 
parents gave her "extra special" toys when she was little. Gerry and Frances had lovely 
toys, too, but Ernie's were exceptional. Once after an illness, Ernie was given a gorgeous 
doll, Annette, who could open and shut her eyes, had real hair and was beautifully 
dressed. Geraldine and Frances were not allowed to touch this doll. As the two younger 
sisters played with their small "Betsy-Wetsy" dolls, they would look with envy at 
Ernestine's grand doll. That summer, when Ernie had put Annette aside, Gerry and 
Frances slipped into the house and took this doll down to one of their favorite places to 
play, the creek. The doll ended up in the creek; her hair and clothes were ruined by "the 
dousing" in the water. Ernestine's heart was broken and Gerry and Frances's legs were 
keenly switched by their mother on that day! Soon after this, Ernie was given another 
lovely doll. It too had hair but it was special because the doll resided in one half of a 
small suitcase. The other side of the case had drawers that held changes of clothes for the 
doll, even a pair of skates to put on her feet. The younger siblings dared not play with 
this doll! Ernestine was also given a toy piano. Since Ronald was Ernie's protege, he was 
allowed to play with this musical toy. Soon he was "picking out" favorite tunes on the 
tiny piano. What a natural ear he had for music. Ernie was given a miniature tea set in 
a wooden, red apple. When the apple was twisted, the top half could be taken off and 
inside it was a wee tea set. She and Gerry also had tiny china doll house furniture. As 
the girls grew older, they wanted the same kinds of playthings and clothes, so the 
differences in their gifts were not as pronounced. Ernestine, because of her earlier 
years of indulgence, expected the best of whatever she needed or wanted. However, her 
demands were never too excessive. Her "hand-me-downs" were received with joy by 
Gerry and Frances who truly loved Ernestine's castaways.

It was Ernestine who directed her sibling's activities. She led them in many sports 
activities. It was she who taught them how to make play houses in the woods and in the 
basement. On holidays and special events, it was she who led them in art projects. She 
led in pretend play, skits, talent shows, and ghost story telling. She and her siblings 
would listen to “Let's Pretend" (fairy tales) on the radio on Saturday mornings. She 
loved to surprise her parents with special acts of love. As the family gathered around 
the piano to sing, Ernie would accompany them. The family's response to church, school 
and community activities was often spear-headed by Ernestine. What a wonderful big 
sister she was! Accounts of some of these activities will be scattered throughout these 
family writings and in this, her chapter.

Being artistic, Ernie often led in making seasonal gifts for their parents. Valentine's 
Day was a special holiday at school. Class members decorated a box to drop their 
homemade and store-bought valentines in on February 14th. Near the end of the school

322



day, the students put away their books and the teacher gave out the valentines. Comic 
valentines were often given. These were usually crude jingles of unflattering dialogue to 
the receiver. Others were lacy and "mushy" and some were signed by "Guess Who." The 
mystery sender usually gave himself/herself away by blushing or grinning slyly when 
the card was opened by the receiver. At home, Ernie made homemade paste by mixing 
flour and water; she and her siblings decorated a Valentine box of their own with red and 
white crepe paper. In it was placed homemade valentines for each member of the family. 
These, under Ernie's artistic direction, were painstakingly made days in advance of the 
big day. On Valentine's night, after supper, the box was opened and the cards were given 
out. 0-o-ohs and a-h-hs were heard around the table as each one in the family received 
lovely cards from other family members. On occasion, a comic one might appear but the 
jingle was kind enough to bring only laughter from the receiver. Their daddy always 
gave their mother a box of Russell Stover chocolates, which she opened and passed around 
for each to sample, only one. Their father usually had two or more!

At the first sign of spring, the Jameson children went into the woods to search for the 
season's emerging wild flowers. With Ernie leading them, they tightly grasped their 
colorful bouquets in their hands and joyfully took them to their mother. Excitedly, 
Catherine put their flowers in vases for the family to enjoy.

Most family members had new spring dresses or suits to wear on Easter Sunday. 
Catherine always had a fragrant Easter lily in the center of the dining room table, as did 
Mama Hyde and Mama Jameson (gifts from Ernest and Catherine). An egg hunt at school 
on Friday, and an egg hunt at home on Sunday afternoon were eagerly anticipated by the 
children. A few of the eggs would be candy-coated marshmallow ones but most would be 
the hard-boiled hen eggs. For supper on Easter there were boiled eggs to eat and 
Monday's fare was deviled egg sandwiches neatly packed in lunch boxes. Ernie's 
contributions to this holiday were often musical ones. As soon as she was old enough to 
play for church, she also directed the choir's lovely Easter anthems. One was "King All 
Glorious." Even Mr. M.E. Smith's monotone bass voice could not mar the beauty of this 
choral piece.

On May Day, the Jameson youngsters scampered to the woods to fill their homemade, 
small, paper May baskets with tiny, colorful flowers. With Ernie directing, they 
quietly hung them on the back-door knob of their home. With a loud rap on the door, 
they scampered to hide behind the brick wall of the back porch to wait for Catherine to 
discover her lovely surprise. Hiding in the shadows, the children watched her smile as 
she gently removed the baskets to place them in the center of the breakfast room table. 
Later when the children entered the house, she would say, "Look what I found on the door 
knob - May baskets! Did “Spring" leave these?" Her loving hugs for each of her brood 
let them know that she knew who had placed the baskets on the doorknob.

Mother's Day, Father's Day and their parents' birthdays and wedding anniversaries 
always merited Ernie's special planning. Cards were made and, when she was older, 
special menus were chosen for the children to prepare. Poring over recipe books or the 
Progressive Farmer food pages, Ernestine would find an exotic meal to prepare and 
serve. Once, Ernie even drew a picture of the family holding hands; this was given to 
their mother and father at one of the dinners. This sketch appears in Catherine's Black 
Scrapbook. The figures show a marked resemblance of each family member. Through 
the years, Ernie supervised the pooling of money to buy special gifts for their parents - 
Fiesta Ware dishes from S.&H. Kress Five and Ten Cent Store (where Frances worked) 
and Jewel Tea dishes. This was Catherine's good china, which she bought, piece by piece, 
over a period of years from the Jewel Tea man, who routinely came by their home
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peddling his wares. One year, her children completed her service for eight in this china, 
including serving dishes.

On Memorial Day, many people bought a red paper poppy from a war veteran to be worn 
(pinned) on their lapels. The poem, Flanders Field, was read at school; newspapers 
showed pictures of the parade in Atlanta. July the 4th and Labor Day called for a picnic 
somewhere - Catherine prepared her delicious fried chicken, potato salad, deviled eggs 
and tea, topped off with the Highland Bakery's Iced Pound cake or cookies. If they stayed 
home, a cold watermelon was cut down at the "wash place," or a freezer of home-made, 
boiled custard, vanilla ice cream was "churned" and served from the back porch steps 
sometime during the afternoon. After dark on the Fourth of July, Ernest shot glorious 
fireworks in the backyard. Their dog barked and Catherine yelped at the loud noise of 
the firecrackers display.

Days before Halloween, Ernie directed her siblings in drawing Jack O'Lanterns, black 
cats and witches. The family always went to the school's Halloween Carnival. This was a 
moneymaker for the P.T.A. and a wonderful night of fun for all of the town's citizens.

Thanksgiving was a time of giving thanks to God for material blessings. Drawings of 
turkeys and pilgrims were made but the most significant thing that the Jameson 
youngsters did was to make a nature box early on Thanksgiving morning. (This has been 
described in another chapter.) Ernestine led this adventure.

A-ah! Christmas! What fun this family had as they prepared for Christmas. Ernie's 
drawings were always splendid. Making paper chains for the Christmas tree was a lot 
of fun, although they did not do this every year. Ernie's musical and dramatic talents 
were seen in her church's Christmas pageants and cantata performances, which she 
directed and accompanied every year until she went away to college.

It was the spontaneous things that Ernie did with her brother and sisters that were the 
most fun. When they were very young, sometimes during the cold, winter months, 
Catherine would walk up to Chamblee to get needed supplies. She would leave her 
children at home in Ernie's care. Ernie would race to the dining room window and when 
she thought that her mother was safely out of sight, she would exclaim, "Let's surprise 
Mother by cleaning the house." Beginning to "Electrolux" the floor, she would tell 
Geraldine, Frances and Ronald to pick up the toys and to put them in the wooden apple 
crate in the dining room closet, to stack the newspapers on the shelf in the same closet, 
to clean out the ash tray beside their daddy's chair, and to dust the furniture. After she 
had vacuumed, one of her siblings went over the shiny, hardwood floors with the dust 
mop. With everything spick and span, the children would eagerly await their mother's 
return. Entering the door, Catherine could see that her brood had been busy and she 
would smile with pride as she thanked them for their lovely surprise. A mother is 
supposed to be able to second-guess her children and she must have had this ability 
because she always produced a small surprise from one of her bags - perhaps two silver 
bells (today's Hershey kisses) per child! For her children, this was a grand reward.

Organizing soft ball games in the pasture, supervising skating parties at the warehouse, 
planning long bike outings to North Fulton Park and to Dunwoody, damming the creek in 
the summer, making pottery from the clay deposit down at the creek, smoking rabbit 
tobacco on the Sandy Road, picking berries, plums and persimmons, preparing for 
"camping out in the backyard" on a summer's night, swinging in the Camp's wonderful 
swing, emceeing a "Major Bowles Talent Show Hour," teaching and playing musical duets 
on the piano, cooking and serving surprise meals for their parents, guiding on hikes in 
the woods and fields, swimming at North Fulton Park, Pine Lake and Lake Winfield Scott,
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and rowing boats at Lake Winfield Scott were a few of the activities in which Ernie often 
directed her siblings. Life would have been very different in the Jameson household if 
Ernie had not been "the leader of the pack."

Ernie's school marks were always excellent. In the sixth grade, she studied Georgia 
history. In her mother's keepsakes is a paper that Ernie wrote on the History of DeKalb 
County. A few excerpts follow:

In 1821 the land embracing DeKalb County became free of Indians and was 
created a county in honor of Patrick Henry. ... Settlers came into the new county 
by the scores, largely from North and South Carolina. ... In 1822 a new county 
was formed and named DeKalb in honor of Baron DeKalb, a native German of 
Revolutionary fame. In 1853, Fulton County was cut from the west side [of 
DeKalb County] in order that Atlanta might become a county seat. ... Settlers of 
DeKalb County were plain people of mostly English, Scotch [sic] and Irish 
descent. They were industrious, poor, not highly educated and temperate. They 
were farmers on a small scale, owning their own homes, generally log cabins ... 
and owning a few slaves.

Ernie's musical prowess began early. Learning "I love coffee, I love tea, I love the boys 
and the boys love me," "Heart and Soul," "Chopsticks," and other simple duets from 
Helen and Louise on her Mama Hyde's piano was "a cinch" for her. She quickly taught 
these tunes to her siblings. Listening to Miss Ola Lowe play hymns whetted Ernestine's 
interest in formal piano training. When Ernie was in the fourth grade, she and Gerry 
started taking piano lessons from Mrs. Roy Head, who taught in the little room next to 
the stage in the auditorium/gym at Chamblee School. Ernie excelled very early as a 
pianist. Gerry was more interested in becoming a band member and she opted for 
clarinet lessons. There, Gerry excelled! Gerry was one of the few elementary school 
students in the Chamblee High School band. At concert time. Dr. R.C. Edwards - the band 
director, engaged Ernie to play the bells, gong and a few other special percussion 
instruments. So, at times, with only short instructional periods, she also performed 
with the school band. Mrs. T.J. Jamison (no relation) followed Mrs. Head as the school's 
piano instructor. It was then that Frances started taking piano lessons. Mrs. Jamison's 
studio was in the band room in the basement under the auditorium. She gave private 
piano lessons on the days that the band did not practice. Each piano student was excused 
from class for thirty-minute lessons, twice a week. Ernestine was one of Mrs. 
Jamison's prized students. At recital time, the best students always performed last and 
naturally Ernie was the last one to play. There would be long, loud applause for her 
renditions of difficult piano pieces. Her family "puffed up" with pride at the favorable 
remarks that were made about their talented family member.

By the time Ernie reached the seventh grade in 1940, she was playing the piano for 
church. (Ann Morris Black, the former pianist, was away from Chamblee with her Navy 
husband, Billy Black. When Brother Tribble resigned as pastor of Chamblee Baptist 
church, his pianist daughters, Farris and Christine, moved away with him.) In 1941, 
when the Rev. Joe Frank Barton became the pastor for Chamblee Baptist Church, he 
recognized Ernestine's ability and led the membership to create the position of pianist 
and choir director with a small stipend. Ernie carried this title until she graduated from 
high school in 1945. The pay was something like $13.00 a month. Frances took her 
position for two years and when she went away to college in the fall of 1947, Ernestine, 
being back home, was again hired as the pianist and choir director until she married in
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December of 1948. During this time her salary was raised to $300.00 a year. Ernie 
worked well with people; her creative talent soared as she wrote musicals for the young 
folks to sing and dramatize. Musical performances were always special - especially at 
Christmas and Easter. Gerry, Hazel Bray and Doris Harrison were the principal soloists 
for the church choir. Ernie was so busy directing and playing that she rarely used her 
beautiful soprano voice, except at home.

As a high school sophomore in 1942, Ernestine became the chorus accompanist, 
replacing Harriet Leslie who graduated in May 1942. Miss Leslie, Harriet's aunt, was 
the director. Being temperamental and a perfectionist. Miss Leslie was hard to please 
but Ernie worked well with her. Miss Leslie's choirs always ranked among the top 
choruses in the county, district and state. When Miss Leslie left Chamblee High School 
in 1943, her position as choir director was not filled. In the spring during Ernestine's 
junior and senior high school years, she voluntarily organized a girl's ensemble, 
practicing in the auditorium after lunch each day. At the time of graduation, this choir 
sang for the baccalaureate service. Some of the pieces they sang were "Day is Dying In 
The West," “Dear Lord, and Father of Mankind," "God So Loved The World," "King All 
Glorious" and "The A-men Chorus." Ernie played for the baccalaureate and graduation 
exercises. Handel's "Largo" was her prelude and Elgar's "Pomp and Circumstance" was 
played when the graduating seniors marched into and out of the services. This music 
became the traditional music at graduation time and after Ernestine's graduation, 
Barbara Hopson followed in her footsteps, directing and performing the same music. 
Ernie always played a piano solo at graduation. So did Barbara.

It was during her high school years that Ernie auditioned for piano instruction from 
Lillian Rogers Gilbreath who lived at Tenth Street in Atlanta. Mrs. Gilbreath was one of 
the most talented piano teachers in the Atlanta area. She was a man/elous musician and 
was in the Decatur Piano Ensemble,^ composed of twenty of the best female pianists in 
Atlanta. These women jointly performed on ten pianos. To hear them in concert at Agnes 
Scott College’s Music Hall was an unforgettable musical experience. (Agnes Scott 
College, founded in 1889, is one of the finest, academic schools in the South.®) Music 
arrangements of the Classics were presented at the ensemble's well-attended concerts. 
Their receipts went to various charities.® Ernie became one of Mrs. Gilbreath's 
proteges. She encouraged Ernie to major in music when she went to college. Fearing that 
Ernie might not complete her degree in music, Mrs. Gilbreath gave her a program that 
she could study on her own, Sherwood Music School Course - an extensive, complete 
study of piano instruction. At the end of her high school years, some of the recital pieces 
that Ernie played were Debussy's "Clair De Lune," Listz's "Liebestraum" and Palgren's 
"May Night." How beautifully she performed!

Continuing to share the musical portion of Ernestine's life: In September, after 
graduating from Chamblee High School, Ernestine enrolled at Georgia State College for 
Women in Milledgeville, Georgia. This was the college that Helen (Hyde) had earlier 
attended. A high school classmate, Elizabeth Haulbrook from Brookhaven, was 
Ernestine's first roommate in Miller Bell Hall. Ernestine's major course of study in 
music was piano performance; her minor study was voice. Again she excelled in both

g
A Centurv in N. DeKalb. op. cit., p. 83. 

^ Miller, op. cit., p. 149.
Q

Whatever Became of Atlanta, by Norman Shavin, photography by Bob Phillips, 
American Binders, !984, p. 62.

g
Miller, op. cit., p. 149.
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areas of music. After auditioning to be in the Milledgeville A Cappella Choir, directed by 
the head of the Music Department, Dr. Max (Papa) Noah, she was selected to be in this 
elite choral group. Cadets from Georgia Military School joined the G.S.C.W. women in 
this choir. When Dr. Noah took a short leave of absence, Roberta Goff led the choir. 
From this group Ernie formed some special friendships - Myrtice Winslett, Kickie 
Yarbrough, Sunny Hancock, Athleen Hill and Harry Smith. The highlight of the choir's 
year was their annual spring tour. Ernie's sophomore year they traveled to Miami, 
singing in many towns along the way. She diligently practiced and continued to advance 
in her piano techniques and voice lessons. As Ernie matured, her voice changed into a 
rich second soprano; she was a wonderful soloist. Frances had the pleasure of 
accompanying Ernie at home. (This writer can still feel her sister's hands on her 
shoulders as she stood behind her and with her lovely voice sang, "Come To The Fair," 
"The Lord's Prayer," "Ah, Sweet Mystery of Life," "I Love Thee," "Oh, Promise Me," 
and many other popular, semi-classical, classical and secular music pieces. When 
Frances married in 1951, Ernestine sang at her wedding.)

During Ernie's years at G.S.C.W., she did well academically, earning mostly A's and B's 
and a few scattered C's on her quarterlj^ reports. Her tuition for room and board 
amounted to a quarterly cost of $137.00, in addition to books, lab fees, private voice 
and piano lessons. Ernie was an avid leamer and remained so all of her life. She dared to 
question and explore! Intellectually searching for her own religious beliefs, Ernie was 
drawn to extremely different ones from those that she had followed in her early 
Christian training. With this came other changes in her life. She dared to smoke and 
even started saying strong words like "damn!" Her parents could not understand what 
was happening to Ernestine. They blamed her "radical views" on her heathen professors. 
Ernie was a free thinker and she paved the way for her siblings to reject or accept their 
early Baptist training and to dare to do some unacceptable social things, according to 
their parents' standards. This was a painful time for all of her family, yet love 
prevailed and soothed the emotional feelings that were occasionally displayed.

Being a Music major was a demanding and an expensive curriculum. Private piano and 
voice lessons were required. Since Gerry was a freshman at Bessie Tift College in 
Forsyth, Georgia when Ernestine was a sophomore at G.S.C.W., there was already a strain 
on the family budget. When Ernestine's mother had an expensive, lingering illness that 
spring quarter, it was necessary for Ernestine to stop her private voice lessons. Her 
voice teacher, discovering the family's financial predicament, graciously continued to 
give free voice lessons to Ernie.

Years later in Auburn, Alabama, during the early 1980s, a Dr. Barbara Kaplan came to 
Auburn University to teach Music Education in the College of Education. Frances's 
husband Kenneth was her colleague. Challenged by each other's philosophy of education, 
they often shared ideas and materials in their academic disciplines; they became good 
professional and social friends. One night Frances and Kenneth had Barbara and Max, her 
husband, for dinner. While they were at the dinner table, the telephone rang; Frances 
went to answer it. Coming back to the table, she remarked that the caller was her sister 
who lived in Texas. Kenneth started expounding on Ernie's virtues and then said to 
Barbara, "When Ernie comes to see us, you must meet her. She was a music major in 
college." Barbara inquired as to where she studied music. Chiming in, Frances said, 
"G.S.C.W. in Milledgeville, Georgia." Quickly, Barbara asked, "When was she there?" 
Frances answered, "From the fall of 1945 until the spring of 1947." Barbara asked, 
"What was her maiden name?" When Frances replied, "Ernestine Jameson," Barbara's

In Catherine's keepsakes was a bill of Ernie's college expenses.
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mouth flew open in amazement. She exclaimed, "I taught voice at G.S.C.W. during those 
years and Emestine was one of my favorite students." This was the kind teacher who had 
given Ernie free voice lessons long ago when she was a student at G.S.C.W.! Sadly, Ernie, 
due to her death in 1984, did not get to Alabama to become reacquainted with her former 
teacher. Barbara brought Frances a camellia to plant in her garden in memory of the 
young girl, Ernestine, whom she once lovingly and unselfishly taught.

Back to Ernie's youth. When Ernie came home for the summer in 1947, her mother and 
father had to tell her that they could not afford to send her back to G.S.C.W. in the fall. In 
those days it was the exception rather than the rule for a student to get a full four years 
of college instruction. Many students only earned a two-year certificate. Ernestine, 
Geraldine and Frances resigned themselves to the fact that they needed to work to save 
money if they wanted to go to college. Ernie and Gerry went to work at the insurance 
company where Frances worked. Life Insurance Company of Georgia. Ernie and Gerry 
both worked there for several years, even after they married.

During her married life, she and Jim lived in many places. Wherever they moved, Ernie 
became involved with the music programs of her church and of the community. She, 
also, taught private piano lessons. Her children were exposed to good music from the 
"cradle up." All three children sing well. Cathy and Connie both learned to play the 
piano. Young Cathy played the clarinet and was in a popular musical trio that performed. 
Connie was an accomplished flutist. Chris played the violin. They were a musical 
family, often playing and singing together at home.

However, Ernie never finished the course work for a music degree. Once when she was 
visiting Frances and Kenneth, she was lamenting over the fact that she had not completed 
this study. By this time, her children were grown and were no longer at home. Frances 
told her that it was not too late for her to earn that degree. Returning home, Ernie 
pondered over this, talked to Jim about the possibility, and decided to go back to school. 
Ernie was already suffering from heart disease but she launched a vigorous program of 
study at the University of Texas at San Antonio. How thrilling it was to hear her 
standard of performance back to the level that she once held. She even composed a 
lullaby for Connie's newborn baby boy Jayson. Ernie had the joy of giving piano 
instruction to her granddaughter Crystal. How she loved her music! But her physically, 
frail heart could not take the heavy pace of study. Because of her declining health, it 
became necessary for Ernie to drop her course work. She resigned herself to the fact 
that this "degree dream" could not be accomplished. Her love for good music went to the 
grave with her! All of her children were influenced by their mother's love for music 
and they all continue to use their musical talents in their churches and communities.

Back to Ernie's childhood. Ernie was as good in sports as she was in music. She led her 
sisters and brother at home in all of their physical sports. She loved to skate, bowl, 
play softball, bicycle, hike, play tennis, dance and swim! When the Jameson girls were 
very young, a dance instructor tried to form a private tap dance class at school. Ernie, 
Gerry and Frances took a few lessons. Ernie learned quickly and was '"tapping her toes" 
well. For lack of paying students, the class was cancelled. When Ernie was about 
thirteen, two soldiers whose wives lived in her home, taught her how to ballroom dance. 
When "Tookie" Jasper, their WAVE friend, visited the Jamesons, she taught Ernie many 
dance steps. Ernie loved to dance! She also loved to swim. How graceful she was as she 
glided through the water! Having a shapely figure, when she stood on the high diving 
board to dive, all eyes were on her. Her friends and family teased her by telling her that 
she was as beautiful and could swim as well as the movie star, Esther Williams! On 
family outings to Pine Lake, she would try to teach her siblings how to swim. The 
summers that her family went to Lake Winfield Scott in the North Georgia mountains,
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she served as her siblings life guard when they swam in the lake and it was she who was 
in charge when they rowed a boat all over the lake!

Earlier, Ernestine's visual art talents were mentioned. Sketching was "second nature" to 
her. She once entered a Judy Bond blouse contest, designing several blouses. She liked to 
draw human figures and was very good at this.

Her father sketched well, too. As he drew an American Indian chief's face for his 
children one day, he told them that one of his ancestors married an Indian maiden. Many 
years later, Ernestine's daughter, Cathy, inquired about this maiden. (From a letter: 
"April 2, 1993 ... I get more curious about family history. I'm especially curious about 
a story of a Cherokee Indian princess in Grandpa Jameson's lineage ... have you found 
anything about her?") Her mother had told her this story. Ernestine's father had 
already passed away; so, the story could not be substantiated.

Ernie was blessed by being unusually talented in all phases of art - on paper and canvas, 
in cooking, in decorating her home, in gardening, in dress, in creating special gifts, in 
dancing and in all areas of music.

Once when Catherine was a patient at St. Joseph's Hospital, Ernie came for a visit. 
Ernest's health was failing, also. The three sisters were taking turns going to the 
hospital to see their mother and caring for their sick father. Plans were made to have 
Gerry and Hugh over to celebrate Gerry's birthday on December the 11th. The day of her 
birthday, they awoke to newly fallen snow. Since it was so icy, the girls decided to stay 
home that day. Ernie asked Frances to bake a pound cake; Ernie decorated it with white 
icing. Leaving the room, Ernestine came back with a silver necklace that she and 
Frances were giving to Gerry for her birthday. Imagine Frances' surprise to see Ernie 
wrap the necklace in Saran wrap and gracefully arrange it on the cake's top into a 
beautiful design.

Again, the writer will return to Ernestine's childhood days. Being exposed to Ernie's 
reaction to every new stage of life, Gerry and Frances benefited from her strengths and 
weaknesses as she met the challenge of growing up. Finding out about “the birds and the 
bees" came from Ernie's first encounter with "the curse!"^’ Sharing the same room and 
bathroom made it impossible to hide what was happening to her without causing 
questions to be asked by her younger sisters; so, their mother talked with the three of 
them about “growing up." She gave all of them printed material to read on this subject 
that was sent free upon request from the Modess Sanitary Napkin Company. Catherine 
was too timid to discuss in detail this delicate subject. It was Ernie, along with her 
special friend Alene, who introduced her siblings to rabbit tobacco. She taught her 
sisters how to apply make-up and to groom their hair. The list of things that her 
siblings learned from her is long. She indeed was the leader of the pack!

Ernie was a great lover of animals. Even when she was a tiny little girl, she loved her 
Mama Jameson's little white Spitz dog, Totsy. When she was old enough to have a pet of 
her own, her father bought Trixie, a white Spitz dog. This was the family's pet dog for 
several years. They also had ducks and chickens. For a short time, they had a chow dog 
that would always chase them and snap at them. The next dog was Teddy. The last dog that 
they owned lived for many years. Tippy, a black and white Eskimo Spitz. He was a 
birthday gift to Ernie when she was in college. Catherine never allowed her children to 
have an inside pet; but, through the years, this little dog won all of their hearts. As

 ̂  ̂ Slang used for one's menstrual period.
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Tippy aged, Catherine succumbed and during the cold, winter months she made a bed for 
Tippy near the furnace in the warm basement. The children had a pet cemetery for their 
beloved animals who died, which was down at “the creek." They often placed fresh 
flowers on these graves.

On the shelf in the breakfast room was a huge aquarium, which held colorful fish that 
glided through the green seaweed and the small china castle on the graveled floor of the 
tank (this writer still has the little castle). There was no motorized filter, only snails, 
to keep the walls of the tank clean. All along, the awesome task of cleaning out the 
aquarium was necessary. Again, Ernie usually supervised this task.

Ernestine's family had the usual temporary pets - a white Easter bunny, boxed turtles 
that they found in the woods or on the road, lightning bugs that the youngsters put in a 
glass jar (with a punctured lid), tadpoles (kept in glass jars filled with creek water) 
that the children watched grow into frogs, and two pigs! For a short period of time, 
Ernestine had a canary that never learned to sing. It only chirped. Since the cage was 
messy to keep, Catherine gave the bird back to its original owner.

The pigs were so cute when Ernest brought them home. He built a pen for them down 
behind the wash place. He explained to his children that these little pink creatures 
would grow into hogs and that when the winter came, they would be killed for meat. 
Bringing "slops" home from Mr. John's restaurant to feed them, it didn't take long for 
this transformation to take place. By this time, their grunting noises and their putrid 
odor in the deep, slimy mud of the sty no longer made Ernest's children desire these 
animals as pets. When the "hog killing" day arrived, they were a ll ready for the 
slaughter. That was the only time that the Jameson family had a "hog killing" at their 
house. They learned that hogs belong on a farm in a pen far away from the house.

The Jameson yard was filled with birds. Ernest built birdhouses and painted them 
different colors; every tree in the yard held a birdhouse. In these, the little birds built 
their nests, especially the blue birds. Once a cardinal family nested in the shrubbery 
next to the screened-in porch. How thrilling it was to observe that nesting period. 
Ernest and Catherine kept the birdbath filled with water and during the winter months, 
they kept the feeder (that Ernest had made) filled with food. No wonder they had so many 
birds in their yard. They loved God's creatures!

The rumblings of war began in 1939 when the United States' European allies were 
engulfed in a cruel war with Hitler and the Nazi party. Late that year, the U.S. 
government started to prepare for the inevitable. Looking over the World War I site of 
Old Camp Gordon in Chamblee, they decided to build a Naval Air Station and an Army 
Hospital on this acreage. Over 400 acres embraced the naval installation. Construction 
workers poured into the area, beginning on October 10, 1940, to build these facilities. 
Citizens of Chamblee were asked to rent extra bedrooms in their homes to these workers. 
Ronald's bed was moved downstairs to the breakfast room and his upstairs' room was 
rented to two young carpenters from Alabama, Erskine Maples and Raymond Buford. The 
bathroom in the basement became these two young men's. Shortly after the country 
entered the war, Erskine and Raymond joined the service. The Jameson family lost touch 
with Raymond but Erskine stayed in contact for several years. He was in the Navy and 
served in the South Pacific.

By March 15, 1941, pilots were being taught to fly small, yellow, single-engine planes 
at the Primary Flight Training School at the Naval Air Base. For a year and a half, three 
hundred to five hundred pilots were trained every sixty days. The planes' flight pattern
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was right over the Jameson house. Ernest always complained that the planes flew too 
low. Exaggerating, he would say, "Why, they fly so low, I'm afraid that they will clip the 
tops of our big oak trees in the front yard!" The flight training school was replaced with 
the Navy's Instrument Flight Instructor's School, graduating more that 3000 
experienced combat and non-experienced combat oilots. A Control Tower Operators 
School also trained over 800 operators on this base.  ̂ Women were added to the armed 
forces; Navy WAVES were trained at this base - thus, the Jameson family's friendship 
with Lucille Jester began.

Shortly after the construction started for the Naval Air Base, work began on the 
adjoining 140 acres for a 2000 bed army hospital. It was named for Thomas Lawson, 
Surgeon General of the U.S. Army, 1836-1861. Lawson General Army Hospital opened 
its doors on April 15, 1941. It was an amputation and neuro-surgical center for U.S. 
soldiers and their allies' soldiers. It was also a hospital for Italian and German 
prisoners of war. Its peak population was 10,000 patients and medical personnel. The 
hospital trained enlisted people as technicians in x-ray, surgical, medical, dental and 
laboratory procedures. Schools in nursing, occupational therapy, dietetics, and 
physiotherapy were also at this facility. The Medical Replacement Pool was also housed 
on this post.’  ̂ Ernestine's family met a young nurse who was stationed there, Lt. 
Margaret Ann Welborn, a Jameson relative from Pendleton, South Carolina. She visited 
in their home. Units of Army WACs were trained at Lawson General. The army military 
troops drilled on the Jameson's road (Old Stone Mountain) in the early morning hours. 
The barracks faced Hospital Avenue and could easily be seen from the Jameson house. At 
the end of the war, the hospital was used as a separation point for soldiers being 
honorably discharged. Later the V.A. Hospital was housed there. Then the U.S. 
Department of Health's Communicable Disease Center used part of the facility: a portion 
of the CDC is still located there (2004).

After Japan's surprise bombing of Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941, the United States 
declared war on the Japanese. On December 11, 1941, Germany and Italy declared war 
on the U.S.

Ernie was a young teenager during World War II. Her high school years were unusual 
ones. Chamblee School burned to the ground on December 8, 1941, the day after the 
Japanese invasion of Pearl Harbor. Ernie was in the eighth grade; her class temporarily 
met at the Baptist church for a short period and then all of the school's students moved to 
the barracks at Lawson General Army Hospital for the rest of the year. Although the 
Home Economics cottage did not burn, it was too far away from the temporary school 
quarters for lab lessons. It was not until the second half of Ernestine's sophomore year 
(after the new school building with its wonderful home economics wing was completed) 
that the lab classes were resumed. Because of restricted travel during the war years, 
Ernie's class was one of the classes that did not get to go on a senior trip to Washington,
D.C. Because of the paper shortage, her class was one of the ones that did not have a 
school newspaper or year book. However, because of the high patriotic spirit during 
those years, these deprivations were willingly accepted.

12 A Century in North DeKalb. op. cit., p. 87. Some information about tliis era came from this 
book and from a special edition of the North DeKalb Record and Norcross News.
June 2, 1949.

Ibid.
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For many places in America the beginning of World War II depleted the population of 
young males. In colleges all over the land young men were noticeably absent from the 
campuses. But in Chamblee the scene was one of contrast. Young people abounded - 
especially young men. The town was bustling with activity, although lifestyles had been 
altered by the war. The once dirt road, Old Stone Mountain Road, was paved, as were 
many of the roads in Chamblee. Citizens of Chamblee, including women, were driving to 
Marietta to work on the assembly lines in the Bell Bomber Plant (now Lockheed), All 
over the land, women were replacing men in the defense plants. Rosie the Riveter 
became a patriotic poster figure. The Selective Service Boards were actively drafting 
the young, white men all over the nation. Few blacks were called to duty in World War
II. Those who served were segregated for dances, barracks living, restaurants, hotels, 
U.S.O. functions, the Y.M.C.A. and even chapel services on the post. It was a “lily white" 
war, for the most part. Men, who were either 4-F or ineligible to be a member of the 
armed forces, worked in the Civilian Protection groups. Ernest was 37 years old and the 
father of four children when the war began; therefore, he was low on the draft board's 
list. He helped the cause by serving as an air-raid warden in Chamblee. Taking the Red 
Cross First-Aid Course, he was trained to assist people who might be hurt in a bombing. 
Routinely, Chamblee citizens had air-raid drills because they lived in a military town, 
and although it was doubtful that the enemy would bomb them, they still prepared for the 
possibility. The Jamesons had blackout shades on their windows that were pulled when 
the sirens went off. The wailing sound of the sirens can still be heard in this writer's 
ears! In the news reels at the theaters terrible destruction of bombs dropped in Europe 
and the South Pacific were shown. Newspapers and magazines were filled with tragic 
war stories and pictures.

Because of gas rationing, the use of bicycles and public transportation were popular. 
Citizens walked to most of their community activities. During the war, women were 
employed to fill the positions of the enlisted men; some of these were young women with 
children whose husbands were away in the armed forces. Child-care programs sprang 
up in the various communities. The old Home Economics cottage was converted into a 
child care center. When Ernie and Gerry were eighth and ninth grade students, they 
worked as part-time clerks at Kresge's Five and Ten Cent Store in Buckhead. Ernestine 
quit her job at the dime store to work part-time at the child care center, where she was 
employed until she graduated from high school. How she loved those little children!

Brave young men and women were shipped from the training posts in Chamblee to 
overseas duty. Chamblee citizens witnessed the scars of war in the young soldiers who 
had amputated limbs and who temporarily lived in the town while they waited for 
artificial limbs to be made and fitted on them. Many of the local women and men of the 
town were employed at the Naval Air Station and Lawson General Army Hospital, 
including Catherine, who worked as a postal clerk on the army post. Victory gardens 
were planted by many of Americans because canned vegetables were scarce. Citizens 
were encouraged to can in glass jars rather than the scarce tins. Although fresh 
vegetables were available, having a garden made people feel that they were contributing 
to the war effort. Rationing of most canned and bottled goods, sugar, coffee, tea, rice, 
chocolate, eggs, red meat, butter, cheese, shortening, oils, black pepper, ketchup, tires, 
gasoline, and shoes was required by the government. "Oleo margarine" was introduced to 
replace butter. (The oleo was packaged in a rectangular white form. An enclosed orange 
capsule had to be burst and mixed with the form to produce a bowl of yellow margarine.) 
Each family member had to register for a ration stamp book and each stamp in the book 
was worth so many points. If one had a defense job and had to drive to work, he received 
a higher allotment of stamps for gas and tires. The car's windshield held an A, B, or C 
sticker which indicated the car owner's allotment for gas and tires. The speed limit was 
lowered to 35 miles per hour to conserve on tires and the use of gas. Gillette razor
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blades, rubber, matches, cigarettes, chocolates, candy and chewing gum were scarce. 
Hoarding was discouraged. The synthetic fabric, nylon, was created in the middle 1930s. 
As soon as nylon hose were produced in 1940,^^ they became scarce. Nylon fabric was 
used to make parachutes for the war. Silk hose and silk fabric were non-existent since 
silk was imported from Japan. Women had to resort to wearing rayon and cotton hose or 
no hose. In the summer, some women used make-up on their bare legs to make it appear 
that they were wearing hose. Elastic for civilians was inferior. Not knowing when the 
elastic would "give-way" in one's panties could be very embarrassing. This writer 
remembers having to clutch at her waist to hold up a pair until she could get home from 
school one day. Zippers were replaced with hooks and eyes in clothing. Skirt and dress 
lengths were shortened. To further conserve on fabric, sleeveless dresses and blouses 
were fashionable. However, Sloppy Joe sweaters were popular, as were bobby socks. 
Victory suits with narrow lapels, no vests or cuffs on slacks were made for men. (After 
the war, zoot suits were popular.) Since Japan had cut off rubber supplies from 
Malaysia and the East Indies, synthetic rubber was made and used. Automobile plants 
stopped making cars to speed up the production of airplanes and tanks. Catherine would 
save up her coupons for sugar so that she could make preserves and jellies during the 
summer months. This is when saccharin came into wide use. There was a slogan, "Use It 
Up, Wear It Out, Make It Do, or Do Without." Since there was a scarcj^ of goods, the 
black market flourished. It was rumored that certain people in town worked for the 
black market. The O.P.A. (Office of Price Administration) kept check on inflation by 
strict price controls on rent and wages. People were urged to pay no more than the 
ceiling price and to pay with their ration stamps to discourage the black market. Tin 
cans and tires were saved and put on the scrap pile to be recycled into war goods; old 
newspapers were collected to be recycled. Giving blood, rolling bandages for the Red 
Cross, buying savings bond stamps and war bonds, working at the U.S.O., riding in motor 
pools to conserve on gas, volunteering in hospitals, taking a Red Cross course, writing 
V-Mail letters to service people overseas were at an all time high. V-Mail was an 8 1/2 
by 11 inch page of stationery that was bought at the post office for three cents. The P.O. 
condensed it in bulk to send it to the war front by the Army Signal Corp. (similar to 
today's microfilm). News from home was thought to be a real morale booster for the U.S. 
fighting troops. The troops wrote V-Mails home, too. Their mail was heavily censored 
so it was difficult to know where loved ones were located in battle. An A.P.O. or F.P.O. 
address was used for overseas troops. Air mail came into being - the postage cost was 
six cents; thin stationery was used to cut down on the weight of a letter. Postage for 
regular mail was three cents and the penny post card cost just that - a penny. With so 
many of the country's citizens away from their homes, quick mail service was a valuable 
commodity. Posters were placed in public buildings to promote patriotism, to encourage 
armed service enlistment, to encourage conservation of certain goods, to encourage 
giving to the Red Cross - blood or money, to promote work in the defense plants and 
shipyards (grave yard shifts and swing shifts began - working from 11 p.m. to 7 a.m.), 
and to caution people to be careful with vital information concerning the war - "the 
enemy may be listening." Traveler's Aid Booths were in all of the railroad and terminal 
stations to assist service people and their families who were traveling to be with loved 
ones. The creation of the country's modern Federal Income Tax System began in this era. 
After the Depression years, a good economy for the U.S. and the world came as a result of 
World War II.’ ®

Comptpn's PiPtured Encyclopedia. Vplum  ̂ N. p. 317-318.

Some of this information about WWII was taken from Produce and Conserve. Share and Play 
Square, edited by Barbara McLean Ward, University Press of New England, 1992. Much of 

what has been written is from personal knowledge since the writer lived during this period
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Ernie's high school years were filled with a variety of experiences. Much of what 
Americans did was centered on service people and the war efforts of the nation. Listening 
to the nightly news was mandatory in homes throughout the country. Dependent on the 
radio and newspapers for information, anxious parents, wives and loved ones tuned into 
Erik Severied, Gabriel Heater, Edward R. Murrow, Howard K. Smith, Walter Cronkite or 
Ernie Pyle who reported world news, which included news of the enemy, the nation's 
allies and their own military forces. (Ernie Pyle was killed on April 18, 1945 by a 
Japanese sniper in the South Pacific.) In the windows of many homes hung a service flag 
with a blue star on it. This indicated that a member of that household was in the armed 
forces. Some flags held several stars, depending on how many family members were 
enlisted service members. A gold star indicated that a family member had been killed in 
the war. The Jameson window held a flag with a blue star on it for their uncle, Fred 
Jameson. Only the 4-F (those who could not pass the physical test to get in the service) 
and men who were thirty-nine and older and who had three or more children living at 
home were exempt from being drafted into the amied forces. Ernest and Catherine were 
active with the young people in their church. Weekly, the family received letters from 
all over the U.S., the South Pacific, Australia, Italy, Great Britain, Germany, France, 
Africa and, later, occupied Japan and Germany from armed service people. Some who had 
been stationed in Chamblee and had been guests in the Jameson home for Sunday dinner 
were among the corespondents. When these service peoples' friends and relatives from 
distant points visited them, they too were the Jameson's guests. A plea went out for 
people in the Chamblee area to rent-out rooms to visiting service family members since 
the closest hotels were in Atlanta. Catherine converted their front room into a bedroom 
with a private entrance and rented it for the duration of the war. Even Florence Hyde, 
occasionally, rented out a bedroom. Many wives and mothers of people stationed at the 
bases in Chamblee found accommodations in homes of loving, warm families in this small 
town. People from Texas, Oregon, New York, Indiana, New Jersey, Connecticut, 
Louisiana, Tennessee, Mississippi, Alabama, Massachusetts and Georgia lived in the 
Jameson home for short periods of time. Yes, they all had to share the one bathroom! 
The crude bathroom in the basement was used by Ernest and Ronald and for emergencies. 
When Ernest built the attic rooms, he put a basin in each room, which served as a place 
for the men to shave. But the people in this house managed well with one main bathroom. 
Getting to know people from other parts of the country helped to break down some pre
conceived prejudices about "Yankees" held by some local people. Ernie thoroughly loved 
the contact with all of these people. When Ann and Henry CoFrancisco lived with them, 
Henry taught Ernie how to dance and on nights when he had to stay on the base, Ann would 
show Ernie dance steps. CpI. and Mrs. Shrigley from Amarillo, Texas were an older 
couple and childless. He discovered Ernie's keen mind and being an authority on the 
atom, he engaged her in lengthy discussions about the future use of atomic energy. 
(Many of his predictions have come to pass.) He was also a good dancer and he too taught 
her dance steps. Whenever girlfriends visited, they would often gather in the girl's big 
bedroom, remove their shoes, and dance to the music coming from the small radio. They 
taught each other the latest dance steps.

Tookie Jester, a Wave friend from the Naval Base, came weekly to their house and would 
spend time teaching Ernie how to dance. Tookie loved to dance and to ride bikes. One of 
the Jameson youngsters would relinquish a bike for her use; she and the other 
youngsters would ride the bikes for miles and miles, sometimes into the night which 
they could do as the Schwinn bikes had headlights on them. This family served as 
"Tookie's family away from home." After she was transferred, she kept in touch with

of time.
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them for years. Her folks lived In Texas but she later moved to California. Every 
Christmas, she would send the family a box of delicious Texas caramel pralines.

The Jameson home was located just around the corner from the barracks of the army 
trainees at Lawson General Army Hospital. Their road was the beaten path to Chamblee 
for all of the young recruits. When the soldiers practiced marching, this road was used 
for a drill field and the family was often awakened to marching feet and the drill 
sergeants' voices calling "Hup, hup, hup 2,3,4; hup, hup, hup, 2,3,4; - to the 
r...e...a...r -- march!" On a warm day, if their front door was open, Ernie or Frances 
might be playing the piano. Many times, the drill sergeants would yell, "Fall out!" The 
platoons would rest on the banks of the Jameson lawn to listen to the girls play the piano. 
When a music piece was completed, the G.I.'s would enthusiastically applaud. Even 
Catherine got in on the scene. Ernest had several good Masonic friends who were in 
charge of the troops. One day when she was out hanging the laundry on the clothes' lines, 
several platoons, who were doing drill practice, were commanded, "To the l-e-f-t flank 
-- Halt! To the r-i-g-h-t flank -- Halt! A-b-o-u-t face -- Halt! A-tten--tion! -- 
Salute! " The night before Emest had told one of the officers at the lodge that Catherine 
was celebrating her birthday the next day. This was the officer's way of having his 
troops to wish her a happy birthday! Catherine was embarrassed because she had on her 
old orange slacks but she graciously acknowledged the men by waving her hand to them. 
The Jamesons lived in a virtual goldfish bowl. When Gerry and Ernie were in the yard, 
they were often given "the wolf whistle" by passing soldiers. (Frances, at 11 and 12 
years old, was still too young to be noticed.) They even had a few "peeping toms" who 
dared to creep up to their windows to peer in. One night Ronald was chasing Frances 
around the dining room table. She glanced at the window and there were a pair of eyes 
taking in their actions - a khaki-clad soldier! Because of Ernie and Gerry's good looks, 
their company was sought by a few of the young men who attended their church. 
Catherine and Ernest allowed these two daughters to go on the trolley with their dates 
(double dating) to a movie or they could single date if they were going to a church 
function. (Girls started dating at the ages of fourteen and fifteen in that era.) Hospital 
units trained at Lawson General Army Hospital and were sent directly to combat when 
their training period was up. Troop trains moved these units to and fro. A whole 
regiment would disembark at the Chamblee Depot and march by the Jameson home on 
their way to the post. Their departure was done in secret at night. Ernie and Gerry dated 
two young men, Bill Hunter and Charles Harles from the 85th General Hospital Unit that 
trained at Lawson General Hospital for overseas duty. Near the end of their training, 
they warned these sisters that their unit would soon be leaving and that their destination 
was "top secret." Ernie's friend Bill gave her a gold locket before he left Chamblee. One 
evening after dark a soft knock was heard at their door. Upon opening it. Bill and 
Charles's faces appeared. Rapidly they said, "Turn off the light. We slipped out to tell 
you that we are "shipping out" tonight. If you wait out on your screened porch, we'll 
give a short whistle when our platoon passes. Don't tell anyone that we're leaving! 
Gotta' go now! If we're caught out of the barracks, we'll be AWOL." With a wave of their 
hands to their girlfriends, they quickly turned and fled into the night. The family 
bundled up and went out on the screened porch. Silently, they waited. It was not long 
until they heard and saw army vehicles (no headlights were on) passing. Then the sound 
of marching feet filled their ears. Through the dark night, the soldiers quietly marched 
past their home. Two low whistles were heard and they knew that this was Bill's and 
Charles's platoon. What an eerie, sad sound! What was their destination? Ernie and 
Gerry held each other and wept. The darkened troop train waited for these men at the 
Chamblee Depot. It was not long until the family heard the chugging sound of the train as 
it left the little town headed toward New York to the point of embarkation. This unit was 
part of the group that invaded France. Charles stopped writing Gerry but Bill wrote 
Ernie for a period of time and when the troops freed Paris, he was among them. He sent
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her French perfume and a War Bond for $25.00. Their romance ended while she was 
still in high school. (This writer wonders if Ernie ever cashed in that bond.)

A few popular movies during the World War II period were: Casablanca (Humphrey 
Bogart), The Fiyhting Seabees (John Wayne), Mrs. Miniver (Greer Garson and Walter 
Pidgeon), Yankee Doodle Dandv (James Cagney), The Five Sullivans. The.Sands of LwQ 
Jima. Meet Me In St. Louis (Judy Garland), Thirty Seconds Over Tokvo. and God Is Mv 
Co-pilot.

A few popular songs of that era were: Praise the Lord and Pass the Ammunition. They're 
Either Too Young or Too Old. Don't Get Around Much Anymore. Mv Dreams Are Getting 
Better All The Time. W h it ?  Q h r i? t m a ?  (Bing Crosby), It'? B ? e n  a  L o n g . L p n g  T im g . iafid 
Bless America (Kate Smith), Any Bonds Today?. I'll Be Seeing You. Good Night. 
Sweetheart, and I'll Be Home For Christmas.

Several popular books during this period of time were: The Robe by Lloyd C. Douglas, 
Q u a d a lc a n a l  D ia r y  by Richard Tregaski, Here's Your War and B r a v e  M e n , both by Ernie 
Pyle, and S e e  H e r e . P r iv a t e  H a r g r p v e  by Marion Hargrove.

The Germans surrendered on May 7, 1945 and victory was announced the next day, V-E 
Day. Winston Churchill's famous Vee sign (V for Victory) dominated the scene. After the 
atomic bomb was dropped by American B-29 planes on Hiroshima on August 6, and 
August 9, 1945, the Japanese accepted Allied surrender terms on August 15, 1945, and 
on September 1, 1945 (U.S. date), Japan formally surrendered on the battleship 
Missouri in Tokyo Bay, thus V-J Day, and the end of the warl’ ®

When gas was no longer rationed, Ernie showed her siblings how difficult it was to learn 
to drive a car! After Ernie's sixteenth birthday, her father gave her a few basic driving 
lessons and then allowed her to practice driving the car on her own. There was no law 
back then that a licensed driver had to accompany a "driver learner" and there were no 
learner's licenses. There was only one test - the written and road test, which was given 
at the headquarters housed in the Old Confederate Soldiers Home in Atlanta. (Yes, a few 
Confederate soldiers still lived in the home at that time.) By the time the prospective 
license holder took these tests, he was already a good driver! There were not as many 
cars on the roads back then and the speed of the cars was considerably less. One Sunday 
afternoon, Ernie was permitted to take the car for a practice lesson. Gerry and Frances 
rode with her. Going over dirt roads, they drove into Dunwoody and then over to the 
Chattahoochee River. The day had grown dark and a rainstorm was brewing. Upon 
arrival at the big, steel-framed bridge, Ernie saw that there were raised boards on the 
floor of the bridge that the car's tires were supposed to follow. Lightning was flashing 
around the steel girders and heavy thunder roared. Braking at the bridge, Ernie was 
undecided as to which was wiser - to go over the bridge or to try to back up to find a 
turning around place. She was not skilled at backing up yet and the ditches were deep on 
either side of the road! By this time all who were in the car were frightened, not only by 
the storm but also with her indecision as to what to do! Revving the engine, she 
proceeded to guide the car onto the wooden tracks. For a few brief seconds, they sighed 
with relief. Then, her hand jerked on the steering wheel and the car's tires slid off of 
the track onto the floor of the bridge. Screaming, they all thought that they were about 
"to meet their Maker!" She was yelling at them to stop screaming and, with profuse 
effort, tried to get the tires back on the raised wooden track. Slipping back and forth on

 ̂® Compton's Pictured EncvcloDedia. Volume WXYZ. pp. 245-303.
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the tracks and on the floor's surface, they finally reached the other side of the long, long 
bridge. By this time, rain was coming down in torrents. Stopping, Ernie said to the 
car's occupants, "There's no way back except to find a place to turn around and then we 
HAVE to go back over the bridge!" Frances started crying! Geraldine kept encouraging 
Ernie by saying, "Ernie, you can do it!" The rain let up and Ernie drove on the dirt road 
to a good turning around spot. The red-dirt on the road had become slick mud and the 
car's tires were beginning to slide back and forth in the new ruts. Bravely, Ernie 
arrived at the "obstacle course" and drove onto the raised tracks. This writer has to tell 
you that she did no better this time than she did on the earlier crossing! Shrieking in 
fear, the girls finally made it back across the bridge! Stopping on the other side, 
Ernestine laid her head on the steering wheel and cried, "Thank you, dear God!" For a 
few moments, they all quietly sat, except for an occasional sniffle. Gaining her 
composure, she turned and said to Gerry and Frances, "I'll never let you come driving 
with me again if you tell Daddy about this!" Being so glad that they had made it safely 
across the bridge, BOTH TIMES, the sisters SWORE that they wouldn't tell! It was years 
later that Ernest heard about this grueling Sunday afternoon drive!

Never lacking for a boyfriend, Ernie had a "stream" of them. Royston Merritt from 
Norcross was a student of Mrs. Gilbreath's and he also played the piano for his church. 
The two were assigned a duet to play for their recital and that is when they started 
dating. Harold "Snip" Edwards, a hometown boy, was her Navy sweetheart and Dale Carr, 
her Marine sweetheart, was a transplant whose father was an officer at Lawson General 
Army Hospital. O.L. Deloach, a young ministerial student, once led the singing at one of 
our summer revivals and captured her attention for a short while. Hugh Spruill dated 
her before he started going with Gerry. Her minister's divorced brother, Edward 
Barton, dated Ernie just prior to her involvement with her future husband, Jim Wills. 
Add Beecher Jones to the list. There were several cadets at Georgia Military College in 
Milledgeville and several young service men who were stationed for a short period in 
Chamblee whom she dated. She was intelligent, pretty and a good conversationalist. No 
wonder she always had a boyfriend.

Ernestine was one of the top students in her high school class. (In another chapter, 
descriptions of school courses, activities and teachers are written.) Her academic 
standards were high and she set a good example for her siblings to follow. A student with 
an average of 90 or above was eligible to be in the Beta Club, an honorary scholastic 
organization. She, Gerry and Frances were all members of this club. She was active in 
the choral and band music of the school. After Dr. Edward's death, the band ceased. The 
valedictorian and the salutatorian of her class were Andrew Floyd and Edrice Reynolds. 
They and she were fractions apart on grade point average. All three ranked in the 97 or 
above range. Being so close in the race for this academic honor and not getting it was a 
great disappointment to her. She was held in high esteem by her peers, her teachers and 
the citizens of Chamblee!

The war ended in 1945, the year that Ernestine graduated. The years from 1941 to 
1945 were filled with restrictions, sufferings, emotional experiences, and shortages of 
supplies: but high patriotism for country and cause was “the rule of the day." After the 
war, many of the returning veterans in exchange for their service time used the G.l. Bill 
for education and the V.A. Loans for housing. Others, wearing their "ruptured duck" pins 
on their lapels - indicating that they were returning veterans from the war - invaded 
the job market to seek employment. Some women were squeezed out of their jobs in 
preference to these war heroes. Colleges were over-crowded, housing was scarce, and 
supplies were limited. When necessary goods were available (from 1946 onward) there 
was a building boom of homes and businesses in the Chamblee and Doraville vicinity.

337



Atlanta was growing to the northeast and northwest. Manufacturing plants sprang up all 
over the area. This was a prosperous time in North DeKalb County, Georgia.

Georgia Tech was inundated with veterans who wanted to earn an engineering degree. Not 
having enough dormitory or classroom space on the downtown Atlanta campus, Tech 
leased a section of the Chamblee Naval Air Station for some of these students. (By this 
time, this writer was a junior in high school.) Some of the more mature Tech students, 
who could not study in the noisy dorms, sought rooms in private homes in Chamblee. 
Again, Catherine rented out the front bedroom to two students, Bill Crosswell from 
Tennessee and Jim ?, who was engaged to a young lady from the Dillard family in Dillard, 
Georgia and married her at Christmas. Consequently, Jim moved out; Bill remained. 
Bill loved classical music and steak, in that order. He would sit and listen as Frances 
played the piano for long periods of time. Then he would put his records on the record 
player and study while music played. Every month when he got his G.l. Bill check, he 
would buy T-bone steaks, which Catherine prepared for him. (Cubed steak, meat loaf 
and roast were the familiar cuts of red meat that Catherine knew how to prepare, up to 
that time. Even hamburgers had not yet become popular.) Sometimes Bill shared his 
steaks with the family. Some of the Georgia Tech students, housed in Chamblee, came to 
the Baptist church to worship. When Ernie came home for Thanksgiving in 1946, her 
friend Geneva Brown was dating Stanley Manghum. Stan told Ernie that he had a friend 
that he wanted her to meet. A blind date was set up and Ernie was introduced to Jim 
Wills from Albany, Georgia. Ernie was infatuated with this young ex-Navy man who 
resembled Van Johnson - the movie star; and, who also reminded her of her daddy. Jim 
was a bright young man and a big tease. They corresponded while she was away at 
G.S.C.W. and dated when she came home on visits. It was not long until Ernie and Jim fell 
in love. Perhaps it was this special relationship that made it easier for her to accept her 
fate of not being able to return to school in the fall of 1947.

When early September came that year, Frances's parents announced to her that they had 
saved enough money to send her to college. Resigning her job at the insurance company, 
she joyfully packed and was ready to go to West Georgia College within the week. Instead 
of envying Frances of hsL opportunity to go to college, Ernie unselfishly did all that she 
could to help her little sister get ready to go to Carrollton. She let Fran use her steamer 
trunk, her luggage, bed spreads, rugs and curtains that she had used at G.S.C.W. She also 
gave Fran several items of clothing - a white coat, a lovely chartreuse green, plumed, 
black hat, a black and chartreuse Sunday dress, a suit, purse, gloves and scarves. For 
Fran's birthday that year, Ernie gave her season tickets to the Atlanta All-Star Concert 
Series. A bus from West Georgia brought students to the Atlanta City Auditorium; Ernie 
and Fran met there for the concerts. How nice it was to visit with one another and to 
enjoy the wonderful musical programs. When Fran wrote letters home, Ernie would 
respond and would correct Fran's grammar from an earlier letter. She did all that she 
could to inspire Fran to do her best in school. Ernie had always shown her love for Fran, 
but Fran was her little sister! Ernie and Gerry had been close pals through the years. 
Now Ernie was accepting Fran as her equal and for the rest of their lives they had a very 
special relationship.

Having fallen in love with Jim, and he with her, made it easier for Ernie to settle into 
her job at Life of Georgia Insurance Company as a key punch operator. She saved her 
money for a wedding, which took place in December of 1948. Gerry, too, was to be a 
bride. She and Hugh Spruill were to marry in September of 1948. These two sisters 
had a good time together during the next months. They both lived at home and worked at 
the same company. Although the two couples did not double date, they were in each 
other's company often. The girls started buying their trousseaus and filled their hope
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chests with linens and such. (Lane "Low Boy” cedar chests were pre-wedding gifts to 
them from their mother and father.) In the spring of 1948, Gerry and Ernie shopped 
for a wedding dress, which they would share. Catherine and Ernest gave them a third of 
the cost of the dress - for Frances so she could use it, too, when she married. Wearing 
another bride's dress, if that person was a close friend or member of the family, was 
often done in this era. Ernie and Gerry found a lovely, white satin dress with a 
sweetheart neckline, a cummerbund waist and a long trailing train.

In the summer of 1948, Hugh and Jim worked at the butter plant with Ernest to earn 
extra money for their weddings. The G.l. Bill monthly check was adequate but did not 
allow for many extras.

That same summer, the Jameson family vacationed at St. Simons Island near Brunswick, 
Georgia. Their Mama Hyde, Helen, Homer and Hortense Pinson, and their maid, Mattie, 
joined them in the large rental house on the beach next to the lighthouse and the Coast 
Guard Service quarters. Jim and Hugh drove down for the weekend and the two sisters 
were ecstatic to have their fiances there. (More about this vacation is written in 
another chapter.)

That September, Gerry married Hugh at the Dunwoody Methodist Church  ̂This wedding is 
described in Gerry's chapter.

Ernie had three more months to prepare for her wedding. Appearing in the Atlanta 
Journal was her engagement announcement:

Miss Jameson Is Betrothed To James Wills
Mr. and Mrs. Claude Ernest Jameson of Chamblee, Georgia announce the 

engagement of their daughter, Miss Florence Ernestine Jameson, to James Arthur 
Wills. The marriage will take place on December 20, 1948 at the Chamblee 
Baptist Church.

The bride-elect attended the Georgia State College for Women where she 
was a member of Phi Sigma, the Allegro Club and the Milledgeville A Cappella 
Choir. She is now associated with the Life Insurance Company of Georgia.

Mr. Wills is the son of Mr. and Mrs. Richard Benjamin Wills of Albany, 
Georgia. He is now enrolled in the Georgia School of Technology where he is 
studying Mechanical Engineering.

In a later issue of the Atlanta Constitution was:
Miss Jameson, Mr. Wills Set Rites Monday
The wedding of Miss Florence Ernestine Jameson, daughter of Mr. and 

Mrs. Claude E. Jameson, and Mr. James Arthur Wills, son of Mr. and Mrs. R.B. 
Wills of Albany, will take place on Monday December 20 in the Chamblee Baptist 
Church. The ceremony will be performed by the Rev. Herbert E. Hyde, uncle of 
the bride-to-be.

Miss Jameson's parents will entertain for the young couple with open 
house at their home on Stone Mountain Road on Sunday afternoon, Dec. 19. 
Assisting with the entertainment will be Miss Vivian Pierce and a group of close 
friends of the bride-elect.

Miss Helen Hyde will entertain the wedding party prior to the rehearsal 
on Sunday evening in the home of her mother, Mrs. P.E. Hyde on Old Peachtree 
Road.

Miss Jameson was honored with a miscellaneous shower on Friday 
evening, Dec. 10 by Mrs. Monroe Dempsey [nee Jeannette Hyde] and Mrs. J.W. 
Spruill [nee Frances Loyd] in the home of Mrs. W.B. Hyde on Dunwoody Road.

339



The wedding week-end was filled with activity and excitement. Catherine and Ernest 
entertained Jim's parents, Herbert and Cora Lee, Ernie and Jim with dinner on Friday 
night. The open house on Sunday was for Ernie and Jim's friends to come and see the 
wedding gifts that they had received. A Trousseau Tea was given by the bride's mother on 
that Saturday afternoon for Ernie's girlfriends to view her trousseau. Her college 
friends, who were to be in the wedding, were also staying at the Jameson home. Mattie, 
dressed in her crisp white maid's uniform and cap, kept everything running smoothly in 
the house and in the kitchen! Wheel What a task!

Ernestine was a lovely bride as she walked down the aisle, accompanied by her father, at 
Chamblee Baptist Church on that Monday evening of December 20, 1948. Myrtice 
Winslett and Kickie Yarbrough, Ernie's college classmates, rendered the music. Jim's 
best man was Savoy Harris and his groomsmen were Ronald, Courtland Lowe, Stanley 
Mangham, and B.A. Lenket, Jr. Ernie's attendants were Helen Hyde (Maid of Honor), 
Gerry, Geneva Mangham, Jeannette Dempsey and Fran (Bridesmaids). Her uncle, the 
Rev. Herbert E. Hyde, officiated at the ceremony. After the ceremony, a reception was 
held at the bride's parents' home on Stone Mountain Road. Wedding cake, nuts, mints and 
punch were served. The bride and groom left by plane for their honeymoon in New 
Orleans where they stayed at the Roosevelt Hotel, an elegant hotel near the French 
Quarter.

The New Year found this happy young couple in a garage apartment on Dunwoody Road in 
Chamblee. Jim resumed his studies at Georgia Tech and Ernie returned to her job at the 
insurance company. Hearing that the "low rent" Tech-Lawson Apartments were 
available to veterans, the young couple put their name on a waiting list for one of these. 
Thirty, two-story barracks at Lawson General Army Hospital had been converted into 
208 small apartments^^ for the influx of married veteran students at Georgia Tech. It 
was a small community within itself. There was a child-care center, a post office and a 
store on the grounds. When Ernie and Jim obtained one of these apartments, they had fun 
painting the walls dark green and burgundy (that was trendy then) and purchased 
unfinished furniture, which they finished in light blonde colors. There they remained 
until Ernie got pregnant with their first child. They then moved to her grandmother's 
small rental house on Peachtree Road in Chamblee.

Little Mary Catherine (Cathy) Wills was born on July 9, 1950. What a beautiful, 
precocious, little girl she was! At first, Ernestine stayed at home with her baby, but she 
retumed to the work force when more family income was needed. At different periods of 
time, Grandmother Jameson and Grandmother Wills cared for little Cathy while Ernie 
worked.

On June 11, 1951, Jim received his Bachelor of Industrial Engineering degree from the 
Georgia Institute of Technology in Atlanta, Georgia. Secretary of the Army Frank Pace 
gave the commencement address.^® How proud Ernie was of her husband. She felt that 
she deserved the "Putting Hubby Through School" diploma, too.

(Note: Since this writer did not start writing about the family until after Ernie's death, 
part of what she writes will be sketchy or she will have to rely on Jim and his children's 
memories of places they lived, etc.)

North DeKalb Record. October, 1946

An invitation was found in Catherine's keepsakes. Clarence Cadenhead and John Cain were 
also graduates from Tech that year.
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Jim's business career started at the General Motors Plant in Doraville, Georgia, where 
he worked for almost two y e a r s . T h e y  bought their first home for $9000.00 on North 
Peachtree Road in Doraville.^® Jim had an offer to go into Consulting Engineering where 
he could make much more money and Ernie would not have to work.

This was the beginning of many moves during their marriage. Jim went to work for E.T. 
Barwick Mills and they moved to LaFayette, Georgia. Little Connie Louise Wills was bom 
in this North Georgia town on March 8, 1953. Being vivacious and bright, Connie 
brought a special spark to her family.

(From an April 2, 1987 letter, Jim wrote, "We moved quite a bit as I felt it was 
improving my career and giving us a chance to make more money. The moves did not 
bother me but were hard on Ernestine.”)

Cathy wrote of the many moves in an April 11, 1987 letter:
"We moved to Spring City, Tennessee when I was about four and lived there for 

two years. When I was five, going on six, we moved to Monroeville, Alabama [Jim 
worked for Vanity Fair Mills] where Chris was born. [Jim and Ernie's only son, James 
Christopher Wills, was born on June 2, 1955.] I went to Miss Ida Mary's Kindergarten 
and started first grade in Monroeville. It was in Reading, Pennsylvania that I started 
second grade. We moved back to Monroeville, Alabama where I entered the third grade. I 
started fourth grade in the beautiful mountains of Henderson, North Carolina and moved 
during the year to Maxton, North Carolina. I finished the fourth grade in the hot 
humidity of Tupelo, Mississippi. I remember the gowns Mom made for me and Connie to 
wear to our piano recital. I went to fifth grade in Tupelo, Mississippi. I started sixth 
grade in Dalton, Georgia and was elected a cheerleader. We lived in an old, but 
wonderfully huge, sprawling Southern home, which I thought was a mansion. We only 
lived there a few months. I finished the sixth grade in Mena, Arkansas. I won a D.A.R. 
essay contest and placed in a city-wide spelling bee. I went to seventh grade there and 
started playing clarinet in the marching band. I also went to State finals with my science 
project on Constellations. I sang in the Presbyterian Church choir, which mom directed 
and had my first boyfriend. I went to eighth grade in Marianna, Arkansas. I played in 
the marching band and sang in the school choir, and placed in another spelling bee. I was 
elected 'Most Talented Girl' of the junior high school. We moved to Abilene, Texas the 
summer before my ninth grade. I lived in Abilene from ninth grade through college and 
the first two years of my marriage."

Connie also wrote in a letter in 1987 about the moves:
"My first grade was in Henderson, North Carolina, South Carolina and Tupelo, 

Mississippi. Second grade was in Tupelo. Third grade was in Dalton, Georgia and Mena, 
Arkansas. Fourth grade in Mena and fifth grade in Marianna, Arkansas. Sixth through 
the tenth grade in Abilene, Texas. Eleventh and twelfth grades in San Antonio, Texas."

Chris wrote of the moves:
"Began first grade in Dalton, Georgia - 1960; finished first grade and second 

grade in Mena, Arkansas - 1961-1962; third grade in Marianna, Arkansas - 1963; 
fourth through the eighth grade in Abilene, Texas - 1964-1968; ninth through the 
eleventh grade in San Antonio, Texas - 1969-1972; twelfth grade in Abilene, Texas 
-1972-1973. "

From a letter from Jim Wills on April 2, 1987.
20 Information from Jim Wills on May 1, 2000 - including his employers.
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Every place that Ernie and Jim lived, they put down roots and became a part of the 
community. Their children excelled in school because Ernie was there participating in 
their school programs and overseeing their assignments. She directed, played for, or 
sang in multiple choirs during these moves. Ernie, also, taught private piano lessons. 
For a period of time, she and Jim belonged to an Artists' group. They both painted with 
oil on canvas and entered exhibitions with their art pieces. Both had promising talent in 
this medium. Joining a bridge group and a bowling team allowed Ernie to make new 
friends quickly. Cathy wrote, "Throughout my growing up years, we always took special 
family vacations and saw a good deal of this country. Mom and Dad always made sure we 
'saw the sights' thereby providing rich childhood experiences." Jim was associated with 
Kurt Soloman & Associates Consulting Firm during this period of time. His next 
employer was Jack Winters, Inc. in Mississippi.

Every summer, Ernie and Jim would visit relatives in Georgia. Spending some time in 
Albany with Jim's family, the rest of the vacation was spent in Chamblee with Ernie's 
folks. This was the only time that the cousins "got to know each other." Special family 
gatherings engineered by Gerry made this possible. Most of the time Ernie's family 
would stop by Mountville and, later, Auburn to spend the night with Fran and Kenneth's 
family on their drive back to Texas. The Wills children were delightful! They brought 
their dog, Pepper, several times. How much they must have loved family to make these 
long, yearly treks to see both families! Cathy was a sophisticated, young lady. Connie 
was full of fun and was unpredictable. Once, as a very young child, she went into the 
bathroom at her grandparents’ home in Chamblee, locked the door and turned on the 
water. No amount of coaxing would bring her out. Not knowing if the sink were 
overflowing, her grandpa rapped on the closed door and sternly said, "Connie, unlock that 
door this very minute. If you don't, you are going to be sorry!" Meekly, the little 
strawberry-blonde vixen unlocked the door and sauntered out! No, she didn't get a 
spanking but she had to listen to a long, heated lecture! Chris was a gentle, quiet, 
intelligent little boy who loved his dog and his friends! On one of their visits to 
Chamblee when he was a teenager, he brought one of his close friend's, Jim Battersby. 
Catherine and Ernest visited their Wills children in every place they ever lived. 
Sometimes Gerry would accompany them. The red carpet was rolled out for Ernie and 
her family when they came home! Ernie dearly loved fried chicken, turnip greens with 
lots of "pot liquor," and corn bread. This was always served to her two or three times by 
her relatives during her stay. (Once her mother and daddy even sent her a box of fresh 
turnip greens from their garden. They sent it special delivery and she received them the 
next day in Texas!) Helen and Winn "wined and dined" them and Gerry and Hugh 
entertained extensively for them - from cooking meals, to taking care of the children, to 
having all of the relatives in for "a reunion." Recently Gerry and Fran reflected on these 
times. They both agreed that they and their parents realized how much they missed 
having Ernie and her family nearby to come in and out; and by the same token, Ernie 
yearned for more personal contacts with her family. That was why “nothing was too
much" when the Wills family came to Georgia.

It was in Abilene, Texas where Ernie and Jim settled for a period of time. Jim worked 
for T.S. Lankford & Sons. Ernie had made all of their homes attractive with her artistic 
fingers but the house on Fourteenth Street in Abilene, Texas was her dream home. The 
children were active teenagers and life was good.

After the children were grown, Ernie would sometimes come for several weeks to visit 
her folks. A few days would be spent in Mountville or Auburn with Fran's family. Oh! 
how they loved those times together! Ernie and Kenneth delighted in pursuing
intellectual subjects into the wee hours of the morning (most of the time Fran would fall
asleep on the sofa) and they all enjoyed listening to wonderful music together! Ernie and
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Fran had long, heart-to-heart talks around the kitchen table as they drank cups of 
coffee. They relished their times together. Many times when their mother or daddy was 
ill, Ernie would come and stay with her parents for a few weeks. How the family looked 
forward to her visits! All of the relatives did!

Ernie's dream home was short lived. The family moved to San Antonio, Texas where Jim 
was employed by Lasso Western Wear. Then after a few years, they moved back to 
Abilene and into an apartment. At this time, Jim was working for Aileen, Inc. Ernie 
enrolled in school to obtain a Licensed Practical Nurse Degree. She had always been 
fascinated with medical topics. Although she loved the nursing courses, the training on 
the floor was grueling. She began to have some health problems and had a coronary 
infarction, which forced her to leave her nursing studies. In the meantime, Mrs. Wills 
came to live in the same town with them. This was added responsibility.

Cathy and Connie, as adults, were married to their Brads. Chris had joined the Navy and 
was married, too. (The writer remembers when her mother and daddy "broke up 
housekeeping" and moved into the nursing home. Gerry and she were responsible for 
removing the household goods in order to rent the house out to tenants. As they emptied 
the upstairs closet, they found Jim's old Navy pea jacket, which had been stored there 
for many years and had been forgotten. They boxed it up and sent it tcTteen-aged Chris. 
Ernie said that Chris wore his dad's Navy jacket everywhere. It did not seem a bit 
unusual for Chris to join the Navy when he was of age.)

Ernie and Jim became the proud grandparents of little Crystal and Dana. Shortly after 
these babies were born in 1976, Jim and Ernie brought them with their mommies to 
visit Great-Grandmother Catherine at Christmas. By this time, Ernest was deceased and 
Catherine was very ill. Connie and Cathy's marriages to their Brads later ended in 
divorce. When Connie married again, another darling grandson Jayson (1981) came 
into Ernie and Jim's lives. They did not get to see as much of Dana since he lived far away 
from them but they kept in close contact by telephone and letters. If she could have lived 
in the same town with all of her grandchildren, she would have been very happy!

For their final move, Ernie and Jim returned to San Antonio, where Jim was employed 
with Levi Strauss, Inc. They bought a home at 12327 Mapletree Drive in a lovely 
neighborhood. They also bought a piece of land at Brownwood Lake in nearby Brownwood, 
Texas. She and Jim spent some happy times fishing in that lake. Chris also enjoyed 
fishing there with his dad. Ernie and Jim both loved to dance and found a country- 
western dance group that they joined. Often on the weekends they would "go dancing." 
After retiring from Levi Strauss in 1987, Jim worked for the Department of Defense at 
Kelly Air Force Base in San Antonio. Mrs. Wills moved to San Antonio, too, and they 
continued to look after her. (Mrs. Wills passed away after Ernie's death.)

In addition to Jim's job with Levi Strauss, he started a tote bag business in his garage, 
"J.J.'s of San Antonio." Jim is very talented with the sewing machine. He made all of his 
suits and became the creator of tote bags; this business is still in operation.

Ernie loved working in her flowerbeds but the San Antonio soil was very hard clay. One 
day while digging in the soil, she had excruciating chest pains. She went to see the doctor 
and after extensive tests, she had heart surgery, four by-passes. After the surgery, on 
the way to the recovery room, she had a major heart attack in the blocked artery that the 
doctors had not been able to reach; they resuscitated her. Later, on one of the sisters' 
visits, Ernie related to Gerry and Fran a mysterious thing that happened to her while she 
was in an unconscious state in the operating room. She dreamed that she was in a long 
black tunnel and at the end of the tunnel was a light. She could hear her mother's voice
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saying, "Not yet, not yet!" After she regained consciousness, she questioned the doctors 
about this strange memory. Were the voices that she heard the medical staff's? Was 
this a dream? Was this recollection "for real?" There were no answers to her 
questions. As she told Gerry and Fran about this "walk with death," chill bumps rose on 
their arms. Having read about other victims who have been near death, her story 
sounded much the same as theirs. Ernie usually dealt with her thoughts intellectually 
rather than emotionally, but, her sisters could tell that this time she was baffled.

For five years, Ernie's health declined and she went into heart failure. She and Jim had 
serious marital problems. He asked her for a divorce because there was someone else in 
his life. This news broke her heart and she never fully recovered from hearing these 
words. With time and Marriage Encounter (they attended this more than once), they 
patched up their marriage and she forgave him but she never forgot. In all fairness to 
Jim, he was good to her in her last days. He truly loved her even though he had strayed.

Gerry, Ernie and Fran (after their children were grown) spent a week every fall 
together in one of their homes or at Gerry's Condominium in Florida. What a great time 
they had as they reminisced, talked politics, shared stories about family members, 
shopped, ate out or cooked in, shared articles and books they were reading, took long 
walks (on the beach), visited museums or recreational places. They always celebrated 
all of their birthdays (which were in October, November and December) with one lovely 
birthday dinner where they exchanged gifts. How these three sisters looked forward to 
this week! The last visit was at Ernie's in San Antonio, Texas. She was desperately ill. 
Jim had just gotten her a little Boston Terrier dog. Tiger. The dog was devoted to her. 
Ernie was too sick to leave the house but she arranged with her good friend Eloise Adams 
to take Gerry and Fran to a special Mexican Fair. Although Gerry and Fran had a good 
time, they missed Ernie's presence. She always enjoyed their outings! All three girls 
somehow knew that this would be the last" three sisters' visit." They stayed up late each 
night and talked until the wee hours, squeezing in every minute that they were together. 
It was hard to part at the end of their visit.

By the summer of the next year, Ernie's health was fast deteriorating and she had to be 
hospitalized. Gerry went out to stay with her for a couple of weeks. Because Kenneth and 
Fran had Scottish friends who were visiting and traveling with them across the U.S., she 
was unable to get to San Antonio until the couples were on their way back to Alabama. 
They stopped in San Antonio and stayed a few days near the hospital. While Kenneth 
showed San Antonio to Jim and Ina Dinwoodie, Fran visited Ernie In the hospital. Ernie 
knew that her death was near. Earlier she and Jim had decided that she would be 
cremated and buried in the San Antonio National (Military) cemetery since Jim was a 
veteran and was eligible for a burial plot. Ernie asked Fran to help her plan her funeral 
and to give these plans to Jim and the children when the time came. Many tears were 
shed by these two sisters and lots of hugs were given during this short visit. Fran 
wanted to send her husband and friends on to Alabama while she stayed with Ernie but 
Ernie would not hear of this. She knew that the Dinwoodies were catching a plane in 
Atlanta for their return to Scotland that weekend. With a heavy heart Fran left Ernie, 
knowing full well that she might never see her beloved sister alive again. The day that 
they arrived back in Auburn, the telephone call came telling Fran and Kenneth of Ernie's 
death. Fran told Jim about the funeral plans that Ernie had requested. He asked her to 
bring them when she came back to San Antonio.

Gerry, Hugh, Fran and Kenneth flew out to be with the family and to be there for Ernie's 
funeral and burial. Going into Ernie's home that day was very sad. How empty her home 
was without her lovely presence! Alone, Fran stood by Ernie's piano. In her memories
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Fran could hear Ernie playing beautiful music (just as Fran can right now as she types 
this). Over the piano was a framed treasured reading. The words leapt out at Fran and 
she silently read them. It was if Ernie were speaking to her:

Dgslderata
Go placidly amid the noise and haste, and remember what peace 

there may be in silence. As far as possible without surrender be on good 
terms with all persons. Speak your truth quietly and clearly: and listen to 
others, even the dull and ignorant; they too have their story.
Avoid loud and aggressive persons, they are vexations to the spirit.
If you compare yourself with others, you may become vain and bitter; for 
always there will be greater and lesser persons than yourself. Enjoy your 
achievements as well as your plans.

Keep interested in your career, however humble; it is a real 
possession in the changing fortunes of time. Exercise caution in your business 
affairs; for the world is full of trickery. But let this not blind you to what virtue 
there is; so many persons strive for high ideals; and everywhere life is full of 
heroism.

Be yourself. Especially do not feign affection. Neither be cynical about 
love; for in the face of all aridity and disenchantment it is as perennial as the 
grass.

Take kindly the counsel of the years, gracefully surrendering the things 
of youth. Nurture strength of spirit to shield you in sudden misfortune. But do 
not distress yourself with imaginings. Many fears are born of fatigue and 
loneliness. Beyond a wholesome discipline, be gentle with yourself.

You are a child of the universe, no less than the trees and the stars; you 
have a right to be here. And whether or not it is clear to you, no doubt the 
universe is unfolding as it should.

Therefore be at peace with God, whatever you conceive Him to be, and 
whatever your labors and aspirations, in the noisy confusion of life keep peace 
with your soul.

With all its sham, drudgery and broken dreams, it is still a beautiful 
world. Be careful. Strive to be happy.

As Fran read these words, she profusely wept for her departed, dear sister. The "leader 
of their pack" was gone!

After Ernie and Jim's children arrived, her funeral service requests were reviewed and 
then modified. She wanted choral voices singing, "Souls of the Righteous," "God So Loved 
the World," and "The Benediction." The scripture that she wanted read was the Love
Chapter from the Good News For Modern Man version of the Bible, 1 Corinthians,
chapter 13; the 23rd Psalms; Revelations 21:3-4; Ecclesiastes 3:1-1; and the Lord's 
Prayer, Matthew 6:9 -13. She wanted the "Lullaby for Jayson" (that she had composed) 
played and she wanted a letter from her minister in Mena, Arkansas read. If the children 
were able to conduct the service, she wanted that.

This obituary was in the San Antonio newspaper on September 26, 1984:
WILLS

Ernestine J. Wills, 56 years of age, died Saturday, September 22, 1984.
Mrs. Wills is survived by her husband, Jim Wills, San Antonio; two daughters, 
Connie Bookout, Altus, Oklahoma and Cathy Biggerstaff, Anchorage, Alaska; son, 
Chris Wills, U. S. Navy (Illinois); sisters, Frances Cadenhead, Auburn, Alabama 
and Gerry Spruill, Dunwoody, Georgia; three grandchildren. Services 3:30 p.m..

345



Thursday, September 27, 1984 at Sunset Funeral Home Chapel with the Rev. Joe 
Owen officiating. (1701 Austin Hwy. - 828-2811)

Ernie was cremated; one red rose was placed beside her urn by her husband, Jim. Her 
ashes were buried at the Fort Sam Houston National Cemetery, Section 2, Grave 1028, 
on Harry Wurzbach Road, in San Antonio, Texas.^’ [In the year, 2000, the San Antonio 
National Cemetery was listed in the National Register as a national shrine.]

After the funeral, the family went home where the children prepared their own tribute 
to their mother. They wanted to give this in the privacy of their parents' home. A few 
comments were made and then they beautifully sang two of their mother's favorite songs, 
"Today" and "Amazing Grace.” What a beautiful tribute this was to their beloved mother!

In April 1985, Jim married Mary Altman in Abilene, Texas.

(Note: Several years ago, this writer asked aJ] of her nieces and nephews to send her 
information about them and their families. She also asked them to make comments about 
their moms or dads. This is what Ernie's children sent to her, coupled with other 
correspondence with them since Ernie's death.)

Cathv

Cathy was one of the ten finalists in the Miss Abilene Pageant her senior year of high 
school. She was on the debate team and became a championship debater and speaker, 
placing third in the state of Texas. She went to Nationals in girl's extemporaneous 
speech. She was the valedictorian of her graduating high school class. She entered 
McMurray College in Abilene on a debate scholarship and excelled in all of her college 
activities. She graduated summa cum laude with a B.A. degree in Social Work and was 
elected to Who's Who in American Colleges and Universities. During her college years, 
she and Bradley P9ul Biggerstaff married at Abilene, Texas in the Sacred Heart Catholic 
Church on August 22, 1970. She wore her mother's wedding gown. After Brad earned 
his B.S. degree in Geology from Hardin Simmons University in 1972, the young couple 
moved to El Paso, Texas where Brad received his M.S. degree in Geology at the University 
of Texas in El Paso. They moved to Silver City, New Mexico where Brad worked as a hard 
rock geologist and Cathy attended Western New Mexico University majoring in 
Elementary Education. After a few months, they moved to Death Valley, California where 
Brad was a hard rock geobgist and where Cathy started a Woman's Consciousness Raising 
group. After traveling for a few months in the West, Brad and Cathy moved to Austin, 
Texas where Brad began consulting in geology. Cathy became pregnant. They moved to 
Eugene, Oregon where Brad was a consultant on the coasts of Washington, Oregon arid 
California. Dana Christopher Biggerstaff was born on October 15, 1976 at a 
Scandinavian Birth Home in Cottage Grove, Oregon. Five weeks later, the young family 
moved to Houston, Texas, and in January 1978, they were transferred, by request, to 
Anchorage, Alaska where Brad continued working with the same oil company. Cathy 
worked for the Alaska Department of Labor and became the Executive Director of Planned 
Parenthood of Alaska. She went back to school at the University of Alaska at Anchorage 
and worked toward her Master's degree in Public Administration. She and Brad divorced 
on December 13, 1979 after nine years of marriage. Brad married again and moved 
back to Texas. Cathy and Brad shared custody of Dana - he spent time with both of his 
parents. Cathy went to work at the Anchorage Family Planning Clinic in 1979 and 
completed her M.S. degree in Counseling Psychology in 1985 through the University of 
LaVerne. She opened her private practice as a psychotherapist in Anchorage in

From a letter from Chris Wills on March 11, 1988.
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September 1985. In 1980, she was selected as Young Career Woman for the State of 
Alaska and served as an oflflcer of the Alaska Psychological Association. She has hospital 
privileges at Charter North Hospital where she works with hospitalized psychiatric 
patients.^^

When Kenneth and Fran traveled to Alaska in June of 1992, they were privileged to visit 
Cathy and Bill in their home in Anchorage for a brief period one evening. Cathy took 
Fran upstairs to see her "Family Wall." On this wall were pictures of people whom she 
loved most - her family. It was thrilling to hear her speak of the many beloved 
relatives. She looks so much like Ernie; it was almost as if a revived, young Ernie were 
lovingly pointing out various family members.

Cathy served smoked salmon, which she had taken from the freezer. It was the salmon 
that Dana and she had caught earlier and the one that was pictured on their family 
Christmas card in 1991. What a pleasant time they had as they conversed and as she 
showed her aunt and uncle her home and the things that were important to her - her 
piano, her lovely plants and garden, and photographs of her family. Bill is'a fine man; 
Cathy and he have been together for seven years (1992). He owns a consulting firm in 
Anchorage. He, too, had an earlier marriage and has two adult children and 
grandchildren.

On Saturday, July 25, 1992, Cathy and Bill were united in the “new age" equivalent of a 
marriage. Cathy and Bill's parents and children, as well, as their many friends, attended 
this lovely affair where Cathy and Bill wrote their own vows and presented them at the 
ceremony.

Dana was selected to spend his junior year of high school in Germany as a Rotary 
Exchange Student. On June 12, 1995, he graduated with honor from Kentridge High 
School in Kent, Washington. He worked in Anchorage that summer and decided to 
postpone going to college.

On August 27, 1995, Cathy traveled to Beijing, China for the 4th World Conference on 
Women. This conference is held every ten years to address issues facing women. Cathy 
was among 35 women from Alaska in the One World / One People International Women’s 
Choir that performed at this meeting. Hillary Clinton was a keynote speaker at this 
conference. Cathy wrote an interesting, detailed account of her time in China and sent 
Gerry and Fran a copy of it. What an impact this had on Cathy's life!

Christmas of 1999, Cathy sent Gerry and Fran a copy of a tape from a Messiah concert in 
which she sang a few years ago. Ernie's name appeared in the program because Cathy had 
requested that the concert be done in her mother's memory.

In the meantime, Dana met his future wife in Anchorage and they married on August 5, 
2000 at Mahalepu Beach, Poipu Kuaia, Hawaii. Abigail (Abby), of Filipino parents, was 
born in Hawaii. She has a young son, Michael, from another marriage. Dana and his new 
family moved to Kent, Washington where he is continuing his career in the business 
world. Dana still plans to enter college in the near future. He and Abby are the proud 
parents of Drew Bradley Biggerstaff, who arrived prematurely on Christmas Eve, 
December 24, 2001 in Kent, Washington.

From a letter from Cathy Biggerstaff-Wood on April 11, 1987.22
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Due to her doctor's orders, Cathy, suffering from Fibromyalgia, has dismantled her 
private practice of 17 years and is recuperating at home. What a traumatic experience 
for this capable young woman! Cathy represented the state of Alaska at the A.S.P.P.B. 
Conference in Mobile, Alabama on October 16-20, 2002. After the conference, in spite 
of her serious health problems, Cathy rented a car and visited her relatives in Alabama, 
Georgia, Florida and Mississippi. She shared photos of her and Bill's families. At this 
point, this writer can only wish for Cathy's return to good health and happiness.

Qgjinlfi

Connie wrote that she graduated from Churchill High School in San Antonio, Texas in 
1971. The two years that she was in high school there, she played the flute in the band, 
sang in the choir, was an Honor Society member and active in the Health Occupations 
organization. During her senior year she worked half days as a dental assistant. After 
graduation, she went to Del Mar College in Corpus Christi, Texas and received an 
associate degree in Science and Dental Hygiene in 1973. She was a member of the Honor 
Society in college. She then went to Austin, Texas to work as a Dental Hygienist until 
December 1975.

Connie met Bradley James Fellhauer, who was in the Air Force, fell in love and married 
Brad in Austin, Texas on December 13, 1975. She, too, wore her mother's wedding 
dress. Brad was transferred to Altus, Oklahoma where Connie went to work as a Dental 
Hygienist for Drs. Clyde Russell (the father) and Scott Russell (his son). Little Crystal 
Leigh Fellhauer was born in Altus, Oklahoma on October 4, 1976. Connie's marriage 
was a stormy one and ended in divorce in 1979.

On December 22, 1979, Connie married Darrell Gene Bookout in Vernon, Texas. They 
were blessed with a son, Jayson Phillip Bookout, on December 4, 1981 in Altus, 
Oklahoma. Again, Connie met only heartache in this marriage. They divorced in 1982.

Connie has not had an easy life as an adult. With her strong faith and her wonderful 
sense of humor, she has met every challenge that life has thrown at her. Responsibe for 
rearing her two children alone, she has done this well. Fortunately, she was able to buy 
a home in Altus, Oklahoma and has made it a happy one for her family.

Living in a depressed military town, working for dentists who were older and have since 
retired, Connie has had to travel to Mangum, Oklahoma to find part-time work with 
another dentist to supplement her income. But she does not complain. As her sister 
Cathy wrote: "My sister is one tough cookie."

Through the years, Connie and her aunts have stayed in touch by telephone and letters. 
Once Connie and her small children came to Atlanta to visit Gerry. A family reunion was 
held at Gerry's; most of the cousins, aunts and uncles were there. Gerry treated Connie's 
family and this writer to a few days at her condominium in Fernandina, Florida. What 
fun they had as the children played on the seashore! How gratifying it was to converse 
with this lovely, bright, young woman - Ernie's daughter!

In spite of some rather traumatic experiences, Connie's faith has not wavered - if 
anything, it has grown stronger. She was invited to do the "Walk To Emmaus" which her 
Methodist church sponsored, although it is a non-denominational spiritual retreat. This 
is for dedicated churchwomen to be immersed in a weekend of religious study, which will 
enable them to have an even deeper faith and commitment to God.
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Jayson has a beautiful voice and he and Connie sometimes sing together at church. He is a 
good son and does well in school. In 2000, Jayson graduated from high school. Ernie 
would be so happy to know that music is an important part of their lives.

Crystal has grown up, married, divorced and has two children. Jameson Payne Fellhauer 
was born on April 17, 1995. He weighed 6 pounds and 2 ounces at birth. He is a darling 
little boy and is "the apple of his grandmother's eye!" Crystal married Robert Alejandre 
on August 15, 1997 at Grace United Methodist Church in Altus, Oklahoma. Connie, with 
the help of some of her devoted friends, provided a lovely wedding and reception for these 
two young people. Little Sabyre (Say-bor) Isabella Alejandre was born on December 
19, 1997. Her grandmother's loving description is: "She is beautiful. She has a perfect 
round face, "pouty" mouth, almond-shaped, coal-black/green eyes, big dimples, and a 
head of dark hair with red highlights."^^ Crystal's marriage to Robert ended in divorce. 
She worked her way through college and now holds a degree in education and plans to 
teach. She has been assisted with her children's care by her loving mom and brother.

In 1987, Connie wrote these memories of her childhood:
"I have many wonderful childhood memories. My Grandmother Jameson would tell us 
bedtime stories in the very attic bedroom my Uncle Ron slept in. Her stories were 
heartfelt stories of my mother and her brother and sisters as children. I loved to hear 
her stories. I enjoyed walks with my grandfather. He was such a strong, gentle man; he 
loved his birds, his children, and was deeply in love with his wife. I liked going into his 
office (the other attic room) and typing - or exploring in the basement (my 
grandparents threw nothing away). I remember the swings he made for us - and the 
smell of his cigar. To this day - if I see that house - I can still hear the laughter and feel 
the love that was shared in that redbrick house on the hill. Because we lived so far away 
our visits were not as plentiful as I would have liked.

My most cherished memory of my grandmother was the last time I saw her. We were 
visiting my Aunt Fran in Auburn, Alabama. She (Grandmother) and I took a nap together 
and she shared with me our last story. The love story of when she and my grandfather 
met, fell in love and had their children. Their love and faith in each other was so 
touching. I still get teary-eyed when I look at their picture on my wall. [Note: Ernie had 
been driving from Texas to Auburn, alone, when she had a spell with her heart. She was 
hospitalized in Opelika and her girls and Jim flew over to drive her back home to her 
doctor. At that time her mother was living at the Opelika Nursing Home.]

Memories of my childhood are happy, carefree ones. I was blessed with good parents and 
a unique brother and sister. My mother was so patient, so loving and so understanding. I 
spent most of my adult life trying to make up to her for the waj  ̂ I treated her when I was 
young. She'd say, 'I knew one day you'd grow up into a human being.' She was my 
mother, my keeper and my best friend. I will feel very successful if I can only be half 
the woman she was. Heaven was blest the day she died - and the void in my life will 
remain always - but when I play a certain song on the piano or sing a song or read a 
tender poem or see beauty - I think of her - feel her presence and for a second or two 
I'm a child again feeling safe and warm within the circle of her love!" '̂*

Another letter was written by Connie to this writer in 1998, it follows:

23 From a letter from Connie Wills Bookout on January 3, 1998.
24 From a letter from Connie Wills Bookout in August of 1987.
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Memories of My Mother

Mainly, I remember her eyes. They spoke a multitude of languages. They were the 
kindest eyes, full of love and caring. They had a wonderment about them when smiling or 
laughing - or reading. My mother loved to read. As I grew up, my mother's eyes also 
showed sadness - pain and disappointment, but very seldom anger or bitterness. Every 
inch, every crease, the very feel of her face is etched in my mind forever. I see it when 
watching my children and grandchildren. I find myself doing and saying some of the same 
things she did.

When we were small children my mother had a way of making everyday places 
and things a grand adventure. Picnics became a science field day, plain fresh picked 
berries became enchantingly sweet and fireflies became "magic" as the sun set. My 
mother loved the outdoors. She taught us how to lace clover together to make crowns; 
how to blow on blades of grass to make them whistle and how to wish on dandelions before 
blowing their fuzzy fairies to the wind. She also loved to swim, and passed that down to 
her three little water bugs, us. We took lessons every summer and spent the majority of 
our summer in or near the water. I loved to watch her swim. She was so graceful, 
peaceful, gliding through the water. She could dive, too. Something I never perfected. 
As a small child, she seemed to me to be so tall, so long-legged - but as I became an adult 
I realized her stature came from her heart - not her body for she wasn't tall at all - but 
a giant from her soul outward.

We moved so many times. And with each move we again had "grand adventures." 
She used to tell me - "a house is not a home until you put something of yourself in it." 
And she did. She loved to decorate. She could turn a coffee can into something artistic. 
She was way ahead of time in so many ways - her mode of thought, her intelligence, her 
creativity, the way she raised her daughters. She taught me to believe in myself, to 
love, to share, to care to become ... but also to hold something of myself in reserve - 
just for me so as not to lose who I am or will be.

I have memories of finger paints, music recitals, special Halloween outfits, tea 
parties, dress up, and tree houses. My mother had a wonderful imagination and taught 
me to use mine. She was both timid and courageous, smart and child-like, loving and 
could be very stern. But I never doubted how very much she loved us in a special, 
different way.

She raised her daughters to be strong, independent, educated women; able to fight 
our way in a man's world, with or without a mate. She raised her son to be sweet, 
gentle, understanding, caring - too tender in a cruel world - able to appreciate beauty.

Beauty - oh how she admired beauty - in nature, art, literature and music! I am 
Sfi very thankful she gave us an education in music. She taught music lessons, directed 
church choirs and played an awesome piano. She had the voice of an angel when she sang. 
In fact, music is still where I feel her most. When I am sad, or can't pray I turn to 
music.

She loved her family deeply and took her job of raising three kids and taking care 
of house, husband, etc., very seriously. I just wish she could have taken herself more 
seriously. She was too self-sacrificing and it caused her pain she need not have to 
endure. She did put "the mother's" curse on me. "One day, as surely as there is a God in 
heaven, Connie Louise Wills, you will have a little girl just like you." And I do! And 
when she smiles, I see my mother. And when she plays the piano - I see Grandma Ernie 
sitting on the bench beside a little red-head very patiently teaching her a little duet.

Every time I prepare to sing in church, or put up my Christmas tree or make a 
Halloween costume, or write a poem or sew or read - or watch a sad movie - she is there 
with me. She never broke a promise to me. And she promised she would always be with 
me. She was my best and dearest friend. She loved me like no other human ever has. 
She believed in me, encouraged me, she was proud of my accomplishments. I know I did
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things to hurt her; she wished I could have been happily married - but she always 
praised my ability to be a single parent.

No matter where I end up or what I end up fulfilling in my life, a very real part 
of me will remain a tanned, tow-head running barefoot, free and wild, smelling the 
breeze before a rain, with a crown of clover on my head; running into the loving arms 
and gazing into the most incredible pair of eyes, a window into the soul of the most 
incredible woman I have ever known - my mother.

I pray my life will be a living tribute to all she was, all she believed and how 
deeply she cared about the world around her.

As I remove the very special vase, and arrange the bouquet of weeds my children 
bring - now grandchildren - a familiar twinkle comes to the corner of my eye - and 
she's here!

As one reads these beautiful words, the depth of this young woman's thoughts are 
tremendous! Being able to capture her memories in such a poignant, descriptive way is 
a true gift! The outpouring of love is there for the reader to feel. How I wish Ernie's 
eyes could read these words written about her from her beloved daughter, Connie.

(Note: Connie suffered with cervical cancer in 2001. At this time her prognosis is good. 
In 2002, Payne was in a terrible, motorcycle accident and has some permanent damage 
from this. Connie, in addition to working as a Dental Hygienist, has completed her 
college degree and now plans to pursue a master's degree. Her creative writing ability 
may produce a new and exciting career for her.

C h r i g

After graduating from Cooper High school in 1973 in Abilene, Texas, Chris worked at odd 
jobs for a year and then joined the Navy on July 26, 1974. After his recruit training, 
he was sent to Basic Weather Observer school. He served in the Naval Weather Service 
Environmental Detachment in the Aleutian Islands at Adak, AK (1975-1977) and then at 
Corpus Christi, Texas (1977-1978). When he left the Navy as a Petty Officer 2nd 
class (E-5) in 1978, he married a Navy-mate, Cristy Jeanne Carrier. They were wed 
in San Antonio, Texas on December 16, 1978. She remained in the Navy and Chris 
followed her to the Philippines where he worked until 1980. He came home in 1980; he 
and Cristy were separated until December of 1981. He rejoined her in Pensacola, 
Florida and in February of 1982, he re-enlisted in the Navy. Shortly after this, they 
divorced. While Chris was stationed in Pensacola, he came up to be with his Uncle 
Kenneth and Aunt Fran's family for Christmas. How good it was for this family to get 
reacquainted with Ernie and Jim's son! Chris's Naval career was exceptional. He was 
aboard the USS Lexington until 1984, where he received a letter of commendation from 
the commanding officer. He was sent to Weather Forecasting School in Champaigne, 
Illinois where he again received a letter of commendation for his academic achievement, 
graduating as number one in his class with a 94 average grade. He was promoted to Petty 
Officer 1st class (E-6). He was sent to Barbers Point, Hawaii to the Naval 
Oceanography Command Detachment and stayed there until 1988. While stationed there 
he was named sailor of the year in 1986 and again received a letter of commendation for 
performance as Oceanographic Support Supervisor. His next assi^ment was on the USS 
Carl Vincent, homeport: Bremerton, Washington (1988-1991).

Chris met Michelle Parrish and married her on August 17, 1991 in Laplate, Missouri. 
She had been married before and had a little boy named Christopher. Chris was sent to

From a letter from Chris Wills on September 19, 1987.25
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the Fleet Numerical Meteorology and Oceanography Center in Monterey, California. 
Chris and Michelle lived at Fort Ord, California where little Aaron Michael Wills was 
born on March 15, 1992. On May 27, 1994, little Nathan Benjamin Edward Wills 
arrived to join his big brothers. When Chris called to tell his Aunt Fran the news, he 
said that the baby had been named for the two great-grandfathers.
Chris was transferred to the Naval Technical Training Unit at Keesler Air Force Base in 
Mississippi (1995-1998). It was after the family moved there that he and Michelle 
divorced. He was given custody of the two little boys.

His Uncle Kenneth and Aunt Fran were sent an invitation to attend the retirement 
ceremonies for AGC (AW) James C. Wills from the Naval Technical Training Unit at 
Keesler AFB, Mississippi on March 23, 1998. They were unable to attend but Chris 
sent them a program of the event. The guest speaker was AGCM Paul D. Belt, Chris' 
commander. On the inside back cover of the program was this: In Memorial to:
Ernestine (Jameson) Wills, Nov. 8, 1928 - Oct. 1984. [The death date should read 
Sept. 1984] How proud she would have been of her son who had served his country well 
in the U.S. Navy from July 26, 1976 to March 31, 1998. Listed were Chris' Duty 
Stations, his background and his awards. His awards showed his illustrious service: 
Navy Commendation Medal, Navy Achievement Medal [three times]. Meritorious Unit 
Citation, Battle Efficiency Ribbon, Navy Good Conduct Medal [five awards]. National 
Defense Medal [two awards]. Armed Forces Expeditionary Medal [two awards]. Sea 
Service Deployment Ribbon [two awards]. Overseas Deployment Ribbon [two awards] 
and Enlisted Aviation Warfare Specialist (AW). After a lovely reception, he was wished 
"Fair Winds and Following Seas" by his Navy comrades.

Chris remains in Kiln, Mississippi as a retired sailor. He had the good fortune to fall in 
love with the lady who was his children's care taker. He and Sherry Austin were 
married in the Standard, Mississippi community in a church ceremony on February 21, 
1999. The couple and their children are very happy. Chris has completed a degree in 
Meteorology at Mississippi State University. Now that he has the credentials (in the 
civilian world) he may pursue a career that he held in the Navy for twenty years.

(Written in first person.) On a personal note. I, Fran, want to end Ernie's chapter 
with a reading from a little plaque, which she gave me long ago:
I expect to pass through this world but once; and any good thing, 

therefore, that I can do or any icindness that I can show to any feiiow  
creature, let me do it now; let me not defer or neglect it, for I shall not 
pass this way again.

This hangs over my desk and many times I have read these words and have resolved to 
carry out its message. Even now, "the leader of our pack" is present, encouraging me to 
do what is right and good through these words of wisdom.

On a quiet evening as Kenneth and I listen to music while we read, if Richard Wagner's 
"The Siegfried Idyl" is played, our collective thoughts go to an evening of long ago when 
Ernie was visiting us. This particular piece was playing on the radio. She and Kenneth 
tried to figure out what it was and who had written it. They both said that it had to be 
written by Wagner. At the end of the recording, the radio host acknowledged the title of 
the composition and the composer's name - "The Siegfried Idyl" by Wagner. An electric 
charge of pleasure filled the room as they realized that their guess was correct. Kenneth 
and I never hear that piece that we don't think of Ernie and the wonderful times that we 
shared with her in our adulthood. Just hearing Bach's "Arioso" brings tears to my eyes 
because I remember Ernie's form bent over the piano with her fingers nimbly moving
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over the keys rendering an expressive interpretation of this beautiful piece of music. 
She continues to live in our most treasured memories: "My sister means so much to me - 
For I cherish the life we lived. - We have come to know - the true meaning of sharing - 
And have come to grow - in the light and warmth of the family bond. - My sister means 
so much to me, - I want her so to know - I think of her most every day - And feel her 
glowing love! (From a birthday card from Ernie, and later, from Gerry - it's a card that 
I might have selected to send to them, also. Even today, my soul cries out to Ernie and I 
know that our mutual feelings of love are eternal!)

The Family of Florence Ernestine Jameson and James Arthur Wills
(Seventh Jameson Generation - Sixth Hyde Generation)

7. Wife: Florence Ernestine Jameson; b. 11- 8-1927 in Chamblee, Ga., DeKalb Co. 
m. 12- 20-1948, Chamblee, Ga., DeKalb Co.; d. 9-22-1984 in San Antonio,
Tx.i buried: Fort Sam Houston National Cemetery, Section 2, 1028, Harry 
Wurzbach Road, San Antonio, Texas.
Parents: Claude Ernest and Catherine Florence Hvde Jameson of Chamblee, Ga. 

Husband: James (Jim) Arthur Wills; b. 7-26-1925, Albany, Georgia, Dougherty Co.
1st Marriage to Florence Ernestine Jameson: 12-20-1948 in Chamblee, Ga. 
Parents: Ethel Harris and Richard Benjamin Wills of Albany, Ga.

Children: 2 daughters and 1 son
8. Mary Catherine (Cathy) Wills; b. 7-9-1950 in Atlanta, Ga., Fulton Co.
1st marriage: 8-22-1970 in Abilene, Texas.
1st husband: Bradley (Brad) Paul Biggerstaff; b. 7-22-1948 in Norman, 

Oklahoma: divorced 12-13-1979 in Anchorage, Alaska.
Parents: Dorothy Paul and Homer Luster (Jack) Biggerstaff of Austin, Texas. 
Children: 1 son, (Cathv has two step-children.)

9. Dana Christopher Biggerstaff; b. 10-15-1976 in Cottage Grove, 
Oregon; m. 8-12-2000 in Hawaii.

Wife: Abigail (Abby) E. Israel; b. 8-8-1977 in Hawaii.
Abby's mother: Dahlia Israel of Anchorage, Alaska. 
g hildr.enL 2 sons

10. Michaeladriano (Michael) Ward; b. 2-23-1995
in Anchorage, Alaska. (Abby's son from another marriage.)

10. Drew Bradley Biggerstaff; b. 12-24-2001 in Kent, Wa.
(Dana and Abby's son.)

Cathy's 2nd marriage: 3-17-1985 in Anchorage, Alaska.
2nd husband: William Leonard Wood, Jr.; b. 11-16-1946 in Pittsburgh, Pa. 

B ill's  cb ild ren  f rom ano ther m a rriage :
9. William Leonard Wood, III; b.1-21-1971. Lennv's children:

Carmen Wood, b. 5-27-1993; Christopher Wood, b. 12-16- 
1995; Cedar Wood, b. 10-30-1996; Ian Wood, b. 4-10-2002.

9. Joyce Evelyn Wood; b. 12-3-1973.
• Jovce's child: Johnathan Wood; b. 7-14-1991.

Bill's parents: Mary Simpson Tharp and William Leonard Wood, Sr.
8. Connie Louise Wills; b. 3-8-1953 in LaFayette, Georgia;
1st marriage: 12-13-1975 in Austin, Texas.
1st husband: Bradley James Fellhauer; b. 8-4-1955 in Jacksonville,

Illinois; divorced 6-1979 in Altus, Oklahoma.
Brad's parents: John Odell and Mardelle Fellhauer.

Children: 1 daughter
9. Crystal Leigh Fellhauer; b. 10-4-1976 in Altus, Ok.
Husband: Robert Alejandre; b.(?); m. 8-15-1997; divorced 1998.
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Crystal's Children: 1 son and one daughter
10. Jameson Payne Fellhauer; b. 4-17-1995 in Altus, Ok.
10. Sabyre (Say-bor) Isabella Alejandre; b. 12-19-1997 

in Altus, Ok.
Connie's 2nd marriage: 12-22-1979 in Vernon, Texas.
2nd husband: Darrell Gene Bookout; b. Aug. 1951; divorced Sept. 1982.

Darrell's parents; Betty Jo and Billy Gene Bookout, divorced. 
Children: 1 son

9. Jayson Phillip Bookout; b. 12-4-1981 in Altus, Oklahoma.
8. James Christopher Wills; b. 6-2-1955 in Monroeville, Ala.;
1st marriage: 12-16-1978 in San Antonio, Texas.
1st wife: Christy Jeanne Carrier; divorced, March 1983.

Christy's parents: Everette and Marty Carrier.
2nd marriage: 8-17-1991 in Laplate, Missouri.
2nd wife: Michelle Parrish; divorced June 1998.

Michelle's parents: Diane and Arthur Lee, (rural) Missouri. 
Children: 2 sons. 1 stepson

9. Aaron Michael Wills; b. 3-15-1992 in Monterey, Calif.
9. Nathan Benjamin Edward Wills; b. 5-27-1994 in Monterey, Ca.
9. Christopher Leroy Parrish; b. 9-20-1989. (Michelles' son.) 

3rd marriage: 2-21-1999 in Standards (Community), Mississippi.
3rd wife: Sherry Leona Ladner Austin; b. 11-27-1962 in Gulfport, Miss. 
Sherry's parents: Yvonne and Leo Ladner.
Sherrv's children from other marriages:

Alan Ryan Smith; b. 8-30-1982; Gulfport, Miss.;
Jonathan Lee Smith; b. 3-25-1985 in Gulfport, Miss.;
Jessica Victoria Austin; b. 11-11-1993 in Gulfport, Miss.

Jim's 2nd marriage: 4-20-1985 in Abilene, Texas.
Jim's 2nd wife: Mary Jean Medders Altman of Abilene, Texas; b. 11-16-1935. 

Mary Jean's parents: O.B. and Rose M. Medders.
Mary Jean's children from another marriage:
Glen R. Altman; born 8-19-1954, Abilene, Texas.

J.D. Altman; born 11-19-1956, Abilene, Texas; d. 5-15-2001.

"A true sister Is a friend who listens with her heart."
■■ unknown source

"The tide recedes but ieaves behind bright seasheiis on the sand;
The sun goes down, but gentle warmth stiii iingers on the iand; 

The music stops,
and yet it echoes on in sweet refrains ...

For every Joy that passes, Something beautiful remains.
- Hadin Marshall

(On a plaque that Connie Wills Bookout sent to her Aunt Fran.)

Often in oid age, sisters become each other's chosen and most 
happy companions. In addition to their shared memories of 
chiidhood and of their reiationship to each other's chiidren, 
they share memories of the same home, the same homemaicing 
style, and the same small prejudices about housekeeping that 
carries the echoes of their mother's voice. - Margaret Mead
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Ollie Geraldine (Gerry) Jameson Spruill
(1928

*ln 1928, the year that Geraldine Jameson was born, Herbert Hoover, Republican, was 
elected U.S. President. Amelia Earhart was the first woman to fly across the Atlantic.*

“Come quick, Catherine! Our baby is going to live!" Excitedly, Mrs. Holsey, the nurse, 
called to the young mother. Catherine, who was in another room dressing little 
Ernestine, grabbed up her first-born and raced into the room where the tiny baby, 
Geraldine, lay. Indeed, there were soft, puppy-like whimpers coming from the small 
cradle! Until this moment, this wee little one had not uttered "a peep" since her 
premature birth. February 11, 1929  ̂ was a red-letter day for this family!

Ollie Geraldine was born at 1:10 on the afternoon of December 11, 1928 in her home on 
Thornwell Drive in Brookhaven, Georgia. Claude Ernest and Catherine Florence Hyde 
Jameson were her parents and little 13-month-old Ernestine was her older sister. 
Anxiously awaiting the arrival of this newborn were her maternal grandparents, Ed and 
Florence Hyde, and her paternal grandmother, Ollie May Jameson.

In August when the doctor performed an emergency appendectomy on Catherine, he 
discovered that she was pregnant. Trying to save the embryo, the doctor prescribed 
complete bed rest for the young woman. Ed and Florence, Catherine's parents, took little 
Ernestine to their home to care for her for two months; a nurse, Mrs. A.L. Holsey, was 
engaged to be with the expectant mother. In spite of the excellent care that Catherine 
received, little Geraldine entered this world three months early. Dr. J.S. Cochran 
attended her delicate birth.

According to her baby book, Geraldine weighed 4 pounds when dressed but her actual 
birth weight was two and a half pounds!^ Bricks were heated and wrapped with cloths to 
line the infant's bed. This homemade incubator provided needed warmth for this weak, 
little “preemie." The doctors had little hope for this sweet baby's survival.

Ernest worked the night shift at the Merita Bread Company in Atlanta. Each night before 
he went to work, he would stand by the cradle and look at this precious little one, 
thinking that this might be the last time he would see her alive. Kissing her pale little 
cheek, the young father would quietly leave his home; with a heavy heart he would walk 
to the car line to catch the streetcar for work. Amazingly, each morning when he 
returned home, the little angel would still have breath in her tiny body!^

In the baby's mother's own words:
"Baby has quite a history attached to her - the little dear reached this land in a 
very weak, undernourished condition and when she was a month old developed 
stomach complications - a form of 'stenosis,' which very nearly took her from 
us. Dr. J.S. Cochran and a baby specialist, Dr. C.W. Roberts, for weeks, with 
scarcely no hopes for her recovery, attended this infant. With all the medical aid 
and close attention she became better and was improving nicely, when she took 
whooping cough at two and a half months of age. She suffered and perished away

 ̂ From Geraldine's 1 Book, written by her mother, Catherine Hyde Jameson. 

^ Ibid.3
As told by her father, Ernest Jameson.
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but our dear Dr. Cochran gave her such wonderful treatment that we brought her 
through and in a year's time she was a rosy-cheeked, smiling little darling and 
the most lovable little creature!"^

And from another Baby Book Catherine wrote:
Stenosis ... very nearly took her from us but worse still she took whooping cough 
at two and a half months and life for her seemed almost hopeless. However with 
careful, persistent nursing and medical aid from Dr. Cochran she overcame 
disease. It was months before she ever really began to gain weight and strength 
and then very slowly. The little dear began trying to walk when she was 19 
months old but was nearly 23 months old when she walked her first steps alone 
... was November 5, 1930 and caused great happiness in our family circle.^

The stenosis caused Geraldine's esophagus to close; she had to be fed with an eye dropper. 
Tiny droplets of whiskey diluted in water opened the passages to allow milk to enter her 
stomach. Every morning Geraldine's Papa Hyde would come to see if she had made it 
through the night. She was so tiny that she had to be held and carried on a pillow for the 
first few months of her life.

Little Ernestine shared her whooping cough germs with two and a half months old 
Geraldine; after which, the frail baby contracted pneumonia. Geraldine recovered from 
both of these illnesses! What a survivor! ®

Other excerpts from Geraldine's Baby Books, written in her mother's hand:
“Gifts and Congratulations - Baby Book, Mrs. Holsey; Kimono, Mrs. R.J. Warnock 
[Bertha]; Pillow Cover, Pearl Chestnut; Baby Rattler, Thelma Harrison [Tuck]; 
Booties and cap. Mama Jameson; Five Dollars, Mama and Papa Hyde; Baby Sacque, 
Mrs. Cadora; Baby Book, Miriam Hyde Bennett; Baby Pins, Ramath Morris Hyde; 
Grandpa and Grandma Sheffield; Mrs. Homer Tomlin [Daisy].

Her first visitors were Mrs. D.K. Palmer and Mrs. R.J. Warnock. Others were: 
Mama and Papa Hyde and family. Mama Jameson, Forrest and Fred, Mr. and Mrs. 
M.C. Hyde, Mr. and Mrs. Neal Bennett, Mr. and Mrs. W.H. Tanner, Mr. and Mrs. 
Homer Tomlin, Uncle Frank, Aunt Flora and Thelma (Tuck) Harrison, Aunt Edith 
and Uncle Pierce Douglas, Grandma and Grandpa Sheffield, Mrs. D.G. Chestnut and 
Pearl, Mr. and Mrs. W.B. Hyde, Mr. and Mrs. E.W. Bray, and Aunt Mae Miller.

Baby was three weeks old when her mother gave the first bath. She was 
instructed and assisted by baby's nurse, Mrs. Holsey. Baby was so tiny that 
the ordeal was rather straining and awkward but mother soon got into the 'swing' 
and the morning bath became an hour of pleasure.

Baby was weaned from the breast at two and a half months and placed on bottle 
feedings, which she took to beautifully. ... Baby's favorite pets were little dogs, 
kittens and chickens.

Baby's Weight: (in the nude - 2 1/2 lbs.). Dressed - 4 lbs.; 2 Weeks - 5 lbs.;
1 Month - 6 lbs.; 2 Months - 4 lbs.; 3 Months - 4 lbs.; 6 Months - 7 lbs.;
9 Months -12 lbs.; 1 Year - 12 1/2 lbs.; 2 Years - 21 lbs.

4 Geraldine's Babv Book.
5 Ibid.
® As told by her mother, Catherine Jameson.
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Baby's first ride was to see our dear Dr. Cochran in Norcross, Ga. Mr. and Mrs. 
Palmer took Mother and Daddy on January 19, 1929. Baby was six weeks old 
and a very sick baby. Therefore the ride would not be thought of as a very 
pleasant one.

Baby's first haircut was on Dec. 5, 1929 by Mrs. R.J. Warnock (Aunt Bertha),., 
baby did not cry ... behaved beautifully.
Baby was only a few days old when she began to smile in her sleep and such a 
sweet adorable little thing but so weak and sick.
Her first word was "da-da." Her mother heard it when baby was 11 months old. 
Baby was slow with talking as well as walking, due to her subnormal condition. 
She was 18 months old before she learned to say many words. Some of her 
sayings were as follows: "Go way, Trixie!"; "C'mon, Tine"; "Hush daddy"; “Hey, 
Mubber!": "Baby sweet!"; "Want cracker"; "Milk gone, gone"; "Want to ridel";
"I fall...Whoopsie!"

Her first shoes were white, size 0 - 'First Steps'; November 6, 1929.
Baby was 15 months old before she began to creep. Her weakness caused her to 
be so long making an attempt to crawl and we were all so happy wl^n she made 
the first sign of an effort. She crawled on her seat - just slid along. Baby made 
her first step alone on November 5, 1930 when she was almost 23 months old 
and we were all so happy over the event.

Baby enjoyed her hours of play with little Ernestine. They scrapped over their 
balls, blocks, and rattles but had lots of fun, too. Her favorite toys were rattles, 
balls, blocks, picture books and dolls - but most of all a baby doll.

Baby's first Christmas came when she was hardly two weeks old - therefore [it] 
passed as all other days with her. But her second Christmas found her at Mama 
Hyde's and enjoying her dolls, balls and rattles.
Gifts given her on her second Christmas were dolls - Aunt Thelma, Daisy Tomlin, 
and Aunt Mae; ball - Ramath; rattler - Tuck; blocks - Mama Jameson; picture 
book - Freddy (Jameson): socks - Frances Tilly; Sweater and cap - Daddy and 
Mother; shoes - Mama Hyde.

Baby celebrated her first birthday very quietly. She was still weak and 
underweight from the strain of her long sickness. She was a pleasant, smiling 
little darling. Mama Hyde gave her a new dress."

Evidently, little Geraldine came into this world with sheer determination to live; for, in 
spite of her fragile early months, she flourished into a lovely, little brown-haired, 
brown-eyed beauty. She was the only one of Ernest and Catherine's children to have 
brown eyes. Her daddy often called her his little "Brown-Eyed Susan," referring to the 
beautiful summer flower, the Black-Eyed Susan. Perhaps Geraldine's eye color came 
from her Great-Grandma Jameson who had sparkling brown eyes. Gerry's lovely brown 
eyes have always been one of her marks of beauty! Being named for her paternal 
grandmother, Ollie May Gantt Jameson, was another plus for this little "fighter-for- 
life!" A young widow, Ollie was left with four sons to rear all alone. Having the tenacity 
to make the best of a bad situation, Ollie exemplified courage and a positive outlook on 
life. This little baby, Geraldine, would also face life in an extraordinary way! Genetic 
disposition? Perhaps!

When Geraldine was almost two, she and Ernestine welcomed a new baby sister, Frances 
(this writer), into their family fold. Perhaps it was this baby's arrival that fostered
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Gerry's love for dolls or perhaps she was born with a strong maternal Instinct. For her 
third Christmas (and Ernie's fourth), their father made them lovely cradles for their 
dolls. Rockers were made and placed on the base of a wooden apple crate. After he 
painted these, Catherine cleverly covered the box with fabric and made a mattress and 
covers for it. (Baby Frances had been given a doll cradle that Christmas by Frances 
Tilly, her namesake.) All three sisters played with their dolls for years, especially 
Gerry. Gerry, who loved to rock, would sing to her dolly as she happily sat in a rocking 
chair. Pretending her dolly was asleep she would press her finger across her lips and 
softly whisper, “Sh-h-h!" Lovingly, she would "tuck" her doll in its cradle. This 
writer recalls Gerry taking her doll cradle outside and placing it under the shade of the 
big oak tree that stood beside the dining room window. With her nursery all set up, 
Gerry warned her siblings to be quiet so her baby could sleep! Another "dolly" scene 
remembered was in the Creamery truck that their father would sometimes park in the 
side yard. When its back doors were opened wide, the children would crawl up into its 
empty bed and build a "playhouse." Gerry's dolls were always there. In the basement, 
they also "played house" with their dolls. One Christmas she and Fran got "Betsy- 
Wetsy" dolls. What fun the girls had as they fed the dolls their bottles and changed their 
diapers! Ernie was given more sophisticated dolls. (Gerry's doll cradle now sits cozily 
in granddaughter Catherine's room. Another generation has played dolls and placed them 
in this precious little homemade doll bed!)

When Ernestine started to school, she fell victim to every communicable disease; but, 
surprisingly, Gerry did not "catch" these germs. The family was quarantined when 
Ernie had diphtheria. Ernie and Ronald succumbed to Scarlet Fever and again the 
"quarantined" sign was placed on their door. Geraldine and Frances rebuffed those germs 
as they played around their sick siblings. However, Gerry has had digestive problems 
and allergies all of her life. This has to be a "carry-over" from the Stenosis of her early 
months. Being a premature baby, her digestive tract did not develop properly.

A special relationship existed between Geraldine and her father. On the weekends and 
during the daylight hours at the end of a long workday, Ernest would often work in his 
yards. The Jameson "hill" and woods became a garden of shrubs, blooming flowers and 
trees. What he had learned about gardening from his parents, he happily shared with his 
little "Brown-Eyed Susan." Whenever her Daddy put his spade in the soil, Gerry was 
there to assist him! As a result, Ernest's love for a plant was transferred to Gerry, who 
has always enjoyed working in her own immaculately kept, beautiful flower gardens.

Gerry liked the feel of soil on her hands. When she was a child, she made mud pies by 
mixing soil with water and then wrapping them in newspaper. Leaving these in the sun 
to dry, it was not long until they could be picked up and used as "play food" in her 
playhouse. There was a yellowish-white clay deposit on the Jameson's side creek bank. 
At school, Ernie and Gerry had learned that the American Indians had made pottery out of 
clay found near creeks. They were convinced that Indians, perhaps, had made pottery 
from their own creek bank. The children would go down to the deposit and put clumps of 
the clay into a bucket and take it back to their playhouses. There they would mold their 
own vessels. Artistic Ernie would design her jugs with fancy handles; Gerry, Fran and 
Ronny would make sturdy pots. They would leave this pottery in the hot, summer sun to 
bake; after it hardened they would use these vessels in their playhouse kitchens. The 
fancy handles cracked and fell off and if water were put into the pots, they would soften 
and crumble. Finally the youngsters realized that their pottery-making lacked some 
magic ingredient!

What wonderful playhouses the Jameson children made! The woods and the backyard 
near the hickory trees were the sites of most of them. Often they would build one that
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they would share but sometimes each would make her individual playhouse. With a 
brush-broom, they would sweep the ground clean and line the perimeters of their 
“houses" with stones and sticks. Defining the borders this way, they created several 
rooms in their houses. Neatly piled pine straw and leaves formed beds and chairs. In the 
kitchens, they would dig a small hole in the ground for the fire pit or stove. Broken 
sticks were put in the pretend fire hole; a stiff piece of wire or a plank was placed over 
the hole; this was their pretend stove. Boards balanced on bricks would serve as their 
tables. Discarded medicine vials or food bottles became vases. No playhouse was 
complete without a bouquet of wild flowers. When a plate was broken in their mother's 
kitchen, it became their play house "china." Small tin cans were their pots and broken 
twigs were their spoons. The "pretend food" grew in the fields and woods. Pokeberries 
made a delightful-looking red punch; however, after one day's standing, the diluted juice 
smelled putrid. Pretend ink was made out of pokeberry juice; feather quills from the 
chicken-yard became the children's pens. What pretty notes they wrote to each other 
with this lovely, fuchsia-colored "play" ink! The tiny seeds or peas on the Wild 
Twisted-Stalk and the Solomon's Seals provided them with pretend vegetables. They even 
used wild onions but how horrid their hands smelled after they had pulled the thin, green 
bulbs from the ground. Stolen fruit (from across the creek at Verna Caudell's), wild 
plums and blackberries adorned their makeshift tables. Once Gerry took some hot 
peppers from her Daddy's garden and crushed them into a can. Putting her hands to her 
eyes and to her mouth brought instant "peppery" pain. Tears gushed down her cheeks - 
nothing would relieve her pain. Her father called a taxi and took her to see Dr. Watkins. 
Before they came home, he bought her a "popsicle" to soothe her burning mouth. When 
she came home licking this icy treat, Ernie, Ronny and Fran were "green with envy!" 
Remembering her earlier tortured cries; they quietly salivated as she enjoyed her 
cooling pacifier.

When the children were very young, Ernest built a chicken-house attached to the back of 
their garage. He also fenced in a chicken-yard so that the chickens could roam. Small 
pens were made for baby chicks and for baby ducks. The youngsters thought these little 
creatures were wonderful. Ernest fixed a tub of water for the ducks to swim in. One day 
a little duckling ducked his head under the water too long and became waterlogged. Ernest 
took it tenderly in his big hands, wrapped it in a small towel and placed it in the slightly 
warm Dutch oven that was attached to the stovepipe of the small pot-bellied iron heater 
in the kitchen. Leaving it only a few seconds, he removed the duck and took it back 
outdoors. Gently he put it down on the ground. The yellow, furry ball flapped its wings, 
hopped around and was soon quacking happily as it climbed back into the tub of water 
with its duckling friends. A few days later, Gerry thought a little duck was in the same 
kind of trouble. No adult was present to advise her. Remembering what her daddy had 
done, she took the little creature into the house and placed it in the "hot" oven. She left 
it too long and the little duck was "half-baked!" Alas! There was no survivor this time!

The Jameson children liked to roam in the fields and pastures near their home. One day 
they were in the field across from the Camps. Gerry set a glass bottle up on a barracks' 
foundation column left from old Camp Gordon of World War I. Before she removed her 
hand, a stone was thrown, which shattered the bottle. The flying glass cut her hand and 
blood spewed everywhere! What a frightened bunch of children! Gerry left a bloody 
trail as they hurried home. Thank goodness, the cut was not too severe; but she still 
carries a scar from this escapade.

The woods on the Jameson's two and a half acres of land were a constant source of 
pleasure for the family. This writer will describe the Jameson's "magic forest" where 
she and her siblings spent many hours in their youth. On the left side of their house was 
a deep embankment that led to their beloved creek. The creek meandered around the back
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of their property and then ran across the road through a culvert to the Camp property. A 
small spring trickled from the ground in the side creek (location of the clay deposit); 
this short creek forked into the main branch, where in the summer months many happy 
hours were spent. In Ronald's chapter the writer tells about the lovely beech trees that 
grew in this area. Under the boughs of these huge trees was Frances's secret (or she 
thought it was secret) hiding place. After getting upset with some member of her 
family, she would threaten, "I'm going to run away and you will never see me again!" 
From the age of five to eight, Fran must have "run away from home" dozens of times - 
and always "ran-away" to the beech trees. She thought that beneath the sheltering limbs 
of those trees, she was far from home. Running down the steep bank to this inviting 
sanctuary, Fran would lean against the cool, smooth bark of the beech trees, shed tears 
and mutter, "They're really going to miss me!" or “They are going to be sorry that I have 
run away!" Minutes or sometimes more would pass before she would relent, forgive and 
"ramble home;" or, her mother's eventual call would beckon her back to the fold! It was 
not until Fran was older that she discovered that the family had merely to look out of the 
bathroom window to check on her. There was a clear view of this area from that site.

Because of the moisture in this creek area, the soil was fertile and produced plants of 
rare beauty. Each season brought new scenes of loveliness! Spring and summer were 
the most spectacular displays. Discovering the first blooms or tiny green sprouts was 
always exciting. Near a boggy section there were trilliums, jack-in-the-pulpits, lady 
slippers, a variety of ferns (one could almost see the fiddleheads slowly unfurl) and 
three shades of violets. Wild ginger or "pigs" (sometimes called "jugs") grew in 
abundance all through the woods. The fruit, resembling pigs or jugs, grew in the center 
of the plant underneath the heart-shaped leaves. Wild etzaleas (called honeysuckle by the 
Jameson family) filled the hillsides. This writer has never witnessed, in a concentrated 
area, such a wide range of colors of this magnificent shrub in the spring - pale-pinks, 
white-pinks, deep-pinks, yellowish-pinks, pale-oranges, yellowish-oranges, and 
fiery, deep-orange blooms! What a dazzling array, and what delicate fragrances filled 
the air. The delicious aroma of the sweet shrub that grew among the honeysuckle and the 
faint, sweet smell of the wild crabapple tree that grew near the road filled the air. 
(Transplants of wild azaleas, sweet shrub and crabapple trees grow in this writer's back 
yard in Auburn, Alabama.) The blooming Cherokee rose that grew near the path in the 
woods caused one to pause to view "up close" its delicate, rare beauty. Towering over 
this scene was the white glow from the blossoms of the dogwood trees that were scattered 
all over their property! Intermingled were the dark pink, fragile blossoms of the red 
bud trees. (Ernest called this tree the Judas tree - it betrayed spring's arrival!) Added 
to the natural beauty of the landscape were the many bulbs, roses and shrubs that Ernest 
had planted in their yard and woods. Across the creek, he had put out hundreds of 
jonquils that brightly bloomed each spring. Their yellow cups gently swayed as the soft 
wind swept through the quiet, peaceful forest. The woods were astir with the many 
singing birds that busily built their nests in trees and shrubs. The Jameson's property 
was a virtual paradise in the spring!

As summer came and the flowering trees and plants faded, the once chartreuse, then 
apple green, leaves of the trees turned to rich, emerald-green and the soft, velvety moss 
that grew abundantly in the woods, beckoned a child's barefoot to touch its cool mounds! 
Yellow corn flowers and fume worts, wild sun flowers, varieties of small purple blooms
- including the spurred-butterfly pea (vine) plant, the passion flower (Maypops), the 
warea, the liatris, the stiff aster, and the larkspur, wood sorrel (sour grass), sumac, 
morning glories, dandelions, false garlic (star-shaped), pink, red, and white clover, 
varieties of white daisies, orange "chigger" weed (butterfly weed), the pink, delicate 
bloom of the sensitive briar (when touched, the leaves and pink powder-puff flowers
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would close), soft green mullein ("rabbits ear") plant, primroses, Queen Anne's lace, 
milk weed - all - grew in their woods. Many bouquets, clasped by young hands, made it 
to their school classrooms. The teachers put them in vases or jars and placed them on 
the windowsills of the open windows. How delightful it was to smell the fragrance of the 
sweet shrub and honeysuckle as they stifled the horrid smell of the dirty tennis shoes 
worn by some of the boys! The May Primrose also grew in abundance on the railroad 
beds. The primrose, when closely “whiffed" left a dusting of yellow pollen on one's nose. 
The dandelion, when placed under a friend's chin, reflected its glowing yellow color - 
thus "proving that a youngster liked butter." Petals could be removed from the bloom of 
the Maypop to make it look like a dancing ballerina. The fruit was often used in playful 
battles as ammunition: as the green pod matured, its insides became a tasty treat for the 
Jameson children. The beauty and wonders of nature evoke pure rapture!

The magnificent Jameson woods were ablaze with color in the fall. Intermingled with the 
red leaves and berries of the dogwood trees were the glowing yellow leaves of the sweet 
shrub bushes, the hickory, birch and poplar trees. The deep, brownish-red of the 
mighty oaks mingled with the multi-colored, sometimes deep purple, sweet gum leaves. 
The rich green needles on the pine trees brought the show of autumn colors into focus. A 
melancholy filled the air as the vivid leaves faded and dropped to the ground. What fun it 
was to tramp in the new fallen leaves! The crackling beneath the visitors' feet gave
warning to the wood's creatures that humans were in their domain. Squirrels scurried
on the forest's floor hunting for the hickory nuts and acorns that would be their winter 
fare. Gathering hickory nuts to crack for their mother's baking, eating the frostbitten 
persimmons, shaking the Muscadine vines to partake of the sweet, purple fruit was part 
of the autumn scene in the Jameson's woods. At the edge of the woods, near the backyard, 
grew the golden rod, purple asters and the brownish-orange broom sedge, which gently 
swayed when the wind quietly passed through. After playing in the woods, the children's 
shoe laces, socks and clothes were dotted with "beggar-lice" that stubbornly clung to 
them, evicting maternal admonishments to “pick all those beggar-lice from your clothes 
before coming in.“ What a task it was to remove those little "sticking" seeds! Early on 
Thanksgiving morning, Ernie would wake her siblings to go into the woods to hunt for 
treasures, which were placed in a nature box that would be given to their parents at 
breakfast. Taking an empty, cellophane-top, cardboard Highland Bakery cake box, Ernie 
would direct her siblings as to the items to be gathered and placed on the inside of this 
container. Only “especially beautiful colored leaves" were placed on its bottom. Yellow 
and brown acorns with their caps still tightly in place, hickory nuts, with or without 
their hulls, a glistening rock, a lone bird's feather, delicate yellow and purple flowers 
were sprinkled artistically in the box. When this harvest box was filled to their 
satisfaction, the children would hasten home, bearing their nature treasures to their 
parents. Ernest and Catherine received this present with delighted ah-h-hs and o-o-hs; 
the nature box was placed in the center of the table for the day. This Thanksgiving Day
ritual took place for many years.

As the winter rains and cold winds came, the leaves from the deciduous trees fell to the 
ground and exposed the bare, graceful limbs of the woodland trees. The exposed bark 
showed its variety of color and texture. With one's head a tilt, one's view swept up to the 
tip-top tree boughs that seemed to scrape the cloudless or, possibly, cloud-filled sky. 
Early on a cold day's morn, the ground held scattered leaves tinged with white frost; 
crystals of ice sparkled in the damp red dirt, and when stepped upon, would crunch 
beneath one's feet. Sometimes mud puddles in the driveway were frozen - what a delight 
it was to crack the ice with one's shoe! How glorious it was when a quiet snow fell during 
the night. Looking out of the windows of a warm house, one could see the white beauty of 
the snow crystals as they clung to the boughs of the trees. Icicles hung from the eaves of
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the house. Just outside the kitchen windows, Ernest placed seeds and breadcrunnbs on the 
home-made bird feeder. Flocks of birds came to feast on this sumptuous spread. When 
the squirrels "hopped-aboard," Ernest would at first grumble, but then he would say, 
"Well they need something to eat, too." As soon as it warmed up, the youngsters put on 
several layers of clothes and ran out to play in the snow. Throwing snowballs at each 
other was a great sport. But the making of a snowman was even more exciting. Their 
father made them a wooden sled that they rode as they slid down the steep, slippery 
banks. What a great time they had! By afternoon, their winter scene had been marred 
by the sun's rays, their footprints, the automobile tire tracks, and the chimney's soot 
that cast specks of black on the clean, white snow. Inside, soggy clothes hung on chairs to 
dry near the heat of the floor heat registers. How cozy it was to bask in the warmth of 
their home at the end of a day of playing in the wonderful, magical snow.

By February, the tree limbs in the woods would be filled with nodules that were fairly 
bursting. Every day they grew larger; soon the tiny bits of green pushed through. The 
first shades of spring leaves are the loveliest of all greens. Stooping down to brush aside 
the dry, brown leaves from the earth's floor, one might find a favorite plant beginning to 
sprout. Seeing the forming brown flower of the sweet shrub and the "about to unfurl" 
honeysuckle buds were exhilarating experiences. By this time, the children were ready 
for the cold winds to leave and for warm breezes to linger. Nature is fickle; routinely, 
cold snaps would occur as spring tried to appear. Finally, warm spring, in all of its 
glory, would burst forth to stay. The woods would be filled with singing birds as they 
flitted from lush green trees and shrubs. All during the year, there was beauty in the 
Jameson's woods! Today "the Jameson's enchanted forest’ is filled with concrete and 
steel; the described, earlier woods' scenes now only exist in the deep recesses of this 
writer's storehouse of memories.

When Ernest and Catherine remodeled their house in 1938, they added a dormitory-like 
bedroom, which their daughters shared. It was large enough to accommodate a double 
bed, twin beds, a bed-side table, three dressing tables with wall-mirrors, a chiffarobe, 
a desk, a sewing machine and chair, a piano (for a while), a built-in bookcase, a cedar 
chest (under the windows) and a dark closet. This room was so pretty! Their mother 
made yellow, pleated, cotton skirts to cover their dressing tables and hung sheer 
curtains and shades over the five windows. The cedar chest was covered with brightly 
colored chintz, which blended with the other fabrics in the room. The girls' dressing 
tables held matching vanity sets (combs, brushes and hand-mirrors), powder jars 
filled with fragrant talcum powder and colorful cotton puffs. On each dressing table was 
a miniature cedar chest that held their costume jewelry and hair-care accessories. 
Their pre-teen perfumes were "Orange Blossom" and "Evening in Paris." By this 
writer's senior year in high school, those two fragrances had been replaced with "White 
Shoulders Perfume" and Revlon's "Aquamarine Body Lotion." The chiffarobe's 
compartments were shared [Fran's son, Michael, now owns this piece]. A hanging 
compartment on one side held their blouses (some with Judy Bond labels). The other 
side had a hat compartment and five drawers. The hat compartment held their purses, 
heavy woolen scarves, caps, hand-muffs, and earmuffs. The top drawer held the girls' 
handkerchiefs [this was before Kleenex or tissues were on the market] and silk scarves; 
the second drawer held Ernie's lingerie, the third one held Gerry's lingerie, the fourth 
one held Fran's lingerie, and the bottom one held the girls' socks and hose. The girls 
shared the desk in the room. The top middle drawer held common property - Shaeffer 
ink pens, pencils, rulers, protractors, ink blotters, rubber bands, rulers, etc. [Ball 
Point Pens had not been invented as yet.] They each had a fountain pen that had to be 
routinely filled with ink from the inkbottles - red, blue, black and green - that stayed 
on the top of the desk. [Their mother used white ink on the black pages of the photograph 
albums.] The desktop was covered with a framed ink blotter mat. The use of ink was
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rather messy; it had to be blotted (with a blotter) to keep the ink from smearing. The 
desk lamp shone down on their work. The side drawers were: Ernie's, Gerry's, and 
Fran's - they kept their daily diaries, autograph book, personal correspondence in their 
individual drawers. [Friends wrote notes or "jingles" in the autograph books] In the 
deep drawers, they stored their boxes of stationery. Surprisingly, they rarely fussed 
over who would get to sit at the desk to work or study - the first one there had the 
privilege. The bookcase held their precious books - The Lincoln Library of Essential 
Information, Compton's Pictured Encyclopedias, Webster's Dictionary and their personal 
storybooks. The bottom shelf was covered with a pleated skirt (like the dressing tables) 
and behind the skirt on this shelf were stored their games - Bingo, Sorry, Chinese 
Checkers, marbles, regular Checkers, Fiddle Sticks, a kaleidoscope, cards - Old Maid, 
Authors, regular playing cards for Solitaire and Dirty Eights, Ring Toss, Tiddly-Winks, 
jump ropes, jig-saw puzzles, a Sherwood Music Course given to Ernie for self-study 
from Mrs. Gilbreath, scrapbooks and boxes of school projects and papers. On the very 
top of the bookcase was a large globe of the world, just like the ones that they had in 
their school rooms. The closet was filled with their skirts, dresses, coats, pajamas, 
chenille robes, shoes and fuzzy, oversized (mules) bedroom shoes. Each of the girls had 
a small corner "what-not" shelf, which held their tiny bric-a-brac [this writer's now 
hangs in the corner of her guest room]. The piano stood "caddie-cornered" at the end of 
the room - the triangular space behind it was an excellent place to hide. [Later the piano 
was moved to the living room. This instrument brought much joy to their family - 
playing it, listening to it being played, and standing around it to sing!] All of the sisters 
and their mother used the electric Singer sewing machine. Gerry was the best 
seamstress. The cane-bottomed chair used at the machine sew had been their Grandpa 
Sheffield's. [Michael, Fran's son, now has his great-great grandpa's chair.] The floors 
were beautiful, shiny, (but difficult to keep) hardwood floors. Their maid, Mattie, and 
her husband, John Henry, cleaned, waxed and buffed these floors every few months. 
Between "waxings," they would vacuum them with the Electrolux, and dust them with a 
Fuller Brush or Stanley dust mop. (Catherine sold products for both of these 
companies.) A favorite thing to do on a Friday night, or when their friends would visit, 
was to remove their shoes, and, in their sock feet, take a running start and slide the 
length of the room on the slick floors. They did not have pillow fights; they had sliding 
parties! What fun! It was in this room that the girls were squealing children; then, 
adolescence came with all of the ramifications of this maturing process. If that room 
could have talked, it would have filled a book with chapters; perhaps it would have been 
entitled: "Tales From the Jameson Girls' Room." The sub-titles might have been: "Dress 
fashions of the Day;" "Customs and Idioms;" "Beauty Parlor Scenes;" "The Make-up 
Salon;" “Selected Literature of the Three Sisters;" "Music Favorites - Popular, Secular 
and Classical;" "The Dance Studio;" "The Game Room;" "The Hall of Secrets - Confessions 
and Gossip;" "The Battle Field;" and, lastly, "The Transformation" (Note: This room 
eventually became an apartment for Ronald and Laverne and others)

Near the magic age of six, the children started to school and followed each other through 
the grades until they graduated from Chamblee High School. Mr. M.E. Smith was their 
principal. "Tid-bits" of their collective educational experiences (mostly Frances's) 
will follow. All three girls had Miss Helen Johnson as their first grade teacher. When 
Frances was in the first grade, a school lunchroom was built in the basement of the Home 
Economics building. As an introduction to the idea of hot lunches at school, Miss Johnson 
directed their class in creating a "make-believe" lunchroom in their classroom. They 
even "sewed-by-hand" yellow aprons to wear when they served meals to their 
classmates. In the Jameson children's early years in school, they carried their lunches 
from home. Their lunch boxes were different colors. Fran's was blue, Gerry's was red, 
and Ernie's was green. The writer can close her eyes and smell the aroma that exuded
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from that little tin blue box. It might have held a home-made pimento cheese sandwich 
(her mother's specialty) or a "peanut butter and banana on raisin bread" sandwich, or a 
Vienna sausage or bologna sandwich, a Highland Bakery cookie or a piece of the bakery's 
iced pound cake, and a piece of fruit - an apple or if it were in December, an orange. 
Ronald's lunch box was a black one and his had a thermos in it. [The Highland Bakery 
truck made home deliveries on Monday, Wednesday and Friday. Catherine bought most of 
their baked goods from this bakery. On occasion, she would bake an apple pie, date-nut 
bread or a pineapple upside-down cake. She had a sweet tooth so she would order 
delicious treats such as the iced pound cake, Boston cream pies, sponge cakes and cookies 
from the bakery. The various breads and rolls were delicious.] When the Jameson 
children started eating in the school's lunchroom, they would occasionally buy either an 
ice cream cup, a popsicle or a "push-up" - sometimes called a torpedo. Each cost a 
nickel. The lids on the ice cream cups had pictures of movie stars printed on them, 
which they collected. The writer also remembers the government commodities in the 
lunchroom - raisins, orange juice and powdered chocolate milk. One of Fran's special 
assignments in first grade was to keep the library corner. She loved books and was a 
very good reader. One day. Miss Johnson sent her to the sixth and seventh grades where 
she was invited by their teachers to read aloud to their students. She remembers the 
favorable remarks made to her after she read. In her first grade classroom, there were 
tables and chairs and a huge, round, metal, coal stove which kept the children warm 
when it was cold. Ronald had Mrs. Harold Brown for his first grade teacher.

Gerry and Ernie's second grade teacher was Miss Gladys Bailey from Norcross. Fran's 
second grade teacher was Miss Mineola Stewart from Atlanta. In second grade, they had 
wooden desks that had folding seats. These desks were nailed to wooden runners attached 
to the floor in long rows, perhaps eight desks to a row; there were probably four rows of 
desks. Miss Stewart loved to sing. Every morning, she directed the class in singing 
songs; after which, the daily news was written on the blackboard. In Geography, they 
studied about Holland. George Patterson brought some Dutch wooden shoes for his 
classmates to see; they all tried them on and tried to walk in them. Miss Stewart read 
Hans Brinker and His Golden Skates to the class. This is the grade where Frances had one 
of her most embarrassing moments! It had become a pattern for her friend, Nancy Sue 
(a cousin), and her to ask to "be excused" (to go the restroom) at the same time. 
Thinking that they were just trying to get out of the room to play. Miss Stewart 
determined to stop this behavior. One day when Nan (her nickname then) was out of the 
room, Fran really had "to go." Asking Miss Stewart if she could "be excused," the 
teacher shook her head "no!" Fran went back to her seat, but in a few desperate minutes 
she again rose from her seat. Miss Stewart looked at Frances and twisted her head from 
side to side. The child trembled and tried to walk up the aisle to her teacher; but, alas, 
she could no longer control her bladder. Water trickled down her legs as she finally 
reached Miss Stewart's chair. The little girl's face showed utter dismay and 
embarrassed tears began to flow down her cheeks. Her nonplused teacher put her arm 
around the child's waist and whispered, "I'm sorry!" Miss Stewart kept Fran in at 
recess and dried her panties on the big old pot-bellied stove in their room. Fran will 
never forget that terrible day! (When Gerry proof-read this chapter, she told this 
writer that she had a similar experience in the second grade - with Miss Bailey.)

All four children had Miss Abbie Warren for their third grade teacher. She was a strict, 
but kind teacher. Being a lady of "high morals" she would not allow "bad" words to be 
said in her classroom. If she heard a pupil utter a “cuss" word, she would wash his 
mouth out with octagon soap! Carson Waites, in Fran's class, was one of Miss Abbie's 
culprits. Fran's class studied about jungles in this room and "Miss Abbie" read to them 
about a family that lived in a house on stilts in the Amazon region. This school year,
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Fran's friend, Catherine Taylor, had a Mickey Mouse “real" watch, which she let Fran 
wear for short periods of time. Catherine also brought money to school to buy candy at 
the "store," which was upstairs in the high school section. Fran can remember the bell 
ringing for recess, going with her friend into the hall and up the steps to purchase the 
butterscotch candy. Catherine always shared her candy with Fran. The floors in the 
school were oiled. A compound was sprinkled on the floors before they were swept. 
Leonard Mayfield, a gentle black man was the janitor at the school for many years. 
Arriving very early to build the fires in the old building, he and his sons spent long 
hours in taking care of the school. When Frances went back to teach at her alma mater, 
Leonard was still the head janitor.

All of the children had Miss Emily McCallum for their fourth grade teacher. She was an 
excellent teacher with a colorful personality. Every day she wore a hat; on rainy days, 
her shoes were covered with galoshes. As she removed the hat from her head, she would 
stick the hatpin in the soft form of felt and hang it on a wall-rack. Then she would peal 
off her galoshes. (The Jameson children also wore rubber galoshes on rainy days!) 
With that done, she would write on the blackboard the date and a motto for the day. 
Turning, she would find her "dreaded" ruler and put it handily on her desktop. This was 
used on pupils who did not behave. She would go to the naughty child and politely say, 
"Hold out your hand!" Taking the hand, she would bend it down and firmly give it a big 
"whack" that often brought tears. (Gerry’s class once hid her ruler and she could not 
find it - much to her dismay - and much to their pleasure.) When the 8:30 a.m. bell 
rang, she would open her roll book and call the roll. The morning exercises began with 
the reading of the date and motto and a Bible passage reading. The Lord's Prayer was said 
in unison. Following this, the pupils said the pledge to the U.S. flag and sang "The Star 
Spangled Banner." Singing a series of songs in unison ended the opening morning 
exercises. Miss McCallum loved to direct the "singing time." Announcing the song to be 
sung, she would bring the small, cylindrical pitch pipe to her lips and blow into it. 
Hearing the note, she would hum the note and direct her charges to also hum it. She 
would say, "Bring it to a loo." When they all had the right "loo" note, she would continue 
by saying, "Let's take it on the loo!" The youngsters "loo-looed" the songs until they 
knew the melody and only then were they allowed to put words to the music. Directing 
them, she would put her left hand on her "hiked-up" hip and wave the other hand to the 
time of the music. The "hiked-up" hip kept perfect time with the music as she patted 
her right foot to the beat. (Geraldine's class, a mischievous bunch, nicknamed her on the 
sly, "Miss Loo-Loo.") Miss McCallum's classes would sing "the Spanish Cavalier," 
Stephen Foster's songs, "Little Sir Echo," "America," "America the Beautiful," 
"Alouette," "My Grandfather's Clock," "Swing The Shining Sickle," several rounds - 
"Sweetly Sings the Donkey," "Row, Row, Row Your Boat," "Lightly Row," "Are You 
Sleeping?," "Frere Jacque," etc. It was common in this era to have Stuart's portrait of 
George Washington hanging on the wall in the front of each classroom. Old George looked 
solemnly down at the children as they sang or studied! This was the grade that students 
learned their "times" tables and how to multiply and divide. Miss McCallum always read 
the Dr. Doolittle stories to her fourth graders. She also directed the school's May Day 
program. Every class learned a different folk dance to perform on that day. Fran's class 
took the record player to the playground so that they could dance to the music. The 
record player was hand-cranked as tight as possible; the needle was placed on the 
record: the music started. The children and their teacher proceeded to dance. All of a 
sudden Miss McCallum dropped the two children's hands she was holding and slumped to 
the ground with loud groans. As she rocked her body back and forth and held her foot, her 
students all solemnly stared. Finally one of them dared to ask what was wrong. 
Painfully, she uttered, "I stepped on my corn!" A muffled giggle was heard and then they 
all broke out into laughter. As her pain eased, she managed to laugh with them. Miss
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McCallum walked wherever she went. Once Miss Stewart stopped and offered her a ride 
to school. Getting into the automobile, the teachers drove toward the school. Miss 
Stewart missed the sharp curve near the school and the automobile spun out of control 
into a field. None of the riders were hurt but Miss McCallum, sitting on a tree stump 
with her felt hat askew on her head, was heard softly saying, “I will never get into a car 
again." Of course there were times that she had to ride in a car, but after the wreck, she 
only trusted her "own two feet" to bring her safely to school - rain or shine!

Ernie had Miss Elizabeth Rhodes for her fifth grade teacher. (Later Miss Rhodes married 
Mr. Harold Smith. During the war he was in the Army and she followed him to his 
bases.) Ronald had Mrs. William Burson. How she loved him! Gerry and Fran had Miss 
Michelle Furlow. Of course, Gerry's class nicknamed her “Miss Fertilizer!" Gerry's 
class was filled with bright personalities, including the principal's son, Bobby Smith. 
They keenly disliked this teacher and they made her life miserable. Prior to her arrival 
at school in the mornings, some of the "walkers" would get there early and write ugly 
notes about her on the blackboard; for example: "Miss Fertilizer - Ha, Ha!“ Alas! Gerry 
and Betty Ruth were among the tormentors. They even got Frances to write a note on the 
board because they knew Miss Furlow would not recognize her handwriting. After doing 
their bad deeds, they would go down in the basement to the restroom and wait for their 
teacher to arrive. Later, they would saunter into the room as if they were just coming to 
school. They delighted in watching her erase their "smear" notes! Keeping bad children 
in after school was her punishment. They would have to write fifty times “I will not 
misbehave in school." Sometimes when Miss Furlow left the room for a few minutes, 
Gerry said that they would jump out of the window and go home. When Frances was 
promoted to Miss Furlow's fifth grade, she found her to be a wonderful, creative teacher. 
As they studied ancient civilizations in history, they made a village on a sand table, 
which depicted the architecture, the work/play scenes of that era, and the mode of dress 
of the period. In geography she taught them how to make paste relief maps. Fractions 
were introduced in arithmetic. The Miss Minerva books were read to the class after 
lunch each day. Nan started wearing bras in this grade. Fran could hardly wait to wear 
one, too. It was another year before this was added to her lingerie wardrobe. Mrs. 
Mendenhall, Dr. Mendenhall's mother, was the substitute teacher. How they loved for 
her to teach them! Promising that if they worked very hard during the morning hours 
and finished all of their assignments, she would entertain them by telling the most 
wonderful stories of adventure in the afternoon! What a weaver of tales was she!

All of the Jameson children had Miss Dorothy Walker as their sixth grade teacher. She 
taught them Georgia history. The Civil War was the era that she seemed to like best. She 
read The Little Colonel From Georgia to her students. This story was about a young lad 
who was a dmmmer in a Rebel band and of his fate during the battles between the Yanks 
and the Rebs. The day after the Pearl Harbor invasion by the Japanese, the beloved 
Chamblee High School burned - December 8, 1941. The blaze was caused from a 
chemical explosion in the chemistry lab. The firemen were unable to get the fire under 
control. The writer remembers that her father took their family to their Uncle Ben's 
home while he went to the school to see if he could help fight the fire with the water 
brigade. Watching from an upstairs window at their uncle's house, they saw their school 
reduced to ashes.

Since the early 1920s, students had experienced many good times in the old school 
building. The huge, outside, fire escape (metal tube attached to an upstairs door) was a 
great temptation for youngsters to explore. During recess, they would often crawl up 
into this pipe as far as they dared, turn around, and slide down on their seats with a 
mighty "whoosh" to the ground. Many families, including the Jameson's, attended the
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Halloween Carnivals in the multi-purpose gymnasium! Trying to keep pranksters from 
soaping store windows or moving outdoor furniture to the top of telephone posts, the 
P.T.A. sponsored a carnival each year. There, people bobbed for apples, fished in the fish 
pond for prizes such as clickers, whistles, and other small trinkets, cake-walked to win 
a cake, dunked basketballs for prizes, squealed through the House of Horrors, and ate the 
variety of foods - a planned meal, hot dogs, popcorn, peanuts, candied apples, etc. The 
crowning of the King and Queen of the Carnival was the last event. Each class had a king 
and a queen - the class that raised the most money for their candidates won the title of 
King and Queen of the Carnival. For sale were donated items from the country store - 
canned goods, fresh vegetables and "White Elephant” (second hand) wares. What a fun 
evening! Baccalaureate and graduation were held in the gym; scores of students received 
their graduation diplomas on its stage, including Catherine and all of her siblings. This 
was the setting for senior plays, stunt nights, school and town related meetings. 
Hundreds of basketball games were played beneath its rafters; a few were donkey 
basketball games - what a sight! The band concerts and piano recitals were held in the 
gym. Ernie, Gerry and Helen played in the band. Ernie, Gerry and Fran were in piano 
recitals on the gym's stage. Fifth District Meet was often held there as students competed 
in debates, choirs, quartets, one act plays, elocution, etc. Even though the gym had been 
reduced to rubble and the physical plant was gone, hallowed memories remained of the 
schools past functions! Scores of young people had been educated at old Chamblee High.

Christmas holidays were declared on December the 9th and a search was begun to find a 
place to "hold school." The army offered the use of some empty officer's quarters 
(barracks) at Lawson General Army Hospital for half a year. Haste was made to build 
another school on the "burned-out" site. Attending classes in the army barracks was 
quite an adjustment but "school lessons" went right on. Fran remembers conjugating 
verbs and mastering fractions and decimals with Miss Walker in the sixth grade.

In the fall of 1942, the building was not yet ready. The high school students went to 
Chamblee Baptist Church for their classes and the elementary students, with the 
exception of the seventh grade, used the Chamblee Methodist Church. Fran's seventh 
grade class was bused to Doraville Elementary School. Anne Smeltzer Carpenter was the 
Jameson children's seventh grade teacher. She was known as a hard, strict teacher but 
one who could "pour much learning" into most children. This writer loved her. Fran's 
classroom at Doraville was in the basement. When it rained, the floor of this basement 
room would fill with water. The desks were on runners and thick boards were placed in 
the aisles for Fran's classmates to walk on to keep their feet from getting wet. The new 
school building opened its doors for classes after Christmas. Hooray! Their new 
classroom was beautiful! World Geography was masterfully taught by Mrs. Carpenter, 
who had her students learn every country and capital in the world and their exports. 
They memorized many famous poems, bits of literature and famous speeches. Opening 
morning exercises in Mrs. Carpenter's room consisted of recitations of poems, excerpts 
from famous speeches and literature. One of Fran's favorite poems was Sony Of The 
Chattahoochee written.by Sidney Lanier, 1877, Poet laureate of Georgia. Never does this 
writer cross the Chattahoochee River that she does not think of this beautiful poem! 
Compound interest and geometry were introduced in this grade. Mrs. Carpenter was a 
great teacher! The Jameson children all had essentially the same educational 
experiences in the elementary grades. The seventh grade was their last year of being in 
a self-contained classroom.

Before continuing with their school days, the writer must “back track" and tell about 
some of Gerry's adventures when she was a little girl. As youngsters, the Jamesons were 
all given certain daily jobs to do at home. They all made their beds each day. Fran rinsed
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the dishes before they were washed and swept the kitchen and breakfast room floors. 
Ernie was supposed to wash the dishes and Gerry was to dry them. Rarely did Gerry have 
to do this because Ernie would complain that she had scads of homework and would 
hurriedly leave the table to get busy on her assignments. Needless to say, she seldom 
came back to the kitchen to wash the neatly rinsed dishes; there they would remain on 
the cabinet until morning. Her excuse at that time was, "I have to get ready for school." 
Her mother would end up washing the dishes. Ronald's daily chores were to empty the 
trash, fill the stoker with coal and remove the clinkers from the furnace.

When the children helped with the cleaning of the house, Gerry and Fran would dust and 
dust mop; Ernie would run the Electrolux. When spring-cleaning was done, they had to 
scrub the woodwork, put new cheesecloth in the floor (heat) registers, and help wash 
the windows. Catherine, with Mattie’s help, kept an immaculate house.

Gerry much preferred to work outside. She would take the push-mower and cut the 
grass that grew in the front yard or swing the sling-blade to cut the tall weeds. The back 
yard was natural - mostly sandy loam. On Saturdays, the children and their mother 
would take the yard-brooms and rakes and sweep the sandy earth clean of leaves and 
trash. The scruff of the brush brooms made lovely lines in the soil. In the fall there 
were leaves to rake into high piles; the children would often jump and play in the 
mounds before the final raking and burning of those leaves. Sometimes, Saturday night 
supper consisted of roasted hot dogs and marshmallows, which were cooked over the 
embers of the "leaf fire." Special hot dog forks that extended out over the coals (Fran 
has these now) were used for the family, but if they had friends eating with them, they 
would take coat hangers and straighten them so that everyone had his own roasting stick.

Clotheslines were strung from tree to tree in this part of the yard. On "wash day" these 
lines held stiffly, starched clothes. Mattie would iron most of the clothes but, 
sometimes, she would allow the girls to iron the "rough-dry" clothes. This was before 
softeners and the naturally dried laundry was rough. Everything was ironed, from 
underwear to dish towels! Fran loved to watch Mattie iron. Her ironed clothes had not a 
wrinkle in them. Mattie taught Frances how to iron a shirt. First, you sprinkle the 
shirt down with water, roll it up and leave it for a few minutes. A damp, "pressing 
cloth" is mandatory to smooth out the wrinkles. The collar and the yoke are ironed first, 
then, the cuffs and sleeves, and lastly, the sides and back of the shirt. Critically, you 
must look to see if all of the wrinkles are gone. If it needs touching up, you do that 
before the shirt is put on a hanger! Sometimes the pressing cloth was used between the 
iron and the fabric to do a "steam-job." Steam irons were not available until this writer 
was an adult. A brown bag or paper was used in pressing woolens. This paper was placed 
between the iron and the fabric. Rarely did the children help with the washing. The 
writer can remember when her mother had to wash clothes outside - down at the wash 
place. She had three galvanized tubs that hung on nails on the backside of the garage. On 
wash day, a fire was built around the black iron pot. The white clothes and heavily soiled 
clothes were boiled in this pot. "Mrs. Stewart's Bluing" was added to the pot to make the 
white clothes whiter! With a "battling stick" (a long, strong, smooth stick), the soaked 
clothes were removed to a wash tub that had been filled with cold water from the spigot 
at the wash place. A "rub-board" was in this tub filled with "Rinso" suds. Brown 
octagon soap was rubbed on the article of clothing and it was scrubbed back and forth (by 
hand) over the ridged metal rows of the rub-board until the item was clean. The article 
was placed in the next tub of water and rinsed. The final rinse was done in the third tub. 
The clothes were washed in this order: whites, pastels and darks. The hand-wrung 
clothes were hung ("pegged" or secured with wooden clothes pins) on wire clotheslines 
to dry. When the lines sagged with the heavy, wet clothes, a long stout pole was placed in 
the middle of the wire to keep the clothes "high-up" from the ground. Most of the clothes
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were starched - shirts, blouses, aprons, slacks, overalls, jeans, pillow cases, Ernest's 
uniforms, etc. Catherine cooked the Argo starch in the house and brought it out to cool. 
She would dip each piece into the diluted, thick, slick liquid, squeeze out the excess 
starch and place the item in the “foot-tub" to be carried to the lines, where they would 
be “hung out" to dry. Delicate clothes were done separately - this was called "Luxing- 
out" or hand washing. A gentle soap was used - Lux, Ivory Snow or Ivory Flakes - to 
wash delicate lingerie, rayon/silk blouses and hose. In 1937, Catherine got a washing 
machine with a wringer tub. How great it was for her to be able to use this inside the 
house. When they remodeled their house in 1938, the washer was moved to the laundry 
area in the daylight basement. The wash place became obsolete except as a cool place to 
store watermelons in the summer and to shuck corn and wash summer produce. The iron 
pot was put to rest. (Gerry's Beth now has this pot.)

Catherine always had "colored" help - Bossy, Mattie and Thelma. Mattie was their maid 
for twelve years. How the family loved her! Her photograph went with Fran to college. 
She was like a second mama to the Jameson children! Mattie liked to wear uniforms. 
Mostly, they were blue with white aprons, but when she came to help cook and serve a 
company meal, she always wore a stiffly starched, white one with a white apron and a 
white maid's cap which she perched on her head. What a marvelous cook she was! Her 
yeast rolls would melt in your mouth!

Other seasonal jobs done by the youngsters were: picking berries and plums, peeling 
pears, peaches and apples, shelling peas and butter beans, snapping beans, cracking 
black walnuts, hickory nuts and pecans - picking out the nut meats, grating coconut (and 
their knuckles) and cutting oranges for their mother's famous Christmas-time 
Ambrosia. Not a membrane was allowed to be left on an orange piece.

The backyard was well lit because Ernest had strung lights to cover a wide area. After 
dark, the youngsters had a lighted playground! "One. Two. Three Buck* was a favorite 
game that they played at night. "It" stood on the base and counted to ten while the other 
players scattered. Then "It" ran after the players. If "It" caught a player, he would say, 
“One, Two, Three Buck!" That player became "It." The only safe place where one could 
not be tagged was the base. They liked to play "Hide-and-Go-Seek." too. Again, the 
person who was “lt“ stood on the base and hid his eyes with his hands while the players 
scattered to find a good hiding place (in a designated area of the yard). Counting slowly to 
ten, "It" would shout, "Here I come, ready or not!" He would search for the players and 
when they were found, he would race with them back to the base. If "It" beat one of them 
to the base, they were "out" (of the game) until "It" had found each player. After 
everyone was found, the game would start once again. The one, who had been tagged first, 
became "It!" Tao was also played. "It" chased the other players and when one was tagged, 
he/she became "It."

Their outdoor playground included equipment and plenty of space to play games. Four 
swings hung from a long, heavy board that their daddy had securely nailed between two 
hickory trees. A carpenter's "saw-horse" or "jack" held a wide plank, which they used 
for a seesaw. Ernest also nailed a board between two trees for a plank to rest on for 
another seesaw. They could all seesaw at one time. Ronald delighted on hopping off of the 
board while a sister was "up" in the air. A swift, hard "bang" to the ground would ensue. 
Off the board one of the girls would leap to chase this little scamp and if she succeeded in 
catching the laughing lad, he would receive a loud smack. Shouts of “I'm goin' to tell on 
you!" could be heard all over the Jameson hill! Ernest made the youngsters stilts (two 
long sticks with a triangular wedge attached about two feet up on each stilt; this wedge 
was where they placed their feet). Getting up on the stilts was quite a balancing act.
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When they had accomplished this, they had to try to walk on the sticks! Many a tumble 
resulted! The croquet field was on a fiat piece of ground near the edge of the woods. On 
this same plot of ground was their basketball court with the basketball goal attached to a 
tree. This flat piece of land also served as their badminton court and their horse shoe 
pit. In later years, this play area became Catherine and Ernest's vegetable garden, and 
still later, their trailer park.

In the summer, when there was a full moon, the youngsters would sometimes "camp out" 
at the edge of their backyard, next to the woods. An old quilt was spread on the ground for 
their bed. They intermittently swung and seesawed through the early part of the night. 
The flickering glow of the lightning bugs, the moonlight's rays casting eerie shadows 
through the swaying boughs of the trees, the night breezes that cooled the hot earth, the 
protective bark of their pet dog from some mysterious foe, the last light being turned out 
in their family's house, the droning lullabies of the crickets and the July flies - all 
added to the magic of the evening. The youngsters' energized bodies soon wore down and 
their heavy eyes slowly closed as they succumbed to a few brief hours of fitful slumber. 
Their pet dog curled up beside them and slept, too, until they were awakened at dawn by 
the rumbling sound of the milk delivery truck. How jubilant they were to have spent the 
whole night "out-of-doors" without getting afraid and fleeing into their safe home.

Jump rope was a favorite spring and summer sport. Gerry loved to do this. Taking 
turns, two of her siblings or Hends would hold opposite ends of the rope and throw the 
rope over, spanking the ground. Sometimes the one who "missed" became the rope 
thrower. The jumper would run in and start jumping the rope while they chanted 
rhymes. A few of these were: (1) "Lady-bug, Lady-bug, turn around. Lady-bug, lady- 
bug touch the ground." The jumper would carry out the directions as she jumped, and if 
she didn't miss, the throwers would say - "Lady-bug, Lady-bug, Fly Away!" She would 
run out and give others a chance to do this difficult jumping feat. (2) "Cin-der-ella - 
dressed in yellow. Went upstairs to kiss her fellow. Made a mistake and kissed a snake. 
How many doctors did it take? - One, two, etc.," counting until one missed. (3) "Ice 
cream. Ice cream. Cherry on top. Tell me the initials of your sweetheart. A-B-C, etc." 
The letter missed would bring shouts (from all except the jumper) of some dreadful 
boy's name that began with that initial. (4) "Down in the meadow where the green grass 
grows. There sat Geraldine (or name of jumper) as sweet as a rose. She sang, she sang,
she sang so sweet, Along came__ (her boyfriend's name) and kissed her on the cheek.
How many kisses did he give her? One, two, etc."

When they jumped Hot Peas, the rope was thrown very fast. "H-O-T spells Hot" was 
where the rope was thrown very fast and one jumped until he missed. Few people could 
jump very long. High Waters was where the rope started on the ground and the jumpers 
would jump over it. The next time the rope was raised a little higher for the jumpers. 
Each time the rope was raised higher and higher until all of the jumpers had missed 
jumping the high rope. Sometimes two people would jump the rope together (double 
jump). Running Through School (1 through 11) the jumpers would run through the 
first time without jumping: next they would jump once; the next time twice; three 
times, and so on until they had jumped 11 times or made it through school. If a jumper 
missed before he reached 11, that meant that he failed in that grade. If the rope spanked 
one's back or touched it, he had gotten a spanking in that grade. Jumping by oneself with 
one’s own individual rope was fun, too.

The Jameson youngsters always had cousins, friends or neighbor's children at their 
house to play with them. Red Rover was a game where they "chose up sides." At a 
distance, each side would draw a line on the ground, which they stood behind. Facing each

370



other, the "calling" team held hands tightly, and cried, "Red Rover, Red Rover, send 
Geraldine right over." Geraldine would run as fast as she could to the other side, trying 
to break through the tightly held hands. If she were able to break through the line, she 
could bring one of their teammates back to her team. If she were unable to break 
through the line, the opposing team would get to keep her on their side. Then it would be 
the other team's time to "call."

"Bom-bom-bom" was another fun game they played. "Choosing-up" sides, they would 
huddle together behind their drawn line and think of some action that they could 
pantomime: for example, "Washing Clothes." When they were ready, they would hold 
hands and walk toward the other team who was standing behind its drawn line. As they 
walked, they would chant, "Bom-bom-bom, Here we come." The other team would ask, 
"Where're you from?" The opposite team would chant, "From pretty girl's town." The 
other side would inquire, "What's your trade?" The reply, "Sweet Lemonade." By this 
time the two teams would be standing right in front of each other. The receiving team 
would shout, "Give your initials and get to work!" The other team's spokesman would 
say, "W.C." Then they would proceed to act (mime) this out. The other team had to guess 
what they were doing. When they shouted, "Washing clothes," the miming side would 
turn and run as fast as they could to get behind their drawn line. If one was caught 
before he/she got to the safety line, that player would have to join the other team. The 
other team would then have its turn to act out its trade initials, etc.

They played "Drop the Handkerchief- a circle game where "It" drops the handkerchief 
behind another player. That player picks it up and chases "It" around the circle back to 
where he was standing. If he catches "It" before "It" gets back to his spot, "It" has to 
stand in the middle of the circle. The player who holds the handkerchief then repeats 
dropping the handkerchief behind another player. If the player in the "Soup Pot" 
(middle of the circle) can grab the handkerchief before the one that it has been dropped 
behind picks it up, he gets to chase the one who dropped it; thus, he/she gets out of the 
"Soup Pot." The only other way that he can get out of the "soup pot" is when one is caught 
before he reaches his spot in the circle. Then that player is placed in the "soup pot" and 
out comes the one who had been there to join the children in the circle. FIvina Dutchman 
was another circle game. A person would go around the circle with a flag (handkerchief) 
in his hand. He would stop between two people and hold up the flag. The one on the left 
would turn left and race around the circle, while at the same time, the one on the right 
would turn right, and race around on the opposite side of the circle. The one reaching the 
flag first would grab it and become the next flagman.

Another game they enjoyed when they were little was London Bridge. Singing the 
nursery song, two of the children would face each other. One of them would pretend to be 
the king, the other was the queen. The players would walk between them when the bridge 
was "all broke down" (their hands and arms would be straight down by their sides). 
When they sang that the bridge was "half built up", the partners would raise an arm and 
hold hands on one side. The players would pass under their raised arms. When it was 
"all built up," both of their arms would be raised and they would hold hands. The players 
would walk under this arch. When they sang "take the keys and lock her up," the 
partner's raised arms would fall around the player who happened to be walking between 
them at the end of the verse. That victim would have to choose which partner he would 
stand behind, as a prisoner, the king or the queen. The song would begin again and would 
continue until everyone had been locked up. The partners would grip each other's hands 
firmly. The ones behind the partners, holding tightly to the waist of the person in front 
of him would pull as hard as they could. The side that tumbled from the force of the 
"tugging" was the losing one.
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Tuy of War was played similarly. An even number of players would be behind two people 
who faced each other and locked their hands together. Using their collective strength, the 
team that made the other side tumble, won the "war."
nodae Ball was one of their favorite ball games to play. The players would get in the 
middle and two people on opposite ends would throw the ball to each other, trying to hit 
the players in the middle with the ball as he tossed it. If the ball hit a player, he had to 
leave the game. The last one "not hit" by the ball was the winner. (After the children 
grew up, their playground became Ernest's Shadv Nook Trailer Court.)

On the grass, they played "Slinaina or Flvina Statue." One person took a player by his 
arm and slung him around with force. The one being slung would have to "freeze" in the 
position that he found himself when he finally caught his balance. The designated 
"slinger," after slinging the players, told what his frozen statue was supposed to be. The 
one resembling most the imagined statue was the winner. (Example, a baseball player 
“up to bat.") This game was usually played on a warm, pleasant day. It would often end 
with the youngsters lying on the ground, looking up at the clouds in the sky and trying to 
guess what the shapes of the clouds resembled. What fun!

Sometimes on a summer's day there would be a light shower and the sun would continue 
to shine through the rain. They would recall the old saying, “If the sun shines when it's 
raining, stick a pin in the ground, put your ear to the ground and you can hear the devil 
beating his wife." They tried this several times but heard nothing (to their 
disappointment). Even when they found a "doodle-bug" hole where they would insert the 
pin, it did not work!

It was on this side lawn that they had metal chairs under the great oak tree. The air 
conditioning of that era consisted of electric fans in the house or a seat in the breeze 
under the great oak tree. At night they would sit outside "way past dark" to cool off. 
(They also used their screened-in front porch for "cooling" comfort.)

Their softball field was across the road in Mr. Camp's pasture. The cows seemed to know 
that they were not to graze too close to the softball game.

Quiet games or inside games that they played when they were little were many. "Drop 
the Thimble" (or button) - one went around the circle as he held the thimble hidden 
between his two palms. He pretended to drop it in the clasped hands of a player. When he 
finally did drop the thimble, he would ask a player, "Who has the thimble? Gerry." 
Gerry would try to guess. If she didn't guess the right one, another player would be 
asked, "Who has the thimble?" Individual players would keep guessing until the one who 
had it was named. Then that one got to "drop" the thimble. They played Fiddle (pick-up) 
Sticks, and Chinese checkers. Catherine was the champion of this game. (This writer's 
grandchildren play on this board today.) Other games played by the Jameson children 
were regular checkers, Sorry, Bingo, card games - including. Old Maid, Authors and 
Solitaire, Jack stones, Yo-Yoes, Bolo-bats, I spy, Tiddly-Winks, Cup and Ball (a stick 
with a small bowl on its end was attached by string to a wooden ball - the player tried to 
bounce the ball into the bowl of the cup). Ladders (a one person game where a small 
elastic ladder could be squeezed by one's hand to make a tiny figure ascend the ladder and 
stand on top). Clickers (just that - a small hand held piece of metal that would bend and 
click), and Ring Toss. Of course, the girls had many tea parties with their tea sets. They 
played with paper dolls - Shirley Temple, Jane Withers and the Dionne quintuplets, etc. 
Their dolls, a wood burning set, water colors, coloring books and crayons also 
entertained them. The children liked to cut pictures out of magazines and paste them on 
paper. (They made their paste out of flour and water.) Ronald had his toy xylophone,
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blocks, train, cars, trucks, farmyard and army sets, Tinker toys, Lincoln Logs, an 
Erector set and boxing gloves. Ernie had her toy piano. They all had harmonica's, which 
they tried to play. Their father could make lovely melodies on his "juice or mouth 
harp." Downstairs in the basement, they skated, played the pin-ball machines and 
swung in their swings. The Jameson children had such a happy childhood.

Gerry liked sports. Prior to Fifth District meet time (if it were Chamblee School's turn 
to host the meet), all of the classes would practice for the races. One that was humorous 
was the three-legged race. Two people would tie a rope around their two inner legs, lock 
their arms around their waists and run together toward a goal line. The first team there 
won. The sack race was another funny race. One put his feet in a "croker" (gunny or 
burlap) sack and raced or hopped to the finish line. The sports part of the meet was a lot 
of fun to watch. Gerry and Ernie were in several of these comical races.

In their pre-teens, Gerry and Ernie got to go to Rock Eagle 4-H Camp. They also went to 
the G.A. Camp at Bessie Tift College. Diligently, they learned passages of scripture and 
fulfilled the requirements to make each G.A. Step. Upon completion of these steps, they 
became a G.A. Queen. This might be compared to merit badges that scouts eam to become 
Eagle Scouts. Fran never went to summer camp. Gerry joined the church on July 28, 
1940.^ After Vacation Bible School, she and Fran both made professions of faith and 
joined Chamblee Baptist Church and were baptized at the end of the summer revival.

Gerry had a lot of friends. Several of her special friends at this time in her life were 
Betty Ruth Sheffield, Betty Ann Dyer, Gerry McCree and Eleanor Lively. Eleanor had a 
"spend-the-night" birthday party, which Gerry attended. Eleanor's mother was a 
maverick of her generation. She was glamorous, smoked cigarettes (few women did this 
openly), wore dress slacks in public (rarely worn by women in public before World 
War II), and had a convertible car which she drove around Chamblee with the top down. 
Everybody liked Grace. Her daughter, Eleanor, was a beautiful little girl. At that party, 
Eleanor slipped some of her mother's cigarettes out to the garage and all of the 12-year 
-old girls had a chance to take a few puffs off of a cigarette. Later, Gerry told her 
siblings that some of them turned "green" from the smoke and got very sick!

Leading, laughing, teasing, and flirting were a part of Gerry's make-up. Wherever she 
was, there was action! Being a good organizer, she was often chosen for offices in her 
church and school classes. Gerry was also blessed with a beautiful soprano voice. By the 
time she was in the seventh grade, she was singing solos at church; regretfully, she 
never had voice lessons to develop this "God-given talent." For years, she sang in choirs
- school and church. Earlier, the writer mentioned that Gerry played the clarinet in the 
Chamblee High School Band, directed by Dr. R.C. Edwards. When she first got her 
instrument, her family all suffered through the early days of her practicing. The 
squeaky notes resounded all over their hill. This writer can envision Gerry as she 
moistened the reed with her tongue or changed the reed when it was split. It was not long 
until the squeaks became lovely, mellow, smooth tunes; she became one of the few 
elementary school students who performed and marched in the high school band. She 
looked so smart in her navy blue with gold trim (military-like) band uniform. Just 
after Ronald started taking trumpet lessons; Dr. Edwards died of a heart attack. Mrs. 
Edwards tried to lead the band after her husband's death, but it was too much for her. 
She moved back to her family honie in McDonough to teach school and to raise her four 
children - Bobby, Anna Dawn, Dyer and Jimmy. The school burned, the war was on, and 
the band "went by the way-side" for a number of years.

^ From Catherine Jameson's Black Scrapbook.
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As Gerry entered her teens, she blossomed into a lovely, brown-eyed beauty with a good- 
looking figure. Her long, chestnut-brown hair was worn in curls or "page-boy style" 
with a pompadour in the front. Gerry always had boy friends. In the seventh grade. Bill 
Chatham "toted" her books as they walked to and from school. (Carrying a girl's books 
denoted that she was one's "girl.") Endless time was spent on the telephone with him.

High School was where the Jameson children "came into their own!" Their various 
talents and interests were developed and magnified in these four grades - eighth, ninth, 
tenth and eleventh; then, they graduated. At the tenth grade level, the students either 
took "college bound" courses or commercial courses for the rest of their high school 
education. Only a small percentage of students went on to college and many of those, when 
in college, took course work that was completed in two years.

Gerry's class emerged as a strong group of scholars and leaders. It was a class that had 
fun together and at times were little "rascals." Gerry was president of her freshman 
class (1942). Professor Dendy, a retired professor from a higher institute, was hired 
to teach eighth grade civics and social studies at Chamblee High School. If ever there was 
a Southern gentleman, he was that. He addressed his students as "Miss Jameson" or "Mr. 
Smith" and they were supposed to call him "Professor Dendy." In September when the 
persimmons got ripe on the tree near the school playground, this old gentleman would go 
out during recess and eat his "fill" of them. For some unknown reason, this group of 
youngsters thought that this was hilarious! Some prankster placed a persimmon in the 
new teacher's chair and Professor Dendy, unaware, sat upon it. When he arose to write 
on the blackboard, the "squashed" persimmon on his trousers was there for "the world to 
see!" Gerry's class began to "titter," which puzzled this old gentleman. Glaring over the 
top of his spectacles, he implored, "And what do you find so amusing, ladies and 
gentlemen?" All got quiet. He directed the question to an individual who managed to tell 
him between "snickers" that he had persimmons on the seat of his pants. This was an 
early sign that he was to be tormented by these students. In his classes, spitballs (bits 
of paper, moistened with saliva and wadded up into tiny balls) were thrown at fellow 
students, excessive notes were passed between classmates and endless pencils were 
ground at the pencil sharpener to irritate him. To combat this behavior. Professor 
Dendy would often whirl around from the blackboard, point with his crooked, arthritic 
finger at a student and say, "I got that, Mr. Chatham!" His grade book was soon filled 
with demerit marks. After a period of time, the accused youngsters would have "to stay 
after school" or "stay in" at recess as punishment. They had to write fifty times, "I will 
not misbehave in class." Of course they did - over and over again! Knowing that they 
just might have to engage in this activity, some would even get a "head start" by keeping 
a notebook page with some of these sentences all ready written. Professor Dendy's 
reputation followed; Fran's class took advantage of him the next year, also. Perhaps they 
were a bit kinder to him. But study hall was a riot! He was an excellent lecturer but he 
did not know how to work with young teenagers. After teaching for three years at this 
school, he resigned. No one wondered why!

Gerry continued to be a class leader throughout her high school years. Her circle of 
friends included most of her classmates. Her intimate friends were the ones mentioned 
earlier, plus, Helen Holmes, Martha Louise Smith, Martha Kinard and Janice Childers. 
She was on the school newspaper staff, make-up editor for her senior yearbook and sang 
in the Glee Club. She was a member of several school clubs - including the Beta Club. 
She was active in her church and church choir, worked part-time at Davison's and, in 
her junior and senior years, she was a cheerleader. The football captain, Frank 
Peppard, was her "boy friend." This writer remembers the games when Gerry would 
lead the cheering section. She was so pretty in her saddle oxford shoes, white, pleated.
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swirling skirt and big blue sweater with the gold ”C“ on it! By that time, Gerry was 
bestfriends with everyone in her class!

In her teens, Gerry loved to swim at North Fulton Park. She also liked to ride horses 
there. One day when she was riding, a horse threw her. Although she had no lasting 
injuries, this ended her horseback riding days.

High school days for Ernie, Gerry and Fran were much the same because the girls were 
there at the same time. Ronald came a few years later. In the eighth grade, they all had 
the same teachers. Miss Fannie Lee Boyd was their Home Economics teacher. Because 
Ernie's eighth and ninth grades were disrupted with the burning of the school, her 
education in Home Economics was abbreviated. But Gerry and Fran learned a lot about 
home-making from Miss Boyd. Mrs. Alton Tribble was their senior English and U.S. 
history teacher. What a fine teacher she was! She made her subjects come alive. Their 
French teacher was Miss Jacquelyn Kelly. In Fran's senior year, her French teachers 
were Miss Soule, Mrs. Sisk and Miss Christian. Conversational French instruction was 
not that great. They learned how to conjugate verbs and how to translate French 
exercises into English. What a turn over of French teachers this class had! Mrs. 
Goodwin was Fran's ninth grade English and world history teacher. Miss Ann Leslie 
taught all of the sisters algebra. Gerry and Ernie had her for two years of algebra and 
Ernie had her for geometry. Miss Leslie left after Fran's freshman year. Miss Leslie 
had wiry red hair and the same kind of temperament. She was lame and her eyes were a 
little crossed. Students could not tell when she was looking directly at them. She loved 
her subject, math, and she scared her students into learning it. She always had "a short 
fuse" and could become violent. Throwing the eraser or chalk was common place for her. 
When her students finished a test or when she took up homework, she would expect them 
to pass their papers up to the front desk on each row by the time she said, "Zip, zip, 
zip!" If the papers were not in her hands on the last "zip," they could expect the chalk or 
the eraser to be thrown. A "smarty" answer to her from a student was received with a 
slap on the face. Gordon Morris dared to have an exchange of words with her out in the 
hall. She "rared" back to slap him; he dodged; and her hand flew through the locker. 
WOW! Miss Leslie loved music and directed the high school glee club. Her choirs always 
won first place in the district meets. Ernie was the glee club accompanist; she, being 
talented and bright, worked well with Miss Leslie. Today, Miss Leslie would have the 
court system after her! Miss Jesse Garrett replaced her. Gerry and Fran had Miss 
Garrett for geometry. Professor Mendenhall (retired professor from Georgia Tech and 
the father of the beloved family physician. Dr. Mendenhall) taught them science, 
biology, chemistry and physics. Gerry and Ernie took physics from him. He was such a 
kind man and so knowledgeable. He predicted that if the nation did not conserve their 
natural resources, they would be in great trouble by the twenty-first century. In 
chemistry lab, you chose a lab partner. One day. Bill Porter, a clumsy fellow in Fran's 
class, spilled his chemicals and there was a small explosion. This was the same boy who 
would sometimes open his lab drawer so fast that it would dump on the floor. Nobody 
wanted to be his lab partner. (Today Bill is a lawyer in Atlanta.) Mr. M.E. Smith taught 
American government. What a scholar he was! Fran's class had some returning veterans 
from World War II in it. His ability to draw from their experiences in the defense of 
their country made all of her classmates have a special appreciation and love for their 
democratic form of government. They all loved "Prof" Smith. He was this writer's 
Baptist Training Union teacher at church; he was a true Bible scholar. One never tired 
of his lectures. 16 or more units were required to graduate from high school. Courses 
lasted for a year. Units acquired by this writer and her siblings were; English-4, 
Math-3, History-4, Home Economics-2, French-2, Science-3. All three sisters were 
in the school choir. After Miss Leslie left, they no longer had a glee club. Ernie, just 
before graduation each year, organized a Girls' Ensemble to perform for this event.
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Chamblee, being close to Atlanta, attracted good teachers. During the war or post-war 
years, senior class trips and publication of yearbooks were halted. Yearbooks appeared 
once more in 1946. Ernie's class did not have one. This writer's siblings and she, all, 
graduated under Mr. M.E. Smith, principal. He was also their mother's high school 
principal in 1925. When Frances returned to Chamblee School to teach first grade in 
1950-51, he was still the principal. What a beloved gentleman he was!

When Gerry and Ernie were thirteen and fourteen years old, they worked on Saturdays 
and holidays at Kresge Five and Ten Cent Store in Buckhead. At fifteen, Gerry was 
employed part-time at Davison Paxon Department Store in downtown Atlanta. She 
clerked on the main floor in the hosiery department and was required to dress nicely. 
Getting a discount on the clothes that she purchased at Davison's, Gerry spent most of her 
wages on lovely fashions. This writer particularly remembers a pale greenish-aqua 
dress with a jeweled belt! Gerry wasted none of her talents or her energy.

Young people are always interested in the fashions and customs of their era. The 
Jameson teenagers were no exceptions in the 1940s. The wearing of make-up and 
styling of their hair was self-learned. Catherine sold Avon products so they got to 
experiment with her samples. Pancake make-up was in vogue. A sponge puff was 
moistened, rubbed on the hard powder surface and then heavily applied to the face. 
Rarely was rouge worn by the young girls (older ladies used this) but they used eyelash 
curlers, mascara and an eyebrow pencil. Red lips were fashionable. When the Jameson 
girls were little, Mr. Mitchell cut their hair in his barbershop. Using the tip end of the 
ear lobe as a guide for the length of their straight hair, Mr. Mitchell would evenly trim 
it. And in the back, he would take his clippers (and razor) to shingle it up on the neck. 
This was a bob haircut. Gerry and Ernie wore cut bangs in the front but Fran parted her 
hair and pulled it to the side with a barrette. Louise, their aunt, became their 
hairdresser. She cut their tresses and finger-waved or pin-curled their hair. The hair 
styles in the 1940s were long, curled and with a pompadour on the top; "page-boy" with 
a pompadour on top; or long and pulled to the side with barrettes. "Page-boy" style (the 
curled hair is smoothly brushed and curled under) was a popular coiffure. Gerry and 
Ernie both wore this style. Rinsing one's hair with vinegar or lemon juice was supposed 
to make it shine. Gerry liked to dry her hair in the sun because this made the natural 
red in her hair more pronounced. Popular rollers that were used were those horrible 
metal ones. Also used were kid curlers (a leather-wired strip that one rolled the hair 
on and then bent the ends of the strip to hold the curl in place). Gerry and Ernie 
sometimes used socks to roll their hair on (same principle as the kid-curlers). Louise 
taught them how to pin-curl with bobby pins. None of these girls had "perms" until they 
were well into adulthood, which meant they rolled their hair every night. Back then, it 
was "the accepted thing" to wear one's hair rolled up in public as long as it was covered 
with a scarf or bandanna. The snood was a fad for a short time. This was a various 
colored, open-thick-knit net worn over a lady's hair. Another hairstyle was an “Up
do." Young women would take their long hair and pull the end curls up on top of their 
head. Bobby pins and combs were used to hold it securely in place. A "rat" (a broad 
thin, wired loop form) was also used; it was placed on top of the head or at the nape of the 
neck; strands of hair were neatly wrapped around the "rat circle." In the summer, it 
was common to wear a flower in one's hair. Artificial flowers were also worn in the 
hair. Most older women had long hair, which they twisted into a knot at the back of their 
head. Hairpins or combs were used to hold it in place. The Jameson girls' grandmothers 
wore their hair this way. In the 1930s, Catherine also wore her hair in a "knot." Men 
wore their hair slicked back with hair tonic (Vaseline, Brylcream, Old Spice, etc.). The 
G.l. haircut became popular with the young set. This style lasted many years. This 
writer's own little boys wore this style, which they renamed "the Butch." By the late 
1950s and early 1960s, it was called a crew cut and hair (bees) wax was used to make
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the very front hairs stand up. Deodorant, such as Mum, Arrid, Ban, and Tussy, came on 
the market in the early 1940s. What a wonderful hygienic aid!

Ladies hats were in vogue in the 1940s and 1950s. One had a different hat for each 
Sunday outfit. The hats were as varied as dresses. Flowers, netting, feathers, and 
ribbons adorned felt or straw hats. Gloves, which matched or blended with an outfit, 
were always worn. In the summer, one wore white gloves. Dress-up dresses during the 
war were short - just above the knees. In the 1950s and 1960s, the longer dresses 
became stylish. The empire line and fitted suits were popular. Some had a slightly 
military look. Sports clothes in the 1940s were broomstick skirts, peasant blouses, 
jodhpurs, boots, pinafores, jumpers, sloppy-joe sweaters, and wool skirts. Shorts, 
halters, culottes and playsuits were worn during the summer. Women rarely wore 
jeans and slacks except at home. Men's trousers were cuffed and their suits were 
double-breasted. Loafers, brown and white saddle oxfords, moccasins, spectator heels, 
and baby-doll shoes were in style for women. Bobbysocks had hit the scene. Men and 
boys wore loafers, saddle oxfords, leather moccasins, plain-toed and wing-tipped shoes. 
Most men wore felt dress hats in the winter and straw bowlers or Panama hats in the 
summer.

During the war years, hose were rationed. Some ladies wore leg make-up on their bare 
legs during the summer. But if the day were hot, the make-up would streak from the 
body's moisture. Women's hose had a seam in the back that was difficult to keep straight. 
Garters or garter belts were worn to hold up the hose.

The late forties and the early fifties brought corduroy jackets, skirts and slacks, 
sweater sets, poodle skirts, pony tails, letter sweaters - Gerry and Ernie had high 
school letter sweaters with a C on them and Fran had a college sweater with a W on it 
(West Georgia College award for playing the piano for modern dance class), bobby socks, 
black and white or brown and white saddle oxfords, pointed-toed high heels, moccasins, 
full skirts and detachable collars. The silver bangle bracelets were popular with the 
girls. These were thin bracelets, five to eight, worn on the wrists. Corduroy was 
popular for men, too. They wore corduroy trousers, jackets and shirts. Young men wore 
saddle oxfords and moccasin shoes. Veterans wore all kinds of military garments left 
over from their time in the armed forces. It became a popular trend for the younger set 
to purchase and wear surplus army clothes. Identification bracelets were popular 
jewelry for college males. Bow ties, wide ties, and suspenders were trendy for men. 
Gentlemen wore bowlers and Panama hats. The farmer wore his galloused bib overalls, 
flannel shirts and brogans. Blue collar workers or laborers often wore khaki or blue 
work suits. Women wore pretty, protective aprons when they cooked or cleaned. This 
covered their "house dresses" (washable, cotton dresses) or their nice dress clothes. 
Most outside chores were done by men and most inside chores were done by women. 
Gardening was done by both sexes.

Magazine subscriptions that came to the Jameson home were: Good Housekeeping. Life. 
Colliers. Saturdav Evening Post. Ladies Home Journal, the Progressive Farmer. 
Parent's, Etgde Music Magazine, Seventeen, Bov's Life. Reader's Digest, Field and 
Stream. Look, the Countrv Gentleman, the Christian Index, and Masonic Magazines. 
Photoplav. Modern Screen, and Screen Plav movie magazines were bought at the drug 
store by one of the girls with her earned money. Modern Romance was banned from their 
home. Routinely, there were young men knocking on doors trying to sell Bibles or 
magazine subscriptions. Sometimes Catherine would take a year's subscriptions to 
MpCall's. Corpnet, or Woman's Home Cpmpanipn.
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They took the Atlanta Journal Newspaper (an evening paper) and th9.. Nprtll DeKall? 
Record. Confiics ("the Funny Paper" or "Funnies") and cartoons that they liked were: 
Bringing Up Father. Maior Hoople and the Boarding House, the Smoos. U'l Abner (Daisy 
Mae and the Yokums from Dogpatch Holler), Flash Gordon, th?, Phantom. Bmoda_5tarr, 
Henry. Marv Worth. Popeve (Olive Oyl, Wimpy and Baby Snooks), Pagwood and glondie, 
Maggie and Jiqqs. Little Orphan Anpis, Nancy and Sluggo, Joe PalwKa, Gagoline Alley, 
Pogo- Superman. Snuffy Smith and Barney Gopgie, Alley Qqb, Mutt and Jeff. Hazel. 
Snoopy. Bullwinkle. and Dick Tracv. Their Mama Jameson took the Atlanta Constitution, 
a morning paper, and read it from cover to cover. Ernie Pyle was a war correspondent 
during WWII - his daily news column was read by the Jamesons.

Some of the radio shows that they listened to (depending on their age) were: Maior 
Boade’s Amateur Hour, S.ang..Bu?te-r§, Red Ry^gr, Tom Miy, Jerry and the Pjrates, the 
Lone Ranger. Let's Pretend. Little Orphan Annie (Ovaltine), Soap Operas - One Man's 
Family and Stella Dallas (these were listened to as women ironed or did house work), 
the Firestone Hour. Lux Radio Theater. Walter Winchell and the News. Gabriel Heater 
(news), ErlQ Severled (news), Walter Qr<?nKite (news), Swing and Sway with Sammy 
Kaye, the Old-Fashioned Barn Dance, the Grand Ole Oprv. Kav Kaiser. Bob Hope. Red 
Skeleton, the Tejephone_HoMr, Your Hit Parade. Henrv Aldrich ("Coming Mother!"), the 
Radio Quiz Show, the Georgia Crackers Baseball games. Fibber Mcgee and Mollv. George 
Burns and Gracie Allen, and Amos and Andy. In some households, the radio stayed on all 
day. Ernest loved listening to “horse" opera on Saturday nights and "grand" opera on 
Sunday afternoons. He and Catherine both enjoyed listening to religious programs. 
Movies and movie stars are written about in Fran's chapter.

When Gerry, Ollie's namesake, turned thirteen, her Mama Jameson gave her a lovely 
lavaliere that had been a gift to her when she was a girl. It did not have a safety catch; 
one day when Gerry walked to church, she lost this heirloom. Covering her steps, family 
members searched and searched for the necklace but it was not found. How sad Geny was 
over this loss!

From the time Gerry was fourteen, she most always had a date on Saturday night. Yes, 
her generation started dating early. Some classmates married as soon as they graduated 
from high school - at age sixteen. Girls were considered "old maids" if they had not 
married by age twenty-five! Dates took them to the movies, school functions or church 
functions. Gerry had a date one night with a young soldier from Texas who was stationed 
at Lawson General Army Hospital. She had met him at church. Ernie and Gerry often 
double-dated but this night, it was a single date. Transportation was by taxi and trolley 
to Atlanta and the girls' curfew time was 11:00 p.m. That night, Gerry had not arrived 
home at this time. Her father became very agitated and by the time she and her date did 
arrive at mid-night, her daddy was "fit to be tied." He stormed out to the taxi and 
sternly ordered Gerry into the house. Telling the young man that he had better "get- 
going" to the base, he gave them no chance to offer any explanation. Gerry later told her 
sisters that after they went to the movie, they stopped for a coke and talked until it was 
late. Evidently, the young man's folks owned an "oil well in Texas" because he gave her a 
beautiful emerald lavaliere that evening. In her senior picture in her high school 
yearbook, Gerry is wearing this lovely necklace.

When the war was over, the local boys started coming home. Kathleen Spruill was Hugh 
Spruill's first cousin; she had introduced her good friend, Ernie, to him. Hugh's parents 
lived in Dunwoody; he had graduated from Chamblee High School and had completed two 
years at Georgia Tech before he joined the Navy. Sometimes when he was home on leave,
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he would date Ernie. One such time, before telephoning Ernie, Hugh told his friend, 
Monroe Dempsey, that he was going to ask her for a date that evening. Monroe told him 
that Gerry was the cutest and he should be asking her for a date. Hugh replied, "She's 
nothing but a kid!” Monroe said, "You haven't seen her lately!" Hugh telephoned and 
asked to speak with Ernie. Gerry, who had answered the phone, told him that Ernie was 
not at home. Hugh then said, "Well, how about you? Would you go on a date with me 
tonight?" Hesitating briefly, Gerry replied, "Why sure!" This marked the beginning of 
a courtship that ended in marriage. After Hugh got out of the Navy, using his G.l. Bill 
benefits, he re-entered Georgia Tech, where he majored in Industrial Engineering 
management.

Gerry's years In high school were active ones. Her 1946 yearbook showed that. In the 
senior superlatives, she was chosen as the "best all around" girl In her class. Her motto 
was: "It Is better to wear out than to rust out!" Under her picture was captioned: 
President of Class, '42; Chamhian Staff, 46; Secretary of Class, '45; Blue and Gold Staff, 
'46; Glee Club, '43, '44, '45, '46; Cheerleader, '46; Home Economics Club, '43, '44; 
Red Cross Council, '43, '45; Treasurer of Class '46; Beta Club (scholastic honorary), 
'45, '46. Also in the annual, "Geraldine, with her friendly disposition and support of 
class activities, is very popular with all members of the class. Her work as Make-up 
Editor of the Blue and Gold and the Chamhian places a lot of responsibility on her. She 
has done this work well. She is always ready to do more than her share." Her class 
prophecy was: Geraldine Jameson was to be a leading soprano with the Metropolitan 
Opera Company. The class poem written for her was: “Geraldine Jameson is college 
bound. / On her praise only do my words resound. / All class activities required her 
aid./ What a splendid record she has made."

Gerry's Baccalaureate service was on Sunday, May 26, 1946 at 8:00 p.m. in the school 
auditorium. The Rev. J.C. Moore (Methodist) delivered the sermon with the Rev. Joe 
Frank Barton (Baptist) and Capt. (Dr.) Richard L. Holmes (Army Chaplain and Helen 
Holme's father) leading prayers. The same hymns, "Now The Day Is Over," "O Master 
Let Me Walk With Thee," and the anthem, "King All Glorious," that Ernie had directed In 
1945 were sung by the Girl's School Chorus. (This writer was in the chorus.)

Gerry was college bound! She, Betty Ruth Sheffield and Betty Ann Dyer enrolled in the 
freshman class at Bessie Tift College (a Baptist school) at Forsyth, Georgia in the fall of 
1946. Dr. C.L. McGinty was the college president at that time. While Gerry was at Tift, 
she was a member of Delta Sigma Chi and Phi Alpha Societies. Gerry had a rough few 
months at Bessie Tift. Her digestive problems had resurfaced. She was allergic to milk, 
milk products and other foods. She began to break out in hives and because of continuous 
health problems, in the spring of 1947, Gerry had to leave Tift to come home. Because 
of her mother's Illness, Gerry spent many hours at her grandmother's home. Her Mama 
Hyde and Helen were so good to her!

By the end of the summer, Gerry and Ernie applied for a job at Life of Georgia Insurance 
Company and were hired. Ernie worked in the keypunch room and Gerry was a file clerk. 
(Fran left for college that fall.) Gerry and Ernie worked at Life of Georgia for several 
years. Gerry advanced quickly and was soon a debit supervisor.

Hugh and Gerry had "fallen in love!" (Catherine and Ernest were very fond of Hugh.) At 
first, Hugh attended Gerry's church with her but eventually Gerry started going with 
him to the Dunwoody Methodist Church, his home church. Hugh was active in the 
Methodist Youth Fellowship, serving as President of the District. Gerry was fond of the 
minister and his wife, Saralyn and Reynolds Green. After Gerry and Hugh became
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engaged, Gerry joined this church and their marriage ceremony took place there. Good 
Baptists make wonderful Methodists - and Gerry proved this!

Gerry was made to feel welcome in the Spruill home. "Little Sister," Hugh's younger 
sister, was still living and Gerry was very fond of her. Through the years, Florence 
Spruill, Hugh's mother, had lovingly cared for her little daughter who had not developed 
beyond infancy, physically or mentally. At this time, "Little Sister" was a teenager. She 
died in August 1961.® Hugh had a younger brother, Ed ("Pete"), who also lived at home. 
Hugh's father, Carey, was the son of Stephen T. Spruill. He was a farmer and a 
nurseryman for Monroe Nurseries. Hugh was a favorite grandson of Grandpa Stephen 
Spruill: Grandpa’s second wife, "Miss Ethel," loved Gerry.

Early in the summer of 1948, Gerry and Hugh made plans to be married on September 
17, 1948 at the Dunwoody United Methodist Church with the Rev. Reynolds Green 
officiating. That same summer Emie became engaged to Jim Wills of Albany, Georgia and 
they set their wedding date for December 20, 1948.

The summer passed quickly but not before the Jamesons took their last family vacation 
together. Catherine, Ernest, Mama Hyde, Helen, Hortense and Homer (the couple who 
lived in Mama Hyde's upstairs apartment), Ronald, Fran and Mattie - their maid, spent 
a wonderful week at St. Simons Island, Georgia in a large house next to the Coast Guard 
Unit and the lighthouse. Mattie slept in the maid's quarters over the garage. This was 
during the days of segregation, so Mattie would not go out of the house except when she 
was invited by a member of the family. Early every morning and late every evening, 
Fran would walk on the beach with her. This was the first time Mattie had ever seen the 
ocean and she was thrilled with its beauty. Ernest, being a good fisherman, caught 
different kinds of fish for several meals. He caught some healthy crawfish and brought 
them home for Mattie to cook. He instructed her to put on a big pot of boiling water. 
When he plunked the crawfish into the water, Mattie was unaware that you cooked these 
creatures while they were still alive. The lid started bumping up and down and one 
started trying to crawl out of the pot. Mattie's eyes got as big as saucers and she ran 
screaming from the room. Ernest had to finish cooking that meal! Hugh and Jim joined 
the group for the weekend, which made Gerry and Ernie very happy! Gerry recalls, 
"This was just after Jekyll Island had been bought by the state of Georgia. There was no 
bridge to the island; it could only be reached by a boat. We went over by ferry, rented 
bikes and rode all over Jekyll. We dared to peer into the huge uninhabited mansion's 
windows to see how rich folks lived." (These summer estates had been built years ago by 
wealthy Americans.) This writer remembers the laughs they had as Homer surveyed all 
of the pretty girls in their swimsuits on the beach. Hortense would laugh with disgust 
and say, "Oh, Homer!" She was as pretty as any of them! Sun-burned bodies, caked with 
Noxzema, had difficulty sleeping. There was no air conditioning - just fans to stir the 
air, mixed with the sea breeze that floated in through the open windows. The soothing 
cream's aroma permeated the bedrooms and the roar of the waves filled the occupants' 
ears and eventually lulled them to sleep each night! What a great vacation!

The wedding day finally arrived. Gerry had been entertained with showers by friends. 
"Miss Ethel," Grandpa Spruill and Hugh's parents entertained the wedding party with a 
dinner at Grandpa's home on the night of the rehearsal. On September 17, 1948, Gerry 
and Hugh were married at the Dunwoody United Methodist Church at 7:30 p.m., with the 
Rev. Reynolds Green officiating. Betty Ruth Sheffield was her maid-of-honor; Ernie and 
Fran were her bridesmaids. Their long, aqua-colored dresses had empire waists with

Q
Mentioned in a letter from her mother to Frances.
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pleated cummerbunds and their nosegays were filled with mixed, pastel flowers. The 
lovely bride's white, satin dress had an empire waist with a pleated cummerbund and a 
long flowing train. The net, fingertip veil had a tiara crown. Gerry carried a white 
Bible with a purple orchid on top of it. (Fran, in 1951, and Beth, in 1980, carried this 
same Bible when they were brides.) Hugh's best man was Herbert Martin. His 
groomsmen were Ed (his brother), Ronald, J.W. Spruill and Monroe Dempsey. They 
wore black tuxedos. Catherine and Ernest entertained with a reception in their home on 
Old Stone Mountain Road. Mattie was there to help with the preparation, the serving and 
the clean up. Receptions were simple then. A wedding cake was served, accompanied by 
punch, mints and nuts. When it was time for the young people to leave, the groomsmen 
had not been able to find Hugh's car to tie tin cans on the bumper and to decorate it with a 
"Just Married" sign. It was securely locked up at Capitol City Cadillac Company in 
downtown Atlanta. Imagine the chagrin of these mischievous guys when they discovered 
that the "get-a-way-car" was none other than Gerry's dad's. Ernest drove them to their 
hotel in Atlanta. The next day, the young couple drove to Lake Burton to spend their 
honeymoon in the lake cabin of their dear friends, Mr. and Mrs. Sam Dubose. (Later, 
Gerry and Hugh's son was named after Sam Dubose.)

Married life began in a small garage apartment behind the home of Hazel and Everett 
Bray on Dunwoody Road in Chamblee, Georgia. Hugh had to teach Gerry how to cook. Part 
of his three years in the Navy had been spent as a cook on the U.S.S. Hornet Battleship. 
One day when Hugh was not at home, she cooked some dried beans. She did not know that 
they swelled as they cooked. The pot was too small and she ended up with beans bulging 
out of the vessel on to the floor. She kept putting them into bigger pots as they swelled. 
When they were finally cooked, they had more beans than they could eat that night. She 
had been taught in her home to never waste things. After a few days of eating beans, Hugh 
told her that he had eaten enough beans and that it was time to throw them out! Hugh 
laughs and says that Gerry did not even know how to boil water when they married. 
Gerry continued to work at Life of Georgia Insurance Company while Hugh was a student 
at Georgia Tech. When Gerry discovered that she was pregnant. Grandpa Spruill gave 
them a piece of property on Ashford Dunwoody Road in Dunwoody on which to build. Hugh 
dropped out of school for a quarter, cut timber from the property and built a small, 
gray-framed, four-room house for them to live in. (Gerry aborted the baby before the 
house was completed.) The house was comfortable - two bedrooms, a living room, a 
large "eat-in" kitchen, a screened-in back porch and an open front porch. There Gerry 
and Hugh lived for several years.

During the next years, Ernie and Fran were having their babies while Gerry suffered 
four miscarriages. Her family ached for her. She was so generous to her sisters’ 
babies, giving lovely gifts to Cathy, Connie, Michael and Melanie. This wonderful trait of 
generosity has been characteristic of Gerry through the years. At times this caused 
conflict between Hugh and Gerry.

It was necessary for Gerry to work while Hugh attended school and, even after he 
graduated, her income was needed. She worked for a period of time at Life of Georgia 
Insurance Company and then she worked for Gordy Tire Company as an "accounts 
receivable" supervisor. In addition to working full-time, she and Hugh sold cookware at 
home parties in the evenings. They cooked a delicious meal in a customer's home, in 
hopes that they would sell some pots and pans to the friends that had been invited to the 
dinner. This was a successful venture. (This writer and her husband, Kenneth, are still 
using the griddle that they gave to them one Christmas as a gift.) Gerry continued to 
work, attended church and the Eastern Star. She held several stations in this 
organization. She was the only daughter of Ernest's to stay involved with this Order.
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The one thing that Gerry wanted nnost was a child. Finally, she was able to carry a baby 
full-term! How happy Gerry and Hugh were to have little Beth Florence born to them at 
Georgia Baptist Hospital in Atlanta on November 11, 1956. Mrs. Mildred Blaylock, a 
wonderful nurse, came home with Gerry and helped care for the new baby for two weeks.

By this time, Gerry and Hugh had "out-grown” their small house and before Beth's 
arrival, they sold it to Ed and Nelda Spruill and moved nearer to Dunwoody at 4927 
Ashford Dunwoody Road to a larger house. Gerry, laughingly, told this writer that she 
remembers coming home from the hospital with the new baby. When they entered the 
driveway, her eyes were greeted with Hugh's socks hanging on tree limbs and shrubs. He 
had washed them and hung them out there to dry.

Hugh graduated from Georgia Tech and went to work at Lockheed in Marietta. He had a 
difficult adjustment period in locating work that he found to be satisfying. Changing jobs 
several times, he was employed by Lockheed, Westinghouse, Traveler's Insurance 
Company and Gibson Manufacturing Company.

Once again pregnant, Gerry went through a difficult pregnancy but delivered a fine baby 
son, Sam Hugh, at Georgia Baptist Hospital in Atlanta on June 6, 1959. Beth was 
delighted to have a little brother. Ironically, Sam was born only a few hours after his 
cousin, Milton Fred Cadenhead, who was born on June 5, 1959 in Mountville, Georgia. 
Poor Catherine and Ernest did not know which grandson to go to see first! They saw Sam 
and because Gerry was going to have Mrs. Blaylock to attend her at home, they traveled to 
Mountville to help there for a few days.

The next few years were busy ones for Gerry and Hugh. Hugh wanted to go into business 
for himself. He left Gibson Manufacturing Company to work for two years as a 
consulting engineer for several companies. He thought that he could learn how to run a 
company with this kind of experience. It became necessary for Gerry to help out with 
the family income. She went to work at Frito-Lay as a comptometer operator and was 
later promoted to an "accounts receivable" supervisor. Grandmother Spruill cared for 
Beth and Sam while Gerry worked. Sitting at her knees, the two grandchildren learned 
much about everyday life. Playing in the barn, gathering eggs, watching Grandpa plow, 
and swinging in their tire swings at their grandparent's home are forever etched in their 
memories!

In 1964, Hugh started Spruill Products, Inc. on Windsor Street in southwest Atlanta. 
This company manufactured shelving and storage equipment. He and Gerry worked hard 
to get this business going. She kept the books and did the payroll for years. Later, they 
bought property in Gwinnett County and built a plant at 4240 Pleasantdale Road. The 
business grew and life was a little easier for them.

Gerry and Hugh bought four and a half acres at 5307 Tilly Mill Road in Dunwoody. 
Selling their house on Ashford Dunwoody, they moved their family to the lovely, white- 
clapboard house that was nestled far back from the road under huge oak trees - 
wonderful property. They remodeled the house and Gerry worked in the yards, creating 
lovely gardens.

Through the years, Gerry and Hugh's home was the gathering place for her family. On 
August 14, 1965, they hosted the Ruby Anniversary celebration for Ernest and 
Catherine. (This was covered in their chapter.) Happy times and sad times were spent 
there. Hugh was a wonderful son-in-law and brother-in-law to the Jameson family! 
One of the last family gatherings there was on July 21, 1985 when Connie and her 
children, Crystal and Jayson, came for a visit from Oklahoma. Getting to see many of the
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Jameson and Hyde family members was a special treat. (Beth, following in her mother's 
footsteps, began to entertain the family in her home at showers or family gatherings - 
Melanie has also entertained the family in her home.) The last Hyde women's gathering 
was in 1997 at a wedding shower for Melissa Baggett, Louise's granddaughter, at Gerry's 
new home at Oakpointe Place. This was shortly before (Aunt) Cora Lee's death, who was 
at this party.

Since Gerry and Fran lived not too far from each other, their families visited often and 
their children developed close relationships. Beth and Melanie, both sisterless, claimed 
a special place in each other's hearts. They played with Barbie dolls when they were 
little and as they grew older, they shared "girl secrets" with one another. Mark, Milton 
and Sam had a wonderful time playing in his tree hut where they could pull up the ladder 
and throw pine cones to keep the girls out. When Sam was about thirteen, he had a dirt 
bike that they all enjoyed riding. One year, these two families vacationed together at 
Jekyll Island. These cousins spent many happy hours together when they were young.

Beth loved horses. Her father bought her a pony, Half-Black. Thinking that it was a 
stallion, they were very surprised when a baby foal was born! The new pony was named 
"Surprise." Next, Beth had a Tennessee Walker horse, which she loved but the horse was 
not gentle. She and her daddy had a terrible accident with the horse. The horse "reared 
up," threw Beth from its back and then fell on top of Hugh. Both Beth and her father 
were hospitalized - in different hospitals. Her shoulder was broken; she had to wear a 
"statue of liberty" cast for weeks.

Beth attended Dunwoody Elementary School and Peachtree High School. Sam went to 
Dunwoody, Chestnut and Kingsley Elementary Schools and Peachtree High School. They 
were both good students. Beth was a class leader and a very social person. School floats 
were built at their house and school parties were held in their home. The family was 
completely involved with the community. Gerry, with her leadership ability, worked 
tirelessly in the church, the Woman's Club and the DeKalb Council for the Arts. Hugh 
helped to organize the first Boy Scout troop in Dunwoody in November 1951. He and 
Glenn Austin worked for years with Troop 266 at Dunwoody United Methodist Church.

In the meantime, Hugh was entrusted with handling the estate of his late grandfather, 
Stephen T. Spruill. Grandpa had vast land-holdings and Hugh was a genius at selling this 
property at the right time. He made millions for all of his Spruill relatives; he is still 
in the process of selling Spruill property. The Atlanta Journal/Constitution announced 
on November 2, 1969 that Perimeter Mall, a huge complex on 1-285, was to be built. 
This was Spruill property. Land on either side of this was also Spruill land.

Life was good! Material blessings flowed! Beth and Sam had a wealth of friends and 
activities. Gerry truly became involved with the Dunwoody community. Ernie and Fran 
always said that if Gerry had been a male, she would have been a great executive. She has 
a sixth sense as to how to get things done. At home, she busily remodeled their home. 
(This was done several times through the years.) Her flower gardens were expanded. 
She was lucky to have L.V. Summerour, a talented black man, to help her inside the house 
and outside in the yards.

Gerry was a "Rock of Gibraltar" when Ronald died. She helped Laverne in many ways 
during this sad adjustment period. Catherine and Ernest's health began to fail. Their 
children arranged for them to go into Fountain view Convalescent Center in Atlanta. The 
years that Ernest and Catherine were confined, Gerry and Hugh handled their business 
and financial affairs, taking very good care of these beloved parents. Ernest had a severe 
stroke and died on February 24, 1973. After his death, Gerry continued to care for her
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mother at Fountain View until November 24, 1977 when Catherine moved to Auburn, 
Alabama to spend her last years. Catherine died on December 5, 1979 from heart 
failure. Gerry was a good and faithful daughter!

On September 17, 1973, Gerry and Hugh celebrated their twenty-fifth (silver) 
wedding anniversary. "Miss Ethel" hosted an elegant party for them and for Paul and 
Ruby Spruill, who were also celebrating their twenty-fifth wedding anniversary. Gerry 
looked so beautiful that night. Most of their wedding party attended this lovely reception. 
(Death had taken her father and Ronald prior to this time.) Gerry had bought her 
mother a beautiful pink suit to wear. Catherine, laughingly, said, "This is so pretty! I 
want you to bury me in this!" And in 1979, her request was granted.

In the meantime, Beth and Sam grew up. After graduation from high school, Beth went to 
the University of Georgia where she majored in Early Childhood Education. She was very 
active in her Kappa Delta sorority. After leaving the University, Beth worked for her 
father at Spruill Products. She, like her parents, has a good business head. After 
purchasing a house, Beth invited Melanie to move to Atlanta to find employment and 
board with her. This Melanie did. Melanie served as a bride's maid in Beth's wedding. 
Bob and Beth had a beautiful wedding at Dunwoody United Methodist Church on October 
11, 1980 and a lovely reception at the Atlanta Athletic Club. No expense was spared.

Gerry and Hugh became grandparents on January 10, 1986, when little John Stephen 
Saxe was born (prematurely). John carries his great-great grandfather and his 
grandfather's name, Stephen. This baby got off to a poor start, but with loving care, he 
soon caught up with his peers. Catherine Florence joined her brother on December 16, 
1990. Catherine is named for her Great-great-grandmother Florence Hyde, her Great
grandmother Florence Spruill, her Great-grandmother Florence Jameson, her Great 
Aunt Florence Ernestine Wills and her Mother, Beth Florence Saxe. John and Catherine 
are handsome, talented, well-behaved young folks. They attend a private school in 
Duluth - Wesleyan School. There, John has been active in sports (cross-country 
running) and in the school band as a trumpeter and bass horn player. He is very active 
in Troop 266 Boy Scouts, where his mother is a scout leader. The summer of 2001, he 
went to Philmont Boy Scout Camp in New Mexico where he hiked 100 miles. In 2004, 
he earned the Eagle Scout Badge of Honor. His big project was building an outside 
worship center for his church, Dunwoody United Methodist Church. John graduated from 
high school in May 2004. Catherine participates in many activities at church and 
school. She owns a show horse, and is fast becoming a great equestrienne: she has won 
many ribbons. She sings in the choral group at school and is a member of the drama 
club. She has taken ballet and jazz dancing where she displayed unusual talent. Being an 
avid reader, she finds joy in curling up in a chair to read an exciting book. John and 
Catherine's mom and dad are providing them with many wonderful opportunities. These 
youngsters are fortunate to have their parents as leaders in many of their activities. 
Beth is recognized as an excellent teacher and scout leader. She is now in charge of all 
Scout activities in her church. She tirelessly works as a volunteer in their school 
where she and Grandmother Gerry are on the advisory trustee board.

Bob and Beth now own Spruill Products, Inc. and Bob successfully operates this business 
purchase and inheritance. Some years ago, Beth and Bob built an ante-bellum-style 
mansion on the Chattahoochee River at 8055 Nesbit Ferry Road. It is a show place! They 
also have a lake house at Lake Burton and a condominium at Amelia Island, Florida. Beth 
does not mind hard work; you will find her digging in the dirt, creating crafts, 
decorating her home, baking, entertaining, chauffeuring, tutoring, leading groups, plus 
a half dozen other activities. She's truly a "chip off of the old block!" Bob loves his 
children; he often does special things with them and has taught them a lot about water
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sports and snow skiing. Going camping, attending school, church and sports events, 
boating and skiing are some of the activities that this family enjoys doing together.

Sam also grew up! In his senior year of high school, he chose to take the G.E.D. test and 
enrolled at the Ringling Brothers Art Institute in Sarasota, Florida where he studied 
applied art and photography. He excels in both fields. After a short venture in the 
photography field in Sarasota, he closed his business and returned to Atlanta. After 
remodeling a lovely home in the Emory University area, he returned to Sarasota; there 
he bought a home and remodeled it. For a while, he and a friend had a business, S. & P. 
Woodworks, Inc., in Sarasota, Florida, where they restored, repaired, designed and built 
furniture. However, this business venture dissolved. Today, Sam, as president, has 
successfully established the Atlantis Furniture Co., Inc., where he supervises the 
making of fine outdoor furniture.

As Gerry and Hugh became more affluent, their lives went in different directions. Hugh 
stayed busy with work, real estate and his new found hobby of golf. Gerry filled her time 
with community activities and helped take care of her precious grandchildren. They both 
provided for Mr. and Mrs. Spruill's needs until their deaths.

In October of 1988 Kenneth and Fran were in Edinburgh, Scotland on an academic 
sabbatical leave. Gerry, Hugh and a party of friends journeyed to Scotland to golf on the 
great courses of Scotland. While they were at Glen Eagles, they invited Fran, Kenneth 
and their friends, Jim and Ina Dinwoodie, to join them for dinner one evening. Imagine 
Fran's surprise when the piper marched in playing "Happy Birthday" on the bagpipes 
and stopped at their table! What a regal, lovely birthday celebration for Fran!

Beth entertained her mother on Gerry's sixtieth birthday with a lovely, potluck dinner 
on the birthday's eve, Saturday, December 10, 1988. What fun they had that evening. 
Little two year-old John beautifully sang "Happy Birthday" to his grandmother. On 
Gerry's seventieth birthday, Beth had a beautiful luncheon for her mother at the Ashford 
Club with thirty of Gerry's special friends and relatives attending.

Gerry's health has always been precarious. Her premature birth caused her to have 
digestive problems all through her life. She has also suffered from Crohn's disease, 
other surgeries, knee replacements, a broken ankle and cataract surgery. Even loosing 
her ankle due to a staphylococcus infection has not dampened her determination to live 
each day to its fullest. Just when she thought that she was ready to "be out and about," 
she fell and broke a bone in her good leg. Back in a cast for six weeks, she still 
approached life in a positive way

Gerry's accomplishments have been many! Not long ago, this writer re-read articles 
that were written (through the years) and printed in the Atlanta Journal/ Constitution, 
the DeKalb News/Sun, and Accent On Atlanta magazine about her contributions to her 
beloved community, Dunwoody, Georgia. The following paragraphs will highlight some of 
Gerry's accomplishments.

Gerry has been an active member of the Dunwoody United Methodist Church, serving at 
some point as a Sunday school leader. President of the Wesleyan Service Guild, 
Parsonage Chairman, member of the board of trustees, choir member, chairman of the 
music committee, den mother and Girl Scout leader. In 1991, she toured with her choir

Q
This writer scanned the many clipped articles that had been written about Gerry’s 
contributions to her church and community.
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to London where they sang at these famous churches: St. Martin's-in-the-Field, St. 
Margaret's West Minister, Westminster Abbey, Wesley Chapel and Southmark Cathedral. 
In March of 1976, the Georgia Federation of Women's Clubs presented a certificate of 
award in recognition of outstanding service to Gerry Spruill - the Dunwoody area was 
selected to start a satellite of Callanwolde. She was seated on the WSB float in a parade 
because of her efforts as Conservation Chairman for the Dunwoody Woman's Club in 
planning and carrying out the big Bi-centennial Parade in Dunwoody.

Gerry was selected Woman of the Year for 1978 by the Woman's Club of Dunwoody for: 
spearheading the drive to preserve a ten-acre tract for Nature Trails in a local park, for 
chairing the DeKalb North Arts Center Advisory Board, for being Parsonage Chairman at 
the Methodist Church and for serving as President of the Wesleyan Service Guild, and for 
being a state officer in the Georgia Federation of Women's Clubs. This same year she 
helped organize the Ashford Dunwoody Y.M.C.A., was a committee member for the north 
campus of the DeKalb Community College, served in the auxiliary of Peachford 
Community Hospital, and helped to plan and carry out the Arts In The Park Festival held 
on April 8, 1978.

In July 1980, Gerry was nominated by the Dunwoody Woman's Club for outstanding 
patron of the arts and was presented a watercolor painted by artist Jim Dodd. Her 
contributions were listed as: Chairman of the Music Committee at Dunwoody United 
Methodist Church, member of the Art Department of the Dunwoody Woman's Club, board 
member of the DeKalb North Arts Alliance, liaison of the Alliance to DeKalb County 
Division of Cultural Affairs, named club woman of the year by the Dunwoody Woman's 
Club in the Fourth District of the Georgia Federation of Women's Clubs, and Chairman of 
Site Committee for the DeKalb North Arts Center.

In 1983 (February), Gerry was awarded a certificate by the DeKalb Council for the Arts 
for significant contributions to the arts and was appointed a member of the Royal Court 
of Mardi Gras. In December of 1983, she received the Lay Achievement Award given by 
the Georgia Recreation and Parks Society for establishing the Dunwoody Park and North 
Arts Center.

A short history of the Art Center in Dunwoody reveals the hours that Gerry has given to 
this organization. In 1975, Gerry, obtaining permission from the Dunwoody United 
Methodist Church for use of a basement room, formed a children's art class for eleven 
students; these youngsters used crayons and paper to create their works of art. This 
meager beginning led to the formation of the DeKalb North Arts Alliance and the DeKalb 
North Arts Annex. By June 1, 1977, this group had grown to 900 students involved in 
several mediums of art. They moved to a house in Dunwoody Park at 5346 Roberts 
Drive. This art group sponsored or was involved in these activities: (April 8, 1978) 
the Arts in the Park Festival, (1978) Concerts in the Park, (May 30, 1978) the 
Summer Camp Project, the Pottery House opening in January 1979, (1981) the Art 
Center for the Handicapped and for the Senior Citizens, (May 1982) the International 
Festival, (1986) the purchase of Dunwoody Elementary School at 5339 Chamblee 
Dunwoody Road to house the Dunwoody Public Library and the North Arts Center, 
(1987) the Member's Guild of the North Arts Center becoming the North Arts Center, 
Inc., (1988) the Art Gallery opening in a commercial building at Perimeter in a donated 
space by industry: (September, 1988) the Performing Arts Series kick-off for "the 
Spruill Center for the Arts" at 4681 Ashford Dunwoody Road; (1994) the ribbon 
cutting at the Stephen T. Spruill old home place for "the Spruill Center for the Arts 
Gallery." Gerry was at all of these events with her sleeves rolled up and hard at work!
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(Beth is now a patron of the arts and has joined her mother on the Board. She also can 
claim her mother's motto, "It is better to wear out than to rust out!")

The Metro Atlanta Chamber of Commerce held the third annual Abby Awards on Monday, 
October 21, 1996 at the Rialto Center for the Performing Arts. On page 24 in the 
program under Community Volunteer Award is printed: Recognizes community and/or 
business volunteers whose personal and sustained generosity of time energy and 
resources have had a significant impact on one or more arts or cultural organizations or 
programs in metropolitan Atlanta. This award will recognize individuals whose work 
has had measurable, tangible results on the cultural community through non
compensated efforts. Gerry Spruill - perhaps the most well known effort of Mrs. 
Spruill is the center that bears her name. Built more than 21 years ago, the Spruill 
Center for the Arts was one of the first community art centers in DeKalb County. The 
Spruill Center for the Arts has grown from a class of 11 students, held in the loaned 
basement of Dunwoody United Methodist Church, to more than 6000 students in more 
than 700 different classes every year. Whether at the Center or through community 
groups, her volunteer hours have been an asset to many who live and work in the North 
Atlanta Metropolitan area. (What an honor to be in the running for this award. They 
narrowed the long list down to four - and Gerry, although not the winner, was one of 
those four!)

The Executive Board at the Spruill Center for the Arts established in 1998 the Gerry 
Award, a Lifetime Achievement Award to be given only to exceptionally outstanding 
patrons of the arts. This award could be likened to an Oscar. Named in Gerry Spruill's 
honor, she was the first one to receive it. Diane Grant was the next recipient. As Gerry 
talks about the Center, her face glows. They celebrated the Center's 25 years in 2000. 
They have outgrown their space with over 7000 students in 650 classes. Plans are 
being made to build an addition at the Center.

As Gerry and Hugh became more affluent, they freely shared their wealth with others. 
They and other Spruill relatives heavily endowed the Spruill Art Center and their 
church. Hugh's alma mater, Georgia Tech, received funds for a golf scholarship in honor 
of Phyllis and Homer Rice, the retired Director of Athletics at Georgia Tech. Through the 
years Hugh has been a benefactor of Tech's. A building now stands near the football 
stadium: it bears Hugh's name - the Hugh S. Spruill Fitness and Wellness Center. They 
have supported countless, worthy organizations with their money. The statement, "To 
whom much has been given, much is required," describes their philosophy and 
generosity.

A few years ago, this writer visited Gerry during the pre-Easter season. Picking up the 
Lenten Devotional material on the table beside Gerry's chair, Frances inquired as to its 
contents. Gerry explained that different members of the church had written devotionals 
for this Lenten period and that she had written one on music. It follows:

Sunday, March 13, 1994 - Living For Music. Read: Ephesians 5:18-20, Psalms 
96, 98. (One hundred and fifty poems from Psalms have been set to music for 
worship.) The morning stars sang together and all the sons of God shouted for 
joy. Job 38: 7. During these past few months I have not been able to sing in 
our great choir; and it truly makes me think of how music helps us to live in God. 
During the Lenten Season, I would like to share some thoughts of ways, which 
music by singing or listening to the great harmony of God, can help us live to 
music. The whispering breeze and the howling wind, the twittering birds and the 
chirping cricket, the lapping waves and the rolling thunder are all instruments
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of a mighty orchestra. We hear these sounds, but the music that may be felt and 
experienced Is the most glorious of all.
We can become music by yielding our lives completely to the Great Musician. 
When we commit our wills, our hearts, our minds and our spirits unreservedly 
to Him, we are drawn into the great movement of His will and purpose and become 
a part of the universal harmony. There is a place in His cosmic anthem for every 
human being. It is trusting Christ for salvation, dedicating our lives to His 
service through our thoughts, feelings, attitudes and deeds - keeping step with 
Jesus, working in partnership with Him, living in the joyous consciousness of 
His presence - yielding our lives to Him. To do this is to be in tune with the 
Infinite, to experience the true music of life.
We live to music by keeping a song in our hearts. The Christian faith is one of 
gladness and singing. Songs pulsate through the New Testament from the 
Magnificant of Mary to the adoration of the redeemed hosts in Revelations. In 
Ephesians 5:19, Christians speak "to yourselves in psalms and hymns, and 
spiritual songs, singing and making melody in your heart to the Lord."
Throughout my life song has lightened my burdened heart, strengthened my 
wavering faith, and brought peace, joy and victory with the Great Musician. Sing 
as you work, as you walk, as you drive, and your spirit will soon soar with the 
song. If you cannot sing aloud, sing silently, and you will move to the beat of the 
heavenly drum.
We live to music when we commit all failure, grief, and disappointment to God in 
faith and prayer. There is no situation or condition through which God cannot 
send the strains of heavenly melody. There is no discord so great that he cannot 
bring it into concord with His mighty symphony. How wonderful to turn all of 
the reaping, grating things of life over to Him, knowing that He will somehow 
work them into His harmony.
So God perfects the music in our lives and when we release everything to Him in 
loving trust. He makes it whole and beautiful. There will be major and minor 
chords, movements of joy and sadness, tempo fast and slow. There will be 
occasional rests, tender phrases, and thundering crescendos; but He will bring 
every note and cadence into mighty harmony of His cosmic symphony and the 
result will be glorious.
Thank you, Dunwoody United Methodist Church for your support, love and 
harmony you give to all of your choirs, for it is the divine melody, which flows 
from the throne of God into the hearts and lives of each of us.
Prayer: O Master Musician, tune our lives to Thine! Draw us into the vast 
harmony of Thy love and purpose until we shall be an integral part of it for time 
and eternity. Thank you for the dedicated people in our music program and that 
we would live in the music of Thy kingdom today and forever. Amen.
Thought for the day: "There is music in my soul today - A carol to my key; and 
Jesus, listening, can hear the songs I cannot sing."

Gerry's last years have been filled with changes, chronic illnesses and surprises - some 
good, some catastrophically bad! In 1997, she and Hugh sold their property on Tilly 
Mill Road and bought a lovely home at 1012 Oakpointe Place in Dunwoody. The property 
on Tilly Mill Road had become an unmanageable burden for Gerry, especially the 
maintenance of the grounds. Hugh was rarely at home. LV. had reached retirement age 
and Gerry's future on this huge piece of property seemed difficult. Thus, she turned her 
energies to finding a place where they could live comfortably during their senior years. 
Hugh, standing on the sidelines, watched with a half-hearted spirit. In the meantime, 
the new property was found and purchased. Gerry, with the assistance of professionals, 
transformed the house and gardens into a show place of beauty. The small landscaped 
garden in the back with the lovely waterfalls and the swimming pool gave Gerry a sense
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of calm, blissful security and satisfaction. She called this her Garden of Eden! Her 
garden was one of the tour gardens for the Dunwoody Nature Center's Annual Show of 
Gardens in May 1996. The Tilly Mill property was sold and developed into a lovely, 
prestigious, gated-subdivision, Stephen's Walk, Phase I.

Hugh began to spend even more time away from home. Gerry knew that he was not happy 
about the move but she had hoped that he would adjust. As the months passed, she felt 
that he was finally accepting this change. She and Hugh came during the Christmas 
holidays of 1997 to visit this writer and her husband in Auburn, Alabama. It was like 
old times! Their conversations were relaxed and interesting. Hugh seemed attentive to 
Gerry. What a wonderful weekend's visit!

The winds blew cool in January of 1998. Hugh asked Gerry for a divorce - just nine 
months before they would have celebrated their fiftieth wedding anniversary on 
September 17, 1998. Hugh moved out and filed for a divorce. All who knew them were 
in shock - especially Gerry!

More misfortune came Gerry's way. On a trip to the drug store, she tripped over a curb 
and broke her ankle. Complications caused her to have surgery more than five different 
times on this limb. She was in and out of the hospital and rehab centers. The last 
surgery seemed to be working but, sadly, she contracted a "staph" infection in the 
hospital and became gravely ill. Fortunately, she was in the care of excellent doctors 
who warded off death by removing the infected ankle. After a long period of 
rehabilitation, she was fitted with a prosthetic to assist her in walking. However, much 
time is spent in a wheel chair. She suffered another severe blow when she broke a bone 
in her good leg and when her Macular Degeneration eye disorder became worse.

Gerry built a new home at 2188 Stephens Walk II and moved in. This house was smaller 
and was built to accommodate her needs as she grew older. From her wheelchair and 
walker, she directed the interior decorating and the outside landscaping of her new home. 
Her marvelous artistic, creative efforts showed in this beautiful, warm, hospitable 
dwelling. Beth, L.V. and professional decorators aided her in this endeavor.

Another honor was bestowed on this writer's dear sister on Sunday, October 24, 1999 at 
the 9:00 morning worship service. She was chosen as the Dunwoody United Methodist 
"Church Woman of the Year" and the Yearbook was dedicated to her. Following is the 
presentation that was given to her:

Gerry Spruill joined Dunwoody United Methodist Church when she was married 
in September 1948. This wonderful Christian lady immediately became involved 
in the church. During the first few years Gerry was active with the young 
people's group. As more women joined the work force, the church began to 
organize a unit of the Wesleyan Service Guild to meet in the evenings. Gerry 
served on the organizing committee. She has been organizing and serving the 
church ever since.
Gerry served as vice president of the Wesleyan Service Guild from May 1948 to 
May 1950 and as president from June 1951 to June 1953. She was president of 
the Women's Society of Christian Service from June 1959 to June 1961. Gerry 
was the first member to serve as president of both the WSG and the WSCS. She 
helped to form the circle. Serving Together, and has remained one of the most 
active members. She has chaired the Holiday Festival and has handled the meals 
of Holy Week several times over the last few years.
When our church was small, Gerry arranged the flowers for the altar. To this 
day, you can still count on her beautiful table decorations for most events. She 
sang in the choir for many years, traveling on choir trips. Gerry taught Sunday
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school when her children, Beth and Sam, were young and volunteered more years 
than we can remember in Vacation Bible School. When her children were 
teenagers, she again worked with the young people.
This energetic lady was also heavily involved in our community. Her vision for 
the creation of the Spruill Center for the Arts was unshakable. Gerry's 
relentless determination practically built the center. She has also given many, 
many years of volunteer service to the Dunwoody Woman's Club and the Sunday 
school at our church. During these busy times, she still provided a loving home 
for her family.
At one time or another, Gerry has willingly served on every committee ever 
formed at Dunwoody United Methodist Church, including the Parsonage, Music, 
Staff, Parish, Board of Trustees, Long Range Planning and the Board of Stewards. 
This sweet, loving and kind lady always has a smile on her face and an 
encouraging word for all she meets.
There is never a job too large or too small for Gerry Spruill! She personifies 
giving to and loving one another as our Lord has asked us to do. The United 
Methodist Women and Dunwoody United Methodist Church are truly blessed to 
have this great Christian in our midst. With love and appreciation, we dedicate 
the 1999 Yearbook to Gerry Spruill.

The Woman's Club of Dunwoody in 1999, selected her as the woman of the century! 
What an outstanding honor! Gerry is well respected by all who know her!

The divorce was finalized on January 5, 2000. Hugh then married Martha. Gerry 
severely suffered from this but has slowly adjusted to life without Hugh. Gerry's family 
and friends have rallied around her and have helped her to find some degree of 
contentment in life once more. She spent the New Year 2000 in Auburn with Kenneth 
and Fran. Their celebration of the new century's arrival was a wonderful one! In June 
2000, Beth's family came with Gerry to Auburn to attend Mark and Dody Cadenhead's 
wedding. Several times she went with her children to the Florida condominium and to 
their mountain home for visits.

2003 and 2004: Because of failing health, Gerry moved to an assisted living facility in 
Dunwoody. While there she bravely faced heart and kidney failure. After a series of 
hospital stays, she had to move to Ashton Woods Rehabilitation Center in Chamblee; she 
is now on kidney dialysis. However, she continues to portray a positive attitude and a 
brave spirit. Again her family and many friends have rallied around her with love and 
frequent visits. All are inspired by her peaceful acceptance as to what has, and is, 
happening to her. What a survivor she is!

This writer would like to end Gerry's chapter with a poem that Gerry gave to her a few 
years ago.

My Sister ■■■ My Friend

Little sisters play in the breeze - Mothering their baby dolls - Busy as bees 
Disagree some, get in a fight - Hug and make-up, giggle all night.

Grown up sisters rush through the day - On chores and demands - That won't go away. 
Disagree some - (not really a fight) - Remembering, wishing - For ONE childhood night. 

Sisters grow up - But some things don't end - You're alwavs my sister 
And my dearest - FRIEND!

(In First Person; I could not have said it better! I love you, dear sister. Gerrv!)
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The Family of Ollie Geraldine Jameson and Hugh Stephen Spruill
(Seventh Jameson Generation - Sixth Hyde Generation)

7. Wife: Ollie Geraldine (Gerry) Jameson Spruill; b. 12-11-1928 in Brookhaven, 
Ga.; m. 9-17-1948 in Dunwoody, Ga.; divorced 1-5-2000. Pie^ lo-itf-lecif. 
Parents: C. Ernest and Catherine F. Hyde Jameson, Chamblee, Ga., DeKalb Co. 

Husband: Hugh Stephen Spruill; b. 2-11-1926 in Dunwoody, Georgia; m. (above) 
divorced (above)
Parents: Carey T. and Florence Warnock Spruill, Dunwoody, Ga., DeKalb Co. 

Children: 1 daughter. 1 son
8. Beth Florence Spruill; b. 11-11-1956 in Atlanta, Ga., Fulton Co.;

m. 10-11-1980 in Dunwoody, Ga., DeKalb Co.
Husband: Robert (Bob) Nelson Saxe; b. 10-17-1943 in Kingston, N.Y. 
Parents: Ira and Betsy Saxe of Houston, Texas 
Children: 1 son. 1 daughter

9. John Stephen Saxe; b. 1-10-1986 in Atlanta, Ga., Fulton County 
9. Catherine Florence Saxe; b. 12-16-1989 in Atlanta, Ga.

8. Sam Hugh Spruill; born 6-6-1959 in Atlanta, Georgia, Fulton Co.

Sonfl of the Chattahoochee

Out of the hills of Habersham,
Down the valleys of Hall,

I hurry amain to reach the plain. 
Run the rapid and leap the fall,

Split at the rocl( and together again. 
Accept my bed, or narrow or wide,

And flee from folly on every side 
With a lover's pain to attain the plain 

Far from the hills of Habersham,
Far from the valleys of Hall.

All down the hills of Habersham,
All through the valleys of Hall,

The rushes cried Abide, Abide,
The willful waterweeds held me thrall

The laving laurel turned my tide.
The ferns and the fondling grass, said. Stay,

The dewberry dipped for to work delay. 
And the little reeds sighed Abide, Abide,

Here in the hills of Habersham,
Here in the valleys of Hall.

(A portion of a lovely poem written by Sidney Lanier,
Poet Laureate of Georgia, 1877.)
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Ronald (Ron) Edgar Jameson 
(1933-1966)

*ln 1933, when Ronald Jameson was born, Franklin D. Roosevelt was the 32nd 
President of the U.S. Adolf Hitler was appointed Germany's Chancellor. Eugene Talmadge 
was Governor of Georgia.*

“Mama Hyde, Mama Hyde, COME QUICK! My mother drank some buttermilk and her 
stomach is about to BUST," cried little six-year-old Ernestine as she ran breathlessly 
into her grandparents' house. It was just a short distance from her home to theirs and
she had run every step of the way to deliver this urgent message.

Her eyes were filled with fright! The child's grandmother knelt beside Ernestine, took 
her into her arms, and lovingly said, "Oh, little Ernie, your mother is going to be all 
right. We will go right now to check on her." Florence's eyes met Ed's and they smiled at 
each other. Donning their coats and hats, Ed and Florence took Ernestine by her hands
and hurried to the panel truck to drive to Catherine's home.

What little Ernie did not know was that her mother and grandmother had contrived this 
very message to use as a signal when it was time for the expectant baby's birth. During 
this era, little children were not told that a "big stomach" usually indicated that one was 
expecting a baby; imminent births were rarely discussed openly. When a child asked, 
"Where do babies come from?" the trite answer was " Oh! the stork brings it!" Or if a 
little one questioned the size of his or her mama's stomach, the response might be, "I 
must have swallowed a watermelon seed!" or in Catherine's case, "I drank buttermilk!"

Since Catherine and Ernest did not have a telephone, if the birth time occurred during 
the daylight working hours when Ernest was away, Ernestine would have to be the 
messenger to her grandmother. Thus, the concocted story! Also, it would be necessary 
for Catherine's father to drive them to the hospital where the birth would take place 
because Ernest and Catherine did not have a car. Florence, Catherine's mother, would 
care for the three little girls - Ernestine (6), Geraldine (5), and Frances (2 1/2) - at 
her house while Catherine was in the hospital.

All three of Catherine's daughters had been born at home. Each pregnancy and delivery 
had been filled with complications and this fourth pregnancy was no exception. Anything 
could happen to Catherine or her baby. The doctor, Mark P. Pentecost, Sr., had firmly 
declared that this baby had to be delivered in a hospital - this was a fourth pregnancy in 
a six year span. How concerned the family was about Catherine's health. Now it was 
time for this baby's birth.l

Ronald Edgar Jameson was born at 10:15 a.m. on March 10, 1933 at Crawford Long 
Memorial Hospital and Clinic on Linden Avenue in Atlanta, Georgia to Catherine and 
Ernest Jameson.2 The baby weighed 7 pounds, 1 ounce. (Today, Crawford W. Long 
Hospital is a teaching hospital for Emory University. In the same location, it now covers 
a full block between Peachtree Street and West Peachtree Street. Its original entrance 
was on Linden Avenue, but it uses 550 Peachtree Street, N.E., Atlanta, Georgia, 30365, 
as its present address.)^

 ̂ As told to the writer by her mother, Catherine H. Jameson.
2 As recorded in Catherine H. Jameson's Black Scrdpbook.

^ 1 9 9 3 T e lg p hopg D irggtgrv 9f A tlanta. Q gorgig.
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Ronald had given his mother a difficult time. Her blood pressure soared to alarming 
heights during her latter weeks of pregnancy and shortly before the baby was born, she 
went blind. However, after the bir^, the doctor was able to stabilize her blood pressure 
and her vision returned.

When Dr. Pentecost came out to tell Ernest that Catherine had given birth to a fine, 
healthy boy, the young father could hardly believe his own ears! This fourth child was a 
little BOY! At long last, he had a son to carry the Jameson name! With elation, Ernest 
kept repeating, "A boy? A BOY! WHOOP-EE!" Before he knew it, he had sailed the hat he 
had in his hand down the long corridor.4

The baby was named Edgar after his Papa Hyde, Powell Edgar. Why Ronald was chosen, 
the writer does not know. His pet name was Ronny when he was small, but Ronald was 
shortened to Ron as he grew older. Ed Hyde was very pleased to have this namesake and 
he adored his new grandson.

Vaguely, this writer remembers her Papa Hyde taking her siblings (and her father) to 
the hospital to see their new baby brother. The ride in the panel truck seemed long. 
When they got there, her memory is of a dark room and a baby lying in something like a 
drawer or a box. As an adult, she now realizes that the room was darkened because of her 
mother's impaired vision and the baby was lying in a nursery bassinet.

Mrs. A.L. Holsey, the same nurse who had cared for baby Geraldine, accompanied 
Catherine home from the hospital to help take care of the new baby and the frail young 
mother.5

Naturally, all three little girls wanted to help with the baby but Ernestine "won out" 
most of the time. She became Ronald’s heroine and he was her beloved charge! Many 
times Geraldine and Frances were somewhat excluded from their inner circle of activity.

Ernie's resistance to contagious germs was low. She caught every communicable 
childhood disease that she met. When Ronny was very small, she became ill with scarlet 
fever. There was no way to keep the adoring Ronny from her bedside; thus, he contracted 
her terrible disease. Both of them were very sick. The family doctor. Dr. Watkins, 
posted the "Quarantined" sign on the outside doors of the Jameson house. No one could 
come in or go out. Working Ernest had to stay at the home of Catherine's parents.

The writer remembers the dark room, the red-splotched bodies of her siblings, and the 
stench of their sick breaths. There was no immunization to prevent one from 
contracting this dreaded illness, or was there medication that would heal the disease; it 
had to run its course. Thank God, Ernie and Ronny survived and, thank God, Geraldine 
and Frances, fortunately, did not "catch" it. (Along with the bad genes that Ronald and 
Ernestine inherited, did this disease also damage their heart? They both died early from 
heart disease.)

^ As told to Frances by her mother and daddy, Catherine and Ernest Jameson.
5 As recorded in Catherine H. Jameson's Black Scrapbook.
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In spite of the fact that Ronald was pampered by a house full of females and a doting 
father, he was an adorable, fun-loving, curious, mischievous little boy - ALL BOY!

Ernest was a good father to Ronald. Having lost his own father when he was only fifteen, 
Ernest tried to be "all things" to Ronald. The lad responded by following every step that 
his father took and by trying to do whatever his father did.

Puttering, as he called it, Ernest enjoyed beautifying his grounds by planting flowers, 
trees, shrubs and vegetables. Viewing the creek area of his property as an idyllic setting 
for a small pond, Ernest proceeded to develop this area. He hauled in huge rocks and 
placed them all along the sides of the steep bank that led to the creek; a lovely rock 
garden containing old-fashioned, red running-roses, jonquils and iris were planted. In 
the woods down at the branch or creek, he randomly planted jonquil bulbs. At the 
planned pond site, Ernest started digging a shallow pond that was encircled by the forked 
creeks and a stand of tall beech trees. (On the gray bark of the beech trees were knife 
carvings of initials, names, states, and dates. High up on the trees' bark were the 
carvings dating back to 1918 when this property was part of old Camp Gordon, a World 
War I Army Cantonment Infantry Training Post. The famous Sgt. York was one of Camp 
Gordon's trainees. The Jameson children often wondered about the men who had carved 
their initials on the beech trees so long ago.)

The lovely, big beech trees spread their graceful limbs over the pond site, shading it 
from the hot summer sun. In the autumn, when the leaves turned a brilliant yellow, 
they would drift slowly down to the cool earth that surrounded the gnarled, gray roots of 
the trees. All of the family was excited when Ernest started filling the pond with water.

One day when Ronald was alone, he slipped down to the pond and promptly fell in, 
splashing and sputtering! Fortunately, his sisters, who were never far from Ronny 
when he was little, quickly pulled him from the water. He could have drowned if he had 
not had rescuers! Ernest would take no chances. He immediately tore down the pipes and 
drained the water from the circular excavation. His dream of a lovely pond near his 
home dissolved that day.

Nevertheless, the dry pond bed became the setting for many happy times. The family had 
lots of wiener roasts and parties there. It was this writer's favorite spot to "run away 
from home." Ronald often took his toy trucks down to the site where he would play for 
hours, rolling the toy vehicles up and down the sloped sides of the hollowed-out pond bed.

On hot summer days, the branch that flowed through the Jameson property provided a 
wonderful place for the children to play. Several times they dammed the stream up. The 
creek's bed was not very wide so their swimming hole was rather small. There was a 
special tree that bent over the water. In the bend was a natural seat where they could sit 
and dangle their feet in the water or they could stand on the seat and "jump off" into the 
water. The banks were covered with velvety, green moss, purple violets and lacy ferns. 
Frances preferred wading in the upper part of the creek where it was shallow and where 
she could see her toes as she stepped on the glistening, smooth stones in the cool water. 
In the deeper, dammed-up section, the water was muddy, and the children could not see 
what swam in the water with them. Snake holes dotted the creek's bank. They all were 
dreadfully afraid of snakes.

Ronald was a precocious little boy. One Christmas Santa brought Ernestine a toy piano 
and OF COURSE she let Ron play it; never mind Geraldine and Frances! He quickly 
learned to pick out familiar tunes on it. Santa brought him a large songbook that had a 
toy xylophone attached to it. With the small mallet, he would follow the numbers on each
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page to play “Oh, Where, Oh Where Has My Little Dog gone?" "Oh, the Bear Went Over 
the Mountain," "Polly, Put the Kettle On," "A TIsket, A Tasket," "Twinkle, Twinkle, 
Little Star," "Baa, Baa, Black Sheep," "Mary Had a Little Lamb," “Little Boy Blue," 
“Little Bo-Peep,“ “Old MacDonald Had a Farm," etc. From the xylophone, Ronald would 
transfer these tunes to the toy piano. A musical genius was in the Jameson's midst!

Catherine was a marvelous reader; so were her daughters. For hours Ronald would sit 
and listen to their expressive voices. One of his favorite books was Ferdinand, the Bull. 
From the recesses of this writer’s mind, she can still hear her mother's voice as she 
read to Ronald, "Ferdinand loved to sit and smell the flowers."

After Ernie got the book "Pinocchio" Ronny became her private audience. She and he 
dragged the wooden ladder from the garage into the woods where they propped it on a big 
hickory-nut tree. Then, with book in hand, they proceeded to climb the ladder up to the 
tree's largest boughs. There they perched for the reading of Pinocchio. Geraldine and 
Frances tagged along to the base of the tree but not being adept at climbing ladders 
trees, they fretted and fumed below. Ernie and Ron were so engrossed in their book that 
they paid no attention to the whining of their siblings. Finally, the two girls became so 
envious that they moved the ladder from the tree! Oh, how Gerry and Frances giggled! 
NOW Ernestine and Ronald would have a hard time getting down from the tree! Their 
laughter finally caught Ernie and Ron's attention. Immediately cries rang out from the 
tree's top, "Mother, make them put the ladder back!" For fear that their mother's keen, 
sweet-shrub switch might be used on their legs, Geraldine and Frances struggled to prop 
the ladder back on the hickory tree as they LOUDLY taunted, “Tattle tale. Tattle tale, Go 
hang your britches on a nail!"

When Ronald was about three, he got a red wagon with "Cyclone" written on its sides. He 
hauled everything in it, but most of all JHg. liked to ride in it. His sisters would take 
turns pushing or pulling him. At five, Frances knew her alphabet and she thought that 
she was "so smart" - because she had memorized the letters on the wagon. Boasting, she 
would say, "I can spell cyclone, C-Y-C-L-O-N-E!"

"Curiosity killed the cat," a familiar adage, was often used to describe a certain behavior 
of Ronald's. A family member would say, "Ronald's as curious as a cat!" for he was 
always asking questions. One Sunday afternoon his family was visiting at their Aunt Mae 
and Uncle Newt Miller's farm in the country. It had grown late and hearing the cows 
lowing in the barnyard, their aunt said, "Well, it's milking time! Newt, we'd better get 
ourselves to the cow lot to milk the cows!" The children clamored, "May we go with you 
and watch you milk?" "Of course, you may," they replied. "I'll bet Ronny's never seen 
a cow milked. Have you, Ronny?" Ronald, being very small, looked up at his Aunt Mae 
and excitedly replied, "No, Ma'am!" (All children back then said, "yes, ma'am;” "no, 
ma'am;" "no, sir;" "yes, sir" to adults. Never would a polite Southern child say just 
"yes" or "no." Yep, yeah, naw and nope were barely okay to say to one's peers!)

Skipping along, the youngsters followed behind this dear great-aunt and great-uncle to 
the kitchen to get the clean milk pails. Bursting through the screened door, out to the 
wooden porch, down the steps, past the well house, they ran to the fence-enclosed 
barnyard, where they waited for their Uncle Newt to open the heavy wooden gate. As the 
cows moved toward their masters, the children lagged behind. Those cows were SO BIG! 
By this time, Catherine and Ernest had caught up with them and were steering the 
youngsters to good vantage points where they could, clearly, observe this marvelous feat.
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The slow moving cows ambled into their stalls; their bags were heavy with milk! Uncle 
Newt put fresh hay in each cow's trough. As the cows munched the hay, Aunt Mae washed 
the teats of both cows with clean water. The old couple, each, took a milking stool and 
pail to the side of a cow. Placing the pail under the cow's udders, Aunt Mae and Uncle 
Newt perched on their stools, pressed their bent heads into the sides of the cows and 
proceeded to milk. Pulling the teats in a rhythmic motion, the milk spurted, makirig a 
ringing sound as it hit the bottom of the empty buckets. As the rich, foamy milk filled 
the pails, the ringing sound faded to a "thr-oo-p, thr-oo-p, thr-oo-p, thr-oo-p!“

Occasionally, Aunt Mae would point a teat toward one of the barn cats that seemed to be 
waiting in anticipation. A spray of milk would land right in the kitty's open mouth! Aunt 
Mae's cackling laugh rose above her approving audience's delighted howls of amazement! 
Uncle Newt slowly chewed his tobacco as he milked his bovine. The swinging cows' tails 
would often hit Aunt Mae and Uncle Newt's faces, which brought frowns to the couple's 
brows. This was oh so funny to the children, but seeing the scowls on the milkers' faces 
(when this happened) caused the children to put their hands over their mouths to 
suppress their giggles. Ronald, who had become noticeably quiet, climbed to the next 
wooden fence board where he leaned over and quizzically looked at the fresh milk in the 
buckets. Then with utmost curiosity, he asked one of his questions, "Aunt Mae, which 
cow gives sweet milk and which cow gives chocolate milk?" (Sweet milk is what whole 
raw milk was called in those days. Yes, this was before pasteurization!)

The Jameson family's milk was delivered to them in glass bottles from Mr. Homer 
Morris's dairy. He, or his son Gordon, would bring the milk to their backdoor steps 
every morning before dawn. Sometimes this writer would be awakened by the sound of 
the truck's engine or by the clanging bottles as they rattled against each other in the 
wire delivery cage. She could hear the two quart bottles being placed on their steps and 
then she would hear the crunching steps of the delivery man as he strode back to the 
truck, revved the engine, and drove away. By then, their dog would be barking and the 
rooster would be crowing. Burying back under the warm covers, Frances would get a 
few more minutes of sleep before her mother called, "Get up! It's time to get ready for 
school!" Next the blare of the radio could be heard as their father turned the dial to the 
station where a voice sang, "Rise and Shine!"

When Catherine poured milk for breakfast, she would shake the milk bottle well. This 
was her manual way of homogenizing the milk, for the cream would separate and rise to 
the top of the bottle. Before shaking the milk in the bottle, you could see two or three 
inches of rich cream in the neck of the bottle; the rest of the milk in the bottle was a 
chalky-white color.

Sometimes Catherine would pour the cream off to use in coffee or to be whipped, 
especially if company was coming. Frances was often given the job of whipping the 
cream with a rotary hand beater. Even after her mother got her Mix-master (an 
electrical appliance that was invented during Frances's childhood), she preferred 
whipping the cream with the rotary beater. This hand method seemed to take an 
interminably long time before the cream thickened into a yummy, fluffy mixture. Sugar 
and vanilla were added and then it was ready to put on top of a canned peach half, fresh 
strawberries, or on a piece of Highland Bakery iced pound cake. (Catherine's rotary 
beater is in Frances' utensil drawer and is still used on occasion!)

Buttermilk and "table butter" were purchased from their neighbor, Mrs. Frank Brooks, 
who lived around the corner from them. The Jamesons would take their clean, half
gallon, glass jar for her to fill with freshly churned buttermilk. This cost fifty cents 
and the half-pound cake of butter cost ten cents. Sometimes when they went to get the

396



milk, Mrs. Brooks would still be churning. Her grandchildren, who lived with her, had 
the job of churning. This writer is SURE that Alene and Harold used their skills at 
"conning" her siblings and her into believing that this task was exceedingly great fun; 
they often allowed the Jameson children to take turns churning the milk in the crockery 
churn.

With six children taking turns with the dasher, it did not take long for the butter to 
“come" (form). "Ka-slosh, ka-slosh, ka-slosh" went the dasher. After a while, Mrs. 
Brooks would lift the dasher to peer at the contents in the churn. When the bits of butter 
formed into large chunks, Mrs. Brooks would take over and finish the chore. She always 
had several churns of "souring" milk near the well on the screened back porch, waiting 
to be made into buttermilk and butter. The churn tops were covered with clean cloths 
tied with string around the rims to keep the flies and other “varmints" out.

The youngsters were fascinated as they watched her make the cakes of butter. She would 
scoop the butter out of the milk with a paddle, place the chunks in a crockery bowl or 
colander, and then rinse it with cold water until the entire milk residue was removed. 
Excess water would be poured off. With a dash of salt on the butter, she would take her 
clean hands and fomn the butter into a huge ball. Having done this to her satisfaction, she 
then firmly pressed hunks of butter into round wooden butter molds, which had designs 
carved in the base of them. The imprinted molds of butter were turned out, very 
carefully, onto waxed paper or butcher paper and placed in the icebox to chill.

Often, the children would run out to play in the grassy meadow behind the Brooks' house. 
Their favorite Brooks' cow was "Ole Bossy," who had a cow-bell strung around her neck. 
She always ignored the tykes as she contentedly munched on the tender green grass. They 
knew where she was before they saw her for they could hear her bell’s sound - CLANG, 
CLANG - as she moved her head from side to side. Ronald must have thought that IhJs cow 
gave only buttermilk!

When Ole Bossy would "dry-up,“ the Jamesons would go to Ruth Sheffield's to get their 
buttermilk and butter. Later, when Ole Bossy would "come-in" or "freshen," they would 
return to Mrs. Brooks' to purchase their buttermilk and butter. (Ruth knew that Mrs. 
Brooks needed the extra money and, besides, Ruth's large family drank lots of milk; she 
just accommodated these Jameson cousins during the "dried-up" times.)

Curiously, Ole Bossy had a little calf by her side when the children returned to Mrs. 
Brooks' for their buttermilk and butter. Poking its head under its mother's side, it 
would drink the warm milk from the cow's teats. When Ole Bossy thought that her baby 
had nursed enough, she would turn away, forcing the calf to stop drinking. When the 
cow's milk "dried up," it Iterally meant that she gave no milk. This was the beginning 
reproductive cycle. She would be bred with a bull; afterwards, a young calf would grow 
inside her huge stomach. In about 282 days, a calf would be born and the mother cow's 
milk would "come in."® She would produce lots of good milk for her baby calf and there 
would always be enough milk for the farm family's use or for the farmer to sell.

At certain times during the year, wild onions and bitter weed would grow among the 
patches of grass in the pastures. WOE to milk drinkers if the cows ate these obnoxious 
weeds! The milk would either be BITTER or it would taste and smell like ONIONS! 
Modern dairy farmers have found ways to eradicate or camouflage these seasonal, evil 
flavors, thank God! In this writer's memory, she can hear and see Ronald when he would

® Comptgn'g Pigtured Encvclopgolia. Vol. C. p. 4 i.
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taste milk, which had one of these vile tastes. Tightly pinching his nose with his thumb 
and a finger, he would screw up his face and protest with disdain, "Phew-ee! I'm not-a- 
goin' to drink this awful milk!" None of the family wanted to drink "wild onion or bitter 
weed flavored" milk. One wonders how the little calf felt about this horrid tasting milk!

When the first of May came, Ronald shed his shoes until fall. It did not take long for his 
tender, bare feet to become callused and rough from the sharp stones he stepped upon. He 
always had a stubbed toe! On Sundays, when his mother would try to force him to put on 
his shoes for Sunday school, he would wail "Please, Mother, let me go barefooted. My 
'stumped' toe hurts too bad for shoes." She would finally "give in" and let him go 
"barefoot" to church. Sometimes she thought that he "stumped" his toes on purpose just 
to keep from having to put on those dreaded shoes!

Just before school started, Catherine magically found a way to get Ronald back into shoes. 
The family would take their fall trip to the big Sears and Roebuck store on Ponce De Leon 
Avenue in Atlanta, where they would each get to purchase a new pair of shoes, a new 
outfit for Sunday school and two new outfits for school - unless they could fit into the 
"hand-me-downs." In that case, their school outfits were the "hand-me-downs." How 
exciting it was to have new Sunday school outfits! Wearing a sibling's outgrown clothes 
was never a problem at the Jameson home. Frances loved getting to wear Ernie or 
Geny's old clothes. Being the only boy, Ronald always got to buy three new outfits!

Why three outfits? They wore their Sunday clothes to church but when they came home, 
they immediately changed into "play clothes." On Monday they wore their Sunday outfit 
to school. Again, they changed to "play ctothes" as soon as they got home from school. On 
Tuesday and Thursday they would wear one of their other two outfits and on Wednesday 
and Friday, they would wear the last outfit. Faded, old clothes were always worn at home 
when they played or did their chores.

In December or January, at the end-of-the-year sales times, the Jameson children 
would get to buy a new Sunday outfit and perhaps "winter-wear" if they had out-grown 
their coats, etc. Santa always brought them new warm caps, mittens and scarves.

How the children loved for spring and summer to come! The long daylight hours gave 
them plenty of time to enjoy the bounties of nature and to play with their friends. In the 
summer, after a hot, humid day, they welcomed the night breezes and stayed out in the 
yard playing until their mother called them in to take baths and go to bed. Sometimes 
they caught lightning bugs and put them in a Mason jar with holes punched in the lid. 
Beside their beds these trapped bugs were placed so that the youngsters could watch the 
flashing, wee lights until sleep found them. Early the next morning they would free 
their captured fireflies into the crisp dawn.

One of the Jameson children's favorite places to play on a summer's day was over on the 
"Sandy Road.” It was In "hollering distance" of their house but they thought they were 
far away from home. This sandy lane was rarely used. Occasionally, a mule and wagon 
or a lone car might slowly pass over its ruts. This road divided their property line from 
Mr. Varelas's property. They usually played in the shade of his pear trees. And when the 
pears ripened, they would "stand guard" for each other while one of them would cross 
over the barbed-wire fence to steal a juicy pear. This forbidden fruit was so-o-o 
delicious. If Mr. Varelas ever saw them taking his fruit on the sly, he never 
reprimanded them; they never took more than one piece of fruit to eat at a time. In fact, 
they usually claimed a juicy ripe one, which had fallen to the ground - they could pick it 
up quickly and race back over the fence.
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Sometimes the youngsters would carry the little steam shovel, which had once been their 
Uncle Fred's, to their shady, play spot. Fred had given this toy to Ronald. The children 
often took other rolling toys to the "Sandy Road." Many pleasant hours were spent 
making roads for Ronald's cars and trucks to drive over. (When Fred had young sons, the 
steam shovel was given to them so that they could play with their dad's childhood toy.)

One day the Jameson youngsters had another type of adventure with Alene and Harold 
Brooks on the "Sandy Road." Alene was a few years older and much wiser than they. This 
fair day she sauntered over to Ernie and showed her a packet of Prince Albert tobacco 
cigarette wrappers, which belonged to her Granddaddy Brooks. (The Jameson children's 
daddy smoked cigars and a pipe, so they did not have access to these tissues. They had 
often seen Mr. Brooks roll his own cigarettes. Most people did then. He would take a 
tissue paper, fold it limply between his fingers and from the small rectangular red 
Prince Albert can, he would shake some shredded tobacco into the loose fold. Lifting the 
paper to his lips, he would moisten the outer edges of it with his tongue and adeptly roll 
the filled paper into a small cylinder. Sliding down the length of the rolled tissue paper 
edge with his tongue, he would press the moist outer edge over the inner edge to seal its 
contents. Voila! He had made his own cigarette. Lighting it with the wooden stbk match, 
which he struck on the sole of his shoe, he would sit and have a good smoke!)

After Alene produced the tissues, Harold, jauntily, pulled matches from his pocket. 
Alene said, “Let's find some rabbit tobacco and make us a cigarette to smoke!" They 
looked along the roadside and there was a patch of rabbit tobacco, a wild weed, growing 
right there on their Sandy Road's shoulder. She plucked it and showed Ernie how to 
crush it. Then mimicking her grandfather, she clumsily made a cigarette. Very manly, 
Harold struck the match on the sole of tiia shoe and lit the cigarette, which hung between 
Alene's lips. She took a few puffs and handed it to Ernie who bravely took a puff. Then 
with a cough Ernie gave it to Gerry who puffed and gagged when she drew on it. Down the 
pecking order line the cigarette came. Harold, nonchalantly, took a big drag and passed it 
to Frances. She puffed, coughed and gagged! By this time, the cigarette had grown too 
short for Ronald to smoke. But Ernie and Alene had already made another one, which 
Harold dutifully lit and gave to Ronald. After promptly gagging, Ronald gave it back to 
Alene. The "round-robin" cigarette started its course again. By this time they all were 
swallowing smoke. Beginning to feel dizzy, they also found that their eyes stung madly. 
A sick feeling of nausea rose in this writer's "tummy." All four of the Jameson kids 
turned ghastly, pale green. Ronald got very sick and started vomiting. Whereupon, Fran 
immediately joined him. Groaning, Gerry and Ernie started "throwing up," too. They 
were so very sick! Did Alene and Harold get sick? Oh, no! They just bragged that they 
had smoked rabbit tobacco plenty of times before!

The Jameson brood managed to drag themselves home, weaving all the way. They just 
knew that their mother was going to "wear them out" with the dreaded keen switch. Upon 
seeing her children, she asked, "What on earth have you been doing? Why are you so 
pale?" Stuttering, they admitted their sinful act! For once the switch was spared! 
Catherine thought they had been punished enough. Never did they repeat this escapade!

When Ronald entered first grade at Chamblee School, his teacher was Mrs. Harold Brown. 
She, her husband, and son lived up through the woods in Miss Addie Wright's duplex. 
Ronald adored this teacher and responded well to her instruction. He learned to read 
quickly, wrote well and mastered math. By the end of the school year, he was 
academically far ahead of his classmates.
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Mrs. Brown persuaded his parents to let Ronald "skip" the second grade. She tutored him 
during the summer so that he would be ready to master third grade material in the fall. 
Several mornings each week he would diligently work with Mrs. Brown, and in the fall 
he entered third grade at age seven.

As a child, Ronald's best friends were Roy Sheffield (his third cousin), Lawrence Hyde 
(his first cousin), J.W. Chapman and Calvin White (a young black neighbor). All of 
these boys, with the exception of Calvin, went to the same church. They were together in 
Sunday school. Training Union, Sunbeams and, later, R.A.'s. Their social life was 
centered around church and school activities. As a result, these boys saw a lot of each 
other. They managed to explore the fields and streams, ride their bikes, build "hide
outs,- slide down many red-dirt banks, skate at the ware-house, play games like 
marbles, one-two-three buck, sand lot ball, and to get into all kinds of mischief!

The Camps lived around the corner from the Jamesons on West Hospital Avenue, next 
door to the Frank Brooks. They bought the brick house that had belonged to the MacAfees. 
By trade, Mr. Camp was a farmer; he had several fields around Chamblee where he 
raised crops. Len and Dan, his sons, would help him work these plots. They would take 
the mule to go to the various fields, often using the shortcut through the pasture across 
the road from the Jamesons. When they would come home in the evening, Ronald would 
sometimes spot them in the distance. He would race to the barbed-wire fence, scramble 
under, and run to greet them. The Camp boys would laugh and then hoist the young lad to 
the back of the mule where Ronald would proudly ride bareback to their barn. What a 
thrill this was for him! With a big “thank-you" he would slide off the mule's back and 
scamper home, always shouting, “I got to ride on the mule!"

The Camps shared the Jameson creek, which meandered from their woods to the Camp's 
woods and wound through the pastures of the Brooks and the Caudells. On the Camp's 
section of the creek, the Camp family made a recreation area, which held a picnic table, a 
barbecue pit, a horseshoe pit and a large, wooden swing. This swing was attached by 
cable wire to the high, strong limbs of a huge oak tree. Oh, how high and wide the swing 
could soar through the air! The Camp boys would treat the Jameson youngsters to great 
rides in this wonderful swing. Seeing that all four were securely tucked in, the Camp 
boys would firmly say, "Hold on tight." With a mighty shove, away the swing would soar 
in a wide circular sweep out over the creek and back! With thrilled squeals, the siblings 
would watch the ground far below as they sped through the air! Why, this was the next 
best thing to being on the rides at the Lakewood Southeastern Fair Grounds in Atlanta! 
Oh, how they loved to ride in the air in the Camp's swing. Mr. Camp's rule was that they 
could not come and swing without an adult being present. Their mother added another 
rule - they could only go over to swing when they were invited by one of the Camps. Oh, 
how cunning those little fellows were as they managed to wangle invitations from these 
fun-loving, wonderful neighbors!

In the woods behind their Mama Hyde's house were some old concrete arsenal buildings 
left from Old Camp Gordon of World War I (1918). In these windowless houses lived 
black families, or, as they were called back then, colored families. (This was the polite 
term; Negro was too formal and nobody except rude people or "hicks" said nigger! 
However, when the Jameson children got really angry with each other, the worst thing 
they could call each other was "ole black nigger!" - but not in their mother's ear-shot! 
Today, remembering those taunting words makes this writer hang her head in shame!)

Two of these black families they knew well. The Ford girls, Ollie and Bootsie would 
occasionally "baby sit" with the Jameson children. The White family, who had 
glistening, ebony skin, was the other family. Calvin, Ronald's buddy, belonged to this

400



family. Calvin, his siblings and the Jameson youngsters often played together in the
pasture or in the creek near their Mama Hyde's.

The pasture across from the Jamesons was owned by Mr. Sawtell and Mr. Rakestraw, 
who rented or leased it to Mr. Camp. Beyond the pasture area was a creek that bordered 
their grandmother's property. On the other side of this creek was a wide path that the 
"colored families" used for a "short cut" to walk up to the business district of Chamblee. 
On either side of the path were large thickets of blackberry vines. In the spring and 
early summer, the Jameson young folks would pick wild plums and blackberries with 
the White children. But most of the time, their father would go with them to pick 
blackberries for their mother to make into jelly and jam. They always preferred 
picking with their daddy; he would trample a path down through the thick, prickly 
briars so they could reach the big juicy berries that always seemed to grow in the middle 
of the patch. Closer to the creek, the berries would grow as large as the end of a little 
finger. Their father would tease Ronald by asking him, "How many berries do you have 
in your bucket?" Of course, he knew that Ron would have a scant few, for Ron's face and 
lips revealed the purple juice of the berries that he plopped, endlessly, into his mouth. 
The children also felt safer if their daddy went berry picking with them. If they saw a
snake, and occasionally they did, he would protect them from it.

On a hot summer's day, the Jameson children, along with their Sheffield cousins, would 
meet the Whites at their Mama Hyde's creek. Her creek was wider and deeper than 
theirs. There was a particular spot that was perfect for damming up to make "a wash 
hole." Trees, covered with muscadine vines, grew on Mama Hyde's side of the creek. In 
their "home-made shorts and tops made from chicken feed sacks," they would clamber up 
on the creek's bank, grab hold of the strong vines and swing out over their swimming 
hole and plop down into the water. Laughter rang out as they made big splashes in the 
water.

In the fall, the Whites and they would sit under the persimmon tree in the pasture and 
eat the plump, sweet persimmons. They dared not taste this fruit before it ripened or 
before the "frost bit it." To eat it prior to either stage would make their mouth's pucker 
and "turn inside out," as they would say. After a frost, the fruit would be very sweet and 
juicy. They ate persimmons by day and the 'possums ate them by night! Sometimes the 
younsters would carry a brown, paper sack to fill to take home with them, but the 
persimmons never tasted as good at home as they did underneath the old tree - with their 
“colored" friends, the Whites.

These Southern children were integrated before the courts ordered such. The White 
"colored" children were their playmates and friends. This writer does not even 
remember questioning why the blacks and whites did not go to school or church together 
or why they did not go inside each other's homes. This just seemed to be the accepted 
rules. It was only as the youngsters approached their teen years that they realized that 
they truly lived in different worlds and they were not allowed to enter the other's world. 
When Ernie was about ten or eleven years of age, she and her sisters stopped playing 
with the White girls. When they met each other on the street or in town, they would all 
politely speak and they would always wave if they saw each other at a distance. But gone 
was the intimate relationship that they once had with these friends. However, Calvin and 
Ronald remained good pals until their early teen years.

One winter (1940) an unusual amount of snow fell. Luckily, Santa had brought them all 
warm snow suits just a few weeks before this snowstorm. Their father made them a 
wooden sled on which they played for hours. Calvin was with them. When they got too 
cold, they would go inside to get warm, putting their wet mittens on the floor furnace
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registers to dry. Calvin would have to be coaxed to come in, Catherine would treat the 
children to hot chocolate, topped with a marshmallow, or she would make them snow ice 
cream that was icily delicious. Stirring milk, sugar and vanilla into the fresh, clean 
snow that the children brought to her, their mother made a delicious concoction. It 
melted rapidly so they would start eating it with a spoon; near the end, they would put 
the bowl to their lips and greedily drink the yummy treat! Refreshed and “thawed out," 
the children would scramble back into their partially dried coats, caps and gloves and 
hurry back out to play in their winter wonderland. Roaring with laughter, they would 
slip and slide on the icy snow. Bam! Bam! Bam! Snowballs would explode all over their 
coats as they bent down to scoop up snow, which they swiftly molded into icy ammunition 
of their own. This writer and her siblings pelted each other relentlessly! Calvin was a 
part of this fun; they all made a marvelous, huge snowman. Ernest, using his Brownie 
box camera, made a snapshot of Calvin and Ronald as they stood on either side of the 
snowman. Calvin's beautiful dark skin glowed while Ron's skin paled against the 
glistening white snow creation. What a contrast!

Christmas! This season was always special at the Jameson house. Prior to the actual 
holiday, they were involved in school and church Christmas programs. One Christmas 
Eve, as they came home from church, they saw an airplane up in the sky. Their daddy 
said, “Since we don't have snow for Santa's sleigh, that might be Santa Claus in that 
airplane!" When the car stopped, Ronald hurriedly got out and ran into the house to put 
on his pajamas. He thought that he had to be asleep in his bed when Santa came or the 
jolly old man would “pass him by.“ After much assurance that Santa would not come 
until he and his sisters were “all snug in their beds and fast asleep,“ the children hung 
their stockings on the chairs in their designated spots, said their prayers, and fitfully 
waited for sleep to come!

Getting the house ready for Christmas started about a week before the date. Ernest would 
take his children to the fields or woods to hunt for their Christmas tree. Usually, they 
would find a lovely shaped pine, which they would cut and drag home. Ernest would build 
a wooden stand and nail it to the tree. If there were “holes“ in the tree, he would deftly 
tie in limbs to give a full, even look of green needles. The tree would stand in the dining 
room or in the living room in front of the windows where “passers-by“ could see the 
shining lights at night. How exciting it was to get the Christmas decorations out. Inside 
the house, Catherine hung small, round artificial wreaths in every window. A large one 
was placed outside on the front door. The back door held a small wreath with bells. The 
Christmas tree was filled with an assortment of lights - bubble ones, shaped ones 
(grapes and other fruits, a Santa, a snowman, a flower, etc.) and regular, multi-colored 
bulbs. The last things that were placed on the tree were the star at the top, the colored 
paper ropes and the silver tinseled icicles. When one light burned out, the whole strand 
would go dark and Ernest would have to test each bulb to find the bad one. One Christmas, 
Ernest cut a small holly and only a few decorations were needed to decorate this tree. The 
red berries glistened when the lights were turned on. That year, tinsel was not needed 
because they sprayed bits of artificial snow on its boughs. How lovely their trees were! 
Because their mother could not stand a mess (dropped needles) in the house, the tree was 
taken down shortly after Christmas; after all, it was bad luck to still have a tree up on 
New Year's Day! In later years, Catherine and Ernest had a very small artificial tree 
which, when plugged in, would glow with tiny lights; beneath it was a small cardboard, 
diorama manger scene.

Weeks before Santa's visit, the children would talk about what he might bring them and 
they would “wear out“ the toy section in the big Sears Catalogue. Usually, Santa brought 
them warm gloves, hats, scarves, bedroom shoes and underwear. Then each would get a
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special gift. Each one's empty stocking was filled with an apple, a tangerine, an orange, 
chocolate drops, a peppermint cane and mixed nuts in the shell - their favorite nut was 
the Brazil nut; or as they called them, "nigger toes!" (How cruel!) Most of the time, 
each would have a box of sparklers in his/her stocking. How they loved to stand on the 
outside terrace and light them. The dazzling sparks were always a sight to behold.

One Christmas, Ronald got a sailor suit with a white cap and a whistle. Was he handsome 
when he wore this to Sunday school! (Another favorite outfit of his was a Red Ryder 
cowboy suit, a Christmas gift from Daisy and Homer Tomlin.^ The shirt had a vest over 
it, which held a Silver Star sheriff's badge, and the pants had leather chaps on them. 
Donning his black cowboy hat and slinging his double-gunned holster around his waist, 
he would hop on his tricycle and speed around the sandy yard yelling, ”Hi-ho Silver! 
Away!" Every weekday, the children listened to The Lone Ranger and Tonto on the radio! 
Never mind that he was dressed like Red Ryder, he could be the Lone Ranger, too.)

Another Christmas, Santa brought Ronald a Lionel Electric train. How thrilled he was! 
On an earlier Christmas, a "wind-up" train, which always jumped the tracks, had been 
left by Santa. The Lional electric train whizzed around the oval track at an alarming 
speed and never once left the tracks. Ronald and his daddy spent hours playing with this 
train. (Ronald's sons inherited his train, as well as some of his other toys: an erector 
set, Lincoln logs, tinker toys, boxing gloves, comic books, baseball cards. Little Big 
Books, a collection of his favorite books like Red Rvder. etc. The writer is not sure if 
his trumpet was given to them. Ronald never mastered playing the trumpet. Shortly 
after he started learning to play this instrument, his band director, Dr. R.C. Edwards, 
died. For a short period, Mrs. Edwards led the band, but not long enough for Ron to 
become an outstanding trumpeter. All that this writer remembers were the horrible 
sounds that came from his attic room. Sometimes his siblings would yell, "please go 
outside and practice." Finally, he mastered, "Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star!" (Hurrah!)

Other Christmases? The Jamesons had Christmas early one year because they were 
going to Tampa to spend a few days with their Uncle Forrest and Aunt Mattie Lou. All of 
the girls got lovely new coats, hats and purses. Frances's was navy blue with mock fur 
gray trim on the collar. Her Mama Hyde gave her some Juicy Fruit chewing gum, which 
she placed in her little blue leather purse. Every time she opened her pocket book, she 
could smell the delicious fragrance of that gum. Mattie, their maid, rode with the 
Jamesons to Thomasville, Georgia, where they left her to visit with her mother and 
other relatives while they were in Florida. Another Christmas, the girls found small 
boxes in their stockings, which held their birthstone rings. Fran's stone was pink. 
Gerry's stone was green and Ernie's stone was amber. Ronald received a railroad pocket 
watch that year. At various Christmas times, they received skates, snowsuits, rubber 
galoshes, big furry mules, chenille bathrobes, white rabbit's hair fur gloves and muffs, 
snoods, lovely wool scarves, jodhpurs, twin sweater sets, dolls, tea sets, a wagon, a 
tricycle, a B.B. gun (Ron's), an assortment of games and books. Probably, the most 
exciting Christmas they ever had was the year that they got their bikes. During 
Thanksgiving holidays, Ernest and Catherine took them to the Firestone store near 
Rosemary Creamery. The children had no idea what their parents were planning. Their 
father pretended to look at automobile tires and then he walked the children by the large 
display of Schwinn bicycles. He teasingly said, "Which bicycle would you like, if you 
could have one?" The four youngsters rambled through the lot of them and each chose a 
favorite one. Frances chose a blue one with a passenger rack on the back, a light on the 
front, a front wire basket, and a horn on the side. What a beauty! Ernie chose a green

7 As recorded in C^thgrin^ H. Jsmegpn's BIggk ScrapbPQk-
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one; Gerry chose a red one; and Ron chose a black one. Smiling, their daddy told them 
that he had to get back to work. He told the salesman that he would come back later for 
the tires. Little did the children know that their father had been saving his loose change 
for a year to purchase these marvelous bicycles for them. On that Christmas morn, they 
stumbled into the living room, half-asleep, to see what Santa had left them. There was 
very little. Not wanting to show their disappointment, they hung their heads, "fiddled" 
with the fruit in their stockings and looked at the socks and underwear that were in their 
chairs. Ernest had driven the covered truck home from the plant the night before. He 
said to his youngsters, "Did you hear that? I think I heard a pony braying!" Ronald's 
face broke into a grin, as he asked, "Did Santa leave me a pony?" His father laughed and 
said, "Let's go and see!" Out the back door they all ran into the cool, dewy dawn. But they 
saw no pony! Their mother shouted to them, "Come back in and get your wraps. You'll 
take a death of cold!" Their father continued to walk toward the truck. He put his ear up 
to the loading doors of the van and said, "I hear something!" He flung the doors open and 
the children's wide-eyes saw the four beautiful bikes that they had sat upon in the 
Firestone Store in November! Taking the bikes down, Ernest handed each one his/her 
own marvelous, mechanical, two-wheeled pony! Lovingly, he said, "Santa tried to trick 
you, didn't he?" What a happy bunch of children! As soon as they finished breakfast and 
their chores, they hopped on their bikes and rode most all of the day! This writer is 
sure that this particular Christmas was a favorite one for all in her family. Christmas 
holidays were always special. The days after Christmas were spent playing with their 
toys and visiting with relatives. Usually on New Year's Eve, they would go to church and 
if the New Year came in on a Sunday, they would have "a watch night" to welcome the New 
Year in. They would sing countless hymns, have prayers and scripture readings and 
when the clock struck twelve, the church bell in the belfry would be pulled and the gong 
of the bell would peal out as it swung to and fro. Another year had dawned. At home, 
Ernest would treat his family to a fireworks show, Roman candles, torpedoes, and 
firecrackers filled the night s l^  with color and noise. Catherine squealed at every loud 
explosion and their dog would run in circles as it barked at the spectacular display! This 
writer never sees a fireworks show today that she does not think of her "daddy" and his 
brilliantly colored displays of fireworks on special holidays in their side backyard!

Ronald was always fascinated with real trains. Since the Jamesons lived across the 
railroad tracks from the stores in Chamblee and since they had to walk daily to the post 
office in Chamblee to get their mail, they saw and heard a lot of trains! Before World 
War II, they could set their watches by the punctual, scheduled runs of the trains. 
Southern Railway had a double track route from Atlanta, Georgia to Washington, D.C., 
which came through Chamblee. This was their Southern Seaboard route. There were 
south and northbound train runs. Northbound trains often had a scheduled stop in 
Chamblee to take on water from the water tank, which was located just beyond the 
railroad crossing nearest the Jameson home. When a train stopped for water, it would 
always block their crossing: they would have to wait ten or fifteen minutes before they 
could cross the tracks.

This was the era of the steam engine. The engine pulling the train would stop at the big, 
round, wooden water tank. A chute from the water tank would be pulled down by a rope, 
which was attached to the chute, to an opening in the engine's boiler tank. The chute 
would remain over the tank until it was filled with water. Then the rope would be 
released and the chute would move back to the side of the tall, wooden water tank. The 
fireman could be seen as he shoveled the coal into the engine's furnace. The heat from the 
furnace heated the water in the boiler until it produced steam. This steam power is what 
made the energy for the train to move on the tracks. After the engine's tank was filled 
with water, the engineer would clang the bell on the top front of the engine car, blow the
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whistle, "toot-toot or whoo-whoo,“ giving the signal that the train was departing. The 
brakeman would release the brakes; the cars would roll back, then catch, as they banged 
loudly against each other. The engineer forced power to the engine; black smoke poured 
from the smokestack, hurling soot and cinders. (Woe to the clean laundry drying on 
clothes lines near the train's tracks!) Roaring sounds of the engine began - "C-H-U-G, 
C-H-U-G, Choo-choo-choo!" This happened two or three times, in slow motion. Next, 
there was banging and clanging of the box cars and the squealing of their wheels. Then 
another "C-H-U-G, C-H-U-G, C-H-U-G, C-H-U-G" with more steam power produced 
with each “C-H-U-G" and the train would slowly move forward - "Toot-tooting." 
Gathering speed, the rhythmic sound of "clickety-clack" was heard as the train's speed 
accelerated; down the steel tracks the train raced toward its next destination.

At every crossing, the engineer blew the engine's whistle long and loud, to warn would- 
be "crossers" that the train was rapidly approaching. There were no automatic warning 
signal lights, dinging bells, or bars that let down at the crossings. Only the wailing 
sound of the train's horn, heard long before it reached the crossing, warned people to 
stop and wait for the train to speed by.

The southbound trains going into Atlanta often stopped at Chamblee to make use of the 
side-switch tracks there. There loaded boxcars of cargo or empty boxcars were left 
until the railroad switch yards in Atlanta could accommodate them. This procedure also 
blocked the crossings. Automobiles blocked by this would have to wait for the uncoupling 
of boxcars and then the pushing of them to the side tracks. How exasperating it was for 
the waiting drivers to have to sit and wait for endless minutes, all because that huge iron 
monster was blocking the crossing! Because of these long waits, auto drivers would often 
try to beat the train's arrival at the crossings by speeding up and racing over the tracks 
just before the train got there!

The railroad crossing nearest the Jameson home was a dangerous one. The dirt road had a 
small cover of black cinders and gravel on its up-hill grade to the tracks. Unless the 
train's whistle was heard, one had to get practically on the tracks to see if it was safe to 
cross. Ernest managed this crossing well. He never stalled! Cars back then easily 
choked down and stalled. This writer must describe her father's driving habits to the 
reader so that you can picture this usually gentle, cigar or pipe-smoking man's actions 
as he sat behind the wheel. He drove fast! Fifty miles per hour was considered speeding 
and Ernest always sped. He often took chances, like passing cars on curves or on a hill. 
He would speed up behind a car and then put on his brakes! He often talked to other 
drivers under his breath - telling them off! But he considered himself to be a good, 
safe, sane driver! Ernest never wanted to wait for a train. If he heard the train's 
warning whistle, he would speed up and try to beat the train at the crossing. Stepping on 
the gas, he would fly up "our hill," scattering cinders and stones, as he hurtled over the 
bumpy tracks with the on coming train well in view! Its bell and whistle would loudly 
penetrate the air! Catherine would wail, "Ernest, you're going to get us killed!" 
Ronald's eyes danced with excitement as he marveled at his "daddy's" ability to beat the 
train. The three girls would groan with relief as they safely made it across the tracks. 
What an aggressive driver he was!

Catherine's driving habits were very different! Being a cautious, nervous driver, she 
would approach "our hill" with fear and trepidation. Having a knack for making the car 
stall on the tracks while she looked both ways to see if a train was coming, she would 
frantically try to restart the car. Turning the key in the switch, she would pump the 
accelerator with her right foot and, with her hand, pull "in and out" the choke on the 
dashboard. If she were lucky, there might be a cough and sputter of the engine; with her 
left foot on the clutch, she would slowly let it out, while the right foot, fiercely pressed
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on the brake pedal to keep the car from rolling backwards on the hill - then quickly, the 
right foot moved to the accelerator. Pulling the choke "in and out", a spurt would be 
heard, then promptly the engine would get flooded with gas and the car would stall once 
again. With much exasperation, she would beat her hands on the steering wheel, crying, 
"Start! Start! Please, start! God in Heaven, make it start!" This little bit of wailing 
and waiting always helped her to exude the strength needed to begin once more the wild 
maneuver of starting the stalled car at or on the railroad tracks! If she were lucky, 
there would be no impatient drivers behind her! Back then, horns were made to blow 
and most drivers used them profusely! Oh, dear! Her children bit their fingernails, 
looked to and fro - at the cars behind them, at their poor mother's sweating brow, or up 
and down the tracks - hoping that no train would appear! With frantic determination, 
Catherine would once more try to get the car to start. Finally, with a mighty sputter, 
the engine would catch and the car would bounce on across the tracks. Wet with 
perspiration and with frayed nerves, the passengers in the car would praise God and be 
on their way!

Passenger trains did not stop as often in Chamblee. But when they did, if the Jameson 
children were at the tracks, from afar, they would peer into the cars. The passengers 
sometimes would be facing each other, while at other times they might be sitting in 
rows. The men in their business suits and the ladies wearing their fancy hats would 
stiffly sit, reading newspapers; some would stare back at the children.

The most fascinating car was the dining car. The waiter wore a white jacket. He served 
people who sat at small white linen clad tables bedecked with small bud vases of fresh 
flowers. At the end of the diner, the chef could be seen wearing his tall starched chefs 
cap as he busily prepared the food. Since there was no air conditioning back then, on 
warm days, the delicious food aroma drifted through the open windows to the youngsters.

The sleeper or sleeping berth cars were always dark and since the children could not 
peer into them, an air of mystery surrounded those cars. The very last car was the 
observation or viewing car and the people always seemed friendlier there. They would 
often smile and wave.

The signaling blast of the passenger train's horn could be heard, telling all that it was 
time to depart. It had a different sound from the freight train's horn. The conductor 
would pick up the small, wooden stepstool, place it on board the train and, with a 
flourishing wave of his handkerchief, he would signal to the engineer that all passengers 
were safely aboard; the train would slowly and smoothly move down the tracks. There 
was no banging and clanging of cars with a passenger train, so unlike the freight trains 
departure. As the last car passed, the conductor would wave to the children who would 
watch the train until it was out of sight.

The Dixie Flyer was the twelve o'clock (noon) mail train, a fast passenger train whose 
final destination was Washington, D.C. It was the forerunner of the diesel, silver 
streamliner, the Crescent Limited, which was a fast, smooth-riding, passenger train.

Beside the tracks was the gray with white trim depot. It stood between the main tracks 
and the side-switch tracks. Behind it was Peachtree Road, which was lined with crepe 
myrtle trees on the railroad side and, on the other side, the stores of Chamblee, Georgia. 
On either end of this long, low, wooden structure were large signs, which read - 
"Chamblee, Georgia." At one end of the depot, there were waiting rooms. The big room 
facing the tracks was sign-posted “White Waiting Room." A seldom lit, big pot-bellied 
stove sat in the center of the room. Around the walls were wooden benches. There was a 
ticket window, which opened into the dispatch room. Behind this room, on the backside
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of the depot, was a small room with an outside opening and a sign over the doorway, 
which read "Colored Waiting Room." There was no stove in this room and only a small 
bench near a ticket window. The business office and dispatch area were next to the 
waiting rooms. The stationmaster, and usually another railroad agent, ran this office. 
They sold tickets, operated the wire service, and handled all outgoing and incoming mail, 
and rail cargo for Chamblee. When walking past this area, one could hear the clicking 
Morse code being tapped out. The operator with his green visor shade upon his head 
would be busily sending and receiving messages over the wires.

Chamblee's post office was just across Peachtree Road. A postal clerk would bring a 
strong, canvas bag filled with outgoing mail to the dispatchers at the depot. The men 
would hook it to a pole that stood by the southbound tracks. When the mail train came 
through, a man in the train's mail car would "stick-hoist" it from the hook into the mail 
car as the train passed by. The mail would leave from Chamblee on its way to the Atlanta 
Post Office where it was sorted and bagged for various cities. The incoming mail would 
be hung by the postman from the mail car as the northbound train came through 
Chamblee. There was a manually operated stick that could hook the canvas bag on the 
pole that stood by the northbound tracks. If the bag failed to be hooked, it would fall 
beside the tracks and would be retrieved by the railroad station men and the postal clerk. 
If there were packages, the train would stop long enough for them to be loaded or 
unloaded from the train onto a big four-wheeled, wooden cart, which stood by the tracks. 
This cart was pulled to the station office by the men. The mail trains came around noon 
each day. Rain or shine, the mail was sent and received by these faithful workers. This 
was before the age of bulk mail. One small bag held all of Chamblee's mail. All the 
residents of the town had to call for their mail at the small post office, which was located 
inside in the back of Pierce's Variety Store. Penny post cards were often used for 
correspondence. Three-cent stamps were used on first class mail. Airmail stamps did 
not come into being until World War II; each cost six cents. The opposite end of the depot 
was a warehouse and loading dock. Cargo, shipped by rail, was stored there until it was 
picked up by the various receivers.

All of the Jameson family, especially Ronald, loved watching the activity at the depot. 
With fascination, he waved to the workers on the trains as they sped by; they always 
waved back to him. Sometimes the engineer would toot his whistle, acknowledging Ron's 
wave. This made Ronald grin from ear to ear.

One day when the youngsters were waiting for a train to take on water, they watched one 
of the workers walking on top of the boxcars. He was checking the individual cars as he 
made his way to the engine from the caboose. Ronald would always have a question to ask 
if the worker got in earshot. This day he yelled to the worker, "Do you have a bed in the 
caboose?" The worker smiled at Ronald and replied, "Yes, we do!" He kept walking 
toward the engine. On his way back to the caboose, he stopped where the children were 
standing. He addressed Ron, "Would you like to ride in the caboose?" Ronald's eyes 
widened in disbelief, "Yes," he excitedly replied, "Oh, Yes!" Laughing, the workman 
continued, "Well, little fella', the engineer says when we come back through here 
tomorrow on our Atlanta bound run, we'll be stopping at this depot at ten o'clock a.m. If 
your dad will bring you up here, we'll let you ride in the caboose to Oglethorpe. But 
your dad has to meet you at the Oglethorpe Station to take you off the train. You talk to 
your dad about this. Tell him to come up and and talk with the stationmaster." Ronald, 
jumping up and down with excitement, shouted, "Oh, I'll be here. I'm sure my daddy will 
let me ride!" With a friendly wave, the worker walked on, saying, "We'll see you 
tomorrow, right over there at the depot office!" Ronald yelled, “Bye! Thank you, sir!" 
And then the lad, as fast as his legs could carry him, ran to tell his mother about this 
almost, unbelievable, thrilling offer.
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She, indeed, had difficulty understanding what he had blurted out to her. But when the 
girls confirmed the message, she chuckled, and replied, "Well, maybe Daddy can arrange 
this." His father did arrange it! The stationmaster was a Masonic Lodge brother of 
Ernest's and after a short talk with him, Ernest discovered that the man who had made 
the sensational offer to Ronald was also a Mason. Of course, Emest would let his son ride 
in "the little red caboose behind the train" to Oglethorpe. The next day they arrived 
early at the depot. When the train pulled into the station, a starry-eyed little boy ran 
back to the caboose and clambered up the steep steps of the car. The men greeted him and 
helped him to get up into the top part of the car where he could see out. With a mighty 
wave of his hand, he bade his sisters goodbye as the train slowly began to move 
southward on the tracks. Ernest and the girls hastily went to their car to drive to the 
Oglethorpe Station.

Arriving several minutes before the train came around the bend, the family went to the 
station platform where they eagerly waited for Ronald. As the train pulled into the 
station, they could see Ronald still sitting up in the top part of the caboose! He waved his 
arms from the open window; his face was "a-shine" with excitement. How he did strut as 
he swung off of the caboose steps! Turning to shake the men's hands, RonakI said over and 
over, "Thank you, thank you, thank you!" With big smiles on their faces, the railroad 
men signaled to the engineer to move on. With a toot of the whistle, the train gave a jerk 
and slowly moved toward the city of Atlanta. Ronald waved to his new friends until the 
train was out of sight.

His sisters had looked in the windows of the caboose from the platform; so they knew 
there was a small pot bellied stove. They also saw seats and a table but they had many 
questions to ask Ronald, and he very willingly talked about his ride for days! He had seen 
the lanterns used for signaling to the engineer at night. They showed him their "so- 
called" kitchen where a coffeepot always held hot coffee on the little coal stove. The 
railmen took tums sleeping in the bed and there were steps up to the observation deck of 
the caboose; two seats were up there for the men to sit as they "kept watch." They could 
view the tops of the freight cars, the coal car, and the engine; beyond this, they couW see 
far down the tracks! What a thrilling adventure for Ronald! Often after this, Ronald 
went to the depot to wave to his R.R. friends as they passed through Chamblee.

For days, the only record (a flat-round, thick disc) that Ronald wanted Ernest and 
Catherine to play on their record player was "The Little Red Caboose Behind the Train." 
(In her memories, this writer can still hear that melody being played! She wonders 
whatever happened to that old recording.)

Luckily, Ronald had a second train ride when he was a child. Mrs. Brown's first grade 
class studied trains and Ron's class got to ride from Chamblee to Brookhaven on a 
passenger train. There they were met by the school bus and taken back to school. Riding 
a school bus was a new experience for Ronald, as well. (This writer had to wait until she 
was grown before she rode a train! When she taught in Dalton, Georgia, this was her 
means of transportation to Atlanta.)

Ronald was a champion at shooting marbles. In the spring of the year, his pant's pockets 
sagged from the weight of the marbles he had won from his friends. This game® has been 
played since ancient times; it is usually played in the spring of the year. Two half-oval 
circles, intersecting near the ends are drawn in the dirt. Marbles are used to play the 
game. Each player has his "shooter" or "trick" marble. This special marble is chosen

^ Compton's Pictured Encvclopedia. Volume M. p. 93.
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because of its color, beauty, size or shape. One or more marbles are placed Inside the 
circle. The object of the game is to knock the marbles out of the circle with the 
"shooter." The "shooter," held between the index finger and the outside of the thumb. Is 
propelled forward by snapping the thumb. All shots must be made from knuckles down. 
(At least one part of the shooting hand is touching the ground.) The players shoot, in 
turn, with the first shot made from outside the circle. A player may continue to shoot as 
long as he knocks out at least one marble with each shot. If the "shooter" stays in the 
ring after a successful shot, the next try is made from wherever the "shooter" rests. If 
the "shooter" has left the ring, the next try is made from any point the player chooses, 
outside the circle. If the game is played for fair, the winner is the one who shoots the 
most marbles out of the circle. If a game is played for keeps, each player is allowed to 
keep all the marbles he has won.

Ronald usually played for keeps. How he would swagger when he won one of his friend's 
trick marbles. But later, you would see him giving his friend's favorite marble back to 
him. He had such a "big heart" he couldn't stand to see his friends suffer. But, you can 
bet your bottom dollar, he kept all the other marbles he won - thus the sagging pockets! 
This writer always equates marbles with tennis shoes, warm weather, sweetshrubs, 
honeysuckle (wild azaleas) and Ronald!

When Brother Joe Frank Barton was called as pastor to their church, Chamblee Baptist, 
he and Mrs. Barton, Ada, had to move from Louisville, Kentucky. Until the new 
pastorium was ready, they stored their furniture in the Jameson's daylight basement. 
Catherine's devotion to her church was magnanimous! Not only did she let the Bartons 
live with them for a short period but she also kept their cat, feeding it daily. And 
Catherine hated cats! Ronald was about six at this time. After dinner one day. Brother 
Barton asked Ronald what he wanted to be when he grew up. Being a little exasperated 
with all of this sharing of attention, space and food in his "usually orderly" house, 
Ronald looked at him and hesitantly said, " I...I...don't... know." Then continuing, as his 
voice became strongly emphatic, "BUT I SURE DO KNOW THAT I DON'T WANT TO BE A 
PREACHER!"

When Ronald out-grew his baby crib in Ernest and Catherine's bedroom, his father 
decided to build a room in the attic for his young son. Being creative and good with his 
hands, Ernest designed a way to add two rooms and a storage closet in the attic. Ronald, at 
long last, had his own room and Ernest had an office where he couW do his lodge work.

Up until this time, the attic had been a magical place with no access from the downstairs. 
When the children were little, they would often look at the two small glass windows high 
up in the gables on either end of the house. This is where they truly thought "the tooth 
fairy" lived; for, as they slept at night, she never forgot to leave them a nickel under 
their pillows in exchange for the teeth they had shed. The youngsters would go outside on 
a sunny day and stare up at the windows. With the movement of the tree limbs' shadows, 
sunbeams fell on the glass panes. They were sure that they could see a quick flash of 
something up there! It had to be the tooth fairy! Their imaginations conjured up a 
lovely, jeweled-winged, tooth fairy. Oh! Yes!

How dare their father to invade the tooth fairy kingdom. But alas, by now, the girls had 
already begun to realize that there was no Santa, no Easter bunny, no ghosts and goblins 
and, indeed, no tooth fairy! Ronald probably still believed in such, since he was so 
young. This subject was never discussed with his sisters. This was because their 
mother, when questioned by her older children and were told the truth about the matter, 
warned them not to spoil the "magic" fun for the younger ones who still "believed."
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To reach the attic from the main floor, narrow, steep steps were built where the 
basement steps had once been. The basement steps were turned around and placed under 
the attic steps; their entrance to the basement was from the hall closet. The closet was 
torn out to accommodate this. Upstairs, Ernest built two garret rooms with a big storage 
closet between. He also had foresight to put a basin with hot and cold water in each room. 
Where the “fairy windows' once stood, he knocked out the bricks and installed double 
windows. In his office, a huge window fan was placed, which could cool the whole house, 
upstairs and downstairs, during the hot humid summer months. He did not try to put 
heat up there, for the downstairs heat would rise to sufficiently keep the rooms from 
being cold. On unusually cold nights, an electric heater was used.

Ronald's room overlooked the creek area. In this slanted, cellatex-walled space, Ronald 
finally had his own private domain. Next to his bed was a wide, long, built-in shelf, 
which held all of his prized possessions; books, trumpet, games, boxing gloves, marbles, 
baseball cards, etc. His model airplanes hung from the ceiling and posters adorned his 
walls! Here he spent many happy hours.

Ernest quickly filled his office with his lodge records. Being secretary for Chamblee 
#444 F&AM (Masonic) Lodge, plus, being treasurer for the Commandery, he had 
desperately needed space to perform his duties. He had an old Underwood typewriter, 
which he "hunted and pecked" on but turned out hundreds and hundreds of letters and 
materials through the years. Later, when Ernest worked for American National 
Insurance Company as an underwriter, he used this room for his office. For a long time, 
Ernest typed and printed all church business, including the weekly bulletin. The old, 
barrel-shaped, purple ink, ditto machine from church rested in one area of the room 
and, weekly, Ernest busied himself with producing the Sunday church bulletin. Such a 
good man! So much of what he did, he did quietly. He never expected praise for his 
works. He just faithfully performed. This writer, in her memories, can hear the 
typewriter as he worked late into the night. This job, he tacked on to an already long day 
of labor at the plant. His office was "off-limits" to his children. Not even Catherine 
rearranged or cleaned up this room, for he had a place for everything and he dared 
anyone to move it! The closet became a haven for storing things that Catherine no longer 
used and just could not bring herself to throw away. Catherine was a "pack-rat!"

Through the years, the attic was used for different purposes. Early in 1940, Ron's room 
was rented to two construction men who were in Chamblee to help build Lawson General 
Army Hospital for World War II. (Ronald's cot was placed in the breakfast room for him 
to sleep on.) Because of high patriotism and shortage of rooms in the Chamblee area for 
patient's families to rent when they visited them at Lawson General Army Hospital, an 
appeal was made to private homeowners to rent out rooms to these people. So Ron's room 
provided space for a host of patients' loved ones. When the war was over and the G.I.'s 
came home, there was still inadequate housing in the area. Joe and Mildred Skinner 
rented the room for a period of time. Finally, Ronald got to move back to his space. But 
he had lost several good years of being able to use his personal abode.

Another kind of invader came to live in the attic. The little flying squirrels had found an 
opening around the fan just large enough to squeeze through. During the cold winter 
months, they could be heard as they scampered from rafter to rafter in the unfinished 
part of the attic. The Jamesons never saw one but they could hear them when they would 
drop an acorn or as they scurried about at night. Ernest never found a humane way to rid 
the house of these little nocturnal creatures.

In later years, the attic became a magic place for the grandchildren to play. Stored up 
there were leftover toys from their parents' childhood days; these fascinated them.
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Another double bed was placed in Ron’s room, along with the old metal daybed. This gave 
space for four people to sleep. Since this writer and her husband had four children, this 
attic room was where they would sleep with their brood when they went home to visit 
these beloved relatives.

Ronald loved going to the creamery. During the summer months, he would often go to 
work with his father where he would spend long days doing small chores for which his 
"daddy" paid him. However, much of the time, he would play out in the back of Rosemary 
Creamery, Inc. among the empty, metal, butter containers. Clarence Moore and 
“Monkey" Jett were good, faithful employees who loved Ronald. Teasing him, they made 
him feel that he was a special helper at the plant.

Sometimes Ernest would have to drive one of the creamery trucks to Sand Mountain, 
Alabama. This was where a pick-up station for farm butter was located. Mr. Ross 
Pickens was in charge of this route and plant. During the summer months, Ronald would 
get to go with him. This was always an overnight trip; they stayed with Mr. Pickens' 
family. Since there were children there, Ronald had friends to play with while his 
father worked. Mrs. Pickens treated them with wonderful, warm hospitality.

In 1941 Ernest went to North Wilkesboro, North Carolina to build'another pick-up 
plant for the creamery. This was a larger facility than the one in Alabama. Benjamin 
Hyde (Uncle Ben) would talk with the city officials on occasional visits to North 
Carolina, but Ernest was in charge of the operation. That summer, Ernest spent a good 
portion of his working days in North Carolina. After a weekend at home, Ronald would 
often accompany him back to North Carolina. Through the Masonic Lodge, Ernest made 
friends with some of the citizens of the town. When he brought his family up for a 
week's stay, these people treated them beautifully. In the afternoons, families would 
invite his children to swim with their children in a big creek and then at night, they 
were invited into their homes for meals. Ernest stayed at the Call Hotel, a clean, 
family-run, moderately priced hotel. This is where his family stayed, too. This writer 
remembers the thrill of staying in a hotel for a week. Her mother was able to prepare 
their breakfast and lunch in a small, clean "do it yourself" kitchen in the hotel. They ate 
out at night. Across the street from this hotel was the exclusive North Wilkesboro Hotel. 
Was it grand! This was where Uncle Ben stayed when he visited the city.

By the time Ron reached the age of eleven or twelve, he had become quite an 
entrepreneur. He loved "makin' money.” The Holmes' children, who lived near the 
Jamesons, had ordered a punchboard kit and had come to Ron's house to sell chances on 
their punchboard. (There were variations of these kits. Some kits' chances were cheap 
to buy, but other kits' chances were more expensive. The value of the grand prize 
depended on the value of the kit. Pictures of the grand prize always enticed one to take a 
chance and play. Perhaps punchboard kits could be compared on a small scale to our 
present day lottery or to games of chance at local fairs.) When Ronald saw the Holmes 
children's loose change and discovered that they were making about 40% profit on their 
kit, nothing would do, but to order a kit. Taking some of his allowance, he sent off for a 
punchboard kit without his mother's knowledge.

The box arrived and Ronald tore into it. The kit included the punchboard, which was a 
rectangular thick box with rows of squares. To play, one would pay 5 cents and then 
with a puncher key or a pencil end, one would choose one square to punch out. As one 
punched through the square, a paper would fall out of the back. The player would unroll 
the paper to see if he had won a prize, if the paper were blank, and most were blanks, 
there would be no prize, but if it read "wins," the player would get a small prize. In 
most cases, it was a cellophane wrapped bar of white, pink and brown striped coconut
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candy. By punching out "wins," and there were several of these on the board, it made one 
eligible to pay a higher fee, maybe a quarter, to punch a square from the center row of 
the board where one just might punch out the paper that read “grand prize.* If the grand 
prize was punched out before all of the other center squares were sold and punched out, 
the owner of the game could keep this information to himself in order to sell all of the 
chances on the board. Horrors! Upon horrors! His mother was aghast! Ronald had 
ordered a gambling game. She finally allowed him to sell his chances from the board but 
she absolutely forbade him to order another punch board! Thank goodness for his Mama 
Hyde, Helen, Louise, Ethelyn, and all the cousins, Ronald sold his chances. The writer 
has forgotten who won the grand prize. Of course, the winner had to send off for the 
prize and it was mailed to that individual. It never was as grand as its picture showed it 
to be. Perhaps it was a ring, or a leather pouch or some other trinket. So ended Ron's 
scheme to make lots of money with punchboards.

This did not curb his interest in finding other legitimate ways to earn money. Some time 
later, he saw an advertisement in his Bov's Life magazine for selling Sloan's Liniment, a 
magic salve for aches and pains. Again, a nice profit could be made from selling "x" 
amount of bottles of liniment. And again, he ordered this secretly. However, this time 
Ronald lost money and had lots of salve on hand to finally throw away. There were few 
buyers, only those like his Mama Hyde and Helen! After this, he didn't order any more 
items to sell.

Instead, he found gainful employment at Mr. Wallace's Bowling Alley, setting up pins. 
During the summer, he could do this in the afternoons and evenings. He and his buddies, 
Roy Sheffield and Calvin White, worked together. At the end of each evening, Roy had to 
walk up Peachtree Road to his home alone, whereas, Calvin and Ronald would cross the 
railroad and walk to Calvin's path where they would part ways until the next day. 
Picking up his feet, Ron would run down the dirt road and burst in the door, just in time 
for a late supper. This next bit of information was not known by his family until after 
Ronald had reached adulthood; only then did he reveal it!

One hot summer evening, as Ronald and Calvin left the "steamy" bowling alley for home, 
they wished for a cool breeze. Night had settled in but there was no wind stirring. As 
they crossed the railroad tracks near the water tank, Calvin made a grand proposal. He 
said, "I betcha won' dim' dat tank an' go swimmin' wif me!" Ronald looked at him in 
disbelief! He replied, "Are you crazy? You know we can't do that! What if a train 
stopped for water?" Calvin rolled his big eyes and said, "Why, I'se dun it pleny-a-time 
wif my cu'sin. Is ya' skeered? Fraidy-cat! I betcha won' do it!" "Sides, yo' knows dat 
de train don' be doo 'til 9:00. I's'll show yo'! I's kin do it! Yo's too skeered!" With a 
dash, Calvin ran to the wooden ladder attached to the side of the huge, wooden water tank 
and started climbing. On every rung he would look down at Ronald and tauntingly yell, 
“Skeer-dy cat!" “I dub-el-dair' yo!" or "I's betcha yo' won' cum' up dis heah lad'duh!"

Well, Ronald never took a dare, especially from his pal Calvin! He ran to the ladder and 
started climbing. When they reached the top, Ron dared not look down! They doffed their 
shirts and short pants, hanging them on the rim of the tank. Already being barefoot, they 
slipped into the deliciously cool water! What an exciting swim! After this "first time 
tank swim," fear of swimming in the tank left Ronald. And on subsequent, hot, twilight 
evenings, Calvin, Ronald and Roy would take cool dips in the water tank! (After all 
Ronald could not keep this wonderful secret from Roy. Roy had to share in the fun.) This 
writer "shudders" to think what could have happened to those little rascals. But thank 
goodness, "the good Lord seems to take care of fools and children!"
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Teen years were fast approaching for Ronald. Being a year younger than his classmates 
really made a difference. Besides, he still played with those who were his age, Roy and 
J.W. Chapman. Upon entering eighth grade, or high school, Ron's interest in school 
waned. (Back then, grades 8 through 11 were high school and you graduated after 
finishing the 11th grade.) Ron started skipping school, failing tests or not doing his 
homework. Mr. Smith, the principal, would telephone Ronald's mother, saying, "This is 
ole man Smith. Ronald's not in school today!" or "This is Prof. Smith. Where's Ronald 
today?" Things did not get better, so Ron had to repeat 8th grade! However, Ronald was 
delighted to be back with his old friends from first grade - his age group.

With a fresh start, he finished high school, achieving all that he was capable of doing! 
Everybody loved Ronald. He was “the apple of his father's, mother's, Mama Hyde's, and 
Helen's eyes." Of course, his sisters adored him, too. He had an infectious personality. 
He loved to tease, but in a gentle way. There was just enough mischief in him to make it 
great fun to be in his company - and he cared about the feelings of others.

Mattie, the Jamesons' "colored" maid for 12 years, doted on Ronald. After all, he was 
only four when she came to work for his family. He was her boy! She took care of all of 
the Jameson children during the war years when Catherine worked at Lawson General 
Hospital Post Office as a postal clerk. Mattie's job was to teach him manners and to 
discipline him. He teased her unrelentlessly, but she loved it! She would laugh, and then 
say, "Aw righ' Ronal', I 'membuh de time when yo' wuz lit'le, yo' 'ud call ta' me fum de 
baf room, 'Cum clean me, Mattie. I's thoo'!" That would always stop Ronald from teasing 
her. In his teen years, occasionally, Mattie would bump into him in the drug store 
where he hung out with his buddies. Invariably, he would start "joshing" her. She 
would flash her special smile and roll her big eyes and say, "I 'membuh wen ya' wuz 
li'le!" Of course, that's all she had to say to make him quit teasing her. They would both 
heartily laugh, keeping their secret between them.

Through the years Ronald was active in the church. He especially loved the mission 
organization. Royal Ambassadors. His father and mother led this group. R.A.'s were akin 
to Boy Scouts. The boys had to do certain good deeds or leam scripture to go up through 
the ranks. Ronald climbed rapidly through the steps and became a Master R.A. Ernest 
planned lots of outings with the boys, so it was a social group as well as a church group. 
Once Ron went to R.A. camp at Clayton, Georgia. Here is a letter he wrote home to his 
folks. He was 14 years old.9

July 3, 1947

Dear Family,
I am having a wonderful time up here at the camp. The camp is not 

completed yet and it is rather crowded. We have a lake about 2 acres big. The 
dining hall will seat about 150 boys at a time. They have the gymnasium nearly 
completed. It is really nice. The food is wonderful up here. We get up at six 
o'clock a.m. and go swimming. When we get back from going swimming we have 
assembly, roll call, and raising of the flags. Then we have morning watch. Then 
we have breakfast. After breakfast we have a mission study, and then ranking 
period. After that, we have a recreation period. Then we have chapel and dinner. 
After dinner we have a rest period. Then we go swimming, then roll call and 
lowering of the flags. We have supper then. After supper we have fun and 
fellowship. After that we have vespers service and variety period. After this we

9 From Qgthgring H. jam9?Qn'? Bl3cK gprgpbPQK-
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have a chapter meeting and then taps. I hope everybody's find (sic) at home and 
will [write] you all later.

Ronald

When Frances was a senior in high school, Ronald was repeating his freshman year. That 
particular year was difficult for him because he had to overcome the stigma of having 
failed the eighth grade the previous year. He loved being back with his own age group but 
he had many close friends in the ninth grade. He seemed to be pulled between the two 
groups. He also had to prove to his teachers that he could be serious about his studies; 
for, in a small high school he had to repeat courses under the same teachers. All of this, 
he ably did.

In the fall, Frances went away to college and was only at home for brief periods of time 
every two or three months. Therefore, she was unable to witness the many changes in 
his life, his various experiences and his relationships with others. Her mother always 
wrote to her about the family, so she heard, secondhand, about Ronald. And when she 
would come home he and she would "catch up." Below are highlights of those three years.

Ronald's black Schwinn bicycle had many miles on it. He rode it everywhere. As things 
would break or wear out on it, he would remove a part from Fran's old blue Schwinn 
bike, which had now been relegated to the basement. He would repair his bike, but 
eventually he knew he needed new wheels, but wheels of a different kind.

In the fall of 1947, he slipped a folded note, marked PERSONAL, on the breakfast table at 
his father's place. Printed below, it is just as Ronald wrote it;"'®

Sept. 17, 1947 
Chamblee, Ga.

Subjept - Motor gcQoters

A Model - 52 which is a motor scooter without gears cost $240.00. A motor 
scooter is the best buy that you can make. Reason (1). A motor scooter will last at least 
ten years without giving you to much trouble. Reason (2). A motor scooter is not a 
dangerous thing if you ride it right. If you have to stop it stops as quick as a bycycle. It 
is painted red or blue and everybody can see it. It only goes 35 MPH. If I could give you 
the actual facts it would be only 1 out of 50 people have wrecks on motor scooters. 
Where the wreaks actually occur are in large cities like Atlanta. When persons living in 
a small town with approxamatly 2000 people living in it and a drug store, four filing 
stations, three grocery stores, two resturante, etc., there isn't but approxamated three 
car wreaks per year. A motor scooter will go 120 on 1 gallon of gas. A motor scooter is 
the happiness in every boys life. I hope you will study this and come to the agreement 
that I am right.

Sincerely,
Ronald Jameson

Is this persuasive writing or not? He got a paper route to help finance the purchase of 
his beloved motor scooter. He soon had his new wheels!

Chamblee's first fast food restaurant opened down near Oglethorpe right at the edge of the 
golf course that was a part of Caldwell Estates. Ron heard that big tips could be made 
there by carhopping. Now that he had his scooter, he had good transportation to go to

10 Ibid.

414



work. He quit his paper route and got part-time employment as a carhop at the Fairway. 
During school, he worked Friday and Saturday nights but during the summer, he worked 
six nights a week. Since the Fairway was the local hangout for all the young folks, this 
was not only a profitable venture but a fun one. A carhop would jump on the running 
board of a car as it slowly drove into the parking lot. Cars of that era had running 
boards, which were narrow footboards extending under and beside the doors of 
automobiles. This was before air conditioning, so during the summer the car's windows 
were down, providing a "holding-on" place for the carhops. Most people preferred 
eating in their cars where the night breezes could be felt. Inside the restaurant, it was 
crowded and steamy hot. Outside, on big signs, the menu and prices were posted. 
Customers would give their orders to the carhop, who would promptly go to the window 
and place them. As soon as the food was ready, the carhop would bring it on a tray to the 
car. The tray clamped onto the outside of the car door by the window. Rarely did the 
customer pay before he ate, so the carhop had to be alert to all that was happening. On a 
rare occasion, a car might drive off without the customer paying. It was a strenuous job 
but Ron loved the excitement of working until 11 p.m. when the Fairway closed. After 
car-hopping all evening, he would head for home on his blaring motor scooter, breaking 
the silence of the night as he roared into the driveway to park his scooter under the tree 
near the back door. This same tree used to be where he and his sisjers parked their 
bicycles but now only the scooter rested beneath its boughs. All of the bikes had been 
retired to the basement to gather dust and mst after years of active service!

A lot happened to Ronald as he matured into his teens. This writer admits that her 
mother and father were lax with discipline during her and her siblings' teen years. They 
lived in a safe world; her parents had taught them right from wrong; so it was natural 
for them to expect their children to behave. However, one of the rules they enforced was 
that their teen-aged children had to be home at a certain time at night from their dates 
or activities. Ron tried their patience with this rule!

When Ron reached the age of 15, he thought that he was "a man of the world." Already 
smoking on the sly, Ron was "chomping at the bits" to drive the car and he did before he 
was sixteen. I mean, unlicensed! Ernest liberally let his children use the car while he 
walked to his Masonic meetings.

Ron loved sports and played football in high school. But his primary interests were 
girls and cars. During his high school years he had two special girl friends, Mary 
Kersey, and Helen Howell. He managed to wreck two cars for his "daddy." Thank God, the 
first wreck was minor but the second one was severe. It was a miracle that he and 
Conrad Cash had as few injuries as they did. Ronald's back was injured and for months he 
could not straighten up.

His buddies were Conrad Cash, Bobbie McGee and Bob Wilson. Roy and his family had 
moved out to Ben Hill on the other side of Atlanta. And because of Southern customs at 
that time, Calvin and he had become speaking buddies only as they would pass each other 
on the streets of Chamblee. How sad! But that was the expected behavior of the times!

A De Molay organization, a chapter for teen-age boys, was organized by the Masons at 
Chamblee's Lodge. Ernest led the first De Molay chapter at the Chamblee Masonic Lodge 
where he and Ronald were charter members. Ronald was the first Master Councilor of 
the Chamblee Chapter of the Order of De Moley. Later when Ronald was 21, he entered 
the Masonic Order with his dad. Both organizations had a lot of influence on his life. 
Masonry encouraged moral, Christian living. Ronald got all of his degree work in
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Masonry under his father. He was "raised" (whatever that means) on May 31, 1954. 
He was a member for 12 years."'

Because of his father's illness and the sale of the creamery (covered in another chapter) 
living expenses were minimal. When Ronald went to college at West Georgia College, he 
strove to be careful with his money. Ronald played football at West Georgia College. (He 
had played nine-man football when he was in high school.) In a September 1950 
letter, ■* 2 he wrote:

Jack Morris and Springfield said that they would give me some points on eleven 
man football. I really do like Jack. He has been very nice to me from the start.
Shag (Coach) Welch sure is a lot of bull but I think I can stand him. None of the
boys like him. Starting tomorrow we have to get up at 5:30 and be dressed for 
the field at 6:00. It's one lap around the field for every minute that you are late.
1 can't afford to be late. We practice until 8:00 and then we eat breakfast. We 
have the morning off and then at 1:30 we have Skull practice. At 2:30 we hit the 
field and practice until 5:30. We eat supper and then come back to the gym at 
6:45 and watch football plays on a screen. At 8:00 we have to be in our rooms 
and at 9:00 the lights have to be out.
I don't guess I'll be home until October 6th as we play Georgia Military College
the 30th of September. Maybe I can wait that long.
Last night Tallapoosa cut my hair. It looks good and only cost $.35.
1 was talking to Charlsie Holmes (Comptroller's office) and she said that it would 
run around $162.50 (tuition for the quarter). I'll try to hold my expenses down 
as much as possible. I'm missing all of you, and I can never thank you for all 
you've done for me and are doing now by sending me to college. Tell everybody 
hello.

With all my love, 
Ronald

Catherine's health problems re-surfaced and for a great portion of that year she was ill. 
This was a difficult time for all of the family, most especially for Ronald, who knew that 
his father was having financial problems. He never asked for money. Fran, who had 
moved back home and was teaching at Chamblee Elementary School, would send him 
spending money and she purchased his W.G.C. choir jacket for him. She was thrilled that 
he was singing in the W.G.C. a cappella choir under the direction of her beloved Miss 
Jane Woodruff. The dress code for the choir was: boys wore maroon corduroy jackets, 
white shirts, black bow ties, black slacks and shoes. Girls wore white blouses, black 
skirts and black shoes.

In the spring, the choir always went on tour, singing at high schools and churches. 
Invitations were sought by Miss Woodruff and most of the time they came from places 
where former choir members resided. Regina Allison and Fran both taught at Chamblee 
School. These former choir members asked their principal, Mr. M.E. Smith, to invite 
the choir to sing at Chamblee High School. He did and the W.G.C. choir (Ronald was a 
member of it) came in 1951 to present a concert for the high school students. Regina's 
third grade class and Fran's first grade class were also invited to attend the program. 
Ron's choir sang beautifully that day. Fran looked at the group and wondered which one 
of the girls was Ron's girl friend. Ron had told her he had met a very special person and 
that she was in the choir!

From Catherine H. Jameson's files.
From Catherine H. Jameson's keepsakes.
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As soon as the concert was over, Ronald came to get Fran. He said, "Come out to the bus, I 
want you to meet my girl!" Fran asked another teacher to look after her children for a 
few minutes and she followed her brother to the bus. There she met LaVerne Joyner, a 
lovely fair-complexioned, blonde, blue-eyed beauty. She sensed that this relationship 
was special and she loved LaVerne from the very beginning. Fran remembers how 
LaVerne's infectious laughter and her lovely smile captivated Ron's being and how proud 
he was to introduce her to his sister. LaVerne was to become his beloved wife and the 
mother of his three fine children.

On March 21, 1952,13 Ronald Edgar Jameson, son of Claude Ernest Jameson and 
Catherine Florence Hyde Jameson of Chamblee, Georgia, was united in marriage with 
Joyce LaVeme Joyner, daughter of Van Buren Joyner and Lila Adele Phlieger Joyner of 
College Park, Georgia. The marriage ceremony was performed by Dr. A.J. Moncrief in 
his home at Decatur, Georgia. Mr. and Mrs. Chester Brownagle (Jane and Chet) were 
their only attendants. Her mother, sister-in-law and Ronald's parents were also 
present. Thus began the union of this beautiful young couple!

Ronald and LaVerne's first home was an apartment in a large white Victorian house at 
107 E. Hawthorne Avenue in College Park, Georgia. Ronald worked for Southern Bell 
Telephone Company as an installer and LaVerne worked at Canada Dry as a stenographer/ 
receptionist.

Ernest determined that he could convert the unoccupied girls' large bedroom in his home 
into an efficiency apartment and perhaps Ronald and LaVerne would move into it. He 
further dreamed that Ronald and he could eventually build a home for the couple on an 
adjacent lot near his home. Since Ronald's work was near Chamblee, he and LaVerne 
moved into the apartment when it was completed. The building of a house next door never 
materialized.

Ronald helped his father with the conversion of the apartment. Where the closet had 
been, a door to the outside back porch was made, making this the entrance into the 
apartment. First, one entered the kitchen. The bookcase now held bric-a-brac and 
kitchen supplies. A tall partition of built-in cabinets and shelves separated the kitchen 
and breakfast nook area from the combined living and bedroom area. LaVerne and Ronald 
shared the bathroom (next door to their apartment) with Catherine and Ernest.

The young couple moved in and decorated the apartment beautifully. It was amazing how 
the old dormitory room had been transformed into such a lovely apartment. Ronald 
worked in Buckhead at Southern Bell as an installer, and LaVerne worked at U.S. 
Envelope Company in Chamblee as a stenographer. They lived in the apartment for about 
nine months - until Ronald, who had joined the Georgia National Guard, was called to 
active duty.

It was during this period of time (1952) that the writer's husband, Kenneth, who had 
just graduated from the University of Georgia, joined the army and was sent to Fort 
Jackson, S.C. - during the Korean Conflict. Fran remained in Athens to complete her 
degree before their first child, Michael, was born. Ronald and LaVerne came with Fran's 
parents to see her graduate that spring quarter and helped her move her things back to 
her childhood home, where she remained until November.

13 From Catherine H. Jameson's Black Scrapbook.
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Living in the same house with her parents and her brother and his wife was fun. They 
helped her endure the separation from her husband due to the army rules that no wife 
could be with her husband during the weeks of basic training. LaVerne was an excellent 
cook and when Kenneth came home on leave, she would invite Frances and him to come 
and eat spaghetti with Ronald and her. They thoroughly enjoyed each other's company.

Michael was born on September 22, 1952. Frances and the baby remained with 
Catherine and Ernest for six more weeks. One day Ronald came in to admire his little 
nephew. Michael was lying nude on the changing table while Fran folded a diaper to put 
on his little bare bottom. Ronald leaned over and was talking "jibberish" to the baby. 
Michael's little legs and arms flailed in the air as he responded to his Uncle Ron. And 
then "doing what comes naturally," an arc of water began to spray Ronald’s shocked face. 
Was this little Michael's way of christening Ronald as his special uncle? Of course, as 
Ron wiped his face with tissue, he called it something else! There was always a special 
bond between Michael and his Uncle Ronald!

In April 1953 Ronald was called to active duty with the National Guard. He was sent 
briefly to Fort Jackson, South Carolina. Kenneth was stationed there; he and Fran went 
out to see Ronald since he was not allowed to leave the base. Ronald was then sent to Camp 
Gordon, in Augusta, Georgia. During this period of time, LaVerne moved in with her good 
friend, Jane Brownagle. Ron was sent to Fort Rucker near Ozark, Alabama. There he and 
LaVerne bought a mobile home in which they lived until his active duty assignment was 
completed.

Returning to Atlanta in April 1955, they resumed their civilian life. Moving to 
Caldwell Village, Number 4, 4129 Caldwell Road,Ronald went back to work for the 
telephone company as an installer, and LaVerne worked for H.W. Lay and Company as a 
stenographer.

While in the Caldwell Village apartments, Gary Ernest Jameson was born on April 26, 
1956. What a precious baby he was, and how proud Ronald and LaVerne were to have a 
son.

Wanting a house with a yard for their little boy, Ron and LaVerne purchased their first 
home at 1965 Shalimar Drive, previously Hillcrest Drive, on the outskirts of 
Chamblee. This house was originally owned by Paul and Sara Cadenhead. It had been Paul 
and Sara's first home, too, and they had lovingly made improvements, such as digging out 
the basement and building a recreation room in the basement to enjoy.

When Ronald and LaVerne moved into this charming brown-shingled, neatly kept house, 
they continued to add to its beauty by planting additional flowers, shrubs and trees. It 
was while they lived there that Matthew Alan Jameson was born on December 8, 1957. 
He joined Gary; these two little boys brought much happiness to Ronald, LaVerne, their 
relatives and friends.

Feeling the need for more space and wanting to live out, Ronald and LaVerne sold their 
small house and purchased a home in Smyrna, Georgia, at 425 Cherrydale Lane. Ronald 
wanted to live "out." Ronald's responsibilities at work as an installer and switchman 
were demanding and he was putting in a lot of overtime work.

As verified by LaVerne Jameson Lentz.
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For five years, he attended classes at night at Georgia State College (now University) to 
earn his B.S. Degree in Business. He graduated on June 7, 1959. His father and mother 
gave him his class ring as a graduation gift. This was their way of rewarding him for his 
long hard struggle to get this degree. His family was immensely proud of Ronald. The 
following thank-you note was found in Catherine's scrapbook:

June 22, 1959
Dear Mother and Daddy,

I don't know how to exactly begin this note. I owe you so many thanks for 
the many things you have done for us. I will always be grateful to two wonderful 
parents for their loyalty and patience through the years. My class ring will 
always hold much more meaning to me knowing that you had a large part in my 
receiving it. I would also like to thank you for the money although you shouldn't 
have done so much. I hope that through the years I can make you as proud of me 
as I am of you. Thanks again for all the many things you have done for me.^^

All my love,
Ronald

The family also recognized the fact that LaVerne had sacrificed a lot, too. She had 
shouldered a great portion of the responsibility at home in caring for their little boys 
and in running the household while Ron worked over-time and attended school. They had 
a common goal in mind, a college degree for Ron, and they worked toward that end.

In spite of his long work and school hours, Ronald and LaVerne always had a "home 
project" going. Their yard was one of beauty. They planted fruit trees and had a lovely 
rose garden. Ronald added a wonderful screened porch and built a nice workshop 
underneath it at Cherrydale Lane. What talents this young couple possessed!

While in Smyrna, the boys attended King Springs Elementary School where LaVerne and 
Ronald were active in the P.T.A. LaVerne was a grade mother and also served as vice 
president of the P.T.A.

It was in Smyrna that they became members of Faith Methodist Church on King Springs 
Road. All through the years Catherine and Mrs. Joyner had prodded them to get involved 
with a church, preferablv. a Baptist church! But they elected to join this church and 
became very active in all of the church's programs. The young pastor, Hugh Cauthen, 
endeared himself to this family. Ronald taught Sunday school, and LaVerne was involved 
with all phases of the church, or as she said, "I did the odd jobs."

Ron, LaVerne and children often visited Fran and Kenneth and they, in turn, visited them. 
The writer will never forget the steak dinner Ronald and LaVerne prepared for her 
family in celebration of Kenneth's doctoral graduation. They had invited them to come up 
and spend the weekend with them in Smyrna. When they got there, LaVerne led them to 
their newly finished-screened porch, where decorations of crepe paper and 
congratulations regalia greeted their eyes. Ronald grilled T-bone steaks and LaVerne 
prepared delicious side dishes. She had made iced cup cakes with an individual letter on 
top of each. When placed together, they spelled “CONGRATULATIONS!” They presented 
Kenneth with a gift. What a lovely weekend!

From Catherine and Emest Jameson's keepsakes.
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Michael was an avid baseball player. His Uncle Ronald always managed to come to see 
him play at least once a season. Of course, LaVerne and the boys had to endure this, too. 
But how it pleased Michael to know that they loved him enough to come and sit in a hot, 
humid ballpark in Alabama to watch him play baseball!

It was on one of these visits that the two families went over to the "monkey" park in 
Opelika for a picnic supper. The children loved to go there because of the big cage of 
monkeys and the Rocky Bridge Road miniature train, which they could ride. There were 
concrete shaped animals to climb on, playground equipment and a cool creek in which to 
play. The boys always found small pebbles in the water to toss at each other. That day, 
they had done all of those things and were thoroughly exhausted when they sat down at the 
picnic table for supper. After eating and cleaning up, they all piled into the blue and 
white Chevrolet station wagon to return to Auburn.

As they drove home, they crossed the Pepperell Mill Village creek. The nearby mill was 
notorious for dumping finishing dye wastes, which smelled like rotten eggs, into the 
stream. The weary children passively sat as they rode along. All occupants in the car 
had to notice the acrid odor from the creek, but there was no comment. UNTIL ... Matt 
jumped to his feet (this was before seat belts) and firmly caught hold of the seat in front 
of him. Then with an accusing voice he sternly demanded, "WHO DONE IT?" All howled 
with laughter.

Melanie loved her Aunt LaVerne. This wonderful aunt made clothes for her Barbie dolls 
and she even shared her childhood brown china tea set with Melanie. The boys fared 
well, too. Gary and Matt's out-grown clothes were passed to Sam, Mark, and Milton.

On one of their last visits (as a whole family) to Fran's home, the adults were having a 
late night session of conversation. While they chatted, Fran decided to get the bag of 
string beans to snap for the next day's lunch. The voices droned as she snapped. (Fran 
has a miserable problem of dropping off to sleep when she gets still and comfortable.) 
Anyway, she was snapping the beans - snap, snap, snap, s-n-a-p, s— n— a—p, 
and then she was asleep! Within seconds, Fran was aroused by gales of laughter and 
LaVerne's chuckling voice as she said, "Fran, you're the only one I know who can fall 
asleep snapping beans!" They all still laugh over this incident.

After Ronald got his degree, the telephone company rewarded his efforts by giving him a 
promotion. For years Ronald had been a union man and "a blue collar worker." Now he 
was to be "a white collar worker" in a managerial position as Outside Plant Foreman at 
the Southern Bell Telephone Installation in Cartersville, Georgia.

He and LaVerne purchased a lovely, large brick home at 5 Lancer Drive on a spacious lot. 
The family moved to their new home town of Cartersville, Georgia. When LaVerne and 
Ronald invited the Jameson family to have their family Christmas gathering in 
Cartersville, they all eagerly accepted. LaVerne had beautifully decorated their new 
home. She had prepared delicious chicken and dressing with all of the trimmings and the 
rest of the family had brought side dishes for their feast. After they ate, Ronald 
surprised them with a special family treat.

Ernie was never able to come home for Christmas and Ronald wanted her to be a part of 
their family celebration that year. One of the new innovative services of the telephone 
company in 1965 was the conference call. Ronald had set up the equipment for a 
conference call to Ernie in Texas. The writer remembers him dialing and Ernie's 
answering the phone. The family all sat around in his den and had a wonderful 
conversation with Ernie. It seemed so strange to not have a receiver in their hands as
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they talked. All that was missing was Ernie’s physical presence, but they had her voice! 
How exciting! What a wonderful Christmas gift this was!

As Ron's family settled into their new surroundings, he thought that the boys might need 
something special to help in their adjustment. He and LaVerne got Toby Clyde, a darling 
fuzzy black and white puppy, for them. How thrilled Gary and Matt were to have their 
first dog. Of course, this called for a doghouse and a fenced-in area, which Ronald built.

Ronald's new job was very demanding. A part of his responsibilities was disciplining 
workers who were not performing well. It was not Ronald's nature to scold people. He 
had always enjoyed people, had fun with them and was recognized by his peers as one of 
the "good ole boys!" Now he was the boss, the man in charge, the man who praised and 
reprimanded! This was a big adjustment for him.

During the summer of 1966, Ron became aware that something was happening in his 
body. He had been plagued with high blood pressure since his early twenties. He was 
supposed to be on medication for this, but had become careless, and, more often than not, 
ignored his health problems. Ron had been a heavy smoker since he was sixteen years 
old, and he had put in lots of long, hard, stressful hours at work and at school during the 
past twelve years. His body began to send him warning signals.

While attending a Braves baseball game, he had difficulty climbing the steps to his seat, 
which was high up in the bleachers. He broke out in a sweat, felt faint, and had difficulty 
breathing. He stopped and sat down. He, physically, could not climb any farther.

The next week he went to the doctor, and after a series of tests, the doctor determined 
that Ron had a heart condition. He prescribed medication, which Ronald was supposed to 
take daily. Ron chose not to tell his family about his visit to the doctor.

Late in the summer of 1966, he spent a Saturday at his mother and father's helping to 
build a garage. Hugh and Gerry were there, also. Daddy and Hugh noticed how often Ron 
would just "give out" as he worked. They also observed that his facial color was ashen.

His mother and Gerry had prepared lunch for the working crew. Black-eyed peas and 
creamed potatoes were part of the menu. These vegetables were among Ronald's favorites 
but he did not eat with his usual “gusto!" After Ron left to go home, they all commented 
about his not looking well and about his obvious weariness and lack of appetite.

The next week Ronald came by to see his mother and father. They questioned him about 
his health and he broke down and told them of his visit to the doctor and the diagnosis that 
had been given. Knowing that his Mama Hyde had died of a heart attack and that they 
(Catherine and Ernest) had heart disease, his parents urged Ronald to carefully follow 
the doctor's orders. To rest, to avoid stress, to take his medicine regularly were big 
orders for a busy young man of thirty-three. Besides, he was in a state of denial; 
nothing bad could happen to him.

Ron always telephoned Fran on her birthday. On October the 10th, she received her 
usual birthday phone call. His voice sounded tired and he seemed a little depressed. 
Usually, he would tease her or tell her something funny that had happened in his life. It 
was customary to share their joys and their woes. This time she was lamenting over the 
fact that they had been forced to take their dog. Sparky, back to the country to live with 
Ellis because Sparky had tried to bite a lady who was visiting across the street from 
them. He then laughed and told her he was having dog problems, too. He said, "You know
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that cute little black and white ball of fur we got the boys is growing into a huge, clumsy, 
monster of a dog!" They talked on about other things and then hung up. This was Fran's 
last conversation with her dear brother.

On Friday afternoon, October 28, 1966, Ronald had to call a young worker into his office 
to scold him for doing a poor job on a work assignment. The discussion became heated and 
then, to the young man's horror, his boss slumped over on his desk. Ronald had suffered 
a massive heart attack!

Ronald was taken by ambulance to the small hospital in Cartersville. The doctor warned 
LaVerne that Ronald could suffer another infarction, which might be fatal. He assured 
her that if Ron could make it for the next forty-eight hours without another attack, he 
would have a good chance of sun/iving.

Gerry telephoned Ernie and Fran to tell them the bad news. She also said that she did not 
think that it was wise to tell her mother because their father was away with his lodge 
brothers on their annual deep sea-fishing trip. She wanted her "daddy" by her mother's 
side when she heard this dire news. Gerry assured her sisters that she would let them 
know immediately if there was any change in Ron's condition. Meanwhile, some of 
LaVerne's family had come to Cartersville to be with her and the boys while they waited 
to see what the outcome would be for Ronald.

The next day Gerry again called her sisters to tell them that Ronald's condition had not 
changed, but something else had happened. Early that morning, her mother had 
telephoned to tell Gerry that she felt very sick. Gerry and Hugh rushed over to the 
house, called the doctor and then carried Catherine to St. Joseph's Hospital in Atlanta 
where Dr. Dunbar confirmed that she was possibly having another heart attack.

Fran told Gerry that she would come early the next day or sooner if she were needed. 
Since Kenneth was away working with a group of teachers in Pascagoula, Mississippi, 
she would have to arrange for someone to take care of her children until Kenneth got 
home.

Ernest arrived home on Saturday night. Gerry was there to meet him. First, she had to 
tell him that her mother was in the hospital and then she had to tell him about Ronald. 
Poor Man! What terrible news! She told him that Hugh was spending the night at the 
hospital with Ronald and could reach them if Ronald's condition worsened. She persuaded 
her father to go home with her to spend the night so that they could be together. She 
knew that he was very weary and needed to try to sleep before he went to see Ronald and 
her mother the next day.

When they got to her house, they stood by the fireplace and Gerry said her daddy asked 
her to hold his hand while he prayed. In his prayer, he thanked God for his rich 
blessings and then he pled with God to spare his wife and son, but ended the prayer with 
"not my will but Thine be done!"

Catherine's condition stabilized but she was still being monitored in the hospital. The 
doctor was trying to avert a heart attack. Ronald made it through Saturday night, which 
was encouraging.

While shaving Ronald on Sunday morning, Hugh said that Ronald kept complaining about 
being hot. The next minute, Ronald was saying, "I really want to watch the ball game this 
afternoon on TV." Wasn't that just like him?

422



On Sunday morning, Michael and Fran drove to Atlanta in the Volkswagen Beetle and went 
by St. Joseph's Hospital to see her mother. They told her they had come up to check on 
her and that they were going to drive out to Chamblee to see if her father had gotten home 
from his fishing trip. And if he had, she would launder his dirty clothes. They told her 
that they would come back by the hospital to see her on their way home in the evening. 
They, purposely, did not visit long with Catherine; for, in reality, they were due at 
Gerry's for lunch. After eating, they were all going to drive to the hospital in 
Cartersville to see Ron.

Some of Gerry's friends had brought food in, which the family members half-hearted and 
hurriedly ate. Again, before they left Gerry's house, their father prayed another sweet 
prayer asking God to watch over them, his beloved Catherine and Ronald.

When they got to the hospital, they were told that LaVerne had gone home to rest and that 
Ronald was running a temperature. Gerry and Fran decided that rather than taxing 
Ronald's strength and emotions that they would not go in to see him. It would be better 
for him to see his daddy alone. Ernest bravely went in to see his son and tried to act like 
everything was fine. Ronald was watching the ball game on television. But he kept 
complaining that he was hot. The nurse did not allow Ernest to visit very long with 
Ronald. When he came out of Ron's room, Ernest broke into tears and said, "Our boy is a 
mighty sick boy!"

Ernest was anxious to see his wife, too. Gerry told him that she thought he should wait 
until morning to go to see Catherine when he was not so tired. The nurse assured the 
family that she would call them if there were any change in Ronald's condition. Since the 
forty-eight hours were just about up, Ronald had a good chance of surviving. This was 
encouraging in spite of the rise in Ron's temperature. Gerry and Hugh persuaded Ernest 
to go back to Dunwoody to spend the night with them.

Michael and Fran drove back into Atlanta to see her mother. They visited with her 
briefly, telling her that Ernest had gotten home and that he would be in to see her in the 
morning. Catherine's condition was much improved and so they told her that they would 
go on back home to Auburn so Michael would not miss school the next day. Leaving her 
room, they made their way down to the hospital lobby.

As they walked to the hospital exit, a receptionist approached them and asked if Fran 
were Mrs. Cadenhead. She told her, "Yes, why?" She quietly said, "You have a phone 
call," and pointed to the telephone. Fear gripped Fran; she knew that it was bad news! 
The caller was Gerry. Ronald had suffered another severe attack and this time it was 
fatal. This was about 5:30 on Sunday afternoon, October 30, 1966.

Broken-hearted, Fran telephoned Kenneth to tell him the tragic news. He told her he 
would come up the next day to be with them. Michael and his mother went out into the 
dark night to drive back to Dunwoody. As they drove on 1-85, it began to rain and Fran 
began to sob. Michael, being only 14, kept saying to her, "Mother, don't you want me to 
drive?" He did not have a license but this was his way of trying to comfort his mother. 
Bless him! He loved his Uncle Ronald, too.

Helen, Winn, Gerry, Hugh, and Ernest waited for Michael and Fran to come before they 
drove back to Cartersville to be with LaVerne and the children. Ronald and LaVerne's 
house was filled with people. Forlorn, Gary and Matt sat in a daze. Fran asked for 
LaVerne and was told that she was lying down. As she passed the kitchen, one of the young 
women came out and asked if she were Ronald's sister. When Fran said, "Yes," the girl
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said, "I think you need to know something.” Someone who worked in LaVerne's doctor's 
office told her that LaVerne was pregnant!

Fran could not believe her ears! When she found LaVerne, they hekJ each other and cried 
and cried! LaVerne kept saying, “I don’t know what I'm going to do!" Fran gently said to 
her, "Lie down, LaVerne, you must take care of yourself!" LaVerne looked at her sister- 
in-law with a puzzled frown. Since they were alone, Fran told her what had just been 
told to her and asked her if this were true. Sobbing again, LaVerne said, "Yes." She went 
on to say that she had been to the doctor and he had confirmed that she was pregnant. 
Fran asked her if Ron knew. Again LaVerne broke into tears and said, "Yes, he said 
maybe this time we would have the little girl that we have always wanted." After a few 
minutes, LaVerne dried her eyes and solemnly said, "But, Fran, we have not told anyone 
yet. We haven't even told the boys. I want them to hear this from me. I had to tell Roy 
(her medical doctor brother) and my folks after Ronald ..." Once more she was in tears. 
Fran tried to comfort her and then Fran insisted that she rest, putting a cold cloth on 
LaVerne's forehead. Fran assured LaVerne that she would not tell anyone of the 
pregnancy and she would go to the kitchen to speak with the young woman who had told 
her. She would ask her not to tell anyone else until LaVerne had told her boys. This 
seemed to relieve LaVerne and Fran went immediately to do this.

The next days were very difficult for LaVerne! Thank goodness, her physician brother, 
Roy, and her other family members were with her, tenderly protecting and caring for 
her, Gary and Matt. The funeral was on November 1, 1966 at Faith Methodist Church, 
4336 King Springs Road, S.E., Smyrna, Georgia. Rev. Hugh Cauthen, Ron's good friend 
and pastor, officiated. Chamblee Lodge #444 F&AM led the graveside services at Crest 
Lawn Cemetery, Section 37, Lot #406, Crest Lawn Memorial Park, 2000 Marietta 
Boulevard, N.W., Atlanta, Georgia.

As Fran watched her beloved sister-in-law with her boys; her heart ached. LaVerne was 
putting on such a brave front but Fran knew she had to be quaking inside. LaVerne's 
future seemed so bleak and her responsibilities were so great. How could she manage 
without Ronald? No one really knows how one will react in such a situation, until one 
faces it! Her marvelous inner strength and determination would emerge and she would 
cope in an admirable way.

After the funeral, the family had to tell Catherine about Ronald's death. She already 
suspected that something was wrong because none of the family had come to the hospital 
that day and her first cousin, Berta Lou Pierce, had spent all morning with her. Late 
that afternoon, she saw Herbert, her minister brother, enter the room with Ernest, and 
she readily knew that something terrible had happened! And indeed it had! Her
daughters were close by and after she was told, the three girls went in to comfort her and
their father. Of course, she was distraught. Dr. Dunbar came in and gave her medication 
to relax her and lull her to sleep. He told the family that he thought it best that they all 
leave. He would be at the hospital several hours and would monitor her.

Later, Fran found in her mother's tan scrap book clippings of Ronald's funeral and this 
poem.''®

You have taken that long last journey - On a beautiful ship called "rest"
Away from the world of sorrow - To the mansion of the blest.
I have only your memory, son - To treasure my whole life through
But its sweetness will last forever - As I cherish the memory of you.

From Catherine H. Jameson's Tan Scrapbook.
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The next year on Ronald's birthday, Ernest, Catherine, and the girls placed a memorial 
gift of four offering plates at Faith Memorial Methodist Church in Ronald's memory 
This appeared in the bulletin at Faith Memorial Methodist Church on March 10, 1967: 
Flowers The flowers today are in memory of Ronald E. Jameson whose birthday was 
March 10. They are presented by his family.
Memorial Gift A memorial gift of four offering plates is being dedicated in memory of 
Ronald E. Jameson. This gift is made possible by his parents, Mr. and Mrs. C.E. Jameson, 
and his sisters, Mrs. James A. Wills, Mrs. Hugh S. Spruill, and Mrs. A. Kenneth 
Cadenhead.
Ron's memory is cherished by us all and this gift will ever remind us of his unselfish 
giving of himself to Christ and this church.

(In Catherine's handwriting, she had inserted this in her scrap book: Engraved - "In 
memory of Ronald E. Jameson" - cost: $119.98 Also written by her in her tan 
scrapbook: "To live in hearts we leave behind is not to die.")

Afterwords

LaVerne, Gary and Matt had to start a new chapter in their lives. Ronald had married a 
marvelous, courageous young woman. She managed to pick up the shattered pieces of her 
life and, admirably, tried to put it back together.

When LaVerne reads this chapter, this writer can predict that she will say, "I had no 
other choice!" And she's right, but she very wisely thought out what would be best for 
all of them. And then she took action. Her Joyner family, Ron’s Jameson family, and 
their many close friends helped her in many ways.

By this time, everyone knew that LaVerne was pregnant. Probably, as hard as it was to 
face alone, this was a beautiful blessing for it gave her and the boys something to look 
forward to. It gave all of them purpose for living and for trying to make their future a 
good one. Time has proven that this little baby would bring much happiness to them all. 
This was Ronald's last gift of love to his beloved LaVerne and his precious boys!

Written into Ronald's work contract was an agreement that if he should die while an 
employee of Southern Bell Telephone Company, his widow would receive his salary for 
one full year. What a God send! With his Tel-Co stock, plus the Tel-Co stock he had 
given to his mother and father, which they signed over to LaVerne, she had a small nest 
egg to fall back on to use as she needed it. With this kind of immediate security, she 
could wait until after the baby's birth before having to go back to work.

Realizing that she needed to be near her family, she sold her home in Cartersville and 
purchased a home in East Point, Georgia. Again, with the help of family and friends, they 
settled into their new home. Ernest went out and built a pen for Toby Clyde. In spite of 
the fact that the dog could be a nuisance, the boys loved having him.

Preparing for the baby's birth was a joyful task. When the baby arrived on June 26, 
1967, she indeed was a beautiful baby girl, Rhonda Diane Jameson! How thrilled Ronald 
would have been! And how thrilled LaVerne and the boys were. In fact, all who loved 
them welcomed this sweet baby into their lives and hearts!

17 Ibid.
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Rhonda grew into a little girl before they knew it. She was such a beautiful and loving 
child. LaVerne was very good about bringing the children to see their Grandmother and 
Grandpa Jameson.

It was Gerry's pleasure to keep Rhonda for a few hours all along for LaVerne to get out 
some. Geny looked forward to this every week. As long as Ernest and Catherine's health 
was fairly good, they helped, too. LaVerne's family and her close friends were marvelous 
to her.

The teen years came for Gary and Matt. As everyone knows who has had teenagers, teen 
times can be happy and teen times can be trying, but usually in the end, everybody 
survives! Thank God! LaVerne had a lot of responsibility during those years, but she 
handled it well.

Gary and Matthew missed their father so much. Matthew overtly showed his feelings 
through his conduct. Thinking that a disciplined atmosphere would be good for him, 
LaVerne sent him to Georgia Military Academy in College Park, Georgia as a boarding 
student. Still no better after a year, Laverne sought professional help for her young son. 
Upon recommendation, he was sent to Vidalia, Georgia to live in the Paul Anderson Youth 
Home. What a blessing this proved to be. Earlier in his life, Paul Anderson had broken 
all kinds of world records with his weight lifting ability. He was known as the world's 
strongest man. Being a fine Christian, he felt that God could use him to help young, 
troubled boys to reach their potential in a Christian, disciplined, loving environment. 
He and his wife bought a farm in Vidalia, Georgia and started this home. He taught his 
boys to keep their bodies physically fit through sports and hard work on his farm. He 
stressed the value of an education and he saw to it that they had religious training. 
Coupled with this was good humor and wholesome interaction among the youths and Paul's 
family. Most of the youth responded to this caring individual and Matt was no exception. 
Matthew speaks with high regard for this influential, good man. In spite of the time span 
that Matt was not with his own biological family, he was able to sustain a loving 
relationship with his mother and with his siblings. He and Gary were good friends, as
well as brothers. Matthew adored his baby sister Rhonda.

Four and a half years after Rhonda's birth, LaVerne married Winford Montee (Lenny) 
Lentz, a widower. They had met through mutual friends. LaVerne and Lenny were 
married on November 7, 1971 at North Avenue Church of Christ in Atlanta. Lenny had 
two children - Judy , who was married and lived in Montgomery, Alabama, and Vince, a 
teen-age son. Lenny, a fine, Christian gentleman, brought much happiness to LaVerne
and her children. Combining two families is not always easy, but they seemed to
accomplish this very well. LaVerne and Lenny were good to both sets of children.

LaVerne sold her house and moved her things to Lenny's lovely home at 6332 W. 
Fayetteville Road in Riverdale, Georgia. They added rooms to his house to accommodate 
the needs of their children. Lenny was always kind to Ronald's family. He and LaVerne 
often visited Catherine and Ernest at Fountainview Convalescent Center. They were fond 
of Lenny and were grateful that LaVerne had met and married someone who would help 
her in rearing her and Ronald's children.

Lenny was active in the Church of Christ; LaVerne joined his church with him. Most of 
their social life was centered around church friends. This was a good environment for 
Ronald's children.

Rhonda, who had never known a father's love, now had a father and Lenny idolized her! 
When he and LaVerne came to Ernest and Catherine to ask their permission for Lenny to
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adopt Rhonda, the elderly couple gave their blessings. Rhonda's name became Rhonda 
Diane Lentz on October 1, 1973, her biological father’s name was dropped.

In a July 30, 1979 letter''® from Rhonda to her Grandmother Jameson:

Sorry I haven't written for a while. I just got your letter. I've been shopping 
with Mom for school clothes. I'll be going into the seventh grade this year, also 
this year, I'm going to a private Christian school in Norcross. I hope to get on 
their basketball team.
I've been playing softball all summer. Our team won the county and district 
championship. Next week, we play for the state championship. I play second 
base.

Love always, 
Rhonda

Gary graduated from North Clayton High School in 1974. There he was drum major for 
the high school band. He went to Control Data Institute where he studied computers. 
Then he found employment at Fulton Federal as a computer operator and was Manager of 
Computer Operations when he left in 1981 to become a Network Analyst for Trust 
Company Banks. At the same bank, he rose in 1984 to Network Help - Desk Manager; in 
1986, he was promoted to Senior Network Automation Engineer; in 1988 when his bank 
was renamed SunTrust Banks, Inc., he was again promoted to Senior Network Planner. 
He worked in this division until late 1996 and was promoted from Bank Officer to 
Assistant Vice-President. In 1997, he went with Verizon Wireless (formerly GTE 
Wireless) as a Member Technical Staff Consultant, National Wireless Data Network.^^

Gary has received much recognition for his excellent performance as a complete network 
professional in his work during the last 25 years. He has been singled out to receive two 
major awards: In 1985 his network design for SunTrust won an Honorable Mention in 
the Network World User Excellence Awards (Network World is considered the top trade 
publication for network type folks); in 2000, Gary won the last Leslie Warren Award 
while his company was still GTE Wireless (GTE Wireless was bought by Verizon 
Wireless). Gary teases that he has survived on a high school education in a high-tech 
field. Because of his intelligence and hard work, he has made important contributions in 
his technical field. Ronald would be so proud of Gary!

Gary married Sharon Ann Freeman on November 3, 1980. They were both very young 
and the marriage ended in divorce. But a fine son came from this union. Robert Ernest 
Jameson was born on May 18, 1981. He carries both great-grandfather's names. His 
Great-grandfather Ernest Jameson would be pleased and Great-grandfather Robert 
Joyner would also be honored. Although Robert lived with his mother when he was 
young, he spent a great deal of time with Gary. In his teen years, he came to live with 
his father. You will not find a better father than Gary. He has provided for Robert's 
every need - physical, emotional and financial! Robert, a good student, is now working 
toward a Computer Science degree at Georgia Institute of Technology.

Gary married Melinda May House Tatum in Marietta, Georgia on July 2, 1995 at her 
home. Her father, formerly a Navy Chaplain, officiated at the marriage ceremony. She 
brought two sons from another marriage to this union - Chris and Ryan. Gary and 
Robert welcomed them to their Jameson family. Melinda and Gary love each other's

Found in Catherine H. Jameson's keepsakes.
Information on Gary Jameson's career obtained from him.
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children and are making a wonderful home for them. As Gary so aptly put it: "She has 
been a Godsend to me. ... We are...soul mates and I love her!" John, Melinda's father has 
become a mentor for Gary; he has helped to fill the void in Gary's life created by Ronald's 
death many years ago.

Matt graduated from Vidalia High School in 1976. He excelled in football as an offensive 
lineman and, in track, he was a splendid shot-putter; he won the regional championship 
and set the school record for distance. Upon graduation, he attended Brewton-Parker 
College in Mt. Vernon, Georgia. It was during this time that he married his high school 
sweetheart, Teresa Diane Foskey, on November 18, 1978. When he started having 
difficulty in his marriage, Lenny and LaVerne encouraged Matt to join the Air Force, 
which he eventually did.

On September 18, 1979, Matthew joined the Army Air Force and was stationed in 
Colorado. He was an Honor Graduate from Basic Training and, at that time, he made the 
highest scores ever made on his Air Force Digital Electronics training course. He spent 
six years in the Air Force, attaining the rank of sergeant. On May 18, 1985, he was 
honorably discharged; he returned to Atlanta to live. His marriage had long been over; 
the divorce was finalized in August 1985.

After leaving the Air Force, Matt became an installer and repairman of computer 
equipment for Compudata Professional Systems, where he worked for eight years.

On May 22, 1993, Matthew married Jennifer Alayne Guy; they lived in Cumming, 
Georgia. This marriage also ended in divorce on May 15, 1998.

He is currently employed as an "IT Specialist" with Concessions International at 
Hartsfield/Jackson International Airport in Atlanta, Georgia. He supports both POS 
(cash register) systems as well as a computer network for this multi-million dollar 
company.

Matthew met his present wife at the airport where they both worked. They fell in love 
and he married Christyna Marie Phagan on January 6, 2000 in Cleveland, Tennessee. 
Christyna's father was in the Navy but she had lived in Riverdale all of her life. Matt 
says, "Christyna is a wonderful woman with the ability to keep me in line."

A lovely baby girl, Catherine Ann, was born to them on October 7, 2000 at Piedmont 
Hospital in Atlanta, Ga. She was named for her two great-grandmothers - Matt's 
grandmother, Catherine H. Jameson and Christyna's grandmother, Deloris Ann Brady. 
They would both be so proud to know that they have this namesake. Matthew's mother, 
LaVerne, says that Caitey is a beautiful baby girl.

Christyna and Matt are making a good home for their child. Matt wrote, "(Christyna) 
stays home and raises our darling baby girl, ... We feel that it is important for her to 
stay home with Caitey at least until she starts to school; we don't want anyone else 
raising/influencing/molding our daughter other than ourselves." This young couple 
enjoys music, going to concerts and professional wrestling. If Ronald could know how 
happy Matthew is now, he would be proud of, and for, his youngest son.20

20 Information from Matthew Jameson.
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Rhonda blossomed into a lovely young woman.21 Lenny provided every opportunity for 
her. They sent her to Greater Atlanta Christian School, a private Church of Christ 
school, where she could have all the academic and cultural advantages. She excelled in all 
areas but was unusually gifted in sports. Her favorite sports were basketball and 
softball, where she played third base and shortstop. She was named “student athlete of 
the year," "best defensive player," and "most valuable player" while she was a student 
there.

She graduated from high school in 1985 and then went to David Lipscomb University, a 
Church of Christ school in Nashville, Tennessee. She graduated from this school in 1990 
with a B.S. degree in Business Education. Her first employment was with Marwick in 
Nashville, Tennessee, as an internal accountant. She now works as an administrative 
assistant for Faulker, Mackie-Cochran, a CPA firm in Nashville, Tennessee.

Since Rhonda keenly loved to play softball, she joined a softball league; there she met her 
future husband, Mark Gunselman. A friendship at the ballpark developed into a “love 
relationship." Mark had previously been married and has a little girl, Jenna. All three 
learned to love each other and soon there were plans for a marriage.

They had a lovely formal wedding at the Hermitage Church of Christ on Saturday, 
September 6, 1997 in Hermitage, Tennessee. Gary and Matt were Rhonda's escorts to 
the altar. Little Jenna was the special Maid of Honor. Rhonda and Mark had three 
attendants each.

Wedding bliss found this young couple in an apartment for a period of time. Purchasing a 
new home in the fall of 1999 in Old Hickory, Tennessee, they moved to 308 Brandiwood 
Court. They were blessed with a new home but then they were blessed as parents.

Little Emily Lauren Gunselman made her appearance on May 30, 2000. Rhonda told her 
Aunt Fran by phone that Emily has her nose and Mark's eyes and that Jenna is very proud 
to have a baby sister. In the birth announcement, there was a photograph of Fran's little 
great niece. Fran sees a strong resemblance of her Grandmother LaVerne in that pretty 
little face.

How this writer wishes that her brother Ronald could have lived to see his children as 
adults and to know and love his grandchildren. But this was not to be.

LaVerne's life since Ronald's death has been bitter-sweet. With Lenny, she found 
happiness once more. Tragically, he died of a massive heart attack on February 9, 
1983. Two husbands with the same dreadful disease seems so unfair! Lenny was buried 
at Sherwood Memorial Gardens in Jonesboro, Georgia beside his first wife.

Ironically, the number of years LaVerne had in marriage was evenly divided between the 
two husbands. LaVerne had two fine, kind, loving husbands who were good fathers. Both 
men died before most of their children had reached adulthood. However, Lenny did see 
Judy happily married and he did get to know his three biological grandchildren and his 
step-grandson, Robert.

Ronald never knew his daughter. Lenny loved her, adopted her, and helped rear her but 
he did not live to see Rhonda graduate from high school. However, both men impacted the 
lives of those who loved them. Their influence will be felt for generations.

Information on Rhonda J.L. Gunselman obtained from her and her mother, LaVerne J. Lentz.
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After Lenny's death, LaVerne sold their home in RIverdale and moved to 4604 Calumet 
Circle in Duluth, Georgia. She bought a lovely condominium, which was close to Rhonda’s 
school.

Courageously, LaVerne picked up the pieces of her, once again, shattered life and began 
another chapter of her earthly journey. She joined the work force at Kuppenheimer 
Men's Clothiers where she worked for ten years as distributor for the Merchandising 
Department. When this company was bought out, she went to work at Ameristeel, Rebar 
Division.

In 1994, she had an Endarterectomy for a carotid or blocked artery in her neck. It was 
gratifying to see how her children helped her during this time. Ronald would be pleased 
to know that these children lovingly cared for their mother.

LaVerne's positive outlook on life, her wit, her charm, her intelligence, her 
determination and her industry have enabled her to look "life" squarely in the eye and 
say, "Yes, with God's help, and with the support of friends and family, I can make it!" 
And she has! She does not complain! She enjoys the love of Gary, Matt, Rhonda and their 
families. Her grandchildren Robert, Emily, Jenna and Caitey are extra blessings!

How lucky Ronald was to have married this lovely young woman. Our Jameson heritage 
was made even stronger through this union. For it is through Ronald and LaVerne that 
“our" C. Ernest Jameson family line continues!

The Family of Ronald Edaar Jameson and Jovce LaVerne Jovner Jameson
(Seventh Jameson Generation - Sixth Hyde Generation)

7. Husband; Ronald Edaar Jameson: b. 3-10-1933 in Atlanta, Ga., Fulton Co.;
m. 3-21-1952 in Decatur, Ga., DeKalb Co.; d. 10-30-1966 in Cartersville, 
Ga., Bartow Co.; buried: Crest Lawn Memorial Cemetery, section 37, lot 406 
2000 Marietta Blvd., N.W., Atlanta, Ga., Fulton Co.
Parents: C. Ernest and Catherine H. Jameson of Chamblee, Ga., DeKalb Co.

Wife: Joyce LaVerne Joyner Jameson Lentz; b. 7-14-1932 in Atlanta, Ga.;
1st m. (above)
Parents: Van Buren and Lila Adele Phlieger Joyner of College Park, Ga. 

Children: 2 sons, and 1 daughter
8. Gary Ernest Jameson; b. 4-26-1956 in Atlanta, Ga., Fulton Co.;

1st m. 11-6-1981
1st wife: Sharon Ann Freeman; b. 6-6-1958; divorced.
Sharon’s parents: John and Margaret Freeman of Riverdale, Ga. 

Children; 1 son and 2 step-sons*
9. Robert Ernest Jameson; b. 5-18-1981 in Atlanta, Ga.;

2nd m. 7-2-1995 in Marietta, Ga.
2nd wife: Melinda May House Tatum; b. 5-5-1960 in Rome, Ga.;

Melinda’s parents: John and Mertyl House of Acworth, Ga.
Her children from another marriage:

William Christopher (Chris) Tatum*; b. 3-28-1986 
Ryan David Tatum*; b. 12-9-1982

8. Matthew Alan Jameson; born 12-8-1957, Decatur, Ga., DeKalb Co.;
1st marriage: 11-18-1978; divorced Aug. 1985.
1st wife: Teresa Diane Foskey;
2nd marriage: 5-22-1993; divorced 5-15-1998.
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2nd wife: Jennifer Alayne Guy; b. 8-21-1967.
3rd marriage: 1-10-2000 in Cleveland, Tn.
3rd wife: Christyna Marie Phagan; b. 7-17-1980 in Riverdale, Ga.

Christyna's parents: Thomas Alan Phagan of Ellijay, Ga. and 
Olive Joanne English of Bremerton, Wa.

Qhildren: 1 daughlet
9. Catherine (Caitey) Ann Jameson; b. 10-7-2000 in Atlanta, Ga.

8. Rhonda Diane Jameson; b. 6-26-1967 in East Point, Ga., Fulton Co.; adopted
by step-father, Winford M. Lentz, 10-1-1973 (Jameson name
dropped, changed name to Rhonda Diane Lentz); m. 9-6-1997. 

Husband: Mark Gunselman; b. 9-4-1960; 1st m. 5-28-1988; 2nd m. (above) 
Mark's parents: James Granville and Billie Marie Brown Gunselman 

of Tennessee.
Children; 1 dagghtgr, 1 ?t?p-da^ghtgr* for Rhpnda (2 (jaMght^r? for Mark)

9. Emily Lauren Gunselman; b. 5-30-2000 in Nashville, Tn.
Mark's daughter by 1st marriage to Phyllis A. Burysek; b. 1-26-1960.

Jenna Gunselman*; b. 8-17-1991.
LaVerne's 2nd marriage: 11-7-1971.
2nd husband: Winford Montee (Lenny) Lentz; b. 9-1-1924; d. 2-9-1983; buried in 

Sherwood Memorial Gardens, Jonesboro, Georgia beside his 1st wife. 
Lenny's children from his 1st marriage: Judy Carol Lentz Dieffenbach*

Vincent (Vince) Craig Lentz*
Lenny's adopted daughter: Rhonda D. Lentz (listed above with biological father).

All the flowers of all the tomorrows are in the seeds of today.
- Source unknown

For love is as strong as death. - Song of Solomon

God gave us memories so that we might have roses in May.
- James Barrie

Judge ... a man by his questions rather than by his answers.
- Voltaire

Hold on to what is good
e ^ n  if it is a handful of earth

Hold onTwhat you believe
even If it is a tree which stands by itself.

Hold on to what you must do
even if it is a iong way from here.

Hold on to life
even when it is easier letting go.

Hold on to my hand
even when I have gone away from you.

- Native American Prayer
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V. SEASONS OF MY LIFE

(Note: SEASONS OF MY LIFE is written In first person, with the exception 
of stories I weave using family facts. In Seasons On Peachtree Street/Road. I 
have written about a period in my life, centered around my beloved Peachtree 
Street/Road - its history, its people, its buildings, and some events I experienced on or 
near this famous thoroughfare (1930-1951). Bits of Atlanta's history are included. 
Part of it and all of Seasons of Our Marriage are a story of my life.

SEASONS ON PEACHTREE STREET / ROAD (1930-1951) 

Bertha Frances (Fran) Jameson Cadenhead
(1930 - )

*The year that Bertha Frances Jameson was born, 1930, Herbert Hoover was U.S. 
President: the Veterans Administration was begun. In 1930, the cost of a typical home 
was $4,525; a new car was $550; the average yearly income was $1,552.*

The Great Depression, Frances's Birth

Indian summer had been interrupted by a cloudy sky, drops of rain fell on the dusty 
ground and a damp chill permeated the air on Friday, October 10, 1930.'* The day 
before, October's azure-blue sky held fleeting white clouds - the sun peacefully cast its 
shadows on autumn's array of color. However, it was Friday’s weather that more 
accurately portrayed the mood that prevailed over Atlanta and its environs - one of 
gloom, uncertainty and despair.

The stock market crashed in 1929 and the nation’s citizenry was in the throes of the 
Great Depression. Many Atlantans were adversely affected and some of these lived in 
mansions on the tree-lined Peachtree Street, a street that began in the city’s business 
center and wound its way northward into the rural countryside, passing my birthplace 
in Chamblee, Georgia and traversing on through Doraville, Georgia to the DeKalb- 
Gwinnett County lines at the Buford Highway. Two famous Creek and Cherokee Indian 
trails, Peachtree and Hightower Trails, once crossed near this boundary line. It had 
been an active trade crossing for the early inhabitants of our land.2

In Chamblee, on this eventful day, Benjamin Sheffield had arisen early to build a fire in 
the kitchen range and to milk the cow out in the barn. This was his daily routine; the 
wood-stove needed to be hot when Emma entered the kitchen to cook breakfast for their 
boarders and their family. This day, the couple exchanged a few early morning remarks; 
then, Benjamin turned and said, “I’m going out to get the paper. I’ll give the ‘wake-up 
call’ when it’s time.” Emma smiled as she watched his tall retreating figure. She knew

"I The Atlanta Constitution. Friday, October 10, 1930; p.1 - Weather Forecast: 66 degrees F., 
partly cloudy; fair on Saturday.

2 Atlanta and Environs. A Chronicle of its People and Events, by Franklin M. Garrett,
University of Georgia Press, Athens, Georgia, Vol. I, p. 29.
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that this was her husband's favorite time of the day - a time to meditate, reflect and to 
glance at the headlines of the morning newspaper prior to the bustle of a busy day.

Seeing that the paper had not yet arrived, Benjamin sat down in the high-back rocker 
and looked at the gathering rain clouds in the early morning sky. "Perhaps a good shower 
would settle the dust," he sighed. He glanced to the left where his eyes fell on the 
mercantile store that he and Euliss Blanton owned. He was thinking about selling his half 
to Euliss. Tending to his crops in the fields, being on the DeKalb County Board of 
Education, taking an active part in his church, and trying to help Emma with the 
boarding house was about all that he could manage. Turning his head to the right, he 
looked at his green, soon-to-be brown, pasture. Beyond this field was Flora and 
Frank’s. The two magnolia trees out in the front yard had grown large enough to give 
good shade to the front porch of the house that Frank had ably built. At that moment, 
Frank came out of his front door; Flora followed right behind him. Ben watched his son- 
in-law walk to the steps and look down. Not finding his newspaper, Frank turned and 
went back into the house, leaving Flora leaning over the porch banisters spitting her 
snuff juice onto the bare, dusty ground. Shaking his head in disapproval, Benjamin 
thought about his daughter and this filthy habit of hers. How he wished that she would 
stop dipping snuff! His thoughts traveled to Florence, who was so lady-like. What a 
contrast there was in his two oldest daughters! Flora, bless her heart, loved to hear the 
town's news and then delighted in passing this information on to others. Florence quietly 
kept things to herself. However, both girls were good daughters, wives and mothers.

With fleeting thoughts, Benjamin's first wife came to mind; she had been his first love. 
He had lost his dear Missouri Emaline (nee Grogan) to heart disease when the girls were 
very young. Soon after her death, he had married fifteen-year old Emma Robbs. Emma 
had given him six more loving children. Flora and Florence, loved and respected Emma, 
too! What a good woman Emma was!

Ed, Florence's enterprising husband, had built a beautiful large brick home for his 
family over across the railroad tracks on New Peachtree Road where they now lived. 
Benjamin missed having Florence and her children just down the road past Flora's. Ed’s 
business was flourishing while other businesses were failing during these dire, 
economic times.

Gazing across Peachtree Road, Grandpa’s eyes took in the white, wooden-fenced property 
that belonged to Ed. Enclosed in this fence was the white, clapboard house where 
Catherine, Ernest and their little girls, Ernestine and Geraldine, lived. Soon another 
little one would be joining this family. Catherine was Benjamin's granddaughter. Ernest 
was employed by Ed Hyde, his father-in-law, in the dairy. The acreage behind the white 
fence was Irvindale Farms, home of the “clean dairy!”^ Proudly, Ben reflected on Ed's 
successful reputation. Every Sunday afternoon, Atlanta people motored out to Chamblee 
to view the farm and the m<^ern equipment being used at Irvindale Dairy Farm. Ed had 
designed large plate-glass windows in the brick buildings so that the public could 
observe the workers as they went about their daily chores. The old gentleman thought of 
his relatives who worked for Ed - Ben, Harold, Herbert, Ernest and Hazel. Ed, indeed, 
had a good business head on his shoulders.

Benjamin's next thoughts were of his beloved family! How he wished that they could all 
live near him. Roy Lee had begun to talk about building a house next door to him - Roy 
Lee and Ruth needed a home of their own for their small children, Betty Ruth and new

^ Brochure, Irvindale Farms, is in this writer's files.
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baby Billy! Across the road was Catherine and her family, and living just down the road 
from Flora in one of the two block houses that Jerd^ had built for Ed was grandson 
Benjamin, his wife, Mona, and little Jeannette. Benjamin’s heart filled with warmth as 
he thought about all of his relatives who did, indeed, live near-by!

THUD! Benjamin’s family reveries were interrupted by the sound of the morning paper 
as it fell on the wooden porch floor. “Mornin’, sir,” the paper boy called, as he sped 
away to deliver his other papers. Ben leaned forward to greet the boy but the lad was 
already out of ear-shot. Chuckling at the speed of the delivery, Benjamin wondered If 
the press had broken down, thus making the youngster decidedly late in throwing his 
papers. Well, the chap surely knew how to hustle!

The elderly gentleman bent down, picked up the Atlanta Constitution^, unfolded it and 
began to read the headlines: Rebels Advance to Within 150 Miles of Rio. Brazil was 
having a lot of problems. It was unusual for another country to warrant the headlines of 
the Atlanta paper! Quickly, his eyes traveled to the Weather Forecast. Today’s 
temperature was to reach 66 degrees F., and it would be cloudy, but Saturday would be 
fair. Looking at the gray sky, Benjamin shook his head in agreement with the forecast. 
Continuing to scan the front page, he read the caption: Atlantic Fliers Make Fast Time 
Toward England. “Humph,” grunted the old man as he thought of those foolhardy people 
who flew over that vast Atlantic Ocean! Just the other day his friend Euliss had predicted 
that air travel would be the next type of popular transportation for man. Frowning, 
Ben, resolutely thought, “I certainly won’t be standing in a line to buy an airplane 
ticket!” Curiously, however, he scanned the article. The subtitle read: Old Monoplane 
Gfllumbia. On Sggond Hop. I? SightedJflO Mite§..Qut. Weather Fin?. Yes, he remembered 
when this same plane had carried Clarence Chamberlin and Charles A. Levine to 
Germany. Now it was carrying Capt. Errol Boyd and Lt. Harry P. Conner, dauntless 
airmen, who were having their first taste of trans-Atlantic flying to London. They hoped 
to reach London in 23 hours. Generally, fair weather prevailed, and favorable winds 
followed the craft, which had one of the heaviest loads of gasoline and oil ever carried by 
a trans-Atlantic plane. Having left Newfoundland at 11:20 a.m. (E.S.T.) yesterday, and 
the plane had been sighted at 5:40 p.m., 450 miles east of Harbor Grace by the Liner 
Lancastria. “Amazing!” thought Benjamin. Two other articles caught his attention, one 
being about Euaene Talmadae. State Farm Commissioner and the other about 
Democratic Convention. Governor-elect Richard Russell would have a choice as to who 
should be the chairman of the convention. Being a staunch Democrat and a farmer, Ben 
saved these two columns for a later time when he could fully digest the printed word. 
Hurriedly turning the pages, he glanced at the advertisements: A&P had cooked and peeled 
shrimp for 25 cents a half-pound; Saul’s, at 91-93 Whitehall St., was having a sale on 
their fur-trimmed coats for $19.00 and their wool sweaters for $1.95; Davison-Paxon 

was advertising their coats for $29.50; and Zachry's. at 87 Peachtree St., had two- 
trouser suits for $39.00. “Maybe he and Emma should go shopping this week," he 
mused. The Lydia E. Pinkham ad jumped out at him from the page; this vegetable 
compound was supposed to help "run-down" women. Well, Emma wasn’t run-down, but 
she might need a tonic, for she worked terribly hard. He would ask the druggist about 
this compound. Chuckling, he read the Georgia Power Comoanv ad: "Strain Creates 
Wrinkles - You can relax on the street car. It is big and strong and safe ... try a sample 
ride. The street car is a real beauty treatment - and what a comfort.” Laughing to 
himself, he thought, "Emma and I don’t need any more wrinkles! Maybe we’ll drive old

^ Jerd Anderon, a carpenter by trade, was Tabitha Hyde's brother and Ed Hyde's uncle. 
^ The Atl^ntg CQPgtitmign. Friday, October 10, 1930.
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'Aspirin'® to the car line at Oglethorpe, park it, and take the street car into Atlanta to do 
some shopping." His thoughts continued in a humorous vein, "All those crazy drivers on 
the down-town streets of Atlanta might give us even more wrinkles! Why, we might 
return home looking like dried prunes!" Chortling, he pulled his watch from his fob 
pocket and saw that it was about time to wake up the boarders.

Benjamin, dressed in his three piece suit, stood up, folded the paper, and placed it in the 
rocker's seat where it would remain until he had time to thoroughly read it. Staring up 
Peachtree Road, he saw a billow of dust, which indicated that a vehicle was approaching. 
Was that Ed's car? Yes, it was Ed; he was pulling in at Ernest and Catherine’s. 
Benjamin watched as Ed hurriedly got out of the car. Out came Ernest with little 
Geraldine and Ernestine in his arms. The old man threw up his hand and waved to his 
relatives but this gesture was not noticed because they were busily engaged in putting 
the little girls into the automobile. After a brief exchange of words, Ed got in the car and 
sped away. Ernest turned and quickly re-entered his house.

"Something is happening over there! Catherine must be in labor,” thought Benjamin. 
Pausing, he silently bowed his head and prayed to God to be with his granddaughter; she 
had such a hard time birthing her babies. His attention was caught by the movement of 
the side door as it opened. Ernest stood in the open doorway as he peered up the road. 
Grandpa looked, too. A buggy was coming - it was Dr. Cochran’s^ buggy and, yes, good ol' 
Ella was with the doctor! Catherine would be in good hands; Ella had delivered many a 
baby without a doctor's presence. Ben stared as the buggy stopped at the wooden-fence 
gate. Rushing out, Ernest hitched the horse to the fence post while the doctor and Ella 
collected their bags; the three walked toward the house. Seeing Benjamin on his front 
porch, they all waved to him as they entered the side door. Then the door closed.

Plip! Plop! Plip! A few drops of rain pelted down on the dry, parched ground. 
Accelerating - the steady, rhythmic droplets soon became a full-blown shower. 
Benjamin could smell the fresh rain as it dissolved in the thirsty earth. Tantalizing 
breakfast aromas, coming from the Sheffield kitchen, penetrated the morning's moist 
air. Benjamin knew he must hasten to rouse the sleeping inhabitants of his household.

The porch, absorbing the blowing rain, was no place to leave the morning paper; the old 
man picked it up and went into the house. As he went down the hall, he placed the paper 
on the shelf of the hall tree. Then, he started rapping on the bedroom doors, waiting for 
a response at each closed door, thus assuring him that the occupant was indeed awake.

Entering the dining room, Benjamin saw that his wife had already placed the jellies, 
jams, preserves, sorghum syrup and cakes of butter on the table. Soon the long, dining 
table would be groaning from the weight of the enormous breakfast that Emma prepared 
every morning for her family and boarders. Pitchers of milk, pots of coffee, bowls and 
platters filled with grits, ham, sausage, bacon, eggs, gravy and home-made biscuits 
would soon grace the table. Some mornings Emma prepared pork chops or fried, battered 
streak-of-lean. Flap-jacks and syrup mornings were special. AND, on occasion, there 
was even fried chicken for breakfast. What a marvelous cook Emma was!

® Grandpa Sheffield called his 1928 Chevrolet "Aspirin" because it gave him so many
headaches. Source: Betty Ruth Sheffield Johnston, Benjamin T. Sheffield's granddaughter. 

^ Dr. J.S. Cochran delivered Bertha Frances Jameson on October 10, 1930. He was assisted 
by Dr. C.T. Pirkle and a black nurse, Ella Parson. Source: Frances’s Babv Book.
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Benjamin walked swiftly into the kitchen to tell his wife about the activity across the 
street. “How I do hope Catherine doesn’t have a hard time today. She’s so frail!” fretted 
Emma when she heard the news. “When I get through with dinner,® I’ll go over and check 
on things. I’ll cook some extra food to take to Catherine's. Florence and Mrs. Adams will 
probably be cooking for them, too. Here, Benjamin, help me get breakfast on the table,” 
the small lady quietly commanded. The sound of opening doors and footsteps in the hall 
let them know that the boarders were making their way to the dining room.

When the boarders finished their meal, Emma, Benjamin and their young sons would eat. 
Sometimes Roy Lee would join them for a cup of coffee before he went to work. Finishing 
their morning chores, the Sheffield boys, Ernest, Herman and Ralph, would rush off to 
school. By this time, the colored® woman who helped Emma had every thing under 
control in the kitchen and was out on the porch churning the milk. "Kuh-slosh! Kuh- 
slosh!" went the paddle as the butter fonned in the white, soured liquid.

With little time to waste, Emma went over to Benjamin, brushed a piece of lint from his 
coat, patted him on the back, and said, “You’d better go over to Catherine’s and find out 
what’s happening. Here’s a list of some things I need from the store today. Don't forget 
the mail - we might hear from Pickett and Neva. Hurry back because I’m going to need 
those lemons in just a little while.” The tall man put his arm around her shoulders, 
gave her a quick hug and walked into the hall where he donned his raincoat and hat, 
picked up the umbrella from the hall-tree and briskly went out to the front porch.

The rain had slowed to a misty drizzle as Benjamin went down the steps to the road. 
Carefully, he walked across the dirt road, dodging the mud puddles as he made his way to 
Catherine’s. He saw Ed’s car parked beside the fence so he knew that his son-in-law had 
returned. How Ed did love Catherine! There had always been a special bond between 
those two. Upon reaching the door, Benjamin let himself in and walked back into the 
kitchen where he found Ed, the doctor and Emest in grave conversation.

Ed, with fear in his voice, turned to the old gentleman and said, “Catherine is in real 
trouble!” Lines of worry filled Ernest's pale face. Dr. Cochran addressed the three men, 
“I think we had better try to find Dr. Pirkle - I'm going to need him.” Looking at 
Benjamin, he explained, “The baby is in the 'breach' position and Ella and I haven’t been 
able to turn it. Catherine’s blood pressure is rising and I think we may be in for a rough 
delivery. Ben, start praying for her and the baby!” He said this because he knew what a 
religious man Benjamin Sheffield was and the doctor believed in the power of prayer. An 
anguished cry could be heard from the bedroom. “Ed,” the doctor grimly said, “Hurry, 
find Dr. Pirkle!” Grabbing his hat, Ed paused to lay a sympathetic hand on his son-in- 
law's shoulder as he hastily went to the door. The doctor, taking Ernest by the arm, led 
him toward the bedroom and said, “Go, stand by her bed and give her encouragement.” 
Benjamin retreated to a quiet corner in the kitchen, sat down in a cane-back chair and 
bowed his head in earnest prayer.

Ernest quietly went to Catherine’s side, bent over, and gently kissed her forehead. 
Quietly he whispered, “Sweetheart, I’m right here with you." She reached for his hand 
and moaned. Ella placed a pan of water on the bed-side table. Taking a cloth, she dipped

® The big meal of the day was called dinner, even if it was prepared at noon, thus, Sunday 
dinner. Supper usually consisted of left-overs from dinner or was a very light meal. 
Grandma cooked a huge dinner every day for her boarders and for extra people - 
salesmen, store keepers, etc.

^ Colored was the polite term used for a Negro or black person in 1930.
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it into the pan, squeezed the excess water from It, and laid the damp cloth in Ernest's 
free hand. "Puh d'is col' rag on 'Mis’ Cath-ern’s' head, Mis-tah. Ern-esl" ordered the 
experienced nurse. She knew that it would be good for him to think that he was doing 
something to help his wife with her pain. Ella and the doctor continued to work over 
Catherine’s swollen frame but nothing they did would persuade the baby to turn into the 
right birth position. As each contraction began, Catherine uttered tortured groans. 
When the pain had passed, Ella would quietly tell the young mother to breathe deep and 
rest, assuring her that she would soon have another fine, little baby. Opening the side 
door as he knocked. Dr. Pirkle quickly conferred with Dr. Cochran. Wasting no time, 
they tried to force the fetus to turn in the birth canal; but, it stubbornly remained in the 
breach position.'*®

The day wore on; Catherine’s blood pressure soared to an alarming height. The two 
doctors and Ella feverishly worked to save the baby and the mother. By now, Catherine’s 
shrieks were wild and loud as she tried to rid her body of its terrible burden. An 
occasional tear would spill down Ernest’s face as he watched his beloved’s agony! In the 
last stages of labor, Catherine went into convulsions; the doctors feared that she and the 
baby would die. They, helplessly, stood by.

Miracle of miracles! Amazingly, the baby slipped out, bottom first; the umbilical cord 
was not tied around her neck as the doctors had fearfully suspected! Finally, at 4:30 
p.m., the long, tortured labor was over! Exhausted and semi-conscious, Catherine 
limply lay as the doctor placed the new-born babe across her stomach, where he cut and 
tied the cord. A lusty cry emitted from the infant’s throat and the relieved physicians 
grinned at one another as they handed the new-born infant to Ella to "clean-up." Ernest, 
wiping his eyes, leaned over and kissed his darling’s face as he told her, "Sweetheart, we 
have another little girl." But Catherine was not alert enough to respond. Ed and 
Benjamin were in the kitchen rejoicing and giving thanks that the excruciating, painful 
delivery was finally over.

When Ella brought the baby into the kitchen to bathe, measure and weigh, the two doctors 
examined the baby and both agreed that she, indeed, was a fine, healthy baby. 
Catherine’s blood pressure began to slowly recede. As she came to a conscious state, 
Ernest again told her that they had a little girl. Her head moved from side to side on the 
crumpled pillow. Fretting, she said, “No! This one was supposed to be a boy!” “Well, 
she’s a pretty little girl,” her hustiand assured her as he gently kissed Catherine's 
parched, bruised lips.

The bedroom door opened; Ella brought the warmly wrapped, clean baby to the mother’s 
bed. She crooned as she announced, “Mis’ Cath'ern', yo’ has a fine li’l gu-rl ba-by! 
She weigh six poun’s an’ a’ ha’f, an’ she be twen’y fo’ anches Ion’! She give us all a bad 
time, mos’ 'speshly yo’, buh’ she be a fine ba-by! She be reddy fo’ yo’ to look at hur!” 
With that, Ella laid the baby in the exhausted mother’s arms, adding, “Jes’ look at tha’ 
li’l mouff; it be aw-l’ scrooch’ up fo’ sum’fin’ to eat.” Chuckling, the old darky'll left 
the room so that the young couple could be alone with their newest off-spring.

This writer was often told that she was stubborn. Her father teased her by saying that she 
was as stubborn as a mule or that she would argue with a sign post. This was evidenced 
early in her life!

■' Darky, a term of endearment, was another name used to describe or call a black person in 
1930.
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Catherine tenderly pulled the blanket away from the baby’s face. For a moment the 
parents quietly stared at the tiny baby’s pink, round face, with the wide-set eyes and the 
tiny bow-lips that were quivering and puckered. As if she knew she was being admired, 
her eyelids fluttered open, revealing her deep blue eyes. Snuggling the infant close to 
her body, Catherine whispered, “You are an angel!" Gently, she placed the baby on the 
sheet beside her, and slowly took the blanket away from the little one’s bare body. 
Softly, she and Ernest stroked the baby’s pink skin as they examined her feet, arms and 
hands. Looking at each other, they both agreed that they had a healthy, baby girl! 
Wrapping the flannel blanket once more around the infant, Catherine touched the baby’s 
hand and instantaneously the little fingers wound around her mother’s index finger. 
Emotionally, the young woman drew the baby to her breast and said, “How could anything 
so sweet give me such a terrible time such a short time ago?!” Ernest leaned over and 
tenderly kissed the two. Then he said to his wife, “You look so tired! Get some rest 
while I go to the dairy. It's milking time. I’ll be back in a little while.”

It was as if this were a cue for Ella to return, for the door opened and the black nurse 
came in and walked over to the bed saying, “Mr. Em-es’, Ah ‘spec’ h’its abou’ time fo’ 
Mis’ Cath’ern' to git a li’l res'! Yo’ knows she nee’s it!” Grinning, Ernest replied, 
“That was just what I was telling her, Ella! I have to get to the dairy; it’s milking time. 
Can I count on you to take care of my girls?” Smiling at his wife, he glanced at the nurse 
as she laughingly retorted, “Yo’ knows that El-la takes the bes’ kine of care of her 
mamas an’ ba-bies!! Jes’ look at d’is angel, she be sleepin’ lak' a lam' - so peacefu’ 
lak’! I bettah go puh’ sum clo’s on d'is li'l 'un.” Carefully, the nurse picked up the baby 
to diaper her, dress her and place her in the cradle beside her mother's bed. Ernest 
arose from his chair, kissed Catherine and left the room to go to work. Catherine, 
stretching her weary limbs, wriggled down into the covers, closed her eyes, and waited 
for sleep to come, which, blessedly, it did!

Just as Ernest was leaving the house, Grandpa and Grandma Sheffield came across the 
road with a cloth-covered hamper of food. When they heard that Catherine was sleeping, 
they handed the basket to Ernest and told him that they would come back in the morning 
to see her and the baby. Ernest tenderly took Emma's hand and said, “Mrs. Sheffield, 
thanks for fixing this food. I’ll give it to Ella and when Catherine wakes she'll be 
starvin'. She's been too busy to eat today! I’ll warn Ella that they had better save me a 
bite or two of your good cookin'. Thank you, ma'am! Thank you, sir!"

Shaking Benjamin's hand, Ernest said, “Thank you, sir, for being with us today. Your 
prayers helped bring us through, and what a fine baby we have to show for it! Y'all 
come back in the morning to see her and Catherine.” The elderly couple smiled and told 
Ernest how happy they were that the "birthing" was over and that both Catherine and the 
baby were all right. Turning, they slowly made their way back across Peachtree Road as 
dusk fast approached. After depositing the food on the kitchen table, Ernest teasingly told 
Ella, “Save me some!” He turned, grabbed some cigars from a box on the shelf and 
quickly went out the side door.

Bounding down the steps with the cigars in his hand, he met Mrs. Adams, their next door 
neighbor, who was coming across the lane with a freshly baked pie in her hands. “Well, 
what is it?” she excitedly inquired! When she heard that it was another little girl, she 
echoed Ernest’s words. “Another little girl! Well, I say ... ! And Catherine? Is she 
asleep? I have to tell you that when I saw the doctors, Ed and Benjamin leaving, I knew 
it was all over and that everything must be 'okie-dokie'! I knew that it was about 
milking time, so I told Ruth {her daughter} that I was going to go over and stay with 
Catherine while you were at the dairy. Is that all right?" Gratefully, the young man 
thanked her and told her to go on into the house and keep Ella company while Catherine

438



slept. Starting toward the dairy, he called to the older woman, "HI be home as soon as I 
get through with the milking."

Fixing his eyes on the beautiful autumn sunset, a tired but happy Ernest walked through 
the fields to the dairy, while Mrs. Adams went into the house to befriend her young 
neighbor. The day was ending; it had started out gloomy and rainy; now it was coming to 
a close in a glorious manner. All was quiet in the white, clapboard house where nothing 
was heard but the gentle breathing of its inhabitants and the ticking of the clock.

Parking his car in the driveway at his home, Ed wearily got out of it, closed its door and 
climbed the concrete back steps of his new home. He heard the kitchen door open and 
before he could turn the handle on the screened porch door, Florence was there opening it 
for him. She anxiously asked, “How is Catherine? Is she all right? The baby is here,
isn’t it? What was it? Is it all right?” What a flurry of questions! Taking his hat off,
Ed reached in his trousers' back pocket, took out his handkerchief and wiped his brow. 
Then he put his arm around Florence’s shoulders, giving her a gentle squeeze, and said, 
“Slow down, Florencie, the baby is here and Catherine is all right; but, what a terrible 
day she has had! We almost lost both of them, but God saw fit to spare them.” Ed, 
looking upward, silently thanking his heavenly Father. The couple walked into the 
kitchen where little twenty-two months old Geraldine was sitting on the linoleum floor
by the kitchen stool. “But you haven’t told me what the baby is, Ed!" With
exasperation, Florence inquired, "What is it?!” Cocking his head, Ed smiled and said, 
“Well, it’s another little girl!" Florence’s mouth flew open in dismay as she exclaimed, 
“Oh, Catherine was hoping that it would be a little boy. I know she’s disappointed! 
Pausing, she said, "Tell me all about the day! I’ve been so anxious to hear something!” 
Hugging her, he apologized for not coming home to give her a report. After Florence 
heard about the day's anxious moments, she could only reply, “Thank the good Lord, the 
baby is here and they both are all right! Poor Catherine!” Shaking her head from side 
to side, she whispered to herself, “Another little girl!”

Little Geraldine caught their attention as she pulled up to an erect position by holding on 
to the kitchen stool’s lower rung. Glancing up at her grandparents, she broadly smiled, 
as if to say, “Look at me!” Turning loose, she precariously tried to take a step toward 
them but lost her balance and to her dismay, plopped to the floor. Adoringly, Ed scooped 
her up in his arms, kissed her and said, “She’ll be walking soon!”

A child’s running footsteps could be heard in the hall-way. Little, three year old 
Ernestine bounded into the room, calling, “Papa Hyde, Papa Hyde!” Handing Geraldine to 
his wife, he leaned down to take Ernestine into his arms. Holding his oldest grandchild 
close to him, he gently kissed her and said, “Just guess what you have at your house, 
little girlie.” Ernestine quizzically looked at him. Kissing her once more, he continued, 
“You have a little baby sister!” Puzzled, the child looked at her grandfather and then 
pointed to Geraldine and responded, “She’s my baby sister!” Florence and Ed laughed! 
Ed tried to explain to her that she had another baby sister and that it was at her house 
with her mother and daddy. Little Ernestine questioned, “Baby sister? Baby sister?”

She could not comprehend what her grandfather was telling her. During this era 
(1930s), one did not talk about having a baby and especially not to a three year old 
child. Scrambling down from her grandfather's arms, Ernestine raced to Helen as her 
young aunt entered the room. Close behind seven-year-old Helen was ten-year-old 
Louise and fourteen-year-old Ethelyn, who excitedly squealed, “Baby sister? What’s 
her name?” Blankly, Ed looked at Florence and in stunned amazement he stammered, “I 
don’t know! I really don’t know!” Seeing the hacked expression on his face, they all 
burst into gales of laughter.
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Walking over to the sink, he took the dipper^^ from its nail, turned on the spigot and 
filled it with cold water, which he thirstily drank. Putting the dipper back, he turned 
and exclaimed to his daughters, “Your mama and I will have to go over to Catherine's 
tonight to find out what they have named our new grandbaby! Come on, girlies,''^ help 
your mama get supper on the table. I'm very hungry!"

Florence quickly organized her thoughts. She handed Geraldine to Ethelyn, saying, 
“Wash Geraldine’s hands, put her bib on her, and put her in the high chair.” To Helen 
she said, ‘Take Ernestine to the bathroom and help her wash her hands. You wash yours, 
too. And, Louise, you can help me get supper on the table. I’m glad you girls set the table 
earlier. Now I can get supper ready in a hurry. Your papa and I will go over to 
Catherine’s after we eat. I've cooked extra food so that we could take their supper to 
them." "Girls,” she gently ordered, "Let's work as fast as we can!” The girls speedily 
obeyed. Louise volunteered, “I’ll do the dishes after supper." Ethelyn promptly said, 
“I’ll help Louise do the dishes while Helen and Ernestine take their baths and put on 
their pajamas. Helen, will you help Ernestine with her bath?" Waiting to see if her 
little sister agreed to this assignment and seeing Helen’s head nodding affirmatively, 
Ethelyn further stated, “Then, I’ll take Geraldine and I'll bathe her and rock her to 
sleep.” Ethelyn knew how Geraldine loved to be rocked! Beaming at her daughters, 
Florence said, “What good girls I have! We'll take y'all over tomorrow afternoon after 
school to see the baby, and by then we’ll know what to call her! Herb and Harold will 
soon be home from the dairy and they can help you girls take care of Geraldine and 
Ernestine tonight while we are gone.”

All hurriedly went to perform their duties. Turning, Florence strode to the wood range, 
lifted the lids of the pots, stirred their contents and started putting the food into serving 
dishes. If one had been standing next to Florence, they would have heard her softly 
muttering, “Maude Adams is probably over at Catherine’s right now and she's probably 
getting to hold my new grandbaby before 1 get to hold her!"

(Note: This account of my birth is written in fictional form. However, actual facts, 
names and dates were told to me by my mother or taken from recordings in my baby 
book. Descriptions of Aunt Flora's house, my birth home. Grandpa's home, Mama and 
Papa Hyde's home and Irvindale Dairy Farm are as I remember them. In 2004, the 
first house Papa Hyde built in Chamblee [the Ben Pierce home]. Aunt Flora's home, Roy 
Lee Sheffield's home and the Blanton house, all on Peachtree Road, are among the few 
dwellings that remain from this era in old Chamblee. There is an Irvindale Drive located 
in the vicinity where the farm was located.)

I was born north-east of Atlanta, in the small, suburban railroad town of Chamblee, 
Georgia. Although I cannot remember being born on Peachtree Street in Chamblee, I was 
told of this event by my mother and she recorded bits about my birth and of early 
happenings in my young life. My Baby Book was given to me by one of my namesakes, 
Bertha Wright Warnock. Bertha and Mother were girlhood friends and attended the same 
church. Later they were neighbors on Thornwell Drive in Brookhaven. Bertha was a

''2 This aluminum dipper hung on this nail for many years in Mama Hyde’s kitchen. All
members of the household used it for drinking tap water. I can remember how cool the lip 
felt to my lips when I drank from it. At Mama Hyde’s death, her worldly goods were 
divided among the family and I was given the dipper. It now hangs on the wall in my kitchen 
as a pleasant reminder of times at my grandparent's home.

■I 3 A term of endearment that Ed Hyde used when talking to his daughters and grand-daughters.
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great source of help during Gerry’s premature birth and early years; thus, a close 
relationship was formed between these two women. It seemed natural for me to be named 
for Bertha. She was married to Robert Warnock, Mona Hyde’s brother. Robert 
graduated from high school with Mother and was known as a big tease. He and Bertha 
never had children.

A few excerpts from my Babv Book:
Born to: Mr. and Mrs. C.E. Jameson
Place: Chamblee, Georgia
Time: October 10, 1930, 4 :30 o’clock (p.m.)
Weight: Six and a half pounds
Length: Twenty-four inches long
Doctor’s name: Dr. J.S. Cochran and Dr. C.T. Pirkle
Nurse’s name: Ella Parson

Visitors: Mama and Papa Hyde, Ethelyn, Louise, Helen, Harold and Herbert, Ben, Mona 
and Jeannette [Hyde], Mama Jameson and Fred, Aunt Thelma and Uncle Ewell [Jameson], 
Aunt Mae and Uncle Newt [Miller], [Great] Grandpa and “Miss Mary” Jameson, Ramath, 
Marvin, and Nancy Sue [Hyde], Aunt Flora, Doris, and Tuck [Harrison], Hazel and 
Everett [Bray], Homer and Daisy [Tomlin], Ruth, Fred and Allen [Drake], Mrs. Adams 
and Joyce [Adams], Louise, Leonard, and Dorothy [Lively], Irene Daniel, Bertie Lou, 
Vivian, Edwin, and Jimmy Pierce, Miriam and Uncle Oscar [Hyde], [Great] Grandpa and 
[Great] Grandma [Sheffield].

[I cannot imagine my namesakes not coming to see me. Perhaps Mother failed to add 
their names. They were Bertha Warnock, whom I have already mentioned, and Frances 
Tilly. Interestingly, Nancy Sue Hyde, Dorothy Lively, and Jimmy Pierce grew up with 
me and we were classmates and good friends through high school.]

Gifts: Dress and gown - Mama Hyde; dress and blanket - Daisy Tomlin; dress - Ruth 
Drake; socks and Baby Book-Bertha Warnock.

First bath: Mother gave first bath when she [Frances] was twelve days old. The ordeal 
was very pleasant and baby slept most of the way through it.

Weight at two weeks: seven pounds

First ride: Bertha Frances’s first ride was in Papa Hyde’s automobile on Sunday, 
November 9, 1930. Baby was a month old and her visit was at her Mama Hyde’s. She 
was a sweet baby and slept most of the day. [Emestine’s third birthday was on November 
the eighth and she probably celebrated it on this day at her grandmother’s house.]

The rest of the pages in my Baby Book were not filled out. Mother was probably so busy 
taking care of children that she did not have time to complete it. The earliest photograph 
of me was when I was a year or maybe fifteen months old. A golden lock of my hair was 
kept in an envelope and was placed with a few of my baby clothes in Mother’s cedar chest. 
They are stored now in my cedar chest.

The other person for whom I was named was Frances Tilly. Her mother, Maude, was a 
good friend of Mama Hyde's and Mother’s. Frances’ father was Mr. Guy Tilly. He was 
Papa Hyde’s good friend. They lived just beyond the dairy acreage on Peachtree Road.

My Baby Book is stored in this writer's Lanes Cedar Chest with a few of her baby clothes 
and a lock of golden hair from her first hair cut.
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Frances Tilly and Ethelyn were best friends. Mother and Daddy liked the name Frances 
and so they named me after this young friend. When 1 was about three years old, Frances 
Tilly gave me her doll cradle, which her father and mother had made for her when she 
was a little girl. How I loved placing my dolls in this cradle as I pretended to rock them 
to sleep! When Melanie (my daughter) was a little girl, she too rocked her dolls in this 
cradle. Today, Melanie’s little Maria claims this treasure and her dolls now grace this 
cradle. At this writing, four generations of little girls have rocked their dolls in this 
lovely, cream-colored, wicker, doll cradle.

Bits and Pieces of Eariy Atlanta and Peachtree Street/Road's History

I have no memories of my life on Peachtree Road but Mother told me that Papa Hyde came 
to see me every day. He called me his “little ray of sunshine” because I always had a 
smile for him. She said she would hear him whistling as he walked from the dairy 
through the wheat field to our house to make his morning visit. The tune was often 
“Comin’ Through The Rye.” Two years after my birth, we moved across the railroad 
tracks to Stone Mountain Road to a new, small, red-brick house, which Papa Hyde had 
Uncle Jerd to build for us. It was just around the corner, through the fields and woods, 
from Papa and Mama Hyde's new house. Although I no longer lived on Peachtree Road, 
this main thorough-fare continued to be an important part of my daily life. After I was 
five or six, my feet trod its pavement almost every day until I graduated from high 
school.

The Peachtree Street/Road that I knew and loved has changed drastically through the 
years. Its twisting route has been altered in places and many of its houses, churches, 
and businesses have been demolished to make way for “progress” in the form of newer 
buildings, parking lots, and other accommodations. Even during my youthful era, it was 
ever changing. Much has happened to this famous thoroughfare and to its people, I being 
one of them. I took my first breath and gave my first, lusty cry in a house, which faced 
Peachtree Road in Chamblee, Georgia. Many of my relatives, friends and acquaintances 
have lived, worked, shopped and attended social, religious, and business functions on 
Peachtree. Because of its impact on my life, I want to share with you, the reader, some 
experiences that I have had on its course, and a little of what I know about this beloved 
and famous street/road. Digression will occur as I recall special people or familiar 
places that were along its path. As I travel in my memories, I will make a few "off 
Peachtree" visits. None of this will be written in chronological order; several 
generations of people will appear, each in his own era. My perception may be different 
from the reader’s and I may err in some instances. Not living in my home town during 
my adult years, I have not been there to see the daily changes of my beloved Peachtree. 
My memory will take charge as I write about this famous Peachtree Street/Road.

In 1930, the section of Peachtree Road that I knew best was not paved. It was a dusty, 
country lane that wound its way through Chamblee; criss-crossing or running parallel 
with the Southern Railroad tracks all the way through Doraville, Georgia and ending not 
far from the Gwinnett-DeKalb County boundary line where the Indian trails, Peachtree 
Trail and Hightower Path, once crossed.

Were there peach trees planted along its path? How did it get its name? Some say that it 
got its name from the old Indian village. Standing Peachtree, which was located on the 
Chattahoochee River. Standing Peachtree was a well known Indian settlement. Because of 
its accessibility to land and water, it was an important meeting place for the early 
settlers to trade goods with the Creek Indians. At this junction of Indian tribe trails - 
Peachtree Trail, Stone Mountain Trail, and Sand Mountain Trail - the licensed white
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traders were permitted to enter the Indian country.^® How long this Creek Indian 
settlement, Standing Peachtree, existed is not known. Revolutionary War records of May 
27, 1782 reveal that a Federal Government agent was sent to investigate rumors of 
friction between the Creek and Cherokee tribes near the village."'® Two theories have 
been given for the name, Peachtree. Franklin Garrett, the late historian of Atlanta, gave 
both versions"'^ and challenged his readers “to select the one that suited their logic or 
interest.” I implore you to do the same.

First Theory: There was an unusually high hill or mound where Peachtree Creek emptied 
into the Chattahoochee River, near the old Pumping Station. Growing on top of this 
mound was a big pine tree, which had been struck by lightning. Sap ran down its trunk. 
Some think that the Indians blazed this tree to obtain rosin or pitch. Indian names 
express some physical feature, so perhaps they named it Pitch Tree and through the 
years it was corrupted to Peachtree.

Second Theory: Since peach trees are not indigenous to this area, perhaps the Indians in 
trading with other Indian tribes had obtained a peach seed and planted it on top of the 
mound, where it grew into a flourishing fruit tree. Thus, they named their settlement 
for this tree, Standing Peachtree. Making this theory more plausible, was an interview 
with George Washington Collier, an 1830 mail carrier. Reporter Robert Adamson wrote 
in the April 25, 1877 Atlanta Constitution that Collier said, “Standing Peachtree was 
right where Peachtree Creek emptied into the Chattahoochee - right where the Pumping 
Station is now. There was a great huge mound of earth heaped up there ... and right on top 
of it grew a big peach tree. It bore fruit and was a useful and beautiful tree ... There’s 
nothing of it now.”

Garrett further added that by 1813-1814, Lt. George R. Gilmer with a twenty-two man 
force erected Fort Peachtree at the Standing Peachtree village site. Another fort had 
been built in 1813, Fort Daniel at Hog Mountain; these two out-posts (built for 
protection from the Indians) required a connecting road. Much of its route followed the 
Indian’s Peachtree Trail. This road became the original Peachtree Road.

In 1835, Governor Wilson Lumpkin decided that Georgia should participate in a railroad 
construction project. In 1836, the legislature authorized the building of a railroad with 
state funds. Colonel Stephen H. Long, chief engineer, chose a spot near today’s busy 
Atlanta Five Points and had his assistant surveyor to drive a stake. This marked the 
southern terminal of a projected railroad that was to extend from the Tennessee River to 
the South Atlantic seaboard.^® The area surrounding this site was called Terminus. In 
1842, the railroad center’s name was changed to Marthasville in honor of Governor 
Lumpkin’s youngest daughter Martha. The settlement grew rapidly with the completion 
of the state's Western and Atlantic Railroad from Chattanooga (1842), the Georgia 
Railroad from Augusta (1845), and the Central of Georgia Railroad from Macon and 
Savannah (1846).

On December 26, 1845, the legislature changed the settlement’s name from 
Marthasville to Atlanta because they thought the name, Marthasville, was too provincial. 
J. Edgar Thompson, chief engineer of the Georgia Railroad, suggested the name Atlanta ...

Peachtree Street. Atlanta, by William Bailey Williford, U. of Ga. Press, 1962, pp. 1-3. 
Garrett, Vol. I, op. cit., pp. 8-9.
Ibid.
Atlanta. Capital Of The South. Edited by Paul W. Miller, Oliver Durrell,lnc. N.Y., N.Y.,1949, 
p. 8.

443



“the terminus of the Western and Atlantic Railroad. He declared that Atlantic was 
masculine and Atlanta was feminine."^® Atlanta became the town’s name! The town's 
site was in DeKalb County until Fulton County was carved out of DeKalb County. Then the 
town of Atlanta was located in the newly formed Fulton County.

The first streets in Atlanta were Peachtree Street, which was the old Peachtree Trail; 
Whitehall Street, which was the old Sand Town Trail - a southerly route of Peachtree; 
Marietta Street, the old Indian trail to the town of Marietta; and Decatur Street, which 
was the eastern route of Marietta Street beyond Peachtree to the town of Decatur. These 
streets were laid out and developed in a haphazard manner; the early landowners doubted 
that the settlement would be a real town.^o The original Peachtree Street ran only a few 
blocks north from its junction with Whitehall Street, after which, it was both known as 
Peachtree Trail and Peachtree Road.^i

The first house in old Terminus was a log cabin, built by Hardy Ivy in about 1833, and 
was located at the present northeast corner of Courtland and Ellis Streets.^^ Early 
buildings on the northeast corner of Peachtree Street and Decatur Street were a retail 
grocery business and post office built by Wash Collier in 1845; a general merchandise 
store, Norcross Corners, built by Jonathan Norcross in 1846 for $200 on the 
southwest corner of Peachtree and Marietta Streets; and a grocery store and drinking 
shop built by Thomas Kile on the northwest corner of Peachtree and Marietta Streets. 
The town extended about a mile in all directions from the terminal or the “car shed,” as 
it was known.23

One of the first houses built on Peachtree Street was that of Patrick Connally, in 1845. 
It adjoined Norcross’s property. In 1847 a non-denominational church and school were 
erected in the triangle now formed by Peachtree, Pryor, and Houston Streets.

Dr. George Smith, D.D., who had lived in Atlanta as a boy during 1847 to 1855, wrote 
recollections of the area. In 1909 and 1910, the Atlanta Journal printed these in a 
series of articles, "Recollections of an Atlanta Boy, 1847-1855." In Garrett’s and 
Williford's books, this excerpt from Smith's writings appear:

"I never saw more beauty than there was in the springtime in the groves all over 
Atlanta. All the undergrowth except the azaleas and dogwoods had been cut out.
The sward was covered with the fairest woodland flowers, floxes, lilies, 
trilliums, violets, pink roots, primroses - a fairer vision than any garden of 
exotics show now. Honeysuckle of every beautiful hue, deep red, pink, golden, 
white were in lavish luxuriance. The white dogwood was everywhere; the red 
woodbine and now and then a yellow jessamine climbed on the trees. When a 
stream was found, it was clear as crystal. I have seen few things so fair in this 
world of beauty, as were the Atlanta woods in 1848."24

However, Dr. William N. White, an Atlanta educator of that period, wrote in his journal 
about the early beginnings of Atlanta; his description of the area was less picturesque: 

"October 21, 1847 ... The city now contains 2,500 inhabitants; thirty large 
stores; two hotels, that would accommodate 150 each; three newspapers;

Ibid., p. 11.
20 Williford, op. cit., p. 4.

Ibid., p. 5.
22 Garrett, Vol. I, op. cit., p. 115.
23 Williford, op. cit., pp. 5, 6.
24 Garrett, Vol. I, op. cit., p. 291; Williford, op. cit., p. 7.
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and two schools ... one taught by a gentleman and the other by a lady, who teaches 
A.B.C.’s; 187 buildings have been put up this summer... The woods all around 
are full of shanties, and the merchants live in them until they can find time to 
build. The streets are full of stumps and the stores full of trade and bustle ... 
There are several beautiful springs in the village and the water is good; the land 
is rolling. There are not 100 Negroes in this place, and white men black their 
own shoes, and dust their own clothes, as independently as in the north ... The 
people here bow and shake hands with everybody they meet, as there are so many 
coming in all the time that they cannot remember with whom they are
acquainted."25

As the city grew, Peachtree Road extended northward. Many of Atlanta’s early homes 
graced its path. Dr. Crawford W. Long, famed as the first person to use anesthesia 
successfully, built a home on Peachtree in 1851, which he later sold to Clark Howell, 
owner of Howell’s Mill - local merchant and later Judge of Fulton Inferior Court. Other 
founding fathers also built residences on the street.^^

During the 1840s and 1850s, the condition of Peachtree Street was reported to be 
either muddy or dusty, so a boardwalk was laid along a portion of the street. This 
protected the pedestrians from the wet or dry red clay of Peachtree Street. Later these 
boardwalks were replaced with paving stones. 7̂

It is written that the farmers and others bringing their products into and out of the city 
often traveled on Peachtree Street. At a certain point, it dipped into a deep “bottom". 
When it rained, this “bottom” became so muddy and slick that a team of horses or mules 
could not pull through it. This necessitated the travelers to take the highroad, which ran 
parallel to the east. After they had passed the dip, they were able to rejoin the original 
route. When both roads became well-traveled roads, there was a need to rename one of 
them, as they were both being called Peachtree Street. The original Peachtree Street 
was renamed, and since it was on the west side of the city, it became known as West 
Peachtree Street.^®

Near the end of 1855, fifty ornamental lamp posts, some on Peachtree Street, were 
brilliantly lit when the new gas lighting system was turned on. The lamplighter soon 
became a familiar sight at dusk on Atlanta’s streets. And in the early morn, the 
lamplighter returned to "snuff" out the flames.2^

By 1867, a stretch of Peachtree Street, near present day Tenth Street, was considered to 
be dangerous, particularly for lone travelers. This area was known as “Tight Squeeze.” 
It was described as narrow, crooked, and heavily wooded with a deep, thirty-foot ravine, 
which extended along its eastern side. There was a common saying, “It took a mighty 
tight squeeze to get through with one’s life.” By 1887, the ravine had been filled and the 
road had been straightened, becoming a site for fine houses; and old “Tight Squeeze” 
became a term of the past.^®

Ibid., p. 248-249; Williford, op. cit., p.7.
2® Williford, op. cit, p. 13.
27 Ibid., p. 10.
2® Yolande’s Atlanta, by Yolande Gwin, Peachtree Publishers. Ltd., 1983, p. 109. 
2® Williford, op. cit., pp. 17-18.

Garrett, Vol. I, op. cit., p. 746.
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Sections of Peachtree Road were involved in the siege of Atlanta during the War Between 
the States. Some of its noted houses were used as hospitals and headquarters for Union 
and Confederate troops.®  ̂ Battles raged on, or near, its course. Wallace Reed wrote, 
“Peachtree Street was burned up from the center of the city to Wesley C h a p e l . ”® ^  j^e  
Battle of Peachtree Creek, on July 20, 1864, brought Union troops alarmingly close to 
the city. During this fierce battle, there were 1,710 Union and 4,796 Confederate 
casualties.33 Far out on Peachtree Road, in 1864, General Sherman used the Samuel 
House home as Union headquarters for a day or two. This home and surrounding acres 
were owned by Samuel House (1798-1873) but the House family had fled when they 
heard that the Union troops were coming their way. Before the South surrendered 
Atlanta, September 4, 1864, Sherman commanded all Atlantans to evacuate the city. He 
offered the help of Union troops to transport the people, their servants who voluntarily 
chose to go with their former owners, trunks, and furniture to points north or south of 
the city. Four hundred and forty-six Atlanta families were assisted in their moves by 
the Union forces. Thousands of other Atlantans hastily retreated behind the Confederate 
lines. Only a few hundred persons remained in Atlanta. Williford writes, “Sherman 
began his infamous March to the Sea on November 16, 1864, leaving an Atlanta silent 
and empty under the pall of its still-smoldering ruins." Businesses, railroads, mills 
and most of the houses were destroyed by the Union troops.^^ Others have written that 
some of these properties were destroyed by the Confederates or by the owners, rather 
than allow the federal forces to take them. After the war, Atlanta had to rebuild. And 
rebuild it did, with freed slaves, carpet baggers, some unsavory characters, and hard
working, law-abiding citizens of the city.

It has been written that “Atlanta is built on something less than a hundred hills.'^s As 
the hilly city grew northward, Peachtree Street, at a certain point, became Peachtree 
Road, and by 1930, it extended beyond Doraville, Georgia to the Gwinnett-DeKalb County 
line and beyond. Much of it was a rural, unpaved roadway.

Miller writes that by 1890, Atlanta’s streets were paved with “crushed rock, Belgian 
blocks and/or cobblestones. Brick sidewalks were laid in herringbone fashion. With 
these improvements, public transportation was in demand. By 1882, street cars were 
in the city.36 These cars were drawn by mules, a cumbersome sight. In 1906, (the 
year that Catherine Hyde was born), the Georgia Power Company was formed and this 
company took over the city’s transportation system. Soon electric street cars traversed 
the city. One route ran parallel to Peachtree Road, beginning at Five Points and traveled 
north to Brookhaven; later the tracks on this route were laid on out to Oglethorpe 
University. During World War I, the tracks were extended to the Camp Gordon entrance 
at the Overhead bridge near Chamblee. It was in 1937 that the first trackless trolley 
was installed in Atlanta. This form of transportation eventually replaced the street cars 
on Peachtree Road. The last street car to run in Atlanta was on April 11,1949.^^

Williford, op. cit., pp. 19-27.
32 Ibid., p. 27.
33 Ibid., p. 23.
3'  ̂ Ibid., pp. 19-27.
35 Atlanta - A Chronological and Documentary History. 1813-1976. compiled and edited by 

George J. Lankevich Oceana Publications, Inc., Dobbs Ferry N.Y., 1976, p. 95.
3® Miller, op. cit., p. 55-58.
37 Atlanta And Environs. A Chronicle Qf Its People And Events, by Franklin Miller Garrett, 

Facsimile Reprint 1969 by University of Georgia Press, Vol. II, pp. 428-430.
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Other transportation for Atlanta's citizens was the train. The Terminal Station was 
erected in 1904 (the year Ernest Jameson was born) to accommodate trains of six large 
railroads.^® The Southern Railway System^^ was one of these companies and one of its 
routes was from Atlanta, up the seaboard, to Washington, D.C. This line came through 
Chamblee; and, here, as well as in other outlying suburbs and towns, many employees of 
Atlanta's businesses daily commuted into the city by train.

Another method of transportation in the city was by cab from the Atlanta Taxicab 
Company, formed on February 11, 1909.^° It was reported that the public craned their 
necks to see the eight taxicabs that rolled away from the garage on Pryor Street. The 
rider paid by the trip, not by the number of passengers carried. The first half-mile 
cost thirty cents and ten cents for each additional quarter of a mile; the seating capacity 
was four. One could pay $1.00 and ride for an hour with three other friends. Dr. L.C. 
Fischer (more will be written about him) was on the board of directors of this company. 
During my youth, the Yellow Cab Company dominated the Atlanta Streets.

In the 1920s, bus transportation came to the city.^'' From 1940 to 1960, the 
Greyhound Bus Lines and Trailway Bus Lines were frequently used by travelers for out 
of town transportation.

By 1909, automobiles were on the city streets and were frightening horses. Rules made 
it unlawful to operate at a greater speed than 8 miles per hour within the fire limits, 
and 15 miles per hour outside. All operators had to be licensed at $1.00 per year. It 
took two hours to drive nine miles. The highest speed of the early cars would be twenty 
miles per hour.'*^ john W. Alexander, Vice President of Farmers and Traders Bank in 
Atlanta, owned the first automobile - a steam car, paying $925 for it.^® It was one of 
three Locomobile steamers ordered by Mr. William Dawson Alexander, who was a bicycle 
dealer at 35 Pryor Street, and who rented bicycles to many of the town's citizens. These 
steamers arrived in large wooden packing cases and were assembled by bicycle 
repairmen and a few steam engineers. The steamers looked much like a “bike” buggy, 
except for a small steam engine that was mounted on the rear axle and for the steering 
lever. Each car had a boiler under its seat and an engine on the axle; the whole 
contraption weighed 650 pounds. It had no top, no horn, no mud guards and no lamps. 
Mr. John W. Alexander and a demonstrator from the factory made the first trial run in 
the steamer to East Point and back, a distance of about nine miles. The maiden trip took 
two hours. Mr. Alexander's humorous account told about speeding along at 20 miles per 
hour. People (and animals) gawked at this flying machine. One mule, pulling a farm 
wagon, was so frightened by it that its ears shot up and the mule reared up. Mr. 
Alexander and his driver managed to get around this creature but as they went past the 
wagon, they discovered another mule that was tied behind the wagon. Somehow the mule 
in front backed up the wagon and ran squarely into the Locomobile. The machine flew 
into the air and landed in the ditch. Mr. Alexander only suffered a scratched back and a 
few bruises and the driver was hurled about 20 feet but, luckily, he was not badly hurt. 
The two men lifted the machine out of the ditch, set its four wheels back on the road and 
they "chug-a-lugged" successfully back into Atlanta."^^

Miller, op. cit., p. 56.
Garrett, Vol. II, op. cit., p. 295.
Ibid., pp. 551-552.
Ibid., p. 429; Miller, op. cit., p. 58.

42 Ibid., pp. 463-464.
Miller, op. cit., p. 57; Garrett, Vol, II, op, cit., p. 415.

"*4 Garrett, Vol. II, op. cit., pp. 415-416.
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Among the first automobiles were the Stanley, the Locomobile, the White, the Lane, and 
the Ooble.^^ Steadily, the engineering of the automobile advanced and Asa G. Candler, 
feeling that the car was here to stay, invested some of his Coca Cola profits in a piece of 
property consisting of three hundred acres out in Hapeville, where he formed the Atlanta 
Automobile Association and built the Atlanta Speedway.^® At the auto show, in 1909, 
cars on exhibit were the Cadillac, Oldsmobile, Packard, Stoddard-Dayton, Maxwell, 
Franklin, Peerless, Pennsylvania, Hudson, Overland, Austin, Brush, Locomobile, 
Pierce-Arrow, Stearns, Elmore, Marmon, Woods, Apperson, Reo, White, Mora, 
Waverly, Black and Rapid.'^^ At this time, Atlantans owned 1300 of these “horseless 
carriages.”

By 1910, the Georgia State Legislature found it necessary to pass an act to regulate 
transportation vehicles on public and private roads. Some of the rules were: the 
purchase of a mandatory license tag costing $2.00 and said tag being displayed on the 
car; one hour before sunset and one hour before sunrise, on the front of the car being 
operated, there had to be at least one white light that would beam at least a 100 feet 
away, and one rear red light to illuminate the number tag; upon approaching curves, 
bridges, descents, dams, high embankments, intersecting highways, and railroad 
crossings, the driver had to have the vehicle in good control and was not to exceed greater 
speed than 6 miles per hour; upon approaching pedestrians, horses or other draft 
animals, the auto driver had to give reasonable warning by the use of a bell, horn, gong 
or other signal and was to use every precaution to insure the safety of, and was not to 
frighten pedestrians and horses; persons intoxicated or under the age of sixteen were 
barred from operating a car; every operator of the car had equal rights upon the State 
highways, and no person was to throw glass, nails, tacks or other obstructions on public 
highways that might impede the cars' locomotion.^®

In 1917, Atlanta automobile buyers had a wide variety of autos from which to select: 
Chandler, Chalmers, Dodge, Studebaker, Willys-Knight, Elcar, Monroe, Olympian, 
Kissel Car, Paige-Detroit, Grant, Stutz, Velie, Moon, Pan Hanson, National, Ford, 
Chevrolet, Nash, Cole, Haynes, Buick, Marmon, Oldsmobile, Reo, Cadillac, Maxwell, 
Pierce-Arrow, Apperson, Hudson, Nash, Overland, White and Oakland.^® The age of the 
car had arrived!

Another early form of transportation in Atlanta, other than the horse-drawn carriages 
and wagons, was the fleet of 365 Jitneys, a gasoline powered menace, that was very 
uncomfortable and noisy. It cost five cents a ride. Atlanta’s Jitneys were abolished in 
1924 by the city as an unsafe and unfair means of competitive transportation.®^

After World War I, air transportation became imminent and, by the early 1920s, a 
limited amount of air service was available for air mail, dropping of leaflets and 
occasional transport for a few daring persons. In 1923, as a city alderman, William B. 
Hartsfield headed Atlanta's Aviation Committee. His avid interest in aviation led him to 
promote significant air projects. Mr. Asa G. Candler was now calling his property 
Candler Field and, by 1925, the city had leased this field for development as a municipal

Ibid.
Garrett, Vol. II, op. cit., p. 552.
Ibid., pp. 552-553.
Ibid., p. 566; also, tll9 Atlanta jQUmal. November 3, 1913. 
Ibid., p. 706.
Miller, op. cit., p. 57.
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airport.®'' By 1926, airmail service was launched between Atlanta and Miami by the U. 
S. Post Office. William B. Hartsfield, the city's mayor, persuaded the city council to 
install night lighting at the airport. Thus, Atlanta was chosen over Birmingham for a 
stopping point between New York and Miami for Federal mail routes. Hartsfield 
promoted air travel by inviting Charles Lindberg to land his “Spirit of St. Louis” at 
Candler Field less than five months after Lindberg’s solo flight across the sea to Paris in 
this same aircraft. Hartsfield was aware that Lindberg had purchased his first airplane 
at Southern Field in Americus, Georgia. It was a government surplus plane from World 
War I, a Jenny. Flying for the first time in Georgia, four years later, Lindberg was an 
international air hero. His spectacular trans-Atlantic flight, landing at Le Bourget Field 
in Paris, had made him famous. Scores of Atlantans came to see Lindberg fly in to 
Candler Field on October 11, 1927 (a month prior to Ernestine Jameson Will's birth). 
The day proved to be a gala one for Atlantans and for Charles L in d b e r g .® ^  The year that I 
was born, 1930, the city purchased Candler Field for $94,500 at Hartsfield's prodding, 
and it became officially the Atlanta Municipal Airport. Atlanta was one of the first cities 
to establish an airport, and by the end of 1930, it had become the third city in air 
transportation, with Chicago and New York surpassing it, based on number of planes and 
regular schedules. Eastern Air Lines, now defunct, started in Atlanta and transported 
thousands of people by air. Delta Air Lines, once a Louisiana crop dusting fleet over the 
farm land in the Mississippi Delta, moved to Atlanta in 1941 and has become one of the 
largest airlines in the country. Hartsfield’s promotion and interest in aviation did not go 
unnoticed. After his death in 1971, Candler Field was renamed William B. Hartsfield 
International Airport. Today it is one of the heaviest used airports in the U.S. and one of 
the busiest airports in the world. There is a saying, “Any one who flies anywhere has to 
fly through or change planes in Atlanta!”

What was Chamblee’s transportation in 1930? Automobiles, horse-drawn wagons and 
carriages, bicycles and the Southern Railroad trains. I am not sure when taxi service 
became available, but Mr. Lance “Shorty” Phillips and his sons, J.B. and Leard were 
operating taxis during the 1930s. It was necessary to have transportation from 
Chamblee to the street car line at Oglethorpe; most of the people in Chamblee were 
employed in Atlanta. My father did not own a car in 1930. We were dependent on public 
transportation or Papa Hyde, who did have an automobile.

On or Near Peachtree Street/Road - 1930 to the 1950s 
Downtown Atlanta

“Everything that’s ever happened in Atlanta had some connection with Peachtree 
( S t r e e t ) . Travel with me through my youthful years on Peachtree Street/Road from 
the street’s beginning point in the heart of Atlanta at Five Points where five streets 
converge: Peachtree, Whitehall, Edgewood Avenue, Marietta and Decatur, to its end near 
Doraville, Georgia.

S'* Garrett, Vol. II, op. cit., p. 811.
The Legacy of Atlanta. A Short History, by Webb Garrison, Peachtree Publishers,

Ltd.,1987, pp. 107-110.
Pickin’ On Peachtree by Wayne W. Daniel, Uniy. of Illinois Press,1990, p. 13. Wayne is a 
dear friend from West Georgia College days. This quote is in his history of country music in 
Atlanta. His source for this was Roul Tunley, “Peachtree Street of Magic,” American 
Magazine, September 1955.
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In the 1930s and 1940s at 1 Peachtree Street was the Peters Building®^ and on the 
ground floor of this seven-story building was Hyde-Lowe Shoe Store.^^ Papa Hyde and 
his partner, Mr. Walter T. Lowe, owned this men’s shoe store. Herbert and Mr. Lowe 
co-managed this business that bordered the railroad tracks and viaduct and had the 
distinctive address of 1 Peachtree Street.56 |t was in the nfiiddle of the retail shopping 
district and very near the Kinnball House Hotel. Nearby was the Peachtree Arcade, and 
Rich’s Department Store. Other clothing and variety stores, haberdasheries, five and 
ten cent stores, and business offices were located in this section of down-town Atlanta.

When we were children. Mother, on occasion, would take us into Atlanta to buy clothes or 
shoes. We always said “downtown” when we spoke of going into Atlanta to shop. Daddy 
would transport us to the city and leave us at Hyde-Lowe Men's Shoe Store. He would go 
to work at the Creamery while we shopped, and at a given time, he would return to the 
shoe store to take us home. Shopping with four lively youngsters could be an ordeal, so 
Mother would make arrangements for Herb to watch some of us in his store while she 
shopped with one or two of us at the time. Herb always made us feel welcome. If he or 
Mr. Lowe were not busy, they would pretend that they were selling us a pair of shoes 
and would measure our right-socked foot on the large, cold, metal, foot-measuring 
ruler, which would accurately show the length and width of our foot. We could also stand 
on the x-ray machine, where we could see our feet, right through our shoes! We thought 
that this was a wonderful machine, for it showed if our feet were “scrunched up" or if 
our toes had plenty of room in our shoes. If Herb or Mr. Lowe were busy with 
customers, we knew that we were to sit quietly in our chairs. But this was fun, too, for 
the busy city streets and buildings held fascinating scenes that we could watch.

I remember looking at the grandeur of the Kimball House Hotel and wondering what it 
looked like on the inside. H.l. Kimball built this seven-story hotel®  ̂ at 33 Pryor Street, 
S.W.^® in 1870. It was destroyed by fire several times but was always built back. In its 
day, it was acclaimed as the finest hotel in the Southern states. For decades, this 
turreted, stone-trimmed, brick, architecturally beautiful hotel, with 440 rooms, was 
the setting for political, social and business events. As a child, I only saw its outward 
elegance, but writers have described its inner splendor with great detail and have 
recorded events held there, famous people who stayed there, and fabulous dinners, 
which were served in its dining rooms. By the time it was razed®® in 1959, this Atlanta 
landmark had fallen into disarray and had become a third-rate hotel. Tearing down this 
hotel to make way for a five and a half-story combination parking garage and retail 
store®o was a great disservice to Atlanta's history lovers. Fostering the preservation of 
Atlanta’s history, at that time, was not a priority.

In this same general vicinity, back in 1882, Thomas Woodrow Wilson began practicing 
law with E.l. Renick at 48 Marietta Street at the law firm of Renick & Wilson.®  ̂ He was 
only in Atlanta a couple of years; then, he moved to Johns Hopkins University in 
Baltimore to pursue his studies. While in Atlanta, he lived at 344 Peachtree Street. In

Williford, op. cit., p. 87.
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1885 he married Ellen Axson of Rome, Georgia. Wilson was the twenty-eighth 
President of the United States (1913-21).

Getting to accompany Mother to the Peachtree Arcade®^ was always my wish, for I liked 
to gaze at its simple beauty. Erected in 1917, only one of its type in Atlanta, this unique 
building cost approximately $500,000 to construct. Marble, concrete and iron work 
adorned the several-storied building’s interior. Entering the Arcade, one could view all 
of the many store fronts that were housed there - from the basement or court-yard 
level, to the top floor. On either end of the building were the entrances from Broad 
Street and Whitehall Street. Marble staircases connected the various floors; the 
concrete balusters and iron railings of the balconies flowed with splendid lamp posts, 
interspersed at regular intervals; the lamp globes were bell-shaped. The focal point 
drew the eye to the cascading fountain in the middle of the black and white-tiled floor in 
the courtyard of the basement level. This marvelous building was the forerunner of our 
modern day enclosed shopping mini-malls; yet, this wonderful old landmark was torn 
down in the late 1950s or early 1960s. Another link in Atlanta’s history was destroyed.

We all wanted to go with Mother to Rich’s, a few blocks away from Peachtree Street. 
This department store was established in 1867 by Morris Rich and his brothers.®^ it 
grew to be the largest department store, including its branches, in Atlanta, serving the 
city for well over a century. Many of our clothes were purchased in Rich’s bargain 
basement. After Kenneth and I married and had children, we took them to see Santa at the 
main (downtown) store. Outside show case windows of the huge store were decorated 
with animated figures portraying various Christmas scenes. Inside the store, children 
who wanted to visit Santa rode the Pink Pig Express up to Santa’s Headquarters at the 
(pretend) North Pole. An artistic world of fantasy greeted all who visited this special 
floor; even the Santa looked and acted authentic. “A visit to Santa” photograph of Mark, 
Melanie and Michael is in one of our family picture albums. For many years, on 
Thanksgiving night, Atlanta’s Christmas season was begun with the lighting of the huge 
Christmas tree, which was on top of Rich’s bridge. This bridge spanned a busy street and 
connected the main store with the Rich’s Store for Homes. A special televised program of 
live choral music and the lighting of the tree was annually witnessed by hundreds of 
people. The tree’s bright lights glowed for the entire season, high above the downtown 
buildings, giving a festive spirit to all who passed through this part of the city. Today, 
the city's Christmas tree is lit in Under Ground Atlanta.

Across the street from Rich’s were several five and ten cent stores. Back in the 1930s 
and 1940s, one could actually buy things there for a nickel and a dime! In the 1940s, I 
often frequented the music bar at Newberry’s; sheet music dominated the teenage scene of 
the 1940s just as C.D.s, D.V.Ds and Videos do today (2004). The music counter was one 
of the most popular ones in the store because of the musical talent of the clerk. Upon 
request, this clerk would sit at the piano, take the sheet music and play its notes for the 
listener. There were always foot-tapping audiences standing around this counter 
enjoying the beat and the beauty of the music.

One form of popular entertainment in those days was to gather around a piano in a home 
to sing popular, sacred and old-time favorite songs. Our family often gathered around 
the piano at home to sing hymns. Ernie usually played. Once, when we were singing the 
hymn, “Power In The Blood,” Ernie suddenly burst into uncontrollable laughter. Our 
singing stopped as we asked her, "What is so funny?" Catching her breath, she said, “It 
sounded like Daddy was saying 'plow' in the blood!” We, too, lapsed into gales of
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laughter! Needless to say, Daddy did not think that this was vety funny! Two songs that 
come to nfiind from an evening of “singing" at Vivian, Sonny and Jimmy Pierce's home are 
“An Apple For The Teacher” and “Sunrise Serenade.” During the War (World War II), 
we would have “hymn singing” after Sunday night church services, which was led by my 
Uncle Herbert or Edgar Pinson. A familiar scene at home was Ernie singing solo or she 
and Gerry singing together while I accompanied them at the piano. They both had 
beautiful voices. I also played for the girls in my college dormitory who would gather 
around the piano to sing popular or semi-classical songs. More exciting were the few 
brief hours on a given day that the male students were allowed in our girls' dormitory 
lobby. There anyone who could play the piano would beat out tunes, and voices could be 
heard as they belted out the words to the melodies.

Some of the popular songs of my teen years were: "Paper Doll," "If You Please," "Ask 
Anyone Who Knows," "Star Dust," "Sentimental Journey," "I Can’t Begin To Tell You," 
"Now Is The Hour," "Lavender Blue," "That’s My Desire," "I’ll Be Seeing You," "To Each 
His Own," "Prisoner Of Love" (Perry Como), "The Trolley Song" (Judy Garland), 
"Heartache," "Put Your Arms Around Me, Honey," "A Tree In The Meadow," "Near You," 
"It’s A Big Wide Wonderful World," "The Old Lamp-lighter," "Buttons and Bows," "Open 
The Door, Richard," "Deep In The Heart of Texas," "Mule Train," "I’m Looking Over A 
Four Leaf Clover," "All I Want For Christmas Is My Two Front Teeth," "Some Sunday 
Morning," "Blue Bird Of Happiness," "My Happiness," "An Apple Blossom Wedding," 
"Serenade Of The Bells," "White Christmas" (Bing Crosby), "The Dickey-Bird Song," 
"God Bless America" (Kate Smith’s rendition of this Irving Berlin song could put 
“goose-bumps” on one’s arms!), "Body And Soul," "Tea For Two," "Beer Barrel Polka," 
"An Apple For The Teacher," "For Me And My Gal," "Easter Bonnet," "Jealousy," "The 
Whiffenpoof Song," "Smoke Gets In Your Eyes," "Always" (Irving Berlin), "Begin The 
Beguine," "A Little On The Lonely Side," "Mam’selle," "Dream," "My Devotion," "You’ll 
Always Be The One I Love," "I’m Always Chasing Rainbows," "01’ Buttermilk Skies," "As 
Time Goes By," "Sweet Dreams Sweetheart," "The Tennessee Waltz," "You Made Me Love 
You," "Harbor Lights," "Dancing In The Dark," "Blues In The Night," "Don't Get Around 
Much Anymore," "I Don't Want To Set The World On Fire," "Shoo Fly Pie And Apple Pan 
Dowdy," "The White Cliffs Of Dover," "Chattanooga Choo-Choo," and "I’ll Get By." Spike 
Jones’ ridiculously funny music and Boogie Woogie was ever so popular. Walter Adams, 
one of my high school classmates, was a wonderful “Boogie” piano player. After lunch, 
before the bell would ring for our next classes, we would gather around the piano on the 
stage in the school auditorium and listen to him play. What a steady beat he had! I 
practiced playing “Boogie” at home but my fingers never were able to do what Walter’s 
could! I did play "G.l. Joe," "In The Mood," "Boogie Beat" and "Down The Road A Piece." 
We also danced to “our” music. The “jitter-bug” was popular and those who were 
really good at jitter-bugging were highly entertaining to the viewers; the girl partner 
was flung over her partner’s shoulders or slung between his legs. My two left feet kept 
me from attempting this kind of dancing. But Ernie, whose movements were light and 
graceful, did. Other dances that were popular in my time were the two-step, the waltz, 
the “dip,” the shag, the tango, the samba, the “big apple,” the rumba, the box step and 
the conga line. At West Georgia College, I attended dances with Kenneth Cadenhead as my 
date. He was a very good dancer and the girls would “cut-in” to dance with him. A tap on 
the shoulder by a person who wanted to dance with one’s partner was always honored. At 
the formal dances, the girls were attired in long evening dresses and wore corsages on 
their wrists, waists, or shoulders. Their dates wore their Sunday suits with 
boutonnieres on their jacket lapels. On Saturday nights, we had “sock-hops” in the 
college gym where we would dance informally, sometimes in our sock feet, to recorded 
music. This was the era of the big bands: Glen Miller, Artie Shaw, Kay Kyser, Tommy 
Dorsey, Guy Lombardo, Benny Goodman, Les Brown, etc. Graham Jackson and his band 
played at one of our college dances. How lovely they could play "Dream!" (Graham
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Jackson, a black accordion player and band leader, was one of F.D.R’s favorite 
entertainers: he played at this U.S. President’s funeral. The movie news reels showed 
him playing "Goin' Home" on his accordion, while tears streamed down his face.) Some 
of my favorite "hit" singers were: Perry Como, Frank Sinatra, Bing Crosby, Kate Smith, 
The Andrew Sisters, Deanna Durbin, Judy Garland, Vaughn Monroe, Dinah Shore, Dick 
Haynes, the Ink Spots, Doris Day, Sammy Kaye, Catherine Grayson, Jane Powell and Joel 
McRae. Music played an important part in most of our social and religious activities, 
thus, the popularity of the sheet music counter at Newberry’s Five and Ten Store across 
from Rich’s.

Before venturing back to Peachtree in the 1930s and 1940s, if we stayed on the west 
side of Rich’s and went north, we would go past the Atlanta Terminal Railroad Station,®  ̂
another lovely work of architecture. Rows and rows of tracks of various railroads 
converged there and passengers going to all points in the U.S. came through its gates. 
During World War I and II, this station accommodated many service people and their 
loved ones: in World War II 30,000 passengers a day flowed through its doors. I 
remember the massive grandeur of this building, built for the “Gate Way City,” Atlanta, 
in 1905. It was designed by architect P. Thornton Marye: the facade with its four 
domed-towers was done in terra cotta classical motifs. Ironwork adorned the cathedral 
-like interior where long, sturdy benches filled the waiting area.®^ By the late 1960s, 
air travel had become a more popular way to travel, and the Terminal Station was seeing 
fewer and fewer train passengers. The station became a tax liability and it closed in 
1969: three years later it was torn down. Today the Richard B. Russell building stands 
where this grand old building once stood - another bit of Atlanta’s history was destroyed!

One other land mark in that area was the State Capitol Building with its gold dome, 
visibly seen from all over the city. On our many travels to Chamblee from Mountville, 
Georgia and Auburn, Alabama, we would pass this State House. In 1958, sixty Georgians 
from Dahlonega, Ga. came by horse and wagon, bearing gold that they had panned in the 
North Georgia area. The gold was presented to the state to gild the Capitol dome.®® When 
the dome was cleaned and gilded with the Dahlonega gold, it could be seen all over the 
area. Today this dome is somewhat hidden by the modern, tall buildings of Atlanta, but 
its bright gold shines through the towering structures. I can almost hear a proud voice 
saying, “Tha’ thar’ gol’ cum’ by moole an’ wagun frum d'em hills’ of Naw’th Gaw’juh.” 
(Twenty years before gold was discovered in California, miners were panning for gold in 
Dahlonega, Georgia: the town had its own branch of the U.S. Mint in 1838.)®^

I Peachtree Street is near Five Points. It was at Five Points that most streetcar and 
trolley routes began and ended or where one could transfer to continue one’s journey on a 
public transport vehicle. During my teen years, I often rode the trackless trolley from 
Oglethorpe to the end of the line at Hunter and Pryor Streets to go shopping in the area or 
to attend a concert at the Atlanta Municipal Auditorium. The trolley was run by 
electricity, which came from overhead electric wires through two long, narrow poles 
attached to the bus-like trolley. When turning the trolley around, at either end of the 
line, the driver would leave the vehicle and forcibly pull the electric guide-wire poles 
from the overhead wires and re-attach them to other wires for the return trip. A few
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feet away from the trolley line was Five Points. (Our daughter, Melanie, worked in this 
same general vicinity in the 1980s for Trust Company Bank of Georgia, now, SunTrust 
Bank.) In high school, Gerry, Ernie and I were season-subscribers to the Atlanta All- 
Star Concert Series. The interest in these concerts had been fostered by our neighbor, 
Mr. Fulton. Ernie was a talented pianist and musician. Being aware of this, Mr. Fulton 
invited her to be his guest at a few of these concerts. When we three girls began to work, 
we spent part of our earnings for tickets to this series. Ernie and I continued to attend 
these performances when I was in college. During the years we attended these series, we 
were fortunate to hear many fine artists. Some I remember hearing and seeing were: 
Fritz Kreisler, violinist; Rubenstein, pianist; Oscar Levant, pianist; Jerome Hines, 
tenor; Lily Pons, lyric soprano; Horowitz, pianist; Jose Iturbi, pianist; The Ballet 
Russe; Madame Butterfly, opera; Marion Anderson, mezza soprano; Fieranto and 
Tichener, duo-pianists; West Side Storv: Gizelle McKensie, vocalist; Aida, opera; La 
Traviata. opera; Jerome Kern, vocalist; Ezio Pinzo, vocalist; Dorothy Kirsten, vocalist; 
Patrice Munsel, vocalist; James Melton, Tenor; Rise Stevens, vocalist; Marriage Of 
Figaro, opera; La Boheme. opera; Robert Merrill, vocalist; Carmen, opera; Faust, opera; 
Rigoletto. opera; Roland Hayes, vocalist; Victor Borge, pianist; Lawrence Melchoir, 
vocalist, and some of the world’s great symphonic orchestras, including the London 
Symphony Orchestra, Eugene Ormandy and the Philadelphia Symphony Orchestra, and 
Toscanini and the New York Philharmonic Orchestra. As Chamblee residents, we would 
take a cab from home to the car line for fifteen cents, board the trolley at Oglethorpe, 
drop a ten cent token in the slot (or we could buy two tokens for fifteen cents) and ride to 
the end of the line at Five Points. There we would disembark and walk several blocks to 
Joel Hurt Park,®® a small memorial park named for Joel Hurt, pioneer and 
philanthropist of Atlanta. The Woodruff Foundation commissioned Julian Harris, Atlanta 
sculptor, to design a special fountain for this park. In 1940, this spectacular, lighted, 
electric fountain was presented to the city. It was illuminated at night by a battery of 
multi-colored lights that played constantly over the spouts and veils of water; combining 
and changing water patterns and colors from lilac and blue to rose, completing the cycle 
every twenty minutes.

Across the street from the park was the Atlanta Municipal auditorium, now a part of 
Georgia State University. This was where we attended concerts. It was far from being 
just a concert hall, as it was used for many functions, including exhibits, circuses, 
balls, boxing and other sports events, all-night singings and political campaign 
gatherings. The Gone With The Wind Ball was held there. At the Atlanta All-Star Concert 
Series, we sat in the upper balcony (the cheapest seats). Opera glasses were helpful in 
seeing more clearly the artists on the stage. I had purchased a pair in Davison’s 
basement in 1946. Stamped on them is “Made in occupied Japan"; I’m still using these 
glasses today. Wearing our "Sunday best,” including high-heeled shoes, gloves and hats, 
we would eagerly await the beginning of the concert. The management always requested 
the ladies to remove their fashionable, big hats before the performance began. As we 
passed the opera glasses back and forth, we would enjoy hearing the strains of beautiful 
music. When the concert ended (late at night), we would leave the auditorium, walk past 
the park and the Hurt Building, where Mother once worked as a Southern Bell Telephone 
comptometer operator, past Five Points to Hunter Street, where we would catch the 
trolley for our return trip home. We were perfectly safe in those days to travel alone at 
night in the city of Atlanta.

Leaving Five Points, going north on Peachtree Street, we passed many clothing stores, 
jewelry stores, millinery stores, shoe stores, and offices. After passing Zachry’s,

Miller, op. cit., p. 193.
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Muse’s, and J.M. High’s, one came to the bank district where Atlanta’s first skyscraper 
stands, the ornate Georgia white marble Asa G. Candler building®® at 127 Peachtree 
Street, N. E. This building is seventeen-stories high and was built in 1906 (the year 
Catherine Hyde was born). In its lobby are marble busts of Candler’s parents and an 
elaborate frieze that portrayed famous Georgians, including Sidney Lanier, Eli Whitney, 
Joel Chandler Harris, and Alexander H. Stephens. Between the second and third stories, 
on the wall, are carved panels of famous people who excelled in the arts and sciences, 
such as, Beethoven, music; Benjamin Franklin, statesmanship and philosophy: Sir 
Walter Scott, literature; Edwin Austin Abbey, art; Sir William Herschel, astronomy; 
Cyrus McCormick, agriculture; and others.^® In the same general area of Peachtree 
Street is the Flat Iron building, built in 1897. It is said to be the oldest U.S. 
skyscraper, predating New York City's version by five years.^'' Tucked away on a side 
street, Carnegie Way, was the Carnegie Public L i b r a r y , bujit at the turn of the 
century; the cornerstone being laid on September 9, 1900. Next, on Peachtree Street, 
was the hotel and theater district. Some of the theaters in this area were the Rialto (off 
of Peachtree), and on Peachtree Street were the Paramount, the Loew’s Grand, the 
Capitol and the Roxy. The Loew’s Grand Theater, established in 1893 as De Give’s Opera 
House, was the oldest theater in Atlanta. It was later completely modernized and became 
Loew’s Grand Theater.^^ Movies had been in Atlanta much earlier than the 1930s and 
1940s. The earliest movies or electric shows were shown at the Star at 36 Decatur 
Street in 1904 (the year Ernest Jameson was born). The performances were fifteen 
minutes long; the projection equipment often broke down, causing the audience to clap, 
stamp, hiss and whistle. The patrons paid five cents to see a movie, often sitting through 
three or four showings, eating their own candy and peanuts that they had brought with 
them. The city council frowned on young ladies attending these movies. In 1914, at the 
Montgomery, 87 Peachtree Street, the great silent epic. Birth Of The Nation.̂ "*̂  was 
shown. It was on twelve reels and cost $90,000 to produce. Going to the movies was a 
popular pastime of this era. We were true fans of Hollywood and its performers. During 
the 1940s and early 1950s, teenagers collected pictures of favorite movie stars, which 
were taped or tacked on bedroom and dormitory walls. Every month we would purchase 
Photoplay- Screen Plav. or Modern Screen magazines to clip the full page pictures of our 
favorite stars to display. This fad was patterned after the World War II servicemen who 
posted shapely actresses by their bunks, or on their airplanes, calling them “pin-up 
girls.” Some of the popular movies and movie stars of my youth were: Anastasia (Ingrid 
Bergman), Rebecca (Laurence Olivier, Joan Fontaine), The Philadelphia Story. Harvev 
(Jimmy Stewart); The Grapes of Wrath (Henry Fonda), A Tree Grows in Brooklyn 
(Peggy Ann Garner, James Dunn), To Each His Own. The Heiress. (Olivia de Havilland), 
Th9 Razor's Edge (Anne Baxter), Miracle on 34th Street (Natalie Wood), Johnnv Belinda 
(Jane Wyman, Lew Ayers), Twelve O'clock High. Gentleman's Agreement (Gregory 
Peck), A Place in the Sun (Montgomery Cliff, Elizabeth Taylor), The Greatest Show On 
Earth (Betty Hutton, Cornel Wilde), Around the World in 80 Davs (David Niven, Shirley 
MacLaine), Sona of the South (Ruth Warwick), Walt Disney's Pinocchio. Snow White and 
the Seven Dwarfs. Bambi. The Egg and I (Claudette Colbert, Fred McMurray), The 
Qullaw (Jane Russell), The Great Carouso (Mario Lanza, Ann Blyth), Three Coins in a

Ibid., p. 196.
Williford, op. cit., p. 97.
Southern Living Magazine. Oct. 1990, "On Peachtree, the Pride of Atlanta." Carolanne 

Griffeth-Roberts, pp. 56-63.
Garrett, op. cit., Vol. II, pp. 375-378.

73 Ibid., p. 278.
Garrett, op. cit., Vol. II, pp.666-668.

455



Fountain (Clifton Webb, Dorothy McGuire), The Song of Burnadette (Jennifer Jones), 
Claudia (Dorothy McGuire), Cheaper Bv the Dozen (Clifton Webb, Myrna Loy), Pinkie 
(Jeanne Crain, Ethel Waters Ethel Barrymore), Double Indemnity (Barbara Stanwyck), 
Forever Amber (Linda Darnell, Cornel Wilde), The Postman Always Rinas Twice (Lana 
Turner, John Garfield), A Street Car Named Desire (Marlon Brando, Vivian Leigh), 
Good-bye. Mr. Chips (Robert Donat, Greer Garson), National Velvet (Elizabeth Taylor, 
Mickey Rooney), Hamlet (Laurence Olivier), Jane Eyre (Joan Fontaine, Orson Welles), 
Wuthering Heights (Merle Oberon, Laurence Olivier), The Lost Weekend (Ray Milland, 
Jane Wyman), The Red Shoes (Moira Shearer), Quo Vadis (Robert Taylor, Deborah 
Kerr, Peter Ustinov), The Kina and I (Yul Brynner, Deborah Kerr), Show Boat 
(Kathryn Grayson, Howard Keel), Easter Parade (Judy Garland, Fred Astaire), Leave 
Her to Heaven (Gene Tierney, Cornel Wilde), Shane (Alan Ladd, Jean Arthur), The 
Adventures of Mark Twain (Fredric March, Alexis Smith), Thirty Seconds Over Tokvo 
(Van Johnson, Spencer Tracy, Phyllis Thaxter), Mv Friend Flicka (Roddy McDowell), 
An American In Paris (Gene Kelly, Leslie Caron), Cat on a Hot Tin Roof (Elizabeth 
Taylor, Paul Newman, Burl Ives), Hans Christian Anderson (Danny Kaye), The Glenn 
Miller Story (Jimmy Stewart, June Allyson), Gone With the Wind (Vivian Leigh, Clark 
Gable, Hattie McDaniel, Olivia de Havilland, Leslie Howard), Spellbound (Ingrid 
Bergman), Gas Light (Charles Boyer, Ingrid Bergman), For Whom the Bells Toll (Ingrid 
Bergman, Gary Cooper), Slaughter on Tenth Avenue (Richard Egan), I'd Climb the 
Hiahest Mountain (Susan Hayward, William Lundigan), Mrs. Miniver (Greer Garson, 
Walter Pidgeon); The African Queen (Humphrey Bogart, Katherine Hepburn), 
Casablanca (Ingrid Bergman, Humphrey Bogart), For Me and Mv Gal (Judy Garland, 
Gene Kelly, Laura (Gene Tierney, Dana Andrews), Meet Me In St. Louis (Judy Garland, 
Margaret O'Brien), Going My Way (Bing Crosby, Barry Fitzgerald), Ramona (Loretta 
Young), David and Bathsheba (Gregory Peck, Susan Hayward), The Robe (Richard 
Burton, Jean Simmons), Oklahoma (Gordon McRae), White Christmas (Bing Crosby, 
Danny Kaye), The Yearling (Gregory Peck, Jane Wyman, Claude Jarman, Jr.), Madame 
Curie (Greer Garson, Walter Pidgeon), Since You Went Awav (Claudette Colbert, Joseph 
Cotton), Mutiny on the Bounty (Franchot Tone), Tea For Two (Doris Day, Joel McRae), 
Lost Horizon: Little Women (Margaret O'Brien), Random Harvest (Ronald Coleman, 
Greer Garson); The Ten Commandments. Ben Hur. The Aaonv and the Ecstasy (Charlton 
Heston), The Adventures of Tom Sawver (Mickey Rooney), The Adventures of 
Huckleberry Finn. Lassie Come Home (Roddy McDowell, Elizabeth Taylor), Bov's Town 
(Mickey Rooney, Spencer Tracy), The Wizard of Oz (Judy Garland), Road to Sinaapore 
(Bob Hope, Bing Crosby, Dorothy Lamour); Saratoga Trunk (Ingrid Bergman, Gary 
Cooper), Sgt. York (Gary Cooper, Walter Brennan), Singin' In the Rain (Gene Kelly, 
Debbie Reynolds Donald O' Conner); State Fair (Jeanne Crain, Dana Andrews), The Ghost 
and Mrs. Muir (Gene Tierney, Rex Harrison), Can't Help Sinaina (Deanna Durbin); 
(Shirley Temple's) Heidi. The Little Colonel. Rebecca of Sunnvbrook Farm. The Little 
Princess, and Wee Willie Winkv. Tap Roots (Susan Hayward) and many others. Some 
other popular stars were: Frank Sinatra, Rory Calhoun, Rock Hudson, Perry Como, Dick 
Powell, James Cagney, Gene Autry, Roy Rogers and Dale Evans, Lon Chaney, Tony Curtis, 
Kirk Douglas, Jose Ferrer, Errol Flynn, Jerry Lewis, Robert Mitchum, Vincent Price, 
Tyrone Power, Ronald Reagan, Esther Williams, Eleanor Powell, Dinah Shore, Betty 
Grable (with the million dollar legs). Celeste Holme, Hedy Lamar, Ida Lupino, Ann 
Sheridan, Ann Southern, Irene Dunne, Jane Withers, Greta Garbo, Marlene Dietrich, 
Joan Crawford, Veronica Lake (famous for her hair-do that hung down over her left 
eye), Angela Dickinson, Alice Faye, and Maureen O’Sullivan.
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The world premier of the movie, Gone With The Wind, was shown at The Lowe's Grand 
Theater on Peachtree StreetJ® The book, written in 1936 by Atlanta’s Margaret 
Mitchell and published by MacMillan Company, was a Southern novel about the War 
Between the States and the aftermath of this war. In 1936, it was a Book-Of-The-Month 
selection: it won the Pulitzer Prize in 1937 for the best novel of the year. Its movie 
rights were sold to Selznick at Metro-Golden-Mayer for $3,975,000, the largest 
amount of money ever paid (up to that time) for movie rights of a first novel written by 
an unknown author. The world premier of the movie was held December 13-15, 1939, 
bringing a gala of stars to the city. Celebrities were entertained at parties; newspapers 
and magazines were filled with articles about the author, the book, the movie stars, 
producers, and filming locations. Tickets to the premier sold quickly. Two of my fourth 
grade classmates, Agnes Thurman and George Patterson, were among the lucky ones who 
attended. Dr. L.C. Fischer, noted physician, and owner of Flowerland Gardens and 
Florists, treated his head gardeners, (the Pattersons and the Thurmans) and their 
families to this spectacular event. Dress was formal; I remember the excitement of my 
friends as they made preparations for this event. The following Monday in class, we all 
listened with rapt attention as George and Agnes told us about their exciting evening at 
the Loew’s Grand Theater. Mother and Daddy purchased the book, which was later given 
to Ernie. If it were a first edition of 1936, it has some value today. This classic novel, 
which has been translated and published in 25 languages, Braille and talking books,^® 
made Peachtree Street famous!

I remember the exquisite beauty of the Paramount Theater's lobby mezzanine. It was 
furnished in white French Provincial furniture with lavish mirrors and a white grand 
piano - I was ever so tempted to strike just one key! The upstair's lobby was dimly lit, 
which added to the elegance of the decor. Themes of the movies of the 1940s and 1950s 
were war stories, romances, comedies, musicals, westerns and mysteries. Some were 
melodramatic, others ridiculously shallow and silly, and many were emotionally 
wrenching - most were entertaining. The film industry fostered high patriotism with 
their movies during World War II. A movie's fare included: cartoons - Tom and Jerry, 
Donald Duck, Mickey Mouse, Bugs Bunny, Popeye, or Sylvester the cat, etc.; news reels; 
sometimes sing-a-longs (words of familiar songs printed on the screen with a small ball 
bouncing to each word as the audience sang along to the music); previews and the feature 
movie. What a show for the money - ten cents for children under twelve and twenty- 
five cents for adults. And one could sit through a movie as many times as one wanted! 
The Lowe’s Grand Theater burned in 1970. The theater district no longer exists.

Next to these theaters was the Belle Isle Garage, where automobiles could be parked 
while one shopped, dined or attended the theater. Ethelyn always parked there.

In the Collier Building, at the corner of Peachtree Street and Ellis Street, on the ground 
floor, was a drug store. Was it Liggetts, Lanes, or Jacobs Drug Store? In my teen years, 
my friend Dot Willis and I would sometimes eat sandwiches at its soda fountain. The 
toasters often burned the bread and this aroma penetrated the whole store. Over this 
drug store, on the third floor of the Collier Building, was an elegant little eatery, the 
Frances-Virginia Tea Room. Mama Hyde and Ethelyn introduced me to this gourmet tea 
room, which looked out on Peachtree Street. People who dined there wore their “Sunday 
best” - dress, heels, hat and gloves for women, and business suits for men. The tables 
were crisply laid with white linen cloths and in the center of each table was a bud vase of 
fresh flowers. Our lunch usually consisted of date-nut bread, potato chips, a frozen
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fruit salad, and raw vegetable garnishments. Mama Hyde loved to eat in this small, posh 
tea room and Ethelyn often indulged her with this treat. (Recently, we received as a gift a 
copy of The South’s Legendary Frances-Vlrainia Tea Room Cook Book, filled with its 
famous recipes and history of this establishment from the 1930s to 1962, when it 
closed its doors. The menu is on the inside cover. The Salad Plate, which I always 
ordered, cost $.60.)

Across the street from the Collier Building were hotels: The Ansley^^ and the Winecoff, 
both built in 1913. In 1946, the Y.M.C.A. youth group held its convention at the 
Winecoff Hotel, bringing many of the state’s youth to its doors. On December 7, 1946,^® 
a fire broke out in the hotel. Lacking adequate sprinkler systems and escape routes, 
many people lost their lives that night, including the builders and owners - the 
Winecoffs. Some, who were trapped in the smoke-filled rooms, panicked and jumped 
from their windows to their deaths. The next morning’s newspapers were filled with 
gory accounts of the 119 lives lost in this tragic fire. For several years this burned, 
deserted hotel structure stood as a reminder of that terrible night. Finally, it was 
renovated and a new hotel, Peachtree On Peachtree, opened its doors in April 1951 for 
bus iness .However ,  after a few years, it failed and the building once again stood 
derelict and deserted on Peachtree Street. Atop the Ansley Hotel was the popular night 
club, the Rainbow Room. This roof-top garden was the setting for dancing and 
entertainment. The old Piedmont Hotel was also nearby.®®

On the adjacent corner of Peachtree Street from the hotels was Davison-Paxon 
Department Store.®'' It was founded in 1891 at 91 Whitehall Street as Davison-Paxon- 
Stokes. While it was located there, my father (Ernest Jameson), at the age of sixteen, 
worked at this store as a “floor-walker” or supervisor of clerks. In 1925, Davison- 
Paxon-Stokes merged with Macy’s and built a mammoth department store on Peachtree 
and Ellis Streets. It was one of the first big stores to move northward from the 
Whitehall shopping district to Peachtree Street. Mr. Stokes retired and in 1927, when 
the new store opened, it became known as Davison-Paxon Department Store. Years 
later, Paxon was dropped and it became Davison’s. When Gerry was in high school, she 
worked there part-time. She was a hosiery clerk on the main floor. My high school 
French teacher. Miss Jacquelyn Kelly, and our long-time neighbor, Annie Cole 
Hardwick, worked at Davison’s as store detectives. Miss Kelly worked there during 
school breaks and summers but finally left the classroom to be a full-time department 
store detective. We knew not to engage Annie or Miss Kelly in conversation when we met 
them in the store. Smartly dressed, wearing broad-brimmed hats, they could discreetly 
observe possible "shop-lifters." Quietly they moved through the store. Davison’s was 
my very favorite store for shopping. Even in the basement, one could find quality goods. 
It was there in 1946 that 1 purchased my opera glasses. In the same block as Davison’s 
was the Henry Grady Hotel,®^ built in 1923 and named for the famed Atlanta 
newspaperman, Henry Grady.

Across the street from Davison’s was Claude S. Bennett Jewelers, where my second 
cousin, Lillian Hyde, worked. This store was an exclusive jewelry store. The store’s 
silver and crystal always sparkled. The clerks had polishing cloths, which they put to
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good use when they were not waiting on customers. Lillian kindly offered her discount to 
me when Kenneth and I selected our gold wedding bands at Bennett's. All of my siblings 
and I were given watches from this store by our parents when we graduated from high 
school. Mine was a Bulova, which I wore for many years.

There were several prestigious stores on the next few blocks of Peachtree Street: 
Regenstein’s, J.P. Allen’s, Thompson-Boland-Lee Shoe Store, Bennett’s and Davison's. 
Also in this section were the S.&W. Cafeteria and the F.&W. Woolworth’s Five and Ten 
Cent Store. On the northern end of these two blocks were the Cable Piano Company and 
the Capital City Club. The Cable Piano Company had excellent classical and sacred sheet 
music. Piano teachers frequented this store to buy study materials for their music 
students. I went there to buy music suitable for playing at church, since I was our 
church pianist for a period of time. I also played for weddings and I could find good 
wedding music there. Across the street from Cable’s was the Capital City Club,®  ̂ which 
was organized on April 16, 1883, as a social club for men. For years this beige-brick 
building with two porches (each with a balustrade) was the setting for important social 
events for the city’s elite. Today, many of the buildings in this area no longer exist. 
Some have been replaced with hotels and convention centers.

In this general area, dne block to the east of Peachtree Street, was St. Joseph’s 
In f i rmary ,At lan ta ’s oldest existing hospital, dating back to 1880. Mother was a 
patient there many times because her doctor, Dr. Walter Dunbar, practiced in this 
hospital. Its halls became familiar to us; we had high regard for the nurses and nuns 
who lovingly cared for Mother when she was hospitalized there. It was in the front lobby 
of this hospital that I received the devastating call on October 30, 1966, telling me of 
the death of my beloved brother, Ronald. What a sad memory! Once during the 
Christmas season. Mother had to be hospitalized at St. Joseph’s. Gerry and I took turns 
staying with her at the hospital and were dependent on our families to prepare our homes 
for Christmas. The hustle and bustle of getting ready for the holiday was absent for me, 
and I certainly did not have the “Christmas Spirit,” since I was anxious about my very 
sick mother. As the days grew closer to the holiday, softly played carols could be heard 
throughout the hospital. The nuns quietly decorated the halls with ribbons and greenery; 
some were heard softly singing the words to the music. They created an aura of peace 
and joy, which spilled over to all who were there. It was then that the “spirit of 
Christmas" filled my heart and I found myself responding to their ministry. On 
Christmas Eve, I wearily drove to Auburn to be with my precious family. When I 
arrived home, I found everything ready for Christmas; gifts had been wrapped, the 
house was decorated, food had been prepared by my wonderful husband and beautiful 
children. At that point, I felt the love of the season! Gerry spent part of Christmas day 
with Mother at the hospital. She later told me that she experienced a truly holy day at 
St. Joseph’s because of the dedicated Catholic sisters who shared their joy of the season 
with the patients and visitors. A few days after Christmas, Mother was released to go to 
Gerry’s home to recuperate. (This was the Christmas, 1976, when Jim, Ernie, Cathy, 
Baby Dana, Connie, and Baby Crystal came from Texas to see Mother so that Cathy and 
Connie could introduce their infants to their Great-grandmother Catherine.)

Next to St. Joseph’s Hospital, at 335 Ivy Street, N.E., was Sacred Heart Catholic Church, 
built in 1897. During World War II, Ernie, Gerry and I attended this cathedral one 
Sunday morning with three of our WAVE friends who were stationed at the Naval Air 
Station in Chamblee. Rosamond Imhoff from Massachusetts, Betty (“Pinkie”) Rose 
from Connecticut, and Lucille (“Tookie”) Jester from Texas were Catholics and we
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attended a Sunday morning Mass with tiiem at this beautiful, downtown, Catholic church. 
Back then, Catholics just did not go to Baptist churches and Baptists did not go to Catholic 
churches, but during war time a lot of rules were bent. I shall never forget how I felt as 
I entered the Sacred Heart's sanctuary. The stained-glass windows, the carved figures, 
the quiet organ music, the spirit of reverence, the burning candles and incense, the 
ritual, the service said in Latin - all - made an impression on me. Our friends had told 
us to just sit on the pew and observe. It was not expected of us to participate since we 
were not familiar with the order of the service. This twelve-year old was accustomed to 
a simple, wooden-structured building, with uncarpeted floors, no stained-glass windows 
(except in the very top of the entrance doors) or statutes, piano music instead of organ 
music, and English spoken services. In my pulpit, the preacher sometimes shouted about 
"hell and damnation for sinners." Our services were rather spirited in comparison to 
this quiet, reverent service. I never went to another service at Sacred Heart Catholic 
Church, but every time I pass it, I am reminded of that particular Sunday morning 
religious experience.

Back on Peachtree Street, traveling north, we come to West Peachtree Street, which 
branches off to the west of Peachtree Street, and runs parallel with it to Pershing Point, 
where West Peachtree Street again merges with Peachtree Street. Following Peachtree 
at the downtown junction of West Peachtree and Peachtree, we pass the old church 
district where, even in the 1940s, only a few of the "First" churches still remained. At 
360 Peachtree Street is the First Methodist Church.®® In 1903, it moved from its 
former location and built a church on Peachtree Street, using the bell from its earlier 
building in the new tower. Church historians write that the bell predates the Civil War 
and that it is believed to have been used to alert Atlantans of Sherman's Union troops 
approach into the city in 1864.

Coming to the Medical Arts building, built in 1920,®® I recall that Dr. Mark Pentecost, 
Sr.'s office was once located there. Mother and Mama Hyde were his patients. He 
delivered my baby brother, Ronald. Years later. Mother (Catherine), was Dr. Walter 
Dunbar's patient, whose office was at 1210 Medical Arts Building. I remember the last 
visit she made to her long-time Atlanta doctor before her move to Auburn/Opelika, 
Alabama. She had real reservations about leaving this doctor who had cared for her 
through many serious illnesses. It was with emotion that they bade each other good-bye.

Vicinity of Rosemary Creamery, inc., and Dr. L.C. Fischer

On the next part of Peachtree Street was Jessie Parker Williams and Crawford Long 
Hospital, now a teaching hospital for Emory University. This was where my brother, 
Ronald was born, and where our nephew, David Cadenhead, did his surgical residency 
when he was in Emory University Medical School. Many of my friends and relatives have 
been patients at this 550 Peachtree address, including Daddy, Mother, Ronald, Ernie, 
and Gerry. One of the founders of this hospital once lived at Chamblee, Dr. L.C. Fischer. 
Garrett®^ wrote that Atlanta's status as a medical center was enhanced by the vision of 
two young physicians and surgeons: Dr. Edward C. Davis, native of Albany, Georgia, and 
Dr. Luther C. Fischer, originally of Senoia, Georgia. In 1908, they opened a private, 
twenty-six bed sanitarium, using an apartment house across the street as the nurses' 
living quarters. By 1922, they had erected a fire-proof 210 bed structure on
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Peachtree and Linden Streets. Dr. Davis died on March 12, 1931 and just a few weeks 
later, on March 30, 1931, the hospital was named Crawford Long Hospital, dedicated to 
the memory of Dr. Crawford W. Long for his historic 1842 achievement of first using 
ether for anesthesia. In 1938, Dr. Fischer chose to give this hospital to Emory 
University. When it was transferred in 1940, Dr. Fischer said he was giving the 
institution “back to the people of Atlanta." He declared, as his motive, “a wish to 
perpetuate the hospital, the name it bears, and its policy of helping sick families of 
modest means.”

This is the same Dr. Fischer who owned Flowerland Florist and Gardens on Dunwoody 
Road in Chamblee, Georgia. There on a high hill overlooking Nancy Creek, he built a 
lovely brick mansion and created a beautiful garden for his ailing bride. The “story" was 
told that during their European honeymoon, Mrs. Fischer became mentally ill and never 
recovered sufficiently to live a normal life. With the skill of his head gardener and 
florist manager, Mr. J.T. Patterson, Dr. Fischer designed a lovely garden on his estate. 
This “Flowerland” graced the vale that lay below his home. The creek was diked and 
channeled to flow in graceful curves through the gardens. At the edge of the garden, a 
steep dam or wall of rocks allowed the water to cascade over the wall, creating a water 
fall that splashed onto the big boulders that lay in the creek's bed. At this point, Nancy 
Creek was allowed to follow its natural course once more. Rose gardens and arbors, 
perennial flower beds, shrubs, trees, bulbs, a lily pond, walkways and trails were 
added. At intervals in the gardens, there were benches and, along the trails, posted on 
trees, were engraved metal markers bearing nature poems. At the base of the hillside, 
just in front of the mansion, one-hundred rock steps ascended the steep terrain. They 
led to a beautifully manicured lawn of lush, green grass with trees and shrubs 
surrounding the big house. The garden estate was enclosed with metal fences that were 
covered with red, running roses. At the entrance to the gardens was a rock pedestal bowl 
that held blue Forget-Me-Not flowers. A marker stood beside it, stating that these 
gardens had been built for his beloved wife.

Early after the garden's completion, his wife, accompanied by her nurse, would stroll in 
the gardens, but when she no longer chose to do this, Dr. Fischer, being of a 
philanthropic nature, opened the gardens, free of charge, to the general public. 
Appreciative audiences came to enjoy the beautiful serenity of these special gardens. 
When the roses were in bloom, this was truly a “flower land” and motorists from far 
and wide came to feast their eyes on this marvelous, display of horticultural beauty. 
Chamblee High School was located on Chamblee-Dunwoody Road, just about a mile from 
the gardens. An annual treat for our classes was a spring walk to Flowerland. Because 
the prevailing atmosphere of the gardens was one of quiet peace, our youthful voices 
could be softly heard counting all one-hundred steps as we ascended and descended the 
steep hill in the gardens. This climb was always a must for each class.

Dr. Fischer was a generous contributor to our local community. When we purchased new 
pews in our Baptist church, he purchased the front pew, which bore a plaque with his 
name engraved on it. Every year, he gave all of the churches in the area a cash donation. 
He encouraged people to do their best with what they had. In the mid-1930s, to 
encourage youngsters "to do their best," he awarded a dollar each month to the best-all
round pupil in each class at Chamblee School. Ernie, Gerry and 1 won this award several 
times. As a first grader, I won it in April 1937. In October 1937, I again won it when I 
was in the second grade. Mother bought me a book with the money and I wrote Dr. 
Fischer a letter of thanks. He responded with a letter of encouragement, written on 
letterhead stationery from his office at 35 Linden Avenue, Crawford Long Hospital. In
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my “keepsakes” trunk®® is this book, “Folk Tales Children Love,” and pasted on its 
inside cover is his letter to me, which in part reads,

“Mrs. Fischer and I... are so happy that you were fortunate in winning the 
prize in your grade. We hope you will enjoy the nice stories and that you will 
come with all of your class again down to see the roses. We are hoping you will 
win the same prize again or help some other little girl who you would be glad to 
share it with do her best.”

A scrap book and the book, “Friendly Tales For Children" were bought with the second 
dollar and these are also stored in the trunk. Again, I wrote a letter of thanks and told 
Dr. Fischer how the dollar was used. There was no letter of response inserted in this 
book; this was just about the time that Mrs. Fischer died. These books, especially the 
first one, have brought much pleasure to me, my children, and countless other children. 
The books' worn spines and pages prove that they were well read. Many times, I told or 
read stories from this first book to the first grade children whom I taught. The story 
about "the little green turtle who could not stop talking" was among their favorites. 
After Mrs. Fischer’s death in 1938, the prize money stopped.

Eventually, Dr. Fischer married his head nurse, a colorful person, who daily rode her 
motor scooter from Flowerland to her work at Crawford Long Hospital in Atlanta. Most 
women of that era would not have traveled to work on a scooter. She loved to fish in 
Nancy Creek where she had a motor boat moored in the diked part. She was often seen 
casting her reel into the creek’s water as she sat in her trusty boat.

During World War II, she and Dr. Fischer decided to move to a farm not far from his 
childhood home at Senoia, Georgia. There they contributed to the “war effort” by raising 
much needed cattle and crops. There were probably other reasons for the move but this 
was certainly a patriotic one!

Again, Dr. Fischer’s goodness was revealed to our area. Amputee patients, victims of 
combat in Europe, were stationed at Lawson General Army Hospital in Chamblee for 
fittings of artificial limbs. He offered his Flowerland home, rent free, to patients whose 
wives had come to the area to be with them as they recuperated. One young wife and her 
soldier husband, an amputee patient who had lost both legs above the knees, lived there 
for a few months. They attended our church and on New Year’s Eve of that year, this 
couple hosted the New Year’s Eve church party at the Flowerland mansion. Never having 
seen the interior of this house, most of us wanted to tour it. Mrs. Thurman took us 
through. It was not grandly furnished but it had an air of comfort. There were many 
bookcases, all filled with books. The large white kitchen was on the main floor but there 
was a second small kitchen upstairs next to the library. How tragic that Dr. Fischer’s 
first wife was incapable of enjoying this paradise, which he had created for her!

Across the road from the Flowerland mansion and gardens were the commercial 
greenhouses, flower beds and the florist sales room for Flowerland Florist. The head 
gardener and manager, Mr. J.T. (Pat) Patterson, and his wife, Estelle, lived in a house 
near the greenhouses. They had two sons. Jack and George. George and 1 started first 
grade together at Chamblee School; we were classmates for eleven years, graduating in 
the class of 1947. Mr. Patterson, a Mason and a Scotsman, spoke with a heavy Scottish 
brogue. He called Daddy "Mr. Jimmerson." Whenever we went into the greenhouses, he 
would always greet us with, “Hullo, Mr. (or Mrs.) Jimmerson, what may I do for you 
today?” Hearing his Scottish tongue rolling his “R’s” was so pleasant! Flowerland 
bouquets and seasonal plants often adorned our home, especially Cyclamens, Primroses, 
Easter lilies, Poinsettias and Gloxinias. Mrs. Patterson was the corsage designer for all

®® This is the trunk that belonged to this writer's great grandparents, the William J. Hydes.
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special occasions, such as weddings and anniversaries. Women, back then, wore corsages 
to church on Easter, Mother’s Day, birthdays and anniversaries. And all recital 
performers wore corsages at their recitals. At high school “prom time” the girls were 
given corsages by their dates and the boys wore boutonnieres in the lapels of their 
jackets. The high school auditorium was filled with beautiful floral arrangements at 
baccalaureate and graduation time. Our baccalaureate attire was one’s “Sunday best,” 
including a hat and gloves for a girl and a suit and tie for a boy. On graduation night, the 
girl graduates wore long, white, evening dresses and carried an arm bouquet of a dozen 
red roses; our male counterparts wore white slacks and dark jackets and on each jacket 
lapel was pinned a red rosebud. All of these flowers and decorations were prepared by 
Mr. and Mrs. Patterson and their staff. Not only were they gorgeous to behold, but on the 
two hot evenings of baccalaureate and graduation, the flowers’ fragrance camouflaged the 
aroma of the heated bodies in the big auditorium. This was before air conditioning and 
our only relief from the late May heat was the occasional breeze that wafted through the 
open windows or from the stir of air caused by the vigorous fanning of the “funeral home 
fans” or graduation programs, which were held in warm, moist hands. Body deodorants, 
such as Mum and Arrid, were fairly new on the market and were used by a limited group 
of people. Thank goodness for the sweet smelling flowers!

Helping the Pattersons at Flowerland Florist and Gardens was Mr. Thurman, another fine 
gardener. He, his wife, and daughters, Agnes and Hazel, also lived on the florist's 
property. Agnes was my age and Hazel and Ernie were the same age. They attended our 
church and were our good friends throughout our school years at Chamblee. I spent many 
happy hours with Agnes in her home. Her mother would let us play “dress-up,” 
providing us with hat boxes filled with lovely chapeaux. Agnes and I made playhouses in 
the edge of their yard and would make frequent trips to the spring house, a small 
screened shelter that was built over a narrow stream behind their home. Fresh milk in 
containers was kept cool in the creek bed where the spring bubbled up out of the ground. 
A dipper hung on a nail on the inside wall of the screen house; we often drank cool, 
refreshing water from it. Mrs. Thurman milked the cow every day. Sometimes, when I 
visited Agnes, Mrs. Thurman would let us help her ’’churn" the butter. Agnes, Ruth 
Tatum and I rode our bikes for many miles in our youth. Our childhood days abounded 
with fun-filled experiences at church, school and in our homes. Often we played in 
Nancy Creek at Flowerland. Little did I know then that this creek , in the early 1800s, 
was named for my great, great, great grandmother - Nancy Baugh Evins.

Dr. Fischer contributed much to our area, not only with his money, gardens and florists, 
but with the people he employed to run his business. The Pattersons were active in the 
Methodist church; Mrs. Patterson was active in the school P.T.A. - she was grade mother 
for our class several years and also served as P.T.A. president. The Thurmans were 
active in the Baptist church where he, as a Bible scholar, taught Sunday School. Agnes 
grew up to become a missionary and later an educational director for the Southern 
Baptist Convention.

At Dr. Fischer’s death, Flowerland properties - the estate and the florists in Chamblee 
and Buckhead were sold. The one on Peachtree Road near Buckhead retained its name, 
Flowerland Florist. In 1953, when Dr. Fischer’s will®® was probated, it was revealed 
that he had left most of his estate in “a trust” for hospital care for the poor and needy in 
Georgia. This medical giant had graduated from Emory University Medical School and had 
done post-graduate work in Vienna and Berlin and spent his adult years in Atlanta caring 
for the sick. Noted for his beautiful rose gardens, he was also known as a philanthropist 
who practiced the adage, “To whom much is given, much is required.” He never lost his

Martin, op. cit., Vol. Ill, p. 192, 200.
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touch with the common man during his time on this earth, and then after death, his 
money continued to care for those who were in need. He unselfishly shared his wealth 
with people from all walks of life.

South of Atlanta, where our children Melanie and Michael live, there is a road that bears 
the name Fischer Road. The local people call it Doc Fischer Road. Since it is near Senoia, 
Georgia, I wondered if it could be named for “our" Dr. Fischer. Once when we were 
visiting Melanie, she called the Coweta County Department of Transportation office and 
Inquired about the origin of the name. The person who answered the telephone suggested 
that we go to Hall’s store on Fischer Road and talk to Mr. Hall, a knowledgeable local 
person, who knew a lot about the history of the area.

This store on Fischer Road is a few miles away from the entrance into Indian Bluff 
Subdivision where Michael lives. Stopping at the store, I met Mr. Hall, an elderly 
gentleman, and he told me that, indeed, the road was named for “our” Dr. Fischer! He 
spoke with kind affection for this wonderful man. “He come down heah durin’ the war 
and bought farmland on either side of Minix Road and built a big house and barns whar’ 
he pro-ceeded to raise cattle. You know, beef was scarce back then. Well, he’d raise it, 
slaughter it an’ take it up he-ah to the hospital for them to feed the patients an' he 
wouldn’ charge them a thang for the meat!” Mr. Hall exclaimed. He continued to tell me 
of the kind deeds that this man did for the people of that area. Directing us down Fischer 
Road, he said that we would see Doc Fischer’s property on either side of the road at the 
intersection of Fischer and Minix Road.

After leaving the store we drove to the setting of Dr. Fischer’s home, a lovely, older, 
established home, surrounded by Magnolia trees and shrubs, vast fields, lakes and barns. 
I failed to ask Mr. Hall if the property were still in the Fischer family. Michael 
remarked that he had often noticed this property. Being a nature lover, Michael had 
surmised that the house had been built in a location where the owner could enjoy seeing 
both the sunrise and the sunset! And knowing that Dr. and Mrs. Fischer were indeed 
lovers of nature, it’s entirely possible that Michael’s guess is accurate. What fun it has 
been to "re-discover" Dr. Fischer and his legacy on the south-side of Atlanta! What a 
giant he is in my memories!

Near Crawford Long Hospital on Peachtree Street was the Erlanger Theater. During the 
1930s, 1940s and 1950s, audiences attended movies and programs there. Tobacco 
Road, written by Erskin Caldwell, was made into a movie and was shown at the Erlanger 
Theater in 1938. This building also housed the WSB Barn Dance®° in the 1940s. 
Originally, this country radio show was performed at the WSB radio studios in the 
Biltmore Hotel on West Peachtree, but its live audiences grew to such numbers that the 
Biltmore could not accommodate the crowds, and the show was moved to the Atlanta 
Woman’s Club auditorium in 1941, which was located at 1150 Peachtree Street.^ ̂  
There they presented two performances every Saturday night to their faithful fans, 
although, only one of these shows was broadcast on the air each week. (The Atlanta 
Woman’s Club, built circa 1898 and acquired by the club in 1920, is where Ernie had 
most of her piano recitals when she studied with Mrs. Lillian Rogers Gilbreath.) In 
1942, the WSB Barn Dance show was moved to the Erlanger Theater. For a decade, this 
show was presented at the Erlanger or on the road in some small town of Georgia for live 
audiences and was broadcast over WSB radio air waves to its avid listener fans, such as 
my father. I can visualize him as he sat in his overstuffed chair, shoes and socks

Daniel, op. cit., pp. 172-204. 
Martin, op. cit., Vol. Ill, p. 6.
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removed, newspaper in one hand, pipe or cigar in the other hand, the radio console 
blaring as he contentedly listened to the WSB Barn Dance. Daddy’s radio entertainment 
on Saturday night was Nashville’s Grand 01' Opry and Atlanta’s WSB Barn Dance. The 
jokes, the music - songs, guitars, banjos and harmonicas - could be heard all over our 
house and the radio country stars became our Saturday night friends. How Daddy would 
laugh at the antics of Minnie Pearl! Saturday night was also shoe polishing time and 
Daddy would often keep time to the music as he "manned" the shoe brush to shine our 
shoes. This same man would listen to opera on the radio on Sunday afternoons and reap as 
much pleasure from this entertainment as he did from his Saturday night’s fare. He 
loved all kinds of music!

In the same general vicinity of Crawford Long Hospital was the Life of Georgia Insurance 
Company, established in 1891.®2 Isham M.S. Sheffield, 22, formerly of Paulding 
County, and John Newton McEachern, insurance salesmen, were boarders in the same 
boarding house. Through nightly discussions, they determined that there was a need for 
an industrial insurance organization in the South. They became business partners, 
rented an office, and worked hard to build an insurance company. Industrial Aid 
Association. In 1903, it became Industrial Life and Health Insurance Company. 
McEachern died in 1928. The home office moved to West Peachtree and Linden Avenue in 
1930, the year I was born. Shortly after World War II, the name was changed to Life of 
Georgia Insurance Company^^ and has been very successful. His sons, I.M., Jr., and 
George O. Sheffield took over the helm when their father retired. Are these Sheffields 
distant relatives of ours?

The year I graduated from high school, 1947, I had been told that this insurance 
company was hiring temporary debit clerks for the summer. Dot Willis, and I applied 
for a summer job there and we were hired. This was interesting but monotonous work. 
However, my Saturdays were free and it certainly was less tiring than having to stand on 
my feet all day as a clerk in a dime store. I suggested to my two sisters that they might 
apply for a job with this company, too. They were also hired. Both advanced to good 
positions during the years that they were employed there. Opelika, Alabama was on our 
weekly debit report and I recall that my supervisor pronounced it “O-pee-lac-kee.” 
For two summers, 1947 and 1948, I was employed as a temporary file clerk for Life of 
Georgia Insurance Company. I still remember the relief we clerks felt on Fridays when 
our debit accounts balanced.

The Rosemary Creamery, Inc. was only a few blocks away from the Life of Georgia 
Insurance Company building. It was located off Spring Street at 60-62 Baltimore Place. 
Papa Hyde owned this business and my father worked there for many years as plant 
supervisor. We were well acquainted with every employee in the front office, the butter 
wrapping room, and the plant where the butter was made. When we sisters were 
working at the insurance company, much of the time, we rode to and from Atlanta with 
Daddy. In the afternoons, after getting off from work, we would walk the three blocks to 
the plant and wait for Daddy to transport us home. Next door to the plant was Mr. John's 
restaurant. He and my father were good friends.

I remember being fascinated with a section of apartments on Baltimore Place, a cobble
stone street where artists lived and worked. In doing research for this book, 1 
discovered that the buildings at 5-19 Baltimore Place, N.W. were the first townhouses 
or apartments of Atlanta. The three-storied, Victorian, red brick building with wrought 
iron balconies, stained glass windows, and fireplaces with marble mantels was most

^2 Garrett, Vol. II, op. cit., p. 238.
93 Ibid.
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u n u s ua l . E ac h  unit was a separate house being divided from its neighbor by a solid 
brick wall without openings. The original units, built in 1885, were three-stories high 
and had one bathroom to a unit, with the kitchen in the basement. Each first-floor room 
had a Baltimore heater fitted into the fireplace with vents running to the rooms on the 
second and third floors. This was an early form of central heating. For nearly a quarter 
of a century, these units were show places for the elite who owned and lived in them. 
Then the units became less fashionable and the next years brought alterations and 
neglect. In 1932, “their fineness of design ... caught the interest of a few artistically- 
minded people.”®® Architects, interior designers and artists bought these units and 
restored them to their Victorian beauty. I remember as I walked past these apartments 
that sometimes I would see easels that held canvases of newly painted art work. For a 
period of time, the Georgia Trust for Historic Preservation was housed in one of the 
units. These townhouses are still fashionable places to live. No wonder I was fascinated 
with these buildings!

In this same general area is North Avenue, which intersects Peachtree Street just before 
one gets to Ponce De Leon Avenue. The Varsity is located on the corner of North Avenue 
and Spring Street, two blocks from Peachtree Street. When we were children, we would 
occasionally eat at the Varsity Drive-in. Women were not allowed to eat inside its 
premises. Car-hops swung onto the running board of the car as it was driven into the 
parking lot. Taking the customer's order, the car-hop would return with food on a tray 
that was clamped to the opened window of the car's door; customers would eat in the 
privacy of their automobiles. We always ordered the famous chili hot dog, a Varsity 
orange (a carbonated orange soda pop); for dessert, we ordered an almond toffee ice 
cream in a toasted sugar cone. Daddy always tipped the car-hop ten percent of the tab, 
which was the top rate for tipping in those days. The car-hops paid the Varsity owner to 
work there; they were dependent on their tips for their wages. That explained why they 
raced each other to an approaching car. Daddy told us that many Georgia Tech students 
had worked their way through Tech by "car-hopping" at the Varsity. The Varsity was 
established in 1928 by a Georgia Tech student, Frank Gordy,®® when he was working Jbis 
way through Tech. It started out as a hot dog stand and by 1949, it had become the 
world’s largest drive-in restaurant. By then, women could eat inside.

Just down from the Varsity at 225 North Avenue was the Georgia Tech campus on 210 
acres of land. It was founded in 1888 as the Georgia Institute of Technology. In 1949, it 
became the Georgia School of T e c h n o l o g y ,and is the technological school of the 
University System of Georgia. The world has been impacted by the thousands of 
engineers who have passed through Georgia Tech’s halls of learning. Its excellent 
academic reputation for training superior engineers is recognized internationally. 
Living near Atlanta, I always had an affinity for this school; I even knew the words to 
their “fight song,” “I’m a ramblin’ wreck from Georgia Tech and a hell of an engineer." 
The first football match between Georgia Tech and the University of Georgia was in 
November 1893, with Tech winning by a score of 22-6. Through the years, the football 
rivalry between these two schools has been keen. When I became a student at the 
University of Georgia, I found myself still “rooting” for the “yellow jackets.” “Glory, 
Glory to 01' Georgia” never measured up to Tech’s “Ramblin’ Wrecks” for me!

Sawyer and Matthews, op. cit., pp. 6,7. 
Garrett, Vol. II, op. cit., pp. 94, 95. 
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From 1905-1920, John W. Heisman,®® was the football coach at Georgia Tech. Heisman 
coached at the Auburn Polytechnic Institute, now Auburn University, In Auburn, 
Alabama, from 1895 through 1899. He created the forward pass, and the hidden ball 
play for the game of football. He left Auburn to coach at Clemson. He also coached at 
Georgia Tech, Pennsylvania, Washington and Jefferson, and Rice. Prior to his coaching 
career at Auburn, he coached at Oberlln and Buchtel - now Akron. He was quoted by 
Wiley L. Umphlett in The Invention of American Football, as saying, “I never had a team 
at Auburn that I did not love, nor did I have one quarrel with any player during the whole 
five years..." The revered Heisman trophy was named for this great coach. At the end of 
Heisman's career, he was the Athletic Director of the Downtown Athletic Club in New 
York City, where many wealthy men were members. The award was established in his 
memory in 1935 and each year is presented in New York City to the outstanding football 
player in the nation. Auburn University's Pat Sullivan, quarterback, 1971, and A.U.’s 
Bo Jackson, tailback, 1985, won this coveted college sport’s award.®® Bo was inducted 
into the 41st Annual National Football Foundation and College Hall of Fame on December
8, 1998 in New York.i°° He was acclaimed as the best athlete to sult-up anywhere by 
the Hall of Fame Chairman, Gene Corrigan.

Georgia Tech had great football teams in 1916 and 1917. In 1917 they were the 
American Champions, beating Auburn 68-7. In 1928, undefeated Georgia Tech beat 
Notre Dame and was declared the National Champion. They went on to win the Rose Bowl 
game, 8-7 that year.''°'' During my youth, Bobby Dodd was the coach who led Georgia 
Tech to many football victories. Academics, not sports, came first at this institution; 
earning a degree from there was a tribute to one's ability. My brothers-in-law 
Clarence Cadenhead, Hugh Spruill and Jim Wills are graduates of Georgia Tech. Now my 
great-nephew, Robert Jameson, will soon graduate from there.

In the shadows of the Georgia Tech campus was the Coca-Cola Building at 864 Spring 
Street. This company"'became world famous from the formula Dr. John Pemberton 
had experimented with in his small lab in Columbus, Georgia (according to the historical 
society in that city). Upon moving to Atlanta in 1869, he continued to produce 
compounds for the various firms where he was employed. In 1885, after the 
organization of Pemberton Chemical Company, he and his associates altered his older 
product, "French Wine Coca,” making it into a palatable syrup, yet unnamed. Frank 
Mason Robinson, an associate, taking the two constituents of the new product, named it 
Coca-Cola, and in his fine penmanship designed the famous logo trademark, which is still 
being used over a century later. By 1886, this tonic drug was dispensed in drug stores 
as Coca-Cola, a headache relief tonic. An incident happened in 1887 at a Jacobs Drug 
Store in downtown Atlanta on Peachtree Street, which changed the course of this product. 
A customer, suffering with a headache, came into the store and asked for a bottle of Coca- 
Cola. When it was handed to him, he asked Mr. Willis E. Venable, operator of the soda 
fountain, to open it, mix a dose of it with water, and let him take it there. The soda water 
at the fountain, rather than regular tap water, was used in the tonic mix. Upon tasting 
it, the customer exclaimed that it was good and drank the bubbling dose. Other druggists

9® Ibid., pp. 708-709.
Auburn. A Pictorial History Of the Loveliest Village. (Revised) by Mickey Logue and 
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heard about this tonic and it was soon being dispensed to other headache sufferers in the 
area. Dr. Pemberton had no idea when he created this tonic that it would evolve into a 
flavored syrup to be used in a soda fountain drink. But by June 30, 1887, it was being 
advertised in the evening Journal: "DRINK - The Brain Tonic and Intellectual Soda 
Fountain Beverage - COCA-COLA - Acclaimed By All Who Have Used It - AT ALL 
FOUNTS.” With failing health and limited funds, Dr. Pemberton sold, through his 
friend, George S. Lowndes, two-thirds interest in Coca-Cola, for $1,200 to Willis E. 
Venable. After a few weeks, Lowndes became apprehensive about the sale and was able to 
buy back Venable’s interest. Seeking a purchaser, Lowndes sold his two-thirds interest 
to Woolfolk Walker and Mrs. M.C. Dozier on December 14, 1887 for $1,200. Walker, 
wanting to organize a corporation to take over Coca-Cola, persuaded Asa G. Candler, an 
Atlanta wholesale druggist, and Dr. Joseph Jacobs to join him in forming Walker, 
Candler, & Company. On April 14, 1888, this company had bought Pemberton’s 
remaining one-third interest in Coca-Cola for $550. Pemberton died in the late 
summer of 1888, unaware that he had developed a drink that would make a fortune and 
would be sold world-wide for decades. Buying the interests of his partners and 
exchanging products with Dr. Jacobs, Asa G. Candler became the sole owner of Coca-Cola 
on April 22, 1891 for a total cost of $2,300. Marketing it as a delicious and refreshing 
drink, rather than a tonic, it became a popular draught soda fountain drink, which sold 
for a nickel per glass. Coca-Cola, with its distinctive flowing script logo, was registered 
in the United States Patent Office on January 31, 1893. The Candler family sold the 
Coca-Cola Company on August 22, 1919 to an Atlanta financial institution, the Trust 
Company of Georgia, for $25,000,000. The home office remained in Atlanta and the 
Candler family continued to hold large blocks of stock in the new company. The drink has 
become a favorite carbonated drink, which is sold all over the world.

I well remember having my first sip of "co’ cola", as we Southerners called it then. 
Later we shortened it to coke. It tasted terrible and burned my throat as I swallowed it. 
One definitely has to acquire a taste for it. The refreshment carts in the mills during the 
thirties and early forties were called “dope wagons,” referring to the drink. The 
caffeine in the kola nuts made the drink addictive.

Each school year, when I was a child, the Coca-Cola Company gave the school children a 
ruler, which had imprinted on it, A GOOD RULE “Do unto others as you would have them 
do unto you.” On the back of the ruler was printed. Compliments of the Coca-Cola 
Bottling Company. We also received a Coca-Cola tablet and pencil with the Coca-Cola 
logo on them. Coca-Cola items, such as trays, old bottles, advertising posters, crates, 
glasses, ice cooler-boxes, etc., have become collector’s items. At this writing, there is a 
marvelous Coca-Cola Museum near Under Ground Atlanta and downtown Five Points, 
where one can see many relics of a century of Coca-Cola. The World of Coca-Cola 
Museum is located at 55 Martin Luther King Drive. (It is soon to have a new address.)

Returning to Peachtree, we crossed West Peachtree Street, and in our vision was the 
Biltmore H o t e l , b y j n  j p  1 92 4 , which housed the radio station studios for WSB, “The 
Voice of the South." This elegant hotel had many famous guests to stay in its rooms, 
including President Franklin D. Roosevelt.

At 660 Peachtree Street was the Fox Theater,^°'^ once a mosque of the Ancient Arabic 
Order of Nobles of the Mystic Shrine. This building of middle-east architecture was 
built in 1929 for approximately one million dollars by the Knight’s Templar / Scottish 
Rite Masons. In this large, luxurious building is a theater auditorium (seating capacity
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- 4,678), which has a marvelously realistic “sky” with twinkling stars and moving 
clouds. A huge Moller concert pipe organ is in the orchestra pit and can be raised to 
stage level. In the front of the auditorium is the silhouette facade of a Middle-Eastern 
building with walled walks and lighted street lamps, adding to the aura of the scene. The 
Fox Theater Corporation had a long term lease on this auditorium: for years thousands of 
people were entertained in this movie arena. Downstairs orchestra seats were more 
expensive, but the most popular seats in the house were the balcony seats; for, the 
viewer felt that he was out in the night under a starlit sky as he watched the feature 
movie. On weekends or special holidays, the organ would be raised from its pit and a 
musician would perform for the audience. Bob Van Camp was one of the organists. Sing- 
a-longs were popular back then and the movie-goers sang with enthusiasm as the 
marvelous organ accompanied them (words of the songs were printed on the screen.)

In May 1938, Daddy and Mother took us to the Fox to see one of the first color movies made, 
Snow White And The Seven Dwarfs. The Dionne quintuplets and Dr. Defoe were also featured 
in a movie short that a f t e r n o o n . ^ ° 5  These famous Canadian quintuplets had been born during 
this period and their doctor, Defoe, had attended their births. Their pictures appeared on 
many news pages and magazines during their childhood. My sisters and I loved to play with 
our Dionne quintuplet paper dolls when we were little girls. We also had Shirley Temple and 
Jane Withers paper dolls. (Jane Withers, a movie star, grew up in Atlanta.)

I attended the world premier showing of Walt Disney’s Song Of The South at the Fox Theater 
in November 1946. This movie featured the characters and the stories of the author, Joel 
Chandler Harris, who once lived in West End at his home, the Wren’s Nest, on his beloved 
“Snap-Bean Farm,” 1050 Gordon Street, S.W. Harris, a journalist for the Atlanta 
Constitution, came to Atlanta in 1876. He and Henry Grady were close friends. In the guest 
room of Henry Grady’s home were amusing murals of the “critters” from the Uncle Remus 
Tales.■'0® For 24 years Harris wrote his Uncle Remus Stories, many of which were printed 
in the Atlanta Constitution. He authored the book. Uncle Remus: His Sonas and His Savings.io^ 
Harris died on July 3, 1908 at his home. The Wren's Nest is now a museum, located at 1050 
Ralph B. Abernathy Blvd., S. W. (formerly Gordon Street).

Most Southern children have heard of Br’er Fox and Br’er Rabbit and the famous briar patch. 
Early in my teaching career, I enjoyed reading these stories to my students. However, during 
the years of integration of whites and blacks in our school system, telling these stories was 
looked upon with disfavor and in some schools these books were removed from the library 
shelves. One year in the 1970s, I taught a first grade Language Arts class composed of 20 
black children. I dared to introduce these stories to them. They loved them and especially 
enjoyed hearing me read to them in black dialect. Teaching them that there is beauty in all 
dialects was a delightful experience. Song Of The South was a wonderful tribute to this 
Southern writer, Joel Chandler Harris.

When Melanie and Michael were small, we took them and their teen-age baby-sitter. Sue 
Jeter, to the Fox to see the movie, Tammv. starring Debbie Reynolds. They, too, were awe- 
stricken by the beauty of the building, especially the stars that twinkled in the sky!

For years the Metropolitan Opera Company from New York, annually, brought its traveling 
company to Atlanta to the Fox for a week to perform various operas. Patrons flocked to the 
theater for this popular, cultural event. Dress was formal; gala opera parties were given

From the writer's childhood scrapbook made by her mother, Catherine Jameson. 
106 Williford, op. cit., p. 48.
■'0  ̂ Garrett, Vol. II, op. cit., pp. 532-533.
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during the week for the city’s music lovers. In the 1980s, the Metropolitan Opera company 
stopped touring, much to the disappointment of the opera fans in the Atlanta area.

It was during this period of time, the 1970s, that "movie-going" was on the wane and the Fox 
Theater started booking live performances to draw people to its doors. The Australian rock 
group, Little River Band, was one of these. Our son, Michael, was in a rock group, Hotel, 
from Birmingham: they had second billing as the “front band” for this concert. In 1954, 
Judie Hill Lightsey, my first cousin, performed on this stage as a member of the cast of the 
Southern Ballet Company. They danced a scene from Song of Norway to the music of Grieg's 
Piano Concerto, performed by the Atlanta Pop’s Symphony Orchestra."'

Finally, the owners of the Fox, not making a profit, put the old theater up for sale. An 
interested buyer was BellSouth Telephone Company: negotiations were undenway to purchase 
a great portion of this city block to build a Telephone Center. Concerned citizens for historic 
preservation organized a huge rally to “save the Fox,” raising funds to keep this historic 
landmark as a theater. Interestingly, one of their greatest contributors was BellSouth 
Telephone Company.

After successfully saving the property, it was necessary to refurbish the threadbare 
interior. The grand old organ needed much repair. Virgil Fox, the renowned New York 
organist, came to Atlanta to give a benefit concert to raise funds to rebuild this fine 
instrument. All proceeds, including the guest performer’s fee, were used for this 
purpose. Kenneth and I attended this wonderful performance! During the concert, 
repairmen would go into action when a malfunction of the organ occurred. Virgil Fox 
would swing around on the organ bench and talk to the audience about the capabilities of 
this splendid pipe organ while the repairs were made. A signal would be given to him 
when he could proceed playing. Turning back to the keyboard, he would continue to 
produce wonderful, stirring music. Today, the Fox Theater is in great demand for live 
performances of cultural programs, concerts and classic movies. At long last, a fine 
building of Atlanta’s past has been preserved!

Just across the street from the Fox Theater, at 659 Peachtree, was the ritzy Georgian 
Terrace Hotel, built in 1911.''09 For years this was where the wealthy stayed; some 
even had small posh terrace apartments in this ten-story, grand hotel. Many stars 
stayed there when they came to Atlanta for the premieres of movies. During the Gone 
With The Wind premiere, we drove past this hotel and craned our necks to see if we could 
see any of the stars who were staying there, including Clark Gable, Carol Lombard, 
Vivian Leigh, Laurence Olivier, Olivia de Havilland and Thomas Mitchell. In the 1970s, 
this hotel, like the surrounding properties, became run-down and its lodgers were seedy 
and undesirable. Finally, its windows and doors were boarded up and this once lovely 
building stood abandoned for several years.

In this same general area are several landmarks that I would like to include in my 
writings, although they are off Peachtree Street. To the side of the Fox Theater and the 
Georgian Terrace Hotel is Ponce de Leon Avenue, which intersects Peachtree Street. 
Going east on this avenue, we come to what was once Ponce de Leon Ball Park, now Ponce 
Square, where the Atlanta Crackers Minor Baseball League played. There were the Black 
Crackers and the White Crackers, meaning that these teams were segregated until 1947 
when Jackie Robinson integrated the major league t e a m s . ' ' B o t h  teams were

■■o® Source: Judith Hill Lightsey.
109 vVilHford, op. cit., p. 13.
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championship teams. Many great baseball players from the South got their start at 
Ponce de Leon Park. The Atlanta Crackers won the 1907 and 1909 Southern League 
Pennant .^Al though we never attended a ball game at this park, Daddy listened via 
radio to almost every Crackers game that was aired. On any given Saturday afternoon, 
the Atlanta Crackers baseball game could be heard on our hill. Regardless of where we 
were or what task we were doing, the blare of the radio kept us posted as to the progress 
of the game.

At this same ball park in 1939, the Baptist World Alliance convened. Atlanta hosted the 
sixth World Baptist Congress, which brought thousands of people from all over the world 
together to worship God. The Reverend Dr. George W. Truitt was the principal speaker. 
Prior to the meeting, a parade was formed at the State Capitol. A huge body of banner- 
waving Baptists marched from the capitol to Ponce de Leon Park to the music of "Onward 
Christian Soldiers;" all races and nationalities were represented. This was my first 
experience to worship with people of all races. My siblings and I sat in awe with Mother 
and Daddy in the bleachers as we listened to inspiring messages and magnificent music. 
Hordes of people lifted their voices to sing in unison the old familiar hymns. "One world 
of peace and understanding. One God" was the theme of the meeting. In this park, 
Christians from all over the world were united in prayer, singing and preaching. ' ' in  
later years, the Reverend Billy Graham led his audience-packed Crusades for Christ at 
this same ball park.

Just across the street from the bail park was the huge complex of Sears Roebuck stores. 
Their vast catalog sales offices, warehouses, and a retail store were all located there. 
For many years we went to this store to purchase our shoes and clothes. We were always 
impressed with this big retail store. A few months before Kenneth and I married, I 
ordered from the Sear's catalog basic things that we would need to “set up 
housekeeping.” After fifty years, I am still using some of these items - cutlery, kitchen 
tools, chopping board, etc. During Kenneth’s and my years of marriage, this store has 
supplied us with needed items; many of them were ordered from this catalog sales store. 
An excited aura filled the house when the new Sears catalog arrived in the mail. Our 
children eagerly awaited their turn to look at the many pages of desired goods in the 
“wish book.” It reminded me of years ago when I was a child and had also looked with 
interest at the Sears Roebuck Catalog. The year's most cherished catalog was the 
Christmas one. Our children spent many hours poring over the pages before making 
their Santa list. They could ask Santa for three items; any additional request would be 
granted if Santa had it on his sleigh or if we could afford it. This list was changed many 
times before Christmas Eve, which sometimes made it rather "delicate." We had to order 
well in advance of Christmas to get popular items before the stock was depleted. The 
children’s Christmas Eve pajamas were always ordered from the catalog. Our home 
movies recorded these purchases, as the camera focused on the children who were 
dressed in their new pajamas when they hung their stockings on Christmas Eve, and 
then, on Christmas morning when they rolled out of bed, all sleepy-eyed and tousle- 
haired, to go to the living room to see what Santa had left them. Years later, when it was 
announced that this store would close, pangs of nostalgia filled my being as I thought of 
the many purchases we had made at this particular store and catalog sales warehouse.

Harlon E. Joye, and E. Bernard West, The Atlanta Historical Society, Atlanta, Ga., The 
University of Georgia Press, Athens and London, 1990, p. 273.

Lankevich, op. cit., p. 43.
"'''2 Williford, op. cit., pp. 144-145.
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At 224 Ponce de Leon Avenue was Mary Mac’s Tea Room, an old restaurant in Atlanta, 
where true Southern cooking abounded. Today, the bill of fare continues to Include such 
delicacies as fried chicken, sweet potatoes, turnip and collard greens, black-eyed peas, 
creamed potatoes, pork chops, baked chicken and dressing, chicken and dumplings, ham, 
red-eye gravy, country-style cubed steak and thickened gravy, butter beans, fried okra, 
creamed corn, corn on the cob, cole slaw, potato salad, corn bread, biscuits, yeast rolls, 
fruit cobbler pies, banana pudding, and other special dishes of the south.

Back on Peachtree Street at Fifth Street, heading north, on the left, was First Baptist 
C h u r c h , ■ ' 1 3  established in January, 1848. This was the third site for this church.

Tenth Street Area

At 952 Peachtree Street and Peachtree Place, the apartment building on the left was 
where Ernie’s (and my) music teacher, Lillian Rogers Gilbreath, lived. Ernie took from 
Mrs. Gilbreath long before I did. Knowing that I enjoyed playing, too. Mother arranged 
for me to audition with Mrs. Gilbreath and, surprisingly, she agreed to teach me, too. 
Daddy and Mother provided us with as many cultural advantages as they could afford. I 
was not a gifted student but I did advance with Mrs. Gilbreath’s instruction. "Chanson 
Triste" was a piece that I studied, and I recall Mrs. Gilbreath prodding me to make the 
melody sing. Whenever I arrived early, I would sit on her sun porch and listen to 
another pupil’s lesson. Even now at the age of 73, I can close my eyes and see the dark 
hall-way in her apartment and smell the pinto beans that were often cooking in her 
kitchen. She was a marvelous musician. Ernie was one of Mrs. Gilbreath's star pupils; 
our family was enormously proud of her ability. As recital time approached, Ernie 
would spend hours perfecting her pieces and I would start thinking of a way to get out of 
being in the recital. My way "out” was to quit taking piano lessons about a month before 
the recital. As I look back on this time, I remember that Ernie was always at the piano 
practicing. If I had practiced as much as she, the family would never have had a reprieve 
from listening to scales, study exercises, and countless repeats of ragged sections of 
musical compositions. Perhaps it was just as well that I was not a serious music pupil.

In recent years, Kenneth resumed taking piano lessons. One of the pieces he labored over 
was Gypsy Rondo by Haydn. Ernie had tackled this piece long ago. Hearing Kenneth going 
over the same troublesome bars, time after time, reminded me of those days. One day he 
asked me if I ever got tired of listening to him practice. Without thinking, I immediately 
blurted, “Oh, no!” Hesitating, I slowly added, “There’s one piece that tiaa gotten a little 
old, Gvpsv Rondo! We laughed, as I related the times I had heard Ernie bang her fingers 
on the keyboard in exasperation when she erred. Kenneth had done a little of this, too. 
The next day, the door bell rang. Opening the door, a delivery boy from the florist placed 
a vase of three red carnations mixed with baby’s breath in my hands. This day was not a 
special date! Who could be sending me flowers? Looking at the card and not recognizing 
the name of the sender, I said to the delivery boy, “There must be a mistake, I don’t 
know the sender.” He said, “You are Fran Cadenhead, aren’t you?” I nodded yes, as I 
stared at the signature on the card. Then finally “it hit me" as to who had sent the 
flowers - my own dear husband! Bursting into laughter, I thanked the young man and 
accepted the bouquet. The card was signed, “G. Rondo.”

The Tenth Street Shopping Center loomed into sight. This was the area of Atlanta that was 
once known as “Tight Squeeze.” What fond memories 1 have of this area. Tenth Street 
was as far as Mother dared to drive in Atlanta. Not being a relaxed driver, the city

113 Garrett, Vol. I, op. cit., p. 270; Vol. II, p. 493, 494.
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traffic terrified her. She would often drive Ernie and me to our piano lessons; and, 
while we were receiving musical instruction, she would buy groceries at the nearby 
A.&P. Food Store. Sometimes after our lessons, we would go by S.&H. Kress Five and 
Dime Store in the Tenth Street Shopping Center on Peachtree Street. This was where 
Mother’s friend, Sylvia Blanton, worked as a floor supervisor. Sylvia was always fond 
of me. Shortly before I was thirteen, she said to me on one of the visits, “Now, little 
Miss Priss, as soon as you have your next birthday, come to see me, and I’ll let you work 
part-time for me.”

Back then the magic ages were thirteen and sixteen. Thirteen, because you could get a 
Social Security number and you could work part-time, with the School Board’s 
permission, on weekends and holidays. Sixteen, because you could get a Driver’s 
License. As soon as I had my thirteenth birthday, I went to Kress at Tenth Street and 
filled out an application and was hired. I started working the next Saturday, earning 
$3.00 a Saturday, from 8:30 a.m. until 6:00 p.m., except during December when the 
store stayed open until 9:00 p.m. Sometime during the almost four years that I worked 
there, the minimum wage rose to fifty cents an hour - we thought that this was a big 
increase! My friend. Dot Willis, also worked part-time at this store. I worked in 
Sylvia’s section, which was the back half of the store. Dot worked iri^the front of the 
store at the candy counter and her supervisor was Miss Roseberry. Dot, a slim beauty, 
did not eat many sweets, which was a requirement for one who worked on that counter; 
but, she did love toasted nuts! I worked on the hardware/house wares counter, where I 
sold paint, window shades and oil cloth - cut to size, flower pots, vases, pet supplies, and 
gold fish that were in the big tank aquarium. Later I worked on the glassware counter. (I 
purchased glasses, pretty vases, a glass basket, and Fiesta dishes for Mother. Now some 
of these are in my possession.) Because of the high breakage rate, Sylvia told me that 
they were particular about who worked at this counter. Sylvia liked to tease and we had 
many "a laugh" as we worked with her. One summer when the “big bosses” came down 
from New York to inspect our store, they complimented me on the way I waited on my 
customers and the obvious care I took of my counter. At inventory time and when 
counter displays were built, Sylvia often used Dot and me to work extra hours after the 
store's closing time. On rare occasions, Sylvia assigned me the task of ordering certain 
merchandise for the store. My counter, being near the Information Desk, allowed me to 
answer the phone, give refunds and respond to complaints.

Company rules were enforced by our supervisors. We had to address every clerk and 
stock boy by Miss, Mr., or Mrs. Sylvia affectionately told me, “Now Frances, don’t you 
slip and call me Sylvia at work. In this store, I’m Miss Blanton to you and you are Miss 
Jameson to me.” She probably slipped more often than I did, but she would laugh and 
say, “Ah, Shucks! Miss Jameson!” It seemed strange to call Dot "Miss Willis" and at 
first we giggled when we addressed each other at work, but after a while we became 
accustomed to it. We were not to chew gum or to eat food on the job and we were not 
allowed to sit down while working. There was a shelf behind each counter that could be 
pulled out. It was near our cash registers so that it could be used to hold goods that 
needed to be wrapped for customers. It was so tempting in the last hours of a work day to 
pull it out and lean or sit on it. But this was a “giant no-no!” Some of the older clerks 
would dare to do so. Whenever we younger workers saw a supervisor coming, we would 
alert these women so that they would not get into trouble. We were told to stay active at 
our counter, either dusting or filling the displays or checking our under-counter stock 
bins. There was to be no idle standing or talking among the clerks. We were not to 
engage in long conversations with customers or acquaintances at our counters. And we 
were told to greet our customers in a friendly, helpful manner, always thanking them at 
the end of a sale. "The customer was always right." Every day we had to make a stock 
order, which was filled in the basement stock room by the stock boys, Homer and Troy,
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who were high school students and who worked part-time, also. Rueben, an old, very 
l<ind, black man was our janitor. He or they would bring our orders up on the hand- 
operated elevator in rectangular straw baskets that were dragged on the floor by an 
attached canvas belt. Our manager was Mr. Hardin and our assistant manager was Mr. 
Warner. Sometimes I would have to go down to the stock room to get items. We had to get 
special permission to do this and I remember how dark and spooky it was down there. 
The candy supplies were kept in a screened cubical to keep the rodents out. Anytime we 
left the sales floor, we had to get special permission to do so. Our work hours were kept 
by a time-clock. We punched in and out, at arrival time, at break-time, at lunch and 
supper-time, and upon leaving at the end of the day. If we were late for any of these 
times, our pay was docked. Break-time was a welcomed fifteen minutes in the morning 
and in the afternoon. It, like the lunch hour, was staggered among the clerks. Dot and I 
managed to get our breaks at the same time and most of the time we sat to rest our weary 
legs and feet while we laughed and talked.

During the World War II years, 1941-45, a red, white and blue bannered Savings Bonds 
and Red Cross Booth graced the front of our store. It was located under the big clock on 
the wall just as one entered the store. Patriotic posters adorned the wall behind the 
booth. I especially remember the one of Uncle Sam pointing his finger with these words 
printed on the poster, “Uncle Sam Needs You! Enlist Today!” At this booth. Red Cross 
volunteers registered and scheduled citizens who would give blood, roll bandages or work 
at the service canteen downtown on Luckie Street or at the Open Door Canteen on 
Peachtree. They also sold Government War Bonds and Stamps. After the war ended, this 
booth closed and was removed.

In the back of the store were two water fountains. Over one was a sign which read, 
"Colored," and over the other fountain, the sign read, "White." Each race had its fountain 
and you dared not drink from the wrong fountain during those segregated times.

One day Miss Blanton called me over to the Information Desk where she was conversing 
with an elderly lady who often came into the store. When I reached the desk, Sylvia said 
to me, “Miss Jameson, I want you to meet someone who knew your Papa Hyde. This is 
Mrs. Smith and before you were born, he delivered milk to her door every morning." 
Mrs. Smith patted me on the hand and told me what a fine man Mr. Hyde was, and then she 
asked me if I would come to her house with Sylvia for lunch. Of course, I agreed and a 
date was set.

On the appointed day, Sylvia and I walked a few blocks over to Crescent Avenue where 
Mrs. Smith lived. Mrs. Smith invited us into her comfortable home, which was 
furnished with lovely antiques. The mahogany side tables were covered with crocheted 
doilies which held china bric-a-brac. A vase of fresh flowers was on the marble topped 
sideboard. Because we were pressed for time, we did not tarry long in this beautiful 
room. We were ushered into the dining room where a white linen-clad, oak table was 
heavily laden with delicious Southern cuisine “piled high” in steaming china bowls. It 
was truly a “company meal!” I remember fried chicken, many summer vegetables and 
delicious little biscuits, but to name each food is impossible. I do recall that it was, 
indeed, a feast! I told Mrs. Smith that I had talked with Mama Hyde and that she said 
Mrs. Smith was one of Papa Hyde's favorite customers. Now, two generations later, she 
and I became friends; often she would stop at my counter and briefly chat with me.

(Papa Hyde must have been loved by many of his customers. In my possession is a green 
crockery pitcher with clusters of purple grapes on its side. This lovely antique was 
given to him by a customer after he had admired it. The elderly lady told him that the
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pitcher had been a wedding present and that she would like for him to take it to Mrs. Hyde 
because she appreciated his good service. Mother, being a lover of the color purple, had 
been given this pitcher by Mama Hyde to put on the shelf in the kitchen corner cabinet 
of our newly remodeled house in 1938. Mother grew “wandering jew” in it. As a child, 
I told Mother how much I liked her “grape” pitcher. When she “broke up house
keeping," she gave this pitcher to me, and it now adorns the high shelf in our den.)

Working at S.&H. Kress or, as we called it, the dime store or the ten cent store, was an 
invaluable experience and working for Sylvia was one of my life’s blessings. She taught 
me so much - to do my best at whatever task was given me, and when the "going got 
rough," to find a way to laugh! Sylvia continued to work at Kress until she retired. A 
few years later, she died from cancer. She was a wonderful human being and mentor!

Dot's and my transportation to work was on the trolley. We rode Oglethorpe Trolley 
#23 into the city to West Peachtree Street and Eleventh Street where we disembarked 
and walked a couple of blocks over to the Tenth Street Shopping Center on Peachtree 
Street. On summer mornings, we would board the trolley all fresh and clean. Some of 
the men passengers wore business suits and a few wore Panama straw hats. 
Occasionally, one of these males might have a small rose bud in his coat's lapel. A few 
women would be dressed nicely, wearing heels, hats and gloves. Some might be wearing a 
rose bud or gardenia on the left shoulder of their dresses or blouses. Frequently, young 
girls wore fresh flowers in their hair and they would most likely be dressed in crisp, 
cotton dresses or skirts and blouses, with their feet shod in sandals. This was before 
jeans, so the blue collar workers wore ironed, stiffly-starched cotton shirts and khaki 
pants. The windows were slightly ajar so that the ladies’ hair would not get wind-blown. 
Many of the passengers read their neatly folded morning newspapers. At the end of the 
day, we would make our return trip home, and most of us were wilted human beings 
from the day’s heat; there was no air-conditioning then! The windows would be wide- 
open and we would all welcome the outside breezes as they cooled our heated fornis; never 
mind the carefully groomed hair! The gardenias, still worn, had turned yellow from the 
day’s heat, and hung limply on the wearers’ dress fronts. However, their fragrant 
aroma helped to camouflage the acrid odor of the perspiring, weary passengers, as they 
slouched in their seats. Business jackets were removed and shirts sleeves were rolled 
up. The well-read newspapers were used as make-shift fans. A few of the nicely dressed 
women had pretty, folded fans in their pocket-books (purses), which they would whisk 
out, unfold, and, with short, fluttering strokes, fan their faces, trying to find relief 
from the hot summer weather. During the cooler months, the scene was quite different. 
We wore scarves, or hats, and coats, and the school passengers carried their heavy books 
in their arms or balanced on their hips; there were no back packs back then. There were 
book satchels for very young children but high school boys and girls carried their 
stacked books in their arms or held them in a tightly bound leather book strap.

In our junior and senior years of high school, Dot and I took French. Sometimes we 
would try to speak in French to each other as we rode along on the trolley, which would 
send us into gales of laughter.

Black passengers sat in the back of the trolley and the whites were seated from the front. 
If the trolley filled and there were a black person in the back of the bus sitting in a seat, 
he sometimes was asked by the conductor to let a white person have his seat. Most of the 
time, a black would voluntarily get up and relinquish his seat without being asked. 
Always, young people and men gave their seats to older white women who were standing, 
and often a seated passenger would offer to hold the packages of a person who was having 
to stand. These were the unwritten etiquette rules of the day in our segregated Southern 
society. It was expected of proper people to be polite and thoughtful on public
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conveyances to all - with the exception of black people. How shameful! But we were not 
even cognizant of our cruel behavior. It was an accepted way of life!

Behind the Tenth Street Shopping Center, at 979 Crescent Avenue, was Margaret 
Mitchell’s, “The Dump.”''^^ It was in this modest house, in a small apartment in 1926, 
that she started writing Gone With The Wind. It was completed in her second floor 
apartment at 1268 Piedmont Avenue.^''® Ted Fox, a friend of Kenneth’s and mine from 
Army days, lived in the same apartment building as she on Piedmont Road. He said that 
he remembered going to her apartment when he was a little boy and seeing stacks of 
papers. He was told by her that these were the pages of her book that she was writing. 
In 1939, during the world premiere of Gone With The Wind, the Atlanta Woman’s Press 
Club, of which Margaret Mitchell was a member, had a cocktail party at the exclusive 
Piedmont Driving Club, which was across the street from where Margaret Mitchell 
lived. It was by invitation only. Important people were being slipped in the side door to 
avoid the photographers. Margaret Mitchell unassumingly walked across the street to 
the star-studded affair, dodging the many spectators. One of the national magazine’s 
photographers, whom she passed, asked her how he could get a picture of Margaret 
Mitchell. Looking at him, she responded by saying, “You can take it now. I’m Peggy 
Mitchell.” He did not believe her and passed up a choice opportunity of getting her 
picture. Later she arranged for him to get his photographs.^^®

Atlanta’s avant-garde Peachtree Arts Theater was located at Peachtree Street and 
Thirteenth street. This theater specialized in showing art, classic, and foreign films. I 
remember seeing Hamlet. Julius Caesar, and The Red Shoes there. It was in front of this 
theater that the tragic accident of Margaret Mitchell and her husband (John Marsh) 
occurred. On the night of August 11, 1949, the Marshes were crossing the street to 
go to the theater, when Peggy stepped into the path of an off-duty taxi driver’s car. She 
received severe head injuries and died five days later at Grady Memorial Hospital, 80 
Butler Street, S.E.

Back in my youth, the scenery on Peachtree Street from the Peachtree Arts Theater to 
Pershing Point was filled with homes, apartment buildings and churches. Part of this 
section, as well as the Tenth Street area, is known today as Mid-town. On the corner of 
1235 Peachtree Street and Fifteenth Street stands the handsome First Church of Christ 
Scientist. It was built in 1914 in the classic architecture of a domed Grecian temple. 
Christian Science got its start in Atlanta in 1886.^1® My aunt, Margaret Jameson, and 
her family, the Camps, are faithful members there. Across the street is the High 
Museum of Art, housed in the former home of the art lover, Mrs. J.M. High. In 1926, 
she donated her Peachtree Street home to be used as an art museum.^

Nearby was Piedmont Park. During the Cotton Exposition in 1895 this new park had 
many exhibitions, shows and concerts, including "Buffalo Bill's Wild West Show" and 
"John Phillip Sousa and his Band.'^so After the Exposition, Piedmont Park became a city 
park. It was here that Auburn University beat the University of Georgia 10-0 in the

Sibley, op. cit., p. 98, 99.
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first intercollegiate game in Georgia on February 12, 1892^21 The great fire of Atlanta 
occurred in 1917. It burned just north of Decatur Street to Piedmont Park, leaving 
10,000 people homeless."'22

At the northwest corner of Peachtree Street and Sixteenth Street stood First 
Presbyterian Church of Atlanta. This church was organized in 1858 and its present 
sanctuary was completed in 1919. Its beautiful stained glass memorial windows 
general theme is: the History of the Church from the Abrahamic Covenant to the Glorious 
Consummation at the Second Coming of Christ. These windows were executed by the 
Tiffany Studios of New York, the D'Ascenzo Studios of Philadelphia and the Willett 
Studios of Philadelphia. In 1922, it became the first church in the South to have 
regular Sunday morning services broadcast over the radio on the pioneer station, 
WSB.^23 Paul and Sara Cadenhead are active members in this church.

Just a block away on West Peachtree Street, in a small efficiency apartment, Paul and 
Sara Cadenhead once lived while Paul attended law school at Emory University. Living 
very meagerly, they still found ways to share with their families and friends. Before 
Kenneth and I married, they entertained us for dinner. I remember the beautiful, 
candle-lit dinner and the gracious manner in which they received me - Kenneth’s girl
friend. Kenneth tells of a time when he went there for a meal. On aTi earlier visit, he 
had complained about “snobby” people who tried to impress others, even with the way 
that they set their tables with endless pieces of cutlery to be used for different foods and 
courses. On this particular evening, Sara had her table set and at Kenneth’s place she 
had placed a long line of cutlery on either side of his plate. Much laughter was induced 
over this funny prank pulled on Kenneth. While living at this address, Paul and Sara's 
transportation was a 1939 Chevrolet coupe, which they later sold to Kenneth in 1950. 
This trusty, light green car, “Susy,” was our transportation until 1953.

Back at Peachtree and Sixteenth Street, we traveled a short distance and came to 
Pershing Point, a triangular park where Peachtree Street and West Peachtree Street 
converge and become one, Peachtree Street. This small park, once known as Goldsboro 
Park, was changed in 1918 to Pershing Poinf^^ jn honor of General of the Armies John 
J. Pershing, who had led our American forces to victory during World War I. A 
memorial, circular-curved, granite bench carved with the names of the great battles of 
World War I and a bronze plaque listing the names of the Fulton County World War I dead 
was placed in the park by the War Mothers of Fulton County. This beautiful and 
appropriate memorial was unveiled in 1920.

There are several sites I would like to recall in this area. To the east of Peachtree Street 
was Morningside Park and Ansley Park. The Governor of Georgia’s mansion, an austere, 
granite and brick structure was located on the Prado in Ansley Park until 1968.^25

When we were children, Daddy would always take us to see the area’s Christmas lights. 
To us, these lights were spectacular; they would pale at the grandeur of today's 
Christmas outside decorations. One of the grandest displays of lights, back then, was at 
the Governor’s Mansion. In massive splendor, the lights glowed on the roof top and all

Garrison, op. cit., p. 84; Garrett, Vol. II, op cit., p. 759.
■'22 Atlanta Magazine. 1987, Good for a Tavern. Blacksmith Shop, a Grocen^ Store and Nothing 

Else, by Diane S. Thomas, p. 66.
''23 Garrett, Vol. II, op. cit., p. 269.
"'24 Ibid, op. cit., p. 759.
^25 Ibid,, op. cit., p. 801.
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over the shrubs on the lawn. Our final stop was at H.M. Patterson’s Funeral Home on 
Spring Street. We would park the car to walk to the Nativity Scene where we stood in 
awe as we viewed this beautifully lit religious diorama. Mother always insisted that we 
see the Nativity Scene last because that symbolized the true meaning of Christmas.

A colorful group of Georgia Governors lived in the mansion on the Prado. In the early 
1940s, Gene Talmadge, the red suspender-wearing governor, grazed his cows on the 
lawn and invited his country constituency to drop by anytime and share a pitcher of 
buttermilk with h i m .  ̂26 vVhen Marvin Griffin was governor in the 1950s, Georgia 
Tech students burned the governor in effigy in protest of his ruling that Tech could not 
play a football team with a Negro on it.i^^ This was the same governor who shared the 
Atlanta newspaper’s headlines with Paul Cadenhead for many months. Paul, as a special 
prosecutor, was successful in prosecuting state officials for malfeasance in office.

When I was a student at West Georgia College, Louise Hughie, President of the Future 
Teacher’s of America Club, and I, Vice-President of F.T.A., were invited to the 
Governor’s Mansion for a tea during the week of the Georgia Education Association’s 
annual meeting in 1948. Miss Katie Downs, Registrar, Education Professor and Advisor 
of F.T.A., took us to this function. Louise was a big tease, and before the tea, she had been 
coaching me on how I should hold my cup of tea with my little finger extended in a curve. 
As we walked on the sidewalk in front of the mansion, we kept dodging pigeon litter. 
Louise or “Caledonia," as we called her, laughingly exclaimed, “Bir-rds!” Entering the 
house, we were directed to the receiving line where we shook hands with the dignitaries, 
and then we were served tea, sandwiches and cookies out in the cold, gloomy solarium. 
Trying to be dignified, we politely sipped our tea in this formal setting. Looking over at 
Caledonia, I saw her eyes dancing with mischief as her exaggerated curved little finger 
was extended from the hand that held her tea cup; her muted lips formed the word “Bir- 
rds!” It was difficult to keep from bursting into laughter but one look at Miss Downs 
stiff posture kept me from doing so. Upon leaving the mansion, Caledonia and I laughed at 
her antics, but somehow they didn’t seem nearly as funny then as they were in the 
Governor’s home!

By 1962 , the Georgia legislature authorized the building of a new mansion out on West 
Pace’s Ferry Road and in 1968 Lester M a d d o x ,^28 the staunch segregationist governor, 
and his family moved into the new quarters. There in the back yard, he kept his crowing 
rooster, his quacking ducks and a pony. He was noted for keeping his personally-owned 
restaurant, the Pick Wick, free of black customers by using a gun to expel them and by 
selling ax handles to those who wanted to keep the blacks out of public places. In August 
of 1964, he closed his restaurant rather than comply with the court’s order to serve all 
patrons. What a violent racist, and what a sad commentary it was of the majority of 
voters in Georgia who had elected him to be the governor during this era!

Daddy’s route into the city to work each day, was from our road. Stone Mountain Road, to 
the Buford Highway. The Buford Highway was built in the 1930s. The highway extended 
from Gainesville, Georgia to the city of Atlanta. This two-lane highway was called a 
super highway because it had no signal lights on it and the traffic speedily flowed; the 
speed limit was 50 miles per hour. Back then, this was fast! Daddy always drove the 
speed limit and we thought we were flying! Today, the Buford Highway has many signal 
lights and it has taken a “back-seat” to the Interstate Highway for fast traffic! Turning

''26 Sibley, op. cit., p. 10.
''27 Gwin, op. cit., p. 57.
‘*28 Lankevich, op. cit., p. 64, 66-68.
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right onto the Buford Highway, Daddy drove into the city to Piedmont Road. Passing Rock 
Springs Presbyterian Church, he cut through Morningside Park to Beverly Road, which 
took him to Peachtree Street. Crossing Peachtree Street, he drove through Rhodes 
Center to Spring Street. At 1139 Spring Street, N.W., he passed Irvindale Dairies, Inc. 
This dairy was the one my grandfather, Ed Hyde, founded in Chamblee and later sold to 
Richard Hull in 1933.''29 Dick Hull expanded it into one of the largest dairies in 
Georgia. In his ad campaign, he kept a cow in a display window where the general public 
could see “Minnie Quarts” calmly eating hay or feed. Years later as one traveled north 
of Atlanta on Interstate 85, one would pass a neon-lighted, action billboard which 
starred an animated “Minnie Quarts” as she advertised Irvindale Dairies milk. It 
showed her being milked, after which she swiftly moved to the top of the sign and 
serenely jumped over the moon! On our visits home to see Mother and Daddy, we would 
pass this animated creation. Approaching the sign, the children would say, “Here comes 
Minnie Quarts! Slow down, Daddy!” Their daddy would break his speed long enough for 
them to observe the complete action of the billboard. During the late 1980s, Irvindale 
closed its doors. Another part of my past is gone! At Spring Street, Daddy turned left and 
proceeded south to Baltimore Place, turned right, and drove to the short block’s dead
end. The last building on the left was the Rosemary Creamery, Inc. where processed 
butter was made by Daddy and his crew for many years.

Morningside Park was next to Ansley Park. This is the area where my cousin, Betty 
Louise Jameson, and I helped her Grandpa Mann deliver milk one summer when I was a 
child. Fred and Margaret lived in this section of Atlanta when they first married. 
Sometimes we would stop by to see them. They always treated us with such warmth and 
love. Margaret knew one of Daddy’s favorite snacks - sardines on saltines or soda 
crackers. Before we left, she would open a can and serve these. How Daddy toved this!

Back on Peachtree Street at Pershing Point, we approached Rhodes Center, another small 
neighborhood of Atlanta, built by the Rhodes family. The movies would leave the 
downtown theaters and come there before they would come out to Buckhead or 
Brookhaven. Often we would go to the "picture show" at Rhodes Center. I remember 
seeing A Song To Remember, the life of Chopin, at this theater. Next to this center, at 
1516 Peachtree Street, is the A.G. Rhodes “La Reve” home, built In 1901-1904 for 
$150,000,130 Inspired by one of the castles Rhodes saw along the Rhine River in 
Europe, he came home and commissioned an architect to build a miniature, turreted, 
20-room “castle-mansion” out of Stone Mountain granite. The beautiful colored 
$40,000 Tiffany windows in the stairwell portrayed scenes of the Civil War, the 
Confederate leaders and seals of the Confederate S t a t e s . ^ ^ i  Rhodes, a furniture and real 
estate magnet, died in 1928 and left the mansion to the State Department of History and 
Archives of Georgia. It was renamed Rhodes Memorial Hall.

Just beyond this landmark was Beverly Road; leading off from this road was a street that 
one could take to the back doors of White Columns, the WSB-TV studios, Channel 2, “the 
eyes of the South.” Coming back to Peachtree, our route takes us in front of White 
Columns, WSB-TV headquarters. In September 1948, this station became the South's 
first TV station."'32 only a few people had televisions in their homes. Mama Hyde being 
one of those. The picture was in black and white. Her favorite weekly program was 
Hop-a-Lonq Cassidy, frontier western stories, starring William Boyd. She always had

129 Information from Louise Hyde Baggett.
130 Gwin, op. cit., p. 118-122.
131 Williford, op. cit., pp. 100-101.
132 Lankevich, op. cit., p. 61.
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an audience of relatives watching it with her. WSB radio was also the first radio station 
in Atlanta. It was sponsored by the Atlanta Journal and on March 16, it was
licensed by the Government as the first inland commercial radio station in the South. In 
a contest, using the call letters, the one “Welcome South, Brother!"" 'won. Not far 
behind this station's opening was the Atlanta Constitution’s station, WGM, with a news 
broadcast on March 17, 1922. Clark Howell, Sr., publisher of the paper and a trustee 
of Georgia Tech, donated the station to the school, whereupon the call letters were 
changed to WGST.’ ^s | mention this because these were the leading newspapers and radio 
stations in Atlanta when I was growing up. I vaguely remember the Atlanta Georgian. 
which was founded in 1906 and was later bought by William Randolph Hearst in 1912. 
Following Hearst’s strong policies of good reporting, it, however, was no match for its 
competitors, the Atlanta Journal and the Atlanta Constitution: in 1939, the Atlanta 
Georoian ceased p u b l i c a t i o n . ^ ^ e  j^ e  Atlanta Constitution, a morning paper, was founded 
in 1868 and since 1876 was published by the Howell family. The Atlanta Journal, an 
evening paper, was founded in 1883, and since 1939 was published by the Cox family"'^7 
of Ohio. In 1950, the two papers merged. " ' In  my youth, our family subscribed to the 
Atlanta Journal. However, Ralph McGill, editor of the Atlanta Constitution, was 
probably one of the best known editorial writers of his time. During the Civil Rights 
Movement, his editorials were recognized throughout the nation as great journalistic 
writings for a cause. Fred Jameson, my uncle, worked for the Atlanta Journal 
publishers when he was a youth - first, delivering papers, and after graduating from 
high school, he worked in the copy room. Each year, the Journal Cup is awarded to an 
outstanding graduate of each high school in the Atlanta area. Emori Moore, our niece, 
won this award when she graduated in 1980 from Wills High School in Smyma.

The Jewish Temple was on a knoll opposite the intersection of Spring Street and 
Peachtree Street. In 1950-51, when I was teaching in Chamblee, I taught a little boy, 
Malcolm Gavant, who attended this synagogue. His mom invited me to go with them to a 
special program, but I was unable to go because of another commitment. I have always 
regretted this decision. To have attended a service with a Jewish family in this Temple 
would have been a memorable experience.

Across from the Temple was Peachtree Christian Church. This beautiful church was 
once known as the wedding church. Many people used this church as the setting for their 
marriage ceremonies.

This area of Peachtree Street had beautiful mansions on its sides during the first half 
century of the 1900’s. Just down the hill, at 1640 Peachtree Street, was Washington 
Seminary, a fashionable women’s college preparatory school, founded in 1878 by Anita 
and Lola Washington, great nieces of Lawrence Washington of Virginia, a half-brother of 
George Washington. In 1912, Washington Seminary bought and moved to “La Collina,” 
one of the grandest houses to ever grace Peachtree Street."* ̂ 9 It was built for Colonel 
Clifford L. Anderson, founder of the Trust Company of Georgia. This huge, beautiful, 
white, clap-board mansion, with its twenty-six zinc, Corinthian-columns, stood on a
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green knoll, surrounded by large magnolia trees and old-fashioned shrubs; sunken 
gardens were on its back lawn. It offered courses for young women from kindergarten 
through high school. A few of the students were boarders. Most of the girls were high 
school s t u d e n t s . " ' I n  1953, Washington Seminary merged with the Westminister 
Schools, ending three generations of young women who had graduated from Washington 
Seminary. This splendid mansion was demolished in 1955 and was replaced with the 
Riviera Motel. Another dire mistake was made by the city fathers and the historic 
preservation patrons.

Brookwood Station, a red-brick, railroad passenger station, looms into view. It is near 
this point that Peachtree Street technically changes its name to Peachtree Road.''^'' On 
around the curve at 1968 Peachtree Road is Piedmont Hospital.

Garden Hills, Buckhead Areas

Continuing northward on Peachtree Road, we would come to Garden Hills and Ed Rivers 
School. After my first grade school teacher. Miss Helen Johnson, left Chamblee School, 
she taught at this Fulton County school. (It was in this Peachtree Creek area that some of 
the direst battles were fought during the War Between the States.)

Across the road from the school was a Miss Georgia Dairies Ice Cream and Spinning 
Wheel Drive-In. After Ernie got her driver’s license in 1944, she sometimes drove 
Gerry, me and some of our friends there on a summer’s night to get a “Spinning Wheel" 
(a tall, delicious milk and ice cream-blended shake). The real reason we went there was 
to flirt with the cute teen-aged boys who were car-hops.

Nearby was Fred's Fruit Stand,̂ ^̂ 2 a seasonal fruit and vegetable stand that had an 
overhead shelter and a saw-dust floor. This “curb-market" shelter held picnic tables 
and benches during the summer. Here customers were served delicious, “mouth
watering,” cold, fresh watermelon slices on a hot day or night! During World War II, 
service people who were stationed in our area, flocked to watermelon stands to feast on 
our Southern treat, the Georgia watermelon. Back in those days, because of limited 
shipping, melons came from South Georgia to the stands the last of June. Daddy always 
cut our first melon of the season on July 4th. Mother had the notion that eating melons 
any earlier might “up-set” our stomachs. Our family preferred the sweet, dark green 
Cox melon to the lighter green-striped melon. Daddy often brought melons home on the 
weekend, which had been purchased from Mr. Johns, the restaurant proprietor next door 
to the creamery. (Mr. Johns routinely went to the Curb or Farmer’s Market to buy 
vegetables and fruits for his business.) Daddy would place our melons down at the 
“wash-place” under the spigot - a cool, damp spot in our back-yard. There they would 
stay until we were ready to cut them on a late Sunday afternoon. Gathering in the back 
yard, we watched Daddy as he cut the cool melon with a sharp butcher knife. We would 
devour our slices of red, sweet melon as the sticky juice dripped from our chins and 
hands. Daddy liked to sprinkle salt on his “slice.” Sometimes we would have a contest to 
see who could spit their seeds the farthest. Carving a set of false teeth from the rind and 
inserting these teeth in our mouths always brought a lot of laughs. One summer, we 
collected the seeds to make into necklaces and bracelets. We took a needle and strung 
them on heavy thread to the length of our choice. Taking a brush, we painted them with
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shellac and left them in the sun to dry. The glossy necklaces were worn with our white 
peasant blouses and our “broomstick” skirts. People in the “country” chilled their 
melons in the well-house or in the cool water of a spring or stream. “Water melon 
cuttings” were social events of my youth. My father-in-law, Roy Cadenhead, raised 
water melons on his farm. He preferred the Cox melon, too. When my husband Kenneth 
was in college, his father let him gather the melons from the field to take to town to 
“peddle” or sell. The money that was earned went in Kenneth's pocket for college 
expenses. Kenneth's family had the privilege of going to the field to select a melon, 
which they cut and ate only the heart. The rest was given to the hogs. Mother Cadenhead 
made water melon rind preserves. Sister Anne still makes these.

Lovely residential homes and churches graced the sides of Peachtree Road as it neared 
Buckhead. According to an article in Southern Living. Buckhead got its name long ago 
when a hunter in a small tavern placed a buck's head on a tall pole, propped it against the 
wall and declared that this rural area should be called Buckhead.i'*^ This neighborhood 
was our closest, big shopping center from Chamblee. Mother bought her weekly 
groceries at A.&P. where Margaret and Paul Camp worked. The delicious aroma of 
freshly ground Eight O'clock coffee met the customer as he entered its doors. Our 
dentist, Dr. Johns, was located in Buckhead. Kresge Five and Ten Cent Store was where 
Gerry and Ernie worked as young teenagers. It was while they were working at Kresge 
that they became “bosom pals” and I truly was the “little sister.” Blossoming into 
lovely teen-agers, they enjoyed spending their hard-earned money on clothes and make
up. I remember the Easter that they bought white, waffle pique pinafore dresses 
trimmed in blue, and baby-doll sandals that laced up and tied at the ankles. How pretty 
they looked at church, dressed alike; a gardenia pinned behind an ear adorned their 
pompadored, long, flowing “page-boy” styled hair. I could hardly wait for them to tire 
of their pretty clothes because I knew that they would eventually be passed on to me! 
“Hand-me-downs" were gladly accepted.

At Buckhead, we also did our banking at First National Bank of Atlanta. When we were 
very young. Mother and Daddy started giving us an allowance, a dollar a month. We were 
to save a tenth of it, give a tenth of it to the church and then we were free to spend or 
save the rest of it toward something that we wanted. We gave $.15 each Sunday in our 
Sunday School envelope, which exceeded our tithe. Mother and Daddy took us to the bank 
at Buckhead to open accounts. Each of us deposited a dollar and were given a small 
chrome bank in which to deposit our savings. A bank book accompanied this, which we 
were to bring to the bank when we made a deposit so that it could be recorded. Certain 
chores were expected to be done at home in exchange for our allowance. I do not 
remember when they stopped giving us this monthly allowance, but I suspect it stopped 
when we started earning pocket money with baby-sitting and outside jobs. Only a few 
deposits were recorded and they were nominal. Daddy always emptied his pocket change 
into a glass jar or Prince Albert Tobacco can, which was stored on the top shelf of the 
"chiffarobe" in his and Mother’s bedroom. Regular coins went into the jar, and 
collector’s coins, still in circulation, were dropped into the tobacco can. (Milton and 
Sam inherited these rare coins from their grandpa.) From the jar came our daily school 
lunch money, which we got until we graduated from high school. I went to the bank after 
I graduated from high school to withdraw the paltry sum that I had saved through the 
years. I still have my little bank and bank book in my possession. The lock is broken 
because I was always trying to get money out of it to spend on something I currently 
wanted. The bank is upstairs in the attic in my keepsake box.

Southern Living Magazine, Oct. 1990, "O n  Peachtree, the Pride of Atlanta.'  Carolanne 
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There was a triangle of buildings in the middle of Buckhead with roads on either side of 
it. Just before one got to this, one could turn left on to West Paces Ferry Road or proceed 
on the left side of the triangle to go down Roswell Road, or on the right side of the 
triangle, to continue on Peachtree Road. The store in the center front of the triangle was 
Jacob’s Drug Store. (In late October 1952, Kenneth and I made our first trip with six- 
weeks old, baby Michael to Oak Grove to see his Cadenhead grandparents. Arriving at 
Kenneth's home, which was near Chipley, Georgia - now Pine Mountain, Georgia - we 
spent two happy days. We made lots of photos of all of the family with our new-born. 
Daddy Cadenhead had proudly posed with his second grandchild in his arms. We took 
these film to this Jacob’s Drug store to have them developed. They lost a roll of the film 
and on “the lost roll” were the pictures of Daddy Cadenhead with Michael. Kenneth was 
stationed at Fort Jackson Army Base and we did not get home again until after Daddy 
Cadenhead's accidental death on March 10, 1953. We have no pictures of Michael with 
his Granddaddy Cadenhead!) The Buckhead Masonic Lodge, which Daddy attended occupied 
the second story of this drug store building.

On Roswell Road was the Buckhead Theater, where we saw many movies in our youth. If 
one followed Roswell Road, one would pass Buckhead Baptist Church where one of my 
favorite uncles, the Rev. Herbert E. Hyde, served as pastor from 1954 to 1967. Several 
miles away was North Fulton Park, later to become Chastain Memorial Park. We had 
many church socials and family outings at this park. Picnic shelters with grills could be 
reserved for parties. On the grounds of the park was a marvelous swimming pool where 
we spent many happy hours in the summer. Once or twice, we children even rode our 
bikes there for a day’s outing. In the summer of 1953 at Chastain Memorial Park, the 
first series of Broadway entertainment was presented at The Theater Under The Stars. 
Judie Hill, my cousin who was a very talented ballet dancer, performed in Carousel as 
Louise. During the 1953 and 1954 seasons, she also performed in Oklahoma. The Merrv 
Widow, Song of Norway, Desert Song, Hit the Deck. New Moop and Kiss me Kate in the 
dancing chorus of the Southern Ballet Company.^^® Concerts and plays are still held at 
this park during the summer months.

On the edge of the park was "the old folks home." This was a place where indigent, 
elderly people could spend their last days. I remember that my parents looked in 
disfavor on this place. Yet our society of today has accepted this very system of caring 
for our elderly - rich or poor! We call these places assisted living or nursing homes.

Back in Buckhead, just west of Peachtree Road on West Paces Ferry Road, lies an 
exclusive residential section of Atlanta, where the elite have flaunted their wealth by 
building massive villas and grand estates. Sibley says, “There are ... many palaces and 
near-palaces on West Paces Ferry, Habersham, Wesley, Andrews and neighboring 
ro ads .”146 Sunday afternoon rides through this neighborhood was a favorite past time 
for Mama Hyde. Ethelyn would oblige by slowly driving down these streets and stopping 
at elaborate gates for Mama Hyde to view the grandeur of these palatial homes and their 
gardens. Sometimes they would invite me to ride with them. One of my favorite homes 
was Trygveson (or more commonly known as the Pink Palace), an Italian Villa , designed 
by Philip Shutze,''^^ and owned by the Andrew Calhoun family. Staring at this pink 
marble and brick mansion through the grilled iron gates left us in a state of awe. The 
ride would usually end at Lockhart’s Drug Store in Chamblee where Mama Hyde would

"'4'  ̂ Lankevich, op. cit., p. 63.
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treat us to an ice cream cone. If it were early summer, it would be a “fresh” peach or 
strawberry ice cream cone, when the peaches and strawberries were in season. Peach 
ice cream was not available at any other time of the year back then.

Returning to Peachtree Road at Buckhead, we continued northward, past East Shadowlawn 
Drive, where Aunt Edith and Grandma lived. During my youth, most of the property 
from Buckhead to Brookhaven was residential.

Brookhaven, Old Cross Keys Community

It’s ironic that as I did research for writing about “the Peachtree Road I knew and 
loved," I discovered things that I did not know about my early ancestors. My great- 
great-great (paternal) grandfather, William Johnston (1789-1855) and his wife, 
Naomi (1798-1884) were early settlers in DeKalb County. He was, according to the 
MARTA report, “a wealthy planter ... owned considerable land in DeKalb and Fulton 
Counties.”’ ^  His property encompassed part of the present day Roxsboro Road and most 
of Wieuca Road. Today, Wieuca Road dead-ends into Peachtree Road on the west side and 
Roxsboro Road is on the east side of Peachtree road. After it crosses Peachtree, on the 
west side, it becomes Peachtree-Dunwoody Road. Long ago, in this same general area, 
lived John L. Evins (1794-1864) and Nancy Baugh Evins (1798-1883), my great 
great-great (paternal) grandparents. These two families, the Johnstons and the Evins 
were friends and attended the same church, Nancy Creek Primitive Baptist Church 
Their children, Jackson F. Johnston (1819-1856) and Susan Caroline Evins (1823 
1892) were united in marriage and were my great-great grandparents. John and Nancy 
Evins home place^^® was near Peachtree-Dunwoody Road, over-looking the valley of 
Nancy Creek. In the Jameson section in this book, more is written about these families.

I vaguely remember when one approached Dead-Man's Curve on Peachtree Road, at the 
Fulton/DeKalb County line, that the pavement stopped and one entered the rural, unpaved 
section of the road. The street lights stopped at Club Drive; one left the lighted way into 
the dark night as one traveled north on this country road. Sometime in the 1930s and 
early 1940s, the suburban and rural stretch of Peachtree Road were paved, (in 
segments, and at intervals of time) to the Buford Highway, north of Doraville.

Brookhaven was the next neighborhood on Peachtree Road. Mother and Daddy lived there 
early in their marriage. Gerry was born in Brookhaven on Thornwell Drive. When an
A.&P. Food Store was built in Brookhaven, Mother started doing her weekly grocery 
shopping there. The closest “picture-show” was at Brookhaven; we viewed many 
movies there on Saturday afternoons. Using a dime of our allowance we would have a full 
afternoon of entertainment. We would see two westerns (horse-operas); one was a 
serial and the other was the feature movie starring some of the great western movie 
actors such as Roy Rogers, Dale Evans, Gene Autrey, Wild Bill Hickok, Gabby Hayes, etc.

Nancy Creek Primitive Baptist Church Cemetery. Johnston Familv. prepared for 
Metropolitan Atlanta Rapid Transit Authority, by Darlene Roth and Associates, Inc. 
1543 North Decatur Road, N.E., Atlanta, Georgia, 30307, Darlene R. Roth. Project 
Director, Lome McWatters, Historian, May, 1984. Part I: Research Methodoiqy. 
p. 25. (From the will of William Johnston, DeKalb County, June 6, 1855.) This 
material was obtained by my nephew, Matthew Jameson, who gave it to my sister, 
Gerry J. Spruill who in turn, gave it to me, Frances J. Cadenhead.
Ibid., pp. 41-43.
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Then there would be the news reel and cartoons. Two of my school friends, Jane Martin 
and Charles Saperstein, ran the theater in the afternoons, when we were in high school.

On April 12, 1945, Dot Willis and I were attending a movie there when it was 
interrupted by the manager. Standing in front of the drawn curtains on the stage, he told 
the hushed audience that our beloved thirty-second president, Franklin Delano 
Roosevelt, (terms, 1933-45), had died at his Little White House in Warm Springs, 
Georgia. The next day, his body was sent by Southern Railway to Washington, D.C. 
People all along the seaboard stood by the tracks, waiting for the train to pass so that 
they could pay tribute to one of the nation's greatest presidents. At every crossing, the 
train would break its speed and slowly pass by as the engineer blew its mournful 
whistle. In Chamblee, many citizens, including our Chamblee School student body and 
faculty, quietly stood at the depot. As the train drew near, our eyes sought the car that 
carried the flag-draped coffin. As it passed, we all snapped to attention and gave a salute 
to our dead hero’s corpse. A spirit of sadness permeated the country. World-wide allies 
sent messages to the Roosevelt family and to the other U.S. leaders in the nation's capital. 
Harry S. Truman became our thirty-third president (terms, 1945-53).

My closest friend during my high school years was Dot Willis from Brookhaven. She and 
I were in the first grade together and were good friends. Her family moved to Doraville 
where she continued her education at Doraville Elementary School. In the eighth grade 
she came to high school in Chamblee. Just before Dot's junior year, her family moved to 
Brookhaven. Being “best friends,” we spent a lot of time in each other’s homes during 
our years in high school. She and I worked part-time at S.&H. Kress Five and Dime 
Store and at the Life of Georgia Insurance Company. Her dad owned a barber shop in 
Brookhaven. He also was a Masonic friend of Daddy’s. Dot came from a large family of 
children, which kept Mrs. Willis busy. Dot’s home did not have central heat or in-door 
plumbing. Mine did. When I visited her home, it was novel for me to brush my teeth out 
on the back porch and to take a sponge bath in the privacy of a bedroom, using a small 
metal pan filled with “kettle-heated” water. For our night’s personal needs, the “slop 
jar" (a metal pot with a lid on it) was sometimes used, but we much preferred to take 
the flash light and run out to the johnny (the out-house). Dot was a black-haired, 
brown-eyed beauty, filled with intelligence, mirth and talent. Perhaps we were best 
friends because our interests were similar. Dot and I both loved music. Her dad bought 
her a piano when she was in the 9th grade, and she and I took piano lessons from Miss 
Phillips in our junior year in high school. I actually performed in a recital that year; I 
played A hiuntlpg SQPg duet with my teacher and Debussy’s Golliwog's Cake Walk. The 
next year, Mr. Ransom Wynn, taught piano at our school and she and I took a few months 
from him. I was attempting to study Debussy's Clair de Lune. but I stopped taking music 
lessons before I learned this piece. A favorite radio program of most young people of our 
era was on Saturday night, Your Hit Parade. This was a program of pop singers who sang 
the favorite popular songs of that week. Dot always wrote down the words to the songs. 
At school, during recess, we and our friends would gather around the piano in the school 
auditorium and sing some of these hits or listen to a few of our talented classmates 
perform on the piano. Dot enjoyed writing poetry. Mother and I were her audience and 
her critics. I am not sure that anybody else was aware of her poetic ability, not even her 
teachers or her parents. We would often read our literature assignments out loud with 
each other. We managed to have lots of fun as we worked at our part-time jobs, attended 
concerts, movies, plays, ball games and parties. We were involved in some of the same 
extra-curricular activities - the school paper, school annual, glee club, Beta Club, 
dramatics, and worked in the school lunchroom each day. She was a cheer leader and a 
very good student, especially in Math. This was my weak area and she helped me a great 
deal with this subject. Most of our social life was centered around church and school
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"group" activities. Dot always had a boy friend. Our Sundays and our church lives were 
spent separately. We were both active in our churches - she, at Brookhaven United 
Methodist, and I, at Chamblee Baptist. Together we played a lot, worked a lot, studied a 
lot, dreamed a lot about our futures, shared secrets, and laughed a lot during those high 
school years. We thought our friendship would never end! In July after we graduated 
from Chamblee High, she, at seventeen, eloped with Robert Pierce, a Navy veteran who 
had returned to school after World War II and had graduated with our class. Immediately 
after their marriage they had a baby girl. Penny. That September, I went away to school 
at West Georgia College in Carrollton, Georgia. I saw Dot occasionally when I came home 
from college. Our “worlds" were very different; no matter how hard we tried to pretend 
that our relationship was the same, it was not. The contacts became fewer and eventually 
we lost touch with each other.

At our only two class reunions, in 1987 (our 40th), and in 1992 (our 45th), Dot did 
not attend. Cecil Copeland, a classmate from Brookhaven and a mutual friend of Dot’s and 
mine, was on the committee for locating class members. He sadly told me that they had 
been unable to locate her. I would like to know what has happened to her! How I would 
like to see this dear friend of long ago!

Passing through Brookhaven, we would come to Candler Road. This was one of the roads 
that led to old Camp Gordon (World War I), to the home of Aunt Thelma and Uncle Ewell’s 
or to my childhood friend's (Edward "Tunny" Carter) home. Tunny and I started to 
school in the first grade together and were classmates until his father’s death, when we 
were 15 years old. Mrs. Carter was our grade mother for many years. I still have the 
small lead elephant she gave to each member of our first grade class at Christmas. In my 
early grades, we always had our "end of the school year" picnic at the Carter’s home. 
What fun we had as we played on the rocks on their property. By lunch time, our sack 
lunches were well heated from the sun’s rays. Tubs of lemonade and baked cookies were 
furnished by Mrs. Carter. Being a nurse at the Veteran's 48 Hospital, she professionally 
took care of our skinned-knees or stubbed-toes that occurred as we frolicked and played. 
By the time we reached high school age, some of us had been to the Carter home many 
times. Tunny’s dad was a lawyer in Atlanta, which meant that they had a more 
comfortable income than most of our school group. Tunny had a small club house in his 
side yard where we would often play. It was in this little house, when we were 12 or 13 
years old, that a group of us had a party and we played “spin-the-bottle” for the first 
time. We thought that we were doing something very naughty. We all sat in a circle, 
with a bottle in the center of it. Laying the bottle on its side, we would take turns 
spinning it and when it stopped spinning, whoever the bottle's lip pointed to (of the 
opposite sex), the spinner would get to kiss. When Mrs. Carter routinely came out to 
check on us, we would hide the bottle and pretend to be telling ghost stories. Inside 
Tunny’s home was a huge stone fireplace, which had inscribed over it, “Throw Your 
Troubles In Here.” We did not always call Tunny by his nick-name. He was Edward for 
most of our elementary grades, but by the time we reached seventh grade, he was known 
as Tunny. This seemed to be the age that we acquired nick-names or we shortened our 
given names. Being real pals with Tunny and Billy Sheffield, my cousin, we would often 
tease one another with our name-calling. I, being plump, was called “Tub” by Tunny, 
and “Skin-n-Bones” by Billy. It was done in jest and they were careful where and when 
they tormented me; they were dear friends. It was during this period that I became 
Fran, rather than Frances. In our tenth grade year. Tunny’s father was killed in an 
automobile accident. Because Tunny was so distraught over this, his mom sent him to 
Darlington Military School for Boys, a private boarding school in Rome, Georgia for the 
rest of his high school years. He or George Patterson had always been our class 
president, and when he left our class, he was greatly missed. After Tunny left our 
school, he severed ties with his classmates. He, being invited to our last class reunion
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(1992), attended with his wife. It was good to see him, although we had become 
strangers to one another. He is an Atlanta lawyer today. Candler Road has been renamed, 
Dresden Drive.

Near the corner of Candler Road and Peachtree Road was Kinsland Florist. This was the 
florist I used when Kenneth and I got married. They packed my flowers on ice so that 
they would be fresh for our wedding in Macon, Georgia on June 3, 1951.

When I was young, it was at this point on Peachtree Road that the Southern Railroad 
tracks and the Atlanta Street car tracks ran parallel with one another. The street car 
tracks ended at Oglethorpe University and the Southern Railroad dual tracks went on up 
the Southern Seaboard to Washington, D.C. Today Marta (Atlanta's Rapid Transport 
System) runs parallel with the railroad tracks and the road. Here on Peachtree, to the 
left, once stood Forty-Eight Hospital (Veterans' Hospital No. 48), a U.S. Government 
facility. The brick buildings were surrounded by a chain-link fence, which was covered 
with red, running roses. On a warm, sunny day, the patients of World War I and, later. 
World War II, could be seen in their white-striped pajamas and robes, as they walked on 
the well-kept grounds or sat on the many benches that graced the lawn. The 48 stood for 
the 48 states of the U.S.A.; Alaska and Hawaii were not states then. Mrs. Carter was head 
of the nurses at old 48 Hospital. The hospital is no longer there, but the acreage, filled 
with private office buildings, is still enclosed with the metal fence.

Scattered modest residences were on the next stretch of the left side of the road. It was 
in this general vicinity that Old Cross Keys was moved after the Civil War. It had a 
railroad depot and a post office. Its post office was closed in 1907 when the mail was 
sent to the new post office in Chamblee, Georgia.''5° As a youth, I was unaware that this 
settlement had ever existed; all traces of it had disappeared. Some of my early ancestors 
were among the settlers of the Cross Keys community! Very little local history was 
taught by my history teachers in our school classes. What a shame!

Next, on our northward trek of Peachtree Road, was Oglethorpe University, a small but 
prestigious college. Sidney Lanier (1842-1881), Georgia’s Poet Laureate was an 
alumnus of this institution when the school was located near Milledgeville, Georgia in 
1860. (Marshes of Glynn and Song of the Chattahoochee are two poems of his that I 
especially like.) It was in 1838 at Midway, Georgia, that Oglethorpe University was 
established as a Presbyterian School. By the late 1850s and early 1860s, it was a well 
established college with a good reputation and an excellent faculty. During the War 
Between the States, it was disbanded. Attempts were made to reopen it after the war, but 
with the state capital’s move from Millegeville to Atlanta in 1868, the area had lost its 
image and these attempts failed. In 1869, the university was moved to Atlanta and 
although its student and faculty numbers were small, the school produced some excellent 
graduates. It was in 1872 that the Synod of Georgia ordered the university to close, due 
to financial difficulties.''S'! When Dr. Thornwell Jacobs moved to the Atlanta area in 
1909, he began to exert interest in reviving this institution. His grandfather, 
Ferdinand Jacobs, had been a mathematics and astronomy professor at old Oglethorpe 
University. Jacobs, as a lad, told his grandfather that he wanted to go to Oglethorpe 
University some day. Sadly, he was told that the old college had died at Gettysburg.'' 2̂

150 Ibid., pp. I l l ,  112.
‘'5'' Garrett, Vol. I, op. cit., pp. 846-848.

Campus and Commercial Development in Suburban Atlanta. The Symbiotic 
Relationship Between Oglethorpe Universitv and Silver Lake, by Paul Stephen 

Hudson, p. 50. (A copy of this article was sent to this writer by A. Paul Cadenhead, her
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Believing that Atlanta had the potential of becoming a Southern education center, Jacobs 
launched a drive in 1912 to raise sufficient funds to reorganize Oglethorpe University. 
He gave talks on the history of old Oglethorpe University, which was later put into a book 
written by Jacobs in 1916, The Oglethorpe Storv. His efforts were rewarded as he 
collected money to rebuild this school; subscribers were gained. Ivan Allen was one of 
those. Allen chaired the campaign committee for Oglethorpe University’s fund-raising. 
William Owens, president of Silver Lake Park Company, and C.H. Ashford, owner of the 
company, were among the subscribers. They had a verbal agreement with Thornwell 
Jacobs that the company would give land along Peachtree Road for the location of the new 
campus for Oglethorpe University. In 1911, the Silver Lake Park Company, a real 
estate and development company, dammed several streams along with Nancy Creek in the 
old Cross Keys community to create a 28-acre lake. Silver Lake. This beautiful silver- 
blue lake was surrounded by scenic woods that could be developed into lakeside home 
property. In a 1914 written contract between Jacobs, Owens and Ashford, the 
university was given a fee-simple title to 48.16 acres of Silver Lake Estates for only 
$10.00. With certain restrictions and agreements, spelled out in the contract, land was 
cleared and buildings were built that would become the present-day Oglethorpe 
University, named for Governor James Edward Oglethorpe, founder of Georgia.^^^ 
Oglethorpe University is built of Georgia blue granite in a Gothic style, similar to 
Oglethorpe’s alma mater. Corpus Christi College of Oxford University in E n g l a n d . ^  ^4 |p 
September 1916, it opened its doors to its first students on the university’s new campus 
with Dr. Thornwell Jacobs as its president. However, in May 1917, the Southern 
Presbyterian Assembly voted to no longer support the college financially, due to 
dissatisfaction of the way Jacobs had established the college, saying that he used the gifts 
of money to promote fields other than education. They also complained that his real 
estate dealings had used the denominational publication, Westminster Magazine, to 
promote Silver Lake lot sales. This was a blow, but because of the times, the university 
was able to continue as an independent co-educational institution. Jacobs had originally 
planned the college for white males. World War I had begun and the Camp Gordon Army 
Cantonement had been built in Chamblee. The Georgia Railway Commission had extended 
the car line to Oglethorpe, and the Southern Railroad closed the Cross Keys Rail Depot, 
just south of the campus. The railroad built a granite Oglethorpe University depot 
directly across the road from the campus. Included in the building was a post office and 
an office for the Silver Lake Park Company. Peachtree Road was widened to a forty-foot 
boulevard from near Camp Gordon in Chamblee to Atlanta. Officers' families boarded at 
the university; a dairy and vegetable farm were established on the school’s property, 
which was paid for by the army. The Student Army Training Corps trained at the 
University in 1918. Military exercises were performed at Silver Lake. Some of these 
damaged the dam, but after the war, government engineers repaired this damage. In the 
1920s, Jacobs cultivated a friendship with William Randolph Hearst after Hearst bought 
the Atlanta Georgian Newspaper. Hearst had been an early subscriber to the reopening of 
the university. Hearst’s son. Jack, enrolled as a student at Oglethorpe, but his higher 
education was short lived; he left to become an associate magazine editor in the Hearst 
dynasty. William Randolph Hearst’s continued interest in the college was shown by his 
generous monetary gifts to it. In 1927, an honorary LL.D. degree was conferred on him 
by Oglethorpe University. Hearst bought the 400-acre Silver Lake property and 
endowed it to the University in 1929. Because of the stock market crash in 1929, some 
of the payment for the property was in arrears. Jacob’s ability to disentangle this 
business transaction from doom, to one from which the university profited, was lauded

brother-in-law.)
■I 53 Ibid., p. 50-52.

Miller, op. cit., p. 272.
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by the Saturday Evening Post, “It was the shrewdest lumber deal around Atlanta since 
the time of Scarlett O’Hara.”' ' I t  seems that Jacobs installed a sawmill on the lake 
property from 1934-1935 to cut and sell pine lumber. The money from these sales 
was used to reduce the debt owed on the property. A clear title was given to the 
university. Money was spent to make the lake a recreational area, which through the 
years proved to be a wise financial investment. It was in 1935 that Jacobs tried to 
emphasize the accomplishments of American women. At the May 26, 1935 graduation 
ceremony, Silver Lake was renamed Lake Phoebe in honor of Phoebe Apperson Hearst, 
William Randolph Hearst's mother. And Amelia Earhart was awarded an honorary 
doctorate.^®® In 1943, Jacobs left the presidency of Oglethorpe and was replaced by 
President Phillip Weltner. It became necessary in 1949 to sell some of the lake 
property to secure financial aid for the small institution. The buyers of the land were 
realty developers Frank G. Etheridge and Donald K. Vanneman and, they, like the Silver 
Lake Company, had offices in the Oglethorpe train depot.^®  ̂ (My uncle, Benjamin Hyde, 
at one time, was a successful agent with this realty company.) The name Lake Phoebe 
never was accepted by the “locals". Through the years, it again became known as Silver 
Lake. A more successful venture was taken to perpetuate the memory of Hearst’s mother 
on October 22, 1948 when Oglethorpe’s historic original building was re-dedicated and 
renamed as Phoebe Hearst Memorial Hall.

During my youth, the university’s impact on the local scene was slight. Passing this 
campus many times, I would often look at the beauty of the ivy-clad buildings of English 
architecture and rarely did I miss checking my watch with the tower clock's time; but, I 
never had the desire to go to college there. It seemed remote and inaccessible to this 
young Chamblee High School graduate. We lacked information on this school's programs.

An interesting project occurred at this institution in the late 1930s concerning placing 
historical items in a crypt. Devised by Dr. Jacobs in order to have accurate information 
of our civilization for thousands of years hence, the Oglethorpe Crypt of Civilization, on 
May 28, 1940, was sealed. Since recorded history began some 6000 years before, the 
university was projecting recorded knowledge 6000 years into the future. Items were 
placed in the crypt that portrayed life as it was known in the 1930s and 1940s. Motion 
pictures, photographs of U.S. history, microfilmed books and records on a wide range of 
subjects, drawings of machinery and architecture were placed in the crypt. Recordings 
of music and speeches of famous people of the day were included, as well as other items, 
such as a pint of beer, a coca cola, a radio, a phonograph, a typewriter, and models of 
hair styles. There was even an apparatus devised for teaching English, in case it should 
no longer be spoken when the crypt was opened. The opening date was set for May 28, 
8113 A.D.^®® How exciting this project must have been for the student body at 
Oglethorpe University!

After Chamblee School burned in 1941, Oglethorpe offered the use of Hermance Stadium 
for the graduation exercises in May 1942. Several times at Easter, the surrounding 
community churches had joint Sunrise Easter services at the stadium. Silver Lake was 
not frequented by my family. The water was cold and deep. Perhaps Uncle Ben’s teenage 
experience of nearly drowning there might have influenced Mother’s attitude about the

155 Hudson, op. cit., p. 58.
■I®® Garrison, op. cit., p. 106.

Hudson, op. cit., pp. 52-61.
■I 58 Garrett, Vol. II, op., cit., p. 597; also, A Centun/ In North Dekalb. The Story of the 

First Baptist Church of Chamblee. 1875-1975. published by the First Baptist 
Church of Chamblee, Georgia, 1975, pp. 75, 76.
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safety of swimming in this cold, deep lake. Oglethorpe University enticed only one of my 
high school classmates, Gwendolyn Pulliam, to enter its doors to earn a degree. By the 
1950s, the school’s enrollment had increased and its programs had expanded, although it 
had never aspired to be a large institution. (Today, it is a thriving university with a 
good academic reputation. Jack Drummond, my first cousin, earned his B.A. degree from 
Oglethorpe University in 1985. The 300-acre campus and its remaining parcels of land 
on Silver Lake were declared a bird sanctuary in 1954. This was Atlanta’s first large- 
scale bird s a n c t u a r y . " '5 9  The Brittany Club now owns the beach part of Silver Lake. Its 
recreational facilities are open only to its members.)

Immediately after passing Oglethorpe’s campus, we would come to the “end of the line,” 
(the end of the public transportation route). Years ago, this was where the street car 
stopped and reversed its route back into Atlanta. Then the trackless trolley replaced the 
street car in the early 1940s. A wide circle of pavement was made for the trolley to 
swing around, turn, and go back into the city. Taxi service was offered to Chamblee 
residents at “the car line" to complete their journey home from Atlanta. Most of the 
taxi-drivers were Chamblee residents whom we knew by name. In fact, Mr. “Shortie” 
Phillips and his sons, Leard and J.B., as well as Mr. Dilmus Britt, were the ones that we 
would call to come to our home to take us to the car-line. In 1935 , before we had an 
automobile. Daddy rented Leard’s taxi to drive us to Tampa, Florida to see Uncle Forrest 
and Aunt Mattie Lou. I vaguely remember the trip but I recall that it was a happy 
time!^^° Daddy also rented Leard’s taxi, during this same period of time, to take the 
family to see the Ringling Brother’s Circus under the big tent. What an exciting time 
that was! It was very cold that night and I remember the icy wind blowing through the 
flaps of the tents. The thrill of seeing the animals and the performers in the rings made 
us forget the cold! Closing my eyes, I can hear the circus music and the barker’s voice. I 
can hear the crackle of the brown bag being passed to my siblings as we all reached in 
and took a few parched peanuts to crack and eat while the performers entertained us. 
What a wonderful evening! Mr. Dilmus Britt (a Masonic Lodge brother of Daddy’s) and 
Leard transported us to school when we were too young to walk alone to our destination. 
After we bought a car. Mother leamed to drive. On cold, bad days, she drove us to school.

Just past the car line, Ashford-Dunwoody Road intersected Peachtree Road. Cross Keys, 
a small crossroads, ante-bellum, un-incorporated community was located south of 
Ashford-Dunwoody Road (going toward Brookhaven). According to Vivian Price Saffold 
in her history of Chamblee, the area's first post office was located at Old Cross Keys on 
land near the intersection of Ashford-Dunwoody Road and Johnson Ferry Road. This was 
in 1832.1 After the War Between the States, the community dwindled and the post 
office was moved to Peachtree Road, about two miles south of the Ashford-Dunwoody 
Road intersection. It retained its post office there until 1907. The Cross Keys railroad 
depot was moved from this location to Oglethorpe University in 1917. At that time the 
Cross Keys community ceased. Some of my early relatives, the Johnstons (my great
grandmother, Almeda Johnston Jameson’s, family) lived in the Cross Keys District. 
Ashford-Dunwoody Road was named for the Ashfords, who for a period of time, were 
owners of the House plantation. The Ashfords also owned property across Peachtree Road 
and the railroad tracks where they had Ashford Park Nurseries. Through the years, this 
property changed owners several times. In my childhood, we knew the House Plantation

159 Hudson, op. cit., p. 59.
160 Recorded in Catherine H. Jameson’s Black Scrapbook.
1®1 Past Memories. Present Progress. Future Dreams - A History of the Community 

and the City of Chamblee. by Vivian Price Saffold, Keystone Press, Chamblee, 
May, 1983, p. 8.
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as Caldwell Estates. At another time it was called the Polk House. The road to the 
nursery became Redding Road. Caldwell Village Apartments were located off of this 
drive. Early in their marriage, Ronald and LaVerne lived in these apartments for a short 
period of time. Gerry and Hugh had Ashford-Dunwoody Road addresses for two of their 
homes during their marriage.

Bossy, one of our earlier maids, lived in a tenant's house just behind the Caldwell Estates 
mansion. Once when she was sitting with my siblings and me, we were pretending to be 
performers on the Major Bowles Amateur Hour, a weekly radio show. Dressed in 
Mother’s clothes, including her high heels, we acted out our various talents. Bossy was 
our captive audience as she sat in the old, creaking, Windsor rocker. As we sang and 
danced, Gerry became verv animated as she kicked up her lively legs. The shoe on her 
right foot slipped off, hurled through the air, and landed in Bossy’s face. In shock and 
pain, Bossy yelped. Only when she laughed and we knew that she was not too badly hurt, 
did we lapse into uncontrollable giggles.

(Earlier mentioned in this book is this story.) Caldwell Estates was originally the House 
Plantation. This historic site was the plantation farm of Samuel House (1798-1873), a 
native of South Carolina, who had settled in the Cross Keys District of DeKalb County 
about 1830, and in 1852 purchased the property known as Southland. There he built a 
beautiful, spacious brick house, with free-standing Doric columns (circa 1858),''®2 
which supported a pointed pediment. The bricks were made on the plantation by his 
slaves. In July 1864, Samuel House, his family and servants temporarily abandoned the 
home and plantation when they heard that Federal troops were advancing toward Atlanta 
and some were coming by way of Old Cross Keys.

On July 18, 1864, General W.T. Sherman spent the night in this h o m e . ' ' ® ^  While 
Sherman was at the House home, he sent a message to General McPherson. It began, “I 
am at Sam Houses's, a brick house well known, and near Old Cross Keys. A sick Negro, 
the only human being left on the premises, says we are eleven miles from Atlanta, five 
from Buckhead, and a sign board says ten miles to McAfee's Bridge and eleven to Roswell 
Factory General Sherman’s plans to take Atlanta are well documented in Garrett’s
book, Atlanta and Environs. Vol. I.^^s

Samuel House and his family came back to his plantation after the siege of Atlanta. This 
once wealthy planter had been reduced to a man of meager circumstances, as were his 
neighbors and friends. House lived until 1873 and was buried in an unmarked grave at 
Prospect Methodist Church Cemetery on Peachtree Road in Chamblee, Georgia.̂ ®®

Once, when we were children, we drove past Caldwell Estates or the House Plantation. 
Daddy told us that some of his distant relatives had lived there for a period of time. In 
my research on the family, I discovered that my great-great grandmother, Susan C. 
Evins Johnston, had a sister, Georgia Ann Evins, who had married Phillip House, son of

The Old In New Atlanta, by Elizabeth M. Sawyer and Jane Foster Matthews, 1976 
copyright by JEMS publications, p. 30.
Garrett, Vol. I, op. cit., pp. 607-608.

"i®  ̂ Ibid., p. 608. Also, Official Records. U.S. War Deot.. The War of Rebellion: A
1880-1891. Series 1. Vol.XXXVHII. part 5, p. 175. Compilation of Official Records 
of the Union and Confederate Armies, 70 volumes in 128, Washington.

■'®5 Garrett, Vol. I, op. cit., pp. 595-661.
I®® Ibid., p. 608.
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Samuel House in DeKalb County on October 30, 1851.^®  ̂ These sisters were Nancy and 
John L. Evin’s children. Phillip and Georgia Ann Evins House lived for a few months in 
his father's home. Justinian Evins married Martha Polk and they lived for a period of 
time in the Polk (nee House) home. These must have been the relatives of whom my 
father spoke.

The property changed owners several times. W.T. Ashford bought it in 1903; his 
daughter, Mrs. H.B. Caldwell, planted additional rare shrubs and trees on the expansive 
grounds.

Continuing north on Peachtree Road, we would come to a narrow, dirt road on the right 
side of the road. This lane led across the railroad (Nancy’s Crossing)''®® to a grove of 
trees, where a small, white, clap-board church stood. Established in 1824, Nancy 
Creek Primitive Baptist Church was the third oldest church in DeKalb County, 
Georgia.''®® A large cemetery surrounded the church. Early pioneers of DeKalb County 
are buried in some of these plots, including several of my ancestors. William and Naomi 
Johnston (my paternal great-great-great grandparents), Jackson and Susan C. Evins 
Johnston (my great-great grandparents), and some of their children - John F. Johnston, 
Nancy Elliott Johnston Evins (Mrs. Wm. H. Crawford Evins) and Dorothy Ann Johnston, 
Nancy Baugh Evins (my great-great-great grandmother - wife of John (Jack) L. Evins.) 
John was buried on his property. Nancy was buried at this church, which was named for 
her, beside her daughter and son-in-law, Phillip and Georgia Ann Evins House. (This 
information was taken from a MARTA Study, which was done prior to the building of 
Atlanta's rapid transit system in 1984. More about this study may be read in Almedia 
Johnston Jameson's chapter.)

This tranquil scene, Nancy Creek Primitive Baptist Church and its burial grounds, 
which a “passer-by” could view from Peachtree Road, was a site of tragedy for my Hyde 
relatives. On September 5, 1934,^^° my grandfather, Powell Edgar Hyde, in deep 
depression, took his life near the cemetery of this church. Perhaps that is why my 
parents never talked about Nancy Creek Church and its people.

Chamblee, Doraville and Dunwoody

My fondest memories are linked with this last stretch of Peachtree Road through 
Chamblee and Doraville, because Chamblee was my childhood home town. I will mention 
many names of people whom I knew and toved. As memories explode in my head, certain 
people will emerge and will become a part of my writings. There were many more good 
people who lived in Chamblee, although I may not mention them.

The Peachtree of my youth curved northward past the Fairway Drive-In Restaurant 
where Ronald worked as a young teen-ager. This was Chamblee’s first drive-in 
restaurant. Today, it appears that Peachtree Road merges into Peachtree Industrial 
Boulevard at this spot. The Peachtree Road of my youth veered to the right (Peachtree 
Industrial Boulevard did not exist before 1950). The well-traveled road went past

■'®̂  Marta Report on Nancv Creek Baptist Church Cemeterv. The Johnston Family. May 
1984 Roth & Associates, Lome McWatters, Historian, Part II: Partial Necrology of 

the North Tract; pp. 5, 6, and 9.
^®® A Centurv in North Dekalb, op. cit., p. 44.

MARTA Report. Roth, McWatters, op. cit., Part I, p. 5.
From Catherine H. Jameson’s Tan Scrapbook.
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relics of World War I - dilapidated and unpainted buildings of old Camp Gordon; some had 
become dwellings for families.

On the left side of Peachtree Road at the Overhead Bridge was John’s Store, a very small 
grocery store. It was there that the paved road stopped and curved sharply to the right, 
crossing over the railroad tracks by way of a wooden overhead bridge. There was a 
narrow dirt road, that ran parallel to Peachtree Road, on the left side of the railroad 
tracks to Chamblee.

The Overhead Bridge had been the main entrance into Camp Gordon Army Cantonment of 
World War 1.̂ ^̂  Camp Gordon was named for General John B. Gordon, a famous Georgia 
Confederate soldier and Democrat politician, who served in the U.S. Senate from 1873 to 
1880 and was Georgia’s Governor from 1886 to 1890. This army infantry post had 
embraced approximately 2,600 acres. After Wilson signed the military conscription in 
May 1917, Camp Gordon was built, taking only three months to complete.

A short distance from the Overhead Bridge was Chamblee’s city limits. Portions of 
Chamblee became a part of this military post. Corinth Baptist Church (Chamblee 
Baptist Church) was located on the post's property. Members of this church had to have 
a pass to attend church services. Over 140,000 men of the 82nd Infantry Division were 
trained at Camp Gordon for service in France, including the war hero, Sgt. Alvin York. 
Sgt. York, because of religious beliefs, tried to stay out of the army. But he eventually 
had to serve. When his company was attacked in France, he, being a sharp-shooter, 
wiped out a complete company of Germans - all by himself. He received the 
Congressional Medal and the Croix de Guen-e for his valor. A movie was made about this 
feat in the early 1940s, Sergeant York. Camp Gordon’s boundaries were from the 
Overhead Bridge on Peachtree Road to New Peachtree Road, Old Stone Mountain Road (my 
home road), Buford Highway to Candler Road (now, Dresden Drive), and Clairmont Road 
back to Peachtree Road.

Up until World War II, many of the old buildings from Camp Gordon still stood. Some of 
them had been remodeled into comfortable dwellings by people who had bought them, but 
most of the old army buildings were unpainted, unkempt shacks where many of 
Chamblee’s poorer citizens lived. Mr. Rakestraw and Mr. Sawtell, from Atlanta, had 
purchased acres of the old Army Camp and had turned the remaining, empty buildings 
into cheap, rental units. Few improvements on the property were ever made. Carroll 
Avenue, just off to the right of Peachtree Road, led to the "hollow" where most of 
Chamblee's black citizens lived in sub-level housing. In an article of the North DeKalb 
Record, it was reported that during the depression some of these old buildings were 
occupied by "squatters," in order to have a shelter over their heads.''^^

The threat of the United States being drawn into World War II was imminent. In late 
1939 and early 1940, the U.S. Naval Air Station was built on part of this property, 
bordered by Clairmont Road, Peachtree Road, Lawson General Army Hospital, and the 
Buford Highway. Lawson General Army Hospital was built in 1939-40 on Carroll 
Avenue and bordered the Naval Base, Buford Highway and Hood Avenue to Old Stone 
Mountain Road. (The U.S. government relocated the blacks who lived on Carroll Avenue 
to federal housing in Lynwood Park, located behind Silver Lake.)

A Century in North DeKalb. op. cit., pp. 42-47. 
■̂̂ 2 The North DeKalb Record. May 2, 1963, p. 38.
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After crossing the Overhead Bridge, Peachtree Road meandered past an empty store and 
the Dyer’s home. (Betty Ann Dyer was one of Gerry’s very good friends.) During my 
childhood, the store housed an electronics shop owned by the McCoy brothers, Thurman 
and Marion. Thurman was a wizard with electronics. He was able to project a radio 
beam that would activate whenever an auto passed the premises. Electronic music or an 
announcement would ‘‘blare-ouf as the car passed by. At that time, we thought that this 
was an amazing feat. Later, Mr. T.F. Dyer, Sr. and his second wife, Ola Lowe, had a 
grocery store in the building.

Just a short distance away, on the left-hand side of the road, was a Chamblee City Limit 
sign. Pioneers came into this area in the early 1800s and lived among the Indians. Most 
of these people were farmers and were of Scottish, English or Irish descent. These 
settlers had come from North and South Carolina and were plain, hard-working people. 
Being mostly Methodists, Presbyterians and Baptists, they formed their churches and 
sometimes had to ward off the Indians when they went to their houses of worship. Nancy 
Creek Primitive Baptist Church was organized in 1824; from this church came some of 
the founders of Corinth Baptist Church in 1875.''^® These founders of Corinth were 
mission-minded people and missions were opposed by the Primitive Baptist Church. 
Justinian Evins, Jack and Nancy Evin's son, was one of the early founders of this church. 
His niece was Almeda Johnston Jameson, my great-grandmother. She and her husband, 
Landrum Jameson, were early members of Corinth Baptist Church, too. Corinth’s name 
was later changed to Chamblee Baptist Church. More is written about this church in 
other chapters. Prosperity Presbyterian Church was also organized in 1824. In 1871 
this church moved to Doraville. In 1890, Prosperity Presbyterian Church changed its 
name to Doraville Associate Reformed Presbyterian Church. Its cemetery remained on 
its former church property in Chamblee.

An interesting account of these early religious pioneers of the area is given in The 
History of the Doraville Associate Reformed Presbyterian Church. In 1849, Elder 
Joseph Stewart gave the land for a church building. The original building was made of 
logs and was located near the entrance of the present cemetery. Later it was replaced "by 
a frame building with one glass window, directly behind the pulpit. Board shutters 
served for side windows; light and air filtered through the cracks in the sides and roof on 
winter days. A box-like stove furnished comfort, not only for the worshippers on 
Sabbath, but for the covered wagon-ers who used the church for an over-night camping 
place. A small session house was built a short distance from the church. The Atlanta 
Medical College, later to become Emory University Medical School (founded 1854) had 
its students to furnish their own cadavers (skeletons) for anatomy studies. Graves were 
robbed in city cemeteries. To prevent this from happining in this rural area, a lighted 
lantern was placed on new graves every night for two weeks; members of the session 
took turns watching the site from the inside of the small session hou se . " " 'B y  1826, 
the Prospect Methodist Church and its cemetery were established on Peachtree Road. 
Early citizens of the area lived miles from one another. Some of these were the Evins, 
Tillys, Houses, Johnstons, Evins, Warnocks, Goodwins, Raineys, Wallaces, McElroys, 
Flowers, Chestnuts, Riddlings, Ballengers, Eidsons, and Carrolls. Since the land was 
developed for agriculture by these people, it was natural that grain mills began to 
appear in the area. As more people settled there, other industries came, such as, 
sawmills, and a blacksmith shop. After the War Between the States, a furniture shop 
owned by William R. Wallace, a furniture builder, opened for business.

Ibid., p. 10.
History of Doraville Associate Reformed Presbyterian Church, p p . 2-5. (These 

pages were sent to this writer from the office of the church.)
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Between 1869 and 1871, the Atlanta and Charlotte Air Line (which later became the 
Richmond and Danville R.R., and even later, became the Southern Railroad) was built. 
This was Atlanta’s first northeast railroad line that connected the city with other 
Important cities such as Washington, D.C., Philadelphia, and New YorkJ^® Another 
railroad line, the “Buck" Line Railroad was built in 1895 and ran for 30 years. This 
line connected Roswell to Roswell Junction (later renamed Chamblee) where it met the 
Air Line Bell train on its way from Toccoa to Atlanta.^^®

It was not until the late 1800s that Roswell Junction had Its first store, owned by W.D. 
and C.P. Warnock (Mona W. Hyde's father) . " 'Saf fold writes that by the turn of the 
century, Roswell Junction was a small rural town nestled by the railroad and that the 
residents of the town were farmers, millers, furniture builders, store clerks, 
blacksmiths, or railroad workers. There was a depot, a blacksmith shop, a general 
store, and a dry goods store In the settlement. Boasting a post office since 1881, the 
town was incorporated on August 17, 1908. The Southern Railway depot was the center 
of town; It extended one-half mile from the depot In every direction. It was stipulated 
that the town was to be governed by a mayor and five councilman.'*^® (My father, Ernest 
Jameson, served several terms on the city council of Chamblee.)

Before this town was incorporated, the citizens of the town had to select a name other 
than Roswell Junction. The Post Office Department had rejected this name on the basis 
that it might be confused with the nearby town of Roswell. It Is not known why 
"Chamblee" was chosen. However, there are several stories. One was that there was a 
well-respected Negro man by this name who lived there and worked for the railroad. 
The second story was that it was named for an Indian, Jacque Shabonee, who lived In the 
area. The name Shabonee meant “built like a bear.”''̂ ® Shabonee was corrupted to 
Chamblee. No one knows which is accurate, but, Chamblee became the town's name.

Traveling on Peachtree Road, we soon passed the Chamblee City Limit sign. On the right, 
Clairmont Road dead-ended Into Peachtree Road. Clairmont once led to the old Arch that 
was one of the entrances to Old Camp Gordon. My childhood memories of the Arch are of 
the people who lived near it - the Manns, the Ewell Jamesons (my father’s brother), the 
Harrells, the Montgomerys, and the Carters. School children of that area caught the 
school bus at the Arch and were transported to Chamblee High School.

In late 1939, when the U.S. Naval Air Station was built, the whole area began to change; 
houses began to spring up on Clairmont Road. One of Chamblee’s first pre-fab 
subdivisions was built across the road from the Naval Air Station. Lois Miller, a 
classmate of mine, lived In one of these houses. (Her father was a Naval officer who was 
stationed at the Naval base. Her brother, a teen-aged athlete, was stricken with polio in 
the early 1940s. This disease reached epidemic levels during our hot summers before 
we had the preventative vaccine. The March of Dimes was one of our big fund drives each 
spring. We school children collected dimes to be used for research that would find a cure 
for this crippling disease. President Roosevelt, a victim of polio, came to Georgia 
regularly to bathe in the supposedly healing springs at Warm Springs, Georgia. I 
remember that our worse epidemic year was when Floyd Miller was stricken and the 
Miller family was quarantined. Floyd had to live In an Iron lung in order to breathe. 
Through the years, these small houses of this subdivision have survived. When I

175 McWaters, Roth & Associates - Marta Report, op. cit., p. 5.
176 Saffold, op. cit., p. 14.

Ibid., p. 11.
178 Garrett, Vol. II, op. cit., p. 520.
179 Saffold, op. cit., p. 14-15.
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returned to Chamblee to teach in 1950, many of the children I taught lived there. One of 
my "prize" students, Ricky Wingo, lived directly across from the Air Station’s main gate 
and in 1999, his parents still resided there.

The Pinsons, Iveys and Allens, all members of our Baptist church, also lived in this 
area. Mrs. Pinson, my Aunt Cora Lee Hyde's mother, was a fine seamstress. She sewed 
some for Mother. Mr. G.H. Ivey was a great Bible scholar and was a lay minister. He was 
a carpenter by trade and he taught his boys this trade. Billy was in my class at school. 
His older brothers were George and Harold. After World War II, George and Harold Ivey 
became leading construction builders in downtown Atlanta. Some of the first tall 
buildings in the downtown area were built by George or Harold Ivey. Mrs. J.P. Allen was 
one of my Sunday School teachers and my G.A. leader. She was a lovely, kind Christian.

Back to Peachtree Road, at the intersection of Clairmont Road, one saw on the left side of 
Peachtree Road the railroad spur tracks and the concrete slabs where buildings once 
stood in World War I. During World War II, a covered platform for loading and 
unloading patients was built beside these tracks for army hospital trains or troop trains. 
Wounded soldiers, mostly amputee patients from the battle fields of Europe, were sent to 
Lawson General Army Hospital. In secret, hospital trains came by day and night with the 
war's wounded fighters. At night when a hospital train unloaded its ailing troops, only 
the shapes of darkened convoy ambulances could be seen. Those ambulances drove to 
Lawson General Army Hospital in eerie darkness. Exact secrecy of troop movements 
during World War II was demanded. More is written about the World War II period in 
other chapters.

Continuing northward on Peachtree Road, Carroll Avenue veered off to the right. Before 
World War II, many old barracks from Camp Gordon remained in this area. But in late 
1939, when the U.S. Naval Air Station and Lawson General Army Hospital were built, 
most of these were cleared. The run-ways for the air station could be seen from the 
Peachtree Road/Carroll Avenue junction. This was a favorite site for motorists to park 
and watch the little yellow, cub, single-engine, training planes take off and land, even 
though signs clearly stated, "No Parking" and "No Trespassing, Government Property!"

On Carroll Avenue lived our friends the Melvin Browns, the Colemans and the Coles. 
Geneva Brown was one of Ernie’s dearest friends. Geneva had a wonderful blue bicycle 
that she would sometimes ride to our house. Once she left it for several weeks. I learned 
to ride a bike on Genny's blue bicycle. How many times I fell on the pavement, trying to 
balance, would be too numerous to count! But when her bike was ridden home, it had 
several scratches and dents that I had put on it. Geneva’s family attended our church. 
Jeanette and Doris were her older sisters. Doris married Robert Sexton. Our friends, 
the Colemans and the Coles also lived on Carroll Avenue. They, too, attended our church. 
(Annette Cole Hardwick was a store detective for Atlanta's Davison's Department Store.)

Passing the junction of Peachtree Road and Carroll Avenue, we would pass several older 
World War I unpainted houses before coming to Chamblee Baptist Church. Behind the 
church were houses built during or before World War I. Most of them were unpainted, 
run-down dwellings where poor people lived. Some had no electricity or inside 
plumbing. The large building nearest the church was built in 1908 for a school for 
Chamblee's children. This three-room school had replaced the one-room school, which 
had been in another location of the community. The town's citizens paid for the upkeep of 
the building and for the teachers' salaries. When Camp Gordon was built in 1917, the 
government bought the school property because it was on the military reservation. A 
new school was built by the citizens of the town on Chamblee-Dunwoody Road in 1919- 
1920, and was deeded to DeKalb County for the county to operate. The former school
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building was not torn down but was used by the U.S. Army. After World War I, this 
building was subdivided into rental apartments. The Cannon and the Moss families were 
two of its occupants. In front of the building was a big, covered well which was the water 
source for the houses in the area and for our church. One hot, summer Sunday morning, 
I was taken by Mother up to this well to get a drink of water. When sermons were long, 
small children squirmed and became thirsty. That was my excuse on that day. Mr. and 
Mrs. Cannon were sitting in rockers on their front porch. Mr. Cannon came to the well- 
curb and drew up a fresh bucket of water. The small dipper that was hanging on a nail at 
the well-house was filled with cool liquid and was given to me. How good the water tasted 
as it trickled down my parched throat! Returning to the church service was inevitable; 
so, my little legs scampered down the dusty lane to the open doors of the church. 
Chamblee Baptist Church was a small, white, framed building on Peachtree Road. Wings 
on either side of the building had been built during World War I to accommodate the 
service men who attended its services. My great-Uncle Frank Harrison had supervised 
this addition. This was the church building of my youth. A circular drive separated the 
lawn from the church and led back into Peachtree Road. At the edge of the road were 
lovely Crepe Myrtle trees, which had been planted by city workers in earlier days. 
These shrubs graced the right side of Peachtree Road all the way to the Doraville city 
limits. In the summer, their fuchsia and pink blooms provided a beautiful screen 
between the business district and the railroad tracks.

On a sloping hill, on the north side of Chamblee Baptist Church was the cemetery. Many 
of my relatives are buried there - my parents - Claude Ernest and Catherine Hyde 
Jameson, my paternal grandparents - Ollie May and Claud Julius Jameson, my paternal 
great-grandparents - Otho Landrum and Susan Caroline "Almeda" Johnston Jameson, 
Almeda’s sister - Nancy Ann Johnston Ramsey, Nancy’s son - Dr. Charles Ramsey, my 
maternal grandparents - Powell Edgar and Florence Sheffield Hyde, Mother’s brother - 
James Harold Hyde, my maternal great-grandmother - Tabitha Anderson Mabry Hyde, 
my great-grandfather - Benjamin T. Sheffield and my step-great grandmother - Emma 
Sheffield, and my great-aunt and uncle - Flora Sheffield Harrison and Frank Harrrson. 
Other relatives and friends share this burial ground - the Evins, the Morrises, the 
Tomlins, the Warnocks, the Ayers, the Wrights, the Chestnuts, the Warrens, the Longs, 
the Allens, the Browns, the Blantons, the Hendersons, the Daniels, the Brooks, etc.

Across from the Chamblee Baptist Church on Peachtree Road, we would pass empty 
warehouses, built during World War I. Through the years, an occasional business would 
open in one of them, but would eventually close. A circus even wintered-over there one 
year. Papa Hyde (Ed) had a store in one of these warehouses in 1932. It was "General 
Supply Company" and sold coal, feed and all kinds of building material. Its phone number 
was 3131.^®° After a fire, this business closed. In 1939, Williams Brothers took over 
a portion of these warehouses. Later, Mosteller Feed Company was located there.

Peachtree Road curved to the left at the junction of Hood Avenue and New Peachtree Road. 
Hood Avenue was another road that once led into the main part of old Camp Gordon, and 
during World War II it led to Carroll Avenue and to the main entrance of Lawson General 
Army Hospital. New Peachtree Road, Mama Hyde’s road, was separated from Peachtree 
Road by the railroad tracks and a narrow strip of land that held homes and warehouses. 
New Peachtree Road ran parallel with the railroad tracks and Chamblee’s Peachtree 
Road, past Lowe’s Crossing, and again merged with Peachtree Road very near the city 
limits of Doraville, Georgia. It was on the northern stretch of New Peachtree Road that

Taken from a business card of Ed Hyde’s that was inserted in Memories Of Mv 
Life’s Sad Hours, written by Catherine H. Jameson, my mother.
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old Corinth Baptist Church once stood. This was the church that Mama Hyde, as a youth, 
and her family, the Benjamin Sheffields, attended. Grandma Jameson and her cousin, 
Justinian Evins, also attended this church. The U.S. Envelope Company now stands on the 
old Corinth Baptist Church site. Mama Hyde’s road. New Peachtree Road, and our road. 
Old Stone Mountain Road, were not paved until World War II.

Following Peachtree Road from the Baptist Church, the sharp curve led toward the 
Southern Railroad’s double tracks. Just before crossing the tracks, on the right, was a 
small wooden structure, which our church once leased for a "Good-Will Center." There 
were uneducated, poverty-stricken people who lived in the shadows of our church but 
would not attend it because they felt inferior and "out of place." Mother had a strong 
desire to see these children participating in organized religious services. Earlier, she 
had tried to enroll these youngsters in our church’s Sunday school classes and was 
unsuccessful. She re-visited the homes and asked the parents if they would let their 
children come to the center one afternoon of each week so that she could teach them about 
the Bible. (Everybody in town loved Mother, the rich and the poor.) Several families 
agreed that they would send their children to the Good-Will Center. The church leased 
the building and Daddy painted its interior a fresh, pale yellow. Since he was the leader 
of the church’s Royal Ambassador’s (missions group for boys, ages 9-16), his R.A.'s 
helped with this mission effort. The R.A.’s used the building as their meeting place, and 
for a while, our Sunbeam Band (Mission group for children of both sexes under the age 
of nine) met there, also. Mother was our Sunbeam Band’s leader. She was a wonderful 
teacher! During the time that she tried to reach the children in our church zone who did 
not attend church, she was successful. Of course, all four of us went with Mother to her 
meetings and participated. On cold days, she would prepare hot chocolate or hot soup on 
the little pot-bellied stove for the children. She also collected good, clean, used clothes 
from the members of our church to give to the children. We would often walk to the 
center for the meetings. One day, after our Sunbeam Band’s meeting, we were walking 
home and I was holding Mother's hand. As I looked up into her lovely face, I remember 
saying to her, “When I grow up, I want to be a teacher just like you!" And I did become 
a teacher. Mother was my first "teacher role model!" Mr. Rakestraw and Mr. Sawtell 
owned the building. When an interested party offered more rental money for the 
building, the church lost its lease! For a short span of time. Mother realized her dream 
of having a place where these little children could comfortably worship and learn about 
God. Harrell Grove Baptist Church had started sending a bus to this area to transport 
people to their church. This small church provided the right atmosphere for these "Good 
WiM"i®i children and many of them and their families became a part of that 
congregation.

Behind this store was a large, white, two-story, wooden house that had been divided into 
apartments. Some of its tenants were the Garmons and Haygoods. The big house faced New 
Peachtree Road and had been an officers' quarters in old Camp Gordon of World War I. 
Converted into a nursing home in the 1950s, this was where Mama (Ollie) Jameson 
spent some of her latter days.

Peachtree Road crossed the railroad tracks, and entered the business district of 
Chamblee. My writings about this area will be of the 1930s, 1940s and the early 
1950s, the period when I was a Chamblee citizen. When the steam engine trains stopped 
for water at the water tank, they would often block this crossing. If a citizen were in a 
hurry to get to a place on the other side of the tracks, he would have to drive to the

''®'' As far as this writer knows, the name that the Jamesons gave to this program was 
original. The Good Will industry came later.
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Overhead Bridge and come down the narrow, dirt road into Chamblee or vice-versa. 
During the war (WW II), signal lights were placed at one of the Chamblee crossings, and 
the trains taking on water at the depot crossing were uncoupled to allow the automobiles 
to freely cross over the other tracks onto Peachtree Road. The little dirt road, which 
was once used for emergencies, was eventually paved. Pierce Oil Company, owned by Ben 
Pierce, was located on this road, as well as Tom Sharp’s Shoe Shop. Tom was a well- 
respected black cobbler. He had originally had his shop in the center of Chamblee's 
business district, but he built a new shop down across from Mr. Ben Pierce’s property 
during the war (WW II). Tom and Mary Sharp lived in the back of the shop. Many times 
we would take our shoes to be half-soled and wait while this was being done. We would 
sit and watch Tom work, or if it were a hot day, we would sit on the front stoop of the 
shop and wish for an occasional breeze to blow. In my youth, our shoes were always 
half-soled and only discarded when these soles and the top of the shoes were worn out.
At the railroad crossing, diagonally across from Peachtree Road, was another dirt road 
that led to the homes of the Ricks, Greens, Chapmans, Saynes and others. Mrs. Ricks was 
a seamstress and made a lot of our dresses. She and her daughter, Hilda, were Seventh- 
Day Adventist Church members and attended church in Atlanta on Saturday. They both 
had beautiful soprano voices and came to our church on Sunday to sing in our choir. The 
Greens had a son, Ralph, who was my age. He played the pump-(reed) organ “by ear." 
He also played an accordion. We loved to hear him play. The Chapmans lived across the 
ravine from the Greens. Mrs. Chapman (Edna) was a good friend of Mothers. Her son, 
J.W., was one of Ronald’s childhood buddies. In my memory, I can still see those two 
youngsters riding their bikes recklessly up and down the steep ravine!

Coming back to Peachtree Road at the railroad crossing, on the left, one passed Kelly’s 
Pure Oil Station. Later this was to become Robert and J.W. Brown’s Gas Station. 
Through the Crepe Myrtles and across the railroad tracks, one could see the house where 
the Turpins and the Clarence Moores lived. Clarence worked at Rosemary Creamery with 
my father. Jack and Bernice Turpin were good friends of Ernie and Gerry’s. Next to this 
house was the Knapp house. The Knapps had a small barking dog that chased people, 
especially little children who ran from it! Oh, how frightened I was of this dog! One day 
when I had been to the post office to get our mail and Mama Hyde’s mail, I took a short cut 
through the Knapp’s yard to my grandmother's house. Most of the time the Knapps kept 
the dog inside their house. Not seeing it, I felt that it was safe to take the short-cut path. 
Out of the bushes bounded the little barking dog, which sent me into a mighty gallop! And 
the dog, madly, CHASED ME! Feeling his breath on my heels, I hastily ran until 1 reached 
the edge of the yard. The only way to escape the little dog’s fury was to jump from a high 
bank to the roadside. Just as his moist mouth touched my leg, I took a mighty leap and 
hurled through space. Bam! I fell! I thought my back would break! Looking up, I saw 
the little dog’s bulging eyes as he continued to fiercely yap at me! When I could finally 
move, 1 got up from the ditch, crossed the dirt road (New Peachtree Road) and limped to 
the path that cut through the woods to Mama Hyde’s house. Never, never did I take that 
short-cut again. The Knapp girls, Ludie and Jane, were teenagers. Once, they invited 
my sisters and me over to make Thumb Print cookies that were filled with jelly. After 
the Knapps moved, Mrs. Ayres and her two children, Ernest and Evelyn, lived there. 
Mrs. Ayers had a tea room located on the first floor, and the family had their living 
quarters on the second floor. Ernest was one of Helen’s boy friends and Evelyn was a good 
friend of Ernie’s. It was ironic that years after the Ayers left Chamblee, Mrs. Ayres and 
Mother would live in the same nursing home. Fountain View Convalescent Center! Both 
were in very bad health. Mrs. Ayres was no longer lucid!

Returning to the railroad crossing at Kelly’s (later Brown’s Service Station), we 
continued northward. Peachtree Road ran parallel with the railroad on the right, and the 
stores of downtown Chamblee were on its left side. In the 1930s and 1940s there was an
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open field before one reached a small store. Behind the store, was the Purcell home. In 
the 1950s, this field became the site for Chamblee Hardware Store, Quinn Long’s Super 
Market, Chamblee Post Office and Thomas’ Barber Shop. A 1950s advertisement paper 
from Long's Red Dot store had these sale items; 5 ears of corn for $ .29; Sauer's Pure 
Vanilla Flavoring - 3 oz. for $ .39; a doz. lemons for $ .33; California lettuce for $ .10 
a head; and chuck roast for $ .49 a lb.

The small dirt lane to the left of this field took one past the back of the Purcell’s home 
and then on down to another “colored” neighborhood. Our maid, Mattie Smith, and her 
common-law husband, John Henry Jett lived there. The “colored” church and school 
were also located in this area. I remember attending a revival service at this church 
after our “white-folk’s” Baptist church gave some old hymnals and extra funeral fans 
from the “white-folk’s” funeral home to them. Mother, my sisters and I were seated on 
the back pew by our maid, Mattie, an usher or “ursher” as she called her honored role. 
Only women served in this capacity. They wore fresh, stiffly starched, white dresses 
and sat in a section on the right side of the pulpit. Across from them, on the other side, 
was the “A-men corner,” which was occupied only by men. I have never heard more 
beautiful harmony as they all lifted their singing voices in praise. When the preacher 
started preaching, the women and men encouraged him by softly humming and 
occasionally shouting an “A-men!" As the minister excitedly “got in” to his sermon, 
his words spilled out faster and became increasingly louder; the crescendo of the 
congregation's “humming and a-mens” left them gasping for breath as they worshipped 
the God that they knew. Finally, when they were spent, they again sang hymns and then 
had closing prayers. I will never forget this service. They truly felt their religion!

Back on Peachtree, one passed a wooden building. Mr. Frank Walker had his beauty shop 
there and Mother was one of his customers. He used her as a model for some of his hair
style shows. When she first started going to his shop, she wore her long gray-white 
hair twisted in a fashionable knot or bun on the back of her head, up off of her neck. 
Mr. Walker finally persuaded Mother to have her long tresses cut and "permed." Her 
first permanent wave, a cold wave, was given by him. This was the newest permanent 
wave method of curling the hair. Up until then, women’s permanents were given on hot, 
electric permanent wave machines. The hair was rolled up on electric curlers that were 
attached to this machine; the heat from the curlers produced frizzy, sometimes burned, 
permanent curls. Softer, more manageable curls were produced with the "cold-wave” 
method, but the awful-smelling, peroxide solution odor stayed on the "permed" coiffure 
for several days. The electric curling machines became obsolete when the cold wave 
perm was introduced. We have come full circle since then. Today electric rollers and 
electric curling irons are used to curl hair but not to “perm” it and the heat is more 
gentle. Mother was a beautiful lady and her new, striking hair-style made her look 
years younger. Using Mother as his model, Mr. Walker made photographs of her hair 
style and won a prize in the Atlanta Hair Stylist Show. He always put a blue rinse on her 
hair. This store building was used at various times for other businesses. The 
Bookmobile used it for a short period as a lending library. I checked out a lot of books 
from this site.

Next, we would come to Chapman’s Garage. This was where the taxis waited for their 
fares. If we were walking by this station. Mother would hurry us on because she was 
afraid our young ears might hear profanity or even a dirty joke. Heavens forbid! A 
checker game was always in progress there.

Next to the garage were two stores. One was old Cofer Brothers General Merchandise 
Store. I can still see the roll of brown paper that they cut and wrapped their goods in, 
tying the neat package with white string. The meat counter used a roll of white glazed
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paper to wrap the meat purchases (also tied with white string or cord) and the floor 
behind this counter was a sawdust one. In the 1930s, Gofer’s built a new, two-story 
building in the middle of town and moved. Al Bean, Dr. Lockhart's son-in-law, opened a 
hardware store in the old Gofer Brothers Store.

Lockhart’s Drug Store, built in 1933, was in the adjoining building. Dr. Gorley and Dr. 
Lockhart were the town’s druggists. Folks went to the medical doctor when they were 
“really” sick. For minor ailments, they consulted Dr. Gorley for medication. This old 
bachelor was a knowledgeable pharmacist; he could diagnose and prescribe drugs for 
many ailments. The drug store was a favorite “hang-out.” In the summer, when we 
were children, we often went barefoot; the black and white ceramic tiled floor in the 
drug store felt so smooth and cool to our hot, dusty feet. The ceiling electric fans stirred 
the air, making this place an oasis during the hot, muggy days of summer. When 
entering the store, one could smell the cosmetics and perfumes for women and the 
toiletries for the men, all on the left side of the store. On the right, were glass cases, 
which held wallets, box or Brownie cameras and film, Shaeffer and Parker fountain 
pens, pipes and endless boxes of cigars and tobacco products such as: Hav-a-Tampa. King 
Edward. Prince Albert. Tamoa Nuaaet. Tamoa Straight. Swisher Sweet cigars; loose 
tobacco - large and small cans of Prince Albert (crimp-cut, long burning for pipes). 
Sir Walter Raleiah. Gountrv Gentleman. Old North State: and cigarettes - Lucky Strike. 
Camels, Pall Mall. Kools. Old Golds. Vice-Rovs. Wings, Phillip Morris. Ralejgh, and 
Ghesterfield: plus, packages of chewing tobacco and cans of snuff - Bruton’s. Durham's, 
and Red Devil. On top of the counter lay the stacks of daily newspapers: The Atlanta 
Gonstitution. The Atlanta Journal and, later, the weekly North DeKalb Record. In the 
rack behind the counter were many current magazines for sale. Some of the popular 
ones I remember were: Look. Life. Saturday Evening Post. Gollier's. Field and Stream- 
National Geographic. Woman’s Home Gompanion. Ladies Home Journal. McGall's. Vanity 
Fair. Better Homes and Gardens. House Beautiful. The American Magazine. Reader’s 
Digest. Parent’s. Liberty. Time. Harper’s Bazaar. The Atlantic Monthly. The New 
RepMbliQ. Red Book. Good Housekeeping. CosmppQlitan. VQgue. The Country Gentleman. 
Photoplay. Modern Soreen. Sgreen Play. Popular Meohanig?. Esquire. Bgy,’? .Life. 
Sevgnteen, Wpnian’s Day. Coronet, and The Farmer’s Almanac. The Almanac's advice for 
planting times was diligently followed by the farmers. This particular magazine and 
calendars for the New Year were free to the drug store customers. In the next store case 
were boxes of candy - Whitman’s. Brock’s. Russell Stover's. Nunnally’s. etc. The 
marble soda fountain was the favorite spot in the store for many of us. What a fountain 
it was! The chrome dispensers were sparkling clean and the huge, beveled mirror 
behind the counter showed every move of the “soda jerk” or the counter worker, who 
wore a crisp white “boat" hat and a white linen apron over his regular clothes. Billy 
Sheffield, my cousin, worked there during our teens. He stacked our ice cream cones 
high and concocted the best “cherry-smash” cola I have ever drunk. Fountain cokes in 
Goca-Gola glasses were the order of the day! Billy expertly made delicious banana splits 
and thick delicious milk shakes. The round, old-fashioned ice cream tables and chairs 
that sat in the middle of Lockhart’s Drugs (under the ceiling fans) were always filled 
with soda fountain lovers. (When Billy’s family moved to West End in his senior year of 
high school, he worked for Dr. Lockhart’s son-in-law. Dr. Brown, who owned a drug 
store in the West End of Atlanta. Billy grew up to be a pharmacist and had his own drug 
store located in West End. Dr. Lockhart and Dr. Brown were his mentors.) At the back 
counters, medicines and medical products were sold and dispensed by the pharmacists. 
This was where Mother would purchase castor oil, or syrup of pepsin to give us children 
in the early spring. She would say that we looked "peaked" or "bilious" and needed "a 
good cleaning out." The taste of the awful castor oil mixed with orange juice to make it
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more palatable still lingers in my memory! Ugh! Most of the townspeople had running 
accounts at the drug store, which were paid at the end of the month. Dr. Lockhart’s wife 
and daughter were frequently in the store, wearing the latest fashions in clothes and hair 
styles. Mrs. Lockhart was one of the first women in town to put a blue rinse on her 
lovely white hair. She and Ruth (Bean) wore their heavy make-up beautifully. Ruth 
was in constant demand to sing for weddings and special events. She had a smooth, 
mellow, mezzo-soprano voice, which she usually accompanied with her small ukulele. 
When I was pianist at our church, I accompanied her for several weddings. She told me 
that I had a gift for accompanying because I allowed her to make exceptions with timing 
as she sang - following her, rather than leading her. I took this as a supreme 
compliment.

Chamblee-Dunwoody Road intersected Peachtree Road at this point. Chamblee High 
School, Flowerland, Sexton’s Mill Road, and the community of Dunwoody were down this 
road. Many of the townsfolk lived on or near this road.

Or. Alfred Mendenhall built his office and clinic just behind Lockhart’s Drug Store, on 
Dunwoody Road. At first there was a dentist in this clinic. Dr. Harper was the first 
dentist we ever used. He fitted Ernie for braces. Regular dental care was not a priority 
in our household. Most people after forty had false teeth. Daddy had his teeth until his 
death, but Mother, Mama Hyde and Mama Jameson, all, had false teeth. The prim and 
proper little lady. Mama Hyde, would tease us when we were young children. Sometimes 
when we were alone with her in the kitchen, she would turn from the sink, groan and 
push her false teeth out to scare us. This was an amusing ritual that always sent us into 
gales of laughter. I am not sure who laughed the most, we or Mama Hyde.

Other medical doctors practiced in Dr. Mendenhall’s clinic. Dr. Martinez was one.
During World War II, he changed his name to Martin to escape the prejudice of people
against the Italians and Germans, our war enemies. After Dr. Martin left Chamblee, Dr. 
W.K. Kerr practiced in the clinic for several years. Dr. J.M. Schreeder also practiced 
medicine there. Dr. Mendenhall added additional hospital rooms to his clinic so that he 
could perform surgery there - nine rooms for white patients and one room for black
patients. Dr. Mendenhall was the doctor we used after Dr. Watkins grew old. Dr.
Mendenhall was Mother’s age and was her good friend. His wife, Ruth, and her mother, 
Mrs. Eddleman, were also our friends. Mrs. Eddleman was a fine seamstress and sewed 
many clothes for us through the years. She lived with Alfred and Ruth. Dr. Mendenhall 
cared for all of our ailments. Making house calls was common in those days. After 
working long hours at the clinic, he would go on house calls late into the night. His wife 
often drove for him so that he could snatch a little rest between calls. Ernie had her 
appendix removed by him and I went to him when I knew that I was pregnant with 
Michael. Prior to my marriage to Kenneth, I made an appointment to talk with Dr. 
Mendenhall about “the facts of life" and I still have the little book that he gave to me to 
read. Even he, like my mother, had difficulty talking about this part of life. They both 
gave me material to read. I thought that Dr. Mendenhall might deliver my first born but 
when I discovered that I could have this baby in an army hospital for almost no money, 
Kenneth and I used the military medical facilities at Fort MacPherson in Atlanta. We 
were as poor as “Job’s Turkey" and needed all the help we could get. Michael’s delivery 
cost the full amount of $5.25 at Fort MacPherson Army Hospital. During Mother’s 
menopausal years, she had many medical problems; Daddy had his share of medical 
ailments, too. Through those years. Dr. Mendenhall faithfully attended to our medical 
needs. What a good family and community doctor was he!
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Our route digresses to include Dunwoody Road. On the left side of Dunwoody Road, just 
past the medical clinic, lived the Purcells (Edwin was our mail-carrier), the next 
house belonged to Dr. Mendenhall, Ruth and her mother, Mrs. Eddleman. After the 
Mendenhall's moved to a new house, two other families lived in this house - the Frank 
Taylors (Catherine, my classmate) and the Coxes, who went to our church. In the big 
brown house lived the Tapps. The Daniel's house was next - Susan Daniel Pierce was one 
of Mother’s classmates. Susan contracted tuberculosis and had to go to Alto Sanitarium in 
Rome, Georgia for a period of time. Her mother helped Susan's husband care for little 
Sue Ellen during her absence. Ed and Grace Daniel also assisted. Ed and Grace were in 
Daddy's Sunday School Class. Next to the Daniels lived the C.P. Warnocks. Mr. Warnock 
was a real gardener. He had a beautiful rose garden that never had a weed in it. In front 
of the Warnock's house were two, huge magnolia trees. In the fall of the year, I was 
always fascinated by the red-seed cones. These cones also served as ammunition for the 
aggravating little boys who hurled them at us as we walked to school. During the 1930s, 
the pavement ended past the Warnock's house and there were no more houses, just fields 
and woods until one came to the school.

On the right side of Dunwoody Road in Chamblee, there was an alley that went behind the 
stores; the Sexton and Mitchell's, who lived in the back of their stores, porches faced 
this alley. There was a fenced garden facing Dunwoody Road; next to it was Rufus, Ruth 
and Billy Thomas's house. (Ruth Blanton Thomas, voluntarily, collected money from the 
townspeople and the merchants to buy funeral sprays of flowers for citizens who passed 
away. There was one at Daddy's funeral. On the ribbon it said, "Friends of Chamblee".) 
When the Thomases moved, Alene Blanton Kelly and her family lived there. Next door to 
them lived the Drakes - Harry, Helen and Malcolm. The Wallaces' fenced garden 
separated the Drakes' and the Purcells' houses. (Frances Purcell graduated from high 
school with me.) On the corner lived the Dilmus Britts. Frances Britt married Herman 
Loyd. On the adjacent corner, first, lived Dr. Harper, our dentist; later, the J.W. 
Brown, Sr. family - Mildred, Conrad, Edna, J.W. (Dub, former Chamblee mayor) and 
their mother - lived there. Next door were the Millers: Fred, Thelma (Tuck Harrison) 
and Donna. While Fred was in the service during World War II, the Edwards from Canada 
lived in the Miller house and then the Peppard’s (Frank Peppard was one of Gerry’s boy 
friends in high school). Margaret Hollifield and the Oscar Hydes (my great-uncle and 
aunt) were next door to the Millers. The Marvin Hydes (our cousins) - Marvin, Ramath 
and Nancy Sue (my best friend in childhood) were in the last house on the paved part of 
Dunwoody Road. At the end of Marvin’s property, the pavement stopped and the road 
became a dirt one.

This dusty road passed another entrance, on the left, into the “colored” community’s 
church and school zone. The dirt sidewalk and road gently curved past fields and forests 
until it reached Chamblee High School. In the 1940s, after the road was paved, a few 
houses were built in this section, one being Miss Addie Ruth Wright's. Shortly after 
their marriage, Ernie and Jim lived in a garage apartment in this area.

During the late 1930s and 1940s, the acreage just past the high school became the 
fashionable section of town in which to live. Some of the people who built and lived there 
were the Gene Donaldsons, the Quinn Longs, the Harrisons - Egbert, Agnese, Peggy and 
Linda (my cousins), the M.E. Smiths, the Joe Frank Bartons (Baptist Pastorium), the 
Millers - Pearl, George and Cheryl, the Brays - Hazel (Harrison, our cousin), Everett 
and Larry, the Smiths - “Mr. Harold" and “Miss Elizabeth," the Chestnuts - Rebecca, 
Harvey and John David, the Hydes - Uncle Ben, Mona, Jeannette, Lawrence, Mona Ellen, 
Patty, Martha and Harold, and the Adams.
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Sexton’s Mill Road ran into Dunwoody Road on the left. There was a little dirt road that 
ran parallel to Dunwoody Road and behind the residences on Dunwoody Road. On it lived 
the Cooks (our former neighbors on Stone Mountain Road), the Allens, the Joneses and 
the McCrees (Geraldine and Fred were good friends of Ernie and Gerry's). Later our 
cousin, Doris (Harrison) Dyer, and her husband Raymond built a house on this road. On 
Sexton Road lived the Tatums (Ruth and Calvin were Ernie’s and my special friends). 
Back in the 1930s, Sexton Road was only fields and woods, and at its end were the 
remains of Sexton’s Mill on Nancy Creek and behind it was the Sexton home place.

Across the road from the mill, the banks of Nancy Creek were a shady camp site where 
many Girl’s Auxiliary cookouts were held. Mrs. Barton, our preacher’s wife, was our 
G.A. leader. In the summer, she would have “a spend the night party” for us at her 
house. We would talk and giggle all night, eat soda (saltine) crackers and then just at 
dawn, doze off to sleep on crumb-filled sheets. Shortly there after, Mrs. Barton’s 
wake-up calls would float up the staircase and eventually penetrate our sleep-dulled 
ears. Drowsily, we would get up, stagger to dress, and then wait in line to use the one 
bathroom. We G.A.’s would hike to Nancy Creek where Mrs. Barton would invite us to sit 
on the cool, wet sand by the creek as she led us in a morning devotional. Delegating 
duties, she would cook a delicious breakfast over an open camp fire and then we would 
eat! After cleaning up, playing on the sand and wading in the water, we would settle down 
for a program. Our missions study was always more interesting when we could have it 
on the banks of Nancy Creek! What a wonderful leader she was!

Going back to Chamblee-Dunwoody Road at Sexton’s Mill Road, we passed Dr. 
Mendenhall’s home, which he built next to his father’s home in the late 1930s. Mrs. 
Eddleman still shared his and Ruth's home and she still sewed many of our garments for 
us. Ruth could be seen during the summer mowing the huge lawn. This was in the era 
when few women mowed lawns and most especially the doctor’s wife! Next to them lived 
Alfred’s parents, the Frank Mendenhalls; on down the road lived the Greenways, the 
Martins, the Ellises, the Carvers, the Bannisters, the L.C. Fischers (Flowerland), the 
Pattersons, the Thurmans, the Lockharts, and the Kelloggs. Mrs. Kellogg was a fine 
Christian and a Bible scholar. She was one of Mother’s favorite Sunday school teachers. 
Mr. Kellogg walked many miles every day. We thought that he was most eccentric 
because he covered so many miles by foot. He would walk from his home to the car-line 
to catch the street car into Atlanta. Today, he would be considered a healthy exerciser. 
Next, one came to the Roy C. Head home. (Mrs. Head was one of Ernie and Gerry’s first 
piano teachers).

A mile or two on down the road was the Dunwoody Elementary School (now the Spruill 
Center for the Arts). "With a skip and a jump," one would be right in the middle of the 
small, un-incorporated town of Dunwoody, Georgia. In 1944, the Carey T. Spruills 
bought the “turn of the century home” of the Cheek-Crooks at the intersection of 
Dunwoody Road and Mount Vernon Road. This lovely old home was "slap" in the mkidle of 
the village. "A stone’s throw" from there was the Dunwoody United Methodist Church on 
Mount Vernon Road; and just beyond this, Ashford-Dunwoody Road dead-ended into Mount 
Vernon Road. It was on Ashford-Dunwoody Road that Kathleen Spruill and her family 
lived on a big farm. She was one of Ernie’s special friends. A few times we rode our 
bikes over to see her. It would take a full day for this excursion; the way was long and 
the hills were steep! It seemed that we had hardly gotten there when it would be time for 
us to pedal back home! I always felt that we had visited “Rebecca of Sunny Brook Farm” 
because Kathleen reminded me of this character - a wholesome, fair-haired beauty who 
lived on a farm! This area was Spruill territory - Grandpa Spruill’s (Stephen) home 
place was on this road, as well as some of his children’s homes. Today Perimeter Mall
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lies on part of the Spruill property and Grandpa Spruill’s home now houses the museum 
and galleries of the Spruill Center for the Arts. My sister, Gerry, married Hugh 
Stephen Spruill, son of Carey T. and Florence W. Spruill. Early in their marriage, they 
built a little home where Home Expo Store now stands at Perimeter Mall. After a few 
years, they moved to a larger house at 4927 Ashford Dunwoody Road to accommodate 
their growing family. Hugh’s brother Ed and sister-in-law Nelda moved into the little 
house and lived there for many years - even after part of the Mall was built. During the 
late 1930s, Dunwoody Road was paved from Chamblee to Dunwoody, ending at Mount 
Vemon Road.

In Chamblee, on Dunwoody Road, the Marvin Hydes lived. Marvin and Mother were first 
cousins and were the same age. In 1925, they graduated in the first graduating class of 
the new Chamblee High School building on Dunwoody Road. (Mr. M.E. Smith was 
principal and later was the principal for my siblings and me. I also returned to this 
school in 1950-51 to teach under this beloved man!) Both Marvin and Mother were 
outstanding class leaders. Ramath, nee Morris, was Marvin’s wife. The Morrises and 
Hydes were very close friends and Ramath and Mother were devoted friends. After high 
school, she and Mother worked together at Southern Bell Telephone Company. It was 
natural for their only daughter, Nancy Sue, to be my best friend during our pre-teen 
years. Being the same age, we started playing together when we were just babies. I still 
have a child’s knife, fork and spoon, which was a gift from them to me when I was only 
three. Many of my early memories are experiences I had with this family. Most of the 
time, I played with Nunny (her nickname after the sixth grade) at her house. She had a 
wonderful little brown with white trim playhouse in her backyard where we spent many 
happy hours playing with dolls, having tea parties and deciphering coded notes. Nan, 
when she was very young, wanted a baby brother. There was a large, protruding stone in 
the woods near her playhouse. We just knew that the Indians had buried a baby boy 
under this stone many years ago. Not knowing where real babies came from, we were 
convinced that if we could dig beneath this stone, we would surely find a baby brother for 
Nan! We started with vigor to dig, but found the task too difficult and lost interest in our 
little project. I would often stop by her house to visit when we walked home from school. 
She could make a "mean mayonnaise on white bread with lots of lettuce sandwich!”

It was interesting that her house and our house were identical houses. In 1932, Uncle 
Jerd Anderson was hired by Uncle Oscar and Papa Hyde to build these houses for their 
adult children - Marvin Hyde and Catherine Hyde Jameson. Marvin’s house was located 
on Dunwoody Road, next door to his parents, who lived in an apartment in the home of 
Margaret Hollifield. Catherine’s house was located on Old Stone Mountain Road, just 
through the woods from her parents' home. Whenever I went to Nunny’s home, I saw the 
identical floor plan of my own home. In 1938, my parents remodeled our house and 
built more rooms to accommodate four children. Nancy Sue and I no longer lived in twin 
houses, although small portions of our homes looked the same.

Marvin’s yard was small and beautifully landscaped. He was one of the few people in 
town who sowed rye grass every winter and had a lush, green lawn to mow during the 
cold months. In the spring, a lovely, pink, Japanese Weeping Cherry tree profusely 
bloomed on the front lawn and multi-colored pansies adorned the small flower-bed 
beside the house. On the other side of the house was a scuppernong arbor that bore 
delicious fruit every August and September. A huge Burfordi Holly was in the side-front 
yard and every fall it glowed with red berries. This yard was kept to perfection. Our 
house stood on a red clay hill surrounded by deep, serene woods, which held a gentle 
flowing stream. It looked very different from Marvin’s property.
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Just as our places were different but similar, so were we, Nunny and I! We were true 
pals, from infancy to our teens! Her secrets were my secrets and my secrets were hers. 
Joyce Clark, a classmate, taught us how to speak Tig-Latin” when we were eight or 
nine and we would converse with each other when we did not want others to know what we 
were saying. (“E-way ought-thay at-thay ey-thay ouldn’t-cay under-yay and-stay 
us-yay.”) We also passed many notes to each other in school, folded in our own special 
way of tucking the last flap securely in a pocket fold. Ramath worked for the telephone 
company until she retired. Because she worked and because Nunny was an only child, 
Nunny had many more material things than I. She graciously shared with me. I read all 
of her Bobbsev Twins books, her Highlights and Outdoors magazines. We played paper 
dolls by the hours and she let me ride her beautiful blue bicycle often. Nunny was 
blessed with beauty; she had long golden hair and lovely eyes that were shaded with thick 
curling eyelashes. Her shapely body complemented the latest fashions. I remember the 
jodhpurs (riding pants), riding boots, sloppy-Jo sweaters, pastel sweater sets, pearls, 
an onyx dinner ring, brown and white saddle oxford shoes, broom-stick skirts, peasant 
blouses, pinafores, and penny loafers that she wore! Ribbons, worn in the hair, were 
popular during our youth and she had every color ribbon imaginable. Not only was she 
pretty, but she was a class leader with many talents. She played the piano beautifully 
and excelled in her school work. She was my dear friend!

High school came for us and the communities that fed into our school brought new and 
interesting young people to be our classmates. Annie Laurie Floyd from Dunwoody 
became Nunny’s best friend and Dot Willis from Brookhaven became mine. Nunny and I 
were still friends but we were no longer bosom pals. Our interests, ambitions, and life 
styles were different during our high school years. But I cherish the memories I have of 
our early friendship, when we were very young! Our paths have crossed infrequently in 
our adult years, but I still have fond memories of our past.

Returning to the corner of Peachtree and Dunwoody Roads to the business district of 
Chamblee - on the opposite corner from the drug store, on Peachtree Road, was Poss’s 
Meat Market and Grocery Store. This was run by Mr. Charlie Poss and his meat cutter, 
Fred Drake. Mother and Daddy were friends and former neighbors of the Fred Drakes. 
Hugh Spruill remembers when his dad sold a beef cow to Mr. Poss on a Saturday 
morning. It was slaughtered and sold that day because of the lack of good refrigeration. 
Saturday was the busy shopping day for people of that time period. All stores with meat 
counters had screened doors at their entrances and a fly swatter handily placed on the 
meat counter’s top. Usually, the screen doors had a metal Colonial Bread sign on the 
lower half of them. I can envision Fred Drake wearing a white butcher’s cap and a white, 
blood-stained apron as he stood on the saw-dust floor behind the meat counter. He held a 
big, sharp knife as he cut slabs of meat on the chopping block. This “cut to order" meat 
was wrapped in white butcher paper and tied with string and handed to the customer. 
Fred was a big tease and would often engage my folks in humorous dialogue as he cut and 
wrapped their meat order.

Allen, Fred's son, was a special friend of Ernie’s. He, too, was a tease and loved to play 
pranks. One morning, the town awoke to a huge chalk drawing on the side of the drug 
store walls, which faced Dunwoody Road. All who turned down this road had a wonderful 
view of a large, big-bosomed woman wearing a turtle pin at the neckline of her dress. 
Emblazoned on the wall was: “Sh-h-h, Bubbles Chestnut!” The high school students 
knew very well that this was the portrait of our beloved school librarian, Mrs. Charlotte 
Chestnut. She always wore the turtle pin and she routinely went through the library 
saying, “Sh-h-h!" Bubbles was the “back-room” nick-name given to her by the 
students. It was rumored that Allen and his gang were responsible for this antic! At
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least, he and a few other culprits were the ones assigned to wash the brick wall clean 
that afternoon after school!

The building that housed Poss’s Meat Market changed hands several times during the 
1930s and 1940s. A dry cleaning plant was there. Mrs. J.W. Brown was the manager 
and the alterations attendant of the plant. Later, Castleberry's Appliance Store was a 
tenant. Mrs. Brown’s daughter, Edna, married Charles Castleberry. Just past this store 
was a vacant lot.

Next was Sexton’s Grocery Store. Pete and Maggie Sexton had their living quarters in 
the back of their store. I can still smell the crated fruit that they put out in front of 
their store. The chicken coops filled with noisy hens were stashed in the vacant lot 
between the Sexton's and Poss’s stores on Fridays and Saturdays. A fresh hen for Sunday 
dinner meant that the chickens in the coops would be killed, butchered and sold to 
customers on these two days. Their young niece, Louise Caldwell, lived with them.

The spiraling red and white barber’s pole caught one's eyes outside Mr. Mitchell's 
Barber Shop. The shop’s clean, black and white tiled floors, mirrored walls, and ceiling 
fans were inviting. There were three stations and three barbers. The “Bob” was a 
popular haircut of the 1920s and 1930s. We got our haircuts at Mr. Mitchell’s Barber 
Shop. Mr. Mitchell put a special board across the arms of the barber's chair, which we 
mounted. Then he pumped up the chair even higher so that he could see how to clip and 
shingle our hair. Gently, he would wind a piece of tissue around our necks and then with 
a flourish, he would shake out a white and black striped cloth, making a sharp spanking 
sound. Putting the cloth around us, he would begin to snip with his scissors. At the end 
of the haircut, he shaved our necks with an electric razor. This tickled! Removing the 
cloth, then the tissue from around our necks, he twisted his body around to grab a large, 
wooden-handled, soft brush filled with talcum powder. “Flip, flap,” the brush went on 
our necks to rid us of any stray hairs that had not fallen on the barber’s cloth. After 
helping us down, he would say, “Next!” Waiting for our turn was always fun because we 
got to watch men getting shaves and haircuts. Sharpening the razors with their leather 
"strops," the skilled barbers would mix and plop mounds of shaving cream on faces and, 
then, with the sharp, straight razor, they would shave stubble from bearded faces 
without ever drawing blood. A rhyme we always chanted as we left the barber shop was: 
“Shave an' a hair-cut, two-bits!” I remember when Ronald got his first haircut. Back 
then, little boys had their first haircut when they were three or four years old. It was 
not uncommon to see a little boy with long curls. Ronald squirmed and cried, especially 
when Mr. Mitchell used the electric razor on his neck. His “longish curls" were gone. 
His hair started turning dark soon after this. (Baby boys, back then, also wore little 
aprons or long dresses until they could walk. Then, they were dressed in romper suits. 
Youngsters wore knickers and overalls. Gallused overalls and long trousers were worn 
by older boys and men.) In the back corner of the shop was a shoe shine stand. There 
were two seats on the platform with metal forms in front of them for the customer to 
prop his shoe-clad feet. There the "shoe-shine boy" had excellent space to shine one's 
shoes "spittin' clean!" (A little spit put a real glossy shine to the leather!) Shoe wax, 
cloths and brushes were in a box at the base of the platform. A “colored” person always 
shined the shoes. Calvin White worked in this shop on Saturdays. Mr. Mitchell was an 
expert at giving finger waves. He waved Mother's hair occasionally. Of course, he kept 
Mrs. Mitchell’s hair beautifully waved. Later, Mr. Mitchell installed a beauty shop in 
the back of his shop behind a closed curtain. If a male customer said an ugly word, Mr. 
Mitchell would frown, shake his head and point his comb towards the curtain to shush the 
rude person. This was the first beauty salon in Chamblee. The Mitchells lived in the 
rooms back of their shop.
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Cofer Brothers General Merchandise Store owners, in the mid 1930s, built a two-story 
building next to the barber shop. My cousin, Grover Sheffield, and his wife, Bass, 
managed this store. They married late in life and had a son, Cullen, who was a math 
wizard. There was an apartment in the upstairs of the store where they could have lived, 
but they preferred living in their own home on Peachtree Road near Doraville. My 
great-uncle, Ernest Sheffield, dressed Gofer’s windows for a period of time with 
mannequins wearing the latest styles. The artistic background scenes depicted the time 
of the year. For example, an autumn display had colored leaves, pumpkins and corn 
stalks; the winter show case had fake snow on the floor, etc. He later "dressed" Rich’s 
downtown Department Store windows. Margaret Camp once worked as a clerk in the 
clothing section at Cofer’s. It was there that my Uncle Fred met her. Cofer’s 
merchandise included clothes, shoes, dress material, ribbons, sewing items, china, 
jewelry, feed, seed and groceries. My pattern of china, Rosalinde by Theodore Haviland 
China Company, was chosen at Cofer’s. I chose this right after World War II and since 
we could not get china from France at that time, my first pieces were made from 
American porcelain clay. This clay was not as pure as the French clay. When I set my 
table, the difference in the French and the American Haviland pieces can be seen, if one 
looks for it. When 1 was in college, 1 worked at Cofer Brothers as a clerk during 
Christmas holidays. It was fun working for Bass and Grover; they were very kind to me. 
Two other clerks worked there, Wesley and Margaret (Adams). The whole town was 
happy when they started "courtin'" and eventually married.

The next building once held Tom Sharp’s shoe shop. Two new stores were built in the 
vacant space of the old shoe shop - a Hardware store and the Paradise Tea Room, which 
later became Oglesby's Restaurant owned by the Frank A. Oglesby’s. Several other 
tenants occupied this building at different times. The Chamblee Five and Ten Cent Store 
owned by Agnese Harrison and Thelma (Tuck) Miller was also housed there. Tuck’s 
sisters, Irene Daniel and Hazel Bray, worked there. These three sisters (Aunt Flora's 
daughter's) loved to hear and tell the town's news.

Beside the dime store was the outside door that led through the enclosed passageway to the 
stairs of the Masonic Hall. Adjoining this hallway was Pierce's Variety Store, which 
once housed Dave Wallace and Charlie Warnock’s General Merchandise Store. The 
Chamblee Post Office was in the rear of Mr. Pierce's Store. Mrs. Estelle Pierce, his 
wife, was the postmistress. Our house was not on a rural postal route until the 1940s. 
We had to call for our mail at the post office each day. After the mail train ran, we would 
walk up to Chamblee to get the mail for Mother and, often, for Mama Hyde.

Occasionally, Mother would give us a penny to spend for candy at Mr. Pierce’s Variety 
Store. The big, enclosed, glass case held all kinds of candy. Usually, we bought Silver 
Bells (now called Hershey’s Kisses) because we could get ten of those for a penny. A few 
rare times, we had a nickel and we would buy a huge Mr. Goodbar. In those years, the 
candy bars were twice as big as they are today. The Hershey's chocolate bar and Mr. 
Goodbar were about the same size. In the candy case were Mounds, Mars and Milky Way 
bars, orange slices. Tootsie Rolls, suckers, chocolate drops, peppermint sticks, licorice, 
bubble gum and other goodies. Whatever we purchased would be put in a small brown 
bag and twisted shut. We dared not open it until we got home, where Mother would divide 
it equally among us. In the upstairs of this building was Daddy’s beloved Masonic Hall, 
Chamblee Masonic Lodge No. 444 F.&A.M. Daddy spent many years as an active Mason.

The last store on old Chamblee’s main business strip was a small building that housed, 
for a short while, a used furniture store and refinishing shop. At the beginning of World 
War 11, our post office was receiving much more mail because of the government 
installations in our area. It was up-graded and this building became the Chamblee Post
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Office. Soon after this, the rural mail service was established and we were able to put 
up a mail box near our driveway. Edwin Purcell was our first postman; we were the 
first mail box on his route. The sidewalk went past the Post Office and by a vacant lot.

A rocky, sloped hill descended from the raised side walk to the unpaved road on the left, 
Eidson Drive, which ran into Peachtree Road. This short road curved between Peachtree 
Road and Dunwoody Road. It was our "short-cut“ route when we walked to school. The 
first houses on this road were inhabited by Mrs. C.M. Carroll, the Dave Wallaces, the 
Will Eidsons (who had a boarding house) and Dr. and Mrs. A.R. Watkins.

Dr. Watkins was the town’s doctor for many years. He would make house calls or one 
could go to his office, which was in his home. He also dispensed much of his medicine. I 
recall the lovely vials that held colorful liquids in his office. Both of the Watkins were 
intelligent and were avid readers. They enjoyed conversing with Mother on many 
subjects and would often share their books with her.’ ®2 He "doctored" my siblings and 
me through many childhood diseases, including: diphtheria, scarlet fever, whooping 
cough, chicken-pox, red measles and German measles. One early summer day, my 
siblings and I climbed up into the mule-drawn wagon of our cousin, Charles Daniel, to 
ride to the corner. What a rare treat! I failed to see that there was a cutting scythe in 
the floor of the wagon. My bare foot touched it and when I looked down, I saw blood. 
Starting to scream, I scared the mules and they started racing down our road. By the 
time we reached the corner of Stone Mountain Road, the mules were “run-a-ways" and 
we sli were screaming! At this corner lived Uncle Emmett and Aunt Laila Selman. He 
heard our screams and rushed out to grab the bridle of one of the mules and eventually 
stopped them by firmly shouting, “Whoa! Whoa!” Dr. Watkins cared for my wound, 
which was superficial, only my big toenail had been neatly sheared off! Dr. Watkins had 
a wonderful horse-drawn, covered shay, which he used for many years until it was 
replaced by a Model-T Ford coupe. He was among the first in our town to own an 
automobile. When Dr. Alfred Mendenhall set up his medical practice in Chamblee, Dr. 
Watkins decided that it was time for him to retire. Slowly, he relinquished his patients 
to the young doctor. The story is told of a night when he asked the new, young doctor to 
attend the birthing of a baby of one of his patients for him. Going to bed. Dr. Watkins 
uneasily tried to fall asleep. Distant loud moans startled him and he jumped out of his 
bed, dressed quickly, and hurried to the nearby house of his patient. Yes, the moans 
were coming from this humble abode! He just knew that his young protege was in 
trouble. Bounding into the house, he found a tired, but happy mother with her new
born, and a tired, but happy young doctor. The loud moans could still be heard. Upon 
investigation, they found the old hound dog outside, baying at the moon! Miss Emily 
McCallum, my fourth grade teacher, rented a room from the Watkins.

Next door to the Watkins lived the Charlie Poss family. Their daughter Carolyn was a 
friend of my Aunt Helen’s. Mr. Poss was Daddy’s good Masonic friend. In Mr. Poss's side 
yard, next to the road, was a wonderful Bing Cherry tree. Between the birds and the 
school children who walked past this tree, the ripe cherries were often "filched." I

This writer inherited The Pathway of Life, by Rev. T. Dewitt Taimage, D.D. Inscribed in it: 
Dr. A.R. Watkins, M .D ., and the “doctor* to many of Chamblee, Georgia's residents for 
many years, and came to help take care of our little ones and us during the years of 1929 

and 1935. It was during a time when I was having a seige of carbunkles ... that this good 
doctor brought this book to me as a way of trying to inspire and encourage me. So I do 
treasure the book very much and am now passing it on to our youngest daughter and her 
husband, Frances and Kenneth Cadenhead, with the hope that it may be appreciated by them, 
(signed) Catherine H. Jameson, June 2, 1972.
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wonder if he ever got any cherries from his tree. Mr. Poss never admonished any of us! 
Across the street from Mr. Poss's house, in a pasture, stood Chamblee's Water Tank.

The Walkers (Dorothy, Mary and Frank) lived in the curve of the road next to this 
pasture. Dorothy was our sixth grade teacher. Frank was Mother’s hairdresser when he 
had his salon in Chamblee. Mary was very active in the Methodist church. She and Ruth 
Mendenhall worked for years with the congregation's young people. Later, Mary 
married and had a little girl (whom I was privileged to teach in first grade In 1950-51 
at Chamblee Elementary School). But Dorothy and Frank never married. This wonderful 
family let the DeKalb County Bookmobile make its bi-monthly stop at their house during 
the summer months. There the townspeople could come to check out books. Mary and 
Dorothy filled their bookcases with children’s books from the "lending library-on- 
wheels." As soon as we finished reading our books, we could go and check out more books. 
(One could only check out three books at the time.) We were avid readers, but we also 
enjoyed going to the Walker home to visit with these three special people!

Next to the Walkers lived the Everett Brays, and when the Brays moved down on 
Dunwoody Road, this house became rental property. Joyce Clarke and her family lived 
there for a short while. The Westbrooks and the Longs lived in the next house. Next 
were the homes of the Browns and the Britts, whose houses faced Dunwoody Road.

Reversing our route and going back along the curved, dusty lane of Eidson Road, we would 
retum to Peachtree Road near the Eidson's and Carroll's where there was a wide sweep of 
sandy soil before one reached the pavement of Peachtree Road. Early in Chamblee's 
history, the town’s well was located on this land. (Note: We are in the area of the 
Wallace family's property. Mr. William R. Wallace, saw mill owner and furniture 
maker, was one of the early settlers of Chamblee. He had a large family of children and 
they all were neighbors as adults. In researching Chamblee’s history, I found a picture 
of this family in Vanishing DeKalb  ̂ and was surprised to see that all of these citizens 
of Chamblee were in the same family. I am sure my mother knew this but had not 
thought to tell me. Ida Wallace [C.M.] Carroll’s family lived next to her brother’s [Dave 
Wallace] family; both of them lived across the street from their sister Alma Wallace 
[Will] Eidson’s family. Just down from them, going north on Peachtree Road, lived 
Mamie Wallace (Carl) Hudgins’ family, Carl Wallace’s family and Maude Wallace [Sam] 
Johnson’s family. All of these were prominent citizens of Chamblee when I was growing 
up! The town was made up of many interrelated families. My own kin - the Hydes, the 
Sheffields, the Baggets, the Hills, the Conways, the Drummonds, the Harrisons, the 
Pierces, the Millers, the Daniels, the Brays, the Harrisons and the Jamesons were great 
in number.)

Leaving Eidson Road and continuing north on Peachtree Road, we passed the Railroad 
depot and Brogden’s Amoco Gas Station. (A good description of the depot is written in the 
chapter on my brother, Ronald.) Across from Brogden's was Robert Brown’s Gulf Oil 
Station. Marjorie and Robert lived for a short time in the apartment above the service 
station. Daddy's brother, Forrest, worked for Amoco Oil in Florida, and Robert’s wife, 
Marjorie Hyde Brown, was Mother’s first cousin. Marjorie’s brother, Marvin, worked 
for Gulf Oil in downtown Atlanta. Daddy had to patronize both the Amoco and Gulf stations 
to "keep peace in the family." Robert later bought Kelly’s Pure Oil Station and sold his 
station to Lamar and Betty (Wallace) Hyde, Marjorie’s brother and sister-in-law.

Vanishing Dekalb - A Pictoral Historv bv Dekalb Historical Societv. 1985, p. 12.
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The road “dead-ending” into Peachtree on the side of Brogden’s Garage was Stone 
Mountain Road - "my family's road!" Its name was later changed to Old Stone Mountain 
Road. That rocky stretch of road that crossed over the railroad tracks past the water 
tank (where the steam engine tanks of that era stopped to take on water) led to the 
intersection of Stone Mountain Road and New Peachtree Road, Mama Hyde’s road. (New 
Peachtree Road branched off of Peachtree Road at the edge of the Baptist Cemetery and 
later, Brogden's Garage and ran parallel with the railroad and Peachtree Road to the 
Doraville City Limit where it once more merged with Peachtree Road.) At “the corner,” 
which is what we always called this dusty intersection, one could turn right and go up 
New Peachtree Road to Mama Hyde's house in the deep woods on one's left, or continue 
across New Peachtree Road to Stone Mountain Road to my beloved home. The path that led 
through the woods to the White’s and the other black families who lived in the old 
concrete WW I arsenal buildings began, on the right, in the pasture, at this crossroads.

Ollie's family lived in one of the concrete houses. By day, she worked as a maid for the 
Morris family. But every now and then, she would "baby-sit" with my siblings and me 
at night. One evening, while Daddy and Mother attended a Sunday school class party, she 
sat with us. Blessed with a "bubbling" personality and a vivid imagination, Ollie would 
sometimes entertain us by telling ghost stories. This led to our telling even scarier 
stories than hers. That night, we were engaged in this activity. When our "fright level" 
was at a peak, there was a knock at the front door! Ollie's eyes grew big with fear! In 
the small glass, at the top of the door, we could see a man's hat. Hoarsely whispering, 
she ordered, " Don' ch'all opin dat do'!“ Shrieking with fright, we ran behind Ollie as she 
bounded from her chair to run to our back bedroom. Getting on her knees, she motioned 
for us to follow her as she started to crawl under the twin beds. We could hear the back 
door opening. With thumping hearts, and loud screams, we tried to force our way under 
the beds, too. She started moaning, "Oh, Je-sus! Oh! Ow-Ow! Je-e-e-sus!!" She 
seemed to be stuck! We could not get under the beds with her! Shaking with fear, we 
pushed Ollie with all of our might! With a loud wail, she cried, "My ha-i' be caugh' in 
de bed sprain's! Oh-h-h, J-e-e-sus, don' shuv'!" A voice called out, "Where are 
y'all?" It was Daddy who had come home to get something that they needed at the party! 
If we had not been so noisy when he knocked at the door, we would have heard him saying, 
“It's me!" It took Ollie several minutes to get her tangled hair out of the coils of the 
metal bed springs! We have told this funny, family story through the years and have had 
many laughs at "her expense!" Poor, Ollie!

A few old Camp Gordon barracks were scattered along Stone Mountain Road. When Mr. 
Camp leased some of the Sawtell property, he fenced it in for his cows; the Sawtell 
shacks where the Bales, Brumbelows and Greenways once lived were torn down.

At "the corner," in the triangle, lived the Cooks in a yellow-framed house. This house 
burned and they moved to a house near the school. A small, concrete-block house was 
built on the burned-out site. At first Aunt Laila and Uncle Emmett Selman lived there. 
(No relation of ours.) Aunt Laila was Mrs. Morris' sister. Sometimes when we would 
visit her, she would reach into the warmer of the wood-burning kitchen stove and pull 
out delicious corn on the cob or baked sweet potatoes to treat us Jameson children! Yum! 
After the Selmans moved, the Count Kellams rented this house and lived there until they 
built a house over on the Buford Highway. The Kellams went to our church. Callie 
Kellam and Mother were devoted friends until Mother's death. Mr. Kellam was an 
executive for Southern Bell Telephone Company. He was also Chamblee's mayor from 
1941 to 1947. (Daddy served on the town council during Mayor Kellam's terms. He 
also served on the council with Mayor Woody Malone.) I taught the Kellam's young son, 
David, in the first grade at Chamblee School in 1950-51. During World War II the
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Fultons lived in this little house. Mr. Fulton designed and made artificial limbs for the 
patients at Lawson General Army Hospital. Mrs. Fulton was a native of Central America. 
I "baby-sat" their children, Margaret Erma and Rosita. It was rumored that Mr. Fulton 
was a German spy because he had a short-wave radio in his garage and spent many hours 
out there. Surely, this was idle gossip; he was very kind to our family and worked very 
hard at the hospital. Our small, provincial town was suspicious of the “foreigners" who 
had come to live in our midst and most especially those who were not from the deep 
South. Mr. Fulton was originally from California.

Only woods were between us and the Fultons on Stone Mountain Road. Behind them on 
New Peachtree Road, there was a two-room house where Everett and Mary (Cook) 
Pounds lived for a brief period. This Sawtell rental property was then rented to the 
Holmes family for several years. We played with the Holmes children - Mildred, 
Frances, Helen and Charles. Their father worked for the W.P.A. and they were very 
poor! The W.P.A. was one of Roosevelt's New Deal Programs that gave work to 
unemployed men during the Depression. Some of these men maintained the roads. 
Derogatory remarks were often made by some fortunate, gainfully, employed citizens. 
They said that W.P.A. stood for "We Poke Along." Criticizing these workers, they often 
complained that W.P.A. workers stood around, leaning on their shovels. History repeats 
itself. Today, welfare recipients receive this same kind of verbal abuse.

In the late 1930s, Miss Addie Wright bought a lot next to the Holmes and built a lovely, 
brick duplex. She was a wonderful neighbor. When we got up too late to walk to school 
without being tardy, we could run up the path through our woods to her house and "catch" 
a ride to school with her. On a cold morning, she would have to coax her 1928 Model-A 
Ford to start by pulling out the hand choke on the dash. Soon the unique "chug-a-lug" 
sound of the Model-A's motor would be heard. On occasion, the car would not crank. At 
that point, a hand crank was plugged into the outside front of the car; and, when it was 
manually turned or "wound-up," the motor would start. After a few minutes of revving 
the engine, we would be on our way to school. Ronald’s first grade teacher, Mrs. Harold 
Brown, lived in the other side of the duplex for a few years. During the war, this rental 
apartment changed tenants often. When the Van Drews lived there, I sat with their baby 
son, David. I must have been about eleven years old.

Next to Miss Wright's lot was Verna Caudell's property. Her acreage backed our 
property and extended to the "Sandy Road." After her husband Chandler died, she built a 
home there. Her father, Mr. Jack Gay, and her twin brothers, Jady and Jack, lived with 
her and her daughter, Virginia. Their big garden and fruit tree orchard were across the 
creek from our property. One time "we Jameson brats" and our Sheffield cousins stole a 
few tasty peaches from her tree. Betty Ruth, Billy and Roy were related to Verna. Her 
father, John Gay, was their Grandpa Gay's brother. If Verna saw us getting her fruit, 
she did not stop us, nor did she “tell on us" to Mother. When Mother found out what we 
had done, she switched our legs with a keen switch, and called Verna to apologize for our 
dreadful behavior. Jady and Jack were in Daddy’s Sunday School class. Dallas and Vivian 
(Cross) Gay, Verna's brother, built a home between Verna and Miss Wright. All of these 
people were good neighbors.

One Sunday morning I felt bad and had not gone to Sunday School with Daddy and my 
siblings, but Mother and I were going to the worship service. Mother was inside 
dressing for church. I must have been seven or eight years old. We were not allowed to 
play with matches. Seeing a small box of matches on Daddy’s smoking stand, I slipped 
them out of the house to the side yard. Our rye grass lawn had turned brown from the 
warm, spring sun. Taking a match from the box, I struck it on the side of the box. The 
hot flame burned my fingers; I dropped the lit match to the ground. The dry grass fairly
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exploded into flames. Thank goodness, Jady Gay drove past our house and saw the grass- 
fire! Stopping, he rushed to me and told me to get back from the fire. Quickly, he broke 
a limb from a nearby tree and beat the flames out. Daddy amved home about this time to 
transport Mother and me to church. He saw the blackened circle on the lawn and then he 
saw me huddled against the basement wall, sobbing! I knew that I was going to get a 
“really bad” spanking. The adults, realizing that I had experienced a terrible scare, 
only gave me a stern lecture about not playing with matches! Jady Gay became my hero!

Across the road from Verna's were vacant old Camp Gordon concrete warehouses. It was 
there that all of the local young people came to roller-skate. Just after Christmas, when 
new roller skates had been obtained, these buildings were filled with skaters - graceful, 
skilled skaters, and clumsy, falling learners. The skates of that era were clamped to 
one’s regular shoes; the clamp was tightened with a metal key. This key was usually 
attached to a string that was worn around the skater’s neck. As one skated, the clamp 
would loosen; it was inevitable that the skater would “take a spill” as the skate slipped 
from his shoe. Needless to say, our knees were “skint” many times while enjoying this 
sport. What fun we did have in those old buildings! We were not allowed to go to the 
warehouse except when other skaters were there.

One spring Saturday, we heard yelps which seemed to be coming from the direction of the 
warehouses. "Help! Help!" a man's voice bellowed. This was during the time of the 
Depression when hobos "rode the rails" and sometimes would spend the night in the 
empty warehouses. The path through the woods to our house was frequented by these 
tramps. Somehow they knew, maybe by word of mouth, that Mother would fix them 
something to eat if they came to our door. She could never turn them away. We assumed 
it was a hobo who was yelling. Finally, Daddy went over to the warehouse and found Mr. 
Frank Brooks, our neighbor, who was very drunk. His over-alls had gotten hung on a 
nail; in his drunken stupor, he could not get loose. In the 1950s, Mosteller Feed 
Company bought this property.

At the edge of Verna’s property was the “Sandy Road." This completed our block of 
neighbors. There were only a few families who lived across the railroad tracks from 
Chamblee. On the left-hand side of our road, there were open fields all the way to the 
Buford Highway. It was in these fields that we flew our home-made kites. Daddy would 
take light weight paper and thin sticks and construct wonderful kites with rag strips tied 
together for a tail. He would often draw a colorful design on the kite and then he would 
attach the cord to it. The plentiful cord was wound on a stick and held safely in Daddy’s 
hand until we reached a wide-open field. After successfully getting the kite aloft, he 
would let us take turns holding the cord holder as our splendid kite soared through the 
air. His kites always flew high in the sky and rarely fell into a tree. On occasion, he 
would cut the cord and allow the kite to fly far away. (I am glad that my own children 
experienced this wonderful man’s kite adventures. They, too, thrilled at his masterful 
skill of making and flying kites with them!)

It was in these same fields that we picked blackberries, plums and persimmons. Daddy 
often accompanied us to pick these wild, lush fruits. The pasture across from our 
driveway was our softball field. At the edge of the field, near Mama Hyde’s woods, was 
the stream that we "dammed-up" each summer for our “wash-hole.” Directly across 
the road from our house was a high red-dirt bank. Oh, how we loved to slide down this 
bank as we sat on pieces of cardboard! But, this was only done when we wore our most 
ragged play clothes. This part of Mr. Camp's pasture was wooded. A lovely oak tree, with 
mistletoe in its high limbs, greeted our eyes when we gazed across the road. Behind this 
shaded area was a grassy knoll; in the spring it was filled with lovely purple and white 
violets. In the late 1940s, Paul (Camp) and Clyde Jordon built a house on this tranquil
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site. This was about the same time that the property across the street from us was sold 
by Mr. Camp to the Southern Bell Telephone Company. The red hill was graded down and 
the Chamblee Telephone Exchange was built there. After World War II, on the corner of 
Stone Mountain and Hospital Roads, Kleen-Rite Cleaners was built by Dan and Len Camp 
and their brother-in-law, Clyde Jordan. The creek that flowed on our property 
continued its path through a culvert across the road to the Camp’s acreage. It was ^ere, 
at the stream’s edge, that we children would crawl under or climb over the barbed-wire 
fence to take a short cut to the Camp’s house. Once, when Ronald and I were on this path, 
we heard a whipping sound. We scanned the area to locate the origin of the noise. There 
curled around a bush was a coach whip snake, thrashing its tail. In this same general 
area there was a grape vine, which we loved to grab, run a few steps and then soar across 
the creek as we held tightly to the vine. One day when I was sick, my siblings were 
playing at the creek on the grape vine. I slipped out of bed in my pajamas and went to 
play with them. (I must not have been too sick!) As I grasped the vine to sail across the 
creek to join my sisters and brother, I lost my grip and fell into the creek. Imagine 
Mother's surprise when I appeared at the back door, all feverish and wet!

Around on Hospital Avenue once lived the MacAfees. When the MacAfees moved, they 
asked us to keep their piano for a short period of time so they would not have to put it in 
storage. This was the first piano we had in our home. It was placed in our (girls') big 
bedroom. What fun it was to have our own music-making instrument! It stood caddie- 
cornered at the end of the room. When 1 was little, I often slipped into the small triangle 
just behind the piano to claim one of my favorite hiding places.

Our beloved friends, Mr. and Mrs. J.P. Camp, bought the MacAfee property and moved in 
with their children - Paul, Helen, Margaret, Dan and Len. What a warm, loving, “fun to 
be with” family! The “great swing" in their woods, by the creek, was a source of 
entertainment for many years. Often Len and Dan would push us as we sat in the cabled 
swing. Flying through the air in a great circle out over the stream, we would squeal 
with pleasure as the breezes filled our faces and the great “swoops” of the swing tickled 
our “tummies!” The Camp girls were members of the Eastern Star and had lovely 
evening dresses and evening bags, which they wore to this Order’s functions. At recital 
time, they generously loaned us these dresses and bags to wear to our piano recitals.

Next door to the Camps was the Frank Brooks family where we got our buttermilk and 
butter. This house had a large pink, running rose that climbed all over its front porch 
columns and trellises. In the spring, it was a beautiful sight and smelled heavenly. The 
Brook's grandchildren, Alene and Harold, lived with them. Alene, who was older than 
Ernie, taught us how to skate and how to smoke rabbit tobacco. She and Harold were 
excellent skaters. At the warehouse they would often skate together and do special 
moves, like figure eights. When they asked people to “crack the whip” with them, only 
the best skaters would join them for the giant curve of the whip. Ernie was good on 
skates; she often skated in their line. I had such a crush on Harold; he could do no wrong! 
Until - one day when he told me that the car cigarette lighter, when red, would not hurt 
me if I touched it. This five year-old innocently put her finger to the lighter and had the 
burning shock of her life. I still remember the pain! After this incident, I no longer had 
a crush on twelve year old Harold. After the Brooks moved, the Lambs rented this house. 
Clinton Lamb was in Gerry’s class at school. Then after the Lambs moved, the 
Pettyjohns resided there. Shortly after the Pettyjohns moved in, a new baby was born. 
Mrs. Pettyjohn had complications with the birth and died. Twelve year old Doris, the 
oldest of five children, took over and helped her father take care of their family. We all 
marveled at her ability to manage this task! Doris was Gerry’s age. We often went by 
and took them to church or we would walk with the Pettyjohn children to school. Mr.
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Pettyjohn worked at night in order to be at home with the baby during the day, while the 
other children were in school.

The Keys lived next to this house. Their house was surrounded by a huge pasture. This 
had been the former property and dairy of Chandler and Verna Caudell. Elizabeth Key 
secretly married Leard Phillips, the taxi driver. The whole town was surprised to hear 
about this marriage at the time of his death. J.W. Key was a handsome, blue-eyed boy 
who joined the Navy during World War II. During WW II, the Keys moved and the house 
was torn down. Hospital Avenue "dead-ended" into Carroll Avenue. Before World War II, 
the property on the left side of Hospital Avenue was open fields and pastures except for a 
rental house across from the Keys.

The "Sandy Road" separated our property from land owned by Mr. Varelas, a Greek from 
Atlanta. He had purchased this property from Mr. Rakestraw and Mr. Sawtell in the late 
1930s. He owned the big "White House" at the top of the hill. This large, white, 
wooden, two-story structure was originally the Officers' Club in World War I at old 
Camp Gordon. Before Mr. Varelas purchased this acreage, the building had been sub
divided into "low rent" apartments. In the center of the building was a huge, indoor gym. 
During World War II, Mr. Varelas turned the building into a restaurant. We never 
entered its premises. (Our family rarely ate out at a restaurant.) However, the 
military service people went to it in droves. We were told that a popular item on the 
menu were watermelon slices, which were served on the screened back porch during the 
summer months. It was Mr. Varelas' pear trees beside the "Sandy Road" that my siblings 
and I sometimes raided. On his property there was an old, run-down trailer where 
elderly Mrs. Byrd lived. Sometimes she would stop at our house for a brief visit. She 
always told us the same stories. She wore several layers of clothes, even in the summer. 
Wiping the sweat from her forehead, she would dramatically tell us of her travels. She 
had been to London where she was introduced to the queen. Holding her long skirt, she 
would show us how she had curtsied to the Royal Highness. We never knew if she were 
fabricating these stories or if they were true. It was rumored that at one time, she had 
"come from money!"

Down Old Stone Mountain Road (our road) lived the Ellers and the Echols. Jane Eller was 
a classmate of mine. Open fields and woods surrounded these two houses. After crossing 
the Buford Highway, Old Stone Mountain Road ran into Shallowford Road and ended. 
Around the curve was the Homer Morris home. He was our milkman and the owner of 
Shallowford Road Dairy. The Morris family was a large one and some of their children 
were best friends with my relatives: Ramath M. and Mother, Dave M. and Herbert, 
Geraldine M. and Helen, Ann M. and Ethelyn, Nancy Ruth M. and Louise. Then there were 
Robbie M., Joe M. and Gordon M. Ann worked at the creamery. She also played the piano 
at our church. Nancy Ruth married my great-uncle, Herman Sheffield. Mrs. Morris had 
a boarding house and was known for her marvelous cooking skills. Getting to go there for 
a meal was a gastronomical treat! On their front lawn, Mr. Morris pruned and shaped 
the shrubs into sofas and chairs - lovely, green creations. This home was always full of 
love, laughter and fun. What a wondetiul family!

Shallowford Road crossed Chamblee-Tucker Road. It was down this rural road that the 
Daniels, Chestnuts, Joneses, Wrights, Warrens and Hendersons lived. Several of these 
families were related to one another and they all went to our church. Willy and Irene 
(Harrison) Daniel, Mother’s first cousin, had a farm on this road. The Dave Chestnuts 
lived in a lovely, white, framed house surrounded with huge shade trees on a spacious, 
well-kept lawn. Their son, Harvey, was a high school class-mate and friend of Mother's. 
Marguerite was Louise’s friend and Marion was Helen’s friend. Mr. Chestnut was a 
Presbyterian but he would often come with Mrs. Chestnut to our church. The Wrights
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lived just down the road near the Chestnuts. Miss Addie Wright was the oldest of the 
children and was a business teacher at Chamblee High School. She lived up in the woods 
from us. Connie was in Daddy’s Sunday School class.

Peachtree (Warren) Creek flowed between the Wrights and the Warrens. Near this 
creek was a rock quarry. In the fall, this was the gathering place for a 'possum hunt 
social for Daddy's Young People's Sunday school class. Hunting dogs would lead the young 
folks, who held lanterns or flashlights in their hands, into the deep woods. Eventually 
the baying dogs would chase and tree a 'possum. Excited voices would ring out, "We've 
treed one!" It was easy to spot the creature high up in the tree; his frightened eyes 
brightly shone down on ttie victors. The young folks never "bagged" the 'possum. It was 
just fun to tree a 'possum. (Serious 'possum hunters would bag, in "croaker" [burlap] 
or tow sacks, the 'possums and take them home to be cooked for a meal.) Continuing to 
romp through the woods in quest of another 'possum thrilled these young people. When 
they grew tired of hunting, they used their hiking skills to find their way out of the 
woods to the camp fire in the sheltering gorge of the gray, shadowy quany. After eating 
roasted hotdogs and marshmallows, they would sit around the fire and sing. Several of 
these young folks who "were a-courting" eventually married.

The Warrens lived farther down the road. Miss Abbie Warren was our third grade school 
teacher and our Primary teacher at Sunday school. She and her nurse sister, Eva (both 
were spinsters) cared for their father, Mr. John T. Warren, until his death. Being fond 
of the Jameson children, this family invited Ernie, Gerry and me to stay a few summer 
days with them on their farm (I was about five years old). They did not have electricity, 
running water or indoor plumbing. How novel it was to use lighted oil lamps after dark! 
When we went from room to room, we had to carry a lamp to show the way. The shadows 
on the walls, caused by the flickering flame of the lamp, were both lovely and eerie. We 
drew our water from the well for drinking and bathing. Miss Eva would heat water and 
pour it into the large china wash bowl in the bedroom for us to use for bathing at night. 
On the floor beneath one of the beds was the china bed chamber that we could use during 
the night if it were necessary. After supper, we would play games until we started 
yawning. This was the signal for Grandpa Warren to read a chapter from his Bible to us. 
Then one of the Warren sisters would accompany us to our bedroom to listen to our 
prayers. Pulling a sheet over our small frames, the sister would sit in a rocker near 
our beds until our eyes were closed in sleep.

We awoke in the early morning to the delicious aroma of ham or bacon being fried by 
Miss Eva. One day. Grandpa Warren let us ride with him in his horse-drawn wagon to 
the mill to have wheat and corn ground. It was fascinating to see the mill wheel being 
turned by the flowing water. What a treat it was to watch the wheat and corn being 
ground into flour and meal! The next morning Miss Eva made the most wonderful, whole 
wheat biscuits for breakfast. Miss Eva, being the domestic sister, made all three of us 
swimming shorts out of feed sacks so that she and Miss Abbie could take us to Peachtree- 
Warren Creek to play in the water with the Henderson, Wright, and Chestnut children. 
Miss Abbie read us stories and played games with us during the day. How we loved to go 
to their house!

After I grew up, I taught at Chamblee Elementary School; Miss Abbie was still teaching 
third grade there. She served as my mentor and my friend. I will never forget her 
loving kindness.

After Grandpa Warren's death, Miss Eva and Miss Abbie boarded a widowed nurse’s 
children. This freed the mother to work during the week; she would spend the weekends 
with her children in the Warren home. How fortunate Lucy and Joe Reese were. They
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lived with Miss Abbie and Miss Eva until they graduated from high school. The 
Hendersons lived a few miles from the Warrens. Mr. Henderson drove the school bus for 
Chamblee High School. He and his family were active members of our church. His son, 
Freddie, married Lillian Harwell and they continue to be active in the church. Freddie 
has seen to the maintenance of the Chamblee Baptist Church Cemetery for years. Mrs. 
Chestnut, Miss Abbie, Miss Eva, and Mrs. Henderson were sisters. Mrs. Charlotte 
(“Bubbles") Chestnut, our school librarian, lived on Tucker Road, too. During my high 
school years, this road was well traveled to Tucker High School, our arch rival in sports 
events!

Turning around, we went back to Shaliowford Road; then to Old Stone Mountain Road, past 
my "home place." We crossed New Peachtree Road, went up the “rocl^ road" and over 
the railroad tracks at the water tank "up to Chamblee." (We always said we were going 
ilj2. to Chamblee.) At the corner of Old Stone Mountain Road and Peachtree Road was 
Brogden's Service Station and Garage (on the left) and the blacksmith’s shop (on the 
right), both establishments faced Peachtree Road. The shop was painted barn red and had 
a vine, Trumpet-Creeper or Cow-ltch Vine, growing on its wooden sides. In the 
summer, the vine’s deep reddish-orange blooms were a beautiful sight. Early in the 
1930s, this was a busy shop. I can remember passing the building with its “on-going 
fire” and seeing the mules and horses being shod by the blacksmith. Horses and mules 
had to have shoes made for them out of hammered iron or steel; these were placed on the 
bottom of the horse’s feet - thus, the “clippety-clop” sound of the horses' feet was 
heard when they trotted or walked. The shoes made it possible for the horses to carry 
heavy loads. I can still visualize the tongs of the "smithy" as he lifted the pieces of hot 
iron out of the fire. Placing them on the anvil, he used the hammer to weld and shape 
the metal into one piece - showering chips of hot, glowing metal fell to the dirt floor. As 
more and more animal-drawn wagons were replaced by the automobile, this business 
slowly died and, in Chamblee by the late 1930s, it no longer existed. (An old practice 
was to hang a horse shoe over one's door - to bring good luck. When our children were 
small, we lived in Mountville, Georgia. A horse shoe was found in an "out building" on 
our premises. We brought it with us to Auburn, along with some old keys that had been 
found in the attic of our old house. Twelve-year-old Michael took a piece of scrap wood, 
painted it dull red and mounted this horse shoe and the keys on it. This ornate plaque has 
hung over our sofa for many years as a reminder of our Mountville home - and to bring 
us good luck.)

A vacant lot was beside the black-smith shop, and next to this lot was Mr. Carl Wallace's 
Bowling Alley and Ice House. When Ronald was a youngster, he worked at the bowling 
alley, setting up pins. Across the road lived the Hudgins, Wallaces and Johnsons. Adams 
Road, a very short lane on the left-side of Peachtree Road, was where the Adams and the 
Fred Drake families lived. Next to the bowling alley was the old Blanton house, which 
had been divided into apartments. Martha and Raymond Chatham were among its early 
tenants. Later, it became Marchman's Funeral Home. Mama Hyde's funeral was directed 
from there. "The Blanton House Antiques" (store) now fill its rooms with wares of yore. 
Next door to the Blanton House was Grandpa (Benjamin T.) Sheffield’s home. Roy Lee, 
Grandpa's son, built the small white house next to his father's. A few years later, Roy 
Lee built a larger house for his family, just beyond Grandpa's pasture. Roy Lee's 
brother's family - Herman, Nancy Ruth (Morris) and Nancy Lee Sheffield moved into 
the small house next to Grandpa's. One summer when I was about twelve years old, I 
baby-sat with Nancy Lee while her mother worked at the beauty shop as a “beauty 
operator” (the term used in those days for a hair dresser). Nancy Lee contracted 
whooping cough, which I caught. I almost coughed “my head off” that summer!
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Across the road from Grandpa Sheffield's home, stood the house where I was born 
(October 10, 1930). Through the years several families lived in this house. The Frank 
Taylors were among the last to reside there. Their daughter, Catherine, was my beloved 
classmate for eleven years. Across and just down the road was Roy Lee's newly built 
brick house, which was next to Aunt Flora's fenced vegetable garden. Today, Roy Lee's 
house is an antique shop, "End Of The Road." Many softball games were played by my 
siblings and me, our Sheffield cousins, and other neighborhood friends in Grandpa's 
“pasture-lot.” Running parallel behind this property was the double-tracked Southern 
Railroad. We had a path from our house, which led through the woods by the old vacant 
warehouses and over the railroad track to Peachtree Road. It ended near my Uncle 
Herbert’s house. This dirt path was well packed from our feet as we made our way, to 
and fro, to see our friends and relatives on Peachtree Road.

Ruth and Roy Lee’s home was one of our favorite places to visit. If those walls could talk, 
they would tell of the many happy times we had there with Betty Ruth, Billy and Roy. 
We churned milk into butter, folded weekly church bulletins in Roy Lee’s print shop 
(located just behind their house), played ball in the “cow-lot”, and spent many hot, 
fun-filled, summer nights in the upstairs bedroom of Betty Ruth’s! The Ouija Board 
sent us into gales of laughter as we eagerly awaited the answers to our questions. The 
Ouija board was a game board marked with words, letters of the alphabet, or other 
characters. Another small pointer board was used to rest the players' fingers on. 
Questions would be addressed to “Ouija.” The small board would "mysteriously" move 
and point to letters or words to give us an answer on the big board. Silly questions were 
asked, such as: Who loves Frances? How many children will Betty Ruth have? Who will 
Gerry marry? What color will Billy’s babies be? We also played the card games, Old 
Maids and Authors. Old Maids had cards in the deck that matched and then there was the 
one dreaded Old Maid card. As each person drew a card from the next person’s hand, he 
tried to make a match. If one was dealt the old maid, he would desperately hope that 
someone would draw it from his hand. When one could make a match, one put the two 
cards down. When all of the cards were down, the one left holding the lone old maid card 
lost and was the “Old Maid.” Authors was composed of pictures of famous authors of 
children’s classic works. There would be four pictures of each author. Drawing cards 
from players, one would eventually draw all four cards of an author - thus a book. This 
book would be put down on the table by the player. When all cards were matched, the 
player with the most books was declared the winner. We skated together at the empty 
warehouses, and rode our bikes all over the town with these cousins. Ernie was not 
always a part of this "cousin group" since there was not a cousin in this family who 
matched her age. Sharing the same ages and classes at church and school were Ronald and 
Roy, Gerry and Betty Ruth, Billy and me. For several years, we were inseparable. We 
remained good friends and playmates until this family moved to the west-end of Atlanta 
in 1946 to be closer to Roy Lee’s printing business. By then, little Bobby, a late baby, 
had joined their family ranks. Billy was my sweetheart when we were in the first grade 
at Chamblee School. One day when we were sitting in the reading circle, without any 
warning, Billy got up from his seat, came over to my chair, and kissed me on the cheek! 
But, after first grade, we were just good, good friends! Ruth was a wonderful mother and 
did not seem to mind if we were under-foot at her house. She made delicious fresh 
tomato sandwiches and her Blackberry Jam Cake was “out of this world.” At our family 
reunions everyone wanted a piece of her cake and there was not a crumb left to take 
home; it would be gone before we had finished gnawing our first fried chicken "drum 
stick!" What fond memories I have of this family and of the good times we had with them 
in their home, at church, at school, and in dear old Chamblee!
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Across the road from Roy Lee's was Irvindale Farms and Dairy owned by Papa Hyde, 
Later, Papa Hyde sold Irvindale to Dick Hull. After Mr. Hull moved the operation into 
Atlanta, this farm was unoccupied for several years. Uncle Ben, unsuccessfully, tried to 
re-open a dairy; the barn and buildings caught fire from a wood’s fire and were 
destroyed. The present-day Chamblee city hall, post office, police station and other 
buildings on Peachtree Road occupy the land of the old Irvindale Farms. Broad Street is 
also on old Irvindale property. There is an Irvindale Drive in this area.

Aunt Flora’s vegetable garden separated her property and Roy Lee's. She was Mama 
Hyde’s older sister and the daughter of Grandpa Sheffield and his first wife. Aunt Flora 
was married to Frank Harrison. Uncle Frank was a splendid carpenter. Their house is 
described earlier in this chapter. Today it houses the antique store, "The Way We 
Were." Mother liked to go to Aunt Flora’s when the figs got ripe. Aunt Flora would let 
her pick and eat this delicious fruit to her “heart’s content.” In return, Aunt Flora 
would come to our woods to get Black Gum twigs, which she made into snuff brushes. 
Mrs. Grant and her son, Ernest, lived next door to Aunt Flora and Uncle Frank. The two 
block houses that Uncle Jerd Anderson built for Papa Hyde and himself were next. 
Marvin and Ramath (Hyde) lived in the first one until their new home was built on 
Dunwoody Road. Then it was rented to various tenants, including Ann and Edgar Pinson. 
Uncle Ben (Hyde) and Mona lived in Papa Hyde's block house until they built on 
Dunwoody Road, near the school. Herbert (Hyde) and Cora Lee were its next tenants. (I 
baby-sat a lot with their children - Jerry, Jimmy, and David.) Others who later lived 
in this house were Ethelyn (Hyde), Quentin Conway, Judie and baby Jan, and my sister, 
Ernie (Jameson), her husband, Jim Wills, and baby Cathy.

Across the road from these houses lived Guy, Maude, Mary and Frances Tilly. I was 
named for Frances. Jimmy and Robbie (Morris) Dendy lived in the former Charles 
Harrison house, which was next to the Tilly's. Later it became the home of Sara 
(Pierce) Drummond Chafin and her family. The Webbs lived in the brick house next to 
the Chafins. "Gay-Gay," Ruth Sheffield’s mother, moved into this house after the Webbs 
left Chamblee. The Ben Pierce family lived in the house that my grandfather, Ed Hyde, 
built when he first moved to Chamblee. He sold it to the Pierces when he built his new 
home across the railroad tracks on New Peachtree Road in 1929. The Pierces still own 
this lovely house.

The big two-story home of the Albert Blantons was across the road from the Hyde-Pierce 
House. Albert was the brother of Euliss Blanton who lived next door to Grandpa 
Sheffield. Albert was a watch repairman. He and his wife, Lizzie, were dear friends of 
Mama and Papa Hyde’s; their daughter, Daisy, was one of Mother’s best friends. The 
Blanton house burned when I was a child. Alene (Blanton) Kelly and her husband lived in 
a small house on this property for a while. Later, Ruth (Blanton) and Rufus Thomas 
built on part of the Blanton property and lived there for many years. Just down from 
the Blanton’s was railroad-owned property. On it stood two small gray section houses, 
where railroad men lived when they were repairing tracks. Later, this was sold to a 
private party and a house was built that Lt. Leonard Card and his family lived in for 
several years. They moved to Chamblee during World War II from the Panama Canal 
Zone. Jean, a very intelligent girl, was in my class and became one of my good friends. 
It was exciting to hear her talk about the famous Panama Canal. Her U.S. Marine 
brother. Dale, dated Ernie when he would come home on leave. Across the road was the 
pasture where Papa Hyde’s first dairy once stood. This was the dairy in which Mother, 
in her teen years, spent many working hours.
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Down from it, on the same side of tiie road, was the Methodist Church Parsonage, the 
Prospect United Methodist Church and its vast cemetery. According to Garrett,"'®^ 
Prospect Methodist Church, the second church to be built on Old Peachtree Road (Nancy 
Creek Primitive Baptist Church was the first) was founded in 1826. The charter 
members of this church built a split-log building in which to worship. Some of the 
early members were the families of Stephen Tilly, John M. Riddling and Mr. Ballinger. 
Many of the area’s pioneer citizens were Methodists. In its vast cemetery lie Jesse H. 
Adams, Asa Brasewell, J.W. Buchanon, J.B. Davidson, James S. Elliot, George M. 
Flowers, Ewell C. Hardman, William McElroy, Joseph Stewart, Isham Stovall, J.W.F. 
Tilly and Samuel House. Samuel House is buried in an unmarked grave. My friend and 
cousin, Nancy Sue Hyde, went to this church. I remember going to a summer Vacation 
Bible School there, led by Mary Walker and Ruth Mendenhall. We had so much fun 
learning songs, hearing stories and doing crafts. Nunny told me recently that she used to 
be jealous of my being a Baptist because we were always memorizing scripture and 
attending organizations that they did not have - Sunbeams, G.A.'s (Girl’s Auxiliary), 
R.A.’s (Royal Ambassadors for Christ), Y.W.A.'s (Young Women’s Auxiliary), and
B.Y.P.U (Baptist Young People’s Union), later B.T.U. (Baptist Training Union). I envied 
her because she didn’t have to go to church so much! “The pasture is always greener on 
the other side!” Across the road from the Methodist Church were their camp grounds. 
In the summer, a tent would be erected in this wooded grove and they would have a two- 
week revival - "a tent meeting." Before the "tent meeting" era, they would build a brush 
arbor and hold summer revival services in the open air. How we loved to go to tent- 
meetin’ services! Hearing the night sounds and feeling the gentle evening breezes as we 
sang the old hymns and listened to the “shouting preacher” made this a special worship 
service. Every year there would be a barbecue dinner on these grounds. Some of the 
church men would stay up all night cooking the pork in the deep, barbecue pit where red 
embers, slowly, glowed. Big black iron pots filled with delicious Brunswick Stew hung 
over beds of hot coals. The next day, the long picnic tables were filled with barbecue, 
Brunswick stew, boiled corn on the cob, cole slaw, potato salad, pickles, white "loaf-a 
bread," and countless homemade pies and cakes. Wash tubs filled with lemonade and tea 
were nearby. What a feast! Many townspeople came to eat, to socialize and then to 
worship together.

At the edge of the Prospect Methodist Church Cemetery, North Peachtree Road runs into 
Peachtree Road. This road should have been named Pierce Road or Dairy Road. Living on 
the first few miles of this road during the 1930s, 1940s, and 1950s were many of the 
Pierces. The George Pierce family, who owned George Pierce Clothing Store in Atlanta, 
were on the right, in a large white wooden house. They were active members of the 
community. Just down from them, on the left, was the C.T. Chatham family - Mrs. 
Chatham was a Pierce before her marriage. They owned Chatham’s Dairy, which was 
behind their house. The Chathams were members of our church and we used to visit 
them often. Betty Sue and Ernie, Bill and Gerry, Joanne and I were near each others ages 
and we were good friends. There were several older children - Helen, Frances, Pierce, 
Harley, George and Raymond. Across the creek was the W.O. Pierce family. "Mr. W.C.” 
owned W.O. Pierce’s Dairy, which stood beside his home. After his wife died, he 
married a Mrs. Tyler who had a son, Redmond. Redmond was in Gerry’s class and they 
were good friends. "Mr. W.O.” built a lovely brick mansion for his new wife. After his 
death, this estate became a Florence Crittendon Home for Unwed Mothers. The P.E. 
Pierce family, owners of P.E. Pierce’s Dairy was across the road from "Mr. W.O.’s.” 
Bertie Lou (Harrison) Pierce, Mother’s first cousin, was married to Paul Pierce; their 
childreh were our church and school friends. Jimmy and I were in the same class in 
school. Ernie and Edwin were the same age. Vivian was just a little older. Ben Pierce,

Garrett, Vol. I, op. cit., p. 69.
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Mrs. Chatham, W.O. Pierce and Paul Pierce were brothers and sisters. I do not know if 
George Pierce was a relative of theirs. Others I remember living on this road were the 
Porters, the Lathams and Dick Evans, who remodeled our house in 1938.

Back on Peachtree Road, where North Peachtree Road ends, was the Edwards' family 
home; they also went to our church. Harold ("Snip") was one of Ernie’s (Navy) 
boyfriends: Farris and Edith were Gerry and Ernie's friends. After the Edwards moved, 
this house became the home of the Bettis family. Rosella Bettis was a “star” student of 
Miss Addie Wright’s in high school. After Rosella graduated from high school, Miss Addie 
helped finance a beauty course for her and then loaned her the money to set up a beauty 
shop in the Bettis home. Soon after this, Rosella met and married Woody Malone, who 
was a M.P. (Military Police) at Lawson General Army Hospital. Woody later became the 
mayor of Chamblee and served in this post for thirty-two years. Daddy served on the 
city council in the 1950s under him. During Woody’s city administration, in 1979, the 
long over-due railroad underpass, which Daddy vocally spearheaded in the 1950s, was 
completed at the old water tank site! Woody and Rosella bought Mama Hyde’s lovely old 
home on New Peachtree Road in 1953. After Woody’s death, Rosella continued to live 
there for a few years. In the late 1980s, she sold this estate and a Chinese Shopping 
Mall was built on this beloved piece of property.

Across the road from the Bettis family, on Peachtree Road, was the Phillips family - 
“Shorty” (Lance), his wife and their children - J.W., Leard and Ruby. "Shorty" and his 
sons were local taxi drivers. Ruby worked at Rosemary Creamery as a butter wrapper; 
she was also in Daddy’s Y.P.'s Sunday School class. When Leard died, I remember 
“sitting-up” with his body one night. The custom, back then, was to bring the embalmed 
body back to the home for a couple of days before the funeral. Friends, neighbors or 
church members (rotating shifts) were there to sit in the room with the corpse (night 
and day) until the funeral service was held. Food was provided by friends and relatives 
during this period of mouming. I must have been about thirteen years old when I sat for 
a shift with Daddy, my uncle Herbert and other church members.

Others, whom I remember living on this stretch of Peachtree Road, were the Smiths, the 
Martins, the Gays and, just past the Prosperity Presbyterian Cemetery, Miss Olla Lowe. 
The Presbyterian church moved to Doraville in 1871, but their burial ground remained 
at the site of the old church. Ola Lowe taught me how to play the hymn, "At Calvary," on 
the piano. Spinster Ola reared her niece Mildred Lee. After Mr. T.F. Dyer's wife died, he 
married Ola and she sold her property. It was there at Lowe’s Crossing that Peachtree 
Road crossed the railroad tracks and passed the tiny, automatic telephone exchange of the 
1930s; the road ran past three houses that were, at some time, occupied by the Pounds, 
the Epps and the Grover Sheffields. New Peachtree Road merged with Peachtree Road 
near the Grover Sheffield home.

The city limit sign for Doraville appeared a few yards from this intersection. Family 
friends in Doraville were the McElroys, Dodgens, Smiths, Pounds, Leslies, Epps, 
Flowers, Wares, Hobsons and Hansards. Doraville was a sleepy, rural town by the 
railroad tracks. It is here that the Associate Reformed Presbyterian church, once old 
Prosperity Presbyterian Church, is located. The Methodist and Baptist Churches in 
Chamblee and the Presbyterian Church in Doraville always worshipped together on the 
fifth Sunday of each quarter of the year. The church meeting place was done on a rotating 
basis. Sometime during the late 1930s, this joint service ceased. I remember thinking 
that the Methodist and the Baptist services were similar because we sang the same 
hymns; the Presbyterian hymns were unfamiliar. At the Presbyterian church, a reed, 
pump-organ was their musical instrument, rather than the piano. In the middle 1940s, 
Plantation Pipe Line built storage tanks at the north edge of Doraville. It was at this
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time that the Hobson family moved to our area. Mr. Frank Hobson was the manager of 
this huge oil storage tank installation. Barbara was in my class and was a good friend. 
Elaine, her little sister, was a good friend of Ronald’s. Peachtree Road, running parallel 
with the railroad tracks, meandered through this quiet little town, past the few stores 
and the church.

On the outskirts of Doraville, we passed old Dr. Ed Flowers home. Just beyond this, on 
the left-hand side. Flowers Road crossed the railroad and entered Peachtree Road. This 
was the road that took us past the entrance of the Plantation Pipeline and, which 
eventually ran into Winter's Chapel Road. Turning right, we soon passed Winter's 
Chapel United Methodist Church. Just beyond the church was Aunt Mae and Uncle Newt 
Miller’s property. Many happy hours were spent at this farm during my childhood. We 
referred to our visits as “going to the country” because this was very rural - dusty or 
muddy (depending on the weather) dirt roads, rolling farm land, no electricity or 
running water.

Back on Peachtree Road, north of Doraville and the Pipeline property, we would come to 
the Hansard home and Hansard’s Store. The Hansards attended our church and Charlie 
was in Daddy’s Young People's Sunday school class. Reba and Charlie were good friends of 
Helen and Louise’s. Charlie worked at the telephone exchange in Chamblee, which was 
directly across from my child-hood home. In Mother and Daddy’s later years, Charlie 
came over and installed an old, supposedly discarded, phone for Daddy in our upstairs 
room where Daddy did all of his secretarial work for the Masonic Lodge. (Our daughter, 
Melanie, now has this antique telephone.) Past Hansard’s Store, Peachtree Road ran into 
the Buford Highway.

This was also where the DeKalb/Gwinnett County lines met and where the Old Indian 
Trails, Hightower and Peachtree, once crossed. As far as I am concerned, this was the 
end of the Peachtree Road that I knew, traveled and loved. But it did not end there. Old 
Peachtree Road continued on through Norcross and beyond. Today on Interstate 85, in 
this general area, there is a sign directing one to Old Peachtree Road. This must be the 
Peachtree Indian trail that ran from Old Fort Daniel to Old Fort Peachtree - the route of 
the original Peachtree Road. According to Garrett, "Peachtree Road originated during the 
War of 1812 as a military trail on a high ridge between Fort Daniel, in what is now 
Gwinnett County, and Fort Peachtree, some thirty miles to the southeast. When DeKalb 
County was established in 1826, its government maintained the old trail as a public 
road."''®5 Celestine Sibley humorously wrote," ... some people thought that Peachtree 
Road went straight to New York City and ended there!"''®®

To the reader: You have traveled with me from 1930 to the 1950s on Peachtree 
Street/Road. By now you are probably thinking, and, rightly so, everything that's ever 
happened in Atlanta, Garden Hills, Buckhead, Brookhaven, Chamblee, and Doraville had 
some connection with Peachtree Street/Road. Peachtree Road will be forever etched in 
my memory as my first address and as the most famous road I have ever known and loved.

Epilogue of Seasons on Peachtree

Sensing that I needed to drive the entire course of modern-day Peachtree Street/Road, 
my husband Kenneth kindly obliged on a Sunday morning, early in 1996. Realizing that 
every day brings change, some of what I have written is already passe.

^®® Garrett, Vol. I, op., cit., pp. 11-18.
i®6 Sibley, op. cit., p. 18.
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A few months later, accompanied by our friend, Wayne Daniel, we took a walking tour of 
downtown Atlanta. We met Wayne at Georgia State University where he taught for many 
years. He, acting as our guide, introduced us to the present-day, downtown scenes of this 
big city. As we rambled up and down the streets that were once familiar to me, I found 
that I was a stranger in "my old home town!" Seeing an existing building of long ago 
thrilled me as I tried to grasp the many changes that have taken place during these fifty- 
odd years that I have lived away from Atlanta. What an exciting adventure that walk 
turned out to be!

During the 1996 Summer Olympics, we traveled by Marta with our daughter Melanie to 
downtown Atlanta where we visited Olympic Park and walked beside sections of Peachtree 
Street, in and around Woodruff Park.

From these three visits, my writings will try to convey what I observed in the heart of 
Atlanta and along Peachtree Street/Road in the late 1990s, as opposed to the years 
1930-1951. If I err, just set it right in your mind. Researching, from Auburn, 
Alabama, the history of Peachtree Street/Road has been fascinating. I looked at old and 
current maps and read other author's accounts of this area. From these materials and 
from a few current visits on Peachtree Street/Road, I have become familiar with some of 
the changes that have occurred along this famous thoroughfare in the last few decades. 
Having a "love affair" with "Peachtree" as far back as I can remember, it is my earnest 
desire to share my passion for this street/road and its by-ways as I continue to write 
about "Seasons on Peachtree."

Automobile seat belts were unheard of in 1930-1951. Today I invite you, the reader, to 
"buckle up" and ride twenty-eight miles with us on my beloved "Peachtree!" Or put on 
those comfortable walking shoes and stroll with us in downtown Atlanta as we view the 
Peachtree of today! Be prepared for a few nostalgic stops along the way. Ah, Memories!

Driving in from the west side of the Atlanta metropolis, I prime myself for this 
“memory-filled" journey. As we approach Atlanta's William B. Hartsfield International 
Airport, (now Hartsfield/Jackson InternationalAirport) I scan the skies and see several 
jumbo jets either entering or leaving this large air terminal. I remember when it was 
Candler Air Field; and, through the years, I have watched its transformation from a 
relatively small airport to one of the largest, busiest, architecturally-sophisticated air 
terminals in the world.

As we zoom along Interstate 85, the Atlanta skyline looms before us; familiar buildings I 
knew in my youth lie in the shadows of the modern skyscrapers. The early morning 
sunbeams dance on the Georgia State Capitol's gold dome. It plays "hide-and-seek" with 
my eyes as I look for it among the tall buildings that now surround it.

To the right, we pass Turner Stadium, which was built "to the tune of" $225,000,000 
for the 1996 Summer Olympic games.^®^ Some of the track and field events and the 
opening and closing ceremonies of the 1996 Olympic Games took place there. Turner 
Field became the home of the Atlanta Braves Professional Baseball Team. Controversy 
over the name chosen for the new stadium was rife. Some thought it should be named for 
Hank Aaron, the mighty slugger at the bat, but Ted Turner, owner of the Braves since 
1976, won this honor. Next to Turner Field, in 1996, is the Atlanta-Fulton County

Atlanta Journal /  Constitution. Tuesday, July 2, 1996, p. H 6, 'W alking Tour. Special 
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stadium, once the home of the Atlanta Braves. In 1997, It was razed and a parking lot 
replaced It. Braves fans prior to 1997 - Including our children - are left with poignant 
memories of the games and of the famous players, including Hank Aaron, whom they saw 
play on this former field. Faint memories of the minor league Atlanta Crackers "come to 
mind." The Crackers left their beloved Ponce de Leon Park to play their last game 
(1965) at the new, Atlanta-Fulton County Stadium. The major league Atlanta Braves 
played their first game at the new Atlanta-Fulton County Stadium in April of 1966. 
Mayor Ivan Allen, Jr.'s motto was "Forward Atlanta!" And forward It was with Atlanta 
sports in the 1960s. The Atlanta Falcons came to play Pro-football and the Omni was 
built for the Atlanta Hawks' Pro-basketball games. Ten years later in 1976, Ted Turner 
bought the Atlanta Braves.''®® Hockey also made the sports scene. The Omni has been 
torn down and replaced with Philips Arena. One last thought as we speed past the 
Atlanta-Fulton County Stadium: it was here in 1995 that the Atlanta Braves won the 
World Series Baseball Championship. I am reminded of another motto of Mayor Allen's, 
"Atlanta is a city too busy to hate!" His efforts to create racial unity were significant.^ ®9

In the distance, to the right, is the Atlanta University Center, which includes six 
universities of higher learning: Atlanta University, Morehouse College, Spellman 
College, Clark College, Morris Brown College, and Gammon Theological Seminary. These 
originated as black institutions; they still attract a majority of black students. Close 
cooperation between these schools has provided the best facilities for blacks in higher 
education than anywhere else In the w o r l d . T h e  Herndon House lies in the shadows of 
these colleges. Alonzo F. Herndon, black founder of the Atlanta Life Insurance Company, 
heavily endowed these institutions, as have other philanthropists. Since integration, 
Atlanta's black leaders have come to the forefront.

To the left is Grady Memorial Hospital; it continues to be an important teaching hospital 
for Emory University Medical School's doctors and students as they care for the city’s 
sick. This hospital was built in 1892"'®'' and was named for the famous Atlanta 
Constitution newspaper founder editor, Henry W. Grady, the New South's prophet, who 
was known for his speeches advocating unity after a destructive Civil War. As a 
spokesman for worthy causes, he strenuously urged the officials of Atlanta to build a 
municipal hospital for those who were unable to pay for services. After delivering his 
famous Boston speech on "The Race Problem in the South," he became ill with a cold, 
which developed into pleura-pneumonla. He died at his home on December 23, 1889 at 
the age of thirty-eight. It was said by one of his colleagues that Grady had died "literally 
loving a nation into peace."i92 Henry Grady, a giant in his profession, would be gratified 
to know that his dream of a municipal hospital came true and that this hospital still 
serves as one that cares for the indigent, as well as for patients who can pay. (My 
grandfather. Papa Jameson, died at Grady Memorial Hospital on June 5, 1920.)

Crouched among the skyscrapers; yet, pushing its way toward the sky, is a cross-topped, 
church spire with neon letters on the steeple, which reads, "Jesus Saves." That was the 
former Baptist Tabernacle Church.

In the same area is seen the sign. Sweet Auburn Curb Market. This was the site of the ofcl 
Municipal Curb Market where Daddy's friend, Mr. Johns, purchased fruits and

■'®® Garrison, op. cit., pp. 147-150.
1®® Ibid., p. 141.
19° Miller, op. cit., pp. 232-233.

Garrett, Vol. II, op. cit., pp. 257-260. 
192 Ibid., pp. 200-201.
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vegetables for his restaurant. It was this same Mr. Johns who, when selling his 
restaurant and disposing of its contents, sold Daddy several items - including the little 
stool that I have in my possession. It must date back to the late 1800s. I also have one of 
the “ice cream" tables and chairs that were in his restaurant. They too are old. The two 
"Mr. John's* items that we children liked best were the pinball machines from his 
restaurant. One was manually operated and the other was electric. Daddy put these 
machines in our daylight basement. What fun we had playing on the pin-ball machines 
with our friends!

Leaving 1-85 at Exit 92, we see the Georgia Archives building, on the right. Many hours 
have been spent there researching family genealogy. Curving around the exit ramp, we 
drive, via Fulton Avenue, to Capitol Avenue. (As of 2004, the Georgia Archives has been 
moved to nearby Clayton County.) Going north, we pass the Georgia State Capitol. Once, 
when we lived in Georgia, we took our children, Michael and Melanie, to tour their state 
capitol. What a history lesson!

On the corner of Martin Luther King Drive and Capitol Avenue is the Church of the 
Immaculate Conception. Because Father Thomas O'Reilly, in 1864, was brave enough to 
confront General Sherman and his Union Soldiers, this church and other churches close 
by were saved from being burned on Sherman's famous "March to the Sea." From that 
era, only this Catholic church and Central Presbyterian Church continue to be active 
churches in this area.

Taking a left onto Martin Luther King, Jr. Drive, we make our way to Peachtree Street at 
Five Points. A quick scan of the scene makes the writer bluntly realize that it would be 
impossible to absorb "with one visit by car" the many changes that have taken place in 
this area since 1951! Speed, traffic, and thought processes would not allow it! 
However, we continue our automobile journey up Peachtree Street! I silently resolve 
that I will return to this downtown scene, park the car and walk by foot to observe the 
many changes that have taken place since 1951 in this vicinity.

STOP THE CAR!! I WANT TO GET OUT!! (Later in the year, we took two walks in 
downtown Atlanta. Since things are possible in a manuscript, readers, please allow 
me to share my observations of these walks at this time. Pretend that our automobile 
tour is interrupted; we park and disembark.)

On a lovely autumn day, October 26, 1996, we meet our long-time friend. Dr. Wayne 
Daniel, at Georgia State University for our walking tour. He will act as our guide as we 
see present downtown Atlanta. (President Bill Clinton is in town and some of the area 
that we want to see is roped and boarded off for security. He is to speak at noon in 
Woodruff Park.) Wayne is a retired professor from Georgia State University and has 
spent many years traversing this area. Our tour starts at Georgia State University. 
Walking on the G.S.U. mall, I am astounded at the number of international students we 
are meeting. This school, started in 1913 as an Evening School of Commerce,i®3 has 
mushroomed into a cosmopolitan, esteemed, nationally-known University. We try to 
phone Becky Cain, another dear friend, who works here, but she is not in her office. We 
walk to the Johnny Mercer Museum, housed at this University's Pullen Library. In 
1981, Mercer's widow donated an extensive collection of his works and memorabilia to 
Georgia State University for a museum. Johnny Mercer was born in Savannah, Georgia 
in 1909; through the years he brought honor to his state with his terrific musical 
talent. He won four Academy Awards. Between 1930 and his death in 1976, he wrote

Garrison, op., cit, pp. 157, 158.
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640 songs and the music for 55 of themJ^^ Memories of the music of our youth are 
stirred. We read at the museum that Mercer wrote the lyrics to some of our favorite 
songs of yore - "In the Cool, Cool, Cool of the Evening," "That Old Black Magic," "Moon 
River," "Autumn Leaves," "I'm An Old Cow Hand," "You Must Have Been a Beautiful 
Baby," "Ac-cen-tchu-ate the Positive," "The Days of Wine and Roses," "Laura," "Blues 
In the Night," "G.l. Jive," "Dream," "Jeepers Creepers," etc. Walking by the old Atlanta 
Municipal Auditorium, we are told that this is now a part of Georgia State University, as 
are many other older buildings in the area. Including the upper stories of the old C&S 
Bank Building, now Nation's Bank, where Wayne's office is located.

Walking past the Hurt Building, I am reminded that many years ago, my mother worked 
there for Southern Bell Telephone Company. My brother-in-law, Clarence Cadenhead, 
also worked in this building. We come to the historic Five Points, which once was the 
paved junction of five streets and is now the lovely Woodruff Park. This inner-city 
park has been built with fountains, green grass, gardens, a pavilion, and sculptures; it 
is an oasis in this business district. Daily workers enjoy its beauty during the daylight 
hours and, by night, the derelicts and homeless seek its comfort.

Down the streets that converge at this point are Georgia State University, Hurt Park and 
the Hurt Building, Sweet Auburn Municipal Curb Market, Grady Memorial Hospital, 
Martin Luther King, Jr.'s birth place and Martin Luther King, Jr.'s Memorial Museum. 
The Civil Rights advocate and leader, Martin Luther King, Jr., was born at 501 Auburn 
Avenue in 1929. It was through his tireless efforts that sweeping social reforms 
occurred in our nation. His famous speech, "I have a dream ..." was delivered in 
Washington, D.C. In 1963, he was awarded the Nobel Peace Prize. Tragically, his life 
was cut short by an assassin's bullet in 1968."'35 Nearby is the Presidential Library 
and Museum of former President of the United States, Jimmy Carter (1976-1980). It 
is in the Carter Center, which opened in 1986, that Jimmy and Roselyn Carter continue 
to work for the oppressed people of the world. The church on Luckie Street with the 
neon-sign steeple, once the Baptist Tabernacle, is now the House of Blues. The Police 
Department is located on Decatur Street; that is where my Grandpa Jameson once worked 
as a city detective; he lost his life in the line of duty. He was in the bicycle squad of the 
Atlanta Police Department that was photographed in 1906 in front of this building.''®® 
The Castle Bicycle Company, in 1906, made these Racycles or bicycles. The Georgia 
World Congress Center is where the Georgia Dome is located and where the Professional 
Atlanta Falcons play. State, city and federal buildings stand in this section of Atlanta. 
The old Rich's Department Store is "no more;" all that remains is the front entrance 
facade with the old Rich's clock, which abuts a tall Federal building. The Richard B. 
Russell Federal Building stands on the site of the old Terminal Railroad building 
property. Remaining is the Fairlie-Poplar District - where the beautiful old Healy 
Building and the Equitable Building still stand. Paul Cadenhead once had law offices, 
Nall, Miller, Cadenhead Law Firm, in the Healey Building, in the National Bank of 
Georgia Building and in the Equitable building. The only remaining downtown theater of 
the past, the Rialto Theater, was bought by Georgia State University and is now the Rialto 
Center for Georgia State University Performing Arts and Music School. In 1996, we 
were privileged to hear the Finnish Chamber Orchestra Concert with Mary and Wayne 
Daniel in this restored building. The Rhodes-Haverty Building, built in 1928 (the year 
Gerry was born), now houses the Marriott Inn Hotel. During a 1980's renovation, they

Atlanta Journgl --Constitution. 1998; ‘Johnny Mercer W as Man of Notes.'  by Rheta 
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discovered a Menaboni work of art in the ceiling that had been covered over with sheet 
rock from another era in this grand old s t ructure. " 'There is the Margaret Mitchell 
Square, a mini-park; Centennial Olympic Park is in this downtown area, also. Yes, some 
of the old buildings remain in their regal splendor. The old is mixed with the new as 
Atlanta eternally "pulls-down" and “puts-up" buildings.

Focusing my eyes on Woodruff Park and its surroundings, I silently thank Robert W. 
Woodruff, Atlanta Coca Cola and Trust Company Bank magnate and philanthropist, who 
bought up shabby business blocks to build Central City Park, which was later named for 
him. Woodruff Park.̂ ®® SunTrust Company Bank, once Trust Company Bank of Georgia, 
where Melanie worked in the 1980s, looks out onto the park, as does the old George Muse 
Clothing Company Building (now being renovated to house exclusive private 
apartments). The bronze statue of Henry Grady (1891), the Reconstruction Era 
newspaperman, is seen nearby; and appropriately placed in Woodruff Park is the 
"Atlanta From The Ashes" stately lady sculpture. Is there a memorial plaque or 
monument for Ralph McGill, this era's Civil Rights newspaperman? Race, religion, 
women's rights and other social issues were the topics of his many editorials in the 
Atlanta Constitution Newspaper. He won the 1959 Pulitzer prize for his editorials 
deploring anti-Jewish activity after unknown terrorists bombed the Atlanta Jewish 
Temple on Peachtree Street. McGill wrote, “When the wolves of hate are loosed on one 
people, then no one was safe."^®® (How timely those words are today - 2004.) During 
the Civil Rights period, his editorials strongly advocated social justice for all people. 
The William Oliver Building is located where early Atlanta's Thomas Kile's Store once 
stood. Today's First National Bank and Tower covers the area of early Atlanta's Norcross 
Corners, Jacob's Pharmacy (where Coca Cola was served for the first time) and the 
Peachtree A r c a d e .^ o o  The artesian well of the 1800s lies beneath Woodruff P a r k .^ o i  

Marta's202 route zig-zags through this area of town, blocking and changing old familiar 
routes. (Sam Massell, the first Jewish mayor of Atlanta, organized a movement for a 
modern, state-of-the-art transit system. After Massell's term, Maynard Jackson, the 
first black mayor of Atlanta, was unable to produce this transit system. Mayor Andrew 
Young, the first Southern black congressman since Reconstruction Days, was successful 
in this venture. Governor Jimmy Carter signed the Transit legislation in 1971. 
Metropolitan Atlanta Rapid Transit Authority became a reality. Marta opened in 1979.) 
We walk to the old Rich's site and view the clock and the buildings on the old street. 
Faded signs adorn the sides of older buildings - High's, Kessler's, and McCrory's - all 
long gone!

Nearby, in an obscure setting, is a well kept miniature park at 1 Peachtree Street! 
This is hallowed ground! It was hard to imagine that Hyde-Lowe Shoe Store once stood 
there. A parking deck claims this address today! Remembering "what was" and seeing 
"what is" made the comparison of "the Peachtree Street I knew" and "the Peachtree 
Street of today" a difficult assignment. Walking past the Chick-Fil-A sculpture, I am 
inspired by the inscription on it: "Each person's destiny is not a matter of chance; it's a 
matter of choice. It's determined by what we say, what we do, and whom we trust." by S. 
Truett Cathy, founder of Chick-Fil-A. Pretty sound philosophy! One hundred years ago

The Atlanta Journal - Constitution. March 17, 1990, p. F 2; •Old Mural W as Hidden 
T re a s u re .* by Catherine Fox.
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the Flat Iron Building (1897) was built at 84 Peachtree Street, and today, it still 
causes one to gape at its narrow girth. Not ever having been inside this building, I 
wonder if there is a central hall and if the offices are small and narrow. When the heavy 
winds blow, does the building sway? It is supposed to be the oldest skyscraper, 
predating l^ew York City's version by five years.^o^ At this writing, the Atlanta 
Preservation Center has its headquarters there (1996). The splendid old Candler 
Building has been restored. From the outside it looks lonely and cold, as if it were 
crying out for its former neighboring buildings. As we walk through its lobby, I breathe 
a sigh of gratitude that this building has not met demolition crews. What a grand piece of 
architecture! Upon leaving this building, I no longer think of it as cold and lonely. It is 
a building of strength, character, and history!

The marvelous fountain of flowing water over a wall catches my attention at the entrance 
to "Underground Atlanta." This popular shopping center for Atlantans, tourists and 
convention-goers was once a vital part of old Atlanta. When I was young, this area with 
all of its train tracks was covered by viaducts; the commercial center that I knew was a 
street level above. Today this "old Atlanta" has been reclaimed and has become a posh 
shopping center, a level below Peachtree. Opening in 1969, it failed, but then in 1989, 
it was reopened and has been successful since.^^"  ̂ In "Underground Atlanta" is the Zero 
Mile Post, the center of the city, where the railroad lines once converged in Atlanta, nee 
Marthasville, nee Terminus. Atlanta Heritage Row, a small local history museum, is 
also located in "Underground Atlanta." Behind "Under Ground Atlanta," at 55 Martin 
Luther King, Jr. Drive, is "The World of Coca Cola," a historical museum of the famous 
Atlanta beverage. (This museum is soon to have a new address.)

Glancing toward the Carnegie Library site, I see a modern library building, which has 
replaced the old library. The Hard Rock Cafe and Planet Hollywood certainly are new to 
my eyes, although they have been there for a few years. Continuing our walk on 
Peachtree Street, the Georgia-Pacific Building coldly rises where the old Loew's Grand 
Theater, the old Paramount Theater and the Frances Virginia Tea Room once stood. Why 
is my reaction to these perfectly marvelous architectural feats the same? Is it because I 
miss what I knew?! It is hard to reconcile that change is inevitable. In the Georgia- 
Pacific building is a satellite museum, where folk art and photography is on exhibition 
from the High Museum of Art. Directly across the street is the old Winecoff Hotel. This 
shabby, derelict, old building has a historical marker in front of it that tells about the 
tragic fire in 1946. A chill runs through me as I look at this site and remember that 
fateful day.205 (jhe rumor is that the Winecoff may be renovated into loft apartments.) 
The theater district and the sjJd hotels no longer fill these blocks. Gone are the Winecoff, 
the Piedmont, the Ansley and the Henry Grady Hotels. Gone are the Loew's Grand, the 
Paramount, the Capitol and the Roxy Theaters. Other businesses I knew in the next few 
blocks are also gone: the S&W Cafeteria, F.W. Woolworth's, Claude S. Bennett Jewelers, 
Thompson Boland Lee Shoes, Regensteins, J.P. Allen, Lane Bryant, Cable Piano Company, 
and the Baptist Book Store. But wait! Hooray! Diagonally, across the street from 
Georgia-Pacific smartly stands my favorite old department store, Davison's, now 
Macy's! Something familiar still exists! (Alas! by 2004, this old department store no 
longer exists.)

203 Sguthern Living Magszing. October, 1990, *On Peachtree. The Pride of Atlanta.’ by
Carolanne Gritfith-Roberts, pp. 56-63.

204 Ibid., p. 59.
205 At this time, 2002, the Winecoff is being renovated into apartments.
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The creative prowess of John Portman and Philip Johnson has transformed downtown 
Atlanta, most especially, John Portman's architectural masterpieces! Portman, a 
graduate of Georgia Tech (1950), opened his new architectural firm in Atlanta in 
1953.20® One of the first architects that he hired was our friend, John Street, a 
graduate in architecture from Auburn University. John Street was Portman's "right- 
hand man" for many years. Portman’s first building on Peachtree was the Atlanta 
Merchandise Mart, built in 1961 at 240 Peachtree Street. His next building was the 
blue-bubble, (domed) Regency Hyatt Hotel (1967). At that time, it towered over other 
buildings in the area. The rotating lounge in the bubble was a popular place to meet for a 
drink and to view metropolitan Atlanta from the top. When Portman built Peachtree 
Center,207 his concept that all human needs should be placed within walking distance 
became an architectural reality. Peachtree Center spreads over four blocks filled with 
steel and glass, atriums, fountains, outside glass elevators, aerial walkways, office 
suites, hotels, shops, restaurants and a play ground. At his Westin Peachtree Plaza (73 
stories) in Peachtree Center, he has used great skill and imagination in channeling the 
natural underground spring that wells up beneath the building. Once, plant bedecked, 
narrow, water canals wound artistically through the ground floor setting, creating a 
placid aura. In the year 2000, part of this huge complex was remodeled and the spring 
canals no longer curve through the main floor. They are now harnessed into a wall of 
water at the end of the hotel's main floor. Atop the hotel is a rotating restaurant and 
lounge that is reached by a glass-encased elevator on the outside wall of the tall building. 
Through the years, we have taken guests to this restaurant to enjoy the aerial view of the 
city while we dined. It takes about an hour for the rotating restaurant to make a 
complete circle. Paul Cadenhead's law firm: Hurt, Richardson, Garner, Todd and 
Cadenhead occupied three floors (11, 12 and 13) in Harris Tower at Peachtree Center 
until 1988 when they built their own building at Mid-town. (Since writing this, Paul's 
firm where he is "of counsel," Fellows, Johnson, La Briola, LLP, has moved to Peachtree 
Center, South Tower-Suite 2300, 225 Peachtree Street, N.E.) Where Peachtree Street 
and West Peachtree Street meet, Portman built SunTrust Plaza. In and around all of his 
buildings, there are a number of sculptures. However, the one in front of this building 
received negative reviews from some critics. As we look at this magnificent work of art, 
I am awe-stricken! Inscribed on a marker near the sculpture, Ballet Olympia (1991- 
1992), it tells the viewer that it was conceived and designed by John Portman as a 
tribute to the renowned American sculptor, Paul Manship (1885-1960). Portman 
adapted his sculpture of nude ballet dancers from Manship's three-foot bronze figure. 
Maenad (1953). Portman's graceful dancers hold flowing ribbons in their hands; these 
discreetly shelter parts of the bodies that might be offensive to some viewers. The 
human body is  a work of art! Alas! The small minds of some people! Portman's 
Marriott Marquis and the Ritz-Carlton, with its wood-paneled walls, also attest to his 
architectural genius. Other buildings that he has designed and built are the Renaissance 
Center in Detroit, Michigan; Embarcadero in San Francisco, California; and Marina 
Square in Singapore. Brussels, Hong Kong, Jakarta, Shanghai, and Kuala Lumpur can 
also boast that he has created exceptional buildings there. His influence has had a sizable 
impact on the design of buildings in the world's large citiesl^os

Philip Johnson's 191 Peachtree Tower on Peachtree Street is also a beautiful building. 
This area of Atlanta has become a popular convention center. At International and 
Peachtree Streets, we walk down a block to the Centennial Olympic Park, a twenty-one 
acre park built for the Summer Olympics in 1996. The fountain is in the shape of the

20® Lankevich, op., cit., pp. 63-64.
207 Garrison, op., cit., pp. 169 - 173.
208 Ibid., pp. 169-173.
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Olympic rings and the floor is made of engraved bricks. Alec and Nick, our grandsons, 
have bricks with their names engraved on them in this park. An amphitheater, various 
memorials and sculptures are in the park, including "Tribute," a gift of the Greek- 
American community and "Androgyne Planet," commissioned by Cultural Olympiad and a 
homage to Pierre de Coubertin, founder of the modern Olympics.^os The old Greyhound 
Bus Station is gone; this company has relocated a few blocks away. Coming back to 
Peachtree, we pass the Capital City Club, which continues to be an active club, still 
located in the beige-brick building on Peachtree Street. Ah! Another old landmark 
exists! At the Peachtree Street - West Peachtree Street junction is Hardy Ivy Park, a 
"wee" park named for Atlanta's first permanent settler. There was once a street named 
for him but it has been changed to Peachtree Center Avenue. (Several downtown streets 
that I once knew have been renamed.) In this small park there is a pavilion made from a 
few remains of the outside structure of the old Carnegie Library, which was torn down in 
the late 1970s.2io Here the walking tour ends. The rest of our tour of Peachtree 
Street/Road will be done by car. SO GET IN; BUCKLE UP; LETS GO!

St. Joseph's Hospital, once located a block over, moved to the north side of Atlanta. Its 
building was replaced with hotels and parking lots. But Sacred Heart Catholic Church is 
in its same location and remains an active parish church. Other landmarks in this area 
on Peachtree Street are the old Imperial Hotel, which is getting "a face lift" and will 
become living quarters for city dwellers; the First Methodist Church; St. Luke's 
Episcopal Church at 435 Peachtree; the Medical Arts Building; the Doctor's Building, 
and Crawford Long Hospital. The area surrounding these buildings has drastically 
changed, as has much of the Peachtree Street that I knew. Sections of it are "seedy," 
others are highly commercial; offices, condominiums, shopping centers, MARTA 
Stations, hospitals and churches are strewn along its path. Gone are the old mansions 
that once graced this famous thoroughfare; only a few remain. The old Atlanta Woman's 
Club is presently being restored. Over on West Peachtree Street at Baltimore Place, I 
am pleasantly surprised to see that the first townhouses of Atlanta still stand. They are 
exclusive dwellings with security fences and guards. Rosemary Creamery, Inc. is gone 
and so is the Life Insurance Company of Georgia. Its home office is now located at 5770 
Powers Ferry Road, N.W. Occupying its building is the Kaufmann Clinic. The Varsity 
continues to be a popular place to eat. Just a few years ago, Kenneth and I went there 
with Paul and Sara to eat. The hot dogs and Varsity orange drinks did not taste nearly as 
good as they did when I was a youth! Today one usually goes inside to eat, but there is 
still curb service available.

Georgia Tech's Campus is bustling with activity. Atlanta's efforts to clean up and build 
for the 1996 Summer Olympic Games benefited much of the city. The new dormitories 
that were built on Tech's campus for the athletes are now shared by Georgia Tech and 
Georgia State University students. Tech continues to be an academically, prestigious 
engineering school. A new athletic building near the stadium bears the name of Hugh S. 
Spruill, benefactor of Georgia Tech. On Techwood Drive, the nation's oldest housing 
project has been razed and is being replaced with a mixed-income village. One of the 
original units was salvaged for a museum.^n The Coca Cola Building remains, although 
the headquarters are now in a new tower on North A v e n u e .212 The Biltmore Hotel, at this 
writing, remains boarded up, Jjyl it hasn't been demolished. Perhaps there is still hope 
for its restoration. (Note: As of 2002, the Biltmore has activity in its inner walls.

209 vVaiklng Tour, op., cit., p. H 12. 
2^° Walking Tour, op., cit., p. H 11. 
2'''* Ibid., p. H 12.
2''2 Shavin, op., cit., p. 365.
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Private luxury apartments, ballrooms and offices are being built in this grand old 
building......In 2004 - this work has been completed. Hooray!)

From this Atlanta landmark, we can see the BellSouth Telephone building, 575 West 
Peachtree Street, where the Telephone Museum is located today. Clarence Cadenhead, my 
brother-in-law, was responsible for setting up this museum. The excellent museum 
presents the telephone’s history with attractive displays of telephone equipment used 
since the telephone was invented. I enjoyed looking at the Atlanta area phone books of the 
1930s. Our simple phone number in our Chamblee home was 3161 and Mama Hyde’s 
telephone number was 3171. Rosemary Creamery’s number was Wa. (Walnut) 3491. 
This was an Atlanta exchange number and we had to pay long distant rates to call an 
Atlanta number. When Clarence retired from the telephone company in 1989, he was an 
assistant vice-president at BellSouth Telephone Company.

Restoration of the Fox Theater and the Georgian Terrace Hotel has given the Atlanta 
Preservation Society something to boast about. The $1.8 million dollars that the 
community raised to "save the Fox" was well spent. Today, multiple cultural groups 
perform there. At this writing, the Georgian Terrace building has been restored to its 
original beauty and it houses private businesses and apartments. Atlantans can, once 
again, affectionately refer to it as, “The Grand Old Lady Of Peachtree!"213 A third fine 
old building is being restored in this same location - The Ponce (1913) Apartments.214

Several years ago, I drove down Ponce de Leon Avenue past the old Atlanta Cracker's Ball 
Park and the boarded-up Sears Department Store Complex. Whispers of yesterday filled 
the air! The cracking bats and the cheering fans were almost audible. The abandoned 
brick Sears building across from Ponce de Leon Baseball Park looked forlorn and still - 
too quiet - for this establishment once served scores of people in the South. Tales are 
still told of the many uses of the Sears Roebuck catalog, including being a commodity of 
the “out-house” or “outside-johnny.” I thought that the Sears catalog was a thing of the 
past. This huge catalog sales industry in our area had ceased and little children of today 
have to look at other catalogs to do their Christmas wishing. At Christmas time in 1998, 
I discovered that the Christmas Wish Book, nee catalogue, is still available for a fee and 
small sales catalogues are still circulating in cities around Illinois. And I was also told 
that this same area (Chicago) is where Sears was first established. (Of course, the 
Sears Building Skyscraper is located in Chicago!) As the winds whipped around this 
somber, silent property on Ponce de Leon Avenue, they stirred up memories of a grand 
era that no longer existed in Atlanta except in the minds of some of us oldsters.

In January 1996, Melanie and I rode past this property again. A modern mall, Ponce 
Square, has gobbled up the ballpark property, leaving no trace of this historic sports 
field. Baseball fans of that era will have to read about the Atlanta Crackers and their 
home playing field - Ponce de Leon Ball Park, in books, filed newspapers, magazines and 
microfilms in various libraries. And today on this ride, we find the Sears property has 
been cleaned and remodeled to accommodate Atlanta’s City Hall - East. It glows with its 
restoration and constructive use. Hooray! Another landmark has been preserved!

On our return to Peachtree, we pass the Yaarab Shrine Temple at 400 Ponce de Leon 
Avenue. Daddy belonged to the Shriner’s and spoke with pride of the many good works 
this organization did, especially the Scottish Rite Children’s Hospital and Scottish Rite 
Burn Center. Our son, Michael, inherited his grandfather’s Shrine sword and fez. Little

Martin, Vol. Ill, op., cit., p. 64. 
2’'4 Walking Tour, op. cit., p. H 11.
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Maria had tubes put in her ears and had her adenoids removed at Scottish Rite Children's 
Hospital. She, at five, also had the hole repaired in her ear drum there.

At 224 Ponce de Leon Avenue still remains Mary Mac’s Tea Room. The old restaurant 
still feeds hordes of people its true Southern cuisine. Ernie would have loved this tea 
room because it serves pot liquor (cooked turnip green liquid) by the cup or bowl with 
corn bread. Mary Mac has tried to close several times but her customers will not allow 
this to happen. The late Lewis Grizzard wrote about this eating place in his humorous 
Atlanta Journal syndicated column. Once, a new cook was putting too much sugar in the 
corn bread, but after Grizzard’s hilarious remarks in his column, the recipe was altered 
to taste as it should in the South. Only a pinch or none “a’tall” is allowed in our 
Southern corn bread, sticks, muffins or pones!

The new Nations Bank Building at Peachtree Street and North Avenue is, at present 
(2002), the tallest building in Atlanta. First Baptist Church was sold to BellSouth 
Telephone Corporation. This company will bring thousands of its employees to the 
worl^lace in selected areas of the city. This was announced in January of 1999. This is 
their effort to help remedy the overwhelming traffic problem of this big city. Many of 
these telephone employees will use MARTA, rather than clogging the traffic arteries with 
their automobiles. When the telephone company purchased the First Baptist Church 
property, it offered the sanctuary to the Atlanta Symphony Orchestra as a concert hall. 
This gift was declined by the symphony because of the prohibitive cost to renovate the 
church into a concert hall. At this writing, the church has been demolished and the 
telephone company has built a huge office complex on this site. First Baptist Church has 
relocated in the suburbs of Atlanta, in Dunwoody, Georgia. How strange that a "First 
Church" would move out of the inner city.

Little is left today of the old Tenth Street Shopping Center that I knew. Most of the block 
where Kress once stood has been razed and is ready for new buildings to be erected. The 
old restaurant on Tenth Street that I once patronized on my lunch hour was torn down to 
make way for the building Paul Cadenhead’s 92 member law firm built in 1988 at 1999 
Peachtree Street, First Union Tower, a sixty million dollar, post-modern design by 
Heery Architects & Engineers, Inc. The law firm of Hurt, Richardson, Garner, Todd & 
Cadenhead occupied three floors, 13, 14, 15, in this building until the firm dissolved in 
December of 1992.

The Tenth Street area is now known as Mid-town and has fast become the cultural center 
of the city. Mid-town embraces the Tenth Street area. Colony Square and Ansley Park. 
Tall, unique architecture scrapes the sky in Mid-town; they make a statement that there 
are architectural geniuses at work in Atlanta, Ga. Philip Johnson's One Atlantic Center 
(IBM) is one of the most spectacular buildings in this district. Arson was suspected 
when Margaret Mitchell's "the Dump," located at 979 Crescent Avenue, burned. It has 
been rebuilt and is now a museum. In 1998, we visited this building with Paul and Sara. 
As we walked from the parking lot to Mitchell's home, I looked up to the right and saw the 
old, vacant apartment building of Mrs. Gilbreath's at 952 Peachtree Street/Peachtree 
Place. Focusing my eyes on her former sun porch, I could almost hear a Bach Fugue 
being played on the piano keys in her studio-living room, and I could envision a waiting 
piano student, jilb., sitting on the sun-filled porch that looked out over Tenth Street. 
Many changes have taken place in this area. Some of the changes have afforded us much 
pleasure.

At Colony Square, there are several places I would like to mention. At 1155 Peachtree 
Street is BellSouth Telephone Company’s Campanile Building. This is where our
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daughter Melanie once worked as Director of Executive Education and Director of All 
Management Education (26,000 managers) for the BellSouth Corporation. (As of 2003, 
Melanie's position was eliminated in the paring down of financially-ailing BellSouth. 
She is now Director of Leadership Development at Cox Communications, Inc. in Atlanta.)

Colony Square,2''5 designed by Henry Jova, lies near the hub of Atlanta’s cultural arts at 
the Woodruff Arts Center and the High Museum of Art. The summer of 1996, we were 
fortunate to see "Rings, Five Passions in World Art" at the High Museum of Art. It was 
held in conjunction with the 1996 Summer Olympic Games to emphasize culture as well 
as sports. 7000 years of art from all over the world were on exhibition. Using the 
symbolism of the five Olympic rings, the presentation of these masterworks was in 
categories of five basic human emotions: Love, Anguish, Awe, Triumph, and Joy. It truly 
was an exhilarating, inspirational and emotional viewing experience! The performances 
of the Atlanta Symphony Orchestra, under the direction of Robert Spano, and the Alliance 
Theater plays entertain hordes of people each season.

Diagonally across the street is the Woodruff Arts Center,2i® one of the South’s largest 
art consortiums, which houses the Atlanta Symphony Hall, the Alliance Theater and the 
High Museum of Art. Various offices and restaurants occupy some of the space in this 
huge complex. We have spent many pleasant hours in this cultural center listening to 
good music, seeing marvelous plays or viewing art exhibits of the Masters. The High 
Museum of Art building,^''^ designed by Richard Meier, is a dazzling architectural feat. 
The structure’s many windows allow the ever-changing, natural daylight to filter 
through the many alcoves, stairways, halls and galleries, creating varying changes of 
shadows and intensity of color all during the daylight hours. Therefore, the building and 
its art exhibits never look the same. An aura of artistic beauty is sensed by all who pass 
through this building. The Woodruff Arts Center was built in 1980218 as a memorial to 
the 122 art and music patrons of Atlanta who died in a plane crash in France on June 3, 
1962. This group of prominent Atlantans was on its way home after having viewed 
works of art in European art galleries. A campaign was launched to raise money to 
“create a living, working, producing and teaching memorial to the memory of these 
m e m b e r s . 9 Thus, from tragedy came this marvelous arts complex.

A few blocks away are Piedmont Park and the Atlanta Botanical Gardens. Back on 
Peachtree is the beautiful First Church of Christ Scientist. Continuing northward, we 
pass First Presbyterian Church with its lovely restored Tiffany windows and St. Mark's 
Methodist Church at 781 Peachtree Street.

At this point, I would like to comment about the down-town churches of Atlanta. At one 
time there was a church district for the "First" churches; but as the city grew, these 
boundaries changed and many churches sprang up all over the city. Today, in the inner 
city of Atlanta, there are active churches such as First Presbyterian Church, whose 
mission is to meet the needs of all people who come to their doors. As a result, the 
programs of these churches have expanded to ministering to the homeless with food and 
shelter, delivering meals to the home-bound, providing special services for the college 
students, the internationals, the young professionals, the singles, the parents without 
partners and the senior citizens. Other faithful members, including some descendants of

Siiultjgm Living Magazine. October 1990, op. cit., pp. eo-ei.
216 Sibley, op. cit., pp. 127-128.
217 Ibid., p. 128.
218 Ibid., pp. 126-127.
219 Ibid., p. 127.
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early church members, come to these churches for their excellent programs in music, 
children and youth activities, Bible study, current affairs discussion groups, and social 
welfare activities groups. What is the fate of the down-town churches? Will they 
continue to function as vital missions to the inner city population? Will enough people 
with money attend these downtown churches to support their varied programs? Or will 
many of them, like First Baptist of Atlanta and First Baptist of Chamblee, move out to the 
suburbs where the financially secure people live? What is the true mission of the 
organized church? Only time will tell if these churches in the “ripe mission fields” 
will survive.

Other landmarks on our drive are Rhodes Memorial Hall, the current home of the Georgia 
Trust For Historic Preservation; and at 1601 Peachtree Street is White Columns, the 
WSB-TV studio. (When Michael was four, one of his favorite programs on morning TV 
was "Fun With Fran." A live studio audience of children was used to participate in the 
program’s activities. Children celebrating birthdays were encouraged to write for 
studio tickets. We did, and Michael was on television one moming. At home, he always 
participated in the songs, the Hokey Pokey dance and the stories. But in the studio, he 
chose to observe from a set of steps, which were out of the range of the TV cameras. 
Fortunately for those at home who were watching to see Michael on TV, a cameraman 
briefly focused his camera on Michael. A little boy was seen standing behind some steps, 
and it was obvious that he was not participating with the TV audience that day. So much 
for his TV debut! Michael was waiting for his own live audience of rock music fans when 
he grew up; he gave them plenty of action as they viewed him on his drum throne, deftly 
playing his drums!)

There is Peachtree Christian Church at 1580 Peachtree; and at 1690 Peachtree Street, 
the Atlanta Masonic Temple, once the Jewish Temple. Missing are the lovely old 
Victorian and white-column mansions that were there in 1952. They are "gone with the 
wind" in the guise of progress. Brookwood Station, Atlanta's last operating railroad 
station, stands starkly alone - surrounded by Interstate 85 and Peachtree Street. A few 
yards to the north, Peachtree Street becomes Peachtree Road. Passing Piedmont 
Hospital, we see the growth of this center by the additional buildings on its property. 
This is the hospital where Beth Spruill, my niece, was a patient when she broke her arm 
in a horse-riding accident. The young teen-ager had to wear a "Statue of Liberty" cast, 
which was molded to hold her arm above her shoulder for a period of weeks until the 
bones could mend. How painful that must have been for her! Melanie, our daughter, had 
her gall bladder removed in this hospital recently. And Matthew's little Catherine 
Jameson was born in this hospital in October of 2000. (2004 - this is the hospital 
where my husband had the Radiation Seed Implant Surgery for Prostate Cancer.)

We pass by Garden hills, Covenant Presbyterian Church, Flowerland Florist (it's still in 
business!), the Cathedral of Christ the King, Second Ponce de Leon Baptist Church, the 
Episcopal Cathedral of Saint Philip, numerous condominiums, and - then, trendy 
Buckhead. This area is filled with businesses, shops and scores of gourmet restaurants. 
The old Buckhead theater is now called the Roxy. (Our son Michael's rock music band, 
"Hotel," had a debut performance concert, playing the music from their new M.C.A. 
album at Alex Cooley’s Capri Ballroom, nee Buckhead Theater, at 3110 Roswell Road on 
Thursday, July 19, 1979. This was sponsored by M.C.A. Recording Company. This 
particular evening did not turn out to be too special for Hugh! The theater parking was 
inadequate for the crowd; so, Hugh parked in the lot of another business, even though he 
saw signs saying that this was a private parking lot. During the concert, his car was 
towed away by the police. Winn and Helen drove Hugh and Gerry down to the city police 
garage where Hugh had to pay a stiff fine, plus, towing charges, before he could retrieve
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his car! Surprisingly, Gerry and Hugh continued to be faithful fans of "Hotel" until the 
group “broke up.”)

West Paces Ferry Road has not lost its charm; exclusive homes of the elite continue to 
grace the grand lawns and gardens in this posh section of Atlanta. Chastain Memorial 
Park, once North Fulton Park, still exists and has popular summer outdoor theater and 
musical performances. The Atlanta Symphony Orchestra celebrated its 25th Classic 
Chastain Season Performances at the park in 1998. Buckhead has become the financial 
and legal section of Atlanta - much of this district is on Peachtree Road. Back in 1990, 
Sam Massell, a former mayor of Atlanta and head of the Buckhead Coalition, said, 
"There's almost nothing you can't do on Peachtree. You can be born in Piedmont Hospital, 
then grow up to live, work, shop, and dine on Peachtree. About the only thing we don't 
have is a cemetery."220 (Mr. Massell, there are three cemeteries on old Peachtree Road 
- Chamblee Baptist, Old Prospect Methodist and Doraville Presbyterian!) In Buckhead, 
there are tall office buildings scraping the sky, Lenox Square Shopping Center, and 
Phipps Plaza, which fill acres of what was once a residential area.

Formerly located at 3333 Peachtree Road, just south of Lenox Square in the Atlanta 
Financial Center, in Suite 430, was Fellows, Johnson, & La Briola Law Firm . This firm 
has now moved to downtown Atlanta. Paul Cadenhead, semi-retired, is asociated with 
this group of young lawyers who once worked in litigation with him in his old firm 
before it dissolved. They asked Paul to be a senior partner in their newly formed firm 
but he declined. However, he did consent to be “of counsel” to them. Paul is known all 
over the area as one of the best litigation lawyers in Atlanta. He has been listed in 
“Who’s Who - Best Lawyers in America” several times. One day when I was browsing 
through books at a book store, my eyes fell on a book entitled. The Best Lawyers in 
America.^^'' Picking it up, I thumbed through it to see if anyone from Georgia were 
listed. Paul’s name jumped out at me from a short list of lawyers in the Domestic 
Relations section. He was first on the list. How proud we are of his legal status; he 
deserves all of the laurels given to him for his ability, integrity, and zeal in his 
profession! (2004 - A. Paul Cadenhead was presented on May 26, 2004, the Atlanta 
Bar Association's Professionalism Award. He is the first lawyer to receive all three of 
the Atlanta Bar Association Awards. The ottier two awards are the Leadership Award and 
the Charles Watkins Award - all are highly cherished awards in Atlanta's legal world.)

Passing East Shadowlawn Drive, I am reminded of Grandma Sheffield and Aunt Edith 
Douglas, who once lived on that street. Aunt Edith walked "the straight and narrow road." 
One particular time, after Mother came to live in the nursing home near us in Auburn, 
Alabama, some of her dearest relatives came to visit her. Often her out-of-town 
visitors would be invited out to our home, where she and they could have a private place 
to visit and to have a home-cooked meal. I was teaching school, so if they did not spend 
the night, I would not get to see them. This particular time, Ethelyn, Louise, Cora Lee, 
Aunt Edith and Gerry came for a day’s visit. I prepared lunch for them and left it for 
them to heat and serve. I did not want my older relatives to know that on occasion in my 
adulthood I would drink a glass of wine. After all, I had always heard from my Baptist 
preacher uncles and my pastors that drinking was a sin. That morning before I left for 
school, I checked to see if everything was in order for my relatives’ visit. My eyes fell 
on the wine rack where I had a bottle of wine stored. I hastily grabbed it up and stashed 
it in the cabinet. Kenneth turned to ask me what I was doing, and when I told him that I

^20 Southern Living Magazine. October 1990, p. 63.
221 The Best Lawyers In America, by Steven Naifeh and Gregory White Smith, Harvard 

Law 1977, Perigee Books, The Putnam Publishing Group, N.Y., N.Y., 1983, p. 28.
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did not want Aunt Edith or Cora Lee to see that we had wine in our home and I was putting 
it out of sight. He laughed and said, “Be who you are! Leave it out." But I firmly 
replied, “Oh! No!” and left the wine hidden in the dark recesses of the cabinet. That 
evening, Kenneth arrived at our home before I did. The relatives had come and gone and 
had left a note of greetings and thanks. Chuckling, he pulled the wine out of the cabinet 
and placed It back in the wine rack for “all the world to see!” Then he wrote his own 
note and placed it beside the wine rack. Imagine my surprise when I got home and 
discovered the message near the wine! The note read, “We FOUND it!” (signed) “The 
Devil and Aunt Edith!" (Before her death. Aunt Edith gave all of her great nieces 
something from her home. She gave me a beautiful, small, crystal basket. She was such 
a good person!)

Many side-streets off of Peachtree Road, like Roxboro Road, Peachtree-Dunwoody Road, 
and nearby Highland Avenue, are filled with remodeled older homes. These personality- 
filled abodes have become prime real estate properties. MARTA's zig-zag path parallels 
Peachtree Road. Old Brookhaven is hardly recognizable. The Brookhaven MARTA Station 
has closed some of the streets that once entered Peachtree Road at Brookhaven. North 
Druid Hills Road and Dresden Drive (formerly, Candler Road) have underpasses into 
Brookhaven. Where the old business district of Brookhaven once stood, there is a large 
Kroger Store, some fast-food places and other small shops. The old apartments at 1420 
Peachtree Road have been demolished and Post Properties has built lovely apartments 
there. (Melanie and Becky once lived in the old apartments - the walls were so thin they 
could hear their neighbor's conversations.) Old Forty-Eight Veterans Hospital moved its 
patients to Lawson General Hospital in 1948 and converted its facilities into a 
Tuberculosis Sanitarium. Later the hospital completely closed. Today (2002) the 
DeKalb Training Center is on this Peachtree Road property.

Oglethorpe University's commanding, gray, stone buildings loom into sight. This 
institution has grown in student body and continues to have a fine reputation. The 
Georgia Shakespeare Festival is a separate organization from Oglethorpe, but gives its 
performances in the Miriam and John Conant Performing Arts Center. The productions 
are a joint project between the University and the Georgia Shakespeare Festival.^^^ We 
drive down Woodrow Way to Silver Lake. The Brittany Club still owns the beach part of 
the lake. Turning around, we drive back to Peachtree Road, turning left on the 
thoroughfare. We pass H.M. Patterson's Funeral Home; it is located near "the end of the 
line" of the old streetcar and trackless trolley route on Peachtree Road. So many of my 
loved ones' funeral services have been held at this mortuary.

Coming into view is the lovely old House estate. How I wish those huge trees could talk! 
The unanswered questions that I have of my Jameson-Johnston-Evins relatives might be 
revealed. But, alas, this is impossible! Tc^ay, this estate is the Peachtree Golf Club, 
4600 Peachtree Road, N.E.223 xhe lovely ante-bellum home is the club house and the 
original smoke house out behind the big mansion is the Golf Shop. The vast lawn is 
beautifully landscaped with magnolia trees, box-wood shrubbery and other old- 
fashioned southem shrubs and trees. How many of these horticultural species date back 
to the House family is unknown. The famous golf architect, Robert Trent Jones, designed 
the golf course in the way that the famous Atlanta golfer, Bobby Jones, wanted. Bobby 
Jones often played on this course.224

222 Information given by Dr. Wayne Daniel, Sept. 1997.
223 Martin, Vol. Ill, op. cit., p. 39.
224 White Columns In Georgia, by Medora Field Perkerson, Bonanza Books, N.Y., 1952,

pp. 337-342.
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MARTA completely obstructs the view of Nancy Creek Primitive Baptist Church. Today, 
there Is no road from Peachtree Road to it.

Back on Peachtree Road, at Frito-Lay Company, it appears that Peachtree Road becomes 
Peachtree Industrial Boulevard. Actually, old Peachtree Road veers to the right and is 
fragmented by MARTA at several locations. MARTA has replaced the old Overhead Bridge 
and its entrance into old Chamblee. All of this area, leading into Chamblee and beyond, 
has been transformed into an industrial district. Many companies have built plants in 
this area. This transformation began in 1946 and 1947, after World War II. With this 
came the demise of the small rural town, Chamblee, as I knew it in my youth. As 
industry moved in, residential areas were eliminated. Its residents moved to the 
outskirts of town or to less industrial sites. Only a few residential sections in Chamblee 
have remained untouched by this growth.

Only an old timer could recall the original course of the Old Peachtree Road through 
Chamblee and Doraville. On this Sunday morning as we attempt to locate once familiar 
sites, our search is akin to putting a difficult jigsaw puzzle together. Where is the 
beloved road of my youth - Peachtree? I feel like my Aunt Helen, who hated change! 
Why won't this "new-to-me" territory match my memories of it? Alas! This is not to 
be! Change is inevitable.

Peachtree Industrial Boulevard has become the main thoroughfare through Chamblee. 
Old Chamblee, proper, has become an "antique" row. Streets in the city have been 
renamed. MARTA criss-crosses all through the town and the city fathers and town 
planners have made physical changes in Chamblee, which has necessitated revision of 
local maps. Only a few landmarks and streets remain unchanged. Finding 8th Street and 
Nancy Creek Primitive Baptist Church is quite a feat. The little white-framed building 
has been bricked up and the cemetery has been divided by MARTA's path. Because the 
Sunday morning services are in progress, we do not get out to view this area. We drive 
back to old Peachtree Road and Clairmont Road. Driving down Clairmont, we pass the 
Peachtree-DeKalb Airport, once the Atlanta U.S. Naval Air Station property. (The Naval 
Air Station moved to Marietta many years ago.) Many of the small homes near the 
airport are the same ones I knew. The arch with two big columns from World War I has 
been removed and Candler Road is now Dresden Drive. (One source said that parts of the 
arch were dumped down a bank on Skyland Drive.225) jh© old World War I Camp Gordon 
band stand property has been replaced with a shopping center. Harrell Grove Baptist 
Church is an active, large church. Nostalgia, and a little melancholy, fills my being as 
we drive back to Peachtree Road. We make our way to the site of the small, white
framed, four-column church, Chamblee Baptist Church (razed long ago) that I attended 
in my youth. I briefly close my eyes and envision it in "my hall of memories!" Adjacent 
to this site, stands the newer, modern structure that replaced it. Mother and Daddy were 
active members in the small church, and also in the new, big church. Its name was 
changed from Chamblee Baptist Church to the First Baptist Church of Chamblee. Gerry's 
grandchildren, John and Catherine Saxe, attended the excellent Day Care program at this 
church when they were toddlers. On this particular day, (1996) the sanctuary lies 
abandoned. When the membership could no longer maintain the church's day-to-day 
expenses, they merged with Johns Creek Baptist Church in Alpharetta, Georgia on 
October 17, 1993.^26 we silently walk through the cemetery where my beloved 
relatives and friends are buried and come back to my parents' graves. Through the 
years, Gerry has lovingly placed seasonal flower bouquets on their graves, and this day

225 A Century in North DeKalb. op. cit., p. 46.
226 Envision / Soring 1994. Johns Creek Baptist Church, p. 1.
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was no exception. Tears fill my eyes as I look at their markers. I so want to speak to my 
mother and father! The cool winds rustle through the grass and a calm, tender feeling 
possesses my being. I sense their spirits are with me! Slowly, we leave this hallowed 
ground and proceed on our venture. (Note: Since this writing, the church building has 
been sold to an individual who has made it into a technical school, Interactive College of 
Technology. Most of the enrollees are of Spanish, Mexican or Oriental descent. The Faith 
Cornerstone Interdenominational Church holds its weekly services there. For a period of 
time, vagrants slept on the graves at night and vandals overturned the tombstones. Today 
a fence encloses this cemetery and a marker has been erected that tells about the early 
history of this sacred place.)

At the junction of old Peachtree Road and New Peachtree Road, we look and see that 
MARTA completely blocks our way into old Chamblee. We drive up New Peachtree Road. 
A sign on the building at the corner of Hood and New Peachtree Road reads Brogdon's 
Garage. Whether it is a “working" garage is not known; but, I remember Jap Brogdon, 
who was older than Daddy. He was a good mechanic and a stock car race driver.

Sadly, we come to Mama Hyde's property. Those beautiful woods and that stately mansion 
are gone. It is now China Town Shopping Center. Kenneth drives to the back alley behind 
the stores. Trying to peer through the fence, we find enough open slits to see the huge 
trees that once sheltered Mama Hyde's yard. Overwhelmed with sadness, I can only thank 
God for memories!

We drive to our "old corner." It is no longer Old Stone Mountain Road. It is now 
Chamblee-Dunwoody Road. Driving down my old road, my eyes fall on small, shabby 
houses and boarded-up apartments, rather than fields and woods where we once played. 
The old Chamblee Telephone Exchange, 3396 Chamblee-Dunwoody Road, is still in use. 
Our property, 3323-3339 Chamblee-Dunwoody Road, has been completely 
transformed. It is now "The Center - A Condominium." At this writing, (1996) some of 
the businesses housed there are Southern Energy Consultants, Inc., Charter's Realty, 
Inc., Hua-Hsi Herbalists, R&D Mexican Imports. On "the sandy road" are Allen Orga 
Studio, Data Tabulating Service, Alvin C. Levy & Associates, etc. Daddy once predicted 
that some day our hill could be rolled over into the creek area to make a level piece of 
ground and commercial buildings could be built on it. That is exactly what happened. 
Our property, when it was sold, did not bring much money. I wonder what its value 
became when these small, business buildings were built. We park in front of one of 
these stores and I think about "yesterday." A big lump grows in my throat; then the 
tears stream down my face. With desolation, I look at this foreign scene and I recall the 
happy times I have spent at this address. It is no more! Our two and a half acres are now 
filled with concrete and blocks. Our lovely house, the beautiful water oaks that lined the 
front of our lawn, the babbling creek, the wild azaleas and sweet shrubs in our 
marvelous woods, the jonquils that Daddy planted across the creek are all things of the 
past, and only remain in the crannies and nooks of my memory. Old Stone Mountain Road 
is no more! The small “sandy road" is now paved. (I do have on a shelf in our home a 
glass door knob that came from my home place and a brick that came from Mama Hyde's 
house. Hanging on the wall by my desk is the key that unlocked our back door on Stone 
Mountain Road. I have only to feel its cool surface to “go back in time“ to the days when 
this one key was used by our family."

I cast my teary eyes to the familiar telephone exchange building. It has been enlarged. I 
recall the tiny little automatic exchange building near Lowe's Crossing on Peachtree Road 
back in the 1930's. I remember when this building on Stone Mountain Road replaced it 
in 1948. The telephone workers would park their cars and trucks on the side of the road
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in front of our house. Often they would "skin" the bark on Daddy's beautiful water oaks 
that lined "his" side of the road. How this did upset him! He would go over and complain 
to the manager, Robert Pounds. Robert, a good friend, would ask the workers to be more 
careful and they were! So much has happened to the world of communications since that 
day. In the June 2, 1949 issue of the North DeKalb Record, there was an article about 
the revolutionary system that was being used by the telephone company in Chamblee. 
During the war (World War II) the "extended scope" was developed. Taking this new 
development, the phone company eliminated the long distance fee service from Atlanta to 
Chamblee. An automatic exchange was built on Stone Mountain Road in 1948 that could 
accommodate this equipment for the North DeKalb area. This was the first "extended 
scope" service in the South and one of the first in the nation. The customer only had to 
dial an 8, plus the Atlanta number, to get this free service. It was hinted by officials 
that this system was the forerunner of a new long distance service. The subscriber 
would be able to dial an area number, then dial another group of numbers and get his 
party automatically without going through an operator. This has come to pass, in 
addition to even greater feats of communication technology.227

None of the buildings on Hospital Avenue are recognizable. Ernie and Jim once lived on 
this road at the old Lawson Tech apartments when Jim was a student at Georgia Tech. 
Today, Honto Restaurant and other stores inhabit Mr. Varelas' property. The stretch of 
our old road to the Buford Highway is filled with "low rent" apartment buildings and the 
tenants that we see are mostly Spanish or Oriental. (On another recent drive on 
Chamblee-Tucker Road - another much changed route - I suddenly had an eerie feeling 
that I was in familiar territory. There, nestled by the roadside, squeezed in among the 
newer homes, was Miss Abbie and Miss Eva Warren's old home. It stood as a reminder of 
my past and of two lovely ladies who greatly influenced my life.) We turn around at the 
Buford Highway and drive back down Peachtree-Dunwoody Road, once Old Stone Mountain 
Road, our road!

Returning to "the corner," we turn right on New Peachtree Road. The old warehouses are 
now filled with industries. Passing the U.S. Envelope Company, I am reminded that this 
was the original site of old Corinth Church, where my Sheffield great-grandparents and 
their children, my Mama Hyde (nee Sheffield), my Jameson great-grandparents 
(Landrum and Almeda) and their children (Mae, Will and Claude Jameson), and my 
distant cousin Justinian Evins, M , were members.

Driving on into Doraville on old Peachtree Road, a few familiar houses appear. MARTA 
has claimed a lot of this property, too. The Doraville Associate Reformed Presbyterian 
Church at Central and Church Streets continues to be an active church. The road crosses 
over 1-85 and we can see the giant General Motors Plant where Helen and Winn once 
worked, met, fell in love and got married during their tenure at the automobile plant. 
Opposite the plant is old Doraville Elementary School. My 7th grade class attended 
school there, in the wet basement, for a part of the year when our school burned. I 
recall the playground and the scrap pile of old rubber tires and metal that was collected 
for "the war effort!"

Coming to Flowers Road, I also remember that this was one of the routes to Aunt Mae and 
Uncle Newt Miller's farm. This road, over the railroad tracks, past the entrance of 
Plantation Pipe Line, eventually ran into Winters Chapel Road. Just beyond the Winters 
Chapel United Methodist Church was Aunt Mae and Uncle Newt's farm. The site of their

North DeKalb Record and Norcross News. Thursday, June 2, 1949, p. 15.
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home place, 5303 Winters Chapel Road, has become the property and address for 
Congregation Beth Shalom, a Jewish religious center.

On the last leg of our joumey on the Peachtree Road that I knew and loved, we pass the 
huge storage tanks of Plantation Pipe Line and continue northward. Very shortly, we 
come to the Hansard property at the Buford Highway Junction. Their store is gone but 
the Hansard house, although deserted, still stands. At the Buford Highway Junction, 
"my" Peachtree Road ends.

Realizing that we would need to go back to Chamblee to see the other parts of old 
Peachtree Road, we turn around and take our exact route back to "the corner" at, now, 
Chamblee-Dunwoody and New Peachtree Road. We turn onto present day Chamblee- 
Dunwoody Road (once our old "rocky road"). Gone are the railroad water tank and the 
up-hill grade at the railroad crossing. A modern underpass Is seen. When Daddy was on 
the city council, he supported Mayor Woody Malone's efforts for this project, but it took 
years and a lot of tax money to make this a reality for the city. On the other side of the 
underpass is Old Peachtree Road.

Peering to the right, we see the old bowling alley and to the left, the remains of the old 
business district. Chamblee-Dunwoody Road curves around by the old Carroll house, 
which is now a small tea-room, past the Eidson and Poss old home places; and, finally, 
enters the Dunwoody Road that I knew.

We choose to turn left on old Peachtree Road to drive past the business district of "my 
Chamblee." Gone are the Amoco and Gulf Gas Stations and the old gray, wooden railroad 
depot. MARTA has replaced the lovely crepe myrtle trees that grew on the left side of 
Peachtree Road. The buildings that once housed the Chamblee Masonic Lodge #444 F&AM 
(now at 5556 Peachtree Industrial Boulevard), the Chamblee Five and Ten, Cofer 
Brothers, Sexton's Food Store, Lockhart's Drug Store, Bean's Hardware Store, 
Chapman's Garage and Walker's Beauty Shop still stand. On some of the outside walls of 
the buildings, we can see the faded names of the old businesses. This day, the buildings 
are either deserted or filled with dusty antiques.

We turn onto old Dunwoody Road but soon find that it ends. Gone is Nancy Sue's home, but 
Margaret Hollifield's house still stands. (In a recent conversation with Nunny, she told 
me that the big oak tree that was in their backyard still stands. Yes, Nancy Sue, I see its 
sheltering limbs.)

Managing to wind in and out of the short streets (non-existent in my youth) to Peachtree 
Industrial Boulevard, we turn to the right and drive past Chamblee Plaza, now 
Chamblee's business district. At North Peachtree Road, we turn to the left and drive by 
Berta Lou and Paul Pierce's old home (now replaced by condos). This road, at one time 
had been another route to Aunt Mae's. Near this area was the small house where Emie, 
Jim and Cathy once lived when he worked at General Motors.

Turning around, we drive back up North Peachtree Road, where we pass a few familiar 
sights, such as, the Chatham home place and Old Prospect Methodist Church Cemetery. 
This road ends at Old Peachtree Road. Tuming left, we follow Peachtree Road past the okJ 
Prosperity Presbyterian cemetery, which was next to Lowe's property and railroad 
crossing. Lowe's property is now the setting for a curved, paved road which runs 
parallel with the tracks of the railroad and MARTA. Lowe's R.R. Crossing does not exist 
today and Old Peachtree Road has been fragmented by MARTA's path.
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We turn around and drive back up Chamblee's Peachtree Road. On the right is old 
Chamblee Prospect United Methodist Church building, which is now an antique store. I 
well remember when it was an active church. Margaret and Fred Jameson's wedding was 
there! Nunny played the piano for their wedding. Today, its outside walls are plastered 
with rusted, old signs of past eras and its sanctuary is filled with antiques. Behind it 
lies the vast graveyard; it like the other cemeteries in Chamblee has many tombstones 
with names of yesteryear's settlers and citizens chiseled on them. In all three of the 
cemeteries, there are marked and unmarked graves, which hold decayed bodies of 
humanity who once lived, loved, worked and died in this little town of Chamblee, Georgia. 
Descendants of these people still live in the area, while others of us are scattered all 
over the world; but, memories of by-gone days linger in all of our hearts as we recall 
times in our old home town. The unkempt brick house next to this "church-antique 
store" was once the Methodist parsonage.

In the field where Papa Hyde first had his dairy. Pierce Oil Company has built a building. 
"Miss Lucille" Pierce lived in the Hyde-Pierce house until her death a few years ago. 
The Pierce home appears to be closed; but, it is still well maintained. Papa Hyde surely 
knew how to build beautiful homes! At Uncle Frank and Aunt Flora's home, the stately 
magnolia trees remain; but, the house is now known as "The Way We Were Antique 
Shop." Roy Lee's house has become "End of the Road Antiques."

Taking a right, we drive down Broad Street, where all of the buildings, including the post 
office and police station, are on what was once old Irvindale Dairy property. In my 
youth, much of this property was deep woods and fields. Turning left onto Peachtree 
Industrial Boulevard, we drive to Chamblee-Dunwoody Road and turn right. In our sight 
is Castleberry's Appliance and Furniture Store. We have been told that Edna and Charles' 
son owns this store now. My alma mater comes into view, Chamblee High School. It is 
ranked, today, as one of the top satellite high schools in the country. Mary and Wayne 
Daniel's granddaughters are enrolled in its "gifted program." The subdivision next to it 
is still well maintained. We drive down the road past Winchester Trail where Helen, 
Winn and Jack once lived; past old Flowerland. Today, nothing remains of Flowerland 
except the mansion on the hill, which is presently owned by the Atlanta Unity Church. 
The gardens below have returned to nature, overgrown and forgotten, remembered only 
by those of us who once basked in their fragrant beauty. Nancy Creek still bubbles over 
the rocks as it winds its way through greater Atlanta. Across the road, where Flowerland 
Florist and Greenhouses once stood, is the property of Chamblee First United Methodist 
Church (4147 Chamblee-Dunwoody Road).

Driving on into Dunwoody, we see a few land marks. Dunwoody Elementary School is now 
Spruill Center for the Arts. My sister Gerry, is greatly responsible for this wonderful 
community facility. The old Carey Spruill home (once the Cheek-Crooks home) still 
stands and the two tire swings remind us of the grandchildren, Beth and Sam Spruill, 
and of the great-grandchildren, John and Catherine Saxe, who played in this yard and 
swung in these swings that hang from the boughs of the giant oak trees. This old dwelling 
is nestled right in the midst of busy Dunwoody Village Shopping Center. (Note: In 1999, 
Guardian Savings bought this property for commercial use. The people of Dunwoody 
appealed to this Texas company to preserve this historic home place. The company 
agreed to deed the house and the land on which it stands to the citizens of Dunwoody to use 
as the Dunwoody Town Hall. Receiving a "Georgia Heritage Historic Preservation Grant" 
the citizens have restored the house. Billy Amacher, an old-time citizen of Dunwoody, 
oversaw the work. It houses the city hall and a small tea room - the tire swings no 
longer sway from the branches of the trees. Dunwoody has become an elite residential 
community in the suburbs of Atlanta. Not far from the center of Dunwoody lived my only 
remaining sibling, Gerry, at Stephen's Walk, Phase II, a gated community of luxury
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homes on Tilly Mill Road - she moved back to "her woods." Gerty , because of serious 
health problems, now resides in a nearby nursing home, Ashton Woods.

Driving back into Chamblee via Broad Street, we stop at Chamblee's City Hall. J.W. 
(Dub) Brown, a native-born Chamblian, retired as mayor in 1998; he served from 
1980 to 1998. He was one of the R.A. boys who once came to our home for meetings, 
played "One-Two-Three Buck" with us, and listened to "Gang Busters" while sitting on 
our living room floor. Mary Ward Goldberg is now Chamblee's mayor. Looking across 
the road, I see the old Ice House and the Euliss Blanton house, now "Blanton House 
Antiques." Grandpa Sheffield's house has long been gone! Looking at the property where 
I was born, I have a lovely surprise! My birth place has been torn down and in its stead 
is a lovely arbor garden. I want to shout with joy! "Thank you, citizens of Chamblee! 
You are not aware of the beautiful tribute you have made to me!" On this quiet Sunday 
morning, we walk through this special garden, pose for pictures, sit on a bench and 
reminisce: ghosts from my past speak to me as I cast my eyes slowly around the area. 
Gratefully, I whisper a prayer of thanks to God for allowing me to be born to wonderful 
parents, Catherine and Ernest Jameson, on October 10, 1930, at this very spot in 
Chamblee, Georgia; by the side of mv beloved Peachtree Road!

Brief Sketch of Fran's Youth Prior to Her IMarriage

I, Bertha Frances Jameson, attended Chamblee Elementary and High School from 1936- 
1947. I made better than average grades throughout my school years. When we were 
juniors, if we had a 90-100 grade point average, we were initiated into the Beta Club, 
an honor society: I was a member of this club. I sang in the school chorus and worked in 
the school cafeteria, serving lunches, my junior and senior years. During high school 
days, I was a member of the Home Economics Club, the Library Club, the Music Club and 
the Dramatic Club. I was on the school newspaper staff as one of the advertising 
managers of "The Blue and Gold," and was the Business Editor of our 1947 school annual. 
The Chamhian. I was voted by my peers as a Senior superlative - the most conscientious 
girl. This was written under my picture in our annual "A mind at peace with all below, 
A heart whose love is innocent." And - "Sweet disposition, excellent Business Manager, 
dependable, capable, perpetually late for French Class."

I was a member of Chamblee Baptist Church and was baptized when I was nine years old. 
I was active in all programs of the church - Sunbeams, Girl's Auxiliary, Young Women's 
Auxiliary, Sunday School, Baptist Training Union, and the music program. During high 
school, I taught the younger children in B.T.U. At thirteen, I joined the church choir, 
and because I could read music, I sang alto. At fifteen, I became one of the church 
pianists. Ernie, my sister, had held this post prior to going away to college. Frances 
Chatham Haines took Ernie's place as pianist, but only played for the Sunday morning 
service. I played for the Sunday evening services and for prayer meeting on Wednesday 
nights. A few months after she took this assignment, Frances Haines moved and I was 
hired (paid $13.50 a month) to be the full time church pianist, a post I held until I went 
away to college. I played for weddings and funerals held in our church.

My first employment was as a baby sitter - I have always loved and enjoyed taking care 
of young children. I started baby-sitting when I was about nine years old with Judie and 
Terry, my cousins. From nine to sixteen, I "baby-sat" with Jerry, Jimmy and David 
Hyde - my cousins, the Fulton girls - Margaret Erma and Rosita, baby David Van Drew, 
and Nancy Lee Sheffield. When I was thirteen, I started working as a clerk at S&H Kress 
Five and Dime Store at 10th Street in Atlanta. I worked there for almost four years on
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Saturdays, holidays and during the summer. I was a summer “file clerk" employee in 
1947 and again in 1948 at Life of Georgia Insurance Company in Atlanta. While in 
college, I worked at Cofer Brothers during my Christmas holidays. At West Georgia 
College, my freshman year, I worked as Miss Jane Woodruff’s a-cappella choir assistant. 
During my sophomore year, I worked as a dormitory hall proctor. I "baby-sat" college 
faculty members' children - the Petersons, the Rowes and the Pittmans. Upon 
completing my third year at West Georgia College, I taught fifth grade from March 
through May of 1950 at East Side School in Dalton, Georgia. Returning to my home town, 
I taught first grade at Chamblee Elementary School for the 1950-51 school year. What 
a rich experience that was! I, as a first year teacher, had the privilege of teaching under 
Professor M.E. Smith, my own former high school principal. Some of my colleagues 
were teachers who had once taught me or my siblings. During that year, I was a member 
of the DeKalb County Text Book Selection Committee. Because of my performance as a 
member of this committee, Scott Foresman Publishing Co. offered me a job in the Atlanta 
area; I declined this professional offer since I was to be married in June 1951, and 
would be moving to Athens, Georgia.

College Days

In the fall of 1947, I went to West Georgia College at Carrollton, Georgia. This was a 
junior college in the Georgia State University System that had an excellent reputation in 
teacher training. West Georgia College even had a third year program for elementary 
teachers. During this era, teachers who only had two and three year certificates from 
certified colleges were hired to teach in the public schools. As a young child, I played 
school with my dolls and with my little brother - I had always wanted to be a teacher. 
Chamblee High School graduates Gerry McRee, Hazel Thurman, June Canady, and Regina 
Allison were attending this college and highly recommended it to me. After studying the 
brochures from West Georgia College, I decided to enroll there.

What a good choice! From the moment I arrived on West Georgia's campus as a Freshman 
"rat" who had to do all kinds of ridiculous things for "Rat Week", such as dressing in 
horrible garb, going up steps backwards and being forced to kneel down to 
upperclassmen to recite the Freshman pledge ("Elevate your obligata to the summit of 
your pericranium and allow me to present for your occular demonstration this most 
scientific piece of mechanism, which forms an acquiesce portion of this department. 
This most honorable Sophomore is the Freshman Creed.") to the end of my third year. 
How I loved this school! It was there that I made life-long friends, met my future 
husband, gained much knowledge and derived a lot of pleasure! World War II had ended; 
veterans, using their G.l. Bill of Rights benefits to obtain a college degree, swelled WGC's 
enrollment during 1946 -1950. The approximate cost of a quarter at WGC in 1947 
was: Meals - $81.00; Dormitory - $21.00; Matriculation Fees - $20.00; Student 
Activities Fee - $3.50; Athletic Fee - $6.00; Books - $10.00; Other fees - $4.00; 
total - $145.50.228 I lived in Adamson Hall for two weeks in a crowded dormitory 
room, not large enough to accommodate three girls. When a room-for-two opened in 
Melson Hall, Hazel Adcock and I moved there. This is where I lived, in room 207, for the 
rest of my time at WGC. Chosen by my dormitory mates, I served as Melson Hall's 
president my sophomore year. As president, my duties included presiding at our dorm 
meetings on Monday nights at 9:30, where announcements were made and where 
problems occurring in the dorm were discussed. Residents who had broken dorm rules 
during the week had to go to court in the “blue room" (parlor) after the meeting. The 
dormitory council (officers) determined (with the help of the housemother. Ora Lee

228 Receipts kept by Frances J. Cadenhead from October 1947, when she enrolled at 
West Georgia College.
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Howard) the penalty given to the guilty party(ies). Miss Howard was also WGC’s 
Psychology professor. Penalties, depending on the seriousness of the offense, ranged 
from a warning to being "campused" (not allowed to leave the campus for a specified 
period of time).

Being serious about my studies, I made the Dean's List most quarters (90-100 or all A's 
and B+'s). My major was elementary education. This small junior college with an 
enrollment of around 500 students had a great influence on my teaching career. Two 
especially good education professors I studied under were Miss Katie Downs and Wilda 
Seagraves Woodruff Jackson. I did my student teaching and internship at Sand Hill 
School in Carroll County with Agnes Abner (3rd grade) and Hughie Majors (1st grade) 
as my supervizing teachers. All of the campus activities in which I was a participant 
enriched my life. The Voluntary Religious Association (VRA) had vespers on Wednesday 
evenings and Sunday afternoons; I was on the VRA council and often played the piano for 
vespers and receptions. Loving music, I auditioned for the A cappella Choir led by Miss 
Jane Woodruff, imagine my surprise, after I auditioned for the choir, when she placed 
me in the first soprano section - I had sung alto in choirs all of my high school years. 
Learning that I was an experienced piano accompanist, Miss Woodruff asked me to be her 
paid assistant (nominal pay) to accompany all choir groups at rehearsals and to keep the 
sheet music filed or placed in folders for rehearsals. I worked one year in this job. I 
was also assigned the duty of giving (blowing) the pitch on a pitch pipe for all a cappella 
numbers we sang at practices and performances - this I did for eight quarters. On 
occasion, I sang in a descant quartet for choir numbers. Some of my favorite songs that 
we sang were Palestrina's "Gloria Patri," "The Hallelujah Chorus" from Handel's 
Messiah, "Dry Bones," "Lonesome Valley," "Climbin' Up The Mountain Children," "The 
Heavens Resound," "One World," "Lift Thine Eyes," "Trees," "God So Loved The World," 
"Deep River," and "The Benediction." Being in the college choir was one of my favorite 
activities at WGC, especially during Spring quarter concert touring time. The Women's 
Physical Education Teacher, Ruth Sturgis, engaged me to play for her Modern Dance 
Classes and for the dance performances at the annual May Day programs. For this 
service, I was awarded a "W" at the Women's Athletic Association's sports banquet my 
sophomore year. (This letter was worn on sweaters, usually by star athletes - I was 
just a piano player.) I was given a souvenir West Georgia College plate by the girls in 
my dorm. The card with it said, "For being such a swell president of Melson Hall this 
year." Being a charter member of the Tietje-Downs Future Teacher's Association, which 
was organized my freshman year, I served as its Vice -President and President during 
my years at WGC. (New officers were elected each quarter in this club.) I was also in 
the President's Club, which was made up of all presidents of the organizations on 
campus. A scholarship, the Tietje-Downs Education Third Year Scholarship, was 
awarded to me for my junior year. I was selected by the student body as one of the twelve 
sophomore superlatives. I graduated from West Georgia College on June 8, 1949 with a 
two year provisional normal (teacher's) certificate and three quarters later (in 
March), I received a three year professional life-time teacher's certificate.

Female dormitory students had to abide by many rules during this era. If we left the 
dorm after 6:00 p.m., we had to sign out telling where we were, and upon returning, we 
had to sign in. Any time that we left the campus, we had to sign out. At night we could 
only go to the library or to approved functions on the campus. 10:00 p.m. was the 
required time to be in the dorm and if we were late we were penalized. Freshmen and 
sophomores were allowed one (week) night to leave the campus. However, the only off- 
campus approved place we could go at night was to a restaurant or to the movie. (On 
Sunday mornings and nights, we could go to church but the only transportation allowed 
was the college bus.) We were allowed to date on front campus on Sunday afternoons 
from 2:00 to 5:00. We could walk to Carrollton in groups of two or more in the
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afternoons, except on Sunday, but we had to be back on campus by 5:00 p.m. Juniors 
were given two week nights to go "off campus." We either had to take a taxi or walk to 
the movie - no rides were allowed in private cars. These free nights were not allowed on 
Saturday or Sunday. On Sunday afternoon, with special permission, we could go for a 
ride in a car with family or family approved friends. Quiet Hours were observed from 
Sunday night through Thursday night in the girls' dorms from 7:00 to 9:00 and from 
9:30 to 10:30; a break was given from 9:00 to 9:30 and from 10:30 to 11:00 to take 
showers, iron a garment in the laundry room or visit with friends in the dorm; lights 
went out at 11:00. We had to stay in our own room during Quiet Hour - there was no 
visiting from room to room during this period. No playing of radios or loud talking and 
laughing were allowed during Quiet Hours. A fee of $ .75 was charged each quarter to 
have a radio in our rooms. The hall proctors had to enforce these rules. The one 
telephone in the dormitory could not be used during Quiet Hours; after 10:45 p.m. no 
telephone calls were allowed. We had to sign out and in when attending approved campus 
functions at night. The wearing of shorts was prohibited on campus except to P.E. and 
then we had to wear them under our rain coats to the Physical Education class. Blue 
jeans could only be worn on Saturdays. For every unexcused absence from class, we had 
to pay a $1.50 fine. Girls were not allowed to have a car on campus. Our housemother 
had to have written permission from our parents prior to our leaving the campus for the 
weekend and we had to return to the campus by 7:00 p.m. on Sunday night. Special 
parental permission was required for late arrival on Sunday nights. From Monday 
through Friday, our housemother inspected our rooms (they had to be neatly kept). 
Someone said that rules are made to be broken - and they were! How many nights, 
especially before a big test or on weekend nights when we wanted to stay up late and play 
cards, a quilt would be thrown over our desk tops, which created a make-shift tent. A 
friend in another room might slip into our room to get under our tent with us. (Another 
rule was that we had to stay in our own rooms after lights were out - no visitors!) The 
light of the study lamp placed on the floor beside us as we studied (or as we had fun) was 
securely blacked out by the dangling quilt. We had to be ever so quiet because Ora Lee 
had very sensitive ears and would come bounding up the stairs at the least little noise. 
She delighted in catching "rule-breakers." It was rumored that a few naughty girls even 
dared to slip out of their dormitories at night. This was a very serious offense if one 
were caught. In spite of our many rules, we had a marvelous time as dormitory students 
at West Georgia College. Some of my best friends were Bette Holladay, June Starling, 
June Handley, Nancy Ward, Sara Thompson, Jean Plant, Faye Peacock, Peggy Duke and 
their boyfriends, plus Kenneth's friends - Wayne Daniel, Edwin Garner and Max Prince.

The most important thing that ever happened to me occurred at West Georgia College. It 
was there that I met my future husband, Kenneth Cadenhead of Chipley, Georgia. Early in 
September 1948, I was standing in the line at the WGC dining hall. I heard a male 
student a few yards away saying indignantly to his friends, "Does anybody know Fran 
Jameson? She took some of my music last night." I stepped out of line, approached him, 
and declared, "I am Fran Jameson. What music do I have of yours?" Naming the piece, I 
assured him that if it were in my music stack I would return it. The night before, we 
had both played the piano for the Fall VRA reception. His scheduled time to play was just 
before mine; he left his music on the piano rack and I had mistakenly taken a piece of his 
when I finished my stint at the piano. Indeed, I did find it in my music and I promptly 
returned it. AND, he found out who Fran Jameson was! Our paths crossed daily because 
we were in many of the same extra-curricular activities on campus. One day after choir 
practice, Kenneth asked me, "Would you be interested in learning to play a piano duet, 
'Poet and Peasant Overture,' with me?" I was. We started practicing in the R.A. building 
and became friends. Slowly the relationship developed into a college romance and 1 
became "his girlfriend." What wonderful memories I have of our times together at WGC.
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On Tuesday, December 13, 1949 in the West Georgian (the campus newspaper) the 
Campus Spotlight was on Kenneth Cadenhead. Carl Hayward, Spotlight Editor, wrote this: 

"This is my ambition," Kenneth was saying, "to listen to and seek to 
understand the problems of any person any time, any place, and do all that is in 
my power to make that person happy!" But we were all thinking, "Why Kenneth, 
that is not only your ambition, it's your history, tool

The extraordinary person of whom we speak so respectfully was born in 
LaGrange, Georgia, on January 14, 1932. He attended elementary school, 
although that formality really wasn't necessary, because we can't imagine 
Kenneth not knowing most things! He attended high school at Chipley High, where 
he studied piano (which he plays masterfully), sang in the quartet, winning first 
place in district meet, and was pianist for the community church (Oak Grove 
Congregational Christian Church), and graduated in May, 1948 as valedictorian 
of his class. He entered WGC in the summer of 1948.

West Georgia is a tradition in the Cadenhead family, as is accomplishment 
and honor. Two of Kenneth's brothers, Paul and Clarence, are alumni of WGC, and 
while they were here both participated in exactly the same things Kenneth now 
does - all three worked in the post office, all worked in the dining hall, and each 
one has been a good bass in the choir.

During his freshman year, Kenneth was president of the choir, a member 
of Le Cercle Francais, the Press Forum, and the VRA Council. Besides all this, he 
made sufficiently good grades to be chosen as a color-bearer at graduation - a 
singular honor for a freshman. He worked here in the summer, and is this year's 
president of Le Cercle Francais and music chairman of VRA. Kenneth is taking an 
education course, and plans to teach next year. He recently starred in the 
dramatics class presentation of the Broadway play, "Accidentally Yours." [as 
Spencer Mosley - an absent-minded professor!] (End of article.)

Kenneth, not only worked at the college post office and dining hall, but also routinely 
rolled the campus dirt tennis courts - he worked his way through school. His parents 
gave him love and encouragement but were financially unable to help him with college 
expenses. This was the same for his two older brothers. All three were fortunate to 
have scholarships and paying jobs at WGC - and they knew how to live "on a shoestring."

At the ninth annual presentation on April 26, 1950, Kenneth was awarded the Gordon 
Watson Award by President Irving S. Ingram. The Gordon Watson Award(s) are 
presented each year to students (usually five students) of outstanding scholastic 
achievement, character, leadership, courtesy and devotion to duty. This award, 
considered the highest recognition given to an individual student at West Georgia College 
is presented in memory of the late Professor Bailey Gordon Watson who prior to his 
death in June, 1942, served for many years as head of WGC's English Department. 
Kenneth was held in high esteem by the faculty and his peers.

As a young man, Kenneth was an idealist and was deeply religious. This is a poem that he 
wrote on November 24, 1949 while he was a student at West Georgia College. It 
appeared in the West Georgian, on Tuesday, January 24, 1950.

Walking With Mv Thoughts 
I went out walking one day ... Atone with my thoughts ... Where I was going I do 
not know... But then someone took my hand and said, "Come with me." This 
unknown friend and I walked and talked... I knew not where we were going, nor 
did 1 care... We were walking to think, to understand, and to love ... When walking 
with these three, one lives and walks in eternity. Then we reached a mountain
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extending to the clouds, And looking below we beheld the busy world where so 
many were toiling, suffering and unhappy ... But wait! There were many looking 
upward with faith and hope ... Each of these faces a lamp to this darkness below. 
There I stood between the world below and God above ... There to choose my course 
to follow ... Then I lifed my head and a light shone on my face. I listened as 
harmonious music fell upon my ears. And I paused as the love of God entered into 
my heart... I stood there ... How long I do not know, nor do I care. The important 
thing - I stood there ... Here my friend left me ... I watched for now I could see 
Him. Then all was peace and quiet save a soft voice in the distance, "Go, my son, 
and light the lamps below that those in darkness may see."

(This poem was burned into wood by Kenneth and hangs over his desk in Auburn.)

One incident stands out in my memories of our WGC dating days. One night Kenneth and I 
were walking back to the campus after seeing an exceptionally long movie. We, without 
money to hire a taxi, hastily walked with two other couples to the college. Reaching the 
"Skate-Bowl," which was almost in sight of the front campus circle, we heard the sound 
of the10:00 mill whistle in the distance. "Oh, No!" we all gasped. At that point we 
started running and managed to arrive at Melson Hall at 10:05. There "Ora Lee," with 
disapproval written all over her face, held the door open for us. Sternly, she said, "You 
know you are late!" The next day, we were all summoned in pairs to the dean's office. 
Kenneth and I entered his office with trepidation. Dr. L.E. Roberts solemnly stared at us. 
Rubbing his mustache, he sniffed and snorted between words as he said, "You know you 
are campus leaders and yet you broke a rule. You should be punished, and perhaps 
punished more severely than others, because you, as leaders, should be an example to 
your fellow classmates." Then he told us that for the rest of the quarter. I, as a female 
student was "campused" and could only be with Kenneth in the dining hall at meal times 
or at the library. We could not date on the front campus. Male students at WGC had few 
campus rules so Kenneth's restrictions were not as grave. The next weeks were 
painfully long but, luckily, we were in many of the same campus activities and we were 
able to see each other there.

I remember the first time Kenneth kissed me - under the oak tree near the side entrance 
of Melson Hall - after a date to a dance. Other pleasant memories of our times together at 
WGC: listening to classical music in R.A.'s upstairs music appreciation room, playing the 
piano and singing, choir trips, movies, dances, walks, campus parties, VRA, concerts and 
special programs, front campus dating (it was there that Kenneth told me that when he 
married he wanted to have a son named Michael and a daughter named Melanie).

Wedding Plans

After Winter Quarter of 1950 (March), I left Carrollton to teach in Dalton, Georgia at 
Eastside Elementary School. Kenneth and I wrote to each other but his letters began to 
dwindle. In June, I received a letter from Kenneth saying that he wanted to "break-up."
I was heart-broken! Throwing myself into my studies, I attended the University of 
Georgia in Athens, Georgia for the summer quarter. In August of that year, my former 
WGC roomate, Sara Thompson, married Walter Pope in Carrollton. She asked me to play 
for the wedding and Kenneth to sing. We did. A few weeks after this, a letter arrived 
from Kenneth saying that he wanted to resume our relationship. We did! The next 
months were very happy ones.

In September 1950, eighteen year old Kenneth started teaching at a two-teacher 
elemetary school. Oak Mountain, in Carroll County Georgia. And, I, at nineteen, began 
teaching first grade at my alma mater, Chamblee Elementary/High School.
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The fires of our romance were rekindled and by January, we both were sure that we 
wanted to get married. On Kenneth's nineteenth birthday, January 14, 1951, in an 
indirect way, he asked me to marry him. We had been to his parents' home for the day 
and were driving back to Carrollton. His conversation went like this, "When we get 
married ...“ After this, we started making plans to wed in early June, prior to attending 
the University of Georgia for the 1951 summer quarter. The decision was made for me 
to teach in the Athens area in the fall while Kenneth completed his last year in college.

Kenneth was the principal and taught fourth through seventh grades at Oak Mountain 
School for the year 1950-51. This is the school that Norman Rockwell used as a model 
for his Saturday Evening Post front cover, the Country Schoolhouse, on November 2, 
1946. Some of the children on the cover were Kenneth's students and the teacher on the 
cover was Mrs. Effie McGuire. She had been sole teacher and principal of the one-room 
school for years. At Mrs. McGuire's request, in 1947-48 Oak Mountain became a two- 
teacher school with a new principal who would also teach grades four through seven and 
Mrs. McGuire would teach first through third grades. How fortunate Kenneth was to get 
to work with this marvelous educator and wonderful human being! For Kenneth, the 
1950-51 school year was filled with unique experiences - one of his students was older 
than he. Using his prowess, Kenneth pulled from the children creative works that were 
printed in the newspaper that he started, "Oak Mountain in a Nutshell." Academic 
subjects, art, music, and creative writings were emphasized by this young teacher. He 
endeared himself to the children, to "Mrs. Mac," to the lunchroom cook, to the 
community citizens and to the West Georgia College visitors.

Kenneth joined First Baptist Church in Carrollton and was baptized in 1950; he sang 
bass in the choir. As was his style, he made many good friends in this church. Some 
were associated with West Georgia College, where he continued to have close ties.

As significant as this school term (1950-51) was in my teaching career, my personal 
life was being torn asunder. At school I had a lovely group of children, exceptional 
colleagues, cooperative parents; plus, I was considered an effective teacher. f(^aking 
plans for Kenneth's and my wedding was fun; invitations to the ceremony were ordered; 
it was to be at Chamblee Baptist Church on June 3, 1951. From October to February, 
Daddy and I were dealing with a serious problem at home. Sadly, Mother's health 
problems resurfaced and became so severe that she had to return to the sanitarium for 
treatment. Daddy insisted that I go ahead with my wedding. Remembering how difficult 
it had been for Mother to face the general public after her illness in 1947 and how she 
had grieved over not being able to be at my high school graduation, I altered my wedding 
plans. How I wanted my precious mother to be a part of this very special time in my 
life! The doctors assured us that Mother was responding to treatment and should be able 
to attend a small, quiet wedding ceremony by June.

My loving family and friends assisted me in making new wedding plans. The invitations 
I had ordered were burned and our friend, Billy Black, printed wedding announcements, 
at cost, which we mailed to friends and relatives after the wedding ceremony.

On April 15, 1951, in the Atlanta Journal, Kenneth's and my engagement was announced;
Mr. and Mrs. Claude Ernest Jameson of Chamblee announce the 

engagement of their daughter, Miss Bertha Frances Jameson, to Albert Kenneth 
Cadenhead of Chipley. The wedding will take place in June.

The bride-elect was graduated from West Georgia College and attended the 
University of Georgia. She is employed by the DeKalb County Board of Education.
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Mr. Cadenhead is the son of Mr. and Mrs. Roy E. Cadenhead of Chipley. He 
was graduated from West Georgia College where he received the Gordon Watson 
Memorial Award. He is employed by the Carroll County Board of Education.

My Aunt Edith (Douglas) altered the wedding dress that Ernie and Gerry had worn at 
their weddings so that I could wear it at my wedding. Several friends offered me the use 
of their wedding veils; I chose Sara Cadenhead's lovely one to wear. Gerry loaned me her 
small white Bible to carry in my wedding. She and Ernie had evening dresses in their 
wardrobes that they could wear. Gerry, as Matron of Honor, added a white lace garden 
hat interwoven with blue ribbon that matched her blue organdy dress. She carried a lace 
fan with pink sweetheart roses fashioned on it. Ernie, as vocal soloist, wore a fushia 
taffeta dress adorned with a white carnation corsage. Flowers were ordered for the 
wedding party at Kinsland Florist in Brookhaven. My beloved uncle, the Rev. Herbert 
Hyde, agreed to perform the wedding ceremony, but it had to be in Macon, Georgia 
because that was his baccalaureate weekend for his college graduation from Mercer 
University. This was the perfect solution for a secluded wedding site. Herbert and Cora 
Lee made plans for the ceremony in Macon - securing a church for the ceremony, getting 
a friend to make photographs, engaging a pianist for the wedding and hosting a small 
wedding reception in their home. Kenneth and I selected our plain gold wedding bands at 
Claude S. Bennett's Jewelers; Lillian Hyde, my cousin, gave us her discount on our 
purchase. Helen ordered the wedding cake and worked with Cora Lee in planning the 
reception.

Ann Black, Nancy Ruth Sheffield, Ramath Hyde and Nancy Sue Hyde Manget gave a shower 
for me in the Morris home, where the guests hand-hemmed tea towels made from flour 
sacks and wrote their favorite recipes on cards, which were filed in a metal recipe box 
and given to me. A tea/coffee was given by my teacher friends at Ann Elliott's home with 
Mary Sutton assisting. These 23 friends presented me with thirteen pieces of my silver 
(International's Prelude pattern) and a box of notions, including blue garters. Many of 
these teachers had either taught me or had been in church with me and my family. Those 
who had taught me were: Miss Abbie Warren (3rd grade), Miss Emily McCallum (4th 
grade), Mrs. Ann Carpenter (7th grade), Mrs. Alton Tribble (H.S. English and History), 
Miss Jessie Garrett (H.S. Algebra and Geometry), Miss Hannah Bowden (H.S. French - 
she was a substitute in 1947) and Miss Loraine Quiery (H.S. Librarian). Those who had 
been in church with me were: Miss Addie Wright, Miss Abbie Warren, Mrs. Maggie 
Moore, Mrs. Joe Frank Barton, Mrs. Elizabeth Smith and Mrs. M.E. Smith. Regina 
Allison had been in high school and at WGC with me. Mothers of my first grade children 
gave me a lovely, navy blue, silk blouse with a handpainted dogwood blossom on it; this 
was worn with my "going-away" white suit on my wedding day.

Kenneth and I drove to Athens to look for living accommodations and to enroll for summer 
school at the University of Georgia. We found a lovely apartment in Mrs. Anna Paines' 
home at 421 Deering Street. One side of her big white house had just been made into a 
lovely apartment; we would be her first tenants.

Perhaps the chief business of life Is simply to learn how to love.
- Marsha Sinetar
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Our Wedding

A bright, hot sun greeted us on the morning of June 3, 1951. The Jameson household was 
astir with wedding preparations. Kenneth had spent the night with his brother and sister- 
in-law, Paul and Sara Cadenhead.

At noon. Mama Hyde and Helen, at their home in Chamblee, Georgia served a lovely luncheon 
to the wedding party. Afterwards, we all drove to Macon, Georgia for a 4:00 p.m. wedding. 
Ronald, chauffeuring for Helen in her new Catalina Pontiac, drove us to our wedding 
destination. Kenneth left his 1939 Chevrolet parked in Mama Hyde's back yard.

The wedding party arrived in Macon, all, except the Matron of Honor. Gerry and Hugh’s car 
had overheated and "broken-down" in Jackson, Georgia. Alas! they were transporting the 
wedding flowers. Fortunately, the florist had packed them in dry ice to keep them from 
wilting. Ronald drove back to rescue them. What a turn of events - it was the Matron of 
Honor and the flowers that held up this wedding - not the bride the groom.

Leaving Herbert and Cora Lee's home on Preacher's Row at Mercer University, we drove to 
Cherokee Heights Baptist Church on the corner of Napier and Courtland Avenue. When we 
arrived at the church, we found all of Kenneth's family waiting. This included Mother and 
Daddy Cadenhead, Anne, Ellis, Alton, Ha, Al, Paul, Sara, Clarence and family friends - 
Lucille Weems and Louise Clark. My family - my parents, Ernie, Jim, Helen, Judy, 
Herbert, Cora Lee, Jerry, Jimmy and David joined them. Frances Floyd, a good friend of 
Herbert and Cora Lee's and a photographer, was there to make pictures. Upon Ronald, 
Gerry, Hugh's, and the flowers' arrival, the wedding ceremony began - around 5:00 p.m.

The sanctuary in the church was beautiful. A lovely white bouquet of flowers was on the 
altar table. Seated at the piano was Lynn Uttley, Jeny and Cora Lee's piano teacher. Before 
the ceremony, he played "If I Could Tell You" and "Because." I stood at the back of the church 
holding my father's arm. A lucky penny was in my shoe; I wore something old - my dress 
and shoes; something new - a handkerchief that my first grade student, Ricky Wingo, had 
given me; something borrowed - Sara's veil and Gerry's small white Bible; and something 
blue - my blue garters. Ernie beautifully sang Greig's "I Love Thee,” and “Oh Promise Me." 
As "Lohengrin's Wedding March" was played. Daddy and I entered the sanctuary and slowly 
walked down the aisle to the altar where Herbert, Kenneth and Clarence waited. Gerry, my 
Matron of Honor, followed me. After the marriage rites were said, I looked into my new 
husband's eyes and the joyful tears that I had bravely held back, slowly slid down my cheeks. 
We were husband and wife! The notes of "Mendelssohn's Wedding March" resounded as we 
happily left the church. After photographs were made, the wedding party and the wedding 
guests gathered at Herbert and Cora Lee's home for the reception. The cake, topped with a 
miniature bride and groom, was cut and served by Helen. Judie kept the bride's book. Other 
refreshments served were lime sherbet punch, mints and nuts. With Daddy by her side, 
Mother stood the emotional stress of the wedding very well. (Later, Kenneth and I found out 
that the punch bowl at the reception had broken when the cold sherbet was placed in it - this 
caused a last minute flurry of "cleaning up" and "hunting around" for another bowl to use. 
Mother and Daddy gave Cora Lee the money to replace the broken bowl borrowed from their 
dear friend and neighbor, John McCrummen's wife.) [Dr. John McCrummen, Herb's friend, 
neighbor and colleague, became the President of Judson College in Marion, Alabama.])

Before departing for Chamblee, I changed into my "going away clothes," a white suit with a 
navy blue blouse, blue and white spectator pumps, a white hat with a blue feather and a blue

SEASONS OF OUR MARRIAGE (1951- )
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and white hand bag. Kenneth wore his gray suit (his "something old - a suit of Clarence's) 
and wine tie that he had worn in the wedding. Ronald, again, chauffeured Helen, Judy, 
Kenneth and me back to Atlanta. Tied to the back of the car was a "Just Married" sign, plus 
clanging, tin cans - the handiwork of Hugh, Jim and Ronald. A few miles out of town, Ronald 
stopped and removed the noisy cans. At Jackson, Helen treated us to a barbecue sandwich and 
a drink. We returned to Mama Hyde's house in Chamblee to find that our "dear" brothers- 
in-law had let the air out of the tires and had put rocks in the hubcaps of Kenneth's car. 
Ronald assisted us by putting air back into the tires; then we drove over to my parent's 
home. The clanging rocks in the hubcaps were removed by the new groom while Daddy and I 
packed the car with things that we would immediately need in our new home. Just before we 
left for Athens, Mother handed us a box supper, which she had prepared - meat-loaf 
sandwiches and wedding cake. She also gave us a book, Kahil Gibran's The Prophet. This 
book was introduced to us at WGC by our psychology teacher. Ora Lee Howard, and was a 
favorite book of wise readings. We telephoned Mrs. Paine and told her we would be in Athens 
shortly before mid-night. Our apartment was our honeymoon destination - which was all 
that we could afford. I left my wedding bouquet with Mother and Daddy, who later took it to 
Binders in Atlanta to be pressed and framed in the base of a tray. (This tray hangs on our 
bedroom wall today, 2004.) As Kenneth and I quietly drove through the summer's heated 
night towards Athens, drops of rain began to fall, which cooled the steaming air. Near 
Athens, we stopped at Mrs. Miler's store to buy milk and then drove to our apartment on 
Deering Street. Rufus, Mrs. Paine's son, was waiting for us on the front porch to show us 
into our apartment - our first home! Mrs. Paine had placed a lovely arrangement of white 
lilies and snowballs on a table in our living room. What a lovely welcome!

After unpacking our car and putting things in place, we opened the box of food Mother had 
packed for us. In it we found an envelope with a handwritten enclosure from her.
To: Frances and Kenneth, June 3, 1951 (a poem followed).

The wedding march peels forth - I turn to see - The bride come softly down the aisle 
Arrayed in shimmering white, upon her father's arm - And on her face a faint and 
tremulous smile.
My baby once, who walks so regally and slow - I hear her first glad footsteps in the 
long ago.
Beneath her lacy cap brown ringlets circle down - So silken were her first wisps of 
hair.
So dimpled was that little form that now attains 
Full stature of sweet womanhood naively fair.
Gold flames reach up from tapers tall and white, once candles on a little cake meant 
sheer delight.
The altar is abloom with pale and fragrant flowers - 
Her chubby hands would bring a little bright bouquet 
When April spread its loveliness upon the fields.
She stands now by his side, and his adoring way
Stirs gladness in my heart while firm vows make them one -
God bless and keep you ever happy, My daughter and my son!

(signed) Your devoted mother.

What an exhausting, memorable, hectic, wonderful, wedding day!

A brief wedding announcement was in the Atlanta Journal on Tuesday, June 5, 1951. On 
Thursday, June 7, 1951 this appeared in the North DeKalb Record:

Miss Frances Jameson Is Bride of Kenneth Cadenhead - Miss Frances 
Jameson, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. C.E. Jameson of Chamblee, became the bride of 
Kenneth Cadenhead, son of Mr. and Mrs. Roy Cadenhead of Chipley, [Ga.] on Sunday
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afternoon, June 3. The double ring ceremony was performed by [the] Rev. Herbert 
E. Hyde, uncle of the bride, in the Cherokee Heights Baptist Church in Macon. 
Clarence Cadenhead was his brother's best man and Mrs. Hugh Spruill, sister of the 
bride, was matron of honor.
Given in marriage by her father, the bride wore the traditional gown of ivory satin, 
which was of special significance to her because it was worn by her two sisters at
their weddings. Her fingertip veil of net and lace was attached to a coronet of orange
blossoms. She carried a prayer book [Bible] topped with a purple orchid and 
showered with tuberoses.
The prenuptial music was given by Mrs. James A. Wills, sister of the bride.
Following the wedding, a reception was given by Mrs. Herbert E. Hyde and Miss Helen 
Hyde, aunts of the bride. Miss Judy Hill kept the bride's book.
After a brief wedding trip Mr. and Mrs. Cadenhead will reside at 421 Deering Street, 
Athens, where they will continue their studies at the University of Georgia.

In my wedding book, I wrote: Our honeymoon was spent at 421 Deering Street, Athens, 
Georgia; Chipley, Georgia and Chamblee, Georgia. Some day we are going to take a second 
honeymoon and go on a trip. (We have made many trips since 1951.)

Mv Beloved Husband. Albert Kenneth Cadenhead
(1932 - )

*ln 1932, when Kenneth Cadenhead was born, Franklin D. Roosevelt (Democrat) won the 
U.S. presidential election. He defeated Herbert Hoover (Republican). The Scots biologist, 
town planner and educator. Sir Patrick Geddes died.''*

Albert Kenneth Cadenhead was born at home shortly after mid-night on Thursday, January
14, 1932 to Omie Uvelia Bishop and Roy Erastus Cadenhead at 511 Lee Street in the 
Callaway Mill Village of LaGrange, Georgia. His mother said that on that night her "Night 
Blooming Cereus" bloomed. This American cactus with fragrant flowers only blooms for one 
night out of a year. It heralded this infant's arrival. The weather was generally fair and the 
day's high was 65 degrees.2

Baby Kenneth joined his brothers Roy Alton, born June 22, 1924; Alfred Paul, born on 
October 14, 1926; and Clarence Cullom, born on June 6, 1929. Sometime later, the family 
moved to the Oak Grove Community, tocated between LaGrange, Georgia and Chipley, Georgia. 
Kenneth's father farmed and also worked at Callaway Mills in LaGrange. Omie was a frail, 
yet strong, small woman. She walked with a limp caused from a birth injury to her hip. 
Today this could have been medically corrected.

A baby sister, Annie (Anne) Hilt was born on March 15, 1936. She was the only 
daughter/sister in this family. The last baby to be born into the family was Ellis Phelps, 
born on November 10, 1943.

Kenneth was a bright lad, starting to school at Rosemont School in Troup County at the age of 
five. He excelled in his studies at school; while at home, he learned to plow, grow crops, and 
milk cows. When the family moved into the Oak Grove School district, the children attended 
this small country school. After completing the eighth grade, Kenneth attended Chipley High 
School in Chipley, Georgia. Earlier in this book there is a brief sketch of Kenneth's life in

 ̂ On a sabbatical leave from Auburn University in 1988, Kenneth did extensive research on Sir 
Patrick Geddes in Edinburgh, Scotland.

2 The Atlanta Journal. Thursday, January 14, 1932, front page, Weather.
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the West Georgian, the college newspaper. From this description of Kenneth, it is natural 
for one to assume that there were guiding forces in the Cadenhead family that quietly 
encouraged his siblings and him to do the best they could with what they had. Certainly his 
mother was one of those who encouraged them, but his dad, his siblings, other relatives, 
teachers, friends, a college president and a special lawyer in LaGrange were also on this list 
of guiding forces.

The Roy Cadenhead family loved music. When Omie was a young girl, her father, John 
Thomas (Tom) Bishop bought her a reed organ. It was on this organ that Kenneth first 
learned to play. Kenneth took piano lessons in high school; he excelled with this instrument. 
With the help of Kenneth's Uncle Whitman, a piano was purchased for the family. Paul and 
Sara paid for Kenneth's piano lessons. As youngsters, Alton, Paul and Clarence played the 
guitar, the banjo and the mandolin. Kenneth and Anne played the piano and organ. All of the 
family enjoyed singing, including their Papa Bishop. Tom Bishop led singing schools in 
churches. This family often went to Gospel Singings.

Growing up in the Great Depression, the Cadenhead family struggled to make "ends meet." 
Often they were hungry and in need, due to the social times and due to Roy's "drinking 
problem." Alton and Paul worked during their high school years to put food on their family's 
table. Omie went to work in the mill and later she worked in the Oak Grove School and 
Chipley School lunchroom as a cook and server. Uncle Worth Cadenhead's family provided 
room and board for Alton, Paul and Clarence when they were older teenagers while they 
worked and attended school in Atlanta.

During World War II, Alton joined the U.S. Marine Corp. and was sent to the South Pacific - 
to Iwo Jima and Guam, where he bravely fought in some of the country's fiercest battles. 
Paul joined the U.S. Army paratroopers and had just finished his training in North Carolina 
when the war ended. Both had married during this war period. Alton married Ha Catherine 
Walls of LaGrange, Georgia, whom he had met while working in the mill. Paul's bride was 
Sara Emily Davenport of Acworth, Georgia, whom he had met while they were students at 
West Georgia College in Carrollton, Georgia.

Roy was very proud of his older sons' accomplishments. During the war years, he struggled 
to rid himself of his terrible habit. With much effort, Roy finally licked his alcohol 
problem. Lifted from this bondage, the real Roy E. Cadenhead emerged; he became a 
respected, working, leading citizen in the community. He bought land and started a dairy 
farm, where he grew crops - feed for the cows and watermelons. A gifted man with his 
hands, Roy became a carpenter and built several homes and the Farmers and Merchants Bank 
building in Chipley. Blessed with a good singing voice, Roy led the singing at Oak Grove 
Congregational Christian Church and became a pillar of the church. Life began to be much 
happier and more secure for the family. Fortunately for Ellis, he never knew the 
deprivation that his older siblings had known during "the drinking years." He has pleasant 
memories of a good, responsible, intelligent father. Omie, who had stood by her husband 
through "thick and thin," finally had a good life with her family. Roy earned the love and 
respect of his family and of his many friends during his last years on earth.

After his third wife's death, Omie's Father, Tom Bishop came to live with Roy and her. Due 
to the many tragedies in his life. Papa Bishop appeared to be a gruff old man but if one delved 
deep enough, a glimmer of tenderness could be found. He remained in Omie's household until 
his death.

If Paul had not had a "burning zeal" to become a lawyer; if he had not impressed Irving S. 
Ingram, President of West Georgia College, with his "lawyer" dream; if Dr. Ingram had not
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contacted Mr. Hatton Lovejoy, a prominent lawyer in LaGrange, Georgia, to aid this poor, 
young man; if Paul, at President Ingram's instructions, had not gone to Mr. Lovejoy for a 
monetary loan to attend West Georgia College in Carrollon, Georgia, these writings might be 
different from this point on. Paul was the first member of the family to seek a college 
education. He helped his younger siblings to recognize that "where there is a will, there is a 
way." They, being intelligent and willing to work hard, followed Paul's example. After 
graduating from high school, they all attended West Georgia College in Carrollton, Georgia.

The rest of Kenneth's biography and my autobiography will be presented together; in 
marriage we became one; all that has happened through the years to one of us has been 
shared by the other.

Our First Years of Marriage

(Note: My mother kept all the letters I ever wrote to her and Daddy. Much information about 
Kenneth's and my years together have been gleaned from this correspondence.)

As earlier written, our married life began in Athens, Georgia on June 3, 1951. We enrolled 
as seniors in the College of Education at the University of Georgia. I signed a contract to 
teach a 2nd and 4th grade combination class at Watkinsville, Georgia for the 1951-52 
school term. Kenneth found a part time job as a stock boy at S.&H. Kress Ten Cent Store in 
Athens. We joined First Baptist Church where Kenneth sang in the choir and I taught a 
Sunday school class. Kenneth practiced his music during the week on a piano at the church.

After living in our lovely antique-furnished apartment for a month and a half, we realized 
that without two pay checks, we could not afford to stay there. With the approval of dear 
Mrs. Paine, we found a nice, married student-couple to sub-lease our apartment.

(Memories of our first home; the lovely welcome bouquet on the gate-leg table in the living 
room; our wedding night; Kenneth's vegetable garden in the backyard; a brass tray found by 
Kenneth in a junk pile in the back yard - a long ago wedding gift of Mrs. Paines,' which she 
chose to give to us; special meals served on our screened porch; a beautiful apartment filled 
with antique furniture; our kind landlady, Mrs. Paine; discovering that my husband often 
whistled as he worked - my daddy did, too.) An old adage is: "The man who whistles at his 
work is an unconscious philosopher" - so true!

Kenneth and I moved to the University Campus trailer park on Ag Hill into a small trailer, 
D-29. Reducing our rent from $55.00 a month, plus utilities, to $13.00 a month, 
including utilities, was much more manageable on my monthly net salary of $127.25. The 
accommodations were somewhat primitive; we had to use a community bathhouse for 
showers and bathroom facilities; ice was bought twice a week for our icebox (no 
refrigerator). We did have cold running water but we had to heat it on the gas stove for hot 
water. Our first piece of furniture was a Lane's Cedar Chest Low Boy, a wedding gift from 
Mother and Daddy. It had to remain at their home for a few years. Kenneth built (at his 
parents' home) a bookcase, our second piece of furniture. (We still use this bookcase.) 
Although our trailer was small, we often had visitors and we were supremely happy - most 
of the time!

The first "fuss" we had was over a banana pudding I had made. Kenneth's mother put a 
meringue on her banana pudding and baked it. My mother's recipe was unbaked and had no 
meringue. Using my mother's recipe, I proudly served Kenneth my version of banana 
pudding. Eagerly, I waited for Kenneth to exclaim. Strangely, he quietly ate it. Puzzled, I 
asked, “Well, do you like it?" Cautiously, he replied, "It's good but it's not as good as 
Mother's." I cried as much then as I did when the first peach pie I made (for guests) dumped
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onto the floor, due to the surprise tilting of the rack as I attempted to remove the pie from a 
most unsatisfactory gas oven.

In early December (1951) Kenneth was called by his draft board to come for a physical 
examination at Fort Benning, Columbus, Ga. At that time, the draft was our country's 
mandatory system to fill our armed forces with young men, ages 1 8 - 26 ,  for two years. 
This was during the Korean Conflict. Having passed his army physical, we knew that as soon 
as he graduated from the university, he would be drafted into the army (students were 
deferred).

Lovely memories of our first Christmas in our small trailer vividly come to mind. Kenneth 
found a very small pine tree on the side of the road, cut it and built a stand for it. Using a 
white damask table cloth (a wedding gift) underneath it, we placed the tree on our dining 
table. Decorating it with blue lights and icicles, the tree gave our trailer a special glow. 
Kenneth's Christmas gift to me was a set of red glass dishes purchased at S.&H. Kress. What 
a beautiful table setting! Only two of the saucers remain from this set (2004).

The New Year, 1952, found me pregnant and Kenneth facing a stint in the armed forces. 
After a great deal of thought, he volunteered for the army and left in April for Fort Jackson, 
South Carolina. By volunteering, he would be a likely candidate for Officer's Candidate 
School. Clarence had volunteered after graduating from Georgia Tech and had gone to O.C.S.; 
he was stationed in California as a Second Lieutenant. Waiting to be drafted lessened the 
likelihood of Kenneth's getting to go to O.C.S. Lacking only one quarter's courses to complete 
my B.S. degree in Education, I resigned my teaching position at Watkinsville in March and 
enrolled at the university for Spring Quarter. (My thinking was that after the baby's birth 
it would be difficult for me to go back to school). With our goals in mind, a big change in our 
lives began to unfold.

In April, Kenneth was sent to Fort Jackson for his basic training in the Thirteenth Regiment 
of the 8th Infantry. The training was rigid; the summer's heat was intense; and few passes 
were given to the recruits.

Finishing my course work, I graduated from the University of Georgia on June 5, 1952 in 
Sanford Stadium at 8:00 a.m. - before the sun got too hot. Kenneth's name appeared in the 
program as a graduate, too, but he was unable to attend since he was in the army. On Honor's 
Day, May 22, 1952, Kenneth's name was included in the program as being in the upper five 
percent of his class. He was invited to join the highest honorary fraternity of UGA, but 
because we lacked money for the dues, he declined this invitation.

(Memories of our second home, the trailer; the black, iron kettle from Kenneth's childhood 
home - our hot water source; the two-eyed hot plate (loaned to us by Aunt Adell), which we 
used rather than the awful gas stove; the small $ .50 chickens we bought at the university 
farm on Saturdays - and which I cooked for Sunday dinners; fitting Kenneth's family (all 
eleven of us) in our trailer for Sunday lunch one rainy day; the ice sign that we placed in 
our window twice a week for ice delivery; the cold, rainy nights that we had to go to the 
bathhouse to take a shower - one side was the men's and the other side was the women's; 
overnight company sleeping on our dining table that folded down, with the bench pillows 
acting as a mattress; a sofa at the back of our trailer that made into our bed at night; happy 
laughter and conversation with our many friends who dropped by; zinnias and tomatoes 
planted by Kenneth that grew around our trailer; Solomon's "Head of Christ" which hung 
over our book-filled bookcase - on the top of the bookcase several wedding gifts were 
displayed; our two tiny, twenty-four inch wide closets; Kenneth's studying late at night and 
saying that sleep was a waste of time; the early morning parade of robe-garbed trailer 
tenants going to the bath house with a slop jar in their hands; "The Olde Bookstore;" our
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first Christmas: the bigness of our small trailer after Kenneth left for the army; Kenneth's 
first leave home - I had begun to wear maternity clothes; Ted, Diane and baby Barbara 
Knight, our next door neighbors; packing and leaving our happy abode of eleven months.)

Mother, Daddy, Ronald and LaVerne helped me move back home to Mother and Daddy's to live 
until Kenneth had finished his basic training and until after our baby was born. What 
loving, good parents I had. They took care of my needs during the next months, including 
taking me out to Fort MacPherson's Army Hospital for monthly check-ups. Fortunately, 
Kenneth was home on leave when our baby son, Michael Kenneth, was born on September 
22, 1952. What a handsome baby boy was our Michael!

Before basic training ended for Kenneth, because of his typing skills, he was asked to join 
the Machine Records Unit at Fort Jackson. If he joined this unit, he would forfeit going to
O.C.S. The weeks of intense training in the summer's heat, getting a tooth knocked out by a 
fellow soldier when they were ordered to "sling arms" in formation, and discovering the 
rigid, harsh life of a soldier caused Kenneth to opt for serving in the M.R.U. rather than 
going on to Officer's Candidate School.

(Memories of our third home: Returning to my childhood home to await our baby's birth; 
feeling the comfort of people who loved me and who saw to my needs while I was separated 
from my soldier husband, especially when I developed toxemia late in my pregnancy; eagerly 
awaiting letters from Kenneth and for his visits when he got rare weekend passes; enjoying 
my family - playing with and reading stories to Ernie and Jim's little Cathy; visiting with 
my siblings and Kenneth's family; having intimate conversations with my mo^er and Mama 
Hyde; waking up and knowing that my baby's birth was imminent; knowing the joy of being 
parents; rocking a crying, "colic-ky," precious, baby boy for hours on end; visiting down at 
Oak Grove and “showing off" our baby to Kenneth's loving family; hitching Daddy's trailer to 
our car and filling it with all of the necessary things we would need in South Carolina, 
including Mama Hyde's roller-wringer washing machine, which she had given to us when 
she got her first automatic washer; waving goodbye to my folks when we left for Columbia; 
experiencing the utter thrill of being reunited as a family - Kenneth, Michael and me.)

When Michael was six weeks old, he and I joined Kenneth at Fort Jackson. We lived in a 
two-room apartment in the home of Mrs. Annie Geddings, 729 Aiken Street, Columbia, South 
Carolina. Michael thrived on the love that "Miss Annie" gave him. A neighbor gave us a 
highchair to use. Kenneth found a broken rocking chair at the city dump, repaired it and 
upholstered it with gray vinyl. (I believe in rocking babies - it gives comfort to the baby 
and to the person rocking him/her.)

Several of our college friends (Wayne Daniel, Edwin Garner, and Hershel Palmer) were 
drafted into the army and were sent to Fort Jackson for training. My brother Ronald even 
passed through this fort when his reserve group was "called up." New friends were made - 
Ted Fox, Bob and Helen Temple, Tine and Kent Barton, Don and Lois Ann Coker, Earl and Kate 
McColloch, and others. We often had visitors in our apartment.

Since Michael was still so young, we did not travel to Georgia for Christmas, 1952. Not 
knowing if or when Kenneth might be sent to Korea, we decided to splurge and rent a piano 
for a few months. What a lovely time we had with that instrument. Many nights our friends 
would come to sing around the piano. Being miles away from our loved ones, we all sought 
fellowship with each other. One such night, the Cokers and Temples were visiting us. A 
knock was heard at our door. It was a neighbor who bade Kenneth to his home to receive an 
urgent telephone message - the terrible news that Kenneth's father had been killed in an 
automobile accident that day, March 10, 1953. Don and Bob (his army buddies) went with
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Kenneth to the fort to apply for an emergency leave while their wives (Lois Ann and Helen) 
helped Miss Annie and me to pack to go to Oak Grove.

Mother Cadenhead was in City-County Hospital in LaGrange, Georgia with a serious kidney 
ailment and Daddy Cadenhead was on his way to the hospital to see her on that fateful day. A 
truck swerved into the side of his car, causing a wreck and killing him. Kenneth's father 
was only 53. What a sad time this was! Still living at home were Anne, almost seventeen 
years old, and Ellis, nine and a half years old. Papa Bishop lived with them, which was a 
real blessing since Kenneth’s mother was frail and sickly. While we were home for the 
funeral, Kenneth's name came up on the roster at Fort Jackson to be sent to Korea. Because 
of the circumstances facing Kenneth's family (minor children and a very sick mother), 
Lieutenant Gholson compassionately struck Kenneth's name from the list! We shall always 
be grateful to him for this kind act!

Soon after we returned to South Carolina, we found a larger apartment out in the country. 
Needing more space and our own private bathroom, we moved into Dr. Neill MacCaulay's 
garage apartment at 850 Clement Road. A lake was located just behind the apartment and 
next door was a rental house, which was occupied by a lovely family, the Hugh Reynolds, 
from Virginia. Their six-year old son, Johnny Mike, often came over to play with baby 
Michael. When Dr. MacCaulay (a dentist) saw Kenneth digging up ground for a vegetable 
garden, he brought his tractor over and broke up the soil for Kenneth. We joined Ridgecrest 
Baptist Church where Kenneth sang in the choir. More lovely friends were made there.

During the summer, Kenneth was transferred to the Machine Records Unit at Fort 
McPherson in Atlanta. We were delighted to be near our families once more. We rented an 
apartment in the basement of Madge and Raymond Korizon's home at 1321 Lorenzo Drive in 
East Point, Georgia, near the army post; there we lived until March 1954 - Kenneth's last 
eight months in the army. Because ranks were frozen for a great portion of the Korean 
Crisis, Kenneth only rose to the rank of Corporal before he received his honorable discharge 
from the U.S. Army in April 1954. (A month's leave was granted from March to April.)

(Memories of our fourth, fifth and sixth homes: the lovely blue corn flowers that grew near 
the clothesline at "Miss Annie's;" the soot from the nearby mill's smoke stack that fell on 
Michael's clean diapers on the clothesline; the good times we had with our military and 
civilian friends; listening to records on our small, brown record player - Kenneth bought 
them at a fire sale - Fritz Kreisler, Lily Pons, Strauss Waltzes, etc.; the aroma that floated 
through the walls from "Miss Annie's" kitchen as she cooked her delicious macaroni and 
cheese in a kerosene stove oven; Daddy Cadenhead's funeral; Anne's graduation from high 
school; visiting the Coker's parents' tobacco farm in Turbeville, South Carolina; our 
families' visits; sending money home to help pay for Ellis's tonsillectomy - a few of 
Kenneth's buddies contributed to this too; buying a pressure canner to can vegetables from 
Kenneth's Clement Road garden; keeping Kenneth's stiffly starched army uniforms neatly 
ironed; Mrs. Reynolds, wearing sunglasses, driving off in her Buick; the move to Atlanta; 
Michael learning to walk and playing with his red wagon in the backyard at the Korizons; 
Kenneth working at Sears during his off-hours from the army - he bought a Sears waffle 
iron that we still use today; my selling Cardinal Craftsman Christmas cards and Stanley 
Home Products to earn extra money; having social times with our relatives; Kenneth, living 
off the post, being irritated when he was given weekend KP - once, he turned sharply and did 
not salute his commanding officer, where upon he was sternly ordered to do so: getting 
pregnant during August 1953, and, shortly afterwards, aborting the fetus at the Fort 
McPherson hospital; Kenneth completing his stint with the army. Hurray!)
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The army moved us to the prefabs at the University of Georgia in March 1954, where 
Kenneth, using his G.l. Bill benefits, started working on his Master's degree in education. 
Luckily, a teaching position in a third grade was open at Chase Street School in Athens and I 
was hired to finish the year; I was also hired to teach the next year in that school. Cathy 
Shackelford, a friend from WGC days, who happened to live next door to us in the prefabs, 
was hired to take care of Michael while I taught. After completing two quarters, Kenneth 
gave in to "the gnawing feeling" that he needed to be in Troup County to help his mother and 
younger siblings adjust to life without his father. The farm had been sold and Mother 
Cadenhead had moved to LaGrange on Vernon Street; Anne was a student at West Georgia 
College; Ellis was trying to adapt to city living. Mr. R. Stafford Clark, Superintendent of 
Troup County Schools, hired Kenneth to teach sixth grade at Mountville Elementary School in 
the Mountville Community. I resigned my position at Chase Street School in August and we 
moved to Mountville, Georgia in Troup County.

(Memories of our seventh home: Michael walking in his daddy's big shoes; the thin walls of 
our apartment - we could hear our neighbor's conversations and spats; the lovely flower bed 
of zinnias Kenneth planted in front of our prefab; Kenneth's university vegetable garden 
plot; the Collie dog that Paul and Sara gave us - he got distemper and died; our neighbors and 
their children - the Duncans, the Mays and the Shackelfords; getting pregnant again.)

To Mountville we went, where we moved into the "teacherage." It was located directly behind 
the school and had once been the home of an elderly spinster. Miss Aldora Hightower, who 
had sold it to the Board of Education and had moved to Atlanta. The house built in the 1890s 
had never been painted - inside or outside. Prior to our move, the county painted the inside, 
put in a bathroom, and installed gas radiant heaters. A wide hall separated the first four 
rooms; the large kitchen led off of one of these rooms. Behind the kitchen was another 
bedroom, which would later become Ellis's room. A wide front porch and an ell-shaped back 
porch gave character to the house. That year, white siding and a new roof were put on the 
house. "Miss Aldora," a plant lover, had many old fashioned shrubs and plants in the yard, 
including azaleas, camellias, sleepy hibiscus (Turk's Cap), flowering quince, boxwood, 
heather, apple trees, a huge Holly tree, sweet peas, spirea, crepe myrtle, and pecan trees. 
(We took a cutting of the sleepy hibiscus when we moved from Mountville and planted it at 
our new home in Auburn. Four more times we moved and, each time, we took a cutting of the 
sleepy hibiscus with us - thus, after fifty years this beautiful red flowered bush still 
attracts the hummingbirds in our yard.) Out back was a garage, a storage shed and an out
house. Part of the Hightower property had been sold to Thomas Wood - on his property was 
the pasture, pecan grove and barn. For eight years, we lived in this wonderful old house. 
Throughout the years, this house has been the one that I most often have in my dreams.

When we arrived in Mountville, we were pleasantly surprised to find that the Methodist 
minister was Randall Williamson, a West Georgia College friend. He had married my good 
WGC friend, Jean Plant (Williamson). He was a ministerial student at Emory Theological 
University and was serving as Methodist minister to Mountville, Odessadale and Big Springs 
rural communities. "Make new friends but keep the old" certainly was the case for us in 
this community. We were welcomed into the churches and the community; and, in turn, we 
became active community leaders.

Knowing that I was pregnant and did not plan to teach that school year, Mr. Clark proposed a 
teaching assignment for me - to teach high school English (8th, 9th, 10th and 11th grades) 
at Rosemont High School until Christmas. At that time, Buddy Lloyd, a local person, was to 
be discharged from the service and had been promised this position in December. I accepted 
this short-term proposal. A good black lady, Lizzie Mae, was hired to come to our home to 
care for Michael at $3.00 a day - the going rate for Mountville maids at that time. Besides 
teaching English classes at Rosemont, I was the librarian, the Junior-Senior Class sponsor,
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and the supervisor of the annual staff. The juniors and seniors had a "tacky" party at Joanne 
McCurry's home in October; I (and little Michael) helped to chaperone this. What fun we 
had! I helped them plan their Junior-Senior Prom, which was held in November at the 
school. Rosemont School youngsters had been known, in earlier years, to “spike" the punch 
at the school prom. But that evening, these young folks were perfect angels! Most of the 
school annual had been completed before I left at Christmas but the staff sought my help in 
January and February with minor details. They also borrowed my college dramatics class 
make-up kit to use for their school play. How much I enjoyed teaching and working with 
those high school students. Imagine my surprise in the spring, when the annual staff came 
to present a 1955 Raider Annual to me. Opening the book, I found that they had dedicated 
their yearbook to me. It read:

The Senior Class of 1954-55 was quick to recognize superior quality in teaching 
from a graceful, intelligent person whose ability supersedes the average. The 
expert guidance has led the students of Rosemont to "sincereness" in thinking and has 
given new concepts of future living, which spelled traditional attitudes and 
ideas, and created an atmosphere of kindness throughout the high school.
The excellent work given to Rosemont cannot be overlooked by a class that has 
appreciated it as much as the Seniors of Rosemont High School; consequently we 
take great pride in dedicating the work of our hands and minds included in this 
volume of THE RAIDER to you, Mrs. Kenneth Cadenhead.

A picture of Michael followed on the next page - he was their class mascot. What a 
wonderful honor and surprise was given to Michael and to me by these students.

Our family adjusted well to this move to Mountville. We shared responsibilities with Alton 
and Ha in helping care for Mother Cadenhead, Anne and Ellis. (Anne, a student at West 
Georgia College fell in love with Samuel Moore of Carrollton, Georgia and married him in 
1954 at First Baptist Church in Carrollton, Ga.) Living in Troup County allowed us to have 
regular contact with Kenneth's other relatives and when his siblings visited Mother 
Cadenhead, we got to see them, too.

My family came often to see us. Daddy and Mother would show up with a "goody-bag" and 
would visit for several days. Mother came when our babies were born - what wonderful 
help she was! My siblings and I kept in close contact; we visited back and forth with each 
other often. What good memories I have of these times.

The school year (1954-55), Kenneth led his sixth graders in a study of the early pioneers 
of Mountville Community. Their findings were presented in play form at the end of the 
school year; the material they collected was made into a book and was placed in the 
Mountville School Library. When Kenneth left Mountville School, he gave his copy of the 
compilation of historical information to Eugenia Mote, his dedicated secretary and 
Mountville citizen.

Early on Saturday morning (the day before Easter), April 9, 1955, Melanie Ann Cadenhead 
was born at City-County Hospital in LaGrange, Georgia; Dr. Willis M. Hendricks attended 
her birth. Again, I had toxemia in the latter months of my pregnancy. LaMerle Perdue, a 
good nurse friend and Mountvillian, was in the delivery room to assist with Melanie's birth, 
as she was when Mark and Milton were born. The people in Mountville showered us with 
flowers, cards, gifts, food and visits. During the next year, Melanie's baby picture was 
selected from Bowen's Studio to be the Troup Dairies Co-op baby for the month.

That summer, Kenneth went to Athens to finish his Master's study. He lived at the YMCA 
while I and our children remained in Mountville. Ellis stayed several weeks with us while 
his mother and Papa Bishop lived in temporary quarters; the house she had bought next door 
to Aunt Adell on Park Avenue was not ready for occupancy. On August 18, 1955 Kenneth
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marched in graduation at the University of Georgia, where he received his Master's degree in 
Education.

During the year, a new Troup County High School was built; and, in the fall of 1955, all of 
the county high school students were "bussed" to it. Mountville Elementary School emerged; 
Kenneth was named principal of this school, a position he held for seven years. A new 
addition was added to Mountville school during the summer of 1955; it included a new 
kitchen, library, cafetorium, and administrative offices. In 1956, the library books were 
moved from the clubhouse into the new library. Using the Dewey Decimal System, I 
voluntarily helped Kenneth classify and shelve the books; a card catalogue file was set up. A 
shelf of professional books and magazines for teachers were also catalogued. Since there was 
no librarian on the staff, Kenneth designed a system where upper grade students were 
trained to perform all of the duties of a librarian, with the exception of repairing, ordering 
and accessioning books. The students proved to be very good library assistants.

Being a creative, innovative educator, Kenneth strove for excellence in teaching and learning 
at Mountville Elementary School. A school chorus was formed and directed by Kenneth. The 
Mountville Headliner, the school newspaper, was begun. Creative writings of the children 
were included in this paper. Art projects were always in progress and on display. An 
exposure to the fine arts was offered to the children through art, music, drama and dance. 
Each May Day, the students presented an excellent program of song and dance for the parents 
and friends. Individualized instruction was encouraged and practiced by Kenneth. His chief 
responsibility was being an administrator, but every year, he found time to give individual 
instruction to individual children or small groups of children. His faculty responded well to 
his ideas, especially Lurline Moore, Martha Harmon and Jean Cofield. Michael and Melanie 
were students at Mountville Elementary School - Michael for four years and Melanie for one 
year. Michael was in his father's school chorus.

The PTA actively met and sponsored school projects; a "Womanless Wedding" was held to 
raise funds. For several years, I served as PTA program chairman and grade-mother. 
Kenneth was a popular, yet demanding educator in the community and in the county; he won 
the respect of Mr. Clark, the Board of Education, his colleagues and the parents of the 
children who were attending Mountville School.

I substituted often at Mountville School; I could do this because I had a wonderful maid, 
Louise Partridge, who would come at a moment's notice to care for our children in our home; 
she loved them dearly! Her husband, Arthur, was the school's janitor. When Louise could 
not baby-sit, if it were after school hours, we had two wonderful teen-age baby sitters, 
Marie Smith and Sue Jeter, who lovingly kept our four little ones. Jean Mote, Elizabeth 
Fuller, Alma Wood and I often "baby-sat" with each other's children. What a marvelous 
place this was for our family to live while our children were very young.

Our closest neighbors were Mrs. Minnie Bowen, Billy and Martha Alice Bowen, Thomas, 
Alma, Joel and Nancy Wood, Elizabeth Hogg, Elizabeth, Bryant, Jr., and Bryant Fuller III, 
“Mr. Walt" and "Miss Mag" Tyler, Carl, Eugenia (Jean), Kappy and Doug Mote. Mrs. Bowen 
was the school's dietician and was known for her delicious homemade yeast rolls, pound 
cakes and apple pies. There were many excellent cooks in Mountville, but she was the best! 
Elizabeth Fuller and Jean Mote were devoted friends. Melanie, Nancy, Kappy, Michael, 
Bryant, Doug and, sometimes, Joel were special playmates. Life would have been very 
different for us in Mountville if these friends had not lived there.

Kenneth organized and directed a Mountville Community Choir that sang at the Sunday 
morning worship services in the two churches and at the revival services of each church in
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the summer. I accompanied the choir at the Baptist Church and Gwen Humphries 
accompanied the choir at the Methodist Church. The Methodist Church had preaching on the 
second and fourth Sunday, the Baptist Church had preaching on the first and third Sunday: 
and the Presbyterian Church had services on a fifth Sunday. The Methodist Church had the 
only Sunday school at that time (1954). However, it was not long until Kenneth and I 
organized a Sunday school at the Baptist Church. Our Baptist minister was Dr. Willis 
Howard, an elderly man. When he resigned, we called the Reverend Fred Thompson (a 
ministerial student at Mercer University) to become our pastor. Kenneth was ordained as a 
Deacon at the Baptist Church and both of us taught Sunday school classes there. Special 
services, such as the Sun Rise Easter Services at Rosser Wood's Lake, were planned by 
Kenneth: he and a committee (Carl Mote was always on this committee) assisted the Baptist 
and Methodist ministers in this endeavor. We both played the piano and organ for special 
programs in the community, such as revivals, weddings and funerals. Kenneth often led 
singing in the churches and was soloist for special events in the community. Physical 
improvements were made at the Baptist Church; an organ was purchased for the church. 
During the years that we attended Mountville Baptist Church, our minister families were 
Dr. and Mrs. Willis Howard, Fred and Marie Thompson, Willard and Christine McAllister, 
Max and Marion McCord. Max had preaching services every Sunday. We had a special 
relationship with many of our Baptist church friends, especially Sarabel and Mr. Luther 
Gaines, Elizabeth Fuller, Henry and LaMerle Perdue. Our Methodist friends were dear, too. 
Carl Mote led the Methodists in installing chimes in their church steeple. On Saturday 
evenings and early on Sunday mornings, favorite hymns would peal forth for all in the 
community to hear! How beautiful!

After Randall and Jean Williamson left the Mountville Methodist Charge, Edward and Janice 
Terry from Rockmart, Georgia came to fill this position. This couple became dear friends of 
ours. Ralph and June Segrest followed them.

Kenneth and I both taught beginner piano to people in the community. Kenneth taught Kappy 
Mote and Michael. I taught LaMerle and Virginia Perdue, Ellen Costley, and "Little Bryant" 
Fuller. We even had piano recitals with our students. We also tutored. Kenneth tutored the 
Mallory children and Dr. Richards's son from LaGrange. I tutored Junior Short from Pine 
Mountain. Kenneth tutored two itinerant, illiterate men who came to our church for a short 
period of time.

The community club met once a month in the school cafetorium for a "pot luck" supper and 
meeting. Being a member of the Ruban (Rural/Urban) Association, we were in competition 
with other rural communities in Troup County to have special or on-going projects that 
would benefit our individual communities. At the end of the year, we presented, in 
scrapbook form, our accomplishments. The best community projects were recognized and 
were publicized in the newspapers of the county. Kenneth served as Mountville Community 
Club President twice and we both worked on various committees through the years. (I was 
always on the scrapbook committee). During Kenneth's presidency, the "Mountville 
Community" signs were erected on Highway 109 at the two entrances into the town. Club 
members did attractive landscaping around these signs. Another project was the formation 
of a community choir. We were invited to sing on Columbus television in 1957. Two of the 
songs that we sang, "Psalm 100" and "The Choral Benediction," were composed by Kenneth.

The summer of 1956 found us in New York City at Teacher's College, Columbia University, 
where Kenneth began his doctoral study in Education. The Board of Education in Troup 
County sent Kenneth and Clayton Bowers, Troup High Principal, to be participants in the 
summer Work Conference on Rural Education, directed by Dr. Frank Cyr, at this institution. 
Kenneth enrolled for one graduate course and attended the work conference: he was the 
youngest educator at this conference. What a rich summer this was for him! We were able
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to sublet a Columbia University faculty member's apartment across the street from 
Teacher's College at 423 W.120th Street on the eighth floor, Apt. 86, for $190.00 for the 
session. From our apartment window, we could see the Hudson River and the skyline of 
lower Manhattan. Luckily, there was a crib, stroller, children's toys and books in this 
apartment. We were in awe of the big city and its many inhabitants. Michael's playground 
was the green area near the Hudson River, the playground at Riverside Church, the park 
area around Grant's tomb, Morningside Park, and the roof of our ten-story apartment 
building. It was on the roof of this building that I hung my weekly laundry to dry; it was 
where I made friends with two lovely tenants, Mary Jean Nelson and Elizabeth Annacone, 
whose husbands were in school at the University. Also it was where, on August 1, 1956 that 
Melanie took her first steps. The view of the city was interesting from our roof top - on the 
east, we could see Morningside Park and, beyond it, the slums of Harlem; to the north were 
apartments filled with Porta Ricans - gamblers played checkers and dominos on rooftops, 
children sat in windows with little guard protection; to the west was the Columbia 
University campus, Julliard, Riverside Church and the Hudson River; and to the south were 
Saint John's Cathedral and lower Manhattan.

Winston (Norf) and Mary Jean Nelson were Mormons from Salt Lake City, Utah and had a 
five year old girl Kristen and a baby boy, Mark; Angelo and Elizabeth Annacone were good 
Irish/Italian Catholics from Paterson, New Jersey and had a little girl, Anna Maria. Mary 
Jean took Kristen, Anna Maria and Michael to the Playskool at Riverside Church twice a 
week to play. She baby-sat for Kenneth and me to attend the city's criminal night court (a 
class assignment) and again when we went to see the Broadway play "The Diary of Anne 
Frank," starring Susan Strasbourg at the Cort Theater. She also kept the children for Julia 
Dell, Kenneth and me to go see the Rockettes and "The Eddy Duchin Story" (movie) at the 
Radio City Music Hall at Rockefeller Center. Using the subway system was exciting.

Julia Dell Hurston, a teacher from Troup County and Master's student at Teacher's College, 
was living in Scarsdale with a cousin but came to our apartment every class day to have 
lunch. In exchange for this, she baby-sat with our children one Saturday for Kenneth and 
me to go “exploring" in the "Big Apple" city. We went to Liberty Island and climbed to the 
crown (22 floors) of the Statue of Liberty to view Manhattan; we went to the Hayden 
Planetarium and to the American Museum of Natural History that day.

On Saturdays and Sundays, Kenneth drove us to various points in the city - down Broadway, 
to Battery Park, China Town, Fifth Avenue, Park Avenue, the Bowery, and Central Park. 
One day we rode the nickel ferry to Staten Island. Michael loved seeing the big ships in the 
sea-lanes. The foam that followed the movement of the ferry fascinated him. He asked if it 
were soapsuds. While Mrs. Bowers and the girls were in New York, we took the children to 
the Bronx Zoo. One Saturday, we went out to exclusive Scarsdale to visit with Julia Dell's 
relatives. On Sundays, Kenneth and I took turns attending the worship services at Riverside 
Church. Michael attended the worship services with us. He was impressed with the beauty 
of the building and quietly listened to the sermons and music. Once he whispered to me, 
“Look at the little church on the wall." There was a small, carved replica of a church on the 
wall near the minister's rostrum - it concealed the speakers. The sanctuary was lovely 
with stained glass windows, huge chandeliers, and beautiful carvings on the walls; a cross 
and candles were on the altar table. I wrote to Mother, "The minister (Dr. Robert J. 
McCracken) has a Scottish brogue." Virgil Fox was the organist - the music was marvelous! 
Near sundown on Sundays, carillons played from this mighty cathedral's spires - what a 
beautiful sound!

Kenneth had many exciting experiences at the work conference. The group visited various 
schools in the area; they went to the United Nations Building, where they sat in on a session. 
After observing schools on Long Island one day, they enjoyed a social outing at Jones Beach
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and attended Guy Lombardo's musical "Show Boat." Several renowned people, including J.C. 
Penney, lectured to the group. Social outings were planned for the participants and their 
mates. We went to the reception and the banquet. The banquet menu was baked squab with 
oyster dressing, green limas, rice with parsley, tossed salad, hard rolls, honey dew melon, 
ice cream and coffee. I wrote to Mother, “It should have been good at $2.60 each."

Kenneth's course work went well and Dr. Cyr was impressed with this rural Georgia 
educator. When summer school was over, we headed back to the south. At that time, I was in 
charge of balancing our checkbook. I told Kenneth that we did not have enough money to stay 
in a motel and that it would be necessary for us to drive straight home. We left at the end of 
the day so that the children could sleep as we drove; a full moon guided us as our car moved 
through the Shenandoah Mountains and valleys. At dawn we stopped in a park to make 
breakfast and to take turns dozing on a quilt with the children. Wearily, we covered the 
many miles to Georgia and arrived at Mother and Daddy's that night. Later, Kenneth looked at 
our bank balance and discovered that I had made a subtraction error - we had $100.00 to 
the good! For some strange reason, Kenneth decided, at that point, to do the balancing of our 
checkbook each month and has continued to do this throughout our marriage. At least, my 
error did not put us "in the red."

(Memories of our ninth home - New York City: driving on the Jersey Turnpike; eating hash 
brown potatoes with eggs at breakfast for the first time - grits were not on the menu - 
breakfast for all four came to $2.35; having to move the car at a certain time each day to the 
other side of the street for the street sweeper to clean our street; seeing "the extremes" in 
the city on one short Sunday afternoon drive - from the Bowery with the derelicts asleep on 
the sidewalks to the posh apartments on Fifth Avenue; seeing the Statute of Liberty; viewing 
the tall skyscrapers, including the Empire State Building; interacting with people of all 
races and creeds; hearing the buzzer of the "dumb waiter" in our apartment on Tuesdays and 
Fridays - this signal told me to put our bagged garbage on the shelf • when I had done this, I 
gave a whistle, the dumb waiter was manually lowered to the basement where our garbage 
was discarded; the greeting of our apartment building's doorman as we entered or left it; not 
having screens on our open windows; not being able to purchase corn meal or grits in the 
A&P Grocery Store that was on the ground floor of our apartment building; taking Michael on 
the subway to the stores to buy small gifts for loved ones at home; making lovely new 
friends.)

Eilis Joins Our Family

Sadly, September 28, 1956, Mother Cadenhead, who was in the hospital for another illness, 
had a cerebral hemorrhage and died at City-County Hospital in LaGrange. Papa Bishop had 
died earlier that year, in the same hospital, with cancer. At almost thirteen, Ellis was now 
alone! All of his brothers and his sister, having their own homes, invited him to come and 
live with them. In a family session after the funeral, Ellis chose to come to Mountville to 
live with us. He was welcomed into our home and to the Mountville Community. The back 
room was painted and Ellis's bedroom furniture was moved into it. Enrolling in the eighth 
grade at Troup High School, Ellis soon adapted to the many changes in his young life. He 
suffered in silence over the loss of his father, mother and grandfather. At 24 and 25 years 
old, Kenneth and I became the guardians of a teenager! Although we had the full support of 
Kenneth's siblings, we probably did not do as they wished in certain situations but we did the 
best that we knew how to do at that time. Ellis was a good boy and gave us no trouble. There 
were times that he, as most teenagers, resented having to "take orders" from us; our 
expectations were high. But, generally, things went well. Our children adored him; he often 
played with them and helped care for them. He quickly made friends with the teenagers in 
the community. He, Ridley Thrash, Dicky Jeter, David and Archy Cash became good buddies.
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When Ellis was fourteen, he broke his arm at school. It was a nasty break, which required a 
few days at the hospital in traction.

Ellis wanted to earn some spending money so he approached Mr. Arthur Moore about working 
in the afternoons and Saturdays in his general store in Mountville. Mr. Moore hired him. 
Throughout high school, Ellis worked there on Saturdays and during the summer. Ellis was 
active in Boy Scouts and church; Edward Terry was his ScoutMaster and I was his Sunday 
school teacher. Ellis could hardly wait to learn to drive. When he got his license, he often 
washed the car so that he could use it for his Saturday night date. Being keenly interested in 
how things work, especially electrical things, he often worked on items. One day Ellis and 
David Cash ran a wire (a fair distance) from Ellis's room to David's house where they could 
communicate with each other on a homemade telephone, unbeknown to David's parents and 
us. This was discovered one day when I cleaned his room. How clever they were! How Ellis 
hated to get up in the mornings to catch the bus. Most of the time he preferred to sleep late 
and then would not have time to eat breakfast - much to the dismay of bus driver Thomas 
Wood and me. Ellis' siblings were very kind to him during these years. They often visited 
us and had Ellis to visit them on short holidays. The last Mother's Day he spent in our home 
was in 1961 (just before he graduated from high school). When I went to make breakfast on 
Sunday morning, I found on the counter this note, which I have kept through the years:

"5-14-61 - Fran, I can't say to you in words how much you have meant to me as my 
second-mother. Of course we have had our difficulties but they are snowed under by 
the pleasures and enjoyments we have had.
I am going to ask that you not say anything to me about today. It is truly a sad day but
I am going to try to just let it drift on by.
I have only one other thing to say and I will close and that is you do not seem like a 
sister-in-law to me. You are much closer to me than some of my closer relatives. 
This will always be home to me and I will always look for your sweet smile. May
God's blessings be with us always. Ellis

(A poem was attached to this with these words written by him: "This truly fits this 
home and You." The author is unknown.)
Home's not merely four square walls. Though with pictures hung and gilded;
Home is where affection calls, Filled with shrines the heart hath builded!
Home! Go watch the faithful dove, Sailing 'neath the heaven above us:
Home is where there's one to love! Home is where there's one to love us!

Home's not merely roof and room. It needs something to endear it;
Home is where the heart can bloom, Where there's some kind lip to cheer it!
What is home with none to meet. None to welcome; none to greet us?
Home is sweet, - and only sweet - When there's one we love to meet us!)

Your gift is in the bottom of the refrigerator."

The gift was a lovely purple orchid corsage from this dear, young man, Ellis! He was and 
continues to be a very special member of our family!

References to Ellis appear all through this book. At this point, however, I want to insert a 
brief summary of Ellis's life.

Ellis Phelps Cadenhead was born in Troup County in the Oak Grove Community on November 
10, 1943 to Roy and Omie Cadenhead. Dr. Ellis of Chipley, Georgia delivered this baby boy. 
He was named for the family doctor. Phelps was the maiden name of Ellis's Grandmother 
Cadenhead. Ellis's life began on a dairy farm where he enjoyed all aspects of rural life. He
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had four older brothers and one older sister. Ellis adored his father and very early became 
his father's shadow. In his daily work, Roy taught the youngster many important skills. Not 
only did Roy have a dairy farm, but he also raised crops and was a contractor/builder. When 
Ellis was nine and a half years old, his father was killed in an automobile accident. 
Afterwards, the farm was sold and his mother, his sister and he moved to town (LaGrange, 
Georgia.) His mother was frail and sickly and three years later, she died, leaving Ellis all 
alone. As earlier written, Ellis came to live with Kenneth's and my family. Ellis graduated 
from Troup High School in May 1961. Mr. Owens Caudle hired Ellis to read meters for 
Troup EMC during the summers of 1960 and 1961. In the fall of 1961 Ellis enrolled at 
West Georgia College. While there he ran cross-country and managed the baseball team. He 
returned to LaGrange in 1962, where he boarded at the Smith House (we had moved to 
Auburn, Alabama) and worked for, first, Davidson Electric, then. Southern Bell Telephone 
Company. Later, he joined Troup Electric Membership Cooperative. In 1974, he and his 
friend Roy Tollison bought the Ford Tractor Dealership in LaGrange, Georgia; early on, Ellis 
sold his part of the business to Roy. Returning to Troup EMC, Ellis worked there until 
1987. He then went to work for Newnan Utilities in Newnan, Georgia. From 1987 until 
December 2003, Ellis was employed with this company as assistant manager.

In 1964, Ellis married Ann Clark of Clarksville, Georgia; they bought a home and acreage on 
Salem Road near the Pleasant Grove Community. Ellis and Anne had three sons, Roy, Ken, 
and Jim. Divorce came to this union.

Ellis helped to form a volunteer fire department in his section of rural Troup County. 
Through the years, he has been an active member of this group; all of his sons are volunteer 
firemen at this same unit. Two sons are now professional firemen - one in Troup County and 
one in Coweta County. Ellis is an active member of Pleasant Grove United Methodist Church, 
where he led Boy Scouts for many years. In 1987 Ellis married Carol Smith Aldridge; she 
has two sons, Greg and Matt, from her first marriage; Ellis and Carol have a son, Jason. 
During their years together, Carol and Ellis have most effectively combined their families 
into one big, happy family. The love that is shared by these twenty-six family members is 
awe-inspiring. You will not find a finer person than Ellis CadenheadI With his questioning 
mind he has made great strides in his field; he continually tests and implements his 
technical knowledge in the work place. When Ellis retired (2003) at 60 years of age, he 
was Assistant General Manager of Newnan Utilities, where he was a pioneer engineer in 
developing the use of Fiber Optics in his industry.

At the Biltmore Hotel in Atlanta, Georgia, on November 6, 2003, Ellis was awarded "the 
2003 Georgia Excellence in Public Service" from the Carl Vinson Institute of Government. 
In the program were these words about him. “Ellis Cadenhead is a renowned pioneer and 
architect for the delivery of broadband infrastructure to rural Georgia. He is recognized for 
his innovation in public service and contributions that transcend geographic and political 
boundaries. Sharing the business expertise and technical knowledge gained by guiding 
Newnan Utilities successful entry into the competitive telecommunication's arena^ 
Cadenhead founded the M.E.A.G. Telecom Committee in 1995, leading a group of 32 
municipalities in constructing and deploying a 1,500 mile, statewide fiber-based, SONET 
network. He has served as chairman of Georgia Public Web (GPW) since its 1998 
incorporation as a non-profit of broadband services to rural Georgia. GPW now touches 
over sixty communities. Cadenhead is also noted for his accomplishments with the 
Southeastern Electrification Council through the Electric Cities of Georgia. At the national 
level, he is a member of the American Public Power Association Telecom Task Force. He 
attended West Georgia College and LaGrange College."
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An article in the November 2003 issue of the Georgia Trend Magazine cites Ellis Cadenhead 
as well as other Georgia municipal executives who are involved in the utilities power 
struggle of trying to keep the price of electricity at a minimum.

On Thursday, January 29, 2004, Newnan Utilities, the City of Newnan and the Coweta 
County Commissioners at a Retirement Party honored Ellis. There he was recognized for his 
outstanding contributions in his field and especially to that area - the City of Newnan 
declared January 29, 2004 as "Ellis Cadenhead Day.” In retirement, Ellis will continue to 
be a consultant to Newnan Utilities. He is also the Executive Director of the Electric Cities 
of Georgia and will serve as a fiber optics consultant to cities all over the nation.

This fine man has suffered from the deaths of close family members, a divorce, extensive 
burns on his body caused from an electrical accident, and a shattered leg caused from a 
bush-hog accident. Did these tragedies make him bitter? No, if anything they have made 
him a more compassionate, loving, caring human being. How very proud we are of Ellis!

(Continuing with Our First Years of Marriage^
Our family was blessed with two more children. Mark Jameson was born on April 12, 
1958. Again I had toxemia (eclampsia), which caused Mark's early arrival. Dr. Hendricks 
advised Kenneth and me not to have any more children. But, on June 5, 1959, Milton Fred 
joined our family. The doctor insisted that I have a tubule ligation, which I did. Kenneth and 
I had always wanted four or five children; we were blessed to have them! What joy they 
have brought us!

The children all had measles, chicken pox and mumps while we lived in Mountville. In fact, 
the winter of 1959, Kenneth also had mumps and could not get out of bed. Twice Dr. Fackler 
came out from LaGrange to check on Kenneth. This was back in the days when doctors made 
house calls. I was very pregnant with Milton and was trying to keep a fire going in the 
fireplace in Kenneth's and my bedroom because we did not have a space heater in that room; 
plus, I had three sick children in bed with red measles AND mumps! How relieved I was 
when they were all well!

Our life at Mountville was filled with happy times. Reminders of those times are tucked 
away in the little trunk and in our memories. Some appeared in letters that we wrote to 
mother: “March 31, 1958 ... Did I tell you that Fred and Maria have a Carol Choir? Michael 

and Melanie are in it along with fifteen others ranging from Melanie's age to ten 
years. She sings as big as any of them. [She was three.] They will be wearing white 
robes for the first time on Easter."

(From Fran) "August 1961, Mother, will you take care of Mark and Milton so that we can 
take Michael and Melanie to see the state Capitol building before school starts?"

Another fond memory follows: Michael, as a third grader, became intrigued with clubs; so, 
the Cadenhead Club was formed with our immediate family being members. Michael was 
eight, Melanie was four, Mark was two and Milton was age one. These minutes reveal a lot 
about this club (copied as written): January 27, 1961 - The Cadenhead Club met for their 

third meeting on January 27, 1961. The President Michael Cadenhead called the 
meeting to order. Then sakJ, "Take over Vice-president." Melanie Cadenhead the Vk:e 
president had the story of "Baby Jesus." Then the President Michael Cadenhead had 
the story of "Red Hen and Sly Fox" and then asked some questions on the story. The 
projects this week were getting a notebook for the minutes of the meeting and the 
projects. We were also going to work in the yard if the weather was all right. The
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other project was to put up our own clothes and shoes. After the meeting we served 
refreshments and played "Peanuts." [Written by Michael]

February 3, 1961 - The Cadenhead Club had its fourth meeting Friday night, February 3, 
1961. Michael Cadenhead, president, presided. He read the minutes of the last 
meeting. Melanie, program chairman, told the story of "Baby Jesus." Again. Then 

we had sentence prayers. Melanie then started to sing. That is when trouble started. 
Michael had a fit, Mark vomited, Milton cried, Mother dozed. Daddy fussed and 
Melanie sang. That ended the club that night. [Signed] Daddy, temporary secretary

Cadenhead Christmas Program - December 24. 1962
Duet: “Silent Night, Holy Night" Michael and Melanie
Hymn: "O Little Town of Bethlehem"
Hymn: "Away in A Manger"
Hymn: "Angels We Have Heard On High"
Christmas Story: Michael and Ellis
Hymn: "Joy To the World"
Hymn: “The First Noel"
Hymn: “I Heard the Bells on Christmas Day"
Sentence Prayers Everybody

Pianist: Mother
Program Committee; Michael and Melanie
Give Out Programs (Ushers) Mark and Milton
Typing Programs: Daddy

We knew that we would eventually move from Mountville. Each year just before spring, 
Kenneth would become restless; he wanted to complete his doctoral study in Education. After 
his mother's death, Kenneth was offered a graduate fellowship at Teacher's College in New 
York to work under Dr. Cyr for the year 1959 and 1960. This was probably the hardest 
decision Kenneth ever made in his professional life! To receive a doctorate from this 
institution was a high honor but to be offered a fellowship while studying was an even higher 
honor. Considering his family responsibilities - a wife who was having difficulties in her 
pregnancy and a young brother who would have to leave Troup County to go to a public school 
in New York City (probably a Harlem school) - caused Kenneth a great deal of concern. He 
regretfully refused this wonderful offer. One of Kenneth's redeeming qualities is that he 
rarely looks back once a decision has been made. He enrolled in a class at Emory University 
during the summer of 1958. That fall he enrolled at Auburn University and took graduate 
classes on Saturdays, evenings and during the summer months while he continued his role as 
principal at Mountville Elementary School. He received his Sixth-Year Teaching Certificate 
from Auburn University, Auburn, Alabama in 1961. He also taught courses during the 
summer at West Georgia College (1959, 1960), and at Georgia State College, Atlanta, 
Georgia (summer of 1961). Grass did not grow under this educator's feet!

In the fall of 1961, Ellis left home to go to college. Kenneth completed all of the courses that 
he could take, prior to his required residency at Auburn University. We started making 
plans to move to Auburn, Alabama in June of 1962. Paying off all our debts, including the 
note on a new blue and white Chevrolet station wagon, we also built up our bank savings. 
Knowing that this move would be an adjustment for the children; I did not want to teach; I 
wanted to be at home with my children Kenneth applied for a Callaway Scholarship of 
$1000.00 and a Graduate Teaching Assistantship at Auburn University; he received both of 
these. At long last, he could finish his doctoral study!
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Leaving Mountville and our wonderful friends was difficult. On Sunday, June 3, 1962, the 
community had a surprise special service for us at Mountville Baptist Church. The front of 
the printed program read: God Bless You, Kenneth, Fran and Children. Sarabel and Mr. 
Gaines had placed special flowers in the church in our honor. I was given a corsage and 
Kenneth was given a boutonniere. Special music was rendered by Jayne Trippe, Virginia 
Perdue, Bryant Fuller, III, Julia Towns and Bobbie Humphries • most of these young people 
had been in the school chorus at some time or had been my music students. Sarabel Gaines 
and Mr. Russell Cash presented a Memory Book to us. The community club gave us lovely 
(engraved with the date) silver holders that could be used with candles or as crystal candy 
dishes. The church gave us a large silver tray, also engraved with "Mountville Baptist 
Church June 3, 1962.“ What an emotionally wrenching, beautiful day that was!

(Memories of our eighth home: the births of three of our children; the gorgeous sunsets we 
saw from our kitchen window; Ellis coming to live with us and becoming a loving member of 
our brood; putting our pajama-clad children in the car on a hot summer's eve, rolling the 
windows down, and going for a ride down country lanes to “cool off" before putting them to 
bed for the night; going to Jean and Carl's on a Saturday night to cook out, play scrabble and 
have fun until the wee hours of the morning - then awakening our older children to walk 
home, and the younger ones to be pushed in the stroller or carriage over the dirt, bumpy 
road; lightning and thunder storms with balls of fire racing around in our kitchen - Mrs. 
Bowen, Martha Alice and Billy would always come up to our house to "wait out" the storm; 
the Organo we had for a short time before we traded it for our Knabe piano; work days at the 
cemetery and the church; the big oak tree in our front yard; the sleepy hibiscus (Turks 
Cap) in the front yard and the red camellia bush by the back porch; Mr. Pac's hill; the night 
we woke up to the sound of exploding cans - Mr. Frank Wood's store burned down; Bullet, 
our dog; Christmases! - going to the woods to cut our tree that would touch the high ceiling 
in our house, dragging the tree home and decorating it - "don't clump the icicles!'; Louise, 
wearing her hat and talking to herself as she washed the dishes; snow and ice storms - 
playing with the Motes in the snow or ice, then roasting wieners in our fireplace; swinging 
on grape vines at one of our picnic outings with the Motes; Kenneth in his white suede shoes 
and light blue seersucker summer suit; the school and its many events; the wonderful people 
of Mountville.)

Auburn Years

We moved to Auburn where for almost two years we lived in the shadow of Auburn 
University. The house that we rented at 112 East Thach Avenue had once been the home of 
the town's medical doctor. Dr. Askew. We had plenty of space - seven rooms, a floor furnace 
for heat, a big exhaust fan for cooling and two bathrooms - we had "come up in the world"- 
rent was $90.00 a month. Because the house was in a low spot, the basement would fill with 
water when it rained. It was then that the sump pump would automatically come on and 
"drone" to drain the water out. Next door was a small building that had once been the two 
Drs. Askew's offices. At this time, they were student rental property. (Later Mr. Harwell 
had a Men's clothing store there.) Right next to this small building, on the corner of Thach 
and College Avenue, was "The Greenhouse," a huge two-story, green and white, boarding 
house, run by a dear couple. Era and Alva Seagraves. Her sister in LaGrange, whom we 
knew, had asked her to help us find a good place to live in Aubum and she did - next door to 
her. "The Greenhouse," a Victorian house built in the late 1800s, had once been the home of 
old Dr. Askew, the college physician. Dr. Askew, Sr.'s son, young Dr. Askew, Jr., had grown 
up in this house. As an adult, young Dr. Askew had built his own house next door - the one 
we were renting. Thach Avenue was the main thoroughfare into the university, which meant 
that we had heavy traffic in front of our house everyday. My father came and set up the 
swing set and sandbox in the side-backyard where the children could safely play, away from 
the busy street. (Daddy had earlier made this play equipment for the children in
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Mountville). We "country bumpkins" settled into a comfortable, virtual "fishbowl" house 
in the city. Every hour we heard the loud gong of the Auburn University Samford Hall’s 
Tower Clock. Women students from two dormitories, Whittle Dorm and Auburn Hall, walked 
past our house to go to the dining hall and to classes. The houses around us (all Askew 
property) had been sub-divided into small apartments and were rented to students. Behind 
us was a fraternity house, only tall hedges separated us from their backyard. On Saturday 
nights the loud music and profanity of these students had to be endured. It was good that the 
children were young and had early bedtimes - they did not hear this noise. Students were 
constantly walking through our yard. Across the street was the oldest building in Auburn, 
the university "little theater," now the University Chapel (supposedly haunted). Next to the 
theater was an A.U. extension service building in a pecan grove; next to it were the 
Presbyterian manse and the First Presbyterian Church.

It took some adapting to get used to all of the activity around us, but we liked being in 
walking distance of almost everything in town, with the exception of Dean Road Elementary 
School. I had to drive the children there. During the summer months, we often went to 
Chewacia State Park on a Saturday evening for a cookout and to ramble on the trails. The 
children loved catching the tiny tree frogs to put into a terrarium. ("Chewacia State Park 
occupies one of the last hills of the ancient Appalachian chain and it is the southwestern tip 
of Pine Mountain, Georgia." - according to Mary Ann Belk and Bob Gastoldo, A.U. geologist.) 
We joined First Baptist Church where "Brother John" Jeffers was the pastor.

I wrote this in a letter to Mother: "November 16, 1962, ... Sunday afternoon we rode over to 
Tuskegee Institute. It's only 19 miles away. I did not realize that Tuskegee Institute 
was so large. It's one of the largest Negro colleges in the world. I was so depressed as 
we drove home. The faces of all those young Negroes kept flashing before me - they 
were bright, clean, fine looking young men and women - strolling on the campus. 
What a real sacrifice it must be for some of them to be there. What opportunities do 
they have after they graduate? But for the grace of God I could be one of them. We 
are all his children and have been created in the same miraculous fashion. We all 
have immortal souls. It's just that the color of our skin is different. Prejudice, 
limited exposure to cultural experiences, and deprivation plague our southern 
Negroes. As I think of their plight, I, as a Christian, am left despondent, confused and 
wistful!" (This was before integration came to the South.)

Slowly, we found our places in this university town and began to fill roles of leadership. 
Kenneth sang in the choir and sometimes led the congregational singing; he also taught a 
Sunday school and Training Union class at the Baptist Student Union and served on the Board 
of Deacons. We taught Beginner's Training Union classes and, later, I became Primary I 
Sunday school superintendent, a Girl's Auxiliary teacher and program chairman for a WMU 
Circle. I also represented our church in the town's Church Women United Organization. 
Michael joined R.A.'s and the Junior Choir. Melanie became active in World Friends and then 
G.A.s. She was also in the children's choir. Mark and Milton actually grew up in this church 
and were active until they were older teenagers. Melanie and Michael joined this church and 
Melanie was baptized (Michael had been baptized in Mountville) but Mark and Milton never 
were baptized. Most of our friends were made at church. Harold and Nelly Gully became our 
“life-long friends." (Harold is deceased now.)

Edward Terry sold us his very old Studebaker coupe for $100.00. Wow! - we had a second 
car. The children hated for me to pick them up at school when I drove the Studebaker 
because the horn would sometimes get stuck and blow, and, the door would occasionally fly 
open as the car sped along. When we got our new Volkswagen Beetle in 1966, we gave the
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Studebaker to our dear friends, Harold and Nelly, Later they gave it to "Brother John." That 
old car gave good service to several families.

In a letter to Mother: "July 10, 1963, ... I won 55,000 Plaid Stamps at A&P Food Store. I 
redeemed them for a Revere Ware cook set, an ice cream freezer, a six foot redwood 
folding picnic table and benches, a thermos jug, a record player and stand, a croquet 
set, a badminton/volley ball set, a hurricane lamp, an ironing caddy, a dish drain, 
two ice cube trays, and four TV trays. How about that!"

The two years that Kenneth was a doctoral student and also taught course work were hard 
years for him. The children and I often did things without him because of his long hours of 
study and preparation. What little troopers they were! We lived on a tight budget but we 
were very happy. Dr. Mary Layfield, the director of the Child Study Center at Auburn 
University discovered that we had four children and that two were pre-school age. She saw 
to it that Mark and Milton were enrolled at the University Child Study Center Kindergarten. 
It was rumored that Auburn people signed up their children at birth in order for them to go 
to kindergarten at the University Child Study Center. Not only did Dr. Layfield get Mark and 
Milton in the kindergarten, she also told Bob Cannon, Head of the Dairy Science Program at 
Auburn University, about our family. He asked us to be part of a testing program of the 
university dairy products. For a year, we had free milk and ice cream delivered to our door. 
In exchange, I had to fill out a form each time to rate the products' tastes and textures.

Living so near the campus allowed us to be "center stage" when it came to college activities - 
the Freshmen Parade, Home Coming Parade, the Wreck Tech Parade, etc. On football 
Saturdays, we would sit on our screened front porch and watch the people as they walked to 
the stadium. The ladies were dressed in their finest Sunday clothes, including furs, hats, 
high heels, gloves and bags - and wore huge yellow mum corsages with orange and blue 
ribbons; the men wore suits and ties - even on the hottest of Saturdays. After the games, the 
fraternity houses "cranked up" their music and we heard the steady beat of this until the wee 
hours of the morning. Sunday mornings were very quiet! We saw the Lane house (now the 
Woman's Club) moved to make way for the building of the Ralph Draughan Library. Up until 
then, Mary Martin Hall had housed the university library. When the campus was integrated 
in 1964, I kept the children inside for fear that there might be a riot. Anything unusual 
that happened on the campus was seen and heard by us. The Auburn spirit was contagious: 
the children rapidly became staunch Auburn fans!

The following summers found the children well adapted to their home in Auburn. Michael 
had a paper route, had joined the Boy Scouts and was pitching baseball on one of the city 
recreation baseball teams. Melanie was enjoying the summer reading program at the 
library and was beginning to learn to cook. Bryant, Kappy and Doug visited some during 
these summers and the children's local friends were constantly calling or coming over to 
play. Mark and Milton were inseparable.

Near the end of Kenneth's doctoral study, he started interviewing for jobs. Dean Truman 
Pierce offered him a position at Auburn University but with a low pay offer. We went to 
North Carolina for a job interview at Mars Hill College. Kenneth refused this offer, as well 
as the one at Austin Peay. The dean made a second offer to Kenneth to teach in the 
Elementary Education Department at a much higher salary quote. After considerable 
thought, Kenneth accepted this position. From 1963 to 1967 Kenneth was an assistant 
professor at Auburn University.

3 Information from a letter this writer wrote to her mother on 3-24-1964.
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In a letter to Mother: “April 30, 1964, ... We spent several hours walking over the lots at 
Glenhaven Subdivision and finally selected a corner lot that is just lovely. We paid 
$3900.00 cash for it - we have started clearing it. We are conveniently located to 
Dean Road Elementary School. Our neighbors are young couples with children ..." 

(Later we bought a second lot - the one behind us - for $4100.)

On June 3, 1964, the children, Ellis and I sat in the bleachers at Auburn University’s Cliff 
Hare Stadium and proudly watched while Kenneth received his ED.D. from Auburn 
University. As the doctoral mantle of color was placed on his shoulders, I quietly rejoiced! 
My husband was now Dr. A. Kenneth Cadenhead! He was initiated into the highest honorary 
fraternity at Auburn University, Phi Kappa Phi. Earlier, he had been initiated into Phi 
Delta Kappa, another honorary (education) fraternity. Years earlier, when Mother asked 
me if Kenneth were going to go to school all of his life. I, laughingly, ignored the remark 
because I knew that Kenneth wanted a doctoral degree - and I wanted this for him, and 
ultimately for our own family's well-being. At last, another milestone in our lives had been 
completed!

We began to take vacations with the children - our first was to Tampa to see Uncle Forest 
and Aunt Mattie Lou when we lived in Mountville - but one of the first after moving to 
Auburn was to Panama City's Laguna Beach where we stayed at Bel-Mar Motel. Other 
vacation spots were at New Smyrna Beach, Florida; Jekyll Island, Georgia; Standing Stone, 
Tennesse; Gulf Shores, Alabama; Washington, D.C.; Houston, Texas; Pine Bluff, Arkansas, 
New Orleans, Louisianna; and Yellowstone National Park and the great west. We had season 
passes to Callaway Gardens and spent many Saturdays there with the children. Once on our 
way home from New Orleans, we stopped in Mobile to see the USS Alabama. To Mother, in a 
letter:

"Sept. 14, 1964, ... We went aboard the USS Alabama, a battleship used in World 
War II. The government gave this ship to the state, but Alabama had to pay to get it 
towed to Mobile. The school children donated nickels and dimes to have this done.
Each child who made a contribution received a free pass to go aboard. Our children 
could hardly wait to use their passes."

As the children grew older and had jobs and other commitments, they sometimes chose not to 
go with us on vacation. Friends of the other children would often accompany us on trips.

Another letter to my parents: "January 31, 1964, ... We are in the process of gathering 
money to pay our down payment on our dream home. We've applied for a G.l. Loan.
We had another meeting with our architect [Julian Jenkins]. The plan is of a 
Georgian style house, all brick, completely air-conditioned and heated [a relatively 
new way to cool]. The kitchen has all built-in cabinets, with an oven, cook-top, 
dishwasher and garbage disposal. The utility room will hold a washer, dryer, hot 
water heater and built-in cabinets. The family room has a fireplace with bookcases; 
there are sliding glass doors to the covered patio. The foyer, living room and dining 
room will be carpeted. Michael will use the bedroom next to the family room; the 
two boys will use the one next to the foyer - it's the largest bedroom and has two 
closets; Melanie will have the other front bedroom. Our bedroom, with twin closets, 
is the corner back one. [We chose lavender fixtures for our bathroom; it and our 
bedroom was painted lavender, my favorite color.] The children's bathroom is 
larger and has two compartments. The tub, commode and linen closet are in one 
section and the other (front) part has two lavatories with built-in cabinets. ..."

Written to Mother: "April 30, 1964, We got our ladder-back chairs at Rhodes ... $8.00 a 
piece. Kenneth finished them with light oak Min-wax to go with our table."

(Earlier we had bought an antique round oak table for $50.00 from a young couple in the AU 
married student apartments.)
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By summer, our contractor, Mr. Vaughn, had started building our house. The street was not 
yet paved and our house was among the first to be built on it. Mr. Vaughn, financially 
strapped, went into bankruptcy before our house was completed. For a short period of time, 
we thought that the bank might foreclose and we would lose this house. However, Kenneth 
was able to work out a plan (to the satisfaction of the bank loan officer) for him to supervise 
the finishing of the house with sub-contractors. In January 1965, we moved into our 
“almost finished" house.

(Memories of 112 E. Thach Ave. - our tenth house to live in: the sound of passing traffic, 
Samford Tower Clock striking every hour on the hour, the drone of the sump pump, Mark 
and Milton walking to kindergarten on campus - stopping to perch on the bent tree that they 
said was their horse; A.C., the Askew property caretaker, knocking on the door to tell me 
about the latest shennanigans of the little boys; Michael leaving out early on a Sunday 
morning to deliver his newspapers; Jimmy Sidle - A.U.'s football star; Mrs. Seagraves 
coming to the house with four donuts on her fingers to treat the four children; our driveway 
being blocked by Mr. Harwell's Men's Store customers; noisy parties on Saturday nights at 
the fraternity house behind us!)

We moved into our home at 259 Conrey Drive in January 1965! A good friend and brick 
mason, Charlie Fuller, advised Kenneth on the brick work because the brick company had 
delivered the wrong color bricks. They had to be hand-sorted to go with the Williamsburg 
bricks already on the front of the house. Kenneth and Michael did this. Mr. Russell Cash 
from Mountville came and did some final carpentry work. For a person who had never built 
a house before, Kenneth, finished ours in a masterful way. How proud we were of our 
hardwood floors and of our beautiful house!

The children were delighted to be in a neighborhood of children. On our one street, there 
were thirty-nine children to romp and play together. Our circle was their playground. 
They even painted bases on Conrey Circle's pavement for baseball games. The Lipscomb's 
yard was where they played basketball and football and our backyard was the croquet field 
and the Kool-Aid rest stop. AND, the children had a dog - Rebel! The woods on our back lot 
were for exploring, building forts and for "camping out."

Piano lessons, band, sports activities, paper routes, Brownies for Melanie, Boy Scouts for 
Michael, and church activities consumed the children's time. Most weeks, I was a substitute 
teacher in the Auburn Public Schools. Kenneth was visiting student teachers, teaching 
courses, doing consultant work and writing articles for publication. We were all very busy!

Sadly, in October 1966, my beloved brother Ronald died of a massive heart attack. Mother, 
Daddy and Ernie's health also began to fail.

As soon as the children were old enough to earn money, they found part-time jobs. There 
was not a lazy bone in any of them!

In 1967, Kenneth was invited to become the Chairman of the Education Department at 
Columbus College. This was a great opportunity for him in the field of administration. He 
accepted the position of Associate Professor and Chairman of the Division of Education at 
Columbus College. We sold our home to the Leland Williams family and moved to Columbus, 
Georgia in time for the children to enroll in school that fall.

(Memories of the eleventh house we lived in: the good feeling we had as owners of our first 
house; selecting a lot of paneled wallboard because little boys' dirty handprints might not 
show as much on it; the children's bedroom walls being filled with posters; the beautiful 
custom-made drapes and furniture that we bought for our living and dining room from
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Martha Boyette in LaGrange - these rooms had been bare for two and a half years, except for 
the piano and occasional Barbie dolls of Melanie's and her friends; the first fire that we built 
in our beautiful brick fireplace; measuring and marking the children's heights on the 
paneled wall beside the cook-top; Michael getting his drum set, which he played for hours at 
the time; having to leave our dream home to move to Columbus!)

Columbus Years

We bought a house built by Charlie Flowers in Windsor Park at 5749 Sherborne Drive in 
Columbus, Georgia, not far from the airport. The floor plan was similar to our house in 
Auburn. Again, there were lots of children on our street with whom our youngsters became 
friends. Michael enrolled as a sophomore at Hardaway High School; Melanie was a seventh 
grader at Arnold Junior High School; Mark and Milton were at Blanchard Elementary School 
in the fourth and third grades. We joined the First Baptist Church in Columbus where Dr. 
Othell Hand was the pastor. Quickly, we made friends with Columbus people and settled down 
to living in a military and textile town. Michael, a gifted drummer, was in the high school 
band and played percussion instruments for a few performances with the Columbus 
Symphony (at the request of his high school band director, George Corradino). Michael and 
some of his high school buddies formed "the Jungle Peach Blues Band” and routinely 
practiced on our carport. At the magic age of sixteen, Michael got his driver's license. 
Melanie took piano from Mrs. Mordic and participated in the activities at the church with 
her friends . At school, she was a member of the honor society and wrote articles for the 
school newspaper. An assignment was given to her to find out what she could about her 
surname, Cadenhead. She and her daddy did research at the Bradley Library. It was from 
this assignment that her father and I became interested in genealogy. Mark and Milton swam 
at the Windsor Park pool, fished in the Windsor Park Lake, and made tree houses in the 
backwoods with their friends, Keith Chambless, Winston (Winkie) Dunaway and Jim 
Thompson. In their second year at Blanchard, they were in the string music program - 
Milton played the violin and Mark played the bass. Getting the bass home to practice was a 
big undertaking. I was busy as a mother, faculty wife and "church-goer." On Thursday 
afternoons at the Buena Vista Mission, I assisted Mildred Kelly. Our audience was composed 
of deprived children, most of whom were black, who came to sing, play together and to learn 
about God. (In Columbus, we were "rubbing shoulders” with the elite and had little 
opportunity to help the common man.) At church, Kenneth was teaching the Adult 
McClatchey Sunday school class and, at work, he was busy building a strong education 
program at Columbus College. Luckily, we had clusters of goc^ friends in the neighborhood, 
at church, and in the schools.

Meanwhile at Auburn University, Dr. Marvin Dawson had written a proposal that the federal 
government had funded with a grant of a quarter of a million dollars. It was an innovative 
project, which Dean Truman Pierce and Dr. Arthur Coss felt was consistent with Kenneth's 
philosophy of teaching. Contacts with Kenneth to teach in this program were made but he 
refused the offers; he felt that what he was doing at Columbus College was significant. Dean 
Pierce and Dr. Coss continued to approach Kenneth about being the elementary education 
representative in this A.U. program. Finally, Kenneth did listen and found the new project 
intriguing. Always inspired by a challenge, he decided to accept the offer at Auburn 
University. When Kenneth told the children that we were moving back to Auburn, all but 
Michael were elated! The next year was to be Michael's senior year - he would have to leave 
his band and his friends! Gradually, he "came around" and even wrote the principal at 
Auburn High School to order an Auburn High School class ring. After two short years in 
Columbus, we moved back to Auburn.

(Memories of Columbus and our twelfth house: the rose garden just outside our breakfast 
room window; the many colored daylilies; the smart decor of our house; wonderful neighbors
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- the Murphys, the Chamblesses, the Dunaways, the Cartees, the Layfields; Michael’s 
learning to drive in the VW Beetle; his Jungle Peach Blues Band; church parties at the 
Luttrell's and the Newberry's homes; Michael's first date; his madras shirt that bled and his 
bell-bottom trousers; the Springer Opera House and Saloon; Melanie earning money as a 
baby-sitter with the Cartee children; her desire for a John Romaine bag; Mark and Milton 
playing with their friends - with Rebel constantly at their sides; cutting broomsedge with 
their Grandpa to make a hearth broom; making and flying kites with Grandpa; Mark and 
Milton looking handsome in their Cub Scout uniforms; my being active in three PTAs; 
missing Auburn!)

Back to Auburn

Moving back to Auburn on May 31, 1969, we rented a grand old house at 503 Sanders 
Street. We had the summer months to adjust to being back in Auburn. That fall Melanie 
joined her brother at Auburn High School - he was a senior and she was a freshman. The 
Hippie movement was sweeping the country and its weird fashions were looked upon with 
disapproval by the traditionalists. Michael's hair was long, the latest fad. Michael rotated 
each six weeks with Bill French (all year) as first chair drummer in the Auburn High 
School band. Mark and Milton were fourth and fifth graders at Auburn Middle school. I 
taught Kindergarten at the Presbyterian Church for five months in 1970. We actively 
became a part of the community once more - in sports, schools and at First Baptist Church. 
Melanie was the editor of the church youth paper, the Dove, and sang in the church youth 
choir. Integration had begun in the public schools, one grade at a time, beginning in the high 
school.

Melanie, at fifteen, became the loving owner of a cat, Sundance, who lived to be almost 
seventeen years old. She was an outside pet.

Kenneth quickly became involved as an associate professor in the School of Education, the 
assistant director of the TTT (Training Teacher Trainers) project for 1969-70. 
Participants in this program conducted a careful study of innovative practices in education 
and made recommended changes in the education of teachers. They proposed that "the teacher 
should be prepared as a diagnostician of student needs; an interactor with students, 
colleagues, parents; a designer and implementor of meaningful teaching - learning 
activities, and as an innovator of challengingly new concepts." A pilot program was 
implemented based on these four roles.

In 1970, in the Birmingham News, Dr. Ben T. Lanham, vice president for research (AU) 
announced that Dr. Kenneth Cadenhead had been appointed Director of the TTT project. 
Auburn University had been awarded an additional $142,920.00 for 1970-71 for 
continuation of the TTT project on "Use of Man-Machine Systems in Personalizing Teacher 
Education." Kenneth directed this project through 1973.

Michael graduated from Auburn High School on Friday, June 5, 1970. He entered Auburn 
University in the fall and began majoring in art; in junior high and high school he had shown 
talent in this field. He also played in rock bands. In December 1971, he left the university 
to devote full-time to his rock band performances, much to the dismay of Kenneth and me. 
As much as we disapproved of this venture, the next years proved to be successful for 
Michael in the rock music world.

The Williams who bought our house on Conrey Drive moved to North Carolina and sold it 
back to us. On June 16, 1970, we moved back to our first owned house!
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(Memories of Sanders Street - the 13th house in which we lived: the spaciousness of the 
house; Sundance having kittens; Melanie taking sewing lessons; Mark and Milton being pals 
with Reid Roney; Milton playing city recreation football; Michael's lovely girlfriend - 
Nancy Edwards; wigs being popular - I often wore one! Yes, Maria, it's the one you played 
with when you were small!)

Being back in our house, which we had originally built, was wonderful. The Williams had 
changed nothing. Even the markings of the children's heights were still on the wall. They 
had planted a tea olive in the backyard and two camellias in the side-yard, which were 
welcome additions. We sold this property to them for $32,000.00 in 1967; three years 
later we had to pay them $39,500.00 for it. (They had originally asked $42,000.00 for 
the property, which we could not afford. When they dropped the price, we were able to buy 
our house back!) We resumed our lives at 259 Conrey Drive as if we had never moved 
away. We still owned the lot behind us; a vegetable garden was planted on a small section of 
it. The rest of the wooded lot was used as "camping-out" sites and tree house sites for the 
boys. It also became a bird sanctuary - even a few wild animals made their home on this lot
- the 'possum, a terrapin, squirrels, rabbits, frogs and an occasional snake!

Michael met Nancy Elizabeth Bell in Birmingham in 1971; they fell in love and married on 
September 17, 1972 in Birmingham, Alabama. Thus began a union that would last for 
almost eleven years. During those years, Michael was a successful rock musician in the 
Southeast, U.S.A. When Michael left the music world and went back to school, he and Nancy 
divorced. Michael graduated from Auburn University in August 1986 with a business degree 
in Marketing. For the last 18 years, Michael has worked as a successful salesman/account 
manager for Equity Utility Service Company in Marietta, Georgia. Today (2004), Michael 
and his wife Judy live in Sharpsburg, Georgia. (On February 1, 2003, Michael married 
Judy Noah, a lovely young woman.)

Melanie blossomed into a beautiful young lady who was a class leader in school and was also 
an active leader in her church group. Graduating early from high school in December 1972, 
she immediately enrolled at Auburn University. She graduated from Auburn University on 
March 17, 1977 with a B.S. degree in Secondary Education, majoring in the Social Sciences. 
She earned her M.S. in Education from Columbus College, Columbus, Georgia. Melanie taught 
in the Georgia Public School System for two years. Then she entered the business world 
where she has used her college training in Leadership Training and Development for Trust 
Company of Georgia, BellSouth, and Cox Communications, Inc. in Atlanta. As a single mom, 
Melanie adopted Maria from Tver, Russia in 1996.

Mark and Milton were constant companions - almost as if they were twins. They shared the 
same jobs, the same friends and most of the same activities. This close relationship has 
continued through the years. In high school, Milton's knowledge, verified by test scores, 
allowed him to skip certain academic courses; thus, he graduated a year early from high 
school. He and Mark finished high school the same year (1976) and enrolled that fall in 
college. Milton and Mark both graduated from Auburn University - Milton on December 11, 
1980 with a degree in Industrial Management and a minor in Computer Science; Mark on 
August 26, 1994 with a degree in Hotel and Restaurant Management. Milton married Diane 
Gundling in Wellsburg, West Virginia on June 3, 1989. Their three children, Alec, 
Nicholas and Sara were adopted from Borovichi, Russia. Milton has his own computer 
consulting firm, Cadenhead & Associates, in the D.C. area. Diane works part-time for Sun 
Microsytems, Inc. They live in Darnestown, Maryland. Mark married Dody Ray of Opelika, 
Alabama on June 3, 2000 in Auburn. Their daughter, Hannah, was adopted from Kirov, 
Russia. Mark is co-owner of the War Eagle Supper Club and Snapper O'Malley's Irish Pub 
and Grill in Auburn, Alabama. Dody is the assistant to the Women's Athletic Director at
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Auburn University. (More will appear on our four children and their families in this 
book.)

Fran's Return to Teaching

The summer of 1972, I enrolled at Auburn University to renew my teaching certificate. 
College expenses had begun for the children and although I had "substitute taught" since 
Milton was in first grade, I felt that I needed to contribute more to our family’s income. Our 
youngest two children were junior high school age and I felt that this was a good time to 
return to full time teaching. And I loved to teach! After interviewing with the Auburn City 
School's Superintendent, Dr. Wayne Teague, I was sent to Wright's Mill Road Elementary 
School to be interviewed by Kathleen Lloyd. (Dr. Teague later became Alabama's State School 
Superintendent, followed by another Auburn City Schools educator, Dr. Ed Richardson.) 
Mrs. Lloyd hired me to teach first grade, beginning in the fall of 1972. The next eight years 
were filled with wonderful, yet sometimes stressful, experiences in the classroom and in 
my personal life. Integration had begun in the early grades by this time. Teaching all kinds 
of children - southern whites and blacks, children from other sections of our country and 
international children (from India, the Orient, the Philippines and Cuba) proved to be an
exciting adventure. These children's parents represented a wide range of society - they
were university professors, university students, janitors, maids, garbage collectors, 
medical doctors, nurses, lawyers, public school teachers, business people, the mayor of 
Auburn, the City Board of Education and the general work force at the university and in
town. I had good rapport with my students, with their parents and with my colleagues. Mrs.
Lloyd soon found that she could assign difficult children to me because I did my best to see 
that they learned in a controlled atmosphere. I was selected as teacher of the year from my 
school in 1978 and was first runner up to Margaret Scarborough (an older, marvelous 
teacher from Cary Woods School) for the Auburn City Schools' Primary Teacher of the Year. 
University laboratory students were assigned to me every quarter and, most quarters, 
student interns from Auburn University and Tuskegee Institute (one quarter), were in my 
classroom "practice teaching" as I and their college instructors supervised their work. I 
found the university students to be stimulating. They challenged me to give my very best to 
an honorable profession.

I earlier stated that during the last eight years that I taught that there were moments of 
stress in my teaching and in my personal life. Living through forced integration in Alabama 
and helping to make it work caused some stress. My husband and I began to question some of 
our Baptist beliefs. Rearing teenagers during this “new age" was sometimes challenging, 
although our children were truly good young people. This was also the time that Daddy and 
Mother had to move to a nursing home where, shortly thereafter. Daddy suffered a stroke 
and died. Mother's heart condition worsened and I found myself going to Atlanta often on the 
weekends. Fortunately for us, she moved to a nursing home in Opelika for her last few years 
of life. Kenneth's loving support in helping with her care made this a very special time for 
our family, in spite of the fact that my daily schedule was stretched to the limit. By choice,
I visited Mother every afternoon after school and she spent every Sunday in our home. 
Sadly, Mother went into heart failure and died on December 5, 1979. How we missed her!

Kenneth's Teaching Career

Kenneth's career at Auburn University was a distinguished one in the Teaching and 
Curriculum Department in the Auburn University College of Education. Being a free 
thinker, a creative teacher and an eager, continuous learner himself, Kenneth stimulated his 
students to become the best teachers that they could be. Scores and scores of young people 
have left his classrooms to teach in the schools of our nation and in schools in other 
countries of the world. Many adopted his philosophy that each individual has worth and
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dignity and is capable of learning: that there is no “one way to teach;" that personalized 
instruction is most effective for pupils. Kenneth's standards were high and his students 
learned early that they must produce good work to earn high marks in his classes. Being 
serious about every assignment given to him and performing at a high level, whether in the 
classroom or on a university committee, Kenneth was recognized by other professors on the 
campus as being an exceptional teacher and colleague.

A few of his accomplishments and experiences in the field of education are listed below. (His 
formal education and his honors have already appeared in this book.) His teaching 
experience includes: Teacher/Principal of Oak Mountain School, Carrollton, Georgia. 
(1950-51): Teacher of Mountville Elementary School, Mountville, Georgia (1954-55): 
Principal, Mountville Elementary School, Troup Co., Georgia (1955-62): Instructor, West 
Georgia College, Carrollton, Georgia (Summer, 1959 and I960): Instructor, Georgia State 
College, Atlanta, Georgia (Summer, 1961): Associate Professor and Chairman, Division of 
Education, Columbus College, Columbus, Ga. (1967-69). And at Auburn University, 
Auburn, Alabama: Instructor (1962-63): Assistant Professor (1963-67): Associate 
Professor, Assistant Director, TTT Project (1969-70): Associate Professor, Director, TTT 
Project (1970-73): Professor (1973-92): Acting Department Head, Curriculum and 
Teaching (1981-83).

His many writings have appeared in national and state journals, newspapers, and newsletter 
articles. In ERIC (research), he, with four graduate students, wrote "Criteria for 
Evaluating Writing Programs:" he submitted four proposals that received substantial 
funding for the university - two being the TTT Projects proposals - $300,450.00. (For 
the interested reader, copies of these writings are in Kenneth's personal files.) His 
research on Sir Patrick Geddes (Scots town planner and educator) has not appeared in a book 
as yet but his research on James Cadenhead (Scots artist) was put into book form and was 
published in 2003 by Kenneth - James Cadenhead. RSA - Keepino His Memorv Green (151 
pages: 16 color and 23 black and white illustrations, cloth. Well written, the book shows 
several sides of J. Cadenhead - artist, poet, and the man. In 1980, we were fortunate to 
purchase a large oil painting of James Cadenhead's.) Kenneth is co-author, along with Bill 
Germany, of the book Southern Cadenheads - James Cadenhead. Sr. and His Descendants in 
the Southern United States, published in 1997. (Kinship between this James Cadenhead and 
the artist, James Cadenhead, has not been traced.) In retirement, Kenneth continues to do 
research and writings on subjects of personal interest.

Kenneth was a member of the Graduate Faculty and an administrative leader: he taught 
graduate courses and directed masters and doctoral studies and dissertations: he helped to 
develop and implement teacher education courses for Elementary Education and Secondary 
Education students: and he led in planning and implementing a pilot program in Elementary 
Education with emphasis on personalizing instruction - this program was institutionalized 
in 1973. For four years, he led the Training Teacher Trainers (TTT) project where 
emphasis was placed on individualizing education - he worked directly with faculty 
members in Education, the Arts and Sciences and Engineering on developing programs of 
individualized education at the university level. Kenneth initiated, helped plan, and directed 
a graduate interdisciplinary seminar on language instruction with professors of English, 
Anthropology, and Education - emphasis was placed on synthesizing knowledge from the 
three disciplines for the purpose of solving problems relating to language instruction in the 
public schools. In the spring of 1978, Kenneth was the Co-director of the Seminar on 
College Teaching, which included 18 Auburn University professor participants. He was a 
Mentor for twelve beginning freshmen in the fall of 1978. He served as a member of the 
faculty of The Ascent of Man. 1980-1983. As part of a research project in foreign language 
instruction, Kenneth worked with Catherine Vandegrift, from the Foreign Language
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Department, in teaching fifty-five fifth graders for two hours a week In the Auburn City 
School System. Kenneth initiated a student exchange program with Ecole Normale, Caen, 
France, in 1982. This exchange was in place for several years. He coordinated a student 
exchange program with Rolle College in Exmouth, England for several years also.

Kenneth served on many committees at Auburn University, some as Chairman. He was 
involved with Teaching Effectiveness, Graduate Faculty, Tenure and Promotion, Self-Studies 
throughout the university. Program Development and Individualized Education. He was 
elected to the chair of the Graduate Faculty Committee in the School of Education. He was a 
member of the University Core Commission, which designed and set up a Core Curriculum 
for students at Auburn University. He served as Coordinator of the International Paper 
Company Foundation School Improvement Program in Pine Bluff, Arkansas, 1964-67.

He chaired several Southern Association Visiting Committees at schools and colleges in the 
area. He served as a consultant to many schools in the region and elsewhere; he led 
workshops and conferences; he gave speeches and delivered papers. These educational 
services were rendered in Alabama, Georgia, Mississippi, Arkansas, South Carolina, 
California, Washington, D.C., and Edinburgh, Scotland.

From a letter written by his Department Head, Dr. Arthur F. Coss, to the Dean of Education 
on December 17, 1980, are these words:

"Much of Dr. Cadenhead's strengths in the areas of teaching, research, and extension 
are represented by his vita. His great personal strength and integrity, however, are 
qualities that must be personally experienced to be fully appreciated. I have never 
known another individual who supports his convictions as strongly and as 
consistently as Kenneth Cadenhead; for this, as well as his academic achievement, he 
enjoys the high esteem of his colleagues campus wide."

The professional organizations that he was active in were Phi Delta Kappa, the National 
Council of Teachers of English and the Alabama Association of Teachers of Composition. He 
was a member of Phi Kappa Phi, an honorary fraternity of academic achievement at Auburn 
University.

For forty years, Kenneth served as a professional educator. His career in education has been 
rewarding, exciting, demanding and sometimes stressful. The young student at West Georgia 
College in 1948 could not have dreamed that he, in his lifetime, would influence so many
people in his field of study. In the poem written by him that appeared In the West Georgian
(college newspaper) In 1948, the last words read, "Go, my son, and light the lamps below so 
that those in darkness might see." For four decades he, as an educator, did this and many 
people will testify that he was one of the best teachers they ever had. Upon retirement, he 
gave to colleagues and students most of the books on the shelves that lined the walls of his 
university office. Knowing their father and mother's love for books and the library, our 
children purchased a Study Carrel on the third floor at the Auburn University Ralph 
Draughon Library In our honor. At a surprise family gathering during the last few days of 
Kenneth's tenure at Auburn University, this retirement gift was lovingly presented to us. It 
is pleasant to know that even after we are gone, students will use this carrel where they may 
explore subjects that will further their knowledge and enrich their lives. They might even 
read the engraved plate that appears on the carrel and wonder who Kenneth and Fran 
Cadenhead might be. To Kenneth and me, the carrel expresses our children's love for us and 
their pride in our educational contributions to mankind. Kenneth also earned the title of 
Professor Emeritus on his retirement day from Auburn University.

In retirement, Kenneth continues to write about others, not himself. He is a modest man.
The information that has been given on his life as an educator came from his Vita that he kept
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current and on file while he was a professor at Auburn University. I simply asked to see it 
when I started writing about his career. There it was - his success story in education! I am 
currently prodding him to write about his years as a teacher so that his children and 
grandchildren will have a record of some of his personal experiences as well as his 
contributions to his students, to his colleagues, to his field of study and to the institutions 
where he taught.

Friends and Travel

In a university town, one is exposed to all kinds of ideas and all kinds of people; one often 
finds his own thoughts and ideas being challenged. Kenneth and I have found this to be 
especially stimulating. In church, in the schools, and in the community we have become 
acquainted with people from all parts of the world. The first year that we lived in Auburn, 
our neighbors were two young men from Taiwan - Wong and Pan - they introduced us to 
green tea and to a few Asian customs. In 1980, I became active in an international group at 
Auburn First Baptist Church. The aim of the group was to foster friendship and to become 
familiar with various cultures. Teaching English as a second language was one of the 
activities of this group; I was one of the teachers. How rich it has been to meet people from 
all areas of our world. Some close, life-long friendships have resulted from these contacts
- especially Mridula, Manju and Raj Mohan (India); Mohammed and Saleem Siraj 
(Pakistan) and their families; Marziah, Medi, Bobbie and Faranak Mobini (Iran); Abu 
Halim, Im Halim Hadadd (Jordan/Syria) and their family. Other friends were from Japan, 
India, Iran, Jordon, Syria, Thailand, China, Korea, Taiwan, Australia, Indonesia, Nepal, Sri 
Lanka, Bangladesh, Camaroon, Cuba, Iraq, France, Lebanan, Afghanistan, Uganda, Chad, 
Ethiopia, South Africa, Egypt, Kenya, Zaire, Nigeria, Argentina, Mexico, Costa Rica, 
Guatemala, Venzuela, Chile, Brazil, Ecuador, Haiti, Peru, the Philippines, Sudan, Belgium, 
Costa Rica, the British Isles, and Morocco - most visited in our home. Many student 
families came to Auburn University for the husband/wife to study agriculture, engineering 
or fisheries. Some were faculty or visiting faculty. Kenneth organized a group of 
international students for a study of comparative religion in 1972-73. They met in our 
home on Sunday mornings. How interesting this proved to be. The religions we studied had 
two basic things in common: belief in a higher being (whatever this higher being might be 
called) and a belief that one should treat his fellowman as he would like to be treated. It was 
at this point that we splintered off with our various religious views.

Additional international friends were made in other activities. Some of Kenneth and my 
students were from other lands. Students from France and England who were in the special 
programs in which Kenneth was involved were often in our home. A few still correspond 
with us. One young Frenchman came every Wednesday night for supper in exchange for 
helping Kenneth with conversational French. We visited Olivier Flechais and his family in 
Rouen, France in 1981. We were a host family for the university with a family from 
Cameroon and a young man from Scotland. In 1972, through the Experiment in 
International Living Organization, we agreed to have a young man from Pakistan, Saleem 
Siraj, live with us for the summer. His family wanted him to experience living in an 
American home where he could learn the customs of our country before he entered the 
University of Alabama that fall. He endeared himself to us; he called us his American Mom 
and Dad. His older brother, Mohammed, was a doctoral student at Auburn University; 
Mohammed also became a good friend. Their parents visited from Pakistan and stayed a few 
days with us. Although Saleem's mother did not speak English, she and I communicated 
through their sons and through body language; our time together was a warm, happy one. 
Saleem received an engineering degree from the University of Alabama. He chose to go into 
the motel and restaurant business where he was very successful. Through the years, we 
kept in contact with each other. Every Thanksgiving a lovely basket of fruit or flowers 
would arrive from him - [signed] To my American Mom and Dad, with love and appreciation,
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Saleem. Shortly after his arranged Pakistani marriage, Saleem was killed in an automobile 
accident in Kansas in 1999. We miss him and often think of him. We met teachers from 
Europe through the American Host Foundation. We agreed to host a teacher each summer 
from another country for a two-week period. During this time we were to show them sights 
in the area, introduce them to our friends and family and share our way of living with them. 
Our guests were: Fritz Brand from Bielefeld, Germany (1977); Daniel Bosquet from 
Equeurdreville, France (1978); Katri Tiilikainen from Lahti, Finland (1979); and Lena 
Stromwell Erstad from Sweden, later Sandvika, Norway (1980). Fritz brought his wife, 
Ingrid, and son, Oliver, to see us during the next years. We also visited them in Germany. 
Daniel brought his wife Anna and their three children • Philippe, Beatrice and Ann Sophie 
for a visit one summer and we visited them in France. Neither Lena nor Katri ever came 
back to visit us in the U.S. but we have enjoyed corresponding with all of these European 
teachers. During our visit to Russia and Finland in 1996, we spent a day with Katri in her 
home at Lahti, Finland. (Katri died in 2003.)

Because of thirteen year old Melanie's school assignment (to find the origin of her 
surname), we met friends from Scotland. Andy, Edna, Lynne and John Cadenhead invited us 
to their home in 1976 in Aberdeen, Scotland when we were in their country. (Kenneth had 
been corresponding with them for several years.) This meeting led to many more visits 
with each other in Scotland and America. We watched John and Lynne grow up, marry and 
have families. McNeil Cadenhead, a medical doctor in the Shetland Islands, also corresponded 
with Kenneth. We met him, his wife Sheena and their daughter Hazel on the mainland on 
some of our visits. On one trip to Scotland, we toured Shetland Island with Andy and Edna. At 
that time, we also saw McNeil and Sheena in Lerwick, Shetland. Since McNeil's death, we 
have continued to stay in touch with Sheena.

Forever the correspondent, Kenneth read about the present day artist, William Cadenhead, of 
Forfar, Scotland. Through letters and a phone call, they became acquainted. When we were 
in Aberdeen in 1986, William Cadenhead was having an exhibition of his works. Andy and 
Edna Cadenhead took us to see this; there we met Bill, his mom, his sister and his brother- 
in-law. This Cadenhead artist's paintings are marvelous - scenes of action, beauty, and 
tranquillity greets the eyes of the viewer. Many of his works are of Scottish snow scenes. 
The ones that we saw were mostly pastels. Bill likes to paint on location - his ninety-year- 
old mother (now deceased) often accompanied him on cold, snowy days to do this painting.

It was in 1988 when Kenneth was on sabbatical leave in Edinburgh, Scotland, that Bill and 
his wife Vi came to see us in our flat. He and Kenneth went to the Caddonhead farm, south of 
Edinburgh, while Vi and I visited. This was Bill's first time to see the place from which his 
name came. The spring of Caddon Water tumbles gently out on a mountainside and rolls 
gently down to form a stream, which flows for several miles, eventually emptying into the 
River Tweed. At the head of the Caddon Water, the familand is called Caddonhead and at the 
foot of the stream, the small village is called Caddonfoot. Long ago when surnames were 
added to people's names, their occupation (Cook, Baker, etc.), or their status (Lord, Earl, 
etc.) or sometimes the place they lived was used - thus, the name Caddonhead/Cadenhead was 
given to those who came from or lived at Caddonhead, Scotland. Before Kenneth and Bill left 
the heather and bracken-clad mountains where the Caddon Water flows. Bill took out chalk 
and paper and, in fifteen minutes, produced a lovely pastel of the stream and some of the 
hills of Caddonhead. This he presented to me when they returned to the flat. It now is framed 
and hangs over our sofa in our den in Auburn. In 1996, Bill came to Dallas, Texas, along 
with a Scottish sculptor, Alastair Ross, to present an exhibition of their works at the 
University of Texas at Arlington Art Gallery. Kenneth and I drove out to visit with our 
friends, Bill and Debbie Germany; we all went to the premiere showing of these works. I 
whispered to Kenneth that I would love to own the painting Blown Snow. Ben Reid. Imagine
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my surprise when my husband purchased this beautiful pastel. It hangs over our piano in 
our living room. In 1999, on a visit with Bill and Vi, he took us to this lovely Ben Reid site. 
Mark and Michael were fortunate to be with us on this visit. Bill and Vi are lovely people. 
(At this writing, Bill is gravely ill with a fast growing, malignant brain tumor.)

Kenneth was granted a leave in 1981 to do research on comparative education in France, 
Germany, England and Scotland. During this period we saw our friends, the Bosquets and the 
Brands and visited in their schools. Daniel put us in touch with a teacher, Francois Le 
Boucher, at Ecole Normale in Caen, France, who in turn introduced us to her director, 
Michel Salines. Michel and his wife Nicole have become our life-long friends; we have 
visited several times with each other. Francois has also been in our home. Kenneth had been 
corresponding with a teacher in Kent, England - Dorothy Gulliver; they made plans to 
exchange teaching positions for a quarter. Because of the sudden accidental death of her 
young son, this venture was canceled. However, we became close friends with Dorothy and 
her husband. We have visited each other many times. Dorothy now lives in Battle and Eric 
is deceased. Through Dorothy we met her colleagues Ken and Muriel Williams from 
Verwood, England. They, too, have become wonderful friends with whom we have exchanged 
several visits. We also met Dorothy's Department head, Pat Higgenbotham in London - she 
is a correspondent of ours and we often see her when we visit Dorothy. Kenneth visited Rolle 
College while on his 1981 leave; we were fortunate to become friends with an Exeter 
University English lecturer and his wife, Ted and Elizabeth Neather of Woodbury, near 
Exeter, England. They and one of their sons, a graduate student at Duke University, have 
visited us. Through all of these people, we have met many of their relatives, colleagues and 
friends.

Among our dearest international friends are Jim and Ina Dinwoodie of Edinburgh, Scotland. 
After a bicycle trip through Europe, our niece Karen and nephew Steven were looking at a 
map on a street corner in Edinburgh. They were trying to locate Caddonhead because they 
wanted to cycle there. Jim, a map lover, a kind soul, and an architecture professor at 
Herriott Watt University in Edinburgh, looked at these young folks, stopped and offered his 
help with reading the map. Not only did he show them where the farm was but he also 
invited them to his flat at 1 Manor Place where he was able to show them more clearly on a 
survey map the location of Caddonhead. Ina, his wife, served them tea. When Karen came 
home, she gave her Uncle Kenneth Jim's address because she thought that they might enjoy 
corresponding. They did and the next year, 1978, when Jim and Ina came to the University 
of Virginia for Jim to be the guest lecturer on Scottish castles, we invited them down to see 
us. This visit was the beginning of many visits we have had with each other. Together we 
spent a month traveling a southern route, by car, to California where we visited Milton in 
San Francisco; we drove a northern route back to Alabama. We have been to Amelia Island, 
(Fla.), to Savannah (Ga.), to Charleston (S.C.), to the mountains of North Carolina and 
Georgia, to Huntsville (Ala.), to Nashville (Tenn.) to see Melanie, to New Orleans (La.), to 
many sites in the Atlanta and Auburn area, to Mobile (Ala.), to Gulf Shores (Ala.), and to 
Niagara Falls and back by automobile with them. We have seen most of Scotland with them 
or with Andy and Edna Cadenhead (who are dear friends, too). We have been to the Western 
Isles of Scotland, Orkney, the Shetland Islands, the Highlands, Burns's country and the 
Border Country of Scotland. We spent a week with Jim and Ina at Culzean Castle in a 
National Trust apartment in the castle and a week in Wales and the Lake District. We also 
spent a week with them at a farmhouse in Tuscany, Italy; we traveled by train to Florence 
and Rome. We also drove by car to the many Etruscan villages in the area. Jim had been 
stationed in Italy during World War II and spoke some Italian. He served as our guide and 
our interpreter. They and the Andy Cadenheads have become like family to us, to our 
children and to our relatives. During 1988, Kenneth was granted another sabbatical leave 
to go to Scotland to do research on Sir Patrick Geddes, town planner and educator. Jim and 
Ina lived around the corner from our rented flat, which enabled us to see them often. What a
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rich time this was as we interacted with them and as we made new Scottish friends. We 
became better aquainted with the shepherd and his wife at Caddonhead Farm - Ken and 
Marion Davidson. We actively correspond with them. Ken beautifully carves tups (horns of 
sheep) and places them on shepherd's crooks - he makes the crooks, also, which he sells at a 
dear price. He carved a sheep dog and put it on a crook for Kenneth; for me, he carved a 
thistle on the other crook and presented these to us on one of our visits in their home. When 
bringing the crooks home by plane, the airport examiners carefully examined them; they 
called other examiners to inspect them, too. I breathed a sigh of relief when our crooks 
finally passed inspection and were handed back to us. Perhaps, the inspectors did not want 
these works of art to leave their country. However, I suspect they were being checked for 
hidden drugs.

In 1993, we were privileged to meet our dear friends, Alexander (Sasha), Tatiana and 
Alexei Samoylov from Kiev, Ukraine. Because of the dire financial problems in their 
country, they have come to Auburn University to work so that they can send money home to 
their relatives. Both Sasha and Tatiana have their P.H.D.s in Molecular Biology and work in 
a research laboratory at A.U.'s Veterinary School. When they first came to Auburn, they 
needed help with conversational English, which Tatiana sought at the Lee County Literacy 
Coalition. Kenneth volunteered our services. For nine years they have come to our home on 
Thursday nights. At first we helped them with our Southern dialect English and idioms. 
When they no longer needed instruction, they continued to visit us each week. They have 
become dear friends and are a part of our family. We have watched Alexei grow up, 
complete college and now at 22, he has begun doctoral studies in Computer Science at the 
University of Illinois in Urbaba, Illinois. Through the Samoylovs we met our dear Ukranian 
friends Oleg, Ludmilla (Globa) and Anna Pustovyy. They also work at Auburn University.

We love to travel. We have traveled on our own, with tour groups, with our children, with 
our siblings and their spouses and with friends. Our first trip overseas was on our twenty- 
fifth wedding anniversary - June 3, 1976. We took a whirlwind trip to Europe on a budget 
American Express tour - 7 countries in 17 days and on a Frames' five-day tour of England 
and Scotland. It was on this trip that we met Andy, Edna, Lynne and John Cadenhead in 
Aberdeen, Scotland for the first time. This maiden voyage created a desire to travel niore. 
After we no longer had family responsibilities of child rearing and caring for aged parents, 
we started traveling in our own country and abroad. My inheritance from Daddy and 
Mother's estate was spent on tickets for Kenneth, our four adult children and me to go to 
Scotland in 1986, where we walked to the head of the stream at Caddonhead. This was a 
strenuous hike of about 8 miles (round trip) through bracken and heather and on slippery 
sheep paths. We had to leap over the curving stream numerous times before we reached its 
origin - at the Caddon Water Spring - thus, the name Caddonhead. The Andy Cadenhead 
family, Anne and Clarence all made this walk with us. Sipping the peat-tasting, cold water 
as we stood by the bubbling, under-ground spring was indeed thrilling! After our long walk 
back to the shepherds' home, Mark, with his droll humor, said, "I think I'll change my name 
to Caddonfoot. It would be much easier to walk to Caddonfoot." (This is the village where 
Caddon Water empties into the River Tweed.) Earlier, in 1983, Milton Melanie, the Andy 
Cadenhead family, and we made this same walk. It was upon our return to the home of the 
three Ferguson brothers’ (shepherds on the farm at that time) that we discovered, through 
conversation with them, that we had made a wrong turn. Instead of sipping water from 
Caddon Water, we had swallowed Birehope Burn’s spring water. Anne had sent a tiny plaque 
made of wood from her and Kenneth's childhood home for us to throw into the Caddon Water 
stream - we did. Hearing of our mistake, Andy, with his dry Scottish humor, commented to 
the brothers, "When the spring rains come and melt the snow, if you see a little plaque in 
Birehope Burn, please, take it and put it in its proper place." In 1988, Alton, Ha, Paul, and 
Sara made this hike with Kenneth, Andy and me - and yes, we went to the proper spring. I 
vowed, after slipping and sliding all the way there and back, that I would not make this walk
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again. We have been in forty-six of our fifty states, including Alaska (some briefly, others 
often), Mexico (just over the border), eight Canadian Provinces, Ireland, Wales, England, 
Scotland, France, Germany, Italy, Belgium, Holland, Austria, Switzerland, Liechtenstein, 
Poland, the Czech Republic, Slovakia, Hungary, Finland and Russia. We have made several 
trips to France, Germany and Italy and many trips to Great Britain - ten times for me and 
eleven times for Kenneth - in 1976, 1981, 1983, 1986, 1988, (in 1990 - for Kenneth 
only), 1991, 1996, 1999, 2001 (to Ireland), and 2002. God willing, we plan to visit 
many states and countries before our lives are over.

This is not to say that we have neglected our friends and family here at home and in our own 
country. I wish that I had kept a guest book through the years. It would be filled many times 
over with names of relatives and friends who have stayed in our home or have been our 
dinner guests. I wonder how many pound cakes, pans of shortbread, banana cakes, and 
special meals I have prepared through these fifty-three years that we have been married. 
We love people - preferably in small, intimate groups. We are fortunate to have loving 
family and friends. (Every quarter that Kenneth taught we had his students in for a pot luck 
supper - sometimes there would be thirty or more. Some of our children's friends have 
become our friends - we have had many happy experiences with them. It is through Melanie 
that we were adopted as grandparents for Gavin Vawter. I will never forget when he, as a 
four-year-old, tugged at my skirt in Melanie's front yard and innocently asked, "Will you 
be my grandmother?" (All of his grandparents are deceased.) Gladly, Kenneth and I have 
served as grandparent figures to this delightful, lovable little boy - now a teenager. 
Gratefully, Kenneth and I have many of the same interests and we work together well. What 
a rich life we have lived! I pinch myself occasionally to see if "it's for real." How blest we 
have been!

Bits About Our Children and Grandchildren

Watching our children develop in each stage of their lives has been a wonderful experience. 
Perhaps the most exciting stage is to know them in adulthood. How refreshing it is to have 
discussions of substance with them on various topics. Sensing their wisdom, their caring 
for family and friends and seeing their contributions to our world, bring us such 
satisfaction and gratitude. (See their chapters.)

Wondering if we would ever become grandparents often entered my mind. We did not have 
this extreme pleasure until 1994 when Alec came into our lives! (Then Gavin was added to
our circle.) We were blessed with Nick and Maria in 1996 and Sara joined our family in
1998. Little Hannah arrived in 2004. Our children have adopted all of their beautiful
children from Russia. What love and joy they bring to these doting grandparents! Knowing
that our children are often too busy to record daily experiences of these little ones, I am 
keeping a journal on each grandchild, which will be given to them when I am no longer on 
this earth. These journals are filled with stories of their lives. Most of my writings have 
been gleaned from telephone conversations or from observations when we have been 
together. In this small way, I can make up to my own children for being too busy to fill in 
the pages in their baby books years ago. I did keep reminders of various times in their lives 
in the little trunk of Grandpa and Grandma Hyde's. These mementos, plus letters written to 
and from Mother, have enabled me to write more accurately about our children in their 
chapters.

Retirement Years

Our lives have been filled with many experiences - some good, a few bad. Kenneth and I both 
taught professionally: we both worked in the church and in the community. He sang in the
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church choir, taught in Sunday school and Training Union and served as a deacon at Auburn 
First Baptist for many years. Kenneth served as an officer in the Auburn Art Association 
and chaired the city of Auburn's Instructional Program Committee "Auburn 2000" project, 
1982-83. After Kenneth's retirement, we joined the volunteers at Callaway Gardens In 
Pine Mountain. There he became the chairman of “Celebrate the Arts!" - a program 
emphasizing the visual and performing arts in the gardens. Actively helping to plan for a 
special weekend each spring of artistic performances, he ardently, along with the Director 
of Volunteers, Sandy Mullins, led the volunteers for six years (1996-2001) in producing a 
high caliber artistic program of events. National performing artists such as Charles 
Wadsworth, pianist - Father of Chamber Music at Lincoln Center in New York, Robert 
McDuffie - violinist, Andre Diaz - Cellist, Laura Spitzer - concert pianist, Fred Newman - 
sound effects professional for the movie and television industries, all, performed for 
audiences in the gardens. Mr. Wadsworth brought budding musical stars to perform with 
him each year. A juried art exhibition and sale was a part of the weekend. Local performing 
and visual artists were also highlighted during the weekend. "SPARK" (Special Program in 
Arts for Kids) directed by Sue Landa was an outgrowth of this program. Up to three thousand 
children of fifth graders in the area are brought by schoolbusses into the gardens each year 
for visual and performing arts programs. "Celebrate the Arts!" had the potential of 
becoming a great performing and visual artistic events program for the region. Sadly, 
because it was not a money-making event, the gardens, in 2002, had to relinquish their 
support for this wonderful endeavor. SPARK continues to be sponsored by the gardens. We 
worked as volunteers in both events. We also worked at the Volunteers' annual Plant Fair, 
in Sibley Center production, and at "Fantasy In Lights" each Christmas. Kenneth was on the 
Volunteers' Advisory Board. He also co-authored with George Fischer (former President of 
Callaway Gardens) an article, "Leader As Artist," published in Journal of Leadership 
Studies, spring 2000. In Auburn, I sing second soprano with the Auburn Music Club 
Singers. I have been active in the Auburn Music Club since its inception and have held 
various offices in this club over the years. I have also been involved in the Auburn 
University Faculty Wives Club, holding various offices and acting as an advisor to the club. 
For years we have been season ticket holders to the Alabama Shakespeare Festival plays in 
Montgomery and the Opelika Performing Arts series. A few years ago, we gave up our 
Atlanta season tickets to the plays and to the Atlanta Symphony Orchestra performances.

We both volunteer at Lee County's Literacy Coalition as tutors. Kenneth has served on the 
Board of Directors of this group and has led sessions for new tutors. His student, Larry 
Johnson from Camp Hill, Alabama, has learned to read under Kenneth's guidance and 
instruction. Larry works for the Lee County Road Division; he also serves as a minister to a 
church in Hurtsboro, Alabama. We have watched Larry become a wonderful leader of his 
religious congregation. They built a lovely church in Hurtsboro (2001), with the 
members doing much of the work. A co-worker of Larry's got members of his Methodist 
church in Opelika to frame and roof the building. (They worked on Saturdays at no expense 
to Larry's members, except the materials.) These white and black people have become 
friends through this endeavor. On the dedication weekend of the church, they all worshipped 
together. Kenneth, Alton, lla, Clarence, Dottie, Anne and I were also invited for the 
Dedication Sunday worship service because we had helped in various ways in the 
construction and furnishing of this lovely church. What a wonderful service of praise!

My learner is Potcher Cooper from Hurtsboro, Alabama. Potcher and his wife Lillie are 
pillars of Larry's Church. It was Potcher's good credit rating that got them a loan from the 
bank to build the new church. Lillie is the secretary and treasurer of the church. I have 
taught six other learners at the Literacy Coalition but Potcher has been the best student of 
all. He, too, did not know how to read - now he does! Larry, who discovered that Potcher 
could not read, told him to call us and we would teach him to read. This has been one of the
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richest experiences I have ever had. During the eight years that I have taught this 
wonderful man, he has become a dear friend as well as a faithful, diligent student. Larry and 
Potcher come to our home every Thursday afternoon (after a long day of work) for 
instruction - they call it "comin' to class or school." Potcher (in 1999) and Larry (in 
2001) have been named the Lee County Literacy Coalition's Learner of the year. Potcher 
works in the textile industry in Columbus, Georgia and Phenix City, Alabama. In 1999, he 
was voted best worker in his mill and was selected to be among the five best textile mill 
workers in Georgia. Potcher says that through the years he was able to keep people from 
knowing that he could not read, even his own children. When they got their report cards, he 
would look at them and say, "You can do better." His wife, who could read, would later tell 
him what the grades were. He and Lillie have given their children good educations. One is a 
medical technician, another is a Chief Petty Officer in the U.S. Navy, another works in the 
mill and one is a Sociology graduate of Auburn University. Potcher says, "If I had to say 
what important change that 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 to read, 
I can see the same thing::>that everybody else sees. I can read! I can write! I can spell! One 
of my dreams has already come true. I can read!" This man, who started plowing in the 
fields when he was a second grader, is at last having a chance to receive an education. 
(Kenneth now instructs Potcher in Math.) How fortunate we are to be Potcher's and Larry's 
teachers and to have these people as our dear friends!

A saying that Kenneth quotes is, “It's not so much what happens to you but it's how you react 
to it that makes a difference." In spite of a few serious illnesses, I have led an active, 
rewarding life. I had difficult pregnancies - yet we were blessed with four beautiful 
children. At the age of 51, I suffered a myocardial infarction, but fortunately, I survived. 
Then at 64, I had by-pass surgery on three blocked arteries and had an aneurysm in the 
aorta repaired. I also have Meniere's Disease (inner ear disorder) and Diabetes Mellitus II. 
In 2003, I had back surgery. I have been temporarily “on hold" for periods of time but 
having the encouragement and help from a loving husband and family, thus far, I have been 
able to "bounce back" to lead a useful, productive, good life.

Kenneth retired in 1992 at the age of 60. We have had a wealth of happy experiences since 
then. He, thankfully, is in good health. We desire to enjoy life as long as we are here. 
Staying busy, being with those whom we love, doing for others, keeping our minds alert with 
mental activities, keeping our bodies (fairly) physically fit, and facing each day with a 
positive outlook is our aim. (In March 2004, Kenneth was diagnosed with prostate cancer. 
After having the radiation seed implant procedure in Atlanta, he is doing well.)

Our Golden Wedding Anniversary

A surprise Golden Wedding Anniversary Party was given for Kenneth and me by our children 
on June 2, 2001 in the Executive Dining Room at State University of West Georgia 
(formerly. West Georgia College) at Carrollton, Georgia.

Early in December 2000, our children asked how we wanted to celebrate our 50th Wedding 
Anniversary in June 2001. Not being "big party" people, we told them that we wanted to 
celebrate this special time in our lives with our precious children and our closest relatives. 
Our plans were to rent cottages at Callaway Gardens for a week in June for our immediate 
family and, possibly on the Sunday of that week, invite our siblings and their spouses to join 
us for a celebration brunch at Callaway Garden's Plantation Room. "Consider it done," our 
children responded, meaning that they would plan and carry out plans for the brunch. Since 
the grandchildren would not be out of school by June 3rd, Kenneth made cottage reservations 
for the week of June 24, 2001.
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During Christmas, Melanie got my Bride's Book out of the cedar chest, along with the 
miniature bride and groom topper that was used 50 years ago on our wedding cake. Taking 
these home with her, she and her siblings began to make plans for our anniversary 
celebration.

Early in January, a decision was made by our children to try to have the party, not at 
Callaway Gardens in late June, but at West Georgia College in Carrollton, Georgia on June 2, 
2001. Mark had the idea of having the celebration there because Kenneth and I first met in 
the WGC dining hall line more than fifty years ago. Knowing that her Uncle Paul was a 
trustee at State University of West Georgia, Melanie asked him and her Aunt Sara to go with 
her to Carrollton to make arrangements. They were successful in getting the Executive 
Dining Room for the event. Mark had a friend who made a tape for us of the late 1940s and 
1950s music. Meanwhile, Michael planned background music and the showing of videos of 
our old home movies (this compilation had been his gift to the family that year). Using our 
favorite music, the 1940s and 1950s taped music, plus, a tape of recorded piano music 
(played by Kenneth and me), he made a master tape to be used at the party. Milton and Diane 
created and sent invitations to the guests. On the front of the invitation was our wedding 
picture. Inside was the announcement telling that this was to be a surprise party - a 
reception and dinner on Saturday evening, June 2, 2001, at 5:00 in the Executive Dining 
Room at State University of West Georgia in Carrollton, Georgia. However, the invitation 
sent to Kenneth and me said that it was to be a brunch at Callaway Gardens on Sunday, June 
24, 2001.

Knowing that Milton, Diane, Mark and Dody shared the same wedding anniversary day (June 
3rd), Kenneth and I assumed that we would all have our own private celebrations on that 
day. A few weeks prior to this date, Mark and Dody invited us to go out to dinner with them 
on Saturday night, June 2nd, at a restaurant over in Georgia that they had heard was 
fabulous. They told us to dress in our "Sunday Best." Melanie phoned to say that she wanted 
all of us to come to her house after we had eaten, since the restaurant was not far from 
where she lived. She insisted that we should spend the night with her and Maria.

On that day, Mark drove us toward Atlanta, and then he turned and went toward Carrollton. 
We asked if the restaurant was near Carrollton. He replied that it was and that we had 
reservations for 6:00. As we neared the city, Mark said, "We are a little early. Would you 
like to go by Oak Mountain to see the school where you first taught, Daddy?" The school is no 
longer there but we saw where it once stood. Then looking at his watch, Mark said, “Would 
you like to drive through the campus at West Georgia? We have time." After driving 
through the front campus, Mark drove to a building on the campus and parked. The sign 
indicated that this was the present-day dining hall. Puzzled, Kenneth and I looked at each 
other. Nonchalantly, Mark and Dody guided us to the Executive Dining Room where a 50th 
Golden Wedding Anniversary sign was attached to the door. At that moment, the secret was 
out. But little did we know that Milton's family would be behind those doors since they were 
not supposed to come to Georgia from Maryland until June 24th. As the doors opened, the 
four grandchildren rushed to greet us and the people in the room shouted, "Surprise!" When 
we looked around the room, we saw the rest of our children and their families, all of our 
siblings and their mates, plus. Bob, Beth, John and Catherine (Saxe), who had accompanied 
Gerry to the event. Indeed, what a surprise!

The room was beautifully decorated. Using my Bride's Book as a guide, Melanie incorporated 
some of the things that were a part of our wedding 50 years earlier. The tables were laid 
with white linen and in the center of each was a bouquet of yellow roses and lilies. At the 
head table was a gorgeous arrangement of snowballs, iris, white lilies and yellow roses. 
(Melanie's florist had the snowball flowers flown in from another region.) Orchid corsages
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were pinned on Gerry and me. Yellow rose boutonnieres were pinned on Kenneth and 
Clarence's lapels. (Gerry had been my matron-of-honor and Clarence had been Kenneth's 
best man.) Prior to our arrival, the guests had been served raw vegetables, dips, cheese, 
crackers and lime sherbet punch - lime sherbet punch had been served at our wedding 
reception. A display of our wedding pictures was on a table; a round table covered with 
white linen held a three-tiered decorated anniversary pound cake with our bride and groom 
topper of 50 years ago on its very top.

After Alton prayed the blessing, dinner was served. The buffet menu was: Garden Salad with 
ranch or Italian dressing, Chicken Cordon Bleu, London Broil - au jus, green beans, baked 
potatoes, mixed gourmet vegetables, rice pilaf, rolls and butter. Before the cake was cut, 
Michael proposed a toast. (Everybody had been given white grape juice in champagne glasses 
so that the grandchildren could participate in the toast.) This was an emotional time because 
of the loving words that Michael spoke. Kenneth and I cut the cake, which was served at that 
time with coffee.

Not only did Melanie orchestrate the whole affair; she also emceed that night. Mark and 
Michael's musical tapes softly played to accompany the home movies that were shown on the 
wall during the dinner. Immediately after dinner, Dottie and Clarence sang "Sweetheart, 
Sweetheart, Sweetheart," "Oh, Promise Me," and "Because." I was reminded of dear Ernie's 
beautiful rendition of "I Love Thee" and "Oh, Promise Me" fifty years earlier. Melanie told 
the story of how Kenneth and I had first met at WGC. Then she asked if anybody wanted to tell 
any tales about our wedding day or our married life. A lot of funny and sweet stories were 
told by all, after which meaningful gifts were given to us. The children gave us a large 
golden frame that held the music that was used at our wedding. With this was a golden plaque 
with these words engraved on it, "50 Years of Beautiful Music - June 3, 2001." Melanie 
then invited all who wanted to make a "memory walk" on front campus to join Kenneth and 
me for this. What a lovely, memorable 50th Wedding Anniversary party! And what a 
wonderful surprise!

The evening was captured on video. Afterwards all of our children gathered at Melanie's 
home to reminisce. At bedtime, some of the family spent the night at Michael's house and the 
rest stayed at Melanie's. The next day Milton's family flew back to Maryland. And on June 
24, 2001, we all met at Pine Mountain, Georgia and had our week together at Callaway 
Gardens, minus the brunch. In August 2001, Kenneth and I made a trip to Ireland - this was 
our wedding anniversary gift to each other.

To spend more than fifty years with my beloved Kenneth has been more than I could have 
wished for in this life. My feelings are expressed on an anniversary card that Kenneth once 
gave to me, "This is the true measure of love, when we believe that we alone can love, that no 
one could ever have loved so before us, and that no one will ever love in the same way after 
us." (Goethe)

To this writer, Kenneth's attributes are his gentle, loyal, caring, thoughtful, sensitive, 
fair, loving, creative, responsible, helpful nature. He tries not to generalize about things 
or people. He is intelligent, inquisitive, a good leader and is a life-long learner. Above his 
desk is a plaque, which Melanie gave to him, that reads, "The important thing is not to stop 
questioning." (Albert Einstein) He endears himself to others through his personality and 
good humor. He is, indeed, a loving husband and father.
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The Family of A. Kenneth and B. Frances Jameson Cadenhead
(Seventh Jameson Generation - Sixth Hyde Generation)

Husband: Albert Kenneth Cadenhead; b. 1-14-1932 in LaGrange, Ga.; m. 6-3-1951 
in Macon, Ga.
His parents: Roy Erastus and Omie Uvelia Bishop Cadenhead of Oak Grove Community, 
Troup Co., Ga.

Wife: Bertha Frances Jameson Cadenhead; b. 10-10-1930 in Chamblee, Ga.; m. (same 
as above).
Her parents: Claude Emest and Catherine Florence Hyde Jameson of Chamblee, Ga. 

Children: 3 sons and 1 daughter
1. Michael Kenneth Cadenhead; b. 9-22-1952 in Atlanta, Ga.; 1st m. 9-17-1972

in Birmingham, Alabama; divorced May 22, 1983;
2nd m. 2-1-2003 in Sharpsburg, Ga.

1st wife: Nancy Elizabeth Bell; b. 8-15-1951; 1st m. 9-17-1972.
Her parents: Alfred and Adell Bell of Jasper, Alabama.

2nd wife: Judy Lee King Noah; b. 7-6-1956 in N. Carrollton, Miss.;1st m. 1-1- 
1977 to Michael Noah in Mississippi; divorced in September 1995;
2nd m. 2-1-2003 in Sharpsburg, Georgia.
Her parents: Ulmont and Lillie Mae Turner King of North Carrollton, Miss. 

Judv's children from her 1st marriage - 1 son. 1 daughter
A. Eric Warren Noah; b. 7-22-1980 in Memphis, Tennessee.
B. Kimberly (Kim) Brooke Noah; b. 10-22-1981 in Memphis, Tennessee.

2. Melanie Ann Cadenhead; b. 4-9-1955 in LaGrange, Ga.
Child: 1 adopted daughter

A. Maria Frances Cadenhead; b. 8-29-1995 in Tver, Russia; 
adopted on 9-27-1996 in Tver, Russia.

3. Mark Jameson Cadenhead; b. 4-12-1958 in LaGrange, Ga.;
m. 6-3-2000 in Auburn, Alabama.

Wife: Dody Lynn Ray Cadenhead; b. 7-26-1961 in Opelika, Al.; m. (same as above).
Her parents: Patricia Golden Ray and Clyde D. Ray of Opelika, Alabama.

Child: 1 adopted daughter
A. Hannah Ray Cadenhead; b. 1-26-2004 in Kirov, Russia; 
adopted on June 14, 2004.

4. Milton Fred Cadenhead; b. 6-5-1959 in La Grange, Ga.;
m. 6-3-1989 in Wellsburg, West Virginia 

Wife: Diane Marie Gundling; b. 1-27-1955 in Wellsburg, West Virginia;
m. (same as above).

Her parents: Sara Ann Finley and George Thomas Gundling of Wellsburg, West 
Virginia.

Children: 2 adopted sons. 1 adopted daughter
A. Milton Alexander (Alec) Cadenhead; b. 5-30-1994 in Boravichi,

Novgorod, Russia; adopted on 8-14-1994 in Boravichi, Russia.
B. Kenneth Nicholas (Nick); b. .10-20-1995 in Boravichi, Novgorod,

Russia; adopted on 5-15-1996 in Boravichi, Russia.
C. Sara Darya Cadenhead; b. 7-15-1997 in Boravichi, Novgorod, Russia;

adopted on 6-23-1998 in Boravichi, Russia.

(Prior to writing about each of her children and their wives, this author asked them to 
write brief memories of their lives. Some of their comments will appear in their chapters. 
All of the?e writing? will be done in third per?<?n.)
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Michael Kenneth Cadenhead
(1952 - )

*The year that Michael Kenneth Cadenhead was born, 1952, Ernest Hemingway wrote 
Old Man and the Sea. Queen Elizabeth II ascended the British throne. Albert Schweitzer won 
the Nobel Peace Prize. A popular song was: "I saw Mommy Kissing Santa Claus.*

On Monday morning, September 22, 1952 at 11:37, the lusty cry of Michael Kenneth 
Cadenhead filled the air in the delivery room at Fort MacPherson Army Hospital in East 
Point, Georgia. (Drs.) Captains Rex Myers and Litz laughed as they told the young mother, 
“He's already wetting!" When Frances Cadenhead saw her first-born, she was choked with 
emotion. Moments after this, the baby's father, (Private) A. Kenneth Cadenhead was allowed 
to see his newborn son. Waiting in the wings were the proud Jameson grandparents - this 
was their second grandchild. Michael's father was home on a three-day pass from Fort 
Jackson, South Carolina when the baby conveniently arranged to make his appearance. How 
proud Kenneth and Fran were of their 6 pounds, 11 ounces, 19 inches long, black-haired, 
blue-eyed, blue-cheeked, baby boy. Forceps were used at his birth, thus the blue cheek. 
When Headnurse Lieutenant Self rolled the babies out of the nursery on a hospital stretcher 
at feeding time, it was easy for Fran to pick out her baby because of his bruise. Michael cost 
the whole sum of $5.25 to be birthed at this army hospital.^

Michael's father was in the army in Basic Training and Fran, his mother, had moved from 
the University of Georgia to her parents' home until after the baby's birth. There Catherine 
and Ernest cared for her during her last months of pregnancy. Michael's Uncle Ronald and 
Aunt LaVerne lived in an apartment at the Jameson home; daily they came in to visit with 
this fine baby. Having colic, Michael was often rocked by a doting family member. On one of 
Kenneth's weekend leaves from Fort Jackson, he brought his first-born son a gift - a lovely 
silver cup. Engraved on the cup was Cadenhead; beneath this was engraved the name Michael. 
Michael and, later, his siblings all used this cup. As each one joined the family, her/his 
name was engraved below the last given name on the cup - now it is a family heirloom.

When Michael was six-weeks old, his parents took him to Oak Grove to visit with his 
paternal side of the family. The roll of film picturing the baby with his Cadenhead kin was 
lost at Jacob's Drugstore in Buckhead; consequently there are no photos of Michael being 
held by his soon-to-be deceased Granddaddy Cadenhead.

On October 29, 1952, Michael and his parents moved into their two-room furnished 
apartment in the home of Mrs. Annie Geddings at 729 Aiken Street, Columbia, South 
Carolina. Seven months had passed since his father had left for the army. Now Michael's 
family was able to live together again. The baby quickly endeared himself to "Miss Annie." 
Everyday when she came home from work, she would come in to see baby Michael.

By late November, Michael had outgrown the bassinet that had been borrowed from his 
Grandmother Omie. His folks went out to the Tradino Post, a used furniture store at 2340 
Two Notch Road in Columbia, South Carolina on December 10, 1952. There they found a 
baby bed that had been hand-made by a craftsman. Lovely scenes of a Dutch boy, Dutch girl 
and windmill were painted on the bed's head and footboards. They purchased this bed for 
$12.50 and the crib mattress for $4.00.^ All of Michael's siblings would sleep in this bed 
and, today, the grandchildren enjoy its comfort.

^ From the invoice and receipt to Albert K. Cadenhead, Pvt. 2 RA 14 449 356. 
® Invoice from the Trading Past - in Michael's baby book.
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Near the baby's bed hung a wooden plaque that held a poem and a puppy dog tail on it. A good
friend (a University of Georgia Veterinary student - Gene Wright) gave the tail to Michael's
parents when he heard that they were going to have a baby. When he presented this to them, 
he said, "Snakes and snails and puppv doa tails, that's what little boys are made of." The 
poem had been given to Kenneth by his beloved mother-in-law upon Michael's birth. 
Written by Hugh M. Pierce, it follows:

I Have a Bov
I've a wonderful boy, and I say to him, "Son,"
Be fair and be square in the race you must run.
Be brave if you lose and be meek if you win.
Be better and nobler in all that you do.
And honor the name I have given to you."
I have a boy and I want him to know 
We reap in life just about what we sow.
And we get what we earn, be it little or great.
Regardless of luck and regardless of fate.
I will teach him and show him the best that I can.
That it pays to be honest and upright, a man.
I will make him a pal and a partner of mine,
And show him the things in this world that are fine.
I will show him the things that are wicked and bad 
For I figure this knowledge should come from his dad.
I will walk with him, talk with him, play with him, too;
And to all of my promises strive to be true.
We will grow up together. I'll too be a boy.
And share in his trouble and share in his joy.
We'll work out our problems together and then 
We will lay our plans when we both will be men.
And oh, what a wonderful joy this will be,
No pleasure in life could be greater to me.

One day when Fran was outside hanging diapers on the clothes line, a neighbor came over and 
asked her if she had a highchair for her baby. This kind lady loaned Fran a highchair that 
had been used by her adult son when he was a baby. When Michael's family moved to a larger 
apartment at 850 Clement Road, the neighbor graciously gave Michael the highchair. It, too, 
has been used by all of Michael's siblings and is now being used with the grandchildren. The 
little silver cup was banged many times on this chair - as the dents on the cup attest.

Michael's first Christmas was spent in Columbia, South Carolina. Christmas music filled 
the air in the small apartment as Michael's parents played the rented piano. Many times 
"Away in a Manger" and "Santa Claus is Coming to Town" were played and sung to the baby. 
For Christmas, three months old Michael received a chime rattler from good, ol' Saint Nick.

On Februaiy 22, 1953, five months old Michael saw the Atlantic Ocean for the first time. 
This was his father's first glimpse of the ocean, too. One Sunday, Army friends - Kent and 
Tine Barton (from Alabama), Ted Fox (from Atlanta) - and Michael's family drove to 
Charleston, South Carolina for the day. Michael did not pay any attention to this big body of 
water, nor did he notice his daddy running out to touch the ocean waves as they roared in on 
the sand. Michael preferred the warmth of his blanket and his mother's milk to the beach 
scene where his dad frolicked with his army friends. In utmost satisfaction, the baby nodded 
off and slept soundly during their journey back to Columbia.
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It was on March 10, 1953 that Michael's Granddaddy Cadenhead was killed in an automobile 
accident. Upon hearing the tragic news, Michael's dad and mother drove to Oak Grove, 
Georgia in their '39 green Chevrolet coupe. His Grandmother Cadenhead was critically ill in 
the hospital. What a sad, difficult time.

After the funeral, when Kenneth's mother was released from the hospital, Fran and baby 
Michael went to Oak Grove to help take care of her, Papa Bishop, Anne and Ellis. Papa 
Bishop appeared to be a gruff old man, but underneath his tough skin there was a tender spot. 
When no one was looking. Papa would go over to baby Michael and play with him. Hearing 
Michael chuckle from his pallet let everyone know that his great-grandpa was entertaining 
him. (Michael was born on Papa Bishop's birthday.) One day Fran prepared a spaghetti 
dinner for the family. This was the first time that Papa Bishop had ever been served this 
dish. Sitting down at the table, he peered at the plate of spaghetti, topped with tomato-meat 
sauce and Parmesan cheese. Growling, he asked, "What's this?" Fran told him. Taking one 
bite, he pushed the plate back and addressed Anne, as if Fran were not even at the table, 
"Anne, get me some syrup and biscuits!" After that, Fran cooked only the "familiar" for the 
family. A few weeks later, Kenneth came to attend Anne's graduation from high school and to 
take his wife and baby back home to South Carolina.

It was in the garage apartment on Clement Road that Michael started crawling. His swift 
knees got him to all of the "no-no" places. A favorite game of his (when he could get beyond 
the closed bathroom door) was "Toss Things into the Commode!" Michael adored little six- 
year-old Johnny Mike Reynolds, who often came over to play with him. Michael especially 
liked to watch Johnny Mike fish in the lake that was in their backyards. From May to July, 
Michael cut six teeth.^

Dr. MacCauley owned the property where the Cadenheads and Reynolds lived. Seeing the 
interest Kenneth had in planting flowers. Dr. MacCauley came over and plowed up a garden 
spot for Kenneth. Kenneth raised a wonderful crop of vegetables that summer.

Before all of the vegetables were harvested, Kenneth was transferred to the Machine 
Record's Unit at Fort MacPherson in Atlanta, Georgia. The family was elated to move closer 
to their families. They found an unfurnished, basement apartment at the Raymond Korizon 
home at 1321 Lorenzo Drive in East Point, Georgia. Kenneth and Fran searched for cheap 
used furniture to furnish their apartment. They still have the breakfast table and three of 
the six chairs that they bought in 1953 - total payment of $7.50. Living near relatives 
allowed Michael to play with Cathy (Wills) and Randy (Cadenhead). On his first birthday, 
Michael took his first step and by September 26th, he was walking, although somewhat 
shakily. His favorite first birthday gift was a peg and hammer set. For his second 
Christmas, Michael got a big Teddy Bear, a small table with two chairs and a red wagon.

His Corporal daddy finished the last few months of his two years in the military service. In 
March, Kenneth was discharged and the army moved the Cadenheads to the prefab married 
student apartments at the University of Georgia. Living next door to the Cadenheads were 
Ross and Cathy Shackelford, former classmates at West Georgia College. Fran applied to 
teach in the Athens City Schools; she was hired to teach third grade at Chase Street 
Elementary School for the remainder of the school year. Cathy, having a little girl Michael's 
age, was delighted to keep Michael (for pay) while Fran taught.

Michael loved to be read to and began to recite familiar rhymes; he would often chant the 
words as his parents read stories and poems to him. One favorite poem was "There was a

® Recorded in Michael’s baby book.
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little puffin, just the shape of a muffin and he lived on an island in the bright blue sea... !“ 
Two years old Michael could recite all four verses without any assistance!

By summer, Kenneth and Fran decided that they should move to Troup County to be near his 
sickly, widowed mother and his younger siblings. Applying for a teaching job in the county, 
Troup County School Superintendent Stafford Clark hired Kenneth to teach sixth grade at 
Mountville School. At the end of the summer, the Kenneth Cadenhead family moved to 
Mountville, Georgia. Fran was pregnant.

Shortly after the move, Fran was approached by Superintendent Clark to be a provisional 
teacher at Rosemont High School from September through December. The positions of 
Librarian and English teacher for 8th, 9th, 10th and 11th grades were being held for Buddy 
Lloyd, a local young man who was to be discharged from the army at Christmas. Fran 
accepted this position, which turned out to be a very rewarding experience. Michael's Aunt 
Anne kept him for two weeks until Lizzie Mae, a young black woman, was hired to watch him 
during his mother's teaching hours. Michael became the mascot for the senior class at 
Rosemont School; his picture appeared in the Rosemont Raider's YearBook. This annual was 
dedicated to his mother, sponsor of the senior class.

Michael loved living in the small, rural community of Mountville. He had lots of space to 
safely play; he did not mind playing alone. Astride his stick horse, which his Grandpa 
Jameson had made for him, he galloped in the yard. Wearing his black and white cowboy hat, 
suit and boots, he pretended that he was a real cowboy. An imaginary playmate, Johnny, 
came into his life for a period of time. Johnny needed a cookie when Michael was given one; 
Johnny was blamed for misdeeds that occurred; Johnny played with Michael at his "lake- 
pond" - a low spot that would fill with water when it rained. When Michael was asked what 
he wanted to be when he was grown, he would quickly reply, "a farmer and an artist." That 
Christmas (1954), Santa left Michael a tricycle, a toy banjo and a real pup, Pogo.

Having Kappy and Doug Mote, Bryant Fuller III, Joel and Nancy Wood living within view of 
his home, gave Michael plenty of playmates. He especially had a close relationship with 
Kappy, who was his age. Up until they started to school, they were constant companions. 
Then Bryant and Doug, who were a couple of years older than Michael, became his best 
friends, although Kappy, Melanie, Nancy and Joel were often on the scene, too.

On Saturday, April 9, 1955, a lovely little sister, Melanie Ann, was born in LaGrange, 
Georgia at City-County Hospital. The next day was Easter and at Sunday school at the 
Mountville Methodist Church, Michael was given a basket filled with eggs because he had the 
youngest sister. His Grandmother Cadenhead kept him while his mother was in the hospital. 
Michael was so excited when he and his daddy got to ride home in the ambulance with his 
mother and the new baby. (In 1955, this was the standard transportation for new mothers 
and babies when they went home from the hospital.)

That fall, Martha Alice Bowen gave Michael a Davy Crockett hat for his birthday. Martha 
Alice loved Michael! Michael was rarely without his cowboy boots and he always had on a hat
- his black cowboy hat or the furry-tailed, Davy Crockett one.

The summer of 1956, Michael's family traveled to New York City for his dad to enroll at 
Teacher's College at Columbia University for the summer quarter. Having completed his 
Masters degree in Education at the University of Georgia in 1955, Kenneth was now ready to 
begin his doctoral study. This family had never lived in a big city, which was a unique 
experience for them. Apartment 86 on the 8th floor was subleased for the summer quarter 
at 423 W. 120th Street, right across the street from Teacher's College. Getting acquainted 
with the friendly doorman of the apartment complex and routinely riding on an elevator was
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exciting to Michael. The proprietor of the apartment had children; toys and books were 
there for Michael and Melanie to enjoy. In the same building lived two families with 
children - the fathers were doctoral students. The three families became acquainted at the 
laundry, located on the top (10th) floor. The children would play together on the roof while 
their moms hung clothes out in the open air to dry (before automatic dryers). Kristen 
Nelson's mom often took Michael to play with Kristen at the Play School at Riverside Church. 
Anna Maria's mom took the children to see a puppet show and to play on the grass at the 
college. All three moms "baby sat" for each other. Michael's playground was near the 
Hudson River. How he loved to watch the big boats glide by. He also enjoyed playing on the 
grounds near Grant’s Tomb and Riverside Church. Weekdays, just before noon, he went with 
his daddy to move the car to the other side of the street so that the street sweeper could clean 
the street. All who parked on the street had to do this or have their automobiles towed. As a 
result of daily contact, camaraderie developed in this group. Michael enjoyed playing with 
the children who accompanied their parents to move their automobiles. They would wait 
until the sweeper was through, and then re-park their cars in their regular spots.

Soon after the Cadenheads retumed to Mountville, Kenneth's mother became very ill and died 
(September 28, 1956). Ellis, almost 13, had lost his Papa Bishop in February, and now he 
no longer had living parents. He came to live with Kenneth, Fran, Michael and Melanie and 
became an important part of their family until he graduated from Troup High School and 
entered college. During this time, a special relationship between Ellis and these children 
developed: it still exists today. He often helped to care for them. He taught Michael how to 
ride a bike, to play outdoor and indoor games, and how to make and repair things. Ellis sat 
with Michael and Melanie in church so that Fran and Kenneth could be in the choir and play 
the piano/organ for services. Michael wrote his Jameson grandparents on November 28, 
1961, "Ellis and I made a tree house down in the woods and I drew it for you." (A drawing of 
the tree house appeared on the letter). How these children loved Ellis!

In 1955-56, Kenneth became the principal of Mountville Elementary School. The 
teacherage, where Michael's family lived, was right behind the school. Until Michael was 
old enough to go to school, he would often stand beneath the big oak tree in his front yard and 
watch the schoolchildren play on the playground. How happy he was to enter first grade at 
this school. There he had many good experiences; most of his teachers were very good.

When Michael was in the second grade, he wrote,
"May 9, 1960, Mountville School, Mountville, Georgia, Daddy - Kenneth A. 
Cadenhead; Mother - Fran B. (sic) Cadenhead; Sister - Melanie A. Cadenhead;
Brother - Mark J. Cadenhead; Brother - Milton F. Cadenhead; Me - Michael Kenneth 
Cadenhead; - Ellis P. Cadenhead. I Love Them All."

And on March 8, 1961, he wrote to his Grandpa and Grandmother:
"Mrs. Woodward told us to make a kite. Mother told me how Grandpa made them when 
she was a little girl. Kappy Mote got highest [best kite] and I got next."^

Michael was in the school chorus, which his father directed. Sometimes he did special 
chores after school for his dad. Most of the children who attended this school were bussed in. 
Michael and his neighborhood friends often played at the school after the bus children left. 
One day Kenneth found Michael and Bryant collecting Blue Horse Covers from students’ 
personal notebooks. Montag Paper Company gave prizes for "X“ amount of Blue Horse 
Covers. The little rascals were planning to send these off for a prize. A lesson on morals 
was sternly taught to them that day by their principal (Michael's father)!

^ Many of Michael’s writings and drawings were kept by his mother in his "keepsake bag."
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Michael was active in children's activities in the community. When he was almost nine, he 
joined Mountville Baptist Church and was baptized by the Rev. Fred E. Thompson at Second 
Baptist Church in LaGrange, Georgia. (There was no baptismal pool at Mountville Baptist 
Church). First grader Melanie wrote to Ellis, who was at West Georgia College, [spring 
1962]:

"Dear Ellis, Michael got baptized today. Grandpa and Grandmother came to see us. 
When are you coming home? Love, Melanie Ann Cadenhead."

Michael and Kappy Mote took piano lessons from Kenneth. Bryant Fuller III and Virginia 
Perdue were Fran's piano students. They had joint recitals on December 18, 1960 and on 
May 27, 1962 at Mountville Baptist Church. In December, Michael played: "The Bee," “The 
Long Trail," "The Juggler," and "From the Wigwam." Michael and his father played a duet, 
“Home On the Range." In May, Michael played: "Music Hand Pattern," "Run-away River," 
“Traffic Cop," "The Party," and "Song of Penny Candy." At the organ he played: "Man in the 
Moon," "Scissor's Grinder," and "Swans on the Lake." When Michael turned eight, he, 
Bryant and Doug joined a spring and summer baseball league in LaGrange. Michael proved to 
be a good player, even though he was the youngest member on the team. He had a good eye, 
could hit the ball and could pitch well.

In the meantime, Michael gained two little brothers. Mark Jameson Cadenhead was born on 
April 12, 1958 and Milton Fred Cadenhead arrived on June 5, 1959. Michael, Melanie, and 
Ellis loved these baby boys. So did their good maid, Louise Partridge!

After Kenneth had completed all course work prior to the required residence for doctoral 
study, plans were made to move to Auburn, Alabama. (After Ellis came to live with Kenneth 
and Fran, Kenneth's doctoral study plans at Teacher's College in New York City were 
canceled.) Ellis was settled at West Georgia; the target date for the move to Auburn was in 
June 1962. Written on June 1, 1962 to Fran's parents: ... "Michael got his [baseball]

uniform last night. He is pitching this year. ... It's going to break his heart to have to 
leave his ball team."

Breaking the news of the move to Michael was difficult. The family was walking across the 
school grounds. Kenneth said, "Children, we will be moving to Auburn in a few weeks so that 
I can complete my doctorate." Michael turned and looked at his daddy with a shocked, non
believing expression on his face. Leave Mountville?! Bending over, Michael picked up a 
rock and hurled it with all of his strength, said not a word, but bolted across the field to his 
home. Melanie and the little boys were not upset over the move but Michael definitely was! 
A few concessions were made for Michael, such as allowing him to stay with the Motes until 
his baseball season was over.

In a July 1962 LaGrange Daily News were these words:
"In one of the best played games of the Ty Cobb League season. Life Underwriter's 
[Michael's team] downed the Optimists 5-3 Friday night as Mike Cadenhead struck 
out 13 batters."

Michael had a mean curve ball that was difficult to hit. Walter Williams was one of his 
coaches.

When Michael was asked what were his favorite memories of Mountville, he recalled his 
friends, the baseball games played on Sunday afternoon by the community boys and men (of 
all ages) on the field down near the club house, and the beautiful sunsets. He also 
remembered that he liked Martha Childs in the fourth grade.

Kappy, Doug and Bryant came to visit with the Cadenheads in Auburn several times during 
the summer months. Living so close to the campus was exciting. It did not take long for the 
Cadenhead children to adjust to their new home and to make new friends. The family joined
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First Baptist Church and actively participated in the Sunday and weekday activities. Michael 
and Melanie were in the children's choir. On May 19, 1963, Michael was named the best 
chorister and was given a choir pin and book by Jerry Warren, Minister of Music. Michael 
also had perfect choir attendance for the year. Chewacia State Park was visited many times 
during the next few years. Michael loved to play tennis with his dad on the dirt courts. 
Picnicking and walking on the trails was a lot of fun for the whole family.

In a letter written to Fran's parents:
"Sept. 27, 1962, ... Mrs. Seagraves has hired Michael [10 years old] to keep her 
yard and to pick up bottles. The new university library, across the street from her, 
is under construction. The workers get cokes from her coke machine but do not bring 
the bottles back. As soon as Michael gets home from school, he goes over and collects 
bottles for her. She pays him $ .20 a case. Sometimes he makes as much as $ .60 a 
day. At the rate he is going, he'll be able to save enough for his transistor radio... " 

(This was before canned cokes. The bottles were picked up and taken back to the Coca-Cola 
plants to be washed and refilled with coke. The transistor radio was new and popular. 
Michael wanted one for Christmas.)

For Christmas in 1962, Michael got an electric football game, an art kit, and an Auburn 
pennant for his room. A croquet set, stereo and hi-fi records were shared with his siblings. 
He had earlier bought his transistor radio with his coke bottle earnings.

In March 1963, ten-years-old Michael got a paper route. He delivered the Birmingham 
News on his bike. His friend, Sherman Phillips, who was two years older than Michael, had 
a route, too. Michael recalls how he enjoyed getting up early on Sunday mornings and going 
to the Kopper Kettle for breakfast with Sherman. On bad days, Michael's father took him by 
car to deliver his papers. On June 25, 1963, Fran wrote this to her parents: "Michael has 
gotten his English bicycle - $47.00 - he earned his money for this. He is so proud of his 
accomplishment. He is also cutting the grass now."

Michael adjusted well to school in Auburn and made good grades. He entered fifth grade at 
Dean Road Elementary School. He complained in the sixth grade about his teacher, Mrs. Ruth 
Williamson, because she forced him to participate in square dancing. He said, “Dancing is 
dumb!” It was also in this grade that he had his first Auburn girlfriend, Camilla Brown.

The summer of 1963 found Michael playing baseball in the Auburn City Recreational League. 
Although he was one of the youngest on his team, it did not take long for the coaches, Tom 
Eden, Carl Clark, and Bill Beckwith to see that he was an exceptional player - his playing 
positions were left field, third base and pitcher. His mother did her bit by routinely 
working at the concession stand and the whole family went to all of his games and cheered 
him on. At the end of every season, Michael was always chosen for the all-star team. In 
1965, in the Dixie Youth Series, his team made it all the way to the Alabama Dixie Youth 
League State Tournament. The final night, they were narrowly beaten. Michael, held in 
reserve to be the final, and hopefully, winning pitcher for his team, was dealt a hard task - 
the pitchers before him had allowed too many hits. Although they had beaten the Bankhead 
team earlier in the week (with Michael pitching), it was impossible to beat the Bankhead 
team on the final night of the tournament. Michael pitched in four of the tournament games 
and only lost one game - the final one. His baseball batting percentage was .357. What a 
heartbreak it was for Michael and his teammates! Michael said, "I learned how to lose, 
also." Michael's all-star team placed second in the 1965 Alabama Dixie Youth League State 
Tournament. The next year, he played in the Pony League but, because of other encroaching 
interests, this was the last year that Michael played organized ball.

In a letter to Fran's parents:
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"October 3, 1963 ... Michael joined Boy Scouts. ..."
The Boy Scouts sold AU football programs on the Saturdays of a game. They earned a 
percentage of the sales and got a free pass into the AU football game. The program sellers, 
ardent fans, always sat under the press box. War Eagle! In another letter:

"October 24, 1963 ... Michael won third place in his age group in the Ford National 
Punt-Pass-Kick Contest. Out of 20 eleven-year olds, Michael placed third and won a 
grand football, which was autographed by leading Pro-Football players. His ability 
in sports just seems to come naturally to Michael."

Elvis Presley made his appearance in the 1960s. Then, the Beatles arrived. When the 
Beatles were on television on the Sunday evening Ed Sullivan Show. Michael's parents would 
not allow him to stay home from church to watch these popular stars; he was the only one in 
his age group at church that evening! What an ardent fan he was of the Beatles, especially 
Ringo Starr! By this time, Michael was beginning to be a great drummer himself.

At Auburn Junior High School on Samford Avenue, he joined the band. He told his parents 
that he wanted to be a percussionist - he wanted to play a snare drum. They hoped that he 
would change his mind; they wanted him to play a melodic instrument. He practiced for a 
year on a drum pad. Johnny Vinson, the present Auburn University's band director, was a 
student teacher at AJHS; he taught Michael many of his drum rudiments. Ellis bought 
Michael a used trap set, which the lad loved. At the end of Michael's eighth grade year, 
Tommy Goff, the band director, told his parents that they should buy him a drum because 
Michael was an excellent percussionist - they bought him a new chrome super phonic 
Ludwig snare drum on a concert stand. The family used to laugh at the position of the eagle 
that hung on the den wall - the vibration of Michael's drums kept it always askew. 
(Michael's bedroom wall was on the other side of the den wall.)

After Michael's freshman year at Auburn High School, his family moved to Columbus, 
Georgia where his father was head of the Education Department of Columbus College. Michael 
did not want to leave either Auburn High School's band or his friends. As a compensation 
gift, his parents bought him the rest of the Ludwig "Hollywood" drum set at Herb's Pawn 
Shop on Victory Drive in Columbus, Georgia. He wrote to his grandparents:

"December 1967... I got my drums a month early ... I have wanted them for so 
long. ..."

For the rest of his high school days, Michael vied for first chair drummer in the Auburn 
High School and Hardaway High School bands - most of the time he was the first chair 
drummer. In Columbus, Michael attended Hardaway High School; his band director was 
George Corradino. Again he excelled as a percussionist. Mr. Corradino even coaxed him into 
playing in a few concerts with the Columbus Symphony Orchestra, although Michael's 
preference was Rock and Roll Music.

Michael, Ken Posey, Bill Lindsey, Tommy White, and Phil Mason (friends from Hardaway 
High School) formed a band, "The Jungle Peach Blues Band." Practicing at Michael's home 
on the carport, they soon began to sound pretty good. At that point they started doing "gigs" 
at various parties for their teen-aged friends.

Michael, caught up in the fads of the day, wore madras plaid shirts that bled, bell-bottom 
trousers, leather sandals, and, he had long hair. He was most impressed with the "Hippie" 
Movement - he was a free thinker and did not believe that his country should be at war in 
Vietnam. When he reached the draft age of 18, the draft was no longer in force, thank God! 
Michael, in his adult years, told his parents that he and his friend, Rudy Wilson, would often 
leave Sunday school at First Baptist Church and go over to the Ralston Hotel to smoke. The 
boys watched the televised church service in order to be back at their parents' cars at the
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end of the service. Their parents never knew that they were not in the church sanctuary. 
Nor did they know that Michael was smoking. Getting his driver's license, after learning to 
drive his daddy's 1966 Volkswagen Beetle (using a clutch when shifting gears - a standard 
car then), was another milestone for Michael. He had begun to date, too. An English paper, 
written in 1969, tells a lot about Michael's feelings about having long hair during this era. 
It follows:

Murder in the First Degree

Hi! My name is Al. I am a member of the community of hairs on Joe 
Head's scalp. Joe and me are on our way downtown.

Man, let me tell you; the world is down on my friends and me. And Joe,
Man, he catches the brunt end of everything just because he wears us a little 
long, dresses just a slight bit different, and digs the so-called "loud and 
noisy" music. Every time he sits down at the table to eat, he catches some 
remark from his parents like “haircut before this weekend, Joe." This just 
sends cold chills up my spine. You know, it must be hard for a boy to 
express himself in his own way and not be able to because of somebody else's 
rules. Let me give you an example of what I mean.

Joe attends this plastic school called “Hardaway." Joe was walking 
down the hall yesterday with some of his friends. I felt so at home with all 
of the other "long hairs." Anyhow, Joe was walking down the hall with the 
rest of the heads, and I heard a voice behind us. Joe turned around. I saw 
her, the terror of Hardaway High. The little short, red-headed lady, dress 
to the ankles and plastic smile, glowed as she said, "Boys, I think you should 
go see Mr. Caisson." So she escorted Joe and the rest of the heads to George's 
office. I knew it was coming. The only thing George said was, "Haircut 
before Monday, boys."

You know, I respect their point of view, but I think they should respect 
Joe's, too. If Joe keeps us clean and combed, it doesn't matter how long we 
are. I think the administration of this school is infringing on Joe's rights.
But I haven't got anything to worry about because Joe promised me he wouldn't 
let any butcher touch us.

Well, we're parked downtown now, and Joe and I went over to talk to 
some cute chicks. Now we're going down the sidewalk in the direction of that 
barber shop, but I know he's not going in there. Oh, no! He is going to that 
barber shop! There's a vacant seat!

The butcher says with his little sadistic chuckle, "Have a seat, son. What 
will it be?" Before Joe has a chance to answer, the Butcher picks up his shears.

He's murdering my friends!
Help, stop him, Joe! Quick! You just wait 'til next summer, you 

plastic people! I'll grow 'til -- No! No! Ugh!

During the summer of 1968 Michael worked in grounds maintenance at Columbus College. 
In clearing a swampy area on the campus, he was exposed to a fungus or mold that caused him 
to contract Sporotrichosis - a rare, tropical skin disease. Before it was properly diagnosed, 
Michael became very ill and had to be hospitalized. With strong drugs, the disease was 
finally conquered.

Michael's father was “wooed" back to Auburn University to work in the TTT Project in 
Education - a revolutionary education program funded by the government. This meant that 
Michael would return to Auburn High School for his senior year. Surprisingly, Michael did 
not want to leave his Hardaway High School friends and his band. When he knew that the 
move was inevitable, he wrote to the principal at AHS and ordered his 1970 class ring.
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Upon his return to Auburn, Michael joined the Auburn High School band and found his own 
special group of friends - mostly band members. Lovely, blonde, blue-eyed Nancy Edwards 
became his steady girlfriend. He and Bill French vied for first chair drummer every 
quarter - they took turns playing in this position. The AHS band won superior ratings at the 
All-State Band Competition in Tuscaloosa and had done so for four consecutive years - it was 
an excellent band! Mr. Goff encouraged creativity in this band - several of the members 
composed music that was performed by the band. However, some of the teachers at AHS 
objected to boys wearing long hair. Tommy Goff was forced to tell Michael that he had to cut 
his long, beautiful tresses in order to stay in the band. A very rebellious Michael, 
reluctantly, obeyed his bandleader.

In a 1970 creative writing class at AHS, Michael wrote a poem about Auburn High School:

The little groups form every morning at 7:45,
The blacks on the hill and the whites inside.
The jet set stands with their stone faces set in plastic smiles 
Only to reach the next step in the ladder.
And the football jock standing within ear-shot of everyone 
Braggin' about how won the game the previous Friday night.
And the freaks, the beautiful freaks,
If not for the freaks who could everyone look down on!
I guess all schools are this way with tension on all sides - 
The Blacks and Whites, the Jocks and "them new-fangled Hippies," 

and the glorious status stepping on everyone.
It seems that the school would break -

Except one link holding the different chains together,
EDUCATION!

Michael's high school baccalaureate service was on May 31, 1970 and his AHS graduation 
ceremony was on June 5, 1970. His Aunt Gerry and Uncle Hugh joined Michael's family in 
the high school auditorium for this event. His parents and his grandparents gave him money 
to apply toward a used car. Michael worked as an assistant manager and part-time 
projectionist at the Tiger and the Village Theaters with Mr. Don Stone as his boss. He took 
his monetary gifts and his theater earnings and drove to Columbus to a used car lot on 
Victory Drive; there he bought a dark green sports car - a Triumph - GT6 - for $1800.00. 
How proud he was of this purchase.

The fall of 1970, Michael entered Auburn University as an art student. He had been 
successful in this field as a high school student; he wanted to major in Visual Design in the 
Fine Arts. Many hours were spent working on art projects in the Art Building. The roar of 
his Triumph as it came up the hill on Conrey Drive was a dead give-away as to how late 
Michael worked at the art building at night. His mom or dad usually heard the car's roar. At 
the end of high school, he and some friends formed a Rock and Roll band. Cross. In this band 
were Nat Michaelson (later to become the Auburn Junior High School band director), George 
Welchel, John Millman, John Ard, Johnny and Tommy White and Michael. After entering 
college, many weekends were filled with Saturday night gigs. On Thursday, April 15, 1971, 
the Auburn University Union engaged them to present a concert for the Auburn University 
students in the Union Building ballroom on campus. Some of the music that they played 
were; the Beatle's "A Medley," Three Doa Night's "Celebrate," Chicago's "Free," Blood Sweat 
and Tears "You've Made Me So Very Happy," and It's a Beautiful Day's "White Bird."

Because of the popularity of the group, they all decided to leave school or job positions to go 
on the road for a period of time. When he made this announcement to his parents, they were
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very disappointed and concerned. During the next few months, some members left the band 
and new members (Tony Lumpkin, Mike Lowley, Phillip Howell, and Dennis Gulley) joined 
the group.

Michael left Cross because of illness and later joined the Larry Rousseau trio. Then he 
joined the rock group Cozv: and, afterwards, played with Southern Suite - all based out of 
Birmingham. He then auditioned with Hotel, also based out of Birmingham, and became their 
percussionist for several years. Members of this group were Marc Phillips, Tommy Calton, 
George Creasman, Michael Reid, Lee Bargeron and Michael Cadenhead. They became well 
known in the southeast and cut two records with MCA Recording Company. Most of the songs 
on the records were their original compositions - "Your Green Eyes," "You'll Love Again," 
"Old Silver," "Hold to the Night," etc.

MCA Records sponsored a debut performance of Hotel featuring their songs on their albums 
at Alex Cooley’s Capri Ballroom (the former Buckhead Theater) at 3110 Roswell Road in 
Atlanta on July 19, 1979. It was a gala evening: gourmet foods were served to a select 
group of people, including the relatives of the members of the band. Hotel fronted many big 
bands, including the Australian group, Little River Band and a U.S. group. Hall and Oates. 
They were on the brink of "making it big" in the music world when things began to fall apart
- primarily, when they lost a record deal with MCA. They made plans to go to Nashville or 
Los Angeles, but at that time some of the members began to leave the band. Michael Reid and 
Michael Cadenhead were invited out to Reno to play with Pam Tillis's Band. Michael 
Cadenhead was offered a job in this band, but he turned it down because this was not the type 
of music that he enjoyed playing. In 1981, Michael decided to leave the music world.

Michael met Nancy Elizabeth Bell in Birmingham at one of his Cross performances. She was 
a blue-eyed, brunette beauty who loved to tease and have a good time. Nancy's family lived 
in Nauvoo (near Jasper), Alabama. Her father was a heavy equipment operator at the strip 
mines. Her mother was a homemaker for her husband and their four daughters. The Bells 
were good people. Nancy and Michael started dating, fell in love and married on September 
17, 1972. An early Sunday morning garden wedding in the Japanese Tea Gardens at the 
Birmingham Zoo was the beautiful setting for this marriage. They were soon to be 20 
(Michael) and 21 (Nancy) years of age. Michael, at his expense, encouraged Nancy to go 
back to school to finish her degree. She enrolled at the University of Alabama at 
Birmingham and earned a degree in Early Childhood Education. She was hired to teach in the 
Birmingham schools as a kindergarten teacher. She also worked part-time at a gift shop. 
Michael's musical career forced him to be away from home much of the time. Although they 
had many happy times together, they lived somewhat separate lives, which was hard on a 
marriage. They had no children. Their pets, Helga, a miniature dachshund and then. Bilbo, a 
Lhapsa Apsa, were their children substitutes. When it was evident that their marriage was 
in trouble (1982), they went for marriage counseling; Nancy still chose to divorce Michael. 
Much to Michael's sorrow they parted ways on May 22, 1983. Michael was 30 years old.

Michael enrolled in the School of Business at the University of Alabama at Birmingham. He 
wanted his degree to be from Auburn University, so he took all of the courses that he could 
take at UAB before transferring to AU for his final year of residency. White at UAB, he 
played with a rock group. The Extras. They played within a 150-mile radius, which allowed 
Michael to earn his living expenses while he was a student. When Michael moved to Auburn, 
he worked at the War Eagle Supper Club as a bartender in order to cover his living 
expenses: he lived at John Brandts. He had his supper meals at his parent's home. As a 
mature student, Michael made excellent grades at UAB and at AU. Upon completion of his B.S. 
degree (Marketing Emphasis) in Business Administration in the School of Business at 
Auburn University, he was invited by one of his professors to be a graduate assistant for
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1986-87. Michael turned down this offer; he wanted to begin a career in the business 
world.

After a trip to Scotland with his parents and siblings, Michael interviewed with Equity 
Utility Service Company, Inc., 1060 Triad Court, Suite D, in Marietta, Georgia. Ellis had 
recommended Michael to his friend Frank Neeley, who, in turn, introduced Michael to Mr. 
Bob Parris, the owner of the company. Michael was hired as a salesman. He has been a 
successful (top) salesman and account manager for the small utility service company for the 
last eighteen years (2004). Mr. Parris has retired and his son, Rob, is now the CEO. 
Michael and Rob work well together.

Michael's personal life has been filled with many good experiences. Ambitiously, he has 
achieved high marks in his professional world. Socially, he has formed meaningful 
friendships. He built a lovely two-story home in Indian Bluff Subdivision at 100 Indian 
Bluff Drive (on a lot where wild azaleas grow and where deer, raccoons, pileated 
woodpeckers and crows live) in Sharpsburg, Georgia. He lives near his sister, Melanie, and 
acts as a loving God father, uncle and male role model for Melanie's young daughter, Maria. 
He is also Maria's guardian if something should happen to Melanie before Maria is grown. 
When Melanie asked him if he would do this, he said, "Sure! You know I love her!" His 
hobbies are working in his yards and playing golf. His artwork now is in the field of 
photography and his music activity is in listening to all types of music. On occasion, he will 
go to his basement to play his drums.

Judy King Noah came into Michael's life several years ago. Judy has two adult children, Eric 
and Kim. They are both in college - Kim is at Georgia State University and Eric has attended 
Mississippi State University. On Michael's 50th birthday - September 22, 2002, he 
proposed to Judy, telling her that he wanted to spend the next 50 years with her. Giving her 
a diamond ring, they started making plans for their wedding. They decided to keep the 
ceremony simple and to have it in the home that they would soon share - Michael's home. On 
Saturday, February 1, 2003, the marriage took place at 100 Indian Bluff Drive with Judge 
Terry Massey officiating. (The wedding is described in Judy's chapter.) Those attending the 
wedding ceremony were Kim and Eric (Noah), Melanie, Maria, Mark, Dody, Fran and 
Kenneth (Cadenhead). What an eventful and beautiful day this was!

Michael and Judy took a Carribean Cruise for their honeymoon. And on February 14, 2003, 
they hosted a wedding celebration party in a banquet room at Casablanca Cafe in Fairburn, 
Georgia. Many of their close friends and relatives came to celebrate their marriage. What a 
gala evening this was!

Judy and Michael celebrated their first year of marriage, February 1, 2004, by spending a 
few days in the North Georgia Mountains. They are very happy together.

To this writer, Michael's greatest attributes are his loyalty to family and friends, his eye 
for beauty, his honesty, his depth of intellect, his desire to do the best that he can with 
whatever task he is given, and his sensitivity to the feelings of others. He is a responsible, 
fair, caring, gentle, loving individual and son.

Caddon Water runs effortlessly along Its path etched In the hills 
centuries before, caressing and washing the stones that rest In Its bed.

- Caddonhead - 9-4-86 (Origin of the name, Cadenhead)

(Michael made and gave a [Caddon Water] stone mounted plaque with this 
inscription on it to each immediate family member who walked to the head 
of the stream in 1986 at Caddonhead, Scotland.
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Judy Lee King Noah Cadenhead
(1956 - )

*ln 1956, the year that Judy Lee King N. Cadenhead was bom, the U.S. president was Dwight 
D. Eisenhower. Albert Sabin developed an oral vaccine against polio. A popular song was 
“Around the World in 80 Days."*

In Greenwood, Mississippi on July 6, 1956, a dark-haired, brown-eyed baby girl was born 
to Ulmont and Lillie Mae Turner King. They named her Judy Lee King. Her older sister of 
five years, Linda, eagerly waited for her parents to bring her baby sister home to North 
Carrollton, Mississippi.

This young family lived in the home of Ulmont's parents. The grandparents, Clifton Lee and 
Vashti Wilson King, lovingly welcomed the new baby into the family circle and into their 
home. Since Lillie Mae worked at the Baldwin Piano Factory and Ulmont was a painter, the 
grandparents helped to take care of these young children during the day.

When Judy was a little girl, she remembers visiting relatives in the country. Every 
summer she would spend two weeks with Mary Jane and Claver Blair. Their pet name for 
her was "Judy Bug." "Judy Bug" got to help dig potatoes, pick berries and other wild fruits. 
She often played with the Beagle hunting dogs. One Christmas Ulmont, being an avid hunter, 
even taught Judy how to target shoot.

When Judy's parents moved into a home of their own, Judy's widowed maternal 
grandmother, Lou Howell Turner, came to live with her family. Judy's mom, Lillie Mae, 
cared for her until Lou's death in 1977. After that Lillie Mae returned to work as a clerk at 
Kantor's Clothing Store and later at Phil's Squire Shop, where she worked until she retired. 
Lillie Mae is also a very good seamstress.

Judy attended J.Z. George Elementary and Junior High School in North Carrollton, 
Mossissippi. She remembers running home from school at noon to eat lunch at her Granny 
King's house. She also remembers the May Day Parade when she got to ride on one of the 
floats. In junior high school, Judy started playing basketball and running track. She was 
also in the Beta Club and was a cheerleader for the football team.

Judy continued to participate in sports in high school at Carroll Academy. She was chosen as 
a district all-star forward in basketball. Her high school years were filled with activities 
in school and at church. She was chosen as the class favorite in her freshman, sophomore 
and junior years. In her senior year she was "Miss Carroll Academy," "Home Coming Queen" 
and she was on the Valentine Court. As a senior superlative, Judy was selected as the 
"classmate with the best figure." That year she was given the Shorthand Award for her 
proficiency. She entered a Beauty Pageant at Carroll Academy and was chosen as the most 
beautiful girl. She wore a lovely dress that her mother designed and made for her. (Judy is 
so modest that this writer had to drag all of this information from her.)

After high school graduation, Judy went to Holmes Junior College in Goodman, Mississippi, 
where she earned an associate art's degree in secretarial science. While there, she was a 
member of Phi Beta Lambda Business Club. In her sophomore year, she was a member of the 
Home Coming Court. Scholastically, Judy was awarded a student grant (scholarship) for her 
college education. As part of the grant stipulations, she worked in Holmes Junior College 
Athletic Department and at the college library. At the beginning of her junior year, Judy 
transferred to Mississippi State University in Starkville, Mississippi, where she 
consistently made the Dean's List and the President's List. From this school she earned a 
B.S. degree in Business Education in December 1978.
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As a senior in high school, Judy started dating Michael Noah, who was also from North 
Carrollton and who went to the same church as Judy. He played football in high school and 
won a football scholarship to Holmes Junior College, where he played in a defensive position 
on the team. Judy and Mike fell in love and got married on Januaiy 1, 1977 at North 
Carrollton Baptist Church. As married students, they completed their last two years of 
college at Mississippi State University.

After graduation, the couple moved to Memphis, Tennessee. Mike went to work for Chicago 
Bridge and Iron. In April 1979, Judy was hired by Delta Air Lines in Reservations and 
Sales.

To this couple were born Eric Warren (7-22-1980) and Kimberly Brooke (10-22- 
1981). This family lived in Memphis until 1993 when the Delta Air Lines office closed 
there. At that time all of the Delta Air Lines employees were either transferred to Atlanta or 
to other company offices in other cities. Since Judy had more seniority at Delta than Mike 
had with his job, the Noahs moved to Atlanta. There, Eric and Kim entered school at East 
Coweta County Middle School. By this time, Eric was showing an interest in music and 
played a guitar. He also liked to write and was a history buff. He is now in school at 
Mississippi State University where he is majoring in history. Kim, who is a lot like her 
mother, was a class leader - academically and socially. In her senior year she was "Home 
Coming Queen" and "Miss East Coweta County High." She was awarded two college 
scholarships from the Newnan, Georgia Rotary Club and from the West Georgia Builders 
Association. In high school, Kim played basketball and in her senior year she was awarded 
the Basketball Coaches Award. Kim will soon graduate from Georgia State University in 
Atlanta in Exercise Science. She plans to continue studying in a master's program in 
Physical Therapy. Kim has done well in her studies, has been active in her social sorority. 
Delta Zeta, and has held part-time jobs since she was sixteen.

It was in 1985, that Judy's Father died with lung cancer. Her grandfather "Pop" King died 
in 1984 and her Granny King died in 1974.

Through the years, Judy and Mike's marriage steadily deteriorated. It ended in 1995 
because of irreconcilable differences. Because of her own thoughtful, loving ways, Judy has 
seen to it that the children have kept close ties to Mike, his parents and his relatives.

As a single mom, Judy met many challenges but with the support of her close friends and 
family, she and the children adjusted to the change in their family structure. Judy is a very 
good mother and has provided well, often sacrificially, for her children.

Judy has a celebrity in her family on her mother's side. Judy's great aunt, Annie Mae 
Wilson, is the Mayor of Carrollton, Mississippi.

Michael Cadenhead came into Judy's life in 1996. He had been dating a young friend of 
Judy's but they had broken off because of Michael's concern about the difference in their 
ages. One day Tina toki Judy that she thought she (Judy) should start dating again. And, she 
knew just the person Judy should date. Classifying Michael as a true gentleman, she asked 
Judy if she could give Michael her telephone number. At first Judy was dubious of this but 
when her good friend, Gloria Malone, strongly encouraged her to do so, Judy "gave in" and 
allowed this to happen.

After the phone conversation, Judy and Michael met for dinner at a designated restaurant one 
evening. A new and lasting relationship developed between these two. For six years, Michael 
and Judy dated. As the years went by, they knew that they loved each other. Finally, Michael
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proposed to Judy on his fiftieth birthday. He told her that he wanted to spend the next fifty 
years of his life with her. Giving her a ring, the young couple began to plan their wedding. 
Since this would be a second marriage for each of them, they wanted this wedding to be a 
quiet, simple ceremony.

On a beautiful, sunny, Saturday afternoon, February 1, 2003, the marriage took place at 
Michael's home with Judge Terry Massey officiating. The lovely bride wore an ivory, two- 
piece sleeveless, brocade ensemble that was trimmed with beads and lace. Her bridal 
bouquet held ivory, miniature rosebuds and sprigs of fresh and dried heather, intertwined 
with ivory ribbons. (Fran had gathered the sprigs of heather from the Caddonhead farm 
when Michael, Judy, Kenneth and Fran vacationed together in Scotland during the summer of 
2002. Fran sensed that a marriage might be forth coming.) Michael wore a dark suit with a 
miniature, ivory rosebud and heather boutonniere. Kim, serving as her mother's maid of 
honor, held a nosegay of flowers similar to Judy's. Eric and Kenneth wore boutonnieres 
similar to Michael's. During the ceremony, Maria held the rings for her Uncle Michael and 
Aunt Judy. Fran was given a lovely, ivory rose corsage. Judy and Michael had beautifully 
prepared their home for this special event. The reception table was adorned with an ivory 
linen and lace cloth and napkins, crystal plates, stemware and silver. In the center of the 
table was a gorgeous, mixed flower arrangement. In it, ironically, was fresh blooming 
heather. A decorated two-tiered, wedding cake, cheese straws, nuts, mints and champagne 
were served. On the top of the cake were fresh miniature ivory rosebuds and sprigs of 
heather that matched the bride's bouquet. Judy and Kim's bouquets were placed on the table 
to complete the elegant table setting. Michael and Judy originally planned to have only Kim 
and Eric present at their wedding, but at the last minute, they invited Judy and Michael's 
immediate families to share in this meaningful time in their lives. Since a wedding 
celebration party was to take place on February 14, out-of-town family members, who 
were planning to fly in for that party, decided to wait and make their appearances then. 
Those attending the wedding ceremony were Kim, Eric, Melanie, Maria, Mark, Dody, Fran 
and Kenneth. What a beautiful day this was!

The newly weds left the next day for a Caribbean Cruise honeymoon. Judy's luggage was lost 
and did not reach their ship. Her beautiful trousseau could not be worn that week. Judy 
showed her ability to rise above a bad situation and not let it ruin her and Michael's 
honeymoon. Not setting into a port where she could buy clothes, she wore what she had; she 
bought a few sports items in the ship's shop and she borrowed a few bits of formal dinner 
attire from kind strangers, who heard of her plight and offered to share their clothes. 
Michael, too, helped her to "roll with the punches" as a loving, understanding husband. 
Evidently, they endeared theirselves to their table mates, because on the last night that they 
were on the boat, they presented Judy and Michael with a wedding cake at dinner. What a 
lovely girl Judy is! Luckily, when they returned to the U.S., her luggage had been found and 
was waiting for her.

On February 14, 2003, Michael and Judy hosted a wedding celebration party in a banquet 
room at Casablanca Cafe in Fairburn, Georgia. Judy's mom, Milton, Diane, Alec, Nick and 
Sara, dear friends from Memphis and other points flew in for this gala weekend. Ellis and 
Carol drove up from LaGrange. A large group of Judy and Michael's close friends in the 
Atlanta area were invited to this marvelous evening of celebration. Delicious food and drinks 
were served to the guests. Fran's famous banana cake and Scottish shortbread were served 
for the dessert. An aura of festivity and joy filled the dining room. What a lovely event!

Judy and Michael celebrated their first year of marriage, February 1, 2004, by spending a 
few days in the North Georgia Mountains. They are very happy together.
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Judy has worked for Delta Air Lines in Reservations and Sales for 25 years (2004). 
Through the years she has won "Sales Excellence" Awards. Working for an airlines 
company, Judy and her immediate family have free access to flying. They show up as stand
bys and if there is an empty seat on the plane, they may take that seat and fly to that plane's
destination. She and her family have traveled many places. How exciting!

To this writer, some of Judy's special attributes are her kind, caring, thoughtful, gentle 
ways, her modesty, her good sense of humor, her independence, her unselfish manner, her 
intelligence, her perseverance, and her ability to adjust to whatever befalls her. What a 
welcome addition she is to Michael's family!

The Family of Michael K. and Judy L. Kina N. Cadenhead
(Eighth Jameson Generation - Seventh Hyde Generation)

Husband; Michael Kenneth Cadenhead; b. 9-22-1952 in Atlanta, Ga.;
1st wife: Nancy Elizabeth Bell Cadenhead; b. 8-15-51 in Jasper, Al.;
1st m. 9-17-1972 in Birmingham, Al.; divorced May 22, 1983.

His parents: A. Kenneth and Frances J. Cadenhead of Auburn, Al.
Her parents: Adell and Alfred Bell of Jasper, Alabama.

2nd wife: Judy Lee King Noah; b. 7-6-1956 in North Carollton, Mississippi;
1st m. 1-1-1977 to Michael Noah in Mississippi; divorced in 1995.
Her parents: Ulmont and Lillie Mae Turner King of N. Carrollton, Miss.

2nd marriage: 2-1-2003 in Michael's home in Sharpsburg, Georgia.
Children: Judy's from her 1st marriage - 1 son and 1 daughter

A. Eric Warren Noah; b. 7-22-1980 in Memphis, Tennessee.
B. Kimberly (Kim) Brooke Noah; b. 10-22-1981 in Memphis, Tn.

Melanie Ann Cadenhead
(1955 - )

*ln 1955, the year of Melanie Ann Cadenhead's birth, blacks, including Rosa Parks, in 
Montgomery, Alabama boycotted the segregated city bus lines. Rudolph Flesch wrote "Why 
Johnny Can't Read." Popular songs were: "Davy Crockett," and "The Yellow Rose of Texas."*

Early on Saturday morning, April 9, 1955, at 6:37, Melanie Ann Cadenhead made her 
entrance into the world at City-County Hospital in LaGrange, Georgia. The dark-haired 
lassie with big blue eyes was 20 1/2 inches long and weighed 8 pounds, 4 ounces. Family 
friend and delivery room nurse, LaMerle Perdue, ably assisted Dr. W.M. Hendricks in the 
baby's birth. (Again Fran had suffered with toxemia.) Now Kenneth and Fran had their 
“Melanie" to go with their two and a half year old son, Michael. How happy they were!

Easter fell on the next day. Little Michael went to Sunday school at Mountville United 
Methodist Church where his Sunday school teacher, Jean Mote, presented him with an Easter 
basket filled with candy eggs and a chocolate bunny. She exclaimed, "You get this because you 
have the youngest sister of anybody in this class today." This lovely friend and teacher 
would prove to be a favorite baby-sitter for Michael, Melanie and their siblings while the 
Cadenheads lived in Mountville.

Jean and Randall Williamson, friends from West Georgia College days, serving in the 
Mountville community as Methodist minister and wife, drove the Cadenhead car home from 
the hospital so that Michael and his dad could ride in the Hunter, Owen, Myhand ambulance
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with the new baby and Michael's mother. So many friends in Mountville showered this 
young family with visits, flowers, cards, food and baby gifts. What a lovely place to live!

Melanie was a happy, healthy baby. After having her picture made at Bowen Studio in 
LaGrange, the photographer displayed it in his studio window for advertisement purposes. 
Troup Dairies Co-operative, the dairy that delivered milk to the Cadenheads home, asked to 
use her picture in their LaGrange Daily News advertisement. The caption beneath the 
beautiful, blue-eyed baby's picture read "Healthier, Happier Babies Thrive on Troup 
Dairies Co-op Milk."

The summer of 1956, the Cadenheads went to New York City where Kenneth began his 
doctoral study at Teacher's College, Columbia University. Although Melanie was too young to 
remember this period of time, two significant things happened to her while they lived in the 
ten-story apartment building in Apt. 86 at 423 W. 120th St., just across from the campus. 
Fifteen-month old Melanie was beginning to stand-alone. One morning while she and 
Michael watched their mother hang the wet laundry on the clothes line, Melanie cautiously 
stood and made one step before she plopped down on the warm surface of the roof-top floor. 
This feat was repeated several times during the next days, but she only took one step each 
time. From a letter written to Fran's parents:

"August 2, 1956 - Melanie took her first steps alone yesterday. She has been 
(shakily) standing alone for the past two weeks. Yesterday, she took about four steps 
and was so thrilled she got down on her knees and went round and round the room as 
she chuckled and crowed. She then stood up and walked the length of the rug (about 
twelve steps). ... I have cut her some bangs so she really looks like a little girl 
rather than a baby."

On September 28, 1956, Melanie's grandmother, Omie Cadenhead, died. Ellis, Melanie's 
young uncle, came to live with her family. The years that he was a part of their family, he 
did many loving things for her and her siblings. He often sat with Melanie on Sunday 
mornings during the church services. This warranted a poem written in 1958 by an elderly 
member of the Methodist church, Mrs. Lillian Marchman:

Church Nap
Church service must seem long to a little girl of three -
Altho she stiffly sits in prim maturity
Near her youthful uncle who is minding her -
For daddy and mommy must sing in the choir -
But soon her curly head with sleep begins to nod -
For a little girl grows drowsy in the hush-ed house of God.
Tenderly the youth lays her head upon his lap - 
And she drifts away to dreamland to take a pleasant nap.
They make a charming picture as the boy his vigil keeps 
Over the dainty maiden, while blissfully she sleeps.
And God looking upon them there - counts as reverence 
Their sweet contentment in His house as they rest in confidence.

Melanie's days in Mountville were very happy ones. Her constant playmates were Nancy 
Wood and Kappy Mote. Another special friend was little Jimmy, a severely retarded child of 
Becky and Jamie Pruitt's. Becky was a good friend of Fran's. Although Jimmy could not 
walk or talk, he communicated with Melanie in his own sweet way. She doted on him and 
would entertain him for hours at the time - rolling a ball to him, showing him books, and 
playing with his toys with him. Because of Melanie's caring manner, "Miss Becky" would 
often ask Melanie to come play with little Jimmy. Nancy, Melanie and Kappy played dolls, 
rode tricycles (and bikes), made and played in many playhouses, taunted, yet sometimes
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played with the boys - Michael, Joel, Little Bryant and Doug. At Nancy's, they often helped 
"Miss Alma" wash and candle the eggs (Alma and Thomas had a huge hen house and egg 
business on their property). There were often baby kittens at Kappy's with which the girls 
loved to frolic. They also had "Miss Jean" and "Mr. Carl's" loving attention.

The weekly ten-mile trip into LaGrange to buy groceries and other needed items was a 
mother and pre-school daughter outing. Often, Grandmother Cadenhead (before her death) 
or two elderly women in Mountville, "Miss Mag" Tyler and Mrs. Frank Smith, would 
accompany them to the grocery store. However, when Fran and Melanie shopped alone, they 
would sometimes go to Belk-Gallant Department Store. Melanie loved pretty clothes - 
especially the "Cinderella Fashions" dresses. She would run to the rack to touch each dress 
as she exclaimed. "Pretty! Pretty!" (Her doting father occasionally surprised her with the 
purchase of a "Cinderella" frock!)

Teen-aged Marie Smith and Sue Jeter were two of the Cadenhead's paid baby-sitters in 
Mountville. How the children loved these two girls. Marie gave Melanie a stuffed "Purple 
People Eater" (a character from a popular song about a non-sense critter), which adorned 
Melanie's bed well into her teen years. Interestingly, when Melanie was grown and a new 
employee of Trust Company of Georgia in Atlanta, she was in a meeting where she was being 
introduced to her colleagues. A young woman said to her, "I'm Sue Adams - 1 used to baby sit 
you and change your diapers!" The group had a good laugh at the shocked expression on 
Melanie's face. Sue explained that she was Sue Jeter who had baby-sat with her many years 
ago! How happy they were to be reacquainted.

Living right behind the school at Mountville, Fran was often used as a substitute teacher. 
Although little Melanie loved Louise, their maid, she was not always happy when her mother 
taught and left her with this good helper. Once, Melanie's solution to this problem was to 
bury her mother's hair curlers in the children's sandbox in the backyard. Melanie knew 
that her mother rolled her hair at night prior to substitute teaching the next day.

Melanie's sweet nature endeared her to all of the people in Mountville. She and her family 
were active in the community club and the churches. She and Michael played the part of a 
pioneer couple, the Boddies, in a play their father and his school students wrote about the 
early settlers of Mountville. She sang in the children's choir at Mountville Baptist Church. 
"Miss Elizabeth" Fuller was her Sunday school teacher; it was "Miss Elizabeth" who 
affectionately called her "Mellie." In her own family, Melanie was a little "mother" to her 
younger brothers, a role that she has quietly played throughout their lives.

The Christmas of 1961, Melanie wrote to Santa: "Dear Santa Claus, I want a nurse suit, a 
[doll] stroller, a tea set and a doll. Please bring me a surprise. I am a good girl. Melanie."®

Entering first grade at Mountville Elementary School, Melanie's teacher was Mrs. Jim 
Biggers. Melanie was a good student throughout her school years. Even when the family 
moved to Auburn, Alabama in 1962, Melanie adjusted quickly to her new school. It was in 
the second grade that she became a friend with Mary Hoerlein - they are still dear friends.

Seven-year old Melanie had her first big birthday party at Mountville on April 9, 1962. 
(It was a joint party with Mark, who was four on April 12, 1962.) Fran wrote to her 
parents:

"The children's party was real nice... 27 children came - 17 were Melanie's friends 
(invitations were sent to all of Melanie's first grade classmates)... Melanie's cake

® Many of Melanie's writings and drawings were kept by her mother in her "keepsake bag."
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was a pink frosted Angel FcxxJ cake. Melanie's friends brought her gifts and Mark's 
friends brought him gifts (just one gift from each child) ... Melanie's teacher said 
that the atmosphere of excitement and anticipation for Melanie's party was greater 
than at Christmas. ... Melanie got a nice assortment of jewelry, paper dolls and 
games. ... Melanie loves her bracelet and the brush set [gifts from her grandparents]. 
I served ... ice cream, her cake and Kool-Aid. Each child received a grass-filled 
basket, which held jelly beans, a tiny yellow chick, a balloon, and bubble gum."

Upon the move to Auburn, Melanie wrote to her grandparents:
"June 26, 1962 ... We have a park here. We went to the park. We have two parks. 
Love, Melanie."

All of the children entered into activities in Auburn. Melanie and Michael joined the 
children's choir at First Baptist Church and the World Friends and R.A. Mission Groups. All 
four children were regular attendees of Sunday school and Training Union. Jennifer Taylor 
was Melanie's good church friend. Most every Sunday they (taking turns) would spend the 
day in each other's homes. Jennifer's dad was also working on his doctorate at the 
university. Through the years, these girls have continued to stay in touch.

A love note written to her parents after an unpleasant afternoon:
"August 3, 1962, Dear Mother and Daddy, We all love you, you no (sic). Went (sic) 
we fss (sic) and fight, you no (sic). But we love you. Ebery (sic) one love you. 
Specially (sic) us. I Love You, Melanie"

In the fall of 1962, Fran wrote to her parents:
"Melanie's teacher [Mrs. Martin] is grand. ... Melanie wrote a creative story about a 
lion cub. ... Her teacher shared her story with the principal, his secretary and the 
Primary teachers. She [Melanie] was thrilled over this extra attention."

And again, just after Christmas, Fran wrote:
"The children had their Christmas program at church on Sunday. The children's 
choir performed - Melanie sang in a trio, 'What Child is this?'... Melanie made the 
cutest ittle cookies for Santa. ... Santa brought Melanie a train case, an art studio kit, 
a doll and clothes, a bake set and a tea set, an Auburn pennant, pencils with her name 
printed on them and erasers. The children shared a croquet set, children's stereo and 
hi-fi records."

In another letter: “October 4, 1963 ... Melanie starts Brownies next week."
How cute she looked in her Brownie outfit. Her leader was Vita Albert. In 2002, Melanie's 
Brownie uniform was taken from Fran's cedar chest and given to Melanie's seven-year-old 
daughter Maria. Melanie's little nurse uniform in the chest also went to Maria. At that 
time, Maria was a Brownie.

In other letters from Fran to her parents:
"April 4, 1963 ... Melanie is getting a Barbie doll for her birthday. The costumes 
are expensive. I will have to sew her [Barbie] clothes. ... "

Melanie's Aunt LaVerne made her many Barbie outfits. She also gave Melanie a china tea set 
that she had when she was a little girl. (In later years Melanie gave a remaining piece of the 
set to Rhonda, LaVerne's daughter, born in 1967.)

"October 3, 1963 ... Melanie has a marvelous teacher [third grade, Mrs. Turney]. 
She is taking piano lessons, too [from Margaret Coon]."
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From Melanie; "May 19, 1963 - Dear Grandpa and Grandmother, ... My teacher is real nice 
to me. ... She brags about my writing. ... I listen well when she talks. I am doing well 
in my church. I almost know everyone. My friend's mother had a baby boy. Her 
little brother said he was going to hit him hard. But when he saw him he did not want 
to hit him, because he would hurt him. You know how little boys are. With love, 
Melanie"

Melanie also wrote, "IVe read 51 books. Some of them are "Find Out By Touching," "Nails to 
Nick," "Time of Wonder," "The Popcorn Dragon," "Peter Pan," and "God Made the 
World."

Sunday, May 31, 1964 at the Baptist Student Union at 3:00 PM, Mrs. Joe Coon's piano 
students had their recital. Melanie played "Swaying Silver Birches." She also played a duet 
with Larry Montsinger, "March of the Wee Folk."

Summer 1964, a note from Melanie to her mother: "Dear Mommy, I thought seens you were 
not feeling well, I would do this for the picnic ... I thought I would help you. Love, 
Melanie ... P.S. There wasn't enough oaks [oats] so I used some out of the new box." 

By this time Melanie enjoyed cooking and cleaning - what a good helper she was!

To her grandparents: "October 24, 1964 ... They are really traveling on our new house.
They have painted and have put in the cabinets. It is beginning to look like a house." 

Her family moved into their new home on New Year's Day, 1965. Conrey Drive was not 
paved until later that year.

Melanie wrote to her grandparents:
"December 1, 1965 - ... They finally got our street marker up. So when you come, 
you can find our house faster. I just love the book you sent me ["Dearest Debbie"]. I 
thought "Angel Unaware" was sadder. I thank you for it. I made a "C" in arithmetic - 
that's the first "C" I have made. ... I have to go and set the table."

Living at 259 Conrey Drive afforded many friends for all of the Cadenhead children. There 
were more than 30 children who lived on this short street. Melanie's special friends on the 
street were Patty and Debbie Patterson and Martha Butz. Lieser Mayo lived a few streets 
over. The girls were often together at Melanie's - playing games or with their Barbie dolls. 
The Cadenhead living room was void of furniture except for the piano for almost three years; 
the wide expanse of carpet was a lovely place to play. In later years Melanie revealed that 
they would remove the crystal ball from the dining room chandelier to put in their pretend 
Barbie house. 1965, 1966 and part of 1967 saw these pre-teen girls changing into 
beautiful young ladies - giggles, pimples and all. The summer of 1966, the girls had a 
fashion show at Melanie's. Using Melanie and Fran's wardrobes, the girls modeled fashions 
before an attentive audience of mothers and neighborhood children. Programs and dialogue 
were prepared.^ Lieser was the announcer; Martha and Melanie were the models. As stated 
on the program, Cadenhead, Mayo and Butz Factory designed fashions. The show was divided 
into three parts - Dress Show, Sports Wear, and Swimming Team. Make-up, hair styles, 
hats, heels, and accessories were discretely, yet sometimes comically, used.
The announcer said, "This is a two-piece suit dress. It is designed carefully by the C.M.B. 

Factory, which is the best. It has a gray and white and black jacket. It has a gray 
skirt. It is the best." "This is a jacket dress. The Nylon Factory makes it. It has 
a gray jacket. Then it has a full dress with short sleeves." "This is a navy blue 
dress. The Blue Factory designs it. It is a criss-cross button dress." "This is

® Copies of this event are in Melanie’s bag of memories in the keepsake trunk at her parents’ home.
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called the sheath. It Is an 'A Carol dress.' It is made by the Shipping Factory. It has 
flowered designs and leaf designs." "The Bubble Suit. It has blue flowers and a dark 
blue bottom." "This is the Jemaica (sic) short set and yellow top. It is designed by 
the Yellow Dacron Factory."

The models' exaggerated movements of turning, twisting and slinking were well received by 
the enthusiastic audience. After the show, refreshments were served while the models and 
the announcer autographed their fans' programs.''° This same year Melanie started wearing 
glasses and began to use the services of a dermatologist. Dr. Berman.

In the fall of 1965, Melanie and her mother attended a Mother-Daughter seated tea for the 
G.A.s at the church. Fran was a Girl's Auxiliary leader. The next summer (July 1966) 
Melanie and Jennifer went to G.A. camp at Shocco Springs in Talledega, Alabama. Melanie 
wrote each of her family members a note. Printed on the front of one note was:

"Missing You!" (Below this, in her writing, was) - "Not Too Much - (Ha!)" To her 
parents she wrote: ... "Need film to make pictures. Yes, that cute boy is the lifeguard. 
Send me some film, please, please. Remember - 127. Thanks. Love, Melanie"

Melanie's piano teacher moved away. For a short period, she took lessons from Mrs. Mary 
Conaway. Then Mrs. Wayne Moore became her piano instructor. Her 1966 Piano Recital 
was at the Auburn University Music Hall on June 3rd at 7:30 p.m. Melanie played 
Mendelssohn's "Consolation."

True to form, Melanie adjusted well to the move to Columbus. She attended Arnold Junior 
High School in the seventh and eighth grades. There she was inducted into the honor society 
and participated in all of the school's activities. It was in Mrs. Gregory's eighth grade class 
that the assignment was given to find out all that the student could on the origin of his/her 
surname. When Melanie's father could not tell her much, she and he went to the Bradley 
Library to research the name Cadenhead. This spurred interest on the part of her father to 
explore his Cadenhead genealogy - he spent almost thirty years gathering material, which he 
had published in book form in 1997, Southern Cadenheads by Kenneth Cadenhead and Bill 
Germany. (The writing of this book that you are reading was also inspired by Melanie's 
school assignment.) Melanie's best school friend was Sue Anne Brown. She also had good 
friends at Columbus First Baptist Church where she actively participated in the youth 
programs. All of the youth loved their Director, Bill Neal, a student at Columbus College.

Melanie's piano teacher in Columbus was Mrs. James H. Mordic. At her piano recital on May
25, 1968, Melanie played Grieg's "Puck" and at her recital on May 28, 1969, she played 
“Fountains in the Rain."

It was in Columbus that Melanie became interested in name brand clothes and John Romaine 
bags at Kin^en's. A lesson on values had to be learned quickly by Melanie since she was a 
professor's child. She was given the John Romaine bag for her birthday but was told that 
thereafter she would have to earn her own money for clothes that were beyond the family's 
budget. She started baby-sitting with the Cartee children who lived next door and she did 
earn money. But seeing how long it took to save money for a particular item, she became 
satisfied to shop for fashions that were affordable, like Bobby Brook blouses at Kiralfy's. 
She even used her own money to buy a special upholstered lounge chair for her lovely 
bedroom at 5749 Sherbourne Drive. Melanie began experimenting with hairstyles and 
using make-up. She was fast growing into a lovely teenager.

''0 Dialogue and program are presented just as Melanie and her friends wrote them.
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Melanie happily accepted moving back to Auburn on May 31, 1969. She rejoined her circle 
of friends in school and church. Becky Cain, Mary Hoerlein and Jennifer Taylor, who had 
been her close friends in school and/or church, all welcomed her back. Melanie joined the 
youth choir at First Baptist Church where Bill Hornbuckle, Minister of Music, gave her 
some private voice lessons. That summer, her mother bought a new Singer Sewing Machine; 
sewing lessons were provided free with the purchase of a machine. Fran let Melanie take the 
lessons - but this was not Melanie's forte. Her mom made her "home-sewn" clothes!

From Fran to her parents: "November, 1969 - Melanie is editor for her church youth
paper." From Melanie to her grandparents: "December 7, 1969 ... My first youth 
church newspaper goes out next Sunday. I'm taking it to press on Tuesday and as 
editor I've had to proof read everything and that takes time. Nothing fantastic has 
happened around here except Auburn's victory over Alabama in college football! We 
hadn't beat them in five years and that game is always the game of the year. The final 
score was 49-26! War Eagle!
We got our stupid old report cards last week. I did pretty good considering Auburn 
High Is so hard. These are my grades - French, B (It is real hard); Algebra, B (it is 
real, real hard); Home Ec., B; Alabama History, A; and English, A. I can't wait until 
Christmas. I already know what Santa's giving me because I picked It out - its a 
guitar. I'm making my friends "ladybug" pillows for their beds for Christmas. ..." 

[A neighbor, Judy Roberts, played the guitar well. She gave Melanie lessons on the guitar in 
exchange for "baby-sitting" her two children.]

Another letter to Melanie's grandparents: "December 9, 1969 - Mama made me a beautiful 
green velvet dress [jumper] yesterday. It Is beautiful; I'm going to wear it to our 
Jameson Christmas party! I can't wait until y'all see it. I'm real proud of my 
mama!"

From Volume I, No. 1; The Dove: December 1969; First Baptist Church, Auburn, Alabama: 
The Dove? ... and again he sent forth the dove out of the ark; and the dove came into 
him in the evening; and, lo, in her mouth was an olive leaf pluckt off. So Noah knew 
that the waters were abated from the earth." Genesis 8:10-11.
This year's newspaper staff decided to name the youth paper. The Dove. We chose 
this because we wanted a title that had a religious meaning but also a desirable name 
for a newspaper. But, why The Dove? The beginning passage of this article explains 
it mostly. In this, the dove was used as a messenger to find life. Doves have been 
known as being messengers and a newspaper is a messenger of news to people.
The dove is a symbol of peace. The message of Christmas Is peace on earth, good will 
toward men. Since It's Christmas once again we need to hope and pray for peace 
throughout the world and good will toward all men.
Throughout this year we want our paper. The Dove, to be a messenger to the youth of 
this church. To start the year off right we need to pray for peace this coming year 
and for It to be lasting peace! - Melanie Cadenhead, Editor

Melanie's family had always had a dog for a pet, one that lived outside - never a cat, because 
of her mother's aversion to them. Melanie's good friend, Sandra White, had a cat that had a 
litter of kittens. Oh, how Melanie loved those little kitties. At first her mom refused for 
Melanie to have one of the litter but she finally relented and Melanie, on her fifteenth 
birthday, became the proud caretaker of a kitten. Melanie wrote to her grandparents:

"June 16, 1970 - I got a little kitten. He's Persian and caramel-striped. Mama 
finally gave in and she loves him to death. I named him "Sundance" after the 
Sundance Kid In the movie, "Butch Cassidy." The other day Mama went to sleep [in
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the recliner] and when she woke up, Sundance was asleep on lop of Mama's head!
Don't you know that was a sight!"

On July 31, 1970, Melanie wrote to her grandparents:
"My cat, Sundance, who I thought was a boy, is a girl and she's going to have kittens. 
Mama is so mad! I still can't believe that Sundance is a girl! ... We went to Callaway 
gardens on Tuesday and Rhonda [her toddler first cousin] had so much fun. She kept 
wanting to go to the deep water. ... We took her on the little train, too."

Sundance turned out to be a good mother to her litter of kitties, five in all. Three survived 
at birth - good homes were found for the three. An outside cat, Sundance lived to be sixteen 
years old.

Having an older brother who was a rock musician was exciting to Melanie. Often there were 
three stereos playing at the same time in different rooms of the Cadenhead home - in Michael 
and Melanie's rooms could be heard rock music and, in the den, classical was played by 
Kenneth and Fran. Recently Melanie recalled to this writer, "I remember going to sleep 
listening to Simon and Garfunkle on my white stereo."

By ninth grade, Melanie's group of close friends had grown even larger with the addition of 
Susan Fitzpatrick, Patti Morgan, Julie Stallings, Sandra White, and Margaret Jones. What 
fun these girls had together! In high school they often went with each other's families to the 
beach during spring holidays. When they were old enough to drive, they went on their own 
to the beach. This annual trip is still made by Melanie, Becky, Mary, Susan and Patti. They 
find sitters for their children, kiss husbands goodbye and travel to the Gulf for about four 
days each spring. During high school, they worked at the Student Union Cafeteria at Auburn 
University for Mrs. Tucker when she had banquets. Boys were included in this fun. Melanie 
especially remembers Woody Jones, Keith Cox, and Robert Hogg. She also remembers the 
delicious, famous Maryland Turkey that they served to the guests.

When Melanie was "sweet sixteen" she wrote to her grandparents:
"April 24, 1971 ... Thank y'all for my birthday card and money. ... I'm eligible to get 
my driver's license. ... Mama and Daddy gave me this beautiful sterling silver 
cross necklace with a diamond in the center. It is so beautiful."

In another letter written in April 1971:
... "Mama and Daddy redecorated my room for my birthday. ... My carpet is gold- 
yellow-beige shag. It just sinks when you walk across the room. I love it!"

On May 25, 1971, Melanie wrote to her grandparents:
"... Guess What? I got my driver's license. I couldn't believe it. Dumb me - driving! 
It's really neat not having Mama and Daddy in the car telling me what not to do or 
what to do. Yea! Yea!
I got secretary of our class for next year. I love spring and Christmas so much!
They are the best times of the year because there's so much love in the air!

The year after Melanie got her driver's license, she had to go to Columbus to see Dr. Berman. 
Mary went with her and they drove Dr. Hoerlein's car. On the by-pass through Phenix City, 
there is a school zone. Melanie was going 40 mph in a 25-mph speed zone during school 
hours. The cops stopped her and gave her a speeding ticket. Already flustered, when she 
pulled into the parking lot behind Dr. Berman's office, she turned too sharply and ran into 
the side of the building - denting the left door of the Hoerlein's car! Her first speeding 
ticket and her first accident all in one day was a little difficult for her. Her mother made 
her go to traffic court thinking that standing before a judge would impress on Melanie not to 
go over the speed limit. On the day Melanie was to go to court, she came out dressed in the
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newest fashion - a mini-skirt that her mom had just made for her. Looking at her daughter, 
her mother advised her not to wear that outfit to court. Melanie insisted on doing so. When 
she returned home that afternoon, she went by the school where her mother taught. 
Laughing, she told her mom, “A cute young officer checked my license, gave me a warning 
and did not charge me a fine. Maybe it was good that I wore my new mini-skirt today."

The 1971 Junior Class Officers at Auburn High School were Tim Dunlap, President; Lisa 
Phillips, Vice-President: Melanie Cadenhead, Secretary; and Stewart Hartford, Treasurer. 
Melanie was also on the annual staff and, at a workshop, she received a yearbook award for 
her excellent work on the annual. (Sadly, Stewart, who was so popular and was such a good 
leader, was killed in an automobile accident on Highway 280 near Auburn in 1974.) May 
1972, Melanie went to the Junior - Senior Prom with Woody Jones.

At the end of her junior year, Melanie decided to try to enter college early. She had clept^  ̂
some courses and had enough units to graduate from high school at the end of the first 
semester of her senior year. Leaving high school, she entered Auburn University in 
January 1973. In June 1973 when the high school graduation was held, Melanie chose not 
to participate in the formal graduation of her Auburn High School class.

In the fall of 1973, her friends from high school joined her at Auburn University. She, 
Patti Morgan, Susan Fitzpatrick and Mary Hoerlein moved into William Gregory Dorm at 
215 E. Thach Ave., near the campus. Working fifteen hours a week at the Ralph Draughon 
University Library and continuing to work at banquets at the University gave her spending 
money. In 1973, Melanie, Becky, Patti and Mary moved to Apt. #35 in the Arcadia 
Apartments at 201 Opelika Road, where they had two bedrooms and one bath. It was there 
that they really learned how to be on their own. Their social life was full, life was good. 
Her first love, Gary Taylor, entered her life. She met him through her apartment mates 
who were in the Auburn University Marching Band with him. Melanie and Gary's 
relationship ended before they graduated from Auburn University.

It was at the University that her friendships went beyond her local friends. Choosing not to 
join a sorority, she became involved in the University's Young Democrats Club where she 
served as secretary in 1974. Don Siegelman was active in this group, too. He later became 
the Governor of Alabama (1998-2002). Melanie actively worked in Jimmy Carter's 
presidential campaign and was rewarded by being invited to the Inaugural Ball in 
Washington, D.C. in 1976. The summer of 1974, Melanie and Patti worked at Yellowstone 
National Park. This park used college students from all over the United States as summer 
employees. Melanie worked at Old Faithful - first cleaning the lodge; then she advanced to 
cleaning the bathrooms in the cottages; her next move up the ladder was inspecting the 
cleaning of the cottages. On their days off, the young people would travel within the park in 
groups to see and enjoy the scenery. The telephone calls home revealed that Melanie was fast 
losing her Southern accent. She even dared to call her parents, "you guys," with a "Yankee" 
accent. On June 30, 1974, she wrote: "I can't wait to show you guys this place. Wow! It is 
beautiful!" Her parents and younger brothers drove out at the end of the summer to bring 
her home. Upon hearing her family's Southern dialect, her fellow employees wailed, "Oh! 
Melanie, if you stay around your family too long, we will have to teach you how to talk all 
over again!"

In college Melanie majored in Social Science in the School of Education. She did her practice 
teaching and internship at Opelika Junior High School. Her Auburn University 
Commencement Exercise was on Thursday afternoon, March 17, 1977 at 2:30 at the Auburn

11 Passed written exams without taking the course.
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University Memorial Coliseum. Her family watched with pride as she received her diploma; 
she graduated with a B.S. degree in Secondary Education (Social Science). Her father also 
marched that day, representing the faculty in his department.

Not having a teaching job until September, Melanie went to work in the School of Business in 
the Management Department, where she was a secretary to Dr. John F. Henry and Dr. 
William H. Holley, Jr. for six months. In September she was hired to teach in the 
Columbus, Georgia School System as a social studies teacher at Talbotton Road Junior High 
School. For two years she taught there, serving on various system committees, as well as 
being a member of the District Middle School Social Studies Curriculum Task Force. She co
sponsored the yearbook staff, the cheerleaders and the athletic program. She was voted 
Favorite Teacher of the school by the student body. She speaks with passion about those 
years, the children she taught, her colleagues, and her creative instruction. One child she 
taught, Nathaniel (Nate) Odom, went on to play professional ball with the Buffalo Bills 
Professional Football Team. Another child she loved was a Vietnamese child who had 
behavioral problems. Her approach in helping him to learn in the classroom was 
significant. After painting an apple on a wooden plaque, he gave it to her as a gift; she still 
proudly displays it in her home. Many of the children she taught were poor children who 
lived in the Housing Project. At Christmas, one of these students lagged behind the others at 
the end of the class. Smiling up at her teacher, the young girl said, "This is for you, Miz 
Cayhead." She placed a foil wrapped gift into Melanie's hand - an orange was beneath the 
wrapper. That gift meant more to Melanie than any other present she received that day. 
This writer (Melanie's mother) visited Melanie's classroom one day; she observed her 
daughter's natural talent as she taught her students. How rewarding it was to witness 
Melanie's teaching skills! While Melanie was in Columbus, she got her M.S. degree in 
secondary Social Science at Columbus College (1980).

It was in 1979 that Melanie's Grandmother Jameson died. Her grandpa had earlier passed 
away in 1973. She wrote to her mother: "December 11, 1979 ... Grandmother was

special ... I'm glad I have some of her qualities. Grandmother went out as a lady and 
I'll always remember that."

As successful as she was in her teaching in Columbus, her personal life suffered. In her 
neighborhood a series of unsolved murders was happening. The victims were women who 
lived alone. She got a little terrier dog, Roscoe, to keep her company and to bark if there 
was anybody near her apartment door. Living in fear was not for her. In August 1979, she 
decided to move to Atlanta, at the insistence of her cousin Beth Spruill. Beth had just bought 
a home and needed a roommate to help her meet her mortgage payments. She offered a place 
for Melanie to live and their collective thinking was that if she could not find a teaching job 
that late in the summer, there were plenty of other jobs to be found in the big city of 
Atlanta. Melanie brought Roscoe home to live with her parents; then she moved to 4221 
Admiral Drive in Chamblee with Beth. Her only teaching interview was in a ghetto school. 
There she was told that since she could not coach football, there was no position for her. All 
other teaching positions (in her field) in the area had been filled.

Melanie turned to the classified ads in the Atlanta paper. She answered an ad for a 
secretarial position at the Trust Company of Georgia Bank in downtown Atlanta. John 
Woodall in the International Brokers Division hired her. Although she successfully worked 
in International Banking for two years, upon seeing a job description posted on the bulletin 
board in the bank of a position in Human Resources in the Training Department, she decided 
to apply for it. Since she had degrees in education, she was hired and was transferred to this 
job. This turned out to be a wise move; she worked under a young, black, professional 
woman, Carolyn Cartwright, who became her mentor. In 1983, Carolyn wrote a new job 
description for Melanie as Training Coordinator. Their working relationship was excellent
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but after eight years, Melanie became restless and did not feel challenged by her work. It 
was time to look for another job. Her Uncle Clarence encouraged her to apply for a position 
at BellSouth Telephone Company in the Education and Training Division. She did; she was 
hired in 1987 as a Trainer/Consultant but she had to move to Nashville, Tennessee.

During her years in Atlanta, she moved several times, first to an apartment in Doraville 
when Beth married. After her move from Beth's, in a letter to her mother, Melanie wrote: 
"Beth and I are meeting for lunch. ... I love Beth! She is so special!" (Since childhood, Beth 
and Melanie's relationship had been a close one.) Sharing expenses, Melanie and Becky 
(Cain) lived in a couple of apartments in Brookhaven. When Melanie moved to Nashville she 
rented an apartment for a period of time and then bought her first home - a semi-detached 
house. A couple of romantic relationships ensued during these years but none led to the 
altar. She made great friends within her company and gained a good reputation as a trainer. 
After four years. In 1992, Melanie was transferred to Atlanta by BellSouth to be a Project 
Manager in the Leadership Institute with Frank Luton as her boss. From that, she went to 
Consumer Services under Marietta Sullivan. And from that position, she went to work with 
Lee Doyle in Public Relations in "the School to Work Project." Lee was a demanding 
supervisor but Melanie met her expectations. Lee said, "Every day is a highlight with 
Melanie." In 1996 Melanie moved to Executive Education in the Leadership Institute with 
Val Markos as her collaborator. This was a great match of minds. Val encouraged Melanie to 
use her creativity in designing and executing programs for executive training. For six 
years, they worked as a team; most of the time Melanie, as Director of Executive Education, 
worked at the Aberdeen Woods Conference Center but, eventually, had to move to the 
downtown office. Campanile (Italian for Bell Tower). By January 2001, Melanie was the 
Director of the Leadership Institute for BellSouth. She was responsible for the training of 
26,000 managers worldwide. Always measuring up to her challenges, Melanie was often 
given bonuses and increments in pay, as rewards for her successful job achievements. Val, 
in an evaluation of her job performance, said, "You work hard, you are creative, you have 
good work relationships, you are talented, and you have the ability to delegate duty."

In 2001, the Tele-communications industry began to have financial difficulties. By April 
2002, "financially strapped" BellSouth announced that it was necessary to "down-size;" 
there would be a lay-off of 4,000 to 5,000 management employees. Many jobs on the 
executive level would be cut. Sadly, the Leadership Institute was dissolved and as Director 
of this Institute, Melanie's job was eliminated. Val and a few other executives made a plea to 
keep Melanie and the Institute but the numbers' crunchers at the top would not be swayed. 
Melanie was given an excellent monetary, plus benefits, package, which would tide her over 
for a year without any difficulty. After fifteen years, she was seeking employment in the 
job market. Due to her excellent performance at BellSouth, she had gained a good reputation 
in her field.

Even though jobs were scarce, Melanie was hired by Delta Air Lines as Director of 
Leadership. This position was offered to her before she worked her last day at BellSouth. 
Times were critical in 2002. The stock market was steadily declining. Some blamed the 
financial chaos on the September 11, 2001 terrorists tragedy. The air line industry was 
experiencing financial problems. Within weeks after Melanie was hired. Delta announced a 
lay-off of 6000 employees. The job she had been hired to do was put on the shelf until
2004. Wanting to keep her, they found other executive duties for her to perform.

Cox Communications, Inc., a financially solid, respected company in the Cable world, had an 
executive position in Leadership Development to fill. Knowing Melanie's reputation in this 
area, they contacted her to come for an interview. Since Delta's future seemed a little 
shaky, Melanie decided that in her own best interest, she should go for the interview. The 
interview went well and Melanie was immediately hired; she would receive even better
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benefits and salary with this connpany than she had with BellSouth and Delta Air Lines. It 
was difficult to render her resignation after being on the job for only two and a half months, 
but her employer at Delta Air Lines accepted it with understanding. Now Melanie is Director 
of Leadership Development at Cox Communications, Inc.

Her professional life has been covered, but what about her personal life? Upon her return 
from Nashville to Atlanta in 1992, Melanie purchased a lot in Willowridge Subdivision at 
Tyrone, Georgia and had a lovely two-story house built at 365 Weeping Willow Way. What 
fun she had furnishing and decorating the house, establishing a lovely lawn and gardens, and 
getting to know and love many of her neighbors! Her next door neighbors, Gene, Ginger and 
Gavin Vawter, have become like loving family to Melanie and Maria. Melanie's community 
service included being active in the Big Brothers / Big Sisters Program of Metro Atlanta 
from August 1994 to September 1998. She was named 1995 Fayette County Big Sister of 
the year. Her little sister was Bailey Gehl. Melanie gave much encouragement and help to 
Bailey and her dysfunctional family. Occasionally Bailey's two brothers shared in the 
wonderful experiences that Melanie provided. However, it was Bailey who weekly benefited 
from Melanie's love and attention from 1994 to 1998.

But perhaps the most exciting thing to ever happen to Melanie was in 1996. Melanie has 
always enjoyed caring for younger children. As she grew older, she made the remark that if 
she had not married by the time she was forty years old, she was going to adopt a child; she 
did not intend to go through life without a child of her own. Forty loomed in front of her and 
she, being a "mover," decided to investigate the possibility of adopting a child from Russia. 
Collecting her thoughts on how a single, working mother could do this and giving much 
thought to how a child would benefit from her life-style, she turned to her boss Lee Doyle 
for advice. Lee, too, loved children and strongly advised Melanie to make her dream happen. 
If she were successful in adopting, Lee would keep business travel at a minimum for 
Melanie. Why a child from Russia? At 40, it is almost impossible to adopt domestically. 
Melanie's brother Milton and his wife Diane had adopted two children from Russia whom 
Melanie adored. Upon inquiry, Melanie found that she, as a single person, could adopt in 
Russia. Diane and Milton gave her the necessary information to begin adoption proceedings. 
Melanie's father told her that when the time came, he would travel with her to Russia to 
adopt her baby. Working through her adoption agency. Families First, and the Frank 
Foundation, she passed all of the rigid requirements, including a home study, to adopt a child. 
In August 1996 Melanie received a picture of a beautiful baby girl who was in a Children's 
Home (an orphanage) in Tver, Russia. Shortly after this, Melanie and her father traveled to 
Russia to adopt this precious, little thirteen-month-old baby.

Maria Frances Cadenhead was the name that Melanie gave to her child. (How honored 
Melanie's mother was to have this lovely namesake!) A charming nursery in a loving, 
Christian home awaited this beautiful, brown-eyed baby girl from Russia. Maria quickly 
bonded with her mom and their love for each other grows deeper and deeper as the years go 
by. Melanie asked her brother, Michael, if he would be Maria's guardian if anything 
happened to her before Maria was grown. "Of course, I will. 1 love her!" he immediately 
replied. Through these years with Maria, Melanie has actively participated in programs 
that would benefit her child - in church, sports, fine arts and school.

Maria is a thoughtful, loving child. Music fills the soul of this brown-eyed beauty. She 
picks up words to songs quickly and can sing along with the tape the second time she hears 
the same song. Now she owns a guitar and is taking guitar lessons. Her Pa-pa told her and 
her cousins that when they were interested in learning to play the piano, he would buy them 
one. In April, 2004, Maria expressed this interest and now she has a piano in her home. 
This fall she will begin to take piano lessons. She tried out for the Fayette County Youth 
Chorale and was invited to sing with this select group of children. The director said that
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Maria has a pretty voice. For several years, Maria took ballet; she is a graceful, expressive 
dancer. Several of her art pieces have been framed and hang in her home and her 
grandparents' home. They are good! Her favorite sport is softball. She made the all-star 
team last year and was chosen "Most Valuable Player." This year, her team won most of 
their games. Again, she was one of the better players. She likes to help her mommy in the 
kitchen and in the yards. Her vocabulary is exceptional and she writes well. She loves to 
"pretend play" with her grandmother - what a little actress! She adores her Pa-pa. Maria 
is a well-rounded, happy, sensitive, bright little girl who fills Melanie's life with deep, 
loving satisfaction.

To this writer, Melanie's attributes are a caring, sensitive, thoughtful, loving, generous 
nature. No task is too difficult for her. Much success has come her way because of her 
creativity, her leadership ability, her organizational skills, her loyalty, her risk-taking 
personality, and her willingness to work hard. She is a doer - she makes things happen. 
Plus, she is a faithful, wonderful daughter!

The Family Qf Melanie Ann Ca l̂enhgad
(Eighth Jameson Generation - Seventh Hyde Generation)

Single mother: Melanie Ann Cadenhead; born 4-9-1955 in LaGrange, Georgia.
Child: 1 adopted daughter

A. Maria Frances Cadenhead; born 8-29-1995 in Tver, Russia;
adopted 9-27-1996 in Tver, Russia.

Melanie's parents: A. Kenneth and Frances J. Cadenhead of Auburn, Alabama.

The true treasures In life are found in the simplest things.
- Marjolein Bastin 

(On a plaque Melanie gave to her parents.)

Mark Jameson Cadenhead
(1958 - )

*ln the year 1958, when Mark Jameson Cadenhead was born, Alaska became the 49th state 
of the United States. In the U.S., the National Aeronautics Space Administration was 
established to administer the scientific exploration of space. A popular song was "The 
Chipmunk Song."*

On April 12, 1958, Mark Jameson Cadenhead made an early entrance into the world at City- 
County Hospital in LaGrange, Georgia. He was the third child of Kenneth and Fran 
Cadenhead's. Weighing five pounds and six ounces, the tiny infant's birth had been induced a 
month early by Dr. Willis Hendricks, due to his mother's eclampsia condition. LaMerle 
Perdue, a good friend and delivery room nurse, helped with the young baby's birth. While in 
the hospital the baby lost down to four pounds and eleven ounces. However, Baby Mark was 
allowed to go home with his mother - Melanie and Michael rode with them in the Hunter, 
Allen, Myhand ambulance. Greeting him at his home in Mountville were Ellis, Grandmother 
and Grandpa Jameson. The grandparents, who had kept Michael and Melanie - with the help 
of Aunt Gerry - in Chamblee/Dunwoody, had brought the children home and stayed a few days 
to help out with the baby and the family.
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A host of friends came to see the new baby. Among them were little Richard Shivers who had 
a terrible cold, which the newborn contracted. Baby Mark had difficulty breathing because 
of the phlegm in his throat. The doctor told his parents to get some bonded liquor, dissolve a 
few drops of it with a bit of sterile water and a teaspoon of sugar; then, force the concoction 
down Mark's throat. Being strict Baptists and tee-total-ers at that time, the young couple 
racked their brains as to who might have some bonded liquor in their small community. 
Their friend and Kenneth's fellow deacon, Rosser Wood, produced some for them to use. It 
worked - it cut the phlegm. This medicine has been stocked by them ever since.

Just a few weeks later, Ellis broke his arm at school. It was a severe break, which required 
his being In traction at the hospital. Needing someone to feed him and having to have his 
pajama tops altered to fit around his cast, the Cadenhead household was a busy one.

Baby Mark rapidly grew. Alas! When he was only five months old, Fran became pregnant 
again. Dr. Hendricks knew the dire consequences that Fran might face, due to her history 
with eclampsia. Concern for her and her baby's physical health were in Fran's thoughts, 
too. She also thought about "two babies in diapers at the same time?!" During Sear's 
January warehouse sale, the Cadenheads bought an electric dryer for $50.00 - no more 
frozen diapers on the clothes line in the winter!

By the time baby Milton joined the family on June 5, 1959, little fourteen-months-old 
Mark had begun to walk. Most of the time, he would pat the new baby on the head. But when 
Mark needed attention, he would try to push the baby out of his mother's lap. Being aware 
that Mark was still a baby, too, the whole family gave him extra attention.

When Fran substituted at school, Louise Partridge, the maid, took care of the children at 
home. One day after lunch, while the little ones were taking their naps, Louise latched the 
front screen door and went out back to hang out clothes - on sunny days some of the laundry 
was still pegged on the outside clotheslines to dry. Three-year-old Mark awoke, got out of 
bed, and went down the hall to the front screen door. Seeing that it was latched, he pushed a 
chair up to the door, climbed onto the chair, lifted the latch, jumped down, pushed the door 
open, and walked out onto the porch. It was a warm spring day - his feet were bare. 
Evidently, he wanted to take a walk and so he did - a good ten minutes walk for his little legs. 
He walked to the school, past Elizabeth Fuller and Jean Mote's homes, stayed on the dirt road 
until he got to the Baptist church to the paved #109 Highway. The white line in the middle 
of the road must have fascinated him - he went to it and started walking on the white line. At 
that time, a car came over the hill - luckily, the driver was a friend of his family's. Mrs. 
Bird saw the toddler in the middle of the road. Slowing to a creep, she looked to see who it 
might be. She exclaimed to her husband, "Why, that's the Cadenhead child!" Stopping her 
car, she scooped the little fellow up in her arms and drove him home. Louise had just come 
in from the backyard and had found the screen door unlatched; Mark was nowhere in sight. 
When Mrs. Bird drove up with Mark, Louise burst into tears. God surely takes care of fools 
and children! This writer shudders to think of what could have happened to Mark!

When Melanie and Michael went to play with Kappy and Doug Mote, Mark would occasionally 
slip off and follow them. One cold day Jean and Carl looked out their window; there was little 
Mark, clad in a diaper and a shirt, astride Doug's toy riding tractor - his bare legs making 
contact with the cold metal frame. Promptly, "Mark, the Wanderer" was rescued by loving 
friends, wrapped in a blanket, and carried home!

When Mark was four and Melanie was seven, they shared an April (1962) birthday party in 
Mountville on the school playground - this was described in Melanie's chapter. Ten of 
Mark's friends helped him celebrate; Milton loved this party, too, because he got to play
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with all of Mark's new toys. Mark's birthday cake was a chocolate frosted one. (Mark had 
particular likes and dislikes when it came to food. His favorite food was "puh-sketti" - his 
pronunciation of spaghetti.)

Early in June 1962, the Cadenheads moved to Auburn, Alabama. There were many 
adjustments that the family had to make. One for Mark and Milton was going to a large 
church. Both cried when they were left in their Sunday school class. For two months Fran 
would wait outside the door until she heard no more sniffles. The teachers, Nelly Blackwell 
and Frances Howard were so gentle with them; finally the boys shed no more tears and 
willingly went to their class.

Another adjustment was living on busy Thach Avenue at the edge of the main campus of 
Auburn University. The little boys were warned of the danger of the cars that passed just a 
few yards from their front door. One day Mrs. Seagraves rang the front doorbell. When 
Fran answered it, she said, “Did you know that "the little boys" are sitting on the curb with 
their feet in the street?" "Oh! No!" yelped Fran. Running quickly to them she scooped the 
little boys from the curb and took them inside to safety. Again, they were sternly reminded 
of the danger of their actions.

Students from Auburn Hall and Whittle Dorm walked past the Cadenhead home on their way 
to class each day. Fran wrote to her mother:

"They’ve [Mark and Milton] made many friends with the students who pass [our 
house] daily. They are so thrilled when some respond.”

One day Fran went to check on the boys. Imagine her surprise when she saw their jump rope 
tied to the dogwood tree, which grew on the city right-of-way next to the sidewalk. Both 
boys were holding the other end of the rope that was stretched across the sidewalk, barring 
the girls from passing until they put pennies in their outstretched hands. Early 
entrepreneurs? Immediately, this money scheme was halted!

What fun the little boys had as they played together. They were often seen wearing their 
football suits and football helmets or their army fatigues and army helmets. On cold days the 
boys would play out on the enclosed back porch. One sunny winter's day, they were sitting 
on the floor coloring with crayons. The sun went behind the clouds and the daylight grew 
dim. With all earnestness, Mark ran to the glass door, looked up and said, "Turn it back on, 
God!” Santa brought them red wagons and wooden blocks in 1962; Ellis gave them a large 
fire engine and a large gas truck that same Christmas. These were favorite toys for a long 
time.

From another letter that Fran wrote to her parents: ”April 13, 1963 ... A friend, Sarah 
Nichols, had a few of us girls over for coffee. She had made a bunny cake for Mark. 
Their children gave him presents. He thought he was a king! Sarah gave Milton a 
dart gun so that he wouldn't feel left out. When Evelyn's Jeff gave Mark two puzzles, 
Mark immediately went over to Milton and said, 'You can have one of these.'..."

From another letter: “July 10, 1963 ... We've been collecting things for the Nature 
Shelf in Sunday school. We're studying the Creation Story. The boys found a 
terrapin, which we kept for a few days. They really laughed when it got out of its box 
and hid under the bathtub. ..." [The tub was an old fashioned footed one.]

And from another: "September 5, 1963 ... Nellie and Harold Gully recommended BelMar 
Court in Panama City... After Labor Day, rates are half price... We have a cottage 
right on the beach - two bedrooms, living room, kitchen and bath for $10.00 a night. 
We have found 8 or 10 sand dollars and lots of small shells. Naturally, all the 
children want to do is stay on the beach. Surprisingly, none of us got too much sun.
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We had a herd of tired little ones tonight. So by the time we had our showers, they 
ker-plunked into bed and hardly batted an eye before they were fast asleep. I perked 
a pot of coffee and Kenneth and I sat on the patio in the beautiful moonlight, feeling 
the gentle ocean breeze as we sipped our coffee."

In September 1963, for the first time, the boys were separated when Mark entered 
kindergarten at the Child Study Center at Auburn University - Dr. Mary Layfield was his 
teacher. Fran wrote to her mother, "October 3, 1963, ... Mark went to kindergarten

yesterday for the first time. He went through the gate and happily said goodbye to 
Milton and me. I was so shocked! He has become very independent - does everything 
for himself, even tying his shoes ... Little Milton was not very happy when we left 
Mark. ... He misses his playmate!"

Mark missed his little brother, too. One day in October when it was time to go to 
kindergarten, Mark was nowhere to be found. His family searched for him in their house 
and on their grounds - then they scouted the whole block, but no Mark appeared. Mr. 
Harwell and Mrs. Seagraves joined the search party. Finally, Fran went into the house to 
phone the police to report their missing child; but, before she did this, she made one more 
search through the house. Hiding behind a narrow, recessed wall in the bathroom, Mark was 
found. He had heard them calling his name but he did not want to go to kindergarten that day. 
He wanted to stay home with Milton. Besides, his Grandmother and Grandpa Jameson were 
visiting his family!

Mark remembers the tree on the campus that he and his dad passed each day going to 
kindergarten - it had a bend in it that made a child want to sit on it and pretend that it was a 
horse. He sometimes begged to do just that. One day during spring quarter student elections, 
Mark saw a car with a big sign on top of it. He asked his daddy why the sign was on the car. 
His father replied, “The sign is advertising that a person is running for an office." 
Inquisitively Mark said, "Running for an office? Why, are they in a hurry?" Mark recalls 
that at kindergarten he neither liked nap time nor the milk that was served at snack time.

Going to New Orleans via Pine Bluff, Arkansas for their family vacation was an exciting 
time. (First, Kenneth had to do some consultant work in Arkansas.) Going to the French 
Quarter in New Orleans, the family just walked and looked! A little black boy ran up to 
them; his white teeth sparkled as he grinned and said, "Ah betcha fid-dy- cent that ah can 
tell ya' (pointing to Kenneth's shoes) whe'ah ya' got doze shoos, when ya' got doze shoos - 
time an' day, and how much dey cost." Kenneth laughed and said, "Okay!" The winsome child 
laughed and chanted, "Ya* got doze shoos on Canal Street in N' Orleans, Loos'ana at leb'en o' 
cloc' on Septembuh tenth an' ya' owes me fid-dy cents!" With the family's spontaneous 
laughter, Kenneth, reached into his pocket, took two quarters and readily placed them in the 
clever little boy's outstretched hand. The family took a cruise on the President River Boat; 
they had beignets and coffee/milk at the French Market; and they went to the Wax Museum. 
On this trip they saw for the first time the great Mississippi River, rice paddies, the black 
soil of the Delta, and experienced the charm "and humid heat" of New Orleans. On their way 
home, they went aboard the USS Alabama in Mobile.

Entering first grade at Dean Road Elementary School in 1964 was exciting for Mark because 
he was in the same school as Melanie. His teacher was Mrs. Lorraine Guthery. Milton went 
to kindergarten at the Child Study Center at Auburn University in the afternoons.

When Mark and Milton heard their folks talking about building a home on Conrey Drive, they 
immediately began to beg for a dog. They were promised one when they moved. The mixed 
breed, wonderful dog, named Rebel, came to live with the Cadenheads in their new home in 
Auburn. Rebel moved with them to Columbus and, later, to Auburn on Sanders Street.
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Finally, Rebel returned with the Cadenheads to Conrey Drive. He was always with the
children. Rebel died after he was injured badly in a dogfight. How sad the family was! Ellis
brought them a mixed Husky and Chow bred puppy: they named him “Sparl^." Sparky 
chewed on everything - including the wooden chairs on the porch. What a loving and loyal 
dog was Sparky to the children, but he was noticeably cross with strangers. One day Sparky 
snapped at a lady who was visiting across the street. Fearing that he might bite someone, 
Mark's parents decided that Sparky should go back to the country to live with Ellis where he 
could be a watchdog. All of the children were sad, but Mark cried and cried over this
decision. One afternoon after Sparky's departure, Mark's mom found in his empty lunch box
a drawing of a dog wearing a collar around its neck - on the collar was written Sparky. The 
simple caption under the picture was "Sparky was my dog. Mark"^2 Sparky lived a long life 
at Ellis's home. Whenever Mark's family visited Ellis, Sparky, hearing their car coming 
from a distance, would jump up and joyfully bark as he ran to meet them. When the family 
alit from the car, Sparky would sidle up to each one to lick their loving hands and faces as he 
intermittently barked and moaned. He behaved as if they were his long lost friends - and 
they were! Mark's eyes would fill with tears as he greeted HIS dog Sparky! When the family 
left, Sparky would chase after them until the automobile was out of sight. "He only behaves 
this way with y'all," Ellis would say.

Mark truly loved his dogs; he wrote this about another family pet:
I once had a dog named Butch. He was the prettiest Collie I have ever seen. He was 
even prettier than Lassie. A dog is man's best friend. I use to go out and just lie in 
the grass and talk to my dog named Butch. I knew that he couldn't understand me but 
he sure acted like he could. He use to follow me everywhere I went. I use to hate for 
him to follow me on my paper route because I was scared he would get hit by a car. 
This dog was very loyal. I remember one time I got in a fight with this guy named 
Ron. If it weren't for Butch 1 would have got my “tail whipped." Butch just ran up 
and stood between us and started growling at Ron. I use to sleep out with Butch. This 
was especially fun on a cokj winter's night because he would sleep right next to me 
and keep me warm. I had to give Butch away because of the dog ordinance law.

There were many children who lived on Conrey Drive. Favorites of Mark and Milton's were 
Jeffrey Mitcham, Donnie Butts, Nim and John Lipscomb, Chuck Phillips, Paul and Joey Saia. 
They also had school and church friends - some were Ronny Gully, Ricky Gray, and Bryant 
Bass. Ball games, playing in the woods, bicycle riding, etc. were "on going."

In 1965 Mark sent this notice to friends Paul and Joey Saia: "A Baseball Game To
Paul and Joey - We are going to have a baseball game. Can you come to it? And can 
Joey be oump (sic)? Yes_ N o__ 2 o'clock till 3 o'clock in the circle."

What fun these children had. In the summer, after dark, they would catch lightning bugs and 
place them in jars that had holes punched in the lids for the bugs to get air. At the end of 
their frolicking, the bugs were released into the dark woods.

Mark's detailed art work was very good. He and Ricky Gray won first place on a joint art 
project in school (Auburn). In Columbus, he and Keith Chambless built a miniature model 
of a Pueblo Indian home that was outstanding. In junior high school, Mark did a black and 
white still life of fruit and vegetables, which his mother framed and hung in her kitchen. 
When Mark was in the second grade on December 7, 1965, he did a drawing of Christmas and 
wrote this under it: " Christmas is Fun I no (sic) on Christmas you get toys. You can see

Excerpts from letters, drawings and writings of Mark's have been saved in his 'keepsakes bag.'
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manger seen (sic)... You can see Mary and Joseph and the shepherds and Jesus.
Santa Claus comes on Christmas. I am going to get my tree soon."

Two days later, he drew a picture of the Christmas Parade. In his picture was the high 
school band with Michael and his drum, a clown with balloons, and an open car with people 
waving. Undemeath this drawing, he wrote: " The Parade The parade has clowns. My 

brother was in a band. He had a blue suit. Ricky went with me."

That same year he drew the Beatles with their names written beneath them - "Ringo, Paul 
and John, George." (Mrs. Helen Roberts was his teacher.)

One day Mark's mother found a paper on top of his school books with "I can’t stop talking." 
written many times. When Mark was questioned about the paper, he said, "Just in case I 
have to do this. I'll have some already written."

Boone Aiken, a local feature writer for the Birmingham News, saw Mark and his friend Jay 
Sandifer picking blackberries in a berry patch on Samford Road - at that time, this section 
of Samford had not been paved. She stopped, and made a picture of the boys, which appeared 
in the June 22, 1966 edition on page two - Summer Sights.

When the family moved to Columbus, Mark seemed to adjust well to the move. However, he
revealed his true feelings one Sunday morning while he was in church. He wrote this on a 
visitor's card: "November 19, 1967, I love Auburn. I am homesick. Let me go back to

Auburn, please. Mark 259 Conrey Dr., Auburn Paul and Joey Saia Don Butz." 
(Was this a plea to God?)

Keith Chambless was Mark's best friend in Columbus. He, Mark and Milton enjoyed 
swimming at the Windsor Park Pool, fishing in the Windsor Park Lake, rambling in the 
woods, and bicycling. Usually, other neighborhood children accompanied them. They were 
all good students at Blanchard Elementary School. All three were in Cub Scouts together. 
(Mark wrote to his grandparents: "December 1967 ... Thank you for the Cub Scout knife.")

How happy Mark was when his family moved back to Auburn in 1970 even though his friend 
Ronny Gully had moved to Mississippi. Reid Roney, a close neighbor, became Mark and 
Milton's good friend when they lived on Sanders Street. They all played baseball and 
basketball at the Recreation Center. In later years the boys confessed that they stole 
cigarettes out of Michael's boots to smoke on the sly. (Michael's folks were unaware that he 
smoked - thus, the hiding of his cigarettes in his boots.)

In a letter to Mark's grandparents: "1971 ... I got my stitches out Monday. I have to stay on 
those dumb crutches until Saturday. This Saturday night I am going with my Sunday 
school class to Atlanta to see the Braves play. ... I am starting to collect foreign
stamps as well as American stamps. ... Are you enjoying the aquarium? Love, Mark"

(Mark had an accident when he fell down the hill on his bike at the Lipscomb's. A deep gash
on his leg had to be closed with stitches.)

In another letter he wrote in 1971 to his grandparents: "... I had a real nice time at
your house during Christmas. Thank you for my 50 States Capital Book. ... We 
enjoyed the peanuts y'all gave us and the popcorn popper. We popped popcorn when 
Matt was here." (Matt, Mark's first cousin, often visited Mark's family at 

Christmas and in the summers. Through the years much popcorn was made in the electric 
popcorn popper and was consumed by the Cadenhead family and their friends.)
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It was at Samford Junior High School that Milton was placed in classes with Mark because of 
Milton's advanced ability. One thoughtless teacher said to Mark, 'Why can't you do as well as 
Milton in this subject?" Mark should not have been made to feel that he was inferior, 
because he was not! It was during junior high school that Mark's interest in school waned 
and he began to "play hooky" every now and then. In later years, in an English class at 
Southern Union Junior College, Mark wrote this: "009 English, October 7, 1976 - A thing I 

have always hated or disliked since I was six years old was school. My parents 
always told me that school was great for me, even if I didn't like it. In fact when I 
was little I used to fake a stomach ache just to get out of school and when I was older I 
would just plain skip school. School always meant homework, teachers, writing, 
facing a person you have had a disagreement with, worried about getting into trouble, 
tests, reports - and worst of all, having to miss the morning time television shows. 
I used to hate to go to school because I missed shows such as "Happy Days," "The Gong 
Show," and "Samford and Son." Another thing I hated about school was having to give 
oral reports. I could not stand getting up in front of a class to talk.
I have to admit school has done me a lot of good and I am glad I went through with it 
instead of, like some people, dropping out."

What did this writing really reveal about Mark? Mark excelled in elementary school - he 
made good grades. It was in junior high school that there was a decided change in Mark's 
attitude toward school. He never failed a subject, but A's on his report cards were not as 
frequent as they had been in elementary school. Mark was a history buff so his grades in 
history were always good.

This academic conflict did not affect Mark and Milton's personal relationship - they 
continued to be close companions as they worked and played together. Both had lots of friends
- their keen senses of humor and their zest for life contributed to their many good times 
together during those years. It was the age of Psychedelic music, posters, which they 
plastered all over their bedroom walls, stereos - 45s and LP records, leather jackets, boots 
and longer hair for boys.

Johnny McGraw, their life-long friend, moved to town and became the boys' good friend. 
Mark tells that the first week at junior high school with Johnny was a real test for him. He 
did not like Johnny's smart mouth. But he discovered that Milton really liked the guy and so 
he began to cultivate Johnny's friendship, too. Soon he was laughing at Johnny's barbs 
rather than taking offense. They had many wild and wonderful adventures with Johnny and 
other friends. Johnny had a mini-bike and later a motorcycle that the boys' parents forbade 
them to ride. Johnny's sense of humor and teasing personality endeared himself to the whole 
Cadenhead family.

In adulthood, Mark and Milton have divulged a few tales of their teen years - including 
riding Johnny's bike - and not wearing a helmet! Today their parents laugh when they hear 
these stories, but they would not have laughed back then. Just recently Mark told about a 
time that he and Ken Pearson played hooky from high school and drove up to Ken's father's 
cabin at Lake Martin. On their way home on Highway 280, Ken's VW broke down. Hitching a 
ride back to Opelika, a chicken bus (called this by Mark) stopped. The seedy looking 
occupants offered the two boys a ride. Mark laughed as he described the interior of the bus, 
"Chicken feathers were everywhere and there was trash all over the floorboard; the two men 
were dirty and unkempt - I suspected that they were on drugs, maybe marijuana." As the 
bus neared the Opelika City limits, the driver asked where he could let them off. Ken said, 
"Well, if you'll take us to the Court House to the Sheriff's Department, I can get my dad 
(Sheriff Pearson) to send a couple of his deputies up to get my car." The two men looked at 
each other with wide eyes. As soon as the courthouse was in sight, the men stopped long 
enough to let the boys out; then, they sped away!
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Living in a college town, local young people are exposed to the "college scene" before their 
time. Mark and Milton were no exceptions. However, they had the influence of their family 
and church training. Although neither one was ever baptized, they were active in the 
programs of Auburn First Baptist Church where they participated in wholesome activities.

Mark and Milton graduated from Auburn High School on June 4, 1976 at 6:30 p.m. on the 
front lawn of the high school. Their classmates loved both boys. Mark's incredible 
personality and keen wit won him many friends. The day after graduation, the boys loaded up 
the family car and went with a group of friends to the beach for a few days to celebrate. (It 
was on one of their beach trips that Mark recalls a funny incident. Mark snores - loudly. 
One morning he awoke before his friends. All around his bed were shoes - shoes that had 
been thrown at him during the night when he was "truly sawing wood.")

That summer both brothers enrolled in school - Mark at Opelika Technical School where he 
began a drafting course and Milton at Auburn University in the School of Engineering. Mark 
did not like drafting and eventually dropped out of school. Not knowing what he wanted to do 
with his life, he moved from job to job - always “earning his keep" as he searched for the 
right job or opportunity. One might say that Mark was enrolled in "the school of hard 
knocks" for a period of years. As a result, he has learned all kinds of skills that have been 
Invaluable to him in his adult life.

Mark wrote to his grandmother: "June, 1976 ... Thank you for such a generous [graduation] 
gift. I wish Granddaddy was here to thank also because it was such a generous gift of 
love. ... I plan to use the money for a down payment on a car. ... Love, Mark"

And that is just what Mark did. He bought a green 1966 VW Beetle with a sunroof. After 
this car, Mark bought a 1974 VW van; later, he bought a Toyota Corolla.

At the beginning of their college years, Mark and Milton lived at home, but then their 
parents determined that the boys needed the freedom and experience of "living on their own;" 
so they bought a used two-bedroom mobile home for them. At 111 Starr's Trailer Town on 
the Opelika Highway, Mark and Milton lived for almost four years. When the trailer was 
sold, it brought as much money as they had paid for it. This was the beginning of various 
living places for Mark. One particular place was at the Lutheran Church, in the basement 
apartment. Mark's friend since junior high school, John Brandt, was a member of this 
church. Needless to say, the boys kept late hours on Saturday nights and when the organ 
played on a Sunday morning, it would, seemingly, blast them out of bed. Glenn Gulledge, who 
would sometimes be there, quipped, "We didn't know if we were in heaven or hell!" John, 
Steve Logue, and Mark each paid $35.00 a month to live there.

All of the Cadenhead children earned their spending money, starting at an early age. When 
Mark and Milton were twelve and thirteen they had Opelika/Auburn Newspaper routes. They 
also sold programs for all of the Auburn University football games. As soon as Mark got his 
driver's license, he went to work delivering flowers for Flowersmith's Florist. At sixteen, 
Milton went to work at Pasquales Pizza - he persuaded Mark to join him; they worked there 
(after school hours) until the end of high school. Mark worked for a while longer at 
Pasquales but Milton found employment at J&M Book Store. Mark held a variety of jobs 
over the next years - he worked at Vermont American on the assembly line for a year; then 
he went back to school at Southern Union Junior College while he worked with Barney and 
Glenn Gulledge at Big Blue, a package store. They frequently went to Gulf Shores to purchase 
fresh shrimp, which they would sell at Big Blue. Dropping out of school again, Mark went to 
work at Rusty's in 1983. Rusty's was out at 3820 Pepperell Parkway. Their 
advertisement read: "Meet Your Friends at Rusty's - The Home of the Coldest Beer in Lee 
County - Best Chicken in Town." A partnership was formed between Crawford Melton (an
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Opelika lawyer), Steve Penland, Robert Etheridge and Mark. Mark managed Rusty's and 
supervised "Miss Mary," who prepared great fried chicken, fried oysters, oysters on the 
half shell and cole slaw. When the profits waned, the partnership dissolved. Mark then 
went to work for Jerry Popwell in construction. They traveled all over the state remodeling 
Bruno Stores and other businesses.

Five partners. Hank and Jeff Gilmer, Rick Mazzarese, John Brandt and Mark, then bought 
the War Eagle Supper Club in Auburn and a night club in Montgomery, Brautigan's. John 
and Hank managed the Supper Club and Mark and Rick managed Brautigan's. At first, things 
went well but into its second year, Brautigan's began to fail. Mark was the one who tried to 
bail them out but his efforts were in vain. This serious failure caused Mark to do some soul 
searching, not only business-wise but also personally.

Through the years, Mark received several "Daddy letters" - letters that always ended with 
the offer of paid tuition for a college education. Finally at thirty-four years of age in 1991, 
Mark decided to go back to school to study Hotel and Restaurant Management at Auburn 
University. Going at first to Southern Union Junior College to pull his grade point average 
up, Mark even surprised himself at his success as a student. For the first time since 
elementary school, Mark excelled in his studies. Renting a room at John Brandt's home, 
having supper at his parent's home at night, and working as a bartender at the Supper Club, 
Mark sailed through the next years. Recognizing Mark's potential, Dr. Bill Kent, Mark's 
major professor, encouraged him throughout his course work at Auburn University. Mark 
recalls others who also encouraged him - Mrs. Blake, Mrs. White, Mrs. Logue, Dr. Dottie 
Cavender, Dr. Anna Svacha, his parents and his siblings. Because of his excellent, scholastic 
performance, Mark was initiated into the Auburn University Chapter of the National Home 
Economics Honor Society, Kappa Omicron Nu. Mark was one of the three students in Alabama 
who was awarded the 1993 Ellsworth M. Statler Memorial Scholarship by the Alabama Hotel 
and Motel Association for achievement, participation and future involvement in the Alabama 
Hospitality Tourism Industry. This $500.00 scholarship was presented to Mark at the 
Grand Hotel, Point Clear, Alabama on May 5, 1993. Completing his internship at A.U. 
Conference Center under John Wilde, Mark graduated at the end of summer quarter, August
26, 1994, from Auburn University with a B.S. degree in Hotel and Restaurant Management.

Mark interviewed with the Budgetel Inn, a chain of motels, and was hired. Training for a 
management position in the inner city of Atlanta was not satisfying to Mark. He despised the 
big city, the traffic, the crime, the vices, etc. that were concentrated in the area where he 
worked. He decided that this was not the life for him. Exploring job possibilities back in 
Auburn, he went to his Budgetel Inn trainer and resigned within the month.

Mark joined his friend, Glenn (Pro) Gulledge in buying a restaurant on Wire Road, "The 
Strutting Duck." Mark managed this restaurant since Glenn and his father had another 
restaurant, "The Smoke House." "The Duck" served the best hamburgers, fries, wings and 
Snapper Salad in town. For a year, this partnership was successful but it could only 
support one partner. Since Glenn had a family and needed more income, Mark sold his part 
to him and sought other employment opportunities.

John Brandt recognized that Mark's university training in managerial skills might make the 
Supper Club more profitable. At that time the Supper Club was not a moneymaker. John 
offered Mark a position at the club. Mark would manage the building, the employees, the 
orders and the inventory while John managed the live entertainment. This division of 
responsibility has worked well. Mark is now co-owner with John of the War Eagle Supper 
Club; the club is earning a good profit. A lot of good bands have performed at this club. 
Recently Taj Mahal performed. And the country singer, Kenny Chesney, drew a record 
crowd for two nights. Money made at the door was given to the Auburn Boys and Girls Club.
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Several times a year, Mark and John host charity drives at the club. For years at 
Christmas, they have sponsored "Toys for Tots." The War Eagle Supper Club, a legend in its 
own right, has existed since 1935. It is a favorite local nightspot for the university 
students. As business partners, John and Mark, in 2002, invested some of their profit in a 
new restaurant, "Snapper O'Malley's Irish Pub and Sport's Grill." Both Snapper O'Malley's 
and the Supper Club are located on South College Street in Auburn. (Johnny Jones gave 
Mark the nickname "Snapper" when Mark was a teenager. Milton's nickname "Snipper" did 
not stay with him. But a lot of Mark's friends still call him "Snapper." Taking Mark's 
nickname and adding an Irish name to it, the restaurant's name was created.) Mark and John 
have become successful businessmen in their own hometown. Auburn, Alabama.

One late spring night in 1999 at Gulf Shores, Alabama, Mark met a group of friends at a 
beach dance. Dancing with Dody Ray, a girl from Opelika whom he had known for years, the 
chemistry between them flowed. Immediately, they both sensed that something "special" was 
happening to them. They started dating and within the year, Mark had given Dody an 
engagement ring. It was ironic that in their past, they were often in the same places but had 
never dated - for example, Dody went to the opening of Brautigan's in Montgomery and they 
attended some of the same parties in Auburn and Opelika. Dody was in her late thirties and 
Mark was in his early forties; neither had ever been married; they both had managed 
restaurants in their past; they both have "out-going" personalities that endear themselves 
to friends; they both like to have fun, and they both are generous human beings. If one 
believes in fate, this marriage was meant to be. The two were united in marriage on June 3, 
2000 at Auburn First Baptist Church before a host of friends and family. It was a beautiful 
formal affair. After their honeymoon to Jamaica, they settled in Auburn.

Mark and Dody bought a lovely home at 900 Hollins Drive in Auburn. What fun they have 
had decorating, remodeling, painting the house and landscaping the yards.

Their little Shih-tzu dogs. Pebbles and Leo, bring them a lot of happiness. However, Mark 
and Dody wanted a child, too. After a period of unsuccessful invitro medical treatment, this 
loving couple decided to adopt a child.

In Russia, they sought a baby girl through the Frank Foundation in Washington, D.C. After 
passing all of the rigid requirements for adopting a baby, they anxiously waited. Finally, on 
Friday, April 30, 2004, they were notified that a three and a half months old baby girl 
awaited them in a Children's Home in Kirov, Russia. On May 24, 2004, they flew to Moscow 
and then rode a train for thirteen hours to Kirov, a military town, to meet little Irena, who 
was born on January 26, 2004. Mark told his parents, "She's gorgeous!" Dody happily 
reported, “She's beautiful - she has reddish-blonde hair, big blue eyes, an oval face, cupid 
lips and is a contented, healthy little baby. She just melted into her daddy's arms, where she 
has fallen asleep twice!" Thursday, May 27, 2004 will always be a special day, because 
this is when this beautiful baby came into Mark and Dody's life. Because of existing Russian 
laws, Mark and Dody had to return to Auburn without her. At home, they waited for the 
phone call from Frank Foundation to return to Kirov to complete the adoption process and to 
bring their baby girl home with them to Auburn, Alabama. On Friday, June 11, 2004 they 
made this memorable trip. And on Tuesday, June 15, 2004, Irena's name was changed to 
Hannah Ray Cadenhead and she was legally adopted as Mark and Dody's child. She is an 
adorable, beautiful, happy, healthy baby. Hannah has claimed her spot in the hearts of Mark 
and Dody and to the many relatives and friends who have welcomed her to Auburn. Mark, 
Dody and Hannah are now a happy and loving family.

To this writer, some of Mark's attributes are his caring, gentle, loving, generous ways; his 
marvelous sense of humor; his loyalty to friends and family; his sensitivity to others - his
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sense of social justice; his friendly manner; his ability; his orderliness; and his willingness 
to tackle any kind of work.

Dody Lynn Ray Cadenhead
(1961 - )

*ln 1961, the year that Dody Lynn Ray was born, the Berlin Wall was constructed; Alan 
Shepherd made his first U.S. space flight. The New English Bible was published.*

On July 26, 1961 at 8:38 p.m. at the Lee County Hospital (now East Alabama Medical 
Center) in Opelika, Alabama, Dody Lynn Ray was born. Her parents were Clyde David and 
Patricia Golden Ray. Dody was lucky to have an older brother, Kenneth (Kenny) Clyde Ray 
who was born on December 5, 1958. Through the years these siblings have had a close 
relationship.

Dody writes: "Growing up, my mother was the one who played the most significant role in 
my life. She was always there for my brother and me, even though she worked. She is the 
one who took care of us and spent the most time with us, as my father was always working to 
provide for us. ... I was basically a good child and do not remember getting into too much 
trouble. I always knew what was right and wrong, as that was instilled in me by both of my 
parents. I always did what I was asked to do. We had a good life and worked hard for 
everything that we had. We were not rich, by any means, but we had what we needed. That 
was something that my father instilled in us - we had to work for what we wanted. ... and we 
appreciated what we had." (Through the years, Clyde has worked with electrical companies 
during the day and owned a variety of social clubs, which he ran at night and on the 
weekends. Today, he and his brother own D. Ray and Company - an electrical company. Pat 
worked as a bookkeeper and in sales at furniture companies most of her working life. She 
also went to cosmetology school and worked as a hairdresser for several years.)

Dody's grandparent's, Virgil and Viola Golden, influenced their grandchildren greatly. Dody 
remembers that her Grandma Golden was a great cook; she taught her daughters how to cook, 
too. One of her special recipes, which the daughters still make and take to the Golden Family 
Reunions, is an orange cake. Yum! Dody, who is an excellent cook, probably learned a lot of 
her culinary skills from her grandma (and also from her mother, Pat). Dody often refers to 
the times that her Grandma and Grandpa Golden taught her moral lessons.

Fortunately, her paternal grandparents, J.C. and Nell Ray, also lived in Opelika and were 
often a part of Dody's life, especially her Grandma Ray. Dody writes: "My Grandma Ray is 
still alive and well at the age of 84. She is an amazing woman. 1 love her very much. She 
has always loved and followed the Lord. Grandma still drives and goes on outings. She is 
very active in the Golden Age Club and attends Airview Baptist Church. ... She attends Gospel 
Singings every chance she gets. We both have this amazing energy. ... We never slow down." 
Dody even has memories of her Ray great-grandparents. Dody writes: "My earliest 
memories are being at my Great-Grandmother and Great-Grandfather Ray's house for 
Christmas. I was probably two or three years old at the time. The entire Ray family would 
go there on Christmas night. They would dance while my Great-Uncle T.S. played the fiddle. 
There were others playing instruments as well. ... My Great-grandmother Ray gave all the 
children a handkerchief or a pair of socks. There was a lot of food and people were all over 
the house. 1 remember getting a pair of white boots with tassels on them from Santa Claus. 1 
adored those boots."
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Dody continues, "I had a black Nanny whom I named Aunt Fiesta. I loved her.... She took care 
of me when my brother started to school and when my parents worked. She was so good to me 
and to our family."

She writes of an incident that taught her a great lesson. Dody writes: "I went to Morris 
Snower Elementary School, which was right down the street from my Grandpa and Grandma 
Golden's house. My brother and I would walk to their house after school every day and stay 
with them until my mother got off from work and would come to get us. In the second grade, 
I was best friends with Debra Harrison. We did everything together. We would stop at the 
grocery store on the way home from school and get a candy bar, coke or some chips. Debra 
had ... two cousins who were always getting into trouble. One day they talked us into stealing 
something [from the store]. I can remember how I felt - my heart was trembling and my 
body was shaking. I knew that it was wrong! I stole a lemon... a lemon! Was it worth it? Of 
course not, it was a very stupid thing to do. Thou shalt not steal! That was one of my 
parents' commandments as well as God's. ... We were walking out of that store when they [the 
storekeeper] called us back - I took off running. I ran so hard - my chest was pounding 
"ninety to nothing." They got the rest of the girls but somehow I made it to my grandfather's 
house. My Grandpa knew something was wrong, but I wouldn't tell him anything. The phone 
rang. It was a call from McCoy's Food Store! I was in deep trouble. My mom came to get me 
after work and Grandpa immediately told her [about what I had done]. She was so 
disappointed in me. She took me back to the store and made me apologize for what I had done 
and made me pay for that stupid lemon. I cried and cried! Daddy was equally disappointed in 
me... but he and mom... saw that I had learned a valuable lesson. It seemed like I cried 
forever. I would never steal again! I am a better person from that experience, without a 
doubt."

In the fifth grade Dody was the Spelling Bee Champ of her school. She writes: "I was so 
happy! I was selected as one of the 'Favorites' in Junior High School both years. I was a 
cheerleader from Midget League (age 9) on up through Jr. Varsity at Opelika High School... I 
was very good at this." Dody graduated from Opelika High School in 1979.

Dody's family worked and played together. She recalls that her family took vacations every 
summer - to the Great Smoky Mountains, to the Florida beaches, etc. They built a swimming 
pool in their backyard, where they and their friends swam and frolicked every summer. 
Clyde and Pat even bought a lake lot and built a cabin on it at Lake Martin. Much of their 
family's free time was spent up there camping out, cooking, boating and skiing with their 
friends and relatives. Dody writes: “We had some wonderful times!"

When Dody was around fourteen, she started baby-sitting. Children love her - she has a 
special way with them. She says, "I am good with kids and they have always taken to me." 
When she was fifteen, she started working part-time. After graduating from high school she 
worked full-time and went to college part-time. Through the years she has worked in 
administrative positions. Today, she works at Auburn University in the Athletic 
Department. She is the assistant to the Senior Women's Administrator and Associate Athletic 
Director. Dody is full of energy! Her colleagues often say "If you want something done well 
and "in a hurry," give the task to Dody!"

After graduating from Opelika High School, Dody's brother, Kenny, enlisted in the navy, 
where he spent four years. When he returned home he married Rhonda Ballard. They have 
two sons, Logan and Bryant, whom Dody adores. Rhonda has a daughter from another 
marriage whom Kenny adopted.

Sadly, after thirty-one years of marriage, Dody's mom and dad divorced. This was a 
traumatic time for the whole family. Dody says, "I am still not sure what actually went
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wrong, other than maybe they just grew apart after my brother and I left home... they [Pat 
and Clyde] ran away and got man-led when they were sixteen. ... He [Clyde] was all she [Pat] 
had ever known. ... The next five years were very hard. ... I don't know if children ever get 
over their parents divorcing." The family has been able to adapt to this situation. 
Blessedly, Dody has a close relationship with her mother and her father.

Having lived in the Auburn/Opelika area all of her life, Dody has a host of friends. This 
writer is always amazed when she is out with Dody at the number of people who come up to 
speak to Dody. (It's the same with Mark - they both are friendly and they both have many 
friends.) Dody has had several boyfriends - one for a long-term relationship. But at 38, 
she still had not married. Through the years, Mark also had many girlfriends but at 41, he, 
too, had not "made it to the altar." Then Dody and Mark had a magical encounter.

Dody writes: "I have known Mark Cadenhead for about twenty years, but was never close to 
him until I ran into him at the beach in Gulf Shores [Alabama in 1999]. ... I would call it 
fate. ... It was meant to be. ... We started to go out together. ... He proposed on December 9, 
1999. I said yes. ... It was a great engagement - many parties were given for us - our 
friends and families were ecstatic, so were we!" (John McGraw, Mark’s good friend, had 
predicted in 1999 that Mark would marry Dody. He made up a clever jingle, "Dody Ray in 
Y2K," which their friends often, teasingly, chanted to the couple prior to their marriage.)

At a formal wedding on June 3, 2000 at Auburn First Baptist Church at 6:00 p.m., the 
couple was united in marriage. Family friend, Judge Hal Smith, officiated at the ceremony. 
Dody was a radiant, lovely bride and Mark was a handsome, happy groom! Dody's Aunt Sonja 
(Golden) did the flowers and wedding decorations; Mark's Aunt Anne (Patrick) catered the 
reception at Pine Hills Golf Club. The color scheme of the wedding party was black and 
white; a profusion of beautiful, mixed flowers in nosegays, and arrangements were a part of 
the lovely decor. A host of friends and family came to see this popular couple wed. After a 
gala evening of food, drink, dancing and celebration at Indian Pines Country Club, Mark and 
Dody left for their honeymoon to Jamaica. (The couple, their families, the wedding party 
and out-of-town guests were entertained at a rehearsal dinner by Mark's parents at a 
ballroom in the Auburn University Conference Center on the evening of June 2, 2000.)

A few months after the wedding, Mark and Dody invested in a lovely home on Hollins Avenue 
in Auburn. Dody writes: "We were both older when we got married, he was 41 and I was 38. 
We had so much in common. We were close to our families and shared so many similar 
stories 'coming up.' We both had lots of friends. ... We had the same interests. ... He was 
funny and he made me light up. ... We both wanted children. ... We knew we wanted a child 
right away because of our ages. ... I began going to my Grandmother Ray's church and 
reaffirmed my commitment to Christ in January 2000, being baptized again." "Mark and I 
are very close. He is my best friend and confidant. We have a wonderful marriage."

For three years they longed for a child. They sought medical help but this proved to be 
unsuccessful. They then turned their thoughts to adopting a child. They dearly love their 
two nephews and two nieces that were adopted from Russia; so, why not adopt a baby from 
Russia? Seeking advise from Milton, Diane and Melanie, they were soon in contact with the 
Frank Foundation in Washington, D.C. and Life Line Adoption Services in Birmingham, 
Alabama. After completing the home study and filling out all of the necessary documents, 
Dody and Mark were approved to become parents of a Russian baby. Excitedly, they 
prepared their home for a baby girl. On May 23, 2004, they flew to Russia where they met 
their baby, Irena, on May 27, 2004. She is a healthy, contented, blue-eyed, brownish- 
blonde, four and a half months old little beauty. How they hated to leave her, but the Russian 
law requires the prospective parents \o return home and after a short period of time, the
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couple is summoned back to Russia to finish legally adopting the baby. On June 11, 2004, 
they went back to the Children's Home in Kirov, Russia. On June 15, 2004, they adopted 
this precious baby girl, Hannah Ray Cadenhead, the name they had lovingly selected for her. 
Mark and Dody will be exceptional parents to our fifth grandchild, little Hannah!

To this writer, some of Dody's attributes are her friendly, loving, honest, generous 
respectful ways. There is no pretense about her - she is who she is! She is energetic, 
responsible and dependable. She loves life and brings much happiness to others. She doesn't 
strive for material things - as she says - "happiness means more than money." She's a 
wonderful daughter-in-law!

The Familv of Mark Jameson and Dody L. Rav Cadenhead
(Eighth Jameson Generation - Seventh Hyde Generation

Husband: Mark Jameson Cadenhead; born 4-12-1958 in LaGrange, Georgia; 
married on June 3, 2000 at Auburn, Alabama.
His parents: A. Kenneth and Frances J. Cadenhead of Auburn, Alabama.

Wife: Dody Lynn Ray Cadenhead; born 7-26-1961 in Opelika, Al.; m. (same as above).
Her parents: Patricia Golden Ray and Clyde David Ray of Opelika, Alabama.

Child: 1 adopted daughter
A. Hannah Ray Cadenhead; b. 1-26-2004 in Kirov, Russia; 

adopted on 6-15-2004 in Kirov, Russia.

Milton Fred Cadenhead
(1959 - )

*ln the year 1959, when Milton Fred Cadenhead was born, Hawaii became the 50th state of 
the U.S.A. Russia's Khrushchev visited the U.S. Popular songs were "The Sound of Music" 
and “Mack the Knife."*

A fourth child was born to Kenneth and Frances Cadenhead on June 5, 1959. Milton Fred 
joined Michael (almost 7), Melanie (4), Mark (14 months) and Ellis (15 1/2 years). 
This happy family welcomed this blue-eyed, baby boy who weighed 7 pounds and 6 ounces 
and was 20 inches long.^^ A tinge of fine blonde hair was on baby Milton's head - his 
brothers and Melanie had heads filled with black hair when they were born.

After Mark's birth, Fran's doctor had warned her not to get pregnant again because of her 
past history with eclampsia. When Mark was five months old, Fran was once more pregnant. 
Fearing for the lives of the unborn baby and its mother. Dr. Willis Hendricks, Obstetrician/ 
Gynecologist, gravely told Kenneth and Fran that she must have a tubule ligation after the 
baby's birth. Strict care was given Fran for the remainder of this pregnancy.

Again, the Mountville community rallied to this family's needs. Kind gestures, such as food 
preparation and baby-sitting, were extended to the family. Fran taught the young people's 
Sunday school class at the Baptist church. Those young people gave her a lovely, pink faille 
maternity jacket to wear that spring. Marie Thompson, Sarabel Gaines, Elizabeth Fuller, 
LaMerle and Virginia Perdue gave a baby shower for Fran - lovely gifts were given to Fran 
for the new baby.

Information from hospital and pediatrician.
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Melanie longed for a baby sister. She and her mother picked out a girl's name for the soon- 
to-be-born baby, Maria Elizabeth (after Marie Thompson and Elizabeth Fuller). A boy's 
name was not even considered. This baby was going to be a girl!

Fran, again, was the victim of toxemia; however, this time she was able to carry the baby to 
full term. On Sunday afternoon, June 5, 1959, LaMerle Perdue put on her nurse's uniform 
and, although not officially on duty, came to the delivery room to assist Dr. Hendricks with a 
possible difficult delivery of the Cadenhead baby. This was the third time that LaMerle had 
helped Dr. Hendricks bring a Cadenhead infant into this world. The other Cadenhead children 
were being cared for at their home by Mrs. Mattie Ruth Jeter, her daughter Sue, and Ellis. 
Kenneth, accompanied by the family's minister and good friend, Fred Thompson, awaited the 
infant's birth at the hospital. At 11:20 p.m., a healthy baby boy with a lusty cry was born 
to the Kenneth Cadenhead family. With relief, many who knew and loved this family thanked 
God for “a safe delivery."

Kenneth and Fran had not selected a name for a little boy, so they had to quickly come up with 
one. Since the other children's names began with "M,' they deemed that this baby's name 
should also start with an "M." Milton was chosen. The name Fred was chosen in honor of 
their good friend Fred Thompson and of Fran's Uncle Fred Jameson.

When it was time to leave the hospital, Hunter-Allen-Myhand Ambulance Service was 
engaged to carry the mother and babe to Mountville. Again Michael, Melanie and their father 
rode home in the ambulance with Fran and the new baby. As the family left the elevator at 
LaGrange's City-County Hospital, Dr. Hendricks met them in the hallway. Having eight 
children of his own, he bent down and asked Michael and Melanie, "What do you think of your 
new little baby brother?" Michael shyly grinned and shrugged his shoulders. Melanie, 
looking at the doctor with a frown on her face. Indignantly, she said, "He was 'posed to be a 
li'l sis-tuh!" Dr. Hendricks guffawed at this tiny girl's retort. However during the next 
few days, Melanie, blessed with strong maternal instincts, fell in love with the infant and 
became the self-appointed caretaker of baby Milton.

A few hours after Milton's birth, in Atlanta's Georgia Baptist Hospital, Fran's sister Gerry 
gave birth to Sam Hugh Spruill on June 6, 1958. Gerry and Fran’s mother and father, 
Ernest and Catherine Jameson, had two new grandsons to welcome into the Jameson family. 
First they visited Sam and when Fran and her baby came home from the hospital, they came 
to see Milton and to assist Kenneth for a few days with the children.

Being fed his mother's milk, Milton rapidly grew. By November 11, 1959, he weighed 16 
pounds and 2 ounces and was 26 inches long. By that time (five months after his birth) the 
baby was on homogenized milk, baby cereal, fruit, egg yolks, vegetables, meat, soups, fruit 
and jello."''^ Dr. Curran S. Easley, Jr. was the children's pediatrician and Mary Williamses 
their dad's first cousin, was Dr. Easley's nurse - she gave them all of their shots. She 
apologetically told them that she did not like to give shots but the shots would keep them 
well! The delicious lollipop that she gave them afterwards (when they were no longer 
infants) compensated for the pain inflicted from the needle.

Milton was a contented, healthy baby who liked to sleep late in the mornings and only cried 
when he needed changing or was hungry. Baby Mark was too little to understand why this 
new baby had a monopoly on "his" mommy's lap. Mark had been "pushed out of the cradle"

Information and instruction about foods were given on a sheet of paper to this writer by the 
children's pediatrician, Dr. Curran S. Easley, Jr. of LaGrange, Ga.
Mary William's husband was Walter Williams, Michael's Little League baseball coach.
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too soon. Toddling to his mother, Mark would fret and push the baby until Fran would lift 
Mark on to her lap, also. Getting lots of attention from his daddy and mother, Mark soon 
accepted Milton; gently, he began to give love pats to the baby.

This was the beginning of a very close, loving relationship between two brothers. "The little 
boys,” as they were called by the family and close friends during their early years, were 
inseparable as they grew up. What one did, the other also did! What one had, the other also 
had! Mark's friends were Milton's friends and Milton's friends were Mark's friends. They 
were almost like twins.

Milton wrote: "I don't have any actual memories of the first few years of my life. But since 
Mother and Daddy captured many events in our home movies, these memories were 
captured for me on film. And every time we watch the movie of me taking my first 
steps, the whole family gets a laugh when I stopped and pulled off my diaper and kept 
on walking."

When Milton and Mark were two and three, their family attended Mountville Baptist Church, 
a small country church that did not have a church nursery. One Sunday morning during the 
sermon, the little boys became restless and started to make noise. Fran took them by the 
hands, and started leaving the sanctuary. Little Milton had other ideas - he wanted to stay, 
so he tightly caught hold of the end of the pew. Fran firmly tugged, thinking he would turn 
loose and follow - he didn't! Picking him up in her arms, the three hastily made their exit. 
As they walked to their nearby home, Milton rubbed his arm and said, "Hurt!" The next day 
Fran took him to the doctor with his aching arm. The diagnosis was that he had a strained 
muscle caused from the tug. Fran felt so ashamed! But what a grip Milton had!

The old saying, "it takes a community to raise a child" was certainly evidenced by this 
family in Mountville. Especially Jean and Carl Mote, Elizabeth Fuller, Alma Wood and 
Louise Partridge (the family's maid), lavished much love on the Cadenhead children. One 
day Fran and "the little boys" went to "Miss Elizabeth's" store to buy a few groceries. A 
small candy cabinet that had glass doors stood in the middle of the store next to the drink box. 
Often Elizabeth would open the doors and give the boys a bar of candy. However, that day, she 
and Fran were engaged in conversation. The boys (now almost 3 and 4 years old) entertained 
themselves by sliding their hands across the counter's sides and by looking at the goods on 
the shelves. Soon, they and their mother left the store to return home. As they drove home, 
Fran heard the rattling of paper - each had a bar of candy. No candy had been given to them 
that day. Questioning them, she discovered that they had gotten it from the cabinet. Turning 
the car around, she drove back to the store. Before they re-entered the store, she talked to 
them about not taking things without permission. Solemnly, they listened. They were 
instructed to go into the store, show “Miss Elizabeth" the candy bars, give her money for 
them and apologize for taking the candy. Somewhat shocked that she nor Fran had observed 
them getting the candy, Elizabeth, laughingly, began to say, "Oh, you can..." One look at their 
mother's serious face, let Elizabeth know that she must play her part in the teaching of a 
moral lesson. Accepting their money, Elizabeth, with a twinkle in her eyes, said, "Oh, Mark 
and Milton, thank you!" She then rang up the sale on the cash register.

The move from rural Mountville to urban Auburn when Milton was only three brought new 
experiences for the Cadenhead family. Milton wrote: "When we first moved to Auburn, we

lived on Thach Avenue. This house was practically across the street from the Auburn 
campus. While my memories from Thach Avenue are few, I do recall a few 
incidences. I remember "riding the horse" when walking to kindergarten on campus. 
[The "horse" was a limb on a tree on the grounds surrounding the university 
library.] Today, I enjoy telling people that I was enrolled at Auburn University
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when I was only five years old. But then I confess it was kindergarten that I attended 
at AU at this early age."

(When Milton and his family were visiting recently in Auburn, he took a "memory lane* 
ride through the campus. Proudly, he pointed out various buildings to his children. He said, 
“Now we are approaching where I went to kindergarten." Diane, his wife, burst into loud 
laughter. Over the doors of the building was the sign CHILD STUD CENTER. The letter "Y" 
letter was missing. Had it fallen or was this a prank of an AU student? Was Milton glad that 
his children were too young to know what the present sign implied!)

Christmas, 1962, Santa brought Milton and Mark, each, Playskool's Duffel Bag of Colored 
Blocks. For years, the boys had fun playing with those wooden blocksl^® Milton even used 
the blocks to increase his math skills in adding and subtracting. Once Kenneth's major 
professor. Dr. Mildred Ellisor, was visiting in the Cadenhead home. She was amazed at 
four-year-old Milton's math ability. He was intrigued with math - and has been all of his 
life.

Milton wrote: "I remember riding in Mr. Harwell's small antique car." This little car was 
parked behind Milton's house in the garage and warehouse building on the Askew rental 
property. One day Mr. Harwell, who had a men's clothing store next to Milton's home, gave 
Milton and Mark a ride in the little car. He told the boys that they could sit in the (parked) 
small car but they were not to “mess" with the switches. A.C., the maintenance man for the 
Askew property, was often seen working in or around the warehouse. Almost daily, the 
children played in their sandbox and on the swings that were in the backyard near this 
building. A.C. had become their friend. One day they climbed the steps to the warehouse to 
see him, but A.C. was not there. They noticed a box of tablets on the steps that looked like 
candy - and, YES, Milton took one to eat. About that time, A.C. appeared and saw what Milton 
had done. Rushing to the back door of their home, A.C. banged loudly. When Fran answered 
his knock, he gasped, "The little boys have eaten some roach tablets!" Mark, shouted, "I 
didn't - just Milton!" Phoning Dr. Thomas, Fran was told to bring Milton immediately to his 
office, which was just around the corner from their house. Milton had to have his stomach 
pumped out! A new rule was made that day: A.C.'s building was "off limits" to them!

The first time that "the little boys" were separated for periods of time was the day that Mark 
started to kindergarten. In a letter to her parents, Fran wrote:

"October 3, 1963 ... Little Milton was not very happy when we left Mark. We went 
over to Milton's friend's house for him to play. I'll do special things with him for a 
few days. He and Mark have come to the place where they are going to be separated.
He misses his playmate!"

From another letter: "October 24, 1963 ... "Mark is happy in kindergarten, thank goodness! 
Milton is still lonesome for him. On two occasions I've found him playing with his 
toys and crying. I'd ask him what was wrong and he would say he wanted Mark."

Milton wrote: "I remember when we moved to 259 Conrey Drive. When the house was being 
built, I remember the ventriloquist carpenter who convinced me that someone was in 
the cabinet. We moved in before many of the houses on the street were built. I recall 
playing hide-and-seek in the 'field' before the Denny's house was built; having dirt 
clod battles when the Burgess and Wingate's houses were being built; and exploring 
the many other houses while they were under construction... We had a great street. 
There were over thirty kids on our street. So, we always had things to do - and 
friends to play with. Conrey Circle was the gathering place for many, many years. ...

"I® Milton's children now play with his blocks. Mark's child also plays with tiis . blocks.
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I recall walking home from Dean Road Elementary School. In the spring, we would 
stop by the creek behind the school to catch tadpoles."

Milton went to the university kindergarten and then started first grade at Dean Road School. 
Excelling in school, his instruction was usually at a higher-grade level than most of his 
peers. When Milton was in first grade Fran wrote to her parents:

"December 1, 1965 ... Milton has chicken pox. ... I went to school and got his work 
for the week. He is such a bright child. (I'm not bragging: his teacher says so, too.) 
Mrs. Lorraine Guthrie warned me not to let him get ahead of his group - and that is 
just what he wants to do!"

In second grade his teacher, Mrs. Helen Roberts, believed in individualized instruction and 
used the SRA (Science Research Associates) kits with her students; they worked at their own 
pace. When they passed a test on a certain level, they advanced to the next level of 
instruction, etc. She was amazed at Milton's ability. He worked far beyond his grade level 
in reading and in math. Milton exhibited this kind of performance throughout his years in 
education.

At Thanksgiving, 1966, the Cadenhead family went to Houston, Texas where Kenneth attended 
the National Council of the Teachers of English Conference. While there they went to the 
Thanksgiving Parade and toured the Astrodome. At the gift shop the children bought 
souvenirs. On the way home, Milton had a calamity with his. Always having money saved, he 
sent "the little man" back with this letter; "Dear Astrodome, I bought a Little Astro Man. My 

big brother broke it. I sent some money back as you can see. If there is any change, 
send it back with the Astroman, please? I sent you $1.60.

Milton Cadenhead, 259 Conrey Dr. Auburn, Al. 36830

Milton wrote: "We moved to Columbus, Georgia when I was in the third and fourth grade. ... 
Memories from Columbus include: fishing in the neighborhood lake, swimming in the 
neighborhood pool, and playing in the woods behind our house [in Windsor Park]. I 
remember getting poison ivy real bad. I played with the Chamblesses, Dunaways, 
Cooks and other kids. And I remember when Michael's band, the Jungle Peach Blues 
Band, setup and practiced in our carport."

Milton and Mark went to Blanchard Elementary School. Fran was active in the P.T.A. and was 
a grade mother. In the spring, when the boys were in the fourth and fifth grades, string 
music instruction was offered at the school - both beginners, Milton played the violin, and 
Mark played the bass viol. The Columbus Symphony Orchestra in conjunction with the 
Columbus City Schools promoted this free program, including the instruments. 
Transporting the bass instrument home to practice was difficult because of its size. (The 
playing of stringed instruments was short-lived for Milton and Mark.)

Rebel was one of the children's dogs. Milton wrote (a third grade school assignment): "My 
dog's name is Rebel. Everytime I come home from school, he jumps all over me. And 
when we open the door, he thinks he is one of us and comes right in. He lets every 
other dog in the neighborhood eat his food."

(Rebel was an outside dog except on extremely cold nights.)

Another one of Milton's writing lessons in third grade:
"December 13, 1967 - Today we are going to get our Christmas tree at my uncle's 
[Ellis]. He owns a lot of land out in the country. We are going in the woods to find 
our tree. That night my mother will clean the floor. The next day when we get threw 
(sic) with school we will decorate the tree."
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(Through the years, cutting a tall, full, cedar tree on Ellis's property was a Christmas 
ritual. The cedar aroma in the Cadenhead home at Christmas is a pleasant memory.)

Milton and Mark joined Cub Scouts with Keith Chambless and Winky Dunaway. When it was 
time for the Pinewood Derby Race, Keith's dad showed them how to put graphite on the 
wheels to make their derbies go faster. Keith's derby won the race. (In 2002, at the 
grandchildren's request, “the trunk of memories* at their grandparents' home was opened. 
Milton and Mark's Cub Scout uniforms were brought out. They fitted Alec and Nick 
perfectly! Alec and Nick are now in Cub Scouts - this is the second year for Alec in the 
Pinewood Derby Race and the first year for Nick. Milton has great fun helping his sons make 
and race their derbies!)

Milton wrote;"... Fortunately, we moved back to Auburn. We lived on Sanders Street for a
year. This was on the other side of town from Conrey Drive. ... After one year... the 
people who had bought our house on Conrey Drive moved - we were able to move back 
into OUR house. My memories are that the house was exactly as we left it, except the 
Williams had put red nail polish on the on/off switches to the lights in the family 
room."

Milton wrote: "Sixth grade: A sign of the times. The Aubum schools were integrated. I was 
in the first class of sixth graders to be "bussed" to Drake Middle School, formerly 
the black high school."

Auburn, being a fairly tolerant town, made this transition work. By the end of Milton and 
Mark's high school years, some of their good friends were black.

Actively pursuing their interests during their pre-teen and teen years, the two brothers' 
relationship remained as "best-friends and favorite companions." Mark and Milton played 
Auburn League baseball for a short time (fourth and fifth grade); Milton played one season 
of football at the Recreation Center (Junior High). They both played in the City-Recreation 
basketball program. Favorite sites for active play for the Cadenhead youngsters and their 
friends were the Lipscomb's front lawn for football, the Lipscomb's goal post for basketball, 
Conrey Circle for baseball, and the Cadenhead's backyard for croquet. (Recently when the 
grandchildren were visiting, Milton called Mrs. Lipscomb to see if he could throw the 
football with his children on her lawn. Laughing, she said, "Of course! It will bring back 
pleasant memories.") All of the children enjoyed swimming at the city pool and at Auburn 
University's Coliseum indoor pool. Riding their bikes and camping out with their friends 
became favorite pastimes during the boys' pre-teen and early teen years.
Milton wrote to his grandparents: "December 20, 1966 ... I am going to get a 24 inch,

purple ROLLFAST bike... and lots of other things. Santa Claus is coming to town!"
In a note to their father, this note was written: "Fall Quarter, 1971 - Daddy, we can swim 

at the Coliseum on Sunday, Tuesday, Friday and Saturday. Bring Idea [sic] card." 
(Their father had to furnish them with his I.D. card.)
Milton continues: "Camping out: we progressed from the side yard, to the back yard and on to 

the 'pony trail' and the 'bridge'."
(Milton's sons camped-out with their Grandpa in 2002 in those same backyard woods. 
Grandpa told the grandchildren about the times that he camped-out with their father when 
Milton was a little boy. The children wanted to hear about Sparky because their dad had told 
them that the family's dog. Sparky, always slept with him and Mark when they camped out. 
In Maryland, "Sparky Stories' are bedtime stories of reality and fantasy that Milton makes 
up and tells to his children. His dog Sparky, according to the tales, was capable of 
performing miracles!)

634



Hanging on the Cadenhead kitchen wall is a plaque that Milton gave to his mother one 
Christmas. It is a picture of Snoopy lying atop of his doghouse with these words printed 
below: "Mine is the sort of home where friends feel they can just drop in any time."

Milton wrote: "Attending Auburn [University] games was always a highlight in the fall.
From a very early age, we sold programs before the games. We would meet our 
friends in the end zone seats to watch the games. After the game was over, we would 
rush on to the field and ask the players for their chinstraps and sweatbands. ... We 
would walk or ride our bikes home, stopping by "Terrible Terry's" for a meal; then, 
stopping by the high school lawn for our own round of flag football. Monday morning 
at school was always a bragging and trading session for these treasures."

Continuing, Milton wrote: "As we got older, our neighborhood gang grew beyond Conrey 
Drive. We spent many a day and evening on Carter Street and the 'bridge,' Nixon 
Avenue at 'Watergate,' and at Terrace Acres."

Milton wrote: "Junior High School: A couple of highlights from these years include: my 
lifelong friend Johnny McGraw moved to Auburn; Mark and I worked on the 
yearbook."

Milton, as a trumpeter, joined the junior high school band directed by Tommy Golf. 
However, Milton dropped out of the band when he was in high school when his other 
(preferred) extra-curricular activities filled his spare time. At the beginning of what was 
supposed to be his 8th grade level, Milton's math teachers placed him on the ninth grade 
level, due to his advanced skills in this subject. He managed to "clep" other course work by 
passing written tests. From this point on, Milton and Mark were often in the same classes.

From a letter Milton wrote to his grandmother after his grandfather's death:
“November 5, 1973 ... Thank you for the coin you gave me. It is the oldest coin in 
my whole collection and the only one of its kind. I will always treasure it more than 
any of the other coins because I will remember that it was willed to me by Grandpa. 
More than half of my other coins came from Grandpa, too."

(Milton started collecting coins when he was about ten years old.)

From Milton's memoirs: "High School: In retrospect, my high school days may have been my 
proudest moments. I enjoyed life. I had fun. And I accomplished a tot of things. ... All 
in three years! Socially, I was very active with diverse groups of friends. 
Academically, I learned a lot and maintained good grades. Math has always come 
naturally to me and was a subject where I excelled. As for extra-curricular 
activities, I was also very active: Editor of the yearbook, Vice-President of the 
Student Council, member of the National Honor Society, Mu Alpha Theta [math 
honorary]. Key Club and other activities. My classmates voted me as the outstanding 
member of the class in both my freshman [Jim Greene Award] and senior [Stuart 
Hartford Award] years." [Milton was also the Admiral of the Anchor Club.]

Not only was Milton a class leader, he also made good grades and held a part-time job. 
During 1976, on the Auburn High School Student Council were: President, Russell Riley; 
First Vice-President, Milton Cadenhead; Second-Vice president, David Driscoll; Secretary, 
Lucia Chastain; Treasurer, Steve Fendley. Milton had several, special girlfriends during his 
high school years - Claudia, Vicki, Patsy, etc. Everybody loved Milton and Mark. They were 
lots of fun and teased a lot. It seemed fitting that Milton and Mark should graduate from high 
school together on June 4, 1976 at 6:30 p.m. on the front lawn of Auburn High School. It 
was on that night that Milton's parents discovered what they had done to him when they 
named him Milton Fred. The senior class secretary, Tammy Roberts, called out the names of 
each candidate as he/she came forward to receive his/her high school graduation diploma
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from the principal, Mr. James Douglas, ("Gomer" was the pet name the student's called him 
in his absence.) In a slightly louder voice and to a distinct beat, Tammy said, “MIL-TON - 
FRED - CA-DEN-HEADI" His classmates laughed, whistled, and cheered as red-faced, good- 
natured, laughing Milton accepted his diploma. As evidenced, the popular leader could also 
TAKE teasing! (Their classmates had at sometime teasingly called all of the Cadenhead 
children "Cabbage-head" or "Cakehead".) The writer must add that Milton never "tooted his 
own horn." His parents discovered his accomplishments, usually, from someone else or by 
reading it in the local newspaper.

Milton wrote: "Many people have had a significant impact on my life. But one person in 
particular, Al Bigger, was a great mentor and friend during my high school days.
Mr. Bigger was my math teacher and was the faculty sponsor for many of the extra
curricular activities. His influence, teachings, and encouragement influenced not 
only my high school days, but influenced the professional path I've pursued for the 
rest of my life."

Continuing, Milton wrote: "My first job was delivering newspapers when I was in junior 
high school. This was more than a job. It was an adventure. We would gather with 
our friends at the Armory - or the Zippy Mart - to roll our newspapers [Opelika- 
Auburn News]. Then we would 'goof off' as long as possible. Sunday mornings were 
usually a lot of fun too - except when it rained or was too cold. On these rainy or cold 
days, Mother and Daddy would come to the rescue. During my high school years, I 
also worked at Pasquales Pizza. This too was more than a job. Mark and I both 
worked at Pasquales. So many of our friends would hang out with us at Pasquales."

From the day that Milton became a "paperboy", he has been employed and has responsibly 
managed his earnings. On his sixteenth birthday, he purchased a used 1969 Volkswagen 
station wagon with money that he had saved from his paper route earnings. He called this 
car Ineeda (I need new tires, I need a., this., and that...there was always a need for this 
vehicle). He never once asked his dad for gas money; he earned it. After Milton was a college 
student, the square-back VW was traded for a new yellow Toyota truck. He bought a used 
orange VW Beetle. All of these cars, Milton financed himself. His dad did pay the car 
insurance.

After Milton and Mark graduated from high school, Milton enrolled at Auburn University and 
Mark enrolled at Opelika Technical School. As written in Mark's chapter, the boys lived at
111 Starr's Trailer Town on the Opelika Highway for almost four years. A lot of parties 
took place in their mobile home. Milton would go to the library to study, and then he would 
come home to join in the fun.

While Milton was in college, he worked at J.&M. Bookstore, the Auburn University 
Computer Center and at "The Hungry Hunter Restaurant," where he was a waiter. For two 
summers (1977, 1978), Milton worked at Yellowstone National Park - Mark also worked 
there the summer of 1977. Milton worked at the gas station at Mammoth Springs and Mark 
worked at the gas station at Canyon Village. On their one day off each week (the boys tried to 
get the same day off) Milton, Mark and some of their friends explored the park. In a letter, 
Milton wrote: "June 23, 1977 ... I'm going on a white water raft ride down near the Tetons. 
..." It was while Milton was at Yellowstone in 1978 that he wrecked his truck. Alone, he 
handled this dreadful situation admirably - he insisted that his father not come out to assist 
him.

At first, Milton enrolled in Industrial Engineering but later changed to the School of 
Business in Business Management where he couki minor in Computer Science. (At that time, 
there was no computer science degree at A.U.) At the end of his first year, Milton was
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initiated into the freshman honorary fraternity, Phi Eta Sigma. During Milton's sophomore 
year, he became a business co-op student in the Co-operative Education Program. 
Alternately, Milton went to school a quarter and then worked at U.S.M.C. Logistics Support 
Base in Albany, Georgia as a computer trainee. As Milton wrote:

"It was a great experience toward my profession and I learned a tot about 
independence: but, socially, it was boring!"

Living alone in Albany, away from his college friends, was not satisfying to Milton. After 
four quarters, Milton resigned from the Co-op program and became a full time Auburn 
University student once more.

Milton graduated from Auburn University on December 11, 1980 with a B.S. degree in 
Business Management. Having been interviewed and hired by Texas Instruments, he was 
assigned to the Houston, Texas office. Driving a ”U Haul lt“ with his orange VW bug towed 
behind, Milton headed to Texas. He quickly made friends, even a girlfriend, Christina. 
His dad still wears the Texas Instruments watch that Milton gave him that year at Christmas.

Milton moved to Huntsville, Alabama in 1982, where he worked for United Space Boosters 
in the Space Shuttle Program. A lot of his time was spent at Cape Canaveral and Cocoa Beach, 
Florida. Milton shared a house in Huntsville with his friend Clint Plant, who had also 
graduated from A.U. In August 1983, Milton toured Scotland with his parents and his sister 
Melanie. Early one morning at a Bed & Breakfast farmhouse near Ullapool, Scotland, Milton 
turned on the TV in the parlor to watch a scheduled spaceship lift-off from Cape Canaveral. 
The volume had been left turned up, so a blast of noise filled the room. The host of the B & B 
came rushing from the kitchen to see what those Americans were doing to his TV set. 
Hurriedly, Milton lowered the volume, turned and waited for the expected admonishment 
from the gentleman. When the farmer discovered that Milton worked at the U.S. Space 
Center, he readily forgave the red-faced young man and watched the lift-off with him.

While Milton was at Huntsville, Michael and Nancy divorced. Since Birmingham was not far 
from Huntsville, Milton and Michael spent many weekends together, which helped Michael 
with his adjustment to life without Nancy. And it helped Milton to have a brother to do 
things with - after all, that's what brothers are for!

In 1984, Milton joined Sperry and began traveling around the country supporting 
customers. A year was spent in San Francisco, California where he worked for Sperry at 
Pacific Bell Yellow Pages. Living on Telegraph Hill, Milton had easy access to famous tourist 
sites - such as Fisherman's Wharf, China Town, etc. He witnessed the visiting delegates at 
the Democratic Convention; he went to the National Baseball all-star game; and he attended a 
Michael Jackson concert at Dodger Stadium - where he got to go backstage (this was before 
this star became so weird). Milton's parents and their Dinwoodie friends from Scotland 
drove across the country to visit Milton in San Francisco. He was their personal guide for a 
few days in the hilly, beautiful city. He and his cousin, Steven Cadenhead (who lived there at 
that time) had a few visits together; Milton's siblings also visited him. Milton saw a lot of 
the west coast. While Milton was on traveling assignments for Sperry, they flew him to 
Auburn once a month for a weekend's visit. As he so aptly wrote, "What a great year!"

From the time that Milton left San Francisco until 1988, Sperry (later to become Unisys) 
sent him on assignments to the Johnson Space Center, Houston Texas; to Boulder, Colorado; 
to Bluebell, Philadelphia; to San Jose, California; back to Boulder, Colorado, to Atlanta, 
Georgia; and then to Washington, D.C. While Milton was in Atlanta, he and Michael, his 
brother, shared an apartment.

It was in Colorado that Milton met Diane Gundling, who would become his wife. She worked 
for Martin Marietta; both were in Boulder/Denver working on government contracts for
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their companies. One evening Milton asked her to join him for a drink in the hotel's bar. As 
they talked, they discovered that family was very important to each. The next day they drove 
up into the mountains that surrounded Boulder. After only a few hours together, they both 
felt that this relationship was destined to become special. Continuing to see each other when 
they were in Boulder, a romance unfolded. Diane laughingly says that when she saw how old 
Milton was on his Driver's License, she was already in love with him and dared not tell him 
that she was about four years older than he. When she finally had the nerve to admit this, 
Milton said, "So what, my mother's older than my daddy!" Milton's family met Diane and 
agreed with him that she, indeed, was a very special young woman. In the spring of 1986, at 
Normandie Farm Restaurant in Maryland, near Washington, D.C., Milton proposed to Diane 
and gave her a diamond ring. It was also at this restaurant that Diane's and Milton's parents 
met for the first time. Normandie Farm Restaurant has become a favorite dining place for 
Milton, Diane, Kenneth and Fran.

On June 3, 1989, Milton and Diane were married in Wellsburg, West Virginia at St. John 
Catholic Church - Diane's home church. The formal wedding was a lovely, ceremony with 
siblings and their children assisting in the sacred ritual. The rehearsal dinner was on the 
riverboat, the Valley Voyager, and the beautiful wedding reception-dinner was at Oglebay 
Park Resort. After a honeymoon to Hawaii, the young couple settled into their townhouse in 
Gaithersburg, Maryland.

A year later, Milton and Diane were out on a Sunday afternoon ride looking at real estate in 
nearby Rockville, Maryland. The brilliant yellow leaves of a magnificent, huge, poplar tree 
at 710 West Montgomery Avenue caught their eyes. There was a "For Sale" sign in the front 
yard where the wonderful tree stood. The couple made an appointment to look at the house - 
which they bought. In jest, they say that Milton bought the tree and Diane bought the 
hundred-year-old house. Seeing the possibilities of restoring this house, and both being 
creative, they avidly read material on Victorian style architecture and furnishings of a 
Victorian summer farmhouse, which described their house. Over the next four years, they 
authentically restored it. Their efforts were recognized by Peerless Rockville (the 
Rockville, Maryland Historical Society) in 1993 when the society presented them with the 
Preservation and Restoration Award for homes that year. At the presentation, Diane and 
Milton were told that the house was supposed to be haunted. This came as no surprise to 
Diane and Milton, who had heard rumors of this, and who could attest to strange happenings 
to them since they had moved into the house. The former owners also had told them of the 
presence of a ghost. The ghost story that is told in Rockville, Maryland is - the first owner, 
Mrs. Rickett, had a son-in-law who had built this farmhouse for her to escape to from the 
city's hot summers. Her young daughter was run over by a train - all of her body parts 
were not found for the burial. Since that time, odd things have happened in this dwelling. 
Diane, playing to the hilt the possibility of an ethereal spirit living in their house, said she 
sensed that the ghost expressly disliked her. The first night that they slept in the house, 
they heard a crash in the living room. Going into the room, they found that the candles that 
had been securely placed in the holders earlier in the day had mysteriously fallen out and 
had rolled to the edge of the buffet. During the renovation period, one night when Diane was 
in the bathroom, the large mirror on the wall fell and broke into glass splinters at her feet. 
Diane, with her wonderful sense of humor said, "I don't think that 'Mrs. Rickett's ghost 
wants any changes made to her house." Another evening while Diane was cooking, the cabinet 
over the stove fell on her head. Thankfully, Milton was there to lift the cabinet off of her 
and then to take her to the hospital emergency room - she was not badly hurt. After they 
stopped working on the house, the ghost's visits subsided. But at Christmas, when baby Alec 
could not sleep one quiet night, Diane was rocking him downstairs in the den. All of a sudden, 
she distinctly heard soft Christmas music being played. Diane looked to see if the TV or radio 
were on. They weren't. Then, mysteriously, the music stopped. That was the last time that 
"Mrs. Rickett's ghost" let them know that she also dwelt there - possibly, she approved of
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the baby's presence. Months after Milton and Diane sold the house, the new owners had their 
own bizarre tales to tell about “Mrs. Rickett's ghost."

During the first five years of their marriage, Milton and Diane enjoyed traveling to special 
places like the Cayman Islands, Nevis Island in the Caribbean, the Bahamas, and Cancun in 
Mexico. Both were in responsible jobs - she, first at Martin Marietta as a finance manager; 
then at Sun Microsystems, Inc. as the manager in the finance division for the east coast; 
Milton was a computer specialist and marketing support manager for Unisys. In 1994, 
Milton left Unisys to form his own company, Cadenhead Associates, Inc. where he does 
independent consulting and contracting. Milton is President and Diane is Vice-President of 
this company - having a woman as an executive almost assured them of landing government 
contracts. Milton has worked as a consultant in a support role for Unisys with some of their 
Federal government contracts, such as, Housing and Urban Development, Veteran's Affairs, 
the U.S. Coast Guard, the Social Security Administration, and Airport Security.

In August 1994, at St. George's Island on a moonlit night, Milton and Diane confided in 
Kenneth and Fran that a grandchild was forthcoming; they had decided to adopt a child from 
Russia. (Domestic adoption was out of the question because of their ages.) How thrilled 
Milton's parents were to hear that there was a grandbaby in their future! The next few 
weeks were filled with adoption procedures through the Datz Foundation and the Frank 
Foundation in Washington, D.C. Milton and Diane busily prepared their home for a baby.

Early on November 16, 1994, Milton called his parents from Russia to say, "We have a 
beautiful little boy. I'm holding him in my lap. Can you hear him?" He repeated, "He's a 
beautiful little boy!" Milton (named for his father) Alexander (Alec) Cadenhead, born on 
May 30, 1994 in the Novgorod Region of Russia, was adopted on November 14, 1994 from 
the Borovichi, Russian Children's Home by Milton and Diane Cadenhead! What a glorious 
day! Upon their arrival in Rockville, Maryland, a host of friends and family were there to 
joyfully greet them. This five and a half months old Russian baby boy, Alec, brought so 
much happiness to so many people in the United States! This was Kenneth and Fran's first 
grandchild. At the ages of 62 and 63, they were finally grandparents!

On May 15, 1996, Milton and Diane returned to the same Russian Borovichi Children's 
Home to adopt Kenneth (named for Milton's father) Nicholas (Nick), born on October 20, 
1995 in the Novgorod Region of Russia. How happy they were to return to Rockville, 
Maryland with this handsome, seven months old, blue-eyed baby boy! Now, Alec had a baby 
brother! And Nicholas had a loving family! All of Nick's family benefited from his presence!

It was on a visit in June 1996 to Milton and Diane's that Melanie, Milton's single sister, 
decided to adopt a baby, too. Feeding and rocking baby Nick stirred her maternal instincts to 
the point that she shared with Milton and Diane her desire to be a mother. Assuring Melanie 
that a single mom could adopt a Russian baby, they gave her all of the information she needed 
to make her dream come true. After completing the rigid requirements for adopting a 
Russian baby, in September 1996, Melanie and her dad went to Russia. There she adopted a 
baby girl, Maria Frances, (named for her grandmother Fran) at the Children's Home in 
Tver. Now there were three Cadenhead grandchildren.

On August 30, 1996, Melanie, Kenneth and Fran went to Olympic Centennial Park in 
Atlanta; people were there from all over the world for the event. The Cadenheads went to the 
area in the park that is paved with donated bricks - the sales from these bricks helped to 
pay for the summer Olympic games. During the winter, Melanie had bought a brick with 
Alec's name on it and she wanted to locate it - it is near the fountains of water. That day, 
Kenneth bought a brick for Nick - later, the inscribed brick was placed in the park.

639



Living on a main highway into Rockville, Milton and Diane knew that they needed to find a 
quieter and safer neighborhood for their children. In Darnestown, Maryland, on a cul-de- 
sac in a family oriented neighborhood, at 13700 Charity Court, Milton and Diane bought a 
lovely three-story, brick home on a spacious, well-landscaped lot. As sad as they were to 
leave the "old house" where they had invested so much time, effort, love and money, they 
knew that this new home was exactly what they needed at this time in their lives. They 
moved to Darnestown on January 25, 1997.

Diane's yearning for a little girl, found Milton and Diane returning for a third time to the 
Borovichi Children's Home in Russia. This time they adopted Sara (named for Diane’s 
mother, Sara) Darya, born on July 15, 1997 in the Novgorod Region of Russia. Her 
adoption date was June 23, 1998. Bringing this lovely little blue-eyed, blond-haired, 
eleven months old, baby sister to Alec and Nick was another wonderful day in the lives of the 
Milton Cadenheads. Now their family was complete.

Milton and Diane have consistently found ways to raise money for the Children's Homes in 
Russia. As President of Friends of Frank (a post she created and has held since 1995), 
Diane has collected scores of items to send to Russian children in need. Many times, she and 
Milton have entertained Russian officials in their home, who have come to D.C. by invitation 
from the Frank Foundation on business concerning Russian adoptions. The annual Golf 
(Benefit) Tournament, which Diane and Milton started in 1999, continues to raise 
thousands of dollars for specific needs in Russian Children's Homes each year. They, with 
Michael Gundling - Diane's brother, continue to plan and implement this big event. Diane 
received the Oliver Award on August 11, 2000. It is the award given by the Frank 
Foundation Child Assistance International to recognize an individual who has most eminently 
and effectively illustrated through words and actions, a commitment to the advancement of 
the rights, welfare and dignity of children. This award has been given to prominent people 
from all over the world, including, Betty Williams from Ireland (Nobel Peace Laureate) and 
Mrs. Nina Yeltsin of Russia. In August 2001, Milton was recognized as "the most valuable 
player" of the annual golf tournament. The Frank Foundation presented him with a 
certificate and a golf iron for being the force behind the wheel - always supporting and 
helping to carry out the plans for the golf tournaments. Through Milton and Diane's efforts 
on behalf of orphaned children in Russia, they have, in turn, had a chance to interact with 
famous people, including Mikhail Gorbachev and have been invited to several events at the 
Russian Embassy in Washington, D.C.

Diane worked at Sun Microsystems, Inc. during Alec, Nick and Sara's early years. Using 
day-care services and then nannies in the home, Diane managed well, although her load at 
home and work was heavy. Finally, in 1999, she decided to resign from her job with Sun 
and become a stay-at-home mom.

Alec (the Scottish way of shortening Alexander) is a bright, intense child who likes to know 
how things work. When he was just a toddler, he wanted to help his parents put things 
together - like his first wagon. A real lover of nature, he especially enjoys studying about 
animals and bugs. Science intrigues him! Before he could read, he had mastered playing 
computer games - alone. A natural athlete, he participates in all kinds of sports. He is 
especially good in basketball, golf and in swimming. When just an infant, he showed an 
interest in music - he would sit quietly and listen. He would begin to dance when "The Dance 
of the Sugar Plum Fairy" from Tschaikovsky's "Nut Cracker Suite" was played - he called 
this piece "Ta-Dum." Alec loves to read. He is inquisitive and thinks logically. When in 
conversation with him, one is amazed at the scope of Alec's thinking. One never knows what 
is “going on in his head." He's a wonderful lad!
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Nick, who now likes to be called Nicholas, is a handsome, intelligent boy. Having a sensitive 
nature, he is always aware of other people's feelings. Because of this, he has a wealth of 
friends. When just an infant, he liked cars (wheels) - he would play for hours at the time 
with two cars in his hands. His keen interest in "Star Wars" allows him to be creative in 
his play. He, too, likes nature. Recently, he was fascinated with the Silver Back Gorilla. He 
read all that he could find on this creature. Exploring subjects of interest is what he likes to 
do. Nick loved to be read to when he was little and today enjoys reading books on his own. He 
is often pensive and does not mind being alone. He, too, likes music; he also enjoys his Game 
Boy and the computer. Nicholas's personality is like his dad's - he thinks deeply, is 
sometimes quiet, has an infectious laugh, and can be lots of fun. He loves to ride his bike, 
swim, play basketball and do gymnastics. What a great boy!

Sara is a vivacious, spirited, little girl who loves clothes and make-up! Her Aunt Becky 
says that she reminds her of her mom (Diane) when she was little - good natured, bright, 
active, independent and a natural leader. Sara has close ties to her mom and wants to do 
whatever her mom is doing - she's quite helpful! Since she was a toddler, she has liked to 
help in the kitchen. She had rather have a new garment than a toy. Make-up fascinates 
Sara. She has become adept at putting it on. She has her own ideas about things - especially 
what she wants to wear each day - sometimes she changes clothes three or four times during 
the day. She swims well, likes to play computer games, listens to music and sings well. 
She's competitive - wants to do whatever the boys are doing. Sara is a giver - she loves to 
share. With her peaches and cream complexion, and her charm, she is a beautiful little 
girl! She loves Lucky, their dog.

Now all of the children are in school at St. Elizabeth and St. Raphael's Catholic Schools. They 
are active in various sports and in scouts. Milton and Diane are loving, good parents to their 
children and provide a wealth of experiences for them. In the spring of 2004, they put in a 
swimming pool in their backyard. Alec celebrated his 10th birthday on May 30th with a 
swimming party. What fun this family will have with this last investment.

The children's Grandmother Fran has kept journal accounts of their lives since each one 
entered the Milton Cadenhead family. At her death, the grandchildren will be given these 
journals, a gift of love to them.

Milton and Diane's children receive much attention and love from their Gundling and 
Cadenhead relatives - these relatives are, in turn, rewarded with the special love that comes 
to them from Alec, Nicholas, Sara (and their parents.) What a blessing!
To this writer, Milton's attributes are his kind, loving, loyal, sensitive, sharing, pleasant, 
generous nature. He is an intelligent, responsible, pensive, fun-loving, creative, 
sometimes quiet individual. He is an excellent leader but does not want the "limelight."

Diane Marie Gundling Cadeniiead
(1955 - )

*The year that Diane Marie Gundling was born, 1955, Anthony Eden succeeded Winston 
Churchill as Prime Minister in Great Britain. Salvador Dali's 'The Lord's Supper" was 
completed. Two popular songs were "Davy Crockett" and "Rock Around the Clock."*

On January 27, 1955, Diane Marie Gundling was born to Sara Ann Finley and George 
Franklin Gundling in Wheeling, West Virginia. She joined older brother George Thomas, 
who was 18 months old. Other children who were to later join this family were Cheryl 
Judith, Mark Joseph, Rebecca Jean (Becky), Lorraine (Lori) and Michael Paul (Mike). 
There is about a sixteen-year span from the youngest to the oldest of the Gundling children.
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George was a high school coach and math teacher in Ohio and Sara was a nurse. Sara worked 
the night shift at the hospital so that the children would have a parent with them at all times. 
The family lived next door to George's mother in Wellsburg, West Virginia during Diane's 
early years. Although her grandmother's Georgian house was a beautiful mansion, Diane 
remembers loving the simple stained glass window in the entrance hall of her family's 
wooden, clapboard house. Her Grandmother Gundling often helped take care of Diane and her 
siblings. When Diane was in the fifth grade her family moved to their present home on 
Charles Street in Wellsburg. Wellsburg lies beside the beautiful Ohio River. On the other 
side of the river is the state of Ohio and to the east, "a stone's throw away," lies 
Pennsylvania. When Diane's sister Becky was in first grade, George bought a store in 
Wellsburg. He also owns racehorses.

Diane describes her father "as loving and cuddly and her mom as calm and generous." George 
has a great sense of humor and teases a lot. Both Sara and George are intelligent and have 
encouraged their children to use to the best of their abilities their exceptional talents. All 
who know George attest to the fact that he is a math genius. Both, he and Sara are known for 
their kind acts to others. Having a deep religious faith, they brought their children up in 
the Catholic Church, expected high moral behavior from them, believed in them and gave 
them lots of love. Diane wrote that not only is Sara a good mother but she is also her friend.

The George Gundling family is a close-knit, loving one. What good times they have together! 
Diane wrote, "My dad used to take us for walks on Sunday; we would walk the railroad tracks 
all the way out of town - often crossing the old train trestle where below us was just the 
creek. We had to be very careful stepping from one railroad tie to the next." Diane said that 
she, her brother George and Cheryl were almost the same age and did almost everything 
together. Diane wrote: "George was conservative, kind and a little shy; Cheryl was feisty and 
rambunctious; and I was a non-stop talker and cared about everything and everybody, far 
more than a little child usually does." As an adult Diane is still an exceptionally, caring 
person.

Diane and her siblings attended St. John's Catholic Elementary School and then went to public 
high school. With her outgoing personality, Diane was a cheerleader, a class favorite and a 
class leader. She writes: "I was always very respectful of the teachers and was quiet and 
naive. I got very good grades and was only once disciplined and that was in the eighth grade."

Even when Cheryl (Diane's sister) was afflicted with a long, debilitating illness, the family 
rallied with love as they cared for her and for each other. In the first grade Cheryl started 
having symptoms of a puzzling disorder. Diane writes: "It changed our lives entirely." 
When the local doctors were unable to diagnose her illness, Sara and George took Cheryl to 
doctors in Pittsburg. Diane writes: "My mom as a nurse knew that often the diagnosis was 
wrong, but she didn't know what 'it' was - only what 'it' wasn't." Cheryl had bouts of severe 
illness, then remission, over a period of time. When she was in the third grade, she went 
into convulsions and lapsed into a coma that lasted for three months. Because Sara stayed 
with Cheryl at the Pittsburgh hospital and because George had to teach, their other children 
went to live temporarily in the homes of loving relatives or friends. Diane writes: "I lived 
mostly with my grandmother next door... but it was the start of 'moving' us around for many 
years, which continued until I was old enough to serve as a surrogate mom to the other 
children [her siblings] ... It was very lonely and scary. ... I missed my family so much! Td... 
see my siblings only at school and the younger ones not at all." There would be periods of 
time that Cheryl would improve and the family would be at home together; but then the 
illness would return in full force. Not wanting to be separated from her siblings when 
Cheryl was hospitalized, sometimes for months at the time, Diane, a fifth grader, asked her 
parents to let her help her father take care of her siblings at home when Cheryl and her 
mom had to be away in Pittsburgh.
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Diane's Uncle Stan and Aunt Mary (Sara's sister) said that Diane unselfishly, lovingly and 
diligently cared for her family during these years - she cooked, cleaned, did the laundry and 
watched over her siblings. Diane simply wrote; "I loved my siblings so much, I adored 
taking care of them when I could. Besides, these times were always interspersed with 
periods where optimism prevailed and Mom and Cheryl were home."

Independent Diane tackled whatever was thrust upon her. In scouts, her troop was making 
cakes for a bake sale. The other girls used cake mixes but Diane looked up a recipe in a 
cookbook, bought the ingredients and made a pineapple upside down cake by herself. The 
person who bought it said that it was delicious! When she needed hose, she went to the store 
and bought them. Whatever her siblings needed, she got it for them.

Her parents were well aware of this young daughter's sacrificial love and rewarded her 
when she was in the sixth grade with her first pony, a stallion, which proved to be 
unsatisfactory. She then got a horse which she named "Trigger." Early on Saturday 
mornings, carrying her lunch in a paper bag, she would walk for about four or five miles 
into the country to the stable where she boarded “Trigger." There she would ride him most 
of the day. How she loved this horse!

As Cheryl's health deteriorated, the family made her life as pleasant as possible. Her bed 
was moved into the family room where she could interact with her siblings. When she was 
no longer able to go to school, her brothers and sisters spent many hours entertaining her. 
Knowing how much she wanted to go to school, they deliberately did not talk about school. 
Diane would play popular music and talk about fashions or their future days together. On 
Saturday nights, they would all stay up for what they called the "3 P Party" - pop, popcorn, 
and pizza - and watch late movies. When Cheryl contracted pneumonia, she was taken back 
to Pittsburgh, where she was placed in an oxygen tent and heavily medicated. Diane was the 
last one to speak with Cheryl before she quietly passed away. Although Cheryl was only 
fifteen years old, she had suffered for a very long time with the disease dermatomyocitis. 
The family was devastated! Inevitably, life goes on; slowly, they began to cope, but Cheryl 
would remain in their hearts forever.

After high school graduation, Diane went to nursing school; mid-way in her training, she 
decided that this was not the career she desired. She left nursing school and went to work 
managing her father's store for eight months. She did the payroll, inventory and ordering; 
she also worked part time at a nearby discount store.

In the fall, she began college at Fairmont College. She also attended Wheeling Jesuit College. 
Her desire to finish college in three years with a double major was accomplished by this 
energetic, intelligent young woman. She graduated in 1978 from Fairmont College with 
degrees in Business, Marketing and Accounting. During the time she was in college she held 
a part time job (30 hours a week) and on Saturdays she took classes to become an 
Emergency Medical Technician.

After graduation, Diane moved to Maryland where she managed a Health Food store for six 
months; then she landed a job in accounting. Enrolled in Graduate School at Catholic 
University of Maryland, one of Diane's classmates told her about an opening in finance at 
Boeing that sounded interesting. Sending her resume to Boeing, Diane was hired in this 
position. She worked at Boeing for five years with a finance group that figured out how to 
sell and profit from advanced computer services on mainframes.

She then went with Martin Marietta to manage a finance group. In her second year with this 
company, Diane was selected as one of twenty-five "Hi-Pots" (high potentials). Given a 
mentor, a career plan was made - she would be a VP by age 40 if everything went according
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to the plan. By the age of 33, Diane was known by all of the chief executives and by many of 
the board of directors. Diane wrote: "They had plans for me. But I gave my life to them and 
often worked 100 hours a week. I traveled for a month on a day's notice. ... It was on one of 
these trips to Denver that I met Milton."

A few months after Milton and Diane married in 1989, Diane decided that her long work 
hours and out of town trips were not conducive to a good marriage. After working for five 
years at Martin Marietta, Diane resigned in 1990. Immediately, Diane signed a contract 
with Sun Microsystems, Inc. where she worked for nine years. Diane wrote: "At first I was 
in strategic pricing and managed a group; ... then I took over all the east coast finance for our 
division ... then went part-time for a year as the Deputy Controller [this was after she had 
children] ... The part time job was canceled ... [She then went back to full-time work] ... 
worked in marketing as a competitive analysis manager."

After Diane was fully vested in all of her stock options with Sun Microsystems, Inc., she 
resigned in order to devote more time to her family. As she so aptly put it: "This is a career 
where I can make a difference."

Just as Diane made a difference in the lives of her siblings and parents when Cheryl was so 
ill, she, today, is making a difference in her husband's and their children's lives. Her 
Gundling family is a very close, loving one. Their zest for life, coupled with their good 
humor, makes for a happy atmosphere. They are often involved in helping each other with 
baby-sitting, car pooling, house decorating, caring for a sick member of the family, 
planning and carrying out the annual golf benefit for the Frank Foundation, etc. They often 
spend vacations and holidays as one big, happy family. Milton has a similar kind of bond 
with his family. Distance in miles prevents his family from frequent contact with Milton, 
Diane and their children. But there's no less love and caring.

As earlier mentioned in Milton's chapter, Diane formed the "Friends of Frank" organization 
in order to assist the non-profit Frank Foundation Child Assistance International in raising 
money for Russian Children's Homes; she organizes and solicits help from U.S.A. parents 
who have adopted their Russian bom children through the Frank Foundation. (One of ^e  Golf 
Benefits designated certain donations received as college scholarship money for bright young 
Russians in Children's Homes, who might not otherwise get to go to college. We are 
sponsoring Ivan [Vanya] Kicelev from the Children's Home in Alapaevsk, Russia. He has a 
brother Andrei, who is gifted in art. Kenneth corresponds by e-mail with these teen-age 
boys and their teacher, Alexander [Sasha] Ustyantsev.) By invitation from Frank 
Foundation, Mikhail Gorbachov came to the U.S. in April 2001 to attend a fund-raiser at the 
Russian Embassy in Washington, D.C. for the Frank Foundation, C.A.I. Prior to his coming, 
Diane, with her business background knowledge, planned and organized, with the help of the 
Northern Virginia Technology Council, a "by-invitation-only" conference on "Outsourcing 
Internationally." Cynthia Webb reported in the Washington Post on Tuesday, April 24, 
2002 that Mr. Gorbachov gave a twenty-minute speech to around 150 entrepreneurs at the 
posh Tower Club in Tyson's Corner. Through an interpreter, he encouraged U.S. firms to use 
Russian-based technical workers and partner with Russian companies. He also promoted his 
nonprofit technology initiative, the High Technology Foundation/Gorbachov Project. By the 
end of the day, Mr. Gorbachov was calling Diane by her first name. The Washington Post 
reporter also cited Diane as the planner for the occasion and wrote that Diane and Milton had 
adopted three Russian children.

Since all of their children are now in school, Diane, a bundle of energy, decided that she 
wanted to do something constructive with her spare time. For the school term 2002-2003, 
she taught a four-year-old group at St. Raphael Catholic School where Sara was in school. 
Sun Microsystems, Inc. contacted Diane in 2003 to come back to work for them part-time.
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Her 20-hour workweek could be done while the children are In school. She signed an 
agreement to try this for six months. If, at the end of the six months, there is mutual 
satisfaction with this arrangement, Diane will continue to work part-time for Sun 
Microsystems, Inc.

To this writer, Diane's attributes are her caring, loving, creative, clever, thoughtful, 
sensitive, and capable nature. She is intelligent and is a good leader. She is ambitious and 
has a high energy level to "get things done." She has a good sense of humor and a wonderful 
personality. Plus, she's a great daughter-in-law!

The Family of Milton F. and Diane G. Cadenhead
(Eighth Jameson Generation - Seventh Hyde Generation)

Husband: Milton Fred Cadenhead; b. 6- 5-1959 in LaGrange, Georgia;
m. 6-3 1989 in Wellsburg, West Virginia.

Wife: Diane Marie Gundling Cadenhead; b. 1-27-1955 in Wheeling, West Virginia; 
married (same as above).
His parents; A. Kenneth and Frances J. Cadenhead of Auburn, Alabama.
Her parents: George F. and Sara F. Gundling of Wellsburg, West Virginia.

Children: 2 sons and 1 daughter
Milton Alexander (Alec) Cadenhead; b. 5-30-1994 in the Novgorod Region of 
Russia; adopted on 11-14-1994 in Borovichi, Russia.
Kenneth Nicholas (Nick) Cadenhead; b. 10-20-1995 in the Novgorod Region 

of Russia; adopted on 5-15-1996 in Borovichi, Russia.
Sara Darya Cadenhead; b. 7-15-1997 in the Novgorod Region of Russia; 

adopted on 6-23-1998 in Borovichi, Russia.

The Finale of Seasons of Fran's Kith and Kin
(Written in first person.)

At some point, family researchers have to stop searching. It is at that time that they hope 
another member of the family will continue the search. What an interesting endeavor this 
has been. But it is far from complete. Life goes on - and on - and on!

It was fun when I collected our families' recipes and printed Fran's Recipes From Kith and 
Kin in 1978. In the preface, I stated that it had taken me fifteen years to complete this 
family cookbook. I tried to make it more than a cookbook. Some of you realized that. My 
Aunt Helen Hyde Drummond said that it was the only cookbook that she had ever read that 
made her cry. The cookbook needs revising so that it will include recipes of the younger 
relatives. Who may I challenge to do this?

It has taken me over twenty-five years to finally put down my pen, to quit "hunting and 
pecking" on the word processor the results of my search about the various family lines. 
Wanting to share this family genealogy with others, I realized that I must stop with the 
research and put the information into book form, especially since I am in the eve of my life. 
The family lines will continue, God willing. Who will take up the family search where I 
leave off? Who will correct my mistakes? I expect some family members to step forward.
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I want to express my love and appreciation to all of the people who have been a part of my 
life. How marvelous life is! Many seasons have passed and, God willing, many more seasons 
will be given to us and to mankind.

I want to end my book with this:

THE JAMESON TRADITIONAL BLESSING

"FATHER, ACCEPT OUR THANKS FOR THESE AND ALL OTHER BLESSINGS. AMEN"

When my siblings and I were very young, we would sometimes argue over whose turn it was 
to pray the blessing at a mealtime. Mother (Catherine Hyde Jameson) said that this was 
wrong and so she suggested that we should, in unison, pray the blessing that was always 
prayed by our father (Ernest Jameson). From that day forward, as we held hands around the 
table, we prayed this blessing before each meal in our Jameson home.

In adulthood, as we married, we kept this tradition going within each of our own family 
circles. For about seventy years, this blessing has been, and is, prayed by Catherine and 
Ernest Jameson's descendants - in Georgia, Texas, Alaska, Oklahoma, Mississippi, Florida, 
Maryland and Alabama.

(For the Descendants of A. Kenneth and Frances Jameson Cadenhead)

The Family of Roy E. and Omie B. Cadenhead

Husband: Roy Erastus Cadenhead; b. 5-4-1900 in Randolph County, AL; m. 9-28-1923 in 
the Oak Grove Community, Troup County, Georgia; d. 3-10-1953 in Troup Co., Ga.; 
bur. Oak Grove Congregational Christian Church Cemetery, Troup Co., Ga.
His parents: James Alexander (Jim) and Nancy (Nannie) Phelps Cadenhead of the 
Pleasant Grove Community, Troup Co., Ga.

Wife: Omie Uvelia Bishop Cadenhead; b. 11-21-1901 in the Cove, Meriwether Co., Ga.; 
m. (same as above); d. 9-28-1956 in LaGrange, Ga.; bur. (same as above).
Her parents: John Thomas (Tom) and Callie Murphey Bishop of the Oak Grove 
Community, Troup Co., Ga.
(Roy was a mill worker, a dairyman and a carpenter/contractor. Omie was a 
homemaker.)

Children: 5 sons and 1 daughter
1. Roy Alton Cadenhead; b. 6-22-1924 in the Oak Grove Community, Troup 

Co., Ga.; m. 9-25-1942 in LaGrange, Ga.
Wife: Ha Catherine Walls Cadenhead; b. 8-23-1924 in LaGrange, Ga.; m. (same as 

above).
Her parents: William Henry and Alva Cora Davis Walls of LaGrange, Ga.

(Alton has spent his life in the textile industry. He retired as Vice-President of 
Modern Fibers in Calhoun, Ga. He is now an executive consultant to this company.
He holds 8 U.S. patents - textile related designs and machinery. Ila is a homemaker.) 
Children: 1 son and 1 daughter

A. Roy Alton (Al) Cadenhead, Jr.; b. 8-9-1947 in LaGrange, Ga.; 
m. 6-21-1969 in Greenville, S.C.
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Wife: Mary Suzanne Lathem Cadenhead; b. 8-14-1946 in Greenville, S.C.;
m. (same as above).

Her parents: George Watkins and Mary Julia Gantt Lathem of Greenville, S.C. 
(Al holds a doctorate and is a Baptist Minister. Suzanne is a trained teacher.) 
Children: 1 son and 1 daughter

(1) Alton Christian (Chris) Cadenhead; born 5-19-1971 in
Louisville, Ky.; married 8-2-1997 in Wilmington, N.C.

Wife: Heather Brooks Stallings Cadenhead; born 8-25-1972 in 
Roanoke Rapids, N.C.; m. (same as above).

Her parents: George Barry and Pamela Jordon Stallings of 
Wilmington, N.C.

(Chris is a Baptist Minister and is now working on his doctorate. 
Heather is a church youth director.)
Children; 1 daughter

a. Ashlyn Christine Cadenhead; b. 8-30-2002 in 
Albemarle, N.C.

(2) Melody Suzanne Cadenhead; b. 10-8-1977 in Tifton, Ga.
(Melody graduated from Furman University and is now waiting 
for a hospital position in Massage Therapy. She will be 
married on August 28, 2004 to William David Hunter in 
Charlotte, North Carolina.)

B. Susan Denise Cadenhead Burgess; b. 7-29-1953 in LaGrange, Ga.;
m. 7-23-1977 in Calhoun, Ga.; divorced 9-7-1995.

Husband: John Thomas (Tommv) Burgess; b. 5-5-1953; m. (same as 
above); divorced (same as above)
His parents: Atwell and Johnnie Jenkins Burgess of Jacksonville, Al. 

(Susan is an elementary schoolteacher and a homemaker.)
Children: 2 sons

(1) Michael Halden Burgess; b. 8-31-1981 in Jacksonville, Al.
(2) Matthew Huntley Burgess; b. 6-17-1983 in Jacksonville, Al.

2. Alfred Paul Cadenhead; b. 10-14-1926 in LaGrange, Ga; m. 10-14-1945 in 
Acworth, Ga.

Wife: Sara Emily Davenport Cadenhead; b. 4-13-1925 in Acworth, Ga.; 
m. (same as above).

Her parents: James (Jim) Mark and Odessa West Davenport of Acworth, Ga. 
(Paul has spent his life in the law profession. He is a well-known, successful, 
Atlanta divorce and trial lawyer. In retirement he serves as "of counsel" to the 
Fellows, Johnson, La Briola Law Firm. Sara is a homemaker.)

Children: 2 sons
A. Steven Paul Cadenhead; b. 8-31-1955 in Atlanta, Ga.; 1st m. 6-25-1985 

in Calif.; divorced in 1991 in N.Y.; 2nd m. 5-7-1995 in N.Y.C., N.Y. 
1st wife: Mary Kav Ganobcik Cadenhead; b. 2-12-1956 in Lorain, Ohio;

m. (same as above); divorced (same as above).
Her parents: Paul and Mary Ganobcik of Lorain, Ohio
2nd wife: Melanie Wallack Cadenhead; b. 6-30-1964 in N.Y.C., N.Y.;

m. 5-7-1995 in N.Y., N.Y.
Her parents: Michael and Diane Wallack of New York City, N.Y.
(Steven is Managing Director for Merrill Lynch in N.Y.
Melanie is a homemaker.)
Sleven and Melanie's ghilclren; 1 son and 1 daughter
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(1) Alexander Paul Cadenhead; b. 11-8-1997 In N.Y.C., N.Y.
(2) Amanda Leigh Cadenhead; b. 11-29-1999 in N.Y.C., N.Y.

B. David James Cadenhead; b. 1-1-1959 in Atlanta, Ga.; 1st m. 9-2-1989 
in Pickens, S.C.; divorced 4-21-2000 in Gainesville, Ga.;

2nd m. 7-14-2002 in Atlanta, Ga.
1st wife: Patricia Trish Anne McCoy Cadenhead; b. 1-11-1961 in S.C.;

m. (same as above); divorced (same as above).
Her parents: Mack Lawrence and Peggy Anne Durham McCoy of Pickens, S.C. 
2nd wife: Catherine Perkins; b. 2-5-1960 in Florence, Al.; m. 7-14-2002. 
Her parents: Richard Rowland and Margaret Adelaide (Peggy) Voight Perkins.

Catherine's father is deceased - her stepfather is Paul Phipps.
(David is a medical doctor - specializing in psychiatry.
Trish is a practicing psychologist. Catherine is a college professor and a 
practicing psychologist. Trish and Catherine hold doctoral degrees.)
David and Trish's child: 1 daughter

(1) Hannah McCoy Cadenhead; b. 6-3-1999 in Gainesville, Ga.

3. Clarence Cullom Cadenhead; b. 6-6-1929 in Alexander City, AL;
1st m. 6-6-1953 in San Luis Obispo, Ca.; divorced 1977;
2nd m. 4-22-1978 in Atlanta, Ga.; divorced 1987;
3rd m. 1-19-1992 in Norcross, Ga.

1st wife: Patricia (Pat) Ann McGuire Cadenhead; b. 8-19-1933 in Porterville, Ca. 
m. 6-6-1953; divorced 1977; died Jan. 1980.
Her parents: Alfred Vel and Rose Ellen Willhoit McGuire of Porterville, Ca. 

2nd wife: Fran Sutphin Cadenhead; b. 11-6-1941; m. 4-22-1978; div. 1987.
3rd wife: Dorothy (Dottie) Elizabeth Darsie Cadenhead; b. 8-22-1944 in 

Pittsburgh, Pa.; m. 1-19-1992 in Norcross, Ga.
Her parents: Leigh L. and Margaret Washington Darsie of Munhall, Pa. 

(Clarence retired from BellSouth as an Assistant Vice President with 40 years 
service. Pat was a professional drapery and fabric accessories designer/seamstress. 
Dottie is a retired elementary schoolteacher and homemaker.)
Clarence and Pat's children: 1 son and 2 daughters

A. Randall (Randy) Jeffrey Cadenhead; b. 6-29-1954 in Atlanta, Ga.; 1st m.
March 1978; divorced Aug. 2000; 2nd m. 1-1-2003 in Atlanta, Ga. 

1st wife: J ill Pinkerton Cadenhead; b. 4-1-1955 in Atlanta, Ga.; 
m. March 1978; divorced Aug. 2000.
Her parents: John Morgan and Suzanne Pinkerton of Atlanta, Ga.

2nd wife; Debra Ann Segal; b. 10-29-1954 in Atlanta, Ga.; 
m. 1-1-2003 in Atlanta, Ga.
Her parents: Jack Lee and Barbara Hyman Sega! of Massapequa Park, 
Long Island, N.Y.

(Randy retired from BellSouthServices. He is now a lawyer at Cox 
Communications, Inc. in Atlanta, Ga. Debra is a pro bono lawyer for 
Kilpatrick and Stockton Law Firm in Atlanta, Ga.)
Randv and Jill's children: 1 son and 1 daughter

(1) John Morgan Cadenhead; b. 2-17-1983 in Atlanta, Ga.
(2) Courtney Ray Cadenhead; b. 5-28-1986 in Atlanta, Ga.

B. Donna Karen Cadenhead Benson; b. 5-8-1956 in Nashville, Tn.;
m. 8-1-1984 in Atlanta, Ga.

Husband: Daniel (Dan) Joseph Benson; b. 8-18-1951 in Brevard, N.C.; 
m. (same as above).
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His parents; Joseph and Geraldine Danielson Benson of Brevard, N.C. 
(Karen is a computer software consultant and a teacher in computer science. 
Dan works for BellSouth in the Information Systems. He also has his own 
heating and air business.)
Children: 1 son and 2 dauahteis

(1) Jordan William Benson; b. 3-1-1986 in Atlanta, Ga.
(2) Braeden (Bradv) Michelle Benson; b. 11-10-1987 in

Atlanta, Ga.
(3) Landrie Brigitta Benson; b. 3-3-1996 in Atlanta, Ga.

C. Laura Jane Cadenhead; b. 3-7-1960 in Nashville, Tn.;
1st m. 9-11-1982 in Atlanta, Ga.; divorced Dec. 1992;
2nd m. June 1996 in Dahlonega, Ga.; divorced in 1997;
3rd m. 3-19-2003 in Atlanta, Ga.

1st husband: Tom Blackshear; b. 12-30-1959 in Chattanooga, Tn.; 
m. 9-11-1982; divorced Dec. 1992.
His parents: Thomas and Jean Harris Blackshear of Chattanooga, Tn. 

2nd husband: David Clark; m. June 1996 in Dahlonega, Ga.; divorced in 1997 
His mother: Virginia Clark of Ontario, Canada.

3rd husband; Jann Michael Sheehan; b. 8-3-1962 in Gulfport, Miss.; 
m. 3-19-2003 in Atlanta, Ga.
His mother: Gertrude (Pat) Fitsimmons Sheehan.

(Laura is a Special Education teacher. Michael is an architect.)
Laura and Tom's child: 1 daughter

(1) Jena Ashley Blackshear; b. 2-9-1984 in Venice, Fla.
Dottie's 1st husband: William B. Hart; b. 11-4-1966 in Miami, Fla.; m. 6-6-1966 

in Wheaton, III.; divorced Dec. 1976.
Dottie's children from her first marriage: 1 daughter and 1 son

A. Jennifer Jeanne Hart Morello; b. 8-11-1970 in Atlanta, Ga.;
m. 5-25-1996 in Atlanta, Ga.
Her parents; Dottie Darsie Cadenhead and Wm. B. Hart of Atlanta, Ga. 

Husband; F>aul Alfred Morello; b. 7-19-1969 in San Jose, Ca.; 
m. (same as above)
His parents; Paul A. and Molly Lupe Gonzoles Morello of San Jose, Ca. 

Children; 2 sons
(1) William Quinn Morello; b. 10-8-1998 in Santa Cruz, Ca.
(2) Breckin Tate Morello: b. 12-17-2001 in Santa Cruz, Ca.

(Paul is an Internet Software salesman in California. Jennifer is an artist 
and a homemaker.)
B. Jonathan (Jon) Whalton Hart; b. 12-2-1971 in Atlanta, Ga.

His parents; Dottie Darsie Cadenhead and Wm. B. Hart of Atlanta, Ga. 
(Jon is in Corporate Search at McKinsey Corp. in California.)

4. Albert Kenneth Cadenhead; b. 1-14-1932 in LaGrange, Ga.; m. 6-3-1951 
in Macon, Ga.

His parents: Roy Erastus and Omie Uvelia Bishop Cadenhead of Oak Grove 
Community, Troup Co., Ga.

Wife: Bertha Frances (Fran) Jameson Cadenhead; b. 10-10-1930 in Chamblee, Ga.; 
m. (same as above).
Her parents: Claude Ernest and Catherine F. Hyde Jameson of Chamblee, Ga. 

(Kenneth is a retired Professor Emeritus of Auburn University, Auburn, Alabama. 
Fran is a retired elementary schoolteacher and a homemaker.)
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Children: 3. son? and 1 daughter
A. Michael Kenneth Cadenhead; b. 9-22-1952 in Atlanta, Ga.;

1st m. 9-17-1972 in Birmingham, Al.; divorced May 1983;
2nd m. 2-1-2003 in Sharpsburg, Ga.

1st wife: Nancv Elizabeth Bell; b. 8-15-1951; m. 9-17-1972; div. 1983.
Her parents: Alfred and Adell Bell of Jasper, Alabama.

2nd wife: Judy Lee King Noah; b. 7-6-1956 in North Carrollton, Miss.;
Judy's 1st m. 1-1-1977 to Michael Noah in Miss.; div. Sept. 1995. 
2nd m. 2-1-2003 in Sharpsburg, Ga.
Her parents: Ulmont and Lillie M. Turner King of N. Carrollton, Miss. 

(Michael Is a salesman and manager for Equity Utilities in Marietta, Ga. and 
Judy is In reservations and sales at Delta Airlines in Atlanta.)
Judy's children from her first marriage - 1 son. 1 daughter

(1) Eric Warren Noah; b. 7-22-1980 in Memphis, Tn.
(2) Kimberly (Kim) Brooke Noah; b. 10-22-1981 in Memphis, Tn.

B. Melanie Ann Cadenhead; b. 4-9-1955 in LaGrange, Ga.
(Melanie is Director of Leadership Development for Cox Communications,
Inc. in Atlanta, Georgia.)
Child: 1 adopted daughter

(1) Marla Frances Cadenhead; b 8-29-1995 in Tver, Russia; 
adopted on 9-27-1996 in Tver, Russia.

C. Mark Jameson Cadenhead; b. 4-12-1958 in LaGrange, Ga.;
m. 6-3-2000 in Auburn, Al.

Wife: Dody Lynn Ray Cadenhead; b. 7-26-1961 in Opelika, AL; 
m. (same as above).
Her parents: Patricia Golden Ray and Clyde D. Ray of Opelika, Al.

(Mark Is co-owner of the War Eagle Supper Club and Snapper O'Malley's 
Irish Pub and Sports Grill in Aubum. Dody is the assistant to the Women's 
Athletic Director at Auburn University.)
Children; 1 adopted daughter

(1) Hannah Ray Cadenhead; b. 1-26-2004 in Kirov, Russia; 
adopted on 6-14-2004 In Kirov, Russia.

D. Milton Fred Cadenhead; b. 6-5-1959 in La Grange, Ga.;
m. 6-3-1989 in Wellsburg, West Virginia 

Wife: Plane Marie Gundling; b. 1-27-1955 In Wellsburg, West Virginia, 
m. (same as above).
Her parents: George F. and Sara F. Gundling of Wellsburg, West Va. 

(Milton has his own computer consultant business, Cadenhead Associates,
Inc., In the Washington, D.C. area. Diane is In Sales Operations and Is a 
Program Manager for Sun Microsystems, Inc.)
Chiidrep; 2. adopted sons. 1. adopted daughter

(1) Milton Alexander (Alec) Cadenhead; b. 5-30-1994 in Boravichi,
Novgorod, Russia; adopted 11-14-1994 in Boravichi, Russia.

(2) Kenneth Nicholas (NIckk b. 10-20-1995 in Boravichi,
Novgorod, Russia; adopted 5-15-1996 In Boravichi, Russia.

(3) Sara Darya Cadenhead; b. 7-15-1997 in Boravichi, Novgorod,
Russia; adopted 6-23-1998 In Boravichi, Russia.

5. Annie (Anne) Hilt Cadenhead Moore Patrick; b. 3-15-1936 In Oak Grove 
Community, Troup Co., Ga.;
1st m. 12-12-1954 in Carrollton, Ga.; divorced 1968;
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2nd m. 12-12-1971 in Atlanta, Ga.; divorced 1981.
1st husband: Samuel (Sam^ Monroe Moore; b. 1-24-1936 in Carrollton, Ga.;

1st m. 12-12-1954; divorced 1968.
His parents: Leonard and Zela Moore of Carrollton, Ga.

2nd husband: Howard Brantley Patrick; b. 10-12-1932 in Monroe, Ga.;
m. 12-12-1971; divorced 1981.

(Anne is a trained elementary schoolteacher. Most of her working years have been 
spent as a drapery and fabrics designer/seamstress. She often goes as a volunteer 
missionary to third world countries where she uses her talents to help others.) 
Children: 1 daughter and 1 son

A. Emori Anne Moore; b. 8-25-1962 in N.C.;
m. 5-12-1990 in Marietta, Ga.; divorced 1999.

Husband: Kenneth (Kennv) Wesley Jascombe;
m. 5-12-1990; divorced 1999.

(Emori is a medical doctor in the U.S. Navy.)
B. Samuel David Moore; b. 2-20-1964 in N.C.
David's daughter: LaDuska (Dusty^ S. Griswold; b. 5-3-1992 in 
Raleigh, N.C. Dusty's mother: LaNette GriswoW of N.C.
(David is a Foreman for GuardRail in N.C.)

6. Ellis Phelps Cadenhead; b. 11-10-1943 in Oak Grove Community, Troup Co., Ga.; 
1st m. 8-23-1964 in LaGrange, Ga.; divorced Dec. 1979;
2nd m. 11-1-1980 in Pleasant Grove Community, Troup Co., Ga.

1st wife: Ann Clark Cadenhead; b. 6-26-1942 in Clarksville, Ga.;
1st m. 8-23-1964; divorced Dec. 1979.
Her parents: Andrew and Olivia Clark of Clarksville, Ga.

2nd wife: Carol Smith Aldridge Cadenhead; b. 11-10-1944 in LaGrange, Ga.;
2nd marriage 11-1-1980 in Pleasant Grove Community, Troup Co., Ga.
Her parents: Reuben and Helen Spence Smith of LaGrange, Ga.

(Ellis retired as Assistant General Manager of Newnan Utilities in Newnan, Ga. He is 
known as "Mr. Fiber Optics” because of his expertise in this field. Carol is a 
homemaker.)
Ellis and Ann's Children: 3 sons

A. Roy Andrew Cadenhead; b. 3-18-1968 in LaGrange, Ga.; m. 11-3-1990
in Pleasant Grove Community, Troup Co., Ga.

Wife: Brenda Lee Brown Cadenhead; b. 7-14-1967 in Lake City, Fla.; 
m. (same as above).
Her parents: Johnny Thomas Brown of Rock Mills, Al. 
and Mary Magalene Ruis Brown of Tuskegee, Al.

(Roy is a fireman and Brenda is a substitute schoolteacher.)
Children; 2 ?9n?

(1) Phillip Ellis Cadenhead; b. 7-30-1991 in LaGrange, Ga.
(2) Rvan Andrew Cadenhead; b. 4-12-1994 in LaGrange, Ga.

B. Kennon (Ken) Clark Cadenhead, Sr.; b. 11-12-1969 in LaGrange;
1st m. 9-30-1990 in LaGrange, Ga.; divorced 6-30-2001;
2nd m. 2-2-2003 in Pleasant Grove Community, Troup Co., Ga.
(Ken is manager of United Rental in Carrollton, Ga. Teresa is an 
elementary schoolteacher.)

1st wife: Candace (Candy^ Melton Cadenhead; b. 12-5-1967 in S.C.; 
married and divorced: (same as above);
Her parents: William and Bobbie Melton of LaGrange, Ga.
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Ken and Candy's Child: 1 son
(1) Kennon Clark Cadenhead, Jr; b. 2-11-1992 In LaGrange, Ga.

2nd wife: Teresa Lynne Robinson Cadenhead; b. 8-10-1964 in LaGrange,
Ga.; 2nd m. 2-2-2003 in Pleasant Grove Community, Troup Co., Ga. 
Her parents: Lawrence Alllous and Patricia Ann Young Robinson 
of LaGrange, Ga.
Teresa's children from her 1st marriage: 1 son and 1 daughter
(1) Paul Anthony Hammock, Jr.; b. 5-30-1985 in LaGrange, Ga.
(2) Leandrea Lindsey Nicole Hammock; b. 6-25-1991, LaGrange, Ga.

C. James (Jim) Elwyn Cadenhead; b. 12-26-1973 in LaGrange, Ga.;
m. 7-22-1995 in LaGrange, Ga.

Wife: Holly Denise Cross Cadenhead; b. 5-8-1976 in LaGrange, Ga.
Her parents: Timothy Joel Cross and Gloria Ogles Looney 
of LaGrange, Ga.

(Jim is a fireman and Holly is an assistant kindergarten teacher.)
Children: 2 daughters

(1) Sarah Kate Cadenhead; b. 3-12-1999 in LaGrange, Ga.
(2) Kelsev Anne Cadenhead; b. 7-27-2000 in LaGrange, Ga.

Ellis and Carol's child: one son
Jason Reuben Cadenhead; b. 3-28-1983 in LaGrange, Georgia.
(Jason works as a computer technician for the city of LaGrange, Ga.; he is 
also a college student. He is engaged to Heather May; they plan to marry in
2005.)

Carol's children from her 1st marriage: 2 sons
(1)Terry Gregory (Greg) Aldridge; b. 11-8-1965 in LaGrange, Ga., 

m. 7-29-1987 in LaGrange, Ga.
Wife: Wendy Montgomery Aldridge; b. 2-8-1968 in Athens, Ga.; 

m. (same as above).
Her parents: Bob Montgomery and Cindy Montgomery of Moultrie, Ga. 

(Greg is in charge of inventory for ISI Corporation in LaGrange, Ga. and 
Wendy is an elementary schoolteacher.)
Children; 2 ?c>ns (twins) and 1 daughter

(a) Mitchell Taylor Aldridge; b. 3-11-1992 in LaGrange, Ga.
(b) Spencer Garrett Aldridge; b. 3-11-1992 in LaGrange, Ga.
(c) Anna Elizabeth (Anna Beth) Aldridge; b. 1-13-1996 in

LaGrange, Ga.
(2) Madison (Matt) Spence Aldridge; b. 10-18-1970 in LaGrange, Ga.;

m. 6-22-1991 in LaGrange, Ga.
Wife: Tracy Lynn Patrick Aldridge; b. 5-27-1970; in LaGrange, Ga.; 

m. (same as above).
Her parents: Bill Patrick and Amy Hurston of LaGrange, Ga.

(Matt is a painter for an automotive body shop in LaGrange, Ga. and Tracy is a 
teacher's assistant.)
Children: 1 son. 2 daughters

(a) Tatum Nicole Aldridge; b. 1-24-1993 in LaGrange, Ga.
(b) Carson Spence Aldridge; b. 9-26-1995 in LaGrange, Ga.
(c) Malone Madison Aldridge; b. 3-24-2003 in LaGrange, Ga.

"Our similarities bind us; our differences enrich us. 
Knowing this, our freedom is enhanced."

- Kenneth Cadenhead
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Left to Right: Ernest and Catherine Jameson, Fran and Kenneth Cadenhead, 
Omie and Roy Cadenhead

Left to Right: Back: Mark, Melanie, Michael
Front: Kenneth, Fran and Milton Cadenhead

Ellis Cadenhead
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Dody, Mark, and Hannah Cadenhead Kim Noah, Michael and Judy 
Cadenhead, Eric Noah

Left to Right: Alec, Diane, Sara, Milton, Nicholas Cadenhead
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Melanie and Maria Cadenhead Gavin Vawter and Maria Cadenhead

Left to Right: Milton, Michael, Melanie, Mark, Fran and Kenneth Cadenhead

655



Fran and Kenneth Cadenhead

The Kenneth Cadenhead Homeplace
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