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Family Tree - The Enix Family

Mommie Married Charles Enix First
When my mother married the first time, she was married to Charles Nathan Enix, son of Harvey and Mary.  They were married on May twenty-seventh, nineteen hundred and eleven.  Their son, Charles Roscoe Enix, was born January ninth, nineteen hundred and thirteen.  Charles Nathan Enix died on January fifteenth, nineteen hundred and thirteen.  The baby was six days old.  Nathan was twenty-four years old [when he died] and was buried across the road from the Stage Coach Inn [in Rogersville, Tennessee].  

The cause of his death was said to be from going outside to listen to a fox chase.  He loved to listen to the dogs howl.  When he came inside, he was so chilled that he took pneumonia.  He was born November Sixteenth, Eighteen [hundred] and Eight-eight.

Rogersville, Tennessee
Rogersville, Tennessee is where my great-grandparents lived.  His name was William Harvey Enix and his wife was Mary Daugherty Enix.  They were the parents of my grandmother, Nannie Victoria Enix Vermillion, wife of Tom Vermillion.  

I don't remember much about my great-grandmother for she died when I was young, but I do remember seeing her.  Their home place was the old Stage Coach Inn.  Grandpa and most of his children lived at the Inn, for there was plenty of room.  It was three stories tall besides the large basement, which was probably the kitchen at one time.  

We would go down there to celebrate grandpa's birthday on the twenty-second day of March.  That would give us a chance to see all the family.

The Stage Coach Inn was torn down "in the name of progress" several years ago.  That part of the history of Rogersville is gone forever.  There were many rooms, which the travelers stayed [in] for the night when they came in by stagecoach.  The rooms were very large and elaborate, with a large fireplace in each room.  I believe the place was finally lost when most of the family started moving away and there was just no way for the payments to be made.

Great-Grandmother Enix and Her Grandsons

There are just a few things that were told about my Great-Grandmother Enix.  [Once] her grandsons were playing and probably getting pretty [too] rough for her piece of mind.  She picked up a broom and told one of the boys she was going to hit him in the head with it.  What she meant to do was come down real close to him and scare him.  What really happened was he tried to duck and went right under the broom handle.  He was hit very hard on his head.  Poor Grandma was scared to death; she was afraid she had killed him.  He was so hardheaded, it didn't hurt him too much.  

Back to Nicklesville with Charlie
After he [(Charles Nathan Enix)] died, my mommie went back to Nickelsville to stay where she was raised, taking her little son with her.

They stayed there until she and my dad were married on the third day of April, nineteen [hundred] and fifteen.

Family Tree - The Vermillion Family

Childhood Memories
I can see my great-grandfather, "Rev. William Vermillion" yet as I let my mind travel back over the years.  He was my grandfather, Tom Vermillion’s father.  My clearest memories of him are the trips he would make from his home in Midway, Virginia on his horse.  

He would be sitting astride the saddle with a big sack full of pears across the saddle.  He presented quite a picture as he rode into the yard.  He was a small man, probably not more than five feet and five inches tall.  He was rather husky built, with a twinkle of merriment in his blue eyes. His hair was white as snow and where the hair left off, the snowy beard started.  He wore his beard almost to his waist.  His legs were so short that instead of his legs hanging down on either side of the [horse] they more or less stuck straight out, for the pears were where his legs were supposed to be.  He would have made an ideal Santa Claus.  Of course, I didn't know what Santa looked like at that time.  

Needless to say, the pears were delicious and the memory would last a lifetime.

Uncle Bill
William was called Uncle Bill by most of his friends and neighbors. He and others were building the Midway Methodist Church and he was up on a ladder hammering away when someone passed by and called to him saying "Uncle Bill, what are you doing up there?"  He answered and said, "I am working to beat the devil."  I'm sure he did beat the devil lots of times for he preached at this church as long as he was able.

About Their Cat
One cold winter night, he and Grandma Katie were sitting near the fireplace to keep warm when their cat came in and curled up near the hearth to keep warm too.  Just for fun, grandpa said, "Let's divide the cat, Katie; which end do you want?"  She said, "Well, I guess I'll take the head end." So, that left the tail end for Grandpa.  When the cat woke up after its nap, it started itself a tongue bath.  When everything else was clean, it raised its hind leg and staring licking its butt.  Grandpa said, "Katie, slap that cat!  Your end is giving my end a licking!"

Granny Katie’s Cow Missing
Granny Katie had a cow that had just had a calf and she broke out of the pasture and walked off.  Granny was very worried about her and was out trying to find her.  Granny had a slight hearing problem and when her neighbors called and ask where "Uncle Billy" was, she thought he was asking about the cow and answered back, "Lord, I don't know, but I'm afraid its bag will "spile".  Needless to say, that little incident was all the neighbors needed for a good laugh.  

Great-grandma Katie Vermillion
Now it just won't do to leave great grandma Vermillion out although I can't remember anything but an old woman.  She came to our house "The Cabin" for a long visit.  She was a little short, round-type woman, about five feet tall.  She was more like a little child.  We had a little toy self-playing piano and she would sit and listen to it and sing along with it for hours at a time.  That was my great-grandmother Kathryn [(Katie)] Peters, married to William Vermillion.

Poked Her in the Rear
One time when Granny Katie was driving her car home, it was raining and she had her umbrella and my dad, who was just a little fellow, was with her.  She was mad at the cow for causing her to have to drive it home.  My dad heard her say, "I'll poke your brains out, you old heifer!”  She was poking the cow in the butt with the umbrella.  

My dad said, "Grandma, I think the brains are in the other end."

Katie Was Married Before
My grandma Katie was married to a man named Moss.  He was caught stealing opossum hides and when grandma found out about this, she divorced him.  She had one child by him; her name was Virginia.  She grew up and married Will Beverly.  After her husband died, she would visit us and stay for weeks at a time.  She would sit and crochet all the time.  We all loved Aunt Jenny.

Granddad - the Bear
They lived in the Midway area and probably in a log house.  One cold winter night, they sent my granddad, Tom to the basement for something, probably potatoes to cook in the fireplace.  

When he started into the basement, something gave a loud growl.  He was so scared, he ran for dear life around the house to the door.  When he got inside, he slammed the door and bolted it.  Just in time too, for a big bear was scratching on the door, trying to get in.  The doors back then thick and heavy and the bear finally gave up and left.  I have heard my granddad tell this. 

This was my Dad, Schuyler Vermillion's grandparents on his father's side.

The house where my great-grand parents lived is still standing, not too far from the New Methodist Church, but I don't think this was where they lived when they were raising their family.

My Granddad Tom hurt when Hoboing a Train
When they were just little boys, my granddad was starting to hop a train just east of Gate City.  He was trying to get hold of the ladder when his hand slipped and he went under the train.  He had a bad head injury and his leg was cut off about halfway between his knee and foot on the left side.  His brother Sam lived near where the accident happened.  He was carried to Sam's house and a doctor came and used a handsaw to finish cutting his foot and leg off.  He was unconscious for about three days, which was good in one way, for they had no painkillers back then.  

My Granny Knitting Stump Socks
After his leg healed, he was unable to do lots of things on the farm.  He bought a tri-pod camera and he would go everywhere riding horseback making pictures.  Granny would develop them in a dark room.  I don't know the process, but they turned out fine.  I have several of his pictures now. They are probably around a hundred years old.  They are still in good shape.

Since he was crippled, he had to wear either an artificial limb or a peg leg.  My granny had to knit stump socks for him, as they were not sold in stores.  Sometimes, he would get big blisters on the stump and he would have to use his peg leg until they were healed.  He started taking orders for artificial limbs.

Making Pictures and Fitting For Glasses
He rode horseback wherever he went; he may have combined the trip to do more than one thing, for he started giving eye tests for people that had poor vision.  He had this little slide with numbers on it. He would let the person close one eye and when they could see the letters on a card, which was held up at the end of the slide, he would mark down the number on the slide. This is still in the family.  And tell which eye it was.  He did this with both eyes.  That way, he had a right and left side and the number to tell how strong the magnifier should be.  As long as people needed just magnifiers, this was pretty good.  Better than nothing, for there were no eye doctors’ back then.  

Since dad was always with them, Granny and Granddad farmed and had a good garden.  They must have had plenty to eat.  They made their kraut in big jars and dried lots of thing.  They had their molasses and honey, which was used to sweeten since they couldn't get sugar back then.  

Granddad Could Not Read or Write
My granddad [Tom Vermillion] could not read or write so my granny (she could read and write very well) taught him to sign his name so he could sign checks.  We would sign his name "G. T. Vermillion".

Granddad and Granny Vermillion married young
My granddad and grandmother (Granny) Vermillion were married very young; he was eighteen and she was sixteen.  Their first child was my Uncle Kelly.  [He was born on August 20, 1894.]  Then on August 10th, 1896, my dad was born.  They grew up at what was called Wayland area, which was in the Midway Section [of Scott County].

My Dad and His Brother Kelly
I'm sure my dad and Uncle Kelly did most of the work after they got bigger.  Back then, they didn't know what additives were.  Their food was like it should be.  Of course, they had hogs, chickens, and milk cows for the milk and butter.  They would make apple butter and plum butter.  I have a picture of my granny standing behind a plum tree.  The tree was so full it looked like it would break the limbs. 

Married to Myrtle Porter and Valice Gray
As time went on, my dad and his brother grew up into fine looking men.  Of course, it wasn't long before they were married.  My uncle married Valice Gray (born December 27, 1899) and my dad married Myrtle Porter (born July 24, 1895 in Nickelsville, Va.).  They were both beautiful young women.  The people that knew my mother said she was the prettiest girl in the area.  I'm sure she was, for she was still a beauty when I was growing up. She was beautiful until she died at age seventy-five (on 9-21-1970).
The Black Velvet Band
Mommie and my dad were married on the third day of April, nineteen [hundred] and fifteen.  Rev. Ewell Good performed the ceremony.  They were married at the Bell Burk house, which stood upon what was known as the bluff.  

My dad had walked my Mommie down to the end of the swinging bridge, and there among the trees and rocks, and a view of Copper Creek, he proposed to her.  

I am so glad she said, “Yes”, for they made a very handsome couple.  They were both black-headed and had dark brown eyes.  My dad was six-feet tall and my mommie was five-feet and two-inches tall.  She had [a] very fair complexion and that made her hair and eyes look even darker.  She always wore a black velvet band around her neck.

Dad Having Flu and Double Pneumonia
I think it was nineteen hundred and sixteen when my dad had the flu and double pneumonia.  That was during World War I.  I think that was the first flu had ever hit the USA.  Lots of people died.  Dad was bad off for several days.  They told me later he was near death.

Family Tree - The Addington family

My Great-Grandparents
Now we will go up to Nickelsville, Virginia, in the area of the Addington Frame Church.  This was where my great-grandfather, Joseph Washington Napoleon Bonaparte Addington was from.  He was married to my great-grandmother, whose name was Sarah McKilgore.  They were my mother's grandparents. Their daughter, Nancy Elizabeth Addington was my grandmother. 

Grandma’s Corncob Pipe
I never saw my great-grandfather, but I can remember my great-grandmother very well.  She was getting pretty old and had been crippled with a stroke.  She was not able to walk and was in a wheelchair.  She would roll her chair up in front of the fireplace and smoke her pipe.  I think it was a corncob pipe and the stem was every bit one-foot long.  She was the first woman I ever saw smoking tobacco.  The tobacco was homemade. This is the place she lived when she passed away.  My Mammie-Mee and her brothers took care of her.  

Mammie-Mee
Mammie-Mee was what we called my grandmother Porter.  She was a beautiful woman with black hair and fair skin like my mommy.  After my grandfather, Charles Walter Porter passed away, I have been told that several young men in the area wanted to date her but she remained loyal to the memory of her husband. 

They said, so my mommy told me, that he was hurting so badly and they thought he had locked bowels.  They gave him a dose of quick silver and he died.  It was his appendix that busted but people didn't know about appendix back then.  

My grandmother, Nancy Elizabeth Addington was married on 9-20-1894, to Charles Walter Porter, who was from Russell County.  They were not married very long when my grandfather died, leaving my grandmother before their child was born.  Their child was my mother, Myrtle Charles Porter.  My grandmother never married again.  So, my mother was their only child.  [She was] born July twenty-fourth, 1895.

At The Horseshoe Bend

The house where my grandmother lived was in the Horseshoe Bend [area] of Copper Creek just below the Addington Frame Church.  This is where they all went to church.  The creek just about circled this house and land area.  I think this house was built by my great grandfather Addington.  I recall my mother talking about the house being built when she was a little girl.  There was an older home that was just a few yards away from the newer one.  I can remember seeing part of it before it was torn down.  

Great Uncles
Going back to where my grandmother lived.  She had two brothers, Henry K. and Bent Addington, who were never married.  After my grandfather died, they just all lived together at the home place.  She did the housework and cooking and her brothers did the farming.

Myrtle Charles Porter
Mommie and Her Cat

When my momma was a little girl about four or five years old, she was laying down on the back porch crying for something.  Her cat wound around her for a little while and then left.  After awhile, the cat came back with a mouse for her.  It came up to her and laid the mouse down.  She said the cat was trying to get her to quit crying, which she did, and starting laughing.  I'm sure I have heard her tell this lots of times.  I'm sure the cat was happy, too.

Momma Sliding Into a Cow Pile
One time, they had bought her a pretty dress and patent leather shoes. She had been dressed, probably for church, and when they went back to the house, her mother tried to get her to take off the new clothes and get play clothes.  

She didn't mind and away she went down through the cow pasture with some other young kids.  She didn't watch where she was going and she stepped in a big fresh cow pile and slid down, sitting right in the middle of it.  Of course, her pretty outfit was ruined.

Myrtle, the Artist, Musician and Singer

The Dykes Magic City Trio

I don't know too much about my grandfather's people, for when he died, some of his history was lost. I think he had a brother named Jake Porter.  I'm sure my mother spoke of him, for she called him “Uncle Jake”.  

Also, Jake's children were Ezra, Vernon, and Melinda.  Ezra was a fine artist.  He entered the art contest that was for the best artist in the United States and Canada.  He won first prize.  The picture was of a little girl.  

My mother was a fine artist too; she was also a musician and singer.  She could play the Autoharp, the guitar, and banjo.  She was the Autoharp player for the "Dykes Magic City Trio" back in the twenties.  Their recordings were in 1927 in New York City.  

Log Cabin

Bought Farm with the Log Cabin on It
My dad and granddad bought a farm about two miles up the river from what is now Route 23.  He and my granddad were supposed to go halves on the farm.  I still wonder about that for my dad did most all the work and made most of the money that was made as a farmer.  The log cabin was home to us all until three of us children were born - me, Hick, and Nancy.
Log Cabin

At that time, we were all living in the little log cabin near [the] North Fork of the Holston River.  A small stream of water starting somewhere across the Carter's Valley road and winding its way down between the steep hills until it found its way into the river on down from the cabin.  So, this is where I was born and raised until about age ten.  My brother Hick and my sister Nancy were all born in this cabin.  I think some people called it "Uncle Tom's Cabin".

Typhoid Fever
When I was about five months old, the branch got up over our spring.  My dad, not knowing what germs were in the water, would bring our drinking water from the over-flowing spring.  My mom, my grandmother Nannie and I all came down with Typhoid Fever.  I was so bad, the doctor, “Dr. Wallace,” said for them to take care of the rest, but there was no chance for me.  

My dad couldn’t stand the thoughts of giving me up and he went for his Aunt Ellen Strong.  She had had some nurse training.  She came and told Dad to get a cake of soap and she filed in down and made a suppository out of it.  Then she took me down to the branch where the others couldn’t hear me.  She used the soap and them I had a bowel movement.  Dad said I started getting better after that.  Doctor’s still don’t know everything.
Log Cabin Days
I must have been pretty small when my dad set me on the ole mare Betty or maybe it was another horse, I don’t remember.  Anyway, they were trying to get me out of the way so the horse wouldn’t step on me while they were grinding cane.  The old horse would go around and around and the cane juice would be caught in a tub.  That is about all I can remember about molasses making.

Sheep Manure Medicine for Me
I had a sick spell when I was just a little baby and the medicine for it was sheep manure tea, according to old hand-me-down fogey ideas.  Any way, that was what I was told after I got older.  I still want to gag, whenever I think of it, for they made me some to drink.  “Yuck!”  At least it didn’t kill me.

Slipping Off to Branch
When I was around two or three years old, I would slip off to the branch.  My mommie and Granny had to watch me all the time.  Since they were tired of chasing me, they fell upon a plan to scare me so I wouldn’t run off.  

My dad turned an old raincoat wrong side out and Mommie made him an ugly false-face.  He put this on and pulled an old hat down over his head, then he went across the branch and hid in a cornfield.  This time, they just let me go and didn’t say a word to me.  

Just as I [was] about to get in the water, my dad gave a loud growl.  I looked up and saw this scary thing and I began to scream. I was too scared to turn around and run, so I just kept stomping my feet and screaming.  My mommie ran and picked me up and carried me to the house.  I remember this just like it was yesterday.  Some things sure do stick in the mind of a child, especially if it is something scary.  Needless to say, they didn’t have to chase me again.

Granddad Went to Pee
When we were all living at the log house, my granddad went behind the house to pee.  When he finished, he saw a small worm wiggling for dear life in the pee.  He ran into the house scared to death; he thought it came out of his bladder.  Of course, my granny and Mommie knew better.  They finally explained to him that the worm was in the ground and came out to save its life.  

Sandlarping
In the summer time, instead of getting a pan of water, my granddad would go to the branch and give himself what he called a "sand larping".  He would sit down and get a handful of sand and scrub his butt.  I don't think the rest of the family was interested in trying this, although I'm sure when he was through sandblasting his butt, it was probably clean.

The Grindstone
My granddad had a big grindstone.  He was always sitting on it grinding or sharpening things.  This was fine for him, but us kids grew tired of carrying water to keep the rock wet.  This went on as long as we were little and lived with granddad.  

After we moved down in the house on the river, granddad got a little smarter.  He fashioned a piece of a car tire so the stone would dip into the water as it went around.  The best I can remember, he cut a piece of the tire about 2-1/2 feet long and nailed it under the grindstone and filled it with water.  Of course, he would work a long time without having to get more water.

Bud Sampson – Breast Milk
When my brother Hick was born, there was a family by the name of Sampson that lived down the river from us.  The father was Jim and his wife was Ada.  They had a little boy that was the same age as Hick.  The mother just completely lost her mind after the child was born.  They had to send her to the mental hospital in Marion, Virginia.  

That left a baby to stave to death if something wasn't done, so my mommie sent for him to come live with us.  Since babies were all breast-fed back then; that was his last chance to live.  She had plenty of milk for two babies.  He stayed with us at the log cabin for several months until his mother was released to come home.  

I don't know how they ever raised this family, for she was never well again mentally.  The baby was named Bud.  At this time, he is still living in Carter's Valley.  His sister Stella married a Bishop and lives in Carter's Valley also.  Bud would be about seventy-six years old now.  

That is one life my mommie saved.  Do you know of anyone who would do what she did?  I don't think there is one person who would do this today.  My mommie was an exceptional person.  

Mommie Finding Hummingbird
One day, she went to the spring.  It must have been in the spring of the year and it had been an unusually cold night, for she found a little hummingbird stiff on the ground.  She carefully picked it up and brought it to the house.  We had a fire in the fireplace and it wasn't long before the little bird was flying around the room.  When it warmed up outside, she opened the door and it flew away.  "Another life saved!"

How I Found How Little Girls Were Made
When I was about three or four years old, I got curious as to [where] the pee came from when I had to “go”.  So one day, I took a mirror to the chimney corner behind the cabin so I could watch.  Since I had never seen my tail end from anywhere except looking down, I was very disgusted, for I thought it was very ugly.  

I have always been a person that could solve most problems.  I decided to solve this one.  I picked some daisies and sat down with the mirror in front of me so I could see what I was doing and started pulling the petals from the daisies.  I was just getting about through and was admiring my work, for I had most of the ugly covered when it started burning.  I began to scratch to the get the daisy petals off, but it was too late.  My tail was on fire.  

I began to scream and Mommie ran out to see what was wrong.  She picked petals while I kicked and screamed and took me inside and scrubbed me with soap and water.  She sure wasn’t happy with what I had done, but she knew I would never do that again.  I guess something’s are better left alone, even if they are ugly.

I Rode a Pig
The milk lot behind the barn was also used for some pigs to run free where they could get to water.  One night when it was time to milk the cows, Mommie and Dad and I went to the lot.  I was about four years old.  

When we got there, one of the pigs was lying close to the barn taking a nap.  I walked over and straddled the pig and grabbed it by the ears.  Of course, the pig was scared and it jumped up and started to run.  It made about two circles around the lot with me hanging on. Then all of a sudden, it just stopped dead and I went over its head onto the ground. 

My dad said that I jumped up and said, “I stuck right there didn’t I?”  My dad and Mommie sure thought that was funny.

Dropped Hick out Back Door
As I have said, I was about three years older that my brother Hick.  I was sitting in the back door with my feet on the top step, holding him in my lap when all of a sudden, he gave a big twist of his body to get down and I dropped him.  

At that time, he was probably about eight months old.  He was a big boy for his age.  He weighed twelve pounds when he was born.  My mommie was three days in labor when he was born.  

I really think I should not have been responsible for him falling and getting hurt, but I caught a whipping anyhow.  I can remember this, too.  He could have been hurt badly for he fell on a big rock.  He wasn’t permanently damaged, and neither was I.

The Hornet Sting
Another time, I was sitting on a quilt lying with Hick.  He was too little to walk so I was the baby sitter.  Something went up my sleeve and was stinging me to death.  My granddad, who was sitting close by, knew I was being stung.  He ripped my dress off and it was a hornet.  To this day, I hate hornets or anything that has a stinger.

Horse Lying Down to Wallow With Me On It
I was on old Betty’s back.  I had my dad to set me on her for I was little, four or five years old.  All at once, she started to lie down to wallow.  Dad saw what she was doing and yelled at her and grabbed me off her back or she would have mashed me.

Cat Pulling My Eyelid
This is another happening while living in the log cabin.  I was playing with my cat, which was just a nice pet.  It always loved to be petted and had always been good-natured.  But this time, I was sitting on a chair with it in my lap, and all at once, it reached up and if I had not batted my eyes, it would have clawed my eyes and probably blinded me.  

My dad happened to see what happened and he grabbed it, and slammed it on the floor and stomped it to death.  He said my eyelids were pulled way out.  I guess it scared him to death or he wouldn’t have killed it.

My Bout with Pneumonia – Dr. Wallace
One winter when I was about six years old, I took pneumonia.  Dad went all the way to Gate City to get Dr. Wallace. When he came, he sat down by the bed, took my temperature, and checked the pulse.  I was watching every move he made and when he pulled a big needle out of this satchel, my heart nearly stopped.  He filled it with some kind of liquid and by this time, I was literally scared to death.  

When he started to put the needle in my arm. I jumped over his lap and went under the bed.  They tried every way to get to me.  They even started moving the bed.  I just kept following the bed until they gave up.  

The doctor finally left.  Mommie and Dad were so mad at me.  After he left, I crawled out and went back to bed.  I don’t remember if he left any medicine for me or not.  I survived.

Trying to Cuss
I did something one time that hurt; I think I fell down, so I thought I would cuss.  I stood and tried to think how to do it, but all I could think of was DAMN-DAMN-DAMN.  I couldn’t find the right words to fit in, so I just gave up.
My Musical Beginnings
My mom’s band would be called to play at different places.  There were a lot of people at Manville School.  I was allowed to play Little Brown Jug on the Autoharp.  That was my beginning.  I was probably around eight years old at the time.
The House Where Mommie Was Raised
The house was a large frame house with two large rooms downstairs and two large rooms upstairs with a narrow steep stairway that made a left turn near the top.  The kitchen was built behind the house with a porch on each side, one leading to the room with a fireplace.  I guess you would say [it was the] living room, but there was a big bed in one corner and a half bed in the other near the fireplace.  

There were two large porches in front, one upstairs, and one downstairs.  The other porch at the back led from the kitchen around the corner to the bedroom door.  Then, [the porch continued] on past the bedroom almost to [the] end of the house.  

There were steps leading down to a basement door.  The basement was a dirt basement.  The basement was the coolest place to keep the milk and butter.  The floor was so hard; it didn't feel like dirt to bare feet.  It was fun to go down with Mammie-Mee to get my feet cool.
Smelling Tobacco on Upper Porch
I would slip upstairs and go out on the big porch.  The porches had the prettiest banisters.  They were very decorative.  Uncle Bent and Henry K. kept their tobacco in big barrels on the upstairs porch.  I would raise the lid and smell the good odor of the tobacco.  

They grew their own tobacco and they would twist it into a figure eight, then pack it down for their winter use.  They would have to large barrels full.

Bedtime at Mammie-Mee’s
When night came, they put me to bed in the corner near, and over the kitchen by a window.  [When I woke up,] I could hear the early morning sounds of pots and pans.  Also, a drift of wood smoke would float through the window. 

 Next, I would hear the old wall coffee grinder being cranked up.  The coffee was ground and poured into a huge coffeepot to boil.  Then there would come the tantalizing smell of coffee through the window.  That was when I started getting up, for I knew Mammie-Mee's good homemade bread would soon be ready.  

She was the best bread maker I ever saw.  She would put up some dough from the morning before, in a bowl and add a little buttermilk; this would be covered with a cloth and used as a starter the next morning.  That was a wonderful sourdough taste.  

When we sat down to a breakfast of this sourdough bread with home canned sausage and gravy.  Oh, oh!  Then there was always a large stem glass for the homemade plum butter from the plum orchard in back of the house.  Apple butter, pear butter, cooked apples from the "Gene Apple Tree" in the lower front yard and if we were stuffed completely, we could pour some tree sugar syrup, made from the huge sugar maple on the farm.  Lots of tree sugar was made and stored.  Mammie-Mee would cook the sap down until she could mold it in large stem glasses.  

Add a platter of fresh eggs gathered the day before, and a pitcher of country cream, and a bowl of fresh-churned butter.  This would make the start of just an ordinary day.  

My brother, Charley Enix, was raised by Mammie-Mee and her two brothers Bent and Henry K.  Thank you Mammie-Mee, for the memories.
Watching Chickens Go to Roost
When my Dad, Mommie and us children went to [stay at Mammie-Mee’s in] Nicklesville, we would usually spend a week.  I guess it took the old mare that long to rest.  We would play under the plum trees and on the big rocks in the pasture field, which was near the house.  

They had two sources of getting water.  One was the water wheel and another was a spring on the other side of the creek.  This spring was down from where the water wheel crossed and was much colder water, as it came from under a high rock cliff.  Step rocks were set in a line and whoever went after water could step on the rocks and go all the way over to the spring.  

We always thought it was fun to go to the spring and get to step on the rocks.  I'm sure the older people thought it was work.  

Usually, after supper, we would go to the front porch to sit and watch the chickens go to roost in the big apple tree.  Planks had been placed against each tree with little cross pieces so the chickens could walk up.  After they were in the tree, they would scramble for their special limb.  When they were all arranged in the right place, they would get quiet for the night.  The chicken's belonged to my Uncle Bent.  

Then to bed for the night with all of us.  There was my Mammie-Mee and my two great uncles Bent and Henry K.  They were Mammie-Mee's brothers.  They were bachelors, never married.  Then my brother, Charley.  He was three years older than I.  Then dad and Mommie, me, Hick, and Nancy.  

When morning came, we would all be hungry again.  After another wonderful breakfast, we run to the duck pen.  Uncle Henry K. would turn his ducks out and they would make a run for the creek.  Then I would help gather the duck eggs.  Ducks always lay their eggs at night.  

Charley’s Cats

Charley always had cats, which he liked to play with.  He always liked animals.  When the week was over, we would get back in the buggy and head for home.  I always wanted to stay longer.

Mammie-Mee Washing My Dress
One little thing I forgot to mention - my Mammie-Mee was washing on the old scrub board.  She was soaping my dress with homemade soap.  "They made their own soap" and my brother, Charley was watching her.  He started to cry and she asked him what was wrong and he said, "You like Cleo better than you do me."  

Mammie-Mee said, "Why do you think that?"  

Charley answered, “Well, you put more soap on her dress that you did on my britches!”  She had to explain that my dress was dirtier than his britches.

Going to Mammie-Mee’s When I Was Little Riding Buggy
I always loved going to my grandmother's.  She didn't want to be called Granny or Grandma so our name for her was Mammie-Mee.  We didn't get to go very often for we had to go by horse and buggy and it took a long time to get there.  My dad and mommie would sit in the buggy seat with my sister, Nancy between them, and my brother, "Hick", whose name was Harry Lee, and I were seated on a board, across in front of them.  

Every time we came to a hill, Dad would let us out to walk making it easier on the old mare.  Of course, we were tired of riding and the chance to exercise our legs was fun.  We would run on ahead and get to the top before the horse and buggy.  

Just before we got to Mammie-Mee's house, we had to ford Copper Creek.  Just to the right of where the buggy crossed the creek was a swinging bridge.  Dad would let us out to walk the bridge, which was a big thrill.  We always made the bridge sway from side to side although we knew we weren't supposed to do it.  

We would run the rest of the way up the hill and someone had to open the gate for the horse and buggy, but my great-uncles Bent and Henry K. would see us and have the gate open.

The Water Wheel

After we went through the gate, we passed the water wheel, which stood in the yard looking over Copper Creek.  It was very exciting to see the bucket being sent across the creek to bring back fresh water.

Granny Made Our Dresses and Quilts
My granny [Nannie Vermillion] was the seamstress in the family.  She made dresses for all of us.  Back then, large bundles of cotton pieces could be ordered by mail.  Lots of the pieces were large and with so many of them, Granny could pick out enough to make dresses for all.  

We all wore bundle dresses, even Hick when he was young (around four or five years old).  Most little boys wore dresses back then.  The girls never wore any kind of britches.  

After all the big pieces were used for clothes, the little pieces were made into quilts.  They would hang the quilting frames on ropes from the ceiling.  The quilts were pretty and warm to sleep under.  We slept on straw ticks with a big feather bed on top of that.

Dad Buying Car
A few years later, my dad bought a car.  This was probably around 1924 or 25.  I'm not sure if it was a Ford or a Chevrolet.  The sides were open, but it had Ising glass snap-on weather shields.  Of course, there was no heater like we have now.  Everyone just bundled up in heavy clothes.  

Rabbit Skins to Keep Warm

One nice early fall, we loaded up and headed for Mammie-Mee's.  The weather was still hot and we all went with our summer clothes on.  As luck would have it, it set in colder that anyone expected.   

Dad was a modern nimrod when it came to hunting.  He never missed a target.  My dad went rabbit hunting and killed enough rabbits and sold them at a little country store to buy each one of us a coat.  We all came home cozy and warm.  That always made me think of the little song "Daddy went a’ hunting to get a rabbit skin to wrap his baby bunting in."

Crossing Copper Creek After a Rain
One time, when we were coming back home, the creek had risen due to a hard rain.  Dad just eased the old car into the water and kept his hand on the gas, giving it more gas and probably using the brake at the same time.  The car eased along with the motor sounding like we were just flying.  

The water started coming into the floorboard.  We made it just fine; we thought it was fun to hold our feet up to keep dry.  That's why it is fun to be a kid.
The Trip to Rogersville
One summer day, my great-grandfather Rev. Billy Vermillion came down from his home in Wayland, Virginia and we all went to Rogersville to see my other great-grandfather Harvey Enix.  My grandmother had bought a big Mitchell car.  The car was so long that it had seats that could be pulled up from the floor between the front and back seats.  It was the biggest car I had ever seen.  My great-uncle, Wyatt Enix was the driver for he stayed with my grandparents, Tom and Nannie at the time.  

We all loaded up grand-pa Vermillion, Tom and Nannie, (we called her "Granny"), my dad and mommie, Hick, Nancy, and me.  All nine of us with plenty of room to spare.

Pushing the Old Mitchell Car up All the Hills
The car went all the way to Rogersville without any trouble.  Then, when we started home that afternoon, it would go just fine as [long as] we were on the level [ground] or going down hill.  Then, when we started up a hill, the motor would die.  We would all get out and push up the hills all the way home.  

Grandpa Billy was so funny; when he was pushing from behind the car, his long white beard would almost touch the pavement.  Everyone had a good laugh later, but right then it was not so funny.

Grandpa Enix Came to Live with Tom and Nannie
This is about all of my great grandparents: memories, of course after they all left the big Stage Coach Inn.  My Grandpa Enix came down to live with Tom and Nannie at the log cabin.  He stayed with Tom and Nannie for a long time and then went to his son’s house across the river.  

Ending Up With His Son George and Wife Nell
His [Grandpa Enix’s] son, George had married Nell Yoakley.  This was where he was staying when he died.  Uncle George and Aunt Nell I'm sure took good care of him.  

Nell's son Ernest Yoakley was at home then and I'm sure he was a lot of help.  He was a fine person and a good neighbor.  He was just like one of the family.  He was part of our gang that would get together at home and would go to Kingsport on Saturday night to the movies.  The others were Buck Sword, Virgie Harris, me and Nancy, and usually, Nina Enix.  My Uncle Wyatt Enix was the driver.

Dad and Mommie Working at Kingsport Press (Night Shift)
Before we moved into the house near the river, I'll have to tell of a few things while we were in the log cabin.  My dad and mommie went to work at the Kingsport Press, working the night shift.  

Mammy Making Clay Dolls
My mommie was very artistic.  It seemed like she could do anything.  So one day, she went to East Carter’s Valley and brought back a bucket of Carter’s Valley clay.  She molded by hand, the prettiest baby doll head from the clay; it looked just like a real baby.  After she molded it, she put it in a warm oven to dry.  When it dried, she used her watercolors and colored it.  

This was just before my sister Nancy was born.  Since my dad was out somewhere, she decided to play a trick on him.  She wrapped the clay baby in baby blankets and was sitting, holding it when Dad came in the door.  He saw her sitting there with what he thought was a real baby, and it scared him.  He just about fell over. My mommie had a good laugh, for her prank sure did work.

My Job to Take Care of Hick and Nancy on Waterman Hill
It was my job to take Hick and Nancy to the top of the Waterman Hill (this land was bought from the Watermans) for the day.  Every day, I would take them and give Dad and Mommie a chance to sleep.  They would pack us a lunch and water so we wouldn’t get hungry.  

We would play until down in the afternoon.  When the shadow of the tree would be long, it would be time to go home.  We would play on top of the hill all day.  

Seat Rock

There was a big, long rock that had three places that almost looked like hen's nests.  One was large, the middle was medium size, [and] the last one was little.  Each one of us claimed a seat.  I always got the big one, Hick got the middle and Nancy fit into the little one.  We called it our seat rock.

Dad’s Watermelon Patch
Just across from the fence was my dad's watermelon patch.  One hot day, we decided to get us a watermelon to eat.  We smashed it on a rock and ate the pieces.  It was a big melon and it was very good.  [The] next day, my dad had been to the patch and was very angry; he said someone had stolen his big seed-melon.  Not a peep from the three of us until years later.  

Nancy Wanting Me to Carry Her

Some times, Nancy would want me to carry her down the hill when we would start back home.  She was too big for me to carry.  One day, Hick and I placed her on the quilt, which we took with us every day and started running down the hill.  He had one corner of the quilt and I the other.  

We gave her a rough ride over rocks or whatever was in the way.  She was willing to walk after that.  I guess we were too rough on her she, for she was just two or three years old.

Press Bosses
While my parents were working at the Press, their bosses found [out that] they lived on a farm.  They would come over on weekends just to get out of town.  They were from Norway.  

Crawfish

They told us if we would get them some crawfish, they would give us a penny for each one.  We took a washtub and brought every one we could find, one inch long to the large ones.  We must have had around a thousand.  

They picked out about fifty or maybe more, the rest were so small, they had us to put them back in the water.  They should have told us to just get the big ones.  There went our dreams of getting rich.  

They dropped the crawfish into boiling water for a few minutes.  They dropped the crawfish into boiling water for a few minutes.  They showed us how good they were to eat.  

Dancing for Money

One of the bosses was named Bill Nardmark.  When they found [out] that my mommie was a fine musician and singer, they would come by the carloads.  Then they found that Hick and I could dance.  They would have us dance while Mommie was playing her Autoharp.  

One time we started dancing and they started throwing money on the floor.  We danced as long as we could and they just kept throwing money.  When we finally stopped, there was enough money to buy our winter clothes. I have heard my mommie say she didn't know they were going to play for them if we hadn't danced.  

The Press Party

The Press had a big Christmas party and they wanted Hick to dance for the crowd.  He got to dance on stage and have his name listed in the Press Paper.  I didn't get to dance, but I did get to go.  

It was sure some party, the tree was at least twenty-five feet high and was decorated with all kinds of glitter and baubles.  [They had a] big punch bowl and all kinds of food.

Picking Wild Greens
Hick and I would go with my granddad to pick wild greens.  We always thought it was fun and he would tell us the names of the plants he would pick. Some of their names I can remember.  They were plantain, dandelion, poke, speckled dick, wooly britches, and creasses.  There were lots more that I can't remember.  

All of this mixture was sure good to eat after granny cooked it with a piece of streaked meat.  Watercress was another, sometimes called spring lettuce. You just washed and ate it with a biscuit.  

It would only grow in clean spring water.  It would come up through the water in March or early April.  Usually the water would be so clear there would be what we called Penny Winkles attached to the rocks.  They would not live in dirty water.  

Picking Blackberries
Then around early July, we would go up on the Waterman Hill where we always played.  This time we didn't go to play.  Granddad went with us with buckets to pick blackberries.  The backside of the hill was full of blackberry briars, but the berries were pretty easy to get to as the cows and horses had eaten the grass and weeds.  We would come home with all the berries we could carry.  Granny and Mommie would can big, half-gallon cans to make pies in the winter.  It sure was good eating.

Whiskey
I'm not sure when my dad started making whiskey.  It must have been when we were still living in the log cabin for sometimes they would go into the smokehouse and they would make us kids stay out.  I never found out how it was made nor did my dad ever tell how he learned to make it.  All the time when he was making it, he would never drink [it].  I have seen him taste it to see if it was good enough to pass the test.  My granddad would sell it but he would also drink it.

Granddad Liked to Drink
Granddad went somewhere one day with someone and down late in the afternoon my dad heard him calling from away down the river.  He got in his old truck and went to get him.  He was as drunk as a "biled owl" as the saying goes.  He finally made it to the front porch and sat down.  

He hadn't been there long when he started to throw up.  What did he do but take off his brand-new Stetson hat and puked it full.  My dad was as mad as a hornet, but he also had to laugh when it was all over.  Just to think an old man like granddad would do a thing like that.

My Dad’s Good Whiskey
People would come from all walks of life to buy from Dad, for they knew it was the best they could get anywhere.

Back then, there were no hospitals and no drugstore medicine like we have now.  Lots of families had their own stills.  If they didn't, they could help their neighbor to get some medicine for themselves.  

Most people knew that whiskey was good medicine, if used right.  Cough medicine was made of 1/3 whiskey, 1/3 lemon juice, and 1/3 honey.  For a baby, they would take a teaspoon of whiskey, light a match to it and let it burn the alcohol from the spoon.  Then, what was left in the spoon was the medicine.  It could be given just a drop or two at a time.  I think it was used for colds and croup.

Bathroom Duties [at the] Log House
I remember when we were still living in the log house; we had nowhere to go for our bathroom duties except behind some building or somewhere where we could hide.  One good place to go was behind the old corncrib.  

There were always corncobs that were supposed to do a good cleaning job.  Since we didn't know any better, we were just happy to find a clean-looking cob.  Then if we were somewhere away from the corncrib, we could always hunt for some weeds to clean with.

Rail Fence
My brother Hick and I found a good place to “go”.  There was a rail fence not far from the house and Dad had discarded an old sled and set it real close and parallel to the fence.  There was a large plank missing from the middle of the sled, but it was just right to sit our feet on and hang our butts over a rail.  Lots of problems were solved as we sat and talked while we did what came "naturally".
Calf Licking Butt
We were sitting there one day and we didn't notice that some cattle were getting near.  All at once, Hick gave a scream and jumped and went through the opening in the sled.  I never heard such yelling. 

My mommie came running to see what was wrong.  She pulled Hick up from under the sled, for she thought I had done something to him.  She asked him what was the matter and he said, "That calf licked my guts!"  It had slipped up behind him and licked him right in his crack and scared him to death.  

He was probably about five years old at the time.  You must remember, this was about nineteen [hundred] and twenty-four.  Still the good ole days.
I Danced to Every Sound – Churn, Sewing Machine
When my granny would start sewing on her sewing machine, I would dance.  Also, when she was churning butter, I would dance.  There was something about the rhythm of the sewing machine and the churn that set my legs to flying.  Of course, I would rather have music to dance to, but work had to be done.  They just didn't have time to play all the time.  

I was told that my granddad would hold me on his knee standing up and sing and bounce me and I would dance when I was about six months old.  I wish I had someone to hold me up now so I could dance again.

My Dad Buying a Casket for Mr. Yoakley
We had some neighbors across the river named Yoakley.  The old man passed away and the family didn't have enough money to bury him.  My dad, Schuyler Vermillion, had a casket made and paid for it himself.  I don't think the family ever paid him back.  

Other People He Buried
After that, he buried his Uncle Pat Enix, my granddad, and granny, my Mammie-Mee, and my little brothers Tommy and Sammie and a little sister Eula.  They all died in infancy.

Nancy and the Bullfrog
This is about my sister, Nancy.  My dad found a big bullfrog and brought it the house.  Nancy took charge of it.  She found something she used for a blanket and wrapped the frog, set down in her chair and rocked the frog.  I hope the frog enjoyed it, for we all thought it was funny.  She was about four years old at the time.

Christmas Day
It was getting cold and the day was Christmas.  We kids had not been told that Santa was on his way, so we were all seated on a bench behind the table with a grownup at the end so we couldn’t get out if we tried. My mommie slipped into the front room and spread some papers on the floor.  There, she piled bananas, oranges, nuts, and candy on the paper.  I think we all got some kind of toy, but I don’t remember everything.  I know Hick got a little gun of some kind.  

My mommie took some charcoal from the fireplace and drew a big footprint on the hearth.  When we were all done eating, we went into the room and saw all the goodies on the floor and we were told that Santa had been there while we were eating.  We spied the big footprint and we just knew Santa had been there.  I know that children now would think they didn’t get anything if that was all they got but we didn’t see fruits like this back then.  

Lesson on How to Shoot Gun
Well, like I said, Hick got a little gun and I thought he didn’t know how to shoot it so I grabbed it out of his hand and said, “Look at me.  I’ll so you how to shoot.”  With that, I pulled the trigger and kicked one foot just as high as I could, since I wanted to make an impression on him and everyone else in the room.  The impression was made all right, but not as I intended.  

I had forgotten I had dysentery and when I kicked, there were two barrels that went off at one time.  I had on underwear with long legs and over that, long cotton socks.  It sure took me down a notch when Mommie had to strip and clean me.  Oh well, that was in the good old days.

Finding Shiny Box near a Stump
One day up in the summer, Hick, Nancy and I went to play up our branch.  We came to a big stump and while we were playing around it, we found a little round shiny box.  We opened it and to our surprise, there were two little balloons in it.  Hick grabbed one and I kept one.  We finally blew them up and all the time, 

Nancy was screaming for one.  She was about three years old.  Of course, we wouldn’t let her have ours so she followed us home screaming all the way.  

When we got within hearing of the house, Mommie came running out to see what was wrong.  When she saw what we had, she grabbed both of them and began to question us if we saw another one anywhere.  Of course, we had not, or Nancy would have been the one to get it.  

I’m sure when she was older, she was glad she didn’t get one, but we just couldn’t see what Mommie acted that way.  I’m sure that she went up the road later to see if she could find the third one.

Dog Toby
We had a pretty dog named Toby.  One day, he was out near the garden fence when he was bit by a copperhead snake.  He was awfully sick for a while but he finally got better.  I don’t remember what happened to him.

Filling Straw Ticks
Going back to filling the tick with new straw, that was a lot of fun for us kids.  We were allowed to take off our shoes and get upon the bed and stomp down the straw.  It was stacked so high no one could have slept in the bed. After we stomped it down, Mommie would smooth it out and fix it until we could sleep on it without falling out.  

My Granddad’s Favorite Words were
“By George” and Dad-Blame”

The [chinch] bugs were in the old log house too.  They would get in everything, even clothing.  My granddad put on a necktie one day and the bugs were in the tie.  They came crawling out and were all over him.  Granddad said, “I want you to look at these ‘dad-blamed’ chinches.”  “Dad-blame” was one of his favorite words when he was mad.  The other word was “by George”.

Mommie Driving Buggy to Gate City to Take Eggs
My mommie decided to go to Gate City one day and take the eggs to sell.  She caught the old mare and hitched her to the buggy and took off up Carter’s Valley road.  She went around through Wadlow Gap and back and crossed the river at Hendersons’s Bridge.  Just when she got across, there was a car coming the other way.  The mare got spooked and started going backward.  The buggy was going down a steep bank and the horse was rearing up, scared to death.  

The mailman was delivering mail and happened to see what was happening.  He said mommie stood up on the buggy seat and jumped.  He told it later that she jumped over the mare and landed in the road.  She could never have done this if she hadn’t been scared.  The mailman helped her get organized and back on the road.  I don’t remember if she went on or not for the eggs may have been broken.
Granny’s Shuck Tick
I have told you about the straw ticks we used to sleep on, but I didn’t tell about my granny’s shuck tick.  After the corn was shucked, she hunted out the pretty white shucks and tore them into long strips about one-half inch wide.  As that was something I could do, I helped her.  Of course, the whole family helped.  

The shucks will last for years.  They are not like wheat straw.  Wheat straw will pack down after a few months and unless a feather bed is on top of them, they can get as hard as laying on the floor.  When the tick was finished, I got to sleep with my granny once in a while. It did lay much better than the straw.

School Days

First School [for] Me & Hick - Gate City
The first school we went to was Gate City Grade School. I was about ten years old.  This had, at one time, been Shoemaker College.  My dad moved us to Gate City.  He rented a little house up a little branch from where the Life Saving Crew building is now.  We lived there for the school term.  Dad would go and work on the farm and come back every night.  

Biting Boy’s Ears
Here is more that happened at that school [in] Gate City.  The kids I’m sure soon found out that we were little country hicks, for some of them started doing things to us that was not nice.  

There was one boy that [was] more determined than the rest.  He was wanting to pick a fight and we had never been around anyone like that so I told my brother we would stay together and if he started anything, I would hold him and for Hick to bite his ears.  

Wasn’t long until he made his move.  I grabbed him and Hick almost bit his ears off.  After that, he stayed away from us.  That is what you call teamwork.

Kicking Girl
Then, there were some girls that followed us one day after school.  They were getting closer all the time.  I turned toward them and told Hick to run.  They came within hitting distance of me.  

I just stood still until one of them got close as she could, saying ugly things and before she could slap me, I kicked her in the shin as hard as I could.  She doubled over holding her leg and that’s when I ran.  

A city gal can’t run like a girl raised on the farm.  They didn’t try following us again.

Riverview
Then, the next school we went to was Riverview.  This school was about three miles up the river from our house.  We would go up the river about half a mile and cross the river in the boat.  Then we would get with Ernest Yoakley and his cousin Mona Yoakley and walk over a big hill and down to what is the Wadlow Gap Road.  After crossing the road near the Henderson Bridge, we would walk up the river to the school.  

The school had two rooms and the principle was Joe McGathey.  There was one teacher.  The bathroom was a two-seater - one for girls and one for boys.  There was a swinging bridge near the school, but we were not allowed to get on it.  We had fun playing at recess and lunch [which was] biscuits full of food from home.

House Down on River

House Down on River
When I was about ten years old, my dad bought another farm joining the first one.  It was on down near the river where the little branch emptied into the North Fork River, called the Holston.  We moved into the house that was on this farm.  

It had four large rooms and a small room off from the kitchen, which we called the meal room, for that was where Mommie kept her meal and flour in the big metal bins that probably held a hundred pounds each.  That was where we kept milk and butter in the winter, on a bench under the open window.

Dad Working at Brick Yard
Dad starting working at the brickyard in what is now Kingsport, Tennessee.  He would walk all the way over there, work all day and walk back home at night.  

One night when he was walking in the dark, some large animal was stalking him.  He said it stayed pretty close until he got out of the woods.  He said it sounded like a woman screaming.  They thought it may have been a panther.  They called it a "painter".  

I don't remember how long dad worked there but he needed money to pay for the farm.  When have you seen anyone that would be willing to go all the way to Kingsport to work, walk all the way over there and back?  You're right.  No one.

Nancy Painted Hair
My sister Nancy was little, I don’t remember just how old, when she found some blue house paint that had been stored under the little house near our spring.  She must have thought it was pretty, so she proceeded to paint her hair.  

When she went home, our mommie could not wash it out so she had to take the scissors and cut it all off.  She didn’t have much hair left when the snipping was done.

A Toilet with Holes
Then, it became unlawful to use the wide-open spaces and everyone was supposed to build a toilet.  My dad built a two seater.  

We kids were so proud and happy to have the "little house" that we went even when we didn't have to.  Just to have a nice, clean board to sit on while you talked with whoever went with you.  That was our first time to experience the thing called progress.

Snake Hunting in the Spring
In the early spring was the time when Hick, Nancy and I would go snake hunting along the branch.  We wanted to clear out all the water moccasins so we would have a safe place to play and get in the water.  Hick would take his air rifle, and Nancy and I would get sticks and rocks.  

The snakes would lie out on the lower limbs in the sun.  When we first started, there would be several to be killed in one day.  But as the days wore on, the snakes kept getting scarcer until they were all gone.  Then we could play without getting bitten by one.

The Black Snake in the Rock Pile
There was one time I was really scared by a snake.  They sent me to bring in the cows for milking.  As I was walking along a cow path, I saw a big black snake going into a pile of rocks.  

Since I didn't want it to get away, I hurried and grabbed it by the tail, as it was about to hide.  I started pulling with all my might, but try as I did, the snake didn't budge.  Then all at once, here comes its head out, close to my hand.  That was the fastest turning-loose I ever did.  No more pulling snakes out of rock piles.

Riding Betty without Bridle
Another time, I was sent to get the cows and they were on the back side of the Waterman hill.  As usual, the old mare, Betty and the horse named Frank were close to the cows.  I got hold of Betty’s mane on her head and led her to a place where I could get on her back.  

I thought riding her would be easier, as she was such a gentle old mare.  The cows were heading for home and everything went just fine until we topped the hill.  Then Betty decided to run and there was no way I could stop her, as I didn't have a bridle on her.  

She took off down the hill at a wild pace.  I don't know to this day how I managed to stay on for she was fat and slick.  I just laid down and held to her neck while my toes were clamping under her fore legs.  I must have had a guardian angel with me that time, for I stayed on until we went into the milk gap.  That was another “never again”.

Riding Betty to Mailbox
Our mailbox was in Carter's Valley for a long time because there was no road down on the river from our spring.  It was over a mile from our house.  To get the mail, it was easier to ride the old mare.  

This time, I put a bridle on her and threw a grass sack over her back to sit on.  We made it just [fine] but when we started back home, the sack fell off.  I knew my dad would have a fit if I lost his sack so I dismounted to get it and could not find a place to get back on.  I had to walk all the way home leading ole Betty.

Riding Plank on Sage Grass
Just to the left of the log house was a field and on each side was a field sloping up to [the] top of the hill.  It was fall of the year and the sage grass was thick on the hills.  

My dad found a long plank that had one end raised like a sled runner.  He nailed crosspieces to the plank and we could all get on and ride down the hill.  It was so much fun that lots of our neighbors in Carter's Valley and across the river would come to ride.  The sage grass was so slick that the plank would just fly down to the bottom and up the other side.  

It would hold about ten or twelve people.  The more that could get on, the faster it would go.  This was lots of fun for our whole family.  Dad and Mommie would ride with us.  They were just like us kids when it came to having fun.

Sitting in Pigpen
One summer day while playing, I did something that I was supposed to get a spanking for.  I think it was my mommie that tried to catch me, but I was too quick and made my get-away.  

I ran up the hill for I knew she was not as fast as I was.  At the top of the hill was a big gully that water had cut out of the hillside.  I walked down to the bottom of the gully and ran across the corn patch to the pigpen.  Of course, the pigpen was not in use at that time.  It was dry inside.  

I slipped into the pen and sat down in the feed trough and watched out the spout where the slop was poured in.  For hours I sat there watching the house, getting hungrier and thirstier by the minute.  

When it started getting dark, I was afraid to stay any longer and I went to the house.  I decided it was better to be spanked than to stay out any longer.  What I didn’t know was that they knew where I was all day.  I guess that was the most miserable day of my life.  They didn’t spank me for they knew I had been punished enough.

Little Dog, Pitty Pat
A car pulled into our yard.  There was a man and a woman and a carload of children.  I don’t know where they came from.  They were all very hungry; I don’t know how long they had been without food.  They asked my mommie if she had anything they could eat.  

I don’t know if she cooked or if she had plenty of leftovers, but she fed the whole carload.  When they started to leave, they said they didn’t have any money, but would she take a little dog that was with them?  She was glad to take the little dog for she knew they didn’t have anything to feed it.  

It was a beautiful dog and it wouldn’t have weighed over two pounds.  It was mostly white with a little brown on its head.  We kids were thrilled to death to get it.  We didn’t know what to call it, but we soon figured out a name when it ran across the floor.  It little feet were going pitty-pat and that was the name we gave it.  “Pitty-Pat” 

When it was full-grown, it was just about a foot long.  We would take it to bed with us every night and it would go all the way down to our feet where it would curl up and sleep all night.  If it wanted to go to bed before we did, it would jump on the bed and start digging between the pillows until it turned the covers down and then it would go all the way to the foot of the bed.  

Colored Her with Watercolors
I would give her a bath and dry her in the summer.  She would look so pretty and white that I would get my momma’s watercolors out and put all colors of polka dots on her.  She didn’t seem to mind, and I thought she looked great.  

Dad Selling Pitty Pat
My great aunt, my granny’s sister, got married to a man named Charley Hale.  They were going all the way across the state to Oregon.  Charley Hale wanted the little dog so bad he offered Dad ten dollars for her.  Ten dollars, back then, was a lot of money.  So Dad sold out little Pitty-Pat.  It just like to have killed us, especially me.  They would send a card or letter back about every day.  

Then we received the letter that said Pitty-Pat had died on the long trip.  I know she died because she was so homesick for us.  Pitty-Pat, it has been long time, but I still hurt when I think of you.  My dad made a big mistake when he let you go.

The Rooster Called Humpty-Dumpty
We had a big white rooster, which we called Humpty-Dumpty.  The reason we called him that was his toes turned in and he would step on his own toe and fall.  I always liked ole “Hump”, and one day Momma and Dad were gone and I decided to make “Hump’ a different look.  

We had some old red crepe paper, which my mommie had been making paper roses.  “They were pretty, too”.  Well, I found the paper and we had this big stone jar that sat under the drip of the house.  It was about two thirds full of water so I put the red paper in the water, then I went and picked up ole “Hump”.  I lowered him into the water in spite of his squawking to get away.  He soaked up the red color into his feathers, while he was getting wet.  I took my hand and wet his head with the red water.  

After he was thoroughly soaked, I took him out.  It took a little while for him but finally he was dry and fluffy.  He was the only rooster in the flock that had red clothes on.  

I was very proud of him and I believe he was proud of himself, although he didn’t say so.  The hens really took notice of him after that, but it didn’t do them any good for ole “Hump” still could not run.

At Monkey Falls
At the upper end of the Waterman Hill, there was a small stream of water coming down from East Carter’s Valley.  This was a good place to go when it was hot.  I would take Hick and Nancy and there was a place there we could be in the shade and play in the water; it was nice and cool when we went there.  

There was just one problem.  To get down to the lower level, I had to carry Nancy, for she was little.  I would put her on my back and tell her to hold around my neck.  She would do as I told her and I would go down the steep rocks which had formed a waterfall.  It was probably about fifteen feet from top to the bottom.  I had to feel for finger- and toe-holes, for the rocks were slick.  

When we got to the bottom, we would take all of our clothes off and enjoy the cool water and shade.  I found a long piece of bark and made a spout for the water.  We would take time-about getting under the stream.  We really enjoyed this place.  We called this place the “Monkey Falls”.
Finding Still
One time while playing up our branch, we decided to explore up in to the hill.  We were going up what looked like a little gully.  There were all kinds of trees for shade and fun.  We were climbing and talking as we went when we saw a whiskey still.  

We knew what it was for we had been told that the law officers would take anyone to jail if they were caught near a still. We ran like a bunch of wild Indians all the way back home.  We just knew if an officer saw us, he would put us in jail.  We told our mommie and she said for us to not go up the hill again.  I think that was my daddy’s still, but we didn’t know it until some years later.

Trap Door in Middle of Floor
There was a trap door in the living room.  It was about two and one-half feet wide and about three feet long.  All we had to do was lift one end and we could do down in [to the basement].  They kept a chair sitting on the floor for us to step on, then we could step on down, on the ground. This was where they kept the cans of food where they couldn’t freeze.  

One day, they told me to go down and get something off the shelf.  This was after a hard rain and the dirt basement had filled up to the top with water.  Since it was dark in the hole, I just guessed at where the chair was and jumped down in.  When I hit the chair, it was floating in the water.  The chair went down and I went with it.  I was in the water up to my waist.  If the chair hadn’t caught me, it would have been over my head.  Someone pulled me out.  That was one time I was afraid of water.

Corn Shucking
In the fall, my dad, with help, would gather in the winter corn.  He would haul it in a wagon and put it in the crib shed.  He always had to put planks around the shed to hold the corn.  

When he was done, the corn would be twelve or thirteen feet high.  Then he would invite all his men neighbors in for a corn shucking.  They would all sit around in the pile of corn and while they shucked corn they would tell tales.  You could hear them laughing for half a mile.  Dad was a teller of tall tales.  People would pay money now, for hearing what he told for free back then.

Mommie Killing Black Snake
While playing in the yard one day, we spotted a big black snake under the apple tree.  Dad was gone somewhere so my mommie went in the house and came back with a shotgun.  She took aim and shot the snake.  We were so proud of her, for we didn’t know she could shoot. 

Learning to Swim on a Bucket
When we were growing up down on the river, we always wanted to go to the river to swim, but we couldn’t swim.  My mom told us we could go when we learned to swim, for she thought we never would.  The branch got up real big one time and it washed out a big deep hole in what we called the upper branch.  

We took advantage of this and built a dam below and that raised the water until it was about waist deep.  I found a bucket that would be about one half-gallon size.   I would catch air in the bucket and place it under my belly and it would hold me up for a few strokes.  That is how I learned how to swim.  That was probably what the others did. After Mom found that we could swim, she would let us go to the river.

Cat Getting Caught in Trap
Our mommie cat failed to be with her kittens in the hayloft one day.  We kept wondering what had happened to her.  The next day after my dad ran his trap lines, she came hobbling in with her foot about off and starved to death.  She had been out and found the bait in his trap and got her foot caught.  

When he found her, he let her out, but she had a sore foot for a long time.  She always had her kittens in the hayloft for it was always a good, warm place.  We would go to the hayloft and play for hours and play with the kittens.

Dad’s Trap Line - Moles
My dad always had a trap line in the winter, for animal skins would bring some winter money.  He would take planks and cut them in the shape of an ironing board.  He had all sizes for some of the animals were small and some were large.  After he skinned the animal, he would stretch it over the board with the hair side next to the board.  Then it was hung up to dry.  He would have skunk, possum, mink, fox, and muskrat.  The mink was what brought the most money.  The red fox was next in price.

There was lots of mole and he let us hunt for moles and he would make us some little mole boards.  They were about eight to ten inches long.  We usually got ten cents for each moleskin. 

Dad would get up way before daylight and run his trap lines for he didn’t want the animals to suffer any longer than they had to.  Most of the time, they would have a leg caught in the steel trap and since they couldn’t get away, they were in lots of pain.  He would kill them as quick as possible to put them out of their misery.  

The muskrats would be caught in the river.  He would fasten the trap chain to something underwater and when a muskrat was caught in the trap, it would drown. Some people would be in the business of buying hides and they would come by and buy the skins.
Hog-Killing Time
Always around Thanksgiving would be hog killing time.  Of course, there was a lot of work for the parents and grandparents.  After the hogs were scalded and the hair scraped off, they would be carried to the smokehouse to be cut up.  

My dad always shot the hogs, for he was such a good shot you could never hear one squeal, for it would just drop over dead.  A big metal barrel was used to scald them in.  It would be partially sunk in the ground and a fire built around it until the water boiled.  Then the hog would be put into the barrel until the hair was loose and easily scraped.  Then the scalding and scraping was done, their skin would be as white as snow.  

They were hung up on scaffolds and then Dad would cut around the bung hole and get it loose until he could tie a cord around it to keep the hog manure from getting into the meat.  Then he would carefully cut down in the center of the belly all the way past its throat.  A big tub would be placed under its head and then he would cut around the intestines and let them fall in the tub.  

Of course, after being shot, they would cut their throat so they would bleed.  All the blood was drained out.  Dad would get the liver and heart, and Mommie and Granny would take the intestines and get all the fat off them, for nothing was to be wasted.

Hog Bladder
My granddad would get the bladders and wash them and when they were clean, he would blow them up for us kids.  They made pretty good balloons after they were painted.  The meat was cut into mid loin, hams, and shoulders.  The big strip of tender loin running along each side of the backbone was the best meat of it all.  Then, the backbone and ribs were cut so they could be canned.  

This was a lot of hard work but people were used to working back then.  After everything else was [done], there was the lard to be rendered in a big iron kettle on the outside.  Then, the sausage had to be ground, mixed with seasoning, and fried and canned.  Then there was the head, tongue and feet.  It was a good week’s work for the whole family, but after it was all taken care of, the winter eating was so good.
Cows Mowed the Yard
The yard at the log house was covered in Bermuda grass.  Back then, we had never heard of a lawn mover.  All we had to do was turn the cows into the yard and they would do it for us.  Of course, there would be plenty of cow-piles to step over for a long time, but county folks can always manage.  It was like this when we moved down on the river.  The yard was probably about an acre, all around the house and out to the barn and around the pigpen and the hen house.  The cows were just like big vacuum cleaners, moving along and picking everything in their path.

Our Little Horse Dandy
Our old mare Betty had a baby colt.  It was a golden color with a dark mane.  It sure was a little beauty.  Me dad was sick and in the bed and could not get out to go to the barn to see the little fellow, so I picked him up and carried him into the bedroom for Dad to see.  He was just about all I could lift but somehow I managed to get him up the steps.  He was named Dandy for we all thought he was a dandy.  My granddad was so proud of him; he rode him everywhere.

Dad Making Road Down River
Up until I was about twelve years old, the only way out to Gate City was up through Carter’s Valley.  When you got to Carter’s Valley, you turned left for there was no road where West Carter’s Valley is now.  It was just pasture fields.  The school bus had nowhere to go, so Dad starting digging the road that leads down from where our house was on the river.  I think some of the Carter’s Valley people helped him dig.  

He finally got the state or county to help, for there were so many big rocks, he couldn’t do it all by hand. After the road was built, a school bus would come up as far as where the house is now.  There was a family by the name of Fields that lived there in a little four-room house and we had to walk down that far.  It was at least a mile from our house where we had to walk.  We had it better than some kids that lived in Carter’s Valley for they had to walk about three miles either way.

Queenie and the Doodle Bugs
This is about my sister Queenie.  Queenie was born in the house on [the] river.  When she was little, she had a sick spell.  My mommie and dad kept trying to get her to take her medicine and she would not cooperate.  She never would take medicine without being made [to] do so.  

This time, my dad thought up a way to persuade her.  He told her if she would swallow the medicine that he would take her to hunt doodlebugs.  Down went the medicine and Dad, true to his word, took her out toward our spring.  There had, at on time, been a large tree, which had been cut down years ago.  The old stump had leaned over and sheltered some very fine dirt in the shell of the stump.  

Dad took her to this and showed her the fine dirt and then he started saying, “doodle-doodle” and just a light tap to let the bugs know something was there.  The bugs would make a little sinkhole for whatever may fall in.  If they felt something, they would start moving and getting ready for a meal.  Sure enough, the doodlebugs started moving and Dad reached in and brought [it] out for Queenie to see.  So that’s one way to get a kid to take medicine.

The Home Comfort Range and Linoleum Rug
The day my dad brought the big Home Comfort Range was the proudest time for us all.  He also bought a linoleum rug.  That was the first rug we ever had in the kitchen.  They put down the rug and placed the stove and I thought it was the prettiest thing I had ever seen.  It was white and gray with a big water tank on the side next to the firebox.  It also had a warming oven up high above the stove eyes.  

This was bought when my sister Queenie was about one year old.  That night, when Mommie and Dad went to milk, my sister Nancy and I put soap and water on the rug.  [We] stripped Queenie naked and I went to one side of [the] room and Nancy the other.  We would give Queenie a big push and she would slide all the way cross to the other side on her butt.  

We played a while, for we knew they would be some time getting back.  Then we dressed Queenie and dried the rug.  Had everything looking good.  Queenie had a great time, but she was too little to tell it.

Sticking My Naked Butt Over Rail
Then, there was the time my mommie and I just didn’t agree on something.  I don’t remember what it was, but I do remember the outcome.  I was probably about fourteen years old and stubborn as a mule. My mommie wanted me to do something and I didn’t want to do it.  

Anyway, I knew what to do to make her mad.  I went to the end of the back porch and pulled my underwear down and hung my butt over the railing.  I wasn’t worried about someone seeing me for everyone was gone, or so I thought.  Who would come popping around the house but our neighbor Fred Sward?  I didn’t see him for I was listening to my mommie scold me, when all at once, something just about knocked me off the railing.  

Fred had seen what I was doing and he took his big hand and gave my naked butt a slap, and I mean it was a hard slap too.  I yelled and gave a jump for I didn’t know what had hit me.  He was just dying laughing and when Mommie saw what he had done, she was laughing too.  Fred and Mommie were very happy but my butt hurt so badly, it took a while for it to cool off.  Later on, I could look back and get a laugh about it.

Chinch Bugs
It just came to me about what a rough time my mommie had with the chinch bugs.  Our house was lined in every room, with what was called ceiling planks.  The planks were nailed to the framework and that left a big space between studs.  The chinch bugs had a good place to hide in the daytime.  I guess they were brought in by birds because there were lots of openings in the house. This was the house down on the river.  They were bloodthirsty little devils for they would come out at night and have a feast on whoever was unlucky enough to be in the bed.  

My mommie would strip the bed and scald everything.  She would wash the straw ticks and fill them with new straw.   Then, she would carry scalding water and try to scald the walls.  Of course, the bugs were so far back in the wall that the water did not faze them.  

This was repeated over and over for years until World War II and that was when DDT was discovered.  The DDT spray did away with chinch bugs forever.  For that was the last we saw of them. It also did away with flies too, for there were lots of them at that time.
Salt in River

Several miles up the river form where we lived was a place called Saltville.  I must have been about fourteen or fifteen years old when the river was flooded with salt.  It killed every living thing in the river.  We stood on the bank and watched fish come to the top to breathe.  They were so thick you could see them all over the water.  My dad fashioned some hooks on poles and stood on the bank and pulled fish out by the truckload.  

When we would get all the fish the truck would hold, he would hurry and go to the mining area and sell fish.  He did this as long as there was any fish to be seen.  I know he made several loads before the fish were gone.  There was not even a turtle left in the river.  Everything died.  The river was ruined.

Dad, the Fisherman
Up until this happened, Dad would go and bring in a mess of fish any time we wanted a fish fry.  He was so good at gigging fish; he very seldom ever missed one.  He would get in his big boat that he had made, which was about fifteen feet long, and standing in the front end, he could see a fish all the way across the river.  The gig handle was probably twelve feet long.  

He would draw back and send it through the air and when it landed, there would be a fish caught in the prongs.  I think my dad would have made the Indians look like amateurs.

Dad, the Hunter
He was a dead shot with a gun. One time, he and his brother Kelly and a friend were hunting rabbits.  When they were ready to come home, dad had ten or twelve and the other two hadn’t killed a one.  My granddad wanted to make pictures of them, so dad divided the rabbits with them to make the picture look better.  I have that picture now.  

Old Rex

Dad had this bird dog called “Rex”.  When he wanted to go quail hunting, he would get his gun and Rex and take off. In a little while, he would be back with all we could eat.  He was also a pheasant hunter.

I don’t remember where our old dog Rex came from for it seemed like he had always been there.  He was a white [dog] with tan markings.  He was a fine bird dog.  My dad would always take him with him when he went hunting for quail or pheasants and if there were any, Rex would find them.  We always had wild game to eat.  

If we were sitting on the front porch, my mommie would say, “Rex, you go around to the back and I’ll feed you.”  She would barely get it said when Rex would go flying around the house.  Dog food was never bought, for Rex ate whatever was on the table.  He was treated like one of the family.  

He lived to be sixteen years old and he had cancer on his behind.  Dad knew he should be put out of his misery, but he just couldn’t do it. One day, while Dad was gone, my granddad had some man to shoot him.  They had him buried when Dad got back home.  Dad was glad someone had done it for him, for I don’t think he could have.  He loved old Rex.

The Night Dad Went to see what was in Chicken Roost
Our chickens roosted in the big apple tree above the house.  One night, Dad heard something in the tree after the chickens.  Dad eased out of the bed and reached for his shotgun, which always stood behind the door.  Now, since the weather was hot, Dad always slept in the nude.  There was always a nice breeze coming up the river.  

On this night, he eased out the back door, and when he started around the house, he could see something in the tree.  He was duck stooping up the little bank with the trigger pulled back for whatever he might see.  Old Rex had never seen him without his clothes on so he slipped up behind him for a closer inspection.  

Just as Dad thought he saw something in the tree, Rex poked his nose in dead center of the crack of his butt.  The gun went off and the best I remember, Dad shot one of his chickens.  He never did find out what was in the tree.  He said old Rex’s nose was cold.

The Day I Wanted to Show How Smart I Was
I don't think I had ever been told that drinking too much was a sin.  Just about every one I knew would drink but very seldom did anyone get drunk.  One time, our usual gang was getting ready to go to Kingsport on Saturday evening.  I thought it would be smart to sip just a little from the jug.  

I guess I sipped more than I realized for I was getting real funny, and my Mommie sat me down and made me stay at home.  Yes, I was mad at her and she was mad at me too.  I didn't try that again.

Possum Grape Wine
One time, us kids made a big jar of wild grape wine.  Dad showed us how to make it.  We were told to let it be, for several days, until it fermented.  

Nancy Riding Hog

It must have been fermented pretty good, for my sister Nancy and our cousin Nina Enix dipped into it one day and found it to be to their liking.  When they decided they had their fill, they went around the hill to the branch.  My dad had two half-grown hogs turned loose in the bottom.  

Well, when Nancy and Nina saw them, they decided to go for a ride.  Each of them straddled a hog and here they went, running down through the field.  Our mail boy was at the spring eating his dinner when he saw them.  He was so tickled at the sight that he sent them a card with someone riding a hog.

Trip to Kingsport to Get Hot Dogs
One Saturday, my dad was trying to get a field of corn plowed and hoed.  Since he didn’t have his workers on Saturday, he told us kids if we would help him finish, he would take us to town and get hotdogs.  That was enough to really get us going for there was only one place at that time to get hot dogs and that was Kingsport.  

We finished the field of corn and cleaned up and took off for Kingsport.  Dad parked behind some building and told us to wait and he would go get the dogs.  He came back with a big bag of “twenty-five” and Cokes.  Since there were five of us we were supposed to have five apiece.  My mommie said she couldn’t eat her fifth one so I got it.  

Now hotdogs were not as big then as they are now, and the wieners were a lot smaller.  All they put on the dogs was mustard and onions.  They didn’t know about chili and mayonnaise.  The old car had running boards so we all had a place to sit down while we ate.  We all really enjoyed the day.

Little Brother Tommy Died
I have not told about my little brother, Tommy Scott.  Tommy was born when I was about ten years old.  He was a beautiful baby.  It was my job to take care of him while my mommie worked in the house and cooked.  My dad always had work hands to help him on the farm.  Sometimes, when it was working in the hay that he would have several men.  Of course, it took a lot of food to feed so many but Mommie was a wonderful cook.  

I would take Tommy everywhere I went.  He loved for me to carry him around the farm to see the cows and pigs.  When Dad would be gone in the truck, we would listen for him to come home.  We could hear the truck for a long ways down the river road.  When Tommy would hear the truck, he would start bouncing with his whole body.  That was a sign for me to pick him up and start running to meet Dad so he could ride in the truck.  I would run with him just as fast as I could and we would meet Dad a good ways down the road.  

Tommy died when he was six months and twenty-two days old.  I didn’t understand death, for I had never had anyone in the family to die.  I know I cried, for I didn’t want him buried.  I thought we could keep him where we could see him.  That was the first time I ever was really hurt, for I loved my little brother so much.  When he was carried to the cemetery in the little white casket, I just about died.  Now that I am older and can understand God’s plan for people after death, I know there’s a little boy in Heaven that I will see some day.

Babies Sammy and Eula
While I am on the sad subject of death, I will tell you about two more little ones that didn’t live.  After little Tommy died, the next one to be born was my sister Queenie.  I was thirteen years old when she was born and of course, I was so glad to have another baby to take care of that I was with her all the time.  She was the only one of the last four children that lived.  

Next came Samuel Schuyler who we were going to call Sammy, but he only lived from October the seventeenth nineteen hundred and thirty-two until November 24th nineteen and thirty-two.  The next to be born was Eula Virginia. She was born August thirty-first nineteen hundred and thirty-five. She died October fifth nineteen hundred and thirty-five.  

I took care of them and bathed them when they were just a few days old.  Of course, it was sad to give them up, but I had not been with them like I had Tommy, so it wasn’t quite as bad.  But it was still painful to follow two little white caskets to the cemetery.  It was so sad for my mother and Dad for they loved us kids.  When I think back, I still miss them but I know they are all in a better place than if they were still living.

Swinging On Vines
Up toward Carter’s Valley were a lot of big vines swinging from trees.  We would go and swing on them and have a good time.  I guess it was dangerous but we had not thought about that.  Anyway, it was fun; we were lucky and didn’t fall.

Tea – The Country Kind
Up on the side of Waterman Hill, almost straight across from where Kermit’s Music Barn is now, there was a lot of Penny Royal, which made very good tea.  It could be pulled up by the roots and hung up to dry and it made good tea all winter.  Also there was mint tea along the branch and Dad would bring in Spicewood and when the limbs were boiled, it made very good tea.  Then there was catnip tea, which I liked.  It was used to make babies sleep when they didn’t want to.  It must have been good for them

Big Cat in Tree
One time, when we were playing in the branch, I just happened to look up and there was the biggest cat-like creature about thirty or forty feet up in a tree hanging over the water.  I yelled at Nancy and Hick to run for dear life, for I was scared, we never did know what it was.

Copperhead in Bean Patch
I was picking beans in the garden, when out from under the hill of beans I was picking, slid a big snake.  It went over my foot and I jumped and screamed and the man that was staying with us at the time, Ray Edwards, came running and killed it.  It was a big copperhead.

Working in Garden and River Bank
I helped to work in the garden.  Setting out things in the spring.  I didn’t mind garden work, but I didn’t like hoeing corn along the riverbank.  The rows were so long; it was so hot.  Then I would help to pick beans and watch out for packsaddles for they could really sting.

We had a large Mulberry tree at the end of the riverbank corn [field].  I would always stop and eat the Mulberries when I was hoeing corn.  They were very good.  

Wild Strawberries
My mommie sent me to get wild strawberries and I had to go by the spring and go down the road for about one fourth mile.  Then, climb the hill until I was up to the woods.  They were the nicest berries, big long stems and berries hanging like teardrops.  I picked stem and all, until I had a full bucket, then I sat down under a shade tree and ate all of them.  

My mommie wasn’t a bit happy when I told her what I had done, but I wasn’t sad about it, for I thought they were the best ones I had ever eaten.

Setting Tobacco – Picking Off Worms
I helped set tobacco, for Dad needed all the help he could get.  Someone had to carry water and pour it into every hill.  It sure was a job.  I would help hoe the tobacco and worm it.  

Back then, you had to pick off the big green monsters.  I would take a clothespin to catch them and drop them in a bucket of water and they would drown.  I was always in school when the tobacco was made ready for sale, so I got out of that.  

Churning Butter, Making Buttermilk
Sometimes Mommie needed me to churn.  I would go to the spring and sit on the lid of the milk box that had been placed in the cold water.  I would always take me something to read while I churned. When the butter started gathering around the dasher, I would know the butter was ready to take out.  

After washing my hands, I would lift the butter out of the buttermilk.  Then it was placed back in the milk box where it was cold.  Then, I poured the buttermilk into crocks.  Everything was kept cold until we needed it.  After the churn was washed and everything was clean, I was ready to go to the house.  In the wintertime, the churning was done in the kitchen.

About Mailman “Moody” – The Crawfish
Our mailman was Herbert Moody and he would always stop to eat his lunch at our spring.  I had caught some big crawfish and just before he got there, I put the crawfish in the mailbox and raised the flag.  Then I hid where I could watch him.  When he was through eating, he opened the lid and stuck his hand in to get the mail and met by a bunch of big pinchers.  

Black Snake at Mailbox
Another time, we had killed a black snake and just before he arrived, I slipped the dead snake around the rock where he always sat to eat.  There was a little grass around the rock.  I just left the head sticking out where he could see it when he sat down.  Of course, I was there to see the fun.  He got out of his car and went to the rock.  

He was just hitching up his pants to sit down, I guess that makes sitting down a little more comfortable.  When he looked down, he gave a jump that would have made a grasshopper proud.  When he landed, I was well on my way away from the area.  I am sure he was well aware of who did it.

Dad and Mom Almost Drowned
At one time, there was a swimming hole just below the Henderson Bridge.  Little houses were built for hot dogs and Cokes, also a house to change clothes.  They had swings to swing out over the river and a slide to slide in the water.  It was very up-to-date at the time.  Of course, they charged for going in.  

One day, my dad took my mommie up there to go swimming.  She never did learn to swim but Dad was a good swimmer.  They waded out into the water and all of a sudden they both went down.  Dad didn’t know there was a drop-off there.  He said she grabbed him and he had to tear her hands off to be able to help her.  He went down and lifted her by the legs until her head was above water.  

Someone saw what was going on and jumped in and helped him, as they both would have drowned.  They came home telling it and it was several nights before they could sleep.  That was the worst scared I ever saw them.

Dropping Queenie in River
The same day, I took Queenie, Nancy and Hick to the river at the mouth of the branch.  There were big rocks on the bank and the water was not deep.  I took Queenie out a little ways into the water and my hand slipped and she went under.  It just scared me to think of what might have happened.  I grabbed her and as luck would have it, she was not strangled.  That was when I took them all back to the house.  I didn’t tell what had happened until years later, for we had been told to not go to the river.

Boat Riding at Night
We would get with some of our friends and go boat riding at night.  The boys would do the paddling/poling up the river; we would go all the way up to the Henderson Bridge and float back down the river.  Sometimes, we were out until about twelve o’clock at night.  It was lots of fun.  

How I Learned to Ride a Bicycle
My brother Hick and I wanted to ride a bicycle but we didn’t have one.  One of our neighbors from across the river “Clell Jayne” would put his bicycle in the boat and come over.  We knew he liked watermelons, so we would let him eat if he would let us try to ride his bicycle.  He would let us ride until his belly was full and then he would take the bike and ride off.

Falling in the Spring in Front of the Mailman
My mom sent me to the spring to get cold water for the work hands.  Of course, there sat the mailman, eating his dinner.  I was in a hurry and stepped on the wet plank at the edge of the spring.  My feet slipped and into the spring I fell.  When I managed to get out, my clothes were sticking tight to my skin.  “Har-Har-Har” went the mailman.  Well, I guess he was due the last laugh.

Smoking “Life-Everlasting” and “Smoke Vine”
My granddad told us about “Life Everlasting”.  Its leave’s grow on a weed and it is gray in color.  We would take a brown paper bag and tear off a small piece of paper to roll the leaves in.  We called it “rabbit tobacco”.  Strike a match to it and we thought we were uptown getting to smoke.  

Then he would get what he called smoke vine, cutting it lengths about seven or eight inches long.  Light the end and puff away.  It worked.

Mommie’s Bloomers
We all went to a dance one night at the Newland House, just where the road comes out onto Carter’s Valley.  After playing music, and dancing until a way into the night, everyone was getting their coats to go home, for it was winter and cold.  Someone was helping my mom get her coat on and when it was on, he reached down and grabbed the coattail and the dress tail and held them up.  

My mom had on bright orange bloomers that came below her knees.  I think several people got a big laugh about this.  Mom wasn’t too happy, showing her orange butt.

Growing up on River

From now on, I will tell a little about growing up in the house on the river.  We had to work on the far like other people do but there was lots of fun also.

Saturday Nights
When Saturday night would come, we would always clean out a room for dancing.  Mommie and the other musicians would play and Kyle Jane would call sets.  Sometimes we would dance until away up into the morning.  Sometimes we would go to the other people’s houses.  

Playing Music at Different Places
My mom’s band would be called to play at different places.  There was a school to the left as we came to the river, going down Yuma Road.  I don’t know what the school was called, but I think it is still standing.  That is where we went one night.  There were a lot of people there.  I got to dance all the time.  

Hick and Nancy
My brother Hick grew up to be a fine musician.  He could play anything and was a great bass singer.  My sister Nancy could dance.  She also was elected to be Miss Scott County.  She was a beautiful girl. My brother was a fine looking man when he grew up too.

Queenie
Queenie was a dancer and she played the piano, which was bought, when she was in high school.  She was another beauty. 

Our Little Dancing House
We had a little house just above the spring, just two rooms but it was just right for parties and dancing.  Since it was empty, it was easier to go over there than it was to clean out a room at the house.  A lot of people would come every Saturday night.  They came from Carter’s Valley and across the river and lots of other places.  There was a little stove in the kitchen to keep the place warm.  My dad loved to go through sets.  He was a good dancer.  

Swimming in the Summer
Then in the summer, we went swimming a lot.  About every night.  We would wait until sundown and stay as long as we wanted to.  It felt so good to get in the water after working out in the hot fields all day.  We always had Dad’s boat.  The boys would turn it upside down and we would dive and get under it.  There was plenty of air to stick our heads up underneath.  

If you wanted to talk real low, the sound was loud.  You could pick two little gravels together and it sounded real loud.  

Anti-Over
The boys and girls would get together and play “Anti-Over”.  That was when one threw the ball over the house.  They would say, “anti-over!” and the one on the other side would try to catch it.  

Kingsport
Then as we got older, our Uncle Wyatt Enix would load us in his car and take us all to the movies in Kingsport.  Broadstreet was a very busy place back then.  All the stores stayed open until late at night.  There was the Charles Store, Kress’s and Woolworth’s.  Also, the movie houses, The Strand, Rialto, The Gem, and others I can’t remember their names.  This was what we did on Saturday night.  

If we went to Kingsport in the afternoon, we would trot up and down the street.  We didn’t have money to spend, but we sure looked at everything.  We sure learned what to wish for.  

When I was about seventeen, my mom and I had one pair of silk hose and one winter coat to wear to town.  If she wanted to go to Kingsport, she would go in the daytime and I would go at night.  That way, we would wear the same thing.  When I was eighteen, they bought me a pretty brown coat.  It was a little bit like artificial fur, but it was flat.  They bought Nancy a cream-colored coat.  It was real nice.  

Going Out
Queenie wasn’t old enough to go with us, or maybe we didn’t want to be bothered with her, I just don’t remember.  Nancy was about twelve years old at the time.  Queenie was about five.  Too little to stay out late.  

We always had friends and boy friends.  There was a bunch of boys that would come over from the Cotton Mill area. They were always real nice and we enjoyed them very much.  Then we had Buck Sword and Pete Yoakley.  We would go to the movies on Saturday night and then go to Church on Sunday. 

Church
We always walked to church; it was about two miles but we enjoyed the walk with our fellers and some girls.  Virgie “Hubbs; Harris, she would cross the river and go with us.  We all went to a little church called Walnut Chapel.  It was just one little room and in the winter, they would set a little iron stove in the center of the room.   

Every so often, they would have a foot washing and we always went for that.  The older men and women would sit on benches.  Women on one side of [the] alter and men on the other.  The men would wash one foot of the other man.  Then dry with a long towel tied around their waist.  The women would do the same.  

Then sometimes, they would have a box supper.  The girls brought a box full of food for two people and let the boys bid on the box. Of course, the boys knew which box to bid on to get their girl.  There was always a lot of shouting at this church.  The congregation was just old-time country people, probably not very educated but you could tell they were very fine Christian people.  

When they heard a sermon or a song that they liked, they were not hesitant to shout “Amen!”  Some of the women would shout the house down.  Of course, we were young and not very Jesus-minded; we would sit and listen.  I think what we went for was to be with other young people.  We had our boy friends and lots of others to walk with.  

I enjoyed going to church around the twentieth of April for that is when the Sweet Williams are in bloom.  They grew all over the hill and beside the road.  They range in color from lavender to purple and they smell so good.  

Plowing Dad’s Fields
Dad had plowed the fields in front of our house.  It lay on the other side of the branch and along the road.  The fields had the harrow run over it but Dad always used a “smoother” to smooth the dirt.  He always called this a smoother, but no one else had ever heard it called that.  It was made of heavy planks, about eight or nine feet wide and about six feet long.  

Helping Dad Plow
So one day, I decided to help, for I could drive the horses and ride the smoother.  I put on my brother’s pants with the legs cut off and put on my bra.  That was back when girls were not supposed to do these things, but I did anyway.  It was fun to ride not bundled up.  I was about seventeen at the time.  

Recent History

Harry “Hick” Died
My brother Hick passed away after my mother died on September twenty-first nineteen hundred and seventy-one. Then my dad died in his sleep on the thirty-first day of May nineteen hundred and seventy-seven.  

Grandparents
My Grandmother Nannie Vermillion passed away June sixteenth nineteen hundred and thirty-six.  My granddad died September fourteenth nineteen hundred and forty-nine.  My grandmother Nancy Elizabeth Addington Porter was born January 25 eighteen hundred and seventy and died May fifteenth nineteen hundred and forty-one.  I don’t have any record of when my grandfather Porter died, nor where he was buried.  He came from Russell County.  I was told he was twenty-one years old at the time of his death.

My History
These things I have written about did happen and I just wanted my family to know where their mother came from and to know the things that happened and the things we all did back then.

This is dedicated to my family – Wayne, Nancy and Tom.

Love you all –

Cleo Vermillion McNutt

3-22-1996

I was born on Holston River 80 years ago.

Rode horse and buggies felt that was the only way to go

I learned to live with cold rain and snow

Our home was cold and breezy and the wind came in from below.
Yellow Paper
Toad frog laying eggs

Crawdad shedding shell

Holding funeral for a chicken

Car stopped at Fuller house and we had to walk on horse in the night

Offered one the red pepper

Monkey falls
Memories

1. When the old horse tried to lie down to wallow with me on her back.

2. Grass cuts under the toes.  Tying toe strings around grass cuts to keep toes from hurting.

3. Watching the bee's tunnel into the mud chicken's in the log cabin.

Put this in History
Rolling old lies

Rolling a hook with a stiff wire

Walking on stilts

Throw ball.  Playing Artie-Over

He stilled the wind he stilled the sea
He is the Master of both thee and me

He healed the sick and gave sight to the blind

He suffered at the hands of humankind

I don't think I had ever been told that drinking too much whiskey was a sin.  Everyone I knew well almost everyone, would drink but they wouldn't get drunk. One time our usual gang was getting ready to go to Kingsport on Saturday evening.  I thought it would be okay to sip just a little from the jug.  I guess I sipped more than I realized for my mommie sat me down and made me stay at home.  Yes, I was mad at here but she was mad at me too.  Needless to say, I didn't try that again.

Mammaw
Cleo McNutt lived a long wonderful life.  She was nearly eighty-three years old when she dies.  She was also my great-grandmother, or Mammaw.  Up until her very last days, she was full of life and new ideas.  Mammaw was a great artist, a diehard musician, and was very creative.  Her sense of humor and quick wit were part of what made her so original and unique.

When I was younger, I loved to trot on down to Mammaw's to see what she was up to.  Most of the time, she would be sitting at her table sketching or painting.  She would draw me a picture, and then let me paint it.  On the rare occasion that she caught me still for a moment, she would even draw me.  She loved to decorate seashells, or whatever she could find, with beautiful drawings.  Drawing was only one of the many talents she had. 

As I grew up, I realized that playing music every Friday night was like a necessity to Mammaw.  She had her own band, which she called the Elm Street Pickers.  Anyone who enjoyed music, or played an instrument, was welcome in her house.  Mammaw played the Autoharp and the guitar.  Her house would always be packed with singers and musicians from all over.  In the summertime, they sometimes played on the front porch.  She would have the whole neighborhood listening to them play.

Mammaw always had some new ideas or trick up her sleeve.  When I would sit on her table with my shoes off, she would draw faces on my toes.  Even when it wasn't Halloween, we would play dress up and she would take our picture.  You could tell by her house that she was a very creative person.  Her house was elaborately and creatively decorated with colorful objects.  It never surprised us to hear her tell a story or a joke to anyone who came along.  On any occasion, she never ceased to be the life of the party.

My Mammaw McNutt was a very special and unique woman.  She knew how to enjoy life to the fullest.  There are many times when I wish she were still around.  We all look forward to seeing her again in Heaven, someday, but for now, her memories will live forever in our hearts.  
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