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Ollie May Franklin, Circa 1920. Picture courtesy of Ancestry.com.
Ms. Franklin in the 2000’s, she is probably in her late 90’s or 100
years old here.
Ollie Franklin’s passport picture for her 1930 trip to England.
The RMS Lancastria (the ship Ollie Franklin sailed on as a first class
passenger on her way across the Atlantic Ocean to England.
The American Viscose Plant in Roanoke, Virginia. This is where
Ollie Franklin worked at for almost half a century.
Kenilworth Castle located in Kenilworth, Warwickshire, England.
One of the places Ollie visited on her trip to England.

See Page 15 for Ollie Franklin’s full story

4.

Trivia of the day...
Who was the first African American doctor
in the town of Bedford?
*Answer will be in the November 2021 Newsletter*
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In Memory of William “Billy” Hackworth
May 29, 2002 - April 1, 2021
The Bedford Museum & Genealogical Library
is saddened to hear of the loss of Billy Hackworth. He
was an active participant of our summer children’s
program “Friday’s at the Museum” for seven years. He
also helped out at the Museum from time to time when
he was too old for the program.

Courtesy of Updike Funeral Home’s
website, 1 of the 2 photos on Billy’s
obituary.

Billy Hackworth sitting in a military truck
during one of the “Fridays at the Museum”
programs he attended .

He was also apart of the Sea Cadets which he excelled in
(he is pictured in his uniform to the left). It is hard to
believe that a young man from our summer program has
passed away. It is amazing the positive impact this
young man made on the community. Our hearts go out
to the family at this time.
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Dedicating this Newsletter to Amy Martin Wilson &
Rodney Franklin Who We Lost Since the Last Newsletter
By: Noelle Woodcock

By: Jennifer Thomson

The Museum is saddened
to hear of the passing of
our former board member
and dear friend Rodney
Franklin. Rodney was born
in 1935 and was a native of
the Montvale area, and
attended Montvale High.
He was in the Navy during
the Korean War and after
four years transferred to
the Air Force and
Rodney Franklin

Left: Amy Wilson as a little girl. Right: Recent photo of Mrs.
Wilson. Pictures courtesy of Mrs. Wilson’s obituary through Tharp
Funeral Home.
The Museum is saddened to hear of the passing of our former
volunteer and writer of some of our newsletter stories, Mrs. Amy
Martin Wilson. She died November 7, 2020 in Charlottesville,
VA. She was born on August 25, 1936, in Amherst County, and
lived in Lynchburg and Bedford County most of her life, moving
to Charlottesville in 2014. Amy was the only child of the late
William Loving Martin and Virginia Ferguson Martin. She was
married to her husband, Cuthbert L. “Bert” Wilson for 66 years
when she passed away.
If you are a member of the museum you might recognize Mrs.
Wilson’s name from the newsletter articles she has written over
the years. Below is a list of her stories that have been in past
newsletters:
 “The First Virginians” & “Brownsburg ” from the May 2020
Newsletter.
 “West Cork, Ireland ” from the November 2019 Newsletter.
 “The Old Lovelace Place on Windy Gap Mountain ” from the May
2019 Newsletter.
 “Revolutionary War Trivia: The Formation of the Daughters of the
American Revolution ” in the May 2018 Newsletter.
 “Dots and Dashes ” in the November 2017 Newsletter.
 “Burial at Sea ” in the May 2016 Newsletter.

****
Mary Bondurant Warren
We are saddened to hear of the passing of
Ms. Warren. She died on April 16, 2021. She
authored over a dozen genealogy books and
one of her books is in the genealogical
library titled Buckingham County, Virginia
Church and Marriage Records 1764-1822.

****

continued his service there
including a tour in Vietnam.
He earned a Bachelors and
Master’s degree from
Radford University. He
taught in Roanoke City
Public Schools as an
English teacher as well as
leading the JROTC. He was
also an author. We have
three of his books here in
Rodney Franklin in his Navy uniform, the Museum: “Court
circa early 1950’s
Actions Pertaining to Grist,
Saw and Fulling Mill
Operations”, “The cousin my father never talked about:
newspaper accounts of the Gordon Franklin-Lawrence Dugins
murder of John Hodges on November 16, 1927”, and “Tyler’s
Shop; Reflections of a boy growing up in Bedford County in the
1940’s”. He was also one of the group of people that took the
John Hook Beef Case and made it into a play that has only been
performed a handful of times, mostly at Friends of New London,
Virginia, Inc. and in 2016 the children of our summer program
“Fridays at the Museum” performed the play at the end of the
summer.
He was a great friend to the museum and a great historian. My
favorite memory of him was the time we transported our
moonshine still across county lines. A museum in Nelson County
was borrowing it for a little while so we went up there together.
As you can see he had an infectious smile. He leaves behind a
wife, Betty Lou Neal Franklin, married 65 years this year, as well
as three children. The Museum will miss you and thank you for
your service to your country and community.

****
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Left to Right: Rowan Harrington (GP 6-8), Landon Harrington (GP 4-5), William Francis (1st place 6-8), Grayson Bailey (1st place 4-5), Gavin
Harrington (Runner Up 6-8), Arianna Pennix (Runner Up 4-5), Caleb Mayo (Honorable Mention 6-8), INSERT Nate Smith (Honorable Mention 4-5).

Women’s History Month Essay Contest
By: Jennifer Thomson
This year the Women’s History Month Essay Contest celebrated
the 245th Anniversary of British General Cornwallis’ surrender at
Yorktown to General George Washington. The contest was
made possible by the following sponsors, the Bedford Rifle
Grays Son of Confederate Veterans, the General William R.
Terry United Daughters of the Confederacy and two private
sponsors. Each sponsor donated $50 for the prize money and
served, each sent a representative to judge the essays.

There were 36 entries for the contest this year with the
participants ranging from grades 4 to 7. Of the 36 who submitted
essays four were middle schoolers and one was a fifth grader.
The essays about women who lived during the American
Revolution were very diverse and educational. The essay topics
included women like George Washington’s mother, Mary
Washington; a spy, Agent 355; a Native American diplomat,
Nancy Ward, a wax sculpturist, Patience Wright; and a free black
cook to George Washington, Hannah Till. There were also
several essays on women like Sybil Ludington, Martha
Washington, Betsy Ross, Elizabeth Schuyler, Deborah Sampson
and Phillis Wheatley.
The finalists included the Harrington brothers. Rowan
Harrington, the Grand Prize winner for the 6 to 8 grade, won for
his essay on Phillis Wheatley while his brother won the Grand
Prize for the elementary level for his essay on Anna Strong. Each
were awarded $50.

The first prize winner for 6 to 8 graders was William Francis who
won with the essay about Mary Ludwig Hays. Grayson Bailey
won the first prize for 4 to 5 graders with his essay about
Deborah Sampson.
The runner up for 6 to 8 graders was Gavin Harrington who
wrote about Lydia Darragh. Sybil Ludington was the subject of
Arianna Pennix essay, the runner up for 4 to 5 grade.
There were two honorable mentions this year, sixth grader Caleb
Mayo and fourth grader Nate Smith both wrote about Martha
Washington. We cannot thank the students enough for
participating in our annual essay contest.
This summer we will continue the theme of American
Revolution with our summer camp. The camp will run from July
19-23 and will go from 9am to 12 each day. We will be going to

places like Poplar Forest, New London and the Avoca Museum.
There will be a cap of 20 kids and the camp will only be for
students going into 4th-7th grade. It is $20 per child. Must
register with the museum by calling.
The Grand Prize winning essays below are typed as written.
Landon’s essay on Anna Strong is first, his brother Rowan’s on
Phillis Wheatley is second.

Anna Strong
By: Landon Harrington
Anna Strong was a spy for America during the Revolutionary
War. Anna Strong was hired by Major Tallmadge. Major
Tallmadge was the head of America’s spies during the
Revolutionary War witch was called
the Cuper ring. The Cuper ring used
invisible ink and a number code to
communicate. Anna Strong lived in
Setauket on Long Island, near the
British Headquarters in New York
City. All of her relatives were
Loyalists so she wasn’t very likely to
be suspected as a spy.
One of her first missions as a spy was
to accompany her neighbor and
Landon Harrington
fellow spy Abraham Woodhull to
New York City to gather information on the British. Her
husband was also a spy who was captured and locked up on a
prison ship named Jersey. She managed to bribe her way on to
visit him regularly. She was able convince her relatives to free her
husband. Her husband and children soon moved to Connecticut
to be safe and Anna stayed in New York and continue to spy on
the British. One day British officers came demanding that Anna
let them occupy her family’s manor home as a new headquarters.
Anna gathered up her favorite belongings, and while the soldiers
weren’t looking she hid her silver.
She moved into a small cottage nearby. She could make sure that
the British didn't ruin the home her ancestors built and spy on
the British to learn what the soldiers were planning. She was
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always very careful.
The Major gave Anna the job of signaling when there was a
message ready to be passed. The messages went along a
complicated route across the Long Island Sound to Connecticut
and then to General Washington’s headquarters. She had a good
idea to use laundry to signal when there was a message to be sent.
She hung the petticoat on her clothesline as a signal. The soldiers
didn't pay any attention to it because it was normal to see a lady
hanging her laundry out. Anna figured out more ways she could
use her laundry to pass messages to other spies. She used
handkerchiefs on her clothesline to tell the location of a boat in a
nearby cove, major Tallmadge and others knew to check a certain
cove if there were a different number of handkerchiefs they
would check another cove.
One night another spy came to visit Anna with a very important
message about where the British Army was moving next. It was a
chance for America to get ahead of the British and finally start
winning the war and be free. It was now up to Anna to signal a
third spy who would take the message across the sound to
General Washington. She was nervous when she hung her
laundry because she knew how important it was. She hoped she
wouldn't get caught. She had to wait and find out if General
Washington received the message. He did receive the letter and
America soon won the Battle of Yorktown and eventually the
ultimate Victory, Independence!
I admire Anna Strong because she was clever, hard-working,
brave and she never gave up. She was a woman and a spy and not
very many women were spies at the time. I don’t want to give up
when I am working on a hard project. I want to be clever and
have great ideas. I want to be hardworking so I can get things
done.
Bibliography
 Marsh, Sarah Glenn. Anna Strong. Abrams Books, 2020.

 Marsh, Sarah Glenn. Anna Strong a spy during the Revolutionary
War. Abrams Books, 2020.

****
Phillis Wheatley
By: Rowan Harrington
Phillis Wheatley was an African American poet, during the time
of the American revolution. She was born in 1753. The day is
unknown. She was taken from a slave auction and named Phillis
after the boat that brought her to
America and Wheatley for the family’s
name. Susanna Wheatley wanted Phillis
for a house servant. She was taught to
read and write by Mary and Nathaniel
Wheatley the twin children of the Master
of the house. It was not usual for a slave
to be taught to read and write. In some
homes, a slave could be beaten for
reading and writing. At first, Phillis just
imitated what Mary was doing. Over
time she mastered Latin and Greek. She
Rowan Harrington
wrote her first poem at age 12. Her first

published poem was in 1767 when she was 13. At 15 she wrote
On Being Brought from Africa to America which at first makes it
seem like she was ok with slavery but in the end, the reader
realizes she isn't. At age 17 Susanna, her master’s wife, decided to
put all of Phillis’s poems into a book. The book was dedicated to
Selina Hastings, the Countess of Huntingdon. It was not
common for a woman to be a published author, especially not a
slave. At the age of 21, Phillis Wheatley was freed. Phillis went to
England to meet the King and Noblemen of his court and to get
medical treatment. In England she got the news that Susanna was
sick. Soon after Susanna Wheatley died. On October 26, 1775,
she sent a poem to General Washington. The beginning goes,
Celestial choir! Enthron’d in realms of light,
Columbia’s scenes of glorious toils I write,
While freedom’s cause her anxious breath alarms,
She flashes dreadful in refulgent arms.
See mother Earth her offspring’s fate bemoan,
And nations gaze before unknown!
See the bright beams of heaven’s revolving light,
Involved in sorrows and a veil of night!
Washington wrote to one of his assistant generals Josef Reed
praising her skill. In March 1776 Phillis visited General
Washington in person. Josef Reed published the poem on March
20, 1776. In 1778 John Wheatley died and Mary die soon after.
Nathaniel had moved to London. She had no more support from
the Wheatleys. She got married to John Peters. She wrote the
poem “Liberty and Peace” about the treaties that ended the war.
The end goes like this,
Let virtue reign and thou accord our prayers,
Be victory ours and generous freedom theirs.
She had three children that died as babies. In 1784 Phillis died of
chronic asthma. John had been imprisoned for not paying his
debts. Her second volume of poems was never published and
then lost. Phillis was the first African American to publish a book
of poetry, the first African American Woman to publish a book,
the first enslaved person to publish a book of poetry, and the
second woman to publish a book from America.
I admire the determination and commitment. It took so much
effort to be able to read and write because she was a slave and a
girl. Most people at that time would discourage her from writing
and especially publishing a book. If I had that commitment for
anything I would be able to do everything in less time. With the
determination that it took, I would be able to learn anything if I
wanted to.
Bibliography
 Women Heroes of the American Revolution 20 stories of
Espionage, Sabotage, Defiance, and Rescue By Susan Casey

 Women of the American Revolution By Mary R. Furbee

****
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My Trip with Sandra Boyes book on the Ewing's
By: Billy Wood
It started with a picture of the Peaks of Otter from Turkey
Mountain on the museum’s books for sale sheet that came in my
newsletter last fall. So I bought Sandra Boyes book on the
Charles & Robert Ewing families of the Peaks. About 200 pages
of history on these families, research of court records, census
records, grave yard records, maps, photos, church records, family
records and info from Jamestown to present day where ever she
could find it.

Twenty-five years of
research on the Ewing's
and others. I even found
some of my Wood
family in there circa
1735-1740 and later,
who lived where
Johnson Farm is now.
She lived about 5 years,
1993-1998 on part of
Charles and Robert
Ewing’s property. She
found items they had
left behind 100’s of
years ago. So she started
digging into their family
history which took her
on a long “trip” hunting
Reflections on the Times of Charles and
info on these families.
She found records with
Martha (Baker) Ewing Robert and Mary
Ewing names in them
(Baker) Ewing: Pre-Revolutionary, Scotchand others that lived in
Irish, Presbyterian Settlers in Southwestern
the Peaks of Otter.
Virginia’s Blue Ridge Mountains
I’ve enjoyed every
moment of my trip. So I would like to give a big thank you to
Sandra Boyes for caring enough to spend the time and times over
the years to put together all the history that’s in her book on
these families and others so, that it will not be lost.
Thank you many times over Sandra, for I’ve enjoyed my trip thru
your book.

****
Dr. Carol Swain Visits the Museum

Museum staff pictured with Dr. Carol Swain.
Left to Right: Noelle Woodcock, Grace Peterson, Dr. Carol Swain,
Leslie Mehaffey and Jennifer Thomson.

Museum staff and board members pictured with Dr. Carol Swain.
Left to Right: Leslie Mehaffey, Annie Pollard, Marion Banks,
Dr. Carol Swain, Grace Peterson, and Donna Donald.

By: Grace Peterson
We had the privilege of welcoming Dr. Carol M. Swain to our
museum on March 29th, 2021. She joined the staff and several
board members for a tour of the museum. If you have not been
by the museum come on in and take a look at. Dr. Swain’s
exhibit and learn more about her incredible story.
If you would like to follow along with Dr. Swain make sure to
follow her Facebook page and take a look at her website,
https://carolmswain.com/ . Dr. Swain it was great seeing you
and we look forward to future visits!

Dr. Carol Swain touring the black history room on the 2nd floor of the
museum. Looking at her display which shows some of her
accomplishments.
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Compliments
So interesting. Thanks. ~Elizabeth Overstreet
You all do such a nice job! Thank you ~ Karen Cavanaugh
Noelle, Many thanks for taking the time to look these up. You
and your partners are a real asset to the County for the work you
do!! ~John W. Cox

Follow us on Facebook
If you enjoy receiving our twice yearly 32-paged Newsletter then
follow along on our Facebook page Monday-Saturday for daily
historical posts and the quickest way to stay up-to-date with all
the happenings at the museum.

Just rec’d your new Newsletter....great job. I’m trying to
straighten out my Leftwich ancestors in the Rev. War & 1812
War era. Wow, that was an amazing family! You guys have
wonderful records. Thanks. ~ Sam Kidd
Thanks for the newsletter. I enjoyed reading it. ~Viola James
Facebook Post Compliments
Why aren't more things like this put on Facebook. We wouldn't
have known this if you hadn’t printed it on Facebook ~ Ernest

Craig
Great Information! So interesting to see the history here in
Bedford! ~ Laura Toms
Your posts are so interesting! Thanks ~ Gail Brown

****
Genealogy Classes

I really enjoy learning about our local heroes. Thank you for
putting together and sharing this information. ~ Debbie Clark

****
Donations Received
Here are a few donations that the museum has received recently.
Thank you for giving these historical items to the museum and
trusting us with your artifacts. It is a privilege for us at the
museum to preserve local history so it will be available for many
generations to come.

As many of you know the museum teaches a beginners genealogy
class every month. We are pleased to announce in addition to our
beginner’s course we have added an advanced Ancestry class and
Ancestry DNA course.

China Doll with restored period
clothing.

Handmade doll cradle. Was a
gift from Rebekah Overstreet’s
pastor in 1950.

Cathedral Window Design Doll
Quilt & pillow. Handmade—
approximately 30 years old—
made by Rebekah Overstreet.

Due to Covid-19 we will not be holding genealogy classes until
further notice. More information will be posted on our Facebook
page and in the next newsletter when we decide to start the
classes up again!
When our classes start back up we will continue with our
previous schedule of every first and second Saturday, unless
otherwise noted, classes will begin at 9:30-12:00 and the
advanced classes will run from 1:00-3:00 on those same
Saturdays.

****

Page 9

Spring ISSUE 2021

Train Recap 2020-2021

ATTENTION!

We had a beautiful train display this year depicting the town of
Bedford, Virginia. We thank all our donors and the hard work of
the museum staff for making the display possible. This year was
the first year with Covid-19 restrictions during our train season.
But we were still able to have a amazing train season and still
bring joy to people who were able to see them.

Groupon Membership: if you purchase a membership to the
Museum through Groupon, please call us with the confirmation
number. Groupon does not give us any information on the
individual who made the purchase so we have no way of thanking you or giving you the correct credentials for the website and
membership. Thank you!

****
Liberty University Serve Lynchburg Event
Liberty University sends students
out every Spring to help the
community accomplish various
tasks. This year we were able to
participate. We hosted four
students and did a cleanup of the
Museum’s garden spaces. Weeds
were pulled, new landscape
fabric and rock laid, new plants
were planted, trees were trimmed and mulch was laid.

It was a large job and we could not have accomplished it without
the help of the LU students who volunteered four hours of their
Saturday to get the job done.
We look forward to hosting students for future projects! Enjoy
some of the completed landscaping.
Train Season Layout 2020-2021

Train Sponsors:


Bank of the James



Carter Carpet & Flooring Store



The Tribute Center



Arthur’s Jewelry



Blue Ridge Animal Hospital



Green Homes Solution



Scott & Bond



Updike’s Funeral Home



Bedford Bulletin



First Citizens Bank



Peaks of Otter Winery



Glenwood Oil-Gas

****
****
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The following information comes from the documentary done on Mr.
Williams titled ‘Hollywood’s Architect: The Paul R. Williams Story’ which
aired on February 6, 2020 on the PBS station. https://www.pbs.org/
video/hollywoods-architect-3prwsa/.

By the time he retired in 1973, Paul Williams had become one of
the most successful architects of his time and he had created a
body of work that helped define the landscape of Southern
California. He passed away at the age of 85 years old.

Paul R. Williams: The Architect to the Stars
By: Marion Banks
Typed as Written

Frank Sinatra sitting down with Paul R. Williams going over design for his
home.

Paul R. Williams
In Los Angeles in 1894, Paul R. Williams was orphaned by the
age of 4 years old after both parents died of tuberculosis. He was
raised by a strict but loving foster mother who encouraged his
artistic talent and taught him the value of hard work to beat the
odds and create a body of work that can be found from coast to
coast.

Williams excelled in predominantly white schools but got no
support when he expressed an interest in architecture. Williams
said he never forgot the astonished rebuke from one teacher who
exclaimed “whoever heard of a negro architect”. Ignoring this,
Williams set about preparing himself to follow his dream. He
combined architectural engineering courses at the University of
Southern California with art classes and training in landscape
design. Then he got practical experience from a series of
apprenticeships with some of the cities top architectural firms.
A career that spanned more than 50 years, Paul Williams was
know not only for excellence but versatility as well. His portfolio
included luxury mansions and hotels, restaurants, office
buildings, retail stores, schools, churches, public housing, and St.
Jude Children’s Hospital which he designed for Danny Thomas
for free. His designs for homes of Hollywood elite like Frank
Sinatra, Cary Grant, Humphrey Bogart, William Holdren, Danny
Thomas, Desi Arnaz and Lucille Ball earned him the nickname
“Architect to the Stars.”
He was equally at home working on top commercial and public
commissions like the Beverly Hills Hotel, the Beverly Hills Saks
Fifth Avenue Store and LAX International Airport. Despite his
success, Williams personal life was constricted by the racism of
the day. He and his wife and two daughters could not live in
many of the neighborhoods where he built homes, and he wasn’t
always welcome in the restaurants and hotels he designed—
unless he was with a client. He chose to rise above this, focusing
instead on doing work of the highest quality and opening doors
for others.

Lucille Ball & Desi Arnaz House, Palm Springs, built 1954-1955.

St. Jude Children’s Research Hospital in Memphis, Tennessee

****
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The following article comes from our School/One Room Schools folder in our
genealogical library. It was in the museum’s newsletter from the Fall of
1998. Typed as Written.

One-Room Schools
By: Frances Owen

“Public education, in the United States today, is one of our
biggest responsibilities as well as a tremendous business
enterprise. Virginia’s and Bedford County’s modern day budget,
elaborate school plants, extended curriculum and expensive
equipment is a far cry from the lowly beginnings of the
educational program of our county.
During the Colonial period, most of the Virginia colonists were a
cultured class and clergymen served as tutors for the young. The
rich planters arranged for education of their own sons and the
children of their neighbors.
Tax supported schools and equal opportunities for all children
was far from 99 the thinking of most plantation owners and tax
supported education was looked upon as charity for paupers.
Before the War Between the States, many pupils attended
subscription or pay schools called Field Schools. A few citizens,
ambitious for an education for their children, would combine
their efforts and money and build a schoolhouse in an
abandoned field and employ a teacher. The school building was
constructed by community effort. One man furnished logs from
his land, another, hand wrought nails. Books and study materials
were brought from home which were handed down from parents
and grandparents. For writing lessons, pens were made of the
wing feathers of a goose, sharpened to a point.
There were four legal attempts to establish public schools in
Virginia. The first was in 1796 but it wasn't until 1870 that the
breakthrough came and public schools became mandatory.
It was at this time the one-room schools came into existence and
in Bedford County there were thirty-six one-room, white schools.
Twenty-nine of the thirty-six teachers were men and seven,
women. The men received $36.52 monthly salary and the women
averaged $24.36.

drank, using a long-handled gourd.
Desks were arranged in double rows, girls on one side and boys
on the other. In the center of the aisle, between rows of desks,
was a wood stove. Wood for the stove was hauled in by the
families and cut in lengths by the older boys. The teacher sat at
her desk in front of the class, opposite the one door.
In Bedford City/County
Museum these is a rare
treat. For on view is a
perfect replica a
one-room school
created by Layman
Williamson of Botetourt
County. This is an exact
reproduction of the Falls
School built in 1890 and
used until sometime in
Replica of the Falls School that is located
the 1940’s. It was
in
our museum, 2nd floor landing of back
located on Bore Auger
staircase.
Mountain in Bedford
County.
There is interior lighting so the viewer can look in the five, little
windows and see the perfectly constructed two rows of desks, the
stove in the center aisle and the teacher’s desk in front. The
windows were guilt only on one side of the building so as to have
a south and seat exposure.
Mr. Williamson’s wife attended this one-room school when she
was a child and one of the purposes in constructing this
miniature building was so the grandchildren could see the school
their grandmother attended. It took approximately one month
for Mr. Williamson to create this perfect replica of a part of our
educational past.
From these little schools the girls were trained to become
teachers, secretaries, stenographers and home makers. The boys
became farmers and business men.

These schools were full of activity from nine in the morning until
four in the afternoon. There were usually twenty-five to
thirty-five students consisting of seven grades. Classes were
fifteen minutes long.
The day began with salute to the flag. During this time history
was taught. Why we have the kind of flag we have? Who took an
active part in making the flag and why the flag was flown at
half-mast was explained. Patriot’s birthdays were also recognized.
Next was a short devotional, then a brief nature study. Children
were taught to observe leaves, trees, wild life and flowers. Other
subjects taught, according to grade level, were music, drawing,
history, geography, arithmetic, English and reading.

There was only one door and on a shelf just inside the door a
water bucket was kept from which all the pupils and teacher

Falls School

****
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This article comes from the book ‘Bedford Black History 250 Years’
By: Annie Pollard, Page 260. It is typed as written.

Lucy Virginia Anderson Sadler
“Lucy Virginia Anderson
Sadler was born on February
19, 1900, in Jellico,
Tennessee, to Burl and Lucy
Roach Anderson. Her father
was born into slavery and
learned to read and write
from the children of white
slave holders. Her mother
was a Cherokee Indian from
Amherst County, Virginia.
The family moved back to
Walnut Hollow in the
Boonsboro area of the
Ms. Lucy Virginia Anderson Sadler
county when Lucy was ten years old.
Young Lucy Anderson attended Chapel Hill School in Coleman
Falls and upon completing the seventh grade she entered Bennett
College, in Greensboro, North Carolina. The College for black
women was founded in 1873. After graduating from college in
1923 she moved back to her old stomping grounds in Walnut
Hollow. As a schoolteacher at Antioch School-Coleman Falls she
boarded with the Sadler family. She had her eyes fixed on one
particular member of the family, and she and Louis Sadler were
married in 1926.
Lucy became a full-time housewife and mother following the
births of her five children, Randolph, Geraldine, Odessa, Thelma,
and Helen. Later in life when her children were nurtured and
grown, she went to work for the Virginia Baptist Hospital in
Lynchburg, Virginia. She retired in the late 1970s.
Even though Lucy Anderson never drove a car, she enjoyed
traveling and the outdoors. She was a member of the Antioch
Baptist Church in Coleman Falls and attended regularly until she
was in her mid-nineties.
She served in her church as
a deaconess, a member of
the usher board, and sung
in the senior choir. She
was also active in the
missionary circle. At the
age of 107, she stressed the
importance to always say
Ms. Lucy Sadler’s resting place. She is
thank you. It’s very, very
buried at Antioch Baptist Church
important, one of the most
Cemetery in Coleman Falls, Bedford
important things in life.”
County, VA.

****

This article comes from ‘The Times Dispatch and was published June 22,
1913, Image 11. Courtesy of Chronicling America Historic Newspapers
through the Library of Congress. Typed as written.

Making Beads Out of June Roses

Tin full of rose beads, an artifact that we have in
storage here at the museum.

“Before the rose season closes the girl with a fondness for
fragrance should make several strings of rose beads. These beads
retain their perfume and are beautiful.
Collect fresh rose petals, run them through a grinder several
times until they are pulpy. Catch the juice and mix it back each
time. After thoroughly grinding the petals take two iron pans;
spread the pulp evenly over the bottoms of the pans and set
them away in a cool place for twenty-four hours, until the pulp is
black on the one side. Then turn it over and let it stay on that
side until it is also black. Do not let it stay too long in hot
weather as it might sour a little.

Put it through a grinder again and then it is ready to form beads.
Make the beads twice as large as you want them as they shrink.
Fill a thimble full of pulp, then take this and roll around in the
palm of the hand or spoon until it is as round as you can make it.
Repeat this until you have beads formed. Then have some one
hold a hatpin, point up, and string the beads on the hat pin. Take
a small piece of paper about an inch square. Put the bead on the
pinpoint and then take hold of the corners of the paper and force
the beads down the pin with the paper, leaving each bead on the
pin. This avoids flattening the ends of the beads. Fill each pin
full, not letting the beads touch.

It takes about three days to dry thoroughly. When they are
perfectly hard and firm, slip them from the pin and shake and
rub them gently in a cloth bag. This polishes them. A little
soaking in olive oil improves the polish. Now wipe dry and string
on heavy thread or dental floss with little gold, glass or coral
beads between each rose bead. It takes about fifty beads for a
small string.”

****
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The following newspaper article came from our museum’s database. There is
no title, date, or publication name with the article but it does come from
Bedford because it mentions Dr. Pogue. It is typed as written.

Influenza Epidemic of 1918—Affect on the African
American Race in Bedford
“During the first epidemic of influenza, which broke out nearly
eighteen months ago, it was a notable fact that the colored race
was practically immune from the disease, for a while there were a
few scattered cases and some deaths, the malady was confined
principally to the white race. But during the present epidemic the
cases has been reversed, or a least there is a much larger
percentage of colored people sick than among the whites.
The situation among the negroes was known to be bad, but the
seriousness of the plight of the colored population was not fully
realized until a few days ago. Early this week Dr. G. L. A. Pogue,
the colored physician, stated that there were more than a
hundred cases of influenza among the negroes of the town, and
that he had under his care here twenty-five cases of pneumonia.
In addition to these he has a hundred or more influenza patients
in the country, with about the same percentage of pneumonia
cases. Alone he was absolutely unable to cope with the situation
and sent for his brother, also a physician, to come and help him,
but the two of them are forced to work long hours and then are
not able to give their patients the attention they should have.

easy victims to the malady. The whole family became ill, and for
days were entirely without attention, the darkies refusing to go to
their assistance, and the whites of the neighborhood were in
ignorance of their predicament until they began to die. Four of
the children are already dead, and it is said that one of them died
on the floor without covering of any kind and only barely enough
clothing to prevent freezing. When the situation at the cabin
became known the white neighbors did what they could but
Waldron is said to be so ignorant that he cannot follow the
simplest instructions regarding the giving of medicine or even
protecting the members of his family against exposure, and it will
be a miracle if the entire family is not wiped out.
There has been a very gratifying improvement of conditions
among the whites, and though there are still a good many families
afflicted, especially in the country, the number of new cases
reported daily has almost reached the vanishing point. There has
been an exceedingly small percentage of pneumonia cases and so
far as has been reported only two of these have terminated
fatally.”

Edmund Hagerman died
February 9th, 1920 at the
age of 65 of Broncho
Pneumonia with a
contributory (secondary)
cause being influenza.

Ignorance and often the entire absence of facilities and necessary
safeguards have naturally made conditions worse, and many
pitable cases have been brought to the attention of the white
people who are giving their attention to the suffering of both
races. Conditions have been made worse by the tendency of the
colored race to expose themselves by attending the funerals of
those who have died with the malady. Dr. Pogue stated that
following each funeral he always has a number of new cases, and
failing to impress the members of his race with the danger of
congregating in crowds, he has made an appeal to the town
authorities to forbid the holding of church funerals, and this will
probably be done. At the doctor’s solicitation the colored school
here has been closed, and other measures are being taken to
prevent the further spread of the epidemic. But this number will
doubtless be greatly increased before the epidemic has spent
itself. Early last week Edmund Hagerman, one of the most
respected darkies of the town, died at his home near the Catholic
church, and Willie Smith succumbed a few days later at her home
in the same section. The wife and three children of Warner Penn
were the next victims, and Monday night Ad Drew and wife both
died about the same time. Drew was one of the best known
colored men of the town, and by thrift and industry had
accumulated considerable property, owning his home as well as a
good deal of personal property in the way of teams, etc.
One of the worse case reported among the negroes is that of the
family of George Waldron, who live near Bunker Hill. He and his
wife and six or seven children occupy a one-room cabin,
practically bare of every necessity and comfort, and they proved

Willie E. Smith died
February 11th, 1920 at the
age of 32 of Broncho
Pneumonia with a
contributory (secondary)
cause being influenza.

Lily Penn, died February
11, 1920 at the age of 3 of
Broncho Pneumonia with a
contributory (secondary)
cause being influenza.

Frank Penn, 30 years old,
February 13, 1920, died of
Broncho Pneumonia,
secondary cause: influenza.
Buried at Bull Branch in
Bedford.

****
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The following information comes from ancestry.com and fold3.com. The
picture of Mr. Claytor comes from our database and the cemetery marker
comes from findagrave.com.

The following article comes from the Franklin #1 Surname file in the
Museum. It is a pamphlet describing the author, Rodney Franklin for a
book he had coming out. It is typed as written.

Dr. David M. Claytor

Rodney Allen Franklin

By: Noelle Woodcock
Dr. David M. Claytor was
born November 6, 1832
in Bedford, Virginia. He
spent his childhood in
Bedford County, Virginia.
When he finished high
school he went on to
attend the University of
Pennsylvania. I found
him in the school catalogs
on ancestry.com and he is
at the university in 1857
and his preceptor/teacher
is J. S. Mitchell. At the
University of
Pennsylvania and for his entire career he practiced allopath (the
study of modern medicine).
David M. Claytor would enlist in the War Between the States on
May 18, 1861 at 28 years old in Liberty, Virginia. At the time of
his enlistment his rank was 4th Sergeant. He would be later
wounded in the Battle of Cedar Run (located in Cedar Mountain,
VA) on August 8, 1862. He sustained a gunshot wound to the
left arm which would result in his left arm being amputated near
the shoulder. He would be permanently disabled from this
wound.
After the war he serves on the Virginia Legislature from 18791880 and he attends the University of Virginia.
Claytor applies for a pension on April 3rd, 1888 at the age of 52.
At the time of the pension he was a resident of Otter Hill,
Bedford County, Virginia. In the
pension he states that he served in
Company A, 58th Virginia
Regiment and that he was
wounded in the left arm during the
Battle of Cedar Run.
He served as a physician in
Bedford City from September 15,
1911 to August 15, 1914. He
passed away on March 16, 1916 in
Bedford, Virginia at the age of 84.
He is buried in Longwood
David M. Claytor’s resting place
Cemetery.
in Longwood Cemetery

****

Pictured left and right, Mr. Rodney A. Franklin
“Rodney Allen Franklin was born in Bedford County on August
7, 1935, the oldest of six children, to Claude and Virginia
Franklin.
From 1942 to 1951, except for a brief period when he attended
Thaxton Elementary and Stewartsville High School, he attended
Montvale High School (one attended both Montvale and
Stewartsville Schools from the first through the 11th grades in
the 1940s).

In the fall of 1951, he dropped out of school and went to work
as a plumber’s helper of R. H. Lowe Plumbing and Heating in
Roanoke.
In August 1952, he enlisted in the U.S. Navy. After completing
basic training at Bainbridge,
Maryland, he was sent aboard the
U.S.S. Tripoli (CVE-64) where
he remained until his separation as
a Boilerman First Class (BTI) in
July, 1956.
As an aside, Franklin was aboard the
Tripoli the same period as Boatswain’s The U.S.S. Tripoli (CVE-64)
Mate Second Class Carl Brashear, the
Navy’s first black master diver. Brashear (later, Master Chief Boatswain’s
Mate Carl Brashear) was also the first amputee to be restored to full duty as
a Navy diver. The movie Men of Honor, starring Cuba Gooding, Jr.,
and Robert De Niro was inspired by Brashear’s achievement.
Four days after leaving the Navy, he enlisted in the Air Force as a
Technical Sergeant (T/Sgt).
Franklin remained in the Air Force until his retirement in 1973,
as a Senior Master Sergeant (E-8). During his Air Force career,
he served in North Carolina; Morocco; Spokane, Washington;
Okinawa; San Antonio, Texas; Japan; Lubbock, Texas; Vietnam;
and Ohio.”

****
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The following article comes from the Franklin #1 file in our museum. It is a
newspaper article dated Wednesday, June 28, 2006 and the contributing
writer is Anne Chlsom. The newspaper title is unknown. It had to be
shortened due to space, but the part of the article below is typed as written.

Ollie May Franklin
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She began work in the quilling department, where threads of all
colors were produced on machines that Ollie grew to love. At
first, she said the best thing about that department was the fact
that its employees didn't have to work with any acids. Then she
grew to appreciate the colors. ‘It looked like a Christmas tree
with the colors and lights.”
Ollie says she discovered she was “mechanically talented.” She
seemed to automatically know how to better organize the
processes in the quilling department, thus saving time and effort.
Plus, she was eager to learn everything she could.
“I kept working different jobs. If I found out it paid more, I tried
for it.”

Left: Ollie Franklin’s passport picture taken for her 1930
trip to England. Right: Mrs. Franklin at 100 years old.

“...Ollie May Franklin was born on a farm near the community of
Montvale on June 22, 1906.
She still recalls that she started school in a small school in the
apple orchard on Dr. Parson’s land in Nelson County.
She was the oldest of her parents’ six children, and there was no
one else to walk with her to Quarterwood Elementary School in
Bedford County, so her mother sent her to stay with her
grandparents until some of her siblings were old enough to go to
school also.

After working every job in the department, she became an
instructor. She never forgot how horribly she had been treated by
the trainer on her first job, so she tried to be patient with new
employees.
American Viscose apparently appreciated Ollie’s eagerness and
aptitude. One day while she was working, she noticed one of the
plant’s managers watching her. As she was nervously wondering
if she was doing something wrong, he came, tapped her on the
shoulder, and said, “Little girl (Ollie has always been petite), how
would you like to go to England to work for a while?”
“You mean up in the New England states?”

One of her memories of that time is what a treat it was to get a
new pair of Buster Brown shoes. These were brown, lace-up
shoes that were worn at that time by both boys and girls.

Even after he explained that, no, he meant England across the
Atlantic Ocean, she didn't think he was serious. He even
explained that the company would pay for first-class tickets on a
sleeper train to New York and then on an ocean liner from there
to Liverpool, England.

When she was 16, Ollie and her best friend went to board with
relatives in Roanoke. At that time, going to Roanoke to get a job
in one of the silk or cotton mills was acceptable behavior for
farm girls.

American Viscose wanted her and one other employee from
another department to go to England to train workers in a plant
the company owned there. They would be gone for a least a
couple of months.

After a series of disastrous attempts at finding a job, Ollie got
one at a cotton mill. Unfortunately, the woman assigned to train
her on the job “was a crabby old maid,” Ollie adds, “I cried all
day. I had never been talked to at home like that.”

“I couldn't go anywhere without asking my Daddy,” she said.

Deciding she was not going to accept that kind of harsh
treatment, she quit her job. She spent the next few months trying
to find another job, and on her last day of boarding with her
Roanoke cousins, she accompanied one of them to his job at the
American Viscose plant. By the time she got there, the
employment office said they had hired their final person.
Ollie says she was so upset that she just stood there, looking at
the man. She heard herself saying “I can’t find a job nowhere, as
big a city Roanoke is.” As she continued to speak, the man
apparently changed his mind. He told her to show up the next
morning to start work.
Ollie’s time over nearly the next half century with American
Viscose took her far from Bedford County and far from
Roanoke.

“I had no more idea of going than a fly. But I went home on
Saturday and told Papa.”
To her surprise, her father said that he wouldn't tell her what to
do. After all, she was now in her 20s. Then he added the kicker.
“If it was me working for a big company and I got that chance,
I’d go.” And she went.
Ollie has never regretted her decision to go. Besides the
adventure of sailing across the Atlantic Ocean as a first-class
cabin passenger on the Cunard Line ship the RMS Lancastria, she
met people from completely different background than those
reared on Bedford County farms. She visited all the sites she and
her hosts could pack into her time there, including Buckingham
Palace, Kenilworth Castle and Shakespeare’s birthplace.
After returning to the United States, Ollie resumed her work at
American Viscose. She eventually retired from the company
while she was living in Parkersburg, W. Va. ...”
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This first hand account was a donation. This will be a continuation story
since Mr. Gills first hand account is 50 pages long. It will span over the next
few newsletters. It is typed as written.

Lieutenant Oscar W. Gills First Hand Account of
Being a German Prisoner of War in WWII
By: Oscar W. Gills
“On Monday, September 25, 1944, I was awakened early in the
morning and told that I was flying 570 on that day’s mission. I
rolled out of bed and pulled on my clothes, still more asleep than
awake. Outside it was pitch black as I stumbled to the mess hall
for breakfast. I never could get much breakfast down early in the
morning, even when I realized that it would be about ten or
eleven hours before we got back from wherever we were going.
When your number is up, Fate doesn’t worry about whether you
are going to get to eat in ten hours or ten days.

After leaving this mess hall we were carried by trucks to the
briefing room. Inside of this room were gathered all the men
who were to go on the day’s trip. First we had the main briefing,
in which we were shown on a map our courses to and from the
target, the target itself, our alternate targets, our position in
formation, our code call signs and flare colors for the day, and
other essential information. Our target was in the Frankford-amMaine, the railroad marshalling yards, where most of the supplies
for the German armies on the Western Front were routed. The
mission didn’t look too bad on paper, but, as I found out a year
later, the Eighth Air Force took a terrible shellacking that day.
After this briefing we went to our squadron operations buildings
and got our flying gear — oxygen mask, flak helmet, leather
helmet with ear phones, flying suit, boots, etc.; from here the
plane where I met my crew. I had flown one or two sorties with
them before, but it was not my regular crew.
As in every mission, there was a wait of about forty-five minutes
between the time we got to the ship from briefing and the time
to start engines, but there was always plenty to do before we
started. Finally the time came; we started and taxied into position
for take-off. We took off at thirty second intervals just as the sun
was coming up, and climbed to eight thousand feet and
assembled over our rendezvous point. After forming the group
we proceeded to another rendezvous point for our wing. From
here to another rendezvous where the combat wings formed a
bombardment division, and then the three divisions formed into
an air task force. This is a beautiful sight, to see twelve or fifteen
hundred bombers, all in formation, streaming towards Germany,
across the North Sea, with the sun glistening on their silver
wings.

While crossing the water between England and Europe, we
climbed to twenty thousand feet, continued at this altitude for a
while, but later we climbed to twenty-six thousand feet to cross
the front lines.
About fifteen minutes after crossing the front, my #1 engine

manifold pressure fell off from 31 inches of mercury to 20
inches. This loss of power was apparently due to a failure of #1
turbo supercharger, which usually can be repaired in flight by
changing amplifiers in the radio room. I told the engineer over
the inter-communication system to change amplifiers, which he
did; but the power in #1 didn’t come back. I told him to switch
around amplifiers from the other superchargers; still no good.
Next I tried turning up the turbo regulator screw. That didn’t
help either. That left only one thing to do — fly on with #1
engine turning up enough power to carry its own weight and rely
on the other three engines to get us there and back.
All of this took about fifteen or twenty minutes, so we were just a
minute or two from our IP (initial point) from which we were to
make our bomb runs on the rail head. Over the inter-com came
the ball turret gunner’s voice — “Ball to pilot, ball to pilot, we
are losing a fine spray of gas or something from under our left
wing, over.”
I look over my shoulder, and, sure enough, came over the
inter-com, “Fire, Fire in number one!” At the same time the
co-pilot started jabbing his finger in the direction of number one.
He had seen it, too.
In a lot less time than it takes to tell about it, things began to
happen. The ignition switches began to smoke. I cut #1 switch
off, opened the cowl flaps on #1 and went into a dive, all at the
same time. The wires beside my seat began to smoke, and I called
the crew and told them to put on their chutes. Things were
getting worse. The dive wasn’t blowing out the fire, the propeller
wouldn’t feather, the oil pressure had gone to zero. When the fire
began to get on the wing and the cockpit was full of smoke, I
gave the order which was our choices between being blown to
smithereens and taking a chance on the Nazis finishing us —
“Hit the silk! bail out! hurry up! Hit the silk, hit the silk, hit the
silk.”
I kept it up until the radio went dead. The automatic pilot was
switched on to hold the ship level while the crew got out. The
co-pilot reached up and tapped me on the leg just before he
dived through the escape hatch. I got out of my seat and down
on my knees, and was crawling toward the hatch when I realized
I didn’t have my parachute on. I reached back under my seat and
got it, and clipped it onto the rings on the harness I wore. Then
out of the hatch I went.
I didn’t have much sensation of falling because I was about
twenty thousand feet up when I got clear of the plane. I fell for a
while without pulling the ripcord so I wouldn’t be in the air so
long after the chute opened. As I approached a cloud layer
beneath, I thought I had better pull the ripcord, because I didn’t
know how high to top of the cloud layer was from the ground. It
would have been embarrassing if the clouds had been only a few
hundred feet in the air and I had made a hole in the ground.
Well, I pulled the cord when I was falling and in a reclining
position; the chute snapped out of the pack and opened, Thank
Heaven!
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After the chute opened and I was swinging gently beneath the
canopy, I saw our formation disappearing and I could hear the
bombs falling on Frankfurt. I tried to see some of the other
fellows in their chutes, but I never saw any. I also never saw my
plane again after I left it, and after talking with the crew a couple
of weeks later I never found one who saw it again after we
jumped; so she must have blown up soon after we jumped.
I had read so much about men jumping from twenty-five
thousand feet and opening their chutes right away, and it would
take them about a half hour to get to the ground, so I looked at
my watch. It was 1035, and now my chute began to oscillate and
I became afraid that the air would spill out of the big white
canopy and I would get a big let-down in a hard way. So I fought
with the shroud lines while I passed through the cloud layer.
When I came through the second cloud layer, I had just time
enough to look over one shoulder and see a couple of German
farmers plowing a field and looking up at me, and over the other
shoulder and see the tops of some pine trees rushing up to greet
me. I was swinging backwards and I had visions of having a tree
limb stuck through me — all of which didn't help my peace of
mind.
CRR-A-ASH! Snap! Pow! Through the top of a pine tree I went,
snapping off branches as I fell.
“Well, I must have some broken bones or something,” I
mumbled as I stopped falling. I looked up at the top of the tall
pine and wondered how I got through that maze of branches
with only a couple of cuts on my hands and face.
As I looked my situation over I saw that I was about thirty feet
above the ground and about five feet from the tree trunk. Also, I
saw a couple of German farmers on down the hill about one
hundred yards looking through the woods. I thought that
perhaps if I could get down from the top of that tree I could give
them the slip and get back to France somehow. I looked at my
watch — 1055. About twenty minutes to fall from twenty
thousand feet. I had opened my chute higher than I thought. The
only way I could figure out to get down that tree without
breaking some bones was to use the chute like a child’s swing. I
swung myself back and forth until I could lock my legs around
the tree trunk, and then I unhooked my harness where it went
across my chest.

The following article comes from ‘The Times Dispatch’ newspaper in
Richmond, Virginia. It was published Thursday, November 13, 1924,
Page 1. It is typed as written.

Death Toll Ten At Bedford Home in Cider Tragedy:
James K. Collins, of New York, is Latest Victim.
“BEDFORD, VA., Nov.
12.—James K. Collins, of
New York Lodge No. 1,
died at the Elks’ National
Home this morning, death
due to drinking cider from
a barrel which had been
used for tree spraying
poison, from which nine
other residents of the home
died yesterday and the night
before. Mr. Collins was an
actor and has been here for
more than twenty years.
James K. Collins resting place in
His wife has lived in town
Oakwood Cemetery
here ever since Mr. Collins
became a resident of the home.
Daniel Crowley, of Somerville, Mass., has been added to the list
of ill men.
Robert A. Scott, house trustee, of Linden, Ind., is expected to
arrive today at noon. Louis Boisemenue, secretary of the board
of trustees, of ’East St. Louis, Ill., is on his way to Bedford.
Bedford is saddened for there is scarcely a family here which
does not claim some resident of the Elks’ home as a friend. The
suffering among those ill has been intense, but relieved by
attending physicians as far as possible. Some have gone into
convulsions and had to be strapped in bed.”

This was easy enough, but it took all of my strength to lift my
weight first with one arm and then with the other to unhook the
leg straps. As I released the last of the two leg straps, I slid down
the trunk of the tree to the ground. This tore off some more skin
here and there, but I wasn't worried about a little skin then as
much as I was about my life.”…

****

James Collins Death Certificate. He passed away on November 12, 1924
at the age of 86 of accidental arsenic poisoning.

****
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This article comes from our Pearl Harbor file under World War II information in our Genealogical Library. The article was published in the ‘Smith Mountain
Eagle’ in S. M. Lake, Virginia on Wednesday, October 14, 2009. It is typed as written.

79th Anniversary of the Attack on Pearl Harbor
Veteran recalls Dec. 7, 1941
By: Jason M. Dunovant
“December 7, 1941 is a dark day in American history for anyone who is old enough to remember it. A war that was a world away
suddenly arrived in America’s backyard with the attack of the Japanese on Pearl Harbor. Harold Barber recalled that day in a way very few
can at a recent veterans’ service in Penhook. Barber told his story of being a young Naval officer who was right in the middle of it.
The veterans’ ceremony was held at the Ramsey Smith Recreation and Community Field in Penhook Sunday. Several veterans were in
attendance for the ceremony, with some telling of their
experiences in Korea or Vietnam, but none were as
captivating as Barber’s experiences on the day of the Pearl
Harbor attacks.
Barber was stationed at Pearl Harbor on the transport ship
the USS Argonne about a year before the attacks occurred.
He had become accustomed to the harbor and many of his
shipmates on the Argonne. Barber was a trumpet player for
the ship’s dance band.

Barber awoke Sunday, December 7, 1941 and prepared to
meet his wife at an apartment he had rented away from the
harbor. Just before 8 a.m., Barber made his way to the
ship’s deck, where he was required to salute the ship’s flag
and speak to the officer in charge before leaving the ship.

USS Argonne at Pearl Harbor, August 11, 1941, Starboard Side

Barber waited on the deck for officers to retrieve the flag
and raise it, so he could meet his wife, when he heard the
sound of planes in the distance. Barber thought nothing of
it at the time, since pilots from a nearby base would often
practice dive bombings in the harbor.
Barber recalled the bags full of white powder the planes
would drop during the practice flights. He said that
cleaning the bags was often a pain for the crew.
Suddenly there was an explosion and Barber saw three
more planes drop down and turn towards his ship. The
planes opened fire on the Argonne and on Barber with
their machine guns. Luckily Barber was able to avoid the
planes continuing on past him.

Muster Roll of Crew of the U. S. S. Argonne for the quarter ending June 30, 1941.
Shows Harold T. Barber, Jr., service #: 201-68-18, rating at date of last report: Mus.
2c., date of enlistment: October 18, 1939. Courtesy of Fold3.com.

“I saw the rising sun on the side of the plane,” Barber
recalled. As the cold fact that Pearl Harbor was under attack by the Japanese sank in, he locked eyes with the passing pilot.
“He grinned at me” Barber said with disgust.
Barber quickly went below deck to warn his crewmates they were under attack. On Sundays, the crew was allowed to sleep in and several
were still in bed. They had a hard time believing Barber, until a bomb exploded nearby and rocked the ship.
When Barber returned to the deck, the calculated destruction of the United State’s Pacific Fleet was painfully apparent. The USS
Oklahoma was rolled over and the USS West Virginia had already sunk. Barber looked in horror as he saw a bomb drop on the USS
Arizona, killing several friends he had made just the night before at a battle of dance bands put on by all the ships in Pearl Harbor.
The USS Arizona was one of the ships hit hardest by the attack, with over 1,000 of the ship’s crew lost in the attack. The ship still
remains on the ocean’s floor inside of Pearl Harbor.

“The whole harbor was afire,” Barber said.
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Oil from the ships had leaked into the harbor and caught fire. Anyone who was forced to jump ship had to then contend with the
dangerous fires atop the water.
Barber quickly gathered up several boxes of ammunition and took them to the ship’s two 50-caliber machine guns. Barber said that it was
usually an effort for him to carry one of the boxes, but that day, he was able to carry three at one time.
“Boy the adrenaline really flows,” Barber said.
Soon after, Barber boarded a small boat with a few others and began pulling survivors out of the burning oil. The Japanese planes
continued to bomb and shoot their guns all around as they attempted to rescue the survivors.
“I’m so thankful I’m still here,” Barber said, holding back tears.

It was a day of horrifying sights for Barber. The pain of recalling the events was obvious during the veterans’ ceremony.
Barber concluded his story with a request that a Pearl Harbor memorial be erected somewhere to honor those who were there. He said
that there is a D-Day Memorial in Bedford and a World War II Memorial in Washington, D.C., but nothing to remember those who lost
their lives on that day.”

Japanese Bomber pilots who participated in the attack on Pearl Harbor,
1941

Scene from the Japanese attach on Pearl Harbor, 1941

Aerial view of the Attack on Pearl Harbor

Japanese Bomber Planes—The Mitsubishi A6M Zero
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The following information comes from a series of African American calendars that Marion received which listed an accomplishment of a Black American for every
month. She compiled them and made the list you see below.

Black Americans Celebrating a Century of Accomplishments
1900-2000
By: Marion Banks

The Negro National Anthem “Lift
Every Voice and Sing” written.

Attorney Violette
Anderson practiced
law.

Rosa Parks helped
integrate the bus
system.

First black newspaper, Chicago
Defender published.

Carter Woodson
organized Negro
History week.

Dr. Martin Luther
King Jr. delivered “I
have a dream” speech.

Booker T. Washington
honored on U.S.
postage stamp.

Jesse Jackson ran for
President of the U.S.

Barack Obama
Megan Markle
George W. Carver
marries Prince
admitted to inventors becomes 1st black
President of U.S.A, Harry of England
Hall of Fame.
& serves 2 terms. becoming Duchess of
Wales.

First black hospital opened in
Harlem, New York.

Jack Robinson played
Major League
Baseball.

Matthew Henson discovered the
North Pole.

The decision of separate
education facilities revered.

Thurgood Marshall
Appointed to Supreme
Court (1967-1991).

Colin Powell became Dr. Mae Jemison traveled Doug Wilder, 1st black
governor in U.S.
highest ranking black to
into space.
serve in U.S. Military.

Kamala Harris,
elected first
woman & first
Black to become
Vice President.

Tiger Woods, Golf
Champion

Serena & Venus
Williams,
Tennis
Champions

Michael Jordan,
NBA Champion
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The following article comes from Steve Everett whose great-uncle George
Arthur made and drove the first school bus in Bedford County.
Typed as written.

The First School Bus in Bedford County

George Arthur standing beside his bus (circa 1920’s. He was
coming out of Ivy Creek Hollow onto present day Coffee Rd.
and on to Hermitage.
“Today on any given road in Bedford County, the presence of a
big yellow school bus is perhaps just as common as the paved
road it is travelling on. However, in the early 1900’s,
transportation to any of the area’s public schools primarily
consisted of walking or if you were of more fortunate means,
riding a horse.
In a small rural hollow in northern Bedford County nestled near
the foothills of Jackson and Fleming Mountain, lay a small
community known as “Ivy Creek.” Here was located a one room
school called “Ivy Creek School.” Here were taught grades 1-7 all
in one room—all by one teacher. In 1925 the Bedford County
School Board decided to close this school along with several
others throughout the county, with the result of consolidating
students into some of the larger, perhaps more modern schools
of the county. Soon after this, a petition began to circulate
around the Ivy Creek neighborhood asking that the Bedford
County School Board provide some sort of transportation for
their children to attend the nearby Hermitage High School which
was located near Coffee Post Office. George Arthur, a resident
of Ivy Creek, was acquainted with school board member W.H.
Baldock, Jr of Boonsboro. The efforts of Baldock soon resulted
in the hiring of George Arthur as the first school bus driver in
Bedford County.
George Arthur’s daughter, the late Eva Arthur of Coleman Falls
who lived to be 101 years old, recalled those early trips to
Hermitage School. “At first Daddy hauled the children in a
flat-bed wagon. This was extremely crowded and uncomfortable
especially in unfavorable weather, and often times we would get
mired down and stuck in the muddy ruts of the road.” George
Arthur, however, was not a man easily discouraged. The result
was he took a 1923 Model T Ford truck and built a wooden
frame body around it. On each side of the body he built a
wooden bench for the children to sit on. To keep out the

weathering elements, he attached heavy canvas like curtains,
which could be rolled up and down depending on the weather.
One of the students who rode Arthur’s bus, the late Marion
Knight Harris, recalled that more often than not, the weather
conditions were not favorable with the struggling students. When
it would rain extremely hard, water would wash over the road
near “Webber’s Bottom” and Arthur would have to wait until
the water receded before he could continue on safely. Harris
recalled on another occasion the rain poured so hard that
everyone had to take refuge in Tom Arthur’s tobacco barn until
the rain subsided. George Arthur build a fire in the barn to keep
everyone warm and treated everyone to apples which he kept in
the toolbox on the side of the bus.
All of the students who rode the bus were just like one big
family. In fact, the majority of them were related one way or
another. George’s daughter, Eva, could still recall from memory
the majority of the children who rode the bus. In addition to
herself and siblings Maurice and Leola, there were Phoebe
Hartley, Julia Arthur, Dock Knight, Jim Knight, Osson Knight,
Marion Knight, Lyle Knight, Dorothy Arthur, Louise Arthur,
Perry Arthur, Robert Arthur, Katie Padgett, Gertrude Padgett,
Louise Millner, Ed Milton, Morris Milner, Hila Manley, Virginia
Manley, Helen Manley, Evelyn Manley, Katherine Webber,
Louise Webber, George Crank and Allen Arthur.

In 1935 the Hermitage School closed; it’s students then went to
Boonsboro High School. George Arthur continued to pick up
the Ivy Creek children, bringing them to the head of Ivy Creek
Hollow where they were then picked up by Mr. Campbell’s bus,
coming from Perrowville. As another student recalled, “When
Mr. Campbell’s bus would stop and pick us up, they would tease
us saying “Look at the monkeys in the cage.”
Arthur discontinued driving the bus in the late 1930’s. However,
the “bus” still proved very useful to him on the farm. He
removed the wooden body off the bus, continuing to use the
vehicle the haul wood and do a variety of farm chores.
The memory of George Arthur’s love and dedication to “his
children” remains very much alive!”

Hermitage School

****
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The following article is taken from ‘The Callaway Journal Volume
XLI 2016, pages 34-39, issn 0146-6321’. The article is typed as
written.
The John Callaway Paternal Lineage
By: Tarone Claybrook (2nd Great Grandson)
“The Callaway family of Bedford
Virginia trace their ancestry from
England to patriarch Joseph
Callaway (1680-1732) originally
reported to be from Caroline
County Virginia. The family
migrated to Bedford County
[formerly Lunenburg County] in
the early to mid 1700’s. From
Bedford the family members
settled in Georgia, Kentucky,
Colonel William Callaway
Tennessee, Missouri and other
parts of the country. Two of Joseph’s children—Richard and
William received titles from Great Britain, with the rank of
Colonel, within the Bedford Militia, during the French and
Indian Wars (The Seven Years’ War, 1754-1763). During this war
the Native Americans, whether Cherokee, Sioux, or elsewise
sided with the French against the British, which made for
interesting allies and foes. Many in the Callaway family pledged to
protect colonists from native and foreign attackers, which gave
them opportunities in their alliances with Britain. These alliances
assumed Britain could and would supply some manpower
resources, commodities, weaponry and opportunities for power
and profit. This also brought an opportunity for indentured
slaves to align themselves (including intermarrying) with Native
Americans, in pursuit of freedom, against the French, the British
and the colonist alike.
Acting on behalf of King George III, as a protector of colonist
and commerce, Colonel William Callaway (1714-1777) received
patents and land grants for over 15,000 acres across three
counties, including Bedford. This enabled him to make
provisions for many Callaway generations to come. He became a
prominent and wealthy man that enabled him to donated 100
acres of land for a courthouse and prison (Bedford County
Records, Book of Deeds, A page 113).
Colonel William Callaway’s eldest son James inherited the largest
portion of his holdings, per the English law of primogeniture.
James purchased 1100 acres of estate forestland (Royal Forest)
on which he built a magnificent home, west of his previous home
in New London, Campbell County. Some details about James
home known as The Mansion House is mentioned in Daisy I.
Read’s book, “New London Today and Yesterday” (page 49).
Interesting enough, she quotes words from a slave; As old Uncle
Tom, one of his old slaves, used to tell it, “Yes ma’am, Col. Callaway built
his house out of brick, hauled all the way from England.” This old darkey
also recalled the dances given by Col. Callaway and spoke especially of one

guest, Thomas Jefferson with his fiddle. Of all the people that could be
quoted, Read chose to include the words of a slave named,
“Uncle Tom”. This would seem to indicate that there was times
that a slave greatly impacted their masters in word, above the
work they were required to do by force. Additional slave quotes
and stories were sure to follow Uncle Tom in the Callaway family
history.
In 1735, Colonel Callaway married Elizabeth Tilley (1715-1750)
who bore him five (5) children, including William Callaway, Jr.
(1740-1821) who married Anne Bowker Smith (1751-1834).
William and Anne parented six (6) children, including William
Callaway, III (1780-1805). William III married Elizabeth Calland
(1786-1827) who gave birth to John Callaway (1807-1861).
Joseph Callaway, Jr. - Catherine Ann Browning
(1680-1732)

(1694-1738)

Colonel William Callaway - Elizabeth Tilley
(1714-1777)

(1715-1750)

William Callaway II - Anne Bowker Smith
(1740-1821)

(1751-1834)

William Callaway III - Elizabeth Calland
(1780-1813)

(1786-1827)

John Callaway - Lucinda W. Saunders
(1807-1861)

(1808-1854)

John Callaway was a reasonably prominent man within the small
and surrounding communities of Goode. He married Lucinda W.
Saunders (1808-1854), daughter of Colonel David Saunders and
Lockey Leftwich. They parented five (5) children: Elizabeth C.
(1829), Robert W. (1831), Melinda (1835), Emma Susan (1838)
and Rose Ella (1852). The question of curiosity is, did John
Callaway have other children? According to oral history, he did.
It would not be far-fetched or unusual for a slave master or his
hired hands to have sexual relations with slaves, whether those
relations were out of lust or out of love. There are many welldocumented stories of such. One of the most talked about would
be that of President Thomas Jefferson, whose Poplar Forest
home was reasonably close to the home of John Callaway.”

****
The following article is taken from ‘The Callaway Journal Volume XLI
2016, pages 34-39, issn 0146-6321’. The article is typed as written.

The John Callaway Home
“The oral history by slaves passed on about their slave masters
most assuredly would have been heard from the masters
themselves. In this case, it is believed that John Callaway himself
shared information about his own lineage, which may have been
confirmed from several dozen of his slaves, heard from
conversations in the Callaway home. Where might have this
taken place? What we do know about the Callaway home
(“Pleasant Terrace”) is that it had a total of 9 owners since its
building, started by Colonel William Callaway, perhaps for his
own sons, John and William Callaway. What of the Terrace View
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home, clearly identified as being present in 1841, from a map
created in 1974, by an unknown author.
On March 7, 1937, Nora A. Carter filed a Works in Progress
Historical Inventory Project Administration to the
Administration of Virginia, acknowledging the home existed.
Pleasant Terrace also served, in part, as a model to “Terrace
View” on the National
Register of Historic Places
009-0207. See photo.
Period reports are the
Pleasant View architecture
was known for its quality
of design, workmanship,
and rarity of form. The
plan, massing, and
decorative elements of the
John Callaway Home “Terrace View”
house, especially its
1841
interior treatments, made
“Pleasant Terrace nearly
identical to “Terrace View”.
Terrace View was located a short
distance to the west of Thomas
Jefferson’s Poplar Forest. Similar
to other well built lavish homes
in the area, they both shared
similarities in entertaining guests.
John not so much to the extent
“Pleasant Terrace”
of his grandfather Colonel William Callaway, but entertaining
guests nonetheless. Another similarity would be the slaves
present to watch, serve, cook, clean, listen and share.
Thus leads us to another story of slaves, their oral history,
survival skills, and descendants. This is especially interesting, if
they are descendants of the masters they served- if you believe
the oral stories of the slaves themselves.”

****
The following article comes from ‘The Oak’ 1935 New London Academy
yearbook, Page 20-21. Typed as written.

Prophecy of Senior Class
“For I dipt into the future, far as a human eye could see, Saw the
vision of the world, and all the wonder that would be.
I was walking down a street in New York, I glanced in the
window at some pictures. There was one that attracted my
attention very much, so I looked to see who the master was and
found that it was Mary Kemble Barnes. As I walked on down the
street I met Della Bowles, I learned from her that she is a beauty
specialist of that city. I asker her what had become of the rest of
the 1935 class of New London Academy. She told me that
Evelyn Hodgers is a stenographer, Elsie Cooper is now an
interior decorator and has recently made plans for renovating
New London Academy. Marie Wilson is married and lives in
North Carolina, and that Noell Coffee is one of the best lawyers

of this city. She then left me and told me to come see her while I
was in New York. The next day I went to see her, as I stepped in
the door I head Harman Woodford playing the guitar for William
Hughes to sing over the radio. While I was there I picked up a
paper, turned over a few pages and read a poem. Who should be
the poetress but Henrietta Morris. As I turned over a few pages I
saw that General James Pritchett had won a great battle in the
Philippine Islands.
After I left New York I went to Chicago, and who was the first
person I saw as I walked the street, it was non other than Edna
Gallaher, who told me that she is a nurse in one of the largest
hospitals in the city under the direction of Dr. L.D. Shannon, Jr.,
who is very happily married. She also told me that Margaret
Phillips is a nurse in that hospital. While I was in Chicago I went
to see Margaret. I asked her what became of the 1935 class of
New London Academy. She told me that Albert Phillips owns a
farm near New London Academy, his son does most of the work
though as Albert is still — well, just like he always was. Helen
Phillips is a mathematics teacher at New London Academy.
Eloise Watkins is a doctor of medicine in Lynchburg. Well I
reckon you know that Sally Miller and Marvin Fellers are married
and now live in the city. And I forgot to tell you that Alfred
Overstreet is happily married and is now the County Agent for
Bedford County. The next day was Sunday so I went to church
and who should appear in the pulpit as pastor? None other than
Henry Davey, and seated at the piano was his wife, formerly Iris
West.
Leaving Chicago I started back to visit my old home in Bedford
County. On the way back I met Preston Reynolds, the conductor
on the train. When I reached Roanoke, I went to Hotel Roanoke
and who should I see there but Frances Lindsay a dietitian of that
hotel. I learned from her that Evelyn Chaffin and Hilda
Goodman are both nurses at Lewis-Gale Hospital. Do you
remember that Margaret McIvor was always fond of the “guys”,
well, she, is married and lives near New London Academy. Oh
Yes! As you have doubtless heard Frank Stinnett is now
Professor of English at the University of Virginia. And Catherine
Woodford is now a bookkeeper in Richmond.
Coming from Roanoke to Bedford I saw Paul Price driving a
transfer truck and passing by a beautiful house I saw O.A. Hicks
and his wife sitting on the porch. Riding on I glanced through a
magazine which I had and there I saw a very beautiful painting by
Vance Tuck.

When I reached Bedford I went into a store
and who should I see but Estelle Witt as
clerk; she told me that Naomi Stinnette is a
stenographer in that town. All this news of
my old classmates of N.L. A. made me feel
very happy.
- Arlene Cofer, Prophet
Arlene Cofer

****
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Below is a article from the 75th Anniversary Supplement to the Roanoke
Tribune: Making and Recording Black History Since 1939, Saluting
Julius Rosenwald and his many irrepressible contributions to African
Americans. April 2018. Typed as Written. The first & second part of the
supplement was printed in the last newsletter. Refer to two previous
newsletters for more information.

Rosenwald Schools For African-Americans in the
Rural South
“The Rosenwald Schools were built in the early 20th century as a
solution to the scarcity of schools for African-Americans in the
rural South at that time. The school-building program was the
idea of educator Booker T. Washington who approached
Rosenwald. The result stimulated the building of over 5,000
schools, vocational workshops, and teachers’ homes in the South.
While Southern states discouraged teaching slaves to read, the
conclusion of the Civil War brought with it sporadic efforts to
educate Black children. Missionaries arrived to establish schools,
and later in the century some communities permitted AfricanAmerican children to enroll in public schools.
Then between 1890-1908, states in the Deep South began
adopting new state constitutions for the express purpose of
taking the vote away from African-Americans. They did so by
instituting measures such as poll taxes, literacy tests, and setting
arbitrary voter registration practices. As the Blacks were stripped
of the right to vote, the whites began reducing opportunities for
their children to attend regular public schools. The white
communities created separate and lesser schools for Blacks, and
underfunded those that existed.”
Education is the most powerful weapon which you can use to change the
world. - Nelson Mandela

The Rosenwald school in what was then known as the Black
Long Ridge section of Mars Hill was one of the more than 5300
state of the art school buildings and teachers’ buildings
constructed throughout the south with around 813 built in North
Carolina. There were more built in North Carolina than in any
other state and the Anderson School is one of the few remaining
in the mountains of Western North Carolina. This school was
built in 1930 and named for Joseph Anderson, a Mars Hill slave
who was taken to jail as collateral security for a Mars Hill College
debt in the 1850’s. Many of the people in the Long Ridge
community trace their ancestry back to Anderson. For people in
the Long Ridge Community, the symbol is more personal. It was
their school, representing not just education, but through it, a
doorway to equality for their children. And, for the whole
community of Mars Hill it stands as a reminder of the struggle
for equal rights.
Attending classes up to the 8th grade, more than 2000 African
American children attended the Anderson School during the
years it operated, ending with 1964, when the school was closed
as a result of integration. During that time, there were some
famous visitors, one of whom was automobile tycoon Henry
Ford in 1918. Teachers and students told Ford they had no room
for arts and crafts, so Ford later funded an art room behind the
school. Just down the road at the small Mt. Olive Baptist Church,
the parents of jazz great Billy Strayhorn were married.
The Anderson Rosenwald School was abandoned in the 1960s,
presently efforts are under way to restore the school. The school
represents the initiative that provided quality buildings and
reliable access to public education for African Americans in the
South. Because “you, can just feel the history there,” the
community is working to preserve and renovate the school into a
Community Cultural Center dedicated to promoting a fuller
understanding of black history in the Blue Ridge region. The
Mars Hill initiative is part of a nationwide movement to preserve
Rosenwald Schools which is coordinated through the National
Trust for Historic Conservation.”

****
The following article comes from the Staunton Daily Leader Newspaper. It
was published on Thursday, April 30, 1908. It is typed as written.
Courtesy of Newspapers.com.

~

Convicts Sent To Bedford

The Rosenwald Anderson School

“Major E. F. Morgan, of the State penitentiary today forwarded
to Bedford county ten convicts for work on the roads of that
county. The camp equipment was shipped to Bedford on
Saturday. The ten men who go today will take tents and get ready
for the coming of others. On Saturday morning a detachment of
forty-five men will go from prison to Bedford, and will be put to
work improving the roads.”

“The Rosenwald School building program is recognized as one
of the most important partnerships to advance African-American
education in the early 20th century. The program gave AfricanAmericans unprecedented access to education and a stronger
sense of community pride in the segregated South. By 1928 one
in every five rural schools for black students in the South was a
Rosenwald school, and these schools housed one-third of the
region’s rural black schoolchildren and teachers.

****
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The following newspaper article comes from our Beard #2 surname file in
our genealogy library. The description on the bottom says Mary E. Beard is
Phyllis Langford Woodford’s great aunt. Mary was her grandmother’s sister.
She was raised in Chamblisburg. Typed as written.

Retrospection.
“I was born in Franklin county, raised in Bedford, have lived in
Roanoke, Botetourt and Campbell counties, and now in Amherst.
I have never been out of the State of Virginia, but have lived in
the most wonderful age this old world has ever known, for which
I am more than thankful to the good Lord than I can ever
express. So many wonderful things have been discovered,
invented, and developed. In my childhood days one lived in a
hewn-log house of three or four rooms with a kitchen some
twenty or more feet away—just a hut no better than a boy would
build now for a summer shack. A wide fireplace with a crane or
pot racks on which to hang the pots for cooking; no stoves. The
bread we baked in a baker with a heavy top, hot coals being
spread under and over it. Coffee was bought green, parched and
ground at home, and
made in a tin coffee
pot set on a trivet over
some live coals. A
trivet was a little
3-legged iron frame
which was made by the
blacksmith. He also
made the shovels,
tongs, pot hooks, etc.
A Trivet
All of our clothes were made of homespun material, handmade
and even much of the material was home grown. We grew flax
for linen. The seed
was sown on the
100th day, April
10th. A field of
falx in full bloom
was a beautiful
sight—such a
pretty blue. When
ripe the flax was
pulled by hand.
__ted after the
A field of flax in full bloom
seed had been
beaten out, and then it had to be broken, beaten and hackled
before it could be spun and woven into cloth for sheets, towels,
table cloths and wearing apparel.
In the spring the sheep were sheared, the wool washed and
picked to rid it of burrs and trash; then carried to the carding
machine to be made into yarn. We were supposed to spin one
pound per day, after which came the weaving and knitting. All of
our hosiery was knit at home. The yarn was also woven into jeans
for the men’s suits; flannel for blankets and underwear, and linsey
for dresses for the school girl. Of course all the winter socks and

stockings were of wool.
Our shoes were home-made from start to finish. When the beef
was killed in the fall the hide was sent to [tan yard], and a year
later came back as leather, which was made into shoes.
Sometimes the men of the house made the shoes, but often a
traveling cobbler came to the home and made shoes for each
member of the family. Sometimes, however, the leather and a
measure of the feet to be fitted would be sent to the shoemaker.
Shoe soles were put on with little wooden peg; which could be
bought by the pint or quart. However, at times a young maple
tree of the right texture was cut, sawed into blocks, and split into
pegs three-fourth of an inch long, and the pegs driven through
the sole leather in which little holes had been made with an awl.
This making of pegs, making splits for baskets and bottoming
chairs, making baskets, and handles for axes, hoes, mops and
brooms were some of the things the men did after supper. On
the long winter evenings every member of the family had his or
her work to do, and all the light we had was from tallow candles
set in brass candle sticks. Part of each Saturday’s chores was to
mold the candles and scour the candlesticks.

All grain was sown by hand and cut with a cradle; hay was cut
with a blade and raked up with a hand rake; only single horse
plows were in use when I first remember. A horse-power
threshing machine did the threshing and the chaff was winnowed
out with a fanning mill. There were no sewing machines either, in
those days. We ate nothing out of a tin can.
Occasionally the rag-man came bringing bowls and pans to
barter for clean white rags which were made into paper. After the
family clothes were worn out the best were generally torn into
strips and woven into carpets. What could not be used were sold
to the rag-man. The dying of blue with indigo now seems to be a
lost art, but it was very common in my younger days. Some yeast,
old dye from a former dyeing, was procured, indigo, madder,
wheat bran, home dripped lye and some water were all mixed
together and left to stand in a warm place until ripe. Then the
[hanks] of yarn were dipped into the dye mixture, hung up to dry
for several hours, and then dipped again and again until the
desired color was obtained…
The soap was all made at home with home dripped lye. The
ashes from good green wood were saved, and an ash hopper built
with a trough spout. Some boards and straw were put in the
bottom and the ashes put in, water being poured on the ashes
until it seeped through. Grease was added to the lye water and
the stuff boiled until the right consistency, and either hard or soft
soap was made as was desired.
As I said before, many wonderful changes have occurred in many
ways since my girlhood, and many of them for the betterment of
mankind.”
MARY E. BEARD

****
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The following article comes from Mr. John L. Ewart Jr. In his letter he
mentioned that he was surprised to see his great aunt in the newsletter from
May of 2020 on Page 18. His aunt was mentioned in the story titled
‘Area’s Indian Heritage Recalled’ which was by Kenneth Crouch. His great
aunt, father, and his three sisters were born at the home, Three Otters in
Bedford County. The following information was compiled by one of Mr.
Ewart Sr. sisters, Mrs. Frederick James (or Aunt Buff). Done June 6,
1955. This is the first part of the article, the second part will be in
November of 2021. Typed as written.

“Three Otters.”
“Three Otters is situated two miles northwest of Bedford, on
route No. 43; thence 3 miles west of Route 675, and is in plain
view about 40 yards
from the road on the
north side. It was
built about 1827.
Special mention,
says the research
worker, should be
made of the dignity
and spaciousness
of the manor house,
“Three Otters”, year unknown.
all the brick for
which and for the outbuildings, were made on the site from the
red soil.
A.B. Nichols, founder of “Three Otters,” came to Bedford
County from Bridgeport, Conn.,
about 1820. In 1824, he was
importing goods from New York
and built a brick store, part of
which is still standing on the site
of the present Bulletin
Newspaper. As soon as the canal
was built from Richmond to
Lynchburg, he brought his
merchandise all the way by water,
except the cart and oxen haul,
from Lynchburg to Liberty. He
was influential in getting the canal
Abel Beach Nichols
built, and was one of the
committee to lay off its route.
The kitchen, ironing room and butlery were in a two-story brick
building connected with the manor by a roofed and brick-paved
arcade. In this building are two huge fireplaces, and two great
hard pine tables on which meat and vegetables were prepared.
There is a brick smokehouse, an icehouse, and a one story brick
schoolhouse, with fireplace and a few remaining school desks.
Directly back of the manor, about 125 feet, is the brick chicken
house, with two tiers of nests recessed in the thick brick walls.
Near this is the conservatory, with sunken walls. At the right
front corner of the yard there is a two-story weatherboard

tower-like building, surmounted with a cupola. A well was sunk
in the ground floor.
There are very old trees and large box bushes, along the walks of
square brick. Remnants of slave cabins made of brick can be seen
down the hill. Two large square logs 9 feet by 14 x 14 inches with
some simple hand carving, lead from the “house road to the
cabin road.”
“Three Otters’ was a mecca for gay people before the war and
also during the days of reconstruction. Hospitality was extended
with a lavish hand. All the men of the Nichols family, according
to the writer of the records, were lovers of horses, and just down
the slope to the left of the house, there was a track where the
horses of the South were raced. Here shooting matches were
held, also remnants of clay pigeons still are to be found.
At the close of the matches, the two great parlors would be
thrown open for dancing.

Mr. Abel Beach Nichols had three or four hunting parties a year.
It is said that he would give the word to “Old Anthony” to
organize the commissary and camp equipment, select a retinue of
slaves and be prepared to journey to the Blue Ridge for deer, elk
and other game. Ox teams drew the provisions part way, after
which, at the mountain trails, they were transferred to pack
horses. Returning with the game, a great barbecue was held for
neighbors and friends.
Gen’l Lee was entertained at “Three Otters,” as were several of
the governors and judges of the state.
A.B. Nichols, being too old for active service during the war, was
appointed to contract for army provisions. Some days’ previous
to Hunter’s Raid, it is said, word had reached him, and with some
slaves he drove his cattle and sheep and other animals intended
for the army, to Dismal Swamp, where they camped out for
months.
His son, George, did active service in the War Between the
States, as sergeant in the 2nd. Virginia Regiment, until he was
disabled and honorably discharged in 1863. At the battle of
Manassas he rushed over the rampart and safely took the flag,
with the flag belt attached, from the Northern flag bearer. For
this he received a medal which is still in possession of the heirs of
Lilly P. Nichols.
At the time of Hunter’s Raid, Mrs. George Nichols took a spy
glass to the deck of the roof, and when she saw the soldiers come
over the mountain, she went on horseback to intercept them and
talk with the leader. The house and its contents were not
molested, but the soldiers ran off with the hens, eggs and honey
bee hives.

It is said that George Nichols, during the early part of the war,
gave General Lee a saddle horse, which fell in battle under its
rider. It is thought that this horse and “Traveler” were the only
ones that carried Lee, during the entire war.”

****
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The following article was found in our genealogical library files, unknown
newspaper and date. Typed as written.

Public Library Receives Bust of Dr.
Lindsay
“A bust of the late Dr. John C. Lindsay, a
Bedford native who was an outstanding
scientist in the nation’s space program, was
dedicated in the Children’s Department of the
Bedford Public Library Sunday, October 10.

After a brief introduction by Mrs. Mary
Molyneux, librarian, Mrs. Retha Walden
Bust of John C.
Gambaro of Washington, D.C., sculptress of
Lindsay
the bust, presented the work to Thomas
Richardson, chairman of the library commission. Mr. Richardson
said he hoped the bust would serve to inspire the children who
frequented the library. Also present for the reception were Mrs.
Lindsay and her daughter, Terry.
Exact Profile
The bust, which stands roughly three feet high, is made from
reinforced plaster painted with a silver, waterproof seal. Mrs.
Gambaro, who never met Mr. Lindsay, said the profile of the
bust is exactly according to films of Dr. Lindsay she had studied.
The sculptress said she relied on one film in particular, where Dr.
Lindsay is shown holding a baby sea lion, to capture the warmth
of his character. Her favorite view of the profile is from the left
and slightly behind.
Bedford Youth
Dr. Lindsay was born in Bedford almost exactly 60 years ago,
October 12, 1916. He was the son of the late Mr. and Mrs. J.
Mott Lindsay. Mrs. Lindsay was a charter member of the Blue
Ridge Garden Club, according to Mrs. Harold Turner, current
president of the club. J. Mott Lindsay was a member of the
Bedford Town Council for several years.
After attending schools in Bedford during his youth, John
Lindsay entered Guilford College in Greensboro, North
Carolina, where he graduated with a bachelor’s degree in 1940.
He earned his master’s degree and later his PhD from the
University of North Carolina.
Telescope
Though he died 12 years ago at the age of 49, Dr. Lindsay’s
accomplishments are still affecting space research. He was
instrumental in designing a hug remote control telescope which
was launched from Cape Kennedy last year to study the sun and
provide additional knowledge about the perplexing “black holes”
in the universe. The 1975 camera, which cost $58 million, is the
last in a series of space telescopes, derived from Dr. Lindsay’s
work, which has been used since 1962.
Recognized as one of the nation’s most brilliant scientists in the
study of space, Dr. Lindsay was awarded in 1962 a National
Aeronautics and Space Administration (NASA) Medal for

Exceptional Scientific Achievement. The citation which
accompanies the medal declared, “He was one of American’s
Space Pioneers; our space program owes its spectacular successes
and exciting programs to men such as he.”
Pioneer

The citation continues, “Dr. Lindsay, who joined the Goddard
Space Flight Center in 1958, served as associate chief of the
Space Science Division and headed the Goddard solar physics
program. He pioneered in the exploration of the sun both of
satellite and rocket-borne experiments. In addition in his
scientific contributions, Dr. Lindsay conceived and directed the
Orbiting Solar Observatory project and was manager of several
Explorer and Pioneer missions.”
“In special remembrance of his work the Goddard Space Flight
Center each year gives an award, called the John C. Lindsay
Memorial Award.”

Mrs. Gambaro, who donated the bust to the library, is also an
interesting personality. She was born in the heartland of
Oklahoma, daughter of a Creek Indian mother and a CherokeeEnglish father. She has been sculpting full-time for less than 10
years, but she has exhibited works in the nation’s leading galleries
and sold pieces to some of the nation’s outstanding institutions
and individuals. She currently had a gallery and studio in her
home, which is only a few blocks from the White House.”

~
From the website http://scicolloq.gsfc.nasa.gov/Lindsay_Awards.html .
It is typed as written.

The John C. Lindsay Memorial Awards and Lectures
“Dr. Lindsay, who joined the Goddard
Space Flight Center on December 28,
1958, served as Associate Chef of the
Space Sciences Division and headed the
Goddard solar physics program. He
pioneered in the exploration of the Sun
by both satellite and rocket-born
experiments. He was awarded NASA’s
Medal of Exceptional Scientific
Achievement for “the achievement if a
major scientific advance in the study of
the Sun and for significant technological
John C. Lindsay
progress in highly precise satellite
attitude control.” In addition to his scientific contributions, Dr.
Lindsay conceived and directed the Orbiting Solar Observatory
Project and was manager of several Explorer and Pioneer
missions.

The John C. Lindsay Memorial Award was established to
recognize Goddard scientists who exemplify the same level of
scientific achievement as Dr. Lindsay.”

****
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The following article comes from ‘The Bedford Bulletin-Democrat’ and was
published on October 2nd, 1969, Sec. 3, Page 1. It is typed as written.

Career of Lucy Miller, Midwife, Parallels County’s
Medical History
By: Miss Bobby Witt
“Nobody here but me and
Mike and the Lord!” That’s
the cheery greeting you
receive when you walk up the
steps at the home of Mrs.
Mary Lucy Miller, who lives
near Otterville, but is known
and esteemed all over Bedford
County as a nurse and
housekeeper. She not only has
looked after the sick, especially
children, but has delivered
probably 100 infants. She is a
licensed midwife.
Mike is the collie dog who
Ms. Mary Lucy Miller
stands beside his 86-year-old
mistress and extends his right paw to shake hands with everyone
who comes up the steps, everyone who is friendly, that is.
Helped Dr. Johnson

After shaking hands with Mike, you take the cool, gentle brown
hands of Aunt Lucy, as many call her, and at once you feel the
gentleness that has made her name known from Peaksville, where
she helped the late Dr. E. L. Johnson with his first patient away
back in 1907, to Shiloh, Forest, Bedford and other parts of the
county. For almost all of her long life she has loved and helped
people, and she reminisced recently of the people who had
helped her.
Orphaned at three (her father was Moses Wilson), she went to
live with her Grandmother Melinda Otey near Bococks Crossing
“in our dear little cabin home,” where she knew “nothing but
happiness.” When she was five her grandmother died, and her
Uncle Thomas Hurt, who was janitor at Piedmont School (now
Liberty Manor for the Aged) and his wife took her there to live
with them. She started to school at five, and when she reached
sixth grade and was ten, her uncle became too old to do work
and went to live with his children in Washington, D. C.
Her Red Testament

“Then,” she said, “Miss Blanche Tolley (who started the
American Red Cross in Bedford gave me this little red Testament
when I came out here to live (to the John Milton White home
where the Sale family now lives). See, she wrote in it: Remember
now thy Creator in the days of they youth,’ Mary L. Wilson,
Bedford City, Va.”
Aunt Lucy lived there until she was 17 but did not go on in
school, and finally, March 18, 1906, she married Thomas W.
Miller, a man older than she, but one who was like a father to her

and taught her much and left her with her own home and the
small farm after 24 years of wedded life.” She was born Feb. 17,
1883.
Having no children of her own, she has done more than her
share of loving and caring for more children than she can count,
but she remembers every one of them, from such well-known
ladies as Miss Mary Fred Claytor and her brother Robert
(Bobby), to those who lived in the most remote areas of the
mountains. She beamed as she chatted about the wedding
recently of one of her babies, Robert Wilbur Nance, recalling
how she had travelled in the north with the Nance family, even
dipped her “feet in the Potomac.”
A Midnight Call
She recalled the time she heard young Dr. E. L. Johnson, just out
of medical college, ride up about midnight to help him with a
patient, his very first, at the Arrington home at Peaksville. “It was
almost as bad a storm that evening as the one we had last night
(Aug. 19. He came on horseback for me. He was new and could
not find his way in the woods.”
She does not go on calls any more, not since 1963. She recalled
that she “had been nursing, delivering babies, out from Friday
midnight to Saturday evening, no doctor’s help, on a case in
Shiloh. It was storming, and I didn’t have a soul to help me. I
was wet all over and nearly passed out. I had a little blackout the
next next week. When I got up to go to the door I fell across the
bed. The telephone kept ringing. The neighbors got uneasy. Dr.
Jennings couldn’t come out, so he sent Dr. Darden, who put me
in the Bedford hospital.”
How She Learned
She said she learned to deliver babies by watching the doctors,
how to sterilize her hands, etc. She still has her little brown hand
scales which weight up to 28 pounds. The heaviest baby she ever
delivered weighed eight pounds. In the little brown bag she
carried spirits of turpentine because “sometimes you come to a
place where someone’s had a bee sting.” There’s disinfectant,
cotton, simple household remedies; the bag is worn with use.
First Delivery
The first baby she “helped to birth” was Graham Perrow. She
recalled: “I was there taking care of the children. Dr. Austin was
coming. The old lady they had to help got cramps. Mrs. Perrow
had me come in and get myself ready. I had never seen a woman
have a baby; I was orphaned, you remember, and didn't know
much, but the three of us brought Graham into the world.” She
then went down the line of the Perrow children, recalling when
each was born, and smilingly told how she used to take Ashby
fishing and carry him home on her back when he would get tired.
Her next baby was in Goode’s Hollow, with the late Dr. M. P.
(Pete) Rucker; the next at the Wigington home; then the Burford
Key Home. “If you want to know about me just ask Miss Ruby
Key, she said.
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Dr. Johnson finally helped her get a midwife’s license, and she
kept a book of births and deaths and turned them into the
authorities. She talked in: “Miss (Beatrice) Shook will tell you
about my record. She would stick by me through thick and thin.”
She explained the danger of mothers not having blood tests and
told how she used to mail her reports to Richmond.
“My Children”
The preceding Monday, she said, she “had seven or eight of my
children around me at a funeral. If I said 100 I would not be
saying too many,” she mused.
She recalled another patient in labor who “did everything she
could but die. I got a neighbor to take her to Lynchburg that
night and they saved her life.” She recalled how Dr. Johnson
delivered her babies, saying, “the colored people and poor people
certainly do miss him now.” There was plenty of them from
whom I didn't get any pay. Sometimes I got $1 or $2, or $3. I
never pressed them, Dr. Johnson would just cancel his bill if the
patient didn't get well. If they left the hospital he might collect.”
She recalled with fondness Miss Eunice Watson, “the first lady
who worked in Dr. Johnsons office”; then Mrs. Roy McFalls, the
last.”
Drove a Model-T
She first drove a Model-T, then a Model A Ford. She stopped
driving in 1963 when she got out of the hospital. She said the late
Frank W. Burks had tried to talk her out of driving so far so late
at night. She had several wrecks, usually getting out of the way of
other drivers.
The week before she had attended the Peaks of Otter
Association meeting every day. The first Meeting at Promise
Land Baptist Church in 1901, she recalled. She was a member of
the Auxiliary.
She used to belong to the NAACP but doesn't now. She also
went to the New Life Baptist Church and was interested in the
“Headstart” program, when she could get around alone.
She’s as sharp as a whistle, humorous, full of stories, with no
impairment in her hearing or her mind or her ability to get
around her home.

Lives by the Bible
She lives by the teachings of the big gingham-covered Bible her
husband read from, and she can quote a whole chapter without a
mistake. In it is written in his handwriting that they were married
March 18, 1906 by the Rev. G. E. Heminway from Lynchburg in
a house at Centerville, “in the presence of the family and a few
close friends and neighbors.” She carries a picture of him and her
everywhere she goes.
Aunt Lucy admitted she had never voted until Richard M. Nixon ran for the Presidency. She voted then, and also voted in the
Aug. 19 Democratic run-off primary. She explained: “We used to
think there was no need to vote. The revenuer would go around

and collect taxes. As long as you paid the poll tax you were all
right. A lot of people don’t vote yet who should. Some of my
neighbors don’t even know we had an election.”
“Our Friends”
The way it’s organized we ought to do all we can to keep it built
up. You don’t know what laws of the land are going to be
changed. I tell my people: ‘Now, listen, since freedom had been
in the land those who desire to have built a nice homes as the
white people have. If we will be honest with God and man they
will help us all they can. If we don’t we have to be punished.
White people are our friends and we ought to be their friends.
We have been living together a long time. If we are not a servant
we are not God’s people. We should try to do what he says.
‘Love your neighbor as yourself’ and ‘have no one before me.’
Who is your neighbor when you are in need those who try to
help, but you must be honest with God and man.

She makes home made lye soap. She also knows all about
sassafras tea and sasparilla tea.
Aunt Lucy has many modern ideas. “Did you watch the
moonshot? I did! I just can’t believe it and just had to hear what
they said. What I don’t understand is: If the earth is turning
around on its axis how are you going to set down on the moon if
it is turning and moving?” Then she quoted the book of
Revelation and said people in Noah’s time lived “what they are
living now.
First in Longwood
That brought up the dead, and Aunt Lucy said she was staying at
the Claytor home when they buried the first person in Longwood
Cemetery. When the highway went through Thaxton, she went
with a man who worked for the late M. P. Carder when they were
taking up the graves, about 1900, she thought. She used to roll
the Claytor children out to the fence and watch often. Mr. Macon
Carder “would take a white kerchief and wipe of the faces of the
dead—I’ve seen a lot of things in my time. I’ve had death around
me many times.’
So, this kind, gentle woman, who seems ageless except for her
white hair, quietly lives out her old age. Her days begin, like those
of many elderly people: “When I feel good at get up at six o’clock
and turn on the radio and take my heart pill. I lie down and listen
to the news. If I don’t doze off I put drops in my eye. In 30
minutes I take my blood pressure pill. About 7 o’clock I get up
and fix breakfast.”
She has chickens and fruit trees. Friendly neighbors look in on
her. To her, all she needs is someone to be there if she should
need help. She would have like to work at the Bedford County
Nursing Home while she “was able, but now, well, I just couldn't
sit around and be useless.”
When you take her hands to say goodbye she bows her head and
softly whispers a benediction, which follows you on your way.”

****
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This article is from ‘The Times’ Newspaper. It was published Sunday, July
29, 1900. It is typed as written. Courtesy of Newspapers.com.

Brilliant Ball In Bedford City
(Special Dispatch to The Times.)

Bedford City, VA., July 28.—Quite a pleasant variation from the
conventional full dress german was the calico bal poudre given at
the Hotel Bedford Tuesday evening by the Misses Tyson and
Misses Norwood, of Montgomery, Ala.; the Misses Northorp, of
Pass Christian, Miss., and Miss Wilson, of Petersburg Va. The
splendid ball-room presented a brilliant scene of life and motion
as the dancers gilded gracefully along, the women lovely with
silvered hair and resplendent in gowns of rarest calico; the men
brave in vests of gorgeous design, set off by bandannas
unspeakable in pattern.

The following article comes from ‘The Sabre’ Randolph Macon Academy
Yearbook from 1920. The yearbook is dedicated to a former student, Jesse
V. Reed who served in WWI and gave the ultimate sacrifice for his country.

Lieutenant Jesse Veale Reed:
Headquarters Company, 116th Regiment, Infantry,
29th Division
By: William R. Phelps

The dance was opened with the grand march, which was led by
Mr. Edward C. Burks with Miss Virginia Norwood, of Alabama.
At midnight the merry party were marched to the supper-room,
and there punch and dainty refreshments were served.
THE DANCERS.
Among the participants were:
Mr. E. C. Burks with Miss Virginia Norwood, of Montgomery,
Ala.
Mr. H. J. Thurman with Miss Patsy Tyson, of Montgomery, Ala.
Mr. M. P. Burks, Jr., with Miss Dorsey Tyson, of Montgomery,
Ala.
Mr. C. A. Floyd with Miss Josie Norwood, of Montgomery, Ala.
Mr. A. Cucullu with Miss Christini Northrop, of Pass Christian,
Miss.
Mr. George Tyson, of Montgomery, Ala., with Miss Ruby
Northrop, of Pass Christian, Miss.
Mr. S. V. Kemp with Miss Annie Wilson, of Petersburg, Va.
Mr. F. J. Hall with Miss Friend, of Mobile, Ala.
Mr. James R. Guy, Jr., of Lynchburg, with Miss Virginia Mosby.
Mr. John W. Hurt with Miss Annie Mosby.
Mr. C. W. Thomas with Miss Lizzie Matthews, of Knoxville.
Mr. Harry Moseley with Miss Marion Claytor.
Mr. George Jordan with Miss Florrie Claytor.
Mr. Leslie Morris, of Richmond, with Miss Shelly Daniel.
Mr. Ormond Humphreys with Miss Minnie Humphreys.
Mr. John B. Jordan with Miss Pattie Summerson.
Mr. C. T. Hagan with Miss Annie Guy.
Mr. J. Marshall West with Miss Mary Daniel, of Washington,
D.C.
Mr. H. B. Mosby with Mrs. H. B. Mosby.
Dr. J. E. Taylor with Mrs. J. E. Taylor.
Stags: Randolph Marshall and R. T. Watts, Jr., of Lynchburg; C.
A. Moore, H. L. Guy and Dr. T. P. West.
Patronesses: Mesdames Northrop, of Mississippi; Tyson and
Norwood, of Alabama, and Roper, of Virginia.

****

Jesse V. Reed
“Jesse Veale Reed was born December 16, 1891, in Suffolk, Va.
He was the only child of his mother, though by his father’s first
marriage there were five sisters and one brother. His father, Rev.
James C. Reed, D. D., is an honored and beloved member of the
Virginia Conference of the Methodist Episcopal Church, South,
who served throughout the War Between the States and lost a
hand in this conflict. The spirit of true patriotism, of undaunted
bravery, and of unselfish Christian service which characterized
the father was notably transmitted to the son, who so nobly gave
himself for the cause of freedom.
Jesse’s early schooling was secured mainly under private teachers,
and was often interrupted by the periodical moves from one
charge to another—an inconvenience and handicap which
families of Methodist preachers have to suffer. While living in
Manchester, and later in Lynchburg, he attended the public
schools, where he made good progress. In the fall of 1907, when
his father was sent as presiding elder to the Rappahannock
District, and moved his family to Ashland, Jesse was sent to
Bedford and began his work as a student at Randolph-Macon. He
attended the Academy for two sessions. During this time he won
for himself the admiration and esteem of both students and
faculty. In his school life, as at home, he was always thoughtful of
others, and his quiet but winning manner, together with his
bright and happy deposition, made his presence more than
acceptable in any group. How well do we remember the pleasant
evenings of song and serenade during the session of 1908-09
when Jesse’s clear, sweet tenor held one end of our double
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quartet! He was a member of the Academy dramatic club and
was on the staff of the Reunion Quarterly.
In September, 1909, he went to Randolph-Macon College, at
Ashland, where he remained for two sessions. The popularity
which he enjoyed at the Academy was continued and developed
at College. He early joined the Phi Delta Theta Fraternity, and
with the demands of glee club, fraternity, social life in the town,
and annual staff his time was completely occupied. At the end of
two years it seemed best to break away from some of these
outside diversions which called him so eagerly, and which his
accommodating spirit could not refuse. He left R. M. C. and went
to Trinity College, North Carolina, for the session 1911-12.
Though his work was good at Trinity and his stay there both
pleasant and profitable, his heart was ever with Randolph-Macon.
One outstanding feature of Jesse’s gifts was his talent for art and
construction. This ability showed itself when he was a mere child
and developed until, both at Randolph-Macon and at Trinity, he
was made art editor of the annuals. In the spring of 1912,
deciding to go into business, he began work with the Barrow
Grocery Company, of Blackstone, Va. Later, when his father was
moved to Hampton, Va., he took a position in Norfolk with the
Texas Oil Company, where he remained till he entered the service of his country.
While working in Norfolk, Jesse, together with a number of his
college and fraternity mates, joined Company G, 4th Virginia
Regiment, National Guard. In March, 1917, one month before
war was declared, the Du Ponts requested the Government to
give their plant at Hopewell a guard and Jesse’s regiment was put
on duty there. While at this post he was made line sergeant. In
August of the same year they were ordered in training at Camp
McClellan, Anniston, Ala. On September 4th they set out from
Norfolk for Anniston. Sergeant Reed was at once made bayonet
instructor, and his exceptional ability in this work won the
attention and esteem of the commanding general with the result
that on September 15th he was commissioned second lieutenant
and put in charge of the Pioneer Platoon. The practical
application of his training in art work at college is shown by the
fact that the French instructor in trench digging pronounced
Jesse’s trench and dugout the best that had been made at the
Anniston camp.
On April 23, 1918, he was given his commission as first
lieutenant and placed in charge of a trench mortar platoon. On
June 14th he sailed with his regiment from Hoboken and landed
fourteen days later at St. Nazaire. From that time till October 8th
his regiment was in training in the trenches and behind the lines
in Alsace-Lorraine. On October 8th, the 29th Division was
thrown into the front lines in the Argonne Forest. The war was
then at its fiercest and this was one of the most hotly—contested
sectors of the line.
On the morning of October 7th, sitting under an old tree with
his closest friend, he wrote his last letter home. He seemed to
know that he would not survive the battle and told his mother to

give some things she was making for him to some one else who
might need them worse than he. He also gave the other officers
instructions as to conduct in the event that he was killed.
Undaunted, however, by this strange foreknowledge, he led his
men over the top the next day and continued to press forward,
unrelieved, till on October 15th, at about 3:30 P.M., he fell,
pierced with sixteen machine-gun bullets. Word ran swiftly along
the line that Lieutenant Reed was killed, and it was with difficulty
that his men were held together when they knew that their leader,
whom they loved and trusted so, had fallen.
Jesse’s remarkable popularity both in school and in the army was
due to his wonderfully unselfish spirit, which is, at last, the great
spirit of Democracy. Two instances at Camp McClellan illustrate
this. While out with his men on a long hike he saw that one of
the privates in line was weakening. Stepping up, he took the
soldier’s gun and pack and carried them himself. Again while
digging trenches, he got down into the trench and dug with his
men to show them that he was ready and willing to take a part in
whatever work fell to them under his orders.
At the Methodist Church in Hampton, which Dr. Reed recently
served, the membership have unveiled a tablet to him with the
following inscription: “Jesse Veale Reed, First Lieutenant,
Headquarters Company, 116th Regiment, Infantry 29th Division.
Killed in action October 15, 1918, in the Argonne Forest.” The
Blackstone Unit of the American Legion is named the Jesse V.
Reed Unit in his honor.
We can not bring him back, nor is it God’s will that we should;
but we can recall his life and gain strength and inspiration from
it. He was one indeed to be prized while living and to be
cherished in memory when dead. He raised high the torch for
freedom and, falling, passed it on to us. Boys of RandolphMacon, let us keep it high, that we may match lives with him
when we meet him in the great beyond.”

Argonne Forest

****
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