Beersheba Springs Assembly of the Tennessee Conference of the United Methodist Church, formerly the
Beersheba Springs Hotel.

A mineral spring on an Indian trace was discovered in 1833 by Beersheba Cain, an
adventurous lady from McMinnville. It soon became the focal point of a 19thcentury summer
resort attracting visitors and cottage owners not only from Middle Tennessee but from as far away
as Natchez. James K. Polk held a political rally here in 1840, but his wife could not come because
the roads were too muddy. Key meetings in the development of the University of the South at
Sewanee took place here.
The Civil War destroyed the fortunes of most of the early cottage owners, but the buildings
themselves, including the grand hotel shown above, miraculously survived. More remarkably,
something of the serenity of a bygone age has survived, an age where the chance to drink water
tasting of iron and to breathe mountain air was sufficient attraction for a summer resort.
Fortunately, the Tennessee Conference of the Methodist Church acquired the old hotel in
1941 and has used it to bring thousands of people to experience the unusual peace which pervades
Beersheba. A network of families and friendships extending over generations adds to the special
qualities of the place. The nearby Savage Gulf State Natural Area provides opportunities for
swimming in mountain streams and walking in deep woods on trails both new and ancient.
This book gives a concise history of Beersheba from ancient geological ages, through the
times of the American Indians here, the early settlement, the building of the resort, the Civil War, a
blossoming in the late 19th century, and on through the community of today. It is especially
intended for visitors at the Assembly, and includes a detailed history of its development. Two
nearby shops in historic homes and the Store, where everybody meets, are presented. A second
volume on families, homes, and lore will follow.

Mountain Home, originally the cottage of Bishop James Otey, first Episcopal bishop of
Tennessee. Now a gift shop run by Tommye Argo Sherrill. The appearance of the cottage has
been little changed.

Beersheba Porter Cain

The Cockrill-Mayhew Cottage, home of Beersheba Porcelain
Armfield House, now The Cliffs or Glasgow Cottage
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Preface
This publication is a comprehensive revision of the book Beersheba Springs: 150 Years,
18331983, written and edited by Margaret Brown Coppinger, Herschel Gower, Samuel
Harwell Howell, and Georgianna Overby and published by the Beersheba Springs Historical
Society in 1983. This new edition is being printed in two volumes. Volume I: General History,
HotelAssembly, and Shops is intended to be of interest to every Beersheba visitor or resident,
especially to participants in programs at the United Methodist Assembly.
Volume II: Families, Homes, Lore and More is for all those more deeply connected with
Beersheba. We have tried to be inclusive of the homes and families in the Historic District, but
are aware of the incompleteness of the result. Our print run on this second volume is not large,
and we hope to revise and improve it regularly. We urge anyone who has been left out to get in
touch with the editor to be included in future editions. It is, however, necessary to be willing to
write. Our resources for going out and gathering oral history and writing it down are very
limited.
Warmest thanks go to all those who contributed to this revision. In general, their names
appear at the end of the articles they contributed. Besides her major contribution on the
history of the United Methodist Assembly, Ann Hale Troutt has read and commented on the
whole of this first volume. Joan Almon and Thelma Hinton have also proofread the entire
volume.
The full text of that first edition is on the Internet at http://grundycountyhistory.org,
where it is fully searchable. That edition forms the basis of this one, but it did not seem
necessary to include some pieces which have not been changed or updated. In particular, it
proved impossible to update the section “First Families” by Margaret Coppinger on the
genealogy of Beersheba families, and the original has not be reprinted.
Of the original authors, only Herschel Gower is alive in 2010; he encouraged this update
but asked to rest on his laurels during its preparation. A new editor and new contributors had
to be found. None of us have the knowledge of Beersheba history that Margaret Coppinger had
acquired, and few can match the graceful prose of Herschel and Sam. But we hope to have put
together a book that will in some way convey the very special feeling that Beersheba Springs
inspires in all of us.
Some of us come to enjoy and be refreshed by the nature, some come for religious
deepening, some choose to live here to be part of this special community. I myself often think
of the words of my aunt Isabel Howell as we paused on the bluff above Greeter Falls, “This
place is so beautiful it has to be sacred.”
Clopper Almon, Editor
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General History
The written history of the settlement of Beersheba Springs begins in 1833 when Beersheba Cain
walked up the mountain and found two springs. The history of the place before Beersheba's walk,
before the white man, before the red man, before the mountain itself is written in the rocks that she
passed on the way up. Today we drive up too fast to notice them; and indeed, they are mostly so
covered over and weathered that it requires some effort to read them. But if we make that effort, they
tell a remarkable, indeed, almost incredible story.

Geological History
As Tennessee Highway 56 starts up the
mountain to Beersheba, it is in the Monteagle
Limestone of the late Mississippian epoch.
Geologists put the date of its formation at some
320  330 million years ago. There is a nice
exposure in the cliffs to the right of the road
about 0.2 miles before starting up the mountain.
If we drilled down we would probably soon come
to a black strata known as the Chattanooga shale.
It seems to have been formed as a shallow sea
spread and then receded and spread again over
much of the United States east of the Rockies. As
it spread, an area would become swampy and a
layer of black sediment would form over the
ground. If the water became deeper, the land
plants would die and the pressure of the water
would turn the sediment to shale. Worm tracks
trough the shale show that it was formed in water
shallow enough to have adequate oxygen for the
worms. When the land rose again, the bottom
became dry land and eroded, and then sank,
became a swamp, and the process was repeated

over and over. Eventually, by the time the
Monteagle Limestone at the bottom of the
Beersheba mountain was formed, the water had
risen considerably and was fairly deep, maybe a
hundred feet or more.

Monteagle Limestone at the foot of the mountain

Bangor Limestone just below the lower switchback

The limestone was deposited by precipitation
of calcium carbonate. There are in it millions of
skeletons of tiny, beautifully geometric onecelled
animals called foraminifera. Bits of crinoids, an
imals that resemble plants enough to be called sea
lilies, are also found. The medium to thick beds
indicate long periods of stable conditions.
As we go up the mountain and get about
halfway to the lower switchback, we enter the
Bangor Limestone. Its petroleumlike odor when
freshly broken indicates more organic material
and a shallower sea.
Around the first switchback we come into the
Pennington Formation, a mixture of shale, clay,
and thinbedded limestone that indicates
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formation in shallow water. Gone are the quiet
days of slow deposition of limestone. Continental
collision had pushed up the Appalachians to the
east and erosion was dumping material here. The
Pennington has been a major problem for road
builders, because it does not form a firm
embankment and slides are frequent.

Sandy beaches, barrier islands, tidal flats, lagoons
and swamps alternated. Above the friable, shifty
Raccoon Mountain Formation comes a sharp line
of demarcation with the stable Warren Point sand
stone. Stable though it is now, it was laid down by
successive, shifting beaches. On the top of the
mountain we reach the Sewanee conglomerate
with smooth, rounded quartz pebbles embedded
in sandstone that tell of an ancient beach. The
sand came from the weathering of the
Appalachians to the east. Ripple marks are
frequent. Coal deposits, indicating land plants,
were found in this stratum at the end of the
Grassy Ridge Road, about 2 miles southeast of the
center of Beersheba.

Just above the second switchback, we enter
the Raccoon Mountain Formation, also a shallow
water formation of thinly bedded shale and clay,
with some thin coal seams at the bottom. Because
the road encounters it at a steepest part of the
mountainside, its tendency to slide has proven the
hardest problem in maintenance of the highway.
Huge steel Ibeams driven into the ground and
wooden beams between them pin the road on the
side of the mountain.

Then the land rose further and no more rocks
were formed. Farther east, the Appalachian
mountains were pushed up farther with much tilt
ing and distortion of the layers. Along the line of
the Sequatchie valley there occurred an over
thrust fault with the sediments from the east slid
ing over those from the west and thus relieving
the pressure. (The overthrust is still in place at its
northern end; the fractures in the top layers re
sulting from sliding over the western side caused
it to weather away quickly, thereby creating the
Sequatchie valley.) Here at Beersheba, the layers
were all lifted up smoothly without tilting to pro
duce a high, flat or gently rolling table land with
a slight slope towards the Mississippi basin in the
center of the continent.

With the Raccoon Mountain Formation, we
have entered the Pennsylvanian epoch. The sea
floor was rising, and this part of Tennessee was
the scene of constantly shifting coast lines as the
sea advanced and receded over and over again.

Shale of the Raccoon Mountain Formation in
the lower three quarters of the picture,
Warren Point sandstone in the upper quarter.

Warren Point sandstone on State Route 56 just below
the top of the mountain.
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There was still no mountain, or perhaps bet
ter said, there was no valley. But the rains came
and found tiny cracks in the sandstone and got
into the shale and limestone underneath. The
sandstone is not soluble in fresh water but shale
and limestone are. So the water began to hollow
out subterranean passageways to the sea. When
they got wide enough, the sandstone above them
collapsed creating coves and bluffs. Then water
running down the face of the sandstone bluff ate
out the shale and limestone below, leaving the
sandstone overhanging the space beneath. The
overhang grew wider and wider until it broke off,
crashed down the mountainside and the process
began again. And so the history that put materials
soluble in fresh water under the insoluble
sandstone gave us the bluffs, valleys and views we
enjoy today.

Between Beersheba and Altamont, the road cross
es two creeks, first Firescald and then Piney. They
soon come together to form the stream that cre
ates the Blue Hole and Greeter Falls, (formerly
called Long's Mill and Long's Falls). A little below
the falls, it is joined by Big Creek (which passes
under Highway 56 south of Altamont). The com
bined stream rushes down the mountain side,
makes several nice swimming places in the valley,
and then disappears! The creek bed continues but
with water in it only in very wet weather. From
the observatory in front of the Hotel in Beersheba,
one can see this stream bed, known as the Dry
Wash. From the observatory one also sees, to the
left, the Backbone, a spur of the mountain extend
ing northward into the valley. At its foot, the wa
ter comes out again at the Big Spring, which be
gins the yearround flow of the Collins River. The
8 or 9 mile passage underground, however, has
chilled the water to about 58 degrees.

These geological processes are continuing.
The underground aquifers are still being formed.

American Indians in the Area

The Indian mound at Irving College. The person on top at right gives an idea of the scale.

If one follows the Collins valley on Highway
56 about ten miles north of the foot of the moun
tain below Beersheba, one comes to the town of
Irving College. Here the Hill's Creek Road leads
off to the east. In about a mile, it crosses the
Collins River and just on the other side of the
river, on the north side of the road, is a quite sub

stantial American Indian ceremonial mound.
Many such mounds were built along the
tributaries of the Mississippi River, and the culture
is referred to as the Mississippian or Muscogean.
Little or nothing was learned from this particular
mound, and the people were gone before the first
white settlers reached the Collins valley.
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Elsewhere, however, the culture survived well
into the historical period and from the accounts of
explorers and archaeology much is known. The
mound builders practiced agriculture with corn
and beans as their staples, supplemented with
pumpkins, squash, sweet potatoes, and many wild
roots and berries. Dogs were their only domestic
animals. They were skilled potters, workers of
flint and weavers of plant materials. Most of the
arrowheads found in the Collins valley are
thought to belong to this culture.1

bought a fair land.... If you try to settle it, you will
find it dark and bloody ground." He devoted the
rest of his life to making that prophecy come true.
He and his followers first established towns
along the banks of the Chickamauga Creek, which
flows into the Tennessee in Chattanooga, and
took the creek's name as their name.2 After
several destructions of these towns in retaliation
for their raids on the Cumberland settlements, the
Chickamauga moved down the river and built the
"five lower towns" in the vicinity of Nickajack cave
on the left (south) bank of the Tennessee River.
They considered these strongholds impregnable
and continued their attacks, aided by British and
Spanish agents. Their war path to the settlements
they sought to destroy began at the mouth of
Battle Creek on the right bank of the Tennessee
(just above South Pittsburgh), came up the moun
tain to the present site of Tracy City, then to Coal
mont, then to Beersheba or close by, then down
the mountain to the Collins valley, then north to
the Caney Fork River at Rock Island, and then
along its valley into the Cumberland valley.3 The
route became known to the white man as the
Chickamauga Trace, but had probably been in use
for hundreds of years. Though often defeated, the
Chickamaugas kept up the attacks.

The Muscogee of this area became known to
the white settlers as Creeks. During the Revolu
tionary War, they sided with the British. Nonethe
less, Washington, as President, maintained that
they should have rights equal with white citizens
but would need to accept private property and, in
general, European civilization. Genuine efforts at
education were begun, and some twenty years of
peace ensued. But during the War of 1812, the
British instigated a rebellion which was put down
by troops, including Cherokees, under Andrew
Jackson at the Battle of Horseshoe Bend. The
Creeks were not a significant factor in the further
settlement in this area.
The other group of American Indians in this
area in the historic period were the just
mentioned Cherokees and in particular the
dissident group known as the Chickamauga. De
Soto encountered Cherokees in 1540 and referred
to them as the Chelaque. His guides were
Muscogean and were probably using the word
now written tciloki meaning "people who speak a
different language." for the Cherokees were
related to the Iroquois but not at all to the Creeks.

Dragging Canoe died in 1792 and was
succeeded by John Watts. He organized nearly a
thousand warriors in an attack on Knoxville. John
Sevier pursued him and defeated him near the
present Rome, Georgia.
But, on a day in October 1793, there came
along the trace past Beersheba, "a company of
Chickamaugas and Creeks, their objective point,
Rock Island, where an encampment was to be
made as base of supplies for attacks upon the
Cumberland settlers. They marched in single file,
the Chickamauga chief, it is claimed, leading his
own warriors, who were armed with war clubs,
scalping knives, and bows and arrows, while each
Creek bore, as a gift from his Spanish allies, a
bundle wrapped in bear skins containing a gun,
knives, and vermilion warpaints. A week or ten
days later, a sunrise fight − one of the last import
ant engagements in Tennessee Indian history −
occurred at Rock Island between these same Indi

By the Treaty of Sycamore Shoals in 1775,
Cherokee leaders sold to the Transylvania Com
pany of North Carolina all the land between the
Kentucky River and the Cumberland River and
south of the Ohio River. The young chief Dragging
Canoe was among those present. He opposed the
sale with such a powerful description of what lay
in store for the Cherokee that they called off the
sale. But the whites produced another feast the
next day with rum flowing freely, and the treaty
was signed and the sale made. Dragging Canoe
rose and said, through a translator, "You have

8

ans and scouts from the Cumberland, and a band
of fugitives in precipitate flight again crossed the
mountain to their villages at Nickajack."4 In 1794,
Joseph Brown, a white boy who had been a cap
tive among the Chickamaugas, guided an expedi
tion led by Maj. James Ore down the trace to at
tack and destroy Nickajack and Running Water,
two of the five lower towns. This defeat in their
home base broke the spirit of the Chickamaugas;
they sued for peace and rejoined the other
Cherokees. 5

Tennessee Region (University of Tennessee Press,
Knoxville, 1958)
2.The name is written Chikamaka by the organization of the
present survivors.
3. William E. Myer, Indian Trails of the Southeast, Fortysecond Report of the Bureau of American Ethnology,
1924-1925 (1928).
4. Blanche Spurlock Bentley, Sketch of Beersheba Springs
and Chickamauga Trace (Chattanooga, no date but prior
to 1933) p. 33. This booklet has been reprinted by the
Southern Museum & Galleries of Photography, Culture
& History, 210 E. Main St., McMinnville, TN 37110,
artgallery@multipro.com
5. Zella Armstrong, The History of Hamilton County and
Chattanooga (Overmountain Press, 1992), p. 279.

1. For more information, see Thomas M. N. Lewis and
Madeline Kneberg, Tribes that Slumber: Indians of the

The First White Settlers and Charley's Camp in the Horseshoe

Cherokee Land Cessions to the Federal Government. (1) Hopewell Treaty 1785, (2) Holston Treaty 1791;
(3) 1805; (4) 1806; (5) 1817; (6) 1819. The area north of the Cumberland River was included in the
Transylvania Purchase in 1775.
When Tennessee was admitted to the union
in 1796, large parts of it were off limits for
settlement by U. S. citizens. The Cherokee Nation
was still recognized by U.S. treaties and was
under the “protection” of the U. S. government.
Piece by piece, more land was purchased. First,
still under the British, there was the private

Transylvania Purchase in 1775 which opened the
area north of the Cumberland River to settlement.
Then the southern side of the Cumberland basin
was purchased in 1785; then East Tennessee, in
1791 by the Treaty of Holston. This treaty
explicitly forbid settlement or hunting by U.S.
citizens in Indian territory, which then still
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included all of the areas labeled 3, 4, 5, and 6 in
the accompanying map. Thus, during all of the
Chickamauga period, Beersheba and the whole
area marked 3 on the map was Cherokee territory
and closed to new settlement, though the building
of specified roads was allowed. It was not until
1805 that this area was acquired and opened to
legal settlement. That is not to say that settlement
did not occur illegally earlier, but it was less risky
after the main body of the Cherokees had agreed
to it. The land south of where Altamont now
stands remained Cherokee territory until 1817.

Some settlers walked and others rode
horseback across the mountains. Many others
came by flatboat down the Tennessee or Ohio and
then up the Cumberland River with all their
household goods as well as their horses, cattle,
sheep, hogs, and chickens on board.
The earliest recorded land transaction on top
of the mountain in the vicinity of Beersheba is an
entry of 115 acres for William Dugan in 1824.
Two years later, in 1826, there is another entry for
Dugan of 150 acres "in the Horseshoe known as
Charley's Camp" said to be on the south side of
Little Laurel Creek of the Collins River.1 According
to local tradition, William Dugan and his wife,
with babe in arms, rode horseback from North
Carolina to take up this land. 2 The name of the
place seems to point to even earlier times when
Charley had a camp there. But where was the
Horseshoe and who was Charley?

Once open in 1805, settlement was quick.
Most of the early pioneer settlers of Beersheba
first came to the Collins River valley from
Virginia, North Carolina and South Carolina. They
were mostly of English, Irish, Scottish, or German
stock. Among the men in the 1820 Census with
family names still familiar were:
Reuben, James, William, and Isaac Roberts
John Gross
Henry, Robert, Alexander, Aaron, and John
Tate
Isham Dykes
Gabriel, Samuel, and James Walker.

We get a better clue of the location when, on
January 10, 1838, William B. Smartt acquired
from John Dugan, son of William, apparently the
same 150 acres "about two and a half miles
southwest of Beersheba." 3 The Horseshoe is
thought to be a peculiar shaping of the land
resembling a horseshoe.
Three possible interpretations of this location
are shown on the accompanying topographic
map. The two straight lines are 2.5 miles long and
run due southwest. One starts from the spring in
front of the Beersheba Hotel and the other from
the beginning of the Hunter's Mill Road. They
come out rather far from Laurel Creek and with
no pronounced “horseshoe” nearby. To get to the
bends of Piney Creek, one would have to go three
miles and Laurel Creek would be irrelevant to the
location. If, however, we start at the spring, walk
along Dahlgren Avenue to the highway, then to
Hunter's Mill Road, down it and follow an old
road around the upper reaches of Laurel Creek to
a cove on the south side, we will have come 2.5
miles and ended up in a hollow, now flooded, on
the south side of Laurel Creek. The net direction
from Beersheba is southsouthwest. It seems a
plausible location for Charley's camp.
Who was Charley? About 1.5 miles north of
Main Street in McMinnville, there runs a stream

Possible locations of Charley's Camp
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called Charles Creek on modern topographic
maps but Charley's Creek in older sources.
Pleasant Henderson lived on its banks between
1806 and 1811. She recalled that when the first
white settlers came to the area, they found a
group of friendly Creeks camped near the conflu
ence of this stream with the Collins. Their chief
was Chuwallee, and the white man gave his name
to the creek. It became corrupted to Challee, then
to Charley, and now finally, to Charles.4 These
Creeks continued to hunt in the area for a number
of years without objection from the white man.
Chuwallee River is also a welldocumented al
ternative name of Elk River. They may well be the
Creeks who hunted on the mountain top and, to
maximize game production, maintained it as
grassland by periodic burning. If so, our Charley
could well be Chuwallee. 5

trace.” In 1831, there is an entry for William
Dugan “on the headwaters of the Collins River on
both sides of the trace leading from said Dugan's
in the horseshoe.” On September 3, 1836, William
Dugan sold to William R. Stewart and George R.
Smartt for $1000 1500 acres “on top of
Cumberland Mountain near the bluff and on both
sides of a trace leading from said Dugans to the
Horseshoe.” 6
Was the plausible site of Charley's camp iden
tified above near a trace? The route we followed
to it has long been a road, and along the southern
end of the more western straight line, the map
shows a foot path, a trace, leading off to the
southwest. On the 1895 topographic map, this
path was shown as a fullfledged road leading to
Altamont. There seems little doubt that that road
followed the route of the old trace that ran
through Beersheba and in all probability led past
the spring at the brow of the mountain, and down
the mountain to the house of William Dugan,
where the next chapter in the history of
Beersheba Springs begins.

In 1794 Reuben Roberts, a Revolutionary war
soldier, came to a small settlement near the
Horseshoe Bend. In later years this old settler
described to his grandson crossing the mountain
by way of the Chickamauga Trace. He and many
other early settlers were familiar with this route.
Some were known as “squatters” because they
settled on land to which they had no title.

1. Plat Book No. 2, Registrar's Office, Warren County, page
60. Quoted from B.S. Bentley, p.31.
2. Margaret Coppinger, in The Pathfinder, vol.1, No.2, page
2, 1956.
3. Warren County Registrar's Office, Book K, p 379.
4. John R. Swanton, Early History of the Creek Indians and
Their Neighbors, Bureau of American Ethnology, No.
73, 1922, p.245
5. This explanation is offered by Blanche Spurlock Bentley,
who attributes it to descendants of Pleasant Henderson.
6. All citations are from Blanche Spurlock Bentley.

Is the Chickamauga Trace mentioned in the
early deeds? Probably. In 1828, in the records of
Warren County, of which Grundy County was still
a part, there is an entry for Samuel Turney enter
ing 640 acres on the “headwaters of the Collins
River, on a creek called Little Laurel, near a

Beersheba Cain's Discovery
somely furnished and contained, according to an
estate inventory, a "pianoforte brought from
Philadelphia" sometime between 1820 and 1830.
Cain was also a land speculator and had to ride
long distances to visit his lands and see new
prospects. Beersheba often rode along with him
on these trips. It was, to be sure, quite unusual in
those days for a wife to accompany her husband
on horseback on such trips, but Beersheba loved
the outdoors and often did so. On one occasion in

In 1833, John Cain (1793?  1836?) was a
prominent citizen of McMinnville. He was
probably the only merchant in town and lived
with his wife, Beersheba Porter Cain (1800? 
1863), and their six children in a large brick
house on the southwest corner of Main Street and
the courthouse square. (A seventh child was born
in 1836; Beersheba also had a son by her first
husband, a Sullivan. After Sullivan's death, she
had married Cain in 1819.) The house was hand
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1833, they rode together to William Dugan's log
cabin in the valley a few hundred yards to the
west of where Highway 56 now starts up the
mountain. (The cabin was still standing in the
1940s but is now gone.) While the men talked,
Beersheba noticed a welldefined footpath and
followed it up the mountain and found, just
below the top, two excellent springs. One of
particular size and beauty was chalybeate, that is,
tasting of iron, and the other was freestone.
Beersheba returned and described her discovery
to the men, and plans were soon underway to
develop a spring resort. (“Chalybeate” was a
common word in the heyday of spring resorts.
The ch is pronounced as a k. Chalybs is Latin for
steel, from the Greek name of a perhaps mythical
people of northern Asia Minor believed by the
Greeks to have been the first workers in iron.)

some cabins built by said John Cain" in "consid
eration of said Cain bringing into use a certain
chalybeate spring on Dugan's land on top of Cum
berland mountain." The "inclosure" was said to
have its northwest corner near the bluff. In a deed
of 1836, Dugan conveyed to Dr. Alfred Paine of
McMinnville a square of land six poles (99 feet)
on a side centered on the center of the east cabin
of a double (i.e. tworoom) log cabin which Paine
had already built on the land. The consideration
was that the doctor would bring "into use and
repute the waters of a certain chalybeate spring
on Cumberland Mountain known by the name of
Beersheba Springs." Later deeds show that the
Cain's property was also a square six poles on a
side.
Where exactly were these first two cabins?
The expression "east cabin" seems to imply that
the long axis of the Paine's tworoom cabin ran in
an eastwest direction, as does the front of the
present hotel. The stone bluff begins at Balancing
Rock, so the statement that the northwest corner
of the Cain's enclosure was near the bluff suggests
that it was near the west end of the present
facade of the hotel. Thus, these cabins may have
been aligned where the front of the hotel now
stands. Pretty choice real estate and no wonder
that Dugan was rather miserly in his sixpole
grants on a vast unoccupied mountain top!

Blanche Spurlock Bentley investigated
carefully the story of Beersheba's discovery and
found that it was universally accepted. Writing
between 1928 and 1933, she quotes from a "letter
written many years ago from one living on the
mountain and regarded as of wide information" as
follows:
Beersheba Cain was the name of the
woman who found this particular spring and it
was named in her honor. I have talked with
several old settlers, Dykes, Tates and others,
and they all say the same thing.

John Cain died in 1836, but Beersheba and
presumably her children kept coming to the
Springs. The 1840 Census shows her as a head of
a household with 7 children and 6 slaves in
McMinnville. In the 1850 Census, she and her
youngest are in Taladega County, Alabama, with
one of her older children. She seems to have been
missed in the 1860 Census, but L. Virginia French,
in her diary, records visiting her here on the
mountain in the summer of 1863. She found Mrs.
Cain frail, and worried about her trip back to
McMinnville planned for the next day. French
does not record where Mrs. Cain was staying, so it
was probably at the hotel. Several land
transactions explicitly exempt her sixpole square,
but it is not mentioned in Armfield's purchase. It
would have blocked his planned construction, so
she must have either sold it in an unrecorded
transaction or had perhaps exchanged it for the

It seems very likely that Beersheba had
followed the Chickamauga Trace. While it is hard
to imagine that William Dugan had not followed
the trace that led from his house in the valley to
his house at Charley's Camp in the Horseshoe on
top of the mountain, if he had seen the spring, he
had thought nothing of it. It must have been Beer
sheba's excitement that evoked visions of a spring
resort such as were already popular in Virginia.
The “letter written many years ago” mentions
only one spring, presumably the chalybeate one,
for it was a mineral spring that would inspire
visions of a profitable resort. Probably she found
both springs, for they gave the name Beersheba
Springs to the site and set about developing it.
On April 19, 1834, Dugan conveyed to Cain
the land and cabins in an "inclosure made around
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right to use rooms at the new hotel. A month
later, French got news of Beersheba Cain's death
in McMinnville.

Advertisement from a Nashville Newspaper in
1845.

But we have gotten ahead of our story. Back
in 1836, Dugan must have realized that he was
not the man to develop the springs, for he sold to
George R. Smartt and William Stewart for $1000
a 1500acre tract on top of the mountain
including the chalybeate spring and on both sides
of a trace leading to Dugan's place in the
horseshoe, but excluding the two sixpole squares
owned by Cain and Paine. Later in the same year,
Paine sold his square to Smartt, and in 1838,
Stewart sold out to Smartt. Stewart also sold to
Robert A. Campbell of McMinnville a tract of 500
acres on top of the mountain and lying east of the
road from the Spring to Stone Door. (The Stone
Door is a narrow crack in the bluff with a floor
that rises at about the slope of a staircase. Thus, it
provided a "door" through the bluff. All around
the Door are spectacular sandstone bluffs.)

The undersigned announces to his
friends and the public that the above
delightful watering place (situated
eighteen miles Southeast of McMinn
ville on one of the highest points of the
Cumberland) is now ready for the
reception of visitors. The establishment
consists of fifty comfortable rooms with
ample stabling and other means of
taking care of horses. In addition to the
pleasures of beautiful and picturesque
scenery, fine mineral and free stone
waters, free air and cool and refreshing
breezes, which secure an exemption
from the oppressive heat of summer, the
undersigned feels assured that he will
be able to afford, to as many as
patronize him, such accommodations as
cannot fail to give satisfaction. The
undersigned here takes occasion, in the
name of the former proprietor, to return
to his friends and former patrons his
sincere thanks for their favors in times
past.

Beersheba Springs

Smartt must have set to work quickly to build
a resort. A tavern and rows of log rooms were
built. By 1839, Smartt was ready to receive
guests. Among guests of that opening summer
was the family of James P. Thompson of McMinn
ville; and from reminiscences of his daughter,
Louisa, given in later life, glimpses have been
preserved of happenings of that longago summer
at Beersheba. She remembered the rooms
occupied by her father in Log Row. The manner of
living was necessarily simple, but every attention
was given to the pleasure and comfort of guests,
with good servants in constant attendance, fine
oldtime cooks, big wagons from McMinnville
loaded with all kinds of fresh table supplies and
delicious mountain game brought by hunters.

W.B. Smartt, proprietor
June 10
N.B. The Springs are rendered entirely
accessible by good roads. A fourhorse
post coach will regularly meet the stage
at McMinnville. Persons leaving
Nashville in the morning on Mondays,
Wednesdays, and Fridays will reach the
Springs on the succeeding evening,
without the loss of sleep or the necessity
of traveling after night.

“Late each afternoon large bonfires of pine
knots were burned in front of the cabins, their
brilliant flames not only frightening away wild
animals and snakes – then a menace on the
mountains – but giving light and warmth to the
room. About sunset all repaired to the bluff above
the Spring to listen and watch for the stage coach
coming from McMinnville, bringing passengers
and mail. It could be heard far below, lumbering
and jolting up the mountain, and the clear notes

W.B.S.
Terms of Boarding
Per month
Per week
Children and servants
Horses, per week
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$16.00
$5.00
half price
$2.50

of the driver’s horn floated up through the shad
ows, sounded as he reached each successive
resting place in the ascent. Later as the bonfires
glowed and smouldered, the guests sat about
them and talked and sometimes sang until the
hour came for retiring, after which a stillness and
silence rested on the mountain as in the days
primeval.”

Childress Polk, had hoped to come; but heavy
rains made the roads too muddy and she sent, via
her husband, her regrets to Mr. Smartt. The fact
that Beersheba was equipped to host a large
meeting as early as 1840 is remarkable.
On January 29, 1844, the Tennessee
Legislature created Grundy County from Coffee
and Warren and designated Beersheba as the
county seat. William Dugan was appointed one of
the commissioners to help organize the new
county and the first court was held August 5,
1844, in Beersheba. The court continued to meet
there until about 1848 when the town of
Altamont was laid out for the new county seat.

In the same year, the Tennessee General As
sembly incorporated four men − George R.
Smartt, William B. Smartt (George's son), Alfred
Paine (the doctor) and Samuel Edmondson − as a
"body politic by the name of Beersheba Springs."
This "body politic" was a private company, not a
division of government.

When this new county was formed, it was
named for Felix Grundy (17771840) a famous
criminal lawyer, judge, United States Senator, and
Attorney General of the United States under
Martin Van Buren. It was no secret that he had
been dealing in the mountain lands of this section
and at his death in 1840 his daughters and sons
inlaw fell heir to 100,000 acres of mountain
land. The two sonsinlaw named executors of
Grundy’s estate were John M. Bass, who later
built a cottage at Beersheba, and Jacob
McGavock, the father of Randal W. McGavock a
visitor there in 1858.

In the same year of 1839, William White of
McMinnville employed Aaron Moffitt, a carpenter
of special skill, to build a house near the bluff
west of the spring. It was to include rooms
already on the site. According to a statement
made many years later, the included rooms were
of uncommon quality, built of solid red cedar logs
and "double ceiled," that is, having not only a roof
but also a flat ceiling of lathe and plaster. To
whom these fine rooms had belonged is not recor
ded. The house built by Moffitt, however, was
later bought by John Armfield and is now known
as The Cliffs or ArmfieldGlasgow cottage.

A great obstacle to the development of
Beersheba Springs was the difficulty of getting
there and the uncertainty of the roads. So a “jury
of view” was appointed by the County Court –
William Dugan, Isham Dykes, James Lockhart,
John Gross, and William B. Smartt – for the
purpose of marking and laying out a road. The
report, humorous to readers today because of its
details, is as follows:

In 1836, a road from McMinnville to Chat
tanooga going over Peak Mountain had been
authorized by the state. Before that time the only
road crossing the mountain was the Chickamauga
Trace. By 1839 the stagecoach and other vehicles
were traveling the road between McMinnville and
Beersheba Springs, passing William Dugan’s
house. In the same year, William Sanford Brown
and his bride Nancy Dykes built a house on a
bench on the east side of the Backbone, a spur of
the mountain extending into the Collins valley.
This house, later moved up the Backbone, has
always been in the Brown family and is now
owned by Odessa Brown, widow of James F.
Brown.

. . . beginning at the Grundy County line on
a ridge in James Tate’s field some sixty yards
from the old mill; thence with said fence over the
ridge to a plum tree on the bank of James Tate’s
spring branch; thence with the side of the hill to
a wild cherry tree near his fence; thence with the
fence outside of a little walnut; thence through
the corner of Tate’s field to a sugar tree near
Henry Clay’s; thence by a direct line through
John Gross’ field, passing his barn; thence
passing through his pasture, passing just below

On July 18, 1840, James K. Polk, then
governor of Tennessee and future President of the
United States, held a political rally at Beersheba.
It was "advertised far and near." Polk's wife, Sarah

14

field, to an old cabin; thence passing the corner
of Savage’s new ground field to intersect at the
turnpike road at the foot of the mountain – all
of which is respectfully submitted.

William Gross’ house and on to intersect the
present road, at the foot of the hill; thence with
the old road to some oat stacks in Isham Dykes’
field; thence the road again; thence with the
road, from thence passing through Dugan’s field
by a direct line to a white oak, and walnut tree,
near the mouth of the lane at the Bond place
and on through his hog pen at a white oak near
the bank of the branch into the old road again
at the ford of the branch; thence with the old
road to a corner of Dugan’s field, and with the
fence and road to a mud hole, in the road;
thence by a direct line, through a corner of the
field near William Ransom’s house to the wash;
thence across the wash to B. G. Wilson’s field;
thence with the fence on the bank to the corner
of his new ground field; thence up the bank
outside by the back of the school house, to the
old road at the corner of the little field; thence
with the road crossing the wash and passing
through Aaron Bolm’s field, to a white oak near
the road and with the road again passing
William Morton, to the corner near Savage’s old
field passing into the old field, near a large
walnut tree thence by a direct line through the

Whereupon it is considered by the court
that said road viewed by the jury aforesaid be es
tablished as a road of the first class and that
Noah Bart be appointed overseer of said road
and have the following hands to work under him
to open and keep the same in repair to wit:
Warren Savage, Samuel Savage, James Dugan,
William Morton, Slaves of Major Tate, and
James Tate.
Used by many travelers in the years to come,
this road obviously enhanced the value of the
properties it passed through.
In 1845, William B. Smartt, who had
succeeded his father as manager of the resort, ran
the advertisement shown in the accompanying
box in a Nashville newspaper. It mentions fifty
rooms, and there must have been also a dining
room. That is enough to cover all of the space
occupied by buildings after the Armfield
reconstruction fifteen years later.

The Armfield Era
looked for something to which he could devote
his wealth and life. He found it in Beersheba.

In the early 1850s, the resort received a
visitor who was destined to transform Beersheba
in a few short years and give it the general
appearance it retains to this day. The visitor was
John Armfield, who came with his wife, Martha
Franklin Armfield, a niece of Armfield's former
partner Isaac Franklin from Sumner County.
Armfield and Franklin had been partners in the
slave trading business from 1828 to 1836, when
the business in Alexandria, Virginia, was sold. The
firm had been engaged in selling slaves from
Virginia to the deep south, especially the Natchez
area. At one time, it had a fleet of at least five
vessels which could carry about 150 slaves apiece.

By December 1854, Armfield had concluded
his negotiations with Dr. H. R. Robards of
Memphis. Robards had bought the Hotel from
William White and L. D. Mercer, who had
succeeded the original owners, Smartt and Paine.
His purchase, for $3,750, included the original
tavern, dining hall, proprietor’s rooms and the
row of guest cabins. White’s own doubleceiled
home, built of redcedar logs, he bought for an
additional $1,200. He then formed elaborate
plans for improvements to the Hotel and for
building homes, called cottages.

Franklin and Armfield had made a huge
fortune in their business, but it was hard,
distasteful work, and Armfield was glad to get out
of it. For some fifteen or more years, he had

Armfield announced his plans in the
Nashville Union and American of April 4, 1855, as
follows: “Beersheba Springs will be closed until
May, 1856. The place is now undergoing a
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thorough repair and
will afford no ac
commodations for
strangers, even for a
night, until the work
is completed. The
public part of the
Springs will then be
rented to a re
sponsible person who
shall be under bond to
keep a good House of
Entertainment, but
under no cir
cumstances to allow
John Armfield
either gambling or the
use of spiritous liquors.” Actually, the
reconstruction took longer than expected; and the
resort did not open until the summer of 1857.

He also employed
local white construction
workers. By March 1855
he had brought Ben
Cagle from Irving
College to be his
foreman. About this
time, T. P. Argo came to
run the brick kiln. A saw
mill was built on Laurel
Creek just above where
the Stone Door road
now crosses the creek.
Prior to Armfield, no
brick or sawn lumber
Martha F. Armfield
was used at Beersheba.
Armfield's most striking new structure was
the twostory main building of the hotel with its
16 square, white columns which have become the
emblem of Beersheba. Along the east side of the
courtyard behind it he built a spacious dining
room with a ballroom above. Further south on the
east side he built a sevenroom clapboard row
known as Family Row. Along the west side, he
built a sevenroom Brick Row.

While living in Alexandria, Virginia (where
his slave quarters are now a museum), Armfield
had visited several of the most famous of the
Springs of Virginia, probably both the Old White
and the Old Hot. Perhaps it was what he saw
there, combined with his Quaker upbringing, that
made him seek to restrain liquor and gambling in
Beersheba Springs. Whatever restrictions he de
clared, they were never so severely administered
as to give the place anything but a liberal name.
All through the years it was known as a place
where good people could do what they pleased,
as long as they stayed within the bounds of
decency and order.

As noted above, Smartt had claimed to have
50 rooms, more than enough to cover the ground
occupied by Armfield's structures after their
completion. The key to what happened to Smartt's
structures is probably found in a comment of W.
Jeter Eason in the original, 1936, entry for the
hotel in the Historic American Buildings Survey
(HABS). He wrote, "Originally the building at the
rear of the present court formed by the building
group was at the front overlooking the valley. The
Armfields, however, rearranged all the buildings
and moved to the back the original buildings and
built on the front an "L" shaped two story building
...." On his freehand sketch he writes under Cross
Row (= Log Row) "Note: This building was until
1857 at front of group – now occupied by two
story section."

Tradition says that Armfield brought about
100 slaves from Louisiana to begin work, but this
is not a known fact. The 1850 Census, in the
Slave Schedule, reports that he had 15 slaves at
his home in Sumner County. A local, undated
manuscript census taken in Grundy County
sometime before 1860 records 32. The 1860
Census shows that he had 22. He paid taxes on 14
in 1860, 16 in 1861, 16 in 1862, and 12 in 1863.
The numbers in the neighborhood of 12  15
probably reflect household servants and staff at
the hotel. The excess, 17, above that level, shown
by undated manuscript census, may indicate how
many were engaged in construction.

Eason asserts that Family Row was "log
covered with siding." When it was demolished, no
logs were found, and thus it must have been en
tirely an Armfield construction. Thus, Eason's
comments must be interpreted in the light of what
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we see or know from other sources. The most
southern row, Post Office Row (now Marcella V.
Smith Row) shows every sign of having been
moved. Some of the logs are handhewn, suggest
ing that they came from Smartt's structures, but
some others are sawn, and so must have come
from Armfield's time. Moreover, there are brick
fireplaces; and one brick with initials T. P.. A. was
found in the course of renovation in 2004. T. P.
Argo was the master of Armfield's brick kiln. In
short, Post Office Row was definitely put in its
present position by Armfield but probably used a
lot of material from Smartt's rooms.

Moreover, the construction is rather rough, not
the fine log work that Armfield's men did. The
1973 HABS report attributed Cross Row to Smartt
without mentioning any move. On balance, it
seems probable that Log Row is right where it has
always been.
Cozy Corner (now Marvell) in the northwest
corner of the quad is also old, and looks very like
two tworoom log cabins each with a fireplace
and a connecting door between the two rooms.
They may well be the Cain and Paine cabins,
perhaps moved by Armfield. The fourroom
Whiskey Row that stood where Lower Neal now is
may also have been moved. If Smartt's claim of
fifty rooms is correct, there would have been
plenty of material for building "Bachelor Row"
symmetric to Post Office Row. It is shown by
Eason in dotted lines. Whether or not this row
ever existed is unclear; if it did, it was destroyed
before 1900. During construction in 2003,
however, Phil Mayhew, however, saw what could
have been its foundations.

Writing 80 years after Armfield's work, Eason
is unlikely to have talked to anyone with first
hand knowledge of what Armfield did, but he
could have talked with the grandchildren of the
men who did the work. They could have told him
that Armfield moved buildings but were unlikely
to have known exactly what was moved where.
The 1857 date for the move is clearly two years
too late. What of Cross Row, which Eason says
was moved? Bear in mind that moving a log
construction means taking it apart, log by log, and
reassembling it. When Armfield did that in Post
Office Row, he added fireplaces; there are no
fireplaces in Cross Row. He also used some sawn
logs; there are no sawn logs in Cross Row.

Even with Bachelor Row, there would have
been logs left over, which may have found their
way into the Dahlgren House (Nanhaven) or the
Cockrill House (Mayhew Beersheba Porcelain), or
the Beersheba Inn, which all have hewn logs.
(The entire HABS report can be found on the
Internet by searching for “Old Beersheba Inn” and
Eason) There are precise architectural drawings
and numerous photographs from 1973.)
Armfield’s plans were to lease lots for an an
nual rent of $1.00, giving the lessee the privilege
of cutting timber to build cabins on the lots and
have free use of the water from the Chalybeate
Spring. Armfield used his own crew of workmen
and materials to build about twenty houses.
Two of the homes were built for bishops of
the Episcopal Church, one (now Mountain Home)
for James H. Otey of Tennessee and one (now the
Howell Cottage) for Leonidas Polk of Louisiana.
Polk, a West Point graduate and later known as
the “Fighting Bishop,” was one of Armfield’s best
friends. Armfield had asked the two Bishops to
consider the mountain as a possible location for
the University of the South to educate Episcopal
youth. Later, a party including Armfield, the two

West side of Marcella V. Smith Row, 2009
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Bishops, Mr. Bass and his soninlaw, Vernon K.
Stevenson, who was president of the N. C. and St.
L. Railway, rode horseback to inspect the tract of
land offered by the president of the Sewanee Min
ing Company. The Sewanee location was con
firmed in 1857 at a meeting of the Board of
Trustees in Beersheba.

luxuriously appointed carriages drawn by splen
did blooded horses, bringing retinues of servants
and wearing clothes and jewels of an almost fab
ulous richness and beauty. The chef and all the
cooks were French from New Orleans. A band
from New Orleans played for dancing. The cus
tom of having the band play for the coach to
come up the mountain was continued, with the
sounding of the coachman’s horn when the horses
stopped to rest. Rows of tents were stretched
about the bowling alleys to receive those for
whom there was no room in the overfilled hotel.

Other cottage owners at this time were Ster
ling Robertson Cockrill of Nashville, William L.
Murfree of Murfreesboro, Oliver J. Morgan of Car
roll Parish, Louisiana, and Charles G. Dahlgren of
“Dunleith,” Natchez, Mississippi.

There are no records for the summer of 1861,
but we know that Bishop Leonidas Polk became a
major general that fall in the Army of the Confed
erate States. Charles G. Dahlgren equipped the
Third Regiment of Mississippi Volunteers called
the Dahlgren Guards, and he himself became a
brigadier general. Armfield, too old for army duty,
equipped a company of Grundy County men, or
ganized September 11, 1861, and commanded by
Col. Benjamin J. Hill of
McMinnville. Albert Hanner,
nephew of Armfield, was elected
4000.00
captain of Company A. While
this company of Grundy County
4000.00
men was away, Armfield took
4000.00
care of their families and
4000.00
established a post office in his
own house and had his family
4000.00
write letters to them.
4000.00

In 1860, Armfield deeded the hotel to the in
corporators of the Beersheba Springs Company
for $44,000. They were men of wealth and influ
ence, even if the clerk recording the deed did not
spell their names and homes correctly. Their
names and shares are shown in the side box.
The summer of 1860 was the first and 1861
the last for the Beersheba Springs Company. Many
Southern families rode from distant plantations in

John M. Bass, Nashville

forty shares

Minor Kennor, La.

forty shares

Joseph S. Williams, New Orleans

forty shares

Charles G. Dalgreen, Natches

forty shares

John Waters, Nashville

forty shares

Charles W. Phillips, New Orleans

forty shares

Oliver T. Morgan, La.

forty shares

4000.00

Ferdinand M. Goodrich, New Orleans

twenty shares

2000.00

Mason Pilcher, New Orleans

twenty shares

2000.00

S. R. Cockrel ,Nashville

twenty shares

2000.00

A. Barron, La.

twenty shares

2000.00

A. Hamilton Polk, Mississippi

twenty shares

2000.00

Ben Johnson

twenty shares

2000.00

Josiah Garret, La.

twenty shares

2000.00

John W. Scarborrow

twenty shares

2000.00

Making the total Sum of forty four thousand dollars

$44000.00

In testimony whereof I have hereunto set my hand and affixed my seal
at New Orleans this Eighth day of February A. D. 1860.
John Armfield
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It is clear that Colonel
Armfield was an extremely
wealthy man when he came to
Beersheba. At the outbreak of
the Civil War he had his fore
man Ben Cagle, a former slave
Nathan Bracken, who had
become his personal servant,
and another friend bury sacks of
gold for him. The sacks were put
in baskets and covered with
towels so searchers would think
they contained food. When
Benjamin Cagle kneeled down
to place the sacks in the ground,
a pistol he was carrying in his
pocket went off and hit him in

the wrist, causing his wrist to be stiff. At the end
of the war when they returned to the hiding place
the gold was not there. Evidently someone had
watched them bury it. Other valuables, such as
silverware and jewelry, he had placed in an old
well and they were safely recovered after the war.

1860 died broken men during the war, or soon
after, and their heirs were hard put to hold on to
the cottages or spend leisurely summers at the
Hotel. Yet, miraculously, not a single cottage went
up in flames – although most were plundered –
and the Hotel, with its proud portico overlooking
the valley, remained virtually intact in spite of
raids, broken windows, a fire, and a courtyard
overgrown with brambles and Queen Anne’s Lace.

For the duration of the war, the Springs and
Armfield’s home were a place of refuge where dis
tinguished men like Governor Isham G. Harris
and Chancellor Bromfield Ridley could find hos
pitality. The ladies were busy sewing, knitting and
weaving for the soldiers and the sick in the hospit
als, according to Lucy Virginia French, a well
known writer of that time. Her diary of the war
years, now published by the Beersheba Springs
Historical Society, provides the most revealing
daybyday accounts of life at Beersheba during
the tragic years of the Civil War. She reports the
pillaging of the various cottages, the heroism of
Colonel and Mrs. Armfield, and the attempts to
burn the Hotel. Marcus Hill recalls being told by
his grandfather that his father (Marcus's great
grandfather), Irving Hill, a boy of about 11 at the
time, saw Federal troops throw the hotel's china
on the dining room floor and ride their horses
over it to insure that it was all broken. When he
remonstrated with them, they locked him up. He
escaped, and having overheard their plans to
march down the mountain, organized his friends
with their squirrel hunting rifles to lie in ambush
for them. None of the troops reached the bottom
of the mountain.

As the Old Order passed away, the New Order
gradually began to take shape at the resort. Arm
field, because the owners were dead or bankrupt
and unable to make a recovery, was forced to re
possess many of the properties and sell them for
whatever they would bring at the steps of the
Courthouse in Altamont. These were his concerns
during his declining years, and before his death in
1871, he had managed to interest a number of
new people with new money – or with the pro
spects of new money – in the mountain plateau
that he had come to love during the last fifteen
years of his life.
In 1867 Captain Eugen H. Plumacher arrived
in America, sent by the Swiss government to
locate a place for a colony. President Andrew
Johnson urged him to visit Tennessee, and he was
a guest in the home of Col. Armfield at Beersheba.
Plumacher was so impressed with the location
that he began making the necessary arrangements
to bring over the new settlers to a place they
called Gruetli in memory of the meadow where
tradition says the Swiss Confederation began.
Gruetli is just on the other side of the Gulf from
Stone Door, and the Swiss used the Door to bring
their crafts to sell to the summer visitors to the re
sort. Plumacher himself, however, bought land in
Beersheba for his own home, which he called
“Dan.” The first house burned but a portion of the
second “Dan” is still standing and is occupied by
Plumacher's greatgrandson, John Bohr. Plumach
er was a colorful figure who attracted attention.
Few noticed his modest wife, Olga, or knew that
she was a recognized figure in German philosophy
and had published in Germany two books and
several articles written in Beersheba. She also
published in English in the Oxford journal Mind,
but no one else in Beersheba was reading British
philosophical periodicals.

Residents lived under constant threat of
harassment and deprivation from Yankees one day
and bushwhackers the next. Nobody was safe;
personal property that could not be buried was
sacrificed. Finally, hoping to achieve some kind of
protection from the lawless gangs that scourged
the mountain, Armfield and his guest John H.
French gave in to the inevitable and went sol
emnly to McMinnville to take the oath of allegi
ance to the Union when it was clear that
Tennessee was lost forever to the Confederacy.
So the leaders of the Old South who had con
ceived, built, and taken pride in Beersheba went
down in bitter and total defeat. The elder states
men who had seen the dream become reality in
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Slowly the scars of the Civil War were begin
ning to heal, but Beersheba was never to be the
same again. The cleanup task was enormous.
Even the hotel dining room had to be scraped out
with hoes where Federal horses had been kept. In
the next few years the old Hotel changed owner
ship many times.

Your friend,
John Armfield
The Armfields went to Florida for the winter
of 1870 and returned in April 1871. On their way
home they stopped in Nashville to visit his good
friend Judge John M. Lea, who afterwards had
this to say about John Armfield:

It is a fact that the people of the community
were divided during the Civil War. Some fought
on the side of the Union and others with the
Confederacy. This was true of the mountainous re
gions of both Kentucky and Tennessee. In the hilly
country of East Tennessee the farms were small
and the owners had few slaves. In the rich bottom
lands of West Tennessee, where cotton was
“King,” slaves were needed on the large planta
tions. In middle Tennessee loyalties were divided.
Most mountain people were loyal to the Union
but more people in Beersheba and Grundy County
fought on the southern side, probably because of
their love and respect for John Armfield.

I shall never forget the pleasant old home
on the brow of the mountain, overlooking a pan
orama as extensive and grand as was ever
presented to the human eye. There is within a
few feet of the precipice a Druidical rock (the
balancing rock) which equalled the character of
Colonel Armfield. A child could give to it a gentle
movement but no human strength could cause it
to topple or be overturned; so his kind feelings
could be touched by the slightest appeal to
generosity, but in all matters where duty and
principle were involved, he was firm and
immovable.

After the war was over and the men who had
fought on opposite sides came back home to live
together, it would have been almost impossible for
there not to have been some bitterness, especially
toward the robbers and bushwhackers, who de
serted from both sides in order to prey on Arm
field and the cottages as well as the mountain
people. But we have been fortunate that there
was not the hatred, resentment, and revenge
which was generated in other places.

The following September 20, 1871, John
Armfield died and was laid to rest in a small
cemetery which now bears his name and is near
his home. Soon afterwards Mrs. Armfield went to
live with her nieces and their families.
The old slave and personal servant, Nathan
Bracken, the only member of his race in the com
munity, continued to live at Beersheba in the
house given him by Armfield and, at Armfield’s
request, Nathan was buried in the same cemetery
near him about 1916. He was beloved by all resid
ents of Beersheba, especially the teenage boys
who turned to Nathan for sympathy and support
when they were in trouble with their parents. At
Christmas, when the holiday baking was done,
the children were soon on their way to take
Nathan samples of their cakes. All the young peo
ple gathered frequently at Nathan’s home, where
he had church services. If there were not enough
chairs to go around they sat on his furniture and
on the floor. He was a symbol of the old order and
they respected him as its surviving representative.

The following is taken from a letter to Ben
jamin S. Cagle written by Armfield, while in
Nashville, on Dec. 2, 1868. The letter has been in
the possession of a member of the Cagle family
for over one hundred years:
I want you to know of Nathan if he found
the two or three hogs that were out when I left
home and write me what he says. My health is
very good now and I have nothing of importance
to add. I wrote to you by last mail to go to Sam
Henderson and get the money on the check. How
is Fahery getting on? What is he doing? Has
Nathan hauled up the new trough?
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Hotel guests on the second wooden observatory.

La Belle Époque
Hege family for their home in Ohio. A deed in the
Altamont courthouse registered from Richard
Clark to Mina Hege on August 6, 1872 supports
this statement.

In European history, La Belle Époque is the
period from 1873 to the outbreak of World War I.
We will use the name for a period slightly longer,
from Armfield's death to the beginning of the
Depression. It was the period that the parents and
grandparents of 2010's eldest generation of
summer people, the owners of Armfield's cottages
and similar houses of modern construction,
looked back to as the formative years of the resort
as they knew it.

The hotel was reopened in 1870 by I. N.
Nicholson with his wife as manager. One night
about midnight there arrived a group of guests
who were to play a major role in the subsequent
development of the resort. The adults were two
women, Lucy Curd Wilkin (Mrs. D. F. Wilkin) and
her younger sister Bettie Curd. A third sister, Pat
tie, older than Bettie, had been the second wife of
Morton B. Howell but had recently died. Howell
already had three children, Sue, Alfred, and Mor
ton, by his first wife, Isabel Elliott. Bettie brought
with her these three children. As recalled by Sue
Howell many years later, the party had left
Nashville early in the morning by train. In
McMinnville they were met by a stagecoach for
the drive up the mountain.

In 1868 Richard Clark of Cleveland, Ohio, a
former partner of John D. Rockefeller in the oil
business, came to Beersheba and purchased the
Morgan, Phillips, and Kenner places. Then he and
W. W. Bierce, also of Cleveland,bought the Hotel
and 3000 acres of virgin timber from John M.
Bass for $10,000. By 1870 Richard Clark was
operating a stove factory, and saw mill at South
Pittsburg. According to a member of the
Hunerwadel family, Clark returned to Cleveland
and traded the Phillips place in Beersheba to the

The roads were dreadful because no work
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The Howell Cottage, originally the Polk Cottage. Photo from the 1940's or 1950's.
tage to guard the possessions that had been
moved in. Fifty years later he recalled, “I slept in
the room nearest the Schild cabin, or rather I lay
on a bed in that room. It was so soon after the
war that in that remote section there were many
stories of ‘bushwhackers’ – exsoldiers who were
homeless and unable to adjust and locate them
selves and just roamed around. I suppose these
stories were exaggerated, but they had produced
such an impression on me that I was expectant of
almost anything. During the night the hogs
walked around and their footsteps and voices
were so humanized by fancy, that my hair stood
on end most of the night. This happened only a
night or two until there was more company and
the terror of the hogs that talked like men subsid
ed with familiarity.”

had been done on them during the war. There
was no luggage wagon, or if so, there was not
room for all the trunks, for some were tied under
and on top of the coach. The holes in the road
were more than the horses could pull through and
the passengers got out and walked around them.
At the foot of the mountain the driver blew a horn
once for each passenger to let the people on top
know how many to expect for supper. Everyone
already there would wait on the observatory to
welcome the guests, regardless of the hour.
Two years later, in 1872, the same group
came again, but Bettie Curd had married her de
ceased sister’s widower, Morton B. Howell, and
they had a baby girl named Pattie. That summer
they engaged rooms upstairs in the main building
of the hotel. There were a great many people at
the hotel and every room was full. The Adam G.
Adams family had a cottage next to the hotel, and
Sue Howell there met her future husband. In June
of 1873, the two Curd sisters decided to use an in
heritance from their maternal grandfather to buy
the Polk cottage. That decision by the Curd sisters
has had almost as much impact on the community
as Beersheba Cain's discovery of the spring or
John Armfield's decision to develop the resort.

Morton B. and Bettie Curd Howell had nine
children who reached maturity and whose
descendants today own the cottage Bettie and
Lucy bought in 1873, now known as the Howell
Cottage. Some of Bettie's descendants have built
another major house, Laurel Point. Sue Howell
married Adam G. Adams, Jr., and they had seven
sons, whose descendants today own eleven or
more houses in Beersheba, depending on how you
count them. Alfred Howell married Jennie
Thompson. Jennie's unmarried sister, Frances

Young Alfred Howell was sent up to the cot
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1895 U.S. Coastal and Geodetic Survey Map, scan courtesy Ralph Thompson
(Fran or Nan), on visiting Alfred's family here, fell
in love with Beersheba and in 1887 bought the
former Dahlgren house, now owned by the
descendants of Alfred and Jennie and called Nan
haven in memory of their Aunt Nan. Nan,
moreover, had a sister Mat, who was guardian of
three Trabue boys. Descendants or inlaws of one
of them own another two houses at Beersheba.
And sisters of one of the Nanhaven wives own
two more houses. That is a total of 18 houses
today owned by descendants or inlaws of des
cendants of three members of that group of guests
at the hotel in 1870.

Messrs. S. M. Scott & Co.
Gentlemen – Having spent the two past sea
sons at Beersheba, in charge of the health of its
guests, I have had ample opportunity to judge
and form opinions based on facts, and to my
mind conclusive, that for teething children, Ene
mick females, and the broken down and ex
hausted in constitution of all classes, particu
larly those from the miasmatic districts of the
extreme South and our large cities, Beersheba
Springs merit a position as a healthful and
pleasant summer resort, equal, if not superior to
any on the continent. Its waters, both mineral
and freestone, are of the best quality. The
mineral springs contain iron, iodine, and ar
cenite of potassa – the two latter ingredients in
minute proportions – so delicately blended as to
set agreeably on the stomachs of all. I cannot
speak quantitively of the ingredients of this
water, as no minute analysis, I believe, has ever
been made.

By 1875, the Hotel was being operated by
Samuel M. Scott, who had spent the summer of
1863 with the Armfields and who operated the
City Hotel in Nashville.
A letter recommending a visit to Beersheba
for the sick and ailing of all ages is quoted below
because of the extreme faith the author had in the
climate and the curative waters:

The effects of a transfer of enfeebled and

Nashville, Tenn. April 25, 1873
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The men, mules, and tools that built the highway up the mountain. A photograph from 1926. Kneeling,
from left to right: George Carrer Tate, Ed Childers, Clayborn Green, Frank Creighton, Ernest Meeks, Champ
Tate, Joe Wheeler Perry. Standing, left to right: Venus King, "Big Sam" Gibbs, Clifton Hill, Ernest Rubley,
Melvin Meeks, Clarence E. Wooten, John R. King, (farther back and slightly higher) John (Whack) Brown,
Hannibal Green, Ben J. Hill. Identifications by Marshall King in 1986.
Armfield called Locust but is now called Dahlgren,
followed by the stretch of Highway 56 as far as
the present Hunter's Mill Road. There are two
roads to Altamont, one down Hunter's Mill Road
and along the route of the old Chickamauga Trace
past Long's Mill and a second along the route of
present Highway 56. The Backbone Road, and the
Stone Door Road are shown, but this is the road
now known as Fahery or the Old Road to Laurel;
the current Stone Door Road is more recent.

delicate children, and the broken down and ex
hausted invalids of all classes, some of whom I
had in charge before leaving Nashville, was a
rapid improvement from the date of their arrival
without the aid of medicine, and due alone to
the effects of the water (which is peculiarly
suited to weak bowels) and the general
surroundings of Beersheba.
Very respectfully,
John D. Winston, M.D.
The 1895 Coastal and Geodetic Survey map
of the Beersheba Springs area shows a road up
the mountain with six switchbacks. It begins
going up the side of the Backbone, the ridge that
juts out to the north to the west of Beersheba. It
reaches the creek bed, known as Dark Hollow,
switches back to the east, and then weaves back
and forth up the mountain almost directly below
the hotel. The main street appears to be what

Significantly missing are the Grassy Ridge
Road, which now runs out to the southeast
paralleling the bluff, and the old wagon road
down the mountain at the end of the Grassy
Ridge. These are more recent creations. Also
missing is Armfield Avenue, which in those days
went only as far as the Armfield house. In the
valley, the stagecoach road runs up the valley to
the foot of Peak Mountain and there divides. One
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Rock crusher for building the road up the mountain and its crew. The crusher was powered by an engine
and was at the quarry, which was in the side of Tother mountain on the far side of Tarlton. John
Whittingham was foreman at the crusher. Note the wide, flat wheels well adapted for heavy loads on a soft
surface.
fork goes up the south side of Peak and on to
Chattanooga. The other fork continues up the Big
Creek Gulf another two miles or so before turning
south and mounting the plateau without switch
backs to arrive close to Gruetli.

had to be pulled out of the ditch. In the early
1920's, this stretch was much improved and
became the standard way up the mountain. The
road across the top of the mountain was given a
crushed rock surface that was usually passable.

Access had long been a problem for visitors to
Beersheba. The early route, shown on the 1895
map, had been up the stage road between
Nashville and Chattanooga and then by a tortur
ous, steep road up the mountain, barely possible
for a horsedrawn coach and out of the question
for automobiles. One of the first good roads built
for automobiles was the Dixie Highway from
Chicago to Florida, a coordinated effort of the
states along its route. The western route ran along
the present course of U.S. 41 from Nashville to
Chattanooga.

In 1926, what is now Tennessee Highway 56,
a much improved road, was built up the mountain
at Beersheba. Tom Creighton (of Creighton
Chevrolet in Tracy City) was the tenyearold
waterboy to the crew that started from the bottom
of the mountain. In 2009, his memories were still
clear and sharp. The specifications called for a
roadbed nine feet wide, the surface to be covered
with crushed stone sprayed with oil. There were,
besides the cuts, numerous bridges constructed
entirely of wood, including wooden pegs for con
necting the timbers. The earthmoving equipment
was still primarily picks and shovels with some
muledrawn graders and wagons. For transporting
the crushed stone for the surface there was a
White truck and some Tmodel Ford dump trucks.
There were two crews; one started from the top

The stretch over the mountain at Monteagle
was the worst part of the whole road. Before
World War I, one driver described it as a "rocky
creek bed out of place." The Chicago Tribune
reported that fifty percent of those who braved it
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and the other from the bottom. Where blasting
was required, the holes for the charges were
made by two men alternately pounding a pointed
steel punch into the stone with 9pound sledges; a
third man guided the punch. These details were
learned from Tom Creighton.

ground. It is on the bluff side of the road leading
from the front of the Hotel to Vesper Point.
The road had originally been surveyed to
come up the mountain without switchbacks, to
stay far from the springs, and to reach the top
through a natural pass through the bluff near the
present end of the Grassy Ridge Road. From
there, it would have run west, south of the center
of Beersheba, to join the present route of TN56
somewhere past Grace Chapel. But the route was
changed, the springs destroyed, and a perpetual
problem created for those who had to maintain
the road through its perilous cuts into the shale of
the Raccoon Mountain Formation. It may never be
known why the change was made, but local oral
tradition attributes it to lobbying by commercial
interests in Beersheba.
A few years later, in the Depression, the
Works Progress Administration (WPA) built a
wagon road up the mountain at the end of the
Grassy Ridge Road, taking advantage of the
natural pass through the bluff there. Its good
design, using the geological structure of the
mountain, has enabled it to survive with no more
maintenance than cutting an occasional fallen
tree. It is now closed to motor vehicles, but its
social history, its graceful curves, gentle slopes,
and beautiful dry stone masonry retaining walls
make it one of the most pleasant walks in the
Savage Gulf Natural Area. Park authorities,
unfortunately, have not included it in the trail
system nor described its history in their maps.
Gordon Brown, who had helped build this road,
introduced it to the writer, Clopper Almon, who
was then a 15yearold boy. Dennis Knight, who
lived in the Cater cabin in the valley, used the
road to walk to the top of the mountain to be met
by the school bus and taken to high school in
Tracy City. His father, Albert, had worked on the
road.

The broad way, gentle grade, and good footing of
the CCC road after 75 years with little or no
maintenance.
The blasting at the top of the mountain
where the road came through the sandstone bluff
caused a shift in the rock formations and put an
end to the springs in front of the hotel. At first the
spring's water came out of the rock on the cliff
side of the road just below the Hotel, and a sort of
sandstone igloo was built over this new spring. In
the course of time, however, the water shifted
again; and the pool under the igloo is now usually
dry. It took four years to build the road. Once
completed, it became the standard route for
Nashville people.

Completion of I24 in the 1960's, along with
two good roads up the mountain to Altamont
again changed the approach of Nashville people,
but TN56 remains the route to McMinnville.

The original site of the chalybeate spring is
now identifiable by the retaining wall for the
former spring house and square tile on the
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Depression and Revival
No sooner was the longedfor road complet
ed, however, than the Depression hit the Hotel
hard. A vacation at a spring resort − especially
one that no longer had a spring − was something
people could do without. The Hotel changed
hands several times and in some summers did not
open at all. The recovery in the U. S. economy in
1939  1941 did not revive the business. Better
roads meant more competition from the Great
Smokies, Florida, and other more spectacular
resorts. In November of 1941, it was bought for
$3000 by the Tennessee Conference of the
Methodist Church to be used as a retreat grounds.
In subsequent years, thousands of people, both
young and old, have experienced Beersheba
through the Methodist Assembly. Details of the
restoration, necessary modernization and
expansion are given in the article by Ann H.
Troutt below.

ally was.
The TVA and rural electrification brought
power to Beersheba in 1941. Kerosene lamps, ice
deliveries from Tracy City, and handoperated
wells soon became only memories. In 1952, there
came the opportunity to install a telephone in
each house when the Ben Lomond Telephone
Cooperative was organized with Dennis Brown as
one of the directors. The summer people were
generally opposed, because they had left the city
to escape the telephone. Local residents were
anxious to subscribe to be able to talk to friends
and family on the mountain and to reach out to
the world beyond. The logistics required a
minimum number of subscribers. So the cottagers
gave in, had telephones installed, and kept the
receivers off the hooks or piled up pillows on top
to deaden the ring. Pipedin water from the Big
Creek Utility District came in 1964. DSL Internet
connection was available by 2005. Wireless was
available for Assembly guests in 2006. By 2009,
even cell phones had penetrated to many parts of
town.

The first cityowned library in Grundy County
was established in Beersheba Springs by Mrs.
Charles N. Burch of Memphis in 1917. After
visiting the school and seeing the need for books,
other than text books, she immediately began
gathering up books to send to Beersheba. It was
not until 1923 that a building was provided. The
Beersheba Library Association was formed with
both citizen and summerresident members. In
1923, the association engaged Henry L. Brown to
build the log structure $650 on condition that the
community provide the logs and free labor. The
library is now part of the eightcounty Caney Fork
Regional Library. Its public Internet access has
made it a community meeting place. The program
of reading for children draws a large attendance.

The early 1950s saw an economic boom
based on employment in the cutting and removal
from the Big Creek Gulf of white oak for making
whiskey barrels. The logs, cut in the gulf, were
“snaked” up to a stave mill on the top of the
mountain. The “snake” consisted of two cables.
One was stationary with one end attached at the
brow of the mountain and the other at the bottom
of the gulf. The second, the winch cable, passed
through a “trolley” (that rode on the stationary
cable) and attached to the log. As the motor
rolled up the winch cable, the huge log came up
dangling in mid air. Stanley Brown, an expert
mechanic did a big business in the repair of
logging equipment.

In 1934, Beersheba's tranquility and isolation
attracted a shortterm resident who called himself
Boshee Bousch but was really John Dillinger, then
the FBI's Public Enemy No. 1. He built a simple
cabin on the Grassy Ridge Road. J.B. Nunley and
Tom Creighton sold him vegetables; Marshall
Whitman helped him dig a well. Creighton recog
nized him at the time, but when he was shot by
the FBI in Chicago in July and the papers were
full of his pictures, everybody realized who he re

In 1955, Beersheba Springs was incorporated
as a town with 4.9 square miles of territory and a
uniform citymanagercouncil form of govern
ment. Only two years later, in 1957, came the dis
astrous fire that destroyed the Browns' store and
two homes. Jamie Brown persuaded the City
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Council that a fire department had to be created,
and he and his brother, Carlos, went to Soddy
Daisy to buy the first engine. The Rescue Squad
received its charter in 1975. In 1980, the historic
district of the town was placed on the National
Register of Historic Places.

interested children, and supported the Easter egg
hunt.
A number of new summer cottages have been
built and others restored and adapted for modern
living. The houses of the yearround people have
also multiplied and been much improved in quali
ty. Despite such elements of “progress,” Beersheba
still has its farms, livestock, nurseries, and home
gardens. The air is clean and pure the year round.
Sound still carries across the mountain top with
remarkable clarity. The nightly chorus of tree
frogs still sings loudly in summer. The crystal stars
in the Big Dipper still shine brightly if one can get
away from the street lights. But to scratch out a
living and bring up a family at Beersheba has al
ways been a touchandgo proposition. Some
breadwinners have to travel daily to jobs in
Chattanooga, Tullahoma, or McMinnville. Some
families have gone away for years to work else
where so they could save enough to be able
someday to come back and retire on the misty
mountain. Though in touch with the world
around it, Beersheba Springs, like its name,
retains an air of an age gone by, a tempo of life
that is sustainable, a peace of people in touch
with nature and with one another.

Since 1967, the whole community has host
ed the Beersheba Springs Arts and Craft festival
each year on the fourth weekend in August. The
first one was held at the school house (now the
Community Center). All subsequent ones have
been on the grounds of the United Methodist As
sembly. The festival has close to 200 vendors and
draws thousands of people from around the area.
The proceeds from vendor fees and food sales go
to benefit local charities in the community includ
ing the Beersheba Springs Volunteer Fire Depart
ment and Rescue Squad.
The Historical Society, created in 1980 by
Margaret Brown Coppinger, has not only pub
lished several books, held monthly meetings on
historical topics during the summer, and created
an attractive museum, but has also contributed to
the restoration of the Community Center in the
old school building, run summer art camps for all

After the 4th of July parade, 2010
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The Hotel: From Tavern to United Methodist Assembly

Three articles are grouped here. The first, by Herschel Gower, on the history of the hotel from its
earliest days up to 1941, is from the first edition of this book. The second, by Carl L. Elkins and likewise
from that book, details the story of its purchase by the Tennessee Conference of the Methodist Church
in 1941. The third part, by Ann Hale Troutt, brings the story up to 2010. It includes revised and
updated material from parts III and IV of her "A History of Beersheba Springs Hotel and Assembly"
published in the Tennessee Conference Review, May 30 and June 13, 2008.

The Fortress that Shrugged at Doom
“That doomed hotel,” wrote L. Virginia
French in her diary on September 2, 1863. The
entry was made with a trembling hand and rea
sonable conviction, because on that day during
the Civil War a group of lawless thieves broke into
the apartment of Tom Ryan, the Irish overseer of
the closed inn, took what they wanted, and set
fire to papers, straw carpets, and clothes. Then
they rode away to look back as the smoke from
the famed hotel rose to the sky. This was one of

many raids, but it seemed the final blow to Mrs.
French.
Just then a maid of the French family was
passing by and ran to tell her mistress, who was
refugeeing from McMinnville and keeping house
that summer at the Bass Cottage, that Ryan’s
rooms were in flames. Fortunately, young Walter
Scott French, age 9, ran to the Hotel cistern with
an earthen crock – the only vessel he could find at
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that crucial moment. He made many trips as he
dashed water on the flames and thus saved the
Hotel from what would have been total destruc
tion.

and William L. Cain. The ball, beginning at 4 o’
clock in the afternoon, must have ended with
pineknot flares lighting the dancers and must
have been an affair long to remember.

It is this lad Walter, called Bouse by his
In the years following, the Hotel and tavern
family, whom we can thank today when we look
were owned by a succession of investors. Then
down the long
John Armfield
portico or enter the
bought extensive
courtyard at Cozy
properties on the
Corner (now
mountain, including
Marvell) or walk
the Hotel, in 1854
along Brick, Cross
and began his
(now Log), or Post
scheme of
Office (now Smith)
developing
row. The son of
Beersheba as a
John Hopkins
major resort. He
French and Lucy
closed the Hotel in
Virginia Smith,
1855 to make
Walter, saved the
repairs and build
building that is
the twostory hotel
central to the town
with the columned
of Beersheba.
portico along the
Everybody
front. (The back
gravitates to the
porch was added in
Hotel and its view
1946.) With a large
Old Trees and Older Logs. Looking west along Log Row with
for good reasons.
crew of workmen,
its handhewn logs thought to be part of the original resort
Architect Charles
Armfield made
built in the 1830s. Photo 2009.
Warterfield has
additions that were
called it “the biggest and most imposing structure
considerable.
of its kind in the State of Tennessee.”
Observers like Jack E. Boucher of the Nation
The origins of the Hotel were neither grand
al Park Service speak of the buildings as resem
nor imposing. A few months after Beersheba
bling a western fort, likening it to a selfcontained
Porter Cain discovered the chalybeate spring in
complex with quarters for officers, enlisted men,
1833, a row of cabins was built and a tavern
and servants. Alfred E. Howell remarked that the
erected soon after. It appears that George R.
buildings in his time, 1870, formed a square fig
Smartt and his brotherinlaw, Dr. Alfred Paine,
ure 8. The courtyardcentered plan is reminiscent
both of McMinnville, were the first owners and
both of spring resorts in Virginia and Roman villas
operators of this place of resort for those in the
of two millenia earlier. By 1936, when W. Jeter
lowlands trying to escape malaria, yellow fever,
Eason visited and sketched the Hotel for the His
and cholera.
toric American Buildings Survey, the plan did not
include a third cross row at the back of the figure
Being 1,800 feet above sea level, Beersheba
8; but, as noted above, he showed with dotted
soon caught on, and other rows of cabins had
lines a row south of Family Row (now East Side)
been built by 1837. It was in that year that invita
symmetric with Whiskey and Post Office rows
tions were issued to a ball that was held on July
(now Lower Neal and Smith rows). A bowling
4, given by the young men who designated them
alley may have closed the south side of the figure
selves as managers: E. Pendleton, Robert White,
8.
William T. Coons, F. K. Bell, Samuel Henderson,
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By 1858, the Hotel was big enough to accom
modate 400 guests and was presided over by
Lorenzo Dow Mercer of McMinnville. Among the
visitors that year were Phillip H. Thompson of
Memphis and Randal W. McGavock of Nashville.
The next year Colonel Armfield, then past sixty,
persuaded several men of wealth to form the
Beersheba Springs Company, and on December 6,
1859, he sold out to a group of fifteen investors,
many from the Deep South, and the Company
took over in 1860.

carpets, china, and miscellaneous items conveyed
by Colonel Armfield to the Beersheba Springs
Company in 1860 provides the reader with some
fascinating details of the appointments enjoyed by
visitors before the Civil War. For example, there
were 150 guest rooms with bedsteads, cots, cribs,
mattresses, blankets, counterpanes, and sheets.
Each room had splitbottom chairs, a dressing
table, and a washstand. Each had a wash tub and
a foot tub, apparently. There were curtains at the
door for privacy and these allowed the flow of air
into the room.
In the public rooms there were sofas, rocking
chairs, card tables, billiard tables, and parlor
lamps. There was a long dining table with chairs
to accompany it. The kitchen inventory indicates
that guests were not roughing it when Beersheba
was in her prime: soup tureens, soup ladles, veg
etable and fruit dishes; copper urns for tea,
coffee, and hot water; glass tumblers and goblets
for sherry, hock, ale, claret, and champagne, and
even egg glasses, nut crackers, and finger bowls.
Further lists of items conveyed were noted, ac
cording to the public inventory, in the ledgers of
the Beersheba Company.
Chilling accounts of wartime Beersheba in
clude the sound of hoofbeats in front of the Hotel
as Nathan Bedford Forrest led his cavalry down
the mountain to assemble his forces at McMin
nville for the daring and successful raid on
Murfreesboro on July 13, 1862. Wartime reports
also tell how Confederate leaders camped their
troops beside the Hotel, received food and sup
plies from Colonel Armfield, and rode away a few
hours ahead of their Yankee pursuers, who on one
occasion camped on exactly the same spot occu
pied by their enemies the night before. Bush
whackers, led by Hard Hampton or Charlie
Ainsworth, terrorized the community. Federal
troops, as observed by L. Virginia French, backed
up wagons to the Hotel and hauled away beds,
vessels, dishes, and supplies to furnish two Yankee
hospitals. Doomed was the word.

The Spring House, with access to the water below
and a nice view from above. The square floor tiles
and the retaining wall on the downhill side can still
be seen today. The site is between the Burch Cottage
and Vesper Point.
When visitors to Beersheba in its heyday re
ported that it compared favorably with the water
ing places of Virginia, they were thinking not only
of the water but of the Hotel and its furnishings
and appointments. An inventory of the furniture,

Although shaken to its foundations, the Hotel
escaped destruction. The Company which owned
it was ruined by the war and went bankrupt. Most
of the incorporators could not pay the notes they
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owed Armfield. In fact the Company was sued on
October 17, 1867 for $3,911.76 by a Nashville
merchant for groceries and other items he had
supplied earlier. By 1867 the property had been
returned to John Armfield and Dr. Thomas J.
Harding. They negotiated a sale to W. W. Bierce
and Richard Clark of Cleveland, Ohio, who had
made fortunes during the war, and the Hotel was
reopened in 1870 under the management of Mrs.
I. C. Nicholson.

indulged in by amateur artists, which affords
much amusement to the audience.” It was further
noted, with some ambiguity:
“Guests will be furnished with the best wines
and whiskeys for medical purposes” and “ice in
abundance for all purposes.”

In reporting the Grand Ball staged that year,
the Nashville Republican Banner described the
elegant gowns of the ladies, the jewelry, and all
the finery of the occasion. Mrs. Nicholson was sin
gled out as a hostess “who lives to make others
happy, in true holiday attire, and smiled a happy
welcome upon all who graced the joyous
occasion.”
The hotel brochure for 1875, when S. M.
Scott and Company were listed as proprietors,
strikes a different chord: “It will be the aim of the
proprietors to make Beersheba, this season, a
plain, quiet home for families, rather than a place
of gaiety and fashion. P. S. Our supply of ICE this
season is abundant.” It should be remembered
that 1875 was only a decade after Lee surren
dered to Grant at Appomattox and that Federal
occupation and Reconstruction in the South did
not end until 1877.

Richard and Adelaide Clark at Balancing Rock
In 1887 board for a month was either $40.00
or $45.00, according to the location of the room,
$15.00 by the week, or $2.50 per day. Children
under ten and colored servants were welcome at
half rates.

In 1878, Richard Clark and his wife Adelaide
sold their interests to Richard’s younger brother
James H. Clark. James Satterwhite of New York
bought out W. W. Bierce in 1883. Then
Satterwhite in turn sold his part to Alexander
Nelson, including “all the fixtures, furniture, uten
sils and improvements of every kind appertaining
to the kitchen, parlor, barroom, billiard room,
bedrooms, all bedding, bedsteads, sheets, table
cloths, towels, napkins, blankets, knives and
forks.”

In spite of the fancy brochure, advertisements
in several newspapers, and the considerable ener
gy of Nelson as manager, payments on the notes
were not met and the Hotel reverted to James
Satterwhite, who sold it in 1901 to the Beersheba
Springs Improvement Company, a group of
investors who included R. W. Turner, President, R.
Boyte C. Howell, Secretary, Gates Thruston,
Charles Mitchell, and Tom Northcut. Operating
the Hotel for them were several managers over
the years, including Mr. And Mrs. John Mears
from Florida, who later joined Marvin Brown as
coowners. Brown had earlier worked for Tom
Northcut in the store opposite the Hotel and then
taken over the store before joining the Mears at
the Hotel.

The sixteenpage brochure printed for
Alexander Nelson for the season of 1887 is rich in
details describing the accommodations at the Ho
tel, including the billiard hall, bowling alley, and
ballroom with its imported band. By common
consent, the ballroom could be “changed to a the
atre where concerts, charades, and tableaux are

During the later 1920s – and then with the
depression in the 1930s – the Hotel saw several
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owners and managers who tried hard but had lit
tle success in making the property pay. When
someone in Nashville mentioned Beersheba and
the beloved inn, the standard question was: “Well,
wonder who’s running the Hotel this year?”

depths of the depression. Standing on the rotting
boards of the Observatory, visitors looked up at
the crumbling edifice and thought to themselves
what Mrs. French had written in her diary in
1863: Doomed.

Deterioration caused by time and weather
was more and more conspicuous during the

Herschel Gower
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Purchase by the Tennessee Conference of the Methodist Church

Left to right, ministers O.B. Johnson, Dewey Organ, Sam Dodson, Jr. during repair of the
old observatory prior to the opening of the Methodist Assembly in 1942. From the collection
of Lorena Johnson Bass.

she will stand behind you in the deal. If they
promise that over their signatures, it will be as
good as if they were in session. You can hear from
a majority before Friday or Saturday. When you
leave, give me instructions of what steps to take
in case I get the word in your absence. Sincerely –
– Cook.”

[Because of the importance of the hotel to
the Beersheba community], it is of particular in
terest to make known the contents of some of the
documents relating to the purchase of the proper
ty and its subsequent use in the retreat and as
sembly program of the Tennessee Conference.
These documents were made available by
Dennis Brown, a manager of the Beersheba As
sembly for a number of years.

On August 15, 1941, the letter which gives in
detail the sale of the property to the Tennessee
Conference reads as follows: “Received from C. H.
Yarbrough, O. B. Johnson, C. B. Cook, E. H. Ayers,
B. G. Hodge, H. E. Baker, Martin Gribble, George
Comer, and Joe Gessler fifty dollars as first
payment of certain real estate in Grundy County,
Tennessee, known as “The Beersheba Springs
Hotel,” together with all the personal property
pertaining thereto, including furnishings, kitchen
equipment, dishes, bed linens, sheets, spreads,
etc.

The earliest is a post card written by the Rev.
W. M. Cook, District Superintendent of the
Murfreesboro District, to the Rev. O. B. Johnson,
Executive Secretary of the Conference Board of
Education, dated Aug. 12, 1941, which reads as
follows: “Dear O. B., Thinking things over, I hope
you can get things in shape to pay 1st payment,
even though small, and get that place. I suggest
you write each member of Board and ask if he or
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“The condition of said sale is for a total con
sideration of three thousand dollars to be paid as
follows: Five hundred dollars cash upon delivery
of a feesimple deed and abstract, the assumption
by the purchaser of a loan of approximately
fifteen hundred dollars, and the balance of one
thousand dollars to be paid by the execution of
two fivehundreddollar notes due respectively
one and two years after date and bearing interest
from date at six percent and retaining lien upon
said property until paid. The fifty dollars today
paid and received by me will be a payment upon
the cash payment of five hundred dollars to be
paid. Nell Farrar.”

agreed to sign this deed and mail to the City Bank
and Trust Co. as her agent to hold until we are
ready to make final settlement.”
The Committee on Camp and Assembly
Grounds met on Sept. 15, 1941, with the follow
ing persons present: Bishop Paul B. Kern; O. B.
Johnson; C. H. Yarbrough; H. W. Seay; Haynes Ay
ers; Willard H. Blue; B. G. Hodge; C. B. Cook; H.
E. Baker; W. M. Cook; Herbert Luton;
E. C. Shelton; W. B. Ricks; Walter Durham; E. H.
Crump; John Ferguson; and Alvis J. Davis. O. B.
Johnson was elected chairman and A. J. Davis,
secretary.
The minutes of this meeting contain the fol
lowing statement: “Bishop Kern said that the Ten
nessee Conference needed a place of retreat
rather than a campus. Walter Durham pledged the
support of the young people. Willard H. Blue, E.
C. Shelton, H. W. Seay pledged the support of the
Clarksville, Cumberland, and Columbia Districts.
E. C. Shelton moved that: ‘We approve the Beer
sheba Springs proposition and request the Confer
ence Committee on Camp and Assembly Grounds
to work out a finance and purchase plan for se
curing the Beersheba Springs property and
present the whole matter to the Tennessee Confer
ence for approval and operations through a con
stituted group.’ The motions passed.”

On August 18, the Rev. O. B. Johnson wrote a
letter to Martin Gribble, Joe Gessler, George
Comer, and H. E. Baker which stated:
“We are asking you four men to look after
getting the deed for the property. I am calling a
meeting of our Board of Education for September
5 at which time we are going to ask them to ap
propriate $1,500.00 for the Beersheba Springs
property – $500.00 of this to be paid on the pur
chase price, and $1,000.00 to be used for repairs.”
An interesting letter was written on Aug. 25,
by G. W. Comer to O. B. Johnson, E. J. Ayers, and
C. H. Yarbrough, Jr., as follows: “Gentlemen:
Some Nashville property owners in Beersheba are
very much disturbed about us buying the
Beersheba Springs Hotel property and have made
some underhanded passes to try to get it away
from us, and since that method has failed they are
going to contact the commission proper so this is
to put you on your guard.

On Nov. 28, 1941, O. B. Johnson wrote mem
bers of the Committee: “We have the deed drawn
up transferring the Beersheba Springs property to
the Tennessee Conference Foundation and it is in
Dr. C. B. Haley’s office, 808 Broadway, awaiting
the signature of the men to whom the property
was deeded.” Thus, Beersheba Springs Assembly
became the property of the Tennessee Conference.

“First, I am reliably informed that they had a
Beersheba resident to call Miss Farrar and offer
her $100.00 more than our contract price. This is
not guess work. I know it is fact for the party that
called admitted it but didn’t mention the raised
offer. But Miss Farrar says she has it sold to us and
is making the deed as soon as Gessler is ready but
that she has been offered the $3,100.00 if we
didn’t want it .... Sincerely, G. W. Comer.”

A report of the first year's use indicates re
ceipts for summer activities as $5,481.41, with ex
penses of $3,631.26, and an ending balance of
$1,850.15. The Hotel was saved. Its purpose as a
haven for assemblies … has been realized. The
Church can take pride in the achievement.
Carl L. Elkins, Director of Camping
Tennessee Conference of the United Methodist
Church

On Aug. 29, 1941, H. E. Baker wrote the fol
lowing letter to O. B. Johnson: “I have this
morning mailed a deed to Miss Farrar! She has
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The United Methodist Assembly at Beersheba

Ministers gather on the new observatory during Pastors' School, June 1721, 1946. From the collection
of Carol Elkins Frazer.

contained a dining room and a few sleeping
rooms on the lower level, and it had a large room
formerly used as a ballroom and several smaller
rooms on the second level. Family Row, later re
named East Side, was located on the southeast
side of the quad. It was a onestory clapboard
structure containing sleeping rooms. Continuing
in a clockwise direction, across the southern side
of the quad there were two sections of log rooms
connected by a covered passageway. Formerly
called Cross Row, it was renamed Log Row. Per
haps its two sections had been sometimes called
Log Row and Cross Row; the old names were nev
er codified and varied somewhat from one speak
er to another. Brick Row was positioned on the
southwest side of the quad, toward the north
there was an open space in the middle (now occu

In October 1941 the Tennessee Conference of
the Methodist Church approved the purchase of
the Beersheba Springs Hotel for the purpose of
developing an assembly and retreat center. The
$3,000 purchase consisted of 22 acres containing
an antebellum inn, several other buildings in a
quadrangular configuration on the south side of
the inn and a row of sleeping quarters extending
further southward from the quadrangle. (1)*
The imposing twostory clapboard inn stood
at the front of the complex facing the valley. The
Methodists began to refer to it as the “Hotel.”
From the Hotel, going in a clockwise direction,
another twostory clapboard structure stood on
the northeast side of the quadrangle. The building
* Numbers in parenthesis at the end of a paragraph refer to
notes at the end of this section.
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pied by a bathhouse), and on the northwest side
next to the Hotel was Cozy Corner, renamed Mar
vell. (The origins of the name "Marvell" and of all
other dedications are explained in the Dedications
section below.) Outside the quadrangle, located
south of the corner of Cross Row and Brick Row,
there was a section of log rooms called Whiskey
Row (later removed and replaced with a concrete
block structure called Lower Neal). Still farther
south was another section of log rooms called
Post Office Row, renamed Upper Neal. (More re
cently it was renamed Marcella V. Smith Row.)

cause they had placed a sheet over the screen
door to their cabin, had placed a light behind it,
and had stood between doing a great shadow
dance for the boys in the back part of the quad! A
total of 717 persons made their way to the moun
taintop that summer of 1942 in spite of the scarci
ty of gasoline and automobile tires imposed by
World War II. The next year the strain of the war
continued and, even though gasoline was ra
tioned, still more people came seeking inspiration
and Christian fellowship. (3)
Attendance increased steadily at the
Methodist Assembly during the summers of the
1940s and 1950s, and it came to be a noted Chris
tian retreat center. Vesper Point was developed as
an outdoor worship area. Built on the mountain
side overlooking the valley, it consisted of rustic
benches facing a wooden cross atop a stone altar
built by minister Willie B. Nunley. The spot be
came a sacred site for outdoor services at dusk.
The old resort ballroom, renamed the “assembly
hall,” rollicked once again with activity. Groups
gathered there for Bible study, worship services,
hymn sings, classes, stunt shows and talent
shows. The room was used on rainy evenings dur
ing youth camp for folk dances, called folk games
because some Methodists frowned upon dancing!
Other evenings folk games were played outdoors
in the courtyard and, in later years, on the tennis
court. (4)

Often the resort had simply been called
Beersheba, and sometimes the name had been
spelled “Bersheba.” The common pronunciation
“BURRshibuh” was adopted by the Methodists
and has prevailed. (2)
The hotel compound had stood unused for
several years. By the time it was purchased in late
1941, the buildings were in a state of disrepair.
The courtyard inside the quadrangle and the lawn
areas outside were overgrown with weeds and
brush. During the ensuing months, Tennessee
Conference Methodists came with their grubbing
hoes, hammers, mops and paint brushes. Bishop
Paul B. Kern put on his overalls and joined enthu
siastic church members in clearing the lawn and
repairing, cleaning and painting the buildings as
preparations were made to open the facility the
summer of l942. Modern conveniences were limit
ed. Although there were electric lights in the com
mon areas, candles provided the only light in the
sleeping rooms. There was one bathroom for
women and one for men, each containing cold
water showers. That first season of operation the
newly named Beersheba Springs Methodist As
sembly Grounds hosted a Youth Assembly, Young
Adult Assembly, Pastors’ School, Children’s Work
ers’ Camp and three weeks of Intermediate Camp.
Jane Hopkins Collier, a youth worker the first
summer, recalled camp days filled with classes,
hikes and good food, especially the home baked
pies and the wonderful homegrown vegetables
supplied by the mountain residents. She had rec
ollections of enjoyable evenings singing camp
songs and folk dancing to "Oh, Susanna," and
"Jolly Miller." She also remembered that at one
youth camp two girls had to be sent home be

During early Assembly events, mealtimes
were announced – just as they had been in former
resort days – by the ringing of a large dinner bell
suspended from a metal frame standing in the
courtyard just outside the dining room. But
youngsters were not able to resist ringing the
large bell all hours of the day and night! Camp
workers soon replaced that bell with a smaller
one mounted on the porch roof of the dining hall.
The second bell had a rope hanging down inside
the building so only authorized persons could ring
it. The new location, however, did not altogether
deter the mischievous inventiveness of a few
teenagers. Vin Walkup confesses that he, Eddie
Denson, David Comperry and others stuffed it
with blankets or quilts late one night so it would
n't ring and wake them up the next morning! As
with the larger bell, the peals of the smaller one
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echoed off the walls of the quadrangle, calling
ravenous campers to delicious home cooked
meals served familystyle on long tables in the
dining room. (5)

the toilets very often because the water level was
low in the cisterns. Youngsters didn't object when
baths had to be restricted as well! Occasionally
water was hauled from McMinnville to fill the cis
terns. Later, wells were dug to provide better
sources of water. An improved water system was
installed in 1943, additional showers and toilets
were provided in 1944, and two years later
electric pumps and water heaters were installed.
Leonard Gross laughingly relates that while he
was doing maintenance work for the Assembly he
was instructed to paint over the small windows
near the ceiling of the girls' shower room in
Marvell because the manager had caught some
boys climbing up a nearby tree to take a peek! By
the end of 1945, there were sleeping
accommodations available for 300 people, and
there were often that many in attendance at
youth assemblies. In 1946 an upstairs porch was
added to the back of the Hotel, thus increasing
accessibility and improving fire safety on the
second floor by dividing the tworoom suites into
separate rooms with each room opening onto a
front or back porch. (7)

The intensity of sound in the courtyard has
remained embedded in the memories of many
who attended events at Beersheba. Ed Blackburn
recalls the clangs of horseshoes when, as a young
minister, he watched several older ministers par
ticipating in horseshoe matches that combined in
tense competition with laughter and warm friend
ship. During those early years the clacks of wood
croquet mallets and balls, the pings of badminton
rackets and shuttlecocks, the cracks of shuffle
board cue sticks and wood discs, and the cadences
of pingpong paddles and balls added to the ca
cophonies of sound in the quadrangle during
recreation periods. The thumps of rackets and
balls from the tennis court behind the quad also
resounded across the Assembly grounds. Softball
games lured players to a nearby field where con
ference youth director Bob Spain threw a mean
fast pitch, and spectators cheered lustily for their
favorite teams. Hikes to Lover's Leap, Stone Door
and Laurel Falls were highlights of camp events.
For those who valued quiet time at the hotel,
rocking chairs on the front porch were always
available. (6)

Other changes took place at the Assembly in
the 1940s as the Methodists sought to make the
place more functional for worship. In 1944 Grace
Chapel, a nearby community church, was deeded
to the Methodist Church and it became one of the
churches on the Beersheba Springs Circuit. Initial
ly the pastor serving the circuit lived at the As
sembly in the southernmost rooms of Post Office
Row (later renamed Upper Neal and still later
Marcella V. Smith Row). Then a parsonage was
constructed on nearby Assembly property. Assem
bly staff found it helpful to have a minister avail
able who could conduct communion services and
perform other clergy functions when needed dur
ing the summer, and they deemed it advantageous
to have someone living on the grounds during the
winter months when the Assembly was not in op
eration. Additionally the pastor served as the su
perintendent of buildings and grounds for several
years. In 1945 a stone observatory was built in
front of the Hotel to replace a decaying wood
structure overlooking the Collins River Valley.
During Assembly events, the observatory became
a favorite site for morning watch, a brief devo

The Methodists of the Tennessee Conference
brought many changes to the resort in the 1940s
as they sought to update the facilities. Volunteers
did much of the work. Often entire families came
and spent several days assisting with building
renovations. Minister T. W. Mayhew and his wife,
Katherine, purchased a lot south of the hotel com
plex and, after building their own cottage, they
continued to come to Beersheba on their "days
off" each week to work on buildings at the Assem
bly. In 1943 electricity was extended to remaining
unwired buildings. Light for each sleeping room
was provided by a single bulb hanging from a
cord extended from the center of the ceiling. In
1944 kitchen equipment was upgraded and elec
tric refrigerators replaced iceboxes. In the early
years of the Assembly the water system was de
pendent upon rainwater drained from the roofs
and stored in cisterns. During periods of little rain
the manager had to remind campers not to flush
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tional time to begin each day’s activities. The ob
servatory also served individuals throughout the
day as a place of spiritual reflection and nature
appreciation. (8)

honor of Jim Bell, past Tennessee Conference Lay
Leader.) (10)
Proper dress was important during the early
days of Assembly events. Youth campers were per
mitted to wear shorts during the daytime, but for
evening activities they were expected to “dress
appropriately.” For most evening programs girls
donned dresses or skirts and blouses, and boys
wore sport shirts and long pants. They were
allowed to dress more casually, however, when a
campfire was held. Leaders often suggested that
people coming for a weekend retreat plan to dress
for the Sunday service in the chapel as they would
dress for church at home. Dresses or suits with
highheeled shoes were usually worn by the
ladies, and suits or sport coats and slacks were
worn by the men. Men who attended the
weeklong Pastors’ School each summer wore
white dress shirts, ties and dress pants, and some
wore suits. Although there were few female
ministers in the Methodist Church in the 1940s

Fellowship and recreation were enhanced by
physical upgrades to the property during the
1940s. In 1945 the front porch of the Hotel was
improved with the installation of new flooring
over a new foundation and the building of three
sets of native stone steps. The porch was a popu
lar gathering place where people enjoyed rocking
and conversing. The brick sidewalks inside the
quadrangle were reworked in 1945, and the sec
tions under roof became favorite spots for adults
to sit and enjoy conversation while children
played in the courtyard. In 1946 tennis, croquet
and shuffleboard courts were constructed on the
property. A few years later the tennis court was
enlarged so it could also be used for folk games
and other activities, and most of the time it was
referred to as “the slab.” Phil Mayhew reminisces
about the wooded area near the present man
ager's residence where he spent many contented
hours playing, listening to the birds and learning
about snakes, insects, trees and the cycles of na
ture. He points to the area where Jimmy, Ben, and
Joe Bass built a tree house that they shared with
other children at the Assembly. Phil's happy expe
riences at Beersheba while growing up brought
him back to the mountain in 1986 when he and
his wife moved into one of the historic log cottage
just south of the Assembly and he set up his pot
ter's wheel. (See the following story on the
CockrillMayhew house.) (9)
The Chapel was completed in 1949, and it
was furnished with a pulpit, lectern, chancel rail
and pews built by students at Baxter Seminary, a
Methodist school for high school students in
Baxter, Tennessee. The Chapel became a hallowed
place of indoor worship, and it also served as a
site for weddings and funerals. Loudspeakers
were mounted on top of the Chapel so that organ
music could be broadcast over the grounds.
During many Assembly events soft music was
played each day during a scheduled quiet time
and the worshipful refrains brought an aura of
reverence to the entire area. (In 1982 the loud
speakers were replaced with a steeple erected in

The author, Birdie Ann Hale, and her future
husband, L.C. Troutt, dressed for Sunday morning
worship in the chapel during a youth retreat at
Beersheba in 1953. Note the white gloves and silk
necktie.
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and 1950s, those who attended Pastors’ School
also wore their Sunday best. As the years went
on, many ministers began to wear casual clothes
at Pastors’ School. It was noted, however, that
most of them dressed up on days the Bishop was
expected to attend!

ters in the Hopper House. Toward the end of the
week, one complained that he was not getting
enough sleep. He said, "I'm in that house with all
those preachers. Some are city preachers and
some are country preachers. By the time the city
preachers go to bed, the country preachers are
getting up. I'm a light sleeper and I'm not getting
much sleep at all!" (The Hopper House was re
moved from Assembly property in 2006 and
placed on a site near Lover’s Leap.) (12)

During the 1950s property improvements
continued. The wood frame kitchen was torn
down in 1950 and replaced with a more firere
sistant concrete block structure. Dietician Frances
Brown welcomed the installation of an electric
stove to replace the wood cook stove. She had
been getting up early and going to the kitchen by
4:00 a.m. to build a fire in the stove so it would
be hot and ready for the kitchen workers to start
frying bacon when they came to work at 5:00! In
spite of the adverse cooking conditions, each day
Frances and her staff produced three delectable
meals that included such appetizing items as but
termilkdipped crispy fried chicken, light yeasty
rolls and bread pudding covered with rivulets of
caramel sauce. By the early 1950s, all buildings
had electricity. An electric line running into the
hotel almost resulted in a catastrophe, however.
During a thunderstorm, Louis Johnson and
Durward McCord heard lightning strike outside
the hotel and discovered smoke where the electric
line entered the hotel at the west end of the upper
story. They quickly grabbed buckets of water and
put out the smoldering fire. In 1952 modern tele
phone service became available in the community,
and telephones were installed at the Assembly. By
1953 all buildings had been covered with new
roofs, and in 1954 the dining hall was renovated.
Frances Brown recalled that, prior to the
replacement of the plaster ceiling in the dining
room, she and her kitchen staff could not set
tables at night for the next morning's breakfast
because bits of plaster would fall from the ceiling
while the young people used the assembly hall
above! (11)

Major building projects began in 1955.
Whiskey Row was torn down and replaced with a
row of concrete block rooms named Lower Neal.
Then major renovation of the Hotel was undertak
en, and it was completed in 1958. The project in
cluded constructing a new concrete foundation
and installing new floor joists, hardwood flooring
and ceilings throughout the first floor. Water pipes
were run to five of the first floor bedrooms and
washbasins were installed. The plaster walls in
the lobby were removed, insulation was inserted
and the walls were covered with solid oak panel
ing. Gas heat was installed in the lobby and office.
Maintenance worker Leonard Gross and minister
J. D. Spencer worked on the hotel renovation.
Both have stated that there were no logs inside
the walls of the building, thus ending speculation
that the present Hotel was possibly built around
an earlier log structure. (13)
Attendance remained high at Assembly
events during the summers of the 1960s.
Teenagers continued their antics and, most of the
time, camp counselors were able to deal with the
young people patiently and lovingly, attempting to
serve as role models and mentors. Worship ser
vices conducted at Vesper Point and the Chapel,
discussions held in the assembly hall, stories told
around campfires, narratives related on the porch
es and casual conversations held under the trees
left indelible impressions on many youth. Dickie
Hinton is one of the many ministers in the Ten
nessee Conference who has testified that it was at
Beersheba where his calling to the ministry was
first perceived. (14)

In 1955 the NelsonHopper Cottage at the
southwest corner of the Assembly property was
purchased. Called the Hopper House, it was used
to accommodate small groups for many years.
Minister Tom DeRamus recalls that there was an
overflow attendance at Pastors' School one year,
so several ministers were assigned sleeping quar

During the 1960s several improvements were
made to the retreat property. The creation of a
water utility district on the mountain brought a
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dependable source of water in 1964; wells and
cisterns became obsolete. (One cistern remains on
display between the Hotel and the Chapel.) In
1964 a roof was built over the slab, or tennis
court, and the openair structure became the
"pavilion.” It was used for basketball, folk games
and other types of recreation, and it also was used
for outdoor worship services and large classes.
With the merger of the Methodist Church and the
Evangelical United Brethren Church in 1968 form
ing a new denomination called the United
Methodist Church, there were additional church
members to be served at church camps. The sea
sonal calendar at Beersheba was expanded in
1969 by winterizing classrooms, the chapel, the
kitchen, the dining room, rest rooms and 22
sleeping rooms. Groups then began to use the fa
cilities during the early spring and late fall as well
as the summer months. However, all buildings
were closed each winter and, prior to closing, wa
ter pipes had to be drained to prevent freezing.
(15)

in nearby hotel rooms because the debates always
became more and more heated. Listening to
intellectually stimulating discussions, absorbing
ideas during morning classes, sharing thoughts
over quick rounds of golf at the Sewanee golf
course during free afternoon periods and hearing
inspiring messages in evening worship services
helped mold the beliefs and values of young
preachers who were just beginning their
professions. Many ministers have recalled with
appreciation those early days of Pastors' School
where bonds of friendship were formed that
lasted throughout their careers and on into
retirement. (16)
Another facet of cultural change in the 1970s
was the increasing popularity of camping and out
door recreation. In 1974 the State of Tennessee
established the Savage Gulf State Natural Area
with locations for backpacking, hiking, rock
climbing, rappelling, and picnicking. Beersheba
Springs Assembly became a home base for nature
lovers who came to access the Gulf using the
nearby Stone Door entrance. In 1978 the Assem
bly completed the development of a campground
for tent and trailer camping. It contained 24
campsites, a bathhouse and a picnic shelter. (The
bathhouse and picnic shelter remain.) (17)

Cultural changes in society were reflected in
life at Beersheba in the 1970s. Folk music and
stringed instruments had become very popular by
the beginning of the decade. Ed Blackburn has
special memories of Jimmy Bass picking his banjo
at Pastors' School. Jimmy confirms that he en
joyed playing after the evening chapel service
when many gathered in the hotel lobby for a peri
od of fellowship. Once when Jimmy started play
ing his banjo, Clint Churchwell, a very quiet re
served person, surprised everyone by getting up
and doing a buck dance! Other ministers shared
their talents as well; brothers Jeff and Delwyn
Fryer, Ike Harris and Paul Ford played guitar, ban
jo and mandolin, the Fryer brothers sang, and
sometimes Delwyn could be persuaded to do his
freight train imitation. The jam session usually
ended with a hymn sing, and then the bunch qui
eted down because some were retiring for the
evening. At that point the latenighters would
move to the front porch of the hotel for their
memorable discussions of theological and social
issues with the liberal viewpoint propounded by
T.W. Mayhew and the conservative rebuttal
presented by Luther Long. There was little sleep
on the part of those who had gone to bed earlier

The last quarter of the twentieth century be
came a period of assessment and redirection for
Beersheba Springs Assembly. Attendance at events
began to decline and several previously hosted
church groups began holding their retreats at oth
er sites. Common complaints were that buildings
were outdated, most of them were not air
conditioned, and bedrooms did not have adjoin
ing baths. Income to the Assembly was decreas
ing, and the deteriorating buildings were becom
ing more expensive to maintain. Concerned indi
viduals and various committees began exploring
options for the future of the Assembly. A series of
open meetings held across the Tennessee Confer
ence of the United Methodist Church during 1986
resulted in a groundswell of support for retaining
the Beersheba property. Church leaders were then
faced with the challenge of finding the funds to
renovate and modernize the facility so it could be
turned into an attractive, comfortable retreat
center that was usable yearround. (18)
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Hiring a fulltime manager to live yearround
at the Assembly was the first step undertaken in
1991. Bill Woehler was employed and he initially
lived on Assembly property in the former Grace
Chapel parsonage (since demolished). Interest in
making improvements at Beersheba gained mo
mentum in the community and in the United
Methodist churches of Middle Tennessee that
made up the Tennessee Conference. In 1991 the
Assembly celebrated 50 years as a retreat center.
Artist Dan Rountree created a fiftieth anniversary
commemorative sketch of the Hotel and autho
rized prints to be sold to raise funds for the
restoration of the Assembly. In 1994 a new man
ager’s residence was completed on the south side
of the property. (19)

were made to blend the designs of the new build
ings with the old. (20)
The first new building was a bathhouse con
structed in 2002. Located in the open space of the
quadrangle between Marvell and Brick Row, it
was a welcome addition and a much needed
facility. Next, a large maintenance building was
erected. Late in 2002, Turner Family Lodge was
completed. It consisted of two sections, each con
taining a lobby with a fireplace, a kitchen and 12
bedrooms with baths. Heated and airconditioned,
it provided the first modern yearround accommo
dations at the Assembly. (21)
In 2003 sewer service was extended from Al
tamont to Beersheba Springs allowing connec

Turner Family Lodge
In 1999 the Tennessee Annual Conference ap
proved the Together We Can Campaign to benefit
the Assembly at Beersheba as well as other con
ference institutions. United Methodists made
pledges and, as payments designated for Beershe
ba came in, renovation and construction began to
take place. The architect, Brad Martin of Lyle
CookMartin Architects, Inc., of Clarksville, Ten
nessee, worked with the building committee and
all involved as efforts were made to retain the his
toric integrity of the old buildings, and attempts

tions to be made to new structures at the Assem
bly as well as to older buildings with their out
moded septic tanks. During 2003 the onestory
East Side building was replaced with a larger two
story building that was heated and air
conditioned. It contained 22 bedrooms with baths
and two meeting rooms, the Bostick Conference
Room and the Banks Conference Room. (22)
Restoration of Upper Neal was completed in
2004 and the building was renamed Marcella V.
Smith Row. It consisted of eight bedrooms with
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baths, heat and ceiling fans. The rooms were
cooled by natural mountain air flowing through
front and back screen doors, as in the past. First
floor sleeping quarters in the Hotel were renovat
ed in 2004, and the section was designated the
Bishops' Wing. It contained two suites and four
bedrooms provided with heat, air conditioning
and modern baths. Ella Eaton Gill Dormitory
(now Gill Welcome Center) was constructed in
2004. The building contained bunk beds and a
large bath in each end, and it had a large meeting
room and kitchen in the center. It provided
accommodations for 32 persons and was heated
and cooled. (23)

who stayed in those rooms still had to go outside
to a bathhouse or restroom. L. C. stated that a few
persons had complained about the modernization
of buildings, and he quoted one individual who
had said, "When I come to Beersheba, I want to
experience it just like it used to be." Alluding to
the unimproved rooms, his response was, "We're
saving a spot just for you!" (24)
Beersheba was once again the Mecca of
Methodism in Middle Tennessee. Church organi
zations that had abandoned the Assembly during
the 1970s and 1980s were returning to the mod
ernized facility. By the end of 2004 attendance

The Ella Eaton Gill Welcome Center (originally a dormitory)
The completion of Phase I of the Beersheba
Project was celebrated at the June 2004 meeting
of the Tennessee Annual Conference. Beth Morris,
Director of Camping and Outdoor Ministries, ex
pressed gratitude to the building committee, and
she presented plaques of appreciation to L. C.
Troutt for his work as construction consultant and
to George Pope for his service as chair of the
building committee. Although Phase I had been
accomplished, L. C. and George agreed that much
still needed to be done. George expressed a need
for a multipurpose building where large groups
could assemble. Marvell, Brick Row, Log Row,
Lower Neal and the bedrooms on the second floor
of the Hotel had not been renovated, and people

had increased dramatically. In fact, the increased
sleeping capacity provided by the new buildings
presented a dilemma: there was no longer a meet
ing room that could hold an entire group regis
tered at the facility. United Methodists and other
friends of the Assembly raised the funds to erect a
large enclosed structure, and in 2006 the Samuel
Boyd Smith Multipurpose Building was dedicated.
Located in the center of the grounds on the site of
the old pavilion, the temperaturecontrolled build
ing was designed to serve as a 350seat meeting
hall, a large classroom or a gym with halfcourt
basketball. (25)
In 2007, ramps providing handicap accessi
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bility were built into the dining hall and the hotel
lobby from the sidewalk around the courtyard. By
that time all common areas in all buildings were
handicap accessible, six bedrooms in East Side
and eight in Turner Family Lodge were equipped
for the handicapped, and handicap parking spaces
were available in several parking lots. (26)

reception area with snacks. (27)
The administration of Beersheba Assembly
was handled during the early years by staff mem
bers at the Tennessee Conference headquarters in
Nashville along with volunteer members of the
Beersheba Springs Board of Managers. O. B.
Johnson, Executive Secretary of the Tennessee
Conference Board of Education, served as busi
ness manager of the Assembly in 1942 and 1943.
Alvis J. Davis succeeded him in the fall of 1943.
Both men operated from an office in Nashville but
stayed at the Assembly when an event was taking
place. Beginning in 1945, Alvis J. Davis was as
sisted by the pastor of the Beersheba Springs Cir
cuit who lived on Assembly property and served
as superintendent of buildings and grounds. (28)

Renovation of Brick Row was undertaken in
2008 and completed in January 2009. The struc
ture was renamed the Lois Banks Nunley Confer
ence Center on Brick Row. The historic brick exte
rior remained but the inside was reconfigured. It
contained a large conference room that could be
divided into two smaller rooms, and there was an
adjacent kitchen serving the area. The row also
contained three bedrooms with baths, a nursery
for use during Assembly events, and a kitchenette
to serve the bedroomnursery area. All rooms
were provided with heating and cooling and they
were equipped for the handicapped. The level of
the courtyard sidewalk in front of Brick Row was
raised in order to eliminate steps at the entrance
to each room, thus making each entry handicap
accessible. Another renovation project undertaken
in 2009 was the rebuilding of the first floor front
porch of the Hotel. In 2010 the Chapel was closed
temporarily in order to repair a shifting basement
wall and front porch. Also, in 2010 Gill Dormitory

In 1949 the Beersheba Springs Board decided
to employ a manager who could live on site dur
ing the summer months. Dennis Brown was hired
and he assumed the business management of the
Assembly as well. His wife, Frances, supervised
meal service and assisted in the daily operation.
Succeeding managers, often with the assistance of
a spouse, continued to supervise maintenance and
operation. Seasonal managers following Dennis
Brown were: John N. Balch, James A. Jacobs,
Elwood Denson, Herman Buchanan, I. B.
Pennington, Robert Cate, Don Clemmons, and

Brick Row after the renovation of 2008 – 2009.
was converted to Gill Welcome Center. It
contained offices, a gift shopbookstore and a

Gerald Reid. Fulltime managers who lived year
round at the Assembly were: William (Bill)
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Woehler, Larry Kalas, Irmie Blanton, and Phillip
Geissal. In 2006 the position of camp manager
was changed to executive director. In addition to
supervision of daily operation and maintenance,
the director was given the responsibility of
administration, facility management and program
at Beersheba, jobs previously handled by staff in
the Tennessee Conference headquarters in
Nashville. Phillip Geissal continued to serve in
that role for several months, and in 2007 Richard
V. (Dickie) Hinton became the executive director.
After he was also designated Tennessee
Conference Director of Camp and Retreat
ministries and those responsibilities increased,
Gloria Fults and Angela Childress were named co
directors of the Assembly in 2010. They assist in
the daily operation of the facility and handle
reservations and hospitality services.

ing directors of camping were: James F. Swiney,
Jr., James G. Hughes, Jr., Terry Carty, L. C. Troutt,
Beth Morris and Richard V. (Dickie) Hinton. In
2008 Dickie Hinton was named Tennessee Confer
ence Director of Camp and Retreat Ministries in
addition to his position as the Executive Director
of Beersheba Springs Assembly.
Directors of Camping and the years they
served were:
Carl Elkins, 19761984 (45)
James F. Swiney, Jr., 19841987 (46)
James G. Hughes, Jr., 19871995 (47)
Terry Carty, 19951997 (48)
Lytle Carter (L. C.) Troutt, 19982001 (49)
Beth Morris, 20022008 (50)
Richard V. (Dickie) Hinton, 2008 (51)
Facilities and program continue to be a blend
of the old and new at Beersheba. The charm of
yesteryear is still available in certain rooms that
have not yet been modernized. Worship services
are still held at Vesper Point and in the Chapel;
worship services are also held in the new Smith
Multipurpose Building and in the meeting rooms
of other new buildings. Morning watch is still
held on the observatory overlooking the valley; it
is also held on the deck of Turner Family Lodge
overlooking the wooded area. Classes are still
held in the lobby of the Hotel with participants
sitting in rocking chairs by the fireplace; classes
are also held in the meeting rooms of new build
ings with presenters using the latest visual aids
and sound systems. Parents still chat on the
porches of the quadrangle while their children
play in the courtyard; they also leave their infants
and toddlers in the attractive nursery provided in
Brick Row. Inside the quad, youngsters still enjoy
tetherball, volleyball, badminton and playground
equipment; they also delight in slipandslide
mats on the grass. Young people still walk to
Lover’s Leap; they also travel to nearby rivers for
whitewater rafting. They still hike to Stone Door
to enjoy the view from the cliff; they also engage
in supervised rappelling and rock climbing on the
cliff. They still swing to music in the evening;
rather than doing folk dances to recorded music
they now sway to performances by live bands.
Oldsters still congregate on the front porch of the

Assembly managers or executive directors
and the years they served were:
O. B. Johnson, 19421943 (29)
Alvis J. Davis, 19431948 (30)
Dennis Brown, 19491966 (31)
John N. Balch, 1967 (32)
James A. Jacobs, 19681970 (33)
Elwood Denson, 19711973 (34)
Herman Buchanan, 19741977 (35)
I. B. Pennington, 19781981 (36)
Robert Cate, 1982 (37)
Don Clemmons, 19831984 (38)
Gerald Reid, 19841991 (39)
William (Bill) Woehler, 19911999 (40)
Larry Kalas, 19992001 (41)
Irmie Blanton, 20022005 (42)
Phillip Geissal, 20052006 (43))
Richard V. (Dickie) Hinton, 2007 (44)
Boards or camping committees have deter
mined policy at the Assembly, and Tennessee Con
ference personnel, assisted by numerous volun
teers, have planned and conducted most of the
program. When interest in camping increased in
the 1970s, the Tennessee Conference created a
fulltime position of Coordinator of Camping, lat
er termed Director of Camping. Carl Elkins served
in this office from 1976 to 1984, dealing with
many aspects of property and program at
Beersheba and other conference camps. Succeed
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Hotel to quietly reminisce; only the occasional
ringing of a cell phone interrupts the tranquility.
Campers still dress casually for campfires; they
wear casual clothes for the other activities as well.
Meals are still announced by the ringing of the
dinner bell; food is now selected from a serving
line. Rocking chairs still beckon from the
weathered porches; they summon from the new
breezeways and decks as well.

able for up to 400 persons. (52)
Cooperation with the community of Beershe
ba Springs has been important. In 1968 the As
sembly began hosting the Art and Crafts Festival,
a fundraiser for various community projects.
Held in late August, it has continued to be an an
nual event. In 1980 residents and friends of Beer
sheba Springs were successful in an effort to place
the hotel complex and other buildings in the com
munity on the National Register of Historic Places.
Beginning in 2003, a Christmas party for children
in the community has been held each holiday sea
son at the Assembly with the aid of Belmont Unit
ed Methodist Church in Nashville. The Assembly
staff participates each year in a community cele
bration and parade on the Fourth of July. The ob
servatory continues to serve as an overlook for
residents of the area and for those traveling
through who pause to view the beauty of the val
ley. The stone inset reminds all to lift up their eyes
unto the hills. (53)

In reserving the facilities at the Assembly, the
staff gives priority to groups within the United
Methodist Church. Others are welcome to use the
facilities, however, for day activities and for
overnight events. Through the years church mem
bers and others have scheduled day activities that
included luncheons, dinners, parties, receptions,
weddings, memorial services, reunions, meetings,
festivals, and photography and nature classes.
“Christmas at Beersheba" luncheons held in fes
tively decorated buildings have become popular
day activities each December. Sipping hot cider
and singing Christmas carols in the warmth of the
Hotel lobby with its open fire and tall Christmas
tree, eating a sumptuous holiday meal in the din
ing room, hearing the Christmas story anew, and
receiving communion in the Chapel have com
bined to make the occasion a highlight of the holi
day season for many who have discovered that
Beersheba is very much alive at Christmas time!
In addition to hosting day activities, the Assembly
has extended hospitality for weekend and week
long retreats, planning meetings and training ses
sions to church groups of other denominations
and to secular organizations as varied as scrap
bookers, ornithological societies and antique car
tour groups. Sleeping accommodations are avail

Beersheba Springs Assembly has served as a
place of inspiration, study and fellowship for gen
erations of people seeking respite and spiritual di
rection for their lives. Samuel Boyd Smith was
once asked, “What is Beersheba?” He replied,
“Why, Beersheba is the crown jewel of
Tennessee!” Many agree that it continues to be
just that.
Ann Hale Troutt
The author gratefully acknowledges the help of
Frances Brown, Phil Mayhew, Gloria Fultz, Leonard
Gross, Ralph Thompson and many others who
shared in compiling this history of the Assembly.
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Assembly Dedications
Many people have used their skills and resources to make Beersheba Springs Assembly what it has become.
Building names and plaques throughout the property honor the dedication and generosity of certain
individuals or groups who held a special appreciation for the Assembly.
Cozy Corner was renamed Marvell using a combination of Marvin and Dell, the names of Marvin Cook
and his wife Iva Dell Cook. Watson Marvin (W. M.) Cook was a minister in the Tennessee Conference
when development of the retreat center began, and he devoted many hours to building and
repairing. His handiwork included the stone fireplace in the hotel lobby and the stone inlay with
scripture on the observatory. (1)
Upper and Lower Neal were named for Henry J. Neal, a pastor who lived on Assembly property. He
acted as superintendent of buildings and grounds for the Assembly in addition to serving Grace
Chapel and other churches on the Beersheba Springs Circuit. (2)
The stone altar at Vesper Point was built by Grace Chapel pastor Willie B. Nunley. It was dedicated “To
the Glory of God and in Memory of Brother A. J. Davis by the Wesleyan Service Guild, Tennessee
Conference.” Alvis J. Davis, a Tennessee Conference minister, served as business manager of the
Assembly from 1943 until 1949 while he was Executive Secretary of the Board of Education of the
Tennessee Conference. (3)
A ramp for the handicapped was erected in 1989 between the Hotel and the Chapel, and it was
dedicated to the memory of William H. (Bill) Moss, a Tennessee Conference minister who was active
in the 1980s crusade to keep Beersheba Assembly when there was discussion of selling the property.
(4)
Turner Family Lodge, constructed in 2002, was named in honor of the family of Cal Turner, a member
of Brentwood United Methodist Church in Nashville and an avid supporter of a number of United
Methodist institutions. (5)
Bequests from two individuals were applied to the reconstruction of East Side in 2003, and the two
conference rooms in the new building were named after those persons. The Bostick Conference
Room was named for Jim Bostick, a member of First United Methodist Church in McMinnville who
had attended various events at the Assembly through the years. The Banks Conference Room was
named for Esther Mary Banks, who had spent many happy hours at Beersheba. She was a member
of Ivy Bluff United Methodist Church in Cannon County. (6)
Marcella V. Smith Row was named in 2004 in honor of a member of Forest Hills United Methodist
Church in Nashville. Marcella Smith came to Beersheba year after year for events such as Family
Fellowship, and each time she came she wanted to stay in the row of log rooms named Upper Neal.
After her death, the rooms were renovated and renamed for her. (7)
The family of the late Reverend Roy Wright of Murfreesboro carried out his wishes and funded
renovation of the Bishops’ Wing on the first floor of the Hotel in 2004. It was dedicated in honor of
Bishop William W. Morris. The suite named for Bishop Roy H. Short continued to bear his name and
was included in the renovation process. Bishop Morris had been elected to the episcopacy while
serving in the Tennessee Conference of the United Methodist Church, and both bishops had presided
over the Tennessee Conference. (8)
The construction of Ella Eaton Gill Dormitory in 2004 utilized funds from the sale of property on Black
Mountain near Crossville. In 1934 Ella Eaton Gill had donated the mountain acreage to Cumberland
Mountain School, an institution of the Tennessee Conference of the Methodist Church. After the
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school closed, the Tennessee Conference continued to follow her wishes to allow the mountain
property to serve as a wildlife preserve and a site for nature appreciation. The acreage was sold in
2001 to the Tennessee Parks and Greenways Foundation to become part of the Cumberland Trail
State Park. In 2010 Gill Dormitory was converted to Gill Welcome Center. (9)
In 2004 Mt. Carmel United Methodist Church in Coffee County returned to Beersheba nine woodslat
benches first used in the old ballroom that became the assembly hall in 1942. After the Chapel was
constructed in the late 1940s, the benches served as pews for a short period of time. Then they were
given to the Mt. Carmel congregation after lightning destroyed their church building and it was
rebuilt but lacked furnishings. The construction and renovation that began at Beersheba in 2002
inspired Mt. Carmel to have the benches restored and returned to the Assembly. They are dedicated
to the memory or honor of Mt. Carmel church members. (10)
In 2006 the Multipurpose Building was named for the late Samuel Boyd Smith, a member of the
Tennessee Conference Camping Committee who had devoted many hours of service to Beersheba
and other outdoor ministries. He was a member of Belmont United Methodist Church in Nashville.
(11)
The Lois Banks Nunley Conference Center on Brick Row, completed in 2009, was named for a lifelong
member of Ivy Bluff United Methodist Church who had chosen to bequeath her estate to Tennessee
Conference institutions including the United Methodist Assembly at Beersheba Springs. The rooms
in the renovated Brick Row were named for four bishops who had been serving as ministers in the
Tennessee Conference when they were elected to the episcopacy. They were: Bishop Roy C. Clark,
Bishop Robert H. Spain, Bishop Joe Pennel and Bishop James R. King. West End, Belle Meade,
Belmont and Brentwood Churches provided funding for the furnishings of the rooms. (12)
A portion of the Anna Birdsong Hensley estate provided the means for rebuilding the lower level front
porch of the Hotel in 2009. Miss Hensley was the daughter of the Reverend Gilbert Hensley, a
minister in the Tennessee Conference during the first half of the twentieth century. (13)
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Shops
The CockrillMayhew Cottage and Beersheba Porcelain

A visit to Beersheba Porcelain always affords
a chance to see a beautiful garden, artistic
porcelain, and the inside of a genuine Armfield
House. Sometimes, one also sees Phil Mayhew at
work at his potter's wheel.

lifetime. The deed was signed in September 1858
and witnessed by S. W. Carmack, John Waters,
and John M. Bass. The fact that the house was
definitely built after Armfield's sawmill at Laurel
was in operation but is nevertheless constructed
of handhewn logs shows that such logs are not a
proof that the house was built before 1855 when
the sawmill started operation.

John Armfield sold to Sterling Robertson
Cockrill of Nashville a parcel of land for $5.00
containing 1.16 acres beginning near the carpen
ter’s shop, James H. Wilson’s lot, and M. A. Price’s
livery stable. The deed said Cockrill agreed to im
prove the lot within a year by erection of a house
and kitchen suitable for a private residence, and
not to sell it without Armfield's consent during his

The Cockrill family had been prominent in
Nashville for many years. The paternal grand
mother of Sterling R. Cockrill was Ann Robertson
Johnson Cockrill (1757  1821), sister of James
Robertson, founder of Nashville. In July 1776,
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when the men were away, Fort Caswell was at
tacked by American Indians trying to set the
stockade afire. It was wash day; and 19yearold
Ann organized the women to pass buckets of
boiling water up to her which she dumped over
the stockade onto the attackers. Although
wounded, she persisted and saved the fort. After
the accidental death of her first husband, she and
her three small daughters joined the expedition of
John Donelson to bring families to the men who
had established the settlement at Nashville. They
took a flatboat down the Tennessee; when they
started up the Ohio and Cumberland, all the men
were needed for poling, so Ann took the tiller and
guided the boat in the eddies near the banks up to
Nashville. There she met and married John
Cockrill II, and they lived on a 640acre tract
granted them by the state of North Carolina. This
tract contained a very fine spring known as
“Cockrill Spring.” Today Centennial Park is
located on this land. Ann became the first school
teacher in Middle Tennessee, teaching 50 children
at a time.

1874, the seller was not Henderson but J.M.
Spurlock, J. F. Morford, and C. Coffee. They must
have put properties together to make the sale to
Hege. (Coffee owned what was later called the
NelsonHopper cottage in the southwest corner of
the hotel compound.) Hege never lived in the
houses. He and probably the previous owners
rented them out, especially during the summers.
One of those renters may have been none
other than Sterling R. Cockrill II. On August 3,
1873, the Nashville American carried an article
beginning as follows:
We print this morning a suggestive com
munication from Col. Sterling R. Cockrill, for
merly of this city, now VicePresident of the
Cotton Planters' Association, a cotton planter
of 40 years' experience and now planting in
[Jefferson County] Arkansas. At present, as is
his usual custom, he is spending the Summer
at Beersheba Springs in the Cumberland
Mountains.
The communication, presumably written at
Beersheba, proposed creation by Congress of a
cotton bank to finance the building of cotton spin
ning and weaving plants in the South. The story
was reprinted on August 7 by the New York
Times. The Colonel seems to have made a finan
cial comeback. In 1883, he is mentioned as a ma
jor contributor to making possible the Arkansas
display at the Industrial Exhibition held in
Louisville. His 8th child was Sterling R. Cockrill
III. Born in 1847, he served as Chief Justice of the
Supreme Court of Arkansas in 1884  1893. As a
boy, he must have played at Beersheba, but the
Cockrills never bought another place here.
(Sterling III had a son named Ashley, who had a
son named Sterling, who had a son named
Sterling. This Sterling Robertson Cockrill – the
7th; there were two on collateral lines – was
Speaker of the House in the Arkansas legislature
in 1967 and the running mate of Winthrop
Rockefeller for governor in 1971. He graciously
contributed to this account of the Cockrills, but
was previously unaware of the Beersheba connec
tion.)

The fifth child of John and Ann was Mark
Robertson Cockrill whose sheep won first prize for
fine wool at the World’s Fair in 1851 in London,
England. In 1854 the Tennessee legislature gave
him a gold medal for raising the finest wool in the
world. In 1850 there were only two millionaires
in Tennessee and one of them was Mark Cockrill.
The third child of John and Ann was Sterling
Robertson Cockrill; but when he died before mar
rying, his older brother, John, named his firstborn
son for his brother. It was this Sterling Robertson
Cockrill II (Nashville 1804  Mt. Nebo, Arkansas
1891) who bought the land from Armfield and
built the house in Beersheba. Cockrill must have
been temporarily impoverished by the Civil War,
for with the Beersheba property attached for
$1,500, the Grundy County sheriff sold it at the
September 1865 term of Court. The highest bid
der was Sam Henderson, who bought it for $400.
(Armfield, in a letter to Ben Cagle quoted early in
this book, tells Cagle to go to Sam Henderson to
cash a check.) Henderson must have quickly sold
the house for when it next appears in the land
records, along with two acres of land and the two
adjacent cottages, as sold to Ernest J. Hege in

From 1918 to 1925 all three of the Hege
houses and land were leased by Hege to Henry L.
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Brown. In 1925 the Northcuts took possession of
the property and in 1926 sold the Cockrill house
to George McGee and his wife, Lela Gross McGee.
Sometime after 1925, three or four rooms in the
shape of an L on the back and also the detached
kitchen and dining room were torn down. The
McGees had two children, Wilda, who married
Lyndon Hillis, and G. W., who married Nelma
Dean Wannamaker., After the death of Mrs.
McGee, the house was sold at public auction in
December 1981 to settle the estate. The buyer
was Lyndon Hillis, soninlaw of the McGees.

tures but also interfere with the formation of
tightly interlocking crystals which form as the ma
terial cools after being heated to its fusing tem
perature. It is this uniform crystalline structure,
like that of glass, which gives thin porcelain its
translucence. The end result is a product that is
far harder, more resistant to abrasion and chip
ping, and thus more longlasting than a similar
product made from stoneware clay.
Each piece of Beersheba "Quartzware" porce
lain is completely hand made from the Mayhews'
own designs and porcelain recipes, is fired in the
kiln they built on the premises to cone 16 (2718˚
F) and is completely dishwasher proof, oven
proof, and absolutely leadfree. Phil makes the
large pieces, many turned on the traditional
potter's wheel. Terri has specialized in the jewelry,
and their son, Brad, in fern imprint pieces with
genuine Beersheba ferns making the pattern. They
have also trained in the work LeTeasa King and
her daughter Tiffany, Lisa Earls (who now runs
the Beersheba Post Office), and her niece Brittany
McDaniel. Silver work for the jewelry is done by
Phil's daughter, Leah, and her husband, John
Sullens, presently of Cleveland, Georgia, but with
plans to move to Beersheba.

The house was then bought in 1985 by Phil
and Terri Mayhew, who moved to Beersheba from
Georgia in January, 1986. Phil's father, T.W.
Mayhew, a Methodist minister, had participated in
the purchase of the hotel by the church in
1941and had built the house now called the
MayhewCate cottage. Methodist ministers moved
regularly and generally lived in parsonages
supplied by the church, so for Phil the house at
Beersheba was the one place he could call home.
For him and for Terri, the move to Beersheba was
indeed a true coming home, a return to roots.
At the same time, however, they brought new
skills, learned elsewhere, with which they created
Beersheba Porcelain. This firm, located in the
cottage, produces ceramics in the tradition of the
fine porcelains going back to 200 B.C. in China
and to 1708 in Dresden, where extensive
experiments had led to the discovery of the for
mula. Porcelain is made from a very pure form of
clay composed of (1) silica (or flint or quartz) (2)
kaolin (a mixture of silica and alumina that adds
pliability to the mixture and allows it to be mold
ed by hand), and (3) feldspar (the fluxing or
melting agent which causes the mixture to fuse at
the right temperatures). The Mayhews use silica
and feldspar from the southeastern United States
and kaolin from England. In essence, porcelain is
a cross between clay and glass with the pliability
and formability of clay at normal temperatures
but, after firing, the strength, translucence and
durability of glass. In the firing, the pieces be
come completely vitrified. The main difference
between porcelain and stoneware is that the
porcelain clay is free of the impurities which give
the stoneware clays their various colors and tex

Phil likes to say, "Our primary export is har
mony, captured and frozen forever in colorful
porcelain of our own design and creation to bring
visual music to your life. Only the most pure,
positive and powerful of vibrations, thaumaturgi
cal procedures and original harmonic composi
tions are used in the manufacturing process. Beer
sheba Porcelain is truly a most judicious and aes
thetic blend of Earth, Water, Air and Fire."
Phil may be a bit given to exaggeration of the
magical powers of the porcelain, but it is no exag
geration to say that the Mayhew home has been
the scene of a modern miracle. In the summer of
2000, Terri was struck by a ruptured aneurysm
behind one eye, inoperable by the then standard
methods. A few years earlier, it would have meant
certain death. A new technique, endovascular
coiling, then being developed at St. Thomas
Hospital in Nashville, brought her through the cri
sis, but it took years of loving care by Phil and
friends to nurse her back to health, to the great
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joy of everyone connected with Beersheba.

37305. Visitors are welcome, but it is a good idea
to call ahead.

Whether magical or merely beautiful, Beer
sheba Porcelain is readily found on the Internet or
can be reached by telephone at 9316922280 or
by mail at P.O. Box 88, Beersheba Springs, TN

Margaret Coppinger, Clopper Almon,
and Phil Mayhew

Mountain Home: the OteyArgo Cottage

tablished several other churches and in 1829, or
ganized the Episcopal Diocese of Tennessee. He
was elected the first bishop in 1833. He also took
charge of the Diocese of Mississippi and was mis
sionary bishop for Arkansas and the Indian Terri
tory. He established Christ Episcopal church in
Nashville; he traveled for months at a time across
the extensive region, establishing new churches
and preaching the Gospel. Fervently interested in
Christian education, he organized schools at Ash
wood, Columbia, and Jackson. His hopes for a
"Literary and Theological Seminary" were an im
petus to the creation of the University of the
South at Sewanee in 1857.

The Mountain Home gift shop, on the south
side of TN 56 just east of the junction with
Dahlgren Avenue, offers a chance to visit one of
Armfield's finest houses maintained in perfect
condition and beautifully furnished. It was built
for James Hervey Otey (18001863), first
Episcopal Bishop of Tennessee.
Otey, born in Virginia in 1800, graduated
from the University of North Carolina in 1820 and
was appointed tutor in Greek and Latin there. The
next year he married Eliza D. Panhill; over the
next 21 years, they had nine children. In 1821, he
moved to Maury County Tennessee and took
charge of a boys' school in nearby Franklin. He
returned to North Carolina to head the academy
at Warrenton, where he joined the Episcopal
Church. He became a deacon in 1825 and priest
in 1827, and then returned to Franklin and
organized the state's first Episcopal Church, now
St. Paul's, in the Masonic Lodge there. He es

After Eliza's death, he married Sally
McGavock of Franklin (18051872). In 1851, he
traveled to Europe with his wife’s cousin Randal
W. McGavock in search of better health.
McGavock noted in his diary on June 9 that
“Bishop Otey’s health being exceedingly delicate,
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he remained at Dr. Wilson’s (in Malvern) to try
more effectually the hydropathic system.”

In 1946 R. L. Redford and his wife Carrie
bought the cottage from the Marr heirs; it was oc
cupied for the next four summers by the Redfords’
daughter Lucille, her husband Clifton Johnson,
and their daughters Jean and Shirley. Jean re
members playing charades at the end of the wide
screened porch and slipping over to the Black Cot
tage next door to play an ancient Jenny Lind pi
ano. She and Shirley had grown up at Beersheba
when their parents rented the Hopper Cottage for
several years and still recall many happy summers
at both cottages.

Otey was a friend of John Armfield, an
Episcopal convert, and was given the cottage next
door to Bishop Leonidas Polk of Louisiana, also
Armfield’s friend.
Otey published many items now available at
anglicanhistory.org/usa/jhotey/. A classicist and a
scholar, he acquired a library considerable for its
day. He died in Memphis on April 23, 1863; his
grave is in St. John’s Churchyard, Ashwood, near
Columbia.

After Clifton Johnson suffered a stroke, the
Redfords sold the house to Dennis and Frances
Brown of Beersheba on August 23, 1950. The
Browns in turn sold the property to the three Argo
sisters, Maggie Mae, Flossie, and Sarah Mary.

During the Civil War, the Otey cottage was
not spared. L. Virginia French, a diarist and
refugee at Beersheba in 1863, wrote on July 26
about the marauders who broke into and plun
dered the unoccupied houses: “. . . one woman
had a lot of books from Bishop Otey’s residence –
many were Latin and French books – and there
were some of profound theological character, and
pamphlets of church proceedings. The woman did
not know a letter to save her life, but said she had
some children who were just beginning to read.
She wanted the books for them. She wanted to
encourage them.”

The three sisters brought their mother,
Buena, to live with them and operated a very suc
cessful business known as Argo’s Guest Home.
The four ladies lived in the rear of the home in an
area formerly used as servants’ quarters. They
slept in one room and cooked in another using
one wood stove and two electric stoves to serve
their many guests. The front of the house was
used to house boarders and guests as well as a
gathering place for serving meals. Many tempting
meals were served at the long dining table.

The sturdy log structure was eventually ex
tended and covered by clapboard – probably
when owned by the Peter Schild family after the
Civil War. They lived in the house for many years
and taught a school there for the children of Beer
sheba. In 1898 it was operated as a boarding
house for those who wished to stay overnight at
the Springs but could not afford the Hotel.

Flossie Argo Tate furnished visitors to the
mountain with homemade T V dinners, cakes,
pies and other foods. Many weekend visitors to
the mountain enjoyed home cooked meals with
out the effort of cooking. Flossie was especially
noted for her wonderful chess pies. Maggie was
well known for her small handmade baby dolls
which had movable arms and legs, embroidered
faces, and were dressed in checked dresses. Many
still have the dolls made by Maggie.

Some years later, the Goulding Marr family of
Nashville owned and occupied the house. Thomas
Marr of Marr, Holman Architects drew the plans
for the Beersheba Library. Further appreciation
was shown by the two sisters Cornelia, a school
teacher, and Kate, the housekeeper for the family.
It is recalled that Miss Kate and Miss Cornelia
planned a party for the Beersheba children and
made up a zinc tub full of lemonade. When Dr.
Marr came in and saw what they had done, he
poured the lemonade out at once. “Do you want
to kill all these children?” he sternly demanded of
his two sisters.

At some point after their mother passed away,
the girls ceased operation of the guest home and
moved into the front of the house. When Flossie
married Rupert Tate, Maggie and Sarah sold their
interests in the house to Flossie, but all three con
tinued to practice excellent needlework, doll mak
ing, and home crafts, including basket weaving.
Maggie and Sarah moved to McMinnville for
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a while. During this time, Sarah passed away.
Maggie then returned home to the mountains.
Flossie, the last sister living, continued to live
there until shortly before her death. She named
her nephew Thomas Argo and his wife Evelyn as
heirs and caretakers of the home. The Argos spent
two years lovingly restoring the home.

sold. Thomas is known for his beautifully hand
crafted furniture and other household items.
Evelyn furnishes the shop with lovely embroi
dered pillows which are entirely made by hand.
Their daughter, Tommye Argo Sherrill, runs the
gift shop and supplies it with numerous hand
made and hand painted items. She says, “We feel
that continuing to make and sell hand crafted
items keeps alive an important connection to our
family and our heritage. While making a sale is
always nice, we want Mountain Home to be a
place that people can just enjoy, a place of peace.
We want our visitors to come away feeling better
just because they stopped by.”

In August of 1999, the family opened a gift
shop known as Mountain Home. The shop is lo
cated in the rear of the house in the area formerly
used as living quarters for the family and the
cooking area during the time in which the guest
home was operated.
In keeping with the tradition of the Argo sis
ters and their mother, many handmade items are

Herschel Gower and Tommye Argo Sherrill

Ladies sewing on Hotel porch, probably 1870s. Martha Armfield at right.
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The Store

Beersheba for various years between 1879 and
1915. We know, for example, that Morton B.
Howell began the summer on July 3 with a pur
chase of quinine (50¢) and a pair of children's
slippers ($1.50). A selection of his other purchas
es over the summer is shown in the table on the
next page. His purchases totaled $24.47 for the
summer. Other accounts show that the store also
carried corn meal, eggs, coffee, canned oysters
and oyster crackers, candy, ginger, spice, tobacco,
cigars, snuff, pipe stems, lye, candles, hats, coats,
pants, boots, shoes, shoe laces, socks, hose, sus
penders, ribbon, buttons, thread, yard goods, tow
els, table cloths, lace (special order), combs, hair
pins, plates, mugs, knives and forks, stove black
ing and blacking brushes, blank books, pen
points, fans, soap, wash pans, starch, powder and
shot, horse shoes, nails, lead, white lead, turpen
tine, axle grease, chairs, lamps, and locust posts.
Debits and credits to an account were added up
and a balance calculated once a year at the end of

Beersheba Springs has long had a store,
sometimes more than one, but one business has
continued more than 130 years without opening
branches and without closing except for a year in
the depression and briefly after a fire. Now known
as the Beersheba Springs Market and owned and
operated by Lonnie (Bud) Whitman, it goes back
to a store started in Altamont in or before 1854 by
H. G. Northcut. Isabel Howell in John Armfield of
Beersheba Springs remarks on the large role of
powder and shot in its business.
It seems likely that Armfield operated a store
for his guests in precisely the building where
Northcut later opened a Beersheba branch, name
ly in the building now known as the BurchEarth
man cottage, to the northeast of the hotel, across
the road and extending out over the sloping side
of the mountain. Four volumes of accounting
records for this business have recently come to
light thanks to Dr. Ben Caldwell. The first begins
in Altamont in 1870. The other three are from
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In 1954, Morton B. Howell III, grandson of
the man whose account was shown above,
recalled the days when the building across from
the hotel was still a store.

September. The store seemed to also serve as a
bank for making payments; one customer directs
that another customer be credited some amount
and a corresponding debit made to his own ac
count. If balance sheets or profit and loss state
ments were prepared, they have not come down
to us. Settlements seem to be made with currency.
Lard, 10 pounds

$1.10

Bacon, 5 pounds

.55

Coal oil, 1 gallon

.40

Matches, 3 boxes

.15

Molasses, 1 gallon

.60

Cotton rope

.26

Flour, 100 pounds
Hatchet
Sugar

3.25
.50
1.00

Salt

.10

Soda

.10

Mustard

.10

Cigars, 3

.20

Soap

.10

Starch

.10

Eggs, 4 dozen

.28

Flour, 1 sack

1.65

Bluing, 6 bottles

It was wellbuilt, with a deep stone
foundation bringing it up to the level of the
road from the sloping mountainside. It was
well located, just across the roadway from the
main entrance to the Hotel. This main road
having just reached the actual, level ground of
the mountain top, might well be called
Meeting Street. The store was of generous
proportions, with a wide central aisle to
accommodate 25 or 30 people, sturdy, waist
high counters on each side and plenty of
shelves behind to hold the goods. At the back
of this room was a big window overlooking the
mountainside and giving a view of the Valley
below, and beside this window was a table
holding a bucket of chalybeate water from the
spring – just a hundred yards downhill under
the window. The water was usually fresh and I
can almost taste its special flavor, even now.
The Store was really the meeting place for
everybody, Hotel guests, cottagers, marketers,
voyagers and natives from near and far. It was
the Club; more frequented than the Hotel
office or parlor, and more interesting. It was
presided over by the proprietor, Tommy
Northcut, a rotund gentleman of genial
manner and countenance even ruddier than
my own, sandy hair and a flowing sandy
mustache. Tommy had bedrooms upstairs
where he could stay when he pleased, which
was most of the time in summer season. In
spite of his large and comfortable home in
Altamont, we think that he preferred
Beersheba on account of its greater social
advantages. Tommy had a strong and very
interesting following of young men at
Beersheba, some 15 or 20 of them, banded
together for the avowed purpose of “the
preservation of late hours.”

.20

From the account of Morton B. Howell with the H.
B. Northcut store, summer 1879.
By 1914, the list of merchandise had
expanded considerably. It then included, besides
the staples sold in 1879, bread, ham, oatmeal,
cream of wheat, grapenuts, pickles, prunes, syrup,
olive oil, celery, beets, potatoes, sweet potatoes,
apples, peaches, pepper, feed, hay, wire, paint,
sole leather, heating oil, garden seed, melon seed,
and slop jars. This list is by no means exhaustive,
and there are some items where the handwriting
is unclear. Settlement was by then frequently
made by check. Sometimes a paycheck was
cashed with the balance on account being
deducted from the cash given the customer.

About 1910, B. Marvin Brown, a Beersheba
boy who had been Northcut's clerk in the
Altamont store, returned to Beersheba to run the
store for Northcut. Howell continues:

61

The back room of the Store was the scene
of some special ceremonies through the years.
On one occasion, … there was a prominent
wholesale merchant of Nashville visiting on the
mountain and my father took him to the old
store to meet Marvin Brown. Marvin was so
much impressed by this opportunity that he
invited the Nashville merchant into the back
room to have a drink, which was poured from
a gallon jug into a dipper. From its clear color
the guest was not sure just what he was being
offered, though it smelled fine – so Marvin, to
reassure him, in his excitement, stuttered,
“Please don’t be afraid of it – I made it myself.”

became ill and his son Dennis, who had been
working in Chattanooga, came home to run the
store. After Marvin’s death, Dennis bought out his
brothers. He married Frances Hughes of Irving
College in the valley between Beersheba and
McMinnville. Their daughter, Charlotte Brown
Boyd writes:
My memories of growing up next to the
store are of a place that was the hub of Beer
sheba’s social activity. Maggie Argo was my
nanny while my parents worked. The store was
not then selfservice. Late in the afternoon, I
was allowed to come to the store and stay until
closing time. Daddy taught me to make change
at the cash register before I started school, and
I stood on soft drink crates in order to reach
the counter. Christmas was an exciting time at
the store. A live tree was placed in the window,
surrounded by artificial snow on which toys
were displayed. Customers were allowed to
put toys “back” for their children (a precursor
to “layaway plans”). The store also sold
appliances, and ours was the first household in
Beersheba to own a television. My mother
popped popcorn for this occasion, as everyone
was invited to come and watch.

About 1929, Marvin was able to purchase the
Northcut’s store in Beersheba and soon moved the
business to the present site of the Beersheba
Springs Market. The store, renamed B.M. Brown
and Sons, like its predecessor sold a wide variety
of merchandise and provided various services not
exactly mercantile. Among these was a portable
dental chair used in the store when the visiting
dentist came to Beersheba to care for the local
children’s teeth. The chair is now in the Beersheba
Museum.
One Saturday morning in those years, Howell
Adams (father of the present Howell) went to the
store to buy a hammer. Marvin had one for $5.
Howell objected, “Why do I have to pay you $5
when Sears sells the same hammer for $3?”

Having the only telephone in the late
1940s made the store a communication center
for Beersheba families. I remember Western
Union calling with sad news for a local family.
Daddy gathered a box of groceries and headed
to the family’s home with the news that the
husband had died. The phone in our home was
used at night to call a doctor to come from
McMinnville to see the sick. If the mountain
was icy, Daddy would drive the old WWII
ambulance with 4wheel drive to the foot of
the mountain and bring the doctor up to see
the patient. The large warming stove was also
a gathering place to visit and wait for the mail
to arrive.

“I'll sell it to you for $3,” said Marvin, marked
it down on the account, and put the hammer
under the counter. “Hey,” said Howell, “what are
you doing?”
“Sears delivers on Thursdays,” replied
Marvin, “Come by on Thursday and pick up your
hammer.” Howell paid the $5 price and took his
hammer home.
The Great Depression was a difficult time for
Beersheba, and the store was closed for a year
during this period. Marvin had sold most of the
groceries on credit to the local customers who
then could find little or no work. During this time
the Brown family went to El Paso, Texas to
operate a hotel. Eventually they were able to
return and reopen the store. In 1933, Marvin

In 1951 my grandfather Hughes, widowed
since my mother was seven years old, had a
severe stroke. He came to live with us on the
mountain, and Daddy took over the operation
of the farm in the valley. Daddy loved the farm
and soon decided to build a house and move to
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the Irving College community, my mother’s
home. Mother didn’t want to go because she
loved Beersheba and the store. Waylon Brown,
a cousin, and his wife operated the store, and
we moved at Thanksgiving when I was seven.
My parents continued to care for my
grandfather and operated the farm. Daddy had
been able to get enough subscribers to get
electricity to Beersheba in the early 1940's just
before the war. He was later able to do the
same for the rural telephone cooperative.
Phone service and electricity did much to
modernize the communities of Beersheba and
Irving College. Even though we lived at Irving
College, we returned to Beersheba each sum
mer because my parents were the managers of
the Methodist Assembly for seventeen years.

managed first by Waylon Brown and later his
brother Joe Brown until it was sold to Mitchell
Hobbs.
Mitchell had started his own store, Hobbs
Market, about 0.3 miles farther east along TN 56
in 1947. Twentynine years later, in 1976, he
bought the Brown store and changed the name to
the Beersheba Springs Market. Mitchell never
married; Beersheba was his family. He loved
running the store because it gave him the
opportunity to help so many people. He was a
staunch supporter of the girls' softball team, and
its many trophies are displayed in the store
window to this day.
Marshall Whitman, a particular friend, was
an expert at rolling an automobile tire. Mitchell
offered him $25 to roll a tire down the mountain
and all the way to McMinnville. Marshall took
him up on the challenge; Mitchell rode along
behind to be sure he made it all the way. He did,
and Mitchell paid up at once. In 1988, in his last
days, he said that the hardest thing about dying
was that he knew he would miss Beersheba. His
tombstone reads “a friend to all”.

In October of 1957 we received a phone
call in the middle of the night. By this time we
were living in Irving College, but the news
from Beersheba was that the McGee House, the
Anna and James Brown house and the store
were on fire. As we drove through the valley
the view from Tarlton looked as if the whole
mountain was aglow. We had to leave the car
and walk through Alf Adams field in order to
get past the fire trucks from McMinnville and
Tracy City. Faye Hill was standing in a chenille
bathrobe, wetting down the roof of our cottage
with a garden hose because of the intense heat
from the blaze. My grandmother, who lived in
the cottage at the time, had been awakened by
Glenn Killian, who saw the fire as he drove his
truck home. Together they were able to
awaken James and Anna Brown, but at the
time it was not known that Mr. McGee was not
at home when the fire started. It was assumed
that he perished until the next day. The com
munity had gathered and were rescuing any
contents they could carry to the lawn next
door, but the building was a total loss. News of
the fire made the Nashville and Chattanooga
papers. At first, my father did not plan to
rebuild the store. But local as well as summer
patrons urged him to do so, and the next
summer the store was reopened as a self
service store with shopping carts. My parents
continued to own the store, but it was

Lonnie (Bud) Whitman went to work for
Mitchell part time in 1956 when he was 12 and
joined him full time when he finished high school.
In 1976, when Mitchell bought the Brown's store
from Dennis Brown, he needed a bank loan to pay
for it, and told Bud, “When it's paid for, half of it
is yours.” To all who know Bud it is clear that he
was Mitchell's understudy not only in the art and
science of running a country store but in caring
citizenship as well. After Mitchell's death, Bud
acquired full ownership of the business on very
reasonable terms from Mitchell's siblings.
In 2010, when you enter the store you will be
greeted by Bud or his brother David or Bertha
Whitman, a distant relative. On the shelves, you
will find some of the same products that the store
was selling 130 years ago: corn meal, flour,
baking powder, salt, shortening, bacon, eggs,
molasses, candy, nails, rope, cookware, and hand
tools. Remember those canned oysters from
1879? You can still pick up a can as a special treat
for yourself – and a salt block as a treat for your
livestock. Of course, you will also find canned
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goods, pasta, and dried beans. Coolers for milk
products and freezers for ice cream and frozen
foods have been added. Walking sticks and bird
houses made by Bud are a specialty. You can get
potatoes and onions but for most fresh vegetables,
you should have your own garden or go to the
farmers' market in McMinnville. Perhaps most

amazing for today's city dweller is that, just as
130 years ago, most sales to local and summer
residents alike are made on credit. A cash register
adds up the bill and the total is written by hand
on an account page. Once in a while, the
customer is expected to pay up.

The Community Center in 2010, originally built as the school.
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Mountain Home, originally the cottage of Bishop James Otey, first Episcopal bishop of
Tennessee. Now a gift shop run by Tommye Argo Sherrill. The appearance of the cottage has
been little changed.

Beersheba Porter Cain

The Cockrill-Mayhew Cottage, home of Beersheba Porcelain
Armfield House, now The Cliffs or Glasgow Cottage

Beersheba Springs Assembly of the Tennessee Conference of the United Methodist Church, formerly the
Beersheba Springs Hotel.

A mineral spring on an Indian trace was discovered in 1833 by Beersheba Cain, an
adventurous lady from McMinnville. It soon became the focal point of a 19thcentury summer
resort attracting visitors and cottage owners not only from Middle Tennessee but from as far away
as Natchez. James K. Polk held a political rally here in 1840, but his wife could not come because
the roads were too muddy. Key meetings in the development of the University of the South at
Sewanee took place here.
The Civil War destroyed the fortunes of most of the early cottage owners, but the buildings
themselves, including the grand hotel shown above, miraculously survived. More remarkably,
something of the serenity of a bygone age has survived, an age where the chance to drink water
tasting of iron and to breathe mountain air was sufficient attraction for a summer resort.
Fortunately, the Tennessee Conference of the Methodist Church acquired the old hotel in
1941 and has used it to bring thousands of people to experience the unusual peace which pervades
Beersheba. A network of families and friendships extending over generations adds to the special
qualities of the place. The nearby Savage Gulf State Natural Area provides opportunities for
swimming in mountain streams and walking in deep woods on trails both new and ancient.
This book gives a concise history of Beersheba from ancient geological ages, through the
times of the American Indians here, the early settlement, the building of the resort, the Civil War, a
blossoming in the late 19th century, and on through the community of today. It is especially
intended for visitors at the Assembly, and includes a detailed history of its development. Two
nearby shops in historic homes and the Store, where everybody meets, are presented. A second
volume on families, homes, and lore will follow.

Beersheba Springs, Tennessee has a population of about 500 but holds a special
place in the hearts of thousands. There are families that have been here since the first
days of settlement in the 1830's and '40s; and, even though their descendants have
spread across the nation, Beersheba retains a hold on their hearts.
Around a core of antebellum summer cottages, another group of families has
found rest and refreshment here for generations and brought scores and scores of
guests. And new families and new homes have gradually been added. The Hotel –
United Methodist Assembly stands at the center of the community and attracts many
people to the mountain who have often formed a deep attachment to it. In recent
years, Beersheba has become an entrance to the Savage Gulf State Natural Area.
We like to think of Beersheba as an especially friendly place. This book is a
sort of “welcome center,” an invitation to visitors to participate in our lives, to
experience our nature, to sing our songs, to look at our pictures, and to enjoy our
stories and poetry. If you are an old Beersheba expert but need a little reminder of
who's who at the various cottages, here is your guide. Do you want to know where the
springs are? Here is your map. Whether you are spending a day or a lifetime in
Beersheba Springs, we hope you will find pleasure, information, and life in these
pages.

Wholemeal

Top: Nanhaven, center: Backbone Inn, bottom: Howell Cottage
Laurel Falls
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Preface
The general, public history of Beersheba Springs, the story of the Hotel
Assembly and of three shops in the historic district has been recounted in
Volume I of this book. This second volume is concerned with accounts of
individual homes, families, and people with stories, poems, songs and lore
thrown in.
The order of presentation is basically geographic with some historical
influence. We begin on the brow of the mountain with John Armfield's own
house with a central part going back to the first years of settlement. Then
we take the homes on Armfield's lots one and two: the Turner Cottage and
the HardingMitchellDrumrightPapel Cottage. Before leaving the brow, we
pick up the BurchEarthman home in the old store. Then introduce the
Howell family that is now connected in one way or another with many of
the remaining houses. Naturally, we start with the Howell Cottage, the
family's first place here. Then we swing around “the loop” made by
Dahlgren Avenue, Tennessee 56, and Armfield Avenue. Next, we go out 56
to the west to Backbone Road; finally, we come back into town and head off
to the southeast along the Grassy Ridge Road.
Many hands have been involved in this project, and the editor extends
the warmest thanks to the many contributors and helpers. At the same time,
he is very aware of the incompleteness of the coverage. To be careful to
respect privacy, homes have been omitted where no material or no new
material has been made available by the owners.
This first printing run of this volume is small and a second printing
should be needed in two or three years. If your house or family has not
been covered and you would like for it to be in the book, please, please
get in touch with the editor. But you must be willing to write.
Finally, a third volume, Beersheba Classics, is planned. It will include
material from the original book which requires no update – poetry, tales,
songs and old pictures.
Clopper Almon, Editor
almon@econ. umd. edu
7303 Dartmouth Ave.
College Park, MD 20740
3016999058
Beersheba telephone

9316924434
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The Cliffs: The ArmfieldGlasgow Cottage

longer in use) was one of the reasons Buck White
was attracted to the mountain and purchased a
large tract there in the 1840s after McMinnville
businessmen, thanks to Mrs. Beersheba Porter
Sullivan Cain, began to enjoy the chalybeate
water and the salubrious qualities of the
mountain in summer.

Because of its commanding view of Tarlton
Valley and long history, this cottage is one of the
most famous in the community of Beersheba
Springs. The lot on which the house was built
slopes gradually down to Balancing or Pivotal
Rock, which affords one of the choice views of the
road to McMinnville. Add to these advantages the
clear spring below – known as White spring,
named for William T. (Buck) White of
McMinnville, an early owner – and you find a spot
on the Cumberland Plateau seldom surpassed.

Buck White built for himself, his family, and
visitors from the feverridden lowlands a modest
log structure on this site sometime in the early
1840s. When John Armfield became interested in
acquiring and developing Beersheba as a
mountain resort in the 1850s, he purchased,
according to Isabel Howell’s John Armfield of
Beersheba Springs, a tract of 1,000 acres for
$3,750 from several owners, which included “the
original tavern, dining hall, proprietor’s rooms,
and a row of guest cabins.” Miss Howell also
notes that Armfield bought White’s doubleceiled
residence, built of red cedar logs, for an
additional $1,200. This was apparently the first

Near the Hotel was the chalybeate spring
containing salts of iron and believed to be
medicinal. Downhill from The Cliffs was the free
flowing clear spring whose crystal water appealed
more to the average thirst and over which was
built a twostory spring house in the 1850s to
shield it from falling leaves and to provide a cool
prospect for visitors to the mountain.
Beersheba is not called Beersheba Springs
without good reason, and this spring (now no
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structure on The Cliffs property and the land ran
several acres along and beneath the bluff.

her diaries have survived and are being published
for Beersheba’s Sesquicentennial commemoration.

It was to this house that Armfield moved his
wife Martha Franklin in 1856 when they left
Sumner County. They added several public rooms
to the White cottage, a bedroom wing, broad
porches on three sides, and a number of depen
dencies or outhouses. According to the Slave Cen
sus of 1860, Armfield owned 22 slaves; so there
were numerous outlying quarters for them. In ad
dition there was a smokehouse, henhouse in the
poultry yard, corn crib, wash house, and stable.
Tradition has it that Mrs. Armfield, confined as
she was as a yearround resident during the Civil
War, prepared for winter
by demanding and get
ting a privy with a fire
place in it.

Colonel Armfield died in 1871 and left a very
complicated will, or so it proved to be for Mrs.
Armfield. She held on to the cottage till 1892 – af
ter having left Beersheba to live with her Franklin
nieces in Sumner County and in Maryland – and
that year sold it to Frank Porterfield of Nashville.
But remaining from The Armfield era, and still in
tact, is the name John Armfield Franklin, July 29,
1865, scratched on the bedroom window pane by
Mrs. Armfield’s nephew.

Porterfield was under a cloud at the time for
misuse and loss of certain assets of the bank of
which he was cashier.
(Miserably bad timing.
He was “long” on
cotton futures,
As loyal Confeder
expecting the price to
ates, the Armfields kept
rise, but was caught
their establishment open
and ruined in the panic
when the Hotel was
and crash of 1893.)
closed and were hosts in
This may throw some
their home to many
light on why he put the
prominent refugees: Ex
cottage in the name of
Governor Isham Harris,
Annie, the eldest of his
GovernorElect Robert L.
three daughters. These
Caruthers, Judges
girls’ mother had been
Singing
on
the
porch,
2009.
Left
to
right:
Allison
Kerr,
Andrew Ewing and
the beautiful Betty Kay
Bromfield L. Ridley, and Bill Lauderdale, Theresa and Norman Carl, Charlie
Woods Castleman, an
Cox, and Lynn Dunavant.
many others. They
older cousin of another
offered their home for
famous beauty,
several months to Mr. and Mrs. John H. French of
Queenie Woods Washington, and a contemporary
McMinnville, their three children, a cousin Mollie
of the elder WoodsTrabueThompson ladies then
Smith, and two female servants, Martha and Puss. living at Nanhaven. It cannot be determined
Many details of life at Beersheba and in the
whether Annie and her sisters or their father and
Armfield house were recorded by Lucy Virginia
stepmother ever occupied the cottage. In view of
French in her diary from May 11, 1863, until July
the youth of the girls and the difficulties of their
31, 1864, and include dramatic accounts of the
father, it seems unlikely.
sacking and pillaging that took place at the Hotel
At the turn of the century, Annie Porterfield
and in the various cottages. She told how the
married Leland Rankin of Nashville, and a year
ladies, with trowels in hand, went out at dusk to
later her sister Sue married his brother B. Kirk
make “interments” on the side of the mountain –
Rankin, who made a modest fortune with the
burying their silver, jewelry, and watches. Colonel
Southern Agriculturist and lost it in the collapse
Armfield trusted his valuables to a favorite stump
of Caldwell & Co. and attendant calamities. Annie
nearby. Victorian lady that she was, Mrs. French
was the grandmother of Virginia Rankin (Mrs.
did not give details about the dimensions and
Samuel H.) Howell.
comforts of Mrs. Martha Armfield’s outhouse, but
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The cottage on the cliffs was again sold in
Glasgow of Nashville. Mrs. Glasgow was the for
1899 to former U. S. General Gates P. Thruston of
mer Sammie Keith and affectionately called “Miss
Nashville. Thruston came to Tennessee from Ohio
Sammie” by many, including the mountain folk,
as a young officer on the Judge Advocates Staff
who grew to love her and appreciate her energy
with the Yankee army of occupation. As a part of
and sense of humor. The Glasgows and their six
the military government he did his share of frater children had spent many summers in Michigan,
nizing and met and fell for one of the Southern
where Dr. Glasgow served as summer physician at
belles, Miss Ida Hamilton. The story goes that she
a resort. When his health began to fail, Mrs.
had gone out of her way to insult him. He
Glasgow looked for a mountain retreat closer to
retaliated by marrying her, but only after he had
home. Her sisterinlaw, Mrs. Walter Keith, had a
agreed to spend the rest of his life in Tennessee.
cottage at Monteagle that she wanted them to
After the war he began
have, but the more re
a lucrative law practice
laxed and quieter at
and was busy in all
mosphere of Beersheba
sorts of legal, banking,
Springs appealed to
commercial, civic,
them. Their friends the
historical, antiquarian,
McClouds, the
archeological, and ge
Mitchells, and Miss
nealogical activities. A
Mary Means had al
man of many parts, he
ready acquainted them
cut quite a figure. It
with the community.
was said he owned a
Not long after Miss
house at some Eastern
Sammie bought the
spa like Saratoga but
Street cottage, she and
preferred to spend his
her daughterinlaw
summers at Beersheba, Flag ceremony at children's summer camp, 2009
Bobbie, wife of S.
arguing and refighting
McPheeters Glasgow,
the War Between the States with his old enemies
Jr., were staying at Miss Mary Means’ cottage next
in the field, the many Confederate veterans living
door, and walked over to the house soon to be
in and around Beersheba.
called The Cliffs. Bobbie recalls that day: “Mama
His son by Ida, Gates, Jr., was a lifelong lover
was full of fun, and I’ll never forget the day she
of Beersheba. He had earned several university
and I first went through the Beersheba cottage to
degrees, but none of them seemed to lead in any
check it out. Walking from room to room and gig
particular direction. Perhaps with a premonition
gling like a couple of school girls, we selected
of the short time remaining to him, he turned to
rooms for this person and that. It was in consider
the mystic and occult. He had a small cabin put
able disrepair, but we could see the possibilities
up for himself on what is now Trabue property
and it was very exciting.”
and kept a room set aside in the Joe Hobbs’ cabin
Miss Sammie’s vision resulted in the rehabili
in the Valley. He died young, and the old General
tation of the house. She added a bathroom and
died about the same time – 1912.
converted two rooms on the back of the house
The cottage was later sold to the Claude P.
into one large living room  dining room, with
Street family of Nashville. General Thruston’s sec
French doors opening onto a wide stone terrace
ond wife was related to the Streets. Their stew
which overlooked the valley. Eventually she added
ardship of the cottage is recalled in the following
a second bathroom, called “the boys’ bathroom,” a
reminiscence by Mary Phillips Street Schoettle.
cistern house framed by elaborate Victorian wood
work found in an old mansion in Nashville, and a
Mrs. C. P. Street, Sr., widowed in 1924, sold
garage which now houses an old surrey. Dr.
the cottage in 1943 to Dr. and Mrs. S. McPheeters
Glasgow especially enjoyed sitting on the terrace
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Glasgows and visitors in 1955, front row, left to right, Mack Glasgow, Bill Lauderdale, Keithie
Lauderdale, Peg Lauderdale, Miss Mary Means, Bryant Glasgow, Bill Lauderdale, Emily
Glasgow, Betty Phillips, back row, Hazel Richardson (Mary Jane's sister), Sam Glasgow, Bert
Phillips, Susie Glasgow, Peggy Sanford, Keith Lauderdale, Bobbie Glasgow, Sammie Keith
Glasgow, Lib Phillips
cious and lovely hostess – Miss Sammie. Thank
you for another visit!”

overlooking the valley and puffing on his cigar.
Through the years since Miss Sammie’s pur
chase of The Cliffs, many members of the
Glasgow family and their guests have benefited
from her restoration and additions. The guest
book dating from those early days is full of de
lightful comments and happy memories. One en
try in 1954 by Mary E. Watkins pays tribute to
Miss Sammie as the gracious hostess she was: “To
be able to give pleasure to so many people is a
rare accomplishment. More power to you.” In
1960, Mrs. Mildred G. Adams wrote how she had
enjoyed The Cliffs, “where I spent my first night
14 or 15 years ago when the cottage was pur
chased. Miss Sammie, my son Garrett and I slept
in the front room on the right and John Armfield’s
ghost seemed to be around! Since that time this
house has seemed a haven of peace and rest – and
I have spent many nights, always with the gra

The guest book reveals a constant stream of
visitors and family members. Most left hoping to
return soon, but one couple fled with no such de
sire. At the supper table, the family had talked
matteroffactly about how the ghost of John
Armfield walked along the porch at night. The
guests, of course, made light of this superstition.
In the darkest hours of the night, a family mem
ber had to make his way along the porch past the
guests' room to the bathroom. As he came back,
he saw the tail lights of the terrified couple head
ing out of the driveway.
In the mid 1950s, Miss Sammie had a gor
geous, big, white Buick with fins and all. One
morning, she looked out and the car was gone.
Theft seemed the only possibility. The sheriff was
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notified and search parties spread out. Later,
someone caught a glimpse of something white in
bushes in the hollow on the west side of the
house. There was the car! Miss Sammie had
forgotten to put on the hand brake, and, as she
hustled into the house, the car rolled gently into
the bushes, which then rose up behind it. It was
brought to a cushioned stop by several samplings.
When hauled out, it was unharmed!

owners live in Tennessee, so the house is used just
about every weekend. One of the first rituals upon
arriving is to arrange the rocking chairs on the
porch corner where there is always a breeze! All
day and late into the night those rocking chairs
are in almost constant use.
Over the last 50 years, there have not been
many changes to the house, mostly repairs. A ma
jor restoration of the foundation of the back of the
house has been done. The original outhouse de
cayed beyond repair and was torn down. The
cistern house was destroyed by a fallen tree, but it
was replaced by a sleeping porch, which is en
joyed by many during the summer months. Mrs.
Glasgow’s childhood playhouse, built in the
1890s, was moved from Nashville to Beersheba;
and her current greatgreat grandchildren play
there. A picket fence was built along the road
where the original one had been, and the gazebo
on the bluff has been restored. At Sunset Point a
lookout has been built in memory of Katie
Reynolds, the child of Keith and Frank Reynolds.
Along the bluff, at the back of the house, a beauti
ful garden has been added, and it provides a mag
nificent border to the view of the valley beyond.
Unfortunately, none of the original Armfield out
buildings remain.

After Dr. Glasgow’s death in 1952, Miss
Sammie continued to spend much of her time at
her beloved Beersheba cottage. She became fast
friends with the Tate, Argo, and Richardson
families; in fact, Mary Jane Richardson came to
Nashville to live with Mrs. Glasgow while she was
in school. In Miss Sammie’s last years, Mary Jane
was her loyal and caring companion, and because
of her, Mrs. Glasgow was able to live in her own
home in Nashville until she died.
At her death in 1963, Miss Sammie left The
Cliffs to her 17 grandchildren, all of whom had
known the cottage since childhood. Memories of
those years recall tricycles racing back and forth
on the porches, baths in rain barrels, elaborate
plays produced on the stage in the attic (always
watching for bats swooping down, amid great hi
larity), pingpong games on the porch, latenight
sings, meals at the Hotel and at the Argo sisters’,
Mabel Tate’s lemon pies, “Stoney,” the plaster
Springer Spaniel on the front porch, and endless
games of Sardines. (For the uninitiated, Sardines
is played in a totally dark house and talking is
prohibited; one member, designated as "it", goes
and hides somewhere, say in a bath tub. Then the
others set out looking for "it" and on finding it,
snuggle up as close as possible. The last one to
find the "can of sardines" becomes the next "it".
Being quiet, as the group stays hidden, is the big
challenge! However, sometimes the person who is
“it” can never be found!)

Many traditions have arisen over the last 65
years that the Glasgow family has had the cot
tage. Singing on the porch has become a big event
of many weekends. With guitars, fiddle, banjo,
mandolin, washtub bass, and even the spoons and
washboard, all types of music are played, from
folk songs and Broadway tunes to bluegrass and
gospel. Sometimes a bonfire is laid in the side
yard; and the music goes there, along with “some
mores” for the children. Often, at sunset, the
family gathers at Sunset Point to sing and cele
brate the day.
Big holidays such as the 4th of July bring out
great creativity. The house is decorated and sever
al times we have participated in the Beersheba pa
rade. A typical Fourth of July weekend will find
20 or more people spanning three generations in
residence, family dogs, and several visitors at The
Cliffs. Thanksgiving is the last big weekend of the
year with a “feast” and often a theme; costumes

The Cliffs is presently owned by 10 of Miss
Sammie’s grandchildren. They are Ellen Watkins
Cox, Mary Watkins Wasik, Sam Glasgow and his
twin sister Susie Glasgow Brown, Emily Glasgow
Bruno, Bim Glasgow, Keith Lauderdale Reynolds,
Bill Lauderdale. Peg Lauderdale Williams, and
Barbara Lauderdale Hearn. All but two of the
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may be worn and favorite poems and stories read.

tivities. Deciding where to go, how to get there
and how to get back, map reading, wading and
swimming, and the picnic lunch are all important
parts of the outing. Finding a “new” place is al
ways very exciting.

Games have always been a big activity. The
big side yards provide wonderful areas for
football, softball, badminton, croquet, boccie ball,
horseshoes, even water gun and water balloon
fights. Bowling has even been done on the road in
front of the house!

Every spring and fall the owners have work
party weekends to take care of the many small re
pairs and cleanups needed. Even in work, we
find a great deal of play!

For several years Ellen Cox and Julie Lane
have had a summer camp for their grandchildren
and other cottage children. The week is filled with
nature and craft projects, scavenger hunts, games
in the yard, and trips to swim in the valley, the
Blue Hole and Grundy Lakes. One year a trip to
Cumberland Caverns was the final event.

To us, Beersheba is next to heaven. We think
that Colonel and Mrs. Armfield, whose house it
was for many important and dramatic years,
would be both pleased and amused at our good
times here in the twentieth and twentyfirst cen
turies.

Hikes in the area are also a big part of the ac
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Memories of the Streets at the Armfield Cottage

Plan of the Armfield Cottage in the years when it belonged to the Streets.
My memories of the Streets living in the
Armfield Cottage are mainly “little girl” memories,
personal and not historical. I have a picture dated
1915 of me standing on a bench in the front yard,
and I remember the pleasures of playing in a
sandpile and swinging on a rope swing tied to a
pole between two of the big maples toward the
front fence. I remember the joy of climbing to the
very tiptop of those big trees and swaying in the
breezes there and being slightly scared but staying
there anyway.
There were two wooden swings suspended
from the ceiling at each corner of the side porch,
diagonally. These had cushions and pillows and
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seated about three people; they were wonderful
to lie on while reading. I read the same Zane Grey
books and The Enchanted Barn every summer! My
mother and any visiting ladies used to sit in big
wooden rocking chairs and knit, crochet, or
embroider handkerchiefs for Christmas presents.
From that side porch one could enjoy the view of
the mountains, activity in the road in front, and
hear what went on at the hotel, especially loud
laughter.
For several summers we rented a cow which
grazed in the fenced area to the left of the house.
During that time we took a cook, a houseboy
(who milked the cow, waited on table, fetched

drinking water from the White spring below Bal
ancing Rock, drew cistern water for cooking, and
pumped well water for the cow and clothes wash
ing) and Aunt Tair (Charles Thruston’s nurse),
who bossed the others, cleaned lamp chimneys,
and I guess helped the cook. Aunt Tair stayed in
the room between the kitchen and dining room.
The cook and houseboy stayed in the quarters (3
rooms) across the yard to the left of the house
and in front of the smokehouse. The barn was be
hind the smokehouse, and we had chickens out in
the pasture with the rented cow. There was a hol
ly tree near the barn where the chickens used to
roost at night.

stage props.
Beersheba was a wonderful place to spend
one’s youthful summers, and I feel blessed to have
been able to stay there. The young people who
gathered daily at the Howells’ tennis court or at
Long’s Mill pool are all part of my happy memo
ries. The Sunday evening song services are anoth
er pleasant memory. Sometimes these took place
at our house and sometimes in the parlor at the
hotel. Martha Howell Bartles was always the pi
anist and I always envied her because she could
play by ear anything anybody wanted to sing. Her
brother Mort Howell often led the singing.
Our parlor had, in addition to book shelves
and a piano, a very comfortable reclining chair –
another wonderful spot for reading! There was a
round table in the center of the room with a coal
oil lamp that had a large round wick and a white
glass shade; it gave a fair amount of light. Later
we had a Coleman lamp there. On cool or rainy
nights, there was a fire in the fireplace. Only the
dining room and kitchen had screens at the win
dows and doors. At night we used to close the
blinds on other windows to keep out things like
bats and bugs that might be attracted by the lamp
light! I am reminded that there was a water tank
on stilts outside the back of the dining room In
the closet, to the right of the fireplace, there was a
toilet seat but, as far as I know, it had never been
connected with the water tower or with any
drainage. A bit of tin flooring was in the other
corner, but we put a wash tub there to catch
water from a huge lardcan shower! Needless to
say, that shower wasn’t often used! We had to
heat the water, take it up a ladder and pour it into
the can, then finally empty the tub below. It was
easier to go to Long’s, or Laurel, or “The Drip” –
the little creek that goes down the mountainside a
little past Roundtop, the Trabues’ house. But each
bedroom had a washstand, china bowl, pitcher,
soap dish, pottie, and tall jar with top in which to
pour the wash water – the slop jar. Maybe we just
didn’t seem to get very dirty in those days.

The milk was put in rather large round shal
low pans and placed on shelves in the cellar, our
refrigerator, and the cream was skimmed off the
next morning or evening. Mother made cottage
cheese from some of that milk, and occasionally
churned butter from the cream. Aunt Tair helped
with that, I think. We bought vegetables from the
local people who brought them around to the
various cottages. Later we planted a garden in the
plot to the right of the house, the site of Mrs.
Armfield’s garden. Except for chicken and bacon,
ours was a vegetarian diet. There were the
remains of Col. Armfield’s orchard on the slope by
Balancing Rock – apples and plums – and
somewhere there were a couple of pear trees. But
the best fruit came from the Hunerwadel place,
especially those wonderful raspberries!
The roads from Nashville were not so good in
those days, especially from McMinnville to Beer
sheba, so we stayed three months; my father
would come for a week or two, and any visitors
would stay at least a week, usually longer. My two
older halfsisters, Charles Thruston, my cousin
Mamie Duncan, and many of their friends were
all there at one time or another. I remember meals
with a score of people in the dining room.
The attic was a great place to play. There was
a raised level up there conducive to putting on
shows. There were trunks or chests of old clothes
for dressing up and odds and ends of furniture for

– Mary Phillips Street Schoettle
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Presidential “Bersheba”: the Visit of James K. Polk
those of the Republican County of Warren. On
Saturday the 18th of July, should that be a day
which will suit your convenience, I will be at the
Bersheba Springs, when I will be happy to meet
yourselves and those in whose behalf you act. That
day I learn will suit the convenience of “our
illustrious friend – the venerable sage of the
Hermitage,” (3) (whom you inform me in your
letter you have also invited), should his advanced
age and declining health, enable him, to make the
journey.
James K. Polk

Long before John Armfield came to Beershe
ba Springs, before any of the old houses other
than the inner core of the Cliffs was built, a
political rally was held here by the then Governor
of Tennessee, James Knox Polk, on July 18, 1840.
Four years later, Polk was elected eleventh
President of the United States. Several letters
written by or to him indicate that he planned to
visit Beersheba on that date. A newspaper story
says that the rally was advertised “far and near.”
For the general history of the resort, it is signifi
cant that already at that early date there were fa
cilities for a considerable crowd which would pre
sumably want to eat and drink and possibly spend
the night. Mrs. Polk had hoped to come but could
not because of muddy roads. It is significant that
she said nothing about primitive facilities. The
fact that the rally was actually held and not
merely planned is supported by a letter to Polk
that acknowledges receipt of a letter written by
him from Beersheba.
These letters are found in Correspondence of
James K. Polk, Vol. V 18391841, edited by Wayne
Cutler (Nashville, Vanderbilt University Press,
1979). Text and endnotes (marked by numbers in
parenthesis) are from this book.
A letter written by Polk to Stokely D. Rowan,
et al. (1) comes from the planning stage of the
event.
Nashville June 15th 1840
Gentlemen,

James K. Polk as President, 1848 portrait by
George Healy.

I had the honour shortly after its date, to
receive your letter of the 6th ultimo (2), inviting me
on behalf of my “FellowCitizens of the County of
Warren” to partake with them of a Public Dinner to
be given at the Bersheba Springs, and have delayed
an answer this long, that I might be enabled to
designate a day, upon which I could certainly be
present. Duly sensible of the honour done me, by
your invitation, I beg you Gentlemen to be assured,
that there are no portion of my FellowCitizens,
whom it will give me more pleasure to visit, than

In a letter written to Polk on June 21, 1840,
Samuel H. Laughlin of McMinnville refers to the
meeting scheduled at “Bersheba” for Saturday, Ju
ly 18th, and he states, “That is not a place where
the people from the north, west, and other distant
parts of the county, who are busy and throng’d
with work can well attend; but we will have a big
crowd.” In another letter written closer to the
meeting date (July 5, 1840), Laughlin speaks
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various counties in Tennessee. He ends the letter
by stating:

even more positively of the expected response, “I
think we shall have a real turn out at Bersheba,
distant as the place is from the body of our popu
lation.”

The newspapers are asking how many "grants"
are lying in the office awaiting the Govr signature
whilst you were in E. T. Cant the Union reply by
telling how many you found lying in it & how old
some of them were – also by some allusion to the
Condition in which you found the office. I expect to
speak publicly of these things at a meeting in the N.
E. of Shelby on the 6th of August where they are
attempting to urge these complaints against you.

Sarah C. Polk, the Governor's wife, wrote the
following letter shortly before the scheduled
political meeting at Beersheba Springs:
Murfreesboro’ July 11, 1840
Dear Husband
I have not received the first line from you
since you left home, and cannot account for it
only in one way, that you have directed your let
ter (if you have written one) to McMinnville or
the Springs (4) – supposing I was there. It was
our intention to go to the springs the early part
of this week, but the bad weather has prevented.
It has rained every day since Monday, so much
rain here that it would have been madness in
any one to travel, and the springs of all other
places the worst in damp weather. We have been
packed and ready to start every day this week.
This being the last day of the week, the time in
tended to be spent on the mountain, almost ex
pired, we have resolved not to go at all. Though
if I knew any thing of your arrangements so that
I could flatter myself that I would not be in the
way, I might be induced to go in the stage on
monday evening....

L. H. Coe
The reference to E. T. probably means East
Tennessee. Beersheba was considered by some to
be located in East Tennessee. The newspaper
mentioned is identified in a footnote as The
Nashville Union.
A further reference to the presence of James
K. Polk at Beersheba Springs was found in a Nash
ville newspaper, the Republican Banner, July 18,
1840 (on microfilm at the Tennessee State Library
and Archives). This paper was hostile to Polk and
ridicules his travels about the state.
BEERSHEBA SPRINGS
This day his traveling Excellency holds forth at
the Beersheba Springs. As usual, Gen. Jackson’s
name was used for the purpose of attracting a
crowd. Far and near has it been circulated that he
would be there – if his health permitted. As in previ
ous cases, however, his health did not permit, but
still the object was effected. Many persons went to
see Gen. Jackson and were seen by Gov. Polk!

Monday morning – I find this morning that
it is impossible for me to go, in the carriage or
stage. I regret but can not help it. I shall wait
here until I hear from you.... You must make an
[apology?] for me to Mr. Smart. (5)

This story looks like a report but was, in fact,
a forecast because there was no way to get word
from Beersheba to Nashville on the day on which
the event occurred. Its significance is that the
event was widely publicized and that a good
turnout was hoped for.

Sarah Polk
A letter from Levin H. Coe to Polk written in
Somerville on July 26, 1840, assures us that the
visit to Beersheba actually took place. It begins:
Dear Sir

The first edition of this book mentioned with
out citing a source that Andrew Jackson had visit
ed Beersheba. Of course, he may have; but we
have found no evidence to support that claim.

Your favor from Bersheba springs came to
hand a few days ago.
The footnote following this sentence indi
cates that Polk's letter ("favor") had not been
found for publication. In the letter, Coe goes on to
discuss political strategy for campaign speeches in

– Ann Hale Troutt
1. Polk’s letter is addressed to Rowan, Sion S. Read, John
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3. Quotation is from the letter of invitation.
4. Beersheba Springs.
5. George R. Smartt, a farmer in Warren County, was one
of the founders and owners of a summer resort at
Beersheba Springs. A Democrat, he served in the Ten
nessee House, 184345.

W. Ford, L. C. Mercer, William C. Smartt, and Hugh L.
W. Hill, members of the Warren County invitation
committee.
2. On May 6, 1840, Stokely D. Rowan and other
members of the invitation committee extended an
open invitation to Polk and Andrew Jackson to attend
a public dinner to be held at Beersheba Springs.

The Chicamauga Path through Beersheba is highlighted on this section of
the map from Wm. E. Myer, Indian Trails of the Southeast, 42nd
Annual Report of the Bureau of American Ethnography, 1928.
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The Turner Cottage

bedrooms opening together with connecting
doors, each with a fireplace. To the rear and apart
from the main house, a tworoom kitchen and ser
vants' house was built. A large cistern was dug
and brick lined just in front of the kitchen and
covered with a gazebo as pump house. On the
rear of the lot were a stable, a cow barn, and a
hen house. A deep veranda ran across the full
width of the front. In the lot adjoining to the
west, a clapboard oneroom structure served as an
office.

The builder on lot number one at Beersheba,
across the lane from John Armfield, was John
Meredith Bass (18041878), a longtime personal
friend of John Armfield, an attorney, president of
Union Bank, and mayor of Nashville in 1833. His
wife was Malvina Grundy, daughter of Felix, who
had practiced law with Andrew Jackson and
James K. Polk and for whom the county is named.
Construction on his house began in 1856. It
was clapboard with 13foot ceilings and smoothly
plastered walls. Unlike many of the cottages built
by Armfield, there was no log construction in this
one. On each side of the central hallliving room,
with latticed dining room behind, there were two

The diary of Lucy Virginia French (1863) in
dicates that the Bass family did not occupy their
cottage during the Civil War and that she and her

17

husband, John Hopkins French, children, and ser
vants, moved there from the Armfield Cottage in
August of ‘63. Mrs. Bass had died in July while
visiting relatives in Missouri, and Bass, to escape
Federal troops in Tennessee, had gone South. It is
likely that the cottage was not used by the Bass
family and stood empty for some years after the
war.

and enlarge the cottage to meet the needs of his
immediate and extended family. They soon named
it Summer Rest Cottage.
Yeaman, who had remodeled Charles
Mitchell’s confectionery shop in Nashville, submit
ted the plans for additions to the Turners and they
approved them. The original drawings, including
an elevation, were framed and are today on dis
play in the upper hall of the cottage. At the rear of
the downstairs were added a butler’s pantry on
the kitchen side, and a room for Robert Jr. on the
other side. The dining room was extended and
fashioned with fancy windows containing quarrels
of glass typical of the Victorian age. The central
hallliving room became the front hall with stairs
leading to the newly added second floor which
consisted of a central livinghall, four bedrooms
with fireplaces, and the unheardof, first indoor
bathroom at Beersheba. It is said that Beersheba
neighbors had some misgivings about anyone who
would move his outhouse indoors.

In 1879 R. McPhail Smith of McMinnville
purchased the cottage. Being a widower, Smith
lived in the “office” and turned the cottage over to
his eight sons, with the requirement that they
take turns standing down at the corner to keep
the cattle, which wore bells, from becoming en
trapped at the cemetery, near his quarters, for at
that time Armfield Lane came to an end at the
cemetery.
In 1897 Robert Williamson Turner, then aged
46, a successful real estate and business man,
brought his wife, Sally, his son, Robert Jr., and his
daughters Boneda, Bess, and Sue to the Beersheba
Springs Hotel for the summer. Turner, son of
William C. Turner and his wife Sara Hawkins, was
born in Nashville on July 16, 1851. He left home
at 14. The making of his fortune is a matter of
legend and speculation. It is said that he plied the
Mississippi as a riverboat gambler and returned to
Nashville with sufficient capital to open a real es
tate office. He also became associated with an old
family friend, Captain William Vanderford Wright,
who also had a drayage firm, and whose title,
Captain, came from his association with the river
boats. Five years later Turner married Captain
Wright’s daughter, Sally Josephine. Reared a de
vout Methodist, she disapproved of liquor, the use
of tobacco, and any form of gambling. Sally
Wright, then 16, and Robert Turner, then 26, ad
dressed each other as “Mrs. Sally” and “Mr.
Turner” for the rest of their lives.

The east front bedroom downstairs was
opened to the hall with a wide, highframed door
way to serve as the new living room. In the ceiling
of the front hall, a 5 by 10 foot octagonal opening
with banister was placed to provide a natural flow
of air. This “well hole,” along with transoms over
all doors, and windows and a door in each end of
the third floor attic, completed the Victorian ver
sion of air conditioning, and to this day is quite
adequate, even on the hottest summer day.
On the exterior downstairs, large octagonal
cupolas were added to the existing front porch
and this complete porch arrangement was repeat
ed upstairs. To the kitchen wing was added a sec
ond servant’s room for the male servants, and a
screened back porch to increase the space for food
preparation.
As soon as school was out in early June of
1900, Mr. Turner left his house on College Street
in Nashville and, with William Burns driving the
surrey, embarked on a threemonth stay at his
new summer residence. He voiced the opinion
that “a man ought to make enough in nine
months to live well for twelve.” His “caravan”
consisted of a surrey, two wagons, loaded with the
summer’s provision, and three male house ser

The Turners must have enjoyed their stay at
the hotel, for they returned in 1898 and 1899
when, because of the death of McPhail Smith,
Turner was able to purchase the Bass Cottage.
Even though he was able to acquire only a prom
issory deed, owing to the fact that three of the
Smith sons were under legal age, he engaged ar
chitect James M. Yeaman of Nashville to remodel
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vants. He rode on horseback, as did Robert Jr..
Mrs. Sally, Bess, Sue, and the women of the
kitchen staff left two days later by train and were
picked up at Tracy City.

dashing Austrian army officer husband, Victor
Apfelbeck. Into the 1980s, there were still a few,
Eugene Bohr being one, who still remember
Victor’s bright blue and red uniform, his shiny
black patent leather boots and helmet with
flowing white plumes. His portrait still hangs in
the upstairs hallway.

The “caravan” spent the first night at a farm
near Hillsboro, where sufficient accommodations
were available, and a large barn could hold the
wagons, making it unnecessary to unload. The
second night was spent at the Sedberry Hotel
(whose dining room was justly famous) in
McMinnville. The third day they arrived at Beer
sheba about noon. There, fresh horses were
hitched to the surrey, and William, Turner's most
trusted manservant, left for Tracy City to trans
port those who had come by train. They arrived in
Beersheba near midnight, a fact of no concern to
Mrs. Sally because, it is said, she never made a
bed or darkened the kitchen door when she was
in residence in Nashville, and Beersheba was no
different. She knew that everything was in order
because of Mr. Turner and the reliable servants.

It was about this time that Boneda had her
second son, Alfred G. Merritt, Jr.. Bess married
Fred Cason of Miami, a young redhaired lawyer.
Robert married Isabel Buttorff, a frequent visitor
at the Howell cottage, one of seven daughters
whose father was in the stove business in
Nashville. They had a son Robert III. Later, after
World War I, Sue would return from Europe, a
divorcée, and marry Jo Gibson, Jr., also a frequent
visitor to Beersheba, and have one child, Suzanne,
mother or grandmother of all present participants
in the house.
Often in residence at the Turner Cottage was
Mrs. Sally’s younger sister, Sue Wright, who later
married W. W. Dillon of Nashville. It was a very
busy place with friends and family coming and
going, all bedrooms full, and all servants busily
employed.

Next morning, Mr. Turner was presented with
a problem when William, who had come to work
for him as a house boy at the age of 14 and now
called himself William Turner instead of William
Burns, asked to speak to Mr. Turner on the front
porch. He announced that he was not sharing his
room with anyone. Mr. Turner quickly found an
unused store that stood at the end of the lane be
hind the Mitchell Cottage; it was rolled on logs
onto the rear corner of the property. This became
known as “William’s House” and was the scene of
many nighttime gatherings of the help at Beer
sheba well into the 1930s.

With the deaths of Robert and Sally Turner in
the early 1930s, the cottage passed to their chil
dren. Bess and Fred Cason came from their home
in Miami each summer and hosted Bess's siblings
and their children. They rode horseback across
the mountain, played poker with the John
Vertrees and Jessica Spurlock and bridge with
Elsie and Lucius Burch. The third generation of
Turners – Alfred Merritt, Bobby Turner Merritt
and Sue Turner Gibson (Sue) – came to respect
Uncle Fred’s generous and funloving nature and
Aunt Bess’s firm resolve that all should be perfect
for her “Dicky’s” vacation.

Mr. Turner planned many outings at Long’s
Mill for Mrs. Sally and friends. Tables, chairs,
linens, china, silver, and hot food were taken out
by wagon before the ladies and gentlemen, in
their finest of clothes, arrived for a “picnic by the
pool,” having ridden out on horseback.

World War II saw the cottage opened and
staffed, even with difficulty, because Bess’s will
prevailed. After the war, a family decision had to
be made. Either lease the cottage to someone to
run on a commercial basis so the family could
come whenever they desired, or sell it. Since the
latter was not only unacceptable but unthinkable
to Sue, she decided in 1945 to renovate the entire
cottage, with the help of John Tate, Frank Smith,

The Turner Cottage was the birthplace of
Boneda’s first child, Robert Turner Merritt on Au
gust 1, 1901. It was during these early days of
picnics, horseback rides to Stone Door, horse races
at Morgan Lodge, walks to Laurel Falls and gala
balls in the ballroom of the hotel that Sue, having
gone to Vienna to study music, brought home her
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Willie Dykes, and Elijah Walker, and open it to
paying guests. The house was completely rewired,
three baths added with running water in every
room, and a second cistern built. Plaster was
knocked down and replaced, and all the walls and
woodwork repainted. The kitchen was modern
ized and the kitchen house again enlarged as liv
ing quarters for Sue as hostess. In May of 1946,
the “Turner Cottage” was open for business.
Friends from Nashville had a charming place to
stay at Beersheba for the first time in years and
they spread the word. Sue also wrote a weekly so
cial column for the Sunday Tennessean.

Garland, Linda Lingold, and now Wilma and Gene
Manus. These people were all integral parts of the
family, and took care of the property and helped
run the house.

In 1947, Suzanne Gibson married John
Fassnacht of Chattanooga. John's grandfather,
Alfred Fassnacht, a skilled blacksmith, wheel
wright, and carpenter, worked for the Studebaker
company in South Bend, Indiana. During the Civil
War, he came south under contract with the Union
Army to service its caissons and artillery. After the
war, he stayed on in Chattanooga, founded the
Fassnacht wagon company, married Louise Zipp of
the Swiss Colony at Gruetli, and passed on his
skills to his son, who passed them on to John,
who applied them to keep this cottage in good
physical condition. In 1951, Sue turned over her
enterprise to Suzanne and John, who became cus
todians, so the house could stay open for the
family. Jo Fassnacht, son of Suzanne and John,
recalls summers spent with members of his grand
parents' generation of Turners, each installed in
their respective rooms. “We played shuffleboard,
gin rummy and bridge and took our lessons in
manners and family history around the dinner ta
ble.”
The Office or Holly House, as it was re
named, has filled many needs. With Mrs. Sally’s
stern views about drinking, smoking and card
playing, it provided a “place of resort.” Later it
was a club house for the children in each genera
tion, an overflow bunkhouse, and for a time a qui
et place of worship for the Rev. R. W. Turner III
and his family and their friends during vacations.

New Year’s of 1956 saw the first winter
houseparty, with John and Suzanne and friends
and Aunt Bess Cason from Miami celebrating the
100th birthday of the house. This was so success
ful that further use of the cottage in winter began.
But New Year’s 1960 left no doubt that Papa
Turner had built a truly summer cottage. Neither
fires in the living room and in every bedroom nor
hot bricks in every bed nor hot toddies in every
tummy could warm those revelers. Yet with nine
inches of freshly fallen snow covering the entire
mountain, nobody cared. There were snow fights,
snow men, snow drinks, snow icecream, and the
toast of the weekend: “Here’s snow in your eye.”
In 1956, Charlie Trabue and John Fassnacht
revived the launching of Japanese hotair balloons
from the hotel observatory. At first, successes were
few and shortlived. Not until Mary Katherine
Lewis of Chattanooga suggested that crepe paper
be used instead of tissue paper did successes out
number failures, and the Beersheba residents
could gather to cheer the balloons on their way
up the valley or all the way over to T'other
Mountain. Dr. Beverly Douglas and Norman
McEwen supplied great excitement and
competition in the 1950s with the launching of
their heliumfilled plastic drycleanerbag
balloons, with rockets and highway flares
attached.
Since 1971, twentyfive foot Christmas trees
have sometimes graced the front hall and stock
ings have hung on every post of the stairway. In
1972 Dennis Knight took eight of us in his pickup
truck to cut our own tree. Thanks to the excite
ment of the occasion and the warmth of Dennis’s
Gruetli wine, none of us felt the prickly cedar as
we sat atop the huge tree jouncing our way out of
Stone Door Gulf, not yet a State Natural Area.
On the Fourth of July 1976, the Bicentennial,
Lou Garcia of Lookout Mountain, a guest at the
Turner Cottage, built and brought up a shark
shaped balloon and a manofwar jellyfish shaped
balloon, all of crepe paper. But the traditional red

“William’s House” grew from time to time
and was home for a few years for the Argo Sisters
and their mother; later, for the Dennis Knight and
Elmer King families, the James Perrys, Carl
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whiteandblue balloon also had to be built and
launched to commemorate the Bicentennial. The
standard design called for six packages of differ
ent colored crepe paper with all the crepe
stretched out, carefully glued together with model
cement into a large tubular shape, closed at the
top and with an eighteeninch ring of clothes
hanger wire glued into the open bottom onto
which the “engine” was attached. The engine was
a chimney of screen wire wrapped in foil and
filled with two balls of excelsior bound tightly
with copper wire and dipped in candle tallow.

from friends and family. There are none from Mrs.
Sally; she had always put her mind to other
things.

The cottage with its 13foot ceilings and “well
hole” was a perfect spot from which to hang the
balloon during construction. John Fassnacht had
retired as chief engineer, but not before training
his daughter, Matilda, to take his place. With all
the cunning of her greatgrandmother Sally, Tilda
engaged the help of brothers, Ricky and Jo, and
friends, and no longer quaked with fear over her
latest balloon as they gathered at the observatory
to test the wind, light the wicks, hold out the
sides while filling, and yell finally: “She’s ready,
let her fly!”
In 1980, John Fassnacht retired. He and
Suzanne were then free to do what they had often
talked of doing, reopening the house to paying
guests properly introduced. The rooms lacked the
hanging space for clothes that we expect today,
and wardrobes were added. Among the first
guests were French and Frances Frazier; French
was the greatgrandson of Lucy Virginia French,
who had had kept her Civil War diary in the house
117 years earlier. All three of Suzanne and John's
children, Matilda, Ricky, and Jo, had weddings or
wedding receptions at the house, whose gracious
spaces have also hosted numerous other wedding
receptions.
Throughout the years the Turner Cottage has
boasted of having some of the best cooks on the
mountain: Flossie and Sara Argo, Mrs. Mary Suter
of Gruetli, Mae Walker, Georgia Knight, Beulah
Mae Brown, Vernie Scott, Jean King, and Linda
Lingold. In 1982 Suzanne’s dream was fulfilled
when she and Linda coauthored The Turner
Cottage Cookbook, a collection of many years
from the cottage kitchen, along with additions

Many of the Fassnacht children were born
in the late spring and summer so that Birthday
celebrations at Beersheba have become a tradition
since the 1950’s. Happy Birthday was sung along
with the rise and fall of the cicadas’s humming.
Linda Lingo obligingly has created many a cake in
the shapes of animals, trains, trucks and such.
Many a memorable photo has featured Cabell and
Will with smiling cake faces later to be treated to
a hose bath out back to wash off said cake. The
Fassnacht grandchildren shared a love of trucks,
and the sand box in the front yard was a great
place to enjoy the birthday gifts during the rest of
the visit. Jo Fassnacht recalls one particular birth
day party.
It was my older brother Rick’s 12th, and
all of his friends were up for the weekend. The
breakfast table was full with just kids, so that
would have been 14 including myself and Jimmy
Burkhart, whom I was allowed to invite. After
breakfast the birthday group ran off leaving us be
hind. We were still playing in the yard when the
alarm went up that help was needed down on the
road below the Hotel. Mom drove off in the
Chevrolet station wagon and soon returned with
the birthday party in tow. All the boys helped to
gently unload from the rear of the wagon a groan
ing and bloody birthday boy, Rick.
John Popham was the spokesman for the
group and described in detail how Rick was show
ing the group the remnants of the old stone spring
and ice storage building above the Highway when
a huge boulder on the cliff’s edge became the sub
ject of a round of double dares. On Rick’s turn it
gave way and he and the boulder raced to the
roadside below. The boulder won.
Jimmy and the birthday party stayed be
hind with Dad while Mom, Rick and I spent the
afternoon in McMinnville tending to his numerous
breaks, cuts, scrapes and scratches. When we re
turned he had three casts and most of the rest
was covered with gauze and tape. I will always re
member the scene that night at the dinner table.
Rick with casts sticking out at various angles wore
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a brave smile through all that gauze while being
spoon fed his cake and ice cream.

tions were beautifully and individually arranged
on paper doilies. The seven grandchildren, rang
ing from four to twentyfour years old, enjoyed
sampling the “old fashioned” candy before mov
ing into the dining room for birthday dinner.
Around the large table, hands were held, prayers
said, and dishes passed. Party favors were inter
mingled with platters of Suzanne’s favorite foods,
and the family shared memories and news as they
chuckled at baseball caps with slogans humorous
ly chosen for each guest. The place settings of
fered cans that had been painted with Jacko
lanterns and other Halloween scenes and filled
with candy corn. Later, the grandchildren helped
Suzanne blow out candles and open presents.
More good times were spent around the card ta
ble and fireplace in the living room before all
headed to beds piled high with quilts.

On an especially seasonal and beautiful
October day in 1993, Suzanne Fassnacht celebrat
ed her 70th birthday. The porch swings and rock
ers quickly filled with excited visitors as Suzanne’s
three children and their families arrived at the
Cottage. Suzanne had been staying in the kitchen
and already knew about the gathering. Linda and
her sisters, however, were in charge of the
festivities and many surprises awaited the
birthday girl and her family. Around the yard and
porch, pumpkins, haystacks, and other Fall
decorations helped create a festive mood and the
family enjoyed a long afternoon together enjoying
the crisp, colorful weather. The beauty of the
afternoon, however, hardly rivaled the polished
furniture and floors throughout the house. Before
dusk, someone from the kitchen suggested a brisk
walk around the block under the guise of peaking
appetites. This provided time for some final
touches to the main house. The hike was ex
tended due to the beauty of the afternoon and fun
had by the children collecting acorns and leaves.
As the family moved inside, a bright fire in the liv
ing room hearth and large, painted tins bulging
with homemade candy greeted them. The sisters
had been busy for days preparing Suzanne’s fa
vorite treats and presenting them in grand style.
Divinity, fudge, peanut brittle, and other confec

After the deaths of John Fassnatchin 1986
and Suzanne in 1996, the house passed into the
loving care of their sons, Ricky and Jo. Ricky so
loved the place that when, in 2007, he knew his
life was coming to an end, he asked to be brought
here to spend his last days and hours. His sons,
Heath and Hale, and daughter Beth, and Jo's sons
Cabell and Will will be the fourth generation of
Turner descendants to treasure the cottage.
– Suzanne Gibson Fassnacht, revised and updated
by Jo and Susan Fassnacht, 2009

No Hikes, Just Some Nice Long Walks
Jo Fassnacht
ing what she was really thinking behind that wry
smile as she said, “Have a nice long walk.”

I remember, as a newbie Boy Scout, explain
ing to my 88yearold Aunt Bess how one should
really be prepared to take a proper hike. For years
we had set out together for “a nice long walk”
with nothing more than a walking stick, a hat and
an apple. We crushed wild mint to keep off the
mosquitoes, stopped often for bird and animal
watching, blackberry, blueberry and strawberry
picking, root digging and drinking from springs
and streams. Now I had learned how it was really
to be done with canteen, compass, full kit and
backpack. She listened patiently and compliment
ed me on my fine outfit. But I remember wonder

One weekend in May some years ago several
coincident birthdays became the occasion for a re
union of high school friends from Notre Dame in
Chattanooga. By that time we all had children
and all eight bedrooms were filled with family
groups with the total house party numbering 20.
Our enthusiasm for beautiful weather and week
end festivities was such that, after a breakfast
conversation about mountain wildflowers, we all
decided to go on a prelunch hike. It was to be

22

come a true test of our enduring friendship.

Then there was the matter of returning to the
car. The way upstream looked daunting and I
mentioned that there was a path above the rim
rock and pointed. I didn’t look too far and off we
went zigzagging through the woods with sticks in
front to “warn the snakes and knock down spider
webs.” Susan was stoic at first but after a time
voiced her concern about the stands of poison ivy
in our path, so we skirted them at first. But this
soon became impossible and we were obliged to
trudge on through. At last we made the rim rock
and turned up the canyon to find a break to as
cend.

I was elected guide and, always happy to
oblige, set out to make preparations. We were
soon on our way to a trail I had been on the year
before located on the side of the mountain. Once
on the trail with infants in back carriers and tod
dlers in tow, spirits were high as the group walked
and chattered for half an hour. The sun was
slanting through the trees on a pristine mountain
side.. . but no wildflowers. I was certain that I had
seen lots in that area the year before so encour
aged the group onward. Someone noticed some
color downhill of the path and as the way looked
pretty clear the group set off crosscountry.

The sun was full on our backs and the walk
ing at the base of the rim rock was picturesque
and easy for a time. We talked and imagined all
the many souls who had surely passed this way
before, studying the time worn surfaces of the
rock face. But then we topped a rise and there be
fore us lay a quarter mile of the thickest poison
ivy topped by huge curtains of spider webs. Says
Susan, “We’re gonna need bigger sticks.” Thanks
be to God, we made it through many an obstacle
and took a few minutes to catch our breath before
joining the level, park trail. Perched on a ledge in
the upper rim rock, we looked down on twelve
foot sheets of spider webs, mounds of poison ivy,
and stacks of rocks providing hidden retreats for
snakes on a sticky, hot July afternoon. I asked
Susan if she could see the beauty of the scene.
She replied that she was beyond appreciating
beauty at that point. She was, in fact, saving her
energy to drop to her knees and kiss the trail once
we found it.

I don’t recall hearing any protests, but then I
was out front. After a great deal of effort (at this
point all children were on the backs of adults) a
lovely bed of trillium showed itself in the morning
sun. Someone called out that there was a yellow
patch further down. It turned out to be one of the
best wildflower hikes ever. We saw a dozen dif
ferent varieties. The trouble came when someone
suggested it was time to return to the path. No
one wanted to tackle the quarter mile up to the
path. We all set out on a diagonal route to the
cars. An hour later, with giggling children on
sweatdrenched backs the group arrived at the
vans and drove home, in complete silence.
Another memorable adventure came that
same year in July. Susan and I left the children
with my mother and walked to Greeter Falls for a
swim. After being refreshed by the cool waters we
both felt ready for a walk. She had never walked
the stream bed, and I mentioned that a short way
down the water actually disappeared into a cave
and it was something she should see.

The children, followed by Suzanne, ran out of
the kitchen house as we parked at the cottage.
The boys stopped and stared rather than smother
ing us with their customary hugs, and Suzanne
asked Susan if she wanted her to call a lawyer.

So off we went, boulder hopping. It had actu
ally been many years since I had done this, and
we were soon both drenched with sweat and took
a dip in one of the many pools along the way. We
repeated this cycle several times; the boulders
were larger and the cave was farther than I had
remembered. At last we arrived. After all that ef
fort I felt the need to explore some distance into
the cave. Susan was not so inclined and called to
me from the entrance.

Showers, fresh clothes, and time spent in the
Beersheba swing on the cool end of the porch
helped soften the experience as we retold it sever
al times into the night and our experience began
its evolution into a Beersheba legend. For Susan
and me, however, words can never quite describe
the wonder and horror of that July afternoon.
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The HardingPapel Cottage

In 1857 John Armfield sold lot number two
in the Beersheba Springs development to Dr. and
Mrs. Thomas J. Harding and built for them a
charming cottage of handmade brick. The long
elevated porch across the front terminates in a cir
cular pavilion. There are graceful capitals on the
columns that support the roof; the rich texture of
the white latticework and the painted railings
complement the paired columns; the combination
achieves an open, floating effect for a house
whose foundations are set on cool, solid rock. Ar
chitecturally, the cottage is in the French provin
cial raised rural cottage style.
Mrs. Thomas J. Harding was Margaret Bass,
the daughter of John Meredith Bass and Malvina
Grundy Bass, whose own cottage was next door
and is now the Turner Cottage. Both the Harding
and Bass families enjoyed their commodious sum
mer homes until the Civil War intervened. On July
26, 1863, when bushwhackers and renegades
struck Beersheba, ransacked the Hotel, and began
to break into the cottages, Mrs. L. Virginia French
noted in her diary: “Mr. Armfield, seeing that the
place was going, opened Dr. Harding’s and Mr.

Bass’s cottages, just opposite, and told his negros
to come and remove whatever they wanted. The
negros pitched in with a will and furniture and
housekeeping articles changed places rapidly.”
Unlike many cottage owners, Dr. & Mrs.
Harding returned to the mountain after the war,
and Dr. Harding joined John Armfield in purchas
ing several properties in 1867. He was also avail
able as physician to cottagers and hotel guests.
A widower in 1892, he sold the Harding Cot
tage to Mr. Charles Mitchell of Nashville, a well
known confectioner and baker of 323 Union
Street. The candy and bakery business had been
established in 1848 by George Grieg, a native of
Scotland, whose daughter Annie eventually mar
ried Charles Mitchell, himself a native of Scot
land. The Mitchells had four children, three sur
viving childhood  Charles, Margaret, and George,
who were in their teens when their father bought
the cottage. They spent a part of each summer
there for the remainder of their lives.
While negotiating for the purchase of the
Harding Cottage for $2,000 in 1892, Charles

24

Mitchell proposed, in a letter to S. A. Champion, a
Nashville attorney and Dr. Harding’s soninlaw,
that he would pay “One third cash on receipt of
deed with all taxes paid up to and including 1892,
balance in two notes 12 & 24 months from date of
deed, 6% interest per annum each for one third of
purchase money.” Then his frugal nature, charac
teristic of the Scots, is revealed. “I could not with
out borrowing pay cash & to borrow is against my
creed.” As if he were not borrowing from Dr.
Harding?

the city. After her husband’s death, Mrs. McCloud
continued to keep the cottage open each summer
and entertain a number of her friends and those
of her brother Charlie. Her cook, Arzola,
accompanied Mrs. McCloud to the mountain, and
was happily set up in the enlarged doll’s house, a
dependency at the end of the kitchen wing.
Charlie Mitchell entertained lawyers, judges,
businessmen, and younger friends at bachelor
parties each autumn to see the mountain colors;
they spent a great deal of time on these occasions
swapping stories around the open fire in the Tap
Room on the lower level of the cottage. For many
years he served as the book reviewer for The
Nashville Banner, Nashville’s afternoon newspa
per. Many first editions of reviewed books, most
signed by the authors, and with personal notes,
are part of the Living Room Library.

The younger Charles Mitchell (18731952),
known as “Charlie,” was considered Nashville’s
“most eligible” and “most perennial” bachelor. He
and his brother, George, who married Mary
Rauschenberger, ran Mitchell’s Candy as partners,
but were quite different personalities. Charles was
a public figure, involved in cultural, religious, and
theatrical affairs in Nashville. It was said that he
knew everybody from bishops to bartenders,
made a thousand friends each year as he dis
pensed handdipped chocolates from the store’s
mahogany cases, and seldom spent a night at
home unless entertaining guests. Although he
never learned to drive a car, he was known to
make three or four parties in one evening and of
ten followed up with a brief “party call” to assure
his hostess of the good time he had had under her
roof. On one occasion he arrived fifteen minutes
late for a lecture on the Peabody lawn, slipped
quietly into a vacant chair, and heard the speaker
announce: “Ladies and gentlemen, I’ll begin now.
Charlie Mitchell has arrived.”

“Mr. Charlie” enjoyed indulging himself and
his friends in theatrical reminiscences, for the
theater was the great love of his life. He had fol
lowed the stage in Nashville, New York, Boston,
and London, and seen performances by the
world’s finest actors, including Sarah Bernhardt,
Edwin Booth, and four generations of the Drew
Barrymore family. Ethel Barrymore once wept
when he described a performance he had seen her
mother give in his youth. And he carried on a live
ly correspondence with Helen Hayes, who said of
a box of Mitchell’s Candy: “This is not candy, Mr.
Mitchell. This is a sheer dream.”
On May 5, 1965, thirteen years after the
death of their brother, George Mitchell and
Margaret Mitchell McCloud conveyed the Mitchell
Cottage and its grounds to their friends of many
years, Ewing C. and Irene Shemwell Drumright of
Nashville, who had visited the cottage often and
shared the Mitchells’ enthusiasm for Beersheba.
Ewing Drumright was an insurance executive and
owned the Hall & Benedict Agency. He also had a
passion for gardening. Mrs. Drumright spent
many hours on the wide front porch of the cot
tage pursuing her hobby of sewing and needle
work. The Drumrights’ granddaughter, Elizabeth
Downing Papel and her husband Larry, purchased
the cottage in 1990. The Drumrights died in
1995, at the ages of 102 and 96, but not before

George Mitchell was softspoken, unassum
ing, friendly, but not gregarious. Charlie credited
him with keeping the family business going, with
the steady help of his wife, Mary, and Nashville
considered George one of the finest candy makers
in the South. George and Mary Mitchell enjoyed
many vacations at the cottage, spending much of
the time restoring and refurbishing the house and
keeping it always in prime condition.
Margaret Mitchell married Reverend J.
Francis McCloud, an Episcopal priest, originally of
Pennsylvania. He was associated with several
churches in Nashville and the two of them were
active in a number of charitable organizations in

25

helping the Papels plan several rounds of restora
tion projects.
Why the Mitchell house, unlike other Beer
sheba cottages, was built of brick, is an unex
plained mystery. The interior and exterior walls
rise from a solid rock base. The original building
consisted only of the brick portion and the front
and rear porches. The bricks on the front façade
were stained a darker color, and extra “penciling”
was applied to create the image of a more com
plex brick “bond” pattern. The cupola, or pavilion,
at the end of the front porch, the side porches, im
provements to the Dining Room and Tap Room,
and the kitchen wing, were completed shortly af
ter 1892. The general appearance of the house
has changed very
little since the
1890’s.

one for the men.” The Papels restored the privy,
using as many original parts as possible, to serve
as a playhouse. When the privy was dismantled, it
was discovered that its two outside doors date to
no later than 1810, and yet remain in good
enough condition for reuse on the playhouse. The
doors are made of New England style beaded
boards and are “joined” by rosehead nails, hand
wrought nails that went out of use about 1800.
Mr. Drumright recalled two stories attributed
to George Mitchell. One is that a onearmed car
penter, believe it or not, built the cupola at the
end of the front porch. Whoever built it per
formed a fine, workmanlike job. It stands today,
never restored, as strong and intact as when
erected more than
110 years ago.

George also
The doll’s
told a story about
house, beyond the
the backyard cis
kitchen, was
tern, carved into
originally a 12’ x 12’
solid rock, that was
playhouse. It was
18 feet deep and 12
enlarged and
feet wide. Near the
converted into a
end of its construc
guest house for
tion there was a
Arzola in the early
pegleg workman at
twentieth century,
the bottom. He lit
and enlarged again
the fuse for the fi
(and a bathroom
nal blast, and start
added) by the
ed up the ladder,
Seated,left
to
right,
Florence
King,
Irene
Drumright,
Ewing
Drumrights in the
but his hold slipped
Drumright. Standing: Paul King, Larry Papel, Elizabeth
1970’s.
and he fell to the
Papel.
bottom as the fuse
When the
was burning near
Papels purchased the house, the ruins of a century
its end. “Pray for me, boys,” the man cried to the
old privy (or “outhouse”) stood in the rear yard.
others as he struggled up the ladder. “Pray for
The Mitchells and Drumrights had maintained the
me,” he shouted a second time. His coworkers
privy with “an open door,” should an emergency
hurriedly formed a prayer group and prayed with
come about. A story is told of a wedding party
fervor. As he reached the top of the hole and
which arrived at the Hotel chapel to consummate
limped off to safety just before the blast, he
the ceremony. They were bewildered to find the
shouted: “That’s enough, boys. You can hold off
Hotel completely closed and no public facilities
now.”
available to the travelers. After an urgent search,
they discovered the gracious comforts of the
The Drumrights loved and enjoyed the house
commodious “Little House.” Mr. Drumright often
from 1965 to 1990. They especially enjoyed
stated that the privy was a “honey” of an
sharing it with family and friends. Many summers
outhouse – a three holer – two for the women and were spent ‘on the mountain. ’ In fact, Mr.
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Drumright would often ride the bus from Alta
mont to his office in Nashville and return the
same evening, also by bus.
Mrs. Drumright (MaMaw to her grandchil
dren) was a wonderful cook. She was especially
known for her delicious fried chicken. She was
also known for ringing the bell that hangs on the
kitchen porch when dinner was ready or, though
greeted with less enthusiasm by some, to wake up
the grandchildren. She believed that if she was
up, everyone should be up. MaMaw always treat
ed guests to full breakfasts and dinners in the Din
ing Room. The narrow penetration in the brick
wall between the Dining Room and the Kitchen,
called the “passthrough,” was well used.
This passthrough is the source of many sto
ries. Once, during a tour of the home, two of the
Drumright daughters, Peggy Downing and Rose
mary Cantrell, were stationed as docents in the
Dining Room and Kitchen, respectively. They look
very much alike. One of the guests left the Dining
Room, walked around to the Kitchen, where he
saw Rosemary looking for all the world like Peggy
and asked suspiciously how she had crawled
through the passthrough in time to beat him to
the Kitchen.

choice spot to crank. Mr. Drumright (Granddaddy
to his grandchildren) always said that the ice
cream wasn’t “ready until you cranked it five
more times after you couldn’t crank it any more.”
Elizabeth Papel remembers several summers
riding the Greyhound bus from Nashville to Alta
mont, where her grandparents would meet her.
She spent the weeks working around the house
with her grandfather, running up to Mrs. Flossie
Tate’s house with a note or food from her grand
mother, sewing with her grandmother, or playing
canasta on the front porch. One summer, just for
fun, her grandfather wanted to get the old well
pump working. It took hours, but by the end of
the day water was flowing. The water may or may
not have been potable, but the pump worked,
which made for a day well spent.
In the 1980s, the Drumrights were not ‘on the
mountain’ as often, but loved having the family
enjoy and use the cottage. One summer after
noon, during a violent thunder storm, lighting
struck a 100 foot tall, doubletrunked hemlock
tree that stood just a few feet from the front
porch. The bolt was so strong that it made the
loudest noise any witness had ever experienced,
and the electricity literally danced along the porch
railings. The hemlock suffered a quick death. An
adjacent cedar tree also died from its wounds.
Those trees are gone, but that storm is not forgot
ten, as a local craftsman fashioned two front
porch rockers and a backporch bench from the
mortally wounded cedar tree’s remains.

A new floor was installed during an early
1990’s restoration of the Dining Room. One of the
workers, applying a finish to the floor, literally
“painted himself into the corner,” and had to
crawl through the passthrough to get out. It was
a good thing that he was very skinny. There have
also been many times, when the kitchen has been
accidentally locked, that the smallest child avail
able had to make use of the passthrough to open
the kitchen door.

The Drumrights’ five children (Chad, Peggy,
Harriet, Rosemary and Ann) often brought friends
and family to enjoy the mountain and all of Beer
sheba’s amenities. They often tell “Mr. Drumright”
stories. He could tell a story and loved to
entertain in the Tap Room, where a small drink or
two was considered appropriate. The Tap Room
contains a large table made from heart pine floor
boards, presumably left over from the cottage's
construction, The walls are lined with exotic
empty bottles and paraphernalia from years of
grand occasions and entertaining.

This is a cottage containing many handmade
quilts. Many of the quilts on the beds today were
made by Mrs. Drumright or Mrs. Mitchell. Many
of the quilts predate even those two prolific quil
ters. Mrs. Mitchell made a red and white checked
piece quilt for the front bedroom. Mrs. Drumright
made another one to match, so the room now has
matching quilts.

Mr. Drumright often recited limericks. A fa
vorite went something like this:

Homemade ice cream was always a favorite
for the Drumrights. The kitchen porch was the
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To be up to date, Miss McCall
Wore a newspaper dress to a ball.
But a spark from the fire
Removed her attire,
Front page, sports section and all.
The Papels have continued the Drumright
tradition of gathering the extended family at
Beersheba for the July 4th celebration and pa
rade, and for the August Crafts Fair. Family mem
bers, and a few friends, fill most of the cottage
beds during these
special occasions.

lawn, and hold neighborhood bonfires, s’mores
and all, often attended by children and adults
from around the town.
The 1990’s were times of planning and
restoration for the cottage. Architects, consul
tants, contractors and craftsmen worked together
to restore the cottage to its mid1890’s condition.
Each year brought new projects. Some minor,
some major, all in attempts to “do no harm” and
honor the craftsmanship of prior epochs.
Travis Turner,
of Tracy City,
served as the gener
al contractor on
most restoration ef
forts. Travis and his
crew have managed
each project with
skill and artful
attention to detail.
Travis even found a
“coin silver” spoon
during the
restoration, marked
with the initials of
Margaret Harding.

Horseshoe
pitching has long
been a favorite cot
tage pastime. The
Papels introduced a
horseshoe pitching
tournament, inviting
friends from Nash
ville, Beersheba
summer residents
and year round
mountain residents.
The tournament was
a huge success, av
Robert (left) and Sam Papel in the swing on the east porch.
eraging about 250
Since the
entrants each year.
Barbecue, baked beans, fried chicken (not as good 1990’s bricks have been tuckpointed, windows
replaced or repaired, furniture restored, plaster
as Mrs. Drumright’s), sliced tomatoes, cole slaw,
walls reworked, the Tap Room and Dining Room
bread and more were served on the front porch
restored, a new galvanized steel (handmade)
with lemonade and iced tea. Peggy Downing and
standing seam roof completed, handmade half
Harriet McHenry, two of the Drumright’s daugh
round gutters installed, generations of exterior
ters, assumed supervisory roles. A children’s divi
layers scraped and repainted, and, to the delight
sion was added as the Papels' sons, Robert and
Sam, attained competition age. Three “regulation” of all guests, the first inthehouse bathroom
constructed. The Papels’ goal is to maintain the
horseshoe pits were maintained for each tourna
cottage in a manner that preserves the wonderful
ment.
nineteenth century artisanship and honors the
Sometimes new traditions begin with the
craftsmen and families that built, maintained and
youngest generation. Robert and Sam, with the
enjoyed this unique cottage.
help and encouragement of our Taylor neighbors
Ewing C. Drumright, Sr., Elizabeth and Larry
to the south, have built a brick fire pit on the side
Papel
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The BurchEarthman Cottage

visitors to Beersheba with their sons John (also
known as Jack) and Lucius Jr.. Dr. Lucius kept a
detailed diary from 1920 to 1959, and in it are
numerous references to Beersheba that give
insight into activities pursued. “This is a
wonderful place for doing nothing .... Nice
horseback ride to Long’s Mill where Lucius and I
had a wonderful swim. Sarah Polk will not go in
the cold water.... Long’s is the prettiest swimming
pool that I know anywhere .... Walked to Lovers
Leap – a wonderful view of the Valley .... Drove to
Gruetli to get some cheese.”

The Burch family was first attracted to
Beersheba in the late summer of 1900 when
Sarah Polk Cooper Burch traveled to Tracy City
with her newborn son John and took the stage
from there to Beersheba. Miss Sadie, as she was
affectionately known, was the wife of Dr. Lucius
E. Burch, professor of gynecology at Vanderbilt
and later dean of its medical school. On the road
over the mountaintop, the horses spooked, ran
away and the stage turned over. As the driver was
assisting a shaken Miss Sadie with her newborn
son from the wreckage, she was further shaken by
the driver’s excuse for letting the horses get out of
control: he was still weak from being in bed with
the smallpox.

Over the years transportation gradually
improved. Corduroy roads gave way to paved
roads. In 1928 Dr. Lucius noted in his diary “To
Beersheba with Sarah Polk in my car ... the trip 95
miles in 2 hours and 45 minutes.” He went on to
say, “When I first came to Beersheba a stage coach

This first trip which began so dramatically
must have been on the whole a pleasant one, for
Dr. Lucius and Miss Sadie became regular summer
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brought us from Tracy City taking 4 hours.” The
advent of better roads made it possible to come to
Beersheba more frequently and eventually for the
Burches to consider a mountain home of their
own.

The renovated Burch cottage, after
humble beginnings when it was a store and
Marvin Brown offered a little mountaindew
in a dipper to a select few in the backroom,
became wellknown as the scene of much
conviviality – bridge games that went on all
night and afternoon cocktail parties.

Tommy Northcut (b. 1863), a personable and
wellliked man, and his successor Marvin Brown,
had operated a store across from the Hotel. The
detailed account books of the store survive and
are in the possession of the Historical Society. The
store was essential to the life of the town, but
Northcut's approach to merchandising is shown in
the story told by Louise Howell Almon of the
Nanhaven cottage. As small girls, she and her
sister Isabel were sent to the store to buy ribbon
for the ladies' sewing. They returned to report,
"Mr. Northcut said he doesn't carry ribbon
anymore. It was too much trouble 'cause it was
always selling out." Special guests were
sometimes invited into the back room for a sip of
mountain dew. Once, one of them looked at the
proffered dipper a bit cautiously, but Marvin
Brown assured him, "Oh, please don't worry. I
made it myself."

The story goes that on one such
afternoon an entirely different sort of ritual
was unfolding across the way at the United
Methodist Assembly. A silent and solemn
group of fathers and young sons on retreat
and on their way to Vesper Point just down
the road was beginning to file past the
cottage, the kitchen and front porch of which
are right on the edge of the road. Sounds of
merry laughter and tinkling ice came floating
through the open windows, and as the last
father and son pair filed by, the little boy,
sensing relief for his father from the long
tedium of silence and meditation of the
weekend, tugged at his father’s sleeve.

In about 1929, Brown, who had bought the
store from his employer, Northcut, moved the
operation to its present location on the highway a
little west of Hunter's Mill Road. The Burches then
purchased the old store in 1932 and proceeded to
convert it into a mountain home. In the process of
renovation, a keg of dimes, apparently used for
making change, was found, as well as a bottle of
heroin tablets, a common cough remedy in those
days. An old stove made in 1855 was retained
and used for many years. The butcher table was
also kept and still serves as the dining room table.
A major addition was the back porch jutting out
over the mountainside. It offers one of the most
beautiful views of the valley on the mountain.
Twenty feet up over the bluff the back porch
became the center for family as well as social life
– an outdoor living room in the tree tops of
hemlocks, maples and oaks. Refurbishing of the
old store was completed by April 1933 but “the
smell of bacon and ham still cling to the room.” A
constant stream of visitors became the rule with
much conviviality – bridge, socializing and

“Daddy, Daddy,” he whispered excitedly.
But the father silenced him with a stern
glance and they passed on. Half an hour later,
their prayers at the Point over, the solemn
group came back up the road and once more
approached the Burch Cottage. The party was
now in full swing. Again the little boy pulled
excitedly at his father’s sleeve.”Daddy!
Daddy!” Again, “Hush, son, hush.” “But,
Daddy, please listen. I'm sure you could get a
beer in there.”
children playing games and reviewing that day’s
hike and swim. Other members of the Beersheba
community would stop by to enjoy the view as
well as to visit with the many guests who were
invited to the cottage. A favorite "activity" was
sitting in the old barber’s chair with feet propped
on the porch rail and watching T'other Mountain
to make sure it did not move.
The bunk room on the second floor opens a
window into the history of the BurchEarthman
Cottage. The room has names and dates written
in white shoe polish all over the walls and ceiling.
The old saying, “if these walls could talk” is
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brought to life with decades of signatures found
in this room. This can be said as well for the
measuring wall on the front porch. The names of
the children whose heights are recorded call to
mind stories of how they came to be there and
what they did. Here follow seven groups names
and dates (in italics) and and some of the
thoughts they rouse from memory.

Minnie McCarver did the cooking and Hazel
Richardson helped out. Mrs. Minnie’s chicken
gumbo and Tipsy Pudding were rightly famous.
Miss Sadie first saw her from her car window,
outside Brown's General Store. She was one of
two heavily loaded down young women walking
alongside a mule, with a man riding on it. “Why
don't you get down and let one of those women
ride that mule?” Miss Sadie demanded. But a
young women rounded on her, “We don't like no
tired man!”

“Alice Tyne, July, 1947” (age 19) Measuring
Wall
“Jane Tyne, July, 1947” (age 17) Bunk room

Elsie Burch Donaldson along with her sisters
would venture out to Balancing Rock and Stone
Door as well as expeditions for blackberry picking.
Elsie, Edith and Lucia would also love going to
the Methodist church camp craft classes and
singing songs (they were younger than the
campers but Miss Sadie got special permission).
Their playmates were the Adamses and Trabues
and local children  notably, Nina Ruth Tate.

Dr. John “Jack” Burch married Frances Harris
Tyne, who had two daughters, Alice and Jane
Tyne, from a previous marriage. Together they
had two sons, John Jr. “Johnny” and Lucius III.
Alice enjoyed Jack's leading her and her two
brothers down Backbone Road onto a beautiful
path over the mountain into the Gross’s Cove and
the “Big Spring” for a swim. Frances and Jane
would meet them in the car for the journey back
up to the cottage.
Another favorite outing was with Harvey
King, an old mountain man. He would show them
the trails out by Grassy Ridge and take the group
down the mountain. He would teach the children
the different trees by pulling off the leaves and
asking them to identify them. He was also a
master of the “tall tale” and, most remarkably, a
“blue baby” who had grown up fairly normally but
would turn quite blue in the strenuous parts of
the walk. His friendship with the Burch doctors of
course led to visits to Vanderbilt, and it is
probable that the records there recount many a
tale told to gullible interns. These hikes would
lead Alice to her favorite place for a nap: the
swinging beds on the back porch of the cottage.
Life was not all conviviality, however.
Whenever the Doctors Burch were on the
mountain, they were on call for anyone sick in the
vicinity. Their help was given generously and with
only gratitude as compensation.
“Sarah Burch (Gratz), July 4th, 1948”
“Elsie Burch (Donaldson), July 4th, 1948”

There was an icebox on the back porch
(which remains there today) and a huge block of
ice was always delivered from Tracy City on the
Burch girls’ arrival. They were driven to
Beersheba by Bolyjack, Miss Sadie’s chauffeur,
who raised the girls. They were allowed to travel
tucked up in pillows and cushions. Elsie was
usually car sick and had to be walked up and
down the road at intervals. When the car began
its ascent of the mountain, they always sang,
'She'll be Coming Round the Mountain When She
Comes!'
Bolyjack had to leave the same day he
arrived, as blacks were not allowed to stay a night
on the Mountain; it was too dangerous. They had
to make the return trip and do the work in a day.
This was true of all the servants who came up
from Riverwood (the Burch’s home in Nashville)
to prepare for the Burches’ arrival. Charlotte
Brown Boyd, Marvin Brown’s granddaughter,
recalled as a young girl Miss Sadie inviting her
and her mother, Frances Brown, down to
Riverwood for lunch.
“Lucius Burch III Slept Here ‘52” Bunk Room
“John Burch Jr., Aug. 1, ‘52” Measuring Wall

Lucius Jr. married Elsie Caldwell and they
had four daughters, Sarah, Elsie, Edith and Lucia.
As Elsie Burch Donaldson remembers, Mrs.

John Burch Jr. and his brother Lucius would
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spend time with their first cousins at the cottage
on the 4th of July where Lucius Jr. would read the
Declaration of Independence. John has fond
memories of the back porch and the telephone in
the dining room (being one of the first few in
Beersheba). John and Lucius loved the outdoors
where they built a tree house in the woods behind
the church. John, who later in life became a
consummate hunter, learned a few things about
handling a rifle from mountain man Elijah Walker.
His mother, Frances, thought that Mr. Walker was
one of the most handsome men she had ever
seen!

month of August. His mother, Georgia Bell
Earthman, affectionately known as “Mommy
Grand”, would come as well, playing cards and
walking with the children to the post office,
Brown’s store, and just about everywhere else. In
1968, Bill married Dorothy Ann Bartlett, who
quickly embraced the mountain ways, except for
the cold springs and copperheads.
The back porch floors, covered with a black
oil substance to keep the dust down, often sent
the barefooted children with their black feet to
the bear claw bathtubs up on the second floor. A
favorite back porch pastime was watching the
storm clouds move up the valley, where the sweet
sound of rain engulfed the cottage. In those days,
Ms. Minnie McCarver would be found in the
kitchen (half its current size) baking her delicious
chocolate pies. A gentle soul, she always had a
warm smile, which everyone else had after one of
her meals. Wandering dogs would often come by
the kitchen door where Ms. Minnie would give
them table scraps.

Alice Tyne married William F. “Bill”
Earthman, Jr., a fastrising young executive at the
Commerce Union Bank, and they had four
children, Bill III, Tommy, Elizabeth and John. It
was during the mid 1950s that the young
Earthman family starting coming to Beersheba.
Bill III and his brother Tommy made
acquaintances with Elijah. He would take the boys
in his flat bed truck “all over the mountain”.
Fun outings were the claypigeon shooting
contests on the brow of the mountain out on the
Howell Domain on the Grassy Ridge road. Elijah
and John would vie to see who the best shot on
the mountain was. Another favorite pastime was
at the cottage’s back porch with a .22 rifle. That
competition centered on shooting down the
overgrown branches to clear the view of T'other
Mountain. The shooter sat in a chair using the
hand rail to hold the rifle steady. Years later, Bill
III’s son, Will IV, enjoyed this endeavor as well. He
may have been the last of the bunch to do this as
this practice has since been discontinued. The
view of T'other Mountain is still mostly visible.

John Walker graciously left open for friends
the springfed swimming hole called “The Valley”,
as Alf Adams does today. Some of the Earthmans'
fondest memories are set there with:
the family cooking hotdogs
“Mommy Grand” sitting in a wooden
rocker in shallow water
Tommy getting a leech between his toes
boys taking the raft around the bend
children building rock castles
Dorothy sticking her foot in the water for the
first time with an expression of utter
disbelief.
Elizabeth and her father, Bill, were usually
the first ones in and the last ones out of this icy
cold water. As much fun as it all was, venturing
back up the mountain to hot baths and showers
was a welcome relief from the chill that had
settled into the bone.

“Bill Earthman, June 10, 1960, Age 9” Bunk
Room
“Tom Earthman, August 1968” (age 15)
During the 1960s, the Earthmans would
eagerly await word each year as to when the
cottage would be available for the summer.
Though his marriage to Alice Tyne had ended, Bill
Earthman had become very fond of the place and
indeed of the area. With the Burches’ blessings,
Bill would move his family and gear to the
mountain cottage, sometimes for the whole

“John Earthman Sept. 3, 1973” (age 14) Bunk
Room
“Elizabeth Earthman” 1973,( age 17)
After Miss Sadie's death in 1975, the house
was in serious need of repair. The elder Burches
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could no longer make much use of the place
themselves and the younger generation was not
yet in a position to put the necessary money into
the house. However Bill was glad to take on the
house on the brow of the mountain. So the Burch
descendants sold the house to him in exchange,
essentially, for his offer to restore it and let them
use it when he or his family was not in residence.
He and Dorothy immediately made good on his
promise. They renewed and improved the entire
place, moving the staircase to allow the kitchen to
be enlarged and even adding central air
conditioning.

the dining room table, he often looked towards
the valley side wall covered with USMA
descriptive campus painting plates, and perhaps
continued his gazes out the window to T'other
Mountain. Perhaps he was watching to see if the
mountain did indeed move.
As everyone finished breakfast, Bill would
propose a hiking trip, usually with a swimming
hole destination. While Dorothy would organize
the picnic preparations, Bill would call Charlie
Trabue and other families in the community to see
if anyone was interested in going along. Charlie
would sometimes recommend another trail. Either
way, most of the hikers had a good time.
Beersheba outings are not however for everyone.
A visitor from NYC was once so upset about going
on a tough hike to Alum Gap that she gave Bill an
ear full.

Dorothy’s mother, Catherine Bartlett (better
known as “Sissy”) came for the first time to
Beersheba in the summer of 1976. With the death
of her husband the previous year, Sissy kept
herself busy with long hard hours of work in
cleaning the house. She fell in love with the place.
One worthy endeavor was the painstaking
cleaning she did of the Venetian medallions that
now cover the dining room ceiling. She set the
pace for the rest of the family.

These hikes were the central focus of the day.
In later years, Elizabeth commemorated these
jaunts in coffee mugs she made for her father.
These mugs named Alum’s Gap, Stone Door, The
Valley, T'other Mountain, and “I see the Beersheba
house first”. This latter phrase was what a child
shouted on the way back up from the valley as
they all competed to see who could spot the
cottage first.

John Earthman, Bill’s son, helped with the
renovation by taking down the inscribed south
wall of the bunk room. This cleared the way for
the new staircase coming up through that side of
the room (the old staircase was on the south end
of the house). The wall consists of 2” inch strip
boards abutting each other up the wall. Each strip
had white shoe polish markings that help create
the written names and dates on the wall. As the
boards came down off the original wall, each strip
was numbered on the backside of the wood. Like
working a puzzle, when it was time to put the
wall back to its new place inside the bunk room,
the strip boards were assembled in order so when
the job was completed the majority of the names
and dates were back in their original form.
Couples’ names and drawings reflect summers of
love.

“Elsie was here again 1982” Bunk Room
“Catherine Earthman was here Thanksgiving &
New Years! ’84 & ‘85” (age 12)
In the 1980s, Bill bought land in the valley
creating Shady Valley Nursery. He later bought
land around the headwaters of Laurel Creek,
dammed up the creek, and extended the nursery
operation there. He would spend his remaining
years devoted to this endeavor with his friend and
nursery manager, Tony Cope. He would often
leave his Nashville home around 4 a. m.
determined to arrive at the Beersheba nursery
before Tony and the crew in order to greet them
as they came in for work. Back at the cottage, he
would write business and financial plans at the
round lunch table out on the back porch. A couple
of days more could be spent at the nursery before
heading back down to Nashville.

Just as Miss Sadie had been a matriarch, Bill
Earthman was this generation’s patriarch. A West
Point graduate and later a banker, he loved
enjoying the outdoors with his family and friends.
During breakfast, he would be in army khaki
attire as if ready for battle. Sitting at the head of

During the Arts & Crafts Fairs and 4th of July
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parades, the front porch was a good location for
young Catherine and her friends to sell lemonade.
Setting up the stand at the edge of the porch next
to the road, she would make her sales as people
walked by. Teaching the ways of commerce, her
father Bill would instruct her to pay for the
supplies that her mother Dorothy gave her so the
young girl could determine her profit. That was
the plan. Dorothy actually never charged for her
expenses, so Catherine’s sales were all profit!

in an electricpowered “bass barge” given him by
his father, Bill III. This fatherson duo teamed up
for some exciting 4th of July firework displays off
the lake dam. They would also have friends up
from Nashville to camp out by the lake.
Rob and Georgia enjoyed Beersheba outings
and playing intense games such as Trivial Pursuit.
Their mother, Elizabeth Earthman, observed that
her two children’s love for nature came from their
younger days on the mountain. This may explain
why Rob went to college near the Cascade
Mountains in Oregon and Georgia attended
college in the mountains of North Carolina.

With Bill’s birthday being in January, it
became a tradition to celebrate together at
Beersheba during this cold month on the
mountain. Ample firewood was kept on the front
porch. In recent years, hand railings were put on
the porch steps to help go up and down the stairs.

Recorded in the bunk room is “Mary Keeble
HuddlestonJohn Earthman 9/21/91”. This
couple was married in 1996. This was 18 years
after John took Mary to his high school senior
prom. It was said that John didn’t like to rush into
anything. Perhaps that would partly explain his
love for Beersheba: the slow mountain pace. Mary
was no stranger to the mountain. As a child, she
would come to the summer church camp at the
Methodist Assembly right across the street from
the BurchEarthman cottage.

The family was blessed with Hazel
Richardson, Miss Nellie Whitman and later Tinsey
Forsyth helping with the house and preparing
delicious meals. Miss Nellie was known for her
outstanding cobbler desserts and her daughter,
Tinsey was a great cook in her own right. While
everybody else had gone hiking, Sissy and Miss
Nellie would spend much time together
comparing notes about cooking. With all the
wonderful food, exercise was imperative so that
one could eat more that night. Green thumb
Hazel grew beautiful flowers at her home, sharing
them by decorating the cottage. She would often
show up at the house after spending hours out in
the woods pulling up periwinkle.

“Anne Keeble Earthman, 9/7/09” (Age 8)
Measuring Wall
“William Earthman Polk, 9/7/09” (Age 3)
“Casey Polk, 9/7/09” (9 month old)

Bill’s grandchildren certainly made their
presence known in the bunk room. Brooke, a
teenager, enjoyed having house parties at the
cottage for her friends where her mother, Bill III's
wife Melissa, made sure that the group had
everything that they needed. Brooke was once
heard saying that entertaining was fun but
exhausting.

In 2005, Catherine married Tom Polk, a New
Yorker whom she met while living in Manhattan.
As it turns out, Tom and Miss Sadie Polk Burch
are actually third cousins, twice removed. They
share the same ancestors in Col. William Polk
(circa 17581834) and Sarah Hawkins Polk
(17901843). Two of William and Sarah’s sons
were Lucius Junius Polk (18021870) and the
Fighting Bishop Leonidas Polk (18061864). Miss
Sadie was born into the Lucius branch and Tom
into the Leonidas branch. As recorded in the 1983
edition of this book, Bishop Polk’s “home” altar
was found in the Burch Cottage. It was said that
the altar had been used as a butcher block in the
store. The altar was given to the University of the
South.

With the Shady Valley Nursery lake stocked
with fish, Will IV enjoyed fishing with his friends

Bill Earthman's youngest grandchildren have
just begun their experiences on this blessed

“Will ‘Dangerous Man’ Earthman July ‘91”
(age 5) Bunk Room
“Brooke Earthman, ‘95” (age 14)
“Rob Beasley, Sept. 5, 1998” (age 12)
“Georgia Beasley, Sept. 5, 1998” (age 8)

34

mountain. Since their births, Anne (John and
Mary’s daughter), and William and Casey Polk
(Catherine and Tom’s children) have enjoyed
visits with friends and family up on the mountain.

tradition of hospitality going back through the
Earthmans to Dr. Lucius and Miss Sadie, as
recorded on these white shoe polished walls.
John C. Burch, Jr., John C. Burch Earthman and
Elsie Burch Donaldson

So this is the family that carries on the

Family has a way of being important at Beersheba, and one of the purposes of this book is to help
folks from other cottages keep track of who fits where at each cottage. That is particularly complicated
in this case, but here is an abbreviated and incomplete account to connect the present family members
with Dr. Lucius and Miss Sadie through their two sons, John and Lucius.
Dr. John “Jack” C. Burch (19001977) m. Frances Harris Tyne (19021974)
Alice W. Tyne (b. 1928) m./div. William “Bill” F. Earthman, Jr. (19262004)
William “Bill” F. Earthman III (b. 1951) m. Melissa Lance
Brooke Scott Earthman (b. 1981) m. Matthew “Matt” McChesney
William “Will” F. Earthman IV (b. 1986)
Thomas “Tommy” Tyne Earthman (19531997)
Elizabeth Warfield Earthman (b. 1955) m./div. John Beasley
Robertson “Rob” Tyne Earthman Beasley (b. 1987)
Georgia Warfield Beasley (b. 1990)
John C. Burch Earthman (b. 1958) m. Mary K. Huddleston
Anne Keeble Earthman (b. 2001)
Jane Tyne (19291986)
John “Johnny” C. Burch (b. 1940) m. Susan M. Klein
Lucius E. Burch, Jr. (19121996) m. Elsie Caldwell
Lucius E. Burch III (b. 1941)
Sarah Burch (b. ) m. ?? Gratz
Edith Burch
Elsie Burch m. ?? Donaldson
Lucia Burch
Second family of William F. Earthman, Jr,
William “Bill” F. Earthman, Jr. m. Dorothy A. Bartlett
Catherine Calhoun Earthman (b. 1972) m. Thomas “Tom” Polk
William Earthman Polk (b. 2006)
Catherine “Casey” Page Polk (b. 2008)
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The Springs of Beersheba Springs

This spring was located just beneath the edge
of the mountain, the water flowing from a crevice
in the sandstone bluff and into a basin measuring
about 36” x 20” and carved out of solid rock.
Shortly after the discovery of the spring, several
cabins were built on top of the mountain for those
seeking a summer retreat and the properties of
the medicinal water. (As explained in Volume I,
this spring was destroyed by blasting for TN 56 in
about 1926.)

Dennis Brown, author of this description of the
springs of Beersheba, was born in Tracy City in
1907. His family moved to Beersheba Springs when
he was one year old. As a lad he was given the re
sponsibility of supplying the hotel with water from
the chalybeate and White springs. He recalls carry
ing two 2gallon buckets there twice daily. The hotel
guests placed halfgallon pitchers outside their
rooms and these containers were dutifully filled by
a young man who dared not shirk his duty. The
numbers in parentheses show the number of the
spring on the map. Otherwise, it is reprinted here
without change.

Following the erection of additional cabins
and the hotel, a second spring (2) was used. Also
located underneath the bluff, a few hundred feet
west of the chalybeate spring, it flowed from a
sandstone crevice about 20 feet under an over
hanging shelf into a basin similar to the chaly
beate spring. The second spring contained free

The first spring (1) was discovered in 1833
by Beersheba Porter Cain and the waters con
tained an iron mineral called chalybeate, believed
to be curative.
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stone water and was known as the White spring,
named for an early owner, William (Buck) White.
Leading from the Hotel, situated above the
two springs, were two plank walkways about six
feet wide. Over the walkways drinking water was
carried to the Hotel and nearby cabins.
White spring was enclosed at some point with
a brick wall on the outer edge of the bluff with a
door facing east. This formed a rather large room
which was used to store fresh produce for use at
the Hotel and for families at the Armfield Cottage
above.
A third spring, Indian Spring (3), is located a
few hundred feet beneath the top of the mountain
on the present Backbone Ridge. It flows into a
basin smaller than the first two springs. This basin
was probably made by the Indians, from whom it
got its name.

Smith built a large Lshaped log house in
which he and his wife Sara reared their nine
daughters and two sons. Apple cider was made by
the Smiths from the fruits of the large apple or
chards and sold to a distillery in the Shellsford
community in Warren County, to be made into ap
ple brandy, one of the leading products of the
time.
Having skill as a carpenter, Smith helped re
pair the Beersheba Springs Hotel after the Civil
War. He also assisted in building the last platform
and scaffold for the execution of a criminal in the
public square in McMinnville.
In later years Smith moved from the side of
the mountain into Beersheba. The logs from his L
shaped house were moved to Beersheba and re
structured as the dwelling now known as the
Bunk House.

A fourth spring (4) flowed underneath a bluff
known as Lovers Leap, which is located on the
north side of the mountain about onehalf mile
east of the chalybeate spring. This one furnished
the first running water in a Beersheba home
above the bluff, the invention being a centrifugal
pump known as a ram.
About 200 feet east of the Lovers Leap bluff is
a second clear spring (5) in a small ravine on the
FerrisMcConnico property, now owned by Howell
Adams, Jr. This clear spring originally had a house
over it; the stone walls marking the flow of the
runoff are still visible. It is presumed this water
was used by both the KennerFerris and Lovers
Leap cottages.

Boiling Spring, 2010
The Gum or Boiling spring is located on the
west side of the road leading from Beersheba to
Altamont, about one mile from Beersheba. This
property was purchased by William Almond
Brown after the Civil War, and he and his wife
Neppie (Penelope) reared seven sons and one
daughter there. (This spring, off the above map, is
reached by going out TN 56 towards Altamont,
turning right on the John Richardson Road, and
going about 0.15 miles. The spring is on the right
(east) side of the road about a hundred yards
back from the road. It is still flowing copiously.
The water is caught in a rectangular, cinderblock

One hundred feet or so beneath the top of
the mountain, facing west, is a sixth spring (6)
which contained chalybeate water also and fur
nished water for the place known as Dan. Also lo
cated at Dan is a second freestone spring (7).
The Smith spring (8) was named after the
Civil War veteran John Calvin Smith, who pur
chased several acres of land on what is known as
a bench – a level piece of land on the side of the
mountain. The spring is about onefourth mile be
low the top of the mountain facing east. The
Smith spring was the largest in or near Beersheba.
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pool. The overflow goes off to the north forming a
branch which is dammed a few hundred yards
along, forming a small lake. The area around the
spring is moist and abounds in cardinal flower,
ferns, golden rod, gnats, and mosquitoes. – Ed.)

known as the Old Burned School House.
The Tanyard spring (9) is located on a site
between the Nelson Andrews property (Whole
meal) and Leonard Tate's property. Tanning vats
were unearthed there several years ago.

The spring was named Boiling because of the
action of the clear freestone water; it boiled up
through a bed of white sandstone. To keep the
water clean and pure, Brown would bury a length
of hollow black gum log, remove it, and put in an
other. He also kept three or four salamanders in
the spring, as it was his belief they kept the water
pure and clean. This spring also furnished water
for the first school house in or near Beersheba,

Another small spring is located on the side of
the bluff between the Hotel observatory and the
path leading to Balance Rock.
If you should ask me how I knew about the
Smith and Brown connections, I will tell you: they
were my grandfathers.
– Dennis Brown

For the delight of drinking or splashing with water fresh and cool from deep underground, two
wells may be mentioned. One, owned by Howell Adams, is 0.30 miles south of TN 56 on Hunter's Mill
Road. This one is operated by a windlass that lowers and raises a long, cylindrical well bucket. The
other is owned by Don Hill and is in front of his store on the left side of TN 56 when heading toward
Altamont. It has a handoperated pump. Pump it 21 times to get it started. In the pictures below, Mills
and Robert, children of Rob and Katie Howell, demonstrate how to enjoy these wells.

38

The Howells Come to Beersheba
As we swing around the loop formed by Dahlgren Avenue, Tennessee 56, and Armfield
Avenue, all but one of the houses belong to descendants of Morton Boyte Howell (1834 
1909), or to relatives or inlaws of those descendants, or to people first brought to Beersheba
by his descendants. In all, some 19 houses in Beersheba are connected with this patriarch,
whose own house is called the Howell Cottage.
Morton was born in Norfolk, Virginia and
attended school in Nashville and Union
University in Murfreesboro before obtaining a
law degree from the University of Virgina in
1856. He then taught at the Richmond Female
Institute for two years. In 1858, he married
Isabel Elliott, and moved to Nashville. They had
three children, Sue, Alfred and Morton before
Isabel died ca. 1866 or 1867. About 1868, he
married Pattie Curd, who lived less than a year.
In the summer of 1870, he sent his three
children to Beersheba Springs in the care of two
of Pattie's sisters, Bettie Curd and Lucy Curd
Wilkin, with two children of her own. Over fifty
years later, Sue and Alfred wrote their
recollections of the trip and subsequent events at
Beersheba. These two accounts are fundamental
to the story of this family on the mountain, and
we present them here in full.
Then we will present the Howell Cottage,
the first home of the family, then Nanhaven, the
second acquisition, and then swing around the
loop in a clockwise direction with the White
House, T'other House, and so on.

Morton Boyte Howell (1834  1909) This picture
from Tennessee State Library and Archives shows
him in masonic regalia..

Memoir of Sue Howell Adams
In the summer of 1870 there arrived at Beer
sheba at midnight, a small party – Mrs. D. F.
Wilkin, Love and Hettie, Miss Bettie Curd,
Morton, Alfred, and Sue Howell, all of Nashville.

a large area and many people needed a change of
altitude. It was this that brought our party. Dr. J. P.
Dake advised it. He had not been long in Nash
ville but already had a large practice and was
much loved – as is his grandson now.

Mrs. I. N. Nicholson had opened the hotel for
the first time since the war. It was a brave thing to
do for the people had mighty little money. But it
proved wise. It was the nearest mountain resort to

All the travel was by way of McMinnville. The
wagons and horses were old and the worse for
wear. The roads were really dreadful – very little
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work had been done on them since “before the
war.”
But the drivers had horns and began to blow
at the foot of the mountain – I think there was
some signal as to the number arriving. The guests
at the hotel crowded out on the observatory and
answered the horn. This was great encourage
ment to the toilers on the mountainside.
It was very dark, the wagon stuck in holes
many times, and we all piled out and walked
some while the driver pushed and pulled and
shouted – I have no doubt his language was
choice.
But finally – at midnight – we really arrived –
and were heartily welcomed by a large number of
guests.
The old parlor was brightly lighted, the big
piano was in the middle of the room and Mrs.
Mollie Bank Craig – that wonderful singer – gave
us “Pat Malloy.”
We were assigned three rooms in a row, two
in the brick and one in the log row that was taken
away. I remember hearing great complaint of the
food. The country people had probably not known
that the hotel would be open long enough to
plant extra large gardens, and food was not
shipped and canned in those days as it is now.

Sue Howell Adams, from a pastel in the White
House. It is signed “Morton” but it is unclear who
this Morton was.

Very little repairing had been done – there
were lots of leaks, and the beds were hard. There
was no horse back riding – no horses to ride. Ev
erybody walked. Very few went as far as Long’s
Mill1. Misses Fanny and Martha O’Bryan had their
four nieces with them at the Northcut Cottage2.

Our first walk to Dan4 was, by invitation,
with the O’Bryans; and there began my lifelong
intimacy with them.
There was one unfinished sawn log house
next to and beyond Dr. Barnes’ place.5 The rafters
were as far from the ground as in the Turner
home. The children played there for several years.
The trees were beautiful and the road shady all
the way to Dan and no houses after this
unfinished one.

Mrs. Felicia Porter was in the White House;
Mr. and Mrs. Alex Porter in the beautiful home
that was soon after bought by Mr. John Hege and
burned. It is owned now by Mr. Hunerwadle, but
was built originally for Mr. Chas. Phillips of Loui
siana. 3

Late in August there arrived – resplendent in
new paint – “The Belle of Beersheba,” a beautiful

1 Now in the Savage Gulf Natural Area and called “Blue
Hole” by the Park's signs.
2 Now known as T'other House, at the intersection of
Dahlgren Avenue with Tennessee 56.
3 This house, built by Armfield, stood where Howell
Adams, Jr. later put the Nelson-Hopper cottage when it
was removed from the Assembly grounds.

4 The house on the north side of Tennessee 56 that sits
well back from the highway just west of Grace Chapel
and the Backbone Road. It had just been built by the
Plumachers, great-grandparents of the present owner,
John Bohr.
5 This house has not been identified.
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new stage, with boots for the trunks “ ‘nevery
thing.” There were four horses in it. Dr. Vernon
Moore was one of the first passengers. We all
came back to McMinnville in it.

tubs.”

In 1872 we were very happy to come again to
Beersheba; we had Lucy and Pattie, those darling
little babies, with us. We had rooms upstairs in
the main building. Miss Mary Maxwell was next
to us and had with her her niece Martha Overton.
When the fancy dress ball came along she was the
Queen of Hearts. Mr. Sam Scott kept the hotel and
had it for several years. His two sons were fine
beaux for the girls. Mrs. Speaker Hollins had
rooms in the brick row which were hers for years.
She had six very pretty and popular daughters,
and other girls often came with her. Misses Joe
and Addie Cole had their baby sister Anna with
them. Mr. Edwards was there to visit Miss Joe. He
was very much amused when Mama – who was
making me a black silk apron – took the pins out
of the apron and stuck them straight into her bo
som.

We went next day. The Wilkins waited to get
ready and Aunt Lucy had a slight attack. Then
Love and Hettie were sent and the others came as
soon as Aunt Lucy could travel. There were a
great many here already, and soon every room
was full. Mr. A. G. Adams had the Coffee Cottage,
now the Nelson6 – it did not belong to the hotel.
He also had some hotel rooms next. There were a
lot of Shelbyville relatives with them. I think it
was that summer that I first knew them.
About the last of June, Aunt Lucy and Mama
bought this place7 and as soon after as possible
moved in. They called it “Liberty Hall” for their
Grandfather Edmunds’ home in Barren Co. Ken
tucky, where they had been so happy in their
childhood.
Then the work began. A new roof was put on
– Papa and Bill Tate put a new fence all around.
The hogs were put out and war declared on fleas!
Some of the family say there has never been an
armistice.
The room now known as Rachel’s was the
kitchen. Mrs. Armfield helped to secure Mr. Peter
Schild to live at the place as caretaker. That first
winter he reclaimed the kitchen house and the log
one that was his home for so many years. They
had six children when they came and four were
born here. Little Bettie died in infancy, Alfred died
when he was about grown and Annie, the eldest,
a fine woman, a few years later. The others are
substantial good citizens in various parts of the
State. Alfred died in early June, about the time
Miss Mat and Miss Fan had arrived. Tony Trabue8
was a young boy and timid but trying to over
come it and was willing to go to Mr. Dykes’ for the
mail. It was after dark. Mr. Cagle had finished and
painted Alfred’s coffin and set it in the road to dry
and when Tony came on it suddenly – he just

Dr. Dudley Winston was resident Physician.
He had a horse and buggy and gave many rides to
the guests. He laid out the new road to Stone
Door – the road that is used altogether now, going
by Laurel Mill.
In 1873 the plans were for the family to stay
at home. Flavel and Mary Toy were only a few
months old and no teeth were expected. The
Monday morning that final exams began in the
Public Schools, the children were sent home; the
schools closed; cholera was pronounced epidemic!

6 Later called the Hopper Cottage and then moved by
Howell Adams, Jr. to a new site near the Hunerwadel
House.
7 Now called the Howell Cottage.
8 The narrative seems to have jumped forward to
sometime after 1887 when Fannie Thompson bought the
house now called Nanhaven. Tony Trabue was a ward
of her sister Mattie Thompson.

Papa got home almost as soon as I did. I
heard him say “We will go to Beersheba tomor
row” and Mama said “The clothes are all in the
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went back home. No mail that night.

let his brother Sol, his sister Mrs. Cannady, and
her son Will, have it. They knew they were not
hotel people but they loved the place and they
made various different plans which were more or
less satisfactory to guests – usually less – and in
1886 Mrs. Alex Nelson bought it. The Nelsons
planted the Sugar Maples in the court that are
now so beautiful. They thought the old Locusts
would soon be gone. They looked then about like
they do now. We are indebted to Mrs. Jennie
Trousdale Smith for the pink Spirea which is so
beautiful everywhere. She brought a few plants
and put them out by the Brick row.

We had company that first year – I remember
Rena Howell was here. It is to be regretted that a
guest book was not kept from the first, for the list
would be most interesting. It is probable that my
own guest was the most important we ever had.
I wanted Jennie Thompson to visit me but in
those days it was not quite conventional for a girl
to visit in the home of the man to whom she was
engaged. Miss Fannie, her sister, was allowed to
come instead. This was in 1884. Sue Grundy and
Ethel were here at the same time. The visit was
delightful to us all. Miss Fannie was completely
captivated by the mountain. The next summer,
she rented the White House; and the next, the
Dahlgren9; and in 1887, she bought the Dahlgren,
and it has ever since been another center of joy
and happiness.

Some times the same band would come for
several years and one of these was Luther Ewing,
a fiddler, and his son Courtney who played a
harp. They made very pretty music and excellent
dance music. They also gave dancing lessons and
some of the Smith boys took. When they attained
some proficiency the guests enjoyed a perfor
mance of the Highland Fling or the Fisher’s Horn
pipe every evening by Marion and Blair. Mr.
McPhail Smith – a scholarly gentleman – was nev
er more proud of the fine reports his boys always
brought from their schools than he was of this
dancing. He loved to dance himself.

Mrs. Wm. L. Brown bought her place in 1879
and it is still in her family. All the other property
has changed – some of it several times.
The families of some of our dear friends have
disappeared from Beersheba altogether. Mrs.
Armfield, the Basses, Dr. Harding, the Porterfields,
Mrs. Banks and the Freelands, the Sterling
Cockrill family of Arkansas, the McPhail Smith
family and quite recently we lament Gen.
Thruston and the Henry Merritts.

For one of the entertainments Mrs. Thomas
Harding wrote a clever rhyme telling of the activi
ties of the Glass house on the bluff. Lizzie
Atchison – now Mrs. John Hill Eakin – read it. She
was visiting May.

The Hotel has changed and changed again
both in owners and in proprietors. Many years
were very gay. There was always music for the
ball room and often in the first court at meal time.
The gayest years were probably when Smeedes
and Johnson – Jilts Johnson – had it. It was said
that every good gambler in these parts spent his
summer here – and he didn’t stop work either. If
Mr. Smeedes could have rested at night things
might have gone better – but he had to work then
too. It must have been his pleasure to. He couldn’t
make ends meet because there were other debts
to be paid before the butcher and baker. But he
knew how to keep a hotel always clean, brilliantly
lighted, and a fine table.

May, Mrs. Smeedes, and I had a Sunday
school first in the White House and then in the
Dahlgren. Our other helper was Fagan, a German
who was caretaker at Mr. Matt Johnson’s – now
the Street place10. We had a good school and were
getting on fine but there were more guests than
could be accommodated and the Hotel needed the
Dahlgren Cottage for the overflow, and we had to
close.
One of our guests was Dr. J. P. Dake, who had
his son Frank with him. The Dr., Mr. Wilkin, and
Papa had planned to search for medicinal plants.
They were all interested in plants and knew some
thing about them too. Dr. Dake arrived and the

About this time the hotel passed into the
hands of Mr. James Satterwhite of New York. He

10 Formerly Armfield's home, now the Glasgow Cottage,
the Cliffs.

9 Now Nanhaven
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drought broke. The rain descended and it looked
like the floods had come. All the time he had
planned to stay it rained. Frank was easy enough,
but what to do with the Dr. ! He did not play
cards – no – but he was very courteous – he
would try. We taught him smut, old maid, casino –
eucre. Very soon we were playing with him in
relays, and he was making up for lost time. His
sons told me it was a fine visit for them for he
learned there was no harm in the cards
themselves, and they were encouraged to play at
home – where cards had not before been
permitted.

Northcut place11 a young friend came on the
porch one day and said “I am glad to bring you an
owl. You understand, Miss Sue, it is an owl.” It
was a fine turkey almost grown.
We have made the trip to Beersheba in all
sorts of ways. Boyte12 used to drive his ponies thru
– they were Dan and Sue. We wish these children
had known Dan and Sue. Poor little children – ev
erything is machinery now. It was about 1891 that
they made their first trip. Then Papa brought his
carriage horses too. The train for a long time left
Nashville at 7:30 a.m., and Papa got a permit for
it to stop at the Chestnut Street crossing13 for us.
And so it happened that my sister Margaret was
brought to Beersheba before she was in Nashville.
Later she made two trips to the P. I. before she
had been to Washington, City. [If you know what
that sentence means, please tell the editor.] It was
a great help for us to get on at Chestnut Street.
There were a great many trunks, we brought a
parrot, a canary bird, always dogs, always babies,
fiddles and guitar – besides lunch baskets, etc.

The Howell Family for all the years were true
to Beersheba but for various reasons the Wilkins
stopped coming and for a long time there were
only three – Aunt Lucy, Lucy, and Flavel. Aunt
Lucy and Mama decided to try keeping house
separately. Aunt Lucy used the West hall for a din
ing room and the store room was enlarged to be
her kitchen. It worked very well except that they
really wanted to do something else. One year they
went to the Jersey coast.

There was a wreck just ahead of us one year
and we stopped overnight at Tracy City starting
again at daybreak. The nurse insisted on waking
the baby Boyte when we reached Dan so that he
could see the four horses she had been telling him
about. She wanted to keep his confidence.

Every night for years Aunt Lucy took us to the
ball room, and stayed with us until we were ready
to come home. Then the lanterns were lit and we
came home in proper fashion – all of us and all
the beaux – in front of her. Most often the beaux
were dismissed at the gate. I did not really appre
ciate this service till years after when I tried it my
self and found it irksome.

Another trip the rains had been very heavy
and at Lockhart Creek one of the horses laid
down. The driver, Mr. Northcut, got out in the
water and got him up and across the creek
somehow; everybody was wet and Mr. Northcut
most of all.

In those years the ball room was decorated
with cedars and there were lots of lamps to make
it bright.
In the first years at our cottage, Uncle Wilkin
did some beautiful work making some tables of
Laurel that were very unusual. He and Papa built
the summer house, the benches that are still on
the porch, and some chairs.

Aunt Lucy got out a bottle and gave every
one of us a swallow. Then what to do about Mr.
Northcut! After a whispered conference with
Mama she held the bottle in her own hand and let
him take – not too much. I think it did him good.
Certainly the laughs we have had over it have
done us good.

There was a great deal of game on the
mountain. We had venison several times each
season. It was during the first summer that the
two hind quarters of a deer were bought and one
leg hung in the well to keep cool  and the rope
broke! As late as when I was keeping house at the

Blue Hole was not a popular resort until my
brothers were big boys. They learned to swim at
11 Now T'other House
12 Sue's younger, half-brother R. B. C. Howell
13 Near 4th Ave. S. The Howells lived on 2nd Ave. S.
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Laurel Mill. There was a good dam above the falls
and that made a good swimming hole. Afterwards
for years Mr. Hunerwadel and then Mr. Hill took
their farm wagons over to Blue Hole two or three
times a week with as many men and boys as could
crowd in. Both men were fine swimmers and we
were never anxious.

and equal to every emergency. We – Adamses –
brought our family till we had four children and
thought it time to colonize. We were not asked
out. I believe she would have made a place for us
and all seven of the boys.
Sue Howell Adams
Beersheba Springs
June 3, 1922

Through all these 50 years, Mama (the third
Mrs. Morton B. Howell, born Bettie Curd) has
been the house keeper, the home maker – always
ready to welcome every one of us and our friends

Letter of Alfred Elliott Howell
ley and Ice House. There are some gains to offset
these in part; that you all know and value.

Mrs. Morton B. Howell
Beersheba Springs, Grundy Co. Tenn.
My dearest Aunt Bettie, and all those grandfolks,
big and little, who are with you today,

The things that I wish to recall and the part
that I can possibly contribute, not known to all
(but to you and Sue) is in reference to our early
advent. I remember we went by McMinnville
(there was no Tracy route) and there were four
horses to the big stage that carried the trunks in
the boot behind. And what a load it was. Seven or
eight inside, four to six on the outside, a railing
round the top holding the lighter bags and
packages, and six or eight trunks in the boot. I
remember reaching the foot of the mountain at
dark in a storm and taking three or four hours to
make the pull up that terrible road. I can hear the
crack of the long whip when we started again
after the very numerous pauses to let the horses
blow. And such a rolling and pitching inside of
bundles and children and you dear ladies, you
and Aunt Lucy. We arrived finally and I remember
we were put in the Brick Row.

I congratulate every one of you on being so
fortunate. It is a rare spectacle – a place, a spot,
so remote, so unique, that has given so much
pleasure – to so many. The greatest changes in the
world’s history have occurred since you and Papa
and Aunt Lucy and Uncle Wilkin bought that dear
place.
Fifty years! A long time to look ahead! A very
short time to look back and yet in that time Chica
go has been built from a comparative village, and
the farmlands on the Island of Manhattan have
been transformed into many scores of miles of
marvelous structures of the rich, and the still
more astonishing apartments of teeming millions.
Yet Beersheba is just the same to the casual ob
server. There are changes, yes, but not the kind of
which the world takes note. The ruthless forester
has invaded for paltry gain the store of hardwood
and poplar. Cagle’s Mill is gone and the tannery
and the mill and dam at Laurel and all of the re
mains of the mill structure at Long’s that we older
ones remember. The Ten Pin Alley is gone and a
number of rooms – from the Hotel’s original fig
ure 8 plan. And the old original Hege cottage is
gone, and the big stable near Uncle Nathan’s Cab
in, and the big stable down the mountain under
the observatory, used by the McMinnville stage
teams. St. Paul is gone and Miss Fan’s Ten Pin Al

It seems to me there was an awful crowd of
fine people all very “society” and “prominent,” so
to speak. At least I remember feeling quite
abashed and timid in front of them, and going
through the courtyard or on the front porch was
about equal to asking one of us now to walk
across the stage of a big theater full of people.
I can’t think whether we were at the hotel
one or two summers [Sue says it was two, Ed. ],
but I shall never forget when it was decided to
buy the place and some of the things were put in
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the house. I was delegated to spend the night “up
there.” There was no fence and no Peter Schild.
You got him later. I slept in the room nearest the
Schild cabin, or rather I lay on a bed in that room.
It was so soon after the war that in that remote
section there were many stories of Bushwhackers,
exsoldiers who were homeless and unable to
adjust and locate themselves and just roamed
around. I suppose these stories were all
exaggerated, but they produced such an
impression on me that I was expectant of almost
anything.

for so many that make those memories dear. It is
no reflection on those present to recall those
made merry before them: Hardings, the
Chapmans, the Hollins family, Fred Porter, Tom
Evans, Gillespie Adams, Tom Freeland, Miss Mary,
Mrs. Henry W. Comer, A. V. S. Lindsley, the
Houston girls, Hattie Marshall, Mary Hunt, Major
Thomas, Van Kirkman, Clark Pritchett, the
Browns, the Morgans, the Overtons and
Thompsons; Mr. And Mrs. Matt Johnson, Harry
and Ben, Corneille Ricketts, Mary Morgan, Mrs.
Will McNeilly, Mary Leen Delleville, Lizzie
Atchison, J. M. Dickinson. My, what a list one
could compile, and I am afraid to enumerate for
fear I would leave out some one fondest of all.

During the night the hogs walked around and
conversed in their familiar style. Their footsteps
and voices were so humanized by fancy that my
hair stood on end most of the night. This only
happened a night or two until there was more
company and the terror of these hogs that talked
like men subsided, with familiarity. The only thing
I could not get used to was the sensation of hav
ing one “raise up” with you when you stepped on
him coming home from the hotel at night. This
going to the hotel was a great society event. It
seems to me I never saw such beautiful dressing –
such fine clothes and fine manners too, not the
crass familiarity that you see with so many young
folks today.

Of course in the household Uncle Charlie
stands out with me. We were most affectionate
friends and Uncle Haiden and his friend Mr. Epps.
Do you remember him? Do you remember Jim
Disheroon and the swimming hole in that craw
fish clay in the rear lot and how Bob Smith
slipped in up to his neck and went home without
a smile or a word, passing you and Aunt Lucy as
you sat on the corner of the porch sewing? The
rest of us were hilarious, but Bob never broke the
solemnity of his demeanor. Uncle Wilkin was fond
of me. I used to help him and went with him to
cut the laurel branches and assisted him in mak
ing the benches on the porch.

I cannot identify these early times year by
year, but while the memories are inseparable from
the beauties of nature, the trees and forests, the
sand and lichencovered rocks, the ferns and
forest flowers, the clouds, and faroff valley views,
the horses and smell of harness, and ox teams,
and smell of tar and axle grease, and coal oil
lamps and hickory sticks, and fried chicken and
all the heaps of good vegetables at the big table –
corn on the cob, and off the cob, and corn pud
ding, and blackberries, and venison and some
times some bear meat for a curiosity and all the
good pies that Mammy Julia would make (and al
ways had one stuck away for us boys). While all
these things are subconscious and ever present, it
is the people, all those faces that pass in affection
ate review, that make the memories of Beersheba
so dear.

Of Captain Plumacher and the many trips
and tramps of the White Flag and Red Flag on
T'other Mountain, of Tom Freeland’s and my hair
breadth escape in a runaway of his two young
mules in the Valley, of the fishing in Dykes Creek
and the tramps to Swiss Colony, the Swiss carv
ings once so plentiful; of the 4th July – ”Schuetzen
Fest” and barn dance at Dan when the Swiss wore
wooden shoes; of Plumacher’s wild hog hunt; of
scores of such things, it would be cruel for me to
hold you to narrate it all.
I can only in this rambling way suggest at
least to the young folks that Beersheba is rich in
traditions and memories, and for them, whatever
the future may hold, in whatever clime their for
tune may find them, there will never be sweeter
memories clustering about any place than there. It
is a rich heritage that we here and now express to

It is the most poignant part of all to think
that were I there, I would look and listen in vain
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you our gratitude for providing and maintaining,
and to those that labored with you that we might
enjoy it all.

circular of the Pope Manufacturing Company. We
read it through several times and discussed it.
Finally I told him I would get me one, I would
learn to ride it or explode, and I would make it do
for a horse or do without. The difficulty in our
mind was whether, in the first place, I could ride
it at all, and in the next place, whether it would
be of any practical service. We determined to risk
it.

Though I am so far away and so much en
grossed in a very stirring business which taxes all
my energy and ingenuity, I would gladly leave the
scenes of this greatest Metropolis in the world to
recall in my mind what seems dearest of all: those
placid, peaceful walks and scenes. Time is all too
short to enjoy them. Do not be impatient, you
young ones. Before you know it, you too will be
recalling “fifty years” and we who now span that
period will be like some we have mentioned, just
a part of the memories of dear, grand old Beershe
ba. With love to all,

In two weeks the wonderful 'what is it' was
brought in an express wagon just as I was leaving
for school. All the family and neighbors in sight
assisted me to mount it then and there – five on
each side. I did not make much progress. When I
arrived home in the evening, the coast was clear. I
slipped my wheel out of the house to try the thing
singlehanded. My first attempt to mount was
disastrous. Taking a square, highheeled header, I
reflected and tried again. Much to my
amazement, I gained the saddle, caught both
pedals, and the street being gently sloping and
tolerable smooth, I glided along, my hair full of
electricity, for two squares, when in an attempt to
avoid an approaching wagon, I headed toward the
sidewalk and fell flat in the gutter. I was so elated
at my success, however, that I spent the rest of the
day in the street – and gutter.

I am Affectionately,
Alfred E. Howell
June 28, 1922 Somerville, N. J.
Alfred E. Howell was a pioneer not only in his
occupation of the Howell Cottage and later in his
professional work in safety for foundry men (for
which he received a medal from their association)
but also in the introduction of the bicycle – which
he called a “wheel” – to Nashville. The front wheel
was about 46 inches in diameter but the rear only
about 16. His account also tells something of his
father, Morton B. Howell.

After that day's practice, I essayed to ride to
the university, which I did with three dismounts
and a walk up the steepest hills. What a
wonderful creature is was, and when in motion,
how curious the spectators were to know what
supported me – the small wires being almost
invisible to the novice gaze. I well remember the
crowd of students and professors, and what a
remarkable fellow I thought I was to have
achieved control of such a steed in a couple of
days.

A wonderful change has taken place in
wheeling since the morning in 1879 when I first
rode my 46 standard Columbia to Vanderbilt
University – the first wheel that ever wound its
track along the streets of Nashville. One evening,
my father had met Mr. Thomas Cox on Union
Street who handed him a pamphlet, saying, “Here
is something new.” My father brought it home – a

46

The Howell Cottage

and missionary bishop of the Southwest in 1838.
After his wife, Frances Devereaux, received an in
heritance of 400 slaves, Polk bought a sugar plan
tation in Louisiana on which to settle the slaves.
He was a compassionate master and among his
innovations was a Sunday School for the blacks
and an earnest attempt to bring them to Chris
tianity. In 1841 he was made Bishop of Louisiana.
Meantime, the plantation venture failed, and he
turned his efforts to the founding of a great Epis
copal University in the South. He and James
Hervey Otey, Bishop of Tennessee, on October 9,
1860, with $500,000 subscribed, laid the corner
stone of the University of the South at Sewanee.

The story of the house now called the Howell
Cottage began when John Armfield bought the
hotel and 1,000 acres of land and began con
structing 20 cottages. One of these, now the
Howell Cottage, he gave to Bishop Leonidas Polk.
Another, next door, was given to Bishop James H.
Otey. Armfield was an ardent Episcopalian, but he
may have had more mundane reason for the gifts.
The bishops were looking for a site for a new uni
versity; and Beersheba, or at least this area, was
one of the sites under consideration. How much
use Polk made of the house is unclear, though it is
known that he was one of the party who rode
horseback from Beersheba to Sewanee to inspect
the land which had been offered as a site for the
University of the South.

Polk was commissioned a Major General in
the Confederate Army in 1861 and made respon
sible for the defense of Tennessee. According to
Civil War historian Thomas L. Connelly, who lived
at Beersheba several summers, Polk made the mis
take of concentrating on the Mississippi and ne
glected the Cumberland, a decision which led to
the early fall of Nashville, a major blow to the

Leonidas Polk (18061864) was a second
cousin of James K. Polk and known as the “fight
ing Bishop” of the Civil War. As a West Point cadet
he came under the influence of Dr. Charles P.
Mcllvaine, was converted, and became the leader
of a “praying squad.” He became a priest in 1831
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Confederacy. The BishopGeneral was killed at
Pine Mountain (near Marietta, Georgia) in 1864.

too; the bloody rebellion of the slave Nat Turner
has been suppressed only three years earlier in
the countryside just west of Norfolk. So they de
cided to travel by the sailing packet brig Ajax to
New Orleans, thence by riverboat up the Missis
sippi, the Ohio and the Cumberland to Nashville.
Leaving Norfolk on 1 November and encountering
heavy seas and adverse winds down the coast and
in rounding Florida through the famous Straits,
they were late arriving at New Orleans and
reached Nashville only on 2 January, 1835.

During the war, Beersheba was like a refugee
camp. The Armfields were in their cottage, and
there was a caretaker at the hotel. Several of the
cottages were occupied, but not always by their
owners. Isabel Howell, in John Armfield of Beer
sheba Springs, says that the family of Col.
Benjamin J. Hill, C. S. A., of McMinnville stayed
in Bishop Polk’s house for at least a part of the
war. Almost all of the houses were broken into,
robbed, and vandalized. Col. and Mrs. Armfield
had numerous guests; but threats were made
against him, and his home was guarded day and
night.

The acclimation to Nashville, with its rough
and ready atmosphere, was not immediate but
was accomplished in time; and the Howell family
became an important part of the life of the town
where they remained for fifteen years. Dr. Howell
was called to Richmond in 1849 as pastor of its
First Baptist Church. During those years, his son
Morton studied law at the University of Virginia at
Charlottesville, where he received LL. B. degree in
1856, married in 1858 and returned to Nashville.
The following year, 1859, Susan (Sue) Toy
Howell, later Mrs. Adam G. Adams, was born.
Alfred Elliott Howell was born in April, 1863, and
Ralph (later renamed Morton Boyte Howell, Jr.)
by his mother, in 1865. Isabel (Ma Belle) died in
1868. Morton then married Pattie Curd of
Louisville, Kentucky in June 1869. She died with
in four months. In the fall of 1870, he married her
younger sister, Bettie.

By the end of the war, the homes were in bad
repair, and hardly anyone had money to keep
them up. The Polk cottage was sold to Mrs.
Harriet Johnson Sumner of New Orleans but was
unoccupied for several seasons. Mrs. Sumner had
also acquired a lot on either side of the cottage
which had been deeded to A. N. Polk and to
Frances A. Polk, wife of the Bishop.
The first recollection of a Howell on the
mountain is recorded in Sue Howell Adams’s
memoir quoted in full above. Her father, Morton
Boyte Howell, has been introduced above, but his
parentage is also relevant to his role in Nashville.
He was the third child of Robert Boyte Crawford
Howell (born in Wayne County, North Carolina in
1801) and Mary Ann Morton Toy Howell (born at
Ferry Point – now Berkley, near Norfolk – Virginia,
in 1808). R. B. C. Howell had been raised in an
Episcopal Church community but converted to the
Baptist Church when he went to Norfolk. In 1834,
as a licensed and ordained Baptist minister, he
was called by the First Baptist Church of Nashville
to serve as pastor. The church had suffered severe
losses of membership and property when the
pastor and the major part of its congregation
formed a new church as followers of Alexander
Campbell, and took the church building and other
property with them into their new spiritual home.

During his service as Deputy Clerk and Mas
ter of the Chancery Court, and later as Clerk and
Master, Morton lived in Edgefield (now East Nash
ville) and crossed the Cumberland River by row
boat each day to carry out his duties. In 1871 he
resigned to establish his own law office. He left it
to campaign and win election on a reform and an
ticarpetbagger platform and to serve as mayor of
Nashville for a oneyear term ending in 1875. He
returned to private law practice and there re
mained until March 1905, when he suffered a
stroke. During his later years, he was joined in the
practice by his son R. B. C. Howell (named for
Morton's father) who had graduated from the
Vanderbilt law school in 1899 and later became
Chancellor, and subsequently Judge of the Ten
nessee Court of Appeals.

Because of abolitionist activity, the short
route to Tennessee down the Ohio River was
closed to the Howells, who had five slaves in their
household. The overland route was hard and risky
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Even after his stroke, Morton B. Howell re
tained his keen memory, and wrote in pencil a re
markable set of memoirs which Judge Howell lat
er had typed and presented to many members of
the family in 1948. Unfortunately, Morton did not
complete these memoirs, and they stop with the
return to Nashville in 1859, being spotty from
1849 on. Morton B. Howell continued to visit his
beloved Beersheba Springs, probably spending his
last summer there in 1908. He died in Nashville
23 January, 1909, at his home on Second Avenue
South, which still (1983) stands.

The cottage was a shell of a house. Much
chinking was gone. The roof was very bad. There
was no fence. Pigs were under the house and fleas
inside. Morton Howell and Bill Tate put a fence all
around. The gentlemen rarely went to Nashville
all summer and worked hard on improvements.
Sheep were turned in and pigs turned out. There
was a dining table of sorts but very few chairs.
Two long benches were made for the sides of the
table. As the house was originally built with two
gables – East and West – with a floor between
them said to be for dancing, all of this had to be
removed and a new roof built as it is now. The
brothersinlaw Morton Howell and D. F. Wilkin
built a summerhouse and made the laurel benches
and chairs which are still (2010) on the porch.

The story of the trips of the Howell family to
Beersheba in 1870, 1872, and 1873 has been re
counted in the letters of Sue and Alfred, quoted
above. She mentioned meeting the family of
Adam Gillespie Adams but did not make plain – it
was well known to all early readers of the memoir
– that one of that family was A. G. Adams, Jr.,
whom she was to marry some years later, and
with whom she would have seven sons.

On October 14, 1886, Sue Howell married
Adam Gillespie Adams, Jr. During their courtship
that summer, they had spent many hours sitting in
the front hall cutting out and pinning up the black
swallows which long flew above the door going
from the front hall into the dining room. After
more than 100 years, they had to be replaced; but
some of the originals have been framed. In their
honor, the name of the cottage was changed to
Swallows Rest.

In June of 1873, the sisters Bettie Howell and
Lucy Wilkin decided to buy the Polk cottage from
Mrs. Sumner. The two young women had just in
herited money from their Grandfather Edmunds
and they named the cottage “Liberty Hall” for the
Edmunds place in Barren County, Kentucky.

When Sue Howell Adams said in her memoir
that, when the Adamses had four boys they
“thought it time to colonize,” she surely did not
visualize the extent to which the Adams clan
would spread out in Beersheba. In 2009, there
were at least ten properties owned by Adams de
scendants, some with multiple houses. After 1887,
the family of Sue's brother, Alfred Howell, spent
summers at Nanhaven, which was owned by
Frances (or Fan or Nan) Thompson, unmarried
sister of Alfred's wife Jennie. Frances left the
house to Jennie and Alfred's five children. Thus it
happens that the Beershebaactive descendants of
Morton B. Howell who still bear his family name
are all at Nanhaven, though they also feel pretty
at home on the porches of the Howell cottage.
Frances had first come to Beersheba as a guest of
Sue Howell at the Howell Cottage, so Nanhaven
perhaps counts as the first Howell Cottage
colonization. In 2009, the most recent
colonization is the Emanuel family at Benhame;
they first visited Beersheba as guests at the

Howell Cottage, the girl with her back to the tree in
the right foreground is Sue Howell. Just left of her
is Alfred Howell.
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Howell Cottage.
After a few years, the sisters Bettie Howell
and Lucy Wilkin decided to keep house separately
in the same house. Lucy used the west hall for a
living room, and the storeroom was enlarged for
her kitchen. As the families grew, the Wilkins had
two children and the Howells, twelve – a fact
which may have been part of the reason Lucy sold
her share in the cottage to Bettie in 1892.
By this time Bettie Howell – Mama to some,
Aunt Bettie to others – was so obviously the very
heart of the family that the cottage gradually be
came known as the Howell Cottage. One can
imagine her now sitting on the corner of the
porch with ladies from other cottages sewing and
visiting – always with her back to the yard so that
she couldn’t see what the children were up to. In
the morning she sat on the porch and graciously
received people who brought provisions for the
table. There were always fresh vegetables and
fruits and occasionally meat. Orders were taken
for a leg or shoulder of lamb; and when the whole
animal had been sold, it was slaughtered. There
were times when the lamb was suspected of being
goat and times that turkeys looked suspiciously
wild.

Bettie Curd Howell sewing on the porch
of the Howell Cottage, August 1909
ties along with the same disposition that enabled
her to keep order and tranquility in a very compli
cated summer household. There was still a full
time black cook who accompanied the family and
stayed for the summer. The legendary Eliza Perry
of the mountain continued to come on Mondays
to wash clothes and on Tuesdays to iron. The
children spent the summer swimming and hiking.

The children walked and swam – first at Lau
rel Mill where there was a good dam above the
falls. Afterwards, for years Mr. Hunerwadel and
Mr. Hill took their farm wagons over to the Blue
Hole (Long’s) two or three times a week with as
many swimmers as could crowd in.

The children of Morton and Bettie Howell
who continued to come for vacations were:
Mary Toy Howell Weaver (widow of Thomas
Weaver, d. 1919)
Annie Howell and husband Robert Orr
Rachel Howell and husband Hooper Love
Robert Boyte Crawford (R. B. C) Howell and
wife Ellen (Nellie) Jackson

While the boys were up to their usual pranks,
the girls sewed and read, and in the evening al
most everyone went to the hotel for dancing.
Some of the older generation usually stayed at the
Howell cottage to sit around the dining room ta
ble to talk, play cards, and enjoy an occasional
bottle of beer. When children appeared, the beer
bottles were carefully concealed under the ladies’
long skirts, so we are told.

R. B. C. Howell (1878 1955), known as
Boyte (pronounced in one syllable like boy plus a
t), had a successful legal career in Nashville and
became a judge of the Tennessee Court of Appeals
from 1940 to his death in 1955. In his years on
the bench, he rose early, was in his chambers by
7, and worked without interruption until about 2,
then went home, where he read and wrote on
many subjects. His papers in the Tennessee State
Library and Archives extend over ten linear feet of
shelf space. On most Fridays in the summer, he
would come to Beersheba, where his great plea

After Bettie Howell’s death in 1931, the cot
tage continued to be opened as soon as school
was out in May. Her oldest daughter, Mary Toy
(Mrs. Thomas S. Weaver), a widow with three
children, inherited her mother's housekeeping du
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sure was to set out in his black Buick and drive
until he found a road he didn't know. He would
then take it to see where it went. He loved to stop
to talk to people along the way, and the local folk
loved him. When they had a dispute, instead of
hiring expensive lawyers they could not afford,
they would often bring it together to him and ask
him to decide it. His cigar gave an air of dignity
that matched his wisdom and knowledge. Gene
Autry, the famous singing cowboy of the movies,
had a case before him. He decided against Autry,
who then gave him autographed pictures signed
"To a fair and just judge." Boyte came to
Beersheba from early spring to late fall. If no one
else was in the cottage, he would take his meals
with the Argo sisters next door. One Friday in the
early spring of 1955, he drove up, spent the
evening with friends at the Burch cottage, but
excused himself early saying that he was tired.
When he did not appear for breakfast promptly at
6 the next morning, the Argos came to check on
him. They found that he had died peacefully in
his sleep with no sign of struggle.

Robert Boyte Crawford Howell as Chancellor, 1938

In the early days, ice was a rare and precious
commodity for summer people. Until electricity
came in 1941, visitors were expected to stop at
the ice house in McMinnville or Tracy to pick up a
50 or 100pound block of ice. Usually everyone
drank from a dipper in an oak bucket on the shelf
in the dining room until Mary Toy's son, Tom
Weaver, went to medical school.

Drinking water was drawn from the cistern which
is still behind the dining room. Even more
revolutionary than the coming of electricity in the
early 40s was “city” water from the Big Creek
reservoir, which was completed in 1964.
The dimensions of the cottage are a little
hard to believe for those who have never seen it.
Eight bedrooms is not so extraordinary, but a
porch 10 feet wide and 147 feet long begins to
sound like a hotel or a boardwalk. This length of
porch comes in handy on rainy days for rocking
and cardplaying and snoozing in the hammocks.
Recovering the enormous roof produces some as
tronomical figures. The Nashville builders’ supply
house called on to furnish the materials could not
believe it at all. They sent half the order, figuring
someone had made a mistake. It was their mis
take, and they had to send the other half of the
order the next week.

There seems to have always been a tennis
court at the Howell Cottage, the earliest one of
clay and sand with chickenwire backstops held
up by pine saplings. Some very good players have
performed on the court over the years, and it may
be that a few stars have developed their skills on
it. In the 1970s Spencer Thomas, in memory of
his wife Bettie Weaver, was responsible for
launching the construction of a new allweather
court completely enclosed in a regulation heavy
meshwire fence. His soninlaw Sam Chester of
Chattanooga was in charge of this project.

The 100th anniversary of the Howell’s own
ership of the cottage brought forth a flood of close
kin and distant cousins and friends in July of
1973. More than 240 people came, according to
Betty Weaver Thomas, granddaughter of Morton

A big tank purchased by Charlie Trabue after
World War I from the powder plant in Nashville
stood on a tower in the back yard to catch water
from the roof. This was used for washing.
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B. and Bettie Curd Howell, and of that number
“way over 100” were family into the sixth genera
tion. There was for the occasion a big barbecue
with all the fixin’s and appropriate potables, but
the rain came and the big porch once again saved
the day – for the grownups, anyway. Susan
Brandau wrote in the Tennessean, “Dozens of
children of all ages and sizes had a grand time
playing in the mud and throwing water at each
other while assorted dogs barked and ran
underfoot. The elders sat on the wide covered
porch, extending around three sides of the old log
house, laughing, reminiscing and renewing old
friendships.”

Betsy Chester
Isabel Guhde
Rebecca Guhde
Annie Howell m. Robert Orr
Bettie Curd Orr m. Ernest B. Franklin
Ernest Franklin m. Corinne Scales
Ernest B. Franklin m. Judy Grogan
Sara Franklin m. David Homer
Robert Orr Franklin m. Patsy Greene
Catherine Franklin m. David Denson
Anna Denson
Lee Denson
Robert Orr Franklin, Jr.
John Orr Franklin m. Diane Seiberling
Lyn Franklin m. Louis Hoyt
William Hoyt
Rebecca Hoyt
Bettie Hoyt
Bettie Franklin m. Tony Colombo
Diane Marie Colombo
Isabel Howell Colombo
Zoe Cecile Colombo
John Orr Franklin, Jr.
Robert Orr, III m. Edith Bruder
Gardner Orr m. David Smith
David Smith m. Kim Holt
Hartley Smith
Caroline Smith
Mary Gardner Smith (Gigi) m. Cress
Whitfield
Lynn Gardner Whitfield
Will Whitfield
Charlotte Smith m. Brian Hunter
Charlie Hunter
Allie Gardner Hunter
Annie Howell Orr m. Charles Trost
Caroline Trost
Henry Trost m. Lynne Gardner
Eliza Trost
Marguerite Trost
Evelyn Trost
Edith Trost m. Miles Kirkland
Caroline Miller (Millie) Kirkland
Turner Kirkland
Augustus (Gus) Kirkland
Alice Rebecca Orr
Robert Orr, IV m. Susan Bucke
Ruth Orr m. Robert Napier
Robert Napier, Jr. m. Kristin Livingston
Jane Napier
Elizabeth (Liz) Napier
Charlotte Napier m. Scott Gilbride
Skyler Gilbride
Wesley Gilbride

The third and subsequent generations of
Howells to use the cottage are all descendants of
two daughters of Morton and Bettie Curd Howell,
namely Mary Toy and Annie. Despite this pruning
of the family tree, there is in 2009 such a plethora
of names that it is perhaps worthwhile to spell out
the relationships of those who maintain a partici
pation in the cottage. Names of the deceased are
in italics.
Mary Toy Howell m. Dr. Thomas Weaver
Tom Weaver (Dr. Tom) m. Elizabeth Moore
Martha Weaver m. Tom Adkins
Thad Adkins m. Christy Ponozzo
Owen Adkins
John Adkins m. Erin Payne
Jonah Adkins
Bettie Weaver m. Spencer Thomas
Mary Toy Thomas m. Jerry Kircher
Katherine Kircher m. Paul Companik
Jennifer Companik m. John Curtis
Drew Curtis
Chris Companik
Melissa Companik
Jerry Kircher m. Laura Hayden
Ashley Kircher
Lindsey Kircher
Bettie Thomas m. Sam Chester
Susan Chester m. Tom Snow
Sam Snow m. Lisa Niemi
Hudson Snow
Finley Snow
Andy Snow
Elizabeth Snow m. Marc Caldwell
Grace Caldwell
Caroline Snow
Caroline Chester m. Nigel Lloyd
George Lloyd
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Thus, the third generation families with de
scendants still active in the house are those of (1)
Tom Weaver (2) Bettie Weaver Thomas, (3) Bettie
Orr Franklin, and (4) Robert Orr, III. The current
constitution of the cottage is based on this four
way division of the family into Weaver, Thomas,
Franklin, and Orr "clans." In the early 1980s, it
was realized that an orderly way of making deci
sions and handling ownership was needed. A cor
poration was formed with papers drawn up by
Charlie Trost, and all current owners transfered
their interests to the corporation. There is a board
with one member chosen by each "clan," and
expenses are divided four ways.

space under eaves to roost in the attic. By 2009,
however, problems with droppings became serious
enough that something had to be done. Well
aware of the environmental value of bats, Henry
Trost, acting on behalf of the cottage, got in touch
with the Nature Conservancy. One of its
naturalists visited the cottage and discovered a
large colony of Rafinesque's Bigeared bats,
Corynorhinus rafinesquii, a species considered to
be of special concern by the U. S. Fish and
Wildlife Service. There were about 70 individuals
in the colony, an exceptionally large number for
this species. Bat Conservation International (BCI)
was contacted, and it urged that a rather large bat
house be constructed before sealing off access to
the attic. It provided half the cost; and the Nature
Conservancy, the other half. Wire mesh was then
used to seal off access to the Cottage's attic, but
two oneway escape hatches allowed any strag
glers a way out for a week before they also were
closed.

A new colonization program has begun. In
1936 Judge Boyte Howell and his sisters ex
changed the piece of land called the Brown Field
behind the cottage with Mr. and Mrs. Ben Hill for
some 17 acres on the Grassy Ridge Road. This is
the property on which the Oliver J. Morgan or
Johnson house stood. In 1941, they bought 27
acres adjoining this piece of land from Mr. and
Mrs. B. W. Hillis. This property, called the Howell
Domain in Judge Howell’s time, has been divided
among the four families who own the cottage.
Laurel Point is the first house to be built on it.
(See the Laurel Point story).

The new bat home, made of concrete blocks
and based on experimental patterns used else
where by BCI, has been built; but its success is
still in question. Seems the bats appreciate
Armfield architecture.
Now the fifth, sixth, and seventh generations
of Howell descendants come to relax and play and
enjoy the family unity that has made it possible
for countless people to share a legacy left by
Grandfather Edmunds to his granddaughters
Bettie and Lucy Curd

Renovation of the log cabin behind the main
house was begun in 2005, but technical problems
were encountered in the chinking, and it is still
not finished in 2010. The porches of the main
house were all given a new floor by Allan
Thompson in 2009.

– Elizabeth M. Weaver and Bettie Thomas
Chester

Bats have long been observed flitting under
the porch roof and up through the ventilation

If the Howell Cottage has 10 rooms and 15 beds, they say,
And if 15 people gather there most any summer day –
If 20 people come along and want to spend the night
How long until their grocery bill will will climb up out of sight?
And if the Harmons have a fancy farm and lots of lovely sheep
And Mrs. Harmon has to count them 'fore she goes to sleep
And if they brought them all up here – it wouln't be so far –
How many sheep could learn to bleat by saying “Beersheba”?
Form a parody of “I can't do that sum” by Morton B. Howell, July 30, 1953
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Beersheba Song

2. Beersheba, Beersheba,
Land of holly
And young lovers' folly
Is Beersheba, Beersheba,
Under the giant tulip poplar.
The Great Stone Door's for walkin';
The porch is best for talkin'.
Get off the map
In Alum Gap
All in Beersheba.

4. Beersheba, Beersheba,
Ham's a'cooking
And biscuits good looking
Is Beersheba, Beersheba,
Scented with smoke of the hick'ry.
You may swim at Greeter;
I'll be just an eater.
It's no mishap
To take a nap
While in Beersheba.

7. Beersheba, Beersheba
Unto the hills
I lift up mine eyes
In Beersheba, Beersheba,
Amid the green of the hemlock.
See creation's glory
From the observatory.
Praises sing
Nearby the spring
Here in Beersheba.

3. Beersheba, Beersheba
Howells are plenty
And Adams are many
In Beersheba, Beersheba,
Wrapped in the fragrance of cedar.
Hill and Tate and Brown
All do here aboun'.
Family
Is history
Here in Beersheba.

5. Beersheba, Beersheba
Mountain spirea
In the spring does appear
In Beersheba, Beersheba,
Amid the flowering dogwood.
Queen Anne's lace and Joe Pye
Mark the summer go by.
Pipsissiwa
Says come as you are
Back to Beersheba

8. Beersheba, Beersheba
Frogs are singing
And night sounds are ringing
In Beersheba, Beersheba
Under the odorous heaven wood.
Gnats are swarming to meet you.
Mosquitos, longing to eat you.
Breezes oft
Waft Skin So Soft
Here in Beersheba

3. Beersheba, Beersheba,
Thunder is nigh
When you're up in the sky
In Beersheba, Beersheba,
Land of the mighty white oak.
Do enjoy the view
It was made for you.
When you're here
The stars are near
Up in Beersheba.

6. Beersheba, Beersheba
Cell phones shut down
When you enter the town
Of Beersheba, Beersheba.
Far from the ominous tower.
You won't miss your gigabytes
Once you get some chigger bites
Technology
Is not for me,
Not in Beersheba.

9. Beersheba, Beersheba
Laurel and sumac
Give reason to come back
To Beersheba, Beersheba,
Adorned in colorful maple.
If you must depart
We'll keep you in our heart.
Ev'ryone
Is most welcome
Here in Beersheba.

Music and first verse by Morton B. Howell, circa 1911. Melody recovered by Tom Adams, Isabel and Martha
Bartles, and Edith Adams Allison. Additional verses found by the editor in the Nanhaven cabin. Add more.
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Nanhaven

hewn logs after 1859. Armfield had logs from the
structures he took down at the hotel. Also,
something had to be done with the logs of the
trees cut down to clear the ground. Hand hewing
them into usable timbers on the spot may have
been cost effective relative to cutting others near
Laurel, hauling them to the mill, sawing them,
and hauling the sawn timbers to the building site.

Nanhaven, one of the original Armfield
houses, stands on a large, level, wooded lot on
the west side of Dahlgren Avenue just opposite
the south end of the west wing of the Hotel
Assembly. The handhewn logs of its downstairs –
four approximately 15foot square rooms, two on
either side of a dogtrot hall – may indicate that
this part was built before Armfield's sawmill got
into operation in the summer of 1855. A two
room cabin, also built of handhewn logs with a
double fireplace between the rooms, sits about
twenty yards behind the main house.

In any event, Armfield added simple floors of
yellow pine, clapboard over the outside of the
logs, porches of heart pine around three sides, an
upstairs, four freestanding fireplaces, trim on the
doors and windows (without counter weights)
and closed the ends of the dogtrot with the typical
"Beersheba doorway" with two narrow doors, a
transom, and side panels with windows. The
similarity of many of the doorways suggests that
they may have all been cut in a millwork shop
elsewhere and brought to Beersheba. The high
ceilings, large windows, transoms over doors and
the funneleffect of the long hallway, all combine
for maximum ventilation on warm nights.

The hewn logs have led to the conjecture that
the log core of this house was built by Armfield to
house his workers and later finished with sawn
lumber. The conjecture is not necessarily correct,
as shown by the CockrillMayhew house built of
The editor ia sensitive to the disproportionate
length of the Nanhaven entry, the cottage to which
he belongs. It is excused by two factors. (1)The
research of Herschel Gower has made it possible to
say much more about the preCivilWar years than
is possible with most other cottages. (2) The
zealously kept guest book is a rare resource for a
precise account. We hope you'll enjoy reading it
just as we enjoy sharing it.

There is also a kitchen wing of boardand
batten construction with three rooms and a large
fireplace Whether or not it is original Armfield
construction is debatable, but it is virtually certain
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that it antedates the purchase of the house in
1887 by the family of the present owners.

From Herschel's research, we can work back
from the initials on the stone to say that at the
end of the summer the Dahlgrens had a house
party with 12 people present: Charles and Mary
Vannoy Dahlgren, the hosts; Mary's parents,
Mason and Jane Vannoy of Nashville and
Manchester; Mary's brother Robert McEwen
Vannoy; her sister Ellen Smith Vannoy Gardner;
Ellen's sisterinlaw Laura Adelaide Gardner;
Charles's four sons by his first wife: Charles Routh
Dahlgren, Bernard Dahgren, John Adolph
Dahlgren, Austin Mortimer Dahlgren; and
Charles's nephew Ulric Dahlgren, son of Admiral
John Dahlgren. The house party totaled 12
people; two other sets of initials are identified by
Herschel as belonging to people not yet born in
1860.

The cabin received a plank floor and a
window and crude door in each room, but was
otherwise left in its original condition.
On July 27, 1859 the house was bought by
Charles Gustavus Dahlgren of Natchez for $4000,
with Armfield holding Dahlgren's mortgage.
Dahlgren, a prosperous planter, was one of three
sons of the first Swedish consul to the United
States. His first wife had recently died leaving him
with four sons and several grown step children.
Probably acquaintance with John Armfield led
him to Beersheba, where Mary Edgar Vannoy of
Nashville caught his eye, and in December they
were married. She was 19 and he 49. The next
summer, they were back at Beersheba, and Mary
was pregnant. Who else was there that summer
we know in a remarkable way.

Mary Dahlgren must have had her hands full
with the five boys. Years later in a memoir
dictated to her son John Armfield Dahlgren, she
told how once the boys shot a fox and in the
middle of the night dragged it from the pen of the
fox hounds into the courtyard of the hotel, around
and around and all along the porches before
unlatching the pen of the dogs. One can imagine
the pandemonium that followed. (A delightful but
fictional version of Mary's memoir is on pages
211216 of Herschel's book. The fox story is true –
see page 38 and footnote 13 – but the absence of
a footnote and the flawless English of Mary's
memoir betray its creation by the novelist author,
a puckish prank to which he confessed.)

In 1987, Josephine Eubanks was charged
with cleaning up the southwest corner of the
property along Dahlgren Avenue and south of the
driveway to the house. One spot was particularly
thickly grown up in poison ivy. As she removed it,
she exposed a mosscovered, sandstone boulder
rising about two feet above ground level. As she
swept it off well and put her grandson, Nicholas
King, to sit on it, she noticed some carving on the
boulder but thought nothing of it. Some time
later, on August 31, 1990, to be exact, Howell
Adams and Comfort Adams Randolph came walk
ing along the road and noticed the exposed
boulder and went over to look at it. When they
saw a bold, wellcarved C. G. D. and the date
August 31, 1860, they recognized the initials of
Dahlgren – and the date was 130 years earlier to
the day!

Three weeks after the date on the stone,
Mary's baby, Gustavus Vannoy Dahlgren, was
born, delivered presumably by Dr. Waters from
next door. Soon thereafter the Dahlgrens returned
to Dunleith, their home in Natchez. A year later,
Charles Dahlgren was a brigadier general in the
Army of Mississippi and in command of troops in
the lower Mississippi valley. Ulric and Charlie
Routh were in opposing armies. Ulric became a
colonel in the Union army and was killed in a
bungled raid on Richmond. Papers found on his
body indicated a plan to assassinate Jefferson
Davis and have led to much being written about
him. Charles Gustavus, soon relieved of troop
command, was financially ruined. There was no
chance of his paying off the mortgage on the

But who were the people behind the 13 other
sets of initials? That same summer, Herschel
Gower learned about the find. He came often to
ponder those initials, and Ruth Howell made a
stone rubbing for him. Old Dahlgren would not
release Herschel until he had learned everything
that could be known about the Dahlgrens and put
it all (and a little more) into a most readable
book, Charles Dahlgren of Natchez (Brassey's,
Washington D. C. , 2002).
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Beersheba house, which reverted to John
Armfield.

Howell (1889  1968), Frances Howell (1891 
1979), Louise Evans Howell (1899  1952), and
Isabel Elliott Howell (1900  1976). Later in 1886,
the year that Alfred and Jennie married, Alfred's
sister Sue married Adam G. Adams. The seven
Adams boys were born over the same span of
years as were the five Howell children.
Meanwhile, at the Howell Cottage, Morton B.
Howell's second family was overlapping in age
with his grandchildren. The childhood summers
spent at Beersheba shared by all these cousins
formed warm friendships which extend to their
descendants to this day.

Herschel Gower's research also cleared up
another minor Nanhaven enigma. Over the door
to the north side of the cabin was nailed a
weatherbeaten board with the words "He who
enters here must leave all hope behind." The sign
survived into the 1950s; but no one knew who
put it there. In Charlie Routh Dahlgren's wartime
diary Herschel found, "On entering the Army, one
finds a realization of the sentence that Dante
found written on the gates of Hell: He who enters
here must leave all hope behind."

In 1887, it was bought by Frances Thompson
(1852  1914) for $2000, half of what Dahlgren
had paid. Miss Fan or Nan, as Frances was called,
first came to Beersheba in the summer of 1884 as
a guest of Sue Howell at the Howell Cottage. She
was acting as a standin, as was the custom in
those high Victorian days, for her younger sister
Jane Reynolds (Jennie) Thompson (18621941),
who was soon to be betrothed to Sue’s brother
Alfred Elliott Howell (18631931), son of Morton
B. Howell of the Howell cottage. Miss Fan liked
Beersheba so well that the next year she rented
the White House. In 1886, she rented the
Dahlgren cottage, which she then bought in 1887.
The house became the Thompson Cottage, the
name still on the brass knocker on the front door.
It was the cleanup in preparation for the
centennial celebration of this purchase that led to
the discovery of the Dahlgren rock.

The chief records of the ThompsonHowell
residency of the cottage are a collection of guest
books, the first not started till 1914. At the back
of the book, Jennie wrote her recollection of
“People in the Cottage Since Purchase in 1887.
Not a perfect record but the best we have.” In
1887, the household consisted of Fan (the
owner), her mother, (Martha Anne Trabue
Thompson, 18161901), her sister Mat and Mat's
Trabue wards, Fan's sister Kate (Katherine
Thompson Weakley, 18691946), and Fan's sister
Jennie and her baby son, Morton, and on occasion
her husband, Alfred. Coming to Beersheba from
Nashville meant packing trunks full of clothes,
taking the train headed to Chattanooga as far as
Cowan, changing to the Mountain Goat train to
come up the mountain and go as far as Coalmont,
there to be met by Bill Perry and hauled the
remaining 13 miles sitting on trunks in his ox
cart. The expedition took all day. The ladies and
the children made one round trip per summer.
The men, traveling light, could shorten the time
somewhat by riding horseback from Coalmont.
They might therefore come and go several times
in a summer.

Miss Fan shared her cottage generously with
her sisters Mat (Martha Walker Thompson, 1850
1940) and Jennie. Mat had four wards, orphaned
children of her mother's younger brother, George
W. Trabue. These boys, Charlie, Tony, George, and
Will Trabue were part of the Thompson Cottage
family from the outset. Jennie and Alfred Howell
were married in 1886. and children began
arriving the next year. They were Morton Boyte
Howell, III. (1887  1963), Martha Thompson

Generally the same group came during the
next few years, with Jennie adding children as
they came along but missing the summers when
she was pregnant or had an infant. 1894 was a
memorable summer because Sue Adams and her
first four sons spent the summer in two rooms of
Whiskey Row of the hotel, just across the street,
and took their meals with Miss Fan. For 1908,
Jennie writes "Mort working on bridges." (She
doesn’t mention the summer of 1907, the year her

The house probably stood empty or was
occupied by squatters until the hotel reopened in
1870. It may have been used for overflow from
the hotel or rented out to various families by
Martha Armfield, John's widow.
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son Morton got his engineering degree from
Vanderbilt and went to England and Germany to
sing with the University Glee Club and learned
the songs of Harry Lauder which he was to make
famous again at AllWorld Quartet gatherings at
Beersheba many years later). She notes "1909.
Mort in Canada. 1912. Kid Bennie. 1913. Ed
Hoyte, Mary Means and Mrs. Merritt."

year, made her first visit, accompanied by her 15
yearold brother, Sam Harwell, Jr. Also that year
Alfred E. Howell made a rare entry from 1711
Hayes Street, Nashville, and left the cryptic
comment “Eggs is Eggs. Egg me and I’ll come
back.” Frances's future husband, Esmond Ewing
calls himself “the Mayor’s son.” Later that
summer, he remarks: ”He’s here again.”

1911 August 1, “Ode to Beersheba,” was
written upon Mort's departure to Canada. This
youthful piece strikes the dominant theme under
lying all the words and music, all the
enchantment and wonder of Beersheba, and
probably speaks for the whole family.

August 2731 was called called by Morton
"The Dorris Car Weekend Party.” J. P. W. Brown
signs describing himself as “‘Shofar’ to the
Beersheba car” with “wife Annie and the five
chicks.” What that means is perhaps best
explained by the accompanying picture of a Dorris
car of a few years earlier. (John P. W. Brown was a
son of Jennie's older sister Elizabeth; he was
manager of the Nashville Railway and Light
Company.)

Ode To Beersheba
Of all the spots beneath the sun,
There seems to me to be just one
Where mortal man may feel so near
To Heaven that he needs must fear
To stay – else he might realize
Too soon the hopes of Paradise!
So when you feel an impulse clear
To travel to some gladder sphere,
Where Life is just a great sweet tune
And souls in harmony commune,
Don't hitch your wagon to a star,
Just journey up to Beersheba!
– Morton B. Howell

Even as early as 1913, Morton had realized
that the automobile was not an unmixed blessing
and produced a parody on the thenpopular song,
"He's a Cousin of Mine". The parody with the
music is at the end of Nanhaven entry, a small
compensation for those who cannot remember
Mort with his violin performing on the Nanhaven
porch. (The original words as well as the music
are easily found on the Internet.) In later years,
he saw what a crushing weight the automobile is
on society. “Yes,” he predicted, “the automobile
will bury us.” But ever humorous, he added. “How
else do you think they’ll get you out to Mt.
Olivet?”

1914 Miss Fan died and left the house to her
sister Jennie and Jennie's five children. In grateful
memory of their aunt, they began to refer to the
house as Nanhaven, which, many years later, was
adopted as the official name of the corporation
that now owns the house. Fan had been the livein
sister for Jennie’s family. 1915 Marie Lyle Harwell
(18931958) , who was to marry Morton the next

1916 September, David Adams writes “How
they (Martha Weakley and Sis Mat) will miss me,
cooking supper before the open fire and bringing
in the wood and water.”
1917 August, Lt. Clopper Almon of Tus
cumbia, Alabama appears as beau of Louise, third
daughter of Jennie and Alfred.. Because of the
war, he had taken leave from Vanderbilt, gone to
Officer Candidate School, and was serving in the
Quarter Master Corps. The next year, he came
down with the 1918 influenza just before
embarking on a troop ship to Europe. When he
recovered, the war was over. It would be eight
years before he and Louise married, years in
which he returned to Vanderbilt, attended law

The 1906 Doris
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school there and at Georgetown University, and
began the practice of law in Sheffield, Alabama.
Alfred Howell does not appear frequently in
the guest books because he was busy working in
Nashville, or later, Somerville, New Jersey to
support his family. He was an iron foundryman by
profession, a manager at Phillips & Buttorff stove
works and a pioneer in foundry safety, for which
he received a medal from the founrdymen's
association. He was also a firstclass violinist and
much in demand to play at stylish weddings,
funerals and musical soirées. At the beginning of
the war, he was proGerman, or at least anti
British. These sentiments may have started as a
boy at Beersheba with his friendship for Capt.
Plumacher, Col. Ritzius, and the families of the
Swiss Colony. Doubtless his love of the music from
the Germanspeaking lands played a role also.
Before World War I, the Kaiser was widely
admired for the way he was turning the Germans
into a forwardlooking influence in Europe and a
challenge to the dominance of the British, who
had disappointed Confederate hopes of
intervention in 1862 and had won few friends in
their conduct of the Boer War. How did Alfred feel
at the end of the First War? He is absorbed in
other matters. “It is man,” he writes, “that
sanctifies the place. Work sanctifies the man.”
Elsewhere, the corollary, and a quick word of
advice to his four daughters: “Catch your man
and work him!”
1919 Jennie, entertaining the Harwells, the
parents of Morton's bride, is displeased with the
weather served up for her guests. “Rain, rain, go
away!” But Leila McClure Harwell, so like her
daughter, gently rejoins, “Never mind the
weather.” Still in August 1919, Esmond and
Frances Howell Ewing, newly weds visiting from
Little Rock, write “fattening on Mat again.”
1921 Alfred Howell makes the trip from
Nashville in George Mitchell’s car and brings his
friend and contemporary H. B. (Doc)
Schermerhorn of “New York, Paris and Nashville,”
who is later to play a romantic role in Isabel
Howell’s life till his death in 1935. In October,
Morton writes, “Happy memories of rare October
evenings beside this log fire.”

1922 June. Morton and Marie come with
their firstborn, Morton B. Howell, VI (1919 
2000) and nurse Dicie Hodge. Marie writes “Have
your hair bobbed,” something she had done with
good effect. Ten years later she introduced slacks
to Beersheba and a daring bandanna blouse, but
only briefly. (The Morton B. Howells later
renumbered themselves. The son of Alfred and
Jennie dropped the number, his son became Jr,
and his son, III. We will refer to them as MBH,
MBH, Jr. and MBH3)
This was also the year that Paul Bartles
(18901935) first appears in the book. In an
earlier summer, Paul was playing piano in the
dance band at the hotel, but he played only by ear
and could not read music. One evening someone
had sheet music and asked Paul to play it so the
band could hear and play it. Martha Howell saw
his panic, slipped in beside him on the piano
bench and played the piece. It was the beginning
of a deep love. Martha's father recognized that
Paul did not have the earning capacity he wanted
in a soninlaw and opposed the match. Martha
would have no one else, and they were finally
married in 1929. In this summer of 1922, Paul
took on the job of keeping the perpetual calendar
on the hall desk up to date. In his first entry he
writes:
Went out on the Backbone, couldn’t stay late,
Had to come back and change the date.
Paul had been gassed in WW I and died
young, in 1935, leaving his widow Martha and
their 5yearold son, Alfred Howell Bartles (1930 
2007). “At that point,” Isabel Howell used to say,
“I became a father,” and indeed she played a
major role in bringing up Alfred and seeing to it
that he had the experiences a boy needs. After
Paul's death, Martha seldom came to Beersheba,
saying that it made her miss him painfully.
1924. July. Kate Thompson Hesse, age 4,
“Homesick on arrival, howling on departure,”
according to her mother Martha. Isabel: “Planning
as usual to come back in the fall.” Morton: “The
golden haze of these October days will close the
season in a blaze of glory we’ll long remember.”
The year was memorable for a determined effort
to have a Christmastime house party. It began
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December 26 and endured to January 1, 1925. A
covey of cousins, Trabues, Orrs, Weavers and
Thomases assembled and fires were kept burning
brightly but managed to heat only a few feet in
front of the fire place. No doubt the warming
effects of Bourbon moved Spencer Thomas of St.
Louis to ask “Ain’t Wild Turkey good?” And Ben
Johnson of Morgan Lodge responds, “Ain’t life
grand.” But the upshot of the effort was that even
Herculean efforts on the fires could not make the
house comfortable in cold winter weather. The
experiment has never been repeated.

where, under a black locust tree, the couple was
married by the Reverend J. Francis McCloud of
the Mitchell cottage. A big spread and champagne
on tables under the pines followed the service. It
had been a very dry summer, and the crashing
thunderstorms that preceded and followed the
event were welcome and mercifully let it go
through as planned.
This must also have been the first summer of
Mort and Marie's second son, Samuel Harwell
Howell (1925  2007). Sam served as a fighter
pilot in the Air Corps in WWII, studied French in
Montreal, worked with a newspaper in Nashville,
then with American Express in Paris, married Jean
Walker in 1951 and, after work as a journalist in
Louisville and Greensboro, NC, returned to
Nashville to gradually take over his father's
insurance business. He and Jean had four
children: SamuelJr., (Sammy) Marie Lyle (Molly),
Anne, and Walker. Sam made many contributions
to Beersheba, most notably as coeditor of the first
edition of this book and the sole author of the
Nanhaven entry in that edition. After the end of
his first marriage, Sam married Virginia Rankin
Robinson, whose grace as a hostess is legend..
1926 August Isabel: “temporarily of 615 W.
148th St, New York. My name is in the Directory.”
She was getting a degree in library science at
Columbia University. Alfred Howell, who had had
to take work in Somerville, N. J. : “Mindful that
the sweet days die.” Mary Wallace Kirk, Louise’s
artist friend from Tuscumbia: “I am in love with
high, farseeing places.” Josephine and Beverly
Douglas: “Places may come and places may go,”
she wrote, “but Beersheba lives on forever.”

Alfred and Jennie Thompson Howell
1925 August, the wedding of Louise Howell
and Clopper Almon. Clopper's father, Edward B.
Almon, was the Congressman from north
Alabama, and the Almons had many relatives and
friends from there and Washington. And of course
all Beersheba and many other guests from
Nashville were in attendance. Everyone dressed in
white. Music was provided by a trio from the
Cincinnati Conservatory which was playing at the
hotel that summer. Morty Howell and Morty
Adams were ribbon bearers; Jane Ewing and Katie
Hesse flower girls; all 5 or 6 years old. The
wedding procession came down the front steps,
proceeded about ten yards down the walk, turned
to the right and continued nearly to the driveway,

The 1920's also saw a major innovation at
Nanhaven: running water, well, some running
water. Previously there had been a cistern of
Armfield construction and a well at the side of the
back porch steps. It had a long, cylindrical well
bucket lowered and hauled up by a rope around a
windlass. There were bowls, pitchers, and
chamber pots in the rooms. An outhouse provided
the other services now offered in bathrooms. In
the 1920's, Charles C. Trabue gave to his cousin
Mat, who had raised him. a gravity water system
for Nanhaven. Water from the top half of the roof
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was conducted by gutters to a large, round
wooden tank that sat above a lowceilinged
bathroom. Cousin Charlie had found the tank as
postwar surplus at the DuPont powder plant in
Old Hickory and bought several of them, one of
which he installed in his own Beersheba house,
Roundtop. There was screen over the top of the
tank and an ingenious float which kept the
expansion of ice in the winter from rupturing the
tank. The whole structure was built by Arnold
Hunnerwadel. Decades later, a plumber from
McMinnville had to go under the floor to make
repairs. He came out visibly shaken."Who on
earth built this thing?" he asked."He must have
bent galvanized pipe with his bare hands like I
would bend copper tubing."

1931 First visit by Alfred Howell Bartles, son
of Paul and Martha.
1932 and for several years thereafter the
young Ewings, Jane, Bob and Harriet came to
Beersheba. Jennie, now a widow, was present for
the whole summer, June 16 to September 20. She
writes, “Fun from start to finish, except for Isa’s
absence.” And of Mat, “Bought food, scolded
everybody and counted the sheets and towels.”
Isabel’s scholarly and literary friends, Harriet
and Frank Owsley and Robert Penn (Red) and
Ginina Brescia Warren are recorded. Ginina
wrote, “To the Carmel, Calif, of Tennessee, where
added to similar splendor, man is not vile.”
Andrew Lytle, then of Cornsilk Farm, Guntersville,
commented in Greek: “A friend is another self.”

The supply of water, however, was strictly
limited. The bathroom was largely irrelevant to
the life of men and boys. There was a hot water
system, but it never worked well. Hot water had
to be heated on the stove in the kitchen and
brought in kettles to the bathroom. Only the
cistern provided drinkable water. In the 1950s, an
electric pump was installed in the well, but the
water was muddy in rainy weather. Once public
water supply became available in 1964, the tank
was dismantled and the well closed. Originally,
the production of waste water was limited; and a
simple disposal system was adequate. But once
the city water was going into it there was trouble.
A proper septic tank and field were installed in
the late 1960's in a joint operation by Isabel and
Clopper Jr.

1934 First visit by Louise's newborn son,
Clopper Almon, Jr.
1939 July: MBH: “Strange to find the hotel
closed. No one there but John Caldwell,” who
carved one of the two later sets of initials on the
Dahlgren rock..
This summer Louise invited Cren Adams, wife
of her cousin Howell E. Adams, to spend several
weeks with her and her son Clopper (aged 5) in
Nanhaven. Cren came with her sons Howell (8)
and Tom (4). It was a summer warmly
remembered the rest of their lives by the boys.
Activity centered around a sand box under the
hemlock on the south side of the house. Little feet
must have moved a lot of that sand into the
house, for at the end of the summer, Louise said
to Cren, "Next summer, let's put the sand pile in
the hall and let the boys track it OUT!".

1929 Isabel, recalled to Nashville as “lady of
the house” at 1904 Division, "made ten trips to
Mtn.” That summer. Louise and Clopper brought
newborn Edward Clopper Almon. Louise wrote:

1940 Mat Thompson died in January. Mat
was the troubleshooter, visiting nurse and angel
of mercy for the whole WoodsTrabueThompson
connection. As already mentioned, she had
brought up her four Trabue wards. She had sat
with a dear cousin, who had married well and
was living on 5th Avenue in New York, as the
cousin died, mainly from drink. Mat had gone
West to be with a brother dying of lockjaw but
arrived only in time to bring the body home. Aged
15 when the Civil War was over, she had many
memories of it, and lived to be 90. Lighting was

What does little Edward say,
Early on the closing day?
Thank you kindly, Aunt Mat,
I must go, I’m getting fat.
Edward was never to return. Within a few
weeks, on a visit to his Nashville relatives, he
suddenly died. Autopsy at Vanderbilt showed that
he had had a congenital condition which it was
routine to check and correct at Vanderbilt, but
had been missed in Sheffield.
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her specialty at Beersheba in her declining years.
Up at 6 o’clock, she would have all the kerosene
lamps with smoky chimneys from the night before
assembled on her long, low table on the back
porch. Cleaning the chimneys took most of the
morning, for she was interrupted frequently at the
back steps by peddlers of fruits and vegetables to
sell, and occasionally a sackful of squawking,
terrified chickens. Besides bacon and hog jowl,
chicken was the only meat served in those days
and then only on Sundays. For a long time the
Thompson ladies kept their own chickens for eggs
and meat in a coop and run in the back. But the
fencing rotted and “varmints” got into the
chickens more and more frequently until it was
finally decided it was better economy to buy the
chickens and eggs as needed.

That summer and for several thereafter the
“incomparable” Robert Mackey was presiding in
the Nanhaven kitchen when the Morton Howells
were present.. He had been S. K. Harwell’s cook
for years, after he had taken him off an N. C. & St.
L. dining car. Now Marie had inherited him. He
specialized in fried chicken, fried green tomatoes,
fried eggs, browned sodabiscuits, laceedge
batter cakes, country ham and gravy. Mackey
performed all these miracles on a big wood range
at Nanhaven (now in the Beersheba Museum)
until the kitchen was remodeled and electrified in
the 1950s. Shortly before that, Marie had noted
proudly, “five cords of stove wood safely put in
the shed.”
This was also the summer of an incident
etched on the memory of Alfred Bartles and
Clopper Jr.. Those were the days of the open
range. Anyone owning cattle or swine could let
them roam anywhere. If a cottage owner wanted
to keep them out of his yard, he had to build the
necessary fences and gates.. Many a misty
morning the family was awakened by cow bells
and roused to drive cows out of the yard through
a gate that had been left ajar. Once we returned
from swimming and found two hogs rooting
contentedly in front of the cabin. MBH got his
singleshot 410 pistol, declared, "I'll teach those
porkers to root up our flower bed," loaded, took
aim and fired. The hogs yelped and ran off to the
north with Alfred and Clopper in hot pursuit.
They went under the fence through the hole they
had dug to get in. The pursuers were quickly over
the fence, but soon came running back shouting,
"Uncle Mort! That pig is lying down making a
funny noise." Mort came just in time to see the pig
breathe its last. Amazed, he checked the shell he
had used and saw that it was buckshot, not
birdshot as he had thought. We buried the pig,
not knowing how to bleed and dress it. The pig
had every right to be there, so to head off trouble
Mort hunted down the owner and gave him $5,
about what the pig would have eventually
brought on the market.

1941, Jennie died in April. All of the first
generation of owners were now deceased. For the
last ten years, MBH had gradually assumed
responsibility for the finance, maintenance and
operation of the house. The Ewings had moved to
Connecticut and made no use of the house.
Martha and Isabel were not in a position to help
with the finances. The Almons paid for some spe
cific projects, such as a new roof for the kitchen
wing in the 1940s, but Mort and Marie carried the
main burden of the house, insurance, taxes, and
maintenance without any suggestion that his
sisters should do more.
The big news of the summer was written
large across the first page:of the guest book for
the year: “The Methodists have bought the hotel
for $3,000!” The previous winter the hotel owners
had tried to auction off the property and Mort and
Marie came up for the occasion, he all in yellow
corduroy, coat and knickers, and carrying a
walking stick. A large crowd gathered and milled
around in the chill lobby, gossiping and
speculating. After a while a man who had been
standing near Marie and who seemed to be sizing
up the proceedings, spoke to her in a confidential
tone: “You know who’s going to buy it, don’t
you?” She shook her head. “It’s that fellow over
there in the yellow outfit.” Marie turned and
looked him straight in the eye and after a moment
said in her firmest tone: “He’d better not.”

Electricity came to Beersheba and Nanhaven
in the fall of 1941. Wiring of Nanhaven was very
simple with plugs only in the floors so as not to
disturb the logs. The kitchen was provided with a
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twoeyed, 110volt hotplate which would
eventually boil a kettle of water. For serious
cooking, a fire had to be built in the stove, and
refrigeration was still provided by ice delivered by
the Tracy City ice company. But just lights were
wonderful, for they eliminated the continual need
for cleaning lamps.

mother cooked. It was not without reason that
Louise's brother and sisters called her "The Cap"
(short for “Captain”); for she was an energetic
and determined commander in housekeeping.
Alfred Bartles was invited to come up by bus from
Nashville. He soon wrote home a postcard,
"Greetings from the Nanhaven Workhouse for
Unsuspecting Relatives." Louise had her two boys
down on their hands and knees scrubbing the
pine floors of Nanhaven. Clopper wrote to his
father, "We have moved all the furniture twice.
Today, Mama went to an auction and bought a
table. Now we will have to move everything again
to fit it in."

1943 An early trip."A beautiful time, as
Spring and Summer join hands in the lap of May.”
1946 June. Marie's youngest brother,
Coleman A. Harwell, back from the war and
trying to sort out the civil chaos in Italy, and now
reunited with his wife Ann and their two
daughters, pays a warm tribute to Nanhaven:

The wooden shingle roof of the kitchen wing
was leaking worse and worse with each rain, until
Louise had it replaced. A year or two later, the
kitchen was given natural pine paneling and new
equipment by MBH, Jr. and his wife, Nancy.

You may like a cottage small,
We like this one with room for all;
Where Howell hospitality
And Robert Mackey’s artistry
Combine to make the brief week pass.
So at its end we say alas,
But not alack,
We hope that soon we may come back.
To Long’s and to the Collins, too,
To all these mountain charms, adieu.
Nanhaven, you’re a cottage rare,
So generously your joys you share.

1947 On July 24, there arrived from Atlanta
William A. (Kid) Bennie, an old friend of MBH
and a bouncy comic, full of fun and energy. Born
too soon to make a paying stage career, he wound
up selling insurance. Soon came Dr. Hugh Morgan
and his wife Bobby, with their guitar, and then
arrived Dr. Beverly Douglas, pioneer plastic
surgeon. With MBH and his violin there thus
began the "36th nonconsecutive season" of the
All World Quartet which was to run for three or
four days a summer for the next ten years and
give great pleasure to the hundreds of cottagers
and their guests who were able to find a seat on
the porch or a place to stand in the yard.

This summer there was a polio epidemic in
the Muscle Shoals area in Alabama, where Louise
and Clopper Almon lived. On the day that school
let out for the summer, the family headed for
Nanhaven. Louise and Clopper Jr. stayed until just
before school began again. This was a most
important summer for twelveyear old Clopper.
Not only did he and his mother form the strong
bonds of shared adventure and labor, but he
learned the use of the scythe and ax from
Lafayette (Fate) McCarver, learned to lay fires that
would catch from one match, drew and carried all
the water used, filled the pitchers for washing in
the rooms when there were guests, emptied the
slop jars and the chamber pots, learned all the
paths of Beersheba, and came to know his
relatives young and old at Nanhaven and the
other houses. If he wanted a hot meal, he had to
split the bark slabs that were used for stove wood,
build a fire in the range in the kitchen (now in the
museum), and feed it as necessary while his

Besides the Quartet numbers like
“Moonbeams” and “Dear Old Girl” there were
several comic duets by Bennie and MBH, recalled
from their Vanderbilt Glee Club days. There were
comic solos by Bennie, and Bobby Morgan sang
the haunting songs of the North Carolina
mountains where she was born. Beverly Douglas
contributed his romantic ballad “A Toast to the
Harvest Moon” and the thencurrent “Some
Enchanted Evening.” Then came MBHl with
“Buffalo” (the Pullman porter realizes too late he
has put the wrong man off the train in the middle
of the night), ” “Never Had Such a Time in My
Life,” and “Hustlin’ and Bustlin’ for Baby”
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dedicated to Marie; and then in Glengarry bonnet
and swinging a grapevine cane, he sang the
Harry Lauder songs “Roamin’ in the Gloamin,”
“The Wedding of Sandy McNabb,” and “Just a Wee
Dochandorris,” still fresh in his memory from
that longago trip abroad in 1907.

Cookeville, then Stuttgart again for many years,
and then return to Nashville after retirement in
Germany. For many years, they taught at the
Sewanee Summer Music Festival and after the
festival often brought distinguished European
musicians to Nanhaven. Two daughters, Isabel
and Julia, both living in Nashville, carry on the
musical tradition. Isabel is a violinist with the
symphony; Julia, a freelance cellist.

Standing out in the yard or in the deep
shadows by the walkway gate, the porch ablaze
under the eye of the big spotlight, the familiar
music floating on the soft night air, a cluster of
stars just visible through the pine boughs high
overhead, and a big moon rising in the heavens, it
was indeed “Some Enchanted Evening.”

1958 Marriage of Clopper Almon, Jr. to
Shirley Montag and Shirley's first visit to
Nanhaven. She and Clopper were classmates in
graduate school in economics at Harvard, where
both received Ph. D. degrees a few years later.
Shirley taught at Wellesley and Harvard while
Clopper taught at Harvard; when he came to the
University of Maryland, she worked at the Council
of Economic Advisers in the Johnson admin
istration. In 1967, she was found to have a brain
tumor; after a long and heroic struggle to live and
be useful, she died in 1975. Shirley was a
gracious hostess at Nanhaven and developed a
particular friendship for Isabel and MBH.

Every year the Quartet took its act to a
different cottage for an evening and every year
the fame and appeal grew. One might have
thought it could go on forever, but there were no
serious understudies in the wings, and man is not
immortal, although his songs and sayings may
linger awhile, echoing faintly down the years. As
one of their songs went: “No bird ever flew so
high he didn’t have to light.”
1952 Death of Louise. In Jennie’s time and as
long as Louise had been able to come, the yard
was mowed with a scythe two or three times a
year, in early years by Virgil Brown, later on by
Fate McCarver. The period of benign neglect of
the yard began under MBH in the 1950s. With no
help from his sons, he tried to cut the grass
himself. Slowly the yard got away from him. Then
one summer our young cousin Ben Adams put a
large, neatly lettered sign over the walkway gate
for all the world to see: “Ah, Wilderness.” MBH
was stung, indignant, outraged. The sign came
down; the undergrowth remained. Marie's
philosophy was simple: Nature will always have
her way. Man’s efforts to control her, though
brutal and harsh at times, will in the end always
prove futile. In the 1970s, a more moderate policy
was adopted.

1963 Death of MBH. His role in the
management of the house was assumed by his
elder son, MBH, Jr. He had gone to the Yale law
school, served as captain of an allblack squadron
of aviation motor pool mechanics at Maxwell
Field during WW II, married Nancy Watkins of St.
Louis in 1943, and then returned to Nashville to
practice law. His boys, MBH 3 and William
Watkins (Bill) Howell, were born in 1945 and
1947, respectively.
1976 First visit by Joan Wolfsheimer, to be
married to Clopper Almon in October. Joan has
taken to Beersheba with the zeal of a proselyte, as
recounted further below.
Death of Isabel. She had graduated from
Vanderbilt, known well the "Fugitives" group of
writers, studied library work at Columbia, worked
at the New York Public, returned to Nashville,
worked in cataloging at the Vanderbilt library,
served as librarian of the Methodist Publishing
House, then as librarian of the Tennessee State
Library, and after retirement, as the first archivist
of the University of the South. She also held a M.
A. in history from Peabody. Her thesis for that

1954 Marriage of Alfred Bartles to Martha
Jean Smith. They met as music students at the
University of Mississippi, then went together to
the M. A. program in music at the University of
Ohio. Martha was a pianist and Alfred a cellist,
jazz pianist, and composer. There followed years
of teaching and playing in New York, Stuttgart,
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degree on the life of John Armfield was published
as two articles in the Tennessee Historical
Quarterly and is now republished regularly by the
Beersheba historical society. Though there were
many men in and out of Isabel's life, she never
married. Her astrological sign was Virgo, and she
was known to remark on its appropriateness. In
the last years of her life, when she was living in
Sewanee, she would often come to Nanhaven
alone. One Friday evening she slipped into the
empty house and, being rather tired, changed
immediately into her nightgown, then opened the
wardrobe to hang up her clothes. There on the
pole of the wardrobe was hanging a snake! Isa
flew out the door, down the driveway, along the
road to the White House, where, with hair and
night clothes flying behind her, she burst into the
front hall, full of Adamses, and shouted, "I need a
man, and I need him quick!"

the front porch. Molly's sewing of new drapes and
pillow covers had made the house look especially
fresh and festive. The reception was catered by
Dona Gower and was a memorable feast.

1977. Joan Almon needed to learn to play
the recorder for her work as a Waldorf
kindergarten teacher. Every evening, she and
Clopper would practice their recorder duets on
the front porch. Across the street in the Hopper
house, the counselor of youth groups learned that
he could count on the music, so when a new
group young teenagers arrived one Friday
afternoon and he took them on a walk around
Beersheba, he paused by the Armfield cemetery
and said, "I'm told that there are Confederate
soldiers buried there who went off to war playing
their wooden flutes, and that sometimes on a
quiet night you can still hear them playing those
flutes." "Aw, yeah?" said the teenagers clearly
indicating that they were too old and worldly
wise for such stories. But that night, just after the
counselor had gotten the youngsters into bed, the
strains of wooden flute music came floating across
the mountain top; the kids, scared half out of
their wits, all piled into bed with him!

The passing of the last of the second
generation of owners left the younger members of
the family concerned about the future decision
making and management of the house. At the
request of the other owners, MBH, Jr. drew up
articles of incorporation and bylaws. After some
discussion, we realized that a system of salable
shares would not work for us. We needed a
corporation in which membership was based on
interest and willingness to take on responsibility
for contributing to the financial support of the
house. The owners at the time of incorporation
became members of the corporation, each with
equal rights and equal responsibilities. Other
descendants of Alfred and Jennie Howell can
become members on application and approval by
a majority of existing members. Anyone can be
made a member by a unanimous vote. Widows
and widowers of members automatically become
members. In 2010, two of the original five
members, Clopper Almon and Bill Howell, are still
living and active. Alfred Bartles's widow, Martha,
has become a member. Rob and Houston Howell,
sons of MBH3, have joined, as has Ruth Howell,
daughter of Bill and Margaret. The real work of
the corporation has been done by its treasurer, Bill
Howell. Bill's training as an architect has also
served the family well.

A second important social occasion was the
celebration of the centennial of the purchase of
the house in 1887. All of Beersheba and half of
Nashville, it seemed, were invited. It was a special
treat to have Bob Ewing and Jane Ewing Frank
and her husband Arthur, Connecticut cousins,
come down to celebrate with us.
In the 1980s, if not somewhat earlier,
Josephine Eubanks was engaged to provide basic
cleaning and maintenance. This has been a most
satisfactory arrangement. Josephine, her daughter
Jeanette King, and Jeanette's husband Joe King
have taken excellent care of the place and had it
ready to use and enjoy immediately on arrival.

1979 Birth of Ruth Howell, daughter of Bill
and Margaret Howell. Her sister, Lorene came
along in 1982.
1980s The decade began with the celebration
of the wedding of Marie Lyle (Molly) Howell,
daughter of Samuel H. Howell, to Richard
Dohrmann in August 1980. The wedding was on

1990s After a lapse of more than 70 years
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without major new construction, the 1990s saw
extensive renovation and construction on the
cabin. It had reached the point that it either had
to be jacked up and repaired or let go to
decompose and be torn down. Joan Almon saw
possibilities in the cabin, and the family decided
to share in the cost of jacking and performing
basic repairs. Unfortunately, in the jacking up
process, done by a specialist in that work, the
sides of the fireplace caved in and the chimney
collapsed into a pile of friable bricks. The first
order of business the next summer was to close
up the hole in the floor where the fireplace had
been, then to replace a badly decayed log in the
south wall. The next summer, Joan and Josephine
Eubanks scrubbed off the white wash from the
interior of the hewn logs to expose the natural
beauty of the wood. Clopper repaired the daubing
between the logs, using genuine sandlime
cement daubing that Armfield would have
approved. Then the windows on the back were
enlarged and 15pane doors installed to let in a
maximum of light. At this point, the cabin was
quite usable, but Joan kept going. Allan
Thompson built a tenfoot wide, screened in
porch across the back of the cabin. This made a
very pleasant work area, and the Almons began
spending longer periods at Beersheba because
they could actually get work done. Then the
porch was extended to the north and a modern
bath built to the east of the northern extension. At
the same time, a sink and mini fridge and stove
were put into the corner of the north room. Now
there could be no excuse for not coming and
working hard during a long summer at Nanhaven.

and a mammoth sand box constructed in the front
yard from the trunks of an old cedar that had to
come down. Once again sand will be tracked into
the house!
2009 The floor of the porches was replaced and
plans have been approved for complete replace
ment of the old bath.
2010 The old bathroom (with sagging floors) was
replaced with a new bath, but preserving the old
clawfooted tub. All the work in 2009 and 2010
was done by Allan Thompson.
Joan Almon, with Susan Snow (of Laurel
Point), took a great interest in rebuilding the
collection of the Beersheba museum after
Margaret Coppinger's death. Their efforts make it
really worth visiting. They were recognized by the
Historical Society by making Joan its president,
where she has embarked on an ambitious
program, including the updating of this book.
***
Isabel Howell, by her profession used to
working with the personalities of the past, would
often remark on how keenly she felt the presence
of ghosts at Nanhaven, surely sensed if not clearly
seen. They are kindly, soft, gentle spirits whose
only wish is that you who now tread the paths of
Beersheba should find the peace, tranquility, and
loving communion with nature and with one
another which they found here. Their whispering
voices are easy to confuse with the sound of the
wind sighing through the tall pines on restless
nights; their ghostly shapes and shadows appear
to drift lightly across the darkened porch on
bright nights when the moon moves in and out
among the flying clouds. The big house stands
aloof and vulnerable but is perhaps guarded by
these gentle spirits who must always be counted
among its occupants.

2000s New children's voices rang through
Nanhaven. The first of this wave are Nathan and
Irene Emahiser, children of Julia Bartles Emahiser
and her husband Steve. Then there is Mills
Howell, daughter of R. B. C. (Rob) and Katie
Shaw Howell and Justus Howell, son of Houston
and Jessica Howell, followed by Robert, son of
Rob and Katie. Mathilda, daughter of Houston
and Jessica came 2009. A swing has been put up

Samuel Harwell Howell †
Clopper Almon, Jr.
William Watkins Howell
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Original Lyrics of “He's a Cousin of Mine” by Cecil Mack
There's a scandal in the neighborhood
And it's all about Julie Brown
It seems her longlost cousin,
Jeremiah,
Had lately arrived in town
When Julie's “fella” came to call that
Sunday at her home
He found the pair a sitting there
Jes' a spooning in the gloam'.
The sight made him so riled
He started home at once.
But Julie said,
“I'm surprised at you
Don't go act like a dunce.”

Chorus
Why, he's a cousin of mine,
Just, a cousin of mine
You're li'ble for to see him here any
old time.
Jes' like a bee you're all the time a
buzzin'
'Taint' no harm for to hug and kiss
your cousin.
I haven't seen Jerry in the last ten
years
You know that's a mighty long time!
He's mother's sister's angel child.
G'wan man!
He's a cousin of mine.

When she had explained her
relationship
He replied, “It may be so,
But he don't look like a thirtysecond
cousin
That I met a week ago.”
She smiled at him quite innocently
And blushed up to her hair,
Then said, “If you don't want him
round,
I'll tell him so, my dear.”
She joined her cousin's side
And as they strolled away
He heard him ask
“Who is that freak?”
And heard his Julie say, Chorus

Inland
“Inland”, a wellknown poem of Edna St. Vincent Millay about her longing for "one salt taste of the
sea once more" seems to have incited the ire of two poets whose hearts were in the mountains. Isabel
Howell replied with a mischievous parody. It captures the way of Isabel's speech and her sense of
humor better than anything else we know by her. Here are the three; like most poetry, they need to be
read aloud. Years later, in 1981, Dabney Adams Hart took up the challenge and produced her own reply
to Millay. Herschel Gower gave them to the editor.
People that build their houses inland,
People that buy a plot of ground
Shaped like a house and build a house
there
Far from the seaboard, far from the
sound

People who build their houses inland,
Far from the roar of sea and shore,
What do they long for as I long for
One salt taste of the sea once more?

People that buy their houses inland,
People that buy a plot with trees
Shading the logs a master crafted
Far from the boardwalk, far from skis

I long for the smell of salt sea water,
I want my body to bump the pier.
Neptune is calling his wayward
daughter,
Crying, "Edna, come over here."

Of water skiers, their noisy motors
Polluted water striking the beach –
What do they long for? Mountain
people
Long for a river within reach.

People that waves have not awakened
Spanking the boats at the harbour's
head
What do they long, as I long for, –
Starting up from my inland bed,

I want to tangle my toes in seaweed,
My body caressed by each wave
serene;
I want to royster with clam and oyster
And follow the ways of the wild
sardine.

People the hills have always beckoned
Long for a breeze and a wooded view,
Follow a winding path to the summit,
Feel refreshed with mountain dew.

Beating the narrow walls, and finding
Neither a window nor a door,
Screaming to God for death by
drowning,
One salt taste of the sea once more.

And when my last wet sail is hoisted,
If God be good, if God be just,
I'll follow the fate of the humble
herring
And die being pickled, if die I must.

Edna St. Vincent Millay

Isabel Howell

Of water sucking the hollow ledges
Tons of water striking the shore, –
What do they long for, as I long for
One salt smell of the sea once more?

Who wants to sweat to build
sandcastles,
Trim the sails or mend the dock?
People who care for firm foundations
Love their houses built on rock.
Dabney Adams Hart, July 1981
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The White House

Of the twenty residences built by John Arm
field for lease holders between 1856 and 1858,
only four were white clapboard with plaster walls
and no logs. The one called the White House,
close to the Altamont Road, with its fifteenfoot
ceilings and verandas with railings, looks like a
town house rather than a mountain cabin. That
may have been one reason the Murfree family, for
whom it was built, did not like it. They stayed at
the hotel during the summer of 1860 and were
not among those recorded as residents of Beershe
ba during the war. (Information from Isabel
Howell, John Armfield of Beersheba Springs.)
In the summer of 1863, the Murfree cottage
was rented to Mrs. Bettie Ridley Blackmore, who
wrote a journal recounting the hardships and dan
gers of the year. (Tennessee Historical Quarterly,
March, 1953, pp. 4880) The women and children
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spent July and August at Beersheba, where the
soldiers in the family had opportunities to visit
them. Mrs. Blackmore “feared. .. a very dull time
at Beersheba as only 8 or 10 families were there”
(p. 60). “But,” she continued, “never in my life
had I a more excited sojourn anywhere – it was
full of incidents of the most sprightly and
alarming character.” She and her cousin hid their
soldier husbands in the “black jacks” or the
kitchen loft whenever Federal soldiers came by,
and they constantly feared raids by bush
whackers. When the family went home, the
Murfrees’ furniture was moved to the John French
cottage (owned by John M. Bass) for safekeeping.
After the war, Murfree turned his cottage
back to Armfield for $2,000 and paid him $2,300
for the cottage on the Lovers Leap bluff. The next
reference to the White House in the Grundy

County Registry of Deeds is in an agreement
made in 1886 by the widowed Martha Franklin
Armfield and the other Armfield heirs with Peter
Schild Senior and Junior, who acquired the Old
Ten Pin Alley property and land behind and
between the Dahlgren and White House lots. The
payment was to be made in work: replacing the
roof at the Dahlgren Cottage and making a good
rail fence between the tract conveyed and the
White House lot in order “to throw said White
House lot fronting on the street in better shape.”
The assumption is that the property was being
prepared for sale, since the Dahlgren cottage was
sold in 1887 and the White House three years
later.

heard the call that the wagon was leaving.
The Merritts used the dining room added to
the original house as a wing behind the back
porch, with steps into the yard and a dumb waiter
on a trolley leading to the kitchen building. The
steps from the back porch to the yard were at the
center instead of at the end, and the front porch
had bamboo roller blinds. The indoor plaster
walls were papered. Much of the furniture used
by the Merritts was left in the house when it was
sold and is there today. The White House lot was
enlarged in August 1912, when Mrs. Merritt and
her neighbors on each side, T. B. Northcut and
Miss Fannie Thompson, divided a tract of about
twelve acres, conveyed by the Armfield estate to
the Schilds in 1886. The agreement does not indi
cate how the three neighbors had acquired the
land, which they divided with no financial settle
ment, Mr. Northcut taking one half and Mrs.
Merritt and Miss Thompson one quarter each.
Mrs. Merritt’s new plot was 117 feet fronting on
the main road and 300 feet along her original
property line back to Armfield Road, then “half
way to Mrs. Cagles Corner” and back along Miss
Thompson’s line to the main road. This property
remains intact.

In August 1890, the Armfield estate sold the
property, designated as the White Cottage in the
deed, to Mrs. Elizabeth M. Bailey, wife of Senator
James E. Bailey, for $400 cash. Apparently proper
ty values had still not recovered from the crises of
war and reconstruction, when some of the cot
tages had been repossessed by Armfield for debts
or unpaid taxes. Mrs. Bailey gave or left the house
to her daughter Maud, wife of Henry C. Merritt of
Clarksville. From the 1890s until World War I, the
Merritt family spent every summer at the White
House, as Elizabeth, Maud, HenryJr., and Frances
were growing up.

The disruption of World War I and the older
children’s marriages changed the summer pat
terns for the Merritt and Adams families. Both Mr.
Merritt and Mr. Adams died, and the Merritts
stopped using their house. In 1922,Mrs. Adams
asked Mrs. Merritt if she could rent the White
House for a family gathering of her seven sons,
two of whom, Morton and Marion, were married
with one child each. Mrs. Merritt replied by
sending the key with a message that Mrs. Adams
could not rent the house but was welcome to use
it. Thus began the Adams family’s occupation of
the White House.

The three eldest Merritts were about the ages
of the three eldest Adams boys, who spent the
summers in the Northcut Cottage next door (now
called T'other House), and the youngest, Frances,
was the age of the nexttolast Adams. The two
families were congenial neighbors, as many
photographs of the period illustrate. One of the
recollections of the Adams brothers was the ritual
of helping to wash the long hair of the Merritt
girls and their visitors. With no running water in
the house, the girls washed their hair outdoors
and depended on the boys to carry buckets of
water for rinsing. The girls could not wash their
hair at Long’s or in the Collins River because they
were taken swimming only once or twice a
summer. The boys walked to Laurel or down the
backbone to the valley, and once a week they got
a ride to Long’s in Mr. Hunerwadel’s wagon. On
one occasion a Merritt guest was left in the back
yard with her hair full of soap when the boys

Mrs. Adams was Sue Howell, eldest child of
Morton B. Howell, who bought Bishop Polk’s
cottage (now the Howell cottage) during her
childhood. Having spent every summer at
Beersheba for half a century, she wanted her
grandchildren to have a place to stay and an
opportunity to know each other. She used the
White House again in 1923 and bought it from
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Mrs. Merritt on January 1, 1924, for $2,400 cash
and two payments of $700 due one and two years
later at 6% interest. Mrs. Adams immediately
began to make repairs and alterations. Rotting
screens were removed from the front porch,
peeling wallpaper was stripped, walls and ceilings
were painted. The biggest change was making the
dining room into a bedroom and the kitchen into
a dining room. The second room in this out
building was converted from laundry to kitchen,
and the third remained a cook’s room (until a
washer and dryer were installed there in 1981).
The back stairs were moved from the middle of
the porch to the end, leading to the new dining
room.

a hand crank and a well on the screened porch off
the kitchen. The woodburning stove had a side
compartment for heating the water used for dish
washing and infrequent baths in the green hat
shaped tin tub (now on loan to the museum). In
the 1940s an enclosure was built under the back
wing for a shower, which was supplied from a
galvanized can on a platform at the back of the
house. The boys had to draw water from the
cistern, heat it in an iron kettle in the yard, and
fill the can for showers.

By 1929 the last Adams son had married, and
the Adams cousins living in Miami, Mobile, Mem
phis, Nashville, and Jacksonville met during vaca
tions at the White House. Even when the beloved
grandmother whom they called “Gran Susie” had
to spend most of her time in bed, she reigned over
the family from the bedroom at the back, the for
mer dining room. We gathered there for daily
prayers, which included singing “Jesus Wants Me
for a Sunbeam.” After meals the children were al
lowed to open her corner cupboard (now in the
living room) to get out the tin of King Leo pepper
mint sticks and pass it round. Gran Susie’s room
was the focal point of family life. By the time she
died in November 1935 she had nineteen grand
children, and five more were born from December
1935 to August 1950.

The seven Adams brothers, summer 1941 at the
White House. Front row, left to right, Alfred, David,
Howell, Morton, Lep. Back row: Marion and Elliott.
The chronological order was Lep, Morton, Marion,
Howell, David, Alfred, and Elliott.
A big change occurred at the White House at
2:30 p. m. on August 27, 1941, when the
electricity was turned on. One of the first
conveniences was a refrigerator in the kitchen
instead of the cool cellar under the house, with its
cheese shelf (hanging free of rats) and its brick pit
(3” by 2” by 2”) with a trapdoor and buckets to
hold milk and other perishables. In the early
1960s, with city water available, a long narrow
dressing room was converted into two bathrooms,
and finally a telephone was added in the
seventies. At each of these stages of progress in
convenience, some sentimentalists objected to the
changes that all now take for granted.

In the 1930s visits at the White House were
different from the patterns of recent decades.
There were fewer cars, less frequent expeditions,
and more leisurely days for children to prowl
around Beersheba on foot. Although there were
always servants in the kitchen, the children had
daily chores, some of which are no longer neces
sary. The girls had to clean the lamp chimneys ev
ery morning while the boys refilled water pitchers
for every bedroom. Most important was drawing
water for the cedar bucket on the table on the
back porch, with the communal dipper (of which
the next generation of mothers disapproved). The
vines on the back porch railing were always white
from toothpaste spit out over the edge. There was
a cistern in the back yard with a chain of cups and

Other changes over the years have been
required by the expanding family. In the mid
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1930s, when the girl cousins monopolized the at
tic bedrooms, a log cabin with four bunks was
built for the boys by Howell with the help of Fate
McCarver. It is northeast of the house, in the
woods beyond the driveway. For the next genera
tion a new larger sandbox was provided under the
cedars in the front yard in 1966. The next year
the dining room space was almost doubled by an
extension in front of the kitchen porch. By the
next decade, the family needed not only more
space, but more compact space that could be easi
ly heated for winter use. A committee of three
cousins decided to build a new, small house near
the driveway entrance. During 1973 and 1974
logs were brought from an old cabin near Win
chester and rebuilt as a oneroom cabin with a
balcony sleeping space, and a kitchen and
bathroom addition to the rear. First occupied at

Thanksgiving 1974, it was named Nother House,
a name suggested by the name T'other House
given to the Northcut Cottage when it was
acquired.
In the 1960s and '70s, ten Adams cousins
bought land and bought or built cottages. This
continued interest in Beersheba demonstrates that
the White House has served the purpose for which
Sue Howell Adams bought it and left it to her sev
en sons. They formed the Adams Brothers Trust,
with Alfred and David, both living in Nashville, as
trustees. When David died in 1954, he was suc
ceeded by Elliott Adams of Jacksonville. Alfred
Adams, Jr. and Thomas E. Adams served as
trustees in the next generation. Beth Adams Scott
(daughter of Ben) has succeeded her uncle Alfred
as a trustee. The affairs of the house are managed
by a board of directors with one representative
from the family of each of the seven brothers.
Dillard Adams, Jr. is the current president of the
board.

The White House
To Gran Susie goes credit for developing a
plan

As the family has grown and spread out,
regular use of the house has continued. Many
summer birthdays have been celebrated in the
dining room, most notably the 80th of the eldest
brother, Adam Gillespie III, always called Lep, on
July 24, 1967.

To maintain our family as a closelyknit clan.
And judging from our presence I’d say it appears
To have worked very well for 75 years.
The White House has become a shared second
home
Where we gather together from wherever we roam
To enjoy the company of our kin by the dozen
Singing, “no harm to hug and kiss your cousin.”

Of many big family reunions, two were for
the weddings of two of Alfred’s daughters, Karin
in September 1948 and Mary in May 1977. Other
occasions that attracted many visitors were the
family productions of “The Sound of Music” in
July 1966 on the back porch of the White House
and “Oklahoma” in July 1969 in front of the ho
tel, both produced and directed by Karin Adams
(Mrs. Alfred Adams). As well as these big events,
there have been numerous house parties over the
years: cousins, inlaws, friends, church groups,
scout troops, and two generations of Vanderbilt
students. Guests have come from many states and
from abroad, perhaps the most famous being
Southern writers: Allen Tate and Caroline Gordon
in the 1930s, Andrew Lytle in the 1970s, and
Eleanor and Peter Taylor in 1981. One of the
guests in the 1920s was Miss Fannie Murfree, sis
ter of Mary Murfree and last survivor of the origi
nal owners.

Children play in the sandbox, or walk to the store,
Go up to the attic, the trunks to explore.
Then dressed in fine costume down the steps
prance
To the delight of their parents, uncles and aunts.
An excursion during the day for all who are able
Then Upjinks at night at the dining room table,
Or singing on the porch by the light of the moon
Most days at Beersheba end much too soon.
Measure the kids on the post while you’re here.
Follow the other traditions we all hold most dear.
And on your last day with bags still to pack
Begin making your plans for when you’ll be back.
Thomas E. Adams
July 4, 1998
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The 1970s introduced a new kind of house
party: a family work weekend in the fall or the
spring. Whenever there is a crowd of Adamses,
the old walls resound with two distinct sounds in
addition to talk and laughter: a singsong on the
front or back porch for all ages, and a game of
Upjinks in the dining room for the fourth genera
tion of Sue Howell Adams’s seventy great
grandchildren.

stitution. Norman McCuen, a Beersheba summer
resident, was the inventor of the trolley. In fact,
the first White House trolley was one of his early
prototypes and served well for many years. The
line stretches between two trees in the front yard
and although the trolley apparatus and wire have
been replaced numerous times, a child's thrill in
riding it, alone or with a parent's help, remains
exactly the same. A wooden rope swing hangs
from a tall tree in the side yard and is almost al
ways in use when the house is occupied with
young children.

The late 1970s and early 1980s introduced
some significant physical changes. When Elliott
Adams, Sr. suffered a stroke and was confined to
a wheelchair, a wooden ramp with railings was
built connecting the back porch to the dining
room/kitchen to accommodate his needs. The
railing also served as a perching spot for the
younger generation who enjoyed the novelty of
the ramp. The ramp remained several years past
Elliott's death but was ultimately torn down. In
1986, the repair of a rotten floor in the kitchen
evolved into a total redesign of the kitchen space.
With Howell E. Adams, III serving as architect, the
wall separating the kitchen from the adjoining
servant's room was torn down to create a larger,
open and more modern kitchen. Today the
kitchen holds two dishwashers, two stovetops,
two ovens and two refrigerators to accommodate
large house parties. In the mid to late1990s,
flagstone terrace replaced the dirt floor of the
kitchen's porch.

But as things have changed, they have stayed
very much the same. Front porch posts still serve
as growth charts marking increased inches in
height and the passage of time. Now the growth
charts extend to all four front porch posts. The
porch’s hanging lantern, elegant and unusual with
its multicolored glass, was originally purchased
for the house by Sue Howell Adams, and to this
day, its evening glow signifies that family mem
bers are in residence.
The White House has continued to be a spe
cial place for celebrations, including two family
wide reunions since 1992 along with many re
unions of the various branches. A big weekend in
June of 1992 brought together the 23 surviving of
the 24 first cousins (the children of Lep and Sue
Howell Adams’s seven sons). Betsy Riddle Adams
represented her deceased husband Lep. Special
guests were third cousin Victor Adams and his
wife Pam from the family’s ancestral home place
in Ballyfatton, County Tyrome, Northern Ireland.

Another more modest physical change was
met with some resistance within the family. The
Trustees, motivated by safety concerns, decided to
remove the cistern lid located outside the kitchen
and fill in the hole. Those nostalgic for the
cistern’s oldfashioned crank were very sorry to
see it go.

On July 4th, 1998, “dozens of cousins” gath
ered in honor of the 75th anniversary of the fami
ly’s purchase of the White House. Bedecked in T
shirts displaying a photo of “Gran Susie”, cele
brants enjoyed a fish fry, bonfire, and other
special events to mark the occasion.

In recent years, the replacement of all of the
White House mattresses (some probably dating
back to Merritt ownership!) was met with great
enthusiasm. A new sandbox, built by Edith Adams
Allison and Howell E. Adams, III, was added in
1995 and sits strategically positioned in the front
yard so that children can be seen from the front
porch rocking chairs or the kitchen/dining room
door.

Whenever a crowd gathers at the White
House, the old walls resound with talk,
laughter,singing, and shouts and cheers from a
game of “Upjinks” in the dining room for the fifth
generation of Lep and Sue Howell Adams’s
numerous great, great grandchildren.
– Dabney Adams Hart, Susan Adams Iwanicki

The trolley (or zipwire) is a White House in
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Adams Reunion 1966. Of the seven brothers there are four: Lep (second from right in the middle
standing row with Mary Faith in front of him; Howell, seated in front row and Cren, front standing row
just to the right of the central pillar; Alfred, standing far left, with Mildred, widow of Dave, and Karin,
middle standing row just right of the central pillar; Elliott, left end of the back row, with Katharine just
to the left of Ben, who is just to the left of the central pillar. Photo found and made available by
Matthew Chenoweth.

Favorite Songs from the White House Porch
In the Twitwi Twilight
In the twitwitwilight
Out in the beautiful twilight
We'll all go out for a walk, walk, walk
A nice quiet spoon and a talk, talk, talk
That's the time we long for, just before the
night,
And many a grand little weddin' is planned
In the twitwitwilight.
Lyrics by Charles Wilmot, music by Hermann
E. Darewski (Francis, Day & Hunter, London,
1907)
Moonbeams
Moonbeams shining soft above
Let me beg of you
Find the one I dearly love
Tell her I'll e'er be true
Fate may part us, years may pass
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Future all unknown
Still my love shall ever prove
Faithful to you alone.
(from The Red Mill, by Victor Herbert)
Lazy
Chorus
Lazy
I want to be lazy
I want to be out in the sun
With no work to be done
Under that awning
They call the sky
Stretching and yawning
And let the world go drifting by
I want to peep
Through the deep
Tangled wildwood
Counting sheep
'Til I sleep

Like a child would.
With a great big valise full
Of books to read where it's peaceful
While I'm
Killing time
Being lazy.
Words and music by Irving Berlin
Roamin' in the Gloamin'
Chorus
Roamin' in the gloamin'
On the bonnie banks o' Clyde
Roamin' in the gloamin'
Wi' your lassie by your side.
When the sun has gone to rest
That's the time that we love best:
Oh, it's lovely
Roamin' in the gloamin'.
Words and music by Harry Lauder, (T. B.
Harms & Francis Day & Hunter, New York:
1911).
Never Had Such a Time in My Life
Me and my wife went to town to see the sights
Never had such a time in my life.

Never had such a time in my life.
Maria, she said, “It's an awful sight.”
“Yes,” says I, “I think you're right.”
But I bought another ticket for the very next
night
Never had such a time in my life.
Chorus
Never had such a time in all my life
I seen the show again, but I didn't take my wife
Never had such a time in all my life
Never had such a goldarn time.
We went to the seashore for to go in swimming
Never had such a time in my life
The men folks went right in with the women
Never had such a time in my life.
Maria, she eyed the toboggan slide
She's about so big and about so wide.
And when she hit the water
She made hightide.
Never had such a time in my life.
Chorus
Never had such a time in all my life
Folks were laughing at my wife
Never had such a time in all my life
Never had such a goldarn time.
We went to the milliner's to buy my wife a hat
Never had such a time in my life
Cause she didn't like this and she didn't like
that
Never had such a time in my life.
At last she found one she thought pretty fair.
Had a hole in each side, she said to show her
hair
But when we got home, we found 'twas for a
mare
Never had such a time in my life.
Chorus
Never had such a time in all my life
I couldn't wear the hat and neither could my
wife
Never had such a time in all my life
Never had such a goldarn time. T'other House

We went to a hotel for to spend the night
Never had such a time in my life.
Maria, she says, “Can you blow out the light?”
“Yes,” I said, “I think I might.”
But they had it in a bottle
And shut up mighty tight,
Never had such a time in my life.
Chorus
Never had such a time in all my life
I couldn't sleep a wink, and neither could my
wife
Never had such a time in all my life
Never had such a goldarn time.
We went to the opr'a house for to see the sights
Never had such a time in my life.
The girls, they were all dressed in tights.
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T'other House

This property was originally part of a 350
acre tract sold by Charles W. Reece to John Arm
field on April 17, 1855, for $1.00 an acre. As Arm
field began to divide the tract into lots, it is said
that he built this house for his sister Mrs. Mary
Hanner and his nephew Albert Hanner. No deed
has been located made to them, however. A deed
conveying the property from the Beersheba
Springs Company to Dickinson Bell of Bolivar
County, Mississippi, is dated September 8, 1860. It
designates the property as being next to that of W.
L. Murfree next door at the White House.
Albert Hanner was elected captain in Compa
ny A, 35th Tennessee Infantry, a company which
his uncle John Armfield equipped in 1861. Cap
tain Hanner was killed at Shiloh on April 6, 1862
leading his men, who included several from
Grundy County.
The Northcut family acquired the property in
1879 when H. B. Northcut was part of the Beer
sheba Springs Company and it was known as the
Northcut house for the 85 years it was rented to
summer residents. Among these were Mr. And
Mrs. A. G. Adams, Jr. and their seven sons of

Nashville, whose occupancy was a spinoff from
the Howell Cottage across the road. We know that
Mr. And Mrs. Adams took a twentyyear lease on
the cottage and continued to use it until they
bought the White House next door.
The house itself is smaller than other Arm
field houses but unique in design and architec
tural detail. It is a raised cottage of log and frame
construction with porches wide and deep enough
for proper socializing. In fact, the house is
arranged in layers: a front porch, a row of rooms,
dogtrot, and another row of rooms. The front
porch opens to a center hall – deep, wide and
inviting – with large rooms on each side. On the
back side of the central hall, the fifteenfoot wide
dogtrot, known as the midway, open on each end,
runs the full width of the house and divides the
front large rooms from the back three. One small
room connects to the center bedroom and is quite
comfortable for sleeping. The other little room
was hot and uncomfortable, and was therefore
converted into two bathrooms in 1972.
All interior logs are 12 by 4 inch yellow pine
sawed logs. Each of the three large bedrooms has
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a fireplace centered on the outside wall, which is
plastered on the interior and clapboarded on the
exterior. All other interior walls are log. There was
a service porch across the back of the house which
has been restored. Behind the house and a little to
the east is a separate log house containing the
kitchen and dining room. In this house, the logs
are hewn and the ceiling is peaked with exposed
beams.
It should be remembered that the cottage
was rented by the McKeage family of Clarksville
for several summers, and it was while living there
that Grace McKeage had the idea in 1898 of
building Grace Chapel as a place for the people of
Beersheba to worship.
During the Adams' tenure the two small
exterior rooms were equipped with bunks for the
boys, the younger ones near their mother, who
stayed in the large, middle back bedroom; the
older boys slept on the other side. The front
bedroom on the west was reserved for Uncle
David, Mr. Adams’ bachelor brother. There have
been many stories of those twenty years
recounted over the years and many photographs
of family groups, boys like stairsteps, house
parties, groups playing tennis, riding horesback,
sitting on the porches, Mrs. Adams darning socks
on the east of the dogtrot in the morning, then
moving to sit on the west end in the afternoon.
Sand walkways bordered the front porch lined
with flower boxes and invited visitors from the
road; there was a tennis court in the side yard,
small stable and barn in the back, an outbuilding
behind the kitchen for the servants, and a pair of
fine apple trees in the yard between the kitchen
and the house. Best of all, the house had one of
the biggest and best wells on the mountain in the
back – a dug well 20 feet in diameter and 20 feet
deep, lined with stones so closely fit that they
need no mortar between them.

would be cutting boys’ hair on such and such a
day – always bringing a fair response from those
local lads whose locks had grown too long.
Every evening, Sue sat on the midway and
wrote a note to her husband. Often she could hear
the music from her father's house floating across
the street and yards which separated them.
After the Adamses bought the White House
next door, Mr. Tom Northcut apparently had no
intention of selling his little cottage. It had a
succession of summer guests. Mrs. Susan Lewis
French from St. Louis rented the cottage in 1922
and for several years thereafter. It was renamed,
appropriately, “The French Playhouse.” Mrs.
French was an energetic hostess, wellknown for
her house parties, and life at the French
Playhouse was very gay. That first summer of
1922, curtains were strung across the dogtrot on
the east end and the porch was furnished with
three large double beds. The small room on the
east was used as a dressing room and storage for
the trunks that accompanied each guest. The
small west room was used to house a young
mountain girl who helped out during the summer.
While the house guests were at breakfast, she
made beds and refilled water pitchers.
The house was rented for about ten years to
Will and Ellen Wemyss (pronounced Weems),
people of considerable means from Gallatin. They
entertained extensively and collected about them
budding writers, artists, and musicians. In order
to accommodate the large groups who came for
poetry readings and musicales, Mrs. Wemyss
removed the log wall on the left as one enters the
central hall, thus creating an enormous living
room.
Serene and comfortable, this porch is built of
the most unusual carpentry in the area: clean,
logical construction with strong visual interest
Miss Fanny Moffit of Altamont inherited the
cottage as part of a legacy from her Northcut
uncles and was persuaded to rent it from time to
time in the 1930s, but often it stood vacant.
World War II severely restricted travel
everywhere, and summer visitors all but stopped
coming to Beersheba. So the house was leased

The boys’ rooms were papered with lovely
circus posters and the very first thing the boys did
on arrival each summer was to race and climb the
hemlock tree in the east yard to the top. It was on
the midway that Sue Howell Adams held her
famous sewing classes for the mountain girls and
from time to time sent out the word that she
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first to Dennis and Georgia Knight and then to the
Marcus Hill family, local residents. Having been
built strictly as a summer cottage, it was cold and
miserable as a yearround home. The large center
bedroom in the back served the Hills well; there
was a small, woodburning stove there.

m.. By Monday, she had suffered a crippling
stroke and died very soon thereafter.
The house was auctioned off as part of her
estate, but the lease had provided that the Adams
cousins could buy it for whatever price it brought
at auction, and they did so, receiving the deed on
August 15, 1956. The work that needed to be
done was enormous. Debris had to be shoveled
out. The Beersheba Fire truck was backed into the
yard and the well pumped dry preparatory to
cleaning before it refilled. A new top was
constructed of creosoted logs and a board top. A
pump house was built and an electric pump
installed. Mr. J. B. Hill brought a bulldozer and
cleared away the mountain of ashes and garbage
in front of the kitchen building. The building itself
was jacked up and the sill beam replaced. Logs
were scrubbed in the house and chinking was
repaired and painted. Chinking and daubing were
replaced in the kitchen building. Roofs were
replaced. Over a period of years, a collection of
many more years of old boots, shoes, bottles and
cans was dug out of the yard and trundled away
by children encouraged by energetic mothers. The
small west room became first a kitchen while the
kitchen building was being repaired. It was then
converted to bathrooms.

Maintenance of the property was not on Miss
Fanny’s list of priorities. The fence began to sag,
the yard became overgrown, the sand walkway
was long since gone and the house began to
deteriorate. Several summers when the mountain
must have been very dry, the two younger Hill
children came to the wire fence to ask the
Adamses if they might come across for water.
After the Hill family left, the house fell into
serious disrepair. For years it stood empty and
abandoned. The yard in front of the kitchen
building where the apple trees once stood was
now a small mound of ashes and garbage; cans,
bottles, boots and old shoes lay in the weeds and
poison ivy in the back of the building. The house
was dark and eerie. Many attempts were made to
buy the property by David and Elliott Adams,
fathers of the next owners, but Miss Fanny Moffitt
had “no truck” with menfolk and, although she
was fond of these two, she was determined to do
no business with men.

In 1974, Comfort sold her interest to Kitty.
The next major restoration was rebuilding the log
wall removed by Ellen Wemyss so long before.
Elmo Whitman, operator of a sawmill, came,
measured and surveyed the situation and
pronounced that he knew right where to get the
logs. The next week, the logs were delivered to
the front porch But who could assembled them
into a wall? Then one day early the next spring,
Howell Adams called to say that he had found the
man for the job. And indeed he had: Ron Van
Dyke.

Consequently, the house stood empty and
virtually unused for years. In early summer of
1955, two Adams cousins, Katharine (Kitty)
Adams Chenoweth and Comfort Adams Randolph,
began a campaign to obtain a lease from Miss
Fanny. She was a night owl, preferred to sleep all
day and rise about 6 p. m.. Thus, she could be
visited only late at night. Finally, after months of
midnight visits, many letters, many tea parties put
on by the aspirants on the porch of the house,
Miss Fanny agreed to lease the property to the
cousins. The cost of all improvements was to be
deducted from the rent, and there was plenty to
do. Work began before the lease was actually
signed. Miss Fanny seemed pleased with all the
plans and came several times to see the house.

The logs had seasoned long enough on the
front porch, and work began at once. The
doorway and transom of the wall on the right side
of hall were replicated on the left. The transom
itself came from the back bedroom and the door
from a closet. Richard Chenoweth stained the logs
so that they matched perfectly the ones on the
other wall. All other transoms were also made

One Friday in the late summer of 1955, Miss
Fanny signed the lease and, by a special effort,
went with the Chenoweths to the courthouse in
Altamont to record it before closing time at 4 p.
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operable. The floor of the front hall had been
painted the year before, 1983, by Kitty and her
sister Louise with lemon and gold diamonds with
borders of flowers and leaves. Mercifully, the
measurements were correct, and when the room
was set to rights, the painting was perfectly
situated.

began, but had to stop for two weeks while the
contractor went hunting for elk in Colorado. Kitty
stayed until November to see the project to
completion. The floors didn't shake and the
glasses no longer rattled in their cases.
The most recent project has been to remove
thousands of tacks from the columns of the porch
which had once been screened in.

The next major change was a metal roof
installed in segments over the next three years.
Cousins Howell and Alfred Adams – who had
been very supportive of all the restoration –
ridiculed the idea of putting a metal roof on a
residence like this. Now (2009), most new roofs
are metal. The front porch was restored, but the
columns were put back upside down. Kitty looked
and looked at them to figure out what was wrong.

My children, Avery, Jr., Richard, Isabel Elliott,
and Matthew, began coming here as small
children. Soon they were teenagers and bringing
girl friends and boy friends, then wives and
husband, and then grandchildren. Of these, there
are five: Elliott, Damaris, and Lydia Chenoweth
(twins) and Walker and Leila Sachner. Friends,
parties, family gatherings, memorymaker
summer days, evening with guitar music on the
midway – aptly called la ruelle d'esprit by Sam
Howell – have now been enjoyed here by five
generations of the family.

One late summer, an opportunity arose to
restore the kitchen building. Over the years, the
logs had separated at one corner. The gap
between the doorsill and the floor had widened,
so we knew we were in trouble. During that fall,
the building was emptied of everything, Work

Katharine Adams Chenoweth

Northcut Cottage, now T'other House, with it Adams occupants and their friends.
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Ten Pin

This house is called Ten Pin because the
building was once part of the bowling alley at the
hotel. In 1895, when a new building was
constructed near the present chapel, the old
building was cut into two sections and moved to
the present location by sliding each section on
rows of logs and rolling it up the road. It was
pulled by horses or oxen. The new location, across
the highway from the Howell Cottage, was on
land owned by Tom Northcut. One section
became the front of the house and the other the L
shaped rooms behind, with the sides filled in.
A letter written by Gates Thruston (see the
section on The Cliffs: the ArmfieldGlasgow
Cottage) of Nashville to Tom Northcut in 1895
gives the date when this construction was going
on. In the letter, Thruston says he has heard that
Northcut is building a house in Beersheba and he
would like to rent it for his family the following
summer. It is not known whether he rented it or
not, but he probably did.

Northcut operate the store. This is the house the
Browns lived in for several years, and Stanley
Brown was born here. Another room was added
to the back of the building while Marvin lived
there.
The Browns moved to the Hotel in 1920 to
operate a boarding house for the students who
wished to attend the Beersheba Springs Junior
High School, in session that year at the Hotel
because the Beersheba school building was too
small to accommodate them.
The Ben Hobbs family, who had moved up
from Tarlton to enable their children to attend the
school, rented the house and lived there until they
bought property in the Panhandle area.
The family of Will Tate lived there a short
time after their home burned, and Lola Bell Norris
Weir remembers her family living there for a short
time. Jim Fults, who had gotten the contract to
carry the mail to Coalmont, moved with his family
to this house and lived here a few years.

It must have been about 1910 when Marvin
Brown moved back to Beersheba to help Tom

The family of Ernest Meeks bought the house
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and occupied it until the early 1960s. It was sold
to Douglas Brown and then to E. H. Green. The
Greens lived here a few years before moving to
McMinnville. During these years all the occupants
had to carry water from the big Northcut well at
the back of T'other House next door.

MF became essentially a sixmonthsayear
resident of Beersheba. She loved the nature, the
birds, the wildflowers, and the quiet of the
mountain. One daughter, Sue Adams Andrews,
was building a house, Wholemeal, a few hundred
yards away. Her other daughter, Faith Adams
Young, who joined in the purchase, could also
come frequently, for she had married a Tennes
seean, William M. Young, Jr. of Dixon Springs
(about 40 miles northeast of Nashville) where
they lived in a house, Dixona, built about 1789.

In 1979, Ten Pin was sold to Mary Faith Yow
Adams of Coral Gables, Florida and her daughter
Faith Adams Young. Mary Faith, usually called MF,
was at that point the widow of Adam Gillespie
Adams, III, (Lep), the eldest of the seven Adams
brothers. Lep loved Beersheba and his family, but
he recognized that the commotion and somewhat
boisterous family life at the White House was not
for MF, so they and their daughters, Faith and
Sue, spent most of their summer vacations with
the Yow family in Lavonia, Georgia and only a few
days each summer here. In the early 1970s,
however, it was suggested that they try staying in
Nother House, the log house then recently built
on the White House property. MF loved it, and
continued to come after Lep's death in 1976.
When the opportunity to buy Ten Pin appeared in
1979, she and her daughter Faith acquired it.
They put in 18 new windows as well as a small
apartment in the rear fashioned from the former
tool house. The tenpins that form the balustrade
of the long porch along the back wing of the
house were provided by Faith's cousin Morton
Adams, who found them in Florida.

After a few years in the house, MF and Faith
decided that it made no sense to pay to have the
grass cut when goats would do the job for free. So
they improved the fences and bought three goats.
And, yes, the goats ate the grass –– and the bark
off the trees and the cushions from the porch
furniture, and anything else they found, and
daintily preferred the cleanswept porches to
make their toilette. MF soon decided that paying
to have the grass cut was not so stupid after all.
For someone fundamentally very shy and

Margaret Brown Coppinger (left) and Mary Faith
Yow Adams.

(Adults) Faith Adams Young and Stephen Young;
(children) Mary Neely and Adam Young.
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reserved, MF had a remarkable capacity for
generating stories about herself. She had a cream
colored MercedesBenz named Bamboo, which
she dearly loved. She would wipe Bamboo clean
early in the morning with paper towels moistened
with dew. It was too far for her to drive Bamboo
up from Coral Gables, so she would hire someone
to fly down to Florida and drive Bamboo up to its
summer home.

to give the bill to anyone who could find it. A
gentleman stepped up beside her, looked carefully
with a practiced eye, reached across in front of
her and deftly lifted the $20 bill from what every
woman considers her safest hiding place.
MF lived until 1994. Since then, the house is
used regularly by Faith, her son Stephen Gillespie
Young and his wife, Amanda Haynes Young, and
their three children Haynes, Adam, and Mary
Neely. Faith enjoys the central location of Ten Pin,
as did her mother, surrounded by her many
cousins at T'other House, the White House,
Nother House, Howell Cottage, and others.

She was very neat and orderly, so it vexed her
terribly when one day she could not find a $20
bill which she had carefully rolled up and put
away in a safe place. But where was that safe
place? She searched everywhere. Finally, she went
to the store, explained the problem, and offered

– Margaret Brown Coppinger, updated by Faith
Adams Young

The Beersheba Library, the first public library in Grundy County, a community project from the 1920s,
now part of the Caney Fork Regional System. It stands between Ten Pin and the Bunk House.
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The Bunk House

On April 28, 1883, William Sanford Brown
and his wife, Nancy, sold to John C. Smith ten
acres on the bench half way down the Backbone,
near where the Browns lived. (See the article on
the Brown family.) The price was $150, with $100
down and a $50 promissory note. This tract may
have been where the log cabin was built which
afterwards became the “Bunk House.” It is known
that a log house was built on the Back Bone which
was the home of the John Calvin Smith family.
Apparently Mr. Smith sold the property to the
Northcuts when he moved to the Cagle house in
Beersheba.
About 1900, Tom Northcut had the house
taken apart and the logs marked and brought to
Beersheba, where it was reassembled on
Tennessee 56 just west of where the library was
later built. The logs were primarily chestnut with
some hemlock and poplar. At the time, Northcut
said he was building it as a summer home for his

sister, Mrs. Tim Moffitt; however, she used it very
little.
The log structure is only the two front rooms
and hall between them. In 1922, Henry Brown,
acting as a contractor, added behind them a
bedroom, dining room, kitchen, and bath.
In later years, Northcut kept it rented. One
family who rented it for a summer home was Mr.
and Mrs. John Nelms of McMinnville. For years it
was rented furnished to Wiley M. (Bunk) Tate,
whose wife was Mabel Hill, a granddaughter of
John C. Smith, who had originally built the house
on the Backbone.
About 1955, after the death of Fannie Moffitt
(daughter of Tim Moffit and heir of Northcuts)
and the settlement of her estate, the Tates bought
the house, where they lived until their death. It
then passed to their two children, Pauline Tate
Hobbs of Chattanooga and Benny Miller Tate of
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Atlanta, who used it as a summer house and gave
it the name “Bunk House” in honor of their father.

In 1994, Eddie and Glema bought the house
from Edna after some hard bargaining for
$26,000, just over half of what Edna had initially
asked. The essence of the bargaining was that a
lot of work that Edna had paid for had not, in
fact, been done. Eddie was working at the Tate
nursery in the valley, but had to find time to
replace all the wiring, insulate the house, and
install new floors. The chestnut floor joists,
however, were in good condition.

The house was next acquired by Edna
Davenport of McMinnville, who owned a number
of Beersheba properties. She rented it out, but it
happened to become available in 1993 just when
Eddie Lee King and his wife, Glema Sailor King,
decided to live in Beersheba.
Eddie, son of Emer King, had grown up in
Beersheba, living in the caretaker's house at the
Turner Cottage. As a boy, he kept busy during the
summers cutting grass at a number of cottages. In
1984, he went to Florida, worked in various
places, but returned to Tennessee and in 1992
married Glema. He knew Edna Davenport from
his grasscutting days, and she was glad to rent
the house to him.

Hardly was the work on the house finished
when Glema and Eddie were joined by a
daughter, Elizabeth Jean, known as Libby.
Although both Eddie and Glema have been
prematurely disabled by illness, they make the
garden in their front yard one of the loveliest
spots in Beersheba, a gift to everyone, and a joy to
all who pass by and take notice.

Church of Christ, corner of Hunter's Mill Road and TN 56.
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Wholemeal

Photo courtesy Seab Tuck III

and Faith, on a steady diet of anecdotes about his
boyhood there.

Wholemeal is on the west side of Armfield
Avenue, about a tenth of a mile north of Ten
nesssee 56. It was built in 198081 by Nelson
Andrews and his wife, Sue Toy Adams Andrews,
with much input into the design from their chil
dren. The family's connection to Beersheba
Springs goes back through Sue, who was the elder
daughter of Adam Gillespie (Lep) Adams, III
(18871976) and Mary Faith (MF) Yow Adams,
who late in life acquired the Ten Pin cottage. Lep,
in turn, was the eldest of the seven Adams broth
ers, whose mother was the daughter of Morton B.
and Isabel Elliott Howell. Sue, Lep's daughter, was
brought up in Coral Gables and visited Beersheba
only once before entering Vanderbilt University.
But her father, Lep, an avid historian, loved
Beersheba Springs and raised his daughters, Sue

Lep often spoke of his mother, Sue Howell
Adams, who, despite her small size, kept the love
and respect of her seven sons through strict and
often creative discipline. When they had trouble
keeping their shirttails in, she attached lace to the
tails, and that did the trick. Margaret Coppinger
recalls that “Mrs. Adams went faithfully to Grace
Chapel every Sunday and played the organ for
Sunday School before anyone around here was
able to play.”
When Lep was a small boy, the Hotel some
times sponsored a dance with two bands playing
ragtime and waltzes. Lep would hover near the
bands, listening and watching until he was discov
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ered and sent home. He also talked about the ele
gance of the ladies in their elaborate gowns at the
Hotel balls and about a gentleman of that day,
who while doing carpentry, wore a frock coat and
top hat; and about Long’s Mill, the coolest dip and
the prettiest spot on a hot summer day.

cause it too had been finished in stages.
After several summers, Piecemeal II was get
ting too small for the Andrews, their five children
and numerous grandchildren present or likely to
arrive. It was time to build a new house. They ex
plored several sites, but eventually decided on the
lot where Piecemeal II stood. It had everything
they wanted: beautiful surroundings and the best
of neighbors. It is interesting that it did NOT have
a bluff view. The Andrews were more interested in
the social life of Beersheba than in distant vistas.

Lep recalled the boys’ taking their usual wag
on trip to Long’s and being surprised to find ladies
there. Lacking suits, the boys (probably his six
younger brothers and cousin Morton B. Howell)
divested 3yearold Elliott of his clothes and sent
him running from behind the changing rock. The
ladies fled, expecting the bigger boys to appear in
like state. The ladies gone, the boys claimed their
swimming rights au naturel.

Here it needs to be added that Nelson
Andrews had become a very successful real estate
developer and investor. When he was born in
1927, his parents were in Washington, DC, be
cause his father was a career Army officer. But the
Andrews family had roots in Nashville and was
connected with the then fairly new McClures
department stores. At the outbreak of the war, his
father was stationed in California, and Nelson
went to high school in Berkeley. After two years,
his father was sent abroad and his mother
brought the family back to Nashville, where
Nelson finished high school at MontgomeryBell
Academy with outstanding records in scholarship
and sports. He enlisted in the Army and was sent
to West Point, where he again excelled in both
scholastics and athletics, playing on the undefeat
ed Army football team. In 1947, however, he re
alized that he did not want to follow a military ca
reer, resigned his appointment, and came to
Vanderbilt on a football scholarship. Injured on
the first day of practice, he refused the job of wa
ter boy, gave up the scholarship, and financed the
rest of his studies from savings, poker winnings,
and earnings as a singerguitarist in the Tennessee
Dew Drops, a hillbilly band he organized. After
graduation, he was soon president and chairman
of McClures, but he realized that his passion and
ability lay elsewhere, namely in real estate. A
typical operation was to buy a whole development
of rather rundown duplexes, convert them into
upscale singlefamily houses, and sell them at a
profit. His real estate development was highly
successful and brought him into touch with archi
tects and builders. He thus felt comfortable taking
on the building of a house that was both expen
sive and avantgarde in design and construction

While Sue was learning about Beersheba
from her father, Nelson was starting his own Beer
sheba tradition. He spent many happy days as a
school boy exploring the woods and streams and
visiting his good friend and Sue’s cousin Alf
Adams, Jr. at the White House.
Sue and Nelson met at Vanderbilt, where they
were introduced by another cousin of Sue’s,
Comfort Adams (Mrs. Judson) Randolph. Sue and
Nelson met again at Beersheba on Labor Day,
1948, when Karin Hughes Adams married John
(Jack) Marvin Stewart. The brand new chapel at
the Methodist Assembly had not yet been painted,
so Nelson joined Karin’s brothers and cousins in
lining the chapel with pine boughs and in laying a
stone walkway in the mud between the chapel
and the road. Ever after, Nelson and Sue enjoyed
being together at Beersheba. For years after their
marriage in 1949, Nelson, Sue and their children
spent their vacations at the White House. By
1975, the ranks of the Adams descendants had in
creased several fold. Most of the 24 children of
the seven Adams brothers were grown and had
families of their own. This crowd put an impossi
ble strain on the White House, so the Andrews
purchased the house built by Henry Brown on
Armfield Avenue (See the Brown Family mem
oirs.) The upstairs was still unfinished when the
Andrews bought it. They divided the upstairs into
bedrooms, added a screen porch downstairs, and
named it Piecemeal II in honor of Sue’s childhood
home in Coral Gables. It was called Piecemeal be
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techniques.

maintenance and withstand generations of wear
and tear, and be secure without being inconve
nient; (3) remain cool in summer and have sepa
rate zones for winter heating; (4) create a spirit of
warmth and fun without depending on furnish
ings for style; (5) have a first level accessible to
the handicapped (6) provide a kitchen large
enough for several people to work in simultane
ously; and (7) have areas for privacy.

When planning for the new house in Beershe
ba began in the fall of 1979, the Andrews children
were: Dr. Susan Toy Andrews (Susie), married to
Dr. Randall Craig Rickard, who opened their fami
ly practice in Murfreesboro in 1981; Nelson
Carter Andrews, Jr. (Carter), married to Nanette
Piot, both lawyers in Nashville; Judith Ann
Andrews, a subdivision developer, married to
Scott Foster Siman in 1980; Adam Gillespie (Lep)
Andrews, a student at Belmont College; and
Frank Maxwell Andrews, a student at Mont
gomery Bell Academy. It was part of the genius of
Nelson Andrews to make everyone in any way
involved in a project to feel that his or her role
was absolutely essential. But it is also clear that
without him, this house would never have been
dreamed of – much less built.

The first level would include: (1) a large
room for noisy play; (2) a smaller room for quiet
times; (3) a large screen porch overlooking the
trees; (4) a master bedroom and bath and guest
room with bath. Upper floors would include a
bedroom floor with six more bedrooms with dor
mitorystyle bath and a dormitory floor with
bunkrooms and a sleeping porch;
After becoming acquainted with the family
and its lifestyle, Seab plotted the location of every
tree so he could nestle the house among them
with minimal damage to them. Within three
weeks of their first meeting, Seab presented pre
liminary plans that turned out to be almost the fi
nal plans, down to the placement of the fireman’s
pole. The family approved the concept in full.

The family named the new house Wholemeal,
because unlike Piecemeal, they hoped to complete
it in one organized effort. The first major decision
was to retain Seab A. Tuck, III, a 28yearold con
ceptual architect in Nashville, to design the house.
Seab's firm had done some work for the First
American Bank of which Nelson was a director.
Nelson was so impressed with him that, after a
meeting on Bank business, Nelson asked Seab if
he personally, not the his firm, could help him de
sign “a cabin in the woods.” Seab's firm did not do
houses and gave him permission to accept this
work on his own time – at night, on weekends,
on vacation, and finally on a threeweek leave of
absence.

But as Seab worked further on the plan, he
began to get very nervous about the cost. Finally,
he went to Nelson and told him that he could see
no way that the construction would not cost over
a million dollars, an inconceivable sum for Seab.
Nelson answered, “You do the plan; I'll worry
about how to pay for it.”

Seab began his conceptualization by spending
time with the Andrews in Beersheba and Nash
ville. He quickly saw that he would have to in
clude spaces for juggling (including machetes and
flaming clubs), world class Shucky Darns (a card
game), unicycling, singing (to the accompaniment
of various instruments), billiards, reading, bird
watching, and spectacular culinary efforts inter
rupted by rocking and snoozing; in short, activi
ties ranging from chaos to calm. The Andrews em
phasized that above all the house should be FUN
for all ages. Further, the house must: (1) reflect
the antebellum and Victorian homes in Beersheba
in a contemporary manner; (2) require minimal
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The Andrews asked their Sewanee friend,
John William Greeter, to be general contractor.
Through him, they met David Thomas, who had
built several vacation homes in Monteagle. He
managed the construction onsite, working with
his family and various subcontractors. Greeter
scheduled and organized the project. Socrates
Ioannides, who was at that time designing the
Sunsphere at the Knoxville World’s Fair, was re
tained for engineering consultation. This team
successfully met the many challenges inherent in
building an extraordinary house.
Piecemeal II had stood on the top of a little
knoll. The Wholemeal driveway circles around the

top of this knoll, and the house “floats” like a ship
above the north slope of the knoll with its main
floor on the level of the driveway, to which it con
nects by a single drawbridge. The illusion of float
ing in the trees is created by supporting it on a
long concrete pedestal running parallel to the
contours of the hill but with its base fifteen feet or
more below the driveway level. This pedestal runs
in a generally eastwest direction. A short,
secondary pedestal extends to the north in the
center of the house to support the kitchen and
porches on that side. The pedestals are only eight
feet wide, but the main floor projects out far
beyond them with the outer edge supported by
steelpipe diagonal struts fastened to the base of
the pedestals. The result is a cantilevered
appearance.

An architectural motif repeated throughout
the structure is a sandblasted concrete fin wall
about five or more times as long as it is thick and
having a top cut off at a 45degree angle. It is met
first in the gate posts, then in short, ornamental
columns on either side of the entrance, then in
the center of the south façade in tall, menhirlike
fins that support the bunkroom that projects over
the drawbridge, then in three massive fins in the
center of the house which form the stairwell and
anchor the whole upper part of the house, then in
a crown of fin walls surrounding the secondary
pedestal and visible between the kitchen and the
screen porch which wraps around it on the north
side of the house. The central column of the
stairwell, somewhat thicker than the other two,
extends far above the roof to a crow's nest

Wholemeal axonometric projection, courtesy Seab Tuck III
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accessible only by climbing vertically on rungs
anchored into the column. This column rises 80
feet from the basement. In all, the sandblasted
concrete underpinnings and columns weigh over
2 million pounds and contain over 500 cubic
yards of concrete. A concretepumping truck used
in building the New Orleans Super Dome was
engaged for the job. The concrete was made with
brownish riverbottom pebbles; the sandblasting
ate away a quarter inch or so of the cement
around the outer pebbles thus producing a warm,
almost soft, pebbled surface.

suspended from the wall. Two lofts, one above
each bunk room, each have a double bed. Small
doors open from the loft to the fourth floor, also
accessible by the central stairs. From this floor,
doors lead to an observation and stargazing deck.

On entering the main floor via the draw
bridge, one chooses between the noisy side to the
left or the quiet side to the right – or the stairs
straight ahead. On entering the quiet side, we find
ourselves in the spacious Snuggery with fireplace,
woodburning stove, a table for cool weather din
ing, and lots of comfortable chairs and sofas. The
Snuggery occupies the northern two thirds of this
east wing; the master bedroom and the guest
room, each with its own private bath, occupy the
southern third. The ceiling rises 26 feet in the
center of the wing. On the noisy west side, we
find the Great Hall, as big as the Snuggery and
the bedrooms put together. Here there is a billiard
table, a basketball net, and space for whatever. Di
rectly back of the stairwell is the semioval
kitchen with a curving work counter, two each of
ovens, refrigerators, sinks, and dishwashers, a
fiveburner cook top, two tables for work or eat
ing and lots of storage space. Wrapping around it
is a screen porch for dining among the tree
branches. From the center of the porch, supported
at the outer edge by two fin walls, a swinging
bridge leads north to an open tree house support
ed by two more of the pebbled concrete fin walls.
Above this floor, the living spaces rise high
into the trees. On the second floor, the bedroom
floor, are six small bedrooms, a regular bath
(Wholebath) and a dormitory bath with four
basins, two shower rooms, and two toilets. On the
third floor, the dormitory floor 50 feet off the
ground, the bunkroom area projects over the
drawbridge with six single beds on either side of a
central partition. Six of the beds can be rolled
through double doors onto the sleeping porch on
the north side of the house. The other bunks are
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From the hall at the fourth floor level, a sky
light hatch opens upward to the crow’s nest, ac
cessible only by climbing vertically on rungs set
into the central concrete column. Some 80 feet
above the main floor, the crow’s nest houses a
steamboat whistle from a boat which once plied
the Mississippi. The crow’s nest was not part of
Seab's original plan. While the house was under
construction, he visited the site nearly every
weekend. Once, at the point when the forms for
pouring the top of the central fin wall were in
place, as he got out of his car he heard voices call
ing, “Hey down there.” He looked all around and
saw no one. The voices kept calling, and finally he
spied high above, sitting on the top of the forms
for the wall, Nelson and Sue. They insisted that
he come up. Exhausted after a halfhour climb
over scaffolding and ladders he reached the top.
“Look at this view,” said the Andrews, “We've got
to make it possible for people to get up here.”
Seab could figure out no way to do so that would
be safe yet not ruin the whole structure. They
could put rungs into the column and a crow's nest
on top; but that scheme would not begin to meet
architectural safety guidelines. Nelson replied that
if people could see that it was dangerous to go up,
they would be careful. He gave Seab a written
statement taking full responsibility for any injury
incurred in climbing to the crow's nest. In the sub
sequent thirty years, no one has been hurt.
The exterior siding is western red cedar and
the roof is copper. Glass blocks, some clear, some
patterned, create a core of light around the cen
tral staircase, with its open treads. Ceiling fans
aid the circulation, winter and summer. In sum
mer, clerestory windows draw heat out, creating a
cooling breeze. Children love secret passages, so
they are included too, but of course their loca
tions must be kept secret. The fireman’s pole,
which ends on a second floor deck overlooking
the foyer, is a favorite of children of all ages. The
pole is accessible for either a 1 or a 2story slide.
The center of the house, the kitchen, master bed

room suite, guest room, and the Snuggery with
fireplace and a wood store, can be heated as a
unit without heating the rest of the house.

Owners tried to unload them, and prices fell far
ther. One consequence was the Saving and Loan
debacle over the next few years. Another was that
Nelson, in his own words, “had to work seven
days a week, umpteen hours a day just to
survive.” The title to Wholemeal was at that time
held by the Beersheba Trust with Susan Toy
Andrews, the eldest of the Andrews children, as
Trustee and all the children as beneficiaries. A
“fixture filing” in November of 1989 indicates that
the property had been added as collateral for a
loan from the First American National Bank
otherwise secured by commercial property. Nelson
told a close friend that he did not feel that it was
right for him and his family to enjoy a luxurious
vacation home like Wholemeal while he was not
meeting his obligations to the bank. A “deed in
lieu of foreclosure” conveyed the property to the
Bank in November 1992.

Just before the stair treads were installed, the
family decided to put a round whirlpool, seven
feet in diameter, in the basement. Since the
whirlpool tub could not fit through a doorway, it
had to be installed before the stairs were put in.
The architect designed a space for it on the spot.
There are various artifacts from the McClures
stores. There is a pulpit from the A. G. Adams
Presbyterian Church in North Nashville, which
was built in 1890 and decommissioned in 1979
after 90 years of service. This mission church was
donated by A. G. Adams, Lep’s grandfather and a
ruling elder of the First Presbyterian Church.
Seab Tuck received several awards for his
design. The Tennessee Society of Architects’
Award for Excellence in Architecture in 1981
went to Wholemeal, the only residential structure
so honored that year. The American Institute of
Architects included Wholemeal as one of only a
dozen new homes pictured in its collection, The
Annual of American Architecture 1982. This
attention made it possible for Seab to form his
own firm with Kem Hinton in 1984. TuckHinton
has since received over 150 awards.

The bank put the property up for sale, but de
spite various promotional efforts including an in
ternationally distributed video, it got only one of
fer, which it declined. Finally, in May 1995, it put
Wholemeal up for sale at a public auction held on
the grounds of the house. Strangely, it failed to
notify the maker of that single offer, Howell
Adams. Howell's motherinlaw happened to see
an announcement of the auction in a Nashville
paper, and called him. He and Madeline were
headed to Jamaica for a company retreat. He just
had time to get the retreat started when he had to
come back to reach Beersheba about an hour
before the auction began. The only other serious
bidder represented a group of investors looking
for a bargain which they could resell quickly at a
profit. This bidder became visibly nervous as the
bidding approached $300,000. Howell bid
300,000 but at the last second, the other fellow
bid 305,000. Howell then also waited to the last
second to bid 310,00, and an expression of relief
swept over the face of the other bidder. He had
been authorized to go only to $300,000.

Five joyous years followed the house's com
pletion in October of 1981. Not only was it much
used by the family, but Nelson hosted meetings of
numerous organizations of which he was a mem
ber. And then, on October 26, 1986 Congress
passed the Tax Reform Act of 1986. Previously,
passive partners in real estate investments had
been able to deduct depreciation on the proper
ties from their gross income, regardless of
whether or not they had any income from the
property. Thus, even if a property yielded no
revenue, it had value because the depreciation
was tax deductible. The 1986 Act made the de
preciation deductible only from income received
from the property; no income, no deduction.
Nelson and others saw the change coming, but
were sure that it would apply only to new proper
ties and that existing structures would be “grand
fathered” in under the old law. In a lastminute
switch, they were not. Property values dropped.

Howell already had houses enough at Beer
sheba for his immediate family. His purposes were
quite different. He wanted to see Wholemeal
intensely used by the Adams family, which was
outgrowing the White House. But the investment
was too big for any one of the subfamilies. So
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Howell organized a Tennessee nonprofit corpora
tion known as Adams Cousins' Wholemeal, con
veyed the property to it, and offered 13 shares,
each share entitling the owner to use the house
for one week in each of the four seasons. The
shares sold for essentially 1/13th of the purchase
price. Some members took more than one share;
some shared a share. Current participants include
Susan Toy Andrews (Susie) and her husband,
Randy Rickard; Judy Andrews; Frank Andrews;
Faith Adams Young (sister of Sue Adams
Andrews) and her son Stephen Young; Tom and
Anita Adams; Dabney Adams Hart; David,
Morgan, and Devereux Adams, children of David
Adams; Howell and Madeline Adams; and, most
recently, Sue Andrews. Nelson Andrews did not
feel it was appropriate for him to join. His death
removed any impediment for his widow, so Sue
joined her children and cousins in membership.

Grundy, and a YMCA.
Nelson Andrews did survive financially with
out bankruptcy protection. His Brookside Proper
ties is today a respected and successful manager
of multifamily and commercial real estate. When
he died in 2009, Thomas Wood wrote in the
NashvillePost. com that he left behind “a legacy of
civic handiwork unparalleled in the history of
Nashville. [He] played a decisive role in the cre
ation of Vanderbilt's Children's Hospital, Leader
ship Nashville, the Nashville Alliance for Public
Education and the Better Business Bureau of
Nashville/Middle Tennessee, among other local
institutions. As chairman of the Tennessee Board
of Education in the 1980s and 1990s, he shep
herded the creation of a new funding mechanism
for the state's public schools.” And, we may add,
he left to Beersheba an absolutely unique home
that will now continue to be used and enjoyed by
many.

Under the new arrangement, not only is
Wholemeal bustling with family users, but is also
used by groups supported by them, such as an or
phanage, various church groups, Leadership

– Carter Andrews and Clopper Almon, in
consultation with Howell Adams and Seab Tuck

The Snuggery, east side of main floor.
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Leonard L. Tate
As we continue north along Armfield Avenue, the next house on the left was the home of Leonard
L. Tate (1912 – 1989), clearly the Poet Lauriate of the Cumberland mountains. Before World War II, his
poetry appeared widely in over 50 publications. During the war, he served in the Air Corps and flew
989 missions in 36 months over North Africa, Cosica, and Europe. After the war, he seemed to lose
interest in publishing his work, but continued writing. When Herschel Gower asked him if he would
like to write something for the first edition of this book, Leonard declined but gave Herschel a neatly
arranged, handwritten copy of a number of poems and invited him to use anything he would like. That
manuscript became the basis of All the Lost Octobers and Other Poems, published by the Beersheba
Springs Historical Society in 1990.
Leonard Tate had no literary training beyond Grundy County High School, where his English
teacher encouraged his writing. He wrote out of an inner need to write and cared nothing for the
changing fashions of literary criticism. His poems are completely approachable. For anyone who reads
them sensitively, they will enhance the experience of this special place. It is our privilege to include a
number of them in this edition of the book. Besides those given below, others will be found at various
places throughout the book.
Leonard's gifted sister Clara Belle Tate Bowden deployed her talents differently. She became a
popular singer and pianist on Bourbon Street in New Orleans.
Winter Penance

Wild Geese

Windscourged, winterchastened,
Ascetic and dumb,
The thorn trees do penance
Till April shall come.
For their expiation
Do these not suffice –
Ashes of fallen snow,
Sackcloth of ice?
Atonement is finished,
And this the reward –
This rancorous laurel:
The crown of our Lord.

And suddenly we two became aware:
Faint crying sounds against October wind.
Searching the southward skies I saw them then
But "Lost!" my father said. And flying high
Confused, they wavered, strung like beads,
wheeling
One on another. Lost! O, untamed hearts
I see you go, unquiet forevermore.. .
Oh leave me not, my heart beats with
your own –
I, too, have cried into unlistening wind... .
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Benhame, the Emanuel Cottage

2006. She coincidentally was the listing agent for
her family cottage, Benhame. Upon entering the
home, we were smitten. The awesome, old
timbers, rustic design and rambling layout
rendered us speechless. By the end of the summer,
we had purchased the home. Some twenty years
after first walking the loop through Beersheba, we
were now blessed with property on it. To this day,
we still find it hard to fathom being entrusted
with a small piece of this unique part of the
world.

The current owners of Benhame are Peter
and Mary Ann Emanuel of Oak Ridge, Tennessee.
Like the Caldwells preceding us, our family has
three children: Mary Julia, Elizabeth Randolph,
and Catherine Grace (ages 11, 8 and 7 at the time
of purchase in 2006). We initially became ac
quainted with Beersheba Springs in the mid
1980s through our good friends from Rhodes Col
lege, David and Catherine Franklin Denson.
Catherine’s family, through her father, Robert
Franklin, was part of the Howell Cottage clan. Be
ginning in college, we would visit the Howell Cot
tage, usually in the “off” seasons when the house
was not spoken for. Many cold nights were spent
shuttling between the fireplaces in the kitchen
and the front sitting room. Less frequent trips
through the years kept us in touch with Beershe
ba. After settling in Oak Ridge, it became easier to
join the Densons and Franklins with our three
daughters, deepening our appreciation for this
precious place and its people. After becoming
aware of property available on the mountain, we
contacted Trudy Caldwell Byrd in early summer

Mary Ann’s roots run deep into the mountain.
Her grandfather, Rev. William J. Fesmire, lived in
Monteagle for several years, preaching at Morton
Memorial Methodist Church among others. He
also spent some time down the street from
Benhame after the United Methodist Church as
sumed ownership of the Beersheba Hotel in 1941.
His son, Dr. Frank Fesmire, Mary Ann’s father,
grew up on the mountain. As a boy, one of his du
ties at the Monteagle church was to keep the
basement furnace burning on cold, winter Satur
day nights, so that the church would be warm on
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Sunday mornings. One such night the fire escaped
from the furnace, setting portions of the sanctuary
near the mid section of the chancel rail ablaze.
According to the tale, he helped extinguish the
blaze. Around 1950, Frank graduated from Tracy
City High School, now the Alma Mater Movie
Theatre. His basketball prowess earned him the
nickname “The Wizard of Tracy City”. He later
attended Sewanee and played for their team as
well.

of July parade and fireworks (including the
accompanying shower of tiny cinders from above)
and the Arts and Crafts Festival held on the
grounds of the United Methodist Assembly at the
Beersheba Springs Hotel. No summertime visit is
complete without swimming at either the Valley
or the Blue Hole.
The story of our land goes back, like every
thing in this part of Beersheba, to John Armfield.
It was originally the back part of lot number
three, which, on July 16, 1860, Armfield deeded
to Dr. John Waters of Nashville for $20. Armfield
built a house for Waters where the CagleTaylor
cottage now stands. Waters' heirs owned the
property until the financial problems with his es
tate caused it to be sold in 1866 at public auction
in Altamont. The buyer was Benjamin Cagle, and
the property then became known as the Ben Cagle
home place and stayed in the family many years.
He left it to his wife, Mary, and three daughters,
one of whom was Hilda. Years later, there was a
disagreement between Hilda and the heirs of one
of the other daughters. Consequently, the property
was sold at a “Clerk and Master Sale” and was
bought by W. R. Ooley and his wife on May 15,
1923.

Benhame's Jshaped plan makes it particualar hard
to capture in a single photograph. This picture
shows the original, main section.
Earlier still are Mary Ann’s connections to
Beersheba near its founding. Dr Alfred Paine and
George R. Smartt obtained the tract of land which
was to become Beersheba Springs in 1836 and be
gan the early tavern. They married Myra and
Athelia Randolph, respectively. These were two
daughters of Isham Randolph, from the well
known Virginia family, to whom Thomas Jefferson
was kin. Mary Ann descends from another sibling
of these two sisters.

Afterwards it passed to J. M. Mears and his
wife, Ida. On July 16, 1937, it bought by James H.
and T. B. Northcut. These two men eventually left
the property to “their niece and only heir,” Fanny
Moffit. After a fire had destroyed the house, Edna
Davenport of McMinnville bought the land on Oc
tober 9, 1951. Her first project was to rebuild a
log house on the Dahlgren Avenue side of site,
now called the CagleTaylor cottage. In 1964, she
turned her attention to the potential of the back
part of the property, which was also a prime home
site. She constructed the main living room of the
house out of large poplar logs, which came from a
house in Bone Cave, Tennessee that was built by
the Miller family in 1812. The chimney came from
the Greeter Place at Long’s Mill. The posts for the
front porch came from the Drake House in
McMinnville; the doors came from Mud Creek,
the Charlie Hillis Farm, on Sparta Road in
McMinnville. Several years later Mrs. Davenport
added a master bedroom, which is now the dining
room. It is an oak structure that came from the

Our cottage has thus far provided a haven
away from the everencroaching noise and tech
nology of modern life. Time here simply slows
down and occasionally seems to stop completely.
In Mary Ann’s words, coming to the cottage is like
walking into a giant hug from God. We cherish re
laxing on the porch swings as well as partaking of
area hikes, particularly Stone Door. We also enjoy
strolling “the circle” with frequent stops that in
clude the Beersheba Springs Market (to check out
Bud Whitman’s latest wood creations), the
Mayhews at Beersheba Porcelain and other neigh
bors. Similarly, we look forward to the annual 4th
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Hoover farm in Viola. The Davenports aptly
named the home, “The Poplars”.
On July 6, 1973, the property, including the
orchard through to the road, was sold to
Benjamin and Gertrude Sharp Caldwell. The
Caldwells renamed it “Benhame” – which means
“Mountain Home” in Gaelic and recalls the names
Ben Cagle and Ben Caldwell, two previous own
ers. The Caldwells had three children: Trudy,
Sarah, and Ben III. Gertrude Sharp Caldwell had
two sisters, both of whom are part of families
with Beersheba houses. Her sister Margaret
Howell had married into the Nanhaven family,
and her sister Sarah Taylor soon acquired the
CagleTaylor cottage.
The Caldwells added a bedroom in 1972,
with a dog trot separating it from the present din
ing room. It was erected by Elmo Whitman, who
found the logs on the Campbell place between
Tracy City and Altamont. Monroe Craven was
builder and chimney mason. The original
Campbell house was built about 1860 and lived in
by David Sweeton. It later belonged to Jim and
Tom Campbell. The stage coach used to stop there
on the way to Beersheba. In the logs over the
front door of the house, Elly Sweeton and Howard
Campbell’s initials are carved. The beams for the
upstairs were cut by the Werners and were sawn
at the old water mill near Tracy City. The road on
which it was located was the Higgenbotham
Turnpike.
The Caldwells added the middle “play room”
and “guest house” sections in 1974. The logs were
from the Schrock Store and the post office at Rock
Island, owned at one time by Flavil Patton, and
the chimneys were originally brick. These addi
tions were again the work of Elmo Whitman. The
shingles were hand split out of clear chestnut oak
by Gordon Childers of Altamont. This section is
thought to date back to around 1800. When
Gertrude and Ben Caldwell built Windsong, they

The Benhame Guest House.
gave Benhame to their children. The children
eventually sold it to the Emanuels.
The Emanuels continue to be in awe of this
very special place and community. We adore intro
ducing others to these unique mountain experi
ences. Although certainly new comers, we have
been very welcomed and feel a strong sense of
home in Beersheba.
We are deeply appreciative of Renae Hobbs
and Travis Turner for their ongoing efforts assist
ing us with the renovation and maintenance of
the cottage.
–Mary Ann and Peter Emanuel, with material by
Gertrude Sharp Caldwell from the earlier edition
of this book.
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Indian Rock

Indian Rock tract and Round Top tract.” Thurston
made the sale to improve and develop the
Beersheba Springs summer resort, and it was
therefore agreed that the Means family would
build a residence on this tract within two years
On her next birthday, Mary L. Means was given
the lot by her mother. Miss Mary had her house
built on this lot in 1912. Her brother carved with
a knife on a rock in the front yard “Mary’s Place.”

This house on the bluff side of Armfield Av
enue is next to one of three rock outcroppings of
the bluff along Armfield Avenue. The one closest
to the hotel is Balancing Rock; the second is Pic
nic Rock; and this, the third, is called Indian Rock
because of the many Indian arrowheads which
have been found in the area.
The house was built by Mary L. Means (c.
1872  1962) in 1912. The Means family, well
known caterers in Nashville, had come to Beer
sheba to operate the hotel during the summers of
1899 through 1901. It was not until ten years lat
er that they bought land. By this time the family
was living in St. Louis. On October 2, 1911, the
land was sold by Gates P. Thruston of Nashville
and Beersheba to Mrs. Louise Means of St. Louis
for $500. The deed reads: “Beginning on Armfield
Avenue at southwest corner of G. P. Thruston’s
enclosed tract near Picnic Rock and Armfield
Cemetery running westwardly between the Turner
and Thruston lands to a stake, thence
southwesterly to the center of a ravine between

After Miss Mary had finished school in Nash
ville in1890, she began teaching kindergarten. A
professor in Christian College of Columbia, Mis
souri, wrote the following recommendation: “Dur
ing the school year of ‘93 and ‘94 we were co
workers in the same faculty. As a disciplinarian
she is unexcelled, winning the hearts and confi
dence of the little ones with her gentle and pleas
ing manner. I feel that she will be an honor to any
institution that may be so fortunate as to secure
her services.”
The Means catering business began in Nash
ville with Miss Mary’s early ambition to earn 25
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cents a week after her father’s fortune had been
swept away. She had subscribed that amount to a
church charity and her mother had counseled her
not to neglect the Lord’s work. It occurred to her
that neighbors who bought cakes might buy from
her. The result was two customers the first week
and by the end of the fourth week they had as
many as they could care for. They next began
making pralines and crystalized fruits. Soon they
were serving hundreds of affairs attended by as
many as 750 guests In 1901, they were persuaded
to come to St. Louis and open a tea shop. For sev
eral years they made an average of 8,000 pounds
of fruit cake each season, and during World War I
hundreds of these cakes found their way to
soldiers in France.

mer home at Beersheba, the first of whom was
Judge William Waller of Nashville. Another early
guest was Hazel Hooper, who had been the book
keeper for the Means Catering Company in St.
Louis. She liked the place so much that in the
summer of 1923 she asked to have her wedding
to Luther W. Crenshaw on the front porch. Miss
Mary was happy to oblige, and the Rev. James M.
Bean (of the BrownBean house on the Backbone)
officiated. The bride was accompanied by her
daughter Mary from a previous marriage. Mary
carried a vivid memory of the beautiful wedding
with the Collins River valley in the background.
Over half a century later, in 1981, she returned
and must have been delighted to see the spot as
beautiful as she remembered.

Before World War I Miss Mary and her moth
er made frequent trips to Europe to pick up new
ideas about the preparation of food. One of the
most important figures in the affairs of the com
pany was Arthur Houston, an African American,
who had been with the family since he was 14
years old. Roger Williams University conferred
upon him the degree of Doctor of Science
because, aside from his daily duties, he taught
many others the art and science of cooking.

Another activity on Miss Mary’s front porch
for several summers during the 1920s was a
sewing class conducted by her for the young girls
of Beersheba, who appreciated the instruction and
the hospitality.
Another significant visit, though no one real
ized it at the time, was when, in the early 1940s
Mildred Adams (Mrs. David Adams, see the White
House entry) accompanied Sammy Glasgow (see
The Cliffs entry) on a trip to Beersheba to inquire
about The Cliffs, a house she wanted to buy,
Mildred brought along her 7yearold son Garrett,
and they stayed together in one of Miss Mary's
cabins. Garrett remembers, "I was up early in the
morning and looked out on the view, some say the
best view on the mountain. I was so excited to see
the patterns of the farm fields in the valley, large
squares of greens and browns. I ran to my mother
and cried, 'Oh Mother! Come look at the map!'"

During the summer of the World’s Fair in
1904, President Theodore Roosevelt visited St.
Louis and expressed his preference for the gen
uine southern cooking which was served him by
the Means Catering Company. R. T. Dykes, Jr., of
Beersheba spent that summer working for the
Means family and attended the World’s Fair. Later,
others from Beersheba went to St. Louis to work
for Miss Mary, including Annie Tate and Clara
Belle Tate.

In 1954 Miss Mary gave the cottage to her
cousin Dr. Arnie T. Sikes; and after Miss Mary's
death in 1962, the Sikes spent a part of each sum
mer at Indian Rock until Dr. Sikes's death.

In 1920, because of the illness of Mrs. Means,
Miss Mary decided to close the business in St.
Louis and return to Nashville. The St. Louis Post
Dispatch: wrote, “The Means Catering Co. of
Washington Blvd. will close its doors Monday af
ter playing an important part in the social life of
the city for more than 19 years. Mrs. Mary Louise
Means, 71, and her daughter, Mary L. , are said to
rank with catering houses of New York.”

Some forty years after he had seen "the map,"
Howell Garrett Adams had become a pediatrician
living in Louisville, Kentucky. In 1983, he and his
wife Lane persuaded Bessie Mai Sikes, the widow
of Dr. Sikes, to sell the house to them. Bessie Mai
had loved Beersheba and taken good care of the
main house, but the two small cabins were in
disrepair. The larger cabin, with a splendid

After the Means family returned to Tennessee
to live, Miss Mary began taking guests in her sum
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chestnut wall dividing it into two rooms, was
repaired on its original site. The smaller one was
moved to a site on the hillside a little away from
the other buildings. Andrew Caylor, Burt Gordon,
Garrett Randolph, and Burt and Rob Adams did
the rebuilding.

Dykes, with the eye for detail and respect for tra
dition of true craftsmen, almost completely rebuilt
the house. Nicholas King, Phillip Scruggs, Michael
Kirby, Travis Green and others helped.
Garrett and Lane, their children Garrett, Rob,
Burt, and Carrie, their spouses and their children
are grateful for their heritage at Indian Rock and
to all who have made it possible.

In 2000, Sam Chester (see Laurel Point entry)
and Jerry Dove helped the Adams undertake the
reconstruction of the main house. Sam had to
bow out for health reasons, but Jerry and Nelson

– Margaret Brown Coppinger
– H. Garrett Adams
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Early Years of the Trabues at Beersheba
Charles Clay Trabue, Jr. (1910 – 2002)
(Slightly adapted for clarity from the first edition of this book; the author was a Nashville lawyer and, among
other distinctions, a member of the Vanderbilt Board of Trust.)

My grandmother, Ellen Dunn Trabue, died in
1883 and her husband, George W. Trabue, died in
1884, leaving four minor sons: William Dunn
(Uncle Will), George W. (who died young),
Charles Clay (my father), and Anthony (Uncle
Tony). Their first cousin, Miss Mattie W.
Thompson, who was then 34 and a teacher in the
Nashville Public Schools, quit her job and took
over the responsibility of raising the 4 boys. All
the Trabue family called her “Cousin Mat” and she
was the only grandparent I ever knew. She was a
daughter of Martha Ann Trabue Thompson, who
was the eldest sister of my grandfather, George W.
Trabue.

friend and college mate, Harry E. Smith, stayed
with his parents at the Hotel, and the two of them
spent many happy days together. Using a hammer
and a nail, they chiseled their initials wherever
they went. I have seen these initials in the
entrance to the Post Office at Stone Door, and on
the large rock behind Miss Mary Means’s house
(now Indian Rock – Ed.). There is no telling in
what other places they left their mark.
Father’s long summers at Beersheba with
Cousin Mat ended when he graduated from the
Vanderbilt Law School in 1894. After that, for
many years, his visits were few and brief; he was
too busy building a law practice. But his love for
the mountains never died.

Cousin Mat was a sister of Fannie Thompson
and Jennie Thompson Howell. How Fannie came
to Beersheba is told in this volume in the memoir
“The Howells Come to Beersheba” by Sue Howell
Adams. In 1885, Fannie rented the White House
for herself and her sister Mat and the Trabue
boys. The next summer, she rented the Dahlgren
place for the same group; and the following
summer, 1887, she bought it. It became known as
the Thompson Cottage and, many years later, as
Nanhaven. In 1885, Will was 16 years old, and I
suspect he had quit school and gone to work.
Uncle George was 14 and, if he went to Beersheba
at all, it was only for a year or two. But my father
was 13, and he went regularly. I am sure that
Uncle Tony went, since he was only 10, but I have
never found any of his tracks in Grundy County.

So it happened in the summer of 1920 –
when I was 10 and my brother Tom 8 – that my
mother’s sister Ellen (Aunt Nell) and her husband,
Dr. William T. Magruder, rented Miss Mary
Means’s house (now Indian Rock) and invited my
family to spend two weeks there with them, and
we did. We caught the Chattanooga train in Nash
ville and went to Cowan, where we changed to
the Mountain Goat, a connecting train which
brought us up the mountain, through Sewanee
and Tracy to Coalmont. There we were met by Mr.
Mears who, with his wife, owned and ran the Ho
tel. Mr. Mears had a Dodge touring car. Coalmont
was 13 miles from Beersheba, and the road was
unpaved; when it became muddy. travelers would
sometimes make a “corduroy” road by paving it
with pine saplings laid side by side across the
road, but more often they simply cut down a few
small trees and drove around the mudhole and
thereafter this detour frequently became the
“road.” As soon as we arrived that August after
noon in 1920, and while we still had our town
clothes on, Father took me walking with him
down into the Dark Hollow, and we got lost. Of
course, we found our way back by simply climb
ing to the top of the plateau, but we were a pretty

Father told me of a stage coach that ran from
Beersheba to Tracy City, where it probably met
another stage, and I think that is how they made
the trip. He said that when the stage got to Dan,
the coachman would blow his horn and whip the
horses into a gallop so that they arrived at Beer
sheba in a cloud of dust.
Father enjoyed his summers at Beersheba im
mensely. He loved to walk and explore. He went
as far as a young man could go on foot. A close
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long way from the Means Cottage and it took a
while to get home.
As I remember, it rained every day during our
twoweek stay, although I think that we walked to
Laurel every day and swam below the falls in the
“Third Pool.” This pool was only some 20 feet
long, and 8 or 10 feet wide. We dressed behind
large rocks in the gorge – the boys on one side,
the girls on the other; I wore a cotton swimming
suit and almost froze to death. That summer I saw
my best friend, Tom Weaver, who was spending
the summer at the Howell Cottage with his moth
er and two sisters. I also saw Cousin Mat and
many of my Howell relatives, and I remember Alf
Adams (6th of the 7 brothers), and several of his
brothers and their mother, Miss Sue. That summer
Father read Treasure Island to Tom and me, sitting
on the porch at the Means Cottage.
When it came time to return to Nashville, we
put on our town clothes and Mr. Mears drove us
to Coalmont in a twohorse surrey. Because of the
rains, the roads were no longer passable in an au
tomobile.
We came back to Beersheba the next year and
spent the whole summer. Henry Brown leased or
owned three houses which were across the road
from Nanhaven and faced on the Ball Park, or
Commons, and we rented the middle house. Dur
ing that winter Father had bought the lot called
Round Top (west of Indian Rock and separated
from it by a ravine). It offered a superb view of
the Collins River Valley. He hired Russell Hart,
who had designed Bonaventure, our Nashville
home, to draw plans for a summer home. Work
on the house began in the summer of 1921, and it
was finished in the spring of 1922. Henry Brown,
a splendid carpenter, was in charge of the con
struction, and the work was superior. Mr. Hart
said that the joists below the house looked like
cabinet work and that it would be impossible to
get such good work done in Nashville.
Round Top was situated on a large lot, in the
middle of a grove of tall pines. The house was on
the north edge of the plateau, and the trees on
the bluff had been cut to open up the view. It was
a large rambling house, built of wide, roughfin
ished clapboards, stained a deep brown. There

were three bedrooms downstairs, one on the west
side and two on the east, and two bedrooms
upstairs, one on either end. The living room was
two stories high, and the upstairs bedrooms were
connected by a balcony which ran from the top of
the stairs at the west end across the south side of
the living room. There was a big fireplace in the
living room made of native stone, with a
shoulderhigh mantel. A wide porch, which ran
the width of the house on the north side,
overlooked the Collins Valley, and there was a
stone terrace at the west end which overlooked
Dark Hollow.
Round Top was unique at Beersheba in one
respect; it had running water, with 2 bathrooms
downstairs. The water for the bathrooms and the
kitchen came from a wooden tank, 8 feet high
and 10 feet across. Father had bought 4 of the
tanks at the Powder Plant at Old Hickory after
World War I. He gave one to Nanhaven, one to
Miss Mary Means, one to the Howell Cottage, and
kept one for Round Top. (Below the tank at Nan
haven was written “The Charles C. Trabue Memo
rial Bathroom.”)
At Round Top, there were two sets of gutters:
high gutters, which drained the upper part of the
roof into the tank, and lower conventional gutters
which drained the rest of the water through a
charcoal filter into a cistern. I have never tasted
better water anywhere.
The dining room was a screenedporch on the
east side, which adjoined the kitchen. Our first
stove was kerosene, but was soon replaced with a
wood stove. And, separated from the kitchen by a
dogtrot, we had a large wood shed. While Round
Top was blessed with indoor plumbing, we also
had an outdoor privy, which my brother and I
were required to use.
Round Top burned in the fall of 1961. I had
spent all or a part of every summer from 1922 un
til 1961 there. When John Fassnacht called me af
ter midnight on October 29, 1961 to tell me that
Round Top was burning, I felt that I was losing a
part of myself. I had loved that remarkable house
for 40 years, and it held many wonderful memo
ries for me. And I still have those memories.
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My father was a lawyer and during the 1920s
practiced alone. Avery Handley was later associat
ed with him and also, for a short time, Elliott
Adams. Father had a tremendous capacity for
work and worked very fast, which enabled him to
spend some 2 months at Beersheba every summer.
He had presence, and was a natural leader. He
used to say: “If you want something done right,
do it yourself.” He also told me: “If you do any
thing for me, do it my way.” He took charge,
wherever he went, but not in an objectionable
manner. He was always tactful. The younger peo
ple and children called him Uncle Charlie. He
loved them all, and they loved him.
Father had maps and studied the mountains
and the trails, and led many walks and excursions
for the young people. He would plan walks to
Howell Falls, or Petticoat Point or Savage Gulf.
The evening before he would send word around
to the cottages: anybody who wanted to go
should meet with a canteen and a sandwich on
the Observatory in front of the Hotel at 7:30 the
next morning. These were real walks – down
Beersheba Mountain, up and across the Valley,
and up T'other on the other side. Then, after we
had eaten our lunches, we walked back. Father
carried a pedometer; one day it showed that we
had walked 22 miles. It was said that he was nev
er really happy until he got lost; then the walk be
gan in earnest.
Another time Father took a group – 15 or 20
of us in our early teens – to Stone Door. We went
down through the Door and around below the
point, then climbed up the crack which separates
the point from the mountain. It was a great ad
venture at the time, but I would not like to try it
again.
Father loved the families who lived at Beer
sheba. He used to walk by himself through the
woods and whenever he saw a house he would go
up and introduce himself and talk to the people
living there. He got to know them and took a per
sonal interest in them and their problems. He un
derstood their point of view, respected and had a
high regard for them. Among his friends were Will
and Vic Tate, Claude Coppinger, Ben Hill, Henry
and Marvin Brown, Tommy and Jim Northcut, Bill

Perry, the Argos, and the Whitmans. The
Northcuts owned the store at Altamont, and also
the one at Beersheba across the road from the
Hotel, and which is now owned by Bill Earthman.
Another friend of Father’s was Mr. Hunerwadel,
who could repair anything and was responsible
for installing many of the water tanks.
Particular friends of Father were Eliza and
Bill Perry. Eliza was as fine a person as I ever
knew. Her strength of character showed in her
face. She wore a sunbonnet, and a black dress
which reached the ground, and every week she
would walk 2 miles from her home in the woods
and wash clothes for the people at Nanhaven. I
remember her standing on the porch at Round
Top and looking across the valley, and saying to
Father: “You don’t want nothing between you and
the North Pole, do you?”
Father used to talk at length with her hus
band Bill Perry and thought that Bill’s profession
was hunting Bee Trees and collecting wild honey.
One day at Round Top, Bill Perry looked at Fa
ther’s automobile and said: “I can’t run one, but I
can take that one down, down to the last nut, and
put it back together and it will run better than it
ever did before.”
When any of the Beersheba people had trou
ble, they often came to Father, and he helped if he
could. My father and Mr. Charles N. Burch, a
prominent Memphis lawyer, acquired the property
and contributed to the building of the Beersheba
Library, and stocked it with some books. This li
brary is still operating at the same location.
In the spring and fall, Father used to bring
friends to Beersheba for long weekends. These in
cluded Grafton Green, who was Chief Justice of
Tennessee, my Uncle Tom Malone, Chancellor
William J. (Pink) Wade, Joseph Martin and oth
ers. Father would take them on walks through the
woods; and, if he was lucky, they got lost.
Uncle Tom called him Big Chief Shortcut. As
Father got older, they would go in his car and ex
plore the side roads and byways in Grundy and
Warren counties. Father rode; Pink Wade or Joe
Martin did the driving. On one of these trips they
hit a bump and Father broke a tooth, so he named

101

the mountain “Broken Tooth Mountain.”

which afflicts many miners. Gordon’s younger
brother Paul helped Bob Meyer build the house
called Peach Blossom for my daughter Mary. Paul
sold his house at Beersheba and moved to
McMinnville, but I will always believe that Paul
remains fundamentally a “mountain man.”

Once Father decided to put his car in the
garage at Round Top and hit a corner of it. Alf
Adams, Sr. was there and began anxiously in
specting the car and the garage to see what dam
age had been done. Father got out of the car and
looked sternly at Alf and said: “It’s my car and it’s
my garage.”
Miss Prudie McCarver cooked for us at Round
Top. She lived in Utah, the Morman settlement
west of the Altaniont Road, 3 miles south of Beer
sheba. She was a good cook when she came, and
she learned even more from my mother. She
walked to and from our house but after we had
automobiles, my brother and I drove her home af
ter lunch. Mother always cooked supper.
Miss Prudie’s health failed during the mid
1930s; and after that, her sisterinlaw, Mrs.
Minnie McCarver, took her place. Miss Minnie be
lieved that Round Top was haunted. She would
not stay alone in the house, even during the day. I
know of things that happened there which I can
not explain, and am therefore in no position to
dispute her convictions about the house.
In the early 1920s my father hired Gordon
Brown to take my brother, Tom Weaver and me on
walks around Beersheba. He showed us the well
known paths down the Mountain, the way to Peak
Mountain and T'other, and how to find Alum Gap.
He also took us into the Savage Gulf, and showed
us Bear Cave, on the left side of the ravine, going
up. We went in the cave; the opening is small and
difficult to find, but the cave opens up, once in
side. Many times since I have searched for Bear
Cave but have never been able to find it again.
Gordon also took us frog hunting. He would
shine a light in the frog’s eyes and catch it with
his hand, then take his razorsharp knife and cut
its legs off. He would put the legs in his sack and
put the rest of the frog back in the river. That
cured me of frog hunting. Gordon was also a won
derful shot. He had a German Luger pistol and
hunted squirrels with it. He could knock them out
of the tops of the tallest trees.
Gordon had worked in the coal mines and fi
nally died of the black lung disease – silicosis –

During the 1920s and 1930s, the gathering
place for old and young was the Howell Cottage.
The younger set gathered there at the tennis court
– the only one in Beersheba – and we played from
morning till night. Tom Weaver and I and my
brother frequently had the job of marking the
lines. We would mix the whitewash, using lime
and water, and pour it along the lines from bot
tles. We also had to keep the grass off the court.
This was where I had my introduction to tennis,
and at 72 I still enjoy playing. My brother and I
had chores. Every morning we had to make our
beds, then fill the kerosene lamps. We also
brought wood into the kitchen and stacked it be
side the stove.
After that, we had to go to Cousin Mat’s and
do the same thing – fill the lamps and bring stove
wood into the kitchen. We would form a line,
passing the sticks from hand to hand, and stack it
in the kitchen.
In the summer of 1922, Uncle Will Trabue
rented the same house facing the Commons we
had occupied the year before. He and his wife, Lu
cinda (Aunt Lou) and three of their children,
Ellen, Lucinda and Charles, stayed there two sum
mers. In 1924, they rented the Ferriss house on
the Grassy Ridge Road. My cousin Lucinda was
married there that summer to David Clark Statler
of New York. That same year my cousin Charles
played tennis frequently at the Howell Cottage,
and went on the walks with the rest of the young
people. Uncle Will kept a Maxwell touring car at
Beersheba, although his family seldom used it. For
the most part, people walked wherever they went.
I believe it was in 1923 that Judge Jennings
Bailey brought his family to Beersheba from
Washington, D. C. – he and his wife, who was a
sister of my Aunt Lou, and their four children:
Jennings and Lizzie and Lucy and George. They
stayed at the Hotel a year or two, and then moved
in with Uncle Will after they began renting the
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Ferris Cottage. I think they had a Hupmobile
touring car. Judge Bailey also played tennis from
morning till night – in fact, he continued playing,
in Washington, until he was over 80. My father,
who had been captain of the Vanderbilt tennis
team, played with him. George Bailey was clearly
the best tennis player in Grundy County, and
played on the Princeton tennis team. He had a
powerful serve, good ground strokes, and was the
envy of every boy on the mountain.

road crosses it and came out in a wide semicircle
on the Beersheba side. There was a spillway
which slanted upstream, and 4by6 boards were
laid across the spillway to the top. Shortly after
the dam was finished the pond filled, and there
was a fine pool. Everybody enjoyed building it,
and we swam there for the next few years. Finally,
somebody forgot to take the boards off the
spillway one fall, and the whole dam was washed
away by the spring floods.

George began to have dates with Martha
Weaver. Neither of them ever courted anybody
else seriously, and they were married in the 30s.

As it happens to all boys, I finally realized
that, although girls are impossible to understand,
they can be very attractive indeed. I first realized
this during the summer of 1925. The MacDonald
family of West Palm Beach came to spend the
summer at the Hotel, and their younger daughter
Mary was my age. She had dark brown hair and
blue eyes, and I followed her around, wherever
she went. When the MacDonalds left to go home,
they drove by the Howell Cottage to tell every
body goodbye. When they left there, I went out in
the pine woods behind the Howell Cottage and
sat under a tree. I did not believe that I could sur
vive.

During the middle 1920s Mrs. Alfred H.
Williams came to the Hotel, and brought her son
Alf (Hicks) Williams. They came for several years,
and Hicks became one of my best friends. He was
one of the finest looking young men I ever saw – 
tall, with blond, wavy hair and blue eyes. A num
ber of times my brother and Hicks Williams and
Tom Weaver and I walked to Long’s with Ed
Hoyte. Ed drank and had rough ways, and the
older people looked down on him, but we
younger boys admired him very much. He had
been an aviator in World War I, and had had un
usual experiences all over the world, and would
tell us about them. Ed was a strong swimmer.
Long’s was over four miles from Beersheba, so
that it meant a 9mile walk to get a swim, but we
enjoyed our conversations with Ed – it made the
walk worthwhile.
Poor Ed had a sad life. He had a twisted
mind, and never had a job, so far as I know. In
Nashville, he lived in the old Hoyte home on
Broad Street next to Tarbox School. The roof
leaked so he put up a tent on the upper floor
where he slept. He starved to death there during a
cold winter.
One summer – I think it was 1924 – we built
a dam across the Laurel Mill Creek, above the
falls. The superintendent of construction was a
Col. Harry K. Johnson, retired, who had been in
the Army Corps of Engineers. We hauled the ce
ment and sand to make the mortar in wagons,
and then everybody went to work. We carried the
rocks and placed them where the Colonel told us
to. The dam crossed the creek where the present

I never saw Mary again, although we corre
sponded during my sophomore year at Vanderbilt.
Mary was talented and had taken voice lessons,
and had become a fashion model. The next sum
mer she was on her way to the West Coast by
train and the train ran through a bridge which
had been washed out, and Mary was drowned.
During the summers of 1926 and 1927, Mary
Phillips Street was my girl friend. The Streets
owned the cottage on the bluff which is now the
Glasgow Cottage. Mary Phillips and I, and Martha
Weaver and George Bailey, used to walk and ex
plore the mountains together. They were wonder
ful summers for me and I think that we all en
joyed them very much.
My last full summer at Beersheba was 1927. I
had graduated from the Wallace University School
and was enrolled at Vanderbilt University in the
fall.
Dr. R. W. Billington and his family rented the
log house now known as T'other House next door
to the White House in 1928 and 1929. Dr. Billing
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ton came up for the weekends, but Mrs. Billington
spent the summers there. She brought her chil
dren, Martha and Polly Anne and Billy. She also
brought several of her nieces and nephews: Mary
and Knox Polk, and Mellicent and Joe and
William and Waldemar Prichard. Her house, like
the Howell Cottage, soon became a mecca for the
young people. My brother Tom began courting
Martha Billington and, like George Bailey and
Martha Weaver, neither of them seriously consid
ered anybody else, and they were married in
1934.
In 1936 I married Mary Hamilton, whom I
had previously brought to Beersheba several
times. She was, and was to be, my last girl friend.
Our daughter Julia was born in 1937, and we
took her to Beersheba that summer. After that,
Mary and I and our children, as our family grew,
spent more and more time at Beersheba during
the summers.
The last time that my father came to Beershe
ba was with Mother during the summer of 1941.
He was suffering with heart failure and was short
of breath. I made several trips to Beersheba, just
to talk and be with him; we had always been very
close. That summer he still saw his old friends,
but he had to drive around. He could not walk far
because of his health. He died in September,
1942.
During the late 1940s and 50s Billy Trabue III
and his wife, Lillian, brought their two daughters,
Mary Dale and Lucinda, to visit me and Mary at
Round Top. Mary and Lillian and the children –
ours and Billy’s – spent much time there, and Billy
and I would come up for long week ends. Billy
had a trailer, and we would bring things up in it,
and occasionally we would “borrow” corn from
farmers who had corn fields along the highway.
Billy had the idea of putting a float or “raft”
on the Collins River. The river was very cold but
with a float which people could lie on and bask in
the sun, it was an ideal swimming hole. Billy and
I built the first “raft” about 1950, and I am sure
over the years, as old ones wore out or were
washed away by the spring floods, 15 or 20 more
rafts have been built. Billy is younger than I, but
we had great times together. Since then, Billy and

Lillian have become civilized and bought a house
at Monteagle.
Mary and I built our new house of redwood
on “Picnic Rock,” the westerly part of our property
which adjoins Mrs. Sikes. At the beginning, there
were two bedrooms and two baths at the west
end, with the kitchen at the east end. The living
room has a wide stone fireplace and a vaulted
ceiling, and the north half of the living room is a
screenedin porch. There is a garage door, with
glass panels, which separates the living room
from the porch. This door is raised during the
summer, which makes the living room twice as
large, and cool, but the door can be lowered in
cold weather, and the living room warmed by the
open fire and electric heaters.
Mary and I added a deck on the north side of
the house, which overhangs the valley; then we
added a third bedroom on the east end and
moved the kitchen north of the new bedroom;
then we added a second deck, adjoining the first
deck to the east, and at this time Mary put an out
door shower below the original deck. It is a won
derful experience to take a shower below the
house and look out across the valley. In 1982, we
added a room, below the second deck, for the
washing machine and dryer.
When we bought the property we found a
small log cabin on it which Gates Thruston, Jr.
had built in the early 1900s. I understand that he
used it to commune with the spirits. We put a new
roof on this cabin and put a floor in it, and put
doubledecker bunks in it, and, for a while, our
grandchildren liked to sleep there. It is now used
as a store room. ….
Beersheba has changed greatly since my boy
hood. The State of Tennessee now owns Stone
Door and the Savage Gulf, and much of the land
surrounding them, and it has become a State
Natural Area. Some of the old paths are “resting”
and new wellmarked trails have been designated.
It is now necessary to sign up at a Ranger Station
to go to Stone Door. In the Spring of 1982 a group
of us wanted to go into the Big Timber, in the
Savage Gulf, and we got a written permit from the
Tennessee Commissioner of Conservation, which
we took to the Ranger Station at the head of the
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Savage Creek. And then two rangers, armed
with .45 caliber revolvers went with us down into
the Gulf, back to the top of the Peak Mountain
and then down the Old Stage Road, on the south
side of the Peak Mountain to the valley, where we
met our friends who took us back to Beersheba.

And now the fourth generation of the Trabue
family is growing up and coming to Beersheba in
spite of organized summer camps and the many
diversions for young people these days which we
did not have when I was a boy.
– Charles C. Trabue, Jr.

Picnic Rock

As mentioned in the description of Indian
Rock, there are three rock outcroppings along the
bluff side of Armfield Avenue. Indian Rock is the
most western, and Picnic Rock is the middle one,
and Sunset Rock is on the western edge of the
Glasgow property.
My grandfather's home, Round Top, has been
described by my father, Charles Clay Trabue, Jr.,
in the preceding article. After Round Top burned
in 1961, my father and William Earthman bought
from Miss Sammie Glasgow, in September 1963,
the land where the Picnic Rock and Peach
Blossom houses now stand. In June of 1968, my
parents, Charles and Mary Hamilton Trabue,
bought Earthman's interest. (The land where
Round Top once stood is now owned by my uncle,
Thomas Trabue. No house has been built on it.)

Soon my parents began planning a new,
smaller summer home and hired Bobby Rodgers
as architect. The porch of the house came right up
to the beginning of the rock but left the rock itself
open for a magnificent view. Only a small home
was needed because by this time we children had
all grown up and were rarely coming to
Beersheba. This was soon to change. My husband,
Bob Meyer, and I began coming to Picnic Rock
with my parents and then built our own log
house, Peachblossom, next door on part of the
Picnic Rock property given to us by my father. For
many years my parents entertained their children
and grandchildren at Picnic Rock. The
grandchildren ran back and forth between the
two houses, and we all ate wonderful meals
together, swam in the valley and at Long's Mill,
went on hikes and enjoyed ourselves thoroughly.
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In 1986, my mother's sister, Sarah Cloys, and
her daughter, Theresa Carl, and Theresa's hus
band, Norman Carl, bought Peachblossom. My
primary Beersheba connection was now again Pic
nic Rock. My son, Will Meyer, became an architect
and opened Meyer Davis Studio in New York. In
1995 my parents commissioned him to design an
addition to Picnic Rock with an enlarged kitchen,
master bedroom and bath and a redesigned deck.
The new kitchen and bedroom are on one
long northsouth axis perpendicular to the
original house with its eastwest axix. French

doors opening to the deck at the north end and
floortoceiling French windows at the south end.
The vaulted ceiling has a skylight and transom
windows in the eves; a ceiling fan makes it easy
to keep cool.
In 1999, my parents transferred ownership of
the Picnic Rock property to Picnic Rock, Inc. , a
corporation owned by Trabue family members. It
is enjoyed frequently by children, grandchildren
and great grandchildren of Charlie and Mary
Trabue.
 Mary Trabue Meyer

Picnic Rock on the bluff side.
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Peach Blossom

How does one tell the story of a log cabin
without a little history of the people who have
lived in it and loved it so dearly? My mother,
Sarah Hamilton Cloys, and Mary Hamilton Trabue
were sisters. My sister and I grew up in northwest
Tennessee on my father’s family farm. Although
my parents visited the Trabue family at “Round
Top” many times, I first visited at the age of two.
My uncle, Charles Trabue, kept a wonderful diary
his entire life and his pen did not miss my first
visit in 1955.
“Had a lovely weekend with George and
Sarah Cloys, along with little Theresa and sister,
Alice, except for Theresa’s behavior. She is quite
spoiled and fussed and cried to get her way the
entire time!”
Through the years we visited Beersheba at
least annually, and my behavior must have im
proved with age, for my beloved Aunt Mary often

invited us back. She encouraged my sister and me
to stay for a month or more in the summer. We
swam in the valley (and bathed with Ivory soap),
picked berries, made acorn people, read books
and took hikes led by Aunt Mary. Especially
exciting were the night “mystery” walks with no
lights allowed; they seemed to spook the boys
more than the girls. All of these cherished
memories and many more form the everlasting
love affair that my husband, Norm, our daughter,
Sarah, and I have with Beersheba and Peach
Blossom.
In 1969, Uncle Charlie and Aunt Mary Trabue
gave their daughter Mary Trabue Meyer the east
ern half of their Picnic Rock land. Mary's husband,
Bob Meyer, at once set to work to build a cottage
on it. Near Gallatin, he discovered a cabin with
gorgeous, handhewn poplar logs hidden under
siding. He was told that the cabin dated from
about 1815. He and his friends numbered the logs
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and brought them, along with the original poplar
floor, to Beersheba and reassembled the cabin
with some additions. The house has a large living
room with a vaulted ceiling and a large stone
fireplace. The gables on each side of the chimney
are glass and let light in. There is a large balcony
which overhangs the easterly side of the living
room and serves as a second bedroom. A
wroughtiron fence on the edge of the balcony
keeps guests from falling down into the living
room.

Blossom from my cousin Mary Trabue Meyer. In
2002, Norm and I renovated the downstairs to in
clude a bedroom with floor to ceiling windows
overlooking the valley and a new outdoor shower,
also overlooking the valley, as well as our
beautiful ancient maple tree. Phil Mayhew has
had a naturalist measure the tree and he thinks it
is among the largest maples on the mountain.
Travis Turner was our contractor and he did a
beautiful job on this project.

The master bedroom is east of the main
house, and is connected to it by a closedin dog
trot. The floors are of old yellow poplar planks,
and are very beautiful. Bob also got several doors,
and windows of beveled glass from Peach Blossom
on Craighead Avenue in Nashville, when that
house was being taken down; he and Mary liked
the name and chose it for the Beersheba house.
There is a large screenedin porch on the
north side of the house overlooking the valley; a
deck extends east of the porch. Bob also built a
third bedroom, with a shower and bathroom, be
low the screened porch. I know that my cousins,
Will Meyer and Molly Meyer Spessard have won
derful memories of their childhood at the cabin.

Today, the Carl family enjoys spending time
at Peach Blossom as often as we possibly can.
Sarah is now twentyone and a senior in college,
yet she yearns for her loft, hammock and swing;
and she loves to share the magic of the mountain
with her friends. The screenedin porch is a fa
vorite spot for our Chocolate Labrador, Maggie.
Peach Blossom is similar in many ways to all
the homes at Beersheba. Although it was not an
original Armfield cottage, the handhewn logs,
dated from the early 1800’s, have many, many
stories to tell. I love to sit and rock while studying
them, conjuring up tales of the people who felled
those poplar trees, notched those beautiful logs,
and made them into a home, loved by all of us.
Theresa Cloys Carl (Mrs. Norman Carl)
September 29, 2009

In 1986, my mother and I bought Peach

Peach Blossom looks deceptively small from the street. The valley side,
though hard to photograph, reveals a substantial, twostory house.
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The CagleTaylor Cottage

The Cagle – Taylor cottage has a long history,
beginning in 1857. Dr. John Waters of Nashville
signed a lease for lot Number Three on the plot
made for John Armfield. The property consisted
of two and 12/100 acres and the lease was to be
for $1.00 a year. Apparently, Armfield also fi
nanced, at least in part, the construction of a
house on the property. After the Civil War, howev
er, notes that Armfield held on most of the houses
fell due. In 1866, Dr. Water’s property, originally
attached for $1000, was sold to Ben Cagle for
$400. Cagle was the foreman originally hired to
oversee the carpenters who built the Armfield cot
tages and hotel.
Ben Cagle raised five children in Beersheba
Springs, contributing to the community in a num
ber of ways until his death in 1891. At the time of
his death, his property totaled 6.2 acres and was
known as the “Orchard Tract.” It extended back
across what is now Armfield Avenue and into
Dark Hollow, the ravine between Armfield's Beer
sheba and the ridge called the Backbone. It con

tained, besides the house, an orchard, a tannery
and a lumber mill. He willed everything to his
three daughters and his widow, Mary, who lived
until 1912. It was sold out of the family in 1920
to W. R. and Maggie Ooley of McMinnville.
Thomas and James Northcut bought the Cagle
property in 1937; and after their deaths, their
niece, Fannie Moffitt, inherited it.
Through the years, the cottage was rented by
both Nashville and mountain families alike; each
developing fond memories of their time in Beer
sheba Springs. This continued until October 20,
1948 when the house burned. James Lafayette
(Fate) and Minnie McCarver were the current
residents. Minnie was lighting the fire in her
woodburning cook stove. She thought that the
embers had gone out, so was pouring some
kerosene onto kindling to make it catch quickly.
Unfortunately, there were some live embers that
ignited the kerosene and sent a stream of flame
up into the kerosene can. She dropped the can,
the burning kerosene spread over the floor, and

109

the house was soon in flames. Luckily, Minnie
escaped but the cottage was destroyed; only the
chimneys and the foundation remained until 1951
when Mrs. Edna Davenport of McMinnville
bought the property from Fannie Moffitt and
began the challenging task of reconstruction.

al more on Fahery Lane. By 1974, she was think
ing of selling The Poplars.

Excavation work at the time of reconstruction
revealed the bricks of the original floor of the
kitchen and huge sandstone boulders in the foun
dation walls of the cellar. This kitchen was said to
be the coolest place on the mountain in the sum
mertime.

Now the Davernports were good friends with
their nextdoor neighbors in Nanhaven, and it so
happened that in 1972 Bill Howell of Nanhaven
had married Margaret Sharp and that Margaret
had a sister named Sarah, married to Robert
Taylor. These two sisters introduced a third sister,
Gertrude, and her husband, Ben Caldwell, to
Edna Davernport, and soon the Caldwells had
bought The Poplars and were extending it to be
come what is now called Benhame.

The logs for the new home were purchased
from the McGee house (originally part of an old
mill) near Myers Cove and from the home of a
Swiss family on Utah Road. Another interesting
feature of the new cottage is the front door steps
– two large stones that were originally the steps of
the old Altamont Courthouse. The Davenport re
construction did not include a spacious front
porch, although the porch had been an important
element of the original. The original is also re
membered as a frame construction, but Edna
Davenport was enamored of logs.

Meanwhile, Professor Connelly made less use
of the Cagle place than he doubtless intended and
let Edna Davernport know about his interest in
selling. She showed the house to Sarah and Bob
Taylor, who could not resist having a mountain re
treat for their four sons, Rob, Vernon, Harrison
and Douglas. Thus, the cottages of the three
Sharp sisters̶ – Nanhaven, the Cagle Cottage and
Benhame̶ – connected through the backyards for
over 20 years. This proximity provided a great op
portunity for the cousins to grow up together and
share many mountain memories.

The house as rebuilt by the Davenports.
The Davenports used the cottage intensely for
more than ten years, and Edna went on to build
or restore more cottages, notably one she called
“The Poplars” on Armfield Avenue at the back end
of this property. (It is now part of Benhame.) The
Davernports made The Poplars their mountain
home; and, in 1968, sold the rebuilt Cagle house
to Thomas L. Connelly, a history professor from
South Carolina. Edna had discovered that she
loved building houses and went on to build sever

Shortly after purchasing the cottage in 1974,
the Taylors made a number of improvements.
Working within the existing log frame, they creat
ed a useful second story space by expanding into
the attic and finishing it as a dormitorystyle bed
room and adding a second bathroom over the
back porch. The dormitory bedroom was a practi
cal configuration for a household with four boys
and was inspired by a room of similar design in
which Bob had grown up with his two brothers in
his hometown, Princeton, Kentucky. The second
story renovations also included the addition of the
three dormer windows across the front façade.
The Taylors also revised the front porch by surfac
ing it with mountain stone and making it deeper
to more closely resemble the look of the original
house which had burned in 1948.
The cottage already possessed several unique
features that continue to be enjoyed by successive
generations of Taylors. The old brick kitchen lo
cated beneath the rear wing of the cottage off the
dogtrot was one of the original spaces along with
the chimneys that survived the 1948 fire. The
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The playhouse with Elise Taylor.

Sarah and her sons. Left to right, Harrison, Robert,
Sarah, Douglas, and Vernon
1983 edition of Beersheba Springs, A History
describes it as “practically a museum in itself.”
Access from the dogtrot to the back porch is made
by mounting steps through a trap door that has
provided countless hours of entertainment for
children who lowered it to prevent unwanted
entry by opponents attacking their fort or castle.
Another special attraction of the back porch
for young and old alike is the well porch. Visitors
can still draw water from the well using a custom
built hand crank that draws water in a galvanized
steel sleeve.
Sarah recalls fondly one particularly hot sum
mer when there were drought conditions. She
was surprised to see a favorite mountain resident,
poet Leonard Tate, walking through the woods to
ask permission to draw water from our well,
should the need arise. Our well was deeper than
his and it was thought that it would not dry up
that summer. Fortunately, he did not need to use
our well, but it made Sarah realize how interde
pendent everyone is on the mountain.
Another addition to the cottage came in 1996
when Harrison moved a playhouse from Sarah’s
family home, Inglehame, in Williamson County.
The playhouse had been built for the younger sis
ters, Margaret and Lorene, when they were young
in the early 1950s and then used by all of Sarah’s
sons, nieces and nephews as they grew up.
Harrison wanted to preserve the playhouse for
use by future generations after Inglehame had
been sold. So with the help of friends, he hoisted
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it upon a trailer and transported it up the
mountain. The playhouse has been enjoyed by
generations of children and family friends. It has
been played in as a castle, house, fort, space ship
and in many imaginative ways.
When Edna Davernport sold the Cagle place
to Professor Connelly, she drew the property line
very close to the Cagle place and far from the
Poplars, which she kept. Ben Caldwell planted a
nursery on the back part of the PoplarsBenhame
lot In 2004, Harrison was able to purchase this
nursery area from his Caldwell cousins to allow
for new construction to accommodate future gen
erations.
Over the years, Sarah has added many trees
and wildflowers to the property. Working with
Wilma Manus, the two have planted native wild
flowers all over – yellow lady slippers, trillium in
many shades, Lenten roses, rosebuds, butterfly
weeds, dwarf irises, etc. Sarah has also added na
tive trees – ginkgo, tulip poplar, hemlock, etc. All
of this adds an enduring rustic beauty that we all
appreciate.
Sarah and Bob and their boys were intro
duced to much of the wildlife and beauty of the
plateau with the help of Bill and Dorothy
Earthman soon after purchasing the cottage. Ev
eryone who knew them remembers the excite
ment of the outings that Bill Earthman would or
ganize for them and other members of the com
munity. Bill would drive his old, blue, army jeep
down the rugged, rocky logging road down the
mountain to Alum Gap. Harrison remembers rid

ing in the jeep, peering over the edge of the road.
Sarah remembers holding on to the bars of the
jeep for dear life as they went careening down the
mountain. On other adventures, such as to Savage
Gulf Falls, Dorothy would share an amazing feast.
It was a wonderful introduction to some of the
wonders of their new retreat.
Typical of Beersheba mountain retreats, the
Taylor Cottage has served as a gathering place for
extended family from the outset. Early favorite
guests were Sarah’s parents, Vernon and Sarah
Sharp of Williamson County, Tennessee. The an
nual Arts & Crafts Fair was the frequent occasion
for their visits when they would lend a hand as
hosts during the tour of homes that used to be
conducted as a fundraising portion for the Beer
sheba community during the Arts & Crafts Fair.
Vernon, an avid outdoorsman, appreciated the
great variety of tree species within our oneacre
yard and helped the rest of the family expand our
awareness of what grew on our own doorstep.
During the boys’ youth, the cottage also
served as a gathering place with many summer
friends from other cottages. They particularly en
joyed playing with the many Trabue and Adams
cousins who frequented Beersheba, whether for
late night Risk games, hiking, swimming, guitars
or dinners on the porch. The tradition continues
today with bon fires and Smores during summer
visits to Beersheba, alternating between the
Taylor Cottage and the Drumright – Papel Cot
tage.
Doug, the youngest of the four boys, remem
bers tremendous freedom growing up in Beershe
ba, especially as his brothers left for boarding
school ahead of him. He was fortunate to have
many playmates of the same age in nearby cot
tages – cousin Ben Caldwell III, Allen Brown, Will
Myer, Clay Trabue, and a slew of Adams –
Madeline, Elizabeth, Tom & Susan. Early memo
ries include: walking to Mitchell Hobbs grocery to
fill their pockets with candy & fireworks, playing
‘kickthecan’ at the White House, having toad
races, finding another stuffed animal at the Crafts
Fair each year, annual journey into ‘Bat’s cave’,
and tubing the Collins River.
One of Doug’s favorite teenage adventures

was rock hopping from Blue Hole, down past the
Falls to the Alum Gap swimming hole then hiking
up though Stone Door before it was a state park.
Kids were not allowed to go rock hopping until
they were able to prove that they had the stamina
to keep up with the older kids. There were always
many significant discoveries on such all day jour
neys, such as venomous snakes, dark cave en
trances, bubbling spring waters, and curious lime
stone formations.
With the freedom of being the fourth child,
there were bound to be some lessons learned as
well. As a youngster, Doug was fascinated by his
Uncle Ben Caldwell’s snakeskin hiking sticks. One
summer he decided to make one of his own. Dur
ing a big multifamily excursion through Alum
Gap, while the adults were worried about rescu
ing an overweight man before nightfall, Doug
hunted and killed both a rattlesnake and a cop
perhead. The next day he began to disembowel
and relieve the snakes from their skins. Rather
than simply cutting off the heads, he worked hard
with his razor to remove the facial skin. Inadver
tently he punctured the venom bags releasing the
toxins all over his hands. When his mother called
him for lunch, he simply rinsed his hands, un
aware of the invisible toxins. The hamburger went
down fast and easy. That night and for nearly 24
hours, a strange sickness overtook Doug. It was
excruciatingly painful. He and his mother couldn’t
make sense of it. It wasn’t digestive or respiratory.
It was in his nervous system. He never got com
fortable lying down and could hardly stand –
shakes, chills, blurred confusion. Being a seasoned
mother by then, Sarah was unperturbed. She
comforted and waited for it to pass.
Harrison also loved the freedom of spending
summers on the mountain. Besides the hiking,
swimming and friends, Harrison relished in the
opportunity to be creative. When he was young,
he built a fort under the eaves of the house. As a
young teenager, he built a new fort out of the old
outhouse – ‘Fort Woodland’, he called it. He added
an additional room with a roof. His dad took him
to a local lumber mill to buy lumber for the floors.
He also took some old tin and made a fireplace
with a tin smokestack.
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The joy of freedom that is not so easily
awarded in the cities or suburbs is still cherished
by the youngest generation – when they get their
“firsts”  hiking to balancing rock without an
adult, riding their bike to the Beersheba Springs
Market alone, riding further off the loop without
an adult, a library card from the Beersheba
Springs Library that is in their own name. The list
goes on and on.

home. The quiet stillness that Beersheba offers its
retreatants invites depth of reflection and inspires
meaningful connection. All have noticed their
dreams become more vivid and clear as they re
lease themselves into the dark calm presence of
Beersheba nights. For years, each member of the
family has deepened friendships through quality
conversations, outdoor adventures and restful
bonding.

All four sons attended McCallie School in
Chattanooga, TN. They relished the occasional op
portunity to escape dorm life with friends for a
weekend getaway in the mountains. For Sarah
and Bob, Beersheba was a welcome break on trips
to and from Chattanooga attending numerous
athletic events and performances. Throughout the
schooling years and beyond, the four brothers
brought their closest friends and loved ones to
share in the soulfulness of the family mountain

There were several “rite of passage” experi
ences growing up in Beersheba. Doug remembers
the first time he went camping on his own in the
dark pine forest between the family cottage and
Benhame, when he dug up his uncle’s potatoes
boiling them on an open flame for a meal. There
was also the time Allen Brown and Doug snuck a
few cans of beer away from a college party at
T'other house. The cottage ceiling spun in circles
that night. Jumping off Greeter Falls the week be
fore starting boarding school was certainly a mile
stone (an appropriate metaphor as well). Then
there were the college weekends when we would
idealistically wrestle with the ways of the world
over morning coffee and afternoon cocktails in
the front porch rocking chairs. Experiences in
Beersheba as a youth instilled a confidence and
life long sense of adventure.

Julie and Tru.

There was also the rite of passage for any
prospective girlfriend or future wife. If one of the
brothers brought a girlfriend to the mountain and
they didn’t love the mountain, the relationship did
not have a long life expectancy. If a girlfriend
didn’t love the mountain, wedding bells were not
going to sound. Deborah Cadwallader Taylor, wife
of Harrison, also remembers a “rite of passage” in
her first year of marriage. During a trip to the
swimming hole in the Collins River in valley, she
saw her motherinlaw, Sarah, and auntinlaw,
Margaret Howell, gracefully get in the water and
swim down around the bend near the cold water
springs. Deb was still on the raft hesitating to get
into the frigid water. Finally, not wanting to be
out done, she dove in and swam to join Sarah and
Margaret. When she said that she hoped that she
could now be a real part of the family, Sarah said
kindly, “You didn’t need to do that.” But Margaret
told it like it is, “Yes, you must learn to swim in
the cold water of the valley to be a true part of
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the mountain!”
With the passage of time, the Taylor family
has naturally grown to include spouses and
grandchildren. The first expansion occurred when
Rob married Julie O’Bryan Yates of Nashville in
1993. The addition of Julie Yates to the family ac
tually created an even deeper connection to Beer
sheba, one of bloodlines. Julie’s maternal ances
tors trace back to John and Wilhelmina Hege who
settled in Beersheba Springs in 1872, and their
gravestones can be found in the Armfield Ceme
tery. Julie’s late mother, Julie Trabue Yates, the
daughter of Dr. Charles C. Trabue and Julie M.
Ritzius, was raised in Beersheba, met Douglas J.
Yates at Vanderbilt, married and raised Julie and
her sister Lucinda Dunn Yates (Cindy) in Nash
ville. Julie Yates is the 5th Julie in succession on
the maternal line. Sister Cindy is buried in the
Hunerwadel Cemetery along with four genera
tions of her ancestors who include members of
such longstanding Beersheba families as
Hunerwadel, Hege and Trabue.
When Rob and Julie married, they settled in
Chattanooga where Rob had already been work
ing professionally in that city’s revitalization
projects. Their first child, Julie Trabue Taylor,
known as Tru, was born September, 1994, was
named for her grandmother and is actually the
sixth Julie in the maternal line. Arriving in 1999,
Robert Campbell Taylor, III, known as Campbell,
was named for his late grandfather Bob who had
passed away in 1995.
The second family expansion came in Sep
tember, 1996 when Harrison married Deborah
Cadwallader. The two settled in Nashville. They
have three children, Harrison Hayes Taylor, Jr.,
known as Hayes, born August, 1998; Reed
Cadwallader Taylor born September, 2000; Elise
Marie Taylor born March, 2003. Harrison has
been an active member of the Beersheba Springs
community, serving on the board and as a past
president of the Beersheba Springs Historical
Society. He is also a constant member of the raft
rebuilding committee with Alf Adams and crew in
the Valley.
All of the grandchildren have grown up en
joying the simple pleasures that visits to Beershe

ba have offered all generations – swimming in the
valley, the Blue Hole or at Long’s Mill/Greeter
Falls; hikes to and down the Great Stone Door;
visits to the Beersheba Library, puppet shows with
Joan Almon on the porch at Nanhaven. Hayes,
Reed and Elise all learned to ride their bikes with
out training wheels in the Papel’s backyard due to
the soft soil which provided a softer landing when
they fell. Most importantly, the cottage has pro
vided the venue for them to know their extended
family, their family histories, and especially to en
joy growing up with their cousins. It has also pro
vided them the opportunity to create unstructured
play – free from technology – in our overplanned
society.

Five cousins: (seated) Reed, Hayes, Campbell, and
Tru; (standing in front) Elise.
For Sarah, the cottage in Beersheba has been
a true mountain retreat from the noise and dis
traction of her city life in Nashville. She has trea
sured it as a gathering place for her immediate
family, as well as special time with her sisters,
nieces and friends. She has developed relation
ships with many of the local families and a great
appreciation for their knowledge of wildflowers,
home remedies and the great help that they pro
vide in so many ways. She has also enjoyed the
opportunity to reconnect with friends that Beer
sheba has afforded her. Sarah was in the wedding
of Madeline and Howell Adams around 1954.
Since both families have homes on the mountain,
they have had the opportunity to see each other
regularly, watch their families grow up and walk
with each other during the trials and joys of life.
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Through the years, Sarah has come to be
known as a ‘mountain woman’, first by Howell
Adams, then by other cottage owners. From the
very beginning, Beersheba was more than a vaca
tion home for her. While others would occasional
ly retreat in Beersheba, Sarah would spend as
much time as possible there, either alone or with
friends, hiking, gardening, and watching the sun’s
colorful sunset and afterglow. The Cumberland
Mountains became her place of refuge, renewal,

and awakening. The Cathedral Canyon swimming
hole, in its original state, might have been a cool
summer spot for the rest of us, but for Sarah it
was truly a house of worship  a place of deep
reflection where colored walls of refracted light,
the falling rapid chorus, and the baptismal waters
renewed life again and again.
Sarah died as a result of a onecar automo
bile accident near her Nashville home in January
2010.

The whole family; (seated) Reed, Deb, Elise, Julie, Campbell, Robert, Sarah, Tru, Hayes. (Standing)
Vernon, Douglas, Harrison.
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Beersheba Lane Inn

Round Top for the Trabue family.

No one seems to know when this house was
built; however, it is known to be the only home E.
J. Hege lived in after his marriage. He could have
built it, or he could have bought the house. After
his father, John Hege, gave the Hege home place
to his daughter, Wilhelmina Hunerwadel, E. J.
Hege built the small house next door for his par
ents, now owned by Robert R. Daniel. Mr. John
Hege had a store in one room of the small house
for many years.

The Middle Hege house was sold to Edna
Davenport for $2,250 at public auction on Octo
ber 6, 1956, at settlement of the Fannie Moffitt es
tate. Edna Davenport sold the house to Richard
and Grete D. Geldreich on October 2, 1956.
Beersheba Lane Inn, the Mayhew Cottage
next door, and Nanhaven across the street were
built of handhewn logs. These cottages all have
the “Beersheba Doorway” – two narrow, solid
doors in the central opening framed between nar
row panels with windows at the sides. John
Fassnacht, for many years our local history buff,
identified these doorways as prefabricated kits
from up North freighted in to Beersheba.

The records show that the heirs of Mrs. E. J.
Hege (Louise) sold the property in 1916 to the
Northcuts, but Mr. E. J. Hege was holding posses
sion in 1918. My father leased all three buildings
from Mr. Hege at this time, including the Cockrill
Cottage, and we lived there until September,
1925. We always lived in the house that no one
wanted to rent.
Two families who rented the Middle Hege
house for several summers were those of Mr.
Charles Trabue and Mr. Will Trabue of Nashville.
The Charles Trabue family liked Beersheba so well
that they decided to build a home here. My father,
Henry L. Brown, was given the contract to build

Margaret Coppinger told me that her re
search revealed that the Beersheba Lane Inn
house had been occupied by the Sterling Cockrill
family while their house (the house where Phil
and Terry Mayhew now live) was being finished
next door. After the Civil War, the house was
owned by a series of local people. For years it
was known as the “the Middle Hege cottage.”
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Eventually, Middle Hege was purchased by
the Northcutt brothers, who continued to rent the
houses to both local and summer people.

E. J. Hege owned the three cottages located at the
rear of the Hotel. For some years while Hege
visited his daughter in Idaho, he leased all three
cottages to Henry Brown, father of Margaret
Brown Coppinger. Brown rented out two of the
cottages, and his family lived in whichever one
was free.

During the early 1960's, Richard and Grete
Geldreich and I enjoyed many pleasant summer
weekends at the Turner Cottage. When the Middle
Hege house became available in 1965, the
Geldreich's purchased it as their vacation home.
When they moved to Germany in 1971, they sold
the house to me.
– Ralph Baugh
Ralph died in 2010, and the cottage was for sale as
this book went to press.
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The MayhewCate House

When the Methodist Church bought the hotel
property in 1941 for use as an assembly grounds,
the Reverend Thomas Wilford (T. W.) Mayhew, my
father, requested and received permission from
Bishop Paul B. Kern to buy a small portion of the
property on which to build a modest summer
home. With the help of local resident George
Thompson, a small tworoom house was con
structed using whatever materials could be
scrounged with a war going on. The original exte
rior was board and batten. Later, two more rooms
and a front porch were added, and the entire
house was enclosed in concrete blocks.
Since Methodist preachers at that time were
provided with parsonages and moved frequently,
having a home of our own was quite a privilege;
and our family spent many happy summer vaca
tions on the mountain.

In the summer of 1949, Mr. Mayhew was the
District Superintendent of the Murfreesboro Dis
trict. Since Beersheba is in that district, the
Mayhew family resided in their mountain home
for the entire summer. The oldest son, David, had
a maintenance job at the hotel. Our mother,
Katherine, spent the summer gardening, reading,
visiting with preachers and their wives who came
for various camps at the hotel, and enjoying time
with the wonderful staff, which included Dennis
and Frances Brown, who managed the camp for
many years. My younger brother, Philip, and I en
joyed roaming the mountain top with our dog,
"Spooky."
Early memories include lighting the cabin
with lanterns only, visits once or twice a week by
the ice man from McMinnville who brought 50
pound blocks of ice for the "ice box," drawing wa
ter from a well on our back porch/bunkroom,
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having only an outhouse (no indoor plumbing),
riding in Mr. Hunerwadel's pony cart, visiting
Leonard Tate at the library, hiking to Stone Door
and Laurel Falls, and swimming at Long's Mill.
In about 1956, to finance construction of
their own home in Clarksville, the Mayhews sold
the cottage back to the Methodist Church for
$5000. Some ten years later, my parents, my
husband and I repurchased the cabin from the
Church for the same $5000. The cottage presently

(2008) belongs to my husband, Wilbur Cate, and
me. Many modern improvements have been
made, especially a spacious screenedin porch
across the entire back of the house with space for
eating, sitting and sleeping. The Cates and their
four grown children and eleven grandchildren still
enjoy the peace and tranquility of this cherished
retreat. We may just possibly have in our front
yard the best swing in Beersheba.
– Gail Mayhew Cate

On the front porch of the library, participants in the Summer Reading Program, 2010. The 35
participants read 1052 books in the threeweek program, a record for the library. Library use has
been rising steadily.
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The Beersheba Browns
The Browns have been in Beersheba since be
fore John Armfield ever saw it. The closest com
mon ancestor of them all is Absolom Brown (c.
1778  after 1860), who settled in the Collins Riv
er valley sometime before 1809, for he carved his
name with that date into the wall of Hubbard's
Cave on the side of Brown Mountain, which was
named for him. (Brown Mountain is on the south
side of Hills Creek Road, which turns off to the
east of Highway 56 in Irving College.)
Absolom and his wife Mary Green both came
from South Carolina. Absolom had eight children.

Absolom's name first appears in the Warren
County tax list in 1812 when he purchased for
$305 a 200acre tract on the Collins River. In
1814, he served with the Tennessee Militia under
Andrew Jackson at the Battle of Horseshoe Bend,
which ended the Creek Indian war. His company,

commanded by Capt. Tait, does not seem to have
been directly involved in the fighting. He served
as minister at the nearby Shiloh Methodist
Church (established 1809) and was Warren
County Turnpike Commissioner in 1822, 1826
and 1829.
The Beersheba Browns descend from the
second child of Absolom, Thomas (1802  1881)
and the sixth, William Sanford Brown ( 1820 
1898)
Luther Brown, grandson of Thomas, moved
to Beersheba from Tracy City early in the 20th
century. Luther is described here in the loving
memoir by his granddaughter Reba Brown Norris.
Luther's remarkable son Gordon, astronomer,

Absolom Brown
Whether Mary was the mother of all is unclear.
There is no record of her death and there is no
record of a second marriage. But there is a nine
year gap between the first five children and the
sixth child. Mary was not in the family in the
1850 census, but there was a "Joice," born in
1805, barely old enough to be the mother of the
sixth child. Whether Joice was wife, and if not,
who she was is not yet clear. In the 1850 census,
Joice has become Joyce, but is still there.

William Sanford Brown
surveyor, and musician, is remembered in
Clopper Almon's account.
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Most of the Beersheba Browns, however, are
descendants of William Sanford Brown. To him
Absolom gave 400 acres that included much of
what is now called the Backbone. About half way
down the Backbone there is a wide bench on the
east side and an excellent spring. There William
Sanford Brown and his bride, Nancy Dykes
Brown, built their house, presumably about the
time of their marriage in 1839. It was a simple
oneroom log cabin with a large fireplace and a
loft above for sleeping.

settlement, a round trip of about eighteen miles.
He always carried his gun and usually brought
back enough game to keep his family in meat for
a week. If he made a kill on his way to the ser
vice, he had to bring the animal into the church
to keep the dogs from eating it. Thomas Black of
McMinnville, who owned one of the Beersheba
summer cottages, said of Brown, "If there was
ever a man inspired by God, he must have been. I
have heard him preach and not once have I ever
heard him make a grammatical error, although
I'm sure he has very little education."
His granddaughter Ida Brown Parson
remembered her childhood visits to "Bill" and
Nancy in their cabin home and how they sat by
the fire, wrapped in "Indian" blankets and both
smoking pipes."Bill" continued his ministry until
his death at age 79; Nancy then went to live
nearby with their son William Almond Brown
until her death in 1908.

Cabin of William Sanford and Nancy Dykes Brown.
Handwriting across the top says "Halfway down the
Backbone".

Brown became the first Methodist circuit
rider in northern Grundy County. Every Sunday,
he would ride his horse down the mountain,
across the valley and up the mountain on the
other side to minister to the Barkertown

Nancy Dykes Brown in front of the cabin halfway
down the Backbone

Virgil Brown
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Three of the sons of William Sanford and
Nancy Dykes Brown stayed in the Beersheba area:
William Almond Brown (1847  1926); Norris
Brown (1849  1941); and Leander Virgil Brown
(1861 1940). William Almond Brown lived on
what is now John Richardson Road, near its
intersection with Hwy 56. He had an orchard
with peaches and apples that survived into living
memory but is now gone. Also on his property
was Babbling Spring, the origin of Gross Cove,
which is still flowing. His second child, John,
lived on Blackberry Road, married Hattie Walker,
and had a daughter, Vivian, who married James
B. Smartt and had five children covered under
the Smartt family. The family of William Almond's
fifth child, Eddie Brown, is recounted by Jean
Garrett below. William Almond's sixth child,
Bishop Marvin Brown, owned and ran the store in
Beersheba; his granddaughter, Charlotte Brown
Boyd, recalls that family's life in her contribution.
She mentions cousins Wayland and Joe Brown
who ran the store for several years, They were
sons of A. S. (Gus) Brown, who was the son of
Norris Brown, William Almond's younger brother.
Norris's daughter Ida was the source of the vivid
memory of Bill and Nancy wrapped in blankets
and sitting by the fire.
Finally, Leander Virgil Brown, (1861 
1940), youngest son of William Sanford, took no
chances on how he would be remembered. In the
last year of his life, he wrote a letter to "posterity"
which reads in part as follows: I, Virgil Brown.
was born on 13th of May 1861 the year the

Virgil Brown's log cabin on the Backbone Road. Left
front is Malivna Cornelison Brown, holding Susie
Ella, then Nancy Agnes, Maude, and Henry Lee

southern and federal war begun, and in Grundy
Co. , Tennessee on the Cumberland Mountain
where the owls hoot and the wild cats scream.
Turkeys, deer and black bear was chased by good
fast running dogs, hounds and cur dogs. Over fifty
years ago there was hundreds of wild animals in
this mountainous country. We camped out some
times under large rocks at might. We hunted and
used single and double barrel shot guns well loaded
we measured the powder and the shot and had our
guns well loaded.
I shot and killed four deer at one shot and shot
and killed four bear at three shots. I climbed up a
small black gum bush from a bear that took after
me and at another time I had to run from a large
bear and climb a tree. Well, I climbed down because
the bear soon died under the tree. Well, the number
of bear I have killed was (all in a day) four. The
number of deer fifty and the number of wild
turkeys was fifty and the number of grey foxes
caught and killed was 108. The number of rattle
snakes killed 250. I skinned 75 rattle snakes and
dressed the hides for men and women's belts.
Virgil married Malvina Cornelison in 1883,
and they had seven children. He was a farmer
and a laypreacher in the Methodist Episcopal
Church, South. He was first licensed as an
"Exhorter" in 1897. Not much is known about his
ministry except an anecdote told by his
granddaughter, Margaret Brown Coppinger.
Shortly before the Methodist Union in 1939, the
bishop of the Tennessee Conference came to
Grace Chapel in Beersheba Springs to urge the

The Virgil Brown Family in front of the frame
house.
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congregation to vote for the proposed union
between the ME Church, South, the ME Church,
North and the Methodist Protestant Church. At
the conclusion of the bishop's remarks, Virgil
stood up and responded, "I don't want to join
with those northerner Methodists!"

cow's back and camped out at night. In 1916
their son, Henry Lee, Jr., referred to by the family
as "Little Son," died in Chattanooga during a
diphtheria epidemic.

Virgil had a log cabin on the east side of the
Backbone Road, close to the highway. In 1902, his
son Henry, then 17, built him a more comfortable
frame house at a cost of $17.
Virgil concluded his letter to posterity with
these words:
Virgil Brown is my name
And I am in America's Nation
And Heaven is my Expectation.
And when this you see, remember me
When I am in my grave, and all my bones are
rotten
These few lines might tell my name when I am
quite forgotten.

Henry Lee Brown

He was long remembered for his love of
flowers and singing. His sonorous voice could be
heard as he walked from his log cabin on the
"Backbone" to sell bouquets of colorful blossoms
to the "summer people."
Virgil and Malvina had seven children; The
first two had particular significance for
Beersheba. The eldest was Nancy Agnes; her story
is told in the following account of the Brown
Bean house. The second child was Henry.
Henry Lee Brown (1885  1959) was born
in Tarlton in the valley below Beersheba.. As a
young man he learned the building trade and
established a successful contracting business in
Beersheba,, building many homes, schools and
churches. He married Anna Medley of Warren
County in 1909.
After their marriage, Henry and Anna moved
to Chattanooga where Henry built a home in the
Red Bank community. The family, however,
returned to Beersheba each summer to escape the
heat. Annie would take the children to the
mountain by train, while Henry walked and led
the milk cow up the old stage road through
Savage Gulf to Beersheba. He carried food on the
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Henry built many buildings on the mountain
including the Palmer Methodist Church in 1920,
the Palmer School in 1927, the Beersheba Springs
Library and Coalmont Methodist Church. He built
Round Top for Charles C. Trabue. When the
Nashville architect who had designed it visited it
during construction, he declared that the floor
joists were “cabinet work” and that such
workmanship could not be found in Nashville.
He also built the Coalmont School with his
own money, but the county never paid him for it
because of the Depression. That blow broke him
and he never recovered financially. As a result,
the home in Chattanooga had to be sold and the
family returned to the mountain. Afterwards, he
built a number of homes for the Seventh Day Ad
ventists, and came under the influence of their
religion, and devoted much of his time to their
causes.
Annie and the children refused to accept
Henry's new religion and remained loyal to the
Methodist Church. Henry eventually left his
family. Later, he built a large, twostory home at
Beersheba for Annie, but she would not accept it,
choosing instead to live in the modest home she

had inherited from her mother. Years later,
Henry's children joked that they all enjoyed ham
and bacon too much to become Adventists.
Surely, this humorous explanation was a way of
dealing with what must have been an extremely
painful situation.

Henry and Anna had three children who
reached maturity: (1) Margaret, who married
Floyd Coppinger, (2) Carlos, and (3) James Fate
(Jamie). Without Margaret, it is safe to say, the
Historical Society would not exist, nor would the
museum, nor would this book, Her life and
contributions are described in the accompanying
box. Carlos's daughter Sylvia Brown Flowers,
lives in Macon, Georgia but has taken up the
torch of her aunt Margaret and researched the
Brown family, created a valuable Internet site
about the family, and played a leading role in
organizing the annual Brown family reunion.
Another daughter of Carlos, Norma Brown
Sparks, is a physician's assistant and lives on
Hege St. in the heart of Beersheba. The story of
Jamie Brown, third child of Anna and Henry, is
told in the section below on the BrownBean
house.

Henry's oldest granddaughter, Sylvia Brown
Flowers, remembers him this way, "Strangely I
don't have a large number of personal memories
of Henry (we always called him GrandDaddy),
except that he almost always wore a suit coat, tie
and hat. Sometimes he gave us a piece of candy 
always a treat. He and my Dad [Carlos] often
argued about religious doctrines, but, their
attitude toward each other seemed to soften
somewhat during Henry's older years."
Henry Brown died in March of 1959 and is
buried at Fall Creek Cemetery in Palmer,
Tennessee. Anna Medley Brown died September
25, 1974 and was buried near her mother
(Malvina "Viney" Medley Brown) and Henry's
mother (Malvina "Mallie" Cornelison Brown) at
Grace Chapel Methodist Church in Beersheba
Springs.

– Compiled by Clopper Almon, based on and
including material from: Margaret Brown
Coppinger, Sylvia Brown Flowers, and James
David Juliano.

Recollections of Luther Brown
My grandparents, Luther and Laura Smith
Brown, lived in a log house in the part of Beer
sheba known as the Panhandle. They had not al
ways lived there; their oldest children had been
born while they were living near Tracy City. I do
not know when they came to Beersheba, nor do I
know anything more than the barest genealogical
outline connecting Luther with Absolom, Luther's
father was named Absolom, and his father was
Thomas, second son of the original Absolom in
the Collins valley. Luther's full name was William
Luther Brown, but he never used the William. For
me, he was my Poppy; and of course I assumed
they had lived right there since time began. My
parents, Paul and Zelma Brown lived about a mile
away; Paul was the sixth of the seven children of
Luther and Laura.
I remember looking forward to my Poppy's
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stopping at our house for a visit almost every
morning as he took his daily walk to Claude
Coppinger's post office and store. Poppy always
walked with a homemade cane or walking stick,
as he called it. He was losing his eyesight and be
came totally blind before his death. He was well
known in the community and everyone called
him "Uncle Luther." He loved to talk with every
one. Especially, he liked to talk about "the Lord,"
and often got into debates about various Chris
tian doctrines. In earlier days, he had been a
traveling preacher going to surrounding
communities and holding revival meetings.
In 1933, he held a revival in Cagle, and his
son Paul went along. Paul was 28 and quite the
eligible bachelor with several lady friends in
Beersheba and Tarlton, I've been told. But when
he met the darkeyed 15yearold beauty Zelma

Bonner, he was totally smitten! They were mar
ried December 23 of that year. They lived with
Poppy and Mommy until they could buy five or
six acres and build their own home in the Pan
handle, where I was born in 1938.

moved in soon after Poppy's death, and Mommy
came to live with us until her house could be
built. Paul soon built her a little house beside
ours, and she was very proud and pleased to have
her own little house.

I have fond memories of large family gather
ings on Sunday afternoons at my grandparents'
home. Most of their seven children and their off
spring would be there, and often family friends as
well. I was an only child until I was nine, so hav
ing cousins to play with was a treat.

Before his death, Poppy had asked me to
drop some wild flowers on his coffin as it was
lowered into the earth, and I had promised that I
would. He was buried at Fall Creek cemetery in
the Laager community. I was so scared and shy,
but I told my father what I had promised – but
there were no wild flowers. Daddy pulled some
flowers from a spray and gave them to me; and,
just as they were about to shovel in the dirt, I ran
up and dropped the flowers on his coffin. Being
only a child, I had never seen anyone do this and
thought it was something very unusual. I was so
scared! The scene is still vivid in my mind after
all these years.

Sometime in the early 1940's, Poppy gave a
portion of his land for a small Nazarene church to
be built. By this time, his eyesight was so poor
that he could no longer read his beloved Bible or
see the words to his favorite hymns. I can still see
him clearly in my minds eye, sitting on the podi
um in this little church. He knew all the hymns by
heart and would sing enthusiastically from
memory. I never hear "How Firm a Foundation"
without thinking of him! I cannot remember
hearing him preach a sermon, but he would al
ways be called upon to pray at the services.
Richard (Red) King was the minister at this
church, and Charlie Green preached there too.
Poppy loved these two men as though they were
his sons. Red King was a caregiver for Poppy dur
ing his last illness, and Poppy willed his home to
him. Poppy died April 3, 1943. The King family

Luther and Laura were married for 56 years;
she survived him by 17 years. All of his 7 children
and 13 grandchildren survived him, and one
more grandchild, my brother Mark, was born af
ter his death. I have felt especially blessed to have
known my grandparents in my early, formative
years. They were wonderful, godly people and
gave me worthy examples to follow.
– Reba Brown Norris

Gordon Brown, Surveyor, Astronomer, Musician
Gordon Brown (1882  1968), eldest son of
Luther and Laura Brown, was born while the
family was living in Tracy City. When he finished
the fifth grade and had just learned, in his words,
"to count U. S. money," he had to drop out of
school and go to work in the coal mines to help
support the family. He worked there 25 years.
During those years, he would save up his money
for a trip to Chattanooga, where he would scour
the bookstores, especially the used book stores,
for books on mathematics, astronomy, and sur

veying. From them, he taught himself
multiplication, long division, fractions, algebra,
geometry, and, especially, trigonometry. He got a
manual of surveying and taught himself how to
do it. Finally, he was able to take and pass the
surveyor's examination and set himself up in
business.
At this point, about 1920, he moved to Beer
sheba and built himself a simple house at the far
end of what we then called the Old Road to Lau
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rel, now called Faherty Lane, that roughly paral
lels Stone Door Road, then called the New Road
to Laurel. Now, however, Fahery essentially stops
where Marcus Hill Road branches off to the left.
In those days it continued straight another 0.7
miles to join Stone Door Road just before the
descent into the Laurel Creek gorge. There, on
the west side of the road about 200 feet before
the junction, Gordon built his house and nailed to
a neat, clearly lettered sign, "Gordon Brown, Li
censed Surveyor".
He was not wanting for business. The lum
bermen needed to know where their property
lines were, and Gordon could show them. All
across the mountain tops and down into the gulfs
where the big trees were, Gordon ran his lines.
Within a few years, nobody knew the backwoods
around Beersheba better than Gordon. The Great
Depression, however, hit the home building in
dustry hard, and with it the lumber business.
Gordon took work with the WPA project that built
a wagon road down the mountain from the end
of the Grassy Ridge Road to join the stage road in
the valley. Thirty years earlier, it would have been
very useful road; but Tennessee 56 had already
been built in the 1920's. It had been planned to
come through the bluff at the natural opening
used by this WPA road, but the route had been
changed by commercial lobbying. I suspect that
when the WPA asked the Tennessee Highway
Department for suggestions, it was given the
plans for the part of the road that had not been
built. Too narrow and too steep for today's
normal automobiles, it is nevertheless a beautiful
construction with much dry stone masonry,
perhaps the last mountain road built with only
human and mule strength. Years later, Gordon
would point it out with pride. It would be a
splendid part of the trail system in the Savage
Gulf State Natural Area, but but there has been a
problem of providing adequate parking at the
top. World War II revived the economy and
Gordon was soon busy again surveying.
Surveying, along with an abundant garden,
provided Gordon's livelihood, but his great pas
sion was astronomy. Star charts decorated the
walls of his house. From the peak of his roof, he
ran a wire to a peg some 50 feet due south of the
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peak. His porch was also on the south side of the
house and to the porch roof he attached,
precisely below the peak of the house roof, one
end of a stick with a piece of metal with a slit at
the other end. The stick could be rotated down so
that the slit was just at eye level for Gordon as he
sat on the edge of the porch. He could then watch
a star through the slit. When it crossed the wire,
the star would disappear for a few seconds, and
Gordon would know that it had just crossed his
meridian. From his ephemeris, he knew exactly at
what time this would happen, and so he could set
his watch. In essence, he had created for himself
out of simple materials a meridian circle, which
he had read about in his astronomy books. When
I first knew him, about 1950, we had electricity
and a radio at Nanhaven; Gordon had neither, so
he would charge me to set my watch by the radio.
I would do so and walk out to see Gordon. If it
was dark, he would go through this procedure
and tell me the time exact to a few seconds. If the
sun was shining, he would instead turn to the
equatorial sundial which he had made from the
iron rim of a wagon wheel and a few rods. It was
less accurate because the sun, unlike the star, is
not a point source of light, but he would still be
right to within one or two minutes.
Gordon taught me the different types of
time: apparent solar time, mean solar time, stan
dard time, and sidereal time, which he pro
nounced as sidereal time. I came back and ex
plained all these to my father, who asked me how
to spell sidereal time. The next day I asked
Gordon and reported home; my father suggested
that I say sidereal with Mr. Brown but sydeere
al with my science teacher. I then realized that
Gordon was so completely selftaught that he had
never heard the word pronounced by anyone
else.
Walks with Gordon were an education in lo
cal history, but they were also physically demand
ing. I and my friends were about 17 at the time
and in good physical condition, Gordon was near
ly 70 and suffering from emphysema. On a road,
we had to slow down a bit for him, but on the
mountain side he traveled twice as fast as we
could. He would go off and leave us far behind.
We would struggle on with rocks turning under

our feet and eventually find Gordon sitting
quietly waiting for us. The rocks never turned
under his feet. He knew where all the springs
were and pointed out the foundations of long
gone cabins. I remember one walk where we
went to the bench on the Backbone where the
William Sanford Brown's cabin had been. Gordon
pointed out the apple trees and the abundant
spring, which had been, of course, the reason for
putting the house precisely there.

could tell, but the rhythms were of his own
devising. We learned just to follow along, because
there was no forcing Gordon into the conventions
of fourfour time. I heard him play one evening
for a revival held at Grace Chapel. The pianist
had learned well the irregularities of Gordon's
tempo, and all went well.

After I was in college, I offered to give
Gordon a calculus text. He politely declined
because he was devoting his spare time to music.
He had taught himself to play the violin some
years earlier and was presently working on the
viola. One summer I came with a friend who
brought along a cornet, and I had a baritone horn
with me. We would go out to Gordon's, and he
would get out a hymnal and by lamp light we
would send hymns floating across the mountain
top and down the Laurel gorge. Gordon had a
good ear and played in tune, at least as far as I
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Gordon lived another 12 years after I fin
ished college and embarked on a professional ca
reer 'up North' with limited time for Beersheba. I
did not see him during those years. When I went
back a few years ago looking for the house, I
could find no trace of it. On my bookshelf, how
ever, is a treasured volume, Charles Young's
Lessons in Astronomy (Ginn, Boston 1891) given
me by Gordon, who knew everything in it. When
I open it and put my nose between its pages, I am
suddenly back in the cabin of perhaps the great
est genius I have known. Had he had but half a
chance, Gordon Brown would have been among
the leading scientists of his day.
– Clopper Almon

Memories of the Marvin Brown Family

Marvin Brown Cottage 2008

As a boy, my grandfather Marvin Brown
worked for the Northcutt Store in Altamont and
later for the Northcutt store in Beersheba, across
from the hotel. He was married to Timmie Emma
Smith of Beersheba. My grandparents lived in Ten
Pin for awhile before moving to the present day
Marvin Brown Cottage.
Eventually Marvin was able to purchase the
Northcut’s store in Beersheba and later moved it
to the present site of the Beersheba Springs Mar
ket. The house which they purchased next to the
store had been owned by Fred Schwoon, Jr. and
was sold to settle the estate of his sister, Lena
Schwoon Woodlee. The house was built in 1899
by Fred Schwoon for his daughter Clara Schwoon
Woodlee as her wedding present. The builder is
not known, but Mr. Schwoon was a timber man
who came to Grundy County to cut trees in
Savage Gulf. The house has solid framing of yel
low poplar and heart pine floors. My father,
Dennis Brown, and his two brothers, Raymond
and Stanley were raised in this house. Their ma
ternal grandfather, “Pa Smith” lived in a log
house behind the present day house that had also

belonged to the Schwoon family.
The store, named B. M. Brown and Sons,
sold just about everything anyone might need, for
transportation elsewhere was difficult. I never
knew my grandfather Marvin, but was told by
many who did that he especially loved to see the
new babies when they were brought into the
store. Among the many services the store provid
ed, a portable dental chair was stored in our attic
which had been used in the store when the visit
ing dentist came to Beersheba to care for the lo
cal children’s teeth. The chair is now in the Beer
sheba Museum.
The Great Depression was a difficult time for
Beersheba and the store was closed for a year
during this period. The Brown sons were away in
school (Raymond at the University of Tennessee,
Knoxville; Dennis in boarding school in Athens,
Tennessee, (as the Grundy County High School
had burned). Only Stanley remained in Beershe
ba at the Elementary School. Marvin had let most
of the groceries out on credit to the local cus
tomers who then could find little or no work.
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During this time the Brown family went to El
Paso, Texas to operate a hotel. Eventually they
were able to return and reopen the store. In 1933
Marvin became ill and Dennis came home to run
the store. Dennis had been working in
Chattanooga at the time. After Marvin’s death,
Dennis bought out his brothers. Stanley married
Dorothy Beck of Oklahoma and ran a garage and
later a road paving business. They had one son.
Gary Lynn. All are deceased. Two grandsons Gary
Don and Kevin live in Altamont. Raymond lived
in Chattanooga and married Lois Nation. They
later moved to Miami. They had no children and
are both deceased. All of the family is buried at
Grace Cemetery.

Grandmother was always carrying hot food and
caring words to the people forgotten by the
community. Mother and I think her nurturing of
others began at an early age with caring for her
father and continued throughout her life. She
taught us to feel comfortable around all kinds of
people from all walks of life." My mother loved
Beeresheba, and Beersheba loved her.

My grandmother Brown had remarried a
Methodist minister, Rev. S. A. Hopper, and they
lived in East Tennesee but maintained a summer
home, the Hopper Cottage, at Beersheba.

Dennis began to date Frances Hughes of
Irving College; they arranged meetings via notes
carried back and forth by the ice delivery man
from McMinnville. Frances's mother, Charlotte
Hughes, died from pneumonia when Frances was
seven. She and her father lived both on a farm at
Irving College and in McMinnville, where he had
a car dealership. When she graduated from high
school in McMinnville in 1934, she was voted
most beautiful and most popular in her senior
class. He older sisters went on to UT Knoxville
and graduated and eventually received masters
degrees from Peabody and Tulane. Frances didn't
want to go to college but always said she just
needed to take care of her dad. I suspect money
had become an issue in this depression time. She
and her father did a lot of things to hang on to
the farm, things like running a boarding house
for the workers building a bridge in the area.
They also spent a year working in Miami after she
finished high school and then came back to
Tennessee.

My memories of growing up next to the store are
of a place that was the hub of Beersheba’s social
activity. Maggie Argo was my nanny while my
parents worked. The store was not then self
service. Late in the afternoon, I was allowed to
come to the store and stay until closing time.
Daddy taught me to make change at the cash
register before I started school, and I stood on
soft drink crates in order to reach the counter.
Christmas was an exciting time at the store. A live
tree was placed in the window, surrounded by
artificial snow on which toys were displayed. Cus
tomers were allowed to put toys “back” for their
children (a precursor to “layaway plans”). The
store also sold appliances and ours was the first
household in Beersheba to own a television. My
mother popped popcorn for this occasion, as
everyone was invited to come and watch.

Frances and Dennis were married in 1939.
Frances came to live at Beersheba and helped
operate the store. I was born in 1946, and Mother
soon went back to work in the store.
My daughter Emily's words at Frances's funeral in
2008 say much about her life."My grandmother 's
mission in life was to prepare great food and
share it with everyone. I accompanied her, as did
my mother (Charlotte), on many deliveries to
homes that didn't look or smell like my home.

Frances and Dennis Brown
Having the only telephone in the late 1940s
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made the store a communication center for
Beersheba families. I remember Western Union
calling with sad news for a local family. Daddy
gathered a box of groceries and headed to the
family’s home with the news that the husband
had died. The phone in our home was used at
night to call a doctor to come from McMinnville
to see the sick. If the mountain was icy, Daddy
would drive the old WWII ambulance with 4
wheel drive to the foot of the mountain and bring
the doctor up to see the patient. The large
warming stove was also a gathering place to visit
and wait for the mail to arrive.
In 1951 my grandfather Hughes, widowed
since my mother was seven years old, had a
severe stroke. He came to live with us on the
mountain, and Daddy took over the operation of
the farm in the valley. Daddy loved the farm and
soon decided to build a house and move to the
Irving College community, my mother’s home.
Mother didn’t want to go because she loved
Beersheba and the store. Waylon Brown, a cousin,
and his wife operated the store, and we moved at
Thanksgiving when I was seven. My parents con
tinued to care for my grandfather and operated
the farm. Daddy had been able to get enough
subscribers to get electricity to Beersheba in the
early 1940's just before the war. He was later was
able to do the same for the rural telephone
cooperative. Phone service and electricity did
much to modernize the communities of Beer
sheba and Irving College. Even though we lived
at Irving College, we returned to Beersheba each
summer because my parents were the managers
of the Methodist Assembly for seventeen years.
In October of 1957 we received a phone call
in the middle of the night. By this time we were
living in Irving College, but the news from
Beersheba was that the McGee House, the Anna
and James Brown house and the store were on
fire. As we drove through the valley the view
from Tarlton looked as if the whole mountain was
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aglow. We had to leave the car and walk through
Alf Adams field in order to get past the fire trucks
from McMinnville and Tracy City. Faye Hill was
standing in a chenille bathrobe, wetting down the
roof of our cottage with a garden hose because of
the intense heat from the blaze. My grandmother,
who lived in the cottage at the time, had been
awakened by Glenn Killian, who saw the fire as
he drove his truck home. Together they were able
to awaken James and Anna Brown, but at the
time it was not known that Mr. McGee was not at
home when the fire started. It was assumed that
he perished until the next day. The community
had gathered and were rescuing any contents
they could carry to the lawn next door, but the
building was a total loss. News of the fire made
the Nashville and Chattanooga papers. At first,
my father did not plan to rebuild the store. But
local as well as summer patrons urged him to do
so, and the next summer the store was reopened
as a selfservice store with shopping carts. My
parents continued to own the store, but it was
managed first by Waylon Brown and later his
brother Joe Brown until it was sold in 1979 to
Mitchell Hobbs, who later sold it Bud Whitman.
I grew up, attended college, and married
Robert Boyd of McMinnville at Beersheba just
after we graduated from the University of Ten
nessee in 1968. He became an attorney; and I, a
school teacher. We returned to McMinnville and
have two children, Emily Haston of McMinnville
and Robert Boyd III of Knoxville. Three
granddaughters Lucy McGill, and Emma Kathleen
Haston and Sarah Morgan Boyd are the highlight
of our retirement years – along with returning to
Beersheba each spring when the dogwood and
the mountain laurel begin to bloom. My parents
instilled in me a love and respect for my
mountain heritage, and I feel privileged to have
been able to maintain our family home as a place
to come to and enjoy the mountains.
– Charlotte Brown Boyd

The Eddie Brown Log House

This house of sawn log construction stands
on the north side of Highway 56, about one tenth
of a mile east of Grace Chapel. Thomas Cagle,
son of Canova Cagle and grandson of Ben Cagle,
with his wife Gertrude, made a verbal agreement
with Henry C. Merritt and wife Maude Merritt to
buy 7 ¾ acres of land for $40.00 on October 10,
1902. This land came from the original tract sold
in 1868 by William and Harriet Rogers to the
Schofters, who in turn had sold the tract to Henry
Merritt for $350.
It seems that Tom Cagle, before receiving a
deed, had built the house on the 7¾ acre tract.
Later he had an urge to go west as several others
around Beersheba were doing at the time. He first
went to Oklahoma, where he got in contact with
Asa Morton, who had left the valley earlier. Even
tually, Tom Cagle ended up in Kimberly, Idaho,
and sent for his family. (Thomas and Gertrude
Cagle had three children, one of whom was Toby
Cagle, inventor of the Cagle brake, which is used
now on racing cars and aircraft. He was vicepres
ident of Airheart Products, Inc. , of Long Beach,
California, the manufacturers of the Cagle Auto
matic SelfAdjusting Brake.)
On October 30, 1905 a deed was signed
jointly by Henry and Maude Merritt and Thomas
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and Gertrude Cagle to J. C. Smith for $300,
which stipulated that Thomas Cagle was to be
paid for building the house. J. C. Smith lived in
this house from 1905 until November 18, 1911,
when he and his wife, Editha Smith, sold it to his
son, Frank Smith, and soninlaw, B. Marvin
Brown, for $600.
On October 4, 1913, Frank Smith and wife
sold their interest to T. B. Northcut. For the next
few years the house was rented, usually to the
Henry L. Brown family, who lived there during
the summer and went to Chattanooga for the
winters until 1916 when they returned to Beer
sheba to live after surviving the flooding of the
Tennessee River and a smallpox epidemic in
Chattanooga. In 1918 the Ernest J. Hege proper
ty, consisting of three houses, became available
and the Henry L. Brown family moved there.
Soon thereafter, in 1921, the home of Eddie
Brown across the highway from the house Tom
Cagle had built burned, and Eddie, a brother of B.
Marvin Brown, bought the log house and lived
there the rest of his life. Eddie was a superinten
dent in the coal mines and farmed. He was com
mended by the Governor of Tennessee for his
good farming practices. He also served as a Jus
tice of the Peace and did a number of marriages,

some on the front porch. He and his wife Emma
Sweeton Brown had five children living at the the
time of their deaths. Emma died in 1945 and
Eddie in 1946. The five children inherited the
house; and the eldest son, Douglas F. Brown, ac
quired the interest of the others. Douglas lived in
Chicago and worked in the Chicago post office for
many years. In Chicago he met and married Rose
Ippolito. They moved to Tinley Park, a suburb of
Chicago, where Rose was elected mayor in 1949.

The house at Beersheba was their summer home.
Upon retirement, they returned to Tennessee, first
to Nashville and later to McMinnville. Douglas
died in 1985, survived by Rose and five children.
In 2008, the house remained the property of Rose
and was used by the children and grandchildren
during the summers.
– Margaret Brown Coppinger and Jean Hodge
Garrett

Sue Campbell's Place

Across Highway 56 from the Eddie Brown
Log House is the farmhouse built in 1932 by Sue
Sweeton Argo Campbell, sister of Emma Sweeton
Brown, wife of Eddie Brown. Eddie and Emma
had purchased the property in two tracts in 1906
from Frank and Emma Brown Gross and I. S.
Brown. There was a house on the property at the
site of the present house. My mother (Ethel
Brown Hodge, daughter of Eddie and Emma
Brown) and her younger siblings were born in
that original house. It burned in 1921. As men
tioned above, Eddie and Emma then acquired the
house on the other side of the highway. In 1932,
Emma's sister, Sue Sweeton Argo Campbell, asked
Eddie and Emma if she might buy the land where
the burned house had stood. Her first husband
had been an Argo; after his death, she married a
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Campbell. He died in 1932 leaving her with a
sevenyearold son, James Clifford Campbell
(known as Clifford). Eddie and Emma agreed and
sold her the property for $1. She built a small,
threeroom house with a front and back porch. I
was told that Sue paid Henry Brown, a cousin on
the Brown side, $300 to build the house. By
1940, the original back porch was closed in to
make a small kitchen with a large, black, wood
burning cook stove, an eating area, and a small
pantry where Aunt Sue stored her flour and other
baking items. In the eating area stood an old
wooden container where she kept clabber milk
for baking her delicious biscuits. Her clabber was
somewhat similar to our plain yogurt today.
(Because of this memory, I sometimes make my
biscuits or pancakes with yogurt.) Later the

kitchen, eating area and pantry were expanded.
Electricity came to the mountain in 1941. Water
came much later in 1964, and when it did, Aunt
Sue’s son James put a bathroom in the pantry
room, but Aunt Sue herself still preferred the
outhouse. She said that the tub wasn’t good for
anything except drying apples. She left the house
to Clifford, who added exterior stonework and
siding.

Plumachers, where I was born during a heavy
snow in December 1938. My father taught at the
old Utah school, a log cabin that sat in the curve
of the Utah Road, now the John Richardson
Road. I began going to school with him when I
was only 2. He would build a fire on cold morn
ings and put a pan of water to boil in which he
put oatmeal for the two of us to eat before the
students arrived.

Clifford died in 2006; after the will was pro
bated, I purchased the house and six acres and
began renovations. Except for some modern con
veniences, I have restored the house as nearly as
possible to its original appearance. I took off dry
wall that was over several layers of wallpaper
that was over newspaper and magazines plas
tered to the wall; one of the newspapers was The
Agriculture Times. Underneath, we found tongue
andgroove paneling with the boards running
horizontally. Two doorways to the old kitchen
(used before the back porch was made into
rooms) had been closed with strips of wood.
Missing and not likely to return are the old
smokehouse, the chicken house, the outhouse,
the old fences that separated the garden and the
one that kept Aunt Sue's cow and calves in the
pasture. The blackberries along the back fence
are missing, but maybe I'll get them back. A
cousin has a nursery on the property. Between my
mother's and my father's sides of the family, this
property has now been in my family for over 100
years.

My father was transferred to the Tatesville
school, near Palmer, but I continued to go with
him. As we walked home together, he would tell
stories. When we crossed a small wooden bridge,
he would tell about Billy Goat Gruff; when we
passed a pool with pollywogs (tadpoles), he’d
sing about pollywogs turning into frogs. As we
passed a particular plant or tree, he’d often name
it, draw my attention to the smell and many
times tell a story or sing a song about it. Once
when passing a honeysuckle bush, he cautioned
me not to go near it because of a pungent, apple
like smell, not at all the aroma honeysuckle but a
sure sign of a copperhead. He introduced me to
sassafras tea made from the root of the sassafras
tree.

But how did I become so attached to Beer
sheba that, after many years away, I would
choose to come back to make my home here? I
mentioned above that my mother was born in the
original house on this site. When she was of high
school age, she – along with her brother Douglas
Brown, cousin Dennis Brown and neighbor Baxter
Hill – went to a methodist boarding high school
on the campus of the Sneed Methodist Seminary
in Boaz, Alabama. There she met Harmon Hodge
from Randolph County, Alabama. They were
married in 1929, and after a few years in
Alabama, they moved to Beersheba because
Ethel’s mother was not well.
They rented Dan, the house built by the

133

By the time I was in first grade, we had
moved to Nashville, where I attended public
schools. Later, I studied early childhood education
and education administration. In those years, I
often came to Beersheba to visit my grandparents
and to participate in the Methodist Assembly. In
1960, I married Perry Garrett, and we lived in
Delaware, where Barbara was born, in Florida,
where Catherine was born, and in Georgia and
Tennessee. Perry died in 1994, but we now have
seven grandchildren and three greatgrand
children as of summer 2009.

I have worked as an executive secretary, administrator, workshop and retreat coordinator, and done
a lot of volunteer work, but above all I was a
homemaker, wife and mom. It has been a joy to
return to roots in Beersheba. In 2003, after retirement, I began part time work with the Federal
Emergency Management Agency.
–Jean Hodge Garrett

The BrownBean House

On the east side of Backbone Road about a
quarter mile north of Grace Chapel stands this
modest house. It has, however, the double distinc
tion of being, in its core, one of the oldest houses
in Beersheba and of having been in the same
family over 170 years. This core is a log cabin
built about 1839 by William Sanford Brown
(1820  1898), the youngest son of Absolom
Brown, who settled in the Collins River Valley
about 1809. The story of William Sanford (Bill)
Brown has been told at the beginning of this sec
tion on the Brown family. Here we just recall that
about 1839 he built a cabin on a bench halfway
down the Backbone and lived there until his
death in 1898. His widow, Nancy, then moved to
live with her son William Almond Brown.
The youngest son of Bill and Nancy, Virgil
(the huntsman) had a daughter named Agnes
who, as a young woman, worked in a doctor's of
fice in Chattanooga. James Madison Bean, a
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young Presbyterian clergyman planning to do
missionary work in Africa after finishing a
medical degree, was passing through
Chattanooga on a train when he got a cinder in
his eye. He realized that he needed medical help,
got off the train, and went to a doctor. There he
met Agnes, and all his plans changed. They were
married in 1902 and went to Illinois, where over
the course of years, he was pastor to several
churches and served as chaplain to the Illinois
legislature. But Agnes did not forget Beersheba.
She and James built a summer house on the top
of the Backbone at the site described above on
land acquired from Agnes's father.
They wanted to be close to the Beersheba
community, but they valued the logs and tradition
of the old house down on the bench, so they
brought the logs up one by one and reassembled
them into the core of the new house. They added
a front porch on the west side and a kitchen on

the back with its own porch to the north. By
1908, the front porch was extended to wrap
around the house and join the kitchen porch.
Later, the Beans decided to make the house their
permanent residence and added a bedroom wing
on the south side. By 1920, the house appeared
essentially as it does now.

known as the "old burned schoolhouse.") Uncle
Bill Perry hauled the rock with his team of oxen
and charged 25 cents.
James F. Brown, son of Agnes's brother
Henry, had many memories of his Aunt Agnes,
some going back to the 1920s.
They'd give me a nickel or something to
bring the mail to them sometimes, and I'd
come knock on the door and could hear Aunt
Agnes coming through the house tippytoein'.
She's put her hands up to her face and peep
out of the front window "'Who is it? Who is
it?" she'd say. And I'd tell her, "It's me, Aunt
Agnes. I've got your mail."
The house had seven outside doors, and
she would tell me which one to come in. There
was the front door and and there were two
side doors, one or two doors on the south side,
one up in the bedroom, and on on the back
porch. All of them went out onto big porches.
When you'd come in there would be a path
lined with newspapers, because if you got off
and got onto her linoleum, you had a heap of
trouble on your hands!

A photo from 1908 of the house seen from the west
in its new location. The barn in the background at
right is still standing. On the front, James Bean
writes, "Our summer cottage." On the back, he
writes "The porches are joined since this was
taken."

James Bean died in 1960, but Agnes contin
ued to live there until her death in 1967. In 1969,
the house was purchased by Agnes's nephew,
James F. Brown (son of her brother Henry) and
his wife Odessa.

The front step of the house is a large rock on
which Agnes and her brother Henry used to stop
to rest on their way from the Backbone to the
school house when they were small children.
(The school later burned and for years was

James Fate
Brown was born on a
cold December day
in 1919 in what was
called the "Middle
Hege House" in
Beersheba Springs.
He was the youngest
of four children born
to Henry and Anna
James Fate (Jamie) Brown Medley Brown.
Henry's life has been
described in the introduction to this section.
Young Jamie was a good student – bright
and a hard worker. Consequently, he was ac
cepted to college in Johnson City. It was a rare
thing, indeed, for a mountain boy to be going to

The house, seen from the west, about 1920. The
wing on the south side has been added, and it
appears to have become the Bean's primary
residence.
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college during the Depression. Before finishing,
however, James had to return to the mountain to
help support his family during the hard times of
the 1930's.
While in Johnson City, James met his first
wife, Clera Baskin of Murfreesboro. They married
in 1942, had one daughter, Carolyn Marie, and
subsequently divorced a few years later. After
this, James lived with his mother, Anna and sister,
Margaret in the family home on State Highway
56 in Beersheba.
In 1957 a devastating fire swept through
Beersheba, destroying many buildings. The family
home had been among those lost in the fire. After
this, the people of Beersheba realized their need
for a volunteer fire department. James convinced
the city to purchase a fire engine and he and his
brother, Carlos, went to Soddy Daisy to buy Beer
sheba's first fire engine.
In 1958, while on business in Chattanooga,
Jamie met a lovely young secretary, Odessa
Morris, who was to become his wife, best friend
and soul mate of 40 years. James and Odessa and
their shop "Cumberland Supply" quickly became
local landmarks in Beersheba Springs. The
Browns' shop not only offered saddles, appliances
and plumbing and electrical supplies to the com
munity – a smile, a joke and a friendly conversa
tion were always on offer too.
After retiring from business, James remained
a vibrant and active focal point of the community
from his home on the Backbone Road for many
years. He and Odessa enjoyed their two grand
sons and four greatgrandchildren. James also en
joyed horses, motorcycles and working in his
leather shop. Belts and keychains made by him
have found their way all over the United States.
He was also a loyal and active member of Coal
mont United Methodist Church and Sewannee
Lodge F&AM. As age began to make horseback
riding more challenging, James turned his inter
est to buggies. Hundreds of kids, young and old
have spent untold hours of happiness riding in
Mr. Jamie's buggies.
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Odessa and Jamie Brown
James Brown was known by all for his hu
mor, wisdom, kindness and quiet generosity. He
died in 2003, but Odessa still lives in the house.
Their grandchildren and great grand children fill
the home with laughter and happy memories.
James's daughter, Carolyn, grew up spending
summers with her father at Beersheba and win
ters with her mother in Murfreesboro. In 1962,
she married Dwight Meyers of Altamont and they
had a son, James David, born in Beersheba. The
marriage did not last long, and she moved back
to Murfreesboro where she met and married
George Juliano. an MTSU student at the time.
George adopted James David (who goes by
David) and gave him his own surname. Soon
another son, Warren, was born to Carolyn and
George. Carolyn was a beautiful woman,
sensitive, and with a lively sense of humor. She
had her father's love of horses and riding. She
worked for banks in Murfreesboro, saved her
money and bought a 40acre farm in Christiana.
Years after she died, David found among her
belongings a letter stating that she wanted to
share her farm with disabled children. How
ironic that she should have an amazing grandson
with a disability. I often think how proud she
would be to know Ben and his brothers.
– James David Juliano

Vallée Noire

Like the breeze through the open doors of
this vast, rambling summer home, there flow, in
numbers changing with the seasons, the children,
grandchildren, relatives and many, many friends
of Alfred Thompson Adams, Jr., known as Alf.
Halfway between the hotel in Beersheba Springs
and Dan, the traditional western end of the town,
the house sits at the tip end of the small cove be
tween the mountain spur called the Backbone and
the broader promontory occupied by the hotel
and Armfieldbuilt cottages. This cove opens to
the north, so its floor gets relatively little sun, and
its traditional name is Dark Hollow. “Dark Hol
low” would have been a somber name for a house
built to be full of life and light, but the French
translation, Vallée Noire, brightened the mood
and added a bit of fun.
Former owners of the site include names fa
miliar on the mountain: John Armfield, Canova T.
and Nannie Cagle, Fred and Lena Schwoon, and
A. A. Hunerwadel. The most recent previous own
ers were Morris and Ethel Dykes, who lived in a
house known as Snuggle Down, which is still in
use on the property. Morris’ sister Myrtle Sullivan
and family lived there, as well as Willie and Irene

Dykes. Nearby was once some of Beersheba’s ear
ly industry, including the Cagle sawmill, where
timber for early homes was sawed. The mill well
is still visible at the head of the hollow; there are
traces of coal mines down in the hollow and of
Armfield’s tanning yard, where leather was made
for harness, saddles, boots and shoes.
Vallée Noire's designer and builder, Alfred
Thompson Adams, Jr., is the eldest son of the
sixth of the seven Adams brothers connected with
the White House. The elder Alf was a Nashville
lawyer and judge of the Chancery Court of David
son County. He and his wife, Karin, played a
prominent role in the life of the White House, and
four of their six children have built their own
houses at Beersheba.
Alf Jr., like his father, became a Nashville
lawyer, but his undergraduate degree was in engi
neering from Vanderbilt, so designing and build
ing houses has provided an outlet for abilities not
normally needed in a law office. Construction on
Vallée Noire began in 1973 and continued for 3
years. The help of family members and local
friends, including Leonard and John Gross,
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Donald Boyd, J. C. Hampton, Doc Richardson,
Fred Gross, and others was cheerfully offered and
gratefully accepted, especially since some of the
timbers are of great size. The large beams on
which the house rests are from the N. C. & St. L.
freight terminal at Nashville. Other logs of yellow
poplar, chestnut, and sassafras are from two hous
es built in the early 1800s by original settlers of
Grundy County. Some of the logs were hewn dur
ing construction from newcut poplar trees. The
large rafters were brought from the mercantile
buildings which once stood on the Public Square
in Nashville. The walnut railings and posts are
from the McGavock Building on Fourth Avenue in
Nashville. The floor boards of one downstairs
guest room came from a smokehouse and those in
the other are of newcut walnut. The stones of the
chimney once formed the foundation of A. A.
Hunerwadel’s wine cellar, and the stone front
steps came from the stock scales on the Virgil Hill
farm in the valley.
At its inception in the early 1970s, Vallée
Noire was intended for seasonal use by Alf and his
wife Peggy and their five children, Jencie, Karin,
Peggy, Sue and Alfred III, known to everyone as
Bo. But as the family grew, so did the role of this
home, and in 1985 Alf finished what is known as
the Winter House, a cozy cabin back from the
brow of the mountain and made of large new
poplar logs. It has two bedrooms, living space, a
kitchen and two fireplaces which serve the family
well on cold winter nights. Many of those in
volved in the building of the original house
helped in the twoyear process, among them
Leonard Gross, John Gross, L. V. King, E. J. and
Ples King, Steve Tate and Donald Boyd. By this
time Peggy and Alf’s children were beginning to
bring to the mountain spouses and small babies,
mainly during the summer months. Jencie and
husband Waymon Tipton of Nashville brought
Winston, Hughes and Margaret. Peggy and Sue,
“the twins,” each had a girl within a year of one
another – Peggy's Rachel Lowe and Sue's Marion
Keyes. And, as those babies grew, they were
joined by more siblings and cousins, until Peggy
and Alf were often feeding more than two dozen
people at a sitting.
There is no question that Peggy, born Peggy

Joyce Keylon, of Manchester, Tennessee, was the
mortar, bonding family and friends who came to
her mountain retreat during those years of rapid
family growth. She kept those around her well fed
and well tended with a welcoming smile and an
unparalleled flair for entertaining in her casual
mountain style. According to her children, it
seemed that at times Peggy could feed the masses
with five loaves and two fishes. And masses there
were, at Thanksgiving, an occasional Christmas in
the cold, and certainly every Fourth of July. At
Alf’s wellknown fish fries, Peggy included extend
ed family and friends on a guest list that often
topped 200. And the work was neverending. In a
twoyear span during the late 1980’s, Alf and
Peggy’s four daughters gave birth to no less than
six boys – the “six pack” as they are known. They
were Jencie's Travis Tipton, Peggy's Joseph Lowe,
Karin's Gregory and Thompson Barro and
Franklin and Houston Keyes, born to Sue and her
husband Peter Keyes of Jackson, Mississippi.
Young mothers had a mighty load lifted with
Peggy in charge of the household and the meals.
As the eldest of the grandchildren became
teens, there was no shortage of entertainment on
the grounds. A tennis court, added in the early
1990’s, served as a launch pad for a seemingly
endless supply of fireworks, as well as a training
track for the growing herd of young bicycle riders,
which now included Bo’s children, Griffith and
Elizabeth Adams, along with Carly and Merrie
Luton, born to Peggy and her husband Ken Luton
of Nashville. Karin and her husband Greg Barro of
Shreveport added to the group a son Mikey. Alf’s
vegetable and flower garden ensured that there
was not only plenty of fresh produce for the table
but also field duty awaiting any youth who dared
complain of boredom.
Alf, draped in white from head to toe, occa
sionally thrilled gathered crowds with the specta
cle of honey collection from his ten buzzing bee
hives. Those who missed the sight were often
within earshot, which provided amusement as
well. And later the process of spinning and jarring
the cases and cases of honey gave an afternoon’s
diversion to many a restless teen. They turned out
plenty of locust, poplar and sourwood honey, and
there was always a jar for the departing guest.
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The story of Vallée Noire would be largely
untold without an attempt to capture in words the
unique character of Alf Adams. He is legendary
for his quick and boundless humor and much
beloved for his devotion to his family and his gen
erosity to the people of the Cumberland Plateau.
His grandchildren call him “Poppy” and look
forward to his witty letters (always handwritten,
never emailed) which arrive on birthdays and oth
er occasions. Sometimes Poppy, in an effort to
teach correspondence etiquette, will enclose a
selfaddressed, stamped envelope and a prewrit
ten, flattering response letter to himself, which
the student/grandchild need only sign and place
in the mailbox. Knowing that there is “a line for
every occasion,” Alf has amazing recall of every
funny joke or saying he’s ever heard and shares
them at a quick draw with family, friends and
strangers alike. He loves children and often reach
es to hold the babies of family, friends and, alas,
strangers alike.
One summer, Alf’s children arrived at Beer
sheba to discover a pile of refuse, old clothing,
weathered boots, bent wooden tennis racquets,
and the like on the table of the winter house. On
that pile was a note which read:
To my children and grandchildren :
Poppy is getting ready for the promised land.
Here is your inheritance.
Take your pick.
Take as many picks as you like.
Don’t leave them lying around for me
To pick up again.
/ Signed/Poppy
Alf is a fixture at the Grace Chapel in Beer
sheba Springs where each Sunday morning he
leads the congregation in Southern hymns and
shares an occasional cute story. Church
attendance is the only fee required of those who
spend time at Vallée Noire.
In the 1950s Alf built a raft to facilitate
swimming in the Collins River in the valley below
Beersheba. It has proven very popular and has
been rebuilt several times. Winter freshets would
sweep it away, so it has to be pulled high up on
the bank in the fall. Alf admonishes ablebodied

men whose families use the raft to help with the
spring launch into the frigid Collins and the win
ter dry docking, a dreaded rite of the seasons. Alf
enjoys history, poetry and building things with his
hands. He makes beautiful furniture in the well
equiped shop in his barn. He loves people and he
loves Beersheba. Alf’s vision and hard work here
have provided his children a “logs and chinking”
foundation. But his love for the ways of mountain
life have laid an even stronger foundation in their
hearts. A mighty inheritance, indeed.
Dinners at the big table at Vallée Noire were
rarely dull, especially when a bat or two arrived
uninvited through the open doors at dusk. Alf and
Bo would quickly put out the lights; children
would squeal and swat the air with delight, and
any visitor who might happen to have joined the
crowd would duck and hit the floor in horror. The
afterdinner tradition of table games loved by
Adamses throughout the generations continued
here. The episodes were competitive, everyman
forhimself situations releasing players of all ages
from constraints of decorum and dignity. It was
not at all unusual to hear adults shout more loud
ly than the children during a rollicking game of
blow the egg. Or to witness an uncle attempt to
pry a coveted utensil from the small fingers of his
niece at that critical splitsecond when spoons are
snatched from the table center. And almost no one
escaped the label of “cheater!” during a round of
the timehonored game, upjinks.
The “big House” as Vallée Noire is often
called, enjoyed a kitchen expansion in 1999. Two
years later came yet a third house, the
“guesthouse” with a development, yet unheard of
at Alf’s place – central heat and air. And a most
comfortable guesthouse it is.
Sadly, Peggy did not live to see these latest
improvements. Her passing in 1999 left a deep
void in the spirit of life at Vallée Noire and in the
lives of many family and friends on the mountain.
Her absence touched every aspect of the days and
nights. Alf sought comfort in the mountains he’d
known so well for so long, becoming then, a full
time resident of Beersheba Springs.
The grandchildren kept coming: Missy Barro
and then Katherine Adams. In 2004 Alf married
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Patricia Fleming of North Carolina who joined
him in full residence at Vallée Noire, tending to
the many duties in the homes and raising dogs
which keep both her and Alf company when the
crowds disappear. Alf occupies himself as a mem
ber of the Grundy County Rotary Club and
Grundy County Republican Executive Committee
and serves on the Election Commission. He con
tinues his furniture building in the workshop and
travels the South to watch his grandchildren play
football.
In 2005, Vallée Noire hosted the summer
wedding reception of Bo and his lovely bride,
Jennifer McPherson, of Nashville who brought
with her a daughter, Ellie Ford. Eighteen months
later came the 20th and presumably final grand
child of Alfred and Peggy Adams, born to Bo and
Jennifer, Alfred Thompson Adams IV, who will
carry a proud name into the next century of
Adamses.

The decades since Vallée Noire first came to
be have seen many changes in the family of Alf
Adams. Loved ones have gone; but others have
come. There have been changes in the place itself
taking it from a summer house, to an extended
home embracing the family not just through the
seasons of the year, but through the seasons of
their lives. New faces, new families have joined
the mountain community. But many things remain
as steady as the dependable chill of the water in
the Collins River below. The spirit itself remains, a
serenity which first drew our ancestors and will
beckon generations to come. That spirit is de
scribed by Alf himself, when he wrote in 1983,
“Here there is no fixed pace, no schedule, and
when we return to the city in the fall we miss the
voices of the crickets and the tree frogs who have
serenaded us to sleep each night at Vallée Noire.”
– Karin Adams Barro

Vallée Noire actually consists of three houses: the original (shown at the top of
this story), this one to the east, and a third house impossible to photograph
because of the screen of young hemlocks. All were built of logs to Alf's designs,
under his direct supervision and with a large input of his own labor.
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Dan and the Plumachers

In a village rich with remarkable personali
ties, Eugen and Olga Plumacher stand out as
among the most amazing. Somewhere around
1860, Eugen Hermann Plümacher graduated from
the German naval academy and was assigned as
the third officer on a vessel bound for India on a
diplomatic mission. On the return trip, after a few
days at sea, the captain died. Then the second
officer was swept overboard in a storm and lost.
So Plumacher, fresh from the naval academy, was
left in command. He brought the ship safely back
to Germany, was tumultuously acclaimed by the
crew and immediately promoted to captain, the
youngest captain in the German navy. On a
furlough, he went to Switzerland, where he heard
and fell in love with a singer, Olga Marie Pauline
Hünerwadel.
Olga had been born in Russia on May 27,
1839. Her father, Major Gottlieb Hünerwadel, was
a professional soldier who had served with
Napoleon in his invasion of Russia. Her mother,
Adelheid Hünerwadel (a distant cousin of her fa
ther), was from a branch of the Hünerwadel fami
ly that had a successful cotton textile business.
Two sons had died before Olga was born. In 1839,

Gottlieb had gone to St. Petersburg to establish a
linen factory. The enterprise was unsuccessful and
soon after her birth, the family returned to
Lenzburg in Switzerland, where her father was in
charge of the cadet corps. Olga was born, not in
St. Petersburg, but in Tsaritsyn, later Stalingrad
and now Volgograd. Olga's mother died in 1861,
and it was soon thereafter that Plümacher entered
her life.
Her father, however, imposed conditions on
the marriage. The captain had to leave the navy,
become a Swiss citizen, find a job in Switzerland,
and promise not to take Olga away from Switzer
land. Plümacher met the conditions, and he and
Olga were married on July 3, 1863. They lived in
SteinamRhein, where Olga's father lived. Within
a year, a son, Hermann, was born and four years
later, a daughter, Dagmar. After brief service in the
Swiss cavalry, Plümacher got a job in the Swiss
emigration office and was sent in about 1867 or
1868 to America to look for an appropriate place
for settlement. He traveled as far as California
and then, on his way back to Switzerland,
stopped in Washington to pay his respects to the
Secretary of State, Seward, and the President,
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Andrew Johnson. In his memoirs, Plümacher
writes:
On the very day of the impeachment [May
16] of President Johnson in 1868, when Wash
ington was in a blaze of excitement and
wildest rumors were floating about, I, accom
panied by Mr. John Hitz, Political Agent and
Consul General of the Swiss Republic, went to
the White House to pay my respects to the
president as I was about to return to Europe,
and wished to thank him for the kindness and
assistance with which he had favored me in my
official labors. On the same day we had previ
ously paid a parting visit to the great Secretary
of State, Mr. Seward, to whom I was indebted
for the interest he had kindly taken in me, so
from Mr. Seward’s we went direct to the presi
dential mansion. The Department of State in
those days was located in a most humble edi
fice, surrounded by ill kept, muddy streets
which were next to impassible in bad weather.
Upon arrival at the White House we were at
once ushered in and that day will never be for
gotten. In the president’s room was sitting on
the left General Arthur, at that time Collector
of the port of New York, and a most beautiful
lady, so perfectly handsome that I can sincerely
say that in the course of almost a worldwide
experience, I have seen but few such. The
president was enjoying a little lunch, standing,
and not withstanding the great issues of the
day, was as serene and unconcerned as though
nothing in particular was in progress. He lis
tened to all we had to say with great interest.
Mr. Hitz told him that I had visited most of the
States and had now concluded my labors, after
having found many suitable points for colo
nization.
When Mr. Johnson learned that I had
come to say good bye, he asked me if I had
seen his adopted state, Tennessee, and I
replied no. He expressed much regret that I
had not visited "one of the finest states in the
Union – the pearl of the United States in
climate, richness of soil and mineral wealth."
He further asked if it was absolutely necessary
that I return immediately to Europe and Mr.
Hitz replied in the negative.

"Well then," said the president, "I will con
sider it a personal favor if Captain Plumacher
will go to Tennessee before he definitely con
cludes his investigations and I will give him
recommendations to my friends. Nothing could
give me greater pleasure than to learn that Mr.
Plumacher has finally the same opinion of
Tennessee as myself."
I could not resist the persuasions of the
president, and shortly afterwards started south
well provided with excellent letters of intro
duction to the best people of Tennessee. How I
adopted the views of President Johnson has
been amply proven. I am a citizen of Tennessee
by my own choice and free will, and am proud
to be called a Tennesseean.
I love the state and its noble people and
do not regret my choice of a new country, al
though I left behind me in Europe a comfort
able home, fine position, and a promising pub
lic career. What I have done, I would do again
and am honestly proud to be a citizen of the
great beautiful Tennessee. For President
Andrew Johnson I have always preserved a
great admiration. A man, who, like him, amid
the hardest trials and struggles of public life,
can still find time to devote his mind to the
welfare of his State, is really a great man.
At about this time, he began simplifying his
name to Plumacher (instead of Plümacher) for
English speakers. On this visit to Tennessee he
made the acquaintance of John Armfield, and was
invited to Beersheba Springs. He was impressed
with the location and he thought that the area
across the gulf from Stone Door now known as
Gruetli would be a fine site for the new colony. He
made some preliminary arrangements, returned
to Switzerland, and promoted emigration to the
new colony. He returned with his family shortly
before the first group of immigrants arrived in
April of 1869. They had come soon enough to
clear land, build cabins, and get in a crop before
the winter. Plumacher was not able, however, to
swing the deals with the land owners to assign
the settlers to their 100acre plots. It is not clear
what went wrong, but it it seems probable that
Plumacher lacked the financial backing to buy the
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land in large tracts for sale in smaller, familyfarm
portions.
On June 6, in desperation, the settlers
telegraphed to Consul Hitz in Washington, who
asked Peter Staub, a successful Swiss businessman
in Knoxville, to help. Staub and Hitz met with the
colonists and largest land owners on July 4, and
worked out a draft agreement and a lower price –
50 cents instead of $1 an acre. Getting agreement
and firm contracts from all land owners took
longer, and it was not until August 16 that it was
possible to assign plots to settlers by a drawing of
numbers. Precise survey took a few weeks more,
so the settlers went into the first winter ill
prepared indeed. The resulting hardships were
blamed on Plumacher by the settlers. Apparently,
he had hoped to get the necessary capital from
the settlers themselves, but what he got was
insufficient and the greater financial resources of
Staub were necessary. All receipts issued by
Plumacher were counted by Staub at face value,
so there is no evidence of malfeasance on his part.
The land records of Grundy County show
plainly that Staub made no purchases or sales
before July of 1869 and that he bought the land
at 50 cents an acre and sold it for 50 cents an
acre. Allegations that he somehow profited from
the transactions – unfortunately repeated in the
first edition of this book – can be definitely
proven false.
It is also often alleged that Plumacher had
misled the settlers about the quality of the land.
What the advertising brochure said, however, was
“The soil quality of the high plateau and the
mountain ranges is stony, partly sandy, consisting
mostly of sandy loam underlain by clay.” Few
would dispute the accuracy of that statement.
Moreover, it was clear from the same brochure
that the settlement would be on the high plateau
and that the land was forested. According to J. B.
Killebrew, Secretary of the Tennessee Bureau of
Agriculture, unimproved land worth clearing and
farming in Tennessee cost $15 an acre in 1873. In
the same year, the Swiss settlers were writing
enthusiastically to the Commissioner of
Agriculture in Washington reporting yields well
above the state average – on land for which they

had paid 50 cents an acre. Plumacher's acumen as
a site selector seems to have been well vindicated.
And the Swiss knew the secret of their success:
cow manure from an agriculture that integrated
dairying and field cultivation.
The Plumachers built a house called Dan in
Beersheba in the northwest corner of the
intersection of the Backbone road and the road to
Altamont. It was a Ushaped structure with a two
story central section. The original burned and
Olga suspected arson by disgruntled settlers at the
Swiss Colony, but nothing was proven. The
insurance was in her name, so it had probably
been built with her money. It was then rebuilt in a
similar form. Years later, after Olga's death, when
major repairs were necessary, the central portion
and the north wing were torn down and only the
south wing retained.
Plumacher was not a farmer and divided his
time between Beersheba and Nashville, where he
taught German in the public schools for one
winter, 1870  1871, and was professor of
German, French, and other Modern Languages in
Cumberland University. In 1877, he took his
family to Washington to seek an American
consular position in one of the European
countries. Unsuccessful in realizing this ambition,
he accepted the position as United States Consul
to Maracaibo in Venezuela. He held this post for
thirtythree years until he was forced to give it up
because of increasing blindness and deafness. For
the sake of the children's education, Olga took
them back to Switzerland in 1878. Plumacher
contributed to his family's support by shipments
of coffee, which Olga sold.
The story of Eugen Plumacher's life has long
been known and repeated in Beersheba. The fact
that Olga had a remarkable career as a philoso
pher, writer, and confidant of one of the best
known German playwrights of the time has only
recently been discovered.
In January of 1879, there appeared in Mind,
a professional philosophical journal published by
Oxford University, an article entitled "Pessimism".
It was signed simply "O. Plumacher". Evidently,
the full identity of the author was a bit of a
mystery, for in a column entitled "Literary Notes,"
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The New York Times reported on February 14,
1879, a surprising discovery."The notable article
on "Pessimism" by O. Plumacher in the January
number of Mind, a voice out of the pessimistic
camp raised in defense of its leader, [Eduard von]
Hartmann, supposed to be the work of an English
writer under a nom de plume, is the production of
a GermanSwiss lady, Frau Olga Plumacher." The
Times did not mention that the GermanSwiss
lady had lived and doubtless written the article in
Beersheba Springs, Tennessee, where, without
any formal education in philosophy – or, indeed,
any university education of any kind – she had
acquired, read and mastered the voluminous
literature connected with the work of perhaps the
most prominent German philosopher of the mid
nineteenth century. Her subsequent three books
would surely have qualified a young German
scholar for a university professorship, but at that
time no woman was allowed to enroll in a
German university, much less to hold a
professorship.
A hundred years later, her grandson, Eugene
Bohr, living in her house in Beersheba Springs,
knew her name and where she was buried, but
had no idea that she had written three books and
published a number of articles. We owe her
"discovery" to Rolf Kieser, professor of German at
the State University of New York. Kieser was
working on Frank Wedekind, a major German
dramatist of the late nineteenth and early
twentieth century. In the Wedekind archives, he
found letters from Olga to Frank, who was the
son of one of her classmates and a classmate of
Olga's son Hermann. Kieser came to Beersheba
hoping to find Wedekind's letters to his
"philosophical aunt," as he called her in other
correspondence. He found nothing but came to
realize that Olga was absolutely phenomenal.
From her letters to Wedekind, from an interview
with her daughter published in the Sunday
magazine of the Nashville Tennesseean, from her
husband's memoirs and letters, and from her
publications, Kieser put together a brief biography
of this remarkable woman. This booklet, Olga
PlümacherHünerwadel: Eine gelehrte Frau des
neunzehnten Jahrhundert (Olga Plümacher
Hünerwadel: a learned Woman of the 19th Century)

(Lenzburg, Switzerland, 1990) is the main source
of this sketch, and page references are to it.
Following the sketch is a translation of a passage
from one of her letters to Wedekind.
About 1874, she became interested in the
philosophy of Eduard von Hartmann, and began
the study that enabled her to write the article for
Mind and her three books. After Olga and the
children, Hermann and Dagmar, returned to
Lenzburg, Switzerland, Hermann became good
friends with a classmate, Frank Wedekind, who
was the son of one of Olga's classmates. When,
after a few years, the family moved to Steinam
Rhein, there began a correspondence first
between Hermann and Frank, but then between
Olga and Frank. It continued until Olga's death,
long after Frank had become one of the best
known dramatists and poets of his day.
1879 saw the publication of Olga's article in
Mind and, in German, of "Die Philosophie des
Unbewussten und ihre Gegner" (The Philosophy of
the Unconscious and its Opponents) in Unsere Zeit,
(Leipzig) Vol. 15. Heft 5, 1879, pages 321 345.
There are indications of a third article from that
year on Christian marriage, but it has not been
precisely located. 1881 brought the publication of
her first book, Der Kampf um's Unbewusste (The
Fight over the Unconscious), (Berlin, C. Duncker's
Verlag, C. Heymans) A second edition was to
appear in 1890 with a chronological account of
the discussion up to that time. A second book,
Zwei Individualitäten der Schopenhauerschen
Schule (Two Individuals of Schopenhauer's School),
was published in Vienna in 1881 by Rosner
Verlag. Yet a third book, Der Pessimismus in
Vergangenheit und Gegenwart, Geschictliches und
Kritisches, (Pessimism Past and Present: a History
and Critique) (G. Weiss) appeared in 1884 with a
second edition in 1888. In 1879 through 1883,
there appeared in the Aargauischen Wochenblatt,
the weekly paper of the Aargau canton, three
unsigned articles about America which seem very
likely to have been written by Olga. Other articles
include "Telepathie oder Hallucinations
Übertragung?" in Sphinx, VII, 1892, vol 14. pp.
1524; "Hartmann's Pessimism" Sphinx, XIV, 79,
1892, pp. 268271; "Die theosophische
Weltanschauung und die 'Philosophie des
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Unbewussten'" Sphinx XIV, 80, 1892, pp. 291301.
In a very different vein was "Die Geschichte des
Weinbaus in Tennessee" ("The History of Wine
Production in Tennessee") in Ausland, 22 March
1884, vol. 59. An account of archaeological
discoveries in which Hermann may have been
involved appeared in "Pfahlbauten am Rhein"
(Pile Dwellings on the Rhein) in Das Ausland, vol.
58, 1885.
In the spring of 1886, Hermann, Olga's son,
was found to have tuberculosis. She felt that the
clean air of the Cumberland mountains would
help him, and she and her children came back to
America during the summer. Eugen Plumacher
met them in New York and accompanied them to
Beersheba Springs. But Hermann grew steadily
more ill and died December 8. The following
winter, Olga and her daughter Dagmar visited
Plumacher in Maracaibo for several months. In his
memoirs, Plumacher writes,"since the ladies of my
household feel completely at home in the saddle,
they made many excursions into the surroundings
of the city and its suburbs." But Olga and Dagmar
returned to Beersheba.
Olga turned to writing for the German
theosophical magazine Sphinx. There were
articles about the Salem witchcraft trials, about
dowsing for water, about "practical metaphysics in
America," and about Mary Baker Eddy and
Christian Science. Perhaps most remarkable is a
paper on suggestions for psychological experi
ments for understanding mediumism. It was read
before a meeting of the Psychological Society in
Munich on January 1888. In 1893, she wrote for
Sphinx a review of Wedekind's Spring's
Awakening. It was both favorable and perceptive.
Olga died rather suddenly and without a
clear diagnosis. Trouble began after moving a
piece of heavy furniture. She was taken to
Chattanooga to the clinic of a Dr. Berlin. He
telegraphed to Plumacher in Maracaibo for
permission to operate, but gave no diagnosis. The
combination of pain, fever, and the request for
permission to operate may suggest that the doctor
suspected appendicitis. She died on an undeter
mined date around June 15, 1895, and was

buried in the Armfield cemetery in Beersheba
Springs. She was 56 at her death. The power of
her pen is easily seen in an extract from a private
letter to Wedekind. It is given below as “A Rent in
the Veil of Maya”.
Olga's own writings are not the best
introduction to the work of Eduard von
Hartmann, the philosophy she championed.
Unfortunately for us, she states simply that she
presumes that the reader is wellacquainted with
Hartmann's work; she will deal with the criticisms
of it. Nor is it easy to find a good summary in
English, so, for those who would like to know the
essence of the thinking of this extraordinary
Beersheba lady, a free translation of a German
summary is given below.
Dagmar, the daughter of Eugen and Olga,
married Fred Bohr and lived in Dan. Her son,
Eugene Bohr continued to live in Dan and was for
some time Beersheba's eldest citizen. Before Rolf
Kieser visited Beersheba, however, he had no idea
that his grandmother had ever written anything.
It is pretty clear that Dagmar idolized her
glamorous father and had no understanding for
her scholarly mother and simply threw out her
library and writings. Eugen came back to
Beersheba once after Olga's death and complained
in a letter to Morton B. Howell that he found
nothing. Fred Bohr was Catholic, and Dagmar
adopted that faith. She may have regarded her
mother as a heretic.
Eugene Bohr's son John Bohr and his wife,
Frances, moved back to Dan after retirement from
TVA and have fixed up the place beautifully and
added a spacious kitchen. Their children are
taking an interest in their greatgreat
grandparents.
Olga and her son, Hermann, are buried in the
Armfield cemetery; Eugen is buried in
Washington.
E. H. Plumacher's memoirs have been
published in Spanish translation, and George
Quintero, the present U. S. Consul in Maracaibo,
has taken a great interest in Plumacher and hopes
to bring out an English edition.
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A Rent in the Veil of Maya
Olga Plumacher
from a letter to Frank Wedekind, 1884 June 30
I had studied diligently during the day and
now lay in bed tired but happy, happy from the
negative results of thinking over the thoughts of
thinkers both old and new. Stillness was around
me; it was also still within me, as if I were alone
in this world, as if I were pure spirit. The night
light burned with a small flame. My eyes hung,
tired of seeing, on the gray carpet on my wall.
There, in the corner – I had never noticed it be
fore – was a narrow stripe in the weaving that did
not seem to belong there. My eyes fixed on it;
how strange that I had not seen it before. Was it
just an error in the warp? Heavens no! That was
a rent in the veil of maya.
There arose a sound, first like the tone of a
distant organ, then swelling up stronger and
stronger, a seventh cord sounded by a thousand
trombones – and it came from the center of my
heart. The tear in the veil of maya became wider;
blinding light streamed from it; and from the light
stepped forward an airy figure. And this figure
was – me! Those were my features but yet again it
was not the aging figure of soandso many feet
and inches, as one reads in the passport. And the
garment was not the swallowblack coat that a
witty friend called my cloak of Diogenes. This was
a light being over whom measure had no power.
And in her hand she held a mirror that
shimmered like a diamond with a thousand
facets.
I pulled myself together and asked, "Who are
you?" And the figure answered, "I am the spirit of
logical consistency [Konsequenz]. I am what is
inwardly feared and outwardly despised. I am
what you have always sought and never wished to
find, what you have torn up but yet implored. I
am the sophic I."But why dost thou bear my fea
tures?" I stammered, astonished by this unexpect
ed visit."Oh stupid question," laughed the spirit, "I

bear the the face of "thee" and of "him" and of
"her" and of "them" and of "you". Look into the
mirror. Am I still you? Art thou still me? " And the
specter thrust the mirror in front of me. A storm
arose in my senses, and a stream of visions went
over me in a thousand forms. Only one thing
remained constant: the longing that like a rushing
seventh chord seemed to stream to my heart.
Then the mirror sank, and I found the breath
to ask, "Who are the longing figures?" And the an
swer sounded back to me,"They are what are
called the 'beloved next. ' And what they are – ask
your Wisdom! You have it on a string: Time and
Space are only forms of our perception and are
principia individuationis and the law of causality
reigns only in realm of thought, reigns only there.
What follows from that? Illusion are the many;
"you" and "he" are deception. They are only pic
tures borne by your love, chained by your hatred.
Does it not suit you? You shudder, how? And have
you not already today proudly rocked yourself –
like a spider – in the web of subjectivity?"
I forcefully pulled myself together and cried,
"All right, I'll agree – and yet, who am I as I know
myself through pleasure and through pain, and
now in fear before you – who art thou accursed
specter? Then – like a cloud seized by a storm
wind so that it both changes and is yet the same –
so the lines of the specter swayed back and forth
and spoke, "You are not what you seem to be; you
seem to be what you are not. As Being you are
only Seeming. You Seem through me alone; and
through your seeming, I am: a Being that
seems."And behind you, and behind me, you false
You, you false I" – so I cried out – what creates the
appearance of being? "Humbug as World
Principle," grinned the specter at me. And I. ..
awoke!
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Philosophy of the Unconscious
Freely translated from Rudolf Steiner, Die Rätsel der Philosophie (Riddles of Philosophy)
When Eduard von Hartmann wrote his Phi
losophy of the Unconscious (1869), he was less
concerned to present a world view consistent with
modern science than to refine the idealist system
developed in the first half of the nineteenth centu
ry, eliminate some contradictions, lift it to a higher
level, and develop it in many directions. There
seemed to him to be kernels of truth in Hegel,
Schelling, and Schopenhauer that only needed to
be ripened. He thought along the following lines.
We cannot be satisfied with the mere obser
vation of facts and events if we would truly know
the things and processes of the world. We must
advance from facts to ideas. But the fact that it is
possible to do so means there must be something in
the facts, in the world, that corresponds to our
conscious ideas. But what it is that corresponds to
our ideas cannot be conscious ideas, for a brain is
necessary for consciousness. Without a brain, there
is no consciousness. (Steiner would probably not
agree with this statement; he is only summarizing
von Hartmann.) We must therefore suppose that
our conscious ideas correspond to an unconscious
ideal in reality. Like Hegel, Hartmann considered
that it was the Idea in things that was real, not the
sensibly perceptible.
But the idea content of things, by itself, could
never bring about events in the external world. The
idea of one billiard ball could never collide with the
idea of another. The idea of table cannot make an
impression on the human eye. To bring about
events in the material world there must be, besides
the idea, a force. The force that we know directly,
that through us transforms our ideas into events in
the world, we call our will. Hartmann therefore
followed Schopenhauer in calling this primal force
Will. But here again we cannot speak of a conscious
Will. It must also be unconscious. Outside of us,
therefore, there reigns in things an unconscious
Will which enables the unconscious ideas to
express themselves in the existence of things of the
world. Thus, the Idea and the Will content of the
world together form its unconscious foundation.
They are the World Principles. Together Hartmann
calls them "The Unconscious."

From its idea content, the world reveals a
logical structure, but its existence it owes to illogi
cal, irrational Will. When the Will escapes the
control of the Idea, the result is pain, the pain that
torments all beings. Hartmann carefully weighed
the amount of pain versus the amount of pleasure
in the world, and concluded that any objective
evaluation would show that there was vastly more
pain. Therefore, nonexistence is preferable to
existence. But nonexistence can only be obtained
when the logical, rational Ideas destroy the Will,
existence. Therefore Hartmann sees the world
process as the gradual destruction of the illogical
Will element by the Idea element. For mankind, the
highest ideal is therefore to cooperate in the
overcoming of the Will element. All cultural
progress must therefore strive to finally bring about
this overcoming. One is therefore morally good
who takes part in this cultural progress, who
demands nothing for himself, but devotes himself
selflessly to the great work of freeing the world
from existence. He will doubtless do this if he
recognizes that pain always outweighs pleasure,
and happiness is therefore impossible. Only one
can act in an egoistic manner and strive for
happiness who supposes that happiness is possible.
The pessimistic world view is the best medicine
against egoism. Only by absorption into the world
process can the individual find his own health. The
true pessimist is led to unselfish action.
What one consciously accomplishes is only
bringing the unconscious into consciousness. Conscious
human cooperation in cultural progress corresponds to
the unconscious total process that consists in the
progressive freeing of the primal being of the world
from Will. The beginning of the world must also serve
this end. The primal being must have created the world
in order gradually, with the help of ideas, to free himself
from Will."The real existence is the incarnation of the
divinity; the world process is the passion story of the
god become flesh, and at the same time the way to
salvation of the one crucified in the flesh. Morality is
cooperation in the shortening of the suffering of the way
to salvation." (Hartmann, Phänomenologie des
sittlichen Bewußtseins, 1879, p. 871)
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Hill Family Reminiscences
Two of the first settlers in Warren County
were Isaac Hill (1745 – 1825) and his son Henry
J. A. Hill (1774  ?). The oldest of Henry's sons,
Erven Hill (1796 – 1836), was the ancestor of the
Hill family in Beersheba Springs. His younger
brother Hugh Lawson White Hill (1810  1892)
was elected to the Tennessee Legislature in 1837,
1839, 1841 and to Congress in 1848 and the
Tennessee Constitutional Convention in 1870.
Both brothers are buried in the Hill cemetery on
Hill Creek Road that turns off of TN 56 to the east
in Irving College.
Erven's greatgrandson Benjamin Jefferson
Hill (1878 1953) – named doubtless for the
distinguished Confederate general of the same
name born in McMinnville – seems to have been
the first Hill to come to Beersheba. He bought
1000 acres for $1000 in 1906. In most ways he
was a fine, hardworking citizen. But to him, a
man's worth was measured by the land he owned.
Shortly before World War II, the electric lines
were being extended from Altamont to Beersheba.
The best route lay over land which he owned. He
was sure that all the talk about easements was
just a scheme to get people's land away from
them, and he would have none of it. His refusal to
cooperate delayed the arrival of power and forced
a more expense route to be taken. When the big
day came, and the lights were turned on, they
stayed on a few minutes and then went off. Ben
was ecstatic. “See, I told you!” he said to anyone
who would listen. But then the lights came back
on and stayed on, and he was pretty crestfallen.
Even after the war, the cooperative refused to
connect his house. Dennis Brown had to lobby
the cooperative to let Ben's wife get electricity.
In 2009 and 2010, two of Ben Hill's
grandsons spoke to the Historical Society. Marcus
Hill told of growing up in the Depression, when
the economic hard times led him to join the Navy
even though he was not legally old enough. He
had a successful career in it and in business in Key
West before retiring to Beersheba.

Marcus Hill
Don, a decade younger, told of going to
Nashville when his father was working at the
Vultee plant. Then, when his father was drafted,
the family returned to Beersheba to live in a
house which, for reasons explained above, had no
electricity even though the neighbors did. He told
beautifully of his mother's musical ability and of
her spending a week's wages to buy for him a
used Sears guitar when he was about ten. He
taught himself to play it and went on from the
guitar to the violin and other instruments. The
family formed a musical group and played for
various events and on WMMT in McMinnville.
Don served in the Army, went to Germany, and
developed a drinking problem that it took him
years to overcome. He tells the story of his life
beautifully in a book, Almost But Not Quite
Hardly, published by him in 2007. It is available at
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his store on the south side of TN 56 next to his
market, now run by his son. It is available also on
a CD with him reading it. His presentation to the
Historical Society was repeated a few days later

for video recording. A DVD of it is also available
from him or the Historical Society.
The brief sample from the book given below
illustrates Don's gift as a story teller.

We Almost Had a Fish Fry, but Not Quite Hardly
A Boyhood Recollection of Charles Donald “Big Don” Hill
When I was about ten years old, my great
greatuncle Tom Walker and I went fishing. Uncle
Tom lived about a block from us. He was my
grandfather Walker's brother. He must have been
75 years old in 1949. He spent a lot of time with
us, and I had come to love Uncle Tom very much.
We planned our trip but left out some little things
like food. We rode with my Uncle J. B. Hill, the
mailman, to Altamont at about 7:00 a. m. From
the Altamont Post Office, we walked about two
miles to the Blue Hole and fished on the south
side, the right bank, of the stream. We caught
nothing, so we decided to cross the stream and
fish from the other bank.
The recent rains had the water very swift so
we crossed above the Blue Hole where the creek
was about kneedeep but very swift. We pulled off
our shoes, and Uncle Tom threw one of his across
to a big rock that had a steep, elevated surface.
The shoe rolled down into the creek, and the swift
water carried it away quickly. Uncle Tom just
threw the other one in out of disgust. I took mine
across and put them back on, and we fished for a
couple of more hours on the north side of the
stream. As lunchtime passed without food, Uncle
Tom's shoes gone, and only about two or three
very small fish, we decided to go home. The prob
lem was, home was about five miles away, even
through the old dirt roads, and Uncle Tom had no
shoes. I decided out of love and respect to loan
him mine, which were a little large for him. The
area from the creek to the top of the hill and the
old road was covered with holly leaves. I had to
walk through the leaves with those sharp stickers
piercing my bare feet. If you've never tried this,
don't. I tried to walk without touching the ground
but found this was impossible. Finally, we reached
the old dirt road that would lead us home. Uncle
Tom had some Phillip Morris cigarettes and was

Don Hill telling about his mother buying him a
guitar and his learning to play "Old Black Joe".
very generous with me.
We finally staggered in home about 2:30 p.
m. starved. My mother had macaroni and cheese
cooked. We left our little fish on the front porch
while we ate our fill. How wonderful food is when
you're hungry. Uncle Tom gave me my shoes and
said he would walk home barefooted. I told him
to take the little fish, that there might be enough
for him for a meal. We needed the Lord's blessing
on those fish but failed to ask for it. When we
opened the door to the porch, there lay the skele
tons of the fish still on the little stick we carried
them with. And there was our old cat cleaning up
after a good meal. We had a good laugh, and I
still treasure that fishing trip with Uncle Tom as
one of my greatest boyhood experiences. We al
most had a fish fry, but not quite hardly.
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In1893, Albert and Clara Schoffter gave half acre of land being for a church free for all and every
denomination to worship in. Grace McKeage, who had come to Beersheba from Clarksville for
several years, had Grace Chapel built. Its name honors her. In 1898 she borrowed $274.19 from
T. B. Northcut to finish the church. The note was repaid in 1908. It is now a Methodist church.

Grace Baptist Church
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The Stewart Cottage

My grandmother, Sue Howell Adams, bought
the White House in 1924 for her children's
grandchildren. As the families expanded, there
was less and less time available at the While
House, so my brother John Adams, and my sisters
Rosalie Adams Avent (now Crispin) and Mary
Adams Wiley, and I decided that we needed to
build houses of our own, as our brother Alfred
Adams had already done. Mary and I, by the way,
have something special in common besides par
ents and family: we were both married in the
chapel of the Methodist Assembly in Beersheba, I
to Jack Stewart in 1948 (before Mary was born)
and she to Andrew Wiley in 1978.
The four of us went together to purchase
property at the end of the Backbone Road which
had been owned by the Gus Brown family. We
divided it into four lots plus a central area where

we later built a tennis court and have space for
gardening of vegetables, flowers, fruit trees, and
berry bushes. Our house, on the east side of
Backbone Road, was started in1978 and
completed two years later. The old, handhewn
poplar logs came from a house in Laager, about
17 miles away. It was believed to have been built
about 1820. These wellpreserved logs were
marked prior to disassembly, and some of the
marks are still visible. The logs and the fireplace
stones were moved to the Backbone site, where
the house was reconstructed by all the Stewarts –
Jack, Karin, Jean, John, and Alfred – with the
help of several local craftsmen, in particular Elmo
Whitman, Donald Boyd, and Ples King. This huge
undertaking required many weekend trips from
Birmingham, Nashville, and Lynchburg, Virginia,
where members of the family were living at that
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time. My brother Ben Adams helped us design the
house and brother Alfred Adams secured large
timbers from the old Paramount Theater in
Nashville that we used for our floor joists. The
walnut railings and posts came from the
McGavock building in Nashville. The building of
this house was truly a family affair. The fact that
both of my brothers had built their own log
houses previously made their help especially
valuable to us in building ours.
There have been a number of additions to the
house since we first moved in. A room was added
to the kitchen, and the porches were enlarged and
extended across the entire back of the house. Our
view of the Collins valley and the Cumberland
Plateau is extensive and looks up Savage Gulf.
The porch is a wonderful gathering place. One of
the especially fun times was when the Will Ralphs
shared their guest, singersongwriter Amy Grant,
with us. To our delight she gave a spur of the

moment concert on our back porch. We quickly
gathered friends and neighbors to hear her play
and sing.
It is fun to have brother John and Carol
Adams and sister Rosalie and John Crispin just
across the street. It's almost like being back at the
White House, only better.
Building this house together has been a
wonderful experience for our family; lots of hard
physical labor but so much satisfaction and
pleasure. It is where we continue to gather in
groups large and small to visit, eat, and sing –
even some of the old songs sung by cousin Mort
Howell and the AllWorld quartet back in the
1940s and '50s. Where else can you so pleasantly
and casually be with brothers and sisters and
cousins and your friends and their friends new
and old?
– Karin Adams Stewart

A winter view of the valley side of the Stewart cottage showing the long porches.
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Indian Spring Cottage

John and Carol Adams purchased 12 acres on
Backbone Road with John’s three sisters (Karin,
Rosalie, and Mary) in 1973. The land was
subdivided between them, and 12 years later
John and Carol had cleared the building site and
poured the foundation on their 3 acre portion. In
1988, the house was framed and roofed by
Mennonite carpenters; and the interior was
completed by John and Carol in 1991. The three
story cabin has a Dutchgambrel style roof and
boardandbatten siding that was milled from
local, inchthick yellow poplar planks. The wrap
around decks provide more square footage than
the main living area. From the westfacing deck,
one is treated to a beautiful sunset most evenings
and the twinkling lights of Irving College at night.
John and Carol, together with their children

Jill, Phillips, Carolyn and husband Jack, and
grandchildren Carlen and Adam, have enjoyed
many summers and even a few Christmases at the
cabin. The house is cool and shady in the summer
and warm and cozy in the winter. Grandchildren
Adam and Carlen are part of the 6th generation of
Howell and Adams descendants to enjoy time at
Beersheba.
Indian Spring, located on the northwest
corner of the property, is one of the several
“Beersheba Springs” that give this community its
name. The spring is located 250 feet from the
road down a wellworn path. The ironlaced
water trickles through stacked rock into a
sandstone bowl carved by Indians in the 19th
century.
Carolyn Adams Long
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Backbone Inn

Our log cabin, the most northerly on the
Backbone, faces west and was built originally
from three separate structures. One log house and
a log barn were bought from Sherman Barnes
whose property was near the old Walker farm in
the Tarlton Valley. These logs, some handhewn
and some sawed, dated from the 1860s to the
1880s. Other logs came from a house in Altamont
probably built in the 1850s and perhaps one of
the oldest in the settlement. Although it passed
through several ownerships, it is chiefly identified
with John Scruggs, a Grundy County Clerk, and
his wife.
We have kept intact two original inside
boards from the Scruggs house which were pa
pered with The Nashville Sun dated February 14,
1897. This was a year before the birth of my
father, Chancellor Alfred Thompson Adams, and
the paper advertised turnip greens for 5 cents a
serving!
The property for our cabin was located by my
brother, Alfred Adams, Jr., and purchased by us in
1972. It was designed by my brother, Ben Adams,
and built by Curtis Yoder, a Mennonite, who lived
in Altamont. In the early 1970s my mother, Karin
Hughes Adams, traveled door to door in the

Mennonite community looking for someone to
construct a cabin on our family’s property
surrounding the White House. Answering her call
to build a new cabin from old logs, Curtis
volunteered to take on this new challenge.
In the fall of 1978 Curtis Yoder began
construction on Backbone Inn using the chestnut,
poplar, sassafras and pine logs from the old
structures moved to our property. Also he
negotiated with seven farmers to collect old
poplar boards from barns and pens in exchange
for new boards from the saw mill. With a rustic
feel both inside and out, our house was completed
in the following summer. In 1989, Curtis and his
friend, Joe Fontana, used rough cut boards,
bought from Mr. J. B. Hill, to craft two additional
bedrooms and baths.
On April 20, 2000, an electrical fire destroyed
the kitchen, the floors of the living room, the loft
and the roof. The rest of the house was saved by
fifteen men from the Beersheba Volunteer Fire
Department who arrived in ten minutes, alerted
by our neighbor Ken Hamel, and put out the fire
in less than half an hour. Donald Boyd led that
team. How grateful we are to all of them! Only
sand blasting was required to clean the old logs.
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By late July, the house was restored with a new
kitchen, new pine floors, and a new metal roof.
We are especially grateful to Dean and Hubert
Fincher who have helped us take care of BBI
through the years.
During the past thirty years friends have
visited our mountain home and written in the
guest book about treasuring time in a place that
restores them. On May 14, 1995, John Crispin
and I were married on the big rock in front of BBI
surrounded by our daughters, Melissa Crispin,
Mary, Emily, our dog Dasein and other family and
friends. My sister and brotherinlaw, Karin and
Jack Stewart, hosted a luncheon feast on their
back porch to celebrate this happy event.

gathering place for family ̶ our children and
grandchildren including Emily Avent with
daughters Gabrielle, May and Sophia and Mary
Avent Mezera, her husband Joe, and sons Joey
and Garrett as well as my sister Mary Adams, her
husband Andy Wiley, and children Adam, William,
and Sarah. Our grandchildren love to run through
the woods to visit my brother and sisterinlaw,
John and Carol Adams to welcome them warmly,
then fly upstairs to play in the closet where the
toys are. Many dinners filled with the laughter of
extended family and friends have graced the
broad porch with beautiful views of sunsets,
Gross’ Cove and, on clear days, seven mountain
tops of the Cumberland Plateau.
– Rosalie Adams Crispin

In the summers, Backbone Inn has been the

The Indian Spring of chalybeate water. The path to it goes down the west side of
the backbone on the south side of the Indian Spring Cottage property.
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Growing Up in Beersheba in the '50s and '60s
Ralph E. Thompson
I was a postwar baby born in 1947 to Elmer
and Isabel Scruggs Thompson. Even in my youth,
I was captivated by the history of the area. On my
maternal side were the von Rohrs from
Switzerland and the Scruggs, a Grundy County
“First Family” with a patriotic link back to a cold
winter spent at Valley Forge with General Wash
ington. On my paternal side was Grandpa John
Thompson who operated a blacksmith shop be
side the old Stage Road in Tarlton, and of course,
there was my greatgreatgrandfather Tommy
Thompson, an early 1800’s “mountain man.”
Shortly after I was born, my dad built our home
on land purchased from the Tate Family. The
property is on Grassy Ridge Road between Fahery
Road and Stone Door Road and includes the “liv
ery stable lot” from the Armfield period. The
Nathan Bracken home was next door, just to the
west. Early on, we sold milk to the Hunerwadels
and the Coppingers.
Beersheba of the 1950’s was poor financially
but rich in other ways. Many men, including my
father, went north to find work. In fact, I entered
school at McComb Elementary in Detroit, Michi
gan, only to return midyear to the Panhandle
School with Mrs. Mable Tate as my teacher. While
some families had more than others, the differ
ence was never so great as to break the bond that
has always held us “mountain people” together.
Looking back some sixty years later, I appreciate
even more how the entire community focused on
the simple pleasures of enjoying fellowship with
their neighbors and basking in the glory of the
mountains. As children, everyone was equal, and
we all played together with exuberant enthusi
asm.
My parents both had a strong work ethic that
they were determined to pass along to me. Child
hood was a mixture of work and play. The first
chore that I remember in detail was keeping the
wood box by the back door full. That meant tak
ing my Red Flyer wagon to the woodpile, then

loading and delivering the wood to the box by the
kitchen door. By the time I was six, I had
graduated to gardening tasks. After chopping
down several of my parents' most valued plants
and complaining endlessly, my job became one of
shelling baskets of peas or snapping string beans.
To this day I have no taste for green beans.
Over time, I graduated from gardening to
farming and later to helping Dad in construction.
By the age of ten, my legs were long enough to
reach the pedals on our Ferguson 30 farm tractor.
The family owned a large field in Gross’ Cove in
the Tarlton Valley and for several years I prepared
the field for planting and then cultivated the corn
as it grew. Somewhere around the age of twelve it
was decided that I’d never be able to drive a nail
without bending it, so training for electrical and
plumbing work began. I’m forever grateful to my
uncle, George Thompson, for his tutelage and
patience. Not only was the work satisfying, but it
served me well in paying for about one third of
my college expenses.
In terms of community, the stores in Beershe
ba were always the center of activity for young
and old alike. Some of my earliest recollections
are of going to Henry Myers’ store on Saturday
nights. Henry operated a very small store on
Highway 56, less than one half mile west of Grace
Chapel toward Altamont. While the adults talked,
Henry would open a can of Vienna sausages for
the two of us to eat while he drew cartoon charac
ters on butcher paper. From about the same time,
I recall going to Brown’s Store, on the site of the
current Beersheba Market, with my parents while
they used the community telephone to call my
aunt in Detroit.
However, when it comes to memories and
community social life, nothing can compare to
Mitchell Hobbs’ small store which was then locat
ed on Highway 56 in front of the Black Cottage.
This store was once operated by Claude Cop
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pinger and had served as the Beersheba Springs
Post Office. In addition to listening to hours of
political discussions, weather forecasts and
generally tall tales, it was there that I learned to
play Rook while sitting on an upturned Coke
bottle case in front of a potbellied stove. And
given the fact that Grundy County had the last
fivecent Cokes in the nation, there was no
shortage of seats. During the summer months,
children played hideandseek nearby while the
adults filled the store porch and overflowed into
the parking area. A visit to the store was a nightly
ritual for many men of the community.

Hillis, and others. The cold seemed to worry our
mothers more than it did us; after all, we were
numb. Beersheba Mountain had great potential
for sledding but the highway department was usu
ally too quick to apply salt to the roadway.

Play in Beersheba for a kid can be best de
scribed as unrestrained. There were generally two
limitations: “be home by supper” and “tell us
which direction you are going,” – the latter being
loosely defined in terms such as I’m going “to
wards the Stone Door,” “toward the Post Office”
(meaning uptown) or “toward the Hotel” (where
my father did construction in the winter months).
I started out playing under the apple tree at
home, building roads in the dirt and playing with
a collection of small vehicles. As I grew, I gradu
ated to a bicycle, and it widened my circle of trav
el and the speed with which distances could be
traversed. Not only did it mean fun, it also meant
profit through home delivery of the weekly Grit
newspaper. This provided much needed cash in
my pocket for those fivecent Cokes. But bikes
were for fun with the ultimate bicycle thrill being
to ride down the mountain without touching the
brakes or handlebars. There I learned of the con
cept of terminal velocity long before it was pre
sented to me in a college physic class. No one at
tained the same level of acclaim as Gary Brown
after he descended the mountain on a bicycle
without a chain as proof that brakes were unnec
essary for the skilled rider. The ride back up was
usually accomplished by holding onto a slow mov
ing truck.
Perhaps the most memorable activity was the
two or three winters in which we had heavy
snowfall and ice. Several of us obtained classic
Flexible Flyer sleds and then turned the Grassy
Ridge hill into polished ice. Hour upon hour was
spent racing, wrecking, and just generally having
fun with Sanford McGee, Buddy Rogers, Gerald

Summer months were for bike riding and
swimming. While many of the “Summer Kids” had
access to the river at John Walker’s farm in the
valley, we used the Tarlton swimming hole located
behind the school and church. Low water flow
generally restricted our swimming to June and
July. Another summer activity for me was
collecting arrowheads. Our farm, located where
the Backbone Road descended to the valley in
Gross’ Cove, included an Indian burial mound.
After a good summer rain, I would walk the
plowed cornfield looking for arrowheads that had
been carried to the surface.
In my preteen years, Dad had introduced me
to the woods and hunting. At about the age of
twelve, he gave me a single shot, 22 caliber, target
rifle that I still have and will pass on to my son. In
my early teens, my cousin, David Rubley, and my
friend, Sanford McGee, joined me in camping on
T’other Mountain. We would borrow Dad’s
pickup, (never mind I was too young to obtain a
license) load up on Cokes, Vienna sausages, and
porkandbeans and head to either the Coppinger
Place or the Watson Place to camp from Friday
night to Sunday. The Coppinger Place is the site of
the current Hobbs Cabin in the Savage Gulf State
Park; the Watson Place was later destroyed, and
the land was taken over by the timber companies.
In all our years of camping, I do not recall a single
successful hunt. We were campers and lovers of
the outdoors, not the hunters that our fathers had
been.
Before concluding, I am compelled to men
tion a friend and a man I so admired. While Beer
sheba has had many good men over the years,
Uncle Elija King ranks high on my list. He was a
good and gentle man with a sense of humor well
hidden within a dry wit. He was respected as a
hard worker. At one point he and his family lived
on T’other Mountain and he walked each day to
Beersheba to work at a saw mill. Departing before
daybreak carrying a lantern, he would hide the
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lantern as dawn broke only to retrieve the lantern
at dusk to light his way home. Uncle Elija
understood “signs”, he knew when to plant and
when to harvest. Once we were digging a ditch at
the hotel to install a pipe when Uncle Elija
confided in me that the “signs” were not right and
we would not have enough dirt to refill the
trench. He was correct; we had to haul dirt to
bring the soil up to grade!
Growing up I attended the Panhandle, Beer
sheba, and Altamont Elementary Schools then

graduated from Grundy County High School in
1965. I went on to earn an engineering degree
from Tennessee Tech in 1969. Following college, I
was fortunate enough to hold various engineering
and management positions with ALCOA Alu
minum, and Union Carbide Nuclear before joining
TVA’s nuclear power program, from which I had to
retire early in 1995 for health reasons. Regardless
of the roads traveled over these years, strong
bonds remained, holding me to my beloved Beer
sheba!

The Green Pasture Barn, probably the largest barn on the Cumberland Plateau. It was built as a
barn for beef cattle by J. B. Hill and his son Hugh Gerald about 1960. Shortly after the auction of
J.B.'s estate in 2006, it was acquired, restored and converted for use for barn dances and other
community events by Howell Adams.
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The Knight Family at Beersheba

Lavander and Mary Hobbs Knight and their children. Left to right, Vernice, Lavander, George, Alex,
Albert Conry, Mary, and Osha. Picture from about 1900.
The first Knight in the Beersheba area was
William, born around 1805. He married Martha
Savage, born 1809, daughter of Sterling and
Martha Pope Savage. The Sterling Savage place,
by the way, was not in Savage Gulf but near the
Savage Gulf Ranger Station on the other side of
what is now TN 399, at the end of Stocker Road.
The family gave its name to a small creek that
flows through the property. As the creek runs
down the mountain, it creates Savage Gulf.
Confusion about land titles in this area made it
impossible to lumber there, so virgin forest
survived and was a primary reason for creating
the Savage Gulf State Natural Area in 1973. The
Natural Area, however, is much larger than
Savage Gulf proper.
William and Martha Savage Knight had four

children. The eldest, and ancestor of the Knights
in this account, was Dolphin, who married Sara
Jane O'Rear. Sara had also grown up in this area,
and family legend recalls that they lived in a
house with a thatched roof. One day a bear got on
the roof and fell through. Frightened and angry, it
reared up, mouth wide open to charge Sara's
mother. But she grabbed a burning pineknot
torch and rammed it into the bear's mouth, and it
fled. The youngest of the nine children of Dolphin
and Sara Jane was Lavander.
Lavander married Mary Hobbs, and they had
eight children. The eldest was Alex, who married
Annie Hobbs and lived in the Hobbs cabin in the
valley now in the Natural Area. The cabin had
pine floors which Annie, a very small woman, and
her mother regularly scrubbed with the rounded
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stones of the creek bed. The boards of the floor
were silky smooth and glistening. Annie was a
good friend of Louise Howell Almon and her sister
Isabel Howell. They would make a point of
visiting Annie each summer and took along
Louise's son Clopper. Once they were greeted by a
12foot rattlesnake lying on the front porch –
dead. He had made the mistake of getting into
Annie's hen house. Since Alex was off at work,
Annie cut a sapling and killed the snake. She did
admit that it was unusually large.
The third child of Lavander and Mary was
Albert Conry Knight (1894  1985). When he was
about 15 or 16, by himself he drove an oxdrawn
wagon to Georgia to pick up his uncle Warren and
bring him and his family back to Coalmont.

flourished.
By 1934, several families, including that of
Albert Conry's brother George William, were
living in the Gulf. They needed one more child to
get a school, so at the age of four Albert Hugh
was drafted to go to school. During a recess, he
climbed a tree and began hooting like an owl.
When it was time to go back inside, the teacher
called to him, “Come on down, Hooty.” The name
stuck, and for the rest of his life he has been
Hooty.

Albert Conry and Bernice Miller were married
on Christmas day, 1919 and spent their first night
in the Decatur Savage house in the Gulf. (It has
recently been fixed up with a new roof and
chinking by the State. See picture below.) For a
while they lived in Coalmont, then moved to the
Grassy Ridge area of Beersheba, where in a log
house known as George Green's place, a son,
Albert Hugh was born in 1930. A short time later,
the family moved into the valley where the Big
Creek Gulf, the Collins River Gulf and Savage Gulf
come together. There were a total of six children.
One died and is buried there, but all the others

Albert Hugh "Hooty" Knight, his daughter Melissa
Scruggs, her son Daniel and his wife, Nikkie.2010

Dolphin and Sara Jane O'Rear Knight

George William's son Homer went to high
school in Tracy City while living in the Gulf. He
would walk up the WPA road at the end of the
Grassy Ridge Road, catch the school bus at the
top, and make the return trip in the evening. But
in 1941, when Hooty was 11, the family moved
back to Beersheba next to the Panhandle church.
Peck Huntley moved them in his 1940 Chevy. The
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immediate reason for the move was to get a
doctor for Dennis, who had been very sick for
several days. It had been raining for more than a
week, and the creeks that run through the Gulf
were swollen out of their banks. The local doctor
was unable to reach the family. Once the water
subsided, Bernice, fearing the loss of another
child, insisted that they move out of the Gulf.
On July 18, 1951, Albert (Hooty) and
Imogene Smartt eloped to Georgia. Harvey and
Victoria Bess were with them and were witnesses
in a ceremony performed by a Baptist preacher.

Hooty and Imogene (Jean) had six children: Estel
Hugh, Elton Lynn, Ricky Dale, Clinton Eugene,
Melissa Gale, and Melody Jean.
Hooty still has 36 acres in the Gulf. It has a
log cabin built of logs from the place. But Hooty
lives on top of the mountain at the end of Gentle
River Road in the Panhandle area of Beersheba.
He has a productive garden and many grateful
descendants.
– Melissa Gale Knight Scruggs, Librarian of the
Beersheba Springs Library

The Savage  Knight cabin in the Gulf after a restoration by the State that included a new roof and
chinking.
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Lovers Leap

This magnificent bluff site overlooking the
Collins River Valley took its name, according to
legend, from the suicidal leaps of an Indian
princess and a Revolutionary soldier when her
father objected to their union and they felt they
could not live apart.
Little is known about the property until just
before the chartering of Beersheba in 1839, at
which time a local resident was reputed to have
known the site of the lovers’ graves in the valley.
It has long been regarded as an attractive
location, for directly beneath the bluff there is a
rock house, or natural shelter carved in the stone,
where Indian bands and early pioneers took
refuge in bad weather or camped at night at the
spring on their way down the mountain. There is
a second spring, with stone walls, just fifty yards
east of the bluff.
In September 1859, John Armfield sold 21
acres on the bluff to Isaiah Garrett of Ouachita
Parish, Louisiana, for $2,000, with the standard
stipulation: no boarders or lodgers, no dry or wet
goods sold, etc. These restrictions were meant to
keep cottage owners from competing with the
hotel. Garrett was to improve the lot and cut
firewood, but Armfield was to designate from

which land the timber could be taken.
Then came the Civil War. In 1869, William
Lawson Murfree of Murfreesboro and Nashville,
purchased from Armfield the lot and house for
$2,300. Murfree made mention when the
transaction was recorded of a “framed dwelling
house and outhouses” he had built on the
property in 1860 and 1861. The Murfree Family
spent a number of summers there. In fact, both
biographers of Mary Noailles Murfree, author and
second daughter of William Lawson Murfree,
make a point of saying that she spent every
summer at Beersheba for fifteen years – that is,
from 1855 to 1870. So it was at Lovers Leap,
called CragWylde by the Murfrees, that Mary
Noailles Murfree grew up and began to write her
stories of the Tennessee mountains.
Although the exact locations of her stories are
often disguised by fictional names, we know that
“New Helvetia” is Beersheba and that she was in
spired by the mountain people she had met. Look
ing more closely, we find that Beersheba figures in
the story “The Bushwackers” in The Bushwackers
and Other Stories (1899); in “The Raid of the
Guerilla” and “The Lost Guidon” in The Raid of
the Guerilla and Other Stories (1912).
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As the daughter of a prosperous family from
Middle Tennessee and as a woman of breeding
with a bent toward the arts, Mary Noailles
Murfree wrote in the style and from the point of
view of the local colorist. Her concept of fiction
was limited and she leaves a great deal to be
desired in tone and inventiveness. Her insistence
on an exaggerated phonetic spelling cloys the
modern reader when her characters speak. Yet she
gave the outside world – by which we mean the
readers of Lippincott’s Magazine and other
Eastern publications – some sense of the
indigenous community of the Southern
Appalachians, some notion of life and conflicts
and community values at Beersheba. So she
succeeded in the limited mode of the local
colorists. Her first collection of stories, In the
Tennessee Mountains, was reissued by the
University of Tennessee Press in 1978 and is still
available for readers interested in the Southern
Appalachians. Under the pseudonym of Charles
Egbert Craddock, she brought attention to the folk
of Tennessee and has a Tennessee Highway
marker to her memory at Beersheba.
In January 1880, A. J. Dykes purchased the
site from the County Revenue Commissioners for
back taxes. It is not certain whether buildings
were still on the lot at that time, but it is known
that the original dwelling, farther from the bluff
than the present house, was either moved or
burned down. Dykes sold part of the property to
John Hege next door and the site designated in
this deed was known as the “W. L. Murfree lot.”
The lot remained vacant until Hege’s daughter
and soninlaw, Wilhelmina and Arnold
Hunerwadel, sold it to McPhail Smith in 1907.
Smith, a professor of chemistry, made certain
improvements which included a water tank and
outdoor shower.
The present cottage of approximately twelve
rooms – some of which were added in recent
years – was built in 1909 by Henry L. Brown, his
cousin Vance P. Brown, and A. A. Hunerwadel.
Henry L. Brown was a wellknown contractor –
see the Brown family section of this book.
Hunerwadel was responsible for the installation of
water tanks for many of the cottages and was a
respected craftsman.

In 1917, Fannie P. Bramlitt and Mary B.
Hollins became the owners of Lovers Leap.
Seventeen years later, Fannie Bramlitt sold to the
sisters, Edith Colvert and Nell Brannon. From
them, James Fate (Jamie) Brown, son of Henry L.
Brown, purchased the home in 1956. Jamie’s
sister, Margaret Brown Coppinger, and her
husband, Claude, lived at Lovers Leap from 1958
to 1971. They showed many visitors around the
famous landmark, and provided them with
historical information. Jamie Brown sold the place
in 1971 to Connie L. and Ted E. Summitt, who
with their children lived there for eight years.
On January 1, 1981, when the Summitts
decided to leave the mountain, Lovers Leap was
sold to Madeline R. and Howell E. Adams, Jr.,
who live in Atlanta. (Howell's father was the
middle of the seven Adams brothers of the White
House.) The house was in good condition, and the
modifications were just to make it a bit more
livable. The front porch was extended to the east
and wrapped around the house to connect with
the kitchen wing.
One day Alf Adams rode over on his horse,
Old Smoky, and offered to let Howell III, the
Adams's oldest son, ride Smoky. Howell had
several times ridden nice, gentle horses and
gladly accepted. Alf just had time to tell him that
if Smoky started to run away, he should pull on
his mane. As Alf released the reins, Smoky took
off, jumped the garden fence, and galloped down
the driveway. Pulling his mane had no effect. At
the Grassy Ridge Road, they turned right and
headed off at full speed. When they got to the
Argos' house (now Mountain Home), Smoky
turned up the driveway, ran behind the house and
headed for the clothesline. Miss Flossy, attracted
by the galloping hoof beats, ran to the back porch.
Howell ducked the clothesline, and Smoky circled
around to the front yard and headed for a holly
tree with branches at just the right height to scape
off his rider. Miss Flossy ran to the front porch.
Howell survived the holly scrape, bloodied but
still in the saddle. Smoky made two more laps
around the house, under the clothesline and holly
tree. Miss Flossy dashed from one side of her
house to the other. Then, with people from the
White House and T'other House watching in
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amazement, Old Smoky raced up the highway,
passed the store, and turned down the lane to his
barn. There he came to a halt, and Howell
dismounted without insisting on being returned
to Lovers' Leap. When Alf caught up, he said,
"You've had two rides today: your first and your
last."

begin its restoration. That story is told in the
chapter on the HegeHunnerwadel place.
So another branch of the Adamses and their
children continue the Beersheba tradition begun
by Howell's greatgrandfather, Morton B. Howell,
and his grandparents, Adam Gillespie and Sue
Howell Adams. The enjoyment of Beersheba and
its beauties continues at Lovers Leap through the
sixth generation. As with other family houses, it
may prove useful to give the names and relations
of all the present (2009) descendants of Howell E.
and Madeline Reynolds Adams.

In the early 1980's, the Willises, owners of
the adjacent HegeHunerwadel place, wanted to
get rid of Mr. Hunnerwadel's corn crib. Howell
arranged to have it picked up and hauled over to
his place."It looked like a ship rising up over the
horizon," he recalls. But just as it got to the
foundations which had been prepared for it, a
sudden strong wind blew it over. The roof landed
intact, but the logs of the sides flew apart. The
logs have been gathered up and reused, but the
gable roof sits on the ground to this day to puzzle
visitors as to what possible use such a structure
could have.

Edith Adams m. Don Allison
Caroline Dabney Allison
Barrett Adams Allison
James Adams Allison
Benjamin Waller Allison
Howell E. Adams III m. Elizabeth Garber
Howell Elliott Adams IV
John Reynolds Adams m. Susan Holland
Sue Ann Abigail (Abby) Adams
James Bryant Reynolds Adams
____ m. Stacey Fowler
Alexander Barkan,
Amanda Barkan
Alyson Isabel Adams
Madeline Dabney Adams (1968  1992)
Elizabeth Crenshaw Adams m. Alex Sierck
Jedediah Dabney Sierck

Soon the Willises wanted the Hunerwadel
barn removed and engaged Dennis (Pickle)
Knight to do the job. Howell went over and
offered his help on condition that he get the
materials. Then the Williams store in Altamont
was demolished, and Howell got the 30foot long
beams. With these materials, plans by Howell III,
and the skilled carpentry of Johnny Gross and Ed
Fults, a handsome new barn (pictured below) was
built.
When the Willis family had moved to the
valley, Howell and Madeline, after long
negotiation, were able to buy their farm and

– Margaret Brown Coppinger, Edith Adams
Allison, Howell E. Adams, Jr., and Howell E.
Adams III.

164

Hunerwadel and NelsonHopper Houses

In 1859 John Armfield sold to Charles W.
Phillips of New Orleans lot number 8, laid off by
William C. Hill and containing 7.07 acres. Phillips
was to have free use of the water from the chaly
beate spring or any other spring used by the pub
lic. He was to have the privilege of cutting timber
to improve the lot with cabins and fences, also
sufficient firewood to be cut where Armfield di
rected.
By the end of the Civil War Charles W.
Phillips was bankrupt and thus unable to pay the
taxes. The place was attached for $1,500 and in
the September term of court in 1865 the Grundy
County sheriff sold the property back to Armfield
for $400.
In 1868 Richard Clark of Cleveland, Ohio,
came to Beersheba and bought several homes,
one of which was the Phillips place for $1,500.
With his brothers Maurice and James, Clark had

been John D. Rockefeller’s partner in the oil refin
ery business and had emigrated from Wiltshire,
England some years earlier. The Clarks and
Rockefeller did not get along and Rockefeller
bought them out in 1865. So Richard Clark came
to Beersheba to invest his money and look for oil
and mineral deposits.
Clark was not happy at Beersheba and soon
wanted to go back to Cleveland. According to Pat
Hunerwadel, Clark came in contact with John
Hege of Ohio who had settled there but wanted to
move South. As a result of this meeting the fol
lowing exchange took place: “I, Richard Clark,
have this day bargained and sold and do convey
to Mina Hege, a lot located in Beersheba Springs
known as the Phillips house containing some 75
acres bounded on west by Hotel Company, on
north by the old Beersheba line, on east by lands
of W. L. Murfree and Charles Russell and on south
by road leading from the hotel to Richard Clark’s
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residence (built by Oliver J. Morgan) and also one
other tract of land of 100 acres in same district
bounded on north by road leading to the Richard
Clark and Adrien Hobbs Place, on west by lands
of R. Sanders and James Fahery, on east by
Richard Clark, and on south by Richard Clark and
the Beersheba Springs Company, for and in
consideration of between 7 and 8 acres of land
located in Bucksville Township, Cuyahoga County,
State of Ohio.” The deed was signed August 6,
1872. John and Mina Hege lived in the Phillips
house for some time but eventually it was given
or sold to their daughter Wilhelmina (Mina), who
had married Arnold Hünerwadel.
Arnold Arthur Hünerwadel (1865  1952)
was born in Canton Schaffhausen, Switzerland,
probably in Heiden or Appenzell. In about 1883,
he completed an apprentice machinist program;
and two years later, after service in the Swiss
army, he came to America. He first visited an aunt
and uncle in the Washington Territory and later
workedin a railroad shop near Sacramento, Cali
fornia. He finally decided to return to Switzerland
but stopped in Beersheba to visit his first cousin
once removed, Olga Hunerwadel Plumacher.
While here, he met Mina Hege, and they were
married in McMinnville in December 1888. Mina
was some four years older than Arnold, a fact to
which Olga referred in a letter to Frank
Wedekind, "Do you remember Arnie Hünerwadel?
He is here now and has just married a beautiful
farm and got a wife to boot."
Within a few days of the marriage (January
1, 1889) John and Mina Hege deeded to their
daughter Mina the Phillips place of 75 acres and
another tract of 100 acres bounded on the west by
lands owned by R. Sanders and James Fahery. The
deed carried the promise that Mina, her husband,
or heirs would not sell or dispose of the property
without the consent of her parents during their
lifetime. The Hege parents moved elsewhere in
Beersheba.
Arnold pursued a diversified agriculture. A
substantial source of cash income for the farm
was fresh vegetables, honey and other produce
sold to people vacationing in Beersheba. He al
ways had one or two kegs of homemade wine

and a shelf of bottled "home brew", a drink similar
to malt liquor. Arnold was a powerful man of
athletic build who stood about 6' 3" tall and
weighed some 220 pounds. He had a blacksmith
shop, was a good carpenter and plumber. It was
said that he could build or repair almost anything.
In latter years, he drove a Tmodel Ford. When it
got stuck in a mud hole, he was known to crawl
under it, then rise up with the car on his back and
walk out of the mud hole on all fours. He read
widely and kept abreast of developments in
agriculture and mechanics. The first language of
the household remained high German and visiting
grandchildren often had to ask what was being
said. When things didn't go well in construction
work, Arnold would cuss profusely, but in
Schwitzerdeutsch so no one was offended.

Mr. Hunerwadel's corn crib and goat.
A description of the old house was given by
the Hunerwadel's daughter Alice Hunerwadel
Steiner: “The main house was framed with wood
en boards going up and down painted white and
with dark green shutters. It faced the hotel, had
seven large rooms, all on one floor, with very high
ceilings. It had a porch all the way across the
front and two double fireplaces. There was a long
building running from the back of the house to
ward the barn that had four rooms built of logs.
The first room was the kitchen and the children
had to carry the food across the brick walk to the
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dining room in the main house. The room behind
the kitchen was the workshop where tools were
kept. The next space, open but under the roof,
was used to store wood and protect the big farm
wagon. The next room was a slave room, with
iron bars on the single window; the door was of a
double thickness studded with bigheaded nails.
The next room was where Frank and Jennie
Mason lived and cooked on a fireplace. The work
shop also had a fireplace, making four chimneys
in all.” A picture of the original house shows bee
hives in front. At times it was Alice’s job, when
she was small, to sit on the front porch and watch
for the swarms of bees.
In the spring of 1911 the house caught fire
from a faulty kerosene water heater which Alice,
then about 15, was trying to light. She was alone
in the house, but was able to call to her father,
who was out working on the farm. He had re
cently read that the best thing for putting out an
oil fire was sand, and he tried in vain to get
enough sand. Alice called everyone who had a
telephone*, including her sister, Julie Ritzius,
where her mother was. The neighbors came run
ning; but by the time they arrived, the house
could not be saved. They were, however, able to
carry out all the furniture and save some of the
doors for reuse when a new house was built the
following fall.

room, three bedrooms, running water, a bathroom
with a flush toilet, and even directcurrent electric
lights. He evidently reused not only doors but
some of the beams and foundation stones, for
they show signs of charring. Arnold and Minnie
Hunerwadel lived in this house for many years af
ter their four children married and left home.
Frank and Jennie Mason, who worked for them,
were there most of the time but occasionally they
would take off and walk all the way to Alabama,
their original home.
The building that had served as a temporary
home was kept and, on occasion, rented. In the
summer of 1934, it was rented to a man of some
note; see the following story on John Dillinger at
Beersheba.
Wilhelmina died in 1940 after a series of
strokes. Arnold continued to live in the house and
keep up the farm (with the help of a livein house
keeper) for several more years. About 1945, he al
so had a stroke and was placed in an Adventist
nursing home near Altamont where he died in
1952. The Hunerwadel children were:
1. Julie II (1890 – 1963), who married H. P.
Ritzius and lived in Beersheba. Her daughter,
Julie III (known as Bittie) married Charles C.
Trabue (Dr. Charles) and had a daughter, Julie IV,
whose daughter Julie V married Rob Taylor, son of
Sarah Sharp Taylor, of the CagleTaylor house.
Their daughter is Julie VI.

Arnold's first concern, however, was shelter
for his family; and he built a simple tworoom
structure east of the old house. Then he built a
comfortable twostory farm house on the highest
point of the area. It had a living room, dining
* To one who remembers telephones at Beersheba in the
1940's, this mention of phones in 1911 may certainly
seem an anachronism. It may, however, point to an
interesting episode in Beersheba history. The website of
of the National Telecommunications Cooperative
Association records that "After the publication of a
manual that explained to farmers how they could
develop their own telephone systems on a mutual or
cooperative basis, many farmer mutual systems emerged
throughout rural America. By 1912, the number of rural
telephone systems had grown to more than 3,200, and
the U. S. telephone industry included several
manufacturers that specialized in the production of socalled 'rural phones. '" It would appear that Beersheba
had one, presumably organized by Hunerwadel.

2. Otto Kurt (1891 – 1952). He and his wife
devoted their lives to foreign assistance work, es
pecially in Burma, and are the prototypes of the
Martins, the heroes of the novel The Ugly Ameri
can. His son, Otto, gave a talk to the Beersheba
Springs Historical Society in 2008 on the family.
This account draws heavily on that talk.
3. Alexander Patton (Pat) (1893  1979) re
ceived the farm from his parents and worked it
briefly in 1946. A large collection of family items
left by his son Robert (Bobby) to the Beersheba
Museum formed the original core of its collection.
4. Alice Adelheid (1897 1998) married Max
Steiner and moved to Rhode Island. Her memo
ries, however, contributed important elements to
this account.
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In about 1954, Pat Hunerwadel sold the
property to Carl and Carrie Lee Hill Willis. For
years, it was sometimes rented out and sometimes
vacant. In 1999, after long negotiations, the
Howell Adams family, who owned the adjacent
Lovers' Leap house, purchased the property from
the Willis heirs. In 2004, to make the
Hunerwadel house attractive for modern living, a
spacious family room was added. Designed by
Howell Adams III and constructed largely by
Johnny Gross and Ed Fults, it is two stories high
and has a stone fireplace at one end and an open
kitchen at the other. To restore the original land
scape, pastures long overgrown with unharvested
Christmas trees were cleared, fenced and livestock
brought in. The formerly treelined stretch of the
Grassy Ridge Road was replanted with 56 maple
trees. A dam was built to create a pond which has
become a popular fishing hole.
In 2001, the destruction of one of the original

Armfield houses seemed imminent. The Nelson
Hopper house, in the southwest corner of the
United Methodist Assembly grounds was in the
way of new plans and was in such deplorable con
dition that its demolition was planned for May 1,
2001. Howell Adams got news of these plans and
offered to move it. A few days after its scheduled
but graciously delayed demolition, over a
hundred people watched as the house made the
trip to its new foundations on the Hege
Hunerwadel farm, very near the location of the
original Armfield house there but now facing in
the opposite direction. An extensive, lengthy and
elegant restoration began which was almost but
not quite complete by July 4, 2009, when, for the
first time in decades, the house was occupied. The
guests were Edith Adams Allison and her family
from Amherst, Massachusettes.
– Margaret Brown Coppinger, Howell E. Adams
III, and Clopper Almon

The NelsonHopper House in its new location. In its original location, it had been occupied during some
summers in the 1870s by the family of Adam G. Adams, grandfather of the seven Adams brothers.
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John Dillinger at Beersheba
John Dillinger, then Public Enemy Number 1,
spent several weeks or months in hiding at
Beersheba in 1934. We have three accounts, one
by Josephine Eubanks for the first edition of this
book, one by Marshall Whitman published in the
Grundy County Herald, and one by Tom Creighton
of Creighton Chevrolet in Tracy City, delivered on
site for this edition of this book. With a small
interpolation, the three are in good agreement.
Here is the combined story.
In the spring of 1934, Dillinger was sighted in
Nashville, then Murfreesboro, and then, in
published accounts, "disappeared into the hills of
Tennessee." In fact, he and a woman descended
on the Hunerwadel boarding house. After a while,
Hunerwadel got them to leave. They then built a
shack on the Lover's Leap property. The
foundations are still visible of a 12by24 foot
cabin about 75 yards in from the center of the
Grassy Ridge Road and forty yards east of the
driveway to Lover's Leap. They bought the lumber
from Hill King, Josephine Eubank’s father.
Dillinger told King he didn’t have any money or
checks on him at the time but would pay as soon
as he could.
King got tired of waiting for his money and
went around to the cabin one afternoon and
knocked on the door. Dillinger, who had given his
name as Frank Boshea, opened the door, and King
told him what he wanted. About that time King
saw the heavy tommygun Dillinger held half
concealed behind his back. “I still don’t have any
checks,” Dillinger growled. “That’s all right,
mister,” King said, backing away, “Just pay me
whenever you can – any time,” and fled.
Marshall and Lucille Whitman, who lived
farther out on the Grassy Ridge Road, had helped
the congenial stranger, who gave his name as
Boshee Bouch, move to the shack he had built..
There was a woman with him who usually wore a
red or pink dress. They had two rather large cases
like musicians use, but heavy. A few years later,

Whitman saw pictures of the same kind of cases
used for machine guns. Bouch was much
interested in the news and would go to the post
office every day to buy and paper. Also, they got a
lot of mail, Lucille recalled.
Whitman did odd jobs, such as digging a
well, for his quiet neighbor. Once Bouch asked
about what guns Whitman had. "He asked me to
bring it and let him look at it. I had a new .32
caliber Smith & Wesson. He looked at it and said,
'I wouldn't be caught dead with that ____ thing.'
Made me pretty mad, because a Smith was
considered a pretty good gun. So I said, 'Well, do
you want me to try it out on you to see if works?'
He laughed and said he didn't." Whitman did not
recognize Dillinger.
Apparently, a week or so before his
departure, Dillinger had four guests, two men and
two women, and persuaded Mr. Hunerwadel to let
them use the house Hunerwadel had built as a
temporary home after his first home burned. After
his new house was built, it became a guest house
which he rented out. It was there that Tom
Creighton encountered Dillinger and friends.
Tom was born in 1916, grew up in the
Tarlton valley below Beersheba, and served as
waterboy to the crew that built the highway up
the mountain in 1926. In the summer of 1934, he
and J. B. Nunley brought vegetables up the
mountain to sell to the summer people. On one
trip in early July, they noticed three cars near
Hunnerwadel's guest house."They look
prosperous," they thought, turned into the yard,
and followed a lane with white picket fences on
either side back to the house. At the house were
parked a 1934 green Ford, a 1934 blue Dodge,
and a 1934 black Buick, all turned headed out of
the driveway. The boys knocked on the door, and
a man came in coat and tie.
"What do you want?" he asked rather gruffly.
"We're selling vegetables and wondered if you'd
want any."
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The man called a woman, and she bought
about $2 worth. The man gave them a $5 tip and
asked, "When will you come back?" "Day after
tomorrow," the boys answered. "Be sure to
remember to come here," he said.

probably "Baby Face" Nelson, but he is less sure of
this identification.

There seemed to be six people in the house.
On the next visit, Tom and J. B. sold even more
vegetables and received a similar tip. On the third
visit, the people in the house said they would be
leaving. On their next visit, the boys were
counting their money on the observatory in front
of the hotel when Dillinger and five others came
up and began taking pictures of themselves.
Dillinger asked the boys if they would like to have
their pictures taken with them. When they
declined the honor, the he asked, "Do you know
who I am?"
J. B. , who was five years older and more
cautious lied and said, "No, sir." But Tom, who
had seen Dillinger's picture in the papers,
admitted that he did."I figured you did," replied
Dillinger, "You look like a smart alec."
That was the last time Tom saw Dillinger.
There was no doubt in Tom's mind that the man
was Dillinger. He believes the woman was Evelyn
Frechette. One of the other men was, he thinks,

Unlike Creighton, the Whitmans did not
recognize Dillinger while he was here. Rather,
Lucille recalled, "We saw a picture of him and his
girl coming out of the theater when he was killed.
It looked just like them." The Whitman's recalled
Dillinger's being here over nearly a sixmonth
period with frequent comings and goings. Then
one Saturday afternoon they said they were
leaving, gave away the the hogs and chickens they
had been keeping, went to McMinnville and
bought a new Dodge paid for with a check, and
left. The check, of course, bounced. A week or
two later, on July 22, Dillinger was killed in
Chicago by FBI agents.
At the invitation and urging of Howell Adams
and Clopper Almon, Tom Creighton returned to
the site on August 5, 2009. With unerring
accuracy, he identified which buildings had been
there in 1934 and where the old driveways and
parking areas had been. He had not the slightest
doubt – and left none in our minds – that he sold
vegetables to John Dillinger at the house now
called with certainty Dillinger House.
– Clopper Almon

Tom Creighton on the front porch of Dillinger House, August 5, 2009. Front row, left to
right, Howell Adams, Jr., Tom Creighton, Madeline Adams, D. Brent Meyers (Sheriff of
Grundy County). Back row, Howell Adams III, Elizabeth Adams, and Hank Benoit.
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Sybil's Rock

Unlike many of the histories of cottages told
in this book, the “history” of Sybil’s Rock has little
to do with grand architecture old or new. The cot
tage itself is an architecturally unremarkable,
small, gray house built in 1962 by George
Thompson for the Porter family. Located at what
is now designated 449 Grassy Ridge Road, it was
intended to be a yearround dwelling built on cin
der blocks, shingled in thenmodern, manmade
siding. It is a modest structure, but has a grand
view of the Collins valley which serves as the
cover of this book. The significance of Sybil’s Rock
in the larger Beersheba history and in the lives of
its current owners, the Gowers, is that it has been
a place of convergence of people and their stories.

came again to Beersheba with his friend and
mentor Mr. Charlie Mitchell of the Mitchell
Cottage (the HardingPapel cottage). “Mr.
Charlie,” as he was known, was a coowner of
Mitchell’s Candy Store in Nashville and had taken
an interest in Herschel upon his return from the
navy after World War II. Mr. Charlie was
impressed with Herschel’s voracious appetite for
both chocolate and the classics. Mr. Charlie saw
something in the young man from Dogtown, the
son of general store owner, who had attended
Montgomery Bell Academy on a halfscholarship.
On trips to Beersheba, Herschel manned the bar
in the taproom at the Mitchell cottage and was
introduced to legion friends of the Mitchells.

In the autumn of 1946, Herschel Gower first
came to Beersheba Springs. He was invited to
drive from Nashville with Isabel Howell and her
cousins the Charles Hesses and their daughter
Katie. As a Beersheba historian and biographer of
Colonel John Armfield, Isabel delivered her recol
lections in essay fashion and with much humor. It
was a memorable introduction to the place and to
the families who created it. In 1948, Herschel

Subsequent visits in the 1950’s and early
1960’s brought Herschel into close friendships
with the denizens of Nanhaven: namely, Isabel
Howell and the families of her nephews Morton,
Sam, Alfred and Clopper. These visits would form
the bedrock of a lifelong love of Beersheba that
would ultimately produce the partnership be
tween Herschel and Sam Howell as editors of the
first edition of this book. Herschel became a
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professor of English at Vanderbilt, and in 1966 he
and Dona Spawn of Dallas were married. A
daughter, Alison, was born in 1970.

the time. She saw the view shown on the cover of
Volume I of this book and exclaimed, “Buy it.”

In 1975, after a summer stay at Edna
Davenport’s cottage, called Uncle Nathan’s be
cause it had belonged to Dahlgren’s body servant,
Herschel and Dona began inquiring about avail
able property at Beersheba. Having contracted a
serious case of “Beersheba fever,” Dona was anx
ious to secure a spot on the mountain where the
Gowers three and their friends could retreat from
their busy academic lives in Nashville. Mary
McConico, wife of Judge K. T. McConico, boldly
marched across the woods from their cottage,
Point of View, to her then neighbors the Wolfs and
asked if perhaps they would be willing to sell. Af
ter several lunches, multiple phone calls and cor
respondence, it became apparent that the Wolfs
would be willing to sell. The Gowers called in
friends to consult. Mary Trabue took one look
from the picture window – there was no deck at

Buy it the Gowers did and promptly added,
on the valley side, a deck built by Herschel,
Leonard and Johnny Gross, Tom Blaise, and other
craftsmen. They christened the house Sybil’s Rock
for the view’s resemblance to that at Delphi and
for Dona’s propensity for oracular pronounce
ments from the deck.
The purchase of Sybil’s Rock allowed for cre
ative convergences of countless friends over the
years. All of these visits are duly recorded in the
multiple volumes of the “Beersheba Books” which
are kept at the cottage and are signed by all who
visit. On a recent visit to the cottage, lifelong
friend, Annis Marney, said of the books, “I see our
entire lives here in these books, Alison.” The rich
and wonderful memories made at Sybil’s Rock
make it our beloved cathedral of time past,
present, and future.
–Alison Gower

Poems of Leonard Tate
Abandoned Road

Mountain People

For one short day of time it knew the feel
Of trampling hooves; it was a symbol, then,
Of progress, and the lunging of a wheel
On stone spoke the supremacy of men
Over all nature. Crumbled now in rust
Are tools of those who came to blaze the way;
The builders of the road are gone, their dust
Mingles inseparably with this clay.
Triumphant trees are quick to hide each trace
Of man's ambition and his great travail;
Only the washedout stones now mark the place
Of wilderness defied – to what avail?
All they encroach upon belongs to these
Conquering stones, these swiftreturning trees.

We are mountain people.
We are a boorish set, they tell us –
Hardbitten, coarse of feature and of speech,
Shallow and brawling as the mountain streams,
With morale friable as our sandstone.
All my life I have wanted to tell them:
That we are mountain people,
That mountain streams have pools of deep
quietness,
And that beneath the sandstone of our hills
There is granite.
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Morgan Lodge

John Armfield and Beersheba Springs attract
ed so many men of wealth and influence from the
Deep South that by 1860 the mountain had be
come a colony of affluent families from Louisiana
and Mississippi. Notable among them was Oliver
Jones Morgan, a circuit judge in Ouachita Parish,
Monroe, Louisiana. Judge Morgan was also, ac
cording to Biographical and Historical Memoirs of
Mississippi (1891), the largest cotton planter in
Louisiana.
Morgan was deeded 32 acres by Armfield
near the present Grassy Ridge Road on September
4, 1858. On this domain, overlooking the upper
valley of the Collins River, he built the most im
posing of all the antebellum cottages – an elegant
Palladian structure with tall columns, a long
porch which ran around three sides, and a
belvedere jutting jauntily through the roof.
Charles Warterfield has pointed out that this is a
rare example of a belvedere on a onestory house.

From Kentucky, Morgan brought blooded
stock to the mountain and built a racetrack facing
the house and extending in a circle to the edge of
the bluff. There he constructed an octagonal gaze
bo with windows, where family and friends could
view the impenetrable growth of Savage Gulf or
indulge in a game of cards or billiards.
As an incorporator of the Beersheba Springs
Company in 1860, Judge Morgan owned 40
shares worth $4,000. As a supporter of the pro
posed University of the South, he subscribed
$40,000, a sum which put the campaign over the
top. Morgan’s Steep at Sewanee memorializes his
name today.
When Oliver J. Morgan died in 1860 in East
Carroll Parish, Lake Providence, Louisiana, his es
tate included land valued at $947,153.80; slaves
$196,961; and personal property $38,200. This
was a total of $1,182,314.80. So one can under
stand why he was able to build the luxurious cot
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tage, race his horses, and maintain the grand style
while in residence at Morgan Lodge.
In 1868, Richard Clark of Wiltshire, England,
who had moved earlier to Cleveland, Ohio, and
been a partner of John D. Rockefeller, decided to
come south to make investments. He owned the
Hotel and lived in Morgan Lodge for a few years.
What is now called Grassy Ridge Road was re
ferred to as Mr. Clark’s Road in deeds of that
decade. But Clark apparently sold the property
back to Judge Morgan’s nephew, Oliver T.
Morgan, because we know that the nephew’s third
wife, Emmie Erwin Morgan, died in 1878 at Beer
sheba and is buried there.
Morgan Lodge then passed into the hands of
the Johnson side of the family – Harry K. and
Benjamin Johnson of Chatham, Washington Coun
ty, Mississippi – both of whom were graduated
from Sewanee. Ben entered West Point in 1885,
was graduated in 1889, and as an engineer direct
ed the building of the first highway through the
Florida Everglades.
Margaret Coppinger recalled that MarieElise,
daughter of the Ben Johnsons and a fine violinist,

was married at Morgan Lodge about 1925. “My
mother furnished quantities of asters and it was a
beautiful wedding. But a few days later, Mrs.
Johnson suffered a massive stroke and did not re
cover. She was buried in the yard of the Johnson
Cottage, the second member of the family to die
at Beersheba.”
The cottage was rented to summer people for
several years, including the family of Dr. Duncan
Eve. It was vacant when it caught fire and burned
to the ground in the 1930s. Only the summer
house remained during the next decade as testi
mony to Judge Morgan and his generous contri
butions to both the north and south ends of Broad
Mountain. But the summer house began to crum
ble too, and was pulled down after Judge R. B. C.
Howell took possession of the property.
The outline of the racetrack is still there, kept
open by occasional hikers, jeeps, and logging
trucks. If one looks hard he can find a few ancient
bricks from the chimneys and the cistern which
are all but covered by the thicket that has now
taken possession of this proud site.
– Herschel Gower

The ladies, who are not identified, are on the
bluff at Lovers Leap.
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Laurel Point

Laurel Point is a Chester family dream come
true. Bettie Thomas Chester’s first visit to
Beersheba Springs was at the age of two months
in 1928. There followed many wonderful
summers at the Howell Cottage with her
grandmother, Mary Toy Howell Weaver from
Nashville, her parents, Bettie Weaver and Spencer
Thomas, who came from St. Louis, and later with
her husband, Sam Chester, and their daughters,
Susan, Caroline and Betsy, whose permanent
home was Signal Mountain.
In 1936, Judge R. B. C. Howell and his sisters
exchanged property behind the Howell Cottage
with Mr. and Mrs. Ben Hill for 17 acres on Grassy
Ridge Road which had been the site of Morgan
Lodge, later called the Johnson Cottage. This was
an elaborate house with a ¼ mile racetrack, but
the house had burned to the ground. In 1941, 27

adjacent acres were purchased from Mr. and Mrs.
B. W. Hillis. The Howell extended family enjoyed
many outings on the vacant property, which they
called “the Domain”. In 1976, these 44 acres were
divided among the four families who owned the
Howell Cottage, namely, those of Thomas Weaver,
Bettie Orr Franklin, Robert Orr, and Bettie Weaver
Thomas. Then, in 1996, Mary Toy Thomas Kircher
and Bettie Thomas Chester divided their 11 acres
into two 5½ acre tracts, one of which became the
site of Laurel Point. On March 11, 1997, Sam and
Bettie Chester purchased a turnofthecentury
barn from Jim Gentry in Jasper, Tennessee.
Construction of Laurel Point began the next
month. That summer, they purchased from David
Hillis an additional barn dating back to 1853 in
the Tarlton Valley. It was a barn enclosing the
original log home built by the Walker family when
they first settled in the valley.
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Laurel Point house from the bluff side.
With the help of James Hampton of Tracy
City and his crew, the house began to take shape.
On the instructions of Sam Chester's fourwoman
building committee (his wife and daughters), Sam
supervised and labored as the gray weathered
barn siding of pine, oak, poplar, walnut, and
maple was planed to become beautiful natural
wood for trim, walls and flooring of the house.
The logs form the walls, held in place by steel
reinforcing rods. Three 21foot cedar trees,
former barn posts, each two feet in diameter, hold
up the ridge pole of the great room. A log in the
wall of the dining area bears initials and the date
1853, the year the Walker home was built.
Junior and Jerry Dove of Tracy City did the
interior finish and cabinet work, and Renae Hobbs
of Beersheba spent countless hours helping in
invaluable ways. The property was named Laurel
Point by a granddaughter, Caroline Snow, because
of the brow point and the mass of laurel bushes
along the brow.
The home consists of a great room, six
bedrooms, kitchen, upstairs sitting room, and side
and back porch, part screened, part covered, and
part open deck. It is used year round by Sam and
Bettie Chester and the families of their three
daughters: Susan and Tom Snow (children Sam
and wife Lisa with children Hudson and Finley,
Andrew, Elizabeth Caldwell and husband Marc
with daughter Grace, and Caroline); Caroline and

Nigel Lloyd (son George); and Betsy Chester
(daughters Isabel and Rebecca Guhde).
In the few years since Laurel Point has been
built, some of the events there have been a house
party to bring in the new century, Sam and
Bettie's 50th Anniversary party, four Chester
extended family reunions, and many
Thanksgiving gatherings. For Thanksgiving 2009
there were four generations present, ranging in
age from eighty to two months.
Sam Chester's domain, the basement, with its
planer and other tools used in the house
construction, has been the site of many projects
including the 4x13 foot dining room table, other
tables made from leftover house wood and now
scattered among children and grandchildren, and
the everpopular cedar porch swing, as well as a
castle and many other toys made for George Lloyd
by his father, Nigel. In the side yard, Sam's
projects have been the "twin towers" swing (which
the Howell Cottage insisted he duplicate there), a
playhouse with sandbox below, and a zip line
between trees.
Nearby, Susan and Tom Snow bought five
acres, built a barn, and have for years brought
horses over for the children to ride.
Since Laurel Point is adjacent to state land
and its view is straight up Savage Gulf, we enjoy
watching the wildlife  birds, deer, fox,
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groundhogs, and a flock of wild turkeys that
regularly passes through. One afternoon, we
heard a screech, and here came Marigold, the
Lloyd's cat, being chased by a fox, who stopped
dead when he saw us. Marigold raced up the
porch and disappeared into the house. As for the
fox, no cat dinner that night. Another memorable
wildlife moment was when Renae Hobbs and Sam
believe they saw two bear cubs who bolted out of
the laurel thicket when a loud military jet raced
past low overhead. We also believe a mountain
lion chased a deer onto Susan's field then
switched to chasing Susan's pony, who was
protected by the walking horse going after the

mountain lion, which then switched back to the
deer, wounding it fatally before disappearing into
the woods, all reported by the horrified neighbor
across the street.
It has been our joy and privilege for the last
decade to continue the life that began at the
Howell Cottage in 1873, with generations playing
together, hiking, going to the river in the valley to
swim and sit on the raft, canoeing, fishing,
picnicking and swimming at Long's Mill, and
visiting at other cottages with lifelong friends and
family. We hope this enjoyable Beersheba living
will continue for many years to come.
– Bettie Thomas Chester and Susan Chester Snow

Poems of Leonard Tate
Trailing Arbutus

Summer Rain

How many seasons, after she grew old,
I brought arbutus from the waking land—
Shell pinkandwhite, that she again might hold
The redolence of April in her hand.
The year has turned anew; across the hill
The gleam of pale arbutus blossoming
Can not with earthly beauty ever fill
The absence of her presence in the Spring.
So strange it seems a flower delicate
Could have a mortal quality—whose bloom
Of innocence can yet insinuate
Deep in the heart its arrows of perfume,
And by this subtlety accentuate
The presence of her absence in the room.

I could be kind
to anyone who loves the amber, summer
rain that comes in showers; frothy
and sweet and tepid – that smells
of pollen dust, and tastes of the
rainmoist and fuzzy pumpkin vines.
Winds before rain in summer tell
of moisture in the clouds, and,
turning all the green leaves over,
show their silky underthings.
My heart could hover
near one who loves these well
close as a wing. Beside the harrow
rusted since spring using, we sat, feeling
the ecstasy in rain that bowed the grass;
we breathed the fragrant earth, and found
in this a peace that would not pass.
And fireflies lingered close upon the yarrow.
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Toad Hall

We were introduced to Beersheba by our dear
friends Gertrude and Benjamin Caldwell; it was
winter, crisp and cold, and the Caldwells took us
on walks to Stone Door and Greeter Falls. We felt
that we had stepped back in time to a pristine and
magical place and were charmed by the beauty
and serenity of the land. As we went back to
Manhattan, where we reside, Red and I kept say
ing: "Wouldn't it be great to have a home in Beer
sheba!" After a year or so we were fortunate to ac
quire from David and Wendy Adams ten acres of
land overlooking Schoolhouse Gulf with Savage
Gulf visible in the distance. The landscape in front
of us reminded me of the view of Mt. Luberon
from "Le Roucas," my childhood vacation home in
Provence, except that here the scale was much
larger and there were only trees and sky as far as
the eye could see, no houses! This was a virgin
forest surrounded by enchanted woods; it was
March 1996.

David Adams had started to build a large cab
in by himself, and in my first architectural plans I
tried to save what was there. But James Hampton,
who was to be our builder, strongly recommended
that we tear down the structure because the logs
were rotten. With the support of my husband, I
embarked on dreaming of our house on paper; it
was several months before I came up with the
final design. My architectural education in Paris
had somehow omitted the techniques of building
with logs! The design and realization of the
electrical plans turned out to be quite a challenge
for both me and James. We wanted to have all the
wires hidden in the walls; so in each added course
of logs we had to carefully align the vertical holes
which created passages for the electrical wires
feeding each plug, switch, thermostat or fixture
all the way from the fuse box in the laundry
room. I made drawings for each of the over 450
logs needed! Some of them were purchased from
Elmo Whitman, the owner of a local sawmill;

178

others were cut and shaped by James himself,
who ended up by buying a portable sawmill to
accomplish the job! All the logs are pine.
We poured the foundations in 1998; and,
over the course of two years, James and a crew of
4 to 10 men assembled what, for a long time,
looked like either a fort or a gigantic wood sculp
ture because the windows and the doors would be
cut only at a later date. In log construction, there
can be no mistake made in cutting holes, for they
cannot be plugged back! James brought a boom
crane to the site to lift up the 950 pound logs; for
months the smallest hand tool on the job was a
chain saw. Ples King – our talented stone mason
and the man who taught us the species of the
trees growing on our land – worked with Daniel
Lee to build three fabulous chimneys designed
according to Count Rumford's specifications. The
fire box is shallow; the side walls are at wide
angle from the back of the fire box; the flue is
very narrow. We visited the building site when
possible, but a lot of directions were given and
decisions made through exhausting marathon
telephone calls placed either really early in the
morning or late at night, depending on James's
schedule. All the doors came from Madawaska
Doors, Canada; we also made numerous trips to

Lowes and Home Depot. We were very much
handson clients. I ended up designing and
fabricating myself some of the fixtures, as we
could not always find something suitable on the
market. Red stained miles of tongueandgroove
planks to the desired shade of "weathered wood."
We spent our first night at Toad Hall on
August 1, 1999. The house has three bedrooms
and four baths, a library, a living room and a
dining area, an office, a generous kitchen, a
laundry room, a great screenedin porch and an
expansive wraparound deck overlooking an
ocean of trees. In June of 2001 we built a studio
and workshop for Red. Tracy and Bill Meeks, a
sonandfather team, built it under guidance of
Travis Turner; it is a frame building with cedar
siding – a much easier structure to build than a
log house with concealed wiring! In 2006, we
added my work area,mainly a pottery studio
complete with an industrial electrical kiln. Again,
Travis Turner and his crew built this addition for
us. All buildings are designed to be used year
round, so we come to Beersheba rain or shine and
always have wonderful memories to take back.
Oh, Toad Hall was named after a beautiful toad of
a rust color we found hidden under a log.
– Lysiane Luong Grooms
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Windsong

In 1995, my husband, Dr. Ben Caldwell, I and
our children were comfortably situated in our log
home "Benhame" on Armfield Avenue, which we
had owned since 1973. There was only one
drawback to that beloved place: it had no bluff
view. In that year, our friends Lysiane and Red
Grooms came to visit us in Benhame. Red is an
internationally known artist, originally from
Nashville but now living in New York City, and
Lysiane is also an accomplished artist. They fell in
love with Beersheba Springs and realized that it
would be the perfect location for a summer
retreat and studio. Thus began their search for a
site.
Ben had heard of land being developed out at
the end of Grassy Ridge Road by David Adams.
The land had been mined for coal and then later
owned by B. Wayne Hillis, bought by Alf and
Peggy Adams, and in 1988 bought by Wendy and
David Adams. It was 20 Acres on the outermost

promontory overlooking Savage Gulf and the
South Cumberland State Recreational Area. From
David we found that he was abandoning his
development plans to pursue other business and
was willing to sell the entire acreage. For the
Grooms, here was the perfect site for their retreat
and studio. For us, it was the longedfor bluff site.
We bought the the property in April 1996 and
divided it in half; they chose the northern section
and we, the southern. Then began our bluff
adventure!
Ben had long admired the cantilevered barns
of East Tennessee. These remarkable buildings, of
which there were once several hundred in Blount
and Sevier counties and only a handful elsewhere,
were well adapted to providing dry storage in the
cool, moist climate of these mountain areas. In
the Tennessee Encyclopedia of History and Culture,
Marian Moffett writes:
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Windsong under construction. The two log pens and the cantilever construction are
clearly visible. The supports under the ends of the lower cantilever beams were not
original but were left in place at Travis Turner's insistence. Photo: Ann Wells
A cantilever barn usually has two log cribs, each measuring about twelve
feet by eighteen feet and separated by a fourteen to sixteenfoot driveway.
The topmost logs of each crib extend eight to ten feet out to the barn's
[short]sides, becoming the cantilevered primary supports for a whole series of
long secondary cantilevers which run from front to back across the entire
length of the barn. A heavy timber frame, aligned over the corners of the cribs
and the outer ends of the cantilevers, supports eave beams and heavy purlins,
which are the major structural features of the loft. Most barns have a gable
roof. Lofts were originally used for storing hay, loaded conveniently from
wagons pulled into the driveway between the cribs. Cribs were livestock pens,
while the sheltered area under the overhanging loft provided space for storing Cantilevered barn in the Cades
equipment and grooming animals. Barns still in active use now tend to be used Cove area of the Great Smoky
Mountains National Park
for drying burley tobacco.

kitchen completed the downstairs. Upstairs, one
of the barn's side lofts became the master
bedroom and bath while the other loft became a
guest room, bunk room, and bath.

Lamar Alexander, with his East Tennessee
contacts, helped us find a cantilevered barn
available and beginning to rot in Sevier County.
Travis Turner, a greatly respected contractor from
Tracy City, agreed to undertake the challenging
job of transforming that barn into a comfortable
mountain home. The barn was carefully
dismantled, the pieces labeled, moved and re
erected on the edge of our bluff site.
The central passageway was widened making
a 24 x 36foot living and dining room with a
ceiling 28 feet high to the peak of the barn roof.
One log crib or pen, which formerly held
livestock, became the kitchen. The other pen
became a cozy den. An adjoining bath under one
cantilevered side and a utility room off the

A monumental chimney accommodates three
fireplaces – one in the living room, one in the
den, and one upstairs in the master bedroom. Ples
King, a master stonemason from Monteagle, built
the whole structure from stone he found on the
property.
The two upstairs areas are connected by a
suspended bridge across the living room expanse.
An open staircase leads up to this bridge. Its
treads are wide planks from the flooring of a
lower Broadway warehouse in Nashville; its hand
rails were made from the barn's ceiling joists,
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while the balusters are made from old tobacco
sticks found in the barn. The walls are of rough
barn siding; our son Ben and his friend Carlin
Green made the kitchen cabinets of old pine
lumber.

Whitman, who runs a sawmill near Altamont. The
guest house is a 2½story, oneroom structure,
with a living room and half bath on the ground
floor, a bedroom on the second, and sleeping loft
above. It is heated by a 19th century potbellied
stove and has an outdoor shower. A 10foot wide
porch surrounding the central log pen offers a
fine view across the Collins valley on one side and
a vista of Savage Gulf on another. We use it as
overflow guest quarters, and Dr. Ben uses it for
carving his limestone sculptures.

The entire front and back walls of the living
room are of glass with the woods view on one
side and the magnificent view of Peak Mountain,
the Cumberland Plateau and Savage Gulf on the
other. A 25foot wide deck affords a breathtaking
270° panoramic overlook.
Travis, with able assistance from James
Hampton, Henry Nunley, and other mountain
craftsmen completed the house in the fall of 1999.
In 2005, we built a guest housestudio. Joe
Santucci and sons of Altamont did the
construction from old logs bought from Elmo

As our children, grandchildren, and friends
gather around the fireplace on chilly winter days
or out on the deck in the summer, we are filled
with gratitude to be custodians, be it ever so
briefly, of this little piece of heaven on earth.
– Gertrude Sharp Caldwell

Standing, l to r: Ben Caldwell III, Leal Caldwell, Trudy Byrd, Ian Hedrick, Sarah Hedrick. Seated, Henry
Byrd, Isabel Caldwell, Gertrude and Ben Caldwell, BEC Caldwell, Amy Hedrick. The dog is Buck.
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Leonard Gross
Among the treasures of Beersheba Springs,
perhaps more precious than its store of scenic
vistas or natural resources, are its people. One
of those gems is Leonard Gross. He is known
as the oldest man living in Beersheba Springs.
I had the privilege of meeting Leonard in the
fall of 2009 when I was researching the history
of the United Methodist Assembly in
Beersheba. I had been informed that he had
done carpentry work on several buildings at
the Assembly during the 1950s when a great
deal of renovation was done on the historic
property.
Phil Mayhew arranged an interview with
Leonard and took me to his home. He readily
answered my questions that day and the next
as I drove him around Assembly property,
stopping to look at the historic buildings. In
the process of questioning Leonard, I
discovered a fascinating man who had a
remarkable store of memories and wisdom
Photo: Gloria Fults gleaned from confronting the joys and
adversities of life with a deep well of humor,
adaptability and faith. This is Leonard's story.
On April 7, 1921, in Grundy County,
Tennessee, Leonard Gross was born into the large
household of John and Frances Gross. Leonard's
childhood years were spent on farms in the
Tarlton Valley area. He recalls living on “Uncle Ike
Walker's Place,” in a big log house at the foot of a
mountain. The location enabled the Gross family
to have the luxury of “running water” piped down
from a spring near the top of the mountain. The
water flowed abundantly all year except when the
weather was so cold that it froze the metal pipe.
Then one of the family members would have to
build a fire under the pipe and thaw it out.
Leonard attended Mt. Olive School in Grundy
County. He quit school when he was in the sixth

grade so that he could help out on the farm.
There was much work to be done just putting
food on the table for the large family. Vegetables
were prepared fresh out of the garden or field
when in season, and extras were grown and
canned so that there was a supply for the
remainder of the year. Farm animals provided
milk, eggs, chicken and pork. The meat supply
was supplemented by wild game, particularly
squirrels and rabbits, and by fish caught in nearby
streams. Occasionally the family would need
staple items such as sugar and salt, so Leonard
and his dad would mount a mule and ride up the
mountain to Marvin Brown's store on Highway 56
in Beersheba Springs. These trips were his
introduction to Beersheba, a place he later came
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to love. It was also where, a few years later, he
found the love of his life!
When he was old enough to walk up the
mountain with his friends, Leonard enjoyed
playing around on the grounds of the old
abandoned resort in Beersheba Springs.
Sometimes he and his friends would go up in the
empty hotel building and prowl around in the
rooms. Then, he says, people got to going up
there and smoking, and they would leave
cigarette butts lying all over the floor. (Leonard
didn't volunteer any information as to whether he
was one of those persons!) He remarked that it
was a wonder that the smokers didn't burn the
building down. When asked if anyone knew that
kids were playing up there, he said he didn't think
so, because there wasn't anybody looking after the
property at that time.
When he was about thirteen, he and his
friends would sit around on the old wooden
observatory. Often they would look across the
Collins River Valley over to the mountains on the
far side of the valley. Perhaps they were dreaming
of the future.
As Leonard grew older, he began to hang
around Beersheba even more, especially after he
met Loretta Walker. Loretta was 14 and Leonard
was 17 when they met at a revival meeting held
in the old Utah School building. After courting for
four years, they married and lived for two short
months with Leonard's parents in Tarlton Valley
before Leonard was called into military service.
By that time, Leonard, at age 21, was cutting
timber on the mountainsides and using mules to
drag the logs off. He still helped out sometimes on
the family farm by working the fields with mules
pulling farm equipment.
Leonard left for basic training, and Loretta
went to stay with her mother. After he had been
in the service for six months, he got a 15day
leave to come home. He then went to Fort Bliss,
Texas. While he was at Fort Bliss, the army paid
him in twodollar bills and silver dollars. He didn't
manage to save any! The army sent Loretta a
monthly check. After some time, Leonard's
company went on to Riverside, California, where
they loaded onto a Liberty ship and went

overseas. After being out on the Pacific Ocean 40
days, the company clerk put a notice on the
bulletin board that said, “Noah ain’t got nothin’
on us. We've been on the water 40 days and 40
nights!” All told, they were on the ocean 65 days.
Leonard and his company were part of the
18th Pack and Aerial Evacuation Hospital with the
designated purpose of treating pack animals used
by the army in India and Burma. The pack
animals were actually mules, animals quite
familiar to a young man from Tennessee. The
mules were used to carry food and ammunition
into areas that could not be reached by trucks. On
one memorable day, they were following Merrill's
Marauders and the 124th Cavalry up the Ledo
Road and caring for the mules. They were within
five miles of Kunming, China, when the atomic
bomb was dropped and Japan surrendered.
Leonard was glad to get home when the war
was over. He had been in the military for 38
months. The army gave him $300 musteringout
pay and $50 travel pay to come home on. He and
his wife took that $300 and bought enough
furniture to start housekeeping in a home they
rented in Beersheba. Leonard had learned
something about building from his father prior to
leaving home, so he hired on as an apprentice to a
carpenter. Leonard liked assisting the man with
his work while learning the carpenter trade. After
a year or two, Leonard enrolled in a woodworking
school for veterans in McMinnville, and he began
building FHA houses, homes financed under the
Federal Housing Administration. He had found a
vocation in which he was skilled, and it was one
he enjoyed immensely.
Leonard and Loretta had their first child,
Linda, in 1947. Three years later their son,
Johnny, was born. Leonard continued to work at
carpentry jobs in the area, supporting his family
and watching the children grow up. He said he
traded with Dennis Brown at “The Store” for
years, “putting on his tab” the cost of groceries
purchased. Every two weeks when Leonard got
paid, he would pay Dennis what he owed.
Leonard and Loretta continued living in
various houses in the Beersheba area. Leonard
was employed by the Methodist Assembly in 1950
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and worked there off and on for many years. He
lived in Beersheba all his adult life, ever since he
came back from the army and he and Loretta set
up housekeeping. Loretta died in 1981 with a
brain hemorrhage. It was obvious that he missed
her very much.

Wednesday night covereddish supper and spoke
of the Bible games (questions and answers) they
played after prayer meeting and singing. When I
responded that it sounded like fun, he said, “It's
wonderful!”

Grace Baptist Church has been an important
part of Leonard's life. He asked me to drive by the
church and he proudly pointed to the log
structure, relating how he and the former pastor
had gone out of town for two days and nights to
purchase the sawed logs and learn how to put
them together. Leonard then used his carpentry
skills to help build the church. He also taught an
adult Sunday School class for over 50 years, and
still attended church each week on Sunday
morning, Sunday evening and Wednesday
evening, when he was able. He reads the Bible
every day and can quote much of it from memory.
He spoke proudly of his son who was the present
pastor of the church. He recalled fall festivals with
hayrides and games, and he also spoke of
community Thanksgiving services sometimes held
at his church. Leonard invited me to the next

Community service has been an important
part of Leonard's life. He helped organize the
Beersheba Springs Rescue Squad and served as a
volunteer for a number of years. He also served
as a volunteer with the Beersheba Springs Fire
Department for many years.
He liked to fish for rainbow trout in the
Collins River – his favorite holes were no secret!
He also fished for bream and bass, sometimes in
the river and sometimes in a nearby lake. He
enjoyed sports, liked to watch wrestling on TV,
and especially enjoyed watching softball games at
the community baseball field in Beersheba. He
had played on a softball team until he was in his
70s, and, at the same time, had coached a kids'
softball team. His friends used to call him “Flip,” a
name he earned by being a crack shot at knocking
lizards off a rail fence with a flip.

Leonard's interests were so varied and his activities so extensive, I could readily see that he
never had a chance to become bored. He had survived the trauma of war and the death of a
beloved spouse, two of life's most stressful events. His resilience and positive outlook on life
had served him well. Leonard's enthusiasm for life made him an enjoyable lunch companion
following our tour of Assembly property. After lunch I dropped Leonard off at his modest home
on Highway 56 just behind the home of his daughter, Linda, and across the street from the
home of his son, Johnny. He had mentioned his four grandchildren and ten great
grandchildren and his frequent associations with them. I felt comfortable leaving this elderly
widowed man where I knew he was just close enough to family members to be lovingly looked
out for, but not smothered with care. He told me that he still drove his truck and came and
went whenever he chose. Flowers he had planted were still blooming in his yard, and there
were seats on the porch inviting one to sit and visit a while.
I recalled noting that Leonard was still amazingly straight of statue and that he possessed
an agility to be envied by one much younger. I ended our visit by commenting on his
youthfulness. He responded that he was operating with his second pacemaker and said, “It
just keeps me agoing!” Then, with sparkling eyes and a vibrant lilt in his voice, he exclaimed,
“The Lord's been good to me!” It was obvious that this man of Beersheba Mountain was at
peace with himself, with his world, and with his God.
– Ann Hale Troutt
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Margaret Brown Coppinger
Without the work and inspiration of Margaret Brown Coppinger, this book and the Beersheba
Springs Historical Society would not exist. Margaret wrote a large part of the first edition and supplied
basic historical research for other parts. She recounted her experiences as a teacher in the Beersheba
school, but said little else about herself. She was part of the Brown family which has been chronicled in
some detail in this book. She was born in 1910 in Chattanooga as the first child of Henry Lee and Anna
Medley Brown. At the request of the doctor who delivered her, she was named for his wife. She wrote
an autobiographic memoir which her niece Norma Sparks published in The Pathfinder in 1997. The
following passage is quoted from it.
My mother, Anna, had polio as a child and
was crippled her entire life. Later she had dropsy.
She was brought to Beersheba by her mother in
1898, sent here by doctors who said they had
done all they could for her but to take her to
Beersheba Springs and allow her to drink its heal
ing waters. This must have paid off; she lacked 3
months of being 89 when she died. After coming
to Beersheba Springs, my grandmother operated a
guest house at the Schild place (now Mountain
Home) for people unable to pay the Hotel's rate.
Because of my father's work as a building
contractor, my early years were spent in Chat
tanooga in winter and in Beersheba in summer.
During this time, Daddy walked from Beersheba
Springs to Chattanooga in the fall and drove the
family cow, Bossy, through the Savage Gulf and
across Peak Mountain. This trip always took two
days. The first night of the journey, daddy would
stop to rest and sleep at the Rock House cave in
Savage Gulf. The second day he would arrive at
our home on McCallie Avenue with the cow in
tow. Mama and I would leave from Beersheba that
same morning in the hack. We would travel as far
as Coalmont, then catch the train. We would
change trains in Cowan; and after a long ride to
Stevenson, Alabama, we would arrive in Chat
tanooga about 8 o'clock that night. One time, we
left Bossy in Beersheba and all rode the hack. This
happened to be the last trip for Gates Thurston,
who was also riding. He kept the entire group of
passengers in stitches with his ghost tales until a

wasp started stinging him on the back!
My brother Henry Jr. was born December
1911. This little brother died of diphtheria when
he was almost 5 years old, in October 1916. When
I was about five or nearing six years of age, old
enough to go to school, my parents had to decide
where to stay during the winter. Several circum
stances helped make their decision easier. The
Tennessee River went on a flood rampage and al
most reached our house in Chattanooga in High
land Park. Daddy had gone to Beersheba Springs,
and all day Mama and I watched the water come
a little closer until it got almost all around our
home.
There was also a small pox epidemic raging
in Chattanooga and everybody was having to take
a smallpox vaccination. Our next door neighbor
said she would not be vaccinated nor allow her
children to be. She was told, "You will or you will
go to jail." The health officials came to our house
and vaccinated Mama, little brother and me.
When they asked where Daddy was and were told
he was in downtown Chattanooga they said, "We
will get him there." When he came home, he had
been vaccinated.
When Daddy asked Mama if she wanted to
continue staying in Chattanooga for the winter,
she replied, "No, take me back to Beersheba
Springs where there is no smallpox and the Ten
nessee River can't reach me." So we came back to
Beersheba, and I went through grammar school
here. There were no toilets at the school that first
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year, not even outside. Boys went to the woods on
one side of building; girls, on the other.
Shortly after my little brother died, Daddy
was the lowest bidder for the Coalmont Methodist
Church and for one of the early schools in that
vicinity. My parents decided to move to Coalmont,
where we stayed for about ten months. It was
during that time, in 1917, that my second brother,
Carlos Wayne was born. Shortly after coming back
to Beersheba Springs, Daddy leased the Hege
house from Ernest Hege, who was going to Jive,
Idaho to live with his stepdaughter following his
wife's death. My brother James Fate was born in
that house in 1919.
In the fall of 1920, Beersheba was given a
junior high school through the efforts of Julie
Ritzius, Methodist preacher Brother Hopper, and
former State Superintendent of Education J.B.
Brown. He and his family had visited Beersheba
and been guests at the Ritzius's boarding house.
By this time, I was ready for fifth grade. The first
year, students from all over the northern end of
the county came, so many that school could not
accommodate them. Arrangements were made to
use the hotel. By the next year, the Beersheba
School was enlarged. Daddy had been the lowest
bidder and put additions on both sides of the
building to accommodate primer through eighth
grade. When I was almost ready for high school,
my family talked of going back to Chattanooga,
but they found I had to have a certificate from a
school of nine months. Shook School was the only
school in the county that was in session for nine
months instead of six, so I went to Shook for
three months in the eighth grade after school in
Beersheba Springs was out.
We moved back to Chattanooga in 1925. I be
came acquainted with J.B. Brown's three children
– John B. Jr., Bob, and Elizabeth. I entered
Central High School on Dodds Avenue, which I
attended until graduation in 1929. Meanwhile,
Daddy had built Palmer School in 1927 and
Coalmont School in 1929. The county was unable
to pay for the Coalmont School building because
of the Depression beginning that year after the
stock market crash. As a result of the county's
default, we lost our home in Chattanooga.

We had already moved back to Beersheba
Springs, and I began teaching in Grundy County
in 1932 at Utah in Beersheba. I taught for 35
years; three years at Pond Springs, two years at
Flat Branch, four years at Collins, 16 years at
Palmer, one year and a half at Mt. Olive, seven
years and a half at Beersheba, and one year teach
ing remedial reading at Beersheba and Altamont.
I married Floyd Coppinger in 1956. We lived
at our home on Lover's Leap in Beersheba from
1958 until 1971. Floyd Coppinger died July 8,
1974.
I retired from teaching in 1967; and as soon
as I retired, I began trying to get a Grundy County
Retired Teachers' Association established. I be
came more and more interested in local history
and genealogy. Isabel Howell, who had been in
strumental in finding out about the history of
twenty old houses in Beersheba, asked me to con
tinue her research. I did so, and this work led to
the publication of Beersheba Springs: 150 Years
18331983. I established the Beersheba Spring
Historical Museum to further knowledge about
the history of the area. People from many states
visit each year. I am also president of the
Beersheba Springs Historical Society that was
formed in November 1980.
I became involved in the annual Thanksgiv
ing service that rotates among the five churches
represented in Beersheba – The Church of Christ,
Seventh Day Adventist, Methodist at Grace's
Chapel, and two Baptist Churches. The first
Thanksgiving service was held in 1965 at Cum
berland Baptist. Each year's offering goes to fix
plates of fruit and candy for the sick, elderly and
shutins.
I helped Mrs. Ira Oertli establish an Art and
Crafts Festival, first held at the schoolhouse in Oc
tober 1967. The next year it was moved to the
Beersheba Springs Hotel, where it is now an an
nual August event. Two other projects I am in
volved with are the Annual Easter Egg Hunt and
the community Christmas Tree. Several volunteers
including Marjorie Peterson, Susan Hill, Deborah
Williams, Diane Gross, and Marsha Knight help
with the egg hunt. For the tree, fruit and candy
are purchased and volunteers sack it up. We have
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about 125 children who are given this treat at
Christmas time.
The Beersheba Springs Homecoming is held
the last weekend in June to welcome back all de
scendants of people who once lived in Beersheba.
Many stay at the old hotel. The Brown Reunion
always takes place during the Homecoming, and
Brown descendants from all over the country

attend.
During Tennessee's Homecoming '86, I was
chosen by the three Commissioners to represent
Beersheba Springs. I was honored to ride on the
Homecoming Train from Chattanooga to Cowan
with Alex Haley (author of Roots) and Governor
Lamar Alexander.

Margaret Brown Coppinger lived for a number of years in the house on the north west corner of
Armfield Avenue and TN 56. She converted the building closest to both streets to a “museum,” though
to tell the truth it was Margaret's office for her historical research. She enjoyed telling others about the
history of Beersheba Springs. Many of her interests and activities continued until her death in 2001 and
have been carried on since then by yearround residents and summer visitors.

Clouded Valley of the Collins. Photograph by Alfred E. Howell, circa 1900
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Wholemeal

Top: Nanhaven, center: Backbone Inn, bottom: Howell Cottage
Laurel Falls

Beersheba Springs, Tennessee has a population of about 500 but holds a special
place in the hearts of thousands. There are families that have been here since the first
days of settlement in the 1830's and '40s; and, even though their descendants have
spread across the nation, Beersheba retains a hold on their hearts.
Around a core of antebellum summer cottages, another group of families has
found rest and refreshment here for generations and brought scores and scores of
guests. And new families and new homes have gradually been added. The Hotel –
United Methodist Assembly stands at the center of the community and attracts many
people to the mountain who have often formed a deep attachment to it. In recent
years, Beersheba has become an entrance to the Savage Gulf State Natural Area.
We like to think of Beersheba as an especially friendly place. This book is a
sort of “welcome center,” an invitation to visitors to participate in our lives, to
experience our nature, to sing our songs, to look at our pictures, and to enjoy our
stories and poetry. If you are an old Beersheba expert but need a little reminder of
who's who at the various cottages, here is your guide. Do you want to know where the
springs are? Here is your map. Whether you are spending a day or a lifetime in
Beersheba Springs, we hope you will find pleasure, information, and life in these
pages.
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Preface
The general, public history of Beersheba Springs, the story of the HotelAssembly and of three shops in the historic district has been recounted in
Volume I of this book. The second volume, first appearing in 2010, was
concerned with accounts of individual homes, families, and people with
stories, poems, songs and lore thrown in. I was keenly aware of the
incompleteness of the coverage, but had not been able to get all the stories I
wanted. This supplement adds another twenty homes.
When Volume II is reprinted, the material in this supplement will be
included. The supplement is being initially printed separately so that
people who have already bought Volume II will not have to pay for another
copy of what they already have in order to get the new material.
Many hands have been involved in this project, and I extend warmest
thanks to contributors and helpers too numerous to name.
While the coverage is improved by this supplement, it is still
incomplete. If your house or family has not been covered and you
would like for it to be in the book, please, please get in touch
with me. When Volume II is reprinted, your story can be
included. But you must be willing to write or at least help me to do so.
Whereas this second volume will require updating from time to time, a
third volume, Beersheba Classics, which appeared in 2011, is composed of
material which does not require update – poetry, tales, songs and old
pictures.
Clopper Almon, Editor
almon@econ. umd. edu
7303 Dartmouth Ave.
College Park, MD 20740
301-699-9058
Beersheba telephone

931-692-4434
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Breeze Inn

Our immediate family first came to
Beersheba in the 1940’s when my father, Sam B.
Smith, came as a church camper in the first or
second year after the Methodists acquired the
hotel. Dad was taken with the natural beauty of
the mountain and thus began a deep love that he
carried with him until his death in 2003. My
brothers and I also were church campers in the
1970s and 80s, with the associated hijinx and
comic mischief. One reportable incident was our
spurious sightings of the then infamous Alvin
Seagroves, an escaped Tracy City convict, who
was constantly rumored to be in the area, looking

for young girls. Our “sightings” uniformly
resulted in alarmed screams from the girls.
Later, at Vanderbilt in the early 1980’s I was
privileged to make several trips to the White
House and Lover’s Leap with my roommate and
fraternity brother John Adams. I remember
pulling off the creationist posters that wrapped
around the dining room walls at Lover’s Leap
during a work weekend after John's father,
Howell Adams, had just purchased the property.
We have many great memories of these college
trips – music, hiking, food, including the original
Flossie Argo Tate’s TV dinner. One fraternity
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brother who was “asleep” had to be awakened by
putting a pack of firecrackers into his back pocket
and setting them off. As adults, we are now
somewhat tamed down, but as our children come
with their friends we are struck by how much
they are like us back then, though so far,
thankfully, with a few less explosions, The
repetition of the cycle of life is somehow
especially apparent here in Beersheba.

public space on the main floor is beaded poplar
paneling from the Hermitage trees.
The first night I spent in the house was July
1, 2001. In the ten years since then – years of
upheaval and vast changes in the world – Breeze
Inn has been a polestar to navigate to and has
been a reassuring, calming presence in our family
life.
Building any house from 175 miles away is
challenging, not to mention a large, customdesigned house with as many constituents as
interested parties. Not surprisingly, several early
incidents are memorable. The “tank alert” for
septic tank overflow would announce itself in

President James K. Polk, an early visitor to
Beersheba Springs, was a great great uncle of my
father, and and a second cousin of Bishop
Leonidas Polk, who was the first owner of what is
now the Howell Cottage.
Our introduction to the Backbone came from
several years of renting Backbone Inn, at the
north end of Backbone Road. Jamie Brown gave
our children rides up and down the road with his
horse and buggy on one of our first visits, and we
were hooked. After-dinner walks on Backbone
Road convinced us that the “suburbs” of
Beersheba were where we needed to be.
Caroline and I bought our property on
Backbone Road in 1998. Our children, Sarah,
Sam, and Robert, were then respectively 11, 8,
and 5 – perfect ages for Beersheba. Starting from
Grace Chapel and heading north, our driveway is
the second on the left. A house built by Dr. Ben
Caldwell for the nurses that worked with him has
the first driveway and is visible from the road.
Our drive leads back to the house we built near
the brow of the mountain. We engaged Howell
Adams III as architect, and Travis Turner as
builder. There was an 1860’s log cabin on the site
(relocated from McMinnville) that Howell used as
an integral part of the two story saltbox design.
Howell has done two great jobs for us in Atlanta,
and his inspiring open design has elicited “aah’s”
from visitors for ten years. Travis is the builder of
choice on the mountain and an artist in his own
right. He also is a skilled musician and good
friend. In 1998, a terrible tornado ripped through
Nashville, and wreaked havoc at the Hermitage,
where Dad had been editor of the Andrew
Jackson papers, and where I had worked
summers. Many walnut, cherry, maple, hickory
and poplar trees were destroyed. We were able to
buy some of that wood, have it milled and have
furniture made. We had determined to use no
drywall in construction of our house, and the

Jamie Brown with his horse and buggy and our
children.
stentorian tones at random intervals, but almost
always after we (or I at least) had gone to bed. It
seemed unfixable, so we shut it off. Another
incident which could have ended disastrously was
when we had been burning a trash pile for days.
Dad grew impatient it sitting there smoldering
and hired some people he knew from Springfield
to come get it and haul it away. Once on I-24 and
headed back toward Nashville, the wind ignited
the trash and a full fire broke out in the truck and
necessitated an emergency landing. Dad was with
the men in the truck and reported this incident.
We tried to mix the old with the new as much
as we could in the house, using reclaimed
Hermitage wood and foundation stones from the
previous cabin. We also were able to buy some
sinks and a clawfoot bathtub from the Methodist
Assembly. They have been refurbished and are
doing duty for a second life.
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The house was unnamed during
construction. On one visit we were discussing
potential names while eating lunch on the porch.
Our then 13-year-old daughter Sarah said. “I
know---Breeze Inn. There’s always a breeze
blowing up the brow.” And so it was named. At
first, we did not own a triangle of land on the
brow below our house, and trees growing on this
land increasingly limited our view. In 2010, we
were able to buy this land from the Randolphs
next door and enhance the view from the back of
the porch.

memories of doing this is several times going
down to Alf Adams’s raft in the Collins with Ben,
our dog, and looking down the river and seeing
Sarah Taylor sitting on “her” rock. We had some
good conversations.
Maybe our best family times on the
mountain are on July 4th, when friends and
relatives from Nashville and Atlanta come and eat
barbecue and watch the parade. Brother Mark’s
children love preparing the truck for the parade,
and preparations start early, right after breakfast.
As of 2011 they have a third place and second
place trophy to show for their efforts. Parade and
awards presentations take most of the morning.
Every single year during the parade I think how
much it means to be an American, and how proud
we ought to be of our heritage and the sacrifices
of those who fought for our freedom. A big nap
follows big lunch, then it’s skeet shooting off the
brow, then a late afternoon trip to the raft,
followed by leftovers, followed by sitting on the
porch, followed by hopefully a baseball game on
television, followed by sitting on the porch,
followed by a restful night’s sleep. This is to me
the perfect Beersheba 4th.
On weekends, we try to stay Sunday, to
worship with Brother Clayton Jones, at Grace
Chapel. The congregation is warm and inviting
and truly our church home away from home.

Sam B. Smith on the porch of Breeze Inn.
When Dad passed away, Howell Adams, Jr.
generously gave a donation for the a new building
at the assembly to be named “The Sam B. Smith
Multipurpose Building,” as a recognition of Dad’s
love and work at Beersheba, and of his friendship
with Howell,. Thus there is now a beautiful,
useful and permanent reminder of Dad on the
mountain, which all our family appreciates.

Howell Adams Jr. advised me when I was
looking for a place on the mountain that “an
investment in Beersheba is not an investment in
real estate. It’s an investment in family.” I have
found that to be very true over the last ten years,
and am confident it will be so for our children
and grandchildren.

I try to spend the week of the 4th on the
mountain, and have some quiet time before our
family and friends arrive. One of my great

– David Smith
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The Gage – Kemmerly – Price Cottage

The 10 acres on which the present Price and
McClelland homes now (2011) stand were
historically part of the Dan tract that belonged to
Olga Plumacher. It then belonged to Julie
Hunerwadel Ritzius, who sold the land to Lucy

Gage in two pieces, one in 1929 and one in 1933.
The north end of the southernmost of the three
present structures was built by her, as indicated
by an old postcard showing the north end of this
house as viewed from the west. The card gives the
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owner's name as Lucille, but all the legal records
give it as Lucy. In 1945, she sold the property to
A. H. (Jack) Stephens, subject to a life estate for
her. In other words, he owned the property, but
she could stay in it as long as she lived. If the
editor's memory serves correctly, Stephens was in
some way involved in the publishing business and
had a great many books arrayed on bookshelves
in a way that gave a very warm feeling to the
house. In 1954, he sold it to Joseph and
Josephine Tucker. In 1969, the Tuckers sold it to
Adam and Lucile Meister for $15,250. Probably
the Tuckers built the next house to the north,
shown at the top of the McClelland Cottages entry
below. Finally, it was definitely the Meisters who
built the third and most northerly house, shown
as the second house in the McClelland cottages
page. Travis Turner remembers the construction;
and Odessa Brown recalls doing the wallpapering.

name of the Southern Adventist University in
Collegeville, TN, just east of Chattanooga. The
physical description of the house for sale matches
perfectly the Gage place. Apparently, the Meisters
wished to sell it almost immediately after buying
it, but must not have found a buyer.
The Meisters had also bought land on the
east side of Backbone Road, where they evidently
hoped to create an Adventist community
comparable to the one at Cumberland Heights, as
can be seen in the following advertisement in the
Pacific Union Recorder, an Adventist publication,
September 3, 1973.
Large Cumberland Mountain top
homesites, outstanding scenery — overlooking
valley and virgin wilderness preserve, smog
free moderate climate, low taxes, surfaced
roads, county water line, free garbage service,
half mi!e to historic village, organized church,
area church school, Adam G. Meister,
Beersheba Springs, TN 37305—P.O. Box 545.

The oldest house on the property, the
original Lucy Gage place, is aptly described in this
advertisement run by Adam Meister in the
August 24, 1971 issue of The Atlantic Union
Gleaner, a Seventh Day Adventist periodical.

It was not until 1981, ten years after the first
advertisement, that they sold the southern 5.9
acres – on which the Gage cottage stands – to
Paul C. and Maxine Kemmerly for $100,000. The
Meisters next sold the middle house and 1.65
acres immediately north of the Kemmerly
property to Robert and Ann Street for $35,000 in
1990. Finally, in 1995 they sold the remaining
2.47 acres and their new house at the north end
of the property to Warren and Anneliese Hamel
for $164,000.

FOR SALE—Six level acres on cliffside,
Cumberland Plateau, Tennessee. Both main
house (two bedrooms) and guest house (four
rooms) have 25-mile view. Valley air currents
protect from early frost. Good gardening, mild
winters. Features: 16 x 24 living room, huge
stone fireplace, family-room-kitchen, walk-in
cedar room, cement porch fronts on cliff, twocar garage, gas furnace, four blocks to stores,
town water and well, weekly trash collection.
Adventist neighbor, near S.D.A. [Seventh Day
Adventist] chapel, large Adventist church and
school only seven miles, 30-bed hospital. Fine
SMC radio reception. Taxes under $100. Main
house (three acres) priced for quick sale
$17,500; guest house (three acres) sold only
with or after main house. Make appointment,
Adam Meister, owners' representative,
Beersheba Springs, Tennessee 37305.
Telephone: (615) 692-3312.

Lucile Meister, a German woman and a fine
artist, is fondly remembered by those who knew
her. They all declare, however, that her name was
Eve, apparently adopted to go with her husband,
Adam. He seems to have been a substantial man,
devoted to the Adventist church and a promoter
of Beersheba to its members. His only success in
that effort, however, seems to have been finding
the Hamels to buy the house he and Lucille had
built at the north end of the property.
Paul and Maxine Kemmerly added
considerably to the original Gage cottage and
served the Beersheba community in manifold
ways. After high school graduation, Paul had
joined the U. S. Marine Corps Reserve at the age
of 17. He served in the Korean War and survived
the Chosin Reservoir action in which the U.S.

The “owners” whom Adam represented were,
in fact, himself and his wife. The “large Adventist
church” and other institutions refers to the
Cumberland Heights community south of
Altamont. The enigmatic “SMC radio” probably
refers to Southern Missionary College, a previous
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troops were cut off and surrounded by Chinese
and had to cut their way out. Taking full
advantage of the G.I. Bill, he graduated from the
University of Oklahoma and then its Medical
School. He completed his anesthesiology
residency at Duke University and practiced in
Memphis and then at Baptist Hospital in
Nashville. Heart problems forced an early
retirement, and he and Maxine (a nurse by
training) chose to live in Beersheba. Maxine
became president of the Historical Society and
was the driving force that kept it going for many
years. She also served on the Caney Fork

Regional Library Board and on the Grundy
County Election Commission. Paul also served as
a library trustee. He was an ardent ham radio
operator and made maximal use of the fine
reception afforded by the site. Although Paul and
Maxine had seven children and eleven
grandchildren, none of them seemed to form an
especially strong connection with Beersheba.
Shortly before Paul's death, they moved back to
Nashville to be close to some of their children.
Maxine soon sold the place in 2009 to Scott and
Ann Price of Nashville.

The McClellan Cottages

House probably built by the Tuckers and later owned by the Streets.
The history of these houses has been recounted in the preceding entry. John and Jo Ella McClellan
bought the Street property in 2006 and Hamel property in 2008.
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House built by Adam G. and Lucile Meister

The Armistead Cottage

My husband, Hunter Armistead, and I were
introduced to the pleasures of Beersheba several
years ago by Dr. Ben Caldwell. In 1978 Ben
encouraged us to buy three old log pens from his
collection of logs; he also found us a lot on the
Backbone Road on which to build. We followed
his advice, and, being utter novices, we needed –
and he gave – a great deal of direction in this
enterprise. He helped us find Monroe Craven of
McMinnville, who was our builder. Our friend
from Nashville Lil (Mrs. James T.) Granbery
designed our kitchen.

Monroe employed only a few men, one of
them being our son Ben Armistead, and the
cottage was pieced together and took shape over
the next two years. Monroe is a master
stonemason by trade, and he built four wonderful
fireplaces and chimneys for the cottage. These
stone fireplaces and the wide porch which
encircles the house are very special to us. The
birth and growth of the cottage was a joy, just as
it is a joy to know that it is waiting to welcome us
whenever we can slip away.
—Clare Armistead
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Moss Point

Moss Point on Adam's Lane, just north of the
Armistead cottage, has a grand view of the Collins
valley and Savage Gulf. Shortly after buying the
Gage Cottage and land on either side of Backbone
Road, Adam Meister laid out a subdivision on the
east side of the road. A U-shaped road, which he
named for himself as Adam's Lane, provided
access to the bluff lots and others not on
Backbone Road. The road is now commonly
called Adams Lane, but the original plot of the
subdivision clearly shows the apostrophe. On
August 18,1973, Ben and Gertrude Caldwell, who
had bought Benhame on Armfield Avenue about
a month earlier, bought from Meister six lots on
which now stand the Armistead house, this
house, and the Cowan house next to the north.
The Caldwells engaged Elmo Whitman as builder,
and Elmo found a log house in the valley near
Hillsboro. It had a good view of the mountain
rising to the south, and one may fantasize that it
perhaps longed to stand on that mountain. Elmo
bought the house, sold it to Ben, and then took it
apart and brought the logs and stones of the
fireplace to the Beersheba site. All of this material
was then reused. The 12x2-inch floor boards
came form the old freight terminal at about 12th
Avenue North and Charlotte in Nashville. Ben
Armistead stayed here while working on
construction of the Armistead house.

intention of living in it because it had a beautiful
view which Benhame lacked. But Gertrude's
brother, Vernon Sharp, implored them to sell it to
him. “All of my sisters,” he told Ben, “have places
at Beersheba, but I don't. And you have two.” So
in December 1984, the Caldwells traded the
house to the Sharps for some land on the other
side of Backbone Road and possibly some cash –
memories and records are a bit vague. Vernon
and Alix Sharp added the hewn-log guest house
just to the south of the main house. It had
previously stood on Stone Door Road and
belonged to Georgia Knight. In the course of eight
years, the Sharps found that Vernon's busy life as
a pioneer in family psychiatry in Nashville did not
leave enough time for Beersheba to justify the
expense, and they sold the house to Charles and
Ann Harwell Wells in June 1992.
The Wells were not strangers to Beersheba;
Ann was a close cousin of the Howells at
Nanhaven. Charles was a professor of neurology
and psychiatry at Vanderbilt and a prolific writer
of books with such titles as Neurology for
Psychiatrists and Dementia. Experiences in his
specialty, the psychiatry of aging, led him to
write, at about age 60, a series of letters to
himself to be read when he became an older,
retired man. Published under the title Dear Old
Man, they are filled with cogent, sometimes stern
advice on how to grow old. He also wrote lighter

The Caldwells built the place with the
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pieces such as Bonnie Ramona of Oz about their
dog. “The Tale of the Night-blooming Cereus”
about the flowering of this cactus at the Mayhew's
house was published in Southern Living in 1996.
A posthumous publication, Ashford, vividly
portrays the vanished world of the tiny SouthAlabama town where Charles grew up.

the view, it gives depth and scale to the vista.
We have changed the name of the property
from “The “Retreat”, which is now used only for
the guest house, to Moss Point because, while
cleaning out underbrush soon after our purchase,
we found an old wooden sign with this name
chiseled into it. I changed the function of some
rooms. The former master bedroom with its
splendid view and fireplace became the kitchen,
which has a dining table and sitting area. The old
kitchen became the master bedroom and bath.
Unfortunately, making a new door and entrance
hall has totally covered the log house on the
outside; the logs are visible on the inside. The
small gardens have been moved and currently
demand much attention to build up the mountain
soil. It's a challenge I love!

The large stone fireplaces and the
commodious porches of Moss Point make the
house usable year round, and the Wells family
took good advantage of that possibility. Shortly
before Charles's death in 2006, the Wells sold the
house to us, David White and Joe Erwin.
We were captivated by the sweeping view of
the Tarlton Valley, Dyke’s Mountain (called
T'other only in Beersheba), and Savage Gulf.
Dominating this view is a large chestnut oak,
rooted at the base of the cliff but with crown at
eye level from our porch. Rather than blocking

David White with Clopper Almon

Moss Point guest house, built during the Vernon Sharp ownership.
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Tale of a Night-blooming Cereus
Charles E. Wells
For years, the blossoming of the Mayhew's night-blooming cereus has been an annual ritual in Beersheba.
This sensitive description of the event appeared in Southern Living, September, 1996, page 244. Gracious
permission to reprint it here, given by the magazine and by Ann Harwell Wells and family, is gratefully
acknowledged.

Night-blooming cereus: either of two
American cacti, Silenicereus grandiflorus
or S. pteranthus, having large fragrant
flowers that open at night.

about it. It was not beautiful, but it was large and
healthy, with long, twisting, sometimes sinuous
branches that recalled an ink drawing of dancers
by Picasso. The leaves looked tropical, vaguely
out of place on our mountaintop in early
September. Somehow the cereus managed to
seem both embarrassed at finding itself the
center of attention and yet proud of what it had
done. The plant was old, though, and doubtless
knew that only a few hours separated it from the
dawn.

I didn't know all that, of course, when Sarah
[Taylor] called. It was Sunday afternoon, almost
dark. Ann and I were resting on the porch. Both
of us were at peace, casting an occasional glance
at the mountains as the sun fell on another fine
day in Beersheba Springs, a mountaintop
community in Tennessee where we had recently
bought a cottage.

Everyone had come, or so it seemed, from
babes in arms to what are now fashionably called
the “old-old.” Whole families were there to be
ushered into its presence. Phil sat on stool to the
side gently picking his 12-string guitar, giving us
melodies that sang of a joy restrained, constrained. There were smiles on almost every
faces, but talk was muted as though none of us
could bear to divert attention from the plant
itself. One family had brought the champagne
they had neglected to open earlier that evening,
and even the champaign seemed reverential.

The resort was old, and aside from Ann's
many family connections there, we were
newcomers and happy to be included in Sarah's
invitation. She told us that everyone was to
gather at Terry and Phil's house at 9:45 p.m. to
view the blooming of a night-blooming cereus. As
she put down the receiver, Ann asked, “What is a
night-blooming cereus?” Neither of us knew. To
us, it was just a name attached to some faintly
exotic and mysterious plant, but I didn't want to
appear antisocial.

“Large, fragrant flowers” the dictionary had
reported, but only the experience itself, sight and
smell, could capture the true meaning of those
words. It was almost as though we had been
granted an opportunity to peer into perfection,
given a chance to glimpse heaven itself. The
whiteness of the petals brought to mind alabaster,
but Farbergé at his peak could have created no
better than a pale facsimile. And at its center was
a tangle of white that could only be angel's hair.

When we arrived at Terri and Phil's for the
event, everything was dark. Even though the halfmoon was shining above, it was black under the
trees. We could see no one until we reached the
gate, but we were, indeed, not alone. People
milled about the front yard, talking quietly. Even
the cries of the children were hushed.
As our eyes adjusted to the darkness, we
spied a brightly lit space in the distance. We
picked our way slowly through the crowd and, as
we did so, the top branches of the cereus began to
emerge into view like the arms of some fanciful
art nouveau candelabrum.

When it was time for us to go, our steps were
hesitant, our thoughts were more so as we walked
away from the halo into darkness. The ride back
to our cottage was short. We kept to ourselves, for
neither of us could bear to voice the reality that at
dawn it would all be over.

The plant sat in a circle of light on a low
stone bench. There was something almost human
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Ram-in-the-Thicket

In 1986-87, Elizabeth and I built this log
house, Ram-in-the-Thicket, for our family of five
children. After securing the wooded lot on the
bluff on the east side of Backbone Road, the we
made numerous trips to northern Tennessee and
southern Kentucky looking for the perfect logs.
This area was where poplar trees grew in great
abundance, and hence where many poplar log
cabins, barns and stables had been built over the
last 200 years. The 24-foot logs on the front of
the house came from a stable in western
Montgomery County, Tennessee. Legend tells
that a Confederate general once spent the night in
this stable during the war. At least ten different
sources of poplar logs were purchased, and 18wheeler trucks delivered the logs up the
mountain to Beersheba Springs. On site, a crane
lifted and placed each log into the structure. The
house was designed by Bob Gwin, a well-known
Nashville architect.

Middle Tennessee. Permachink was used between
the logs because it is more pliable than the
traditional cement or mud daubing. The chinking
was done by a Tennessee-based husband and wife
team who work across the nation chinking log
houses.
Some ten years later, we built a guest house,
also of logs, to compliment the main house.

The Ralph Guest House

We chose to use hard limestone for the two
chimneys and fireplaces instead of the local
sandstone of the mountain. The limestone came
from old chimneys along the Harpeth River in

The name of the house is a reference to
Genesis 22 verse 13, where Abraham sacrifices a
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ram found caught by its horns in a thicket. Our
beloved house in Beersheba Springs has all too
often been sacrificed to our demanding life in

Nashville.
– Will Ralph

Taj Malog

A. Welling LaGrone, Jr. purchased the land
on which this home was built from David and
Carlene Gillstrap in 1998. He had been looking
for a place to build a get-away house, and
Elizabeth Crook, then his wife, suggested he look
at Beersheba. Elizabeth had come to love
Beersheba while married to Morton B. Howell III
of Nanhaven. Welling and Elizabeth came to
Beersheba and were walking along Backbone
Road past Jamie Brown's house, when Jamie saw
them from his porch and called out, “Come up
here, son, and sit awhile. You look like you've lost
your last friend.” Welling accepted the invitation
and explained that he was looking for a piece of
land to build on and was despairing of finding
anything. Jamie introduced him to his niece,
Carlene Gillstrap, and the sale was soon
arranged, including the log house that had
belonged to Jamie's father.

By his own account, Welling set out to build a
simple house; but as he worked on the plans, it
grew and grew, as did the cost of construction.
Hence the name, with its reference to the costly
white marble mausoleum of a Mogul emperor.
Originally, Welling – who was not a cook – had
laid out a traditional kitchen well separated from
the rest of the house. Elizabeth took one look at it
and said, “I don't know who you think is going to
work in that isolated kitchen, but it is not going to
be me.” There were quick changes to an open
floor plan. Despite many changes in the design
stage, Travis Turner, the builder, reports that
once the plans went to him, there were only
minimal changes.
The log house on the land was moved from
its original place near Backbone Road over to the
brow of the mountain to form the core of the new
house. Welling was insistent that it be moved, in
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so far as possible, in one piece. Travis had to
bring in a huge crane from Nashville to do the
job. Welling had his picture made with the house
floating over the mountain top to its new
location. But of course, after this flight, neither
windows nor doors were vertical or square, so the
whole thing had to be dismantled and reassembled – after Welling had left.

Rule 2 . If you don't sign the guest book, you can't
come back.
Candle-light dinners on the porch
overlooking Dark Hollow and the Collins valley
were part of many week-end visits. Elizabeth's
son, Rob Howell, introduced the firing of a potato
cannon, which would send a potato in a high,
grace arc out over the tree tops.

Travis asked why the approach walk had a
right angle in it, and Welling replied that he
wanted the house to surprise the visitor. “But
why,” asked Travis, “are there no windows on the
street side of the house?” “So I can run around in
my underwear without worrying about who may
be coming,” replied Welling. There is some
suspicion that it was the the fabled emperor's
brand of underwear.

Welling was a collector of unusual and
interesting objects such as an inlaid walking stick
and a caricature marionette. Many of them found
a place in Taj Malog.
After Welling's sudden and untimely death in
2011, the house was bought by Mark Lundy and
Marion Ridley of Tampa, Florida. Much of
Welling's collection went with the house to the
new owners. The non-stop Southwest flight from
Tampa to Nashville makes Beersheba more
accessible for Mark and Marion than one might
suppose.

Welling had two rules for his guests:
Rule 1. Nobody has to anything he doesn't want to
do (except maybe help in the kitchen), and
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Hemlock Hall

Architects, historians, and preservationists
have with good cause admired this excellent
example of strongly stylized Victorian Gothic
architecture. Like the Kenner-Ferriss cottage, it
has sharply pointed arches and scrollwork at the
verge boards. Writing about Hemlock Hall in At
Home in Tennessee (LSU Press, 2009. p.188)
Donna Dorian notes that the Gothic Revival style,
with its upward-pointing gables, suggests highminded social and religious ideals and
constituted “an architecture of fantasy, well
suited for the romantic country house.” In widely
read books appearing in 1842 and 1850, Andrew
Jackson Downing advocated this style for
cottages, farmhouses, and country houses as an
antidote to the pretentious Greek Revival
temples. He sought an architecture “highly
picturesque and harmonious with nature” and
“capable of awakening strong emotions to a
cultivated mind.” His books would have been
readily available in New Orleans and Nashville.
Whether Armfield wanted to try his hand with
this radically different style or whether his client
from New Orleans provided the plans, we can
only guess.

stretched H. The front and back entrances are in
the center of the crossbar of the H. There are six
gingerbread gables, one above each entrance and
at each end of the two wings, the sidebars of the
H. The house faces north – actually, about 20º
east of north. One enters from the front into a
spacious central hall. To the right (west) on
entering, a room now used as the sitting room
opens and beyond it are two bedrooms in the
sidebar of the H. Exactly the same pattern is
repeated on the other (east) side of the central
hall, with the room in crossbar now used as the
dining room. On the front, a porch stretches
along the crossbar of the H; on the back side, the
corresponding area, probably originally a porch,
has long been enclosed. The portion of this area
behind the dining room now serves as the
kitchen.
The old photograph presented below shows
that originally there were porches along the
outside of the sidebars of the H, but not on the
ends under the gable, so these porches did not
connect with the front and back porches. These
end porches on the west are now enclosed to
provide baths for the adjacent bedrooms. On the
east end, the porch is now screened and the front
half louvered to afford a

Of board-and-batten construction, Hemlock
Hall has a floor plan in the form of a horizontally
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An old picture of Hemlock Hall, precise date unknown, but women's dresses indicate the 19 th
century.
modicum of privacy for this airy bath with a
Most of the rooms measure 16 x 20 feet with
Gothic shower stall, perhaps the only one ever
13-foot ceilings and plastered walls. The
built.
woodwork and mantels are of the “Egyptian”
design used by Armfield and other builders of the
At its outer edge, the roof of the front porch
period. All the windows were shuttered, as were
was supported by latticework columns that
all the French doors, an arrangement which
formed triangular arches at the top. There were
allows privacy but circulation of air. The
only eight downstairs windows, two at each end
doorways and windows had elaborate window
of the two sidebar wings. But there were twelve
pediments which accentuated the Gothic design.
French doors with louvered shutters opening
from the six interior rooms onto the central front
On the central rear porch, an exterior
and rear porches and two end porches. Each
staircase gives access to a second floor under the
room opened onto two porches. This
eaves with three large windows to the front and
arrangement provided an open flow of air day or
rear. This area was floored and used for storage
night. The underpinings of the house were
but not completed as part of the living quarters.
concealed by latticework.
To the rear of the house on the west is a twoThe central hall-living room had the
room log structure which housed the kitchen and
customary front and rear doors with glass at top
servants’ quarters. Across from it to the east was
and sides. The four end bedrooms had fireplaces
a large carriage house with servants’ housing as
in their innermost corner and the two middle
well. These two structures created a somewhat
rooms had fireplaces backed up to these, so that
enclosed rear courtyard with brick walks and
three flues feed into each of the two chimneys,
possibly a formal garden.
which are still topped by three clay chimney pots
According to former owner Edna Davenport,
each.
there was in the rear of the backyard a large dug
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(not bored) well that had brick walls. Half-way
down the well there was a wide wooden platform,
accessible by ladder, where perishable foods were
kept cool in summer.

elegance, graced the occasion, accompanied by
her daughter, Miss Freeland, in couleur de rose,
who, though just entering her teens, is
wonderfully attractive for mental and physical
beauty.” Her son Thomas Freeland is mentioned
in the memoirs of Alfred E. Howell at Beersheba.

Apparently built for Joseph Williams of
Louisiana about 1858, the house was conveyed by
Williams on September 19, 1860 to Mrs. Virginia
Perkins Freeland of Marion County, Mississippi,
the widow of Frisby Freeland. The daughter of
Jesse Perkins and Mary Fontaine, Virginia
married Frisby Freeland, scion of a prosperous
planter family, about 1850 and had by him a
daughter and son, Mary Fontaine and Thomas.
Frisby Freeland, son of Thomas and Sarah
Greenfield Skinner Freeland, was born in 1822.
With yellow fever raging in the Deep South – in
New Orleans alone 2,670 deaths were attributed
to it in 1855 – Freeland probably died of fever in
1857 as a young man of 34. His early death
prompted Virginia Freeland to take her children
and move to Beersheba, a safer climate in
summer.

Goodspeed’s Biographical and Historical
Memoirs of Mississippi (1891) gave the family
further attention:
Mrs. Banks is a highly accomplished
woman, and in her youth was thoroughly
educated in a select school, where she showed
great proficiency as a Latin and French
scholar, and also in music, becoming a
brilliant performer on the piano. She and her
daughter, Miss Mary Freeland, have traveled
extensively, and their literary tastes, their fine
conversational powers as well as their gracious
manners, gathered about them and won for
them the friendship and admiration of
eminent people in this country and abroad.
Many of their winters have been spent in
Washington, D.C., where they move in the
highest social circles. They reside on a fine
cotton plantation near Vicksburg, Mississippi.
Their family mansion is a commodious and
imposing structure, and an air of refinement
and good taste pervades all its surroundings.
In this ideal Southern home a generous and
true-hearted hospitality is displayed that is the
delight of the many that enter its portals.

Then came the Civil War, the cottages were
locked up, the keys left with Colonel Armfield
when Mrs. Freeland and others fled to the Deep
South again. The diary kept by L. Virginia French
at Beersheba in 1863 and 1864 records in detail
the pillaging of the cottages by gangs of
marauders. Mrs. French complained that on July
25, 1863: “The robbers were in again today . . .
They broke into Mr. Murray’s cottage . . . and
commenced carrying things off . . . Dr. Waters’
also ... as well as Mrs. Freeland’s.” On Sunday,
July 25, the whole village was terrorized and
ransacked. “At Mrs. Freeland’s house they held
an orgie the whole night, singing, shouting, and it
was believed dancing. I heard the noise at the
cottages myself, when I closed my shutters at 11
o’clock.”

Virginia Perkins Freeland Banks, having
reached the age of sixty, sold the Beersheba
cottage in 1894 to Emma Young Black, wife of Dr.
Thomas Black, McMinnville. Mrs. Black, the
daughter of John S. Young, Secretary of State in
Tennessee, was born near the State Capitol in
Nashville. Her husband practiced medicine in
McMinnville for many years, where he was also
mayor, and they had eight children to enjoy the
cottage.

But Mrs. Frisby Freeland was obviously not
ruined by the Civil War, as were several of the
cottage owners whose properties Colonel
Armfield had to repossess and dispose of after
1865. In fact, she returned to Beersheba as Mrs.
Banks, the wife of Major A. D. Banks of Virginia,
and attended the grand ball of the season with
her daughter when the Hotel reopened in 1870.
On August 21 of that year the Nashville
Republican Banner reported: “Mrs. Banks, of
Mississippi, so widely known for her beauty and

When Mrs. Black bought the house, she was
told this story. Soon after the house was first
built, two Mississippi boatmen were gambling in
the parlor. They got into an argument and one of
them was killed. The blood stains were on the
floor of a room on the left side of the house, and
Mrs. Black was unable to remove them. In later
years, a caretaker, who believed in ghosts,
claimed she could see a man walking around
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without a head under the hemlock trees every
night just at dusk. This tale resulted in the house
being considered haunted. Some of the children
in the community, when walking to the post office
just before dark, tried to avoid getting too close to
the hemlock trees. Instead of taking the sidewalk,
they got out in the middle of the road. They
undoubtedly thought it better to be safe than
sorry.

still in good shape.
The notion that the Cumberland plateau was
a new Texas soon met disappointment, and
Sherman and Hazel Nelson sold to Gary P. Dillon
of Winchester, Tennessee in 1956 . On September
2, 1967, the heirs of Dillon deeded the property to
Thompson Phillips Crowe III. He sold it to Alf
Adams, Jr. in 1984. Finding no one in his family
who wanted the place, he put it up for auction on
the 4th of July, 1989. A crowd gathered in the
front yard as the auctioneer began his customary
encouragement. Soon there were only two
bidders, and after about 30 minutes, the new
owner was announced: Hank Brockman.

In November 1949, the Black heirs sold the
cottage to Edna Davenport of McMinnville, and
she immediately set about saving a famous
landmark and restoring it to its former grandeur.
She described the experience in these words:
When Frank and I acquired it, the roof
and floors needed immediate attention. The
carriage house with the servant quarters above
was in such bad repair that it had to be done
away with, though it was of chestnut. The
double log kitchen was on the other side of the
back yard and remains there today used by the
present owners. The logs were sawed at Laurel
Mill, as were many of the log houses built by
Armfield.

Hank, my husband, was virtually unknown in
Beersheba. I, however, was no stranger here; I
had been a classmate of Mary Adams, youngest
child of Chancellor Alfred T. Adams, and had
often been a guest at the White House, had come
to Mary's wedding in Beersheba and later to the
christening of her twin sons, also here. On that
last occasion, we stayed at the Turner Cottage,
but were taken to see Hemlock Hall, then owned
by Mary's brother Alf. A few years passed, but
when Hank saw the announcement of the
auction, he remembered the old house and
resolved to go and see what would happen. I was
fully supportive of the idea of possibly buying the
house; but our two children, Bonnie and Will,
and I were off on Pawleys Island, South Carolina.
The inn where we stayed had no telephone, so
later in the day I found a roadside phone booth
and called Hank. You can imagine how excited I
was when he said “We own it!”

Having hired Ballard Huntley and other
workmen and spent six months on the Black
Cottage restoration, Frank and I furnished it
and moved in. The first night we spent there
we were delighted to have a visit from the
seven Adams brothers of the White House and
Judge R.B.C. Howell of the Howell Cottage.
The following day Mr. Morton B. Howell and
his sister Miss Isabel Howell paid us a call.
Their warm welcomes convinced us that we
had made the right decision in coming to
Beersheba.
Within a year, ranchers from Texas began
to look east for new pastures for their cattle
because Texas was suffering a drought that
had lasted in some parts of the state for seven
years. Among those who came to Tennessee
was Mr. Sherman Nelson. He was impressed
with our large house and persuaded Frank and
me to sell it to him because he had arranged
pasture for his cattle in the vicinity of
Altamont or Coalmont. When we made our
decision, Mr. Howell and Miss Isabel
suggested that we purchase the lot next to
Nanhaven where the house had burned in
1948 and the chimneys and foundations were
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The new back of Hemlock Hall with the extended central gable and the new kitchen to the right of it.
Hank was enthralled by the challenge of
restoring a wonderful old house, but it had been
forty years since the Davenport renovations, and
much needed to be done. At first, Hank worked
by himself when he could get away from his job
with J. C. Bradford in Nashville. He acquired, as
he says in his financial lingo, significant sweat
equity in the house. Many weekends were spent
with the Weaver family at the Howell Cottage
while we worked on our house. Once, when Hank
was staying at the Woodlee Inn in Altamont, the
owner, Earlene Speer, recommended Travis
Turner of Tracy City for construction and
restoration of Hemlock Hall. Travis was soon
engaged. We were impressed by his skill and care
but even more amazed to learn that he went to
the library of the University of the South in
Sewanee to study up on Gothic Revival
architecture! This was Travis's first job in
Beersheba, and he has been in much demand
ever since.

The most extensive work, however, was on the
back of the central section of the house. More
space was needed for a kitchen and a screened
porch. An earlier addition in this area was
removed. Hank discussed with several people the
problem of how to manage the addition yet
preserve the “Gothic” appearance.

A new metal roof was installed, and much
woodwork had to be repaired or replaced. Ples
King did beautiful stonework. Over the old well
with its original brick walls, Hank designed and
Travis built a gazebo in Gothic style matching the
house. [It is shown on the cover of this volume.]

The 4th of July has thus become a special day
for us at Beersheba. Taking part in the parade has
been a point of pride. Hank has brought his
Percheron draft horses, hitched them to a wagon,
and driven four-in-hand down the highway.
These magnificent horses with their black coats

When Ridley Wills III was consulted, he
reached for a paper napkin and sketched out the
solution: extend the central gable farther back so
that it projects beyond a widened back “porch”
which would then be screened on the west side
and enclosed on the east side to accommodate an
ample kitchen.
By July 4, 1992, we were ready to hold an
open house. We invited the Beersheba
community to “come for a glass of lemonade and
see the progress we have made.” We received
many compliments on the quality of the work, but
particularly on the “modern” kitchen.
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shining and pulling a wagon decorated with red,
white and blue bunting highlighted with blue
hydrangea blossoms make a sight to delight
young and old.

“Beersheba Springs House Party, where we
became engaged.” The date would have been
1908; at that time, he was a preacher in
McMinnville and his betrothed was Lillian
Magness Smallman, from his congregation. But
no one has been able to identify the house, not
even Margaret Coppinger. Between Hemlock Hall
and the Eve Cottage there is plenty of space for a
house and, indeed, there are some large
sandstone blocks which could have been part of
the foundation of a house. Do we own the site
where my grandparents became engaged?
Though we can't claim a haunting ghost, we at
least have a haunting question.

Happily, our children enjoy Hemlock Hall as
much as we do. Our daughter Bonnie and
husband Trevor Cross and their daughter Miriam
live close enough to make good use of the house.
Our son, Henry Wilson “Will” Brockman III, after
working several years on Wall Street, has
returned to Nashville and enjoys weekends on the
mountain.
Hank has taken a lively interest in the history
of Beersheba Springs, has served as president of
the Historical Society, and has given the wroughtiron fence around the Armfield cemetery. He has
also sought to furnish the inside of the house in
so far as practical with period-appropriate
furniture, especially beds and armoires, from
New Orleans, where the first two owners may
well have shopped for furniture.

– Mary Brockman with a heavy debt to
Herschel Gower

Of course, with an old house, something
always needs to be done. Hank's project at the
moment is to replace the finials – the vertical
shafts through the peaks of the gables. The ones
we put in during our initial renovation were pine
and are already disintegrating. The new ones will
be mahogany painted to match the rest of the
house. Some of the bargeboards are also calling
out for repair.
It was mentioned above that this house is
reputed to be haunted. That ghost has not
troubled us, but a different mystery haunts me.
My paternal grandfather, John B. Cowden, wrote
his memoirs as an old man. On page 64, there is a
picture of a house of board-and-batten
construction with a wide porch with about 16
people on it. Beneath the picture is the caption
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The Eve – Stansbury Cottage

This property was conveyed by John
Armfield to Dr. R. L. Graves of Louisiana on
September 28, 1860. The elevated lot lay adjacent
to the garden of the Beersheba Springs Company,
the property of Mrs. Laura Castleman, and that of
Mr. W. R. L. Mason. The house of fine square-cut
logs has a wide porch across the front, an
entrance hall, and four large rooms opening onto
the hall. There are two chimneys, one in each of
the front rooms, and a side porch at the rear has
been enclosed. Originally, there were three
detached rooms at the rear – one serving as a
kitchen and the other two as quarters for
servants. These were pulled down in the 1940s.

to enjoy them and the house for only two seasons
before the Civil War began and the family was
forced to retreat to Louisiana and then to Texas.
While the house was unoccupied, Mrs. Lucy
Virginia French and her family of McMinnville
borrowed the key from Colonel Armfield and
went out to inspect the premises. She recorded in
her diary in 1863: “There was a very heavy
thunderstorm late in the afternoon and we were
caught over at Dr. Graves’ house, having gone
there with a view to examining it, previous to
taking up our abode therein. I liked the domicile
very well indeed.”
Apparently no arrangements could be made,
although later Mrs. French removed some of the
valuable china for safekeeping. Then on July 26,

Dr. Graves and his family provided the house
with furnishings in excellent taste, but were able
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1863, she “was horrified” that bushwhackers had
invaded the Graves house and taken numerous
pieces of “elegant furniture” and placed them
helter-skelter in the passageway and on the porch
of another house.

It is quite likely that the senior Doctor Eve,
who was practicing medicine in Nashville, visited
the Brown-Eve cottage in his later years. His son
Paul, Jr. and his wife Jennie Brown Eve were
regular occupants of the cottage, as were their
son, Paul F. Eve III and his wife, the former
Martha Hayes. The sister of Paul III, Mary Brown
Eve, and her husband Joseph Fall came as well.
They were contemporaries of the seven Adams
brothers at the White House.

With the house stripped of its fine
appointments during the war, its owners dead or
impoverished, with legal records scanty or lost,
we deduce that the next owners, George
Hoodenpyle and F. M. Smith, acquired the house
at a sheriff’s sale sometime about 1869 while
Hoodenpyle was operating the hotel. But on July
31, 1871, Hoodenpyle and Smith deeded the
property to Mrs. Mary R. Brown and Mrs. Jane
Williams of Nashville. (They were Mrs. Morgan
Brown and Mrs. Frank Williams, respectively.)
Then T. D. Craighead seems to have bought the
Williams’ interest and transferred it to Mrs. Mary
R. Brown on January 7, 1889, making her sole
owner.

Childless, World War II at hand, and
transportation sometimes difficult, Paul III and
Martha Hayes Eve sold the Eve cottage to Mrs.
Ruth Eckard Miller on February 21, 1942. Mrs.
Miller deeded the property to the Home
Missionary Society, a corporation of the State of
Alabama,
On August 1, 1958. Mr. And Mrs. Harvey
Nestor came to live on the property in 1943 and
the grounds were used for the Society’s retreats in
summer.

With Mrs. Mary R. Brown began a long
tenure by a family distinguished on both sides.
Her husband Morgan Brown was a descendant of
Dr. Morgan Brown (1758-1840), a hero of the
Revolutionary War from North Carolina. Their
daughter Jennie (sometimes called Jane) Brown,
who was born in August, 1860, was married to
Dr. Paul F. Eve, Jr. on April 15, 1884. Thus began
the ownership of the cottage by the Eve family
until 1942.

On August 31, 1970, the Home Missionary
Society, with Mrs. Ruth E. Miller, Lorraine
Scullin, and Lynn Miller listed as trustees,
transferred the house and acreage to the People
of the Living God. When the first edition of this
book was published in 1983, it was unoccupied
but used for storage. Henry and Mary Brockman,
the next-door neighbors in Hemlock Hall, bought
it in July of 1991 to preserve it. In August of
2000, they sold it to Sam and Shirley Stansbury,
who had recently bought and begun work on
Wren's Nest on Fahery Lane. The Stansburys put
a new roof on it to keep it in good condition. They
have plans to develop it into a bed-and-breakfast
when they retire and move to Beersheba as yearround residents. Meanwhile, Shirley keeps the
lawn mown, and Sam has a big garden on the
west side.

Dr. Paul Fitzsimmons Eve, Jr. was the son of
Dr. Paul F. Eve, Sr. (1806-1877) and his second
wife Sarah Duncan (1818-1897). The father, a
native of Augusta, Georgia, distinguished himself
as a surgeon with the Polish forces fighting
against Russia in 1831. He was also in the
Mexican War, was Surgeon General of Tennessee
in the Confederacy, and was a President of the
American Medical Association. He was a
professor in a number of medical schools and
performed the first successful hysterectomy.

—Herschel Gower with updates
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Uncle Nathan's Cottage

The first private owner of this tract was R.
H. Mason, who received it on April 18, 1860
from the Beersheba Springs Company.
Presumably there was a small summer cottage
there at the beginning of the Civil War.
Unfortunately the war obscured much of the
history and information about the succession of
owners until Thomas S. Myers, executor of the
estate of J. W. Hill, deeded the house and three
acres to Nathan Bracken on October 10, 1876.
Nathan had been John Armfield’s bodyservant
and remained, with his wife Henrietta, with
Armfield until he died in 1871.

Armfield’s life.” Nathan and Henrietta appear
in the diaries of Lucy Virginia French at
Beersheba in 1863 and 1864 as prominent
members of the Armfield household.
Nathan probably stayed with Mrs.
Armfield until she left Beersheba to live with
her nieces. In any case, he bought the cottage in
1876 to have a permanent residence for
himself, Henrietta, and their sons Dave and
Henry. (The 1870 census lists Nathan’s
children as Elois, Sally, Robert, David, and
Henry.) Nathan lived well into the twentieth
century and deeded the property to his sons on
February 17, 1911. He was a popular resident,
later somewhat deaf, a spinner of yarns, and
sometimes the object of practical jokes which
he endured with good humor.

In John Armfield of Beersheba Springs,
Isabel Howell notes: “It was Nathan’s story that
Mr. Armfield paid $2,000 for him and $1,600
for Henrietta, but for these figures one should
probably make allowances. At any rate, Nathan
used to tell that he himself drove his master in
a Jersey wagon when he made his first trip to
the Beersheba Springs which were soon to
become the absorbing interest in John

Subsequent owners of the property were
Morris Dykes, who sold it to Claude Coppinger
in 1922, and Mitchell Hobbs, who sold it on
January 24, 1974 to Edna Davenport of
McMinnville. Coppinger was postmaster and
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conducted business in a small building at the
front of the lot. Mrs. Davenport restored the
house in 1975 and sold it to the Church of the
Living God in 1980.

pursue her profession. Crab Orchard stone
floors from a quarry founded by John's
grandfather were added in the kitchen and
dining room. Heart of pine flooring was used to
replace wood damaged by the groundhogs. A
full porch in the rear now compliments the
front porch, which has now been screened in.

Anne and John Carothers of Murfreesboro
purchased the cottage in 1991. A few years
later, after evicting a huge family of
groundhogs, they updated the cottage with as
many historically accurate materials as
possible. The original doors were salvaged and,
during refinishing, it was discovered that one
had Uncle Nathan's name and date of death
written in pencil, presumably put there by one
of his sons. A painting studio was built in the
new loft on the south side, where Anne can

The children and grandchildren of Anne
and John have spent many wonderful holidays
in Beersheba relaxing and visiting on the porch
swings, hammocks and rocking chairs. Walks
to Stone Door and Greeter Falls are always
included.
– Herschel Gower and John Carothers

The Davenport – Bouldin Cottage

In the first, 1983, edition of this book,
Edna Davenport, who had restored Hemlock
Hall, rebuilt the Cagle-Taylor cottage, and built
Benhaime, wrote:

thirty years. This house had been owned by
the Claude Coppingers and later by Mitchell
Hobbs. It was a challenge for me to restore
it, but I was pleased with the results and
kept it until 1981, when I sold the house and
the front lot to the neighbors next door, the
People of the Living God.

Just before Christmas of 1973 we
bought the frame house known as Uncle
Nathan’s, which had belonged to the body
servant of Colonel Armfield; he was a wellknown figure who served his master some

On the back of the same lot, facing
Laurel Mill road [now called Fahery Lane], I
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built a double log house with a dog trot and
a lean-to containing a kitchen and bath.
“This Old House” is my present foothold in
Beersheba and is so named because the logs
came from a cabin located in DeKalb County
on the Frances Ferry Road dating from a
land grant of 1772. My mainstay on this
project was Elmo Whitman.

reconstruction.
The restless and indefatigable Edna sold
“This Old House” to James T. Baker, Jr. of
Nashville on April 11, 1987. Eleven days later –
and at age 85 – she bought the house farther
out the Laurel Mill road which is called the
Fahery-Poulos house in this volume. She was
not, however, free of her “affliction” and went
on to build, just north of that house, the house
now called Wren's Nest.

Although my husband Frank, always my
chief support and himself a lover of
Beersheba, is gone now, I suppose I would
continue building if other beautiful logs
could be found. The people in Grundy
County are wonderful to work with, and I
have enjoyed every minute of my
“affliction.” The Greeter Company at
Altamont always came through and
provided the necessary additional materials
that were necessary to complete the

James Baker kept “This Old House” until
August of 1997, when he sold it to Ryndal E.
and Mary Emily Bouldin. Ryndal, usually called
Randy, is a professor of mathematics at
Lipscomb University, but comes from an old
Grundy County family. James Bouldin was
among the owners who sold land to the Swiss
for the Gruetli settlement in 1868, and the
family goes back to the beginning of the county.
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Wren's Nest

It was love at first sight. It had been less
than a month since we had seen a picture of the
Beersheba cottage of our friends Randy and
Mary Emily Bouldin, and Sam, my husband,
had said to Randy, “Next time you are up there,
if you see anything for sale, jot down the
number and give us a call.” Randy had done
just that, and we called Carl and Bettye Booker,
realtors in McMinnville. At an auction, they
had recently bought for resale a Beersheba
house; and, yes, they would be delighted to
show it to us.

The house was both very old and quite
new. It was originally built about 1830 by
William Duggan about two hundred yards west
of where TN 56 now reaches the foot of the
mountain. From this house, Beersheba Cain set
out on her famous walk up the mountain in
1833 when she found the springs that became
the basis of the resort. The construction of the
house was of hand-hewn logs with a puncheon
floor. It had been occupied up to about the end
of World War II, but had stood empty for years
before it was bought by Edna Davenport in the
late 1980s. She engaged Elmo Whitman to take
it apart, bring the logs up the mountain and
rebuild it on this site, 160 Fahery Lane. The
floors were in sad condition and were not
moved. Some additional logs were obtained
from a corn crib near Rock Island so that, in
reassembly of the two 15-by-15-foot rooms, a
dog trot could be created which had not been
part of the original house. Porches were added
across the whole front and back, and the
northern three quarters of the back porch
enclosed to make a lean-to. A fireplace was
built on the north wall and a window cut in the

So on February 24, 1998, we drove from
our home in Nashville to McMinnville, met the
Bookers at their office, and came with them on
up to Beersheba. We looked at two houses, but
this one said, “Come in!” In truth, if we had had
a choice of all the adorable houses in
Beersheba, this is the one we would have
picked. The picture above was made that day.
Just four days later, a very cold February 28,
we bought it, moved in, and set to work. On the
back porch, we found a wren's nest; and
immediately our mountain home had a name.
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south wall.

the house for winter use, so it was not
insulated. From the outset, we intended to use
it year-round, so insulating was a top priority.
As Sam pulled the inside boards off of the leanto to get the insulation in, he found a coin
placed in each space between the studs. Why
they had been put there remains a mystery.
We asked the Bookers to recommend
someone to help us installing a kitchen sink,
fans, doors and many incidentals. They
suggested Becci Eichel, and she proved to be
just the person we needed. On the second
weekend, we brought a hide-a-bed, and
thereafter we could spend the night. The
following weekend, on Saturday morning, we
looked out and there was snow on all the
beautiful pines around the house.

That summer we had the front porch
screened, and it became a most useful and
delightful part of the house. October was
absolutely beautiful. Thanksgiving dinner for
14 was a memorable occasion. Both daughters
and their husbands and children were with us:
Kathryne and Calvin Channell and son Ben and
daughter Erin of Nashville, and Kim and Joe
Whitaker and sons Joseph and Clay of
Huntsville, Alabama. Sam's mother, and
friends from Washington and from Alabama
were also with us. The day was warm, and
eating on the porch was perfect. All 14 of us
spent the nights in this cabin, some on
inflatable mattresses on the floor.

Edna had not put the finishing touches on
the house. The wiring was adequate; there was
a water supply line from the street and a sink in
the lean-to, but that was it for plumbing. In the
lean-to, a shower unit and a commode waited
to be installed. There were no kitchen
appliances and no bed. For light, there was a
single bulb hanging from the ceiling in the
lean-to. There was a propane tank in the yard,
and Mr. Booker had put gas logs in the
fireplace in the keeping room (the north room)
and a small wall heater in the bedroom, the
south room. Sam saw an ad for a good deal on a
stove and refrigerator, and we brought them
with us when we arrived as new owners. Sam
wisely insisted that we sand and finish the
floors immediately, before we got any more
furniture to deal with. Edna had not intended

Thanksgiving was so pleasant that we
decided to spend Christmas here, just the two
of us. I left with a well-loaded truck on the 23rd
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and, despite an ominous weather forecast,
arrived without incident. I made a big pot of
soup. Sam came on the 24th; traffic on I-24 was
down to one lane, and the winter storm was
swooping down. “If our electricity says on,” he
said as soon as he arrived, “I'll be surprised.”
Within two hours, the lights blinked three
times and then went out. All around the house,
trees were cracking. The utility pole in the front
yard broke and the transformer exploded, so
we knew we were going to find out what winter
can do on the mountain. Fortunately, we had a
fire going and plenty of wood – and plenty of
soup! Still, the bed was so cold that the only
way we could have slept closer would have been
in the same pair of pajamas. Three days later,
we got power again.

summer sitting area. A few years later, we
enclosed the south end of the front porch to
give us a second regular bedroom. The
ninebark and hydrangea plants in front of the
house have grown so high that it is now no
longer possible to catch more than a glimpse of
the house behind a mountain of leaves and
blossoms.
My job in Nashville is to be the official,
live-in hostess at Longview Mansion of
Lipscomb University, and you might think that
entertaining scores of guests every week would
leave me seeking only solitude on the
weekends. Sometimes, indeed, the quiet of
Wren's Nest is welcome; but I love having
company, and the house rejoices to receive
them.

In 2007, we added a screened room in
front of the front porch, and it has become our

– Shirley Stansbury

Sam and Shirley Stansbury and their grandchildren. Back row, Sam and Ben
Channell. Front row, Clay and Joseph Whitaker, Shirley, and Erin Channell.
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The Fahery – Poulos House

On September 18, 1860, the Beersheba
Springs Company deeded to James Fahery a lot
on Stone Door Road (not the present Stone
Door Road, but what was later called the Old
Road to Laurel and is now called Fahery Lane)
beginning at the corner of a lot occupied by W.
R. L. Mason, south with Dr. Graves’ line, on
condition that he erect a cottage suitable for a
family within 12 months. The deed was signed
by John M. Bass, president, and Sterling R.
Cockrill, secretary, witnessed by A. C. Hanner
and Edward Parsons.

found in the well and he was buried in the
Altamont Cemetery.
After his death, Mrs. Fahery and her
brother lived in the W. R. L. Mason house until
her death, which must have been between 1901
and 1903. Barney Gunn was named
administrator. All personal property and four
tracts of land were sold by the court. The
personal property consisted of 2 cows, 3 beds, 1
mower, 1 rake, 1 stove, 1 cider press, 1 long
walnut cupboard, 1 washstand, 2 center tables,
2 bureaus, 7 rockers, 7 chairs, 1 sofa, 3 corner
chairs, 1 dressing case, 1 table, 1 kitchen safe, 1
writing desk, all of which was appraised at
$286.00.

The house, now designated as 168 Fahery
Lane, was occupied by James Fahery and wife
Ellen Gunn Fahery and Mrs. Fahery’s brother,
Barney Gunn, during the Civil War. After the
Civil War the owner of the W. R. L. Mason
house left Beersheba and told the Fahery family
to move into his house where they would be
closer to the store and post office.

Barney Gunn as administrator presented
the following bill: land taxes of $7.96, funeral
bill for his sister of $28.50, his services for
keeping up the estate and money for living
expenses for the six years previous to March 18,
1901 at $15.00 a month. Evidently Mrs. Fahery
owned the property and her brother had been
bearing the expenses as he was known to have
worked at the Hotel.

They were living in the Mason house when
on October 3, 1891, James Fahery, returning
from the post office, carrying his lantern after
dark, must have accidentally fallen into a large
well and drowned. His wife had set a lamp in
the window to help guide him home, but he
never returned. The next day his body was

On November 10, 1924, Barney Gunn sold
the first house to Arnold Kissling, who always
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claimed to be the first baby to be born after the
Swiss settled in the Gruetli area. He and his
wife Orpha Walker lived in the Fahery house
three or four years until one day Arnold cut one
of the shade trees in the front yard which
Orpha did not want cut and she made him sell
the place and buy the Dr. Barnes home.

of old logs. Now, at 85, she apparently just
wanted a quiet place to settle without a big
construction operation. Her “affliction” as she
called it, however, returned, and she built
Wren's Nest just north of this house. In
October of 1997, at age 95, she sold both this
house and Wren's Nest to Carl and Bettye
Booker, realtors in McMinnville, who, as usual,
were buying for resale. Edna then retired to
McMinnville, where she lived to 2001 and an
age of 98. It was not until May 2000 that they
found a buyer, Michael Poulos.

On September 27, 1928, Arnold Kissling
and wife sold the Fahery place to Victor L. Tate,
who, with his wife, Carrie Coppinger Tate,
spent the remainder of their lives in this
cottage. Aunt Carrie, as she was called, was a
midwife, who delivered hundreds of babies all
over Grundy and Warren Counties. The
weather was never too bad for her to go when
called. Before the time of the automobile
someone might come after her in the middle of
the night riding a horse and leading one with a
side saddle on it for her to ride. After the
delivery of the baby she remained in the home
for several days helping the mother take care of
the new baby.

Michael is a yoga teacher, and the old
house was converted into the Stone Door Yoga
Retreat. The house was brought back to
excellent physical condition, and several new
structures were added: a small dormitory, a
bath house, a whole new house 200 yards off to
the southwest, and yoga practice platforms.
Gardens were planted and well tended. Michael
married one of his yoga students, Rhonda L.
Johnson, a nurse anesthesiologist. She pitched
in to work on the center with much enthusiasm.
Several successful retreats were held, and it
appeared that Beersheba had a whole new
cultural attraction, not to say an export
industry. But Rhonda continued to work in her
profession in Huntsville, Alabama. After a year
or so, the commute became too much for her,
and they moved to Huntsville and essentially
closed the Beersheba operation. Michael and
Rhonda now live in the Tampa Bay area in
Florida, where they have organized Mountain
Springs Health Servies, a yoga-based
community. In the title, one senses a certain
nostalgia for their old home, which is now
rented out.

After Aunt Carrie’s death in June, 1951, the
home place was sold on November 22, 1952, by
David Eugene Tate, a son, to Carl Rogers. A
Baptist preacher, Mr. Rogers had come to
Beersheba a few years earlier. He and his wife
Elsie Rogers lived in this cottage with son,
Buddy Rogers, until Mr. Rogers’ death in 1954,
and Mrs. Rogers continued to live there until
her death. For more on Buddy, see the story on
Bear Nekkid Bluff.
After his mother's death, Buddy sold the
property to Edna Davenport on April 23, 1987.
Twelve days earlier, Edna had sold her house
three doors north at 84 Fahery Lane to James
T. Baker, Jr. This was Edna Davenport's sixth
Beersheba house, three of which she had built
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The Log Cabin on Hege

At the west end of Hege Avenue stands a
log cabin that has been vacant for over 50
years. Its two large rooms are divided by the
traditional dogtrot, which has been closed in at
the ends. The logs have been given a red stain.
There are many rumors about the house and its
history. Some say that, like the core of the
Brown-Bean house and of the Bunk Tate house,
it came from from halfway down the Backbone
Road and that the logs were dragged up the
mountain, one by one, behind a team of mules.
The logs were clearly hewn by hand as the ax
marks reveal, so they probably date from before
the Civil War. An extension across the back had
been added, probably in 1926. Thanks to
newspapers and dates found in the recent
restoration, we can say with some certainty that
the cabin has been been in its present location
since 1926 or a little before. Though built of
hewn logs, it was definitely not one of the
original Armfield houses.

Norma Sparks, next-door neighbor to the
house, suggested however, that if he would
repair it, she would put there some to the
antique pieces which she had had in the coffee
house which was being converted into the
Beersheba Clinic. Howell readily accepted the
idea to restore it.
The job proved monumental. The
foundation had settled unevenly. While leveling
the house with many jacks, most of the old
chinking crumbled and had to be replaced.
Crumpled up inside the old chinking were
found newspapers that helped insulate the
walls from the cold. These papers were dated in
the 1920s and 1930s. In the addition on the
back, two men left their names and the date on
the inside of some cardboard-type wall
covering. That date, 1926, and the names have
been preserved in a frame. The newspapers
were also saved and framed. The cardboard has
been removed and replaced with aged barn
lumber to retain the right esthetic appearance.
The restoration crew decided that because so
many "neat trinkets" were found that it would
be appropriate to add some from our time for
any crew that might come along in future years.

In 2008, the cabin was sold at auction
along with the rest of the Hillis estate and was
bought by Howell Adams. He felt that the
Methodist Assembly would ultimately want the
place and that he would hold it for them.
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The object of the restoration was just that – to
restore it to a good version of its previous state,
not to make it habitable by modern standards
with electricity, plumbing, and heating.

used the front porch as a shelter for their
tractor and one of the rooms added on the back
became their chicken house. The rest of the
house was used for storage and was full of what
was judged junk by the restoration crew.

During the renovation, many interesting
items were found. While repairing one of the
ceilings in the back addition, a small empty
bottle of Jack Daniels whiskey came falling out.
Someone was a closet drinker! I contacted the
Jack Daniels distillery, and it was determined
the bottle was filled in 1960. Under the house
among many other bottles, we found one that
was sold by "Witch Doctors". These elixirs were
supposed to cure whatever ailment the buyer
had; and being near 80 proof, they doubtless
often made the patient feel better for a while.
Among the many bottles found was a unique
Coke bottle with stars on its neck. The bottling
company was in Tracy City, but it has yet to be
determined what its date was.

Among people still living, Johnny Gross
has one of the earliest memories of the house.
His family rented it from the Hillis owners in
about 1940, and they paid rent of $6 a month.
Needless to say, the house had neither
electricity nor water. Their only sources of heat
were two wood-burning kitchen stoves and a
small wood-burning heater in the enclosed
dogtrot. The outhouse was near the back of the
house close to the southwest conner. Directly
behind the house was a small garden that
supplied some vegetables.
I feel this house has seen a lot of smiles
and a lot of tears.

Until 2009, the house was the property of
the Hillis family, who lived next door. They

– Dave Garner
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Kenner-Thomas Cottage

The first owner of this cottage, who bought
the property from John Armfield in 1857, was
Minor Kenner of Belle Grove Plantation,
Jefferson Parish, Louisiana. The son of William
Kenner and Mary Minor, Minor Kenner was
born about 1803 at what is now Kenner (near
New Orleans) Louisiana and was the grandson
of Steven Minor, who was of English descent
and the last governor of the Natchez Territory
when it was under Spanish rule.

nearby were Dr. Robert L. Graves, Charles W.
Phillips, and Joseph S. Williams, all from the
same state.
Architecturally, the Kenner house can be
broadly designated as nineteenth-century
Gothic and shares lines similar to those of the
Black or Crowe cottage built about the same
time for Mrs. Frisby Freeland of Vicksburg.
With the coming of the Civil War in 1861,
the Kenner house was unoccupied. Minor
stayed in Louisiana; his brother Duncan, a
planter and horsebreeder, was sent abroad by
President Jefferson Davis to persuade France
to intervene on the part of the Confederacy.

On October 7, 1857, John Armfield
conveyed 40 ¾ acres to Kenner on what is now
the Grassy Ridge Road and here was built the
large house with a steep roof, pointed gables,
and servants’ quarters adjacent. It was
probably completed by the summer of 1858.
With a fine spring that could be shared with
neighbors and a commanding view of Tarlton
Valley, Minor Kenner and his family enjoyed
the next three summers at Beersheba. Their
neighbors to the east were Judge Oliver J.
Morgan of Carroll Parish, Louisiana, and

During this period, the Kenner cottage, like
many others at Beersheba, was the target of
lawless gangs. Mrs. Lucy Virginia French of
McMinnville, who was staying with the
Armfields, wrote in her diary on Wednesday,
June 10, 1863: “Mr. Phillips’ cottage and Mr.
Kenner’s, I am told, have been stripped.”
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His fortune lost and saddled with
obligations impossible to meet, Minor Kenner
was dead in 1865 when the Beersheba property
with its magnificient view was attached by the
Sheriff of Grundy County and sold back to
Colonel Armfield for $400.

improvements to both exterior and interior.
Indeed, it was said to be haunted and was the
scene of many teenage “ghost watches.”
Ira and Jane Pace Oertli came from Illinois
to Beersheba in the spring of 1955. They had
been to Monteagle, looking for a place to retire.
In later years, Jane said they had been
searching for a place tornadoes were not likely
to hit. When they passed through Beersheba
and saw that there was a public library in the
village, they were convinced that this was
where they wanted to settle. They stayed a few
days with Julia Ritzius, who was operating a
guest home at that time on the Backbone. They
were directed to Kenner-Ferriss place, which
Maria, comfortable in her new house, was
happy to sell.

Thereafter came a series of owners in rapid
succession. Richard Clark, a native of Wiltshire,
England, came to Beersheba in 1867 from
Cleveland, Ohio, where he was a successful
businesman and one-time partner of John D.
Rockefeller. Interested in mineral prospects
and oil, Clark was prosperous enough in 1868
to buy the Kenner place, along with Morgan’s
and Phillips’. With W. W. Bierce, also of
Cleveland, Clark purchased the hotel properties
from John M. Bass of Nashville for $10,000.
In 1869 Clark sold the Kenner place to one
Charles Russell, presumably from the East.
Then Frederick Eddy deeded it to Mrs.
Catherine Louise Huson of Englewood, N.J. In
1885. Among those who either rented or leased
the property were the Greeter Family. On April
10, 1901, Catherine Louise and Isaiah H. Huson
sold “twelve acres known as the Russell or
Eddy tract,” and the house to S. H. Judson.
Four years later, Judson conveyed the house
and land to his daughter Mrs. Nettie Judson
Ferriss on June 3, 1905.

The Oertlis undertook the necessary
repairs and renovations before moving in. As
these were going on, they made a number of
trips back and forth between Illinois and
Beersheba. On the last of these, they stopped to
see a friend in St. Louis who happened to be a
banker. They had called ahead, and he was
expecting them. When they stepped into the
bank, they saw him at his desk speaking to a
client. They expected to wait, but to their
surprise, their friend waved them to come to
his desk and introduced them to his client. On
learning the purpose of their trip, the client
asked most particularly about the house they
had bought. When it was fully pinned down,
the client said,”I was married at that house
thirty years ago.” The client was Clark Statler.

The Judson-Ferriss families of Nashville
owned the house for the next fifty years,
sometimes leasing it to the W. D. Trabues of
Nashville. A daughter, Lucinda Trabue, was
married to Clark Statler of New York in the
garden overlooking the bluff in 1924. The
Statlers later moved to St. Louis.

Ira Oertli (1889 – 1975) had taught many
years in high school; in 1919 he married Jane.
Eight years younger, she had been one of his
pupils. After restoring the Ferriss cottage, Jane
became interested in the Beersheba library; it
was closed because there was no money to pay
a librarian. In 1956 she was elected to the
Beersheba Library Board of Directors and
helped to get the Caney Fork Regional Library
service to bring books to the community. As
librarian for several years, she also carried
books to the Beersheba School for the children.
She also helped with the 4-H Club in school,
and she taught sewing to a group of girls. She

A great devotee of Beersheba, Maria
Ferriss, taught in the local school as early as
1921-22. Perhaps wearied by the responsibility
for the huge old house, Maria built for herself
in 1955 a new, much smaller house, now known
as Point of View, on the western edge of the
original Kenner tract. She lived their until her
death in 1964.
With her new house in place, Maria was
happy to subdivide the property and sell the old
house, which was in need of extensive
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also helped establish a Community
Improvement Club in Beersheba in 1965. Two
years later, in 1967, she and Margaret
Coppinger started the Art and Crafts Fair,
which they called a “mini market.” Her idea
was to have a place where local people could
sell their crafts and thus have a market for
home industries.

father and a strong, colorful supporter of the
Beersheba community, K. T. and his wife, Mary
Moore McConnico, occupied the cottage for
four days each week, dividing their time
between it and their home in Nashville until K.
T. 's death in 1981. Because of their weekly
routine and their love of the mountain, K. T.
and Mary McConnico had a knowledge of it
that went beyond summer visits. Point of View
is now owned by the Howell Adams family.

Eventually, the big Kenner house became
too much for the Oertlis also, and in 1970 they
built on the eastern side of the property a Swiss
chalet for themselves and sold the century-old
Kenner house to Miles and Grace Thomas in
1971; the present (2011) owners are their
children.

Maria Ferriss is buried in the Hunerwadel
Cemetery, as was her wish. K. T. McConnico is
buried “close to Heaven” at Grace Chapel. As
Nashvillians of long lineage, they were
staunchly devoted to Beersheba and wanted it
to be their final resting place.

At the death of Maria Ferriss in 1964, Point
of View passed on to her cousin Kinnard T.
McConnico, Jr. of Nashville. A lawyer like his

—Herschel Gower

The Oertli-James Chalet

The Swiss chalet built by the Oertlis, as
described in the preceding article, was
purchased by Buddy Rogers in about 1976. In
about 1994, he sold the house and all but two
acres of the land and 100 feet of bluff to Ralph

Baugh and Judy James, first cousins of one
another. Ralph lived here while working on the
Beersheba Lane Inn, as described in its story.
His death in 2011 left Judy the sole owner.
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Bear Nekkid Bluff

In 1953, when Buddy Rogers was 8, his
parents, Carl Lee and Elise Mae Shannon
Rogers, moved to Beersheba and made their
home in the sawn-log house built by James
Fahery in 1860, now 168 Fahery Lane. His
mother served many years as the librarian in
the Beersheba library. Buddy grew up thinking
that his real name was Carl for his father; but
when he joined the Air Force in 1962, a birth
certificate was required. When it came, it said
that his real name was Buddy. After leaving the
Air Force in 1966, he worked for Arnold
Engineering Development Center in Tullahoma
until retirement in 2006. During these years he
lived in Murfreesboro, and there his two
children, Gregg and Lori grew up. In 2003, he
married Nancy Perry from Covington and
Clarksville. Tennessee.

deck which extends up to the edge of the bluff,
which is here high enough that no cutting of
trees below is necessary to have an
unobstructed view, a fact referred to in the
house's name with its red-neck spelling. Nancy
and Buddy like the feeling of floating in the air
given by not having a railing at the edge of the
deck. But there is provision for putting up a
removable railing when the grandchildren
come. Wide stairs lead to two upstairs
bedrooms, each opening onto the upper story
deck. Small grandchildren are not allowed
upstairs, and this upper deck has no railing.
The house was designed – and named – by
Nancy and built by Jeffrey Brown from Erin,
Tennessee, about 40 miles northwest of
Nashville. He mostly worked alone, and it took
him about three months. There was no attempt
to find old logs, but used and surplus parts and
materials from Habitat for Humanity were used
wherever possible. Floors are of poplar, all
stained by Buddy himself.

In 2007, Buddy and Nancy built this shipshape house with a breathtaking view. Nancy
can't stand wasted space, and there is none.
The downstairs is one big room with the
kitchen-dinette area on the left on entering,
then the living room, and a stone fireplace at
the right end. Beyond this living room is the

Maybe the house deserves the “Bear” in its
name. Joe King told Buddy that once he saw a
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mother bear and two cubs under the front deck.
One night Buddy and Nancy heard some
animal nearby in the woods. They searched for
“animal noises” on the Internet, and found
precisely the cry they were hearing. It was the

squalling of a baby bear. And speaking of the
Internet, Buddy has contributed over 2000
photographs to Google Earth, including many
beautiful shots of Beersheba.

The Whitman Home

In about 1976, Jane Oertli, who had owned
the Kenner-Thomas place and then built the
Swiss chalet, as described above, realized that
the chalet was also too big for her, sold it, and
built this easier-to-manage house closer to
Grassy Ridge Road. Lonnie (Bud) and Sharon
Whitman bought the house in 1981 and have
lived here ever since. In 2006, they built a guest
house out at the edge of the mountain. More
about their life may be found in volume I of this
history under the section on The Store.
On the brow of the mountain behind their
house, the Whitmans have built a house with two
bedrooms, combination kitchen-family room
and a stunning view. Sometimes, they move
there themselves for a weekend holiday.
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Whitman guest house.

Galuladi

This house was designed and begun by Alf
Adams, Jr. in about 1987 on a site he had
bought from Wayne Hillis in the same year.
While the view from the Hotel observatory
presents a settled, pleasant rural scene, here
the valley of the Collins has narrowed and
become noticeably wilder, more primeval. This
sense of closeness to untamed Nature is often
accented by vultures circling near. In the woods
just outside the house, there are mounds and
trenches and part of a hand-laid stone wall, all
probably remnants of small-scale coal mining.
The back of the house touches the top of the
plateau but the front has its footings already
well down the side of the mountain.

and no interior finishing. All of that work, the
Haileys did and enjoyed the house over the
next ten years. In 1999, they sold it to Alice
Tyne.
Alice was the stepdaughter of Dr. John
Burch of the Burch
cottage across the street
from the Hotel and had
grown up spending
summers there. Perhaps
the way this house, like
the Burch cottage, hangs
Alice Tyne
over the side of the
mountain made it
especially appeal to her. If fact, she had almost
bought it from Alf before he sold it to the
Haileys, but a misunderstanding arose and the
sale did not go through. In Nashville, Alice was
a member of the first board of Ensworth
School, worked with the Junior League, served
as a docent at Cheekwood and in many other
capacities. She loved the outdoors and
delighted to swim in the cold mountain streams
and in the Collins, though, to tell the truth, she
also had a weakness for the balmier waters of

Alf used logs from an old 19th century
house and barn in the valley and the timbers
supporting the porches are from the old L&N
Railroad terminal building from Nashville. The
initials "GW" are carved into one of the old logs
in lower story of the house, but we have no idea
who GW may have been. Alf had gotten the
outer walls up and the roof covered with tar
paper when he sold it to James and Karen
Hailey in October of 1989. At that time, the
windows had not been cut, there was no wiring,
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Palm Beach, Florida. During her last illness,
she spent as much time as possible in this
house. She died peacefully at home in Nashville
in 2009.

After buying the home, the Gerkens set to
work updating the kitchen and baths, planting
some shrubs and building a stone fire pit where
the family and friends can sit at night and roast
marshmallows and stargaze. They are looking
forward to coming to Beersheba and bringing
family and friends to share the tranquility,
community, and beauty of this special place.
We are sure the cottage will live up to the name
we have given it, Galuladi, which is Cherokee
for Heaven.

In October of 2010, Gregg and Elizabeth
Gerken of Nashville purchased the cottage from
Alice's estate. They had for years longed for a
place on the mountain where they could find
respite from the busy life of the city and where
their son William, aged 4 at the time of the
purchase, could learn to love and be
comfortable in nature. They especially liked the
quiet beauty and sense of community and
history found in Beersheba Springs.

– Gregg and Elizabeth Gerken

The Smartt Home

This gracious, bluff-front home on Gentle
River Road was built by Houston and Barbara
Smartt in 1990 on land inherited from
Houston's father, Loren Smartt. The name
Smartt will, for readers of Volume I of this
history, bring to mind George R. Smartt and his
son William B. Smartt, the first developers of
the hotel at the chalybeate spring. Houston,
however, knows his ancestry back only to his
grandfather, Warren Smartt and perhaps his

greatgrandfather, Bill. An Internet site gives
Warren's full name as Starlin Warren Smartt,
and his birth as in 1881 in Grundy County as
the son of William Smartt. The 1880 Census
for Grundy County shows only one William
Smartt, a gentleman born in 1838 and having,
by 1880, six children, the youngest being one
year old. It seems quite likely that Warren came
along the next year. This William, born in 1838,
could easily be the son of the William B. Smartt
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who, two years earlier, had joined his father in
buying the Springs. (The identification of
Houston's grandfather is enough to exclude any
close relation to the numerous and welldocumented descendants of William C. Smartt
(born 1819) who now live in Grundy County.)

Dedra live nearby and have four daughters
Kristen, Kaylee, Carlee, and Kynadee, that
bring much joy to their grandparents.
In the living room there is a handsome
stone fireplace with a stone in the shape of the
state of Tennessee in the hearth, all the work of
Ples King. On the mantle sits a pair of black
bear paws that invite question. Well, back in
1973, on a deer hunt near Savage Gulf, Houston
spotted what he was sure were bear tracks, so
he cleaned, oiled, and loaded his shotgun and
set out again the next day. It wasn't long until
he spied the bear about a hundred yards up a
road on the side of the mountain. Knowing
perfectly well that the bear was out of range, he
shot at him. The bear turned and charged down
the road. Four more rounds of buckshot didn't
slow him down. But at about 15 yards, the bear
reared up; Houston's shot hit him in the chest.
One buckshot reached his heart; and that one
buckshot is why the bear's paws are on
Houston's mantle – rather than the other way
around. The bear was butchered and eaten.
Now bear hunting was not exactly legal, so
Houston was not especially eager for the story
to be known, but the event was so unusual that
the news spread quickly all over the mountain.
“Might as well have been published in the
Chattanooga Times,” he says.

Houston grew up in Beersheba but risked a
break with his father when, at age 14, he
declared that he was not going back to school.
His father, however, showed no anger but
simply declared, “All right, but you are not
laying around here.” So Houston started
working with his father driving a mule in a
logging operation on Dyke's Mountain for a
man from Alabama named Cohen who showed
up once a week in a pink Cadillac to pay his
workers from cash kept in a cigar box. For
shelter, Houston and his father put a board
between two trees and leaned branches against
one side; the other side was open for them –
and the rain – to get in.
Then for a while Houston worked for Sid
Walker in the Collins valley near the bridge of
TN 56 over the river between Tarlton and
Irving College. This was a good job that not
only paid $6 a day but included a huge dinner
cooked by Sid's mother. Then he worked eleven
years in McMinnville before returning to
Beersheba with enough capital to set up his
own business of contract logging. While he will
do whatever kind of logging the landowner
wants, he dislikes clear cutting and much
prefers selective harvesting.

The house, of board-and-batten
construction and surrounded by a broad porch
on four sides, offers a breath-taking view of the
Big Creek Gulf and Peak Mountain. Much of
the wood is hemlock from near where I24
crosses the Tennessee River and came directly
from the sawmill without treatment. Treated
wood is used only in some of the exterior
porches.

In 1973, Houston and Barbara Richardson
were married. Barbara is one of a pair of twin
daughters of John Richardson. She grew up in
the area called Utah on what is now the John
Richardson road. Their son Leslie and his wife
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In addition to this
material, a number of other
pieces have been added. In
the first place, there is
Blanche Spurlock's Bentley's
Beersheba Springs and The
Chickamauga Trace from about 1928, which has been a major, indispensable source
for all subsequent histories of Beersheba. It is reprinted here in full. There is a short
essay on Beersheba in the Bible, its meaning in Hebrew and an explanation of
Abraham's play on words which must surely have mystified many a reader of Genesis.
Careful search of Nashville and McMinnville newspapers has yielded a series of
advertisements and testimonials that vividly trace the evolution of the resort. Best of
all, perhaps, is the comic piece, “A Run to Beersheba,” whose unhappy author, with
Mark-Twain-like humor, recounts his illness and recovery – that nearly ruins the
Hotel's finances. He also tells of his terrifying visit to the Indian Post Office under
Stone Door. “Judgment Day in Tarlton” concludes the volume on an eschatological
note.

Beersheba Springs, a History vol. III

The editors of the first
edition of Beersheba
Springs, A History elicited
from their friends or
extracted from their files a
number of splendid essays
and memoirs of Beersheba
in days of old. Most of these
had to be omitted from
Volumes I and II of the 2010
updated edition to make
room for new, previously
unpublished material. But
many of those omitted
stories make splendid
reading and must not be
lost. They have been
gathered into this third
volume, Classics. Likewise, a
number of vivid old
photographs not used in the
previous volumes enliven
the pages of this one.

Beersheba Springs, A History

Volume III: Classics
Clopper Almon, Editor

Beersheba Springs Historical Society
2011

Copyright 2011
Beersheba Springs Historical Society
Post Office Box 117
Beersheba Springs, Tennessee 37305

First Printing, August 2011

Cover picture: The unidentified ladies on the cover are on the bluff at Lovers Leap. Margaret Sharp
Howell points out that the one on the right is in full riding attire with top hat. The whip in her blackgloved left hand makes it fairly certain that they, or at least she, had ridden side-saddle from the
hotel to Lovers Leap.
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Preface
Volume I of this edition of Beersheba Springs, A History was kept small
so that it could inexpensively provide basic information to visitors. Volume II
contained much new material which left no room for some delightful pieces
from the 1983 edition. Most of the accounts in Volume II will need to be
updated periodically, whereas the omitted material from the first edition is
classic and will need no updating. It seemed appropriate to pull it together
into this third volume.
At the same time, other classic material has been added. The Sketch of
Beersheba Springs, Tennessee by Blanche Spurlock Bentley is a cornerstone
of the historiography of this community. It appeared about 1928 or 1929, but
after a few years became very rare. Monty Wanamaker and Chris Keathley
printed a facsimile edition in 2005. They have graciously allowed and,
indeed, encouraged the inclusion of the text here in a format which will make
it searchable on the Internet. The facsimile edition of this historic work is
available from them at the Southern Museum and Gallery on Main Street in
McMinnville. Also included in the present volume is The Chickamauga
Trace, also by Bentley.
A number of “new” items about Beersheba in the old days have been
added. Most of them come from 19th century newspapers and were found and
contributed by Chris Keathley. The comic “A Run to Beersheba” is especially
entertaining.
Special thanks go to Ralph Thompson for scanning the original edition
and thereby making this new edition possible.
A number of old photographs for which we could get good scans have
been included. Some, however, defy scanning and will continue to make the
original 1983 a special and unique treasure.
I hope you will enjoy rereading these classic pieces if you are old enough
to have read them before or reading them for the first time if you are young
enough – or negligent enough, as I was – to have never read them before.
Clopper Almon, editor
calmon@umd.edu

The opposite page, seeming to imply that the couple shown attended the ball, appeared in the first edition
without comment. Most readers would have recognized Herschel Gower, one of the editors, and his wife Dona.
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Sketch of Beersheba Springs, Tennessee
Blanche Spurlock Bentley
Preface to the fasimile reprint

Warren County Historian James A. Dillon has called Blanche Spurlock Bentley a
"superb historian", a researcher who went the extra mile to determine the true facts and
authenticate and evaluate the collected data and information. Much of her vast research
material has been lost although we have at hand a collection of her papers which is
preserved in the Tennessee State Library and Archives. Among her papers is a detailed
outline of chapters of a book on the History of Warren County which she was writing and
planned to publish "by subscription". Unfortunately, there is no indication that the book was
ever published.
Born in 1853, she was the daughter of John L. Spurlock and Louisa Thompson Spurlock
and was related by blood or marriage to many of the early settlers of Warren, Cannon and
Davidson Counties. Her mother was the daughter of James Powell Thompson, prominent
McMinnville attorney for many years in the middle 1800s. Her father became a noted
lawyer, Confederate officer and politician. A graduate of the prestigious Ward's Seminary
(forerunner of Ward Belmont College and present Belmont University), Mrs. Bentley began
collecting her research material in about 1900 and diligently pursued her research and
writing throughout much of her later life.
This very rare book, Sketch of Beersheba Springs and Chickamauga Trace, issued around
1928, is her only known published book. A detailed, meticulously-researched work, it
exemplifies her superb painstaking accuracy and discriminating historical judgment.
Mrs. Bentley died in February 1938 at her home in McMinnville and was laid to rest in
Riverside Cemetery.
Monty Wannamaker and Chris Keatheley, 2005
they and their heirs might forever enjoy the
privilege of drinking the water of the
chalybeate spring, and by their
instrumentality, bring it into use and repute
that others might enjoy it.”

Beersheba Springs, originally in Warren
County, now in Grundy County, built on a
high point of Cumberland Mountain, and one
of the noted summer resorts of the South,
was founded nearly 100 years ago [in 1833]
by four men, residents of McMinnville –
Tennessee, John Cain, Alfred Paine, George
R. Smartt, and his son William Buchanan
Smartt – upon land bought from William
Dugan, owner of the mountain top and
spring. A consideration mentioned in the
deeds from Dugan to these men was: “That

Their belief in the remarkable medicinal
qualities of the water resulted in the little
settlement of cabins becoming permanent.
Thus, the great lovely chalybeate spring was
apparently the primary cause of the founding
of Beersheba.
***
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The old watering place on top of Cumberland
Mountain, known for nearly a century [before
1929] as Beersheba Springs, was built originally
near the bluff just where the descent down the
mountain once began and led by winding stages
to the valley below. Standing as it does on the
mountain summit, the spot is sun-bathed and
wind-swept. But the sunshine is as clear and
flashing as crystal; and the wind, blowing from
far cool paces, is so health-giving that to those
who know and love it well, Beersheba means
Panacea, the Greek goddess who not only healed
bodily ills but furnished solace for weary minds
and souls.

home of the Cains, standing on the southwest
corner of Main Street and the Square, was one of
the first brick houses built in the town, as it was
also the largest, occupying with its grounds an
entire block. As shown by the inventories of the
Cain estate, the house was handsomely furnished
and well appointed. In it was the “pianoforte
brought from Philadelphia” some time between
the 1820 and 1830. This house was the scene of
many parties given by Mrs. Cain, noted in early
social events of the town.
Near the Cain residence lived the following
neighbors: [1] on the opposite corner of Main
Street and the Square the residence and grounds
of Doctor William Pitt Lawrence, who later removed to Nashville and whose children intermarried with the Donelson – Jackson connection; [2]
southeast, and just across the street which
marked the Southern boundary of the original
Townsite, lived Pleasant Henderson, a defender
of Boonesborough, who died in the home of his
son; [3] across Chancery Street on the west lived
Doctor Alfred Paine; and [4] in the same
neighborhood, Dr. Archibald C. Rodgers and his
brother, General John Brown Rodgers, and their
wives who were daughters of Thomas Norris
Clark of Kingston, Tennessee.1

No point in the long Cumberland range
shows fairer view of far horizons veiled in that
magical blue light that makes mountain landscapes so lovely, and nowhere does this distinctive blue haze so paint into a shimmering,
translucent beauty all objects it falls upon, as
along the bluff, the mountain gorges and valley
about Beersheba.
For generations, “Beersheba” has been a well
known name in Tennessee and other parts of the
South, and yet there are few persons who have
knowledge of why the place is so called, of any
facts of its early history and that, more than ninety years ago, Beersheba Porter Cain, while
making a horseback journey across the mountain,
accompanied by her husband, came to this
remarkable, and according to all traditions,
hitherto unknown, chalybeate spring near the
mountain top.

Warren County at this time covered a large
area, and Mr. Cain's properties, being situated in
different and sometimes remote localities, it was
necessary for him to make long horseback
journeys to visit them. At such times he was often
accompanied by his wife, and usually they were
attended by one or two Negro servants as upon
occasions they were absent from home many
days. It was not customary for women of that
time to take long, rough, horseback rides,
actuated solely, as was true of Mrs. Cain, by the
love of nature and outdoor living.

1833, as stated on the tablet once affixed to
the house covering the spring, was the year of this
discovery.

Some facts in the life of Beersheba Porter
Cain

According to statements and responsible
traditions, while on such a journey as described,
Mr. and Mrs. Cain came to the foot of the
mountain upon whose summit Beersheba now
stands and stopped for rest at the house of
William Dugan. While walking in a woodland
near the Dugan house, Mrs. Cain entered a

Mrs. Beersheba Porter Cain was a resident of
McMinnville, Tennessee. As shown in the records
of Warren County, her husband, John Cain, was a
main of prominent affairs and large interests in
the town and county. He was for many years the
principal merchant of the town, was part owner
of the Rocky-River Iron Works and an extensive
dealer in land speculations in the county. The

1
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This paragraph has been moved here from the end of the
original. - Ed.

distinctly defined path and followed it until she
reached an iron spring of unusual size and beauty
near the mountain top. In recurrent written and
spoken statements of contemporaries reaching to
following generations, Beersheba Cain is cited as
the first known white person to see the great
Chalybeate spring bearing her name.

which the spring was located, should have offered
special inducements to others to bring the spring
into repute. Perhaps the water did have a
wonderful healing quality recognized more fully
in that early time than at a later day, or the spring
with its lovely embowered surroundings and so
abounding, so free flowing – and the altitude, the
situation – all combined made the charm of the
place apparent and paramount from the first.

The time when Mrs. Beersheba Cain was a
resident of McMinnville is not so long ago that
one must go back into the shadows of a dim past
to find it. Friends of that day and her husband
lived long into the generation just preceding
people now living and were familiar with facts
and traditions here given. Colonel Philip H.
Marbury as a boy was clerk in Mr. Cain's store for
four years and Mr. James P. Thompson, special
friend and lawyer of Mr. Cain, was intimately
known to many persons now living, as were the
sons and daughters of Mr. and Mrs. Cain, some of
them living after the War Between the States, the
youngest son dying in Texas a few years ago. So
have the facts and traditions as given come to
posterity, just as in all other old communities
made up of kinsfolk and friends things are told
and repeated and become matters of common
knowledge.

Grants to William Dugan for Mountain
Land
As shown in Warren County records, William
Dugan entered a tract of one hundred and fifteen
acres of on top of Cumberland Mountain in 1824.
This is probably the first of several tracts granted
to him as 1824 is the traditional year of his arrival
from North Carolina to Warren County. No
reference is found in Warren County records to
cabins built and owned by William Dugan on the
mountain near this special chalybeate spring, but
various deeds are on record by him for lands on
which log cabins had been built by others. The
first of these was in the year 1834.
April 19, 1834. William Dugan of Warren
County, Tennessee conveys to John Cain of
said county in consideration of said Cain
bringing into use a certain chalybeate spring
on Dugan's land on top of Cumberland
Mountain, beginning near the bluff on north
west corner of an inclosure made around some
cabins built by said John Can upon said land
and including cabins built by Cain. Warren
County, Tenn. Register's Office B. G. page 287.

Quoting from a letter written many years ago
from one living on the mountain and regarded as
of wide information: “Beersheba Cain was the
name of the woman who found this particular
spring and it was named in her honor. I have
talked to several old settlers, Dykes, Tates and
others, and they all say the same thing.”
The water of the spring seemed from the
time immediately following its discovery to be
regarded as of unusual curative value, and the
spot became at once the object of attention and
means were taken to bring the water into use. A
generation ago, both in McMinnville and among
mountain residents, the memory lingered of
parties from the town riding to the Dugan house,
dismounting, and walking up a path to the
recently discovered spring.

As shown in the quoted deed, John Cain had
by the spring time of 1834 and within a few
months after the discovery of the spring erected
cabins on the mountain near the bluff and
enclosed them. It is believed these log rooms built
by John Cain were the first buildings to be
erected at the springs. That he and his family and
perhaps others occupied them in the following
summer of 1834 is as sure as a fact can be without
definite statement. That some sort of way for
travel up and down the mountain – if only a
bridle path – was made at this time seems equally
certain.

With other well known and nearer medicinal
springs in the county and Beersheba approximately twenty miles away, it is not after this long
passage of time exactly discernible why the rough
mountain road should have been traversed to
drink from this particular spring or why William
Dugan, owner of that part of the mountain upon

By 1836, Alfred Paine, a physician of
McMinnville and a resident physician at a later
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both sides the tract leading from said Dugans
to the Horseshoe, that is to say all that land
including Beersheba Springs except six square
poles3 sold to John Cain and six square poles
sold to Doctor Alfred Paine where their cabins
stand together. It is distinctly understood by
the parties in the contract that Dr. Alfred
Paine is to have free and uninterrupted use of
the water of the chalybeate spring. [Registrar’s
Office, Warren Co. (T. Book M. p 117-118.)]

time at Beersheba Springs, had erected cabins at
the spring.

Purchase of Beersheba Springs
1836. William Dugan conveys to Alfred
Paine, both of Warren County, Tennessee, for
and in consideration of the instrumentality of
said Alfred Paine in bringing into use and repute the waters of a certain chalybeate spring
on Cumberland Mountain known by the name
of Beersheba Springs and in accordance with a
promise if the said Paine would build at said
springs said Dugan would convey to him a
piece of land on which he, said Payne, might
build that he and heirs might forever have the
privilege of enjoying the spring, conveys a certain tract of land upon which the double log
cabin of Alfred Paine now stands, making center of east cabin the center of the square. Conveys six poles square. [Warren County,
Tennessee Register’s Office, Book 1, p. 154]
The double log cabin of Alfred Paine stood
near those of John Cain and these as shown in
conveyance of William Dugan to said Cain “began
near the bluff.”

A Tavern Built at Beersheba Springs
October 26, 1836, Alfred Paine of Warren
County, Tennessee, conveys to George R. Smartt
a piece of ground in said county on top of
Cumberland Mountain containing six square
poles upon which said Paine had built a double
log cabin for the purpose of attending Beersheba
Springs and upon which said George R. Smartt is
erecting a house for a tavern at said Springs.
(Warren County, Tenn. Register’s Office, Book
M., page 165)
In 1838, William B. Smartt, son of George R.
Smartt, acquired the following mountain
property: January 10, 1838. John Dugan conveys
to William B. Smartt both of Warren County, a
tract of land on one hundred and fifty acres on
top of Cumberland Mountain in the Horseshoe
known as Charley’s camp 4 and where John

In August 16, 1836, George R. Smartt, a resident of McMinnville, entered a tract of land
granted April 9, 1838:
Beginning north east of William Dugan’s
tract near the Beersheeba Springs, thence west
until it strikes another tract of said Dugan’s;
thence north with that entry until it strikes
another tract of said Dugan’s near the Dan
Springs; hence along break of the mountain to
a road leading from Walkers and Griswold up
the valley to include vacant land between John
Rogers and others. 2
September 3, 1836 William Dugan of
Warren County, Tennessee, conveys to
William R. Stewart and George R. Smartt of
same county, for the considerations of ten
hundred dollars a tract of land in said county
containing fifteen hundred acres on top of
Cumberland Mountain near the bluff and on
2

3

4

In the case of Southern Coal and Iron Company vs.
Schwoon, a part of land involved belonged to said tract
granted to George R. Smartt in 1838, and description of
tract is quoted therefrom. (Thompson’s Tennessee
Reports. Vol. 145. page 243-244.)

9

The expression “six square poles” was intended to mean
“a six-pole square,” in other words, a square six-poles
(99 feet) on a side. - Ed.
The Horseshoe, according to the statement of one
familiar with Warren County topography, was a peculiar
shaping of the “ridges” of the mountain simulating the
appearance of a horse shoe. “The Horseshoe known as
Charley’s Camp” is supposed to have been an
encampment made by a band of wandering Creeks who
hunted by permission over southern Middle Tennessee
for several years. “Charley’s Camp” was of probably the
same origin as “Charley’s Creek”, a little stream flowing
through northwest Warren County. When the first white
settlers came to this creek they found a company of
friendly Indians, camping near it’s confluence with
Collin’s River whose chief was called Chuwallee and
the creek Chuwallee’s Creek corrupted to Challee and
finally Charley’s Creek. (This meaning of the name
came from descendants of Pleasant Henderson who
lived on the creek between 1806-1813 and Asa Faulkner
on the spot a few years later.) Goodspeed’s History of
Tennessee publishes an old map in which Elk River is
given as Chuwallee River, and the town of Chuwallee –

Dugan now lives (where William Dugan formerly
lived) about two and half miles southwest of
Beersheba. (Warren County Register’s Office,
Book K. p. 379).

Beersheba. There is only traditional information
of this road.
By this year, 1839, a road was in use coming
into the valley and passing William Dugan’s
house to the springs on the mountain, and
perhaps following the path walked in by the first
visitors to the mountains. In the year mentioned
it is known said road was traveled by stages and
other vehicles from McMinnville to Beersheba.

In 1834 occurred the death of John Cain, of
McMinnville. Nothing is shown in the record of
further connection of his family with Beersheba.
Mrs. Cain died long years afterward5 in the home
of her daughter, Mrs. Hiram B. Stubblefield, of
McMinnville.

Beersheba Springs First Opened for Guests

About 1838 William R. Stewart part owner of
the Beersheba Springs tract removed from
Warren County and George R. Smartt acquired
his interest in the springs. At the same time,
Robert A. Campbell of McMinnville brought from
William Stewart “a tract of five hundred acres on
top of Cumberland Mountain adjoining
Beersheba tract on east side of road leading from
said Springs to Stone Door.”

This year, 1839, also marked the initial opening of Beersheba Springs as a recognized summer
resort.6 In addition to the tavern erected near the
bluff, other buildings and improvements made by
Mr. George R. Smartt included the long row of
log rooms still in use, which runs east and west
and stands south of the court at the rear of the
hotel and other log houses – a dining room and
rooms for the proprietor, his family and servants
– east of and separated from the row of log
rooms.

Beersheba Springs Incorporated
In 1839 the General Assembly of Tennessee
enacted that “George R. Smartt". William B.
Smartt, Alfred Paine and Samuel Edmonson
owners of a tract of land about one thousand
acres, with the exception of six square poles, lying
on top of Cumberland Mountain in county of
Warren, state of Tennessee, upon which are
situated valuable chalybeate and other springs
are created a body politic by the name of
Beersheba Springs.”

Among guests of that opening summer, was
the family of Mr. James P. Thompson of McMinnville and from reminiscences of his little daughter, Louisa, given in later life, glimpses have been
preserved of happenings of that long ago summer
at Beersheba. She remembered the rooms occupied by her father in the log row referred to: that
the manner of living was necessarily simple but
every attention was given the pleasure and comfort of guests, with good servants in constant attendance, fine old-time Negro cooks, big wagons
from McMinnville loaded with all kinds of fresh
table supplies and delicious mountain game
brought by hunters.

A Turnpike Road Provided for at Beersheba
Springs
In the same year, 1839, Allen White was authorized to open a turnpike road across the
mountain to begin at William Dugan’s in Warren
County, to cross Cumberland Mountain by way of
Beersheba Springs and descending the same at
Jones’ Gap connect with Harley’s Turnpike in
direction of Ross Landing; one tollgate to be
allowed and erected two miles south of

5

“Late each afternoon large bonfires of pine
knots were burned in front of the cabins, their
brilliant flames not only frightening away wild
animals and snakes – then a menace on the
mountain – but giving light and warmth to the
room.
“About sunset all repaired to the bluff above
the spring to listen and watch for the stagecoach coming from McMinnville, bringing
passengers and mail. It could be heard far
below, lumbering and jolting up the mountain

Hatchie was situated just below [where it enters] the
Tennessee River. (Swanton’s Early Creeks and Their
Neighbors p. 245.)
Lucy Virginia French records in her diary that
Beersheba Cain died in 1863 shortly after a visit to
Beersheba Springs. - Ed.

6
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Other evidence points to an operating resort in 1837 and
a1838. - Ed.

and the clear notes of the driver’s horn floated
up through the shadows, sounded as he
reached each successive resting place in the
ascent.
“Later as the bonfires glowed and smoldered the guests sat about them and talked
and sometimes sang until the early hour came
for retiring after which a stillness and silence
rested on the mountain as in the days
primeval.”
The coming and going of guests was remembered but the name of only one family remained
in the memory of the little girl – the Platers from
Nashville.

several years. In 1841, as shown in the following
deed, Thomas McClure of Montgomery County,
Tennessee became associated with him.
August 30, 1841, George R. Smartt conveys
to Thomas McClure, of Montgomery County,
Tennessee, for three thousand dollars one
equal half of a body of land on Cumberland
Mountain containing 1550 acres in several
tracts, one special tract includes the Chalybeate Spring called Beersheba Spring and
upon which the buildings and improvements
are situated; excepting six square poles
conveyed to John Cain upon which he built log
casings, is reserved, not having been conveyed.
(Register’s Office, Book M)
Mr. George R. Smartt was a prominent resident of McMinville, having come to the county in
its early settlement and his marriage to Athelia,
daughter of Isham Randolph, member of the distinguished Virginia family of that name, was one
of the first social events of the town; as was that
of Doctor Alfred Paine, resident physician of the
springs to Myra, also daughter of Isham Randolph.

In 1839 a young carpenter from
McMinnville, Aaron Moffitt, a workman of
special skill, was employed by Mr. William White,
of the same town, to build his house at
Beersheba, which was to stand near the bluff and
west of the spring and was to be added to or
enclose rooms already occupying the site. The
rooms so included (according to a statement
made years afterward by Mr. Moffitt) were of
material uncommon in such buildings and
constructed in fine workman-like manner –
“solid red cedar logs, double-ceiled7” and to
whom among the early frequenters of the springs
they [had] belonged, the records do not show.
The house built for Mr. White became, in later
years, the well known Armfield home.

During the years while Beersheba was under
the active management of Mr. Smartt, the springs
became noted throughout the State as a finely reputed, highly ordered, health resort, added to
which the altitude, the charming situation and
famed water, attracted much patronage. Mr.
Smartt and his family spent the summer months
at Beersheba, his home in Warren County being
at Woodlawn, an attractive old mansion, still
standing (1928) on the Beersheba Road near
McMinnville. At this house in 1843 occurred the
death of Mr. Smartt’s lovely daughter, Sarah,
recorded in the Nashville Whig of the time: “At
Woodlawn, near McMinnville, at the residence of
her father on the 20th ult., Miss Sarah Maria
Lawrence Smartt, eldest daughter of Colonel
George R. Smartt, died. This amiable and interesting young lady was well known to many of this
city who became acquainted with her at Beersheba Springs.” Traditions of the great beauty of
Sarah Lawrence Smartt still linger in reminiscences and letters of men and women of the oldtime McMinnville.

One wonders who among the early occupants
of this house discovered the swinging rock near
it. The names “Bettie White” and “Jennie White”
were long distinguishable, cut on its surface.
The names on the rock were seen by Miss
Hattie Moffitt in 1856. “White’s Spring” described
as in the rear of Armfield’s house and the bluff
upon which it is built, are referred to in later letters and newspaper articles.

Beersheba Springs in 1840
In 1839 Beersheba Springs was under the
management of Samuel Edmonson. In 1840
George R. Smartt, owner of the property became
proprietor of the Springs and remained so for
7

Double-ceiled means that there were two “ceilings”.
One was the sloping roof; the second was the flat ceiling
which today would be taken for granted but was
noteworthy in a log cabin. - Ed.

Formation of Grundy County
In 1844, Grundy County was organized and
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that part of Warren County in which Beersheba
was situated became a part of the new county.
The courts of Grundy were held at Beersheba until a permanent seat of justice should be determined upon.

(October 1927) who were present at Beersheba in
the years between 1856 and the opening of the
War Between the States and witnessed – and one
of them actively engaged in – the building and
improvements there. Mr. Roysden R. Etter,
according to his own statement, was at Beersheba
when a boy of nineteen and helped to build for
Col. Armfield the rows of old log rooms east and
west of the court and planted the locust trees in
the court at the rear of the hotel.

Purchase of Beersheba Springs by Colonel
John Armfield
Colonel John Armfield and wife, formerly
Miss [Martha] Franklin of Sumner County, Tennessee, came from a residence in Louisiana to
Beersheba Springs about the year 1854. Colonel
Armfield possessed wealth as did his wife who
represented also the culture of an old Tennessee
family. Having a wide acquaintance both in the
South and the State, he began speedily to induce
others to become permanent summer residents at
his newly acquired Beersheba and, to insure this,
gave to certain of them choice building sites
located near the spring and bluff.

Among the workmen who came to Beersheba
in 1855 was Mr. Moffitt, employed there at a previous time, and the following summer, 1856, he
brought his motherless little daughter, Harriet, to
visit him.
From the retentive and accurate memory of
this little girl, who still survives, distinct and interesting recollections of these years are recalled.
She often accompanied her father in his walks to
Laurel Mill or to work upon which he was engaged and was at times actually up on the spot
when some of the antebellum houses, still in use
at Beersheba, were being erected. Her father was
employed a second time to change and elaborate
the house on the bluff – formerly as the cottage of
William White, now as the home of Col. and Mrs.
Armfield – and she saw this house, under his
skillful manipulation, with all the new rooms and
halls and galleries, emerge into the well known
Armfield home, so closely associated with the later period in the history of Beersheba. She saw the
long, imposing row of pillars put in place on the
front porch of the hotel, and has indistinct recollections of work at other parts of the same structure, but cannot remember if the building was entirely new or already partly constructed, and traditions differ upon this point.8 The observatory,
the bandstand, the plank walks and Bachelor
Quarters, were all the work of Col. Armfield’s carpenters at some time during this period of improvement.

December 7, 1854 is the time given when
Colonel John Armfield acquired by deed the land
granted to George R. Smartt in 1838. (Thompson’s Tennessee Reports, Southern Coal and Iron
Co., vs. Schwoon 1921 p. 245). It cannot be ascertained if the entire Beersheba tract was sold at
this time or previously. William White of
McMinnville, makes deed of Beersheba property
to John Armfield in this year 1854.
When Col. Armfield began for himself and
others the erection of residences and public
buildings and improvements necessary for the
new order of things he was to inaugurate, he
brought into Beersheba a company of skilled
workmen, and by them the greater number of
antebellum residences, the hotel and other
accommodations for guests, were built or added
to improvements already on the grounds. A part
of this work was not completed at the beginning
of the War Between the States. A mill for the
preparation of material to be used was built at
Laurel Creek and operated by Philip Hoodenpyl
of McMinnville.

As time passed, a number of residences,
erected as summer homes, stood along the
8

Reminiscences of Improvements at
Beersheba before the War Between
the States
Two persons survive in Warren County
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As nearly as it can be ascertained the “tavern” built by
George R. Smartt in 1836, stood upon or near the site of
the present hotel and John Cain’s cabins adjoined the
tavern. Letters written by early residents of the
mountain, state that Col. Armfield added to buildings
already in place. So it is possible the first taverns and
rooms were incorporated into the present hotel.

irregular, locust-planted streets of Beersheba or
near some mountain brow showing far-reaching
scenes of enchanting beauty. Those residences
were of various styles and materials – log houses,
frame houses, with many pleasant rooms and
lovely pillared galleries – houses that from all
traditions were so charming, so gay, so
attractively bright with the color and action of
that happy, carefree time. Some of those houses,
too, must have had artists as well as builders to
construct them, to know so well just where doors
and windows must be opened and galleries added
to catch the colors of sunrise and sunset and
twilight, shining pink or crimson or violet over
the mountains. And some of them were filled
with furnishings and articles of value and beauty,
brought from distant homes in big wagons up the
corduroy mountain road.

As the old South advanced to its supreme
moment of greatness and prosperity the life at
Beersheba seemed to bloom as a flower does into
perfection of fragrance and beauty. Then the tragic climax came to the South and the sound of music, of laughter and young voices died away and
Beersheba’s antebellum heyday was over.
Through its association with that passedaway period in our history, Beersheba has
become historic, too, and Tennessee may claim
the honor that upon one of her own blue
mountain tops the old South – before it passed
into the sorrow and shadows of a devastating war
– found one of its last, happy playgrounds.

The War Between the States Period
Beersheba during the War was a place of
refuge for numerous families, who at intervals occupied cottages there and at Dan; some of them
driven from their homes and some seeking the
mountains as a place of safety and quiet. Col. and
Mrs. Armfield kept their home open the entire
four years and were hosts to many persons – old
friends and often the sons of old friends – Southern soldiers, who came for rest or recuperation.
Captain Bromfield Ridley spent more than one
furlough there and in his published Diary of his
war experiences, gives interesting recollections of
Col. and Mrs. Armfield. He tells of frequently
watching from the observatory, the alternate
passing of the Blue and Gray soldiers along the
valley road, or crossing the mountain by way of
Beersheba, as Forrest did as he returned from his
spectacular raid upon Murfreesborough. Upon
this occasion Mrs. Armfield had bags of coffee
opened and gave a package to each soldier as he
passed.

Among the families occupying those houses
were Hardings, Cockrills, Morgans, Philips,
Dahlgreens, Murfrees, Waters, Oteys, Polks,
Freelands, Castlemans, Caruthers, and others.

Life at Beersheba Preceding the War
Between the States
With the passing of the summers, Beersheba
became increasingly more of the resort of wealth,
of fashion and beauty, of Southern families who
rode from their distant plantations in luxuriously
appointed carriages drawn by splendid blooded
horses, bringing retinues of servants and, as the
story goes, wearing clothes and jewels of almost
fabulous richness and beauty. Two bands
discoursed sweet music for their entertainment
and about the bowling alleys stretched rows of
tents to receive those for whom there was no
room in the over-filled hotel and other guest accommodations.

The great danger of the mountains during
the War came from hands of lawless freebooters,
who in the absence of the patriot citizens of the
mountains, away fighting for their country, looted
the homes of the absent men as well as many of
the cottages at Beersheba.

There were high minds there, too, men and
women of fame and genius. Projects far reaching
in their scope, as well as some of our best loved
books, had their inception there among the
clouds and the mists – Bishops Otey and Polk, it
is said, consummated the long-thought-of plan to
establish a great Southern University in their
Beersheba homes, and Charles Egbert Craddock
must have received lasting inspiration from the
mountains round about the cottage at Lover’s
Leap.

The Present Day Beersheba
The Beersheba of today, to the casual observer, has the appearance of an old Southern
town, with the air of serenity and distinction that
usually comes with a background of history and
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tradition.

the years since its foundation. One may easily
believe this. The beautiful environment, the
coming to the same delightful houses each year,
the same circle of congenial association, of
reunions of family and friends, would make the
life ideal. To those who are thus privileged, as
well as others for whom it is only a tender
memory, there is no spot in the world like it. For
them the Pipes of Pan will ever ring in Arcady.

The hotel and other accommodations for
guests are opened each summer and the houses
of the summer residents, it is said, are occupied.
The present day cottage life at Beersheba, according to those who have experienced it, is one
of the most charming phases of that infinite
variety that has characterized this old place in all
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The Chickamauga Trace highlighted on a section of the map from Wm. E. Myer, Indian Trails of the
Southeast, 42nd Annual Report of the Bureau of American Ethnography, 1928.
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The Chickamauga Trace
Through Warren County as Located by Pioneer Outlines, Maps and Grants
Blanche Spurlock Bentley
An old Indian Trail, known as the Trace of Chickamauga, crossing the mountain at Beersheba, and
lending a background of history and romance, brings also legends and traditions, claiming it as an
ancient Indian highway traveled long ago by Shawnees and Creeks, and along whose route were said to
be prehistoric villages and burial places.

Ancient Trails Crossing Tennessee

known as Warren County, was in an almost direct
line, northward, of the most historic and most
used passage of the Tennessee, known as the Old
Creek Crossing2 and it would have been surprising had not some of the old trails traversed
such direct and convenient routes northward and
southward.

When, over two centuries ago, Spanish
and French explorers invaded the then extensive
territory of Florida and Louisiana, they found
that entire southern country occupied by Indians
and their villages, whether of the same tribe and
built near together or villages of other and far off
tribes, invariably connected by trails.1

The Chickamauga War Trace came through
Middle Tennessee by way of Warren County and
crossed the Cumberland River into Kentucky.
This trail was traveled at a time antedating white
settlement, and was used as a route of attack after
those settlements were made.

Adventurers from those nations – high officials, priests, missionaries and travelers – as
they left the seaboard country and penetrated
distant interiors made use of those trails for
travel and by means of numerous manuscripts
and maps gave interesting and valuable facts
concerning them from first hand knowledge.

The name Chickamauga Trace was of pioneer
usage because of its association with a band of
outlaw Cherokees who separated from the parent
tribes, retired to Chickamauga Creek below
Chatanooga where they built villages and became
known as Chickamaugas. Driven from those
towns they fled down the Tennessee River to the
almost impenetrable recesses of Nickajack Cave
and built other towns.

From those maps and books it is learned that
the whole of Indian America was covered by
trails, branching and interesting and leading far
off in all directions, so that the entire continent
might be traversed by their means. All activities
of Indian life centered about them and many stirring events in the history of the southeastern
country occurred on or near them. Their uses
were varied and many, as in times of peace
special trails were reserved for special purposes –
trading, hunting, migrating, making journeys to
remote places – but when on the warpath all
tribes marched along all trails against other
tribes, in search of booty and scalps.

Those old Indian roads being in use from a
time unknown continued to be traveled after the
settlers came and were even sometimes used by
the pioneers as paths through the unknown and
uncharted wilderness. Hence the general accuracy of border traditions and pioneer descriptions
of trails.
Ancient trails that came from the South
crossed the Tennessee River into the present
state of Tennessee and by different routes to the
Cumberland, crossed that river into the country
beyond.

The Chickamauga Trace
The part of southern Middle Tennessee, now
1

Information of Indians of southeastern states found in
Alabama Roads and Highways by Doctor Thomas M.
Owen, late Director of Dept. of Archives and History of
State of Alabama.
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This ford of the Tennessee River was just above the
mouth of Battle Creek, which is just north of South
Pittsburgh, Tennessee. -Ed.

The new towns stood near an old trail “where
hunting and war parties of the Creeks of the
South and Shawnees of the North crossed the
Tennessee3.” The traditional time when the
Shawnee went south to trade belonged to a long
past period, and the trail referred to as near the
new towns of the Chickamauga seems identical
with an ancient trail, laid down on several old
French and Spanish maps, which extended from
the Tennessee to St. Augustine and bore the legend “By this trail the Shawnee and Kasquinampas
go to trade with the Spaniards.”4 The Cumberland
was long ago called the River of the
Kasquinampau, because this tribe once lived
there and was associated with the Shawnee.”

called Little Laurel, one of the forks of the headwaters of Collins River.
Warren County records show that an entry of
one hundred and fifty acres made for William
Dugan in 1826, “in the Horsehoe known as
Charley’s Camp” was on the south side of Little
Laurel Creek of Collins River (Plat. Book-No. 2.
Reg. Office Warren Co. p. 60) In a later deed
Charley’s Camp is quoted as two and one half
miles southwest of Beersheba.
The trace having crossed Little Laurel at this
point may be regarded as within two and one half
miles of Beersheba.
Other entries at same point show “Samuel
Turney in 1828, entering 640 acres in Warren
County on headwaters of Collins River on a creek
called Little Laurel, near a trace.” (Plat. B. No. 2.
Reg. Office p. 122).

Route of the Chickamauga Trace
Reuben Roberts, Revolutionary soldier and
pioneer of Rock Island in the Caney Fork River in
1796, was “with other old settlers very familiar
with the route of the Chickamauga Trace,” and by
his own spoken word described it to his
grandson, John Kelly Roberts, as crossing the
Tennessee at the mouth of Battle Creek, thence to
the top of the Cumberland Mountain and
northward by way of present Tracy City;
proceeding northward along the mountain top it
descended into the valley of Warren County,
thence through eastern section of the county by
way of Dyer’s Gulch, it crossed the Caney Fork at
Rock Island and ran northward to the
Cumberland.5

In 1831 an entry for William Dugan on headwaters of Collins River on both sides of the trace
leading from said Dugan’s in the Horseshoe.”
(Plat. B. No. 2. Reg Office. Warren County, p.
152).
Descending the mountain at Beersheba the
Trace passed into the valley of Warren County
and running through the mountain foothills of
the eastern section of the county crossed the
Caney Fork at Rock Island.
“Surveyed for Robert King in 1796, six hundred and forty acres where the Chickamauga Path
crosses Caney Fork at McClure’s Ford.” This tract
sold for taxes in White county in 1807. The land
is in Warren County.

More in detail, Myer’s map6 of Tennessee
trails shows the trace as going up Battle Creek to
its Forks: thence up the slopes of Cumberland
Mountain to its summit; thence past the headwaters of Little Sequatchee near the present Tracy
City; past Coalmont, where a year or so ago there
might still be seen, running through the forest, a
stretch of the Trace7, thence crossing a creek
3

4

5

6
7

Just above Rock Island was a mound
marking the site of an ancient Indian village and
farther along the trace at Cherry Hill in White
County was another.8
As the trace proceeded northward from the
Caney Fork, eight or ten entries giving the trace
as landmark are shown between that point and
Overton County, but only three are included.9

Goodpasture’s. Indian Wars and Warriors. Tenn.
Historical Magazine. March 1918, p. 40.
Swanton’s Early History of Creeks and their Neighbors.
Page 214.
The described route of Chickamauga Trace as given by
Reuben Roberts, when over ninety years of age, to his
grandson, Captain John K. Roberts, was given in written
form by Captain Roberts.
Late W.E. Myer, Tennessee Archaeologist.
Statement of H.B. Walker, formerly of Grundy Co.,

“A little south of Sparta on line of Burdens
8

9
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Tennessee.
Located by late W.E. Myer, Tennessee Archaeologist,
Smithsonian Institute.
References to Chickamauga Trace given by M. E. L.
Tyndale, Sparta, Tennessee.

survey, where said line crosses old Chickamauga
Trace.” (1826, Mountain District Office Vol. 2. p.
795).

company of Chickamaugas and Creeks, their objective point, Rock Island, where an encampment
was to be made as base of supplies for attacks upon the Cumberland Settlers. They marched in single file, the Chickamauga Chief, it is claimed,
leading his own warriors, who were armed with
war clubs, scalping knives and bows and arrows,
while each Creek bore, as a gift from his Spanish
allies, a bundle wrapped in bear skins containing
gun, knives and vermillion war-paints.

“Ten miles northwest of Sparta in
headwaters of Cherry Creek on the west side of
War Trace leading to Tennessee River.” (1798.
Book C. Reg. Office. Sparta. P. 289).
“Southeast of Cookeville, on line between
White and Jackson Counties where said line
crosses old Chickamauga Path near Dry Valley in
Putnam County.” (Mountain Dis. Land Office.
Vol. 6. p. 748).

A week or ten days later a sunrise fight – one
of the last important engagements in Tennessee
Indian history – occurred at Rock Island between
those same Indians and scouts from the Cumberland, and a band of fugitives in precipitate flight,
again crossed the mountain hastening to their villages at Nickajack.

It was on the “War Trace” on headwaters of
Roaring River in Overton County, that Robert
Crockett was killed by Indians in 1760.
The Trace left the mountain somewhere near
the spring. Trails invariably ran within easy
distance of big springs – as did pioneer roads –
where water might be deeply drunk as well as safe
and suitable resting and sleeping places found. It
may be understood how perfectly the great
chalybeate spring, just under the bluff, fulfilled
the purpose – so embowered in foliage, so high
on the mountain top it might have been an eagle’s
eyrie. Bands of men – hunting and fighting
Creeks and trading Shawnee – might have
lingered there in safety and seclusion. It is
difficult to realize that in that distant time the
same gorgeous beauty was spread before those
wandering Indians, that may be witnessed from
the same mountain top today – the same far
horizons melting into blue shadows, the same
mountains that at morning and evening are
bathed in colors of rose or fade into purple shadows, the same moonlight and starlight shining
over the dark valley. One wonders if bathed in
pristine freshness, those scenes could have been
lovelier than today.

The path of the Trace from the mountain top
to the valley is not shown. There was, from a time
unknown – from a time travelers first made the
ascent from the Dugan house to Beersheba
Springs – an old path following gently winding
curves and crossing and recrossing that road
known by 1838 at the stage road from McMinnville and for years afterward as the “Corduroy
Road.” Traditionally this road followed the path
walked in by those who first visited the spring.
This path may have been the old Trace of the
Chickamaugas. After so long a time it is impossible to tell, but somewhere down the mountain
side it ran. Traced to Laurel Creek on the mountain top and again noted near the present Irving
College in the valley, it necessarily passed down
the mountain to connect such divergent points.
There are things in life we believe, yet we do
not know. One of those is that the beautiful old
Trail was the path of the Chickamauga, and that a
woman found her way along an old bloodstained
Indian trail to a mountain top – not only to a
spring of wonderful healing quality but to a spot
of magical beauty where many persons have
found health and happiness.

At a later time, a day in October 1793, when
the ancient trail had become the Trace of the
Chickamaugas, there came along the mountain a
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Beersheba in the Bible
Clopper Almon
Beersheba Springs is named, as we have have
seen in the preceding account, for Beersheba
Porter Cain. But where does the name Beersheba
itself come from? It is a Biblical name, באר שבע,
designating a town in the Negev, about 45 miles
southwest of Jerusalem and on the edge of the
desert proper. A well, said to be Abraham's well,
is at the center of modern Be'er Sheva.

Thus Beersheba means the Well of the Oath,
but it also means the Well of the Seven.
A somewhat similar story is told in Genesis
26 regarding Abimelech and Isaac. After the
swearing of oaths between them, Isaac's servants
report having found water in the well they were
digging. “And he [Isaac] called it shebah:
therefore the name of the city is Beersheba unto
this day.” (Verse 33). Here it seems that the
meaning is unambiguously “Well of the Oath.”

Beersheba is mentioned several times in
Genesis, the first being in Chapter 21, verse 14,
where it is said that when Abraham turns out
Hagar and Ishmael, they wander in the
wilderness of Beersheba.

Many years later, Elijah, when fleeing the
wrath of Jezebel, went first to Beersheba, where
he left his servant. (I Kings, 19:3)

The next reference is in verse 31of the same
chapter, and here we get a better clue of the
meaning of the name. Abimelech demands that
Abraham swear a non-aggression oath. Abraham
promises to swear, but first reproves Abimelech
because his servants had violently taken away a
well which Abraham had dug. Abimelech says he
had not previously heard of the matter. They both
swear, and Abraham gives sheep and oxen to
Abimelech but sets aside in the gift seven ewe
lambs. Abimelech asks the meaning of the seven
lambs, and Abraham answers

The interpretation as “Well of the Seven” is
used in this verse by William H. Moss, which was
found in a box of pictures in the Beersheba
museum.
BEERSHEBA SPRINGS
Have you wondered how Beersheba Springs
was named,
Where healing springs did flow?
Let us trace it back in history
That everyone may know.
“Beer” as we know it, in this modern day
Is a drink that most stores sell,
But long ago in the Hebrew language
It meant a hand-dug well.

“These seven ewe lambs shalt thou take of
my hand, that they may be a witness unto me,
that I have digged this well.” Wherefore he
called that place Beersheba, because there they
sware, both of them. … And Abraham planted a
grove in Beersheba.

“Sheba” is a word with several meanings
And this we do declare
That one has caught the attention of all
Because of a lady fair.1

Why does he call the place Beersheba, in
Hebrew,  ?באר שבעThe meaning of the first
syllable, Be'er באר, is clear. (Remember, Hebrew
reads from right to left and vowels are not
written.) It means a well and refers to the well
that Abraham had dug. The second syllable, שבע,
may mean “oath” (if pronounced shaba) or
“seven” (if pronounced sheba). Father Abraham
is making a play on words. The “seven-ness” of
the lambs is to remind Abimilech of their mutual
oaths, which seem to have included the statement
that Abraham had dug the well.

A country from whence a beautiful queen2
Brought lavish gifts of gold,
Causing Solomon to exclaim with awe,
“The half” had not been told.
Another meaning of the word “Sheba”
Is the number seven.
1
2
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Bathsheba
The Queen of Sheba

It has to do with seven ewe lambs
Pretty as though from heav'n.

When a healing spring was found,
A hotel was built and people came
To make their bodies sound.

Abimelech, king of the Philistines,
Took them from Abraham
And thus sealed a bargain to use the well
For him and every lamb.

God looked with favor on this mountain top
Here in Grundy County
It seemed the Bible should provide its name
To praise His gracious bounty.

Because of the well and the seven lambs
Beersheba got its name,
And the cooling waters clear as crystal,
Brought to the village fame.

The story of Abraham and his well
Seemed suited for this site,
So Beersheba Springs became its name,
Which time has proved was right.

Twenty-seven centuries had passed away

20

Beersheba Springs and the Hotel in 1838
George R. Smartt, Proprietor
Advertisement in Central Gazette, McMinnville, Tennessee, Saturday, June 23, 1838
BEERSHEBA SPRINGS
20 MILES SOUTH EAST OF MCMINNVILLE
THE PROPRIETOR begs leave to inform the
Public that he has recently made important
improvements at the above Springs, and is now
prepared to accommodate those who may wish to
avail themselves of the curative qualities of the
water during the ensuing watering season.

eminent Physicians will be found good for almost
every species of chronic disease. Functional derangement of the stomach, liver, and spleen, as
nausea, acid eructations, diarrhea, sick headache,
&c. The springs are situated at the summit of
Cumberland Mountain, about twenty miles
southeast from McMinnville. The road from
McMinnville is good, and conducts the traveler
through a highly cultivated and interesting country

The water is of the purest chalybeate,
perfectly cold, clear, and and sparkling,
containing a full proportion of fixed air, with
some of the mild nitral (neutral) salts, as soda,
magnesia, &c, in a state of carbonate. The
proprietor has not yet had an opportunity to
procure a complete analysis of the water, and is
not prepared to give the exact proportion of the
various substances which it contains. It is very
pleasant to the palate, sits well upon the stomach,
producing a short time after drinking it, a
sensible exhilaration of spirits. Its sensible effects
as a curative agent are those of a gentle aperient,
strong diuretic, and mild deophoric (euphoric). It
is one of nature's most powerful and permanent
tonics, giving vitality to the blood and expelling
from the system all morbid humors. These
Springs came into notice about four years ago,
and have been a place of resort for the afflicted
every summer since, and the benefits resulting
from the use of the water have fully equaled
[expectations]. The medical properties of the
water have been principally exhibited thus far, on
dyspeptics, laboring under functional derangement of the stomach and bowels and on
delicate females. The remedy is one of nature's
own preparation, entirely beyond the pale of
drugs and physic; and in the opinion of the most

The air on the top of the mountain is as pure
as that of Buenos Ayres, giving to the place, from
its elevation, a constant, refreshing and pleasant
breeze. The heights of the surrounding
mountains sketching the horizon with azure blue,
fills the spectator with rapture, and the beautiful
farms seen at the distance of from 3 to 4 miles in
the valley below, lend enchantment to the view.
The lovers of music will not be without facilities
for that source of fun and frolic at Beersheba. And
to those who are fond of the sports of old Nimrod,
the proprietor would say, come up to Beersheba.
The hunting grounds are extensive, deer plenty,
guns, hounds and hare all prepared for the chase.
The proprietor having expended a good deal
of cash in preparing himself to accommodate visitors, hopes to receive a liberal patronage the ensuing season. His charges will be moderate not
exacting the constitutional currency in these awfully distressing times but contenting himself
with the real genuine shinplasters. [“Shinplaster”
was a common name for various circulating
private banknotes and IOU's in the 19th century. Ed.]
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Beersheba Springs in 1846
(From the Weekly Nashville Union, July 15, Issue 6, column D.)
Mr. Editor: – Having recently visited the
Bersheba [sic] Springs, I would ask, through your
paper, to offer a word of commendation in favor
of that delightful place, and the excellent
accommodation afforded by the obliging
proprietors, Messrs. Smartt and Edmondson. The
springs are situated upon one of the most
elevated points of the Cumberland mountain, 18
miles south of McMinnville, in the midst of the
purest atmosphere imaginable, being free from
fogs and dampness of any kind. The temperature
is about an average of 10 degrees below that
experienced in this city, added to which a
delightful breeze almost constantly prevails.

beautiful, and the view presented of the distant
mountains is truly sublime. The place is worth a
visit to persons who have not seen it. The
accommodations are excellent and compare with
those found at our best Hotels. The rooms are
large and airy, (being around 50 in number) and
well furnished. I know of no place where the
valetudinarian or the man of pleasure can find a
more successful retreat from the oppressive heats
of summer sun right down upon us.
The Springs are entirely accessible by good
roads. People who go to McMinnville in the stage
are transported from that place to the springs in a
four-horse Barouche very safely and pleasantly
without the smallest person inconvenience. I
must add further that there is now at Beersheba a
highly agreeable company of visitors.

The Chalybeate Water is cool and pleasant,
and grateful to the taste, added to which there is
an excellent spring of Free Stone Water.
The scenery about the springs is rich and

S. J.

Laying Out the Road in the Valley in 1846
In the early years of Grundy County, formed in 1844, the “Court” was composed of
“Commissioners” and acted more like what today might be called a County Commission than like a
trial court. Roads were one of its major responsibilities. The typical procedure was to appoint a “jury of
view” to lay out the road. This “jury” would then report to the Court, which would then usually –
though not always – approve the report of the jury, name an overseer for the road and assign certain
“hands” to work on it. Often the hands were assigned only by the area where they lived. Most of the
roads were designated “second class” roads, and the minute book of the Court gives no details of the
report.
The following detailed report and court order for the “turnpike road” of first class is decidedly
unusual both in the detail of where the road was to run and in naming the men – over 66 of them plus
slaves of three men – to work on it. The report must have been given in writing. The road is to run
from the Warren County line up the Collins river valley below Beersheba and on to the foot of Peak
Mountain, where it would connect with a turnpike road up the mountain and on to Chattanooga. The
references in contemporary accounts of the good road from McMinnville refer to this road, not to the
road which turned off of it to come up the mountain.
The minute, beginning on page 57 of Minute Book A, seems humorous today but also affords a
good description of what was in the valley by that time. The list of “hands” is likewise an honor roll of
the upper Collins valley. The minute reads in full as follows.
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Monday, the 4th day of January 1847 –

to the old road at the corner of the little field;
thence with the road crossing the wash and
passing through Aaron Bolms field, to a white oak
near the road and with the road again passing
William Morton, to the corner near Savages old
field, passing into the old field, near a large
walnut tree, thence by a direct line through the
field, to an old Cabbin; thence passing the corner
of Savage’s new ground field to intersect at the
turnpike road at the foot of the mountain – all of
which is respectfully submitted.

We, the Jury of View, William Dugan, Isham
Dykes, James Lockheart, John Gross, and
William B. Smartt, being appointed by the
County Court of Grundy County to mark and
layout a road from the Grundy County line to the
middle peak, at the head of Collins River of the
first class, being first sworn according to law, beg
leave to report that, after first being duly sworn
according to law we proceded [sic] to lay of [sic]
the same according to law. Beginning at the
Grundy County line on a ridge in James Tates
field some sixty yards from the old mill; thence
with the ridge to where a cross fence intersects
with the out side fence, thence with said fence
over the ridge to a plum tree on the bank of
James Tate’s spring branch; thence with the side
of the hill to a wild cherry tree near his fence,
thence with the fence out side to a little walnut;
thence through the corner of Tates field to a
Sugar tree near Henry Clays; thence by a direct
line through John Gross’ field, passing his barn,a
cross the lane by the back of the kitchen to a
poplar tree near the barn, thence passing
through his pasture, passing just below William
Gross’ house and on to intersect the present road,
at the foot of hill, thence with the old road to
some oat Stacks in Isham Dykes field, thence
through the corner of the field to a dead Stump
near the road again; thence with the road to a
dead toped beach, on the left side of the road,
from thence passing through Dugan’s field by a
direct line to a white oak, and walnut trees, near
the mouth of the lane at the Bond place, and on
through his hog pen, to a white oak near the bank
of the branch, thence up the bank of the branch
into the old road, again, at the ford of the branch;
thence with the old road to the corner of Dugans
field, and with the fence and road to a mud hole,
in the road; thence by a direct line, through a
corner of the field near William Ransoms house
to the wash, thence a cross the wash to B. G.
Wilsons field; thence with the fence on the bank
to the corner of his new ground field; thence up
the bank out side by the back of the school house,

Whereupon it is considered by the court that
said road viewed by the jury aforesaid be
established as a road of the first class and that
Noah Bort [or Bost but definitely not Bart] be
appointed overseer of said road and have the
following hands to work under him to open and
keep the same in repair to wit: Warren Savage,
Samuel Savage, James Dugan, William Morton,
Aaron Bowlin [or Boulin?], Silas Lankford,
Ballard Wilson, Parchell Ransom, Washington
Ransom, Glover Ransom, Robert Dugan, Terrell
Rogers, James Vicars, P. H. Rogers, George Bond,
Whitfield Bond, Henry R. Oliver, John Dugan,
John Dykes, Wm. Gross, Asa Gross, Henry Clay,
Slaves of Major Tate, James Tate Jun., James
Perry, Samuel Perry, Aaron Tate, Slaves of
Jeremiah Walker, Johnathan Walker, Johnathan
Bort, Jeremiah Walker Jun., Henderson Levan,
Edward Patrick, William Patrick, Benja Patrick, R
(?) Stepp, J. I. Grosslin, Saml Walker, Jas. C.
Walker, James Bond, William Bond, John J.
Walker, William Walker, John Walker, James H.
Walker, Jonus Levan, James Adams, Stephen
Pary, William Bailey, Lawson Gross, William F.
Walker, Zedekiah Walker, Jos. Nunley, Jonathan
Vicars, John Vicars, James Vicars, Slaves of Sam
Edmonson, Coleman Lockheart, Saunders Dykes,
Elijah Walker, Henry Levan, John Dykes, Andrew
Lockheart, Joseph Clay, Robert Jones, and Henry
Jones.
Ordered by the court that all roads within the
above bounds be abolished until the county seat
is established.

The enigmatic last sentence is in a different hand and may refer to the Altamont area rather than
the Collins Valley. Altamont was being laid out at about that time.
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Randal W. McGavock and Beersheba’s Heyday
Randal W. McGavock of Nashville (1826-1863) was the son of Jacob and Louisa Grundy
McGavock. His mother was the daughter of Felix Grundy, for whom the county was named. His aunt
was Malvina Grundy Bass who owned the Bass-Turner cottage and whom he visited, as he did his
cousin Mrs. Margaret Bass Harding next door. His journal tells a great deal about Beersheba in its
heyday and was published in full as Pen and Sword: The Life and Journals of Randal W. McGavock.
(Nashville: Tennessee Historical Commission, 1960.) Below are entries for 1858.
August 18th: I met Harvey M. Watterson this
morning who seems to be the chief man of the
town of McMinnville. After breakfast I started in
an excellent stage coach in company with Mr.
Grey and lady for Beersheba Springs in Grundy
Co. On the way we passed along the base of Ben
Lomand which was sold yesterday by Col. Rowan
to a young man named Pickett of La. who intends
expending seventy five thousand dollars in
improvements for a summer resort. Reached the
Springs about 2 o c.

August 22nd: Attended divine service this
morning in the ball room. Bishop Green of N.C.
Preached a very good sermon. In the afternoon
James Wilson drove me out in his carriage to
what is called the “Old Mill,” which is about 5
miles from the Spring, and one of the most
secluded and romantic places I ever saw. It is
situated in a deep basin formed by Laurel Creek –
surrounded by tall cliffs. The dam is of solid rock
formed by nature. After the water of the creek
falls over the dam it falls over a high cliff. While
here we met Mrs. Prince and a young man named
Chambers from Miss. They were in the grist room
under the bluff and seemed much confused when
they discovered us. I called to see Miss Ophelia
Martin this evening, and as usual she attempted
her sarcasm upon me. “What Esau is this?”
turning to Mr. Fogg, and alluding to my beard.
My reply was “The same that knew you in your
younger days and who like the illustrious hunter
wears hair of his own, and not that put on by
woman for deception.” She backed down at once.

August 19th: Beersheba is certainly the most
attractive watering place now south of the Va.
springs. Col. Armfield has expended a large
amount of money here, and has succeeded in
collecting around him in the private houses some
very agreeable people. The foundation is well laid
and I have no doubt but that it will be in a few
years, one of the most inviting summer retreats in
the U.S. They have over four hundred persons
here at present. Neither the view or the water
equal several other points in the State. I went into
the ball room tonight and waltzed with Miss Key
of Ky who is one of the fastest girls I ever saw.

August 23rd: I rose very early this morning
and went out with some gentlemen on a fox chase
under the mountain. After breakfast I went out
with Mr. Wilson, his mother and Miss Hardeman
to see the New Mill and the Stone Door. The New
Mill was built by Col. Armfield at a spot almost as
romantic as that of the Old Mill. There are several
very pretty falls here, and a vein of coal about
twelve inches in thickness. The mill is propelled
by steam, and cuts all the lumber used at the
Springs. The view from the stone door is very
fine, and the formation of the point rather
peculiar.
Mrs. Virginia French has written a very pretty
story of an Indian Legend.

August 20th: Got up rather late this morning,
having run too long last night. Passed the day
mostly playing euchre1. Called to see Dr. Waters,
Harding, Bass, and Armfield families. Went into
the ball room again tonight. Mr. Sessions of Miss,
who has a fine voice contributes largely to the
amusement of the Co.
August 21st: Occupied the day in talking to
the ladies – playing cards, etc.
1

Euchre also known as eucre, is a tricktaking card game most commonly played with
four people in two partnerships with a deck of 24
standard playing cards. It is the game responsible
for introducing the joker into modern packs.
From Wikipedia.

August 24th: Dined today with Mr. Charles
Philips of New Orleans. Attended the Calico Ball
this evening. Lemira Eakin dressed me up as
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Abou Gosh the robber of the Holy Land and I
entered with Mrs. Galloway of Miss, who was
dressed as an Indian Queen. Many of the
characters were amusing, as well as ridiculous. I
enjoyed the evening finely, and laughed enough
to last me a month.

morning by way of Tracy City. We had a full load
and my fellow passengers were Thos. Martin, lady
and daughter Ophelia of Pulaski, my old motherin-law, Mrs. Crutcher, S. Cockrell and lady,
Henry Fogg, Ive Webster. We passed through
Altemont the County seat of Grundy, a new and
very uninteresting place. Tracy City is a new
village recently laid out by Col. Tracy at the
terminus of the Sewannee coal road. We did not
explore the mines although I wished to do so. I
had conceived that the railroad up the mountain
was exceedingly dangerous, but found it no more
so than roads ordinarily. The cars stopped as we
were descending to give the passengers a view of
the location of the University of the South
recently selected by the Episcopal Bishops
assembled in Convention at Beersheba Springs.
The view is magnificent – and I was told that
there was plenty of water on the spot. They
propose raising three and one half millions of
dollars, which will erect a structure superior to
any in the United States. At Cowan we took the
train for Nashville and reached home about 7 ½
o.c. Where I found Judge Dickinson and family
from Miss.

August 25th: Many of the gentlemen from
Nashville left this morning. The day has been
passed in lounging about the premises
conversing, and reading newspapers.
August 26th: Passed the day in playing cards,
rolling ten pins, and dancing. This evening Mr.
Bibb of N.O. furnished considerable amusement
to the company by dragging a dead fox around
the Springs, and then placing the hounds on the
trail. The amusement was novel, and all seemed
to enjoy it.
August 27th: The great desideratum at
Beersheba (water) has been supplied by a waterwitch, who has found bold streams all over the
mountain and a very short distance from the
surface. Attended the ball this evening.
August 28th: Started home at 5 o.c. This
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A Lady’s Man Before the War
Mrs. Florence Farrington
Care Jno. Munord & Co.
Paris, France

Episcopal Bishops and preachers of other
churches being here, who take it time about in
preaching.
Beersheba
August 8, 1858

When I finish this letter I will go up in the
ballroom and hear a sermon from Bishop
Green (this being Sunday) and in the afternoon
and at night preachers of other churches will
give us a sermon.

Dear Florence:
I received your letter last night, and was
very glad to get it. Also a letter from your
Mother a few days since. The letter from
Alabama in a lady’s hand that was forwarded to
me was only a card advertising some Watering
Place.

There is no one here from Memphis
besides myself except two or three young men.
This place I have no doubt will become one of
the great watering places of the south. Col.
Armfield will continue to improve it every year.
A large influential class of people are becoming
interested here, and being so near the seat of
the Southern University that the Episcopal
Church has located on the mountain here will
all contribute to make this an important place
of summer resort.

This is a very agreeable place, and the
company here is the most unexceptionable (sic)
I have ever met at any Watering place. The
Hotel is quite crowded, and they continue to
come in everyday. There are now upwards of
four hundred people here. About one half of the
company are from Nashville and vicinity, and
the balance are generally from Mississippi and
Louisiana. Some of the people from the South I
met last summer at the Springs in Virginia.
Many Southerners have purchased lots here
and are building summer residences. There is
less dissipation here than any Springs I have
ever visited. They will not allow gamblers to
come here at all. They have no Barroom for
drinking. They have ten pin alleys, billiard
rooms, a large ballroom, and a band of music, a
livery stable and good roads to ride and drive
on.

Board here by the month is only forty
dollars, which is much cheaper than other
fashionable watering places.
I received one letter from John since I have
been here. I see the Nashville papers daily, and
frequently Memphis papers. I have seen no
good fruit since I left Memphis, They bring
melons, apples, and peaches here to sell, but
they are rather indifferent. I hope you all
continue well. Give my love to all.
Yours affectionately, Philip H. Thompson

They dance here every night, and Tuesday
and Friday nights are grand dress occasions,
when the ladies are expected to come out in
their finest. There are a great many pretty girls
here. I think the most interesting are those
from Nashville. I am still of the opinion that
they surpass the girls I meet anywhere else. I
have become a very considerable lady’s man
here without being particularly interested in
any one girl. There are some pleasant girls here
from Clarksville, Murfreesboro, and Lebanon.
Amongst the girls here from Nashville is Miss
Mary Caldwell, and also Miss May Shepard. We
have preaching here every Sunday. Two
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The Diary of Mrs. Bettie Ridley Blackmore: July 1863
The Civil War comes alive again under the pens of Bettie Ridley Blackmore and her brother
Bromfield Ridley, Jr. Mrs. Blackmore clung to her short life with one hand while continuing to
write her diaries with the other, almost until the last. She was the married daughter of a
prosperous landowner and judge, Bromfield Ridley, whose handsome country house once stood
near the hamlet of Jefferson in the northwest corner of Rutherford County. The War had
scattered the family. Her husband and father and four brothers were away in the Confederate
Army and Bettie, slowly dying of congestion of the lungs, and her indomitable mother were left
to work the farm with the remaining former slaves and protect the house, inside Federal lines
and in peril since the Battle of Murfreesboro in early 1863. Mother and daughter were
constantly harassed, intimidated and humiliated by the Union troops encamped all around. One
night the Yankees burned the house over the heads of the Ridley women who barely escaped with
their lives and a few possessions into the arms of friendly neighbors.
Bromfield, Jr., a dashing aide and dispatch rider for several generals, rode 60 miles the
night after the first day of the Battle of Nashville in December 1864, to see his mother and find
his sister Bettie dead a month earlier, before riding back to join the second day of the Nashville
battle. Both he and Bettie had been at Beersheba before and during the War, as the following
excerpts from her diaries relate.
Sue White and myself projected a trip to
Beersheba; partly in quest of health and partly
(on my part) to be with Pa, [Judge Bromfield L.
Ridley of Murfreesboro] and my brothers and
husband [Bromfield, Jerome, Lucas, and
George Ridley and her husband George
Blackmore]. It is not necessary here to recount
the difficulties of getting started – our slow –
wearisome and harrassing trip and the ten
thousand annoyances incident to it. Our party
consisted of Jo. Scott and myself in a buggy –
Mr. James White – teamster for the wagon of
eatables Dr. James D. White of Wilson County
had supplied us with – Margaret and her two
children, Mrs. Riddle, cousin Sue and Virginia
in another buggy with Dilly, her baby and Black
Ben in a surrey driven by Mr. Blackmore – 12
souls in all. A July sun did not quicken our
progress, or add much pleasure to man or
beast. We had balking horses, old harness and
worse than all the surrey was overturned and
one wheel entirely broken off 18 miles from
McMinnville and could get no possible
assistance, except to hire an ox wagon and
proceed.

So every mile of our journey was full of
anxieties lest we should meet federal soldiers
and be robbed of our plunder and teamsters –
Jimmy [White] and Mr. Blackmore.
When we reached McMinnville – Saturday
evening July 4th, the reports we had heard were
confirmed – Bragg was retreating to Chattanooga, without a fight. Gloom hung like a pall
over the little village – only a few persons could
be seen as I rode down the full length of Main
Street. Our soldiers had all left and all Southern
sympathizers – (men I mean) who could
possibly get off had gone – business was
suspended – doors all closed – the Federals
constantly expected. We were compelled to
remain in the village, until Tuesday; on account
of our broken vehicle – we could not proceed
without it – could not get it mended and could
not hire a vehicle of any sort. Our vehicle was
ready at 8 o’clock Monday night and we determined to leave after early breakfast, next
morning; but the Federals unceremoniously
entered the West end of the Village, about
sunrise with “all the pride, pomp and circumstance of glorious war,” streaming banners –
nodding plumes – gaily caparisoned horses and
dashing cavaliers, all marching to the music of
the fife and drum. This rather hurried us and as
soon as we could jump out of bed and

We had heard rumors nearly every hour of
the progress of the Federal Army and that
Bragg had fallen back – Rozencrantz [Gen. W.
S. Rosecrans] occupying Chattanooga, etc., etc.
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commence a toilet, we – Mr. B. and myself –
made as quick a march out on the road leading
East as circumstances would permit, finishing
our toilet on the way. We stopped at Mr. L’s,
got breakfast, performed our morning
ablutions and were off again for Beersheba,
believing we would be overtaken.

to return home, urging soldiers to desert; that
is, come home to be paroled and unless they
asked it, they would never be exchanged.
I blush to say hundreds availed themselves
of this invitation and basely deserted the cause
they had espoused, simply because it now
seemed to be the weaker side. About McMinnville, some who had been officers in the
Confederate Army, men of influence, who had
done all they could in the Legislative Halls, to
urge the state to resistance, now took the Oath
and loudly talked of Union again. Poor weak
human nature! Today imploring heaven to give
you strength to fight to the bitter end or the
glorious triumph of a just and righteous cause;
tomorrow praying heaven to forgive you for
your folly in doing a noble thing!

Well! The incidents of that day, night and
the next day, I will not try to speak of, my pen
would fail to paint the anxieties, perplexities,
fatigues and hardships of that trip to B. I will
never forget it – never. The only bright feature
in it was the fact that we escaped the Yankees –
Mr. B. and Jim were safe. Oh! I was so disappointed at failing to meet my good Father here!
Six long months had now elapsed since he bade
adieu to Ma and me and I was almost ready to
be clasped in his arms, when lo! He had to
retreat. Poor [General Braxton] Bragg was
suffering now from tongue lashings. I said
nothing – I only felt that our lot in Middle
Tennessee was to be given up to the wild and
demoniac rule of the Yankees for some time. I
could not blame Bragg falling back, when we
knew that Rozencrantz was meeting him or
rather going around him with a greatly superior
force. Bragg had been weakened by reinforcements sent to Johnson at and before Vicksburg
and this was the only alternative left – either to
leave his whole Army surrounded or to retreat
to the mountains. I heard one gentleman, who
had two sons with Bragg, say, he “wished to
God his sons would desert and come back and
not follow that madman Bragg any longer.”
Rozencrantz was at the summit of his fame. He
was called “The Invincible,” the brave,
victorious, lion-hearted General. He had now
commenced his onward march to the Gulf of
Mexico, via Chattanooga, Atlanta, and Mobile;
nothing could retard his progress. His Army
with its gallant leader, could scale mountains,
penetrate valleys, cross rivers with one stride
and roll like a majestic wave thro’ Georgia,
conquering all and dispersing the Rebels like
“chaff before the wind.” Laurels decked the
Conqueror’s brow that were destined to fade
ere the leaves faded. Great jubilees were held
everywhere by the Yankees on the occupation
of Middle Tennessee by Rozencrantz. This
chief- tain published an address to
Tennesseans in arms to rebellion, inviting them

But to return to Beersheba – Cousin and
myself found all our plans frustrated by Pa’s
departure. It was impossible to get boarding –
so we were obliged to take a furnished house
and set up to housekeeping on a very limited
scale. We remained until 27th of August – Mr.
B., Mr. and Mrs. Riddle with us part of the
time. We had feared that we would have a very
dull time at B. as only eight or ten families were
there. But, never in my life had I a more excited
sojourn anywhere – it was full of incidents of
the most sprightly and alarming character. The
Bushwhackers’ haunts were on the mountain
and they visited Beersheba almost daily, stealing everything they could transport in wagons.
Any family there whose friends were South in
the Army, was a mark for their plundering.
Mrs. Col. [Benjamin] Hill – Mrs. [William B.]
Smart – Mr. [Oliver T.] Morgan and the
furnished unoccupied cottages of Southerners
all suffered severely. Mr. [John Hopkins]
French lost all his blooded stock there – horses
of every description were stolen – the hotel
plundered, etc. All that a set of fiends could do
was done with the coolest assurance.
Fortunately for us, we were strangers and our
connection with the Confederate Army
unknown. Mr. B. and Mr. Riddle always hid. It
kept Cousin Margaret and me always on the
alert to hide our two soldiers and their clothes,
horses, etc., and then protect ourselves. By one
master stroke of policy, we became secure from
the depredation of the bushwhackers – I
appealed to the Captain of the Gang – Capt.
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Hard Hampton for protection – told him we
were two unprotected females, at Beersheba for
health – showed him our stack of provisions,
etc., and asked him to give orders to his men
not to molest us, which he most magnanimously done. The Federals too were very
attentive to us – they paid four visits to the
Springs with a force of 100 or 200 to look for
Rebels, but never found any. Cousin and myself
hid our rebels always – sometimes in the blackjacks, another time in the kitchen loft. At that,
any time we were entertaining six or seven
federal soldiers in the house. Oh! The anxiety it
gave us. But the greatest event of the season
was the sacking of Beersheba by the natives of
the mountain.

adventures. I went around to see the natives, as
much as anything else – Oh! Such dirty –
squalid-wicked talking wretches. They all had
one tale – the Yankees were coming to burn up
the town tomorrow and we thought we would
take these things and take care of them. Two
women had a royal fight at one cottage over
some article. Many of them stayed all night and
tho’ it was the Sabbath, they sang and drank
and danced all night. One poor woman had her
baby with her and the little thing was very ill.
Bishop [James H.] Otey’s fine Theological
Library and Mr. Rolf Loundres’ miscellaneous
Library was taken by those ignorant creatures
that cannot read. One woman said to me “what
a pity the Southerners broke up this Union –
they’ll lose their fine things for it” – Well! This
novel and exciting scene closed in three days.
The last thing was removed and we were quiet
for several days.

It will be remembered that there were 25
or 30 furnished cottages there, belonging
mostly to wealthy Southerners. Some of them
were elegantly furnished – others plainly but
comfortably. Many of the cellars were full of
choice wines. The hotel too was supplied with
accommodations for 2 or 300 persons. The
natives of the mountain are extremely poor –
ignorant and envious. They got the aid of the
bushwhackers – (many of whom lived among
them) and determined to find a pretext for
sacking the village. For several days a report
was circulated that the Federals were coming to
burn the place; – then on Sunday July 26 the
whole town was full by breakfast of men,
women and children – wagons, etc., with seven
or eight armed bushwhackers. Each person or
generally two or three persons – went to a
cottage and set claim to anything they might
desire – stayed by it day and night until they
had it taken to their huts in the mountain.

Aggy Henderson and Sue rode out in the
country one day and visited several of these
cottages to see what use the stolen furniture
was put to. Their houses generally contained
one room – sometimes a shed room attached.
The lofts were cut out in places, to allow the
wardrobes or china presses or tall bedsteads to
sit up and all the meat they had hung up in the
wardrobes. The looking glasses were broken
out of the bureaus as useless. A splendid
marble side board was out under a shelter –
safes – tables, etc. were in the porch and china
ware – books – set in the loft – under the bed –
stuck in cracks, etc. I saw an elegant china
tureen full of walnut dye.
Just here I will say – these people all said
they acted under orders from General [G.D.]
Wagner, who was stationed at Hillsboro. The
Bushwhackers wore blue clothes and said they
belonged to the Federal Army but the Federals
denied it positively. At any rate, the Federal
authorities took no steps to put it down.

They would demand the keys of Mr. [Tom]
Ryan, the superintendent, and unless produced
at once, they broke open the doors. We were
very fearful that they would attack Mr.
Murfree’s Cottage – occupied by Cousin and
myself – but our presence protected it.

Our friend, Mr. [John] Armfield, who had
been the founder of Beersheba’s present fame
and who had lived on that mountain dispensing
charity and hospitality to the poor and to the
rich, with such a lavish hand, was very much
distressed at the scenes around him. His great
wealth rendered him a high mark for plunder,
and he and his friends felt great anxiety for

When Mr. Armfield discovered that it was
impossible to save anything, he sent word to
any of us who desired articles there for the
money, to go and get them and leave the money
with the superintendent. So Cousin, Mrs. [Sam]
Scott, Miss Myra – Mollie Smith and others
sallied forth Don Quixote like in search of
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him, but he escaped molestation. Poor Mrs.
Armfield was too good a Southern woman to
restrain her indignation at the doings of the
bushwhackers and Federals. They always had
the Yankees to feed – man and beast – when
they come. They had hid all their valuables and
this gave them great anxiety. So each one of us
had our full share of anxiety and trouble. The
time at last came for us to leave – Mr. B. had
made a secret flight to Chattanooga weeks
before and we were now alone. No conveyance
could be procured, and we went to Mc for a two
horse wagon, which transported us with our
plunder and servants to McMinnville. Cousin
and myself had made up our minds to take the
Oath and go home. Tho it was very pleasant to
turn our faces homeward [on August 29] and
tho our life at B. had been full of anxieties, yet
we were very sad to leave the balmy
atmosphere, cool breezes, sparkling water and
above all the dear friends we left there. How
sad I felt to give a parting kiss to dear Mrs. [L.
Virginia] French, whose pale face whispered, it
might be for the last time. And kind, good Mrs.
A.[rmfield], I’ll always remember her with the
tenderest feelings. When we were far, far down
the mountain, we saw two figures high above us
– one in pink with floating curls – the other in
some sombre dress with raven hair and eyes –
waving an adieu. Dear girls! I pray that life may
have no clouds for your sunny spirits and that
Mollie [Smith] may realize fully her present
dreams of future happiness with her betrothed.
A very pleasant day, plenty of the wherewith to
comfort the “inner man” – an accommodating
driver made our trip to McMinnville in the

wagon very agreeable. At night fall we were
escorted into the city by the Yankees.
September
My friends in McMinnville wondered a
little that I did not go on South as I was on my
way, with my husband. My reasons were these
– I had left my Mother entirely alone in
Rutherford five months before, to regain my
shattered health. It was impossible for her to
leave Rutherford without utter abandonment of
the farm and negroes and I could not think of
leaving her longer to bear her troubles alone.
So I determined to return and comfort my
Mother and struggle with the adverse tide that
surrounds her. When I mentioned to my
friends my determination to go again to
teaching, they thought it a very unwise thing, as
I always look so frail, even tho my health had
been greatly improved. I had not heard from
Ma for two months and Oh! I was so anxious.
Cousin and myself made an early visit to
Provost Snyder [took the oath] and came out
full-fledged Yankees in name. The Provost
obliged me to give $5000 bond on account (he
said) of my rebel associations, having a
husband, brothers and father all Rebels. Cousin
did not give bond. I remained a few days in
McMinnville and came home under the escort
of Capt. I.H. Stonage of Ohio – who proved a
very kind and gallant escort. I met a most
cordial reception from my poor lonely Mother
and to my joy found her well.
– Bettie Ridley Blackmore July, August,
September 1863. Reprinted from Tennessee
Historical Quarterly, March 1953.
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Beersheba: Sublime Views, Fun and Frolic
from the Nashville Union and American, Sunday, July 18, 1873
We have some two hundred and fifty
guests here, almost solely from Nashville. This
is one of the few places which has in my
experience distanced expectation. It is simply
splendid. Its charms burst upon the traveler the
moment he gets out of the stage here. The hotel
is situated a few feet from the brow of a
mountain ridge, with a road or street of
ordinary width between, bounded on the side
opposite the hotel by a plank sidewalk which
runs along the edge of the ridge. From the hotel
porch, the sidewalk opposite seems to be the
edge of a perpendicular precipice. In reality,
the ridge slopes rapidly downward from the
sidewalk to the valley, twelve hundred feet1
below. The hotel is said to be twenty-two
hundred feet above the sea level2 and eighteen
hundred feet3 above Nashville. Immediately
opposite rises a somewhat loftier4 mountain
covered with dense woods in their primeval
ruggedness and wildness. Bears are sometimes
killed in these woods. Up and down the
winding valley between the two ridges, the eye
sweeps until the deep verdure of the forest-clad
mountains hazily purples in the dim distance.
Often the valley below the hotel is covered from
view by the clouds. Sometimes masses of inky
vapor, in some parts made lurid by the sun's
rays struggling vainly to penetrate them, come
storming up the valley, expunging the prospect
as they pass, and impressing even the most
sluggish minds with feelings of awe and
sublimity. One such spectacle since my arrival
here was ineffably strange and terrible. After a
rain, picturesque phenomena succeeded. The
blank curtain of mist in front, hiding the
opposite mountain, gathers into separate
masses, of various shapes and shades of hue,
and slowly rises into the heavens and moves
off. Sometimes thin condensations of vapor
settling upon the side of the opposite mountain
suggest the notion of huge spiderwebs clinging
to the trees, and sometimes the sun playing

upon the damp forest creates the appearance of
smoking woods. At night, sometimes the vapor
condensing at the bottom of the valley, and this
process continuing, a mass of cloud gradually
builds up, until the opposite mountains are
almost or wholly shrouded in white. I have
spent whole hours pleasantly in the
observatory, which juts out beyond the edge of
the hill just in front of the hotel, watching the
shifting aspects of cloud, mountain, and valley,
the gigantic shadows on the mountains cast by
the moving clouds and the deep, clear blue of
the sky where unobscured. Some of the nights
have been cloudless, bright and purely
beautiful.

1

5

2
3
4

Within short walks, finer views may be had
than from the hotel. Of these, perhaps the most
beautiful is to be seen from Clark's cottage5
grounds. From the octagonal billiard saloon

900 feet would be more correct.
1840 feet is the modern value.
1700 feet by modern values.
Actually, the same height.
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In 1868, Richard Clark bought several homes. The
view referred to is probably from the bluff at Lovers
Leap or from the rocks north of the Hunerwadel
house, now owned by Howell Adams.

here [possibly shown in the preceding picture –
Ed.]on the brink of the ridge, one can gaze for
many miles down the meandering valley, whose
various lighter shades of cultured patches softly
enamel the darker verdure of the mountains on
either side, deepened here and there by
gigantic shadows of the roving cloud masses.

spring, the band there being at their service.
The piously disposed, of which, of course, I am
one, attend divine service Sundays. The Rev.
Mr. [B. W.] McDonold, President of
Cumberland University, has hitherto officiated
– a gentleman of great learning, ability and
eloquence, an accomplished scholar and a man
beloved by all who intimately know him. From
the quantity of beauteous, youthful femininity
and appreciative masculinity here it is certain
that there is lots of romance lying around loose,
could one penetrate the mysteries of young
hearts. Gossip is absolutely unknown here.
Everybody is sociable and kindly.

A moderately longer walk yields wider
perspectives; that from what is called Stone
Door being the most impressive I have seen.
Here on every side, the eye meets with only
huge jagged rocks and vast mountain spars,
enveloped in a garb of unbroken primeval
forest, standing now as vast and lonely and
solemn as at creation's dawn. One seems here
to be beyond all trace of man's dominion, in
such deep rugged solitudes. One is smitten with
an overwhelming sense of man's insignificance
when brought face to face with the immensity
of nature.

There are two ways of coming here, one by
way of Tracy City and one by McMinnville. One
coming the first time should make the former
for the sake of the magnificent scenery along
the line of the little railroad from Cowan
(where he leaves the N. & C. railroad) to Tracy
City. But, aside from this, I pronounce very
positively in favor of the McMinnville route,
which from McMinnville to the foot of the hotel
mountain at Beersheba is a very pleasant trip
through beautifully wooded country, and the
road is smoother than the other. But it must be
added that the last two miles up the mountain
are teetotally execrable. But gentlemen find this
part of the jaunt a pleasant walk, and there are
shortcuts for the pedestrian that reduce the
distance to something in the neighborhood of
half a mile. There is no hotel and no anything at
Tracy City, while there is an elegant hotel at
McMinnville, which, in case of accidents
delaying progress, is a matter to be regarded.

Beersheba is a delightful place for families
with small children. What with the spacious
grounds appertaining to the hotel, and the
adjacent woods abounding with wild flowers to
be picked, blackberries and whortleberries to
be gathered, and walking sticks and whistles to
be cut and and carved, the small boy that
cannot find entertainment away from the
maternal apron strings must indeed be
surcharged with 'cussedness.'
I need not say that Beersheba is also
absolutely perfectly healthy. The temperature is
comfortable in the hottest part of the hottest
days and is cool in the mornings and evenings
– sometimes, though not often now, sufficiently
so for fires. The fare is excellent and the
accommodations ample. This, however, is
implied in the statement that the “shebang” is
run by Sam Scott with the assistance of his
gifted and accomplished little wife, whose
match in all sterling qualities it would not be
easy to find.

About nine miles from Beersheba is the
Swiss Colony of some seventy families. [A few
days ago,] a large party embarked in three
stages and as many private vehicles left the
hotel to visit this colony. It had been stated that
the Swiss had been notified beforehand and
would appear in force, clad in their national
costumes, and that the girls would sing the
songs of their native land and dance their
national dances to their own music. Glimpses
of Switzerland were to be had in America.
Something less than two hours from the
appointed time, the caravan left the hotel. Mr.
C. B. of Nashville, the heart-smasher of the
season, was the marshal of the day and one of
the most active projectors of the enterprise. It

The amusements of the place are bowling,
billiards, croquet, cards, chess, checkers,
blackgammon, jack-straws, and – last but not
least – dancing, for which there are a spacious
ball room and a fine band of music. Saturday
evenings, the sable6 population have balls in
the large, open arbor over the chalybeate
6

sable – here meaning African-American.
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was announced in the ballroom the evening
before that there would be a cleared place, with
ample sawdust thereon, prepared for
terpalcherean purposes. A dinner was taken
from the hotel. [Terpalcheran is apparently a
rare alternative to terpischorean, relating to
dance. -Ed.]

indeed with him had not had not the feminine
part of his victims, at the instance of Miss H.
G., seconded by Miss P. H., finally succeeded,
by urging his youth and beauty, in procuring
his pardon.
At the moment of writing, I am called out
to witness a balloon ascension. Returning, I
pronounce it a great success. The balloon was
of the Montgolfier species and was improvised
here by Herr von Appel. It rose beautifully into
the clear, starlit sky, and rapidly dwindled in
the upper ether.

The road was rough and the sun broiling,
but in time our party arrived at the colony.
Then a hoe was called into requisition and a
patch of ground in a tolerably shady place
cleared for dancing. The band had
accompanied us. It was proposed and carried to
dance until the Swiss put in an appearance. The
music began, and the dancers heroically set to;
but the dance was not a brilliant success. There
was no sawdust, and the ground, rough with
roots of grass and weeds, was inferior to a firstclass ballroom floor. Besides, the sun did not
spare the party.

I am compelled to desist now, since the
mail is shortly to leave.
More anon.
HOSPES

So the entire party betook themselves to a
grove near at hand to await patiently the advent
of the Swiss. Time wore on. The Swiss did not
appear. The masculine part of the party began
to hunt hickory walking canes in the woods to
cut and carve. The feminines yawned wearily. A
sickly smile was the sole reward of the best jest
or pun. Still no Swiss appeared. Finally came
definite tidings that none would appear,
whereupon it was moved and carried to eat the
dinner we had brought and then return. So we
rode nine miles over a hot, rough road and back
to dance under difficulties on the dusty earth
and eat a dinner ourselves had carried.
Arriving at the hotel, the victims of
misplaced confidence were disposed to turn
upon and rend the luckless C.B., whose
persuasiveness had helped to inveigle them
into a wild goose chase, and it had gone hard
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A Run to Beersheba
Republican Banner, Friday, August 8, 1873, vol. 60, No. 188
To the Editor of the Banner:

home. That chalybeate water gives a man a
fearful appetite. He knew he could load a table
with the choicest viands, and put me to work
with perfect safety. I could not eat; my heart
was heavy and my stomach was light and as
empty as Griswold's stage horse.

I am not from Danbury. I wish I had the
humorous vein of the Danbury News man to
tell you of my trip to Beersheba. I want to make
it interesting. It was fearfully interesting to me.
I have been to Beersheba, and have mingled
with the gay and festive throng who are
enjoying themselves there. I have seen the
sights, drunk the water, and am unhappy.
Watering places are too exciting for me.

The doctor was a learned man; he came to
my bedside and shifted his eye-glasses and
looked at my tongue, and felt my pulse; he
asked me what I had for dinner; I described to
him a dinner that I had at Woodbury; a dinner
that was served up after the regular hours. The
doctor looked solemn and twirled his
eyeglasses in his hand. He heard me through,
and then whispered to my friend, “You had
better write to his folks. If it was not for that
dinner I might save him. It is so hard to save a
man that has tackled with a Woodbury dinner;
I lose four out of five cases.” A tear trembled on
his eye-lid and then went back again, and the
good doctor left me.

I wanted strength, and in a few days my
appetite came to me. It came to stay. I felt it my
duty to make up for what I had lost at
McMinnville, and such an appetite I had. The
boy whose duty it was to wait on us gave out.
Poor boy. He was not a strong lad, and his
mother depended on him for support. I will
never forget his reproachful look as he brought
me my sixth plate of soup. Those mild blue eyes
haunt me. They replaced him with one of the
orchestra – one of Jordan McGowan's men who
sawed on the big fiddle. He went to work for me
with a look of calm determination that said, “I
will do or die.” He did not die but he got so
weary of passing dishes to me, and looked so
desperate, I got uneasy. He said he had spells
sometimes that took the form of emotional
insanity, and hinted about knocking the
stuffing out of someone. I suppose he referred
to Sam Scott's turkey. I also noticed Mr. Scott
leaning against a post at another table watching
me. He looked disheartened, and his eyes grew
moist as he saw his choicest viands disappear,
and thought – can one man get away with all
that food and only pay me two and a half a day?
Will there be anything left for the directors
when he leaves?

Careful nursing, however, saved me and
the next day we started for Beersheba, to try
her grand medicinal waters, and to see rugged
cliffs and magnificent scenery. We arrived there
safe, and met a hearty welcome for the genial
and good-natured proprietor, Sam Scott. He
led me to the table, and gave me a goodnatured smile, when he seated me, one of those
smiles that cheers but does not inebriate. He
felt happy. He knew that I could not eat like the
rest, I was too delicate and sickly, and the
healthy ones were eating him out house and

The chief cook, with his neat white cap on
his head, a knife in one hand and a fork in the
other, stood in the doorway behind me, and
glared on me with a scowl of hatred and
wonderment. He had used up all the chickens
and vegetables and had sent for more. He had
killed another beef and sent for a tub of eggs
and more butter for hot cakes, and thought that
the stage must have brought lots of people,
when someone told him it was only that sicklooking skeleton from Nashville. He glared at
me and then sunk back into the arms of the

Two of us agreed to go overland, had a
spanking good team and barouche, and left
Nashville in high glee and arrived at
McMinnville [and took rooms there for the
night]. I was taken sick at midnight; wandered
among the rooms until I found my friend, and
started him for a doctor.
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pastry cook and with a great sob he murmured:
“Fadder Abraham, take dat child into your
buzzum and keep him fro de season; he's gwine
to break up dis heah hotel.”

set the nerves of timid man on edge with their
reckless daring, and glide along in places
where, if their papas and mamas could see their
darlings perched up near heaven, and a long
ways from earth, on a narrow ledge of rock,
only a foot wide, they would screech with
horror, and yet hardly a day passes before some
plucky young lady has gone over both ledges,
and they think nothing of it – all caused by
drinking chalybeate water. My mama would
have squalled could she have seen her darling –
that's me – trying to straddle a huge bolder that
was in my way; and I had to get past it.

Tired nature demanded rest. I sought my
couch and slept. Scott wants me to drink six
glasses of water before each meal. He thinks I
won't have so much room for vittles if I do this.
Next day my friend and I with two young
ladies started to visit that romantic spot called
stone door. Nature has tried to see what she
could do. Imagine a rugged cliff hundreds of
feet above the valley and towering almost to the
clouds – a natural bridge over a chasm in the
rock so deep you could hardly see the bottom of
it and yet so near you can jump across it. It
looks as if a thunderbolt or an earthquake had
shivered the mountain and sundered it in twain
with one mighty blow. We all took a look from
the edge of the cliff and then started down a
pathway to explore the wonders below. My
friend and partner is full of fun and enjoys
himself hugely. He had been to the place
before, and the lady in his charge was
handsome, sparkling and brimful of fun and
merriment, and she had such magnificent eyes
that fairly blazed with mischief. My lady friend
was quiet and of diffident disposition, and
listened to me with quiet attention as I told her
of the wonders I had seen of towering rocks
and wonderful caves, and enlarged on the
beauties of Nature, as displayed in her
handiwork.

My friend went first, his lady next. Then I
came next and was followed by my lady friend.
I thought, When beauty leads, who is afraid to
follow? I shuffled along; I was careful where I
put my No. 7's; I saw the earth receding from

Half way down, my friend suggested that
we see how far we could go on the ledge. There
are two narrow footpaths on the face of this
cliff, where daring ones can go to quite a
distance, by following a narrow ledge of the
rock and holding on with your eyelids, as the
saying is, and by taking very dainty and careful
steps. Then, if your nerves are strong, you can
enjoy a magnificent view – just as if any one
could enjoy a view standing on a shelf on the
face of a stone wall, two hundred feet above
terra firma and sixty feet below the top. To
walk on these ledges requires a cool head, a
sure foot and a strong grip, and lots of nerve;
they are really dangerous, and at no place are
they perfectly safe, and yet young ladies who
would be afraid to climb a good sized fence will

me and could look down at the tree tops. I
began to think I was getting most too high up in
the world, and the path was getting narrower
and the sky was getting nearer very fast. It was
fearful to go ahead and just as bad to go back.
Should I stop and say the wood ticks annoyed
me so, or pretend that some one had called me
and I must go back? Oh, no, I must go on, I
could not go back.
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My lady friend thought I was awful slow;
so did I. I did not want to take another step.
The view, I said, was so magnificent. She
wondered what view I spoke of, as I seemed to
be glued to the rock and had my back to the
view. I asked her if she had seen enough. She
said no, she had not, and she was going as far
as the other lady. There was no hope; I must go
on and lose my hold or give up. May partner
got disgusted, so she glided by me and soon
was wrestling with those rocks and that narrow
pathway, and with a cool daring that appalled
me. I thought of that song, “Thou art so near
and yet so far.” Rock of ages, cleft for me. Put
me in My Little Bed, Rock Me to Sleep Mother.
I hate rocks.

in my suspenders and dropped me on the head
of my bald-headed friend for taking me on such
a trip, I would have felt a keen feeling of
satisfaction.
I felt that this could not last much longer. I
thought of Mendelsohn's “Oh for the wings of a
dove.” I would gladly fly back to the hotel, and
nothing should tempt me to leave dear mother
earth again and waste my time hugging a
boulder on the face of that cliff. As for the the
magnificent view, I turned my back on it. It had
no charms for me. I thought of that hymn,
“How firm a Foundation,” and wondered how
foolish some people could be who fancied
rocks, and crags, and caves and such things.
The earth, the soft yielding earth, was good
enough for me, could I ever get back again.

I thought of that quotation1
“Come one, come all! These feet shall fly
From this firm rock as soon as I”
possibly can.

I wriggled and twisted, I insinuated myself
over the worst places; I hugged so close to other
places that you would have thought I had been
stuck there with Spaulding's glue; I moved my
feet so gently and so softly that they would not
have disturbed a zephyr, and finally I was safe
– but at such a cost; my hair had been standing
on end for an hour – would my fright turn me
bald, like some fellows? My nerves were

My handsome friend told me she believed I
was afraid, and her silvery laugh chilled my
blood. She threatened to come and throw me
off. I felt sure if she would only give me a little
time, I would drop off. I appealed to my lady
partner to not trifle with her life, that the dear
ones at home would miss her, but she only
showed her pearly teeth as she sweetly said,
“Come on; you are scared, I believe, my soul.
Don't let that other couple beat us.” I made
another attempt and got farther on. I got a
good grip on the edge of a projecting rock, and
gave one look behind me and wondered if I
ever would get back again. If I could only have
been sent for. I knew that if I fell and was
mangled that everyone would find out I had a
hole in my stocking.
I looked every minute for some wandering
eagle to mistake me for a huge caterpillar or
beetle glued to the rock, and swoop down on
me and fix his talons in my suspenders, and
with me dangling in the air, fly to some distant
eyrie and feed some young eaglets. I knew that
my suspenders were strong and the buttons
well sewed, still the very thought filled me with
anguish. If the eagle could have fixed his talons
1

unstrung, my legs were weak; I think of the
earth and that beautiful hymn, “Nearer my God
to Thee,” and I have resolved not to tempt
Providence again by leaving it for the rocks. I

The true “quotation” from Walter Scott is an
expression of determination to remain unmoved:
Come one, come all! This rock shall fly
From its firm base as soon as I”
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don't want to hear of rugged cliffs again.

buried under huge rocks. All of this was caused
by chalybeate water and by drinking six glasses
before breakfast.

We returned to the the hotel, and I retired
at once, to dream of being carried away by
eagles and of falling down chasms and being
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Beersheba: A History and a Personal View
Morton B. Howell III
This address to the Tennessee Historical Society by Morton B. Howell was delivered at Belle
Meade Mansion on May 11, 1954, and was published for the first time in the 1983 edition of this
book, edited by the author’s son Samuel H. Howell. This Morton B. Howell was the son of Alfred
E. Howell, who was the son of the original Morton Boyte Howell.
I will immediately acknowledge the great
assistance of my sister Isabel Howell, whose
three articles on John Armfield appeared
twenty years ago in the Tennessee Historical
Quarterly and whose careful, accurate, and
inspiring research over the years has made
much of this history possible.
For an account of the very early years of
Beersheba as a resort I am also indebted to the
booklet Beersheba Springs and the
Chickamauga Trace (1928) by Blanche
Spurlock Bently of McMinnville.
Mrs. Beersheba Porter Cain was a resident
of McMinnville. As shown in the records of
Warren County, her husband, John Cain, was a
man of prominent affairs with large interests in
town and country. He was for many years the
principal merchant of the town, was part owner
of the Rocky River Iron Works and an extensive
dealer in land speculations of the county.
Warren County at this time covered a large
area, much of what is now Grundy County, and
Cain’s properties being situated often in remote
localities, it was necessary for him to make long
horseback journeys to visit them. At such times
he was often accompanied by his wife, and
usually they were attended by one or two Negro
servants, as sometimes they were away from
home many days. It was not customary for
gentlewomen to take long, rough horseback
rides for pleasure, but Mrs. Cain was different.
She had a destiny to fulfill, as we shall see.

Morton B. Howell III, about to carve the
Christmas turkey, 1946.
upon a spring of unusual size and beauty. Its
sparkling water tasted of iron, and so to the
following generations Beersheba Cain was cited
as the very first white person to see the fine
Chalybeate spring bearing her name. The water
of the spring seemed to be regarded as having
unusual curative properties and means were
taken to bring the water into use. This was in
the year 1833 and for many years, later on,
there was a tablet bearing this date on the twostory house that covered the spring-basin.
[There is omitted here a long, slightly
condensed version of much of the article by
Blanche Spurlock Bentley reproduced in its
entirety as the first piece in this volume.]

Mr. and Mrs. Cain reached the foot of the
mountain upon whose summit Beersheba now
stands and stopped to rest at the house of
William Dugan. As she walked up the wooded
mountain side from the Dugan cabin, Mrs. Cain
found a well-defined path and followed it until
almost at the top of the mountain she came

In 1844 Grundy County was organized, and
that part of Warren County in which Beersheba
was situated became a part of the new county.
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The courts of Grundy were held at Beersheba
until a permanent seat of justice could be
determined upon. The name of the county was
chosen in honor of Felix Grundy, well-known
Tennessee U.S. Senator, supposedly because
“he had been dealing extensively in the
mountain lands in Warren and contiguous
counties.” He and his associates had taken up
grants amounting to about 600,000 acres of
potential mineral lands. Felix Grundy had died
in 1840.

$1,200. He then formed elaborate plans for
improvements to the Hotel and for building
homes, called cottages, which have since
constituted such an important part of the scene
at Beersheba.
Armfield’s advertisement in the Nashville
Union and American of April 4, 1855, was as
follows: “Beersheba Springs will be closed until
May, 1856. The place is now undergoing a
thorough repair and will afford no accommodations for strangers, even for a night, until
the work is completed. The public part of the
Springs will then be rented to a responsible
person who shall be under bond to keep a good
House of Entertainment, but under no circumstances to allow either gambling or the use of
spiritous liquors.” It is known that John
Armfield had visited several of the most famous
of the Springs of Virginia, probably both the
Old White and the Old Hot. Perhaps it was
these visits and what he saw at these gay
resorts that decided him to restrain his
Beersheba Springs in the matter of liquor and
gambling. Whatever restrictions he declared,
they were never so severely administered as to
give the place anything but a liberal name. All
through the years it was known as a place
where good people could do what they pleased,
as long as they stayed within the bounds of
decency and order. It was certainly never
lacking in the hospitality of good things to
drink and always plenty of card games.

The next thing of very great importance
that happened to Beersheba Springs was the
advent there sometime in the early 1850s of
Col. John Armfield. This picturesque
gentleman, already wealthy and experienced in
many business enterprises, in addition to the
slave trade, was to have a profound influence
on the history of this mountain community
until his death there in his beloved home in
September 1871.
The railroads were approaching not rapidly
but surely. The Nashville & Chattanooga line
under the presidency of Vernon K. Stevenson
opened the Cowan Tunnel in 1851. In 1852, the
Sewanee Mining Company, with Samuel F.
Tracy of New York as President, began mining
activities in that region; and by 1853, a 9-mile
branch road up the mountain was in operation.
This was promising, but it left a gap of some 40
miles from the mines to the summer resort –
passable for wagons if the weather held clear.
Accordingly, the best approach at this time was
from the northeast: to Murfreesboro by rail,
then to McMinnville by coach and at last up the
Collins River Valley by the Chattanooga mail
route to the foot of the mountain. From there
the road made the ascent to the tavern at a
terrific grade, but steep climbs and sharp turns
were expected in those days.

There has been a good deal of speculation
as to whether Armfield used any slave labor in
his operations on the mountain. Since he had
handled so many in his previous dealings, this
was a logical idea. Minutes of the Grundy Court
show that Armfield’s hands came over to work
the road between Beersheba and Altamont, but
other records show that during the winter of
1855 and after, he used for his skilled labor
white men whom he paid by the day, with
board furnished. Since mountaineers and
Negroes have never gotten along very well
together, it seems impossible that there could
have been many slaves on the mountain for any
length of time, without giving rise to trouble
which would have resulted in tales and
anecdotes handed down.

By December 1854, Armfield had
concluded his negotiations with Dr. H. R.
Robards of Memphis. This gentleman had
bought the Hotel from William White and L. D.
Mercer, who had succeeded the original
owners, Smartt and Paine. His purchase, for
$3,750, included the original tavern, dining
hall, proprietor’s rooms and the row of guest
cabins. White’s own double-ceiled home, built
of red-cedar logs, he bought for an additional

By March 1855, Ben Cagle, from the Irving
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College community, joined Armfield’s staff as a
mechanic, millwright, foreman and general
Man-Friday. A. T. Mitchell, carpenter, came
about the same time. T. P. Argo ran a brick kiln
and there must have been many more, for in
April a printed circular appeared outlining
Armfield’s elaborate plans more fully: “In order
to add to the convenience of the place, I am
now having a steam saw and grist mill erected,
which will be completed this summer. My only
object in going to the mountain is to preserve
health. As I shall have control of the soil and
have good order established, I hope to draw
around me a peaceable and respectable society
and thus render it a most agreeable resort. To
any of my friends who may wish to improve a
lot and, according to their own taste, either
board at the Hotel or live in private, I offer the
following lease. Signed John Armfield. April 4,
1855.”
Although the Hotel was not ready for
guests by the summer of 1856, the Armfield
residence was probably finished, for in July,
John M. Bass and his son-in-law Dr. Thomas J.
Harding, and Dr. John Waters, all from
Nashville, visited the Springs, and before their
departure, signed leases for the lots numbered
one, two and three.1 It seems to have been
Armfield’s plan to build the cottages himself,
using his own crew of workmen and his own
materials, but following the designs and
specifications drawn up by the lessees.

The McMinnville to Chattanooga mail route or
stage road continued up the Collins valley about
two and half miles past the Beersheba turnoff and
then went up Peak Mountain. The ascent portion
is today an official trail in the South Cumberland
Natural Area. It has much beautiful hand-laid dry
stone masonry, such as the section shown above,
which is near the top.
cottages, I must give a brief account of the
influence that two important Bishops of the
Episcopal Church had on the development of
Beersheba. They were Bishop Leonidas Polk of
Louisiana and Bishop James H. Otey of
Tennessee. Ever since 1850 Bishop Polk had
been talking and writing to people about the
need for a University to educate the Southern
Episcopal youth, and in the summer of 1856 he
announced his plans publicly. And so, in
January 1857, Armfield wrote to Bishop Otey
inquiring if a site for the University had been
chosen and enclosed a circular about
Beersheba. Bishop Otey’s reply suggested that
Armfield, who was then in New Orleans,
discuss the matter personally with Bishop Polk,
then preaching at Trinity Church in New
Orleans.

From the summer of 1856 until he sold the
Springs in 1859, he built in all 20 residences,
no two of which were alike. One [Nanhaven]
was a double cabin of hewn logs, to which he
added an upstairs, later; 12 were of logs sawed
at Laurel Mill; but Dr. Harding’s was built of
hand-made bricks. Four were weather-boarded
outside the logs and had deep verandas and
smoothly plastered walls; three had towering
15-foot ceilings. They seem to have ranged in
price from $1,500.00 to $5,000 but how long it
took to cut and season the timber, fashion the
mill work, quarry and shape the stone and peg
together the mortised corners, we do not know.

In further development of these
negotiations, Armfield drew in his good friend
of McMinnville, John H. French. It must be
remembered that in 1851 this gentleman of
wealth and taste was married to the wellknown poetess “L'inconnu,” Miss Lucy Virginia
Smith of Memphis. She was a Virginian by
birth and was one of the first lady journalists.
She had just taken over the editorship of the

Before proceeding with the story of
building homes, always at Beersheba called
1

These lots are today occupied by the the Turner,
Papel, and Taylor cottages, respectively.
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Southern Ladies Book when she met Mr.
French. After a most romantic courtship, they
were married and the ceremony was performed
by Bishop Otey. She first visited Beersheba as a
bride. We know that the place has always been
promotional of romance. But the practical
result of this combination of Armfield and
French was that cottages were built at
Beersheba for Bishops Polk and Otey.

then consisted of a tract of 1,880 acres
containing the hotel, the Springs and the
sawmill at Laurel Falls, with numerous
exceptions to take care of land leased for 20
years or deeded outright to cottage owners.
The summer of 1860, the first for the
newly formed company – and the last – must
have been spectacular. William L. Murfree of
Murfreesboro, brought his family to the hotel,
and his daughter Fanny, sister of Mary Noailles
Murfree, who wrote under the name of Charles
Egbert Craddock, recalled that the chef and all
the servants were French. A French Band from
New Orleans played for the dancing, and the
custom of having the band play for the coach to
come up the mountain was continued, with the
sounding of the coachman’s horn, when the
horses stopped to rest.

A journey of exploration was arranged by
the Bishops and it took place in June 1857.
Joined by Mr. Bass and his son-in-law, Vernon
K. Stevenson, president of the N.C. & St. L.
Railway, the entire party rode horseback to
inspect the tract of 5,000 acres of land offered
for the University by the president of the
Sewanee Mining Company, Samuel F. Tracy. In
addition to the land, Tracy also offered one
million feet of lumber, free transportation of
building materials and 20,000 tons of coal –
within 10 years.

In October, 1860, the cornerstone for the
University was laid but by November Lincoln’s
election was assured and all else was forgotten
in the intense excitement of the political
situation. There are no records of the summer
of 1861 at Beersheba, but elsewhere we have
these facts. In June 1861, Bishop Polk became
Major General of the Army of the Confederate
States. Charles Dahlgren equipped the Third
Mississippi Volunteers. In September the Fifth
Regiment of Tennessee Volunteers was
organized and Benjamin J. Hill of McMinnville
was elected Colonel. Company A was recruited
from Grundy County. It was equipped by
Armfield, and his nephew Albert Hanner, was
elected Captain. In April 1862, Hanner was
killed at the Battle of Shiloh and in the autumn
of that same year young William Bass, eldest
son of John M. Bass, was killed when he
slipped through the lines in an effort to see his
wife and young baby.

There was a thrilling meeting at Lookout
Mountain on July 4th. The opening address by
Bishop Otey hoped “that the University would
have a unifying effect on the affairs of the
nation.” Finally the site of the University of the
South at Sewanee was confirmed at the
Montgomery Convention in November 1857,
with the words “Thus Sewanee, which had been
the choice of Bishop Polk from the first, became
the choice of all.”
Then in the summer of 1859, all the
Southern bishops gathered to draw up the
charter for the University, and at the end of the
season, Charles G. Dahlgren of Natchez, Josiah
Garrett of Baton Rouge and Mrs. Laura
Castleman of Louisiana, became cottage
owners. The General Assembly of 1859-60
granted a charter to the Beersheba Springs
Company, with the following incorporators:
Joseph S. Williams, Charles G. Dahlgren, Oliver
J. Morgan, John M. Bass, Minor Kenner,
Sterling Cockrill, Alex Barrow, A. Hamilton
Polk, John Waters, Charles W. Phillips, Lucius
J. Polk, Josiah Garrett, Benjamin Johnson and
John Scarborough.

Of the three sources of information for the
happenings at the summer resort during the
war, the most interesting comes from a novel
by Mrs. French, which is considered a faithful
and liberal account of what happened. She says
of the early years of the war:
“In 1862 the Springs had assumed the role
of a refuge where culture and real worth could
obtain a breathing space. The place was really a
busy little hive. Sewing, knitting and weaving
and cooking went on for the benefit of men in

The company was capitalized at
$45,000.00, or 1500 shares at $100.00 each,
and in December 1859, Armfield deeded the
Hotel to them for $44,000.00. The property
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Lee’s Army, for the sick in hospitals and for
dozens of other purposes. Distinguished men
gathered there for a little repose, such men as
Judge Bromfield Ridley, R. L. Caruthers,
Andrew Ewing and Governor Harris. By June,
1863, a continuous stream of humanity poured
through the place, hurrying southward into
Dixie. Men, women and children, soldiers,
civilians, refugees and all sorts and conditions
of man. Mr. Armfield’s beautiful summer
home, just upon the brow of the mountain, was
a free hotel for all comers and goers.”

the company, deeded to John M. Bass, the
Hotel property, the land and improvements,
valued at $21,000 and all personal property not
destroyed, valued at $1,255. This was the
establishment which the company bought so
cheerfully in 1859 for $44,000.
It is interesting to make a few comparisons
between the great Springs resorts of Virginia
and our far simpler and ruder Beersheba of the
Cumberland Plateau. No doubt it was patterned
after them, but their proximity to the larger
centers of population and the big cities of
Richmond and Washington, gave the Virginia
resorts an opulence and a wealthy and
fashionable clientèle that could never be
attained at any time in Tennessee. We may say
that human nature was much the same,
however, at both places.

The mountains were filled with desperados
and deserters from both Federal and
Confederate forces. To organize a defense
against these outlaws was a stern necessity.
Again we quote from Mrs. French: “We began
to hear rumors of their threatening Beersheba
and especially Mr. Armfield, who said with
characteristic dry humor Til not let these damn
wolves run over me without some music’. But
on the 26th day of June the men were all
summoned to McMinnville by the Federal
authorities so the brigands chose this day for
their worst depredations. Renegades from both
armies, about 50 strong, clad in Federal
uniforms and well armed, descended upon a
place occupied only by women. People came
pouring into the place in crowds and set
immediately to work pillaging the hotel and
cottages. As store closets were searched, wine
flowed freely and the bottles – empty or full –
were set up on the gallery floor like nine-pins
and bowled with balls from the alleys.

And before we bid adieu to what we may
call the John Armfield Period at Beersheba, we
should mark well that this was the period for
home-building. Of the 20 cottages that he built,
15 are still standing and occupied. Two burned
and have been rebuilt. One – probably the
handsomest of all – has not been rebuilt, and
one other has been changed beyond
recognition. But the remarkable fact is that
only two important homes have been built at
Beersheba since Armfield’s time.2 Also of
interest is the idea that Armfield had of
allowing spacious grounds for every cottage he
built. They average about 10 acres each. A few
right in the center of the group were smaller
plots, but some had 30 acres and more. So this
gave rise to the expression we have used
through the years at Beersheba, in comparing it
with Monteagle. We say that Monteagle can be
called a “large collection of small houses,”
whereas Beersheba is a “small collection of
large houses.”

“Horsemen were riding breakneck races up
and down the Hotel’s long lower gallery. I
thought of the many advantages that had been
opened to them by the liberality of Mr.
Armfield, of the schools his wife had
established. Now, her house was saved from
the raid – only by fear.”

Also in 1867 a representative of the Swiss
Government met with Mr. Armfield and
decided to locate in Grundy County a colony
wishing to emigrate to America. This
movement was sponsored by Captain E. H.
Plumacher. He was a gentleman of imposing
appearance. I have no actual remembrance of

The ladies sat watchfully with closed blinds
and barred doors, but that day the occupied
houses were not attacked. In the streets the
uproar went on until dark and at Bishop Otey’s
they held an all-night orgy.
But at last the terrible conflict was over
and the affairs of the Beersheba Springs
Company again claimed Armfield’s attention.
In March 1867, he and Dr. Harding, trustees for

2
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This statement, true when written, is misleading in
2011. Something like another twenty fine homes have
now been built.

him but he was a firm friend of my grandfather
Morton B. Howell, and I heard my grandfather
tell such interesting tales about Captain
Plumacher that I feel as if I knew him myself. I
do have an exact recollection of his handsome
home, which was built in the Latin American
style, with a patio in the center of three large
wings.

workers with pick and shovel didn’t give any
hope. Then suddenly, almost as if by magic,
was the advent of the automobile and of roadbuilding machinery, simultaneously. There
were a few years when we rode over from
Coalmont, the terminus of the mountain
railroad, 12 miles to Beersheba, in T-Model
Fords, a hack line operated by those who had
driven the horse-drawn hacks. The road was
still bad.

Plumacher was the U. S. Consul to
Venezuela at Maracaibo and his trophy room
was filled with South American and Indian
souvenirs that fascinated me as a boy. Sad to
say, the house was too large and pretentious to
be kept intact; two of the three wings were
permitted to decay and be torn down, leaving
only a part of what was once a very handsome
home.

Next year we had a big surprise. The red
slate boulevard’ was completed all the way from
Tracy City to Altamont. Then we began
regularly driving our own cars all the way from
Nashville. That was in 1920, but some hardy
autoists had been making the trip all the way
from Nashville since 1912. It usually took all
day and longer, if heavy rains came. We
cottagers at Beersheba never really wanted the
railroad to come any closer than Coalmont. It
would bring many undesirable elements, we
figured. Of course the modern highway brings
some undesirables, too, but it brings us most
conveniently and then we have had to adjust to
the new things. We didn’t have electricity at our
house until 1942 and we still [in 1954] don’t
have a telephone – that is, in our own house.

The next important happening at
Beersheba – and I’m sure you will excuse its
very personal nature, remembering my preface
to this writing – was the arrival of the Howell
family in the summer of 1870.
[Here is omitted a long excerpt from Sue
Howell Adam’s 50th Anniversary letter which is
printed in its entirety in Volume II of this
History.]
Possession of the Hotel has changed over
and over again, through the years. Ownership
was one thing and finding someone to operate
it successfully was quite another matter. A
James Satterwhite of New York bought it and
let his brother and sister run it with more or
less satisfaction to the guests – usually less.
Then it was bought in 1886 by Mr. and Mrs.
Alex Nelson. They must have operated it for 8
or 10 years because I remember them
distinctly.

To give a resumé of other owners and
operators of the hotel since its Proprietor
Samuel M. Scott in 1874 and for several years,
and the Nelson regime in the 1880s, the story
goes as follows: It was next bought by a
syndicate of property owners, headed by my
grandfather, Morton B. Howell, and including
Gen. Gates Thruston, Mr. Charles Mitchell, Mr.
R. W. Turner and Mr. Tom Northcut of Grundy
County. One summer the manager selected for
the hotel was my uncle, the late Joseph T.
Howell – just three years older than I am. He
was a young man of vigor and ability but with
absolutely no experience in the hotel business –
or any other. It is said that his popularity with
the other young men of the community made it
very difficult for him to maintain any
discipline, and that he was the victim of many
practical jokes, such as ringing of the big hotel
bell at odd hours of the day and night, instead
of the regularly appointed times. He only lasted
one season.

In those years at Beersheba the two
important questions at the beginning of the
summer season were: Who is going to operate
the Hotel? And How bad is the road? The latter
was largely a question of degree and a matter of
opinion. I can well remember, after I was a
grown man and working, that the matter of
getting to Beersheba as quickly as possible
became very important. As I watched the
horses struggle up the rocky hills, I began to
wonder what could ever happen to give us a
good road. Certainly watching the county road-

Another year our good friends, Mrs. Louise
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Means and her daughter, Miss Mary, were
chosen to operate the hotel by the owners. The
fine ladies had been successful in beginning a
catering business in Nashville, which they
afterwards conducted in St. Louis with great
success. The most good accomplished by their
hotel summer at Beersheba was that they came
to love the place so much that, they resolved to
own a home there as soon as possible. In time
this home was built of logs, in the old tradition,
and located on the brow of the mountain near
an older house – formerly Armfield. It has been
occupied, I believe, every summer since its
building and is a much loved and a very
popular home.

was uniformly dull. No wonder that we did not
hail with enthusiasm an occasional invitation to
dine there. And yet, just 20 miles away at the
Sedberry Hotel in McMinnville, the dinners are
noted throughout the South for their
sumptuous deliciousness. Especially among
traveling salesmen. This prevails to the present
day.
What was it then that the Hotel had to
offer – especially to those of us who had our
own homes in which to sleep comfortably and
eat agreeably? Ah, it was the social life and that
meant the night life. From the very beginning,
the Hotel was the center of life in the evening
and it was just as gay as the particular group
who happened to be there could make it. My
father wrote in 1922, reminiscing of his
boyhood days in the ‘70s: “This going to the
Hotel was a great society event. It seems to me
I never saw such beautiful dressing – such fine
clothes – and fine manners, too.”

Then it came about that Mr. R. W. Turner,
having many business connections in Florida,
found a couple there one winter who wanted a
place to work in the mountains in the summer
– Mr. and Mrs. John Mears. They came at first
as operators and later bought the hotel and ran
it for a good many years, probably longer than
any other managers. They did their very best,
too. Certainly Mrs. Mears did, for she worked
as hard as any woman could work and remain
alive. Mr. Mears was not quite so industrious
and sometimes it was noted by careful
observers that he was very slow to respond,
when she interrupted his horseshoe-pitching in
the hotel courtyard, “Sorry I can’t make that
trip now, too busy.” Bong! goes another ringer.

Always in these early days there was some
sort of a band at the hotel. Sometimes the same
band would come back for several years. One of
these was Luther Ewing, a fiddler, and his son,
who played a harp. They made excellent dance
music. Later on, in my own boyhood days
around the turn of the century, we had good
bands and danced every night – no matter
what. Then when dance bands grew larger,
fancier and more expensive, the dances were
less frequent – just once a week. Then just one
or two in the summer. Then we suffered the
humiliation of having to go to Monteagle to
dance and, of course, since the Methodist
Assembly has owned the Hotel, the dances are
of the square-dance variety and usually out of
doors.

Mrs. Mears was considered a good cook
and really famous for cakes. She was capable of
turning out good plain food, in sufficient
quantity and of keeping at it, persistently and
everlastingly, day after day, throughout the
summer. That was something, but it wasn’t
fancy. It was rarely what you would call
delectable. Her kitchen helpers were young
mountain girls of the better sort, kind and
polite, but entirely untrained – except by her.

But I am getting on with the story a little
too fast. I would prefer to elaborate further on
the wonderful excitement and romance of
dancing at Beersheba. Naturally, when my time
came to begin going to the ballroom every
night, I was just as fascinated with this pastime
as my father had been before me. And I
thought, just as he did, that the ladies dresses
were beautiful, their manners elegant, and the
music was inspiring. So much for the
enthusiasm of youth!

Let me say right here that it does seem a
great pity that after the heyday of the opening
years of the Beersheba Hotel, before the Civil
War, when the French chef and his staff from
New Orleans were on hand, there were never –
not really ever – any trained cooks and servers
at the resort. No matter what excellent and
experienced colored cooks from Nashville were
on hand in the various cottages, the Hotel food

But actually very nice arrangements were
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always made for the entertainment of the
young people, or rather so that they might
entertain themselves. We danced the cotillion,
or the German, as it was also called. With a
limited number of 12 or 15 dancing couples,
this was a fine plan for changing partners
without having any extra men. We learned all
the standard figures of this pretty idea for an
evening of dancing, the chance figures and the
marching figures, and the little favors that were
presented. Just little slips of ribbon to be
pinned on, bore numbers and the lucky number
won a prize. Although there were no
professional teachers of dancing at Beersheba
in my day, there were usually bright girls or
boys who had learned special dances
somewhere and were ready to show their skill
and impart their knowledge to others. Thus we
all learned the steps of the Virginia Reel and
the Quadrille or square dance. Also the waltz,
the two-step, the polka and the schottische.
Some years later we danced the hesitation
waltz, the one-step and the castle-walk and the
tango.

and from the early days the Store.
Surely you are well aware of the important
functions of the principal store in a village and
resort such as Beersheba. It was well-built, with
a deep stone foundation bringing it up to the
level of the road from the sloping
mountainside. It was well located, just across
the roadway from the main entrance to the
Hotel. This main road having just reached the
actual, level ground of the mountain top, might
well be called Meeting Street. The store was of
generous proportions, with a wide central aisle
to accommodate 25 or 30 people, sturdy, waisthigh counters on each side and plenty of
shelves behind to hold the goods. At the back of
this room was a big window overlooking the
mountainside and giving a view of the Valley
below, and beside this window was a table
holding a bucket of chalybeate water from the
spring – just a hundred yards downhill under
the window.4 The water was usually fresh and I
can almost taste its special flavor, even now.
The Store was really the meeting place for
everybody. Hotel guests, cottagers, marketers,
voyagers and natives from near and far. It was
the Club; more frequented than the Hotel office
or parlor, and more interesting. It was presided
over by the proprietor, Tommy Northcut, a
rotund gentleman of genial manner and
countenance even ruddier than my own, sandy
hair and a flowing sandy mustache. Tommy
had bedrooms upstairs where he could stay
when he pleased, which was most of the time in
summer season. In spite of his large and
comfortable home in Altamont, we think that
he preferred Beersheba on account of its
greater social advantages. Tommy had a strong
and very interesting following of young men at
Beersheba, some 15 or 20 of them, banded
together for the avowed purpose of “the
preservation of late hours.” They must have
been very entertaining to Tommy and he
likewise entertained them, though not
expensively. I only regret that belonging to a
little older group, I did not get to spend any
time at Beersheba when they were flourishing

Then there were the fancy dress balls and
the masquerades. They were all so much fun
and the costumes, we thought, were so original
and beautiful. Certainly there were no rented
costumes. No Sam Bittner on the mountain.
Everything had to be made-up from clothing
and materials on hand – things that had been
saved in the closets and brought out from year
to year. These were also used in the shows that
we gave, varying from music-comedies, dramas
and reviews to minstrel shows. And then we
played charades with impromptu costumes –
sometimes at the hotel but usually in our own
cottages. With such gatherings of people of
leisure there were plenty of card games, even
professional gamblers in the early days, and
then changing to semiprofessionals as the years
went by.
At this point it seems important to
introduce some facts about a building
secondary in importance only to the Hotel itself
and more important than any one of the
cottages. Although it has changed its original
status and become one of the cottages 3 and a
very hospitable home, it was for many years
3

4

The Burch-Earthman cottage.
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This description of the location of the spring has
caused some confusion. The spring was about 50
yards from the store on a terrace (still present) parallel
to – but on a lower level than – the present road from
the Hotel to Vesper Point. - Ed.

and so I cannot give a personal account of their
exploits, which were, in the main, quite
innocent.

them have been very helpful to us in one way or
another, as public servants or private
marketers of summer vegetables or other
products of the soil, or as carpenters, plumbers,
electricians or woodsmen. A complete list of
these names would be entirely beyond the time
and scope of this paper, but in naming just a
few of them you can quickly see that they are all
pure Anglo-Saxon, with the exception of a few
– the ones connected with the German-Swiss
emigrants who settled at the community of
Gruetli. These were: Plumacher, Hunerwadel,
Hege, Greeter, Schild, Stempler and Disharoon.
Conava Cagle was a skilled artisan of the early
days, and his grandson Charles is now a
portrait painter. Dykes and Coppinger were
postmasters. Various ones by the names of
Hobbs, Tate and Brown were produce
handlers; Jesse Whitman and Lige Walker were
woodsmen, and James Lafayette (Fate)
McCarver an all-round mechanic.

Tommy’s successor was his clerk, Marvin
Brown, who began to come into importance
and popularity in the era of the Body Guard.
Many years later when the Hotel was struggling
to survive and no longer an asset to the store,
Tommy sold the business to Marvin Brown and
the store building to Dr. Lucius Burch, who
easily converted it into a comfortable home. He
added a big stone fireplace on the west side and
a big wide porch on the valley side. The main
room became the living room of the home and
bedrooms were still upstairs. In the Burch
dining room there is an old-fashioned storesmell from the salty bacon sides that for so
many years were piled on the floor of the back
room of the store. This lingering fragrance will
probably last as long as the floor lasts.
This back room of the Store was the scene
of some special ceremonies through the years.
On one occasion, after Marvin took over the
store and before he moved it up the road to its
present location on the main highway, there
was a prominent wholesale merchant of
Nashville visiting on the mountain, and my
father took him in the old store to meet Marvin
Brown. Marvin was so much impressed by this
opportunity that he invited the Nashville
merchant into the back room to have a drink,
which was poured from a gallon jug into a
dipper. From its clear color the guest was not
sure just what he was being offered, though it
smelled fine – so Marvin, to reassure him, in
his excitement, stuttered, “Please don’t be
afraid of it – I made it myself.” Marvin passed
away some years ago and the B. M. Brown &
Son store is now [1954] in the capable hands of
his son Dennis. With the help of his fine wife
and a cousin, Dennis not only operates the
store, but also manages the Hotel for the
Methodist Assembly, and looks after a farm in
the valley.

Perhaps the most picturesque of all were
the Perrys – Bill and Liza. They were supposed
to be Mormons and lived in a cabin, somewhat
off the main road and about two miles from
Beersheba. The distance is important, because
Liza had to walk it morning and evening, to and
from her laundry work at Beersheba. Bill was
manager of the laundry so he was usually at
headquarters. Liza did the washing and ironing
at my aunt’s house for many years, and also at
my grandmother’s, the Howell cottage. She was
highly respected and really beloved at both
homes because of her sterling qualities of
dependability and industry, as well as her
honesty and independence. She was a large
woman of few words, but they were always
delivered in a very impressive manner. When
she was formally introduced to my fiancée by
my Aunt Mattie, in the summer of 1916, with
one semicontemptuous glance she said,
“Humph! Mighty little.”
But it was really Bill who took the greatest
pleasure and pride in showing his equality to
anyone of the summer cottage group who was
his age or younger. He loved to call them by
their first names and try to impress them with
his importance. He said to my cousin, the late
Charles C. Trabue, who was the benefactor in
many ways of both Bill and Liza – ”Charlie do
you know that I own hawgs that I ain’t never

In addition to the Northcutts and the
Browns, there are many other important names
in the list of special friends who live in Grundy
County all the year round. Most of these are
names of large families that we have known all
the years since our residence there. Many of
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seed?” (Note: of course the woods were full of
wild hogs.) Cousin Charlie then asked him what
he thought of the new, smooth highway. “I’m
agin it,” says Bill. “Why,” said Charlie. “Why,
because,” says Bill, “a body’s cow crossing it
can slip on it and break her leg.” “Well, do you
have a cow, Bill?” “No, I don’t” he says, “but I
mought have.” Another story goes that one day
Liza Perry’s Bill was invited to stay to lunch at
the Howell Cottage (it was of course his middle
of the day dinner). He approached the table
with skepticism: “I reckon I can eat onct what
you’uns eat all the time.”

boy, as he could do almost anything, including
the singing of German songs. He was a
excellent swimmer and athlete. He provided
the mule-drawn wagon that for many years
carried 10 or 12 boys per trip twice a week to
the Long’s Mill swimming pool. His charge for
this 10-mile round trip was just 10 cents but he
didn’t like to go with less that 10 boys so he
could make a dollar. Besides, he liked to swim
himself. We always called him Mr. Hunerwadel
to his face, showing our respect for his dignity
as well as his prowess – but behind his back
this was shortened to “old Hinkey.”

Bill’s personal appearance was arresting.
He was not quite as big as Man-Mountain
Dean, but he was just as hairy. His costume was
a fine combination of style and utility. He
usually wore spats in rainy weather, but they
were fashioned from sections of innertube and
were slipped around his overshoes in order to
hold them on. Bill’s greatest hardship came
after Liza’s death but he managed to live on for
a few years. His cabin is now deserted.

But in many ways he was an admirable
man and became a substantial citizen of the
community. His place was actually a small farm
where he raised everything that he expected to
need and sold the surplus to the cottage
housekeepers: vegetables, fruits and grapes,
and of course he made wine. He even made
cottage-cheese, which was the first I had ever
tasted. He married a woman of German
descent and they raised 4 children to become
good citizens, 2 boys and 2 girls, but only one
girl, now a widow, still lives at Beersheba. His
older son, Otto, came to his end in far away
Burma a few years ago. He distinguished
himself there as a capable and much-loved
agricultural agent from the United States. His
father died at just about the same time and is
buried in the old Armfield cemetery at
Beersheba.

Another favorite recollection of my cousin
Charlie was his story of meeting a mountain
couple one day in the middle of the woods. He
was fond of walking, preferred to take long
walks with a group, but often walked by
himself, as he did at this time. Well, the
husband of this mountain girl was walking well
in front of her and she was carrying a goodsized baby boy. As cousin Charlie passed her he
said, “Why don’t you have your husband carry
the baby?” She replied, “Hit won’t let him carry
hit.”

Some think that with the passing of the
pioneer days, when game was plentiful and
could be brought home regularly by mountain
men to supplement the family food, there
began the decline of health, vigor and wellbeing of mountain families. Store-bought food
does not furnish the right vitamins. The storerecords of early days – and Isabel has collected
a lot of them – showed inordinate purchases of
powder and shot, and you know they were not
wasted.

There’s another life-long friend at
Beersheba that must appear in this record:
Arnold A. Hunerwadel. He was a GermanSwiss by birth and may have come over as a
young man in the group that settled in the
Swiss Colony. But he preferred Beersheba, and
after a few years he built a good house on a
splendid site where an older house had burned.
He was a handsome, large man and had served
in the Swiss Army, so he had acquired some
education and considerable skill in many crafts.
Thus he became our carpenter and our
plumber when our bathroom and water-system
was established.

But always at Beersheba there was a group,
even if small, of steady card-players who played
even day and night while the fever lasted. But I
am not an authority on this matter, as I never
belonged to this group. My card-playing was
very spasmodic – just rainy-day games of
hearts and fantan. As you have already seen, I

He was very much my hero when I was a
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was a dancer by night and as you will next see,
a swimmer and a walker, by day.

the roads were as good as they are now, the
walks were always good and tempting. Anyone
who has enjoyed walking through woods or
along streams and across fields is quite aware
of how much more you can see on a walk than
you can speeding by in an automobile. So, we
always walked at Beersheba and still do, even
though not as much as formerly. There are lots
of interesting places that can only be reached
by walking. Lots more that require a walk for at
least part of the trip. Before the good roads and
the autos, we often walked to our favorite
swimming pool, the beautiful “Blue Hole,” as it
was called in my father’s day, or just Long’s as
it has been familiarly known for the past 50
years.

So this brings us to a consideration of the
daytime pursuits of a more or less athletic
nature, the “sports” afforded at this mountain
resort and you can at once realize that they
were fundamentally simple. The good hunting
of the early days, with plenty of game, was all
changed when I came along. We always had
guns and made trips but rarely bagged any
game. I never killed a wild turkey there or even
a squirrel. I managed to kill a few rattlesnakes,
two of them with a gun. Fishing was likewise
slow, until recent years.
But here are the sports we have enjoyed.
From the early days there were bowling alleys,
but as you know, they are expensive to
maintain and so they gradually disintegrated. I
remember three different alleys that are
completely gone. Likewise with the tennis
courts. Four of these in my recollection have
flourished, gone down and then disappeared.
We had a two-hole golf course for a year or two,
but it did not last. What, no sport at
Beersheba? Well, there has been baseball since
about 1900. At first, the boys of the cottages
just played together, one-eyed cat was what we
called it. Then as the game grew in popularity it
was arranged to have a team made up of boys
from the cottages play against a team from the
Hotel. The next evolution was the entry of
native or mountain boys into the sport and they
soon became proficient enough to form a team
and play against the combined boys of hotel
and cottages. Finally in the recent years, say
since 1940, the Beersheba boys have their own
well-organized and uniformed team that plays
in a scheduled league against neighboring
towns, such as Tracy City, Viola and Irving
College. They have even progressed away from
the time-honored little field in the center of the
village to a better and larger one, leaving the
little, old field for the use of the young people of
the Methodist Assembly – either boys or girls
or mixed.

Walking the old Hunter’s Mill Road, really
just a footpath through the woods, it was 4
miles. Then using the “stage road” for 3 miles
and a narrow logging road through the woods,
it was 5 miles. Now we drive our cars to
Altamont – 5 miles – back-track on a fair road
for more than a mile, scramble down a very
steep path for 200 yards and amble down the
picturesque side of the mountain stream for
another 300 yards – to what? Well, you come
to the very most beautiful natural swimming
pool that you can ever hope to see.
My enthusiasm will not permit me to slight
it, so I must describe it in more detail.
However, I cannot hope to give a word picture
that will dp it full justice. Even if I had a good
photograph, that would not do it justice. To
really appreciate this marvelous pool you must
“experience” it yourself. That is, you must go to
all the trouble to get there. The drive and the
scramble down the steep slope, then the
anticipation as you hurry down-stream over the
smooth rocks and sand patches until you come
around the corner of a big rock and see the
crystal-clear water cascading into the big pool.
Then you dive in from the bank and as the cool
limpid water closes over you, that grand feeling
comes back again!
Of course this expedition should be on a
bright, sunny day in June and warm enough to
make the cool water refreshing, after your
exercise. Remember this pool is set in the midst
of hemlock and pine woods, with laurel and
rhododendron along the banks and sandstone

And always we have had the ancient and
honorable sport of walking. Usually we call it
just that. Not tramping or hiking or mountainclimbing, although many of the trips do call for
going up and down the mountain. Long before
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rocks for its bed. No mud anywhere, just
smooth rocks and sand. About 200 feet long
and 100 feet wide and the depth of the water as
much as 8 feet in some places and sloping to
waist-deep on the sand bar that extends for 100
feet toward the lower end of the pool. Being a
natural pool in a mountain stream, the quantity
as well as the quality of the water, varies a good
deal. It is usually best in June when there is
plenty of water, but not too much. Sometimes
in August when the weather has been dry, the
stream slows down to a trickle and when this
happens, we transfer our swimming to the fine
pool in Collins River of the Valley. We do not
like to see our beloved Long’s pool when it is in
distress.

for an entirely different technique for the sport
of swimming in this pool. We have a raft made
of pine lumber, about 12 feet square and
bouyed up by 6 oil drums. This will support 10
or 12 people in comparative comfort and can be
easily towed by a rope from the landing on the
bank to midstream and anchored there, or it
can even be navigated down the stream and
back again – on occasions.
But I must mention the most remarkable
feature of this Collins River pool – usually just
called “the Valley” – which is that when real
summer comes (and that is the swimming
season) the flow of surface water ceases and
this pool is fed by a series of springs, along the
bank, and some, we think, in midstream, and
the final result of this is really quite
remarkable. That is, the dryer and hotter the
summer becomes, the colder the water gets in
the Valley pool, because it is more and more
just spring water. By actual thermometer test,
the water from the springs is 58 degrees F. The
average temperature of the pool is 60 degrees
F.

The big pool of Collins River is quite
remarkable in its own right. Forming as it does
practically the headwater of this well-known
river, it is located about one-half mile by road
and a mile by the curving river upstream from
the fine bridge where Highway 56 crosses the
river. That makes it about 7 miles from
Beersheba, 3 miles of this being the ascent of
the mountain. It is easy to see that this pool has
only been popular since we’ve had the good
road and automobiles to make the trip easily.
In my boyhood, going to the valley was an allday trip. There are several features that make
this a very fine swimming pool and even more
popular with some than Long’s. It is very easy
of access, as a car can be driven to within 100
feet of the pool. This access is controlled by our
good friend John Walker, as the short road
from the highway goes right through his land
and alongside his house. In a way, it seems to
us that it is his private pool. There is a fine
stretch of clear blue-green water, several
hundred yards long and more than 100 feet
wide. The bottom however is not sandy, but
covered with sandstone boulders, so this calls

So there you have a brief account of the
outdoor sports at Beersheba Springs, still good
after more that one hundred years – namely,
walking and swimming. That only leaves one
activity of major importance, particularly in the
South and most particularly at Beersheba – and
that is, the gentle art of conversation and
sociability. Now I pray of you, don’t judge too
quickly of this amiable matter. In fact, here
again maybe you will have to actually
experience this sociability as practiced at
Beersheba, before you can decide for yourself
whether it is really as important as it is
supposed to be. We love to think that is has not
really changed, in any important particular
through the years.
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Lament of Old Man Collins River
Morton B. Howell III, August 1956
Oh where are the gay young things
That only yesterday I could enfold
Into my bosom? I gave them
My full embrace – however cold.
But now they're gone and how
Can I know when they will return again?
For they are back in the cities
And the haunts of men.

And the hush that followed after.
Ah well, 'tis ever thus with summertime
And with the boys and girls that come and go
Blending their spirits for awhile in my cool
depths
And giving me excuse to rhyme.
But remember that always I will love you,
Altho' the swims may well be ending in
September,
There will be other years,
And I will long to hold you,
Once again, my dears.

Oh, how I love them,
Their gay laughter and the splash
Of their young limbs within my waters,
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Life Was Young at Beersheba
Adam Gillespie Adams III
(eldest of the seven Adams brothers)
Grandfather Adam Gillespie Adams and
Grandfather Morton B. Howell both took their
families to Beersheba early in the 1870s. There
was cholera in Nashville in 1873 and all the
habitable buildings at Beersheba were filled
with refugees from Nashville.

Then Papa and Mama began to rent the
Northcut Cottage and continued to do so until
the purchase of the White House from the
Merritt estate.
Each June after the last class and before
commencement, the family went to Beersheba.
All household linens, as well as clothes, were
taken. We had some old-fashioned shoedrummer’s trunks, as well as regular trunks
and bags. Getting all the luggage, all the
children and two maids to the train at 8:30 in
the morning was a hectic job. We got to Tracy
City about noon and usually had lunch at Mr.
Tidman’s hotel. Mr. Stepp would have gotten
the trunks and baggage in the wagon and,
afterwards, the family in what was called a
“hack.” It was drawn by 2 – and sometimes 4 –
horses with 4 or 5 seats. Then the long drag to
Beersheba began. It was 20 miles and we did
well to make 4 miles an hour. But there was
plenty of time, and we were not going home
until September.

Grandfather Howell and his brother-inlaw, D. F. Wilkin, bought, with the help of their
wives, the cottage called “Swallows’ Rest” in
1873. Grandfather Adams did not purchase a
home at Beersheba and there is no record of
how frequently he took his family to Beersheba,
but Grandfather Howell’s family went every
year and occupied the cottage as they do now.
Grandfather Adams was called by some of
the younger generation “Uncle Blackberry
Adams” because he was fond of picking
blackberries, and according to some of his
nieces, insisted that they go with him to the
briar patch to pick berries despite their
inexperience and clothes which were not
suitable for berry-picking – not to speak of the
chiggers.

While Papa stayed for about a week, we
were kept hard at work cleaning up the walks,
removing the honeysuckle from around the
house, getting flat stones from Laurel to put
under the downspouts on which washtubs were
set up to collect rain water for washing. And
there was always the underground box, under
the house, to fix. In this were kept the butter,
eggs and milk. We ate fried chicken 6 days a
week. But, since chickens should not be killed
on Sunday, something else did for Monday
dinner.

Beginning in 1888, it is probable that
Mama (Sue Howell Adams) spent several
summers at “Swallows’ Rest” with her children
but in the summer of 1894, when my brother,
Howell, was one year old, two rooms were
taken in Whiskey Row across the street from
Miss Fannie Thompson’s place, now called
Nanhaven, where the family had its meals.
That summer all four of us boys had
mumps; Morton fell out of bed and mashed his
ear so badly that it had to have surgical
attention; and then Howell, the year-old baby,
got pneumonia. Dr. Ewing came from Nashville
and it was said he held out little hope for the
child’s survival, whereupon Mama said, “Dr.
Ewing, I am not going to lose a child and you
are going to save it.” They stayed all night by
the baby who passed the crisis successfully.

There were always plenty of projects for
our fun and amusement after we had finished
the housekeeping chores. The daily routine
was, after breakfast, bringing water from the
well to fill the pitchers in the bedrooms and
keeping the cook supplied with water. Mondays
there were several tubs to fill with water from
the well for the washerwoman.
Then we were free for projects and expeditions.
First, there was the ground to clean up for a

My brother Morton and I spent the
summer of 1895 at Shelbyville with Aunt Teni.
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tennis court, marking the court, and erecting
poles for the net. One summer we built a log
cabin about 8 feet square with pine saplings
which we brought from the nearby woods. The
cabin had a gabled roof and was covered with
shingles.

the bushes with their bed-ticking blouses,
bloomers, skirts and black cotton stockings.
The girls were mighty cute but when wet the
suits were too heavy to try to swim in.
At home in Nashville, no card games were
allowed but at Beersheba we played whist, fan
tan, and pinochle. This was before the day of
bid-whist or bridge.

Each boy had a knife and we were always
whittling on something. It was fashionable
when walking, for everyone, ladies included, to
carry a hickory staff. We spent a lot of time in
the woods looking for straight hickory sticks. A
nice straight sourwood shoot of the year before
was in demand. When the bark was removed
and the bare wood exposed to a little heat, the
wood turned blue. We would * cut the bark in
various shapes, hearts, diamonds, clubs, and
then wind a snake around it.

There were lots of girls at Beersheba but
we had little to do with them until nighttime,
when we went to the ballroom at the hotel.
There was no heavy dating or going steady. We
usually took the Merritt girls of Clarksville and
their three or four guests. The Merritts did not
dance but usually their guests did. Around the
ballroom walls were benches on which the old
folk sat and it seems to me now that any person
who was old enough to be married was in the
group who sat out the dance on the benches.
Once a summer there was a musical at the
Merritts. Mrs. Gates Thruston and Maud
Merritt sang, Uncle Alfred Howell played the
violin, and Uncle David sang “My Little Gypsy
Sweetheart.”

Walking consumed most of our time. We
walked to Laurel and Stone Door. At Stone
Door there was the Post Office to visit by
climbing around the face of the cliff. Then there
was T'other Mountain, Savage Gulf, Disheroon
Spring, The Backbone, Dark Hollow, Big Spring
and Blue Cliff at the foot of the mountain.
As little fellows, we swam in a pool at
Laurel which was never more than 3 feet deep,
but it was big and deep enough for us to learn
to swim dog-fashion. We never knew how
Grandma and Mama discovered that the water
was too low at Laurel for swimming. The ladies
sat on the corner of Grandma Howell’s porch
all day, sewing, knitting, crocheting, darning,
embroidering and talking. But they always
knew what was going on; teachers and mothers
seem to have eyes in the back of their heads.

Two or three times a summer, a real wingding was arranged – a german or a cake walk.
For the german, Northcut’s was ransacked for
knick-knacks to be used as favors. At home,
favors were stuck on the log walls, all round the
mirror. I was not permitted to dance until I was
about 13, but when I did learn, I danced every
time the band struck up.
At times during the summer there were 50
or more teenagers at Beersheba. Kitty Stubblefield, Martha Thomas and Polly Prichard could
be counted on to get up a girls’ baseball game
which attracted a large audience and created
much excitement. And 3 or 4 times a summer
there would be a baseball game between the
mountain boys and the summer boys.

Later we would walk 4 miles on Hunter’s
Mill Road back of Grandma’s to swim at Long’s,
and made the trip in an hour. Some Saturdays
Mr. A. A. Hunerwadel took his wagon drawn by
2 mules to Long’s and charged 10 cents a head
for each passenger. Uncle Dave and Mr. Jim
Palmer sat on the front seat with Mr.
Hunerwadel and the boys sat on boards across
the sides of the wagon bed.

We did not get to the mountain in time to
see the laurel in bloom but would occasionally
find the mountain honeysuckle or azalea and a
little rhododendron. Blackberries were ripe and
plentiful. Later came huckleberry time and the
time for “Monkeys” – the name we gave the
flower of a terrestrial orchid. They indeed look
like monkeys and Fahery’s field was prime
hunting-ground.

When the girls began to feel that they
should be permitted to swim, none of them had
a bathing suit. Northcut’s store was searched
for suitable material: blue-striped bed ticking
was selected. The girls emerged from behind
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We had many fine friends among the
mountain people and, of course, knew them all
– the Browns, Lanes, Tates, Cagles, Scruggs,
Dykes, Hills. Mr. Dykes was the only
Republican in the town and he, consequently,
was the postmaster. The whole community
gathered at Mr. Dykes’ house to get the mail
late in the afternoon.

Colonel Armfield. He was bow-legged, always
wore a hat and coat and carried a cane. He lived
between Dr. Paul Eve and Mr. Fahery. Children
were always welcome at his door. His son,
Henry, worked for Dr. Eve. He was called
“Shoo Fly,” because as a little boy he danced a
jig and sang “Shoo Fly, Don’t Bother Me.”
One could have no better wish for a child
than that he have the opportunity we had – of
spending the summers from 1894 to 1905 at
Beersheba – a few years, but it seems like an
age of joy.

It would be interesting to discuss the many
personalities among the mountain people and
many interesting incidents and this should be
done some day. For instance, there was “Uncle”
Nathan Bracken who had been a slave of

53

The Elegant Grouping

The Fine Art of the Group Portrait
Formal Arrangements by Size

Focus

Ladder

Totem Pole

54

Half-length Portraits

The Dramatic Setting

Additional
Problems
Some
Surmountable ~....;,
Use a hatchet to get attention.

Partially uncooperative

Some
not

Id ea and ori ginal layout by
SamH.Howell, Jr.

Totally uncooperative

That's better!

55

Cakewalks and Charades
Mary L. Means
June 1954
My mother had charge of the hotel during
the summers 1899-1901. There were about two
hundred people there at the height of the
season. There were no bathrooms. Guests were
supplied with cold and warm water every
morning and afternoon. Two boys carried it to
the rooms in pitchers. New wells have been dug
in recent years. I marvel when I think back on
the scarcity of water. Two water coolers stood
near the dining-room door with water from the
two springs on the hillside. One of these
“water-boys” was Claude Coppinger – just
about getting grown – who later was
postmaster for many years.

was the bride. I have forgotten who portrayed
the pink- sunbonnet girl, but she was lovely.
The Means Cottage gave a house party for
Miss Elizabeth Jamison and some of her school
friends from college. They presented in pantomime “The Persian Garden.” I was asked to
be the devil and made a big hit. Morton Howell
sang “O Moon of My Delight.” To be near a
piano he had to go up into the ballroom and
sing from the window. The scenes were below
in the court of the hotel.
Many years ago, the Howell Cottage folks
celebrated the 50th anniversary of their cottage.
Old Mr. Morton Howell was a cultured
conversationalist. I owe my love of wild flowers
to his knowledge of them. Mrs. Howell sat on
the corner of her front porch and everybody
went to her for counsel and advice.

One of the most amusing incidents took
place when Mr. Hege accused Claude
Coppinger of stealing apples from the
Plumacher orchard. The trial was held in the
bowling alley in the afternoon, when the
women were taking their afternoon nap, but
the men, nurses, and children lined the sides of
the alley. Major Settle and Leslie Warner were
there and Squire Jim Scruggs presided. He sat
on an orange crate and up-ended another in
front of him, and on it rested the thickest law
book I ever saw. Claude had a smart young
lawyer whose defense was that they were green
apples and who would want to steal green
apples? Squire Scruggs flipped the big book
back and forth, never stopping to read, and
then said: “I see no record of a case like this.
The case is dismissed.” Hege limped off on his
one crutch, making the air blue with his curses,
and Tommie Northcut came out to the porch of
the store and threatened to arrest Hege if he
didn’t hush up.

Mention must be made of Barney Gunn.
He was the porter and caretaker many years
before we came and continued in this capacity,
but he inherited from his sister, Mrs. Fahery, a
nice log cottage. Here he lived to be very old
and finally died there and had been dead
several days before he was found. He was Irish
and a man of integrity and a loyal friend to us
all.
My cottage was built in 1912. My mother
bought the lot called Indian Rock from Gen.
Thruston the summer before and gave it as a
birthday gift to me. Several years later Mr. and
Mrs. Charles Trabue built their house
Roundtop. These were the only houses that
were built since the pre-Civil War days. Dr. and
Mrs. Lucius Burch remodeled the old store for
a home. Since the Methodists came a number
of houses have been built. Their lovely chapel
adds a great deal to the place.

There was a gorgeous cake walk in the ball
room. Gen. Gates Thruston and Mrs.
McGannon won the prize. She was dressed as a
bride. One of the prettiest shows was staged at
Nanhaven, the Thompson Cottage. The guests
were seated in the yard, and in the lovely old
colonial door was the living picture. Esmond
Ewing read the poem “That Old Sweetheart of
Mine” by J. Whitcomb Riley. Miss Annie Dallas

Mention must be made also of Miss Mary
Cornelia Gibson, who married Judge Thomas
Malone. She was generous with her voice and
led in the singing. When the Hotel celebrated
its 100 years, she stood on the hotel porch and
sang “The Hills of Home.” To make it
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thoroughly Beersheba-like, an old stray mule
sauntered along the road in front of her. Group
singing has always been a custom.

events were the musicals given by the second
Mrs. Gates Thruston. She would sing nearly all
morning while the guests sat on her porch.

Another event that we oldtimers love to
remember was one of my birthday parties.
Eweryone was invited to come dressed as a
child. Miss Mattie Thompson and Charles
Mitchell won the prizes. Every cottage kept a
collection of old clothes to use for charades or
fancy dress dances.

The old observatory used to be the center
of activities. Here crowds gathered in the
afternoon and music tinkled to welcome the
incoming “hack.” People went to the “springs,”
and the healing properties of the iron water
were believed in. When yellow fever was doing
its worst, people flocked here from New
Orleans and Memphis. It was not known until
years later that mosquitoes were responsible
for the scourge. The invigorating mountain air
did revitalize people – and does to this day –
and those of us who have been coming year
after year still think that it can do wonders for
those who are tired out by the city clang.

For many years Mrs. Marsh Polk and her
daughters came and added to the gaieties. Miss
Prudie Polk had a parade of lanterns on the
Fourth of July. Every child carried a lighted
Japanese lantern and marched around the
ballroom floor. What a menace, yet no fire
occurred. The most important of all social

Bettie Curd Howell (center) and her grandchildren, taken at the Howell Cottage in about 1912. Front row: Maude
Howell (m. Henderson), Bettie Orr (m. Franklin), Calbraith Butler, R.B.C. Howell (?), Robert Orr, Bettie Weaver (m.
Thomas). Back rows: Morton B. Howell III, Morton Adams, Alfred Adams, Martha Howell (m. Bartles), Elliott
Adams, Howell Adams holding Tom Weaver (?), Bettie Curd Howell holding Martha Weaver (m. Bailey), Isabel
Howell, David Adams, Frances Howell (m. Ewing), Marion Adams, Louise Howell (m. Almon), A. G. (Lep) Adams III.
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As The Century Turned
Martha Lindsey
My trips to Beersheba date from 1905.
Getting there was something of an adventure,
at least to a little girl. I think it was about 8:30
in the morning that we boarded the train at the
Union Station and rode until a little past noon
on the prickly mohair seats of the so-called day
coach, with cinders pouring in through the
open windows, to the end of the line at Tracy
City. It must have been what was known as the
milk train which stopped at every station en
route no matter how small.

cooling mountain air. Brick walks, roofed over,
were a necessity on rainy days.
The hotel in those days was run by a Mrs.
Conger, from a well-known Nashville family, a
widow who was known for her catering
abilities; so the food was good. My father,
Edward A. Lindsey, who came for only part of
our stay at the hotel, took a rather dim view of
it. When asked about it by someone who had
never been there, his reply was that the food
was all right but that you never knew when you
were going to get it; it depended on the
weather: if there was a very hard rain the roof
leaked and put the stove out. Whenever the
meals were ready, a big farm bell was rung just
outside the dining room.

At Tracy City we got into a big barouche or
“hack” drawn by two horses. Hans Hege,
descendant of one of the Swiss immigrants to
the mountains, was usually the driver. When
we had driven just beyond Coalmont, we
stopped by the wayside near a spring to eat the
picnic lunch which we had brought along.

Our quarters were usually in the so-called
“brick row,” a few rooms near the front of the
hotel, and the only ones built of brick – for
reasons unknown to us. An oft-told legend was
that all the mattresses were made of corn
shucks. What I clearly remember was that the
beds were the spool type, and greatly prized as
early American antiques in later years. There
were washstands with bowl, pitcher and slop
jar, and a curtained area along one wall was the
clothes closet. All toilets were on the far end of
the court at some distance towards the back.
The lighting was by coal-oil lamps.

It seems in retrospect that it often rained
during the trip over the rocky dirt road. The
leather curtains of the hack had to be put up
and, though supposedly snapped on, they
flapped industriously, letting the rain in. At
times the road was so muddy that some of the
grownups had to get out to lighten the load.
Part of the road was what was known as
corduroy; that is, with logs placed crosswise
over the stretches which were always muddy.
The arrival of the hack at Beersheba was
announced by the ringing of a bell by the
driver. This was usually about five o’clock or
after, but once I recall the hack arrived at 4:30,
causing lusty cheers along the road over this
new speed record.

The most desirable rooms, some thought,
were those on the second floor of the main
building. There was a staircase to a small upper
hall which opened onto the upper porch from
which all these rooms had to be entered.
Behind each one was a second room. These
were in such demand that they had to be
reserved the year before, and some regulars
had the same rooms year after year.

In its heyday, the Beersheba Springs Hotel
was most imposing. The big white frame twostoried building, with columns all across the
front and porches for both floors, was built
near enough the edge of the mountain to
command a good view of the valley. There are
one-story rooms hemming in the two grass
open courts at the back. Originally the rooms
around the back court were for the slaves of the
plantation owners who came by carriage or
horseback from warmer climates to enjoy the

In this main building on the first floor was
a large room with fireplace, windows on both
sides overlooking the court at the back, tables
for games, chairs, and rocking chairs. There
were also lots of big split-bottomed rocking
chairs on the front gallery. I think the big room
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was called the parlor. Besides the card games
there on rainy days, there was hymn singing on
Sunday evenings. A high spot in the summer
entertainment also took place in that room.
Sometimes a colorful lady, resembling Miss
Pitty-Pat of “Gone With the Wind” fame, held
“seances” there. An interested group, mostly
non-Beersheba-habitués, would gather round a
table; all the doors were closed and lights put
out. Silence would prevail for awhile until Mrs.
Ittie Kinney Reno began tapping on the table to
summon the spirits. In order to help maintain
Miss Ittie’s prowess, and entirely unknown to
her, two or three teen-age boys would hide
behind the doors in the upper hall and respond
with the proper tappings to the questions asked
of the spirits. It was said that the table was
sometimes lifted off the floor, which Miss Ittie
ascribed to the spirits, but which the more
cynical participants felt was due to
manipulation by some of the non-believers.

of a framed photograph of the handsome young
man – Paul Davis – whom she later married. I
remember marching around the courtyard with
my partner, Hugh Dallas. The rest of the
evening is a blank.
Regular summer visitors to the hotel were
the Douglas brothers – Lee, Beverly Jr., and
Byrd and their mother. It was the annual
custom of Mrs. Douglas to give a watermelon
party in their honor. This took place in the
middle of the afternoon in the court, the young
honorees all dressed up in white flannel pants
and navy blue jackets, ignoring the inevitably of
watermelon drippings. Between our rooms and
the road was a strip of lawn, and near our
quarters was a huge oak tree with wide
spreading roots above ground. This was a
favorite playhouse for me and Frances Allison
from St. Louis. Frances was the granddaughter
of Dr. Thomas J. Harding who had built and
inhabited the brick house (the only one in
Beersheba) just across from our playground,
which was the home of the Charles Mitchells.
With Frances, the lure of Beersheba had passed
on to the third generation.

At the end of the building, on the second
floor over the dining room, was a large bare
room with wooden seats around the walls and a
slightly raised platform at one end, the socalled “ball room.” As I recall it, dances were
held sometimes on Saturday nights. Children
and grown-ups were on the floor together. One
season there was a popular new step called the
“Horse Trot.” What mostly comes to mind
about this exercise in agility is the vision of
“Miss Tillie” Porter, an “unclaimed treasure” of
about my mother’s age, being put through the
paces by one of my contemporaries, Winkie
Thomas, to the delight and hilarity of all. “Miss
Tillie,” it’s hardly necessary to add, was a good
sport and lots of fun for everybody. She was
known the rest of the summer as “Horse-trot
Till.”

A road separated the main part of the hotel
from the very broad wooden platform perched
on the brow of the mountain and known as The
Observatory. Narrow seats were all around the
back, overlooking the valley and one small part
of this area was roofed over for those who
wanted to get out of the sun to read or take
refuge from rain. Young and old gathered on
the Observatory during the day and on
moonlight nights.
It was to the people on the Observatory
that Jimmy Granbery brought news of the
outbreak of World War I in Austria. I do not
remember how he got the message. There was a
telephone in the small hotel office, but it was
nearly always out of order, or if theoretically
working, it was impossible to get anything
through without shouting loud enough to be
heard, without the aid of the telephone, into the
next county.

As all the hotel guests were either
acquaintances or good friends, they often gave
parties for the entire clientèle. One I especially
remember was a Japanese party, when lighted
paper lanterns were strung all around the
court, and we children were dressed in
Japanese costumes – where we got them I am
at a loss to remember. I do recall Miss Augusta
Schwab taking me to her room and doing up
my long hair into a stiff pompadour and
sticking miniature paper umbrellas into it; and
while she was working on it, I had a good view

A short distance from the Observatory, and
also on the brow of the mountain, was Tommy
Northcut’s store – a perfect example of the oldtime general store – including a front porch.
Things were hanging from the ceiling, and it
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was jammed with great wooden bins for
staples, with labeled lids opening from the top.
Candies and cookies were protected by glass
counter jars. We often went for our favorite of
his wares – Marshmallow Dainties, which were
delectable chocolate things filled with gooey
marshmallow. Tommy, as I now look back on
him, was a perfect 1900-type: profuse,
drooping mustache; side-parted hair, slightly
curled over the brow; immaculate white shirt,
sleeves rolled up; no coat but neatly buttoned
vest. He was from a well-to-do family in
Altamont.

think.
The Adamses and their visitors supplied
most of the cottagers’ baseball team which had
spirited contests with the hotel team in the
triangular vacant plot between the main road
and that to Laurel Falls. Spectators cheered and
vigorously waved red or blue scarves or ribbons
for whichever team they were backing. Alf
Adams, later to become captain of both the
Vanderbilt football and basketball teams,
further conditioned his physical fitness by
chinning himself on a low branch of one of the
big trees in the Thompson cottage, greatly
impressing the three girls standing by.

Long’s Mill was four or more “mountain”
miles from Beersheba, not walking distance for
many, so arrangements for transportation had
to be made (no cars then). Usually a two-horse
wagon was rented from one of the natives and
flat planks were placed across the top for seats.
Sometimes two narrow planks were used as a
seat, and I distinctly remember getting pinched
by these. One time Howell Adams and John
Overton, who were always up to something
devilish, sighted a hornet’s nest in a tree by the
side of the road. They leaped off the wagon and
beat on the nest with sticks. This, of course, let
the hornets loose, inciting screams of protest
from the wagon riders who ducked and
whipped up the horses against a possible attack
by the dreaded bees.

Hiking was a regular diversion. Laurel Mill
was a favorite and easy walk. But in those prejogging days Robert Lee Burch and a
companion made news when they ran all the
way back from Laurel. And several boys were
greatly acclaimed when they were the first to
hike to T'other Mountain and back all in the
same day. George Mitchell and his friend,
George Smith, a professor from St. Louis,
sometimes took Marjorie Brown, one of my
best companions, and me on mild hikes into
the valley. I think these walks through the
mountain woods gave me my first love of wild
flowers.
How I happened to be present I do not
know, but I was at one memorable gathering on
Balancing Rock, on the mountain side just
below the Armfield cottage, when, under a full
moon, beautiful songs were sung by beautiful
people (Mary Cornelia Gibson Malone and
Henry Meeks).

Those two daredevils took great delight in
riding wildly about on their ponies chasing
Isabel Howell, Louise Howell, and me, while we
were playing in the yard at Nanhaven (the
Thompson cottage), shouting that they were
Indians and were going to scalp us, which
somehow scared us to the point of running
inside. Indicative of his gentler nature, Howell
would go every August to a swampy spot on the
road to Altamont to gather the white and
orange wild orchids, called “monkey flowers”
by the mountaineers.

Our next door neighbors on High Street in
Nashville were the Mitchells, right where the
Tennessee Performing Arts building now
stands. Having no children in the family, all the
Mitchells spoiled us. Mama and Papa Mitchell
(Mr. and Mrs. Charles Mitchell, Sr.) were as
dear to us as our own grandparents, always
gentle, kind and indulgent. Small children
though we were, we always addressed the
Mitchell children, although older than we, by
their first names: Margaret, Charlie and
George. I shall always think of Margaret as
smiling; she loved people and made them
aware of it. She also loved church work, parties
and bridge and pretty clothes. Charlie, too, was

The Adams cottage, or the White House,
opposite that of their grandfather Howell’s,
always had enough room for guests in addition
to the seven Adams boys and their guests. I
remember their tale of a pancake contest one
Sunday morning, all the males vying with each
other to see who could consume the most.
Twenty-four pancakes was the achievement, I
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an outgoing person with a variety of interests:
he was affiliated with the first amateur theater
group in Nashville and was one of the founders
of the first Nashville Symphony. He also loved
playing poker with the “boys” on Saturday
nights. George was more reserved, humorous
but quiet, a great lover of the beauties of
nature. He was also interested in automobiles
and was among the first people in Nashville to
own a Dorris car, which was designed by a
Nashville native. He taught my sister to drive at
the age of nine, using Centennial Park as the
practice area. He and a friend were, I think, the
first motorists to make the climb to Beersheba
by auto. I remember the triumphal entrance
they made late one evening, and I remember
that Marjorie Brown and I went to Sunset
Rock, to wave a red blanket to the daring pair
as they drove back through the valley.

bridge chairs, and a table. From the domed
ceiling a large Japanese paper umbrella was
suspended and hanging baskets of ferns and
Chinese wind glasses surrounded this area,
tinkling pleasantly in the breezes. More than a
dozen fern baskets and wind glasses were
suspended all around the long porches. One
summer I must have come early with the
family, for I remember going with Clara, the
aristocratic colored housekeeper who lived with
the Mitchells until she died, to get the ferns. We
took a little red wagon down under the bluff
beneath the Hotel Observatory near the
chalybeate spring, where maidenhair and other
ferns abounded and filled the wagon with them.
As there was no plumbing in those days,
my baths took place on the back porch. Clara
brought a big zinc tub, in which I stood behind
a fascinating screen. While leisurely lathering, I
enjoyed the innumerable pictures pasted on it,
a kind of collage of illustrations mostly from
old English magazines. As both sides of the
screen were decorated in this way, I could vary
my entertainment.

Among my most treasured memories are
several visits at the Mitchell’s cottage “Ben
Hame.” My little spool bed was in the corner of
Mama Mitchell’s big bedroom. Each morning
she would let me sleep until she was entirely
dressed; then at 8 o’clock sharp, as the china
clock on the mantel chimed, she would wake
me in time to be ready for breakfast at 8:30.

Another party I remember was a candypull at the Turner Cottage – cottage being
somewhat a misnomer – except in the sense of
a “summer home in the country” – for that big,
comfortable, high-ceilinged, two-story home.
But it still continues to be a center of warm
hospitality now dispensed by the third
generation of the family.

These were idyllic days for me. No one ever
said to me, “Why don’t you go outside and
play? It’s such a nice day.” I could spend as
much time as I wanted reading in the porch
swing, a marvelous construction long enough
for me to lie down, with high railings around
three sides and mattress and pillows. Copies of
this are still to be seen and they are known as
the “Beersheba Swing.” If I wanted a change of
scene, I could move around to one of the three
hammocks on other sides of the porch. On
rainy days I would go into the living room and,
lying flat on my stomach on the floor, I would
read something from the collection on the
book-shelves. My first introduction to
Shakespeare was by way of King Lear, chosen
for what reason I cannot now imagine from a
full set of Shakespeare paper-bounds.

The Mitchell cottage was elevated to a
height of about half-a-story above ground, with
great stone slabs appearing beneath all the
porches, which were inviting places for little
girls to play on hot days. Another appealing
spot was the hammock hung between two huge
hemlock trees (or so they seemed then) on the
lawn. One of my happiest memories is of my
birthday party which took place on one of the
stone areas near the dining room. Everyone
was impressed with the home-made ice cream,
which was rarely seen in Beersheba for ice had
to be sent from Tracy City. I also remember the
big bouquet of Queen Anne’s Lace in the
middle of the table.

All around the porches was a waist-high
lattice balustrade, giving it the privacy of a
living room. Indeed it was just that. At one
corner there was a circular area, which had a
grass rug, cane-backed sofa, rocking chairs,

Queen Anne’s Lace and orange Butterfly
Weed were among the blossoms I remember
among those in the flower borders on each side
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of the sandy path leading from the latched front
gate to the nine or ten steps leading up to the
cottage porch, sort of an English front yard
garden. As I recall it, George and Clara were the
gardeners.

certainly have a cottage when I was “grownup.”
Clara was one of my dearest friends. When she
died, I was taken to her funeral – the first one I
ever went to – at the little Trinity Episcopal
Church on Lafayette Street. She is inextricably
bound up with my Beersheba memories.

Clara and I sometimes went for the mail
after supper, for it would not be sorted until
then. It was quite a little walk to the Post
Office, and as it was about dark when we left,
we carried along a lighted coal-oil lantern.
Sometimes late in the afternoon, she took me to
Sunset Rock, which was my favorite spot in
Beersheba and where I decided I would

Fortunately the old saying, “Don’t go back”
does not apply to Beersheba. Not only is the old
hotel building preserved but also some of the
oldest cottages remain in the hands of the same
families, and the sense of Beersheba’s
individuality seems to have been maintained by
the newcomers till the present day.
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A Young Doctor at the Hotel
Henry Carroll Smith
My life began in South Pittsburgh,
Tennessee. My father was the supervisor of
commissaries for the Tennessee Coal and Iron
Company, now owned by the United States
Steel Company. It was his duty to establish his
residence in each town where a new mine was
being opened. Thus it was that in 1904, when I
was quite small, our family was located in Tracy
City. Soon after, we moved to Coalmont, and
because there were no passenger cars for the
trains, we traveled in the cab of a locomotive.
On arrival we found a new house, with
telephone installed, waiting for us. Four or five
other families from Tracy City had already
moved there. The balance of the population of
Coalmont were of local origin, and had had
only limited access to the amenities of life.

made of some kind of shining metal, from the
mouth of which a stream of water flowed.
The most unforgettable experience of my
early life in Grundy County began when my
sisters and I were attending a Christmas
celebration in the Episcopal Church in Tracy
City. We were in the vestibule, when we heard a
shot ring out at the entrance to a nearby mine.
We soon learned that the shot had caused the
death of a young man, son of one of my
mother’s friends, as he emerged from the mine
and was shot by one of a band of strikers. I
attended the funeral with my family, which
included the viewing of the corpse of the
deceased in the open coffin in the church.
Less distressing, but also exciting
shootings were those of a wolf, found just
behind our barn, and of a rattlesnake, coiled
outside our back door. The snake was shot
through the screen door. I have never liked
snakes.

The people connected with the company
could be found on many Sundays riding a hand
car up and down the railroad. The men would
stand at a platform on one end and pump for
dear life while the women and children
crowded on two parallel seats on the other end,
with a narrow aisle separating them. On
holidays the company people would gather by
arrangement at whatever house the ladies
would choose. Most families had a horse and
buggy, and frequently we drove to the Swiss
Colony, Gruetli, not far away. There we bought
cheese, wine, and apples. The five members of
our family, including my two sisters and
myself, drove, but not very often, to Beersheba.
The road was “corduroy,” constructed of the
trunks of small trees laid parallel to each other
and at right angles to the direction of the road.
This must have been difficult for the horse; it
was surely uncomfortable for the occupants of
the buggy.

Shortly after these episodes, my father
resigned from Tennessee Coal and Iron, and we
moved to Rockwood, Tennessee, where I grew
up. While this ended our residence on Broad
Mountain, I did go with my mother on several
occasions to visit friends of hers in Tracy City.
My next experience with Grundy County
began in the spring of 1926, when I was asked
by a staff doctor at St. Thomas Hospital in
Nashville, where I was finishing my first
internship, if I would like to serve the hotel at
Beersheba as physician that summer. I
accepted the offer immediately, and will try to
describe how I found the place which I had first
seen so many years before.
Equipped with a new doctor’s bag, driving
my new Ford, I began the trip to Beersheba. I
took the road up the mountain at Monteagle,
and then on to Tracy City. I stopped long
enough to see a patient I had known at St.
Thomas. She was of the Swiss family Marugg,
and I recalled that a man, possibly her
husband, had given my father an Alpenstock

I can remember the large hotel dining
room at Beersheba where we had lunch, and
the observatory in front of the hotel. My father
took me out down the mountainside to one
end, and looking backward and upward, I could
see under the observatory, embedded in the
slope of the mountain itself, the head of a lion
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which he had brought from Switzerland. As our
acquaintance grew, Mrs. Marugg gave me some
wonderful strawberry wine and cake.

there was a bed, a large pitcher and a bowl
sitting on a washstand. Seeing the pitcher, I
remembered the story that if a guest would put
a quarter in the pitcher, and after dark leave it
under the observatory, he would find it filled
with corn whiskey next morning. I never tried
this, but after being taken to my room, Mrs.
Mears informed me that there was a very sick
man, a guest at one of the cottages, and that I
was expected to call on him right away. My
practice had begun.

Next, I drove to Coalmont, and there
located the wife of the company superintendent
and stopped to chat a little with her. She had
two sons, with whom I had had great fun
playing, frequently joined by their billy goat. I
noticed that there had been very little change in
the towns, the principal one being the paving of
the main street. The last town I drove through
before reaching my destination was Altamont,
the county seat of Grundy. The structures I
remember best were the jail and the courthouse
and a large barnlike structure across the road
from the latter which was a store belonging to
two brothers named Northcut. I remembered
once riding on a horse behind my father from
Coalmont to call on these gentlemen.

The patient and his wife had come to visit
relatives at Beersheba, hoping that the water
there might be good for his trouble. Unfortunately, the illness, acute nephritis, was far
advanced, and after one or two days he died. I
wondered what losing my first patient might do
to my prospects on the mountain.
After calling on the poor gentlemen, I
returned to the hotel for dinner. It was
arranged for me to have a private table;
however, the manager explained that when a
single male came to the hotel to spend the
weekend, he would be seated with me. Most of
the men who came along were pleasant enough,
and often were able to help me learn more
about Beersheba and the people who came
there. One of the topics that interested me was
the women card players. Some of the ladies, it
seemed to me, were quite sharp at the game.
One gentlemen from whom they had extracted
all the coin he had with him told me that he
intended to stay as long as necessary to learn
their system. Others said that one of the players
had boasted that she had won from her own
daughter a blanket which she needed. All in all,
the people who came to the hotel were of
different castes. Several of the women, to my
gratification, had young children with them.

Still farther on, we came to a small white
church among the pines by the roadside. I
made a mental note to attend services there
sometime. When finally I did go, I found only a
few horses and mules hitched to the trees surrounding the church and not many more
people inside. The minister’s lament, repeated
many times, was one I could not forget: “Oh
Lord, the world’s on wheels a-going away from
the house of God.” He knew that the automobile had stolen his congregation.
At last, I reached Beersheba. After the
church, the road led by a small store, a short
distance beyond which a large cottage sat on
the right on an elevated lawn. This was the
Howell Cottage. Later, I learned that the lady
who owned it was there to spend her fiftieth
summer, having come long ago to escape
cholera and other summer plagues in Nashville.
On my way to the hotel, I passed a
“homemade” baseball diamond, and soon after
there was a row of small connecting cottages
which led on to the larger building, which stood
at right angles to the cottages. It was two
stories high, with both upper and lower porches
along its entire length. Mrs. Mears, wife of the
manager, showed me my room. Actually there
were two rooms, extending from the front
porch overlooking the observatory into the
courtyard on the rear. However, for all its
space, it had few conveniences. In each room

The hotel suited me completely. Because it
was necessary that the presence of a physician
be included in its advertising, Mr. and Mrs.
Mears considered my presence very important,
and could not have been more thoughtful of
me. For instance, when they learned that I liked
horseback riding, they referred me to a man
who was unwilling to rent his horse to unaccustomed riders. He insisted, however, that I
take his horse for the summer without pay. In
riding I tried not to go too far away from the
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hotel because I might be required there. As may
be supposed, the patients I had came only from
the summer people, and were few in number.
Their illnesses included poison ivy, ingrown
toenails, intestinal upsets, and mild children’s
complaints. I lived in dread of snake bites and
am still grateful that none occurred.

I could diagnose, but had no means to treat.
After consultation with the physicians at
Monteagle, it was concluded that she should go
by ambulance to her surgeon in Nashville. She
did, and I learned later that the surgery had
been performed and the patient was well. The
only difficult cases which I treated that summer
have now been described. The first came upon
me the day of my arrival, and the last occurred
just before my tenure on the mountain was
over. I had so much to enjoy that I had almost
forgotten my medical responsibilities.

One evening, toward the end of the
summer, I was called to attend the hostess of a
supper party at which I had earlier been a
guest. She was in great pain, the cause of which
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Cousin to Cousin: Two Boyhoods Revisited
Dr. Charles C. Trabue IV wrote this account of his visits to Beersheba for his cousin by the
same name Charles C. Trabue, Jr.
I don’t hold with the fellow who said that
“nostalgia is not what it used to be.” I think
nostalgia is alive and well and a lot of pleasure
– and will probably continue to improve. My
earliest memories of Beersheba date back to the
summer of 1922 when mother and father
rented the middle Brown cottage1 on the mall –
the same one that your family had the previous
summer. Both of my older sisters, Ellen and
Lucinda, were there for at least a part of the
summer. My recollection is that Malone
Magruder was at Beersheba for a while,
possibly with his parents or visiting Mrs. Julia
Trabue, who was his aunt. At any rate, I was old
enough, nearly 16, to realize that something
silly called “romance” was going on between
him and my sister Ellen. And sure enough, this
culminated in their marriage on June 3, 1925,
in Nashville. I recall that on many mornings
you and Tommy, having had breakfast at
Roundtop2, would arrive at our house while we
were having breakfast, and you always had
room for a few more hot cakes and syrup. You
were both favorites of my parents and were
more than welcome to join the family. I think of
my relationship to the two of you as being more
than friendly, though I was older by four and
six years, respectively, than you.

good weather, there was tennis, swimming, and
hiking. We thought nothing of walking to
Long’s or Laurel, swimming half a day and
walking back. We frequently organized all day
hikes to T'other or Peak Mountain. I remember
one such excursion to the top of T'other and
when we got up there we were not so sure
which end of the mountain we had reached. We
wanted to leave some kind of mark that we
could see when we got back atop Beersheba
Mountain. We held strategy sessions and
finally one of the girls produced a white
petticoat. This signal was securely fixed as a
signal flag high in a tree. And sure enough,
when we got back to Beersheba, and with the
help of binoculars, we were able to see our flag,
and it was way down at the left end of the
mountain. We gave that spot the name
“Petticoat Point” and it can still be recognized
by some of us today – about 60 years later.
In the evenings, or when the weather was
bad, we usually gathered at Grandma Howell’s
and played cards. I don’t remember just what
games we played, but they were simple and
adaptable to most any number of players. In
good weather we often spent our time playing
games in the yard, like hide-and-seek and some
variations of it. One of the more popular
variations allowed two or more participants to
hide in the same place. I say this was a popular
variation, and that was so because the
participants were of both genders, and if one
was able to hide in a spot with his favorite
flame of the moment, it would allow a proximity that was quite exciting in a puerile sort of
way. You see, pairing off was not practiced
much by this gang in the middle twenties. The
members of our age group that I remember as
being there most constantly, summer after
summer, were: you and Tommy; a large
contingent from Grandma Howell’s, including
Bettie, Martha and Tom Weaver; Maud and

As far as I was concerned, that summer
and the four that followed were for me truly
halcyon years. Not a care in the world.
Practically no responsibilities and free to play
all day and all evening. It seems to me that
there were usually 10 or 15 kids of close to the
same age and with mutual interests and there
was almost uniform congeniality among us. In
1

2

Probably the house described in Vol. II as the
Beersheba Lane Inn and known since 2011 as
Cousins' Cottage.
See “Early years of the Trabues at Beersheba” in Vol.
II.
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Boyte Howell; Betty and Bob Orr; Mary Phillips
and Parke Street; the two Bailey boys, George
and Jennings, from Washington (their sisters
Lizzie and Lucy were like my two sisters, Ellen
and Lucinda, too sophisticated to associate
with our crowd); there were others who came
from time to time, and I have saved the best for
last – Sue (Soo) Lewis from St. Louis. I don’t
remember just when our chemistries began to
attract each other; I think it was a gradual
process. She was really a very beautiful girl;
blond with brown hair and eyes and lovely
complexion. In spite of her femininity, she was
a good sport and participated as much as
anyone in our vigorous life. Our friendship
became warmer and warmer, and by the end of
the summer of ‘24 I was hoping that we would
have a permanent relationship in spite of the
fact that I was going to college that fall and
then planned to take four years in medical
school. But I had not been very long at
Davidson College when I received a “Dear
John” letter telling me that she was engaged to
an older man in St. Louis. I could not believe it
and thought that it was almost certainly a
scheme devised by her parents against her will.
I didn’t much think I would ever get over my
grief.

Miss Mary Hollins’ Lover’s Leap and the large
Johnson cottage3 on the Domain. The wedding
was a lovely affair staged in the front yard. The
preacher, Dr. B.E. Wallace, pastor of Moore
Memorial Presbyterian Church in Nashville,
stood with his back to the valley. The wedding
party and the guests faced the valley and the
beautiful view beyond. It was a lovely early
summer day. Following the ceremony mother
had arranged a seated breakfast for the
wedding party and guests in the back yard. I
was the proud best man; and, following
breakfast, the bride and groom got in the car
with me proudly at the wheel for the long trip
to Cowan. You see the point of the early
morning wedding time was to allow them to
reach Cowan to catch the Dixie Flyer to New
Orleans for the beginning of their honeymoon.
I remember that Clark and I had spent the
previous night at the Johnson cottage, as it
would not be proper for him to spend that night
in the same house as his bride to be. I recall
feeling very sophisticated spending the night
with a man who was to marry the next day.
Why it took so long to get there
Father [W. D. Trabue] did not spend the
summer at Beersheba but commuted from
Nashville several times each summer for short
visits. He left an old Maxwell touring car with
us for emergencies and such. I had lots of fun
with that car when I was occasionally allowed
to use it. I remember that the battery became
so low that we were not allowed to use the
lights. This was no problem. On the rare
occasions when we used it at night I would
drive and George Bailey would lie down on the
front fender holding a flashlight so I could see
the trees along the edge of the road. Of course,
there was no other traffic on the road in that
era. The road out to our house was, of course,
unpaved and in muddy weather the ruts
became quite deep. I was careful to keep the
wheels in the same rut. There was a swinging
gate between this road and the drive up to the
Ferris cottage. After the road dried just right, I
was able to put the car in low gear and, being
sure that the wheels were properly set in the
rut, I would jump out, open the gate, allow the
car to make the turn in the ruts and to pass

There were certainly some special events
that I remember, one of them being the
building of the dam across Laurel Creek. It was
above the falls and just where the road from
Beersheba now crosses the creek. We did not
think of it as work but rather as a great
adventure and a rather heroic accomplishment
for a bunch of teenage kids. The dream of
having a swimming pool so much closer to
home was an inspiration. We scratched our
initials in the fresh cement and sometimes two
sets of initials were linked to indicate a special
relationship. I searched for some of those
initials on a recent trip to Laurel but, alas, time
has now taken its toll on the initials as well as
the relationships!
In June 1924, my sister Lucinda married
David Clark Statler from New York at
Beersheba. That was our second summer at the
Ferris cottage, which was an old but well
maintained two-story frame cottage standing
close to, and facing the brow of the mountain.
At that time it was the only cottage between

3
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Known as Morgan Lodge in Vol. II.

through the gate. Then I would close the gate
and run fast enough to catch up and jump in
the car and drive on to the house without being
observed by my elders. I don’t believe it ever
left the ruts or bumped the gateposts or a tree.

come down from New Jersey to the wedding,
was about my age. I invited a couple of my
Hume-Fogg4 classmates, Bill Trimble and
Peggy Williamson, I believe. We had all just
graduated. They were all good sports, and we
joined the other Beersheba regulars in all the
activities. It was a great party. But can you
imagine Mother, who had just hosted the large
home wedding of her daughter, being willing to
put up with a bunch of teenage house guests?
Such is Mother love!

Another experience I had with that
Maxwell was a trip I made from the woods
behind the Howell cottage straight through the
woods to the head of Alum Gap. Not even a
logging trail – just following my sense of
direction and memory from previous trips on
foot. Such trips are common today in jeeps and
such, but that old Maxwell was not built for
such rugged trips. I can see it today as being
irresponsible, but on that occasion it was quite
an adventure.

When I was a freshman at Davidson
College, my roommate was a boy named Clisby
Dubose. His parents were Presbyterian
missionaries to China, and I believe he had
been born in that country. At least he had been
educated in Soochow, and he had a fine English
education. He had practically no relatives in
America, and I was allowed to invite him to
come home with me. That was the summer that
father had decided that, now that I was college
age, I should spend my time in a worthwhile
endeavor. He got me a job as a day laborer
building the road up the mountain. Clisby’s
visit did not last long, and as soon as he left I
reported to Ben Hill, the foreman of the road
gang. All the other workers were native
mountain men, and it was a truly broadening
experience to share the conversations of these
men and to learn something of their style of
life, something of their standards, their sense of
values. It did bring home to me a real appreciation of what a privileged life I was leading.

Another recollection of the Ferris cottage
concerns a cook we had brought from Nashville
for the summer. The Bailey family was staying
with us, and it was a large household. One
evening toward dusk, this middle-aged obese
cook made a trip to the outhouse, which was
about 50 or more feet from the house. When
she opened the door, she saw a large
rattlesnake coiled on the seat and shaking his
tail to make that ominous rattling sound. We
heard her screams as she ran all the way back
to the house and burst into the room still
screaming and white as a sheet. I think she was
a city woman with no experience with snakes;
and, as I remember it, she headed back to the
city the next day!
Another memory I have of the Ferris place
was the summer that mother required me to
spend a certain amount of time each day
reading. I think I read a number of Dickens’
volumes that summer. I would be sent to my
upstairs bedroom to read undisturbed. There
was a great oak tree close to the house with a
large limb just outside my window. I was able
to climb with my book through the window and
into the oak tree. There I would find a comfortable crotch to settle in for my educational
reading. Today it makes all my old bones and
joints ache just to think about it, but then I
thought it an ideal place to relax and read.

The road we were working on had
previously been not much more than a creek
bed. There were huge boulders that had to be
blasted and moved. Of course, there was no
road building equipment. It was all hand labor.
There was one horse-drawn slide-shovel to help
move earth and rocks in the deep cuts. At the
end of the day, there were no trucks to ride to
the top of the mountain. It was a matter of
climbing on foot and that was character
building. One can imagine how covered with
dirt and sweat I was at the end of the day. No
running water, of course, but we did have a hattub. I had had previous experience with hattubs at my grandfather O’Bryan’s house at
Ridgetop. The tub was hat-shaped and

The year I graduated from high school was
the year Lucinda married at Beersheba. The
week after the wedding I gave a house party for
several days. Clark’s sister, Margaret, who had

4
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probably five feet across. It rested on the floor,
top side down, and water was poured in to fill
the crown. Then one sat on the under side of
the brim with his feet in the water, being very
careful not to upset the balance of things and
cause the tub to topple over. It was quite a feat
to get a really dirty, sweaty body clean in this
manner and makes me appreciate my nice
warm shower.

almost isolated community surrounded by
friends and relatives. We were scarcely aware of
the outside world. No radios, no daily papers,
no television, no pot, no cocaine, and although
I suppose whiskey was available we never saw
any or even thought of it. I’m sure that my
character and that of my friends was favorably
influenced by those wonderful summers at
Beersheba in the mid-1920s.

The hotel in those days did not have many
young guests. They were mostly elderly with a
large proportion being widows. There were allday and long-into-the-night card games and we
kids heard that they “played for money.” I
remember especially Mrs. Hoyte and a lady
whose name was Ittie Kinney Reno, who was
said to be a real medium. The food in the
dining room was excellent and served in
generous quantities with many dishes,
especially vegetables and fruit. There was a
bowling alley where the church now stands
though I don’t believe it was still operative in
my time. There was another building on hotel
property, set in the woods just beyond Marvin
Brown’s store, and reserved for men. It could
accommodate, I believe about 20 men in two
rows, back to back. After breakfast there might
be a waiting line.

My mother died on May 15, 1927, and our
family never had another summer at
Beersheba. I did not know that Beersheba was
still to play a role in my future life. In the
summer of ‘27, I was invited to visit Uncle
Charlie and his family at Roundtop. Jennings
Bailey and some of his family were there, and
Jennings had some dates with Julie (always
called Biddie) Ritzius. I had never known
Biddie, but I recalled seeing her many times
riding along the roads on a fine black horse.
She was certainly a beautiful brunette with a
stately carriage and a very reserved manner.
Since Jennings had had the nerve to ask for a
date, I decided that I could also ask for a date.
And so Biddie and I had our first date and as
time went on our romance continued and
culminated in our marriage on June 6, 1931.
Our wedding was also an alfresco affair on the
lawn of her mother’s home. This home, which
has since burned and been rebuilt, was the first
house on the left after passing Grace Chapel on
the Backbone Road. It is now owned by
Comfort Adams Randolph. Mrs. Ritzius was the
widowed daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Arnold
Hunerwadel. (I believe Mr. Hunerwadel was
one of the largest and strongest men I have
ever known. He had a huge frame and was all
muscle. He was a first generation American,
having immigrated from Switzerland at about
the same time that a large colony of Swiss
immigrants founded Gruetli.) After our
marriage, I was not able to take much time for
vacations at Beersheba because of the demands
of my final year in medical school, years of
graduate training, and the early years of
practice.

Another adjunct of the hotel was the
observatory, across the road and supported
over the brow of the mountain. It was a popular
meeting place and at one time was used as a
launching site for hot air balloons made by Dr.
Beverly Douglas, a plastic surgeon who had
very skilled hands, and who loved to fashion
these balloons from tissue paper and bamboo
strips. There was a small container with a
candle in the bottom to create the hot air. The
launchings were always at night, and it was
very exciting to see this beautiful lighted
balloon sail up and out over the valley and away
toward T'other until it appeared as only a spot
of light in the distance no larger than a star.
There were some early ecologists who said
there was the risk of starting a forest fire, but I
never heard of such a fire being thus started.

Nostalgia! I relive those early years every
time I visit you and Mary and your family and
show Mellicent a bit of Beersheba.

In retrospect I can’t envision a more
enjoyable, more healthy, more wholesome
environment for the maturing years of young
boys and girls. We were actually living in an

– Charles C. Trabue IV, M.D.
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A Girl’s Simple Pleasures in the 1930s
Suzanne Gibson Fassnacht
stirrup and having Pappy Kisling's fool old gray
horse bite me in the rump every single time.

•Waking up early at the Turner Cottage before
Rina came to the kitchen and slipping out of
the bedroom door into the pantry and getting a
big slab of devil's food cake with white icing
and a tomato and climbing up to the maple
treehouse and lighting a candle that I kept in
one of William Burns' cigar boxes I had nailed
to the limb.

•Eating fried chicken and knowing we'd have
chicken slickers (flat dumplings) and biscuits
with blackberry jam that Rina cooked in the big
white pot that just kept the juice from boiling
out.
•And at nighttime looking at stereoptican slides
of all the places around Beersheba while Uncle
Fred played chess with Cousin Turner.

•Seeing William go out to milk the cow and
going to watch and getting him to squirt some
milk into my mouth.

•Putting on my p.j.'s over a shirt and a pair of
shorts and telling Aunt Bess and Mom and
Uncle Fred goodnight – at a distance – so they
wouldn't know and later sneaking out my side
door and waiting until Miss Mary Means went
on by with her lantern shining so bright you
could see her legs through her pink voile dress
and then hiding my p.j.'s under the cattle
catcher at the car gate and going with Laura
and Louise and George and Morty Adams and
Dub McGee out Grassy Ridge road to Lover's
Leap where "that man has a moonshine still
cause there's a spring under there."

•Listening to Rina haggle with Mr. Hunerwadel
over how much she'd pay for his beans.
•Watching William sling a chicken around by
its head to break its neck and throwing it onto
the ground and putting a wash pan over it so it
wouldn't "flop all over Mrs. Sally's yard and
bloody it up."
•Going to Brown's store and getting a little bag
of candy that Mr. Marvin filled out of his candy
bins with a scoop of a little of this kind and a
little of that or "maybe some of that other kind"
and a liquorice strap stuck in on top.

•And asking Morty if he was scared and his
telling me he just liked to whistle.

•Cutting through the fields to Laurel Falls with
Aunt Bess Cason and wading and then walking
back with no panties on cause Aunt Bess was
carrying the "wet muddy things" and passing by
under the Hobbs' big apple tree and not being
able to reach the apples.

•Watching the shooting stars down at
Balancing Rock and hoping I'd get kissed "by
the one you love."
•Slipping into my bed with Mama Turner's quilt
over me and leaving the lamp lit so I could be
sure the big spider stayed in his web way up in
the corner of my room by the door and so I
could find the pot during the night and not get
a spanking for using the wicker waste basket in
the dark, and deciding that some day I'd get
REAL sick or OLD like Mama and then they'd
have to let me use the bathroom like Mama did.

•Winning a nickel off Uncle Fred Cason for not
wiggling and giggling while he counted my ribs.
•Going across the street to see Laura Caldwell
and playacting on the stage upstairs and being
afraid to use their outhouse because it hung
over the bluff.
•Taking a nap on the big swing on the porch
and talking to George McCloud over in the
hammock on Mrs. Margaret's porch.

•And lying there wondering what I'd look like in
Aunt Bess' old fashioned bathing suit with the
wool underpants and the black and cherry red
taffeta dress over it.

•Getting up on the mounting block out by the
front gate and putting my left foot up in the
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the summer we had all the wrecks on the big
curve down under Mrs. Sadie Burch's cottage.

•And singing "I'll Never Say Never Again,
Again" that Saturday night down at the Hotel
with Florence and Lucia Vinton and Shirley
and Jean Johnson.

•Being mad at Mr. Greeter the summer he tried
to charge everybody to go swimming at Long's.

•And falling asleep thinking about Elijah
Walker bringing his donkey over to take me
riding and knowing he'd scare me half to death
by dropping back and running ahead and then
jumping out from a tree and yelling that Indian
yell that his grandmother would have been
proud of and wishing Elijah was my brother.

•And picking seed ticks off of Rosalie Adams in
that little shack up behind the big rock.
•Watching for Mom's car lights down in the
valley from the observatory while Mr. Jack
Keefe played the piano and sang, "I want my
rib, I want my rib. They took it from me when I
was a child you see, I'll bet she's grown up now
and pretty as can be. I want my rib ..." And
suddenly seeing Mom's car and knowing it was
Mom by the way she was flying like the wind
and knowing we'd sleep together that last night
of the summer because my mattress was all
rolled up and tied and standing on its end to
keep the mice out.

•Hiding under a cover on one of the big swings
on the porch and shining a flashlight up at the
ceiling to make the bats swoop down on us.
Going down to the Hotel and watching Mrs.
Hoyte's little bull dog stand up on his hind legs
and say his prayers.
•And going down to the dining room door to
smell the good smells and guessing what they'd
have for dinner and watching Morty Howell get
chased out of the kitchen for snitching crackers.

•And not even being sad about leaving because
I never thought about not coming back next
summer. I always have.

•Idolizing Dr. Bayer, the "doctor" at the Hotel

1908
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Hazards of the Road
Dan McGugin, Jr., as told to Sam Howell
In the early days of motoring to Beersheba,
the high road was often as adventurous as the
low road through the woods, and ten times
more dangerous. Dan McGugin, Jr. will never
forget a trip down the mountain one stormy
night around July 4, 1931, nor will his
passengers, George Houston of Woodbury and
Harriett Batchelor Tyne. Dark clouds had been
building all that muggy afternoon but the three
were determined to get started anyway.
Halfway down the mountain the heavens
opened, as had been predicted.

mountainfolk came along and spotted the
headlights shining down below and stopped to
investigate. Because of his white suit, George
was found quickly, still lying in the bushes
unconscious. There was a tremendous struggle
to get the injured out of the water and up the
muddy bank. One of the mountain men later
described their difficulties trying to help
Harriett up the slippery bank in the memorable
phrase “and h’it a’rainin’, and her a'cussin’.”
Harriett and George were put in the back
seat and big Dan, still pretty groggy, stood on
the running board of the Model-T which picked
them up, holding onto the top for dear life as
they sped through the darkness in the blinding
cloudburst. Another motorist overtook them
and stopped them by honking furiously. Dan
was transferred to the comfort and relative
safety of the other car for the rest of the trip to
the McMinnville clinic, where, lying on his back
with both eyes closed, Dan gazed up at the
surgeon through the big slit in his eyelid. It was
a near thing, but they all recovered in time, and
Dixie Roberts salvaged the McGugin car.

The car was a snappy little Ford A-Model
soft-top coupe, all up to date except that the
windshield wiper was still hand-cranked. Pretty
soon the inside of the windshield began to fog
up. By the time they had reached the foot of the
mountain and the old single-lane, one-way-ata-time, rusty iron trestle bridge over the
Collins, Dan says he was so busy trying to keep
both sides of the windshield clear that he barely
had one hand free for the steering wheel. But
that was just part of the problem.
The road approached the bridge at quite an
angle and then turned sharply onto the planks
that formed a pair of tracks running across the
floor of the bridge. Dan saw what he had to do
to make it safely and he spun the wheel at the
right moment but the little car had other ideas.
It just kept going in the direction it had been
headed and plunged through the gap in the
broken guard rail where another car or two had
been before. They plunged twenty feet right
side up into the river below.

About an hour after they plunged through
the guard rail the heavy rain had finally come
to end in Nashville where Dan’s little brother
Leonard was saying goodbye to Harriett’s little
sister Pamela at the Batchelor home. In backing
his car to turn around Leonard had somehow
got mired in soft ground or a flower bed and
the other boys were trying to push him out. Mr.
Batchelor had stepped outside to see if he could
help or better direct the operation when he was
summoned inside by a phone call. It was long
distance – Harriett herself with the news of her
broken leg.

The impact broke the engine mounts. Dan
was knocked cold and badly bloodied by flying
glass which slashed an eyelid open. George was
thrown clear and into the bushes unconscious.
Harriett, sitting between the two men, broke
her leg, probably on the gearshift. She, too, was
knocked out but was the first to come to.

Years later Mr. Batchelor, a generous and
forgiving man, confided to Dan that when that
phone call came, he thought he’d had just about
all he could stomach of the McGugin boys in
one day.

They had not been in the water long before
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Summer Cloudburst
Morton B. Howell, Jr
(Also known as Morton B. Howell, VI)
In 1928, when I was still in knee pants and
the public road system of Tennessee and its
counties was not much further advanced, there
was more than one route, and more than one
means of transportation which its devotees
might use, in traveling from Nashville to their
beloved Beersheba Springs.

side at right angles to the direction of the road.
Besides the auto road, which required all
day for its passage to Beersheba, maybe longer,
if rain or serious trouble was encountered,
there was also, at least for most of the journey,
the railroad.
In June of 1928, my grandmother Jennie
Howell and her sister Mat Thompson invited
me to go with them to open Nanhaven for the
season. I was nearly nine, reasonably selfreliant, and considered sufficiently mature to
be of some slight help in running errands for
the two ladies, who were then in their sixties
and seventies respectively, but active of mind,
and body, and fully experienced in the
requirements of the annual cottage-opening
process.

The way-stations on the route in any case
included Murfreesboro, but then it might be, if
by auto road, Woodbury, McMinnville, and up
the Collins River to the old stage road; there
one branch, to the left, extended over Peak
Mountain and on to Chattanooga; the other
branch climbed to the top of Broad Mountain,
by a very steep route to Beersheba on the brow,
then headed off across its top to Altamont,
Coalmont, Tracy City, Monteagle, and Sewanee,
sitting on another edge of the same plateau.

So we boarded the train at Nashville’s
Union Station about 9:00 A.M. on a Thursday
and traveled without incident to Murfreesboro,
thence to Shelbyville. There the rail route left
the motor vehicle road and ascended
Tullahoma plateau by way of Normandy, with
its second syllable heavily accented by the train
conductor, thence to Tullahoma, at that time a
summer resort of sorts. It then went to
Winchester and Cowan. At Cowan, we got off
and changed trains, taking the “Mountain
Goat” as the Sewanee boys called it, which was
able to cope with the steeper grades up the
mountain, then across it, through Monteagle
and Tracy City to Coalmont. At that point we
got off the train for good, for the railroad then
took a southerly turn toward Palmer, even
farther from our destination than Coalmont,
which was 12 miles from Beersheba.

Alternatively, one could turn more
southerly on the road at Murfreesboro and
head for Shelbyville, Tullahoma, Winchester,
and Cowan before climbing the mountain at
Sewanee and then proceeding across its top
some 32 miles to the Beersheba destination.
Because this was part of the route from
Nashville to Atlanta, U.S. Highway 41, it was
the better, more reliable road1.
The first-described route made the
distance about 100 miles, the second was
roughly 125 miles. The route either way was
mostly unpaved, though there was a narrow
concrete ribbon extending to the Davidson
County line from Nashville and a roller-coaster
blacktop from Lavergne the rest of the way to
Murfreesboro. From then on the surface was
either crushed limestone, or gravel, or dirt; on
top of the plateau some was sand and in steep
places, corduroy, made by cutting saplings of
diameters 3 to 6 inches and laying them side by
1

Dennis Brown, second son of Marvin, the
Beersheba storekeeper, met us in his father’s
Overland touring car, which had seats for us,
and room for our bags, except for Aunt Mat’s
wardrobe trunk, which would come later and
provide additional revenue for the enterprising
Brown family.

There seems to be some confusion here. U.S. 41,
Dixie Highway, then as now continued from
Murfreesboro to Pelham, then up the mountain to
Monteagle, over to Tracy City and down the
mountain. The route via Shelbyville was possible but
longer. It was, however, the route of the train. - Ed.

At Nanhaven, we were met by Mr. and
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Mrs. Eddie Brown, who had already begun the
sweeping process on the porch, with the
husband wielding the extended broom to bring
down cobwebs and the residue of winter
occupancy by a small colony of bats from the
porch rafters. Aunt Mat produced her
collection of keys which opened the various
doors, by then being equipped in some
instances with two types of locks, and in other
instances even a third, a padlock which was
applied to the kitchen, detached from the house
building, but connected by the porch. Also
locked were the bathroom, the two doors to the
two room cabin, and even the dairy, under a
mound in the backyard which had its own
padlock. It also had a sawdust-filled door which
was thought to resist the summer heat and
allow large blocks of ice, obtained for special
occasions, to last longer within its stone and
earthen confines than they might have in
another place.

At this point let me observe that the top of
Beersheba Mountain was then quite heavily
wooded, more so than today. There were many
clear streams which drained the area. Some
joined others, flowed to the plateau’s edge, then
plunged over sandstone-capped falls to tumble
down the mountain, eventually to join Collins
River. The porous mixture of sand and
limestone clay on the valley floor allowed a
remarkable phenomenon. Some of the streams
which came off the mountain simply
disappeared, to surface again later. Such an
occurrence may be seen today at the so-called
Alum Gap Pool in the valley. One hundred
yards downstream from the pool the water
disappears. The stream bed continues, but dry.
The water appears again two miles farther
down, in a pool underneath the blue cliff which
can be seen from the Beersheba-McMinnville
Highway. Despite the absence of water, there is
a well-defined water course, parts of which
have been called the “dry wash” which extends
from the Alum Gap pool to the Blue Cliff pool
and on farther to where the stream comes in
from the big spring, marking the beginning of
the year-round stream known as Collins River.
The east side of Collins River valley also is
formed by a steep slope which goes to the top of
the same plateau, which lies roughly 900 feet
above the valley. The valley soil is generally
considered more fertile, and a better area for
agricultural activities, than is the sandy soil on
top of the plateau where Beersheba sits. The
valley gradually widens to the north where the
big spring stream comes in, but at the foot of
the mountain where the present road, and the
former stage road, reached the valley floor, it
was only a half mile wide. Southerly toward the
foot of Peak Mountain the valley gradually
narrows, being only 200 or 300 yards wide
there, and up the two branches, Big Creek (or
Stone Door) Gulf on one side and Savage Gulf
on the other, it narrows even more. Given a
heavy downpour, the water could collect in the
steep-sided gulfs, and suddenly appear on the
narrow, flat valley floor at the foot of Peak
Mountain. This is probably what happened.

There was no electricity, coal oil lamps
being the chief source of night illumination,
and wood being the fuel for the cooking stove.
A black cook would come along later but
for the present the two ladies would fix
breakfast, and we would take lunch at the hotel
and evening dinner with Miss Mary Means who
had already opened her hostelry on the bluff
some 300 yards away by path through the
woods, or slightly farther, if we chose to travel
by way of Dahlgren and Armfield Avenues, in
either case on foot.
The three of us occupied three separate
rooms; Mamma Jennie took the blue room
with its own door on the front porch. Aunt
Mat’s room, sometimes called the yellow room,
opened onto the back porch; I was assigned the
pink room, across the main hallway from the
blue room with access to it from the hall, the
porch, and the yellow room by an inner door.
The housecleaning and returning furniture
to the front porch, with Mr. Brown’s help,
proceeded well in the sultry weather, on Friday,
but after we returned to Nanhaven from our
evening meal with Miss Mary Means, it began
to rain. It continued through the night and the
next morning, and continued to pour when we
went down to the hotel for our mid-day meal.

As the ladies and I approached the hotel
for our noontime meal in raincoats and
carrying umbrellas, we noticed several people
standing on the old observatory, which was
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mostly open plank platform with a small
gazebo in its center, looking straight down into
the valley. We heard some mention of flood,
and as we walked to the edge, we could see that
in fact the valley floor from the foot of
Beersheba Mountain to the foot of T'other
Mountain was covered by water flowing swiftly
toward the north. As we watched, it was
apparent that the water level was rising and
within a few minutes, we saw a small framed
schoolhouse, which had stood close to where
the present bridge over the dry wash now
stands, being swept from its moorings by the
raging torrent. Farther downstream, to the
north, a small barn, with a steep shingled roof,
was also seen wavering on its foundations and
before long it too was wafted off toward the
north, slowly, bumping its way through gulleys
in the bottom, possibly fenceposts and other
obstacles, all of which it overcame with the vast
rush of water behind it.

of the valley, who is said to have seen a “wall of
water” coming down Stone Door Gulf toward
his cabin home slightly above the valley floor,
and to have saddled his horse, or mule, and
ridden off to the north to tell those whose
cabins were situated on the lowest ground of
the approaching danger. Of course, as the
valley widened, and the extent of the usually
dry stream bed, the dry wash, increased, the
water left the fields and returned to its bed so
that past the little village of Tarleton, the water
was nearly all within the banks of the dry wash.
However, there remained for several years the
roof of the barn which I have mentioned earlier
which sat in a field near Tarlton, where it had
been stranded many years earlier. I cannot say
whether the owner of the land wanted to be
reminded of the ferocity of the natural
elements which he or his predecessors had seen
unleashed, or whether he just never got around
to doing anything about the stranded roof and
removing it.

We knew that the Wid Morton House, a log
cabin with puncheon floor also sat in the valley,
but on higher ground than the two buildings we
had seen swept away, and wondered how its
occupants were faring. Remarkably, the rain
had begun to let up, and, as we watched, the
flow of water subsided. Since the excitement of
seeing the buildings swept away was over, we
went on to our lunch at the hotel, and when it
was over and we came back to the observatory,
the rain had stopped and the level of water on
the valley floor had diminished greatly.
However, there was still a roaring torrent going
down the dry wash, which was quite visible,
and it continued to flow the rest of the day,
though by dark the valley floor had emerged
from its watery covering and the road which
followed the course of the stream northerly, but
at a respectful distance, was again visible.

In any event the summer cloudburst, even
more than 50 years later, is still a remarkably
vivid memory to me. Because of the faster runoff of rainfall even of similar intensity, in the
present day, there is unlikely to be a repetition
of this small scale but fearsome catastrophe.
Needless to say, as the summer went on at
Nanhaven, where I stayed as long as my
parents would let me, the great sight that I had
seen in the valley gave me many opportunities
to remind my younger cousins, first, and more
distant ones, too, of the great experience I had
had in June which they had missed and which
might never happen again.

Afterwards, we heard tales of one resident

The Dry Wash in flood. Photo by Jackie Partin.
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The Petticoat Point Walk to T'other: July 21, 1922
Maud Orr Howell (Mrs. Gerald Henderson)
A party of twenty-three left the
Observatory at 9:30 A.M. for Howell Falls on
T'other Mountain. The group included Bettie
and Martha Weaver, Mary Dudley Dake, Maud
Orr Howell, John Harold Connor, Boyte
Howell, Jr., Irene Langford, Tom Fuqua, May
Allen, Mary Wilson Eldred, George and
Marshall Eldred, Billy Orr, Lucinda Trabue,
Barsha Hollins, Mary Phillips Street, Martha
Lambeth, Theodosia ‘Toots’ Cartwright, Susan
Lewis, Mary Lewis, Marjorie Finnegan, Jane
Lloyd Fleming, and Elizabeth Hord.

The others, including George, Barsha,
Mary Dudley, May Allen, and Johnny came up
the Observatory.
The twelve that went to T'other Mountain
climbed straight up the mountain through the
woods with no path or anything but Marshall’s
compass to guide us. When we got to the cliffs
Marshall climbed up first to see if we could
make it. He hollered for us to come on. Some of
us took off our shoes to keep from slipping and
handed them up with our walking sticks.
Marshall stopped at the top and pulled us up
the worst place. By pulling and boosting each
other and with Marshall’s encouragement and
help we all got up safely.

On the way down the mountain, we
separated into three groups. Those who went
ahead and took the shortest way included
Johnny, Toots, Boyte, Martha L. & W., Mary
Dudley, May Allen, and Mary Phillips.

Bettie Weaver and I took off our petticoats
and waved them to a man in the valley who was
waving to us and to Miss Mary Hollins at
Lovers Leap. Martha L. and Renie took some
pictures. We named the place we climbed up
“Marshall’s Bluff” and the place we waved the
flags “Petticoat Point.” We walked along the top
of the cliffs a little piece then Marshall put up
the flag (petticoat). We hiked to the other end
of T'other Mountain and went down to the Iron
Spring.

The next group that went a longer way, and
was first to get to the foot of the mountain at
Mr. Hobbs’, included Bettie Weaver, Elizabeth
Hord, Mary Wilson, Marshall, Maud Orr, Billie
and Renie. At the Hobbs’ the rest caught up
with us: George, Barsha, Sue, Mary, Marjorie
and Jane Lloyd.
We all ate our lunch after we had explored
the falls and rested for about an hour. After
lunch we carved initials and hung around
awhile. At about one thirty, twelve of us left for
the cliffs on T'other Mountain: Marshall, Bettie
Weaver, Martha, L. & W., Lucinda, Billie, Sis,
Sue, Renie, Fleep (Mary Phillips), Elizabeth
and Maud Orr. The rest stayed at the Falls
awhile then came on home, separating into two
parties, one coming up by Ferris’: Boyte, Tom,
Toots, Mary, Marjorie and Jane Lloyd.

We drank gallons of water as we had not
had any since we left Howell Falls. We finished
the food left over from lunch and rested from
four to four-thirty. From the spring we went
straight down the mountain with no path.
About half way down we hit the road and
followed it on to the valley. We came on by the
road to the foot of this mountain; then we came
up the short cut, reaching home by six o’clock.
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Recollections: Personal and Handed-Down
Margaret Brown Coppinger
I was born in Chattanooga but I consider
myself a native of Beersheba Springs because
my parents were from here.

winter use.
A smokehouse was built near the cabin
where the meat was cured and kept for winter
use. I heard my grandmother tell about how
families who were unable to get salt during the
Civil War would go to the smokehouse and
scoop up the top layer of soil, add water to it
and boil it in order to get salty water to cook
their meat and vegetables.

My mother had polio or white swelling as it
was called, at that time, when she was a small
child and the doctors sent her to Beersheba to
drink the chalybeate water, which was
supposed to cure all ills.
My father’s ancestors had been in this area
since the pioneers first came to Warren County.
Goodspeed lists Isham Dykes, my great-greatgrandfather as having come with Henry J. A.
Hill from North Carolina about 1802. It is said
these men cut a road all the way across
Cumberland Mountain from East Tennessee
and finally settled in the Collins River valley.

They always had plenty of apples, cabbage,
turnips and potatoes for winter use which could
be kept all winter by digging a hole, putting
them in the hole and covering with many layers
of leaves. Apple trees were planted and in a few
years they had plenty of apples which could be
stored or dried for winter use. In the summer
they picked huckleberries and blackberries and
in the fall gathered hickory nuts and walnuts.

Another great-great-great-grandfather,
Abednego Green, and a great great-grandfather
Absolem Brown came two or three years later
from South Carolina. I have been told that
Absolem Brown brought his family by the river
in a flat boat with all his possessions including
a horse, cow, hogs, and chickens and settled in
the area where the Woodlee 4-H Club is located
in Warren County.

Instead of sugar they used wild honey to
sweeten their food. This was easy to find in the
woods. They watched for the bees to swarm,
capturing a new swarm which they brought
home with them. Soon they had several “bee
hives” at their own homes. For seasoning they
used lard rendered from the fat meat after hog
killing time.

The life of the pioneers was very hard. The
first thing they had to do was clear a section of
their land they had taken up and build a house
of logs. The floors were usually made of
puncheons, which were split logs laid side by
side. The cabin was built with a large fireplace
made of rocks and usually finished with what
was called a “stick and clay” chimney near the
top. They covered the fire at night to keep it
from going out. If it did go out they had to go to
a neighbor’s to borrow fire.

The clothing was made by the women of
cotton or wool which was spun into thread by
the spinning wheel and later made into cloth by
the loom. All pioneers tried to have at least one
sheep to furnish the family with wool. In 1854
my great-grandfather had four sheep. The
women knitted the stockings and socks for the
family. The shoes for the family were made by
the men. I have heard one of the Dykes cousins
say that his father became so good at making
shoes that eventually the whole community got
him to make their shoes.

After the cabin was built, the next thing to
do was clear the land and get it ready to plant
crops. They always had plenty to eat. They
depended upon killing wild turkeys for meat.
They also raised hogs which ran wild and
fattened on acorns. Each man’s hogs had a
different mark and in the
fall they were hunted with dogs and killed for

My branch of the Browns came to the part
of Warren County which later became Grundy
because Absolem Brown took up 400 acres of
land in Grundy which he gave to his youngest
son, William Sanford.
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He built the same type of log cabin in
Grundy County which his father had in Warren
County. The pioneer homes and barns usually
were built by “workings” and all the neighbors
were invited. The women cooked the food while
the men built the cabin or barn. The last
building in Beersheba to be built by a
“working” is a barn which was built for my
grandmother in 1919 and is standing today.

although the vines grew much higher on those
planted during fruitful signs.
Also, there was a certain time of the month
when they would not nail wooden shingles or
boards made by hand because they said the
ends would curl and draw up, causing the roofs
to leak.
Such things as painting houses, cutting
timber, or setting fence posts in the ground
should be done when the signs were right also,
they believed.

Some other special occasions were hog
killing, corn huskings, and quiltings. The
women continued to meet and quilt as late as
1940 in the Beersheba Library.

All the early settlers built their homes near
a spring, and my great-grandfather was no
exception. Water usually was carried from the
spring in a wooden bucket and most of the time
a gourd dipper was used. The women washed
clothes on a washboard and used home-made
lye soap which they had made from wood ashes
mixed with old grease. The clothes were boiled
in a large kettle to whiten them.

These early settlers had to learn to make
out with home remedies which they had on
hand. Turpentine and kerosene were used for
cuts. Whiskey was used for a snake bite. In the
spring they picked the leaves of the wild poke
plant and gathered the roots of the sassafras
tree, from which they made tea. These both
were supposed to be good for the blood.

Talking of a wooden water bucket reminds
me of a story I’ve heard my aunt tell. When she
was a small girl her parents took her to church
in the valley one hot summer day. After the
long trip down there and sitting through a long
service she became very thirsty. Upon coming
out of the church, she saw a bucket with a
gourd dipper on a bench near the entrance. She
rushed over to get a drink but before she could
reach the bucket, her mother jerked her back.
When she got home she was told that the
bucket contained apple brandy for the thirsty
men who wished to partake.

When a child, I had a horror of meeting a
rabid dog because of a tale my grandmother
used to tell about two acquaintances. She was a
great believer in the “mad stone” because of
this happening. Two women were walking to
church one Sunday morning. They met a rabid
dog which bit one of the women on the leg,
tearing a large hole in her dress and leaving
some of the saliva on the dress. The woman
who was bitten said, “I must go back home and
change my dress.” The other one said, “No, I
have a needle and thread in my purse. I’ll sew
up the torn place and we’ll go on to church.”
When she finished sewing up the torn place she
tried to break the thread. Failing to do that, she
reached down and bit the thread with her teeth.
Later they found out that the dog was mad. The
woman who had been bitten went to the “mad
stone” which stuck for several hours and she
never suffered any ill effects, while the woman
who had bitten the thread died from
hydrophobia.

Cows were allowed to run out and each
cow had a bell which enabled the owner to
locate her if she failed to come home when it
was time to be milked. The owner soon learned
to recognize the sound of his cow’s bell.
Corn was carried to a mill to be ground
into meal. The miller was given part of the meal
as payment for the grinding.
Many years ago, one old citizen of
Beersheba, when over 80 years old, gave an
interesting account of a trip to the mill when he
was a young boy. He had ridden horseback
down Dan Avenue with his corn, but had to
wait so long for his turn that it began to get
dark before he was able to start home. While
riding through the woods, he heard a noise

Many people believed in planting crops
when the signs were right and by the moon.
They thought the planting should be done
during the fruitful signs and not in the barren
signs, which was a good time to destroy weeds.
Once my father planted potatoes at both times.
He could see very little difference in the yield,
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above him and looked up just as a mountain
lion leaped out of the tree toward him. He
began to whip his horse to get away from it.
Although he was afraid to look back, he could
hear it following him. Shortly afterwards he
reached home and fell off his horse exhausted.
It was not until he was safe in the house that he
realized that the pita-pat which he thought was
the mountain lion following him was only the
pounding of his heart.

I have been told that there is an Indian
grave yard in Savage Gulf and several grave
sites in the Palmer area have been said to be
those of Indians.
A part of an old letter written by my
grandfather about a bear hunt in Savage is in
my possession. It says, “It was in July about the
4th, 1884. We took out 14 men and 14 bear dogs
and hounds. Two of our men took their blowing
horns, guns, and 14 dogs. H. W. Brown, my
brother, placed his men on both sides of the
head of the Savage Gulch. They were not in the
Gulch long until I heard our hounds begin to
yell and soon … (page is missing in the letter
here) … I was standing near the head of the
Pound Gulch and was not standing there long
until I could hear the Rev. Good Tate's voice
echoing up the gulch. I can almost hear him
now from hill top to hill top, although he has
been dead for years. He rolled some rocks. I
looked, and there was one of the largest old
black bears I have ever seen in all this wide
world. I took aim, and when I shot, the bear fell
to the ground, and I tried to shoot it again.
Then it got up and stood right up on its hind
feet about 30 yards [in front] of me and it
struck one of our bear dogs and knocked him
about 20 feet right towards me. The dog yelled
and turned towards me. I did not want to shoot
the bear dog because he was about the best one
we had. His name was Foot but he most always
came out a half-mile ahead of the hounds. I
noticed the wounded bear went down in the
myrtle and ivy branch. I waded down in the
branch and my gun in my hands with my gun
cocked and the old bear coming at me” – The
remainder of the letter is missing but he did kill
the bear.

My great-granddfather, William Sanford
Brown, was the first Methodist circuit rider in
north Grundy County. He rode a horse all over
the county preaching the gospel and never
allowed bad weather to stop him. Every Sunday
he rode all the way from the Backbone Road in
Beersheba across the Savage Gulf to pastor a
small church, now known as Brown’s Chapel
near the old Chattanooga stagecoach road on
Cumberland Mountain in the Barkertown
settlement. In 1885 he had deeded this one acre
of land containing the church building to the
Methodist Episcopal Church. The ground was
to be free for all persons to bury their dead. The
three trustees of the church were to be James
Scruggs, T. C. Abernathy, and Russell L. Brown,
his son.
Dr. Thomas Black of McMinnville, who
owned a summer home in Beersheba, had this
to say about William Sanford Brown: “If there
was ever a man inspired of God he must have
been. I have heard him preach and not once
have I ever heard him make a grammatical
error, although, I’m sure, he has very little
education.”
He always carried his gun with him and
usually came home with enough fresh meat to
last the family a week. At one time he killed a
deer on the way over, put it across his horse
and carried it into the church until he started
back home. He couldn’t leave it outside because
of the dogs.

My father, Henry L. Brown, was a building
contractor. When his sister Agnes Brown had
married Rev. J. M. Bean and gone to Illinois to
live, Daddy stayed with them for awhile and
worked under another builder as an apprentice
until he learned the carpenter trade.

At one time one of his children rode
behind him to church and was frightened at
seeing an Indian peeping out from behind a
tree in Savage Gulf. His father said, “Don’t be
afraid. The Indian will not hurt you. Some of
them hid out down in here when the Indians
were removed to Oklahoma. He is just as afraid
of you as you are of him.”

During my early years we lived in
Chattanooga during the winter and came to
Beersheba in the summer. He built many
houses, schools and church buildings in both
Hamilton County and Grundy County, some of
which were: Seventh Day Adventist Church in
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Chattanooga and Snow Hill school building of
Hamilton County, Coalmont and Palmer
Methodist Churches and most of the early
Grundy school buildings, such as Pond Springs,
Freemont, Flat Branch, Mt. Olive, Tatesville,
Utah, Coalmont and Palmer. He built additions
at several others such as Tarlton, Beersheba
and Collins. He either built or put an addition
to every school I ever taught in.

Beersheba, caught the hack to return to
Nashville. On the way to Coalmont, he kept the
passengers entertained by telling ghost tales.
Right at the end of one of his scary tales he let
out a loud whoop, yelling for the driver to stop,
which he did. Thruston took off down through
the woods, pulling off his coat and shirt as he
went. It turned out that he had a wasp down his
back which was stinging him.

The very first thing I can remember
happened in Chattanooga during the
Confederate Reunion in May 1913 when
Johnny Green became the first person to fly an
airplane over Lookout Mountain. He dropped
money and I ran across the grass to pick up one
of the bills. As I returned I heard someone say,
“Don’t you know that they will put you in jail?
Didn’t you see the sign which said ‘Do not walk
on grass’.” Of course, I hadn’t read the sign, for
I was only three years old. Not realizing that
they were joking, I worried about having to go
to jail and wondered if my money was worth it.
I wish I hadn’t spent that money.

Young Thruston was very popular among
the mountain people. He spent many weekends
here, both winter and summer. He had a
furnished room in the valley at the home of the
Joe Hobbs family where he always left the
fireplace ready for a match to be struck to it
when he arrived on the next trip. One weekend
he failed to come because death had come to
him at 28 years of age. The Hobbs family never
disturbed the fireplace. Approximately thirty
years later it was just as he left it.
A poem which he wrote and left behind
leads me to believe that he wanted to be buried
on the mountain. It follows:

One summer in Beersheba we spent at
“Cold Storage,” the small log cabin on the Hill
property where most all newly married couples
had begun housekeeping since the late 1800’s.
It was called “Cold Storage” because it was very
cold in winter. Part of the old building has been
preserved and moved to the Roadside Park.

My Mountain Sepulcher
Lay me to sleep among the crags;
Let the storm in fury dash,
Thunder roll and lightning flash;
Let the rain my ashes lash,
While I sleep among the crags.

When we were ready to go back to
Chattanooga in the fall, Daddy walked across
Savage Gulf to Chattanooga leading old “Bossy”
the milk cow who always went with us. Believe
it or not, one could keep a cow on McCallie
Avenue at that time. It took Daddy two days to
make the trip, spending the night in the Rock
House under an overhanging ledge in the
Savage Gulf.

One winter we spent in Chattanooga there
was a smallpox epidemic. People were dying all
around us. They compelled everyone to be
vaccinated. The day they came by to vaccinate
Mama, my little brother, and me, they asked
where Daddy was. On being told that he was
somewhere on the streets in Chattanooga, they
said “We’ll get him then before he returns
home,” and they did. One neighbor at first
refused to have her family vaccinated. She was
told, “you will be vaccinated or go to jail.”

Mama and I went by “hack” as it was called
at that time. It left Beersheba early in the
morning and met the train at Coalmont. After
traveling by train the remainder of the day,
which went to Stevenson, Alabama and back to
Tennessee, we arrived in Chattanooga after
dark.

Finally the Tennessee River went on a
rampage, before the time of TV A, flooding all
the low parts of Chattanooga. When we escaped
the flood, the water was on three sides of the
house and coming into the yard. There was
only one way we could get out. When we could
return home, Mama said, “Take me back to
Beersheba where there is no smallpox and the

On one of these trips, Gates Thruston, the
son of General Gates Thruston of Nashville,
who had been spending some time at
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Tennessee River can’t reach me.”

with Benjamin J. Hill of McMinnville as
colonel.

We spent the next few years in Beersheba
until I was ready to start to high school. During
this time I became fascinated with Beersheba’s
early history, including Beersheba Cain, who
discovered the chalybeate spring, and Col. John
Armfield, the slave trader, whose slave, Nathan
Bracken, chose to remain with him after the
Civil War. Nathan, always a colorful character
in Beersheba, was loved by everyone especially
“his boys,” as he called them.

Company “A” of this regiment was
recruited from Grundy County, with Albert C.
Hanner, son of Mary Hanner and nephew of
John Armfield, elected captain. Company “A”
was equipped by Armfield and took part in the
Battle of Shiloh the following April, during
which engagement Captain Hanner was killed.
Brothers fighting at Shiloh for the
Confederacy were 2nd Lt. Jackson V. Brown and
Pvt. Russell L. Brown, sons of Rev. William
Sanford Brown of Beersheba. Before leaving
they had entered into a pact that they would
not allow darkness to come each night without
knowing where the other was. After the bloody
battle of Shiloh and both sides were
withdrawing, a Grundy Countian lingered
behind to see if he knew any of the dead or
wounded. He found one of the Brown brothers
wounded but alive. About a mile from there he
located the other brother also wounded. The
second asked him if he could bring his brother
to his side where they could both die together.
The friend was able to carry the wounded
brother and place them side by side.

Mama remembered going to church
service at Nathan’s home when there was only
standing room. Because she was a crippled
child, Nathan picked her up and set her on his
table.
At another time her mother sent her to
take a piece of cake to Nathan and one to Mrs.
Fahery. Nathan met her at the door, grabbing
both plates and sticking his thumb in both
pieces of cake. She had to go back home and get
another plate for Mrs. Fahery.
One of the Schild boys had been going with
one of the local girls, Laura McCarver, but she
suddenly married someone else. The next time
Nathan saw the Schild boy he said, “Ye jist let
George Cawter steal de bait off de hook.”

Fortunately, neither died. They came home
and lived to a ripe old age. They were fond of
saying if they had only one biscuit between
them and starvation they would share with the
friend who placed them together on the
battlefield.

The 35th Confederate Regiment of
Tennessee was raised in Grundy, Sequatchie,
Warren, Cannon, Bledsoe and Van Buren
Counties. It was organized in the fall of 1861
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Beersheba, Off-Season
Margaret Brown Coppinger
After summer people left in the fall,
Beersheba became a sleepy little village with
not much happening. In my youth there were
“workings,” when men in the community met
and built a house or barn for a neighbor and
the women cooked a meal for the workers. The
last one of these “workings” was a barn built in
1919 which is still standing in Beersheba.

time offered the boys in Beersheba 25 cents for
each hawk they killed and brought to him. After
paying the 25 cents he threw the dead hawk
over the bluff because the hawks had been
catching his and other people’s chickens. After
paying out many quarters, Major Ritzius
became suspicious and found the boys were
climbing down the bluff and bringing back the
same hawks. That ended when he started
cutting off the heads before throwing them over
the bluff.

Often, in fall, a group of gypsies came
through and camped in the woodland in front
of the school. They created some excitement
with their “swapping.” People in the
community sometimes bought horses from
them.

The women met at each other’s homes and
had quiltings. After the library was built in
1923, they continued to meet there in the
community room and quilt until the late 1940s.

Another interesting event was the making
of sorghum by the Ben Hill family. Children in
the community never tired of watching this.

For recreation the young people met at
each others homes and had “candy pullings.”
Mrs. E. J. (Louise) Hege had parties for them
and in later years Mrs. Fred Bohr continued
this practice.

One exciting time occurred when two little
girls became lost in the woods. At that time
there were wild animals which were dangerous.
A search party was organized and one woman
hurrying to get breakfast before daylight in
order for her husband to join in the search,
made a mistake and put sulphur in her biscuits
instead of soda.

There was great rivalry between Beersheba
boys and those in the valley and Altamont over
the girls. If an Altamont boy came to Beersheba
to see one of the girls, the Beersheba boys
referred to Altamont as “Big Gag” and if the
boys irom the valley came, Tarlton and
Philadelphia were referred to as “Sodom and
Gomorrah”. One boy, angry because a boy from
the valley had come to see his girl friend, stood
on the observatory and, looking into the valley
said, “O Lord, how long will you let Sodom and
Gomorrah exist?”

One animal which was called a panther
could scream almost like a woman. This scream
terrified many a person walking alone at night.
One man coming back from the store at
Altamont had one of these animals run out of
the woods and jump at his horse’s throat. For
that reason, most men carried their guns when
going to the store or post office.

At another time the valley boys had
attended church at Grace Chapel and left their
horses tied while they walked their best girls
home. Meanwhile, the Beersheba boys untied
their horses and whipped them off the
mountain. So the valley boys had to walk home,
almost to the Warren County line.

At one time a bounty was paid for the
killing of certain animals. The following is
found in County Court Clerk’s Minutes, 3rd.
Monday, December AD 1855:
This day Thomas King proved in open
court the killing of a wild cat in the state of
Tennessee within twelve months from this
date whereupon the court ordered that he
have a certificate for the same.
As for bounties, Major H. P. Ritzius at one

For many years there was a Grundy County
Singing Convention organized with Mr. Levi
Woodlee from Altamont as president and the
meetings rotated to all the communities.
Beginning at 10 o’clock, the different choirs
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sang until noon, stopped to have dinner on the
ground, and continued in the afternoon. The
Beersheba singers usually came off with the
honors. Clara Bell Tate was always the pianist.
At one time, the Convention was held in the
woodland behind the Hotel grounds. A
platform was made and the piano moved out.
This was remembered probably better than the
others because Alvin C. York, the hero, was an
honored guest shortly after World War I.

first of June. Mr. Stepp with his hack, pulled by
two or four horses, began to meet the train at
Tracy City and in later years Marvin Brown
with his T Model Ford began meeting the train
at Coalmont.
The baseball season opened with games
between the Mountain boys and the summer
boys. Mr. Hunerwadel could be seen every few
days with his wagon and team of mules
carrying a group to Long’s Mill and the
swimming pool.

Beersheba began to come alive again with
the arrival of the summer residents about the

Path to the Indian Spring
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Indian Grave Sites
Georgianna D. Overby
Lost to sight – and almost to memory – is
an ancient Indian burial mound located at the
foot of Backbone Road in the valley on the Elda
Scott Farm. Of considerable size, it had smaller
companion mounds nearby. All were close to
the “Big Spring,” purported to be the head of
Collins River and according to Cherokee Indian
lore was revered as the “Spirit’s Well.”

Flesh,” meaning the return of flesh to the
Mother Earth. After the body was reduced to its
skeletal form the skeleton was then interred in
the burial place, resting in a fetal position on
the left side.
Food utensils and water bowls were placed
alongside the females while the male graves
contained arrows, bows, knives, small pipes
and the individual’s finest costumes.

During a bulldozing operation in July 1955
the mound was inadvertently destroyed.
Revealed, however, was the skeleton of a male
of exceptionally large physique. Also found in
the grave were arrow heads and spear points.

Also in the Beersheba Springs area are
caves which served as tombs, being sealed after
burial ceremonies were completed.
The third type of burial site, Pasley
advised, is the rock grave. This consisted of a
square hole lined with rocks and topped with a
large flat stone covering the entire grave.

Conjecture is that the skeleton might very
well have been that of Chief Cheuwalli who,
according to legend, was a “huge” man and
ruler of that particular Cherokee territory. This
may well be a possibility if the name was
contracted to ”Charlie,” whose name is
recorded on deeds. Also, it may be that
“Charlie’s Creek” and “Charlie’s Camp” bear the
chief’s Americanized name.

Although not readily seen by the average
person, all three types of burial sites were
marked by the Indians. The markers, still in
existence, consist of Indian legends (or
drawings) on a large rock, situated near the
places of entombment.

In an effort to learn more about the
construction of earthen burial mounds and
other types of Indian graves we interviewed
William R. Pasley, known to the Cherokees as
Chief Long White Eagle, residing in
McMinnville. He appeared most knowledgeable
and has devoted untold hours to exploration of
the area, having made some new discoveries.

William Pasley mentioned a huge cave
under Beersheba Springs with an entrance
somewhere under Stone Door known only to
the Indians, which has an underground river.
Another cave in the Savage Gulf area,
known to many people, is Big Bear Cave.
According to Caves of Tennessee, “the name
originated from an incident in which a
wounded bear was tracked into the cave by a
hunter, who shot and killed the animal.” The
story told in Beersheba is that Tommy
Thompson found the bear in the cave and killed
it with his hunting knife.

According to Pasley, Indian burial
procedures were determined by availability on
the sites. The interments included earthen
mounds, caves, and rock graves.
The mounds were constructed in layers,
each layer holding individual graves. The final
layer was capped with a deep covering of earth.

Pasley has also interpreted signs in the
ancient Indian village west of Beersheba; he
has located places where the tribes put out their
smoke signals which could be seen for seventyfive miles.

Following death, the Indian’s body was
placed on a scaffold, open to the elements.
This, Pasley related, was the “Cremation of
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Uncle Bill Perry and the Hams
Josephine King Eubanks
that quarter.
Then I went down to Uncle Bill’s for
something – I don’t remember what – and he
still had these great old big hams – and one
he’d taken down from the loft – and I went on
back to our house and I said: “Daddy, Uncle
Bill’s got these great old big hams down there
and I asked him reckon what he’d want for that
ham and he said he’d take a quarter for it.”
That big ham started worrying Daddy. He
said: “Look here. Uncle Bill wouldn’t sell me a
ham for nothing like that. So I’ll tell you what
– if you’ll go back down there and give him
your quarter, I’ll give you your quarter back.”
And I said: “No, you’ll never do it. You’ll never
give me my quarter back.”

Josephine Eubanks
Uncle Bill Perry had a big smokehouse
because he killed a lot of hogs every year. He’d
smoke the meat with applewood and hickory
wood. Then he’d hang the meat up, after it was
smoked, in the loft of his house, because he was
afraid somebody would break into the
smokehouse if he left it there. He drove nails
into the rafters and hung the hams, shoulders,
middlings up there. He did it so long that the
ceiling of the house was grease-soaked – just
pure grease up there – and if that house had
ever caught afire it would’ve exploded.

Daddy said: “Yes, I will, if you’ll go get that
ham.” That was his promise and Mother said:
“Yeah, we’ll give you your quarter back.”
So I took off running – it was about half a
mile – and I said: “Uncle Bill, you still want to
sell that ham for a quarter?” I mean it was a
great big ham. Cured and everything. So I took
that ham back to the house in a hurry.
Daddy said: “Well, Josephine, I’ll have to
sell some lumber off before I can give you your
quarter back.”

I can remember when I was about five
years old we heard the dogs barking outside our
house and Daddy wouldn’t go out and see what
was the matter till I argued with him. Finally he
did. The dogs had treed a possum in a big
persimmon tree. Daddy climbed up the tree
and knocked the possum out cold and skinned
him and cured the hide on a board with salt.

I said: “I bet I don’t never get my quarter
back.” But as soon as he sold it, Mother made
him give me my quarter.
Of course there was eight of us children
and Mother and Daddy, and that ham didn’t
last all that long, you know. After a few
mornings it was gone. Then Daddy said: “I
wonder if Uncle Bill’s got another of them hams
down there?” I said: “Yeah, he’s got some more
down there, but I ain’t givin’ him my quarter
for one.” And Daddy said: “You go down there
and give him your quarter for one and I’ll give
you your quarter back, when I sell my lumber
again.”

Daddy said I could have it because I had
argued with him to go and see what the dogs
was barking at. Then one day Davy Nunley
came up and saw the hide and said to Daddy
that he’d give him a quarter for the hide. Daddy
said: “I can’t sell it because it belongs to
Josephine.” When I came up about that time, I
said: “Yes, I’ll sell it to you for a quarter.” And I
was so proud of that quarter I carried it around
with me all the time. I was tickled to death over

Daddy kept talking till I went back down there
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and I looked all around and I said: “Uncle Bill,
got any more of them hams you want to sell for
a quarter?” He took the ladder and went up to
the loft and got another big ham down and said
yeah, he’d sell it for a quarter. So I gave him the
quarter and come on back to the house.

bought him some bologna. That’s what they
told on him. He bought bologna.

Daddy was slow in selling the lumber this
time and I like to never got my quarter back.
But when I did, Daddy said: “Josephine,
wonder if Uncle Bill’s got any more of them
hams down there?”
I was ready for him this time. I said: “No,
he ain’t got no more of them hams for a
quarter. He wants fifty cents.”
So Daddy said: “Josephine, I’ll give you a
quarter and you take your quarter and run
down there and get that fifty-cent ham.” So I
run on with the two quarters. The mistake I
made was to not wait for Daddy to say he’d give
me my quarter back. So when I got back with
the ham, he wouldn’t give me my quarter back
and it made me so mad to be tricked that I like
to died. I was eating ham all the time, sure
enough, but I wanted my quarter and I never
did get it back.
Now, do you want to know what Uncle Bill
did with the quarters I give him for them great
old big hams? Why, he went to the store and

The twins, Jannette and James Eubanks, two of
Josephine's children, with their pony, Fury.

The Medicinal Spring Water
Having promoted Beersheba for several
years as a watering place, Colonel John
Armfield would go down to the chalybeate
spring every morning before breakfast and take
one – and one only – glass of the mineral
water. One morning as he went down the path
from the Hotel he met a lady of some years who
had just arrived the night before by the late
stage.

“Oh, Colonel Armfield,” she babbled, “I’ve
been down to the spring to taste your glorious
water. And, alas, before I knew it I had drunk
six large tumblers. It’s divine.”
The master of propriety tipped his hat,
stepped off the path, and said firmly: “Madam,
alas, let me not detain you.”
– Charles S. Mitchell
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Elder Dykes
Elder Dykes lived on the slope of Dykes
Mountain, in sight of the bridge where
Highway 56 crosses over Dykes Creek in the
Collins River Valley. All I remember he ever did
was to sit on his porch and watch the cars and
trucks go up and down the valley.

on the top of the mountain with a full load on.
Well, I never saw Elder run any off, and
being a lawyer, I am trained to altogether reject
hearsay – but, what I do know is if, when
Elder was sitting on his porch, you would stop,
go under the bridge, leave a $5.00 bill on the
top of a column, drive away and return in a half
hour. In the place of your five you would find a
gallon of corn.

In the 1940’s the county was dry and corn
was squeezed in the mountains behind Elder’s
house. I know because I have visited Uncle
Jerry Coppinger’s still on Robin Creek which
runs into Savage Creek, and I have seen the old
Plymouth which could do 120 on the
straightway, working its way through the trees

I never did it, but I have seen it done. Ask
Morton Adams, Jr.
Alf Adams, Jr.

Judgment Day in Tarlton
As you look down from the far right corner
of the observatory in front of the Hotel in
Beersheba Springs, at the far left of the valley,
between the highway and the foot of the
mountain spur known as the Backbone, you
can see a stretch of the bed of the Collins River.
Normally, it is dry in the summer and is known
locally as the Dry Wash. Just where it veers to
the left in the distance, a clump of trees
obscures the highway. Those trees also hide a
little gem, the Tarlton Church built of red brick.
A cemetery surrounds it. Back before 1928,
there was another church nearby, the Welcome
Church of Christ, a wooden frame structure
with a belfry and bell. By 1928, it had fallen
into disuse.

wife, Jessie, and his children, James, John,
Carter and Carlos, up the ladder into the attic
of the house. Not to lose his pigs, he took them
up the ladder too.
And none too soon. Water poured into the
house, rising higher and higher. Thunder and
lightning crashed, and John heard what
sounded like a church bell ringing louder and
ever louder. Surely this was Judgment Day!
Boom, Boom, BOOOM rang the bell. John
tried to pray, but the pigs were squealing so
loud he couldn't. “Dad blame it!” he shouted at
them, “How can I pray to save us with you asquealing like that?”
And then he caught sight of the Welcome
Church of Christ, swaying back and forth and
the bell ringing, as it sped down the valley,
swept by the flood waters. The house held
together, and the McCarvers, including the
pigs, survived. But the church was hurled
against a line of trees and broke apart.

The Collins begins back on the plateau
around Cagle, Gruetli, and Palmer. Heavy rains
in those areas can lead to flash floods in the
Dry Wash with little warning. A memorable one
happened in 1928.
John McCarver, who lived down the valley
from the Welcome Chuch, saw the water
rapidly rising and rushed his mother, Mary, his

As told by E. H. Barker and related via
Ralph Thompson to Jackie Partin, and on to
Clopper Almon.
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In addition to this
material, a number of other
pieces have been added. In
the first place, there is
Blanche Spurlock's Bentley's
Beersheba Springs and The
Chickamauga Trace from about 1928, which has been a major, indispensable source
for all subsequent histories of Beersheba. It is reprinted here in full. There is a short
essay on Beersheba in the Bible, its meaning in Hebrew and an explanation of
Abraham's play on words which must surely have mystified many a reader of Genesis.
Careful search of Nashville and McMinnville newspapers has yielded a series of
advertisements and testimonials that vividly trace the evolution of the resort. Best of
all, perhaps, is the comic piece, “A Run to Beersheba,” whose unhappy author, with
Mark-Twain-like humor, recounts his illness and recovery – that nearly ruins the
Hotel's finances. He also tells of his terrifying visit to the Indian Post Office under
Stone Door. “Judgment Day in Tarlton” concludes the volume on an eschatological
note.

Beersheba Springs, a History vol. III

The editors of the first
edition of Beersheba
Springs, A History elicited
from their friends or
extracted from their files a
number of splendid essays
and memoirs of Beersheba
in days of old. Most of these
had to be omitted from
Volumes I and II of the 2010
updated edition to make
room for new, previously
unpublished material. But
many of those omitted
stories make splendid
reading and must not be
lost. They have been
gathered into this third
volume, Classics. Likewise, a
number of vivid old
photographs not used in the
previous volumes enliven
the pages of this one.

